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HowtoGetWhatYouWant

A Remarkable System of Personal Efficiency

Taught by Dr. Orison Swett Marden, the world’s greatest inspirational writer who
has helped thousands of discouraged men and women to brilliant success

O matter what you
want—whether it be
wealth, power, posi-
tion, fame, health, friend-
ship, or any kind of material
success — it is no longer
necessary for you to grope
for it blindly, uncertainly,
wasting your energy and
brain power in an unequal
struggle against circum-
stance and environment.
There is a sure and cer-
tain way of reaching your
goal, of attaining your de-
sires, of realizing your am-
bitions. There has been
worked out for your guid-
ance a definite plan of action
which if followed intelli-
gently will put you on the
road to assured success. So
clear, so simple, so explicit
are the instructions, that
any one can grasp their
meaning quickly and put
them into practice. A single
hour devoted to their study
may change the course of
your whole life. Many a
man who had thought him-
sclf possessed of only mod-
erate ability—yes, many a self-confessed failure—has
suddenly found himself a new man mentally and
spiritually, with a wonderful new power of accomplish-
ment, new courage, new ambition and new oppor-
tunities for success, simply by following the suggestions
given him by Dr. Orison Swett Marden.

What Great Men Say
About Dr. Marden’s Teachings

Theodore Roosevelt said: “I am so deeply touched
and pleased by your editorial in ‘Success’ that I must
write and tell vou so.”

Charles M. Schwab says: “‘Di. Marden's writings
have had much to do with my success."”

John Wanamaker says: ‘I would, if it had been
necessary, have been willing to have gone without at
least one meal a day to buy one of the Marden books."

Lord Northcliffie says: “I belicve Dr. Marden's
writings will be of immense assistance to all voung
men."

Judge Ben B. Lindsey says: “‘Dr. Marden is one of
the wonders of our time. I personally feel under a debt
of obligation to him for his marvelous inspiration and
help.”

When such men as these, and a host of others too

Dr. Orison Swett Marden

numerous to mention, have
felt so strongly the debt of
gratitude they owe this man
that they have not hesitated
to acknowledge it in writing,
surely you also can be
helped to develop your la-
tent powers, to fill a larger
place in the world, to make a
new success of your life.
There is nothing mysteri-
ous or difficult about Dr.
Marden’s teachings. They
are clear, direct, personal.
You will recognize their
truth and their value to you
as soon as you read them.
And that they may have
wide distribution through-
out the world they have
been put into a book, called
“How to Get What You
Want”’ (instead of into an
expensive mail-order course
costing from $20 to $50) so
that they are within easy
reach of everyone who reads
this announcement. By
special arrangement both
the book and a year's sub-
scription to Success Maga-
zine can now be secured for
only 83.50. Nor is it necessary that you risk a single
penny to secure them, as Dr. Marden has stipulated

that this book and magazine shall be sent on five days’ free exami-
nation to cvery rcader of this announcement who asks for them.

Send No Money

All you need do to secure Dr. Marden's help is to fill out and
mail tKe coupon:below and you will receive immediately ‘“How to
Get What You Want," a book of 350 pages handsomely bound in
cloth. Keep the book for 5 days, read and re-read it, and if you
are fully satisfied remit only $3.50, which will Fay in full for the
book and a year's subscription to Success. If for any reason
should not be fully satisfied, just remail the book within five days
and you will owe nothing. This offer may open the door for you
to wonderful new success. So mail the coupon NOW, thus making
sure _ol(‘ etting your copy of the book before this remarkable offer
1S wit rawn.,

Free Examination Coupon

SUCCESS MAGAZINE
1524 St. James Building, New York, N. Y.

Please ;4"“‘.’ me “How to Get What You Want" and enter my name for a
year ._-| sl‘ll\:%‘:“:ro:h‘t? S\écgs.ss u'amnn with —-————d—— issue. I will either
remai in 5 days after its receipt or send you $3.50. (Forcign
price $4.50 cash in advan"‘; » you § ( R
Name. - -

Address. -
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AN OPEN LETTER

.Dear Friend:

I hold the degree of A. B. and A. M. from the University
of Missouri, the degree of D. D. from the University of Kentucky,
the degree of L. B. from the Washington University. I was editor
of the Harriman Lines Railroad Educational Bureau, was attorney
for the White Pass R. R., and practiced law in six states.

It was my privilege to have the personal friendship of Judge
Hanna and Mrs. Eddy, of Christian Science fame, of Ella Wheeler
Wilcox, and of John E. Richardson, better known as T. K., founder
of the Great School of Philosophy.

I organized the Law and Commercial Company of Snow,
Church and Company, with offices tn many large cities and the
Lyceum League of America, with Theodore Roosevelt as its first
President and Edward Everett Hale, William Dean Howells,
Frances Willard and Senator Lodge on the Board of Trustees.

I recently came to St. Louis from my home in Long Beach,
California, for the purpose of studying the Master Key System at

close range and getting into personal touch with the Author,
Charles F. Haanel.

I have been here long enough to find that while all other
systems of thought are concerned chiefly with the manipulation of
things, the Master Key System is interested in the causes whereby
conditions are created. For this reason it is Universal and
unlimited.

It is the key to every system of thought in existence, either
ancient or modern, religious or philosophical, occidental or oriental.
Let me demonstrate this by sending you a few sample papers, with-
out cost or obligation of any kind. The busier you are, the bigger
things you have in view, the less you can afford to be without
the Master Key System.

Walt Le Noir Church, 202 Howard Bldg., St. Louis, Mo.
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How I Intend to Spend the
Millions My Father Left Me

An interview with George W. Perkins, jr., son of the late millionaire part-
ner of J. P. Morgan, who has some $40,000,000 to do with as he pleases

By William H. Crawford

ELFISHNESS is a predominat-
ing human characteristic. So
many men strive to grasp all the
power and wealth within their

reach, that it is refreshing to find a
young man who is not struggling to add
more dollars to his fortune, to gain more
of the power that dollars bring; but
who is devoting twelve to fourteen hours
a day learning how to spend the many
millions that were left to him by his
father. That is exactly what George
W. Perkins, jr.,is doing. George W. Per-
kins, jr., is the son of the late George W.
Perkins who will be remembered as a
partner of J. P. Morgan.

You need not begin sending begging
letters to Mr. Perkins asking him to
contribute to your pet charity or
finance some pet scheme, while he is
distributing his wealth, for that is not
the way that he is going to dispose of it.
His father, you may remember, sub-
scribed large sums of money to advance
progressive legislation. He believed
that he could be of more service to
humanity by helping to establish honest
government than by giving to individ-
uals or charities. G. W. P, jr., is a
chip of the old block. He believes as
his father did that there are many in-
justices and inequalities both in the
law, and in its enforcement. He be-
lieves that the rights of the poor man
and the worker should be protected by
legislation.

“The rich man,” he told me, when I
called on him to secure this interview
for Success, ‘‘is able to demand and
secure his personal rights. The poor
man is impotent, and I am determined
to devote my time and money to secure
for him those rights which, by himself,
he cannot obtain."”

There is this difference between the
money-distributing plans of the father
and the son. The father was a middle-
aged man of business when he retired to
champion the cause of the people. He
was fully acquainted with the political
game. He knew its wiles, its cross-
roads, its crooked turnings. His power
and prestige, gained in the business
world, gave him a natural and prominent

Pach Bros,, N. Y

GEORGE W. PERKINS, JR.

Twenty-six years old, inherited the vast fortune of his father, Genrge W. Perkins.

He has so much money that he could not spend it on himself if ! e tried, so, after

deliberating the matter for months, he has hit on a plan which, he believes, will
prove of the greatest value to all the people of the United States.
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place in the counsels of his party. On
the othier hand, his son has had no ex-
perience in politics. Stepping directly
from the university to the overseas
service, he has had no opportunity to
study politics. He is inspired by the
same ideals of service as his father, and
has the same dgtermination to devote
his time and money to the cause; but he
is shrewd enough to realize that he must
know the game before he can play it
effectively.  Therefore, he has associ-
ated himself with a past master of the
art of politics—Will H. Hays, President
Harding's Postmaster General, in whose
office I first met him.

When I entered Mr. Hay's office, I
noticed a clean-cut young fellow who
seemed to be ‘on the job" every
minute. He was courteous, intelligent,
polite. He found the business of each
visitor and aided him with expedition
and dispatch. He seemed so entirely
different from the average secretary, so
free from feeling his own importance,
and yet, had such an intelligent grasp of
his duties, that he immediately at-
tracted my attention. “Who is that
young secretary of yours? He appears
to be particularly bright.”” 1 asked the
Postmaster General.

“Don’'t you know?'" replied Hays.
““He is the son of George W". Perkins; he
is a hustler, too. Works under full
steam twelve to fourteen hours a day.
Mark me, he is going to make a name
for himself."

I knew his father well, and I was keen
to learn why the hcir to the Perkins
millions should be working from twelve
to fourteen hours a day for the munifi-
cent sum of $1900 a year! I found
young Perkins most agreeable, entirely
free from affectation and false pride, and
working with grim determination to
accomplish his aim. It was difficult to
get him to talk about himself, to tell his
reasons for forsaking his natural place
in the business world for the drudgery of
a secretarial position.

“Some years before my father's
death,"” he said, “he decided that it was
his duty to repay America for the
opportunities and Dblessings it had
showered upon him. This he attempted
to do, by devoting his time and money
to civic betterment, which he hoped to
accomplish by advancing progressive
government. | went with him, as a
boy, to most of his conferences. He
never treated me as a child. He
thought that I should understand these
matters; so, after the big men with
whom he dealt had departed, he would
explain carefully to me, subjects he had
discussed with them. [ was told all of
his hopes and aspirations. | became
very much interested in his plans; so,
after his death, I decided to continue his
work.

“In order to do so intelligently, it is
necessary for me to know something
about politics, because it is through the
political field that improvement must
advance. Therefore, | decided to come
to Mr. Hays and learn politics from
him. Of course, the place I have now is
a comparatively humble one: but I feel
that I am doing real service for the
country while 1 am learning. [ cer-
tainly am carning my pay. Every one
around Mr. Hays must do that,” he

Would You Spend a
Fortune of Forty
Millions Like This?

EORGE W. PERKINS

died over a year ago.
He was one of the most suc-
cessful financiers this country
had ever produced. Rising
from humble life, by sheer
force of his will, honesty, and
determination, he was finally
chosen by the late J. Pierpont

Morgan as one of the partners
of J. P. Morgan & Co.

Mr. Perkins left a fortune of
‘some forty millions.  Some
time before his death, he de-
cided to spend the greater part
of his vast wealth in civic
betterment. His son, George
W. Perkins, jr., who inherited
his fortune—after setting aside
sufficient for the support of
himself and his mother—will
carry out to a finish the work
his father started.

In order to learn politics, he
has taken a small position
under Postmaster-general
Hays.

‘“This work will be a great
~advantage to me in carrying
out my future plans,” says
Mr. Perkins. ‘I am not in-
terested in making any more
money. What I am interested
in is spending the vast fortune
my father left me so it will be
of real service to humanity.”

added whimsically. “This work will be
of great advantage to me in carrying out
my future plans. Here I learn to know,
personally, all the prominent politicians
in America. They all seem to find their
way to Mr. Hays's office. 1 am
studying men. You may say, I am
taking a post-graduate course in the
college of politics. I am working my
way through college.”

“Are your business interests suffering
by your absence?"

“Naturally. I am not making any
money while absenting myself from
business affairs. My mother, however,
is entirely in sympathy with my plans.
We have invested our capital, so that it
does not require much of my time to
look after it. Incidentally, I am not
interested in making any more moncy.
After a man has a competency for him-
self and his family, additional fortune is
of no particular value to him. What 1
am interested in is spending the vast
fortune my father left me so it will be of
real service to humanity. [ feel, as my
father did, that my wealth is a steward-
ship to be administered for the people.
Except for my own simple needs, it is to
be devoted to their benefit."”

“Do you intend to enter the political

Success

field after you have been graduated
from your school of politics?"’

“If you mean, by entering the
political field, that I am going to seek
political office—] am not. I have not
gone into the work for personal prefer-
ment, political power, or pecuniary
gain. I am here solely for the purpose
of learning politics and to become ac-
quainted with the men with whom I
must work in the future. 1 hope to
occupy a position in the progressive
wing of our party, similar to the one
filled by my father. My chance to do
so, should be greatly augmented by the
fact that the men with whom I come in
contact will know that 1 am not actu-
ated by any political ambitions of my
own.”

“You spoke of spending your fortune
to benefit humanity. How do you
intend to spend it?"’

““There are many ways in which
money can be  spent legitimately in
political campaigns. In fact, its ex-
penditure is necessary to successfully
carry them on. But not a cent will be
spent in purchasing influence or to
sway elections."

“Do you believe that one man fighting
in the interest of honest and just
government can overthrow the evils
that have surrounded the political world
for so many years?"

“No, I do not; nor do I wish to pose
as the sole champion of justice. I am
not alone in this work. Maybe I have
more time and money to devote to it
than thousands of straightforward, in-
telligent young men. We are all fight-
ing in the same cause. I would be
greatly disheartened if I thought that [
was fighting a single-handed combat."”

“Mr. Hays tells me that you are
working from twelve to fourteen hours
a day. Will not your other interests
suffer by neglect?”

“l am not interested in so-called
society. At least, I do not sclect my
friends because of their social position.
1 recognize that there are many excellent
people who are not socially elect, and,
conversely, many of high social standing
who are true blue. In selecting my
friends and coworkers, their social posi-
tion does not count one way or the other.
I am too busily engaged in the work that
the Master has given me to do, to be
inveigled into so-called social life. By
the way, I wish you would not make so
much of the long hours that I spend in
working. I stay here until have
finished my work, and no man with a
lscnst':. of self-respect is satisfied to do
ess.

“Do you not hanker after the flesh
pots of Egypt—the pleasures and
frivolities that you could enjoy?"

“No, I do not. But do not put me
down as an anchorite or recluse. I am
fond of the theater: I like to dance; |
am not a tin angel; but [ am not satis-
fied to permit material allurements to
interfere with my work.”

What was the early training and
environment that would engender such
high ideals in a young man whose wealth
and position would give him every
opportunity to develop a selfish, self-
indulgent spirit, or cause him to forsake
opportunities to become a power ‘n the

(Continued on page 80)



ESTER BALDWIN catalogued all women into but
two classes, zoological only: to him they were
either butterflies or—cows. Jane O’Neill puzzled him

but the briefest instant.

She was obviously no cow.

Jane O'Neill-Business Woman

HE bank wanted—the manager.

Three frantic typewriters and an

overwrought adding-machine in

the office of the A. L. Britt Print-
ing Company, went suddenly dead—to
listen. The occurrence always meant
things. At the office phone, soft and
clear in the barefaced silence, Patsy
Doyle cooed her most dulcet accents,—
the manager was not in. In the private
office one could hear that A. L. himself
had cut in. The bank did not want
A. L.—courteously, of course—but he
flung up the receiver, appeared in his
door and shouted at Patsy a corrosive
command.

Patsy patted the puffs of hair over
her ears with the supreme hauteur of
twenty-one. ‘‘Is he some joy-assassin?"
she argued with herself. *‘Ask me."

A door from the pressroom flapped
suddenly open on the sonorous hum of

overrushed machinery. A persecuted-
looking foreman shot through with
booklet proofs and asked for the
manager.

But the typewriters had picked up
again on every cylinder, and no one
paid attention. The foreman groaned
impotently. “This shack ain't a print
shop! It'sa quarry!" He bolted out.

. For the 'nth time, Patsy Doyle
hurried to an inquiring man at the
office rail. This one loomed.

“Is the manager in?"

“No. She’s not."”

“She?'" annihilatingly. *I asked for
the manager. Can't you get me?”

Patsy's eyes took time o appraise,
scorn—alas! insult him, exhaustively
and efficiently. Then, “Try me in
Esperanto,” she advocated, sweetly.
The door slammed like an oath and
Patsy chortled victoriously.

With that, from the corridor entrance,
calmly, unhurriedly: ““Good morning,
everyone!” The manager came in.

Jane O'Neill was twenty-nine, I
suppose, if you were a man, you first
warmed to her quiet, interested smile:
then, I know, you speculated as to the
mysterious things behind her calm gray
eyes. If you were a woman, you prob-
ably hesitated before Jane O'Neill,
perhaps to grope hurriedly for a different
introductory remark or something.

Things changed as she came in. Of
course, it wasn't possible for the Britt
office to confidingly relax—that is,
audibly—but it did seem the hum in
things softened to a more confident note
at her advent. For it had been eight
years now, that she had smiled her way
through a steady progress of ups and an
uncounted array of downs with the
Britt Printing Company.

She paused before Patsy Doyl:'s rush.
**Oh, Miss O'Neill! the bank wants you."
Patsy's eyes were nibbling rapturously
at the new fall-suit of businesslike
efficiency that wandered into artistry,
and she choked on too greedy eagerness.

By Will C. Beale

ILLUSTRATED BY J. HENRY

‘‘Hatch wants you out in the pressroom,
and there's been a coupla salesmen, and
some strange guy—"'

“What sort of a guy, Patsy?”

“Search me, Miss O'Neill! Big—
check suit—yella diamond in negligee
shirt—looks like ‘Who's Who Among
the Wets'—and Mr. Britt wants you—
right away!"

Jane O'Neill smiled her slow smile as
she turned to her desk. “Life may be
just one thing after another, Patsy," she
observed, “but they don't always seem
to wait their turn.” The exotic little
Patsy’s eyes followed her adoringly.
She watched the artfully tailored hat
come off, disclosing simply arranged
coils of quite wonderful brown, and
consulted herself fervently and sapi-
ently: “Is that some head of hair,
Marcelle? I'll say it is!"

Jane O'Neill called the bank. Finish-
ing, she hung up in sudden abstraction
and studied more closely some slips
left by the cashier. She laughed softly
to herself. How true it was that men
never grew up! She picked up the
slips and went into Britt's office.

RITT hid a brisk little corncob pipe

under a blotter. He was an under-
sized man—galvanic, intense, with ag-
gressive gray hair that never would learn
gentility. Perhaps it was because the
world had not been very kind to Ansel
Britt, that made him a belligerent little
fighter, cven before first, long after last,
and all the rest of the time. He braced
back and began to speak—petulantly.
“Honest, Miss O’'Neill, sometimes I
have to stop and think as to whether
I'm boss around here, or you."

Jane O'Neill laughed a deprecating
little laugh. "'Oh, there's no uncertainty
in that direction, A. L. I wouldn't let
that worry you."

“I can't help it,"" impatiently, “when
everybody we do business with, passes
me up to talk with you. ['m beginnin’
to think I don't know anything about
the printing business."

“That's not so, A. L.," quietly.
“You're the best printer in the city.”
There was just a suspicion of accent on
the word ‘‘printer.”

“Is that what you wanted to talkover?”

“No. Something else. But first, what
did the bank want?"”

“Those loans. The one for two
thousand, due the first, they'd like
taken up."” Jane O'Neill's gaze wan-
dered out over the busy street.

Britt glared. "Did you tell them the
new equipment had strapped us?"’

“l didn't like to do that, A. L. 1
didn't like to say anything. I had to
say we'd take them up.”

“You did! How are you going to do
it>"" Ansel Britt's eyes were scornfully
wide. “We've got every dollar trained
to do double duty now, until the con-
vention business helps us out. What's
the matter with them, anyhow? Don't
they know we're in healthy shape?"”

Jane O'Neill still gazed out the
window.  “Perhaps they think we're
growing too fast lately, for our re-
sources,’" she remarked thoughtfully.
“Listen, A. L.”" She held out the slips—
lodge dues—in her hand. “When did
you join the Ancient Order of Caribou
and''—she consulted the slips—‘the
United Draymen?"

“Last month," brusquely. “Why?"

There was smiling indulgence in Jane
O'Neill’s gray eyes. “You must belon,
to everything now but the Daughters o
the American Revolution, and the Boy
Scouts."” Although Britt was over fifty,
her regard grew almost maternal. “Do
yvou think that just a square move to
make, to get business, A. L.?"”

“They all must have printing, don’t
they?"” Britt jumped up and started
walking the room. ‘““You don’t seem to
realize how I'm planning always, night
and day, to get business! Lodges put
you next to things. It was througﬁ a
brother lodge-member, Moran, who
also happens to be secretary of the
Boiler Makers' Union, that I got that
order yesterday, over to Foundrytown
—fifty thousand union buttons—threc
colors.”

“Why did he want to see you per-
sonally?” Jane O'Neill was regarding
him closely.

“I'm telling you. Lodge member.
And now,"" his attempt to look suddenly
casual was a ponderous thing, “now, I
want to tell you about a new schemec.
You'll knock the idea, of course, but
with the bank holding a stop watch on
us, it's time we got away from them for
good.” He swallowed, then: “I'm going
to put a salesman on the road. I've had
the idea a long time. Yesterday, I run
across the very man, and—"

“Where?" quietly.

o VER to Foundrytown. Moran in-
troduced him to me.”

“] sce.”" To a sensitive ear there was
conviction, resignation, prepa: ationin it.

“And he's just the man for the job!"
The little man rubbed his hands and
waxed exuberant. “‘Impresses you right
off, good talker, classy dresser, looks
like real money—"'

“Wait a minute." Some vagrant as-
sociation seemecd tugging at Jane
O'Neill's consciousness.  ‘‘Big man—
check suit—diamond in negligee shirt?"

The little man wheeled. “Yes,"
surprisedly. ‘‘Seen him?'" His associate
shook her head and he ran on. “Well,
he's a real find. I know it." He paused
abruptly—his face half defiant. “All
right. How does it strike you?”
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“Why, I don’t
know, A. L. You
may be right.

But, to me, when

a business ar-

rives at its first

salesman, it's -

an awe-inspiring

crisis, like com-

ing of age, or’’—

she achieved the
stupendous—

“the first ‘fliv-

ver.! Ican't tell

much until I've

seen your man.

Meanwhile, it

isn't expansion

that’s bothering

me to-day. It's

the pay roll.
Somehow,

lately, Saturday

noon looks like

the way of the
transgressor—

and although the
convention

business may be

cash,itwill make

things worse till

it's over. I was

wondering if you

could not make

some collec-

tions."” She held

outa list. “You

ought to be able to ger that Fuller
County Agricultural Association check
from their secretary here in the city,
The account’s twelve hundred.”

Britt snatched at it. “I'll get it or
I'll get the secretary’s scalp. It's two
days overdue.” He flung it on his
desk. “But I'm getung tired
going out and passing the hat.
This business should be ata place,
now, where I don't have to. |
won't, either, when Buldwin gets
in.

At her desk. a few moments later,
Jane O'Neill was listening to a man who
had been waiting for her—was listening
half abstractedly, her mind confronting
the problem rolled up by growing pay
rolls, an unquiet bank-loan, and, now, a
new salesman. The man was unctuously
enlarging upon his prowess in the field.
Lester Baldwin catalogued all women
into but two classes, zodlogical only:
to him they were either butterflies or—
cows. Jane O'Neill puzzled him but the
briefest instant. She was obviously no
cow, so—his speech had trickled treacle.

“When Brother Britt told me to talk
things over with the office manager, I
didn't expect to find—"" he drew down
his vest and screwed down his cuffs—'"to
find a girl in charge.” He swallowed
blandly. The treacle lay thick over
everything.

Jane O'Neill smiled at him almost too
disarmingly. “You're not selling me a
crayon portrait, Mr. Baldwin," she said.
Already she had reached decision in
regard to this salesman. ““\What house
have you been with?"* perfunctorily.

“Brown and Patterson, lighting spe-
cialties. Say, when | took hold of that
business, their growth, up to then,
looked like infantile paralysis; and, in
two vears' time—"'

“When was that?" evenly. Jane
O'Neill knew Brown and Patterson, a
quietly progressive concern fast making
a praiseworthy place.

“Five years ago.”

“] see.” Jane O'Ncill was wondering
absently just what kind of a lodge it was
that permitted member Moran to hand
member Britt an order that carried a
live traveling salesman pinned to it, a
salesman such as—

& HEN,"” reminiscently, “I was with
a patent-razor concern—a punk
little outfit; and a new nut-butter house.
Stuff was all right but didn't have back-
ing enough tosuit me."” Baldwin pinched
up his trousers at the knees so that his
corn-colored socks showed sociably in
wrinkled amplitude. “Say, Miss—
O'Neill they tell me your name is—you
people've got a nice little plant here, and,
from what neighbor Britt tells me, you're
on the right little end of a coming con-
cern, if you had the right party to get
behind and push you along a bit. Now,
Britt tells me—"

*Do you think you are that man?"
Jane O'Ncill was thinking fast.

Baldwin grinned confidently. *‘Well,
I'll tell you this about Lester Baldwin:

Success

There: was smiling indulgence in Jane

O'Neill’s gray eyes. “You must belong

to everything now but the Daughters of

the American Revolution, and the Boy

Scouts.” Although Britt was over fifty,
her regard grew almost maternal

when he goes after business it's got to be
some salesman that trails him without
starving by the wayside. Now, when
we get a little more up-to-date methods
running in the little old place, I'm goin’
to tell you, girlie—""

He paused to expectorate in the
wastebasket.

Jane O'Neill was standing. The busi-
ness woman had retired behind im-
pregnable walls of femininity, Her
wastebasket! *It won't be necessary,
Mr. Baldwin.” She was looking at him
squarely, with eyes that were quite un-
smiling. ‘“I'm afraid we won't be put-
ting on a salesman just now."

“But listen here—!" he began rather
loudly,

There came a slamming of the outer
door, a slatting of the office-rail gate.
Ansel Britt, with face black and angry,
plunged along into his office and sum-
moned Miss O'Neill,

“It’s time we played the game!" he
exploded. when she stood before him.
“H that agricultural outfit thinks they're
p}l‘aying me for a boob, they got another
think!"’
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- already put on.

November, 1921

“Didn’t you get the check?"”
“No. And it was all ready to sign!
That confounded numskull down there

said he didn't like my manner!
what do you think of that?"

“What did you say to him?"'

“I said good and plenty. Now, I'm
going to sue.”” He stopped in his gyra-
tions to fling himself into a chair. “‘Has
Baldwin called?"

IlYes.l'

“Well,"” surlily. “what do you think
of him?"

“I think you can, perhaps, find a
better man, A. L.” She took the
plunge. “I've just told him we're not
putting on a salesman just now.”

His chair went over as A. L. Britt
jumped up. ‘‘You have? Well, you
can just go out and un-tell him! He's
He's come for an
advance on salary. Fifty dollars for
expenses and a mileage book! I had him
all hired yesterday!”

Jane O’Neill passed out rather slowly.
The last few years had taught her that,
in business, there is a demand for wom-
an's subtlety and finesse fully as exacting
as in running’ a home. The rest was
a man's creed: lay low and play the
game.

Now,

11

ANE O'NEILL came in hurriedly

from the street. It was the middle

of the forenoon. - Her eyes were

strangely bright and alive as she passed
obliviously on into Britt's office.

She laid a slip on his
desk. ‘“‘Here's the Fuller
County check.”

Britt glanced up quickly,
his. face holding rather
childish chagrin. “I knew
I had him scared. But, I
suppose he made—er—er
chivalry to a woman the
excuse for paying.”

Jane "Neill seemed
strangely engrossed still.
She shook her head slowly,
with an odd look. Her
smile was gone. ‘‘Chivalry
wasn't exactly his manner,
A, L™ '

She passed out quickly
to her own secluded cor-
ner. She wanted to think
*___ the interview over. In all
.~ _ her business life she had
never experienced so nearly
the treatment accorded a
man. McWade, the asso-
» ‘ - ciation secretary, turned

out to be a fabrics man
of standing. When she
said she represented the
A. L. Britt Company, he
had risen angrily to his
feet, and, his eyes icily
vindictive, had launched
into brief but intimately
scathing estimate of one
A. L. Britt, his business,
his methods, and his per-
sonality. ‘I said the first
A. L. Britt representative
that ever showed up in
here, I'd do myself the

-I»u-vﬂ/- honor to throw into the

strect!"

In sudden loyalty she
had halted him. *‘I can understand how
you feel, but—'"" Here her smile pene-
trated the man's wrath, dispellingly, like
a streak of sunlight. “Truly, there're
good things about him."

McWade was regarding her closely.
“] can see you're a business woman all
right. What I can’t see is how you stand
for that man Britt."

She was still smiling. ‘‘Business
women are successful, perhaps, because
they can handle men better than men—
so long as they stick to business."

When she was leaving, McWade had
said: ‘Well, you're a white man, any-
how. Your goss bragged a good deal
about himself and his concern. I'm
beginning to see it, if he picks employees
like you. I'm retracting—to you. But,
if ever I get the chance, I'll put a crimp
in A. L. Britt that—""

Jane O’'Neill turned from the window.
Things were getting acute. In his
frenzy to do business, A. L. saw to it
that never a dollar rested at ease, and
these undignified collections were be-
coming rather common. The con-
vention of National Canners took
possession of the city the twenty-ninth
of that month. Britt had already
campaigned for the convention printing
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—they must land it, and landing it
would tax them further until it was
over. Then, there was Baldwin.

She looked over the slips on her desk
and laughed dryly. Among the items to
be paid was a statement of office rent
for the new salesman, established across
in the retail section, and a bill for of-
fice furniture, amounting to $200. She
Eicked up a couple of orders from un-

nown concerns which the salesman had
mailed in. One was a trial order for
office stationery, the other, a small order
for club cards. Both had been taken at
cut prices, and to these was pinned a
fortnight's expense account of $100.

Jane O'Neill stared at them and gave
herself assiduously to the problem of
first shaking off this salesman, fattening
on their harried resources, and, at the
same time, doing it in some way re-
dounding to the good of Britt’s soul.
Britt simply must be made to see—

“Good morning, sister.”  Baldwin
dropped into the chair by Jane O'Neill's
desk, crossed his legs, and dragged com-
fortably on his cigar. “‘I've had a good
trip.” Jane O'Neill glanced at the
heavy expense sheet and paltry orders,
and agreed bitterly. ‘“‘Saw a lot of old-
time friends that gimme the glad—
Made the north country—They told me
up there—"'

T was some moments later, he was

handing her some letters.

Jane O'Neill rose. “I'm sorry. I
haven't time to look at them. What I
would like to see is orders.”” She stopped
short. This openly opposing attitude
was wrong. Long ago, Britt's wife, with
the wisdom of ages behind her smooth
little face, had given her the cue: “If
Ansel wants the earth and all that's in
it, I let him think he's getting it and
pray God he doesn't ask for the moon!"
Jane O'Neill's manner relaxed. She was
listening and thinking.

Baldwin was saying: ‘‘These are
‘folksy' letters from about half the
Chambers of Commerce in this section.
They're the people to get after—""'

Something leaped in Jane O’Neill's
mind. It was like glimpsing a sudden
opening out of dark woods. Britt had
told her only that morning that the
handling of the convention had been
turned over to the Chamber of Com-
merce. And, but an ‘hour ago, in
McWade's office—

“—and the sooner you people shed
your piker ideas and give me a chance
to cut loose—""

Jane O'Neill raised her hand. *“I
think I've got your chance.” Now, her
smile was warmth, and shelter, and
welcome. She was back in McWade's
office. The sheet he had given her to
write a receipt on, was a Chamber of
Commerce letterhead. His name headed
the Executive Committee. Far from
opposing Britt, she was going to help.
For instance, it would be grand if
Baldwin could be sent to solicit the con-
vention printing from McWade. She had
thrilling premonitions of catastrophe, of
a Baldwin failure that would invite
battle, murder, and sudden death in the
Britt office. In any case, she trusted to
the gods of war for a clean clean-up;
and, later, she trustedsto clear up the
situation herself-with-McWade.
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She turned to the waiting salesman
and said: “Let's talk with Mr. Britt."”
Inside, she said to Britt, meekly: “Don't
vou think we ought to be getting after
the convention business to-day?
thought at first perhaps I might—""

“You won't have to." Britt rubbed
his hands gleefully and beamed on
Baldwin who beamed back. *Soliciting
business never was a woman’s job, and
now we've got just the man."”

“Mr. Baldwin's mention of the
Chamber of Commerce—"' Jane O'Neill's
tone was humility, abasement, servi-
tude.

RITT brustled. “Of course. Bald-

win's right onto his job. You
needn't bother, Miss O'Neill.” Britt was
actually waving her out. “Baldwin and
I'll tend to it."”

“Very well. I'll just look up the right
committee.”” OQutside, she had a tiny,
humane feeling—she was seeing Mc-
Wade when Baldwin mentioned Ansel
Britt. She passed to Patsy Doyle's
catchall desk. ‘“Take this letter, Patsy.”
Slowly, she dictated:

Chairman, Executive Committee,
Chamber of Commerce,
City.

This will introduce our salesman, Mr.
Leslie F. Baldwin. We are sending him for
a man-to-man interview. We are after the
convention printing, or a slice of it. We
feel sure Mr. Baldwin will interest you, and
we will back up anything you may do with
him, honestly and unreservedlm  When
you have listened to his story may we have
your action?

Thanks.

Britr PrINTING CN,,
Per

It simplified matters that- McWade
had never asked her name. She signed:
“J. G. O'Neill," and went to meet
Baldwin coming exaltedly out of the
inner office. ‘“The chairman you want
to see is John McWade, McWade and
Company, fifty Water Street. Here's
a letter of introduction to him."”

“I don’t need it—but—" He nodded
at her graciously. ‘“‘Here's where 1
show you what’s in the little old bean of
Leslie F. Baldwin!"”

Jane O'Neill's smile was a beautiful
thing. “I hope so, truly."”

It was the pext morning's mail that
halted Jane O'Neill uncomfortably.
Something had missed,—something had
gone wrong with the gods of war. A
letter, addressed to J. G. O'Neill, read:

J. G. O'Neill,
Britt Printing Co.,
City.

Dear Sir: Your manly letter introducing
Mr. L. F. Baldwin impressed me very much.
I listened to Mr. Baldwin throughout the
forenoon with much interest. I have met
vour Mr. Britt—his business ~ methods
mdde a deep impression on me. I have
felt indebted to him, and trust the contract
I have signed with your Mr. Baldwin will
please him as much to fulfill as it pleased
me to sign it.

Most sincerely,

She had but meant to have Baldwin
lose out with Britt. She felt sure she
could win the business from McWade,
herself, later. But this letter —.
“Throughout the forencon.” Knowing

McWade's kind of man, that reference
struck her ominously, also his reference
to Britt, and—

“Oh, Miss O'Neill!” It was lilted
genially from Britt's office door, loud
enough for all the office to look up.
*‘Come in here. We've got a convention
order that'll keep us up nights.” Inside,
he thrust a printed contract-blank into
her hands. “Baldwin is some winner!
Look!” -

Jane O'Neill looked. After eight years
the business of being a business woman
was making the business of being a
mere woman look like powder puffs,
and blossoms, and gossamer. The mere
woman was frightened; the business
woman wanted to laugh—hysterically.

In a moment she looked up. ‘It
seems that Baldwin has shown us what'’s

in his ‘little old bean,’ all right. Did
you notice who signed it, A. L.?"
“No. I just noted the amount.” He

looked up darkly from the boldly
written, ‘‘John McWade.” “Funny
Baldwin should run into him; but he's
got nothing on me,” he said hostilely
“Anyhow, what about it?"
" *“Nothing much, only—" The irony
of it got her. “‘This calls for convention
printing, A. L., at a price that will
hardly buy the stock; also, for buttons
enough to give one to every man, wom-
an, and child in the city, also at five-
and-ten-cent-store prices. But the
worst is this: the badges call for a two-
color ribbon, a combination that, as a
dry-goods man, McWade knows is not
woven and couldn’t be procured short
of two months; and he's stipulated
delivery at twelve days or we discount
two per cent for each day. Aside from
these little points, it's a perfectly good
contract.”” She was dazed, but there
was a tiny admiration for McWade.

Britt's frown was black; his wrath
contemptuous. ‘‘But we can’t/ How're
we going to do all that?”

“You've contracted to, A, L.”

L HAT isn't a contract—it's a
shroud.” He turned, in sudden
inspiration. ‘“Say, Miss O'Neill—I

phaned Baldwin away for a few days,
last night. You go call this man off!”
As he looked at the sheet, Britt's eager-
ness grew. ‘‘You had good luck with
him before—Tell him Baldwin didn't
know our prices—our stock—""'

The girl shook her head. ‘“Oh, no,
A.L. I can'tdo that."”

“But you’'ve got to!" Britt's eyes
grew steely. ‘““With the bank wantin’
two thousand on the first, I'm not
going to turn this shop loose on that,
believe me!”

She was feeling sorry for him now.
“I'm afraid you can't help yourself,
A. L. If you fall down on the conven-
tion stuff, the Chamber of Commerce
will remember it to the pearly gates.
It looks like McWade's got you, but—I
think I'll write him he wants to be
ready with the cash.”
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ENSENESS: concentration: never-

lagging speed!

he Britt plant hummed. I Prough-
out, a determined force seemed driving
it like a spinning top urged by 2 lash_

Success

The celluloid-button machines never
cooled. A night shift sweated at the

presses.

At her desk, Jane O'Neill pressed her
face tight into hot palms and tried to
pierce gloomy obscurity. ‘Blue and
gold. Blue and gold.” She had said
fervently to Miss Bryant in the cellu-
loid room that, for three mornings, she
had eaten blue-and-gold flapjacks and
three nights she had slept on a blue-
and-gold bed.

A driven young designer halted
sullenly at her desk. ‘Britt wants to
know what you’re going to do about the
badges."

“I only know we contracted for them
—we've got to turn them out.”

Blue and gold—blue and gold.

The young man flared excitedly.
“Yes, but how? Britt sent me down to
that bird, McWade, to beg off. He
laughed at me. Said from his letters
we must have one real man up here in
J. G. O'Neill, and it was up to him. I
suppose he meant you.” He turned.
““Here comes Britt now.”

Stoically, Jane O'Neill listened to
the volcanic Britt. ‘“You were crazy to
ever tackle this job!” he raged. ‘“‘We
could have got out of it all right, then.
Just because a salesman isn’t quite up ia
his prices and stock—"

“Wait!" Her smilejwas tired. ‘‘There’re
some things I'd ratl!ner not hear to-day,
A. L., if you don't mind. Baldwin is
one of them."

“Baldwin's all right—it's you! You,
or anyone else, can't fill an order for
stuff not made, with only six days to do
it in. I knew you'd fizzle on it, from the
start, and,” triumphantly, “I've been
planning for Baldwin to fill the gap by
the first. When the time comes, I'll
show you—"

“A. L. It came quietly, pleadingly,
firmly. ‘‘Please leave it to me.” Then,
“You can help a lot by keeping a more
careful eye on the whole plant. I notice
you've put two of the new boys up in
the celluloid room. I wish you'd get
them out of there, A. L. They're green
and careless and liable to cause trouble.
Put them, to help Marie, in the finish-
ing room."”

Blue and gold. Blue and gold!

“They're all right. I'll tend to my
end of things, if—"'

“Blue and gold. Blue and—"" Jane
O'Neill sprang to her feet, her face lit
to sudden rapture, her eyes aglow.
“I'll talk to you later, A. L. I've got an
idea. I'm going down into the dun-
geons!"

¥ HE dungeons” were rambling
stock-rooms below the sidewalk.
They were in charge of Hendrik Dekker,
an elderly Dutchman of phlegmatic wis-
dom, who represented a never-failing
safety gauge for Jane O'Neill. And now,
down in the quiet gloom of the dungeon, -
the ‘“idea’ bore fruit. Old Hendrik
knew fabrics, colors, printing, and inks.
“S0-0-0-0,"" he brayed, in his hoarse
bass voice, ‘‘dose ribbons haf not peen
wove? But you are right! Why not
take white vuns and print dem mit
inkl"
Conviction mounted in Jane O'Neill
to dazzling certainty. ‘‘Hendrick,” she
(Continued on page 81)
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‘Does It Pay?’

Affectionately Dedicated to all
Persons Who Are Slaves to Business

N the boat races of our uni-
versities, the crews often
come to their goal in such
an exhausted condition

that they completely collapse,
some of them falling unconscious in the
boat. In running contests in ancient
Greece, the winning athletes, frequently,
barely reached the goal and then fell
dead.

Some men are like such athletes in the
pursuit of their ambition. While they
may not literally drop dead when they
reach their goal, they are only half alive.
They are not only half dead physically;
but they are shriveled up and played out
mentally. They have attained their
ambition, but they are not winners in
the true sense.

No matter what our vocation, if we
become so absorbed in it that we neglect
everything else; starve every other side

of our nature in
catering to it
alone, the whole
man suffers. He
becomes lop-
sided, overde-
veloped in onc
direction and
underdeveloped
or shriveled
from neglect or

By Orison Swett Marden

CARTOON BY GORDON ROSS

of his mind by reading, travel and self-
improvement generally. He had totally
neglected all the things which build a
fine, desirable personality, the things
that would have made him an educated,
cultivated man. He had paid no atten-

tion to music or art, or even books. He-

had a fine library; but he said that it
meant almost nothing to him, because
he had not cultivated
the reading habit.
The beautiful art ob-
jects and expensive

disuse in others.

Even a man h
like Darwin, k
who did so much
for science, la-
mented bitterly,
before he died,
that he had al-
lowed his ab-
sorption in sci-
entific investiga-
tion to crowd
out many of the finer things of life. He
said that he was shocked when he re-
turned to his Shakespeare and his
music, which he bad loved so dearly, to
find that he was almost a stranger to
them, that he had lost his love for,
his interest in them. He was grieved
to find that many other of his brain
cells, which had not been used for so
many years, had gone out of business,
atrophied—that he was not the all-round
man he once had been.

HEN we hear of the great

success of a business man, we
want to know what he has lost on the
way to his fortune; we want to know
whether he has been a success as a
husband, as a father, a success in his
home; whether he has been a success in
his friendships, in his social life; for the
piling up of money is a small part of real
success.

A New York millionaire recently ad-
mitted to me that his life had been
largely a failure because of the lack of
cantinued self-investment, the cultiva-
tion of his finer nature, the broadening

Chained to your safe, you are a mon-
strous money-gland, a slave to the
“ticker” and the fear of business

paintings of the masters in his great man-
sion made no appeal to him. He simply
boughtsuch things becauseotherrichmen
did, because they were considered val-
uable, the symbol of a cultivated taste.

It is amazing to see the great number
of men in this country who are struggling
for success, and yet are missing the very
object at which they aim. The very
fierceness of their pursuit, the unnatural
methods they employ, and the tre-
mendous strain they put on their
faculties, wreck their lives and make the
success at which they aim an absolute
impossibility. They become so ab-
sorbed in the fierce competition of
business, in the great American game of
fortune building, that repose, harmony,
leisure, and a quiet mind—the very
things necessary for real growth, for
higher attainment—are unknown to
them. No matter what they are doing,
their minds are always on the game.

I have watched some of these men at

the opera and other theatrical
shows, and have -seen them
leave their seats and go to the
smoking room, pace up and
down the corridors, or talk
about business. Nothing else seems to
interest them. Their brains are so
active, and they have formed such a
habit of pushing and driving everything
and everybody about them, that they
really do not know what poise, real
refreshment, or rest means. They don’t
know how to relax. They do not even
take time to get acquainted with their
children, to
know them, to
keep pace with
their growth, to
sympathize with
their aspira-
tions, to guide
them, to help
them to solve
their little prob-
lems. They
sacrifice their
friendships,
their homes,
their families,
everything for
business.

A man can
have no greater
delusion than
that he should
spend the best
years of his life
coining all his
energies into
dollars, neglect-
ing his home,
his friendships,
his natural af-
fections—every-
thing really worth while for money, and
yet find happiness at the end.

What he will find—if breakdown or
premature death from overstrain
doesn’t overtake him—is slavery. The
capacity to enjoy anything outside of the
game which has shriveled his soul will
have died in him. Like the man that
Gordon Ross has pictured in his cartoon,
he will be fettered to his safe by the iron
chain of habit. The *“ticker” and the
market quotations are the only things
that will interest him. He will not bea
man but a monstrous money-gland, a
slave to his business.

N their mad chase for wealth, many
men show no more intelligence than
that private soldier of whom the
historian, Gibbon, tells us. When the
Roman emperor, Galerius, sacked the
camp of the Persians, there fell into the
hands of this man ‘‘a bag of shining
leather filled with pearls. He carefully
preserved the bag but threw away the
contents."’
The money chasers throw away the
finest things of life, real success, to
grasp arbase imitation.
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Fighting Crime with a

Card-Index

How the Crime Commission of Chicago is slowly but surely
putting the modern brainy criminal out of business

o RIME is a business
and must be fought
with business

methods."

In that one sentence Col-
onel Henry Barrett Cham-
berlin, of Chicago, summed
up the crime situation for
the entire United States.

Colonel Chamberlin is the
operating director of the
Chicago Crime Commission,
an organization which is
doing much to bring about
enforcement of the criminal
laws in that city.

“It is estimated that ten
thousand people in Chicago
make a business of crime,"”
continued Colonel Chamber-
lin. ‘“They have their places
of conference, they study the
‘market,’ and plan their
operations. There are spe-
cialists among them just as
there are in legitimate busi-
ness. Pickpockets, confi-
dence men, gamblers, rob-
bers, forgers, swindlers, com-
mon thieves, and gunmen
make up the experts of the
criminal underworld. It is
thisgroup, operating through
vice interests and politicians,
that has long had a strangle-
hold on the police and courts
of Chicago. They have
money, organization, and
influence. No professional
criminal would think of
operating without knowing
in advance just how he
would be ‘cared for’ in the
cvent of capture. After the
Crime Commission got
under way, it began to de-
velop that the machinery
of justice was not working
properly at several points.
It was easy to obtain fre-
quent continuances in cases
of men charged with major
crimes, and bail bonds were
a joke. Among other things,
we discovered that forfeited
bonds aggregating five bil-
lion dollars had not been
collected. A bail bond to

By Albert Sidney Gregg

Brains Must Be Used to Suppress
the Brainy Criminal of To-day

ORE brains must be used in the detec-
' tion and suppression of crime. A new

type of criminal has evolved. He is
younger, smaller, and more cunning than the
big burly burglar and highwayman of a
generation ago. The up-to-date, sharp-fea-
tured, well-dressed young chap, with his handy
“gun” and unlimited nerve, was practically
unknown then.

Extinguishing “‘red lights' and closing bar-
rooms has driven criminals from their old
hangouts—the brothels and the saloons—into
flats and apartment houses. They sometimes
operate from regular offices and first-class
hotels. The ‘“‘gentleman burglar’ is no longer
a character for novels and the “movies.” He
has become a reality.

The motor-car thief has taken the place of
the horse thief. The highwayman of yester-
day no longer rides a fast horse, but makes his
getaway in a high-powered car or an airplane.

The safe-cracker is being crowded out by the
forger, who obtains bigger results with less
risk, with a pen and ink and a blank check,
than he could with a drill and nitro-glycerine.

Killing by proxy has become a fine art.
Gunmen are available in any large city who
will kill a man or a worman for a price—and
not leave a trace! There is an element of
uncanny cleverness among the crooks of the
present that can be met only by superior
cleverness.

Therefore, brawn must be supplemented by
brains, in dealing with criminals. More at-
tention must be given to the intelligence and
training of policemen, constables, and sheriffs.
These officers of the law must know how to
match their wits, courage, and resourcefulness
against the brains and skill of modern criminals,
and beat them at their own game,

years to life. Action was
taken also to exclude pro-
fessional criminals from pa-
role and probation. 1Pl?e
criminal docket was cleared
by public-spirited judges,
who worked overtime for
that purpose, in response
to an appeal by the com-
mission. Six murderers were
executed, which is double
the totals for 1918 and
1919, and only one less
than the entire number of
executions during the five
years prior to 1920.

At the time the Crime
Commission came into ex-
istence, the police depart-
ment had lost its efficiency
to a greater degree than ever
before in its history. No
man's life was safe in his
home, his place of business,
or on the streets. The crime
of murder, while curbed
somewhat, was still so com-
monplace in all sections of
the city that a killing caused
but little stir on the part
of a crime-ridden and long-
suffering public.

Street robberies by armed
highwaymen were so fre-
quent as to attract but little
attention. Chains of estab-
lishments throughout the
city were raided repeatedly
by bands of criminals oper-
ating with automobiles. In
one instance, the robbers,
posing as investigators from
the State attorney's office,
forced two policemen, loafing
at a gasoline station, to leave
the place, under threat of
being reported, and then
robbed the station.

Burglaries increased to
such an extent that some in-
surance companies would
not underwrite stocks of
merchandise where the mer-
chant depended solely on
the Chicago police depart-
ment for protection. The
burglary insurance rate was
generally higher than in any

the professional criminal is a return
ticket to crime. Cases have been con-
tinued as many as twenty or thirty
times, aggregating from three to five
years, during which time the defendant
has been out on bail and free to pursue
the same activities which first caused his
arrest. Within the last two vears much
of this has been changed, through the
cfforts of the Crime Commission.
We belicve we have found a way
by which a community may get a
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grip on crime and reduce it to a mini-
mum."”

This modest claim is well supported by
the records. The Crime Commission
Ixgan operations on January 1, 1919.
Since that time, robberies have been
reduced 6 per cent, burglaries 10 per
cent, and murders 31 per cent. A ring
of professional bondsmen has been
exposed and put out of business. Nu-
merous robbers were sent to the peni-
tentiary, under sentence of from ten

other city of the United States. Ten
police officers were murdered during the
year, while in the discharge of their
duties, a majority of them by profes-
sional criminals. Even some policemen
were guilty of crimes of violence—the
slaving of a citizen by a detective ser-
geant, at a South Side café, being one
spectacular instance.  Three policemen
were involved in charges of burglary,
one being convicted of that crime. More
than_a score were mined up in whiskey
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Walinger, Chicago

THESE LIVE-WIRE YOUNG MEN DIRECT THE CHICAGO CRIME COMMISSION, THE MOST
ACTIVE ORGANIZATION IN THE UNITED STATES ENGAGED IN ROUNDING UP LAW BREAKERS

Colonel Chamberlin, the
active in newspaper work in Chicago.

underworld.
in dealing with the crime situation.

managing director,
He was editor-in-chief of
the Chicago Record-Herald. A residence of thirty years in
Chicago has given Colonel Chamberlin a very extensive ac-
quaintance among men who hold official positions as well as
among some who are recognized as leaders in the political
This intimate knowledge is of great value to him

= Mol Studhwo, Coacago

was formerly

on crime.

law.

Edward S. Sims is president of the Crime Commission.
a leading attorney, and has long been prominent in the desperate
war that a small group of public-spirited citizens has been waging
As United States district attorney, he fought the
white-slave traffic both before and ‘after the Mann Act became a
He was secretary of the vice commission which, under the
authority of a city ordinance, made a survey of vice conditions

He is

in Chicago, and set the standard for all other surveys.

activities. A federal grand jury dis-
closed that a number of them had been
engaged in liquor thefts on a wholesale
scale. Two policemen were murdered
by a municipal court bailiff, in connec-
tion with illegal liquor transactions at
a notorious café. One officer was in-
volved in an attempted automobile
hold-up. Scores were charged with
intoxication and other misdemeanors.
Insubordination and other infractions of
departmental rules indicated a chaotic
state of discipline throughout the force.

N many sections of the city crowds

of toughs and hoodlums congregated
in public without fear of police inter-
ference. A spirit of lawlessness was rife
all over the city. On one day, members
of the choirs of two churches, in widely
separated sections of the city, were

viciously attacked by bands of gang-
sters, who shot and seriously wounded
one of the young women singers. Every-
where there was an increasing disposi-
tion on the part of otherwise law-abiding
citizens to go armed in defiance of law,
on the theory that if they could not
obtain adequate police protection they
“must take care of themselves."

This impossible situation came to a
head in a glaring piece of police ineffi-
ciency in connection with the robbery
of a bank messenger, in which the rob-
bers got away with $250,000 in checks
and Liberty Bonds within 200 feet of the
Hyde Park police station. Although
personally informed as to the identity of
the robbers, the captain of the precinct
failed to do anything to apprehend
them. The upheaval following this
revelation of incompetency, which was

brought about by the Crime Commis
sion, led to the appointment of Charles
C. Fitzmorris, a civilian, as superinten-
dent of police, late in 1920.

Criminal activities in Chicago are the
outgrowth of conditions that have
existed for many years unchallenged,
and which some had come to regard as
hopeless. The downtown wards, in par-
ticular, have been controlled by the
“plug uglies,” simply because the so-
called “‘good citizens'' had moved to the
suburbs and left the business sections to
the mercy of lodging-house voters.

One day, the writer sat in a room in a
leading Chicago hotel and talked with
two men who had long been identified
with the criminal underworld of that
city. They were what is known as ‘‘go
betweens.” They collected graft money
from lawbreakers and paid it to the
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lice and politicians, for protection.
‘;’?\ey levied tribute on gamblers, saloon
keepers, vice promoters, pickpockets and
others who were operating as profession-
al criminals. There was a regular scale
of prices: so much for gambling houses,
vice joints, and so on down the line..

By means of the graft money, which
they passed to the officials, these fellows
helped to pull the wires that made
policemen deaf, dumb, and blind, and
caused judges to dance, when favorites
of the political bosses were accidentally
haled into court. They were cunning,
unscrupulous master minds, who con-
jured with lesser men in working out
their own sinister purposes. But they
were too clever to do anything overt that
might enable a traitor in their own ranks
to land them in the penitentiary.

For instance, in talking with the
writer, they were careful to exclude any
witnesses. It was impossible actually to
prove anything on them, and they knew
t were safe. So they talked.

eir method of ‘‘passing’ graft
money was interesting. One of them
would back up to another man at a
certain corner, the two standing back to

back, and the cash would be passed .

from one to another. Neither one knew
exactly with whom he was dealing; but
each was satisfied that it was somebody
on the inside, for the details had been
fixed up in advance over the telephone.
This precaution was taken so that, in the
event of arrest, the recipient could not
testify as to the identity of the man
who had given him the money, and
vice versa. Another plan was to slip
the money under a door between two
rooms in a hotel. Still another was to
poke it through a slit in the intervening
wall, the object always being to conceal
the person who actually passed the cash.

The reason these men talked so freely
was that there was a fight on between
rival factions of gamblers. One side
was “exposing’’ the other, and, inciden-
tally, revealing a great deal about gen-
eral conditions. One group used press
publicity, while others shook the city
with dynamite. The prize for which
they were fighting was political control
of the city and immunity from inter-
ference by the police.

NOTORIOUS gambler and swin-

dler once used the entire floor
of a well-known Chicago hotel as a
gambling house, under protection of the
police. Hundreds of men crowded into
his place each night, and thousands of
dollars changed hands. This fellow paid
the police $50,000 in one year to “'let him
alone.” Who got the money or how it
passed is a secret, but the big fact is
that he was not molested. Then came a
civic upheaval, and the officials had to
do something. They could not wink
at open gambling any longer. So one
morning, at nine o'clock, a policeman
notified this gambling-house keeper that
his place would be raided at three in the
afternoon. When the officers arrived, at
the appointed hour, the resort was
deserted, with the exception of the pro-
prietor. He was arrested, taken before
a friendly judge, released on nominal
bail, “jumped’ his bail, reimbursed his
bondsman out of one night's winnings
at poker, and then turned around and

robbed the public of $600,000 in a few
months by offering to accept bets on
horse races by mail. Later the govern-
ment ended that scheme by issuing a
fraud order. He is still at large.

Tim O'Brien slipped out of a “‘side-
door Pullman,” in the yards on the edge
of Chicago. O'Brien was a typical hobo.
He worked on farms in the South and
West during the summer, lived eco-
nomically, and traveled on fast freights
most of the time. It was the latter part
of October, and he was planning for
easy money in Chicago, on election day.
When the day came he voted many
times, under different names. For each
vote he cast in harmony with instruc-
tions he received $2. False registrations
made this possible.

Previous to the arrival of O’Brien and
the horde of hungry bums of which he is
a type, the “gang" had carefully looked
after the preliminaries. In oné shady
hotel, there were sixty women who were
under deep obligations to the police and
the politicians for not being taken to the
lock-up. They were eager to do any-
thing that their protectors demanded.
Mary Jones was registered in the pre-
cinct as ‘M. Jones;" residence, '“The
Jinx Hotel.” Susan Brown appeared on
the record as “‘S. Brown,” and so on
through the list.

When the clection officials looked the
matter up they were correctly informed
that “M. Jones,” "'S. Brown' and the
rest, had legal residence at the hotel
named. It was all perfectly correct.
Nobody had seen them, but that did not
seem to make any difference. The actual
registering had been done by an indi-
vidual who would be quickly ‘‘forgotten”
by the election judges. Then when
O'Brien gave his name and address as
“M. Jones, The Jinx Hotel,” he voted
without any questions being asked. And
he voted right along all day in different
precincts. And so did the several thou-
sand other bums who had assembled in
Chicago to earn some easy money by
helping to make a joke of popular gov-
ernment by electing grafters to public
office. It was election methods of this
kind that enabled saloonkeepers and
gamblers to control the downtown
wards of Chicago for so many years.
And their power is still strong.

HE foregoing is a brief glimpse of
the situation that existed when
the matter was taken up by the Associa-
tion of Commerce, an organization of
representative business men. A com-
mittee was appointed to consider the
matter. After spending a year in mak-
ing a preliminary investigation, the
committee evolved the Crime Commis-
sion which was duly organized and began
operations two years ago. Quarters
were secured at 179 West Washington
Street, and a staff of experts organized
under the direction of Colonel Cham-
berlin. It was decided that the first
move would be to build up a system for
obtaining exact information, and that
is where the card-index file comes into
action. A replica of the criminal-court
docket is maintained, and this, with the
,000 cards on file, enables the experts
in charge to know exactly what is being
done.
When a major crime is committed, the

Snceess

name, age, and residence of the victim,
and nature of the offence are recorded on
a card 5 by 8 inches in size—blue for
burglary, pink for homicide, and buff
for robbery, Later the name of the
person who committed the crime is put
on this card with the information
regarding his arrest.

Each person arrested on a criminal
charge is given a yellow card on which is
written the full history of the case. If he
is an old offender, all his offences are put
down in black type. Then his record is
traced down to his first arrest. If he is
sent to the penitentiary, ‘‘tabs” are
kept on him while he is ‘‘doing time,” in
order to see that he does not gain his
liberty through influence.

Each day additions are made to the
docket and the card records. Besides
the names of the victims of crimes, and
the criminals, the names of lawyers,
judges, witnesses. and hondsmen in each
case are filed with cross references, so
that the relation of any particular indi-
vidual to one or all of the cases can be
quickly ascertained.

HIS system fixes responsibility day

by day, so the Crime Commission

knows exactly what is going on all the
time.

In addition to the files, there are
two large maps in Colonel Chamberlin's
private office which show the *“hang-
outs" of the people accused of crime and
the places where crimes have been com-
mitted. The maps are mounted on soft
wood and tacks are used as markers. A
number on the head of a tack shows
where to look in the card file for the
details. No salesmanager ever kept
closer track of prospective buyers than
the Crime Commission keeps of crim-
inals and their victims, andgthe officials
who handle the cases.

Bonds and continuances are watched
closely. A continuance is a clever device
by which a court hearing is postponed
from one date to another. It is employed
by the attorney for the defence to wear
out the witnesses for the prosecution so
they will get disgusted and fail to appear.
Every time the case is put over, the
witnesses must all come back, which
is sometimes quite a hardship. Fre-
quently they are obliged to sit around
the court room for half a day or more
before the case is reached. After they
have done this several times, the day is
sure to come when they will be absent.
On that day, the lawyer who has been
playing the game, asks for a dismissal
“for want of prosecution.” And the
judge usually discharges the prisoner,
who must be arrested again in order to
get the case back into court.

There are instances where all the
parties had agreed on a date for the
trial; and then, after the witnesses for
the prosecution had left the court room,
the attorney for the defendant would
suddenly recall that he had another
engagement on that day. He would ask
the judge for a change, on a promise to
notify the prosecution. But he always
forgot that part of the deal. The next
time the case came up, a different judge
would be on the bench. Of course he did
not know anything about the promise.
Of course he would discharge the pris-
oner. ™ In Chicago courts, continuances
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were so common that, in one instance, a
man charged with murder managed
to postpone his trial for nine years!

OW it is practically impossible for
a prisoner to obtain a continuance
except for the best of reasons.
Suppose the judge does want to be
easy. He is approached by a politician
who wishes to keep the accused at
liberty so he can be used, perchance, in
a coming election. Maybe the politician
owes a political debt to the prisoner, and
has promised to pay it by getting him
off. Or, perhaps, the defendant knows

. commission is giving.

> . 3 5 .
assigns to public officials. It is a service

bureau, a co-ordinator, an assembler of
facts, and a constructive force that
co-operates with the officials and the pub-
lic in fighting crime and criminals.

A very big point is that the Crime
Commission believes that public officials
really want the co-operation that the
It sometimes
happens that a man is chosen by gang
votes who, in his heart, recoils from
playing into such hands after he has
taken the oath of office, but who is
defenceless when such an element makes

_itsdemands. The Crime Commission has
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Commission is serving as eyes, ears, and
voice for the public in keeping in touck
with the city, county, and State gov-
ernments. Records of such value have
been compiled that all classes of officials
are glad to make use of them.

R. FITZMORRIS, superinten-
dent of police, is in sympathy
with the commission and co-operates in
every way. He is 37 years of age and
was a newspaperman. He has “been
the rounds,"” as the saying is, as a re-

porter, special writer, and city editor.
In 1911, Fitzmorris handled the pub-

too much about friends of
the judge and threatens to
squeal.

With a shake of his head
the judge replies: ‘‘It can't
be done, Jim. This case
has been continued half a
dozen times already, and I
dare not let it run any
longer. Sorry, but I will
have to turn you down."

And the case is set for
trial. There is no alter-
native.

Jim understands. He
knows the judge is right.
He is compelled to fall in
with the new order,

Now, what is the signifi-
cance of this incident? It
means that, by means of its
exact knowledge of court
conditions day by day, the
Crime Commission has made
it impossible for a friendly
judge to play politics with-
out instant exposure. It
also breaks the power of
“Jim, the Politician,” for he
can no longer guarantee pro-
tection to his henchmen in
the underworld. Once he
loses that power he cannot
control the votes of the crim-
inal element. Thus the arm
of the Crime Commission
has a long reach.

One of the first things the
commission did was to put a
“time clock” in the court

Is Your Daughter Safe ?

ROM all over the nation come stories of

missing girls. Every town, village, and

city has its mysteries and tragedies re-
volving about “‘somebody’s daughter’” who has
disappeared. A few return; many do not.

An estimate computed by the police depart-
ment of New York City places the number of
missing girls at 65,000 a year! They vanish
from the homes of the rich and poor alike—
from offices, shops, and schools. Many of
them are the victims of men who are utterly
lost to all sense of honor or chivalry. These
men are beasts in human form, but they often
look and act like gentlemen. They are experts
in deception. They succeed because parents
are blind and girls uninstructed.

Albert Sidney Gregg, author of ‘‘Fighting
Crime with a Card-Index,” and other important
articles that have appeared in SUCCESS, is the
author of ‘‘Is Your Daughter Safe?"

He will tell just how your daughter may be
trapped by some unprincipled scoundrel who
is on the alert to take advantage of her need or
inexperience. ‘‘First steps'’ will be clearly
indicated. .

Mr. Gregg has made a study of this subject
for years, and is able to present first-hand
facts that every father, mother and young
woman should know.

His article will appear in Success for

licity for Carter Harrison,
when that gentleman ran for
mayor. Harrison was
elected, and Fitzmorris was
appointed private secretary
to the mayor, a position to
which he has been reap-
pointed through successive
administrations, regardless
of politics, until he was put
in charge of the police de-
partment by Mayor Thomp-
son. Within three days
after his appointment, Fitz-
morris personally captured
two bandits who had robbed
the Hyde Park bank mes-
senger, and had recovered
the stolen bonds and all the
money that was taken.
This is the robbery referred
to which crystallized public
indignation about the time
the Crime Commission was
beginning to do business.
Fitzmorris is a big blonde,
genial, and six feet tall. He
has a quick, friendly smile,
and a real honest-to-good-
ness handshake. But he
does not permit geniality to
interfere with discipline. He
has shaken up the police de-
partment from one end to
the other—which means
that a lot of men have been
discharged, new ones put
on, and others told where
to “‘head in.”” His theory of
breaking up crime is to

rooms to learn how long the
judges worked each day.
This was done by making a
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chase the known criminals
out of their hiding places.
Once he locates a “hang-

daily record showing when
each judge arrived and de-
parted, and how many cases he heard.
All that the clerk of the court was re-
quired to do was to show whether the
judges were ‘‘present’’ or “‘absent’’ each
day, without making note of their actual
time in court.

“We did this,"” says a tactful com-
mittee man, ‘‘to increase public respect
for the work of the courts, by showing the
vast amount of work that was actually
being done by the judges."”

It is a little difficult to understand the
exact nature of the Crime Commission
at first. It is not a reform organization,
a police agency, a prosecuting office, or
an agency of the courts. It does not ap-
prehend criminals, perform police work,
prosecute cases, interfere with other
agencies charged under the law with
its enforcement, usurp any of the
prerogatives of constituted authority,
or do any of the work which the law

given him a weapon which enables him
to serve the public without interference
from those wﬁo expect protection. With
this idea in mind, the commission,
whenever possible, makes it a point to
write a letter of commendation to an
official.

If an officer does something that the
commission does not approve, a note is
sent to him merely stating that the com-
mission knows what he has done. Such
letters do not contain warnings or sug-
gestions. If a condition arises in which
public sentiment must be invoked, a
statement is compiled from the records
and given to the reporters. The news-
papers do the rest. An attack is not
made by the commission. As a matter
of news, the papers lay the facts before
the people—and public sentiment is
swift, and sure to act.

In a very striking sense, the Crime

out,”” he has it raided.
Sometimes he will lead the
raid himself. He aims to keep the
crooks out from under cover, so they
can be watched by the police.

Another important Chicago official is
Judge Robert E. Crowe, formerly chief
justice of the criminal court, now State's
attorney. Judge Crowe has declared
war on lawlessness, and has kept the
grand jury working overtime. Soon
after he was elected, he set about correct-
ing the bonding evil. He wisely decided
to put a high-grade business man in
charge of the bond department, and he
found one who was willing to serve on
the dollar-a-year basis. C. F. Wiehe is
the man. He is treasurer of the Edward
Hines Lumber Company and president
of the West Park Board. Mr. Wiehe has
worked out a system by which profes-
sional bondsmen can no longer get
favorites out on straw bail. The result
(Continued on page 84)



~ Cutting Loose from the
Pay Envelope at Middle Age

That's what Fred M. Utley did when his hair was white and he

had been a postman for thirty-three years.

To-day his income

is so large that he will not permit the amount to be published

* EW government employees
die and none resign,”" is an
old saying in Washington,

D. C.; thereason why so few
resign is not hard to find. Nothing is
easier than to get into the rut of lifelong
service as a Federal civil-service em-
ployee. The longer one serves, in no
matter what branch of government work,
the greater is the likelihood of sticking to
the end.

There are few laurels, es-

By George R. Cullen

a daughter at Simmons College, Boston.
The son was old enough to captain a gun
crew in the merchant marine, during the
World War, and see service in France.
The letter carrier's pay was barely more
than the cost of his daughter's college

“l was tramping over my beat,
wearing out expensive shoes and
always wondering if there might
not be some way out. Deep down

in me I felt some kind of a call. That
call surged, and a voice kept telling me
that I had remained too long in the
postal service. 1 was not dissatisfied
with my work. [ was well treated by
the postal officials and had the respect
and good will of my mates
in the gray uniform. But

pecially in the lower grades.
The salaries, certainly, are
not inviting. But it is axio-
matic that Federalemployees
cling to their jobs. It has
always been so, except dur-
ing the World War when
resignations were numerous.
And it is the general belief
that a long period of service
in any governmental capa-
city — particularly in the
smaller - paid routine posi-
tions—unfits men for the
battle of life in other fields.

But—now and then there
is an exception.

Fred M. Utley, of Grand
Rapids, Michigan, is an ex-
ception—and a notable one!

Until April, 1920, he had
been a letter carrier in the
furniture city for thirty
years. Many say that he
was the best letter carrier
in town. Anyhow, he de-
livered mail on the best
route, right in the heart of
the city, distributing his
heavy packs to the leading
business men in the big office-
buildings and stores.

When a big, broad-shoul-
dered man—Mr. Utley is
well over six feet tall and
weighs considerably more
than 200 pounds—walks into
vour office several times a
day for a long period of

yet.

of myself.
white.
I was as strong as an ox.
rewarded me with an unusual store of health.
I knew practically everybody in town.
going to be able to cash in on it?
question I asked myself.
saying, ‘Utley, you have got to and you will.’

“I was a success as an insurance man from
I made more money on commissions
during my first month than half-my year's pay
had been as a letter carrier.
was extraordinary fortune.
certain man called me to his office my first
week in the new work, and had me write him
a fifty-thousand-dollar policy. Why, it almost
I have scarcely gotten over it

the start.

staggered me;

Service First!

RED M. UTLEY, the Grand Rapids,
Michigan, postman, cut loose from his
pay envelope and decided to shift for himself;
he faced the biggest problem of his life.
relating this important experience, he says:
“*My bridges burned behind me, I took stock
My hair was
But I had unlimited faith in myself.
My outdoor life had

I was fifty-two.

“My creed in life has been service first.
have followed it not just for business reasons
only but I have found that it does pay.
man better serves who does so for the sake of
service itself rather than for hope of profit.”

Was 1
That was the
And I answered by

Of course there
For instance, a

And a

I gradually became con-
scious that it was a hopeless
business for a man with
ambition. A voice whis-
pered to me, when I was
beset by urgings, to think
about doing something else.
‘Utley, you are fifty-two
In years old,’ it said. ‘What
do you think you can do
at your age, after thirty
years' service as a mail car-
rier?’ To that voice my
mind always answered back
—sometimes a bit savagely,
with jaws locked: ‘I am
going to do something!" But
what that something was, 1
had not the least idea. All
the same, I was constantly
thinking, thinking, think-
ing.

“One morning, I made my
customary call with mail at
the office of one of the lead-
ing insurance companies. |
knew its officials well. It
was their custom, whenever
I dropped by, to hold me
for just a moment's pleas-
ant chat. This particular
I morning, as | was about to

leave, I said to one of the
firm—unpremeditatedly—
‘Do yvou know, L. G,, I ac-
tually believe I can sell in-
surance!’

“‘Of course you can, Fred,'
was his instant comeback.

vears, you get to know him.
For many years prominent
citizens of Grand Rapids called him
“Fred."” Reciprocally, for a long time
he has greeted the city's foremost citi-
zens by their given names.

RED UTLEY began his life as a

mail carrier back in 1888, when
he was a lad of nineteen. At that
time, the pay was $600 a year—a fairly
good income for a young man in Grand
Rapids, thirty years ago. It was
doubled and had become the munificent
sum of $1200 a year, just before the
advent of the World War. But, by

then, Fred Utley had a grown son, and
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education in the East. His fortunate
investment in an insurance policy, at
the age of twenty-nine, was the only
thing that enabled him to carry on. At
that, it was hard scraping to meet the
requirements of the family budget. It
took grinding thrift and sacrifice on the
part of the letter carrier and his wife,

The mounting cost of living and the
aceretion of years made the letter carrier
desperate. His pay envelope had been
somewhat fattened to meet war-time
3 expenses, but, as yet, was not
hﬂvx:nough to meet the demands on
it. he says:

\—_

‘And, what is more, any time
you are ready to try your
hand, there’'s a desk for you in this
office.”

e WAS amazed at my own boldness

and, even more so, at the reception
given my chance remark. So I simply
mumbled that I would think it over and
let him know later.

“The thing sifted through my mind
with lightning speed. Why not? Here
was my chance. Then 1 thought of
what it meant—what the folks at home
would say—the office—everybody. It
would be an awful plunge.

“T took it. I resigned my mail
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carrying job that very day. As I an-
ticipated, it created a mild sensation at
the post office, and was the subject of
gossip all over the route I had traveled
for so many years. I tried not to hear
what they were saying. But, somehow,
I could not help hearing—especially
outside of the post office—encouraging
remarks. Felicitations poured in on
me. ‘Good boy, Utley!" was said to me
by hundreds, accompanied by sincere
handclasps.

“l was on the brink of discoveries.
My bridges burned behind me, I took
stock of myself. I was fifty-two. My
hair was white. But I had unlimited
faith in myself. I was as strong as an
ox. My outdoor life had rewarded me
with an unusual store of health. I
knew practically everybody in town,
Was I going to be able to cash in on
it? That was the question | asked
myself. And I answered it by say-
ing, ‘Utley, you've got to, and you
will! ;

“Well, that insurance firm heartily
welcomed me to its office and gave
me the finest desk I had ever seen,
and told me that I could put my
name on it. With the caution of long
attachment to a pay roll, I suggested
that, perhaps, it would be best for
me to start in on a salary basis.
‘Absolutely no!" was the firm dictum.
‘Commission basis only, for you.' 1
thank the man who gave me my
chance, every day, for that decision.

“Of course, I felt myself to be a
fish in strange waters. I could not
help but feel odd in civilian garb
after my three decades in the postal
gray. But the long discipline of
getting out on the job, rain or shine,
every day, stood me in good stead.

“The responsibility was now mine
to master the intricacies of all kinds
of insurance problems, to find ways
and means of getting business. It
was a large responsibility. Immedi-
ately, I faced the necessity of put-
ting into practice what I had so
often preached to my boy: ‘Assume
responsibility, son; heaps of it. Then
fight hard to meet it. You'll make
the grade.’

s Y first big discovery in the
business world was that it
is a mistaken idea that men of middle
age cannot strike out in a new busi-
ness, be well received and win. 1
also found out that it is all wrong to
think that there is any spirit of sel-
fishness among ‘big business men.! My
experience has been that the very men
who did the most to encourage me and
contribute to my success—who showed
the most genuine feeling, the most
brotherhood and friendship—were the
men who were known to be indepen-
dently wealthy and in big business.
It has been said so often that these
men are so bound up in their own
interests that they have no time to
consider the ups and downs of the under
dog. It was just this class of men who
promptly held out to me the hand of
warm friendship. They showed a per-
sonal interest in me. k They evidently
thought it was a nervy thing for me to
quit my little government job, at my

age, and embark on the uncertain sea
of insurance selling. Many openly ex-
pressed so much admiration for my
courage that I was positively blushing
and embarrassed. But, what is more to
the point, these men gave proof of their
good will, from the very start, by
placing with me a substantial part of
their varied lines of insurance business.

“This is why I have had to recon-
struct my point of view concerning the
so-called big business men. They are
regular human beings with good hearts
and fine sentiments. It seems to me
that they are the very men who are first
to want to help any man who evinces a
disposition to help himself.

“From the first day on which I began
to carry rate books and insurance forms,

He is Fred Utley. He began as a mail
carrier, in 1888, at $600 a year. Then he

was nineteen years of age. To-day he is

fifty-two. After thirty-three years of work-

ing for a pay envelope, he threw his job to

the winds and launched out on a new career.

It took courage to make the step. Read
his story of how he won out

I found the men into whose oftices I
had walked, for years, in the humble
guise of a mail carrier, were just waiting
to give me a good send-off in business
—business that meant more money to
me in commissions than I had ever
dreamed of possessing.

“One of the biggest clients I now
have, listened to my thanks for a large
line of business he had given me. [ was
trying to tell him how much I ap-
preciated it. For answer he only said,
‘Fred, you've been coming into my
office for twenty-seven years. Perhaps
you have not realized it, but all that
time you were making a friend who be-
lieved in you. I am just as happy togive
you this business as you are to get it.'
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“Can you imagine anything more
satisfactory than that? Wouldn't that
forever clinch a man's faith in human
nature?

“I am only telling these things be-
cause, in a way, any man who spends
most of his life in the government
service is more or less cloistered so far
as outside business is concerned. \What
he knows of the outer world is rather
academic than otherwise. Here, [ was
getting a practical example of the
fellowship among men. Does it exist?
Is it general? I cannot but believe
that it is.

“I was a success as an insurance man
from the start. I surely must have
proved some ability at it. Maybe, it
was my destiny—the calling that only
awaited the psychological hour for
me to take it up. On the whole,
though, I must credit the greater
part of my success to the kindness
of the men whose business I solicited.
I made more money in commissions
during my first month than half my
year's pay had been as a letter carrier.
Of course, there was extraordinary
fortune. For instance, a certain man
called me to his office my first week
in the new work, and had me write
him a fifty-thousand-dollar policy.
Why, it almost staggered me. I've
scarcely recovered from it.

“Y SOON discovered that in selling

insurance—and, of course, it
must be in all other selling—the ele-
ments of truth, service, and fair
dealing always make for ultimate
success. From the outset, I madec
it a rule to put service to my pros-
pects first. | made my commission
the secondary consideration. I sold
evety policy buyer the most protec-
tion for the price he could pay. It
is often possible to sell a policy that
will pay a higher commission; but
there may be another kind of policy
—one that gives the best protection
and on which the commission is less.
In dealing with people in ordinary
walks of life, to whom every dollar
means much, I have studied to serve
them, to help them through the in-
surance they let me sell them. And
I have made it a rule, too, not to
sell such people any more coverage
than their earning possibilities en-
abled them to comfortably carry. 1
have figured that no policy I sold was
rightly and properly sold if it did not
carry with it the lasting good will of
the buyer. Of course, these things are
fundamentals. But I was and am
having my first actual experience with
many of the fundamentals. I get
happier every day seeing them work
out as they should.

“Among my new discoveries is the
one, old as the world, but new to me,
that a man's chances of success are
multiplied a hundredfold when he is
privileged to work at something he
enjoys doing. I have been absolutely,
enthusiastically happy in my new work
from the very day I turned in my
mail sack. I do not mean that I am
happier just because I am making
more money—even if that does help
a lot—but I take a real pleasure in



28

selling insurance to people. Somehow,
I have a feeling that I am doing a real
service to every policy buyer. So I
never know when to stop.

“Last summer, I went on a motoring
trip to the Upper Peninsula of Michigan,
with the member of a firm which has
extensive lumber interests up that way.
I never thought of combining business
with pleasure. Yet, almost uncon-
sciously, I slipped a rate book and a
bunch of applications for life insurance
into my pocket before starting. The
second day after our arrival, we went to
visit the superintendent of the lumber
camp. My companion mentioned to
him that I was a life-insurance man and
jokingly remarked that he'd better look
out or I would write him for a policy. 1
never broached the subject to the super-
intendent, but he brought it up to me.
In fact, he wanted some insurance, and
I took care of his requirements. He
seemed so pleased with the transaction
that he picked out a number of the crew
of younger lumberjacks and invited
them into his office and storeroom.
When they came in, he asked me if I
would not say to them what I had said
to him relative to life insurance.

“l said to them, ‘Men, I did not
come here to sell you insurance. I could
sell more to one man in my home town
than it would be possible to sell to your
whole crew. But I am asking you boys
to take out life insurance for your own
good. I know how it is. Most of you
are young and spend just about all you
make. Why not save some of your
hard-won earnings? You see all about
vou the derelicts of men who are
penniless. And yet they were once
young and husky like yourselves and
good earners. Do any of you want to
find yourselves like them twenty-five
or thirty years from now?"

ik LOOKED those lads right in the

eye. | talked to them like the
proverbial ‘Dutch Uncle." [ was not
figuring on the profits on their policies.

I was all enthused over the game
itself? Maybe I was enjoying the

leasure of testing my own powers to
influence. Anyhow, I was perfectly
sure that I was doing those young men
a good turn they'd live to be thankful
for. 1 eventually sold policies to every
one of those young fellows.

“You see how it is. After spending
thirty years of my life in uncongenial
work, I am tasting the sweets, for the
first time, that come with congenial
employment—the kind, it seems to me
more and more as the days go by, that
destiny charted out for me.

“Sometimes I think there are, after
all, advantages in being a middle-aged
man. [ am certain that I could not
have done so well in this work had I
left the postal service earlier. It took
the years I spent as a steady mail-
carrier to make the friendships which
have so helped me in this great venture.
Another thing: I doubt very much if a
younger man could, with equal success
and confidence, approach the mature
business men with whom I have done
business. On the other hand, I know
very well that younger men have
proved and are proving, every day, that
they have wonderful gifts in all kinds of
selling. Yet, my own experience tells
me that the older man may still have
his day.

“When I talk about success, I mean
it in terms of business accomplishment
more than terms of money. I am past
the time when mere money and the
things it can buy mean so much to me.
The stern necessities of three decades of
strict living and sacrifices have reducad
my cravings for the luxuries. But
there is a real joy in being able to pro-
vide some of these luxuries for the wifc
who has fought the battle with me—

tiently, industriously, courageously.

he little house is being fixed up fine.
This is my daughter's finishing year at
college. She is going to be made happy
with a fine graduating outfit. Long
ago, she offered to give up her college

——

Success

course if the strain was too great for me
to give it to her. -

‘““Here’s something | particularly want
to say: I am glad I was a poor man
when I was bringing up my boy and
girl. I honestly believe they are better
for it. Had I been as good 