THE SIICCFSS COMPANY NEW YORK PRIC



Made N . i

\\ Shoes made to meet a price are limited in quality
\\ and workmanship. Those who look for value rather
‘ than price—those who want tasteful style rather
than common shapes—those who seek durability
and economy—all recognize The Stetson Shoe as
The Better Shoe. No limits are placed upon
the quality of the materials, the skill of the crafts-
men or the good taste of the designers.

$6.00 to $8.00
Some at $5.00

is made for quality only, the price being determined by the
cost of making. This price represents money's-worth in
actual wearing value and shoe satisfaction, while the “price-
made” shoe tells you just how much the real value is limited.

/
,,’// a Price /’ If The Stetson Shoes are not at your dealer’s, order direct
i /4

from The Stetson Style Book, which will be sent free upon request.

THE STETSON SHOE COMPANY, South Weymouth, Mass. '

TO THE DEALER

We will send a sample line to any reliable
dealer wishing to take advantage of this ad-
vertising and to attract to his store men's
fine traas:.

SO TATE This seal identifies over

Sl 500 kinds of choice confec-
sl tionery ranging from fancy bon-
bons to the plainest hard candies.
It is easy for you to judge the quality of Necco Sweets by a
trial of any of the varieties. Just ask your dealer for a box of

ook (foeo ™

You must really taste them to realize their excellence. They number
many exquisite flavors daintily concealed by a coat of rich chocolate.

Necco Sweets are above the requirements of the Pure Food Laws. All dealers who
sell high grade goods have them. If yours does not, send us 25c for an attractive package
of Lenox Chocolates; or, better still, send $1.00 for a special package in a handsome art
box. Either package sent postpaid. !

Ask also for PEERLESS WAFERS and NECCO TABLETS—two other sweet favorites. |

NEW ENGLAND CONFECTIONERY CO., Summer and Melcher Sts., Boston, Mass.
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And now cometh spring,

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses,

A box where sweets compacted lie;

Sweet day, 8o cool, so calm, so bright,

The bridal of the earth and sky.

* 2

Evey rough, prosaic man, engrossed in cares

of business, stops awhile in Spring to
dream of the country and the old home,
and of the castle-in-the-air stock farm on
which he hopes to end his days; while mother
and sister turn to early flowers in the garden,
and brother hunts up his fishing tackle and
begins to read the baseball gossip in the daily

newspapers.

LI I

ND so each member of the household shakes
off the lethargy of the long winter and
reaches forth to enjoy bright sunshine out ot
doors, inhaling the strong, pungent odor of
newly turned earth, the fresh fragrance left by
spring showers, and the sweet perfumes of the
peach and apple blossoms. So, too, out in the
dear countryside come the first flowers and the
early birds. The bear in the heart of the
wilderness uncoils himself from his long win-
ter’s sleep and comes out gaunt, haggard, and
hungry to desperation. The other furry
denizens of the field and woods forage raven-
ously for tender buds and their smaller prey.
The chipmunk races from root to topmost
branch, and chatters vigorously at anything in
sight, plunging into his hole if the dangers come
too close, or jumping from branch to branch
with the mad spring blood racing in his veins.
* % =
ND this same chipmunk, sure harbinger
of spring, is the subject of one of Ernest
Thompson Seton’s exquisite and delightful
sketch-stories, illustrated by his own hand in
the way that only Mr. Seton knows how to
do—This is for our May Number. We have
also obtained from Mr. Seton, for a late
number, another of these unique illustrated
stories, dealing with that curious animal of the
great western prairies, the coyote.
.« & 0
FEATURE of the May Number will be a
story by Alvah Milton Kerr. We speak
of it especially because its characters are real
men—not creatures of the writer’s imagina-
tion —who have been tempted and have
fallen. It is built around two well-known
bank failures of the past year, and the down
fall of two citizens who had apparently mer-
ited the highest respect of the communities
in which they dwelt. The failures and the
characters concerned therein will be readily
recognized by well-informed readers who
remember the newspaper accounts of the

affairs which form the foundation of the story.
% & %

ew things in our editorial experience have

surprised us more than the extraordinary
interest in financial matters taken by the Amer-
ican public, as represented by our own body
of magazine readers. Our Investors’ Depart-
ment has been literally overwhelmed during
the past two months with requests for opin-
ions upon various investments, general and
local, and we have been obliged to supple-
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- The Editors’ Outlook

ment what we thought were thoroughly ade-
quate facilities for answering these inquiries
with a number of special information bureau
services, together with a clerical and office
force which is really quite formidable. It
may well be imagined that it is no easy task
to give thoroughly competent and reliable ad-
vice on investment properties in answer to
inquiries running from 100 to 300 per day,
and the burden has in fact become so great
that we are obliged to put into effect a slight
change of policy in regard to such inquiries.
. & »

We shall be glad to continue giving, with-

out charge, our advice on general invest-
ment problems which do not involve investi-
gation of specific properties or securities, and
will give to such general inquiries just as
much care and conscientious thought as we
have hitherto done,  For information and ad-
vice upon specific properties, however, where
we have to ascertain through more or less
expensive channels the facts upon which to
base our counsel, we shall make a uniform
charge of $1.00, which must be remitted in
every case with the inquiry. 1f we cannot
secure this information and render an opinion
which in our judgment is of real value to our
subscriber, we will return to him, with our
letter, the g1.00 which he has remitted; and,
moreover, if our answer is not in the judg-
ment of our subscriber worth #0 4im the $1.00
which he has remitted, we will at once return
it to him, upon request, taking his word for it
that he is dissatisfied. We believe that this
policy will be recognized as fair, generous,
and entirely satisfactory undér all the citcum-
stances. Inquiries of all kinds other than
those connected with investment matters will
be answered by us free of charge, as

hitherto.
. * &

T HaT business articles arc in high favor
among thoughtful men is indicated in the
reception accorded the series by Frank Fayant,

entitled ¢« Fools and Their Money.”” From
all parts of this country have poured in upon
us commendatory letters from readers who are
desirous of expressing their gratitude to Mr.
Fayant and Success Macazing for giving them
straight-out-from-the-shoulder advice relative
to speculation and investments, and for expos-
ing the nefarious practices of schemers whose
aim it is to batten upon the honcstly earned sav-
ings of inexperienced or innocent would-be
investors. '
o . 2 ¥
ison GarDNER’s article in this issue is
about the Railroad Lobby, and it comes
along with a timeliness which should command
for it no little attention. It is at the close of
a session of Congress in which the Railroad
Lobby reigned supreme; also, at a time when
the traveling public and commercial institutions
are unusually wroth and plain-spoken in their
condemnation of railway company methods and
operation. It is really surprising how bold
this great Railroad Lobby has become. A
year ago Congress seemed all eagerness to
serve the people. The Railroad Lobby strove
in vain to put on the bit and bridle; it was then
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a clear case of runaway. There were some
elections right ahead, and President Roose-
velt had applied the whip. But that time is
gone. The bit and bridle are in place, and
the Railroad Lobby is once more in the saddle,
Railroad legislation has been referred to the
Third House, and there it has been ¢¢jokered *’
and defeated in the customary way.
LR B
F we listen closcly, we can almost hear a
ghostly re-echoing of the phrase which once
resounded from Tammany Hall: ¢« What are
you going to do about it ?’*  If we remember
rightly, the first step taken in those days by the
people was to /et in a flood of light, through
the press, upon the Tweed Ring and its machi-
nations. So, first, we are going to tell you
who are the lobbyists for the railroads, the
whiskey, the sugar, the shipping, and other in-
terests; then we shall explain how they obtain
their powerful influence over our law makers at
Washington. It will be interesting reading,
and we trust, by the time the series of articles
. is completed, they will have been worth while,
in ‘that the citizens of this country may be
aroused to employ effective means to check the
questionable methods adopted by lobbyists to
promote the interests they’ represent,
' L (‘
ProPOs of this subject of Jobbies, a news
telegram to ¢¢ The World,”” New York,
under date of Feb., 18, is interesting. It says:

That a railroad lobby is just as effective in the House
to-day as it was twenty years ago was shown to-day when
the House unanimously adopted an adroitly drawn resolu-
tion, prepared by Chairman Overstrezt, of the Commit-
tee on Post Offices and Post Roads, which will practically
* donate to the great railroads of the country $10,000,000.
It was accomplished without a record vote, thus pre-
venting any alignment which might prove embarrassing to
members during a campaig

" For more than years efforts have been made in Con-
gress to reduce the exorbitant price paid ¢thé railroads for
transporting the mails, and for the first time % majority
of the Committee on Post Offices and Post Roads showed
a disposition to make the reductions. The railroad lobby
labored with. members of the committee and others to
convince them that the pay is not too large, but they
failed, and the bill was finally reported with cuts aggre-
gating $12,000,000. Because of the Overstreet resolu-
tion, which excepts certain named items from points of
order, the reductions will not amount to $2,000,000.

s # »

IKE a true housewife, Mrs. Isabel Gordon
Curtis has already begun to make ¢the
dust fly,”” and you will find in this num-
ber the results of her first work.  She is
planning some new ¢¢ Home Departments’’ for
Success Magcazing, built on her own original
and practical lines. For instance, in dealing
with ¢« The Whys of Cookery,” she is nos
going to tell you how to make French delicacies
that would bankrupt the husband and upset his
digestion, but she will, instead, explain to the
housewives, young and old, how to make good
bread—how to get the best results from cer-
tain flours, and what ingredients will- produce
certain effects. No two women make bread
that looks, smells, or tastes alike, and about
ninety-nine loaves in a hundred now baked in
the family oven can be greatly improved.
. Ld -
GaIN, how many women know a good piece
of beet when they see it at the butcher’s?
And how many can cook it properly? In
these days of high prices for foodstuffs, it is of
the utmost importance for the housewife of a
family of moderate means to economize in her

, Tespect.

- April issues.

cooking.  Mrs. Curtis’s department, ¢ The
Whys of Cookery,”’ will be invaluable in this
We shall all be gainers through her
helpful suggestions, and we want you to aid
her when you can, especially when she asks
for tales of your own experience.

HE world will miss Josiah Flynt. We
wish that he could see the lerters and
telegrams we have received about him and his
articles in this magazine. It would comfort
him to know that he has a legion of friends
unknown to him who are following closely the
details of his experiences and troubles. In the
June Number you will come back to America
with him and to the triumphs he ‘won in and
out of ¢¢The Underworld.”” Flynt becomes
the Prince—not the Beggar. He- does not
go from door to door seeking work or food.
He is of a higher order—as higher orders go in
<« The Underworld,”’ He associates with the
«¢ professional ’’ element—the men and women

- who consider it a disgrgce to beg, but who rob

and commit worse crimes to obtain a livelihood,
This period in Flynt’s life is really more ab-

_ sorbingly interesting than all others, though

there is not the pathos in it there was in his
earlier life when he wandered over the con-
tinent—a tramp. In this connection we ‘are
reminded of the verses written by Philip Morse,
a western journalist, which he entitled ¢« The
Tramp:’’

I dare not with denial cold

Bid him begone, but watch each mood,
As by the kitchen fire he sits

And calmly eats his food.

Methinks that in his jaded eye
A softer light beams now and then;
He can’t be altogether bad, :
This outcast among men.

At all events, I am resolved

His evening meal I will not stint,
For there 's a possibility

He might be Mr. Flyps

.
“v
LI

E are wondering how many of our readers
have noticed our complete new dress of
type appearing in our February, March, and

We have lately made a careful
study of type faces, with a view to selecting
such as would be as little trying to the eyes as
could possibly be obtained. It may not be
generally known what radical differences there
are in this respect among types and magazines
using them. The reader will rise at the end of
an evening from a perusal of some magazine
with ¢ that tired feeling’’ in his eyes, and will
not at all realize what the matter is, thinking
only, perhaps, that he has had a hard day and
his eyes are ¢¢jest natchally tired.”” In read-
ing another magazine, however, he will have
no such experience, and the reason is—far too
often, we fear—that the type is at fault. Our
new type face is the ¢¢ Cadmus,”’ originated,
and for several years used exclusively by
¢« McClure’s Magazine,”” who have kindly
consented now to allow us to use this type in
Success MacaziNne.  One need only compare
a page of this present issue with one of January,
for example, to see how great is the improve-
ment—and yet we thought we had an excellent
type face before.
. % &

Ve must apologize most sincerely to our

readers who failed to receive their March
copies in February, We were almost going

to say that we apologize for the causes of this
delay, but we are thorough believers in respon-
sibility, and know that we are, in the last analy-
sis, responsible for our failure to give a per-
fect service. The conditions, however, were
peculiar. In the first place, February is well
known as a most difficult month for publishers,
partly because of its 28 days instead of 30 or
31, and partly because of its two holidays,
still further reducing the working time. In
conjunction with these calendar difficulties, we
had to meet in February of this year two others
of an even more serious character, the first be-
ing a record-breaking advertising patronage—
the largest we have ever had in the history of
Success Macazine—which, of course, involved
more editorial pages and columns, on the prin-
ciple that we always act upon of giving to our
readers extra reading matter in proportion to
extra advertising. The almost overwhelming
pressure upon our space caused us to close a
day later than ordinarily, manufacture was
delayed, the holidays came in at péculiarly
inopportune moments; and, “finally, New York
City and the country generally were visited
with snow storms in February, which made
drayage most difficult, and caused serious delays
in the New York City Post Office and in mail
train service throughout the country.  Alto-
gether, February was a hard month, indeed, for
us, and, werepeat—we sincerely apologize to our
readers for the fact that we were obliged to ask _
them to share our troubles,

URTHERMORE, we have another apology to

offer—this time to those of our new subscrib-
ers whose subscriptions we were unable to com-
mence with our March issue, We say frankly
that we did not anticipate the very great increase
of demand for our February and March issues
caused by the combination.of the Josiah Flynt,
Third House, and Fools-and-Their-Money
articles, now running—a demand which com-
pletely exhausted our March issue on March
5th, and made it impossible for us to furnish any
more copies to subscribers, We wish to an-
nounce, therefore, that those who especially
wish to begin the Success volume with January
should purchase January, February, and March
issues of their newsdealers immediately, if not
already too late. If you find that yau cannot
do this, write to us and we will see if we our-
selves can purchase these back copies from the
American News Company in New York. At
the same time we desire also to announce to our
present subscribers whose subscriptions will
expire with this issue that their renewal orders
should be placed immediately and directly with
us (or through some one of our canvassing
agents) if they desire to be sure not to miss a
number. In spite of our best efforts to antici-
pate the demand, we cannot always do this,
and will not guarantee to fill any orders for the
April issue received after April 5th.

I the manufacture of 300,000 copies of any

magazine or book, it is inevitable that there
should be occasional poorly printed, poorly
bound, or otherwise imperfect copies, and even
with the most rigorous inspection it is impossi-
ble to weed out all of such copies. If, how-
ever, any subscriber receives a seriously defect-
ive number, we will appreciate it as a favor if
he will return it to us, and we will see that he
receives a perfect copy in exchange.
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THE THIRD HOUSE

By Gilson Gardner

The Railroad Lobby

U.S. SENATOR ELKINS,

* Always for the railroads”’

[ osByists, like Congress-
men, are generally repre-
sentative of special interests

In theory a Congressman rep-
resents the People. In prac-
tice he more often represents

H. T. NEWCOMB,
one of the most efficient lob-
byists in Washington in cases
where corporate wealth is

them only incidentally. His
primary interest is some eco-
nomic interest, some railroad
corporation, some tariff-protected or Government-nurtured
industry, or even some industry not the recipient of special
legislative favor. It would be more true to fact to speak
of the Senator from Vanderbilt, or from United States Ex-
press, than the Senator from New York.

So in the Third House its members are there for inter-
esis. Not every interest which seeks legislation is necessa-
rily bad. Nor is every cause, for which an interest pleads,
necessarily an unjust cause. But it is very likely to be selfish;
and itis very likely to ignore the greatest, the widest, and
the most imperative interest—the interest of the whole
people. .

Every legislative proposition is tri-lateral; that is, it
has three sides. One side is the way it looks from the
point of view of the special interest or the special class
served by the bill; another side is the way it looks from the
point of view of the special interest opposed or injured
by the bill; and finally there is the way it looks from the
point of view of the whole people.

Take a ‘““rate bill,” for example.

arrayed against the people

It is denounced by

SECOND ARTICLE

Photo by llarris & Ewing, Waskington

E. P. BACON,
for seventeen years the lobby
representative of the organized
shippers of the country who
are seeking rate regulation

U. S. SENATOR FORAKER,
who fought the Rate Bill

the railroads as vicious; it is
hailed by the shippers as be-
neficent; and it is regarded

JOHN CASSELLS,
one of the Pennsylvania Rail-
road’s representatives in the
Third House at Washington—

by the people—the great ma-
jority—as wise and necessary.
So an employers’ liability
law is denounced by employ-

Phote by Harria § Ewing, Waskington

F. B. THURBER,
who represents an association
of manufacturing interests,
with headquarters in New
York—a well-known lobbyist

the man who distributes passes

ers (in this case the railroads
again) as vicious; is hailed
by railway employees as a long-delayed matter of justice;
and is regarded by the general public as a wise and
merciful method of protecting the weak against the
heartless oppression of the strong.

The greatest single special interest in the nation is the
railroad interest. [ts gross revenues are greater than those
of the Government itself. It is a mighty factor in the
economic life of the country;—mighty, and in many ways
a beneficial factor. The railway interest has pioneered
and developed the United States as no private interest
could have done. But it has not rested there. It has pio-
neered and exploited the rich domain of special legislation;
and the better to accomplish this it has wound its pow-
erful iron bands about the body of our state and national
politics. Its special representatives sit in Congress; they
take part in the national conventions of both parties, and
it has even happened that they have in times past given
their orders to the occupant of the White House.

But that has not been lately, and one effect of the inde-
pendence of the Executive Department under the Roose-
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velt administration has been to drive the railroad interest
to a more careful guarding of the legislative trenches. Its
forces in the Third House have been recruited, and a more
careful lookout is maintained.

As now constituted, therefore, the railway lobby will
repay a careful examination. It is an excellent illustration
showing how a lobby works, and through what channels and
instrumentalities. In its efforts to defeat the so-called Rate

_ Bill—an effort not so successful—the railway lobby was

likewise seen in full action.

In the session of Congress just closed, its power was
demonstrated in a startling manner. One after another the
bills for proper regulation of railways and for the protec-
tion of people’s rights were killed. At the last moment
President Roosevelt came to the rescue of the measure to
regulate the hours of service for railway employees, insisting
on its passage. The lobby tried to fix it then by the “ joker”
method. Other measures, the Two-cent-per-mile Passenger
Fare Bill, the Reciprocal Demurrage Bill, the Safety Device
Bill, the Razilway Valuation Bill, the Murdoch Bill for re-
ducing railway mail pay, and the Anti-stock-watering Bills
all went the way. These brought out the lobby in force.

Legislation Strangled at Its Birth

There were Charles ]. Faulkner, who was in general
charge, Judge Lewis E. Payson, who frankly admitted that he
appeared for the Harriman interests, and former Secretary of
the Navy Hilary A. Herbert, representing the Morgan inter-
ests, headed by the Seaboard Air Line. All these are
permanent resident railroad lobbyists, Judge Payson having
followed the calling here for some seventeen years. There
were also T. B. Harrison, Jr., for the Louisville and Nash-
ville, George R. Peck of the Milwaukee and St. Paul, George
T. Nicholson for the Santa Fé, Hugh L. Bond for the Balti-
more and Ohio, John Sebastian for the Rock Island, and
George W. Boyd for the Pennsylvania interests. All these
swooped down to oppose the two-cent fare bill. On their
heels were Daniel Willard of the Burlington, H. U. Mudge of
the Rock Island, A. W. Martin of the New Haven, John B.
Cock um of. the Indiana roads, and half a dozen others to
oppose the Hours of Service Bill.

And the special committee having charge of railway leg-
islation jested at the fact that the common people were not
represented. At the hearing held January 8, 1907,Chairman
W .P.Hepburn asked, “Are there any persons here whofavor
this legislation ?”’

MRr. MaNN.—Outside of the Committee ?

THE CHAIRMAN —That is understood. Is there any response ?

MR. BARTLETT.—There seems to be an * offing.” )

THE CHAIRMAN.—Are there any gentlemen here who are in op-
position to the legislation ? K

Whereupon ex-Senator Charles J. Faulkner and Lewis
E. Payson stepped to the front, with the cohorts of the
railroads. o

They were heard at great length, and the legislation died.

A Gigantic Lobbying Campaign

Here was a measure which the railroads opposed, the
shippers favored, and the people favored. A powerful spe-
cial interest (the railroads) was opposed to a less powerful
special interest (the shippers); and in sympathy with the last-
named special interest were the people. All people are, to a
greater or less degree, shippers or passengers on the rail-
roads; but the interest of the *“whole people” was not that
of the big merchant or manufacturer whose business is vitally
and immediately affected by the freight rate which he can
get for a car load of his merchandise. The “whole _peo-
ple” were less concerned with the plea of the heavy shipper
for a lower rate than with the general policy voiced by
President Roosevelt of a square deal for the little shipper as
well as for the big, and for the beginnings of regulation for
a special interest which had grown so powerful that it threat-
ened to govern Congress, the Executive, and the Judiciary—
threatened, in fact, to supersede the People’s Government
by a Government by and for this Special Interest.
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How, then, is this Special Interest voiced in the Third
House? Who are its representatives? What are their
methods of operation ? The public has aright to know, so, at
therisk of incurring the dislike of some personally agreeable
gentlemen, the writer will try to give a straightforward answer
to these questions.

Head and front of the railway lobby in Washington is
Charles ]. Faulkner, former Senator from West Virginia—a
genial, clever little Southern gentleman, but an arrant lob-
byist. He it was who undertook to beat the Rate Bill. .
Likewise it was he who defended William A. Clark of Mon-
tana, when the latter was tried and convicted by the
Senate Committee on Privileges and Elections, of buying
the Montana Senatorship at a cost of half a million dollars.
Mr. Faulkner’s. fee for these legal services is said to have
been fifty thousand dollars. And he earned it, if only in the
disgrace of having to appear in such a mess of bribery and
rottenness.

The fee earned by Mr. Faulkner in the Rate Bill fight is a
source of interesting speculation and gossip in the lobby
offices of the Capitol. Some say it was one hundred thou-
sand dollars; some say more, and some say less. Mr.
Faulkner will not say. Certain it is, however, that this was
one of the biggest lobby contracts ever undertaken. The
railroads had their friends “on the inside”; but that was
not enough. It was necessary to have concerted action, and
someone to do outside work. There had to be a campaign
and a general. The first step was a meeting of the ““‘powers”’:
E. J. Harriman, J. Pierpont Morgan, the Goulds, James ].
Hill, and the rest. These agreed (with the exception of the
Pennsylvania and Vanderbilt interests) to codperate to defeat
President Roosevelt’s railway regulation plans. The South-
ern roads (Morgan), the Southwestern roads (Harriman),
and the Northwestern roads (Hill) pooled their issues. and
subscribed a fund. How much that fund was is known to few.

The People Must Be Educated "

It was practically a limitless fund—as many millions

-as were needed—and Mr. Samuel Spencer (now deceased),

residing in Washington, D. C.. a close personal friend of
both J. Pierpont Morgan and of ex-Senator Faulkner, was
chosen chairman of a committee of railroad managers to
oversee and direct the war. He was told to use all the money
necessary to accomplish the defeat of Roosevelt’s rate law.
The general in command was Charles J. Faulkner; and
under him he had his colonels, captains, lieutenants, ser-
geants, and an army of working privates.

The campaign planned was one of open opposition. It
was determined that the tide of public sentiment must be
stemmed. Ordinary methods of the lobby would not do.
Delay, subterfuge, and legal quibble were likely to be in-
sufficient barriers in the way of Roosevelt’s energy, backed
by his marvelous popular following in all sections of the
country. The only thing to do, in the opinion of Mr.
Faulkner, and such Senators as Elkins and Foraker, who
advised with him, was to “educate’ the public. The Senate
and its railroad committee (Interstate Commerce) were
entirely friendly to the railroads; but its members saw that
they would not be able to stand unaided against the growing
clamor of the people for this kind of legislation. The rein-
forcements of the lobby were therefore welcomed with
acclaim, and Elkins and his crewlent themselves to the plan
to “‘educate the people.” They would ‘“investigate the sub-
ject”; which meant that they would call before them a host
of witnesses to be quoted to the public against the wisdom
and possibility of such legislation. Then the committee
would report—in a manner suitable to the interest which
opposed this law. Such was the plan.

Headquarters of the railroad lobby were on the second
floor of the Kellogg Building, a modest structure near the
Willard Hotel, the office of Faulkner & Walker. Branch
quarters were the committee rooms of Senator Stephen B.
Elkins and Vice President Fairbanks in the Capitol. Mr.
Elkins’s committee (Interstate Commerce) had charge of the
subject of railway legislation; adjoining it on the South was
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the committee room of Mr. Fairbanks (then just inaugurated
Vice President), where Mr. Faulkner installed one of his as-
sistant lobbyists, H. T. Newcomb, with a force of clerks and
typewriters; and on the same floor, in the room usually
devoted to the Committee on Commerce, Mr. Faulkner and
Senator Elkins held that marvelous series of ‘“hearings,”
which ran from April 17 to May 23, 1905.

This process of educating the public, so skillfully manip-
ulated by Mr. Faulkner, who sat behind the chair of Sen-
ator Elkins when the latter presided, and framed up the
questions and lines of examinations for all witnesses, cost
the dear public no less than fifty thousand dollars. The
expense came out of the Senate’s always available ““con-
tingent fund.” Witnesses received their railway fare and
expenses, and “experts” got their ‘“‘fees.” The so-called
‘““evidence” fills five bulky volumes, and a digest, and the
list of ““witnesses” is the finest and most complete directory
of railroad lobbyists and professional defenders of the
vested interests extant. The ‘‘digest”—which was also
intended to be a report of the committee—was prepared
by H. T. Newcomb, with trifling assistance from Prof.
Henry Carter Adams, of the University of Michigan, and it
was the plan of Senator Elkins to distribute it widely, to
show the fallacy of rate legislation. But Senator Clapp ob-
jected, and the public showed such evident signs of refusing
to be educated, that only a limited number of copies were
printed, and the document is now cla:sed among the rare
old editions.

But the ‘““hearings” wereonly a part of the Faulkner
campaign The work of molding public sentiment was
pushed in other ways. On his staff in Washington were a
number of expert newspaper correspondents, such as John
C. Williams, formerly of the New York “Herald” bureau,
and Earl Williams Mayo, a New York magazine writer.
The “news” of the Rat: Bill hearings was served up hot to
the correspondents by these and others. Each evening a
batch of “copy” was laid on the desk of everyone of the
hundred and fifty representatives of big city papers. It
was prepared in workmanlike fashion, written with type-
writer, and reprod ced by the mimeograph process ; and in
every batch of copy was concealed an argument against
this class of legislation. It is only fair to the correspondents
tp add that this copy generally found its proper way to the
wastebasket.

Specious Arguments for the Workmen

But Mr. Faulkner worked other lines. Part of his cam-
paign was to show that ‘““the poor workman” was against
the legislation. Without sparing expense, and through
trusted agents, Mr. Faulkner put himself in communication
with some of the organizations supposed to represent
railway employees, and it was made apparent to the latter
that certain resolutions would be in order, showing that the
conductors, brakemen, and other railway operatives were
against any change in existing rate making laws, lest such
change cause their wages to be cut. Word came from other
quarters sufficiently persuasive to the poor railway men, and
Mr. Faulkner’s desk was daily spread with mail from vari-
ous Brotherhoods and Unions. Finally, as a fitting climax,
a “delegation”’ arrivcd one day in Washington to wait on
President Roosevelt, and to voice the rising indignation of
the railway hands against the Esch-Townsend and similar
bills. And what the spokesman of the delegation said to
Mr. Roosevelt was found on the correspondents’ desks even
before the delegation had reached the Cabinet Room, where
the deputation was received. The ‘““address” smacked
strongly of the Faulkner office, and it was Faulkner who
made their date and piloted the party.

And the “educators”of the public worked in other ways.
J. H.Maddy, who graduated from the corps of correspond-
ents into the Baltimore & Ohio and then the Erie Rail-
way, not only dropped his ‘““confidential” letters daily on
the correspondents’ desks, but he, himself, would also drop
around, from time to time, and have a friendly earnest
talk. Likewise Mandel Sener, who succeeded Mr. Maddy as
dispenser of free transportation on the “B. & O.,”” and Mr.

Mayo, who could furnish passes on the Southern, and who
offered certain correspondents a pleasant outing in the Caro-
lina mountains, with board and keep thrown in. Which
invitation, when formally tendered to the 'Gridiron Club
by Colonel L. A. Brown of the passenger department, was
accepted by a large number of its members, who were guests
on a junket to Lake Toxaway, and the Sapphire country,
in the North Carolina mountains.

All of which benevolence was engineered from that little
office in the Kellogg Building.

Inorder to enlighten the Senate Committee as to the

need for railway legislation, Mr. Faulkner, with the kind as-
sistance of Chairman Elkins of that committee, rounded up

164 witnesses, of whom 150 were special representatives of -

special railway and allied interests. The list comprised such
men as Robert Mather, “general counsel”’ of the Rock Island
System, who has been a familiar figure for years in the lobby
of the Springfield, Illinois, State Legislature; E. H. Gary, of
the Steel Trust; and F. B. Thurber, of New York, who lobbies
(and has for years) under the name of a rather mythical or-
ganization which he calls “The United States Export
Association.”

All Kindness for the Railroads

Joseph Nimmo, Jr., a chronic pamphleteer on the side
of corporate wealth, took part, and H. T. Newcomb, also a
pamphleteer and intellectual Hessian ready to fight for any
chief against the common people. The committee listened
also to eminent railway counsel, like Victor Morawetz, of
the Sante Fé road, who is the legal brains for E. J. Harri-
man; to Walker D. Hines, who is the same for the Southern
road; to James H.Hiland, who laws and lobbies for the St.
Paul System, and to George R. Peck, alsoof the St. Paul
System. Eminent railroad presidents and consolidators
were called, like James J. Hill, who engineered the North-
ern Securities consolidation; Joseph Ramsey, Jr., general
factotum (at that time) for the Gould roads; Samuel Spen-

* cer, head of the railway lobby and President of the Morgan

roads; Hugh L. Bond, vice president of the Baltimore &
Ohio Railway; Stuyvesant Fish, then president of the
Illinois Central; J. Kruttschnitt, E. J. Harriman’s mainte-
nance of way man; George R. Robbins, president of the
Armour car lines, and Lucius Tuttle, president of the
Boston & Maine road. Specialists were called in to make
good the railway case, such as Mr. Hugo R. Meyer, polit-
ical economy professor at Mr. Rockefeller’s Chicago Univer-
sity, and the Right Honorable William M. Ackworth M. P.,
barrister at law, of London, England, and author of a railway
text book.

These, and scores of shippers, carefully selected by
Faulkner from the ranks of those who were enjoying special
favors from the railroads, came before the committee and
discoursed eloquently on the advisability of leaving well-
enough alone. The Senators heard them gladly, and treated
them with courtesy and marked consideration. There was
time for all they had to say, and the questions of Faulkner,
Foraker, and Elkins were those of a lawyer to a friendly wit-
ness—directed only to bring out their railroad case.

Scant Courtesy for “The People”

Quite the contrary was the attitude of the committee
toward another class of witnesses who were ‘““given an
opportunity to be heard.” For there were about a dozen
witnesses who were grudgingly permitted to present the
shippers’ and the people’s side. Edward P. Bacon of Mil-
waukee, who for seventeen years had headed the protesting
shippers’ organization, was allowed to make several brief
oral and written statements. Governor Cummins of lowa,
who was the only person appearing before the committee to

. present the side of the people as a whole, was treated with

marked discourtesy. The writer.was present during the

hearings and is willing to add his personal testimony to the

statements made by Governor Cummins in an open letter,

to this effect. Senator Kean of New Jersey was particularly

insulting. Mr. Joseph H. Call of Los Angeles, who came to
[Concluded on pages 278 tv 280]
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MY LIFE-SO FAR

ouNT ToLsTol, himself, al-
though very approach-
able, was so busy with one
thing and another during
my stay, that only on two
occasions did we have any-
thing like a satisfactory con-
versation. And these two
opportunities could be only
partially improved by me,
because 1 honestly did not
know what to talk with the
old gentleman - about —or,
rather, there was so.much
that | wanted to ask him,
but did not know how to
formulate in the way that |
fancied such a great man
would expect questions to be
put, that the time went by,
and | had done but little
more than observe the man’s
manners and listen to what
he volunteered to say with-
out being questioned. We
spoke in English and Ger-
man, as it happened to suit.
Now, as | look back over
the experience and recall the
old gentleman’s willingness
to talk on any subject, I re-
gret exceedingly that | did
not quiz him about literary
contemporaries and affairs.
The principal thing he said
along these lines that comes
to mind now concerned po-
etry and how it impressed
him. We were sitting in
the music room, and someone
had said something about the

Fifth Artcle

By JOSIAH FLYNT

Hlustrated by J. J. Gould

.Kuropatkin and a Russian Police Raid

* Kuropatkin replied: * What's the use? I represent the Czar here "™

relative values of prose and
poetry as methods of expres-
sion. Tolstoi professed a preference for prose.

“Poetry,” he said, pointing to the parquet
floor, ““ reminds me of a man trying to walk zigzag
across the room on those squares. It twists and
turns in all directions before it can arrive any-
where. Prose, on the other hand, is dlrect it
goes straight to the mark.”

Talking about America and Amencans, one
afternoon, he was much interested in William
Dean Howells, Henry George, and the late Henry
Demarest Lloyd. He told me that there were
four men in the world that he was very anxious
to bring together; he believed that a conference
between them would throw much light on the
world’s needs. Two of the men, if my memory
is correct, were Mr. Howells and Mr. Lloyd.

Only one strictly theological, or rather re-
ligious, bit of conversation occurs to me now. We
were walking in the fields, the Count having
spent the day at his friend’s house, where the
Four Gospels were being overhauled. The talk
wandered along in a rather loose fashion, until
we came to the subject of miracles. We also
tackled parables before we got through. | had
become a little mixed in understanding the Count
and said something like this: ‘“And the miracles
you consider so illuminating ?”*

“No, no, no,” he returned, “anything but
illuminating; they are befogging. It is the
parables that | find so clear and instructive.
The miracles will have to go, but the parables
we could not possibly spare.”

On no occasion did the Count ask me what |
believed. The matter seemed to make very little
difference to him, or, at any rate, if | believed
anything and was made happy thereby, he did
not see the’use in taking it up in conversation.

In the dining-room, one noon, he said to me:

“l see that you like tobacco.” There was no
critical or reproachful accent in the remark; he
merely noted what was a fact.

“] used to be fond of it,”” he went on, looking
down at the floor, “and | used a good deal of it.
I finally thought that it was doing me harm and
let it go.” Other things that had been “let go,”
liquor and meat, for instance, had apparently
been given up on the same simple ground —
they were injurious to his health. Religion,
self-denial for self-denial’s sake, ““setting a good
example,” etc., these matters did not appear to
have influenced him. At any rate, he did not
speak of them when talking about his renuncia-
tions, and, in the case of tobacco, he frankly said
that, if he were young again, “no doubt it would
be pleasant to use it again.” In a word, his
vegetarianism and self-service, so far as anything
that he said to me is concerned, were due as much
to hygienic notions as to religious scruples. And
yet, | was told by a very trustworthy person that
the old gentleman regrets very much that the
simple life, as he sees it, cannot prevail through-
out his home. At table, for instance, he would
prefer that all hands should help one another,
and that the Countess’s white-gloved servants
be dispensed with. In his personal life he seemed
to be trying to be his own servant as much as
possible.

A good illustration of his irresponsibility on the
estate, or what he means to be such, is the way he
invited me to stop one night at the house. I had
gone swimming with the boys to a pool perhaps a
quarter of a mile from the house, and it was
getting to be time for me to know whether | was
to sleep at the Tolstois’ or in the neighbor’s barn.
While we were drying and dressing ourselves,
I heard a voice in the brushwood nearby saying:

“Meester Fleent, my wife in-
vites you to spend the night
with us.” It was the Count
himself, who had come all
that distance to tell me that
his wife had fold him that be
was to seek me out, and
deliver her invitation, not
his. 1 shall always remem-
ber his face as it appeared
through the twigs, and the
errand-boy accent in his voice
* and manner. | have never
before seen greatness in such
a humble posture. It was
openly said to me by one of
the Count’s friends that this
humility has given the old
gentleman considerable trou-
ble, in its acquirement as well
as in its exercise. Probably
we shall know much more
about all this when the

Count’s journal is published.

I learned this much on the

spot: Tolstoi feels very keen-

ly the seeming inconsistency
of his life, the fact that he
cannot make his altruistic
notions harmonize with his
daily life. His chagrin has,
on one or two occasions,
nearly made a coward of
him. At night, when no one
was looking, he has slunk
away toward Moscow, like a
tramp, to be himself some-
where. But always, before
he has got far,a voice has
said to him: ‘“Lyoff Nico-
layevitch, you are afraid.

You dread the remarks of

the crowd. You shrink on
hearing that you preach what you don’t prac-
tice. You are trying to run away from it all,
to be comfortable yourself, whether others are
or not.

“Think of your wife and children, of the home
you have made. Is it your right to sneak away
from all this just to make yourself look and sound
consistent? Have you not duties toward your
wife and children to observe? Do you think you
can throw over all that you were to them and
they to you, merely to satisfy your vanity —
vanity, Lyoff, and nothing more? You are
vain in your very sneaking. You insist upon
appearing all that you think you are.

‘“Back, back, back! Remember your wife and
children. Remember that you have no right
to make them think and live the way you would.
Remember that to sneak away is cowardly.
Back, Lyoff Nicolayevitch!” And back the old
man has trudged, to take up his burden as a
citizen.

One night he talked with me about my wander-
ings. He asked me why | had led such a life,
how the vagabonds lived, and why 1 had not
continued to live among them. | told him the
truth. He stroked his white beard, and looked
dreamily at the chessboard.

“1f 1 were younger,” he said at length, “I
should like to make a tramp trip with you here in
Russia. Years ago | used to wander about among
them a good deal. Now, | am tooold — tooold,”
and he ran his hands rheumatically up and down
his legs.

When leaving Yasnaya Polyana, 1 asked the
Count’s neighbor, in whose house 1 had slept,
whether there was anything | could do for him or
the Count during my travels. My railroad pass
was good yet for a number of weeks, and it
/
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occurred to me that, perhaps, during my wander-
ings 1 could run some errand for Tolstoi.
time, | had no thought that my proposition
could get him, myself, or anybody else into

trouble. To be sure, Mr. Breckenridge; the
American Minister at St. Petersburg, had given -
me, in addition to my passport, a general letter,"
““To whom it may concern,” recommending me

to everybody as a bona fide American citizen and

gentleman, and bespeaking for me in advance the . -
friendly offices of all with whom I might be -
thrown. But I failed utterly to see how I was~

going back on this letter in offering to render a
service that the Count, or rather his neighbor,
requested of me.

When it was time to go, the neighbor handed
me a large sealed envelope, containing letters,
which I was to deliver, if possible, into the hands
of one Prince Chilkoff, a nephew, I believe, of the
then Minister of Railways, who was temporarily
banished to a rural community in the Baltic

provinces, about two hundred miles from St. .

Petersburg. I knew nothing about the Prince,
or what he had done to offend the powers that
be. ‘What the letters contained, was, of course,
a private matter, into which I knew enough not
to inquire.” There was a promise in the under-
taking which attracted me, and I willingly ac-
cepted the commission. Arrived in St. Peters-
burg, I called on Mr. Breckenridge, and happened
to mention the errand that I wason. I told him
that Chilkoff was banished, in the sense that he
had to live within given boundaries, but that I
hardly thought he had done anything very seri-
ous, adding that his uncle was one of the Minis-
ters-.of State. All that I know to-day about
young Chilkoff’s offense was that he was alleged to
have been mixed up too intimately for his own
good with the Doukhobors and other more or less
tabooed religious sects in the Caucasus.

At first Mr. Breckenridge did not see anything
out of the way in my errand, and very kindly
offered to assist me officially in seeing the Prince;
i. e., he suggested that we openly ask for govern-
mental permission to proceed to the Prince’s
home. Then I mentioned the secret package of
letters. The Minister’s manner changed. ‘Sup-
pose you dine with me to-night,” he said, “and
we will discuss those letters.” I did so, and the
upshot of the meeting was that the package of

At the

" letters was ordered

back to Yasnaya Po-

-lyana. At the time, it

seemed a pretty hu-
miliating trip to be
sent on, but I.am

 glad now that I.did
‘not shirk it.: “1 have

recommended you:as
a gentleman to the
Russian Government:
and people,” said the
Minister,” both in the
letter 1 gave you to
the Minister of Fi-.
nance, when you were
getting the corre-
spondent’s pass, and
in the later one of a
generalcharacter. For
you- to undertake se-
cret missions of this
character may very
easily make the Gov-
ernment wonder
whether I knew what
constitues a gentle-
man when | gave you
those letters.”
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“*] used to be fond of it""

I have had to eat
a number of different kinds .of humble pie
in my day, and- tramp life let me into some
of the inner recesses of humiliation that no
one but a tramp ever knows about; but no
journey has ever. made me feel quite so cheap
and small as that return trip from St. Petersburg
to Tula, the railway station where visitors to
Yasnaya Polyana leave the train. I telegraphed
ahead, advising the Count’s neighbor of my com-
ing, and expected that he would meet me at the
station. What was my surprise, on arriving at
Tula, to find the old Count, himself, waiting for
me. .

“Ah! Meester Fleent,” he exclaimed, as I got
off the train and greeted him, ““have you brought
me news from Prince Chilkoff ?”

I wished at the time that 1 could sink out of
sight under the platform, so pathetically eager
was the Count’s expectancy. There were only
a few moments to spare, and I clumsily blurted

“Each inmate. was made to show his passport ™’

out the truth, trying at the same time to explain
how sorry I was. The Count calmly opened the
.envelope and glanced at the letters.

““Oh, it would n’t have mattered,” he said, and
after shaking hands, went back to his house.
He seemed neither vexed nor embarrassed. A
suggestion of a tired look came into his face —
he had ridden seventeen versts — that was all.

‘One of his “disciples,” referring to this affair
and my connection with it, some weeks later,
ventured the statement that | had “funked” in
the matter. | hardly think the Count felt this
way about it, whatever else he may have thought.
At the time, however, as he rode away on his
horse, the letters tucked carelessly under his
blouse, I would have given a good deal to know
exactly what was in his mind. | remember very
accurately what was in mine — a resolution, that,
whatever else | did or did not do in life, | would
never accept an official letter to the effect that |
was a gentleman and then proceed
to do something which was likely
to get the letter writer into trouble.
“ Either leave such letters alone,” 1
counseled myself, “and be ycur own
interpreter of gentlemanliness, or
know, before accepting them, what
will be expected of you.”

Tolstoi, no doubt, has long since
forgotten this episode, but 1 never
will. In a way, it left a bad taste in
my mouth, and I felt that | had
spoiled my experience at Yasnaya
Polyana. | outgrew this feeling,
however, and often think now of my
visit to the Count and his family as
I did when I drove away to Tula
in the two-wheeled cart. Some-
thing, 1 know not what, unless it
was the sweet peace and kindliness
of the Count and his surroundings,
seemed such forbidden fruit for me
of my tempestuous career to taste
of, that I felt very much as I used
to feel as a boy, when caught tres-
passing in other people’s orchards. It
did not seem right that one who had
been through what | had should be
allowed to enter into such an at-
mosphere of good cheer. Neverthe-
less, I was glad that entrance had
not been denied me, and made many
solemn resolutions to profit by the
experience. Whether the resolutions
have been kept with the fervor and
determination that animated me
in 1896, 1, would> rather not say.

4
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But one remembrance is as vivid and dear to
me to-day as when | rode away in the cart:
the Count and his desire to do the right thing.
“If to be like him,” I have often caught myself
saying, “‘makes one a fakir, then let us all be
fakirs as quickly as possible.” Unpractical, yes,
in some things; a visionary, perhaps; a “liter-
ary” reformer, also, perhaps. But my simple
testimony about him and his is that | have yet
to spend ten more enjoyable days, and in a
gentler and sweeter neighborhood, than those
I passed in and about Yasnaya Polyana.

It is a far cry from Count Tolstoi and Yasnaya
Polyana to General Kuropatkin and Central
Asia, but, while dealing with men and things
Russian, 1 might as well tell here as elsewhere
of my visit to Central Asia in the fall of 1897.
Again the motive was journalistic, and again I
was the proud holder of a pass over all the Rus-
sian State Railways, not over the private lines,
however, as the year before. 1 have to thank
Prince Chilkoff, the Minister of Railways, for
this second pass. He had become considerably
interested in my travels, and on learning that |
contemplated excursions into remote parts of
Russia, he kindly offered to ask the Czar to grant
me free transportation for three months in order
that my “investigations might be facilitated.”
When the transportation finally reached me, it
read: “With Imperial Permission.” I have
always thought that there was an undue amount
of red tape in getting the pass, but Prince Chilkoff
personally assured me that he must formally ask
the Czar for it before it could be issued. This
being true, the poor Czar has more to attend to,
particularly in these later days, than ought to
fall to the lot of one man. Truly he is an over-
worked man, if he must give attention to such
minor details. No wonder if some anarchist
pots him! There is not a railroad manager in the
United States who could do all that the Czar
is alleged to have his hand in on the railroads, and
at the same time run a great nation, a national
church, and the largest army in the world.
Consequently the Imperial permission did not
make the impression upon me that it would have,
had I believed that the Czar had done anything
more than nod his head, or make a scratch of
the pen, when Prince Chilkoff asked for the pass.

I had seen the Czar the year before, just after
his coronation in Moscow. The occasion was the
Imperial return to St. Petersburg, following the
terrible accident on the Chodyuka Field, in
Moscow, where thousands of men, women, and
children were crushed to death in the mad
scramble for the coronation mugs. Rumor
darkly hinted at the time that the scramble was a
forced affair, that certain officials charged with
furnishing the crowd with mugs and refreshments
had made a deal with the purveyors of these
things, whereby a much smaller supply than was
necessary should be furnished, the surplus money
paid out for an adequate supply going to the
crooked officials and dealers — that the scram-
ble, in a word, was a preconcerted scheme to
cover up their devilish machinations. Charges
of graft and corruption are so numerous and
haphazard in Russia that one can seldom find
out the truth. Whether this particular deal
was actual or not, however, the look on the Czar’s
face, when he rode down the Nevsky Prospekt,
on his return from Moscow, was dismal enough
to make almost any rumor credible. I had a
window on the Prospekt, directly opposite the
Duma (City Hall) where the Czar and Czarina
accept bread and salt from the city fathers on
such occasions. A good shot could have picked
off the Czar at that moment with ease. ‘

A more tired out, disgusted, bilious-looking
monarch than was Nicholas during that Nevsky
ride | have never seen. The ceremony at the
Duma over, he and his wife were whisked away
toward the Winter Palace, bowing languidly
to the right and left. “Insignificant” was the
word 1 heard from those about me at my window,
and it sums up the man’s looks, and | am afraid
his importance as well.

In 1897, the local czar of Russian Central Asia
was General Kuropatkin, the soldier who seems
at the present writing to have buried his reputa-
tion as a commander in chief in Manchuria. At
the time in question, he was looked upon as one
of the ablest and most popular generals in the
Russian army. He was also supreme ‘‘boss”
in the district under his command. When the
visit of the party of which | was a member was
about over, and we were to leave Central Asia,
two or three enthusiastic Britons thought that it
would be worth while~to Wire our gratitude to
the Czar. Kuropatkin was asked about the
advisability of such a proceeding. I was not
present when the question was put to him, but
one who was present told me that Kuropatkin
replied: “What’s the use? I represent the
Czar here, and will transmit your message to
him.” The telegram was sent, nevertheless,
via the British Embassy, and, as usual, in such
cases, we eventually learned that the Czar had,
metaphorically speaking, spent his entire time
wondering how he could make our visit in his
dominions more entrancing.

The excursion was the first of the kind ever
permitted in Russia’s Central Asia possessions.
It was really a commercial undertaking on the
part of a tourists’ agency in London, but because
it was unique in Central Asian history, and also
on account of Kuropatkin’s hospitality, it re-
ceived a significance, social as well as political,
which does not ordinarily accompany such enter-
prises. The tourist agency had gathered together
thirty-odd Britons, at the last moment, two lone
Americans, a Southern woman from South
Carolina, who when reaching Lamarcoud and
learning that she was almost directly opposite
Charleston, South Carolina (on the other side
of the world), cheerfully said: ‘““How dear!”—
and myself. The British Foreign Office was
asked to appeal to the Russian Foreign Office to
let us into the forbidden country — forbidden in
the sense that one required a special passport
from the Russian War Office before he was allowed
to cross the Caspian. At least this was the story
told in those days, and Englishmen were eager
to believe it, because the Russians had pushed
their southern frontier so affectionately toward
Afghanistan and India. 1t seemed to be their
idea that the Russians were afraid to let them
see what they (the Russians) were doing on their
side of the Afghanistan fence. The Russian War
Office communicated with Kuropatkin at Aska-
bad, asking him whether he was afraid to let the
Britons see how the Russian side was getting on.
Kuropatkin replied: “Let them come in.”

I joined the party at Tiflis, crossing the Black
Sea from Sebastopol to Batum. On the steamer
were two of the Britons. One evening we were
all sitting in the smoking room. The Britons
spoke their English with all its accents, and
some of it I could not help listening to, trying,
nevertheless, not to mind that they spoke it after
the “We own the world” fashion. One of the
Britons made up his mind that I was a Russian
spy. On several occasions he looked at me as if
1 had no right on any ship that carried him. He
also made blasphemous remarks about me to
his friend. | learned later that he represented
the “Standard” of London. He wrote several
letters to his paper about the trip, and, on one
occasion, even tried to send a dispatch concerning
an interview the newspaper correspondents had
with Kuropatkin at Askabad. 1 have been told
since, that only a few of his articles ever reached
their destination. | have seldom met a man so
submerged in the world of suspicion.

Kuropatkin received us at Askabad, the ad-
ministrative Russian town. How he looked and
acted during the Russian-Japanese War I do not
know, but he looked the foxy soldier in every
detail at Askabad. | say ‘“foxy” advisedly.
He had a detective’s eyes, the reserve of a de-
tective’s chief, and the physique of a man who
could stand much more punishment than his
uniform would give him room for. Since the
Japanese War it has been said that he is a thief —
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or a grafter, if that be more euphemistic. ~Certain
persons claim that he is five million rubles
winner as a result of the war. What certain
persons say in Russia, and, I am sorry to say,
out of it, also, so far as many of the dispatches
to American newspapers is concerned, is really
nothing but gossip. Fortunately, the Russians
know what gossip is, and merely let it drip. Un-
fortunately, for readers of American newspapers,
certain correspondents do not make the slightest
effort to distinguish between gossip and facts.

Our party spent seventeen days in Kuropat-
kin’s bailiwick, or Trans-Caspia, as it is officially
called. We lived in a special train, stopping at
the different places of interest for a few hours,
or overnight, as circumstances required. The
train was in “command” of a colonel. The
diplomatic side of the journey was attended to
by a representative of the foreign office, attached
to Kuropatkin’s staff.

Trans-Caspia is no longer the ferra incognita
that it was forty or fifty years ago, thanks to
numerous travelers and writers, among them,
our countryman, the war correspondent, Mac-
Gahan. It, ccnsequently, does not behoove me,
a mere skimmer, to attempt here much more than
the statement that our party traveled from
Krasnovodsk to Samarkand and back, and saw
such places as Geok-tepe, Merv, Bokhara, and
the River Oxus. Geok-tepe, in 1897, consisted
principally of the fragments left by Skoheleff and
Kuropatkin after their forces had slaughtered
some twenty-odd thousand Turcomans — men,
women, and children. The siege of the fort
lasted a full month, although the Turcomans had
antiquated forms of defense. Before the Russian
campaign against them was over, Skoheleff had
to begin the present Trans-Caspian Railroad, in
order to keep in touch with his base of supplies.
Kuropatkin was his chief of staff. They went to
war with the natives, with the notion that one
everlasting thrashing was imperative to teach
the Turcomans to knuckle under. The slaughter
at Geok-tepe proved very instructive, the
Turcomans of to-day being a foolish people —
docile, at least, so long as the Russians can con-
tinue to impress them. Skoheleff is long since
dead, and Kuropatkin, the other “butcher,”
as he has been called, is under a cloud. ’

I had various glimpses and talks with this
soldier, perhaps the most interesting glimpse
taking place at Askabad, during an outdoor re-
ligious service on St. George’s Day. The men
in our party had to appear at this service in
dress suits early in the morning. The service
was accompanied by the usual Greek orthodox
paraphernalia, and was interesting to those who
had never before been present on such an occasion.
What interested me was the short stocky gen-
eral, standing bareheadetl on a carpet near the
officiating priests. For one solid hour he stood
at ““attention,” not a muscle in his body mov-
ing that 1 could see. | made up my mind then,
and | have never changed it, that he was en-
dowed with stick-at-it-iveness to a remarkable
degree—a fact bolstered up by his persistency
in the Manchurian retreats.

The most interesting interview | had with Ku-
ropatkin was one morning when the three cor-
respondents, including myself, were summoned
to the Government House at Askabad and
given an official reception. Kuropatkin sat
behind a large desk covered with pamphlets and
official papers. We correspondents were given
three chairs in front of the desk. The interpreter
(Kuropatkin spoke neither English nor German)
stood at our left. .

‘““And 1 want you to know,” Kuropatkin went
on, after informing us somewhat about the Rus-
sian occupation of Trans-Caspia, “that our in-
tentions here are eminently pacific. We have
land enough. Our desire is to improve the hold-
ings we possess. You can go all over Russian
Central Asia unarmed.” | thought of Geok-
tepe. No doubt Kuropatkin believed that the
butchery had cowed the natives for all time.

[Concluded on pages 294 to 298]
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The American Heiress Co., Ltd.

E was an American; which
was fundamentally and
irrevocably against him. But
he wore a monocle, and his
trousers were too short, and
his clothes did n’t fit him; which was much in
his favor.

Seated in the bow window of the club, in atti-
tudes of well-bred emnui, they were discussing
him and balancing his pros and cons.

“He cawn’t help being American, y’ knaow,”
said the Honorable Percival Montmorency Charles
Ernest Eustace Fitzgibbons-Windemere, re-
moving from his lips the pearl handle of his stick
that the words might find outlet. “Really he
cawn’t, y’ knaow, old chap. That ’s his parents’
fault, y’ knaow.”

The Honorable Augustus John William Henry
James Louis Fortescue opened his eyes in cul-
tured surprise. .

“Why, sao it is, old chap, is n’t it!” he ex-
claimed. “I never would have thought of that,
y’ knaow.”

“And his claothes look almost as well as ours,
daoncherknaow, old chap,” continued the Honor-
able Percival.

“Nearly,” agreed the Honorable Augustus.

““And he has such ripping letters, y’ knaow, old
chap,” went on the Honorable Percival.

“Who signed them?” asked the Honorable
Augustus, with perfectly paralyzing pertinence.

“Aoh,” replied the Honorable Percival, “some
chaps out in Australia or South Africa or Indiaw,
or some such beastly colony place, y’ knaow.
And anyhaow,” he added, ‘ what difference does
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it make who signed them as long as they ’re
signed ?”’ .

“Nao difference, of course, old chappie,” re-
turned the Honorable Augustus, humbly. “1’'m
such asilly awse, y’ knaow.”

For some moments, in silence, they gazed out
through the bow window upon the hurried, har-
ried throngs in Pall Mall.

Suddenly the Honorable Augustus’s monocle
fell from his eye, and his stick from his hand.

“My word!” he exclaimed.

“What s the matter, old chap?” inquired the
Honorable Percival, in tones of well-bred solici-
tude.

“My word!” ejaculated the Honorable Augus-
tus, again. “My word!”

“I say, old chappie, what is the matter, y’
knaow?” queried the Honorable Percival, a
second time.

““Perhaps he knaows an heiress, y’ knaow!”
exclaimed the Honorable Augustus. ‘Perhaps
he knaows two heiresses, y’ knaow!”

“By Jaove!” cried the Honorable Percival,
“Fahncy, naow! Why did n’t I think of that
before ?”’

“But I say, old chap,” protested the Honorable
Augustus. “You did n’t think of it, y’ knaow.
It was | who thought of it.”” .

“Yes, old fellow,” replied the Honorable Perci-
val. “But, if you had n’t thought of it, why, |

might have thought of it, y’
knaow. Really, I might, y’
knaow.”

There was a pause.

“Do you really suppose he
knows an heiress?”’ asked the Honorable Per-
cival. ‘““l mean two heiresses ?”’

“I daon’t know, old chap,” returned the Hon-
orable Augustus. ‘“’Pon honah, | daon’t, y’
knaow.”

There was another pause.

““Haow shall we find out ?”’ queried the Hon-
orable Percival, at length.

The Honorable Augustus considered, tensely.

““Suppose we awsk him,”” he ventured, brightly.

The Honorable Percival stared at him in well-
bred admiration.

“By Jaove, that’s clevah, old chap!” he ex-
claimed; “dooced clevah, y’ knaow! Just
fahncy!”

“Just fahncy what?” asked the Honorable
Augustus.

“Why, your being so clevah,” returned the
Honorable Percival. “I did n’t think you had
it in you, y’ knaow, old chap.”

The Honorable Augustus bowed, in polite
appreciation.

“Thenks, old chappie,” he said, graciously.

There was another pause.

“1 say, when shall we awsk him, old fellow ?”’
inquired the Honorable Percival.

The Honorable Augustus considered deeply.

“Eh—theah’s _nao time like the present, y’
knaow, old chappie,’ he, returned. ‘““Suppose
we!awsk“him \some time ‘wo2k, 2vit r povt”
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““By Jaove, that’s ripping, y’ knaow,” said the
Honorable Percival. “Let’s.”
And they did.
*

* * * * * *

With a brandy and soda as a bait, they enticed
him into a corner of the smoking room; and he
seemed perfectly willing to remain as long as there
was bait to nibble at. And, be it added, he as
well displayed a decidedly cultivated, and ex-
pensive taste in cigars.

His name was Alonzo Rock and he went to some
pains to explain that he was the last male member
of theold and world-known Plymouth Rock family.

“But,” said the Honorable Augustus, I
thought that was a breed of faowls, not a family,
y’ knaow.”

The Honorable Percival focused upon him a
reproachful gaze.

“You ’re such a silly awse, old chap,” he re-
monstrated. “Cawn’t you see? Mr. Rock’s
family was named awfter the faowls, y’ knaow.
It ’s perfectly plain.”

““I beg your pardon, old chap,” apologized the
Honorable Augustus, profoundly.

“That ’s all right, my boy,” replied the scion
of the Plymouth Rocks, nonchalantly. “The
mistake was a perfectly natural one—for you.”

“That ’s awfully good of you, old fellow,” ac-
knowledged the Honorable Percival.

There was a pause. The Honorable Percival
nudged the Honorable Augustus. The Honorable
Augustus nudged the Honorable Percival. Then
the Honorable Percival and the Honorable
Augustus nudged one another simultaneously.

At length the Honorable Percival opened his
mouth.

“1 say, old chap,” he said to their guest, “do
you knaow any heiresses, y’ knaow ?”

The head of the house of Rock gazed at him
in some surprise.

“What ?” he demanded. ,

“I say, old chap,” said the Honorable Augus-
tus, “do you knaow any heiresses, y’ knaow 7"

The last male member of the Rock family took
a long draught
from his glass.
Then he set it care-
fully down upon
the table before
him and lighted a
half crown cigar.

“Yes,” he said.
‘“ why P"

“Do you know
two heiresses ?”
persisted the Hon-
orable Percival.

Their guest
nodded again.
“Twenty or thir-
ty,” he replied,
easily. “Why?"”

But the Honor-
able Percival and
the Honorable
Augustus were too
overwhelmed with
the good news to
immediately an-
swer his natural

** Their guest nodded again.

“Why,” returned the Honorable Percival.
“We want to marry them. That ’s all.”

“Yes, old chap,” assented the Honorable Au-
gustus. “That ’s all.”

“Oh!” exclaimed their guest.
isit?”

The Honorable Percival nodded. The Honor-
able Augustus nodded. Then they both nodded
together.

“Why, yes, old chap,” they said. “That’s
all, y’ knaow. Really, it is, y’ knaow.”

The head of the house of Rock took another
long draught. Then he threw away his half
crown cigar and lighted another. The Honorable
Percival and the Honorable Augustus waited his
pleasure in well-bred patience.

At length he spake.

“I "ve decided to let you two boys in on a little
deal that I 'm framing up,” he said, slowly.

“That 's dooced good of you,” appreciated the
Honorable Percival.

“Yes, dooced good,”
Augustus,

Their guest nodded. “I know it,” he said.
“But you don’t half know how good it is yet.
I 'm just beginning to find out myself; so don’t
hurry me.”

The Honorable Percival and the Honorable
Augustus nodded politely and waited; and, pre-
paratory to further conversation, their guest
ordered another drink and several more cigars,
to be charged to the Honorable Percival or the
Honorable Augustus, as the discretion of the
waiter might decide.

At length he spake again.

“One object of my visit to this country,” he
said, “was to form The American Heiress Com-
pany, Limited.” He stopped and waited, and
not in vain.

The Honorable Percival’s face shone with ad-
miring surprise; and so did that of the Honorable
Augustus.

* Just fahncy!” exclaimed the former.

“Just fahncy!” exclaimed the latter.

“So that ’s all,

agreed the Honorable

‘Twenty or thirty," he replied, easily.
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out that it’s bogus and that you ’ve given up
good money for what is, so to speak, a titular
gold brick—or to buy a duke or an earl or a count
or something like that for a stipulated sum, and
then have to pay eight times the original purchase
price to keep him from pawning himself and then
selling the ticket.

““Now I consider this hands-across-the-sea mat-
rimony one of the biggest and most promising
industries of the present day. Look at the money
involved in it! Look at the opportunities that
it presents for development! Look at the chance
it offers for the man who is capable of placing it
on a substantial and businesslike foundation and
making it a recognized industry—Ilike the butter
and egg business, or the coal and wood trade, or
any other staple line! At present the interna-
tional marriage industry is unstable and unstaple;
but it is in its infancy. Yet it can be developed,
and concentrated, and founded upon a rock—
and 1,” he added, grandiloquently, ‘‘propose to
be that Rock! And in thirty or forty years,
more or less, thousands and tens of thousands of
little scions and scionesses will gaze at me with
love-distended orbs as the man who is responsible
for their present state of rich and titled bliss.”
He sighed deeply. “It is a worthy ambition,”
he said, ““ and one that is thoroughly practicable.”

The Honorable Percival stared wonderingly.

“My word!” he exclaimed, in tones of well-
bred awe.

“My word!” exclaimed the Honorable Augus-
tus, similarly.

Their guest took another long draught. “Orat-
ing is dry work,” he confided, as he wiped his
lips on the back of his hand. He waved a bom-
bastic cigar. :

“The details of my scheme are thoroughly
matured,” he went on, “but my company is not
yet incorporated. Hence the strictest secrecy
must be maintained. You understand, I trust?”
He gazed at them with brows raised inquiringly.

The Honorable Percival and the Honorable
Augustus each nodded, promisingly.

“Good,” com-
mented theirguest.
“Now,” he went
on, rhetorically,
““my plan of action
—my plannum bel-
licosum, if you will
pardon a little
Latin—is this: |
establish palatial
offices, and then,
with the aid of a
corps of trusty as-
sistants, scour the
world for heiresses
who are looking
for titles and titles
who are looking
for heiresses. As
you will perceive,
it is something
along the lines of
a matrimonial
agency, but with
this difference:

Why? that it is, if you

query. Instead
they gazed at one another in solemn delight,
and said,—

“Fahncy, naow!”

“What ’s the game ?”” demanded the head of
the house of Rock.

“I beg pawdon P” queried the Honorable Per-
cival, in cultured perplexity.

“What ’s the lay?” demanded the other.
“What ’s doing? Suppose I 'm there with the
female gold certificates? What have you got up
your sleeve P’

“1 beg pawdon ?”’ queried the Honorable Au-
gustus in the same cultured non-understanding.

“Can’t you talk English?” demanded their
guest, impatiently. *“Suppose I do know some
heiresses. What then?”

- B

“You see,” went on the head of the house of
Rock, ‘“‘these international alliances between
Englishmen who need money and American girls
who want titles are becoming so much a matter
of business that, one day, it occurred to me that
they ought to be put on a business basis. ‘Busi-
ness,” I says to myself, says I, ‘should be con-
ducted on business principles.” At present, slip-
shod management, disregard for important
details, incompetency in arrangement, and the
general bungling way in which these deals have
been put through are rather giving the heiress
business a black eye, and our financiers are be-
ginning to frown on it; and you, yourselves, must
admit that it ’s mighty unsatisfactory, when
you ‘ve invested a million or so in a title, to find

will again pardon
my Latin, the ne plus ultry—eh—that is, the
sinmy qua non of that line; it occupies the same
relative position to the average matrimonial
bureau that a peacock farm does to a hen roost,
or the Bank of England does to a bunch of coun-
terfeiters making nickel dimes in a wet cellar.
“I had decided,” he continued, “to say noth-
ing about this new project of mine for the nonce.
But 1 like you two boys, so 1 'Il let you in a little
prior to the opening of the concern; for, as I have
said, my agents have already found twenty or
thirty heiresses that we are going to pop right
onto the market as soon as we open the works.
But, as | have said, the utmost secrecy must be
maintained because-we want to get out all our
protective patents and copyrights—and things
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before we begin. So, if I fix you two boys up,
you must n’t say anything about it to any one.”

“But,” objected the Honorable Percival,
‘“someone is sure to see our wives araound the
place, y’ knaow, old chap; and what could we
say ¥

“Oh,” returned their guest, “you may, of
course, get married and go to housekeeping and
all that in the regular way; but just don’t let
any one know where you got ‘'m. That ’s all.”

“Certainly, old chap,” assented the Honorable
Percival. “‘l mean certainly not, old chap.”

There was a pause.

‘“And when can we get our heiresses ?”’ quened
the Honorable Augustus.

‘“Very shortly,” replied the head of the house
of Rock.

“Eh—will they be
beautiful, y’ knaow, old
chap ?”’ asked the Hon-
orable Percival, anx-
iously.

‘*As beautiful as the
Bank of England.”

“But, | say, y’
knaow,” objected the
Honorable Augustus,

‘““the Bank of England
is 't beautiful, y’
knaow.”

““I’m running an

heiress agency,” re-
turned the scion of the
Plymouth Rocks, ‘“not
a theatrical agency or
a baby show. Still,”
he added, conciliatorily,
““I"ll do the best 1 can
for you. We’ve got
some in the herd that
look almost as though
they were n’t heiresses
at all. I’ll give you a
couple of them.”

“I’d like one that was
beautiful, y’ knaow,”
sighed the Honorable
Augustus, wistfully.

“But, I say, old chap,” urged the Honorable
Percival, ‘“ think of the money, y’ knaow.”

“l’'m trying to,” replied the Honorable Au-
gustus, sadly.

‘‘Can we get them Tuesday, old chap ?” asked
the Honorable Augustus of their guest. ‘I have
engagements all the rest of the week, y’ knaow,”
he added, explanatorily.

The head of the house of Rock shook his head.
“I’m afraid,” he said, ‘“that that is a little too
soon. There are certain preliminaries that must
first be seen to. Of course,” he went on, ‘‘I
realize that it is extremely poor taste to mention
money between gentlemen and, believe me, I
deeply deplore the necessity that compels my
doing so. But the law specifies explicitly that
in such cases an advance payment must be made,
and I am sure that you would not wish me to do
anything illegal, would you?"”

““Nao, indeed,” protested the Honorable Perci-
val.

““Nao, indeed,” protested the Honorable Au-
gustus.

‘“The law also makes the minimum fee in cases

- of this kind—eh—two hundred pounds. Believe
me, 1 would gladly let you in for nothing if I
could do so without laying myself liable to arrest
and prosecution. As it is, I will be only too
pleased to act for you at the least possible figure.”
He paused.

The Honorable Percival gazed helplessly at the
Honorable Augustus. The Honorable Augustus
gazed helplessly at the Honorable Percival.

“My word!” said the Honorable Percival.
“That’s such a lot of money, old chap !”’

“Yes, really, y’ knaow,” acquiesced the Hon-
orable Augustus. “Itis, y’ knaow. It really is,
y’ knaow.”

“It looks to me to be very reasonable,” disa-

.
<

greed their guest; “in fact I might even’say
penurious. These heiresses have got a million
pounds apiece, maybe more; and it seems to me
that a preliminary payment of two hundred
pounds, on an investment that will eventually
yield a million or more, is little enough. If I
only had a title, I ’d be only too glad to marry
one, or even both; in fact, I'd jump at the
chance like a turkey gobbler onto a June bug.”

The Honorable Percival gazed at the Honor-
able Augustus. “Can you raise the money, old
chappie?”” he demanded.

The Honorable Augustus gazed at the Hon-
orable Percival. ‘‘Can you?” he demanded in
return.

The Honorable Percival nodded. “Yes, old

chap,” he replied. ‘‘But it will take all 1 have.”

It will take all / have, too, y’ knaow,” stated
the Honorable Augustus.

" “Shall we, old chap?” asked the Honorable
Percival of the Honorable Augustus.

“Shall we, old chap?” asked the Honorable
Augustus of the Honorable Percival.

Long and deeply they both considered. Long
and earnestly they both gazed at one another.
Then, at length, they both nodded, slowly.

“Let ’s, old chap,” they said.

And they did.

“Mum ’s the word,” the head of the house of
Rock had said to them as he departed with the
four hundred pounds. And mum the word had
been for at least three days.

Then appeared upon the scene certain creditors
with demands that the four hundred pounds had
been intended to partially satiate. And thus, as
their only sop was gone, they were forced to use
in its stead the news of their good fortune.

The creditors had other debtors; and to these
other debtors they carried the good news that the
Honorable Percival and the Honorable Augustus
were about to become the proud possessors of
two American heiresses and (as was much more
to the point) of that which goes with American
heiresses.

And thus it was that when, next day, they
arrived at the club, they were greeted by a well-
bred but exceedingly eager group of scions and
near-scions of British nobility, thirsting for knowl-
edge and chances to do likewise.

‘1 say, old chappies,” exhorted Lionel Law-
rence George John James William St. Josephine
DuBarry Montrose Francis Fiddleham, tenth
Earl of Earthcote, “let us in on this, waon’t you ?
Haow did you do it, y’ knaow ?”

““Yes, y’ knaow,” protested the Honorable
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Arthur Fitzmaurice Walter Harold Ernestine
Claude Percy Clarence Marjoribanks, ‘“‘do let us
have an heiress, too, old chappies.”

““‘Dooced stingy of them,” opined Ludwig
Henry Samuel Robert Dinwiddie Lloyd Thomas
Frederick John Ethelbert Devondell, seventh
Duke of Borrowvale. ‘‘I say, y’ knaow, old
chappies, y’ knaow. Daon’t keep them all to
yourselves, y’ knaow. Cawn’t you let us in, too,
y’ knaow ?”’

The Honorable Percival and the Honorable
Augustus, much embarrassed, opined that they
could not. .

There was a flood of indignant protest that was
fairly surcharged with, “l says!” and “My
words!” and *‘ Just fahncys!"” and again were the

Honorable Percival and
the Honorable Augus-
tus much embarrassed,
and deeply grieved; for
they were, as has been
shown, well-bred, very,
and, as well, kindly dis-
posed, and it pained
them deeply to be thus
obdurate.

“l say, old chap,”
whispered the Honor-
able Augustus to the
Honorable Percival,‘‘1
have a dooced clevah
idea, y’ knaow. Tell
them haow expensive
it is!”

‘““By Jaove!” ex-
claimed the Honorable
Percival. ““That is
clevah, y’ knaow!” and
he followed the Honor-
able Augustus’s sugges-
tion.

But, much to their
surprise, the cost did
not scare their protes-
tants. Oneand all they
agreed with the views
of the last of the Ply-
mouth Rocks—that a

preliminary payment of two hundred pounds on

an investment that would yield a million or more

was as nothing. .

““I hgve n't it,” said the Honorable Arthur,
frankly; ‘‘but I know where I can get it, and |
will, too, y’ knaow, by Jaove!”

‘“And I say, y’ knaow, sao will 1,” declared the
seventh Duke of Borrowvale, with well-bred de-
termination. ‘‘Demme if I waon’t, by Jaove!”

‘““And L,” asserted a third; ‘“‘And I, too, yes,
by Jaove, really, y’ knaow, old chappies,” a
fourth; and so on until the whole of the group of
eight had individually and collectively declared
their complete willingness and unqualified ability
to meet the preliminary payment.

. ““But—" protested the Honorable Percival.
‘“But—" protested the Honorable Augustus.
They waited for the end of another storm of

indignant but cultured disapproval.

‘“But perhaps there are n’t enough to gao
around!” exclaimed the Honorable Percival,
weakly.

‘“Aoh, 1 say!” expostulated the Honorable
Arthur. ‘‘He must have ten, at least. Has n’t
he naow, really ?”

The Honorable Percival was forced to admit
that the available supply had been quoted to him
as twenty or thirty.

‘“Theah, naow!” exclaimed the Honorable
Arthur, exultantly. ‘‘I taold you sao!”

The eight scions and near-scions were persistent
and firm. But the Honorable Percival and the
Honorable Augustus were true to their word and
refused to give them the name of the man who
was acting for them in matters matrimonial.

There was much talking, much urging, much
pleading; much painful refusing (all, of course,
most cultured and very well-bred); and at length

[Concluded on, pages287 and 288)
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URGATROYD paled slightly as
entered theroom. There wa
thing in her face he could not unde
“Natalie, girl,” he said softly, g
himself mightily, “I’ve been wai
my answer. | came around to

The girl motioned him stiffly tc
“Steve,” she said, “there ’s
something that 1 have to say
to you—something that you
cught to have said to me. No,
wait a minute. [ am told,” she
went on, “that you are in the
habit of frequenting Cradle-
baugh’s. What I want to know
is, is my information true?”

Stephen Murgatroyd opened
his eyes wide, and looked the
girl squarely in the face.
“Why,” he exclaimed, “of
course it’s true! In fact, |
thought you knew it all the
time. I guess,” he added, justa
bit forlornly, ““that the rest of
the town knows it well enough.”

“And you admit it?” ex-
claimed the girl. She seemed
surprised, stunned. She had
expected a denial..

“Why, of course | admit it,”
returned Stephen Murgatroyd
calmly, “why not? It’s frue.”

Unwittingly,Murgatroyd had
expressed, in his last answer, his
chiefest virtue. By nature he
was as honest as the day is long.
And yet was it a virtue, after

Stephen

Steve Believe me, I 'm sorry.”
itroyd rose to his feet. His face
te and shocked with disappoint-
r he read in hers an unalterable
1ation; a strength that made her
lore beautiful. Murgatroyd knew
1in himself lay the instinct of mat-
rimony; he was a marrying
man; he had felt certain all
along, that the light in the eyes
of Natalie Burroughs wasmeant
for him, even though Rafferty
was in the race.

Facing the girl, he groped
about for something to say.
“It ’s all true, about Cradle-
baugh’s and me,” he stam-
mered. “I don’t see why you
didn’t know it all along. 1
don’t see why—"" He stopped.
“How did you find out at the
last ?”’ he asked.

The girl flushed deeply. “I1
think you have the right tohave
that question answered,” she
said at Jength. “At anyrate |
shall be as frank as you. It was
Dick Rafferty who told me.”

“Dick Rafferty!” yelled Mur-
gatroyd, “itisn’t possible, Nat-
alie, girl. Dick Rafferty. Why,
be—"" He stopped short.

““He, what?” she queried.

Murgatroyd faltered. “He—
nothing,” he answered finally.
“Only, it's a queer thing for
a man to do, that’s all.”

all? Murgatroyd never lied be-
cause to him it didn’t seem
worthwhile., It certainly did not seem worth while
to lie about Cradlebaugh’s. Of course he went to
Cradlebaugh’s. He knew Cradlebaugh’s well, from
Cradlebaugh, the fat, pig-eyed proprietor, down
to Julius, the low-browed jack of all trades at
Cradlebaugh’s. He knew Cradlebaugh’s, from
the roulette tables in the palm room, in the glitter
of lights, to the heavily upholstered little private
card rooms, with their private entrances and
exits. Who did n’t know Cradlebaugh’s? 1t
was one of the institutions of the town, a big
showy, brownstone house facing the Park; it had
been there for years. Murgatroyd smiled in-
voluntarily as he thought of it. Cradlebaugh’s
was the rock upon which political factions split in
town, and yet—the men whoopenly shook clenched
hands at its big portals were the readiest to
slink around to the back door entrance, after all.
Murgatroyd had met the reform sheriff there;
the foreman of many grand juries. He had met
‘Thorneycroft the prosecutor there. And once,
just once, he had caught a Circuit Court judge
dodging out of sight around a pillar. Whodid »’t
know the gambling house of Cradlebaugh?

And yet, there was one who knew Cradlebaugh’s
better, far better, than did Murgatroyd—that
one, Natalie Burroughs.

“I guess you don’t understand, Steve,” she said
gently, “that the thing that ruined father,—the
thing that, in the end, killed mother, was
Cradlebaugh’s. No, wait. Not Cradlebaugh’s
here in town. There are others, in other towns.
You ’re twenty-eight, Steve.  Father was forty
when—when we slunk out of town and came
here to start fresh, somehow. You did n’t
know, did you ? i 'm through with Cradlebaugh’s.
1’ve gone through once what 1°ll never go
through again. That ’s all. You ’ve got my

S

“1t’s a good thing fora man
- to do, Steve Murgatroyd,” she
answered, steadily, ““if he had not done it,
1 should have married ruin, and kept on
living with it, as | have done for the most of
my life. [ owe Dick Rafferty many thanks. 1
can say that much.”

Something that was holding Murgatroyd in
bounds seemed to snap asunder. “Is that it?”
he queried, as some schoolboy might have done,
hysterically. “Are you going to marry Richard
Rafferty 7"

The girl eyed him steadily. ““I 'm not going
to marry you, Steve,” she answered. But Mur-
gatroyd still struggled.

“What if | give up Cradlebaugh’s " he pleaded.

This time she smiled coldly.- “You won’t
glve up Cradlebaugh’s, ” she answered; “you
won’t even promise to give it up.”

Murgatroyd winced. No, she was right.
Cradlebaugh’s was his only vice, his only pleasure.
He knew it. He would not promise, he could not
promise. He did not want to promise. If he
had promised—well, there were those who knew
that Murgatroyd’s word was better than
another man’s bond.

“You won’t promise,” the girl went on.
phen Murgatroyd went out into the night.

Rafferty. 1t was a strange thing that Rafferty
should have warned Natalie. Rafferty, who
slunk into Cradlebaugh’s by means of the alley-
way while Murgatroyd walked boldly through
the front door. Was Rafferty taking this means
to slink into the good graces of Natalie Bur-
roughs? It was a strange way to go about it.

“l Il have it out with Rafferty,” thought
Murgatroyd, angrily, without really understand-
ing what he was angry about. “I’ll go up to
Cradlebaugh’s and have it out with Rafferty.”

He found Rafferty. Rafferty was a handsome

Ste-

chap, with frankness written all over his smoothly
shaven face. Murgatroyd drew him into, one of
the little card rooms. Julius, the low-browed
one of Cradlebaugh’s, followed them, as usual,
but halted just outside the little room, for the
voices inside were pitched in a key unusually
high. Julius, as was his wont, listened behind
the heavy curtain.

“1 don’t care what you told her,” Murgatroyd
said to Rafferty; “that is n’t the point.”

“Did, did she say / told her?” asked Rafferty
in surprise.

Murgatroyd snorted. “She not only said it,
but it ’s true. That is n’t the point. I don’t
care, never cared, about her knowing. But,
thunder, why did n’t you come to me, why did n’t
you tell me to tell her? Why, why did you slink
in the back way, as you do here? Don’t you
think 1 'm man enough tc—"

Rafferty nodded. ‘““Steve,” he said, “I knew
she did n’t know. That ’s all. I knew she
ought to know. This kind of thing is serious
business. It is n’t play acting. It ’s life, Mur-
gatroyd. It .was one of those mean little serv-
ices that had to be done. I did it. 1did the
girl a favor.”

“You did n’t say anything about yourself,”
returned Murgatroyd.

Rafferty became eager on the instant. “No,”
he said, “did you?” He never breathed until
the answer came.

“You know 1 did n’t,” said Murgatroyd, “but,
why did n’t you?”

Rafferty nodded soberly. “The cases are not
parallel,” he answered. *“With you, gambling
is your whole existence: with me, it is a pas-
time. 1 can see your finish. You ’ll lose all
your money, all your health; you ’ll lose your life
one of these days, gambling. I can see it. I
think too much of the girl to let her—"

Murgatroyd smiled sarcastically. “I played
my first game,” he said, with a trace of bitterness
in his vonce, “with a man named Richard Raf-
ferty.”

He admitted to himself the truth of every-
thll .1 PR a B a-.1. _ 13
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fiercely, as a bulldog shakes and tears a rat.

“My heaven, Rafferty,” he began, his face
flushed, his voice quivering with rage, with dis-
appointment, “my heaven, [—"

Julius, the low-browed, listening without,
nodded darkly to himself. ““It is a—row—about
a —lady,” thought Julius to himself. There was
no harmin listening. There might be some good.

Fifteen minutes later Julius flattened himself
hastily against the wall. Murgatr yd swung out
of the little room and through the hall. Julius
followed. Murgatroyd knocked on the door of
Cradlebaugh’s private office.

“Come in,” yelled Cradlebaugh. Murgatroyd
obeyed.

“Cradlebaugh,” he said, “this is my last
game.” Cradlebaugh’s little pig eyes twinkled.
He rubbed his hands together. He had heard
that phrase so often; it was the worst symptom
of the disease.

“Good boy,” said Cradlebaugh, ““cut it out.
Never gamble. [ never do.” Which was quite
true, and everybody knew it.

Murgatroyd sat down at a little table. He
wrote three checks.

“Cradlebaugh,” he said, “here are checks for
twenty-five thousand dollars, the last of the
money that my father left me.” Cradlebaugh
still rubbed his hands. He knew where the
other fifty thousand had gone. “You can get
the teller of the County National and the cashier

of the Trust Company at their homes on the -

‘phone, probably. They Il tell you that these
checks are good. | want the cash, from you.”

Cradlebaugh held up his hands. “Why should
I call up anybody?” he inquired; “your word is
sufficient, is it not?”

Whereupon he went into another private room,
and called up, not two, but six bank men, to
assure himself of the integrity of the checks. He
came back with his hands full of bills. “Blamed
combination went back on me,” he- explained.
He smiled genially. “What is it to be to-night ?”
he queried.

Murgatroyd laughed. ‘ The house don’t get
this,” he returned. “I 'm throwing cold hands
with Dick Rafferty to-night. My last game,”
he repeated, “for that four-story building of
his on Main Street, here in town. Give me good
luck. It’s my last game, you know.”

“You 'l win, you ’re bound to win,” said Cradle-
baugh. He hoped that Murgatroyd would win.
If Murgatroyd did, Cradlebaugh’s would ulti-
mately get the four-story building and the
money, too. If Rafferty won, well Rafferty
would keep the four-story building and the money,
too. Rafferty was that kind.

“My last game,” repeated Murgatroyd to
himself. “l 'm bound to win to-night. My
last game, Natalie, girl, the very last. I promise.”

He did n’t win. At eleven o’clock, Julius,
answering a bell, entered the little private card
room, and found Richard Rafferty alone. Not
altogether alone, either, for Rafferty was count-
ing up a big roll of bills.

“Not so bad, Julius,” said Rafferty, gulping
down a nightcap, “twenty-five thousand odd in
an hour and a half.”

“Cold hands,” commented Julius, “at a
thousand dollars a hand, eh ?”’

“How 'd you know?” queried Rafferty.

Julius shrugged his shoulders. “It could n’t
be done, not any other way, in that there time,”
said Julius, with his eye upon the roll, “and
where’s Steve Murgatroyd ?” he asked.

Rafferty laughed. “From the way he felt
when he left,” he answered, “he ’s probably in
the river by this time. Help me on with my
coat, Julius. Eleven o’clock,” he said to himself,
“time all honest men were abed, eh, Julius? 1
did so well to-night, Julius, that I don’t know
but this may be my last game, eh ?”

“There ’s no telling, sir,” soberly answered
Julius. -

And Richard Rafferty, real estate man, stepped
from the little private room, by means of the
little private entrance, out, upon the street, leav-
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. *“ That was two o'clock in the morning”

. |
ing Julius ruminating, his low brow crisscrossed
with thought.

“A row over a lady,” thought Julius, “and a
quiet game — a quiet big game. Ah.”

The antithesis of Cradlebaugh’s was Mrs.
William Murgatroyd, the Widow Murgatroyd
as the town knew her. That was one of her
names. Her other name was Charity. She
was better known than Cradlebaugh’s. She
was rich, as riches went in town; but her riches
went into the pockets of the poor; her goodness
was far beyond her riches; the town took off its
hat to Mrs. William Murgatroyd. For the rest,
she was Steve Murgatroyd’s mother. That night,
the night of Steve’s twenty-five thousand dollar
game, the Widow Murgatroyd sat up, waiting
for him. She did not always do this. She rarely
did it. But she knew about Steve and Cradle-
baugh’s. Steve had gone crazy, almost, toward
the last, she told herself.

“Is there any way to stop him?”’ she asked.
She looked at the clock. It was two o’clock in
the morning. As she looked there was the rattle
of a key in the door below.

“It ’s Steve,” she gasped. It was Steve. He
had entered the front door, had come slowly up
the stairs, had entered her presence, and was

standing before her, cool, placid, and debonair.

“Mother,” he said, quietly, “I’ve played my
last game.”

The soul of the Widow Murgatroyd leaped
within her. It was a promise, Steve's first
promise. She knew Steve. She had spent
hours, days, months, trying to get Steve to say
this thing. Now, he had said it of his own accord.

“1°Il tell you all about it, mother,” he went on.
He told her—everything. He began with Natalie
Burroughs; he finished up with Rafferty and the
twenty-five thousand dollar game.

“My last game,” he repeated.

The Widow Murgatroyd’s methods were many
and various. As Cradlebaugh kept a safe within
his private room, so did she keep a safe in hers.
In hers was money, as in his. For there were
things that the Widow Murgatroyd often had to
do, overnight. She had saved families, kept
men out of prison, performed miracles, just be-
cause her safe was stuffed with money. In her
charitable way, she was a worshiper of ready
cash.

She left Steve for an instant, and went into her
sanctum. When she came out, she had in her
hand a roll of bills.

“We ’ll start’fresh, Steve,” she said, gently,



240

thrusting her burden into his hands. He took
it, and counted it. There was twenty-five' thou-
sand dollars in all. He took it, kissed his mother
solemnly, drew a long breath, and went to bed.

That was at two o'clock in the morning. At
twenty minutes after eleven o’clock on the pre-
vious night, Richard Rafferty, real
estate man of the town, was found
murdered, his skull crushed in, halfway
between Cradlebaugh’s and his home.

He had left Cradlebaugh’s at eleven,
with twenty-five thousand dollars in his
clothes. This twenty-five thousand dol-
lars was not found upon his person after
death.

That night the police had it. Next
morning the town had it in all its
ghastliness. And by ten o’clock of the
next day, the prosecutor’s office had
Stephen Murgatroyd, with twenty-five
thousand dollars in bis clothes.

“l am not guilty,” said Stephen
Murgatroyd, when arraigned. Of course.

Why not? There was nothing else to
say.

In the prosecutor’s office, Julius, the
low-browed, told his story with re-
luctance.

- “A row over a lady,”
“and a game of cards.”
* * * * * *

Stephen Murgatroyd sent for William
Westervelt, counselor-at-law. “Of
course,” said Murgatroyd, easily, for the
whole thing had seemed to him prepos-
terous, ‘‘of course I did not commit this
murder.”

Westervelt shook hishead. ‘1 don’t
know whether you did or not,” he an-
swered, ‘“not until | hea: your story.”

He heard it. ““And where were you
between ten forty-five, when you left
Cradlebaugh’s, and two o’clock, when
you reached home ?”’

Murgatroyd told him. “I was walk-
ing the streets, that’s all,” he said,
“having it out with myself.”

“You ’re not a drinking man?”
Murgatroyd shook his head.

“1 wish you were,”” sighed Westervelt,
“if you had been as well known in the
cafés as in Cradlebaugh’s, and had only
patronized them on that night, we
would have had no trouble. As itis—"

he mumbled,

the record of Julius, the prosecuting witness,
back to his ancestors, without success. Julius
had been a man whose past was coupled with
mysterious happenings, but the goods had never
been found upon him. The deeper Westervelt
delved, the more he became discouraged. The cir-

**You stay right here,” she answered, geatly "
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I guess that 's all you care about, money.”

*“Pretty near,” laughed Mitchell. “What am |
todo?”.

“You ’re to do something that 1 can’t do,”
said Westervelt; ‘“something that I don’t want
anybody in town todo. If you do it right, you ’ll

get five hundred dollars for it. There’s
a hundred on account.”

“What am I to do?” asked Mitchell.

“Mitchell,” said Westervett, ““ you are
to go to the house of the Widow Murga-
troyd, the mother of the prisoner in this
case, and you are to stick to that
woman until you get her testimony
right. Never leave her, never cease to
paint horror to her in your most effective
style until—" .

“Until,”—repeated Mitchell.

“Until,” went on Westervelt, “she
will testify unequivocally that Stephen
Murgatroyd, her son, reached home that
night at eleveno’clock. She’s gof to
testify to that. She ’s got to, do you
understand ?”’

“That ’s an easy way of earning five
hundred dollars,”” smiled Mitchell.

-Westervelt frowned. “You ’ll think
it ought to be a thousand before you
‘re through,” he said. He leaned for-
ward and touched the younger man
upon the knee. “You see the point,”
he said; “the jury will swallow the
twenty-five thousand dollar story with
the eleven o’clock story, but not with
the two o’clock story. The town will
believe that woman's word against any-
body’s, if she will swear to the eleven
o’clock alibi. But, if she admits that
Murgatroyd never got home until two

o’clock, Heaven help us. Do you
understand ?”’

“Perfectly,” answered Mitchell. He
went.

“Perfectly,” sighed Westervelt; “if

you do, you ’re a good deal smarter than
1 give you credit for, my boy.” He sank
back in his chair. “There ’s only one
way,” he told himself, “only one way
out. The jury must believe—it must
believe the truth.”
* * * * * *
There was no face, there never had
been face like to the face of the Widow
Murgatroyd when she took the witness

He wont down to Cradlebaugh’s and
saw Julius. He knew Julius. Julius told
Westervelt the story, just as he had seen it, just
as he knew it. “And I liked that there Murga-
troyd, too,” sighed Julius, “I guess you can get
him off, Counselor Westervelt. 1 'm pretty sure
you can.”

Westervelt went back to Murgatroyd. ‘‘Mur-
gatroyd,” he said, “you ’re in for it. Julius
pulled this thing off himself, there ’s no doubt of
that. He told me so with his eyes. He ’s the
man. But you can’t prove it in a thousand years.
You 'rein for it, all right.”

“What do you mean?”

“l mean,” answered Westervelt, “‘that the
testimony of this man Julius will establish motive,
opportunity, everything. Your mother’s twenty-
five thousand, I 'm afraid, will do the rest. You
are going to be convicted of murder in the first
degree, in my opinion. You ’d better face 1t
now than be disappointed later.”

Murgatroyd shivered. “But,” he faltered,

“the jury have got to believe the truth.” -~

“Have they?” returned Westervelt dryly,
“1’m not so sure of that.”

Murgatroyd seized him by the arm.” “You 've
got to make them believe the truth,” he cried out,
for the agony was cutting its way into  him.

“1 ’lIl do my best,” said Westervelt.
he ever promised in any case of his. - - -

Westervelt spent a month meditating on the
case. He did more than to meditate.
all the evidence that the prosecutor had, traced

It.was all

He sifted-

cumstantial evidence of the prosecution seemed
to be conclusive. He saw Natalie Burroughs,
a wonderful young woman. Her story was dam-
aging to Murgatroyd. ‘I ’ve got to tell it, if they
ask me, Mr. Westervelt,” she whimpered. The
terror and the notoriety of it all had left lines upon
her face.
a wonderful old woman. Her story was damag-
ing, also, because Murgatroyd had reached home
that night at two o’clock. As for the twenty-
five thousand dollars that she gave him, that
was as preposterous as it was true. Westervélt
only sighed and shook his head.

“I’1l do anything tosave him, Mr. Westervelt
the Widow Murgatroyd sobbed.

“Except,” said Westervelt, ““to lie.”

She shrank back. ‘“I—I could n’t do that,”
she exclaimed.

Westervelt nodded. “We'll see,” he thought
to himself. He went back to his office.

“1’ ve got to make that jury believe that
woman’s story,” he told himself.

He called up Goldenhorn of New York. “ Hello,
Goldenhorn,” he said, “do you remember that
young Mitchell chap who summed up the Maccia
woman’s case last fall and made the jury cry?
Where is he, eh ?”

. He got Mitchell on the ’phone finally, and

Mitchell came to Monroe.
" “You need n’t be afraid, Mitchell,” said West-
ervelt, “there ’s plenty of money in this case.

Westervelt saw Murgatroyd’s mother, *

stand. Her face had been a battle
ground upon which had waged conflict-
ing forces. It showed the results of thestrife. The
face of the Widow Murgatroyd for years had been
placid, gentle, unwrinkled, frank. Now it was

“crisscrossed with lines that fear had left upon it;

in the mouth of the Widow Murgatroyd there
was despair. And in her eyes—in her eyes was
a haunting, nameless expression; only Wester-
velt knew what it meant.

“1 can’t help it,” he groaned within himself;
“there ’s a life at stake. She s got to suffer.
She must.”

The prosecution had rested. Julius had told
his story, a story of motive, of opportunity, of
circumstances. He had been unshaken upon
cross-examination. The case was curiously
simple; and the prosecutor had told the jury
plainly, that Murgatroyd, the defendant, could

mot account for his actions after ten forty-five

upon that fatal night.
Westervelt braced himself. ‘“Mrs. Murga-
troyd,” hesaid, “you recall the night in ques-

* tion?”

She did, very clearly. She never would forget
it. “You saw your son that night?”

She had. There was no doubt about that.

“What time did he reach home that
night ?”’

Westervelt said it in the most casual manner, as
though he were passing the time of day. Butonly
he knew that his fingers were ice cold and that

[Concluded ont pages 285 and 286)
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Paderewski in- Private Life

o BE acknowledged supreme in music
the civilized world over—in New
York or Paris or London, in Madrid or
Vienna, San Francisco or Sydney; to
be coupled with the immortal names
ot Chopin and Liszt, and last—some will think least!—to have the na-
tions pour millions at one’s feet—that is the lot of Ignace Jan Paderewski.
But it is not of that side of this world-famous celebrity I would
speak, but rather of the great Pole’s domestic life: of Paderewski, the
territorial magnate, at beautiful Kosna in the Carpathians, covering the
hills with vines for the support of the peasants, filling the streams with
imported trout, for the sake of his people.

1 prefer to picture the world’s favorite dancing a mazurka with
pretty children, or calming his tense nerves at the billiard table with
Guillaume, his diplomat-valet—to whom he is indeed a hero. 1 treat of
Paderewski the farmer—nay, the pig-breeder, incongruous though it
sound; of Paderewski at his flower-covered Chiteau Riond-Bosson, on
Lake Leman, striving vainly to grow the sweet American corn he loves;
of the millionaire, whose benefactions never
get into the papers; in fine, of the real man
Paderewski, of whom the enthusiastic multi-
tude knows nothing. '

By W: G. Fitz-Gerald-

Hlustrated with pholograph;s specially taken by the author

Frédéric Chopin; his ideal, a brilliant
salon, such as Chopin had at his rooms
in the Chaussée d’Antin, where great
Meyerbeer leaned on the piano, and La-
martine and Alfred de Musset drew in-
spiration from his poignant themes, while George Sand, from a sofa in
the corner, made mental notes of the scene for her novels. Paderewski
plans to erect a magnificent monument in Warsaw to Chopin’s memory,
and every cent of the cost will be defrayed by the fees which the
maestro charges applicants for autographs.

He Jokes in Six Languages

Shoals of requests for Paderewski’s autograph are daily received by
young Gorski, in the beautiful terraced house at Morges, that looks across
to the snows of the Savoyard Alps. A charge of five francs is made for an
ordinary autograph, and as much as twenty for a few scribbled bars of
music with signature, such as is reproduced on this page.

Paderewski takes many journeys to his magnificent Polish estate at
Kosna—a long journey, by way of Tyrol,
Vienna, and Cracow; but he is inured to
days and nights in the train through his
American tours. He usually takes with him

Music the Life of the Man

Of this man it may be truly said that music
is his life. At the piano heforgets the world.
1 think he would spend his life at the key-
board, wearing out his frail frame, were it
not for his wife, Madame Helena, who was
the widow of Gorski, the Polish violinist.

a friend, like Hugo Gérlitz, who is also his
agent—a Pole, of course. With such a friend,
Paderewski shows unexpected sides of his
nature. He makes brilliant jokes in six lan-
guages; his powers of mimicry are nothing
short of wonderful.

At Tarnow, beyond Cracow, he changes to
a little local train, travels southeast for a few

Her son acts as confidential private secre-  c———

tary to the maestro.
Next to his passion for music comes his
love for Poland and the Poles. His hero is

Paderewski charges five, ten, and even twenty francs for autographs of
this kind, which money goes toward his Chopin statue in Wnruw_

hours, and finally drops almost into a knot
of adoring peasants, many of whom he has
rescued from the slough of misery so char-
acteristic of the rural Poles. Outside is a
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Paderewski's quaint old house at Koena, in Austrian Poland

phaéton with two superb chestnuts. Paderewski and his wife adore
animals, and at Kosna and Riond-Bosson are entire menageries and avi-
aries, not to mention sheep and cattle.

The player and his guest cross the sparkling Biala, enter the park
gates, and in a few minutes the carriage pulls up on the broad terrace
before the old porch. There are two detached wings of the house, one
containing the domestic quarters and offices, while the other is reserved
for visitors. Sloping lawns lead down to a lovely lake, while behind the
house stretch vast forests of pine, oak, and fir. There the world-renowned
pianist loves to roam, bareheaded, drawing inspiration from the wild
music of the wind, as it surges through the forests of his great domain.
Tlhere is a home park of about two hundred acres, some of it only recently
planted.

SUCCESS MAGAZINE

This beautiful village, three thousand feet above the Adriatic,
lies in a magnificent Alpine region, and has sixteen springs
of wonderful efficacy. To Paderewski the place owes much;

for, just as King Edward is supposed to have ‘““made’” Homburg and
Marienbad, so has the great Polish musician brought fame and fortune
to Bad Gastein. He takes the thermal baths there, for their effects are
magical in all kinds of neuralgic and neurasthenic troubles, together with
rheumatism of the muscles and joints. Paderewski takes the waters
internally, also, as well as thermal steam baths. He visits the hygienic
gymnasium twice a day with his physician, and takes long walks in the
Alpine air. The visit to Bad Gastein is usually made just before he
starts on a prolonged tour.

His earning power, as everyone knows, is something fabulous. Never
before, surely, has a grateful world rewarded an artist on so princely a scale.
Asked by emperor or king to sit at the piano for twenty minutes, his fee
is $2,500. 1 have the authority of his British agent, W. Adliagton,
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the piano shortly after his petit déjeuner, served in his room
at six o’clock in the morning, and he will pour forth music into
the unresponsive air until Madame Helena, young Gorski, or
Guillaume goes to remove him almost forcibly to dress for the eight
o’clock dinner. :

Mr. Adlington tells me he has at such times seen the maestro rise
from his piano with a face of unearthly pallor, eyes that fairly burned,
and his famous aureole of silken hair a matted tangle of moisture. ““The

man’s brain appeared on fire,” Mr. Adlington said, “and he was trem--

bling with wild excitement.” Similar exhaustion marks his manner after
many hours of composition before his curious high desk, where he will
stand for half a day, with flying pen, transcribing the “music of the
spheres”” that rolls through his brain. Suddenly he may rush to the
piano, to play over what he has written, improvising upon his lovely
themes, until those privileged to listen are held spell-bound and wish the
music might run on forever.
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Paderewski going for his morning drive on the shores of Lake Geheva

Let it not be accounted as bathos that, after this vision of exalted
genius, Paderewski the farmer be considered. 1t is he who personally
supervises the laying out of parks and gardens, both on his Polish and
Swiss estates. To descend at one swoop, Paderewski and pigs seem to
have as little in common as Dante and doughnuts! Yet, only the other
day, Mr. Adlington bought for him four fine pedigree hogs from a famous
stock farm near Colchester, England; and Paderewski was sorely dis-
tressed when difficulties arose about the shipping of the much-desired
swine to the Lake of Geneva. The route attempted was by Harwich
and Antwerp, but the swine-fever regulations of severa European nations
were found to block various frontiers, and, after a bewildering maze of
telegrams and correspondence, back to London went Paderewski’s prize

[Concluded on pages 99 to 301]
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Fools and Their

By Frank Fayant
Hcadp(ec_e by R. J. WILDHACK.

It was Mr. Fayant's intention to devote his space in this April issue to the wireless
telegraph companies, which thousands of our readers have asked him to investigate.
Gereatly to our regret it is impossible to publish that article in this issue. More work
must be put on it. It is not an easy thing to secure and verify information for a series
like this. At every turn you are met with obstacles, lies, innuendo, and, frequently,
pany, and it attracts me assault. This month’s article is not intended as a guide to investments. It is only
a danger signal. It is filled with information that should be of the greatest value
Mr. Fayant's letters from the readers of
SUCCESS MAGAZINE tell of thousands of thrifty people who are being snared in the
nets of unscrupulous and incapable promoters. It seems to be of vital importance now,
not to tell how to invest, but to establish in the strongest terms how not to invest

A New York promoter re-

ceived from a New
Hampshire country clergy-
man a letter reading: “In
the past twenty years in the
ministry | have saved $1,500.
I want to make a wise in-
vestment for my wife and
children. I have read over
the prospectus of your com-

Now | want to ask you, as
man to man, whether you
advise me to put my life’s
savings in your company.”’

The promoter had taken
money from a good many peo-
ple—rich and poor, but never
before had a victim come to him as man to man. He
needed the $1,500, for he was nearly at the end of his rope,
and fifteen yellowback 100’s would feel very comfortable
in his trousers’ pocket. But here was a poor clergyman
who was going to turn over to him the savings of years, the
only insurance, perhaps, of a woman and her children
against absolute want. No, he could not take the money.

“1 thank you for your frank letter of inquiry re-
garding the investment I am offering,”” answered the
promoter. *‘l think very highly of the prospects of the
company. I feel that it will have a brilliant future.
But you must apprecnate that there is always some
element of chance in these investments. | do not think
that a man situated as you are should risk his savings
in a venture like this, and | would advise you, therefore,
as man to man, to leave your money in the bank.”

Two days later the promoter found in his mail a
draft for $1,500 from the New Hampshire clergyman.
And he kept the money. ““What else could I do?” was
his comment. ““I told him 1 did n’t want his money,
but he insisted on sending it to me. If I had sent it
back somebody else would have taken it from him."”

Who Gets the Money?

The New Hampshire preacher probably begins his
Sunday morning sermon with a story, from which he
draws a lesson. 1 have begun this article with a story
that carries a lesson, and the lesson is this:

Before you buy stock in a public company find out who .

gets your money.
Ever since this series of articles was begun last
September letters have

to those who have savings to invest.

(W Y S \

The Promoter

Sketches by LESLIE W. LEE
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all he owns, to a man with a
fairy story of a fortune to be
made in oil; a Scandinavian
settler in the Northwest, only
two years in America, invests
the year’s profit from his
wheat farm in a bubble that
quickly collapses—all show-
ing how credulity (and some-
times cupidity) makes honest
folk victims of the financial
fabulists. In reading these
letters, especially those from
young men, I am half inclined
to believe that thesecostly ex-
periences in investments are
not without their value to the
: victims. These losses teach
these young men that there is no royal road to wealth.
Nearly all these stories of foolish investments would
never have been told had the writers of these letters
kert in mind the maxim: Before you buy stock in a public
company find out who gets your money.

The Men Behind the Company

The experienced man of finance has a stereotyped
question that he asks when a new project is brought out
—whether it is a mine in Alaska or a railroad in China—
“Who is behind it ?”” And this should be the question
asked by the investor when a stock is offered him. It
is more important to know who is behind a company
than the character of the company itself. 1 know men
in Wall Street who can call up in .the course of a few
minutes on the telephone a number of their banking
friends in this way, “1 am getting together a syndicate
to take hold of a project that I can’t reveal at once,
and | would like to have you join me”’—and raise a mil-
lion or five million dollars merely on the strength of their
names. One day early in the winter a group of mining
capitalists offered their friends the opportunity to join
them in a $10,000,000 venture; within a few hours the
amount was four times P
oversubscribed.  These
men, because of their
standing in the commu-
nity, can command any
reasonable amount of
capital in any venture
they take up. They
have established for

The Comrespondent

been pouring in to me from all over the
country asking for advice regarding invest-
ments. Ninety-nine out of a hundred of
these inquiries relate to wild-cat companies,
or ventures in which the investors have
little chance of getting even a decent re-
turn on their money. Many of these cor-
respondents relate how they have lost

‘'sums varying from a few dollars to thou-

sands in wild-cat companies of the past.
Some of these letters are sad. A widow
tells how she mortgaged her farm for
$1,400 to buy a worthless industrial stock;
a mechanic loses the savings of years in a
wild-cat mining stock; a veteran of the
Civil War entrusts his little bank account,

themselves a reputation for honesty and
capability.

The prudent investor, before he con-
siders the merit of a venture in which he
is asked to put his money, inquires into
its personnel. Who is behind it? The
prudent investor does not buy stock in a
public company after learning that the
man behind it once wrecked a bank, or
served a term in prison, or was one of the
organizers of a swindle, floated a wild-cat
company, or ran a bucket shop, or was de-
barred from the mails. 1 can name pro-
moters now appealing to the public for
funds whom all of these descriptions
fit. Nor does the prudent investor buy

The Agent
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stock in a public company after learning that the man behind it has a rec-
ord of failures behind him. Too many sound investments, and too many
well-fathered speculations, are offered these days to make it necessary
for the investor to ‘“‘string his money”’ with a man who has n’t succeeded.
Nor does the prudent investor follow the man who loudly proclaims his
honesty.

One of the best known promoters in the country, a man whose
signature appears on many millions of dollars of stock certificates spread
all over the country, says this about himself: “Mr. W—is a man who
has won conspicuous success in notable financial operations covering a
period of many years past, and is to-day one of the best known financiers
in the country, and any project with which he identifies his name must
possess extraordinary merit. His operations are the sort to follow, and
he is the kind of man to go with in making investments.” This pro-
moter is rich. Only the other day he bought a million-dollar country
estate out of the profits of a single day’s speculation in the stock market.
But he is a financial faker, a charlatan, a montebank—and so clever
withal that shrewd men in Wall Street, who have ‘“strung their money
with him,”” come to me to tell me what a fine fellow he is. But the very
manner in which he sounds his own praises should warn the prudent
investor that he is not the sort of man to be trusted.

Another promoter of renown has this to say about him-
self: “Do unto others as you would be done by. I have
been in business seventeen years and my customers of seven-
teen years ago are my customers to-day. If I had not treated
them in an honest, straightforward manner I would have
been out of business long ago. Without egotism I desire to
state that | am financially responsible, and | cannot afford to
treat my clients in any but the most honorable manner.”

The Magnetism of the Fabulists

But this man is a notorious faker, who is lucky
to be out of jail, and his name on a stock certificate brands
it as worthless. As Lindsay Denison said in “Ridgway’s”
of one of this man’s golden dreams, in his story of the Gold-
field fabulists, “It isn’t a fraud; it’s a joke.” Yes, this

The Iavestor
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—because I have not been swerved
from my purpose—because 1 have
refused to turn aside or listen to
the siren’s song. My labor is in
behalf of the investors of the
nation.” This man, too, is a
financial faker—one of theclever-
est of all of them, a little while -
ago penniless, now the possessor
of a comfortable fortune, and
the, manufacturer of $10,000,000
worth of stocks. He has some
of the characteristics of Lawson.
Like Lawson, an egotist—in one
of his advertisements the other
day he used the personal pronoun
ninety-nine times; but entirely lacking in Lawson’s delicate sense of humor.
Lawson undoubtedly regards this other Bostonian as a very ordinary faker,
and peihaps an apology is due the Humorist of Dreamwold for likening
this manufacturer of $10,000,000 of stocks to him.

You ask how you are going to determine the character
of a man behind a company. You must use common sense.
The prudent investor shuns promoters who are continually
telling how honest they are, as though they expected to hear
some one cry, ‘“‘Thief!”’; who make wonderful dividend
promises; who compare their ‘‘investments’ to banks; who
tell about ‘‘millions in sight”’ in mining properties; who pre-
pare schedules showing how dividends will yield “a com-
petence for life”’; who advise the immediate purchase of
stocks “before the next advance’; who pay dividends while
they are selling stock; who make a great parade of “assay
returns’’; who compare their stocks to Bell Telephone and
Calumet and Hecla and other highly profitable investments;
who make loud predictions of big advances in the prices of
their stocks; who guarantee dividends; who rail at banks
and stock exchanges and other commercial institutions; who

man is a joke, but the indulgence of his humorous propen-
sities has cost many a credulous investor his life’s savings.
One of the best known promoters manufacturing stock certificates
on the ‘““exchange-what-you-don’t-want-for what-you-do” system pro-
claims his honesty from the house tops, and his believers are legion. He
is a magnetic man—all of these successful fabulists are. Listen to his
¢ praises of himself: “Our enterprises are founded on strictly business
lines, and will bear the most searching investigation. 1 am fully able
to convince anyone who desires to investigate that my business is always
conducted on business principles, that I have always been careful and
conservative in all statements and representations, and that all my
properties have turned out successful.” This fabulist has actually thrown
dust in the eyes of a former United States Senator, who
writes me that —— is a ‘“thoroughly reliable man.” No
wonder that credulous investors, in country towns far
removed from Wall Street, lose their money! Lastsummer
this promoter sent one of his agents to see me at my place
in the country. | had led him to believe that | was a
“sucker” with money to “invest.” The agent I found to
be an honest man from a Western State, who had sold some
properties to the promoter. He was on his way to New
York to have a business conference with the promoter. 1
cautioned him to keep his eyes open while he was in New
York. A little while ago I received a long letter from the
West from him, in which he recalled our talk of last summer.
He did keep his eyes open, and he saw the things that the
eminent Senator could not see. [ am not at liberty now to
disclose the contents of this illuminating letter, but I will
repeat one short paragraph from it: “I do not wish to
become publicly known or quoted about this or any other information I
might give you, as | am only too well acquainted with the business methods
of this concern, and know the extremes to which they would go in order to
injure my business interests should I publicly antagonize them. But 1 feel
there is a duty here for someone to perform in order to protect the in-
nocent investors in these propositions, which 1 consider to be founded
not only upon an unsound financial basis,
but also conducted in a notoriously dis-

honest manner.” .

An Unselfish Worker

Let me quote the self-praises of an-
other promoter of renown, a man who
modestly admits that he is the Alpha and
Omega of ‘““the most successful and most
extensive independent financial agency in
the United States or Europe.” He says:
“I make bold to proclaim that my gospel
is'one of honest investing for honest in-
vestors. 1 have thousands of customers
and friends all over the country. | have
succeeded because I have been right—be-

Ex : . L
The Expert cause | have pioneered in a proper direction

The Victim

make wonderful claims for inventions and processes; who,
in a word, draw the long bow. The investor who buys stock
in a company without first satisfying himself as to the character of the
men behind it deserves to lose.

The Investor Pays for the Advertising

And there is no excuse for neglect toobtain this information. The wild-
cat promoters beat their tom-toms and shriek, “ Buy it now; to-morrow
will .be too late,” but not once in a thousand times does the investor
miss an opportunity by spending a month in the investigation of the
character of the men behind a company. And let me say right here
that the commercial agencies, like Bradstreet’s and Dun’s are of little
assistance to the investor. These agencies only tell
whether men pay their bills promptly. Some of the
most notorious swindles in the country are well rated
by the commercial agencies. Two fipancial agencies in
Wall Street make a business of keeping an eye on crooks
and fakers for the banks. It is unfortunate that these
agencies are not as accessible to the general public as
Bradstreet’s and Dun’s for they could save the public mil-
lions of dollars a year. One of these agencies makes a spe-
ciality of wild-cat promoters, and its card index carries the
names of thousands of financial parasites. The prudent in-
vestor, in looking up the record of a promoter who has stock
for sale, always has opportunity to seek the counsel of
some conservative local banker, and through him he can get
in touch with a conservative banker in the town where the
promoter has his business. I say “conservative” banker,
because in these get-rich-quick days the names of bankers
are too often seen in the directorates of new companies of questionable
merit. If the prudent investor cannot get from a banker of standing
a hearty endorsement of the men behind a company he leaves it alone,
for there are thousands of other companies from which he may select an
investment. One Wall Street banking house lists one hundred thousand
inactive securities, not one of which is of the wild-cat nature.

When a man spends money lavishly to induce you to entrust your
savings with him in a venture ““as safe as a savings bank” that is going
to return big dividends, then it is time for you to put your wallet in your
inside pocket. The money he spends to attract you will come out of your
pocket if you buy his wares; it will come out of some other investor’s
pocket if you keep your own wallet intact.

Do you know what newspaper advertising costs ? Display ad-
vertising—the circus-poster kind—costs $11.20 an inch in the New York
“Herald.” That is §1,575 a page. The,advertiser who is not too reckless
in the use of big type and pictures can squeeze through on $1,000 a page
in the “Herald.” Three New York Sunday newspapers the other day—
the ““Herald,"” the “World,” and the ‘“ American’’—carried $18,000 worth
of financial advertising nine tenths of which was of the wild-cat flavor.
And the.newspapers with big circulations in other towns—Boston, Phila-
delphia, Washington, Pittsburg, Cleveland, Chicago, Kansas City, St.
Louis, Denver, San Francisco—carry many thousands of dollars worth
of company advertising. Never before has the-income of the newspapers
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from this class of advertising been so large. I know one promoter alone
who has spent $200,000 in stock advertising this winter. The total ad-
vertising bill in this promotion boom will reach into the millions.

Who is paying this bill? You are, if this circus-poster advertising
is attractin your money. When the promoter has to pay for this ad-
vertising out of his own pocket, as sometimes happens, he does it with
bad grace and curses ““the suckers who did n’t bite.” Sometimes, when
the ““suckers’’ don’t bite, he contrives to beat the newspapers. 1 know
one promoter who closed one unsuccessful campaign, owing the news-
papers $140,000. That was in the last boom. In this boom he has spent
a good deal more, and this time they have made him pay “spot cash.”
One of his ventures he characterized as “a little raw, but after all just
a case of giving way to the temptation of taking money from suckers
who ought n’t to be trusted with it.”” He “took” easily half a million
dollars in this one venture.

The Wonder Tales of Finance

Yes, Mr. Investor, you pay for the millions of dollars of promotion
advertising, unless, perchance, the promoter gets away with your money
before the newspapers have a chance to collect their bills. You may have
this, if you like, from the lips of a member of the fraternity. One of the
most successful manufacturers of wild-cat stocks in the country, who does
not use newspaper advertising to catch the ‘““suckers,” probably because
he finds it cheaper to reach them through letters, makes this statement
over his own signature: “‘During recent months, many papers through-
out the country have carried half-page, full-page and double-page ad-
vertisements of mining companies in which appear promises and state-
ments that we consider grossly exaggerated, and that we do not believe
can ever possibly be fulfilled. This style of advertising is often referred to
by mining men as hippodroming and stock-jobbing. It usually results
in the newspapers getting forty or fifty per cent. of all the money received
from the sale of stock.” Another promoter, who goes after ““investors”
on a still hunt, and whose advertising bills are insignificant compared to
the amount of stock he handles, acknowledged to me recently that he re-
ceived a commission of forty per cent. for selling the stock of a mining
company. “This is about the rule of all companies,” he added. And
so it is, but the rake-off is usually larger. When you see a promoter spend
$25,000 in a single day’s advertising, as 1 have, to get *“ investors” to
buy a bonanza from him at a bargain price, you naturally wonder why
he risks a fortune to get the stock off his hands. The prudent investor
straps up his wallet when he sees a bonanza advertised on the bargain
counter, and the bigger the advertisement the tighter he draws the strap.

But newspaper advertising is only one way the promoter has of spend-
ing money lavishly to catch the “sucker.” Are youon a “sucker list” ?
I am; | am on a good many. From fifty to a hundred alluring letters,
circulars and prospectuses are brought me by the postman every week,
because I am on the ““sucker lists.”” | have boxes and drawers and baskets
filled with thousands of these messages of fortune that I have n’t had
time to open—and every one is a guide to the royal road to wealth. Some
few .thousand 1 have seen—richly printed prospectuses, photographs of
mining camps in mountain gulches, crazy-quilt maps of mining claims,
long technically phrased reports from gentlemen with handles on their
names, subscription blanks for cash buyers and installment investors, and
heart-to-heart personal letters from the promoters themselves—all making
it appear that a few dollars invested now will make us independently
rich. Think of Calumet and Hecla that sold at a dollar and now com-
mands $1,000! Think of Bell Telephone, in which an investment of $100
is now worth $200,000! Think of Carnegie who put $300 in a steel
plant, and saw it grow to $1,000,000! You have read these wonder tales,
have n’t you? And have you stopped to think what it cost the promoter
to tell you these tales?

Fishing for *“Suckers” an Expensive Sport

Some time in your life you read an alluring advertisement and
wrote to a promoter for his prospectus. That put your name on a ‘‘sucker
list.” And perhaps you sent him some of your money and received in
exchange a beautifully printed stock certificate. That put you on a pre-
ferred list. These “sucker lists,”” carrying all the way from five to fifty
thousand names, are regularly offered for sale. Some of the very choice
lists are made up of “suckers” who can be caught for amounts from
$1,000 up. | know one man who has a “sucker list” of 250,000 names,
and he is proud of the fact that he has landed 30,000 of them. I know
another who has 18,000 victims on his list. The promoter may buy
Michigan lists (recommended for copper companies) clergymen’s lists,
*“ten-dollar suckers’ ”’ lists, railroad stockholders’ lists, German investors’
lists, farmers’ lists—any variety that suits his fancy.

Pursuing the investors by the gum-shoe method the promoter takes
his “ sucker lists” and proceeds to try various kinds of bait on his pros-
pective victims. In these days, when advertising and salesmanship have
been reduced to an exact science, many c ever wrinkles have been devised
to catch the “suckers.” Some of these command the admiration of
men of business. One man in Chicago opens up on the investor with a
series of heart-to-heart letters about investments, written in admirable
style, following each other at ten-day intervals. It is not until you receive
the third or fourth letter that you discover that the resourceful Chicagoan
is a company promoter and has stock-to sell you. Then he goes ahead
bombarding you with prospectuses, maps, circulars, and  at not. 1
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have had a score of communications from him without ever once respond-
ing to his appeals, and his campaign to ‘‘land” me has cost him (in-
cluding postage, stationery and printing) not less than seventy-five cents.
If he is working on a “suckers’ list”” of 40,000 names, which is entirely
probable, he has spent $30,000. And the “suckers”—investors he calls
them—must pay the bill.

When the promoter gets an investor nibbling on the bait sent to him
by grace of the United States Post Office Department, he proceeds to spend
money more lavishly on him. | nibbled some to learn the ways of the
animal. Two Goldfield promoters bombarded me with long telegrams
at ten cents a word—telegrams of fifty to seventy words. ‘‘Buy Gold-
field Goat quick for big rise. Now 38, going to go few days. Telegraph
your order.” ‘‘Only few shares Bullfrog Bird at ground floor price 5o.
Next allotment 75. Get in quick.” Sending telegrams on which the
tolls are from five to seven dollars is pretty expensive shooting in the
air, but i you can “land” one victim for $500 you have paid for a good
many telegrams. Personal solicitation is even more expensive. One
New York promoter sent four agents to see me in the course of a fort-
night, and one of these men had to travel four hundred miles. I was not
the only victim they were after. Each of these agents covered a district
in which there were many nibbling ‘““suckers,” and one good haul covered
a whole month’s expenses. One notorious firm of wild-cat promoters,
that uses the gum-shoe method entirely, has thirty branch offices all the
way across the continent from Halifax to the City of Mexico, and twenty-
five agencies besides. Each district agent is responsible for the “inves-
tors” within his reach. The maintenance of fifty-five nets to catch
““suckers,” in addition to an elaborate New York office, means a big
daily expense, and a good many reams of stock must be sold in the course
of a year to make a plant of this magnitude pay. These promoters, of
course, could not meet expenses with one or two companies selling stock.
They keep twenty-five or thirty going at once, and they bring out new
ones every year to take the place of those that become moribund. Every
dollar that is needed to keep this big plant going comes from the victims
who consume the reams of stock. The promoters have their fat rake-
off as well out of the proceeds of stock sales. What is left is sent out
through the West to dig profitless holes in the ground.

The Blot on Financial Journalism

The investor who is asked to buy stock in a new company, whether
it be a mine, an oil field, a railroad, a wireless telegraph system, or a man-
ufacturing plant, not only needs to know who are behind the company,
but also how the men behind the company are going to cut up his money:-
how much of his money is going into the venture itself, how much is going
into the pockets of the promoters and the fiscal agents, and how much
is going to pay for “publicity.” The credulous investor, who puts $100
into a company floated by professional promoters, and receives a beauti-
fully colored stock certificate, thinks his money all goes to the company.
But very little of it does. Very often not a cent of it does.

Some of my correspondents write me in this way: “Don’t you
think this company is a good investment ? [t is very highly spoken of in
the ‘Commercial Gush,’ as you will see by the inclosed clipping.” And
here is one of the chief lures for the investor—the subsidized newspaper.
The ordinary investor, 1 find, is unable to distinguish between news-
papers. Let me classify them.

1.—Newspapers that do not sell a line of their editorial space to
promoters, and that refuse all financial advertising of the wild-cat variety:
The New York “Times,” the New York ‘Evening Post,” the Philadelphia
“ Public Ledger,” and the Springfield ““ Republican’’ are among the Amer-
ican newspapers of this class.

2.—Newspapers that keep their editorial columns clean, but let
down the flood gates for all wild-cat advertising that can be squeezed
into the United States mails. The New York ““Herald” is the leader in
this class, and it has a legion of followers all over the country.

3.—Newspapers that not only leave their financial advertising
columns wide open, but also load up their editorial columns with ““ pleasant "’
news about promoters and their companies. The New York ‘“Commer-
cial” is a shining example of this character of financial journalism.

4.—Newspapers that defraud their readers by selling their editorial
space to any financial fabulist who has the price to pay for it. News-
papers of this unsavory character are to be found all over the country, and
the worst of them are devoted entirely to finance and are published in
New York, Boston, Chicago, and other large towns where stock and
commodity exchanges are located.

5.—Blackmailing sheets that praise those who pay and roast those
who don’t—the less said about them the better.

6.—House organs, or publications brought out by promoters to sing
the praises of their own wares. These are denied the privileges of second-
class mail matter, and are usually given away. They are in reality
nothing more than promotion circulars in periodical form. These spring
up one year to be forgotten the next. Just now the mails are stuffed with
them.

Clean financial newspapers are as scarce as hens’ teeth. The “Wall
Street Journal,” under the editorship of such men as Thomas F. Wood-
lock and Sereno S. Pratt, has set a standard for cleanliness in financial
journalism. But it is in a lonesome position.

[Mr. Fayant’s next article will appear in SUCCESS MAGAZINE for May]
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The Dreyfus Affair

By Vance

HE first court-martial of Captain Dreyfus occupied three days; the

second lasted five weeks: from August 7 to September 9, 1899.

You are in Rennes, a somber little city of Brittany; it is a center of
old-world traditions, of antique religious fervor; it is the capital, as it
were, of that ancient France—devoted to army and church—which
is wholly anti-Dreyfusard. You may see the native pop-
ulation in the streets: it is silent and cowed by the
overwhelming display of troops and police.

But there is another population in these

burning summer days; it is cosmopol-
itan; it has come from the four corners
of the world—journalists from Eng-
land, Germany, America, Italy,
Russia, Belgium, Holland, Switz-
erland, four hundred of them
in all; and then there are the
women in summer gowns, a
swarm of curious lawyers
and politicians, ‘“ amateurs

of emotion,” artists, and
diplomatists. ‘They have
descended upon the old

Breton city like an

army of possession, fill-

ing the inns, camping

in the somber houses.

The heat is intense.

Even at four in the
morning the sun is in-
tolerable. And at this

hour the cosmopolitan

crowd, arguing, gesticu-

lating, throngs toward

the Lycée, or college

hall, where Dreyfus is

to face his accusers. At

five o’clock the doors

are opened and those

who have cards file in.
Women in white, offi-

cers in gorgeous uni-

forms; in addition you

see almost all the well-
known men of France—

from Jaur®s, who per-
spires, to Casimir-Perier,

who preens himself like a
peacock. Among the for-
eigners (a hirsute, excited
lot), the fine head of old Lord
Russell of Killowen is conspicu-
ous. The hall is vast, naked,
filled with heat and sunlight. The
windows are open, but the air is
heavy with the infamy of perfumes;
and other odors. Many of those summer-
gowned and over-scented women have paid as

much as four hundred dollars or more for a seat.

The judges enter and take their places on the little
school-platform. Without any exaggeration it may be said

V mdtcatwn

Henri Brison
i —————

—_

-

Jean Jaurés

Bernard Lazare

é,) The _lgnders <\ ‘rzm Ketner

These men, representing the best in French law, journalism,
and statesmanship, inspired by a hatred of injustice and vile con-
spiracy, rallied one by one to the cause of Dreyfus, and, through
their brilliant individual and united efforts in his behalf, finally
procured a complete victory for justice amid the most discour-
aging conditions, and won for themselves an imperishable place
in the annals not only of France but also of the whole world

Fourth

Thompson Artlcle
the eyes of the world are on these seven men, who have been called to
judge the cause of Alfred Dreyfus. The presiding officer is old Jouaust,
a grim, rude, xmpatlent soldier, with white mustache and hard eyes;
Profilet and Merle, quiet, sad-faced men; Bréon, painstaking, scruple-
ridden—he prays half the night that he may be inspired to give a
just verdict; Beauvais, handsome and meaningless;
Brongniart, pensive and silent; and Parfait, a young

officer, cold, attentive, always erect.

“Bring in the prisoner,” Jouaust orders.
There is silence, absolute, complete;
every eye turns toward a little door;
a minute passes; then with a firm
military step—almost automatic
in its precision—Captain Drey-
fus enters. He is in the uni-
form of a captain of artillery
and wears eyeglasses. For
a moment he seems dazed
by the sudden blaze of
light from the many win-
dows. Then, steady as a
soldier in the ranks, he
marches to his seat, by
the little dais where his
five lawyers sit, salutes,
and stands. Motionless,
erect; you would have
said it was a statue, not
a man.

“Youmaybeseated.”
Dreyfus takes off his
kepi and sinks into the
chair; and then, when
for a moment his iron
will relaxes, you see
what a mere rag of
humanity he is. A
murmur of pity and of
horror runs through the
hall. His face is terri-
bly haggard; but he
seems younger than he
is—in spite of the thin
white hair—for he- is
small and weak. His new
uniform is padded at the
shoulders, but it hangs
limp over his gaunt limbs.
The eyes are of a pale blue—
a blue so pale they seem al-
most white; they are unflinch-
ing. The chin is prominent. The
full lips are accentuated by a fine
ddish mustache. Usually his face
is pallld now and then it flushes strange-
ly—a deep red of fever or emotion. Two
of his lawyers lean over and whisper to him—
Demange, old and corpulent, Labori, corpulent
and young; he answers in a monotone. The charge
against him is read aloud; immobile he listens—‘‘ bordereau,”

Fernand Labori
P —
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‘“Esterhazy,” “confession,” “military attachés;"”
all these phrases that have been bandied about
the world for five years. The accusation is long,
tortuous, crammed with hearsay and gossip. “He
had been to Brussels”’—'he had visited Ger-
many”’—*he had known an Austrian woman "’—
“he had been a gambler’—all the scandal and
tattle of the barracks and the detective bureaus.
Lawyers and civilians wonder. Is this all there is
to the famous affaire 7 One would n’t whip a cat
onsuchevidence! There is absolutely no evidence
against him except the oft-mentioned bordereau—
and Esterhazy long ago admitted that he himself
had written that dirty document. Nothing but
the bordereau ! And at length we are to see it.

“‘Stand up,” says Jouaust.

“Yes, Colonel,” and Dreyfus rises, erect, steady,
as if on parade.

“Do you recognize this paper ?” the president
of the court-martial asks; he offers the prisoner
a sheet of paper, worn and yellowed by time.

With a gesture of repulsion Dreyfus refuses to
take it.

“It was shown me at the other trial,” he says
calmly, “and I did not know it. | had never seen
it before.”

Then suddenly he raises his hand; a strangled
cry comes from him, and broken phrases; in the
audience you cannot make out the words, so

” < €

broken with sobs they are; but the official stenog--

rapher records them, thus: “I declare again I
am innocent—as | have always done—for five
years | have endured everything—but 1 am inno-
cent.—Oh, Colonel, for the honor of my name and
that of my children—"" and here the man, who
had seemed strong as iron, breaks down. His
brother Mathieu, frightfully pale, starts toward
him; a guard holds him back.

“Then you plead not guilty ?”

Dreyfus throws up his head and squares his
shoulders.

“l am innocent, Colonel,” he repeats, firmly.

Dreyfus's Heroic Self-Control

And so the great drama began that August day
in the somber city of Rennes. That evening they
asked Dreyfus what his impression had been.
His answer, wonderful in its simplicity, was one
to touch every heart with pity. He said: “It
was good to see human beings again!” And
those words seemed to summon up an actual
picture of what he had suffered in that far-away
hell of solitude and leprous silence.

On the stand Dreyfus had shown himself calm,
contained, self-mastered—save for that one out-
break of emotion. His memory never failed
him; with marvelous accuracy of date and detail
he answered every question put to him and re-
futed coldly the arguments of the rude and noisy
old soldier who presided. Coldly 1 have said;
and that is the best word to describe his manner
and tone of voice. Never once did he seem to
vibrate with the wrath and suffering accumulated
during those five terrible years. His self-control
was heroic. And the anti-Semites and patriots
found a cause of reproach in the soldierly repres-
sion. The public, too, and many of his warmest
partisans seemed to wish that this Lazarus, risen
from the grave, should strut and throb as in a
melodrama. Every Frenchman is tainted with
romanticism; his view of life is theatrical; to
winevery heart Dreyfus had but to beat his breast,
weep, shout “ Ma mere!” *‘ La patrie!” ** Honneur!”’
and all that; but this soldier made no appeal to
pity; he was stern and cold as a man, unjustly
accused of monstrous crime, has a right to be.
So he stood there in stoic pride; he was simple;
he was hard; years of suffering had dried up all
the tears in him; and in a clear, colorless voice,
a man and not an actor, he refuted all the juridic
absurdities, all the lies and stupidities which had
been a hundred times refuted by his partisans.

Then for four days the public* was excluded
from the hall, while the “ documents” in the case
were gone over by Dreyfus and his lawyers and
the officers of the prosecution. There were nearly
four hundred of these papers; you know them

[ %

as well as need be. Henry’s forgeries were there
and those of many a dead man—the rubbish of
the wastebaskets of the German and Italian
embassies—all the dirty bits of forged and stolen
paper on which the old generals, the patriots, the
anti-Semites depended for the condemnation of
their man. Since the first trial, in 1894, this
mass of rubbish had increased eightfold, so busy
had the General Staff been in ‘“making evidence.”
It was rubbish, | have said; what was not rubbish
had no more to do with Dreyfus than with the
cadets of West Point.

Daily, Dreyfus was taken to the Lycée from
the prison, between files of soldiers; a few jour-
nalists hissed him, but volleys of cheers greeted
him from throngs of friends, women in white,
Dreyfusards. He had become the hope of revolu-
tion. A greater cause was merged in his cause
and it was the cause of all those who had suffered

from military tyranny and the injustice of power.

Picquart a Popular Idol

Then day after day came the long file of
witnesses: Bertulus, the magistrate who had
forced a confession from the fool and forger,
Henry; Forzinetti, the good jailer—a mulatto
by the way, who after the loss of his place had
found employment at Monte Carlo; the Lieuten-
ant-Colonel Cordier, a fat, inebriate old man,
whose blazing red face had gained him the nick-
name of “Father Joshua’’—he was the clown of
the affaire, for, even in that tragic drama, the
French public needed something to laugh at;
and, most notable of all, he who was then ““Mr.
Picquart’’—a man cast out of the army, cut by
all his old associates, hated by patriots, jeered at
by the anti-Dreyfusard press. He had lost all
in his attempt to secure justice for a fellow-
officer whom he did not know, for the “ Jew,”
for the “traitor.”” Hated as he was by the
army, he still had friends enough, for the Drey-
fusards had madeé of him a hero, a fetich—They
called him “the divine Picquart.” Nothing shows
better the exaltation and passion of that period in
French history than this wild idolatry of Picquart.
Women had filled his prison with flowers. Now
they thronged upon him as he came to court, kiss-
ing his hand, the skirts of his coat. They made
collections of his photographs. They treasured as
relics fragments of his dolman, threads of his ep-
aulettes. His name being Marie-Georges Picquart,
they called him by his first name: *Our Marie.”

It was folly; but those were days of folly—the
sullen hatred of the anti-Semites was met by an
enthusiasm for the martyr which was almost ap-
ostolic in its fervor. Things were done and said
that now, in cold reflection, seem mere folly; then,
however, they had meaning and use. The millions
of Frenchmen who fought for Dreyfus thought of
themselves as Crusaders—marching under the
broad banner of humanity. So, when Marie-
Georges Picquart took the stand, the crowded
hall vibrated with sympathy. He was in civilian
dress. Only one adjective can describe him; he
was ‘‘beautiful”’—a beauty soft and feminine,
large-eyed, vaguely melancholy. He spoke gently,
playing with his rings. And he told how he
had discovered in the War Office the proofs of the
innocence of Dreyfus and of the foul conspiracy
that had been built up there to save the guilty
Esterhazy—to send to the torture the Jew who
had done no wrong. His voice was velvet; but
there came into it something hard and masculine,
as he cried: ‘““And they wanted to treat me, as
they treated this Captain-—"

He looked across the hall, where Dreyfus sat,
rigid, white, stern—the man who had come from
hell.

I say no evidence against Dreyfus was produced
—only the jealous gossip of the barracks and a
mass of falsified and sophisticated papers, stolen
here and there or forged outright. Picquart had
shown how the conspirators had secured a first
conviction and had laid bare all the details of the
plot. The chief forger, Henry, had confessed.
The real culprit, Esterhazy, had acknowledged
his guilt and fled. The case against Dreyfus had

.
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crumbled into nothingness. Friends and enemies
alike expected an acquittal.

Then the old generals played their last card.

Mercier took the stand; he was the former
Minister of War; he was the chief agent of Drey-
fus’s martyrdom; an old man, grim as an eagle,
subtle as a serpent—a dangerous, capable man.
His testimony lasted for hours; in the French
way it was not the giving of evidence, but a sum-
ming-up, an argument for the prosecution. And
you should bear in mind that this old general
was speaking to seven judges of whom he had
been for years the military chief. Hour after
hour he talked to them, in a low voice, of “clues
and proofs,” with much technical military detail
—an imperturbable, shrewd old man. At length
he turned his cold eyes on the man he had sent
to infamy and martyrdom:

“If ever the least doubt had come to me I
should have told Captain Dreyfus at once: ‘In
all good faith, 1 have been deceived—'"

For once Dreyfus leaped to his feet, mastered
by an inspiration he could not control.

“That is what you should say, now!" he cried.

The audience applauded, cheered; when silence
came again, old Mercier went on unmoved: “I
should have told him I would do all that was
possible to repair the terrible error—"

“That is your duty, now!” Dreyfus cried.

A wild clamor broke out; the Dreyfusards
shouted, * Death to Mercier! Death to Mercier!”
—(Frenchmen by the way are always howling
death to someone or other)—and Bourdon of the
“Figaro” mounted his chair and started the cry
of “Assassin! Assassin!”

It was a wild moment; only General Mercier
was unperturbed; with his shrewd old eyes he
looked at the soldier-judges as though to ask
them what they thought of this manifestation.
And he waited; he had not yet fired his last
cartridge.

A Tragic Night at the Elysee

Always in alow voice General Mercier went
on with his argument against Dreyfus —his
victim. He said:

““His Majesty, the Emperor of Germany, occu-
pied himself personally with these cases of espion-
age; his chief spies wrote directly to him from
Paris, Brussels, and Strassburg. 1 state this
fact in order that you may understand the im-
portance of the declaration of one of our witnesses,
Monsieur Mertian de Muller, who saw on the table
in the Emperor’s study at Potsdam a newspaper
of Paris, on which was written: ‘Captain Drey-
fus is caught.” We should accept with great
hesitation diplomatic denials, given for reasons
of state, even when they come from imperial or
royal lips. I ask you to accept them with ex-
treme reserve.”

There was silence in the hall now—a hush of
expectation; and Mercier went on to argue at
greater length that the German Emperor had a
personal interest not to be compremised in this
“dirty affair of treason.”

“One night,” he said, leaning forward, in his
chair, “the German ambassador bore to the
President of the French Republic an official
diplomatic denial that Dreyfus had been em-
ployed as a spy, by the Emperor, by Germany,
or by the German military attaché in Paris.”

Moreover, a demand was made: and this de-
mand? It was an imperative demand for a
return of the compromising papers which had
been stolen from the German embassy. Were
the papers given up to Germany? Mercier
averred it.

“From eight o’clock that evening until after
midnight the President of the Republic, the
Prime Minister, and | waited at the Elysée, to
know whether war or peace would be the outcome
of these negotiations. By my orders the chief of
the General Staff, with many officers, waited
without, ready to send off at a moment’s notice
the telegrams necessary for an immediate mobili-
zation of the troops. We were within a hair’s

[Concluded on pages 289 to 293}
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IN TUNE

ORISON SWETT MARDEN

OTHING could induce Ole Bull to play in public until his violin was in
perfect tune. [t did not makeany difference how long it took him or
how uneasy his audience became, if a string stretched the least bit during a
performance, even if the discord was not noticed by any one but himself,
the instrument had to.be put into harmony before he went on. A poorer
musician would not be so particular. He would say

One Note of to himself, ‘1 will run through this piece no matter
if one string is down a bit. No one may detect it’

Discord Spoils the but myself.”

Concert Great music teachers say that nothing will ruin

the sensitiveness of the ear and lower the musical
perception and standard so quickly as using an in-
strument out of tune or singing with others who cannot appreciate fine
tone distinctions. The mind after a while ceases to distinguish delicate
shadings of tone. The voice quickly imitates and follows the musical in-
strument accompanying it. The ear is deceived, and, very soon, the
singer forms the habit of singing off key.

It does not matter what particular instrument you may be using in the
great life orchestra, whether it be the violin, the piano, the voice, or your
mind expressing itself in literature, law, medicine, or any other vocation,
you cannot afford to start your concert, with the great human race for
your audience, without getting it in tune.

Whatever else you may do, do not play out of tune, sing out of tune,
or work out of tune. Do not let your discordant instrument spoil your
ear or your mental appreciation. Familiarity with discord will wreck
your success perceptions. Not even a Paderewski could win exquisite
harmonies from a piano out of tune.

Y A

Mental discord is fatal to quality in work. The destructive emotions—
worry, anxiety, hatred, jealousy, anger, greed, selfishness, are all deadly
enemies of efficiency. A man can no more do his best work when possessed
by any of these emotions than a watch can keep good time when there is
friction in the bearings of its delicate mechanism. In order to keep per-
fect time the watch must be cxquisitely adjusted. Every wheel, every
cog, every bearing, every jewel must be mechani-
cally perfect, for any defect, any trouble, any

The Human friction anywhere will make absolutely correct time
Mechanism Must impossible.  The human machinery is infinitely

. more delicate than the mechanism of the finest
Be Kept Adjusted  chronometer and it needs regulating, needs to be

put in perfect tune, adjusted to a nicety every morn-
ing before it starts on the day’s run, just as a violin needs tuning before
the concert begins.

It is strange that men, who are very shrewd in other matters, should
be so shortsighted, so ignorant, so utterly foolish in regard to the impor-
tance of keeping their marvelous, intricate and delicate mental machinery
every day in tune; for harmony means efficiency, power. Many a business
man drags himself wearily through a discordant dayand finds himself
completely exhausted at night, who would have accomplished a great deal
more, with infinitely less effort, and have gone home at night in a much
fresher condition if he had taken time to put himself in tune before going
to his office in the morning.

The man who goes to work in the morning feeling out of sorts with
everybody, in an antagonistic attitude of mind toward life, especially
toward those with whom he has to deal, is in no condition to bring the
maximum of his power to his task. A large percentage of his mental
forces will not be available.

When will we learn that it is not the number of hours we work but the
efficiency of the work done that counts? Many of us would accomplish
much more in two or three hours of vigorous, effective work, when the
mind is fresh and resourceful, than we could accomplish in an entire day
with the whole system out of tune. It is the worst possible kind of econ-
omy to try to force good work out of a discordant instrument—tired nerves,
a jaded or worried brain.

Forcing the brain to work when it is out of tuneis a very shortsighted
policy. It takes too much out of the human instrument. Multitudes
commit suicide on many years of their lives by not keeping themselves in
harmony.

Y o A

One reason why the lives of so many men are thin, lean, and ineffective
is because they do not rise above the thousand andone things that untune
their minds, that irritate them, that annoy and worry
and produce discord.

Litle Many of these failures, or people who do only
Irritations Kill mediocre things, reallv have a great deal of ability,

) but they are so sensitive to friction that they can-
E ffectivenes not do effective work when it is present. If they

only had some one to steer them, to plan for them,
to keep discord away from them, and to help them to keep in harmony,
they could do remarkable things. But the men who do great things are

obliged to acquire this “art of arts,” the ability to keep in tune, in hars
mony themselves. No one can acquire itor exercise it for them, and no
one can accomplish anything very great inthis-world unless he is able to
do this—unless he can get outiof his way, or rise superior to the thousand
and one things which would irritate and distract his attention.

A great many people who are disagreeable and irritable when they
are tired are very amiable and harmonious when they are rested. This
ought to show them that the cause of their |mtabxhty and inharmony is
nerve and brain exhaustion:

How often we see men who have become absolutely unbearable,
after a year of hard work, completely revolutionized when they return
from a trip abroad or a few weeks’ vacation in the country! They do
not seem like the same men that they were before they went away. The
trifles which would throw them into a fit of passion before their vaca-
tion do not affect them at all after their return.

Y A

I know a man who is so irritable and disagreeable that an em-
ployee will not think of going to him about anything unless absolutely
compelled to, because he is likely to get a storm of abuse, not because
he deserves it, but because his employer always vents his biliousness on

some one, usually the first one who goes near him.

W hat a Brief I have seen this man go through his place of
. business in a perfect rage, abusing everybody in it.
Rest Will Do For years he has been the victim of his nerves. He

is a slave to detail and works so hard that his jaded
brain and nerve cells make him so irritable that a great deal of the time
he is unable to control himself, and flies into a passion at the slightest
provocation. This in spite of the fact that he is naturally a well-mean-
ing man.

A few months of travel or a good, long vacation in the country
would make a new man of him; but he thinks he cannot take time to
put himself in tune, so he goes on forcing very poor work out of a very
good machine, simply because it is out of harmony.

The mechanism of the mind is extremely delicate, and any of the
animal passions let loose in the mental realm creates fearful havoc in a
very short time.

Many of us commit suicide on precious years of our lives by all
sorts of indiscretions, irregular, unscientific living, vicious habits; and
many of us tear ourselves to pieces at a fearful rate with our dis-
cordant thoughts. Others again are out of tune a large part of the time
because of worry—a great corrosive power which grinds the life away at
a fearful rate. Anxiety wears, tears, wrenches the mental processes, and
ages one rapidly.

How many men have failed of the great success which their ability
prophesied because of the irritable habit, the * touchy” habit, the scold-
ing, fretting, nagging habit!

A hot temper has cut months—yes, years, from many a precious life.

Somewhere in my travels | have,seen what appeared to be a great
stone face carved out of the side of a huge cliff, a face scarred and
scratched by the sharp edge of gravel and sand hurled against it during
the tremendous sand storms of the desert. Everywhere we see human
faces scratched and scarred by tempests of passion, of anger, by chafing
and fretting until the divine image is almost erased, and all power of
accomplishing effective work has been destroyed.

- Y

How little we realize the tremendous power there is in harmony!
How little we appreciate the fact that it makes all the difference in the
world in our life-work whether we are balanced and serene, or are con-
tinually wrought up, full of discords and errors, and harassed with all
sorts of perplexing, vicious things!

If we could only learn the art of keeping ourselves in harmony we
could multiply our effectiveness many times and add many years to our
lives. A man feels like a giant when his mind is
perfectly poised, when his mental processes are
running smoothly and nothing is troubling him. On
the other hand, gravel in the shoe would make a
Webster a fourth-rate orator.

I have seen a great statesman shorn of his power and made per-
fectly miserable by gnats and mosquitoes. He could not think. It took
all of his time to fight these little pests. He could not use half of his
great mental powers. :

The efficiency of the great majority of business and professional
men is seriously marred by the little irritating annoyances. The first
thing, then, to do in order to make your life-work effective, is to get
your instrument in tune and to keep it in tune. The moment it is out
of tune stop playing; tune your instrument.

You will not lose half as much time if you do it promptly as if you
put it off, to say nothing of the great injury caused the instrument by
playing out of tune, and the suffering inflicted on yourself and those

[Concluded on pages ;02 and 303]

Harmony Gives
a Giant’s Strength
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The Inside at Washington

The People’s Senator

HE country at large is coming to realize that
about the most useful man in the Senate is
Robert Marion La Follette. Heis particularly use-
ful to the people, because he makes his colleagues
goon record. There is one thing above all others
that the average Senator delights to do;. there is
likewise one thing he abhors. He delights in the
sound of his own voice in the Senate chamber,
particularly if the galleries chance to be filled
with ‘‘Seeing Washington” patriots. On the
other hand, the average Senator shuns a yea and
nay roll call. Particularly is this so since the
junior Senator from Wisconsin began to explain
these yea and nay roll calls to a curious
country.

By virtue of Senator La Follette’s hard fighting
qualities, what is known as the Hours of Ser-
vice Bill passed the Senate on January 10.
This bill is designed to protect the traveling
public from railroad accidents, by limiting the
hours of labor of railroad employees. The bill,
as it came from the Committee on Education
and Labor, was as kind to the railroads as certain
Senators dared make it. The measure was
further crippled in the Senate. But, at the
psychological moment, Senator La Follette
offered his clear and consistent substitute, and,
to the surprise of those who had been telling
how the Wisconsin Senator was to be hazed, the
I.a Follette substitute was adopted.

A a

Shall the Railroads Grab the Government
Coal Lands?

HE disposition to be made of the mineral fuel
lands in the United States, which occupied
the attention of Congress during the short session,
is a question of great moment, and one to which
the Senate might better have devoted its time
than in the fruitless discussion of the Brownsville
affray. During the last days of January, the
action of President Roosevelt in withdrawing
from entry and sale upwards of forty-five millions
of acres of the public domain underlaid with coal,
lignite, petroleum, and gas was severely criticised
on the floor of the Senate by Senators Carter and
Heyburn and other Republican Senators repre-
"senting some of the far Western States. While
their colleagues indulged in, criticisms, Senators
La Follette and Nelson applied themselves to
the task of devising legislation which would make
safe and sane disposition of the mineral fuels re-
maining in the public domain. Each of these
Senators introduced bills, the purpose of which
is to retain in the Government the title to the
mineral fuels.

The criticism made of the action of the Presi-
dent in withdrawing the mineral lands has been
to the effect that the withdrawal has retarded
the agricultural development of the West. The
La Follette Bill, the most comprehensive
measure introduced to deal with the question,
provides that the Government shall retain the
title to all of the mineral fuel rights; that it
shall permit of the entry and sale of the surface
under the present laws; but that the sale of the
surface conveys no right to the minerals which
may be found upon or under it. It provides for
licensing those who wish to mine, and hedges
about, with stringent provisions, not only the
business of mining, but the disposition of the pro-
duct. It not only prohibits common carriers
from acquiring any license to mine, but it also
prohibits one individual from holding a lease to
more than one mining area of thirty-two hundred
acres, and prohibits combinations between
licensees as to ownership, operation, or disposi-
tion of the product.

In his criticism of the President and the De-
partment of the Interior, Senator Heyburn said:
“We draft our laws too loosely; we stop short

sy

While the editors are unable to publish the name
of the author of * The Inside at Washington,” they
beg to announce that he has intimate connection
with the most important men in the highest walks
of Washington political life, and that his associations
lead him into the deepest channels of exclusive
information. A great deal of the so-called “news”
that comes from Washington, now published in the
daily press, is doctored so as to hoodwink the
publicc. What you read in this department is
absolutely reliable and trustworthy, and is wrtten
by a man who lives close to the heart of tne “inside”

of completion, ‘subject to.such rules and regu-
lations as the Secretary of the Interior may
write.” We are getting to be a government
by rules and regulations.”

The La Follette Bill meets this criticism, in
that it leaves little to regulation, but makes
those matters that are usually left subject to
the regulations of administrative officers matters
of fixed laws.

This was by far the most important ques-
tion before the last session. Shall the
railroads be permitted to gobble up these
valuable coal lands, or shall the Government
retain the title thereto? If the mineral rights
remain in the Federal Government, in case of
a coal strike the Government could supply the
needs of the people. But the Senate would

not legislate.
a Y

The Value of Lecturing

“He work that Senator La Follette is doing on
the lecture platform is the kind that counts

It strikes home. The effect of the reading of the
record—a most unusual thing and entirely at
discord with ‘‘Senatorial courtesy"—is felt
right in the Senate. To illustrate: On the day
following the vote on the Hours of Service
Bill a certain Republican Senator, who would
have been a statesman had he received his train-
ing in a different atmosphere, approached the
junior Senator from Wisconsin. The Tory was
evidently perturbed, and was deadly in earnest.

‘““How did | vote on your substitute, Sena--

tor?” he inquired.
“You voted against it,” replied Mr. La
Follette. .

““Did 1?"” meekly asked the Tory. ‘‘If | did,
1 did n’t intend to. It was one of those inex-
plicable instances where a man thinks one way
and votes another.”

‘1 am glad you told me,”” said the Wisconsin
Senator. ‘‘You know I have a habit of reading
the records, and | don’t want to do any man an
injustice.”

““You must n’t do me an injustice,” pleaded
the Tory. “ You ought to know, from remarks
| made to you when the bill was debated, that °
I am in entire sympathy with the legislation.”

And this Tory Senator is regarded by some as
of Presidential timber.

ry 'y

The War Scare

T He Immigration Bill passed both houses of

Congress at the long session, and was in
conference for over eight months. Such a delay
is most unusual and, it might be added, inex-
cusable; yet, through a clause inserted, the
administration was enabled to free the country
from a serious difficulty. By the passport clause
of the new immigration law, the President has
the power which will operate to exclude Japanese
laborers and coolies from the United States.
This is what the labor unions of the Pacific Coast
have been clamoring for; it was the crux of the
Japanese school question.

Two results are expected to follow. In the
first place, San Francisco will admit the Japanese
to her schools. It should be remembered that
there is not, on an average, one Japanese to a
school in the city. In the nation’s capital, far
removed from the Pacific Coast, two Japanese
are admitted to the public school attended by
President Roosevelt’s sons.

While the United States no longer discrimi-
nates against her subjects in the matter of schools,
Japan is expected to negotiate a supplemental
treaty, wherein exclusion of Japanese laborers
and coolies will be agreed to. Then there will
exist not the slightest cause for war—provided
noisy labor agitators cease their insane talk.
There has never been any real danger of war,
although war was a possibility if there had been
no abatement of the San Francisco troubles.

A Press Agent for the Fairbanks Boom

HE Legislative, Executive, and Judicial Ap-
propriation Bill, as it came from the Senate
Committee on Appropriations, and later passed
the Senate, contained an amendment, added
by Congress, raising the salary of the private

‘secretary to the Vice President from *§2,220 to

$4,000 a year. It is understood that this
increase in salary was made by the committes
at the request of Vice President Fairbanks.
Congress for vears has voted an extra month’s
pay to each of the employees which means that
the real compensation for the private secretary
to the Vice President will amount to $4,333.33 a
year. Secretary l.oeb, overburdened with work,
receives only $5,000 a year.

This item should have read: ‘‘For the salary
of one press agent for the Fairbanks Presidential
boom—$§4,000. "’

The Vice President is not an overworked public
officer. His private secretary, so far as official
duties are concerned, need not necessarily be
active. But Mr. Fairbanks will begin an active
personal canvass for the Presidency now that
Congress has adjourned, and he has work for a
press agent. He looked for one for several
months, and offered the position of ‘“ private sec-
retary”’ to several newspaper men of recognized
ability, who declined the place because the salary
was too small. So the Vice President had the
salary raised, and then selected his press agent.

On the day that he took the oath as Vice Presi-
dent, Mr. Fairbanks had his son Frederick sworn
in as his private secretary. Congress adjourned
the same day, and the young man drew the salary
for several months, the salary checks being sent
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to him at a pleasure resort, until some of the
newspapers called attention to the prevalence of
nepotism in the Senate, including the case of
the Vice President. Thereupon Mr. Fairbanks
made announcement that his son was acting only
temporarily and would retire from the rolls
October 1. Since then the Vice President has
been looking about for a secretary,- while the
duties of the position have been discharged by
his stenographer.

Some people wonder why Mr. Fairbanks re-
quires the services of a press agent. The splen-
didly organized * publicity departments” of the
railroads are at his disposal, for the Vice Presi-
dent is the railroad candidate. Charles Warren
Fairbanks is the choice of E. H. Harriman.

a a
Exit Brownsville
T HE United States Senate, for about half of the
short session, entertained the opinion, ap-
parently, that it was a body organized for the sole
purpose of directing attention to a Texas town of
six thousand inhabitants, known as Brownsville,
the site of Fort Brown, where were stationed the
three discharged companies of the 25th Infantry.

The constitutional debate ended on January
22, with a ‘““home run,” as Senator McCumber
expressed it, for the Democratic leader, Senator
Blackburn. Senatoy Foraker, detractor of the
President, deserted by ‘his brother Tories in the
Senate, was forced to offer a substitute resolution,
whichordered aninvestigation “without question-
ing the legality or justice of any act of the Presi-
dent.” Brownsville will soon be forgotten, but
before it passes into limbo, certain facts about
this preposterous debate should be emphasized.

That the President, in the discharge of the
colored troops, acted within his legal and con-
stitutional authority is unquestioned. Such
lawyers as Knox, Spooner, Culberson, and Bacen,
Senators of both parties, agreed that the Ex-
ecutive had not exceeded his constitutional
authority. It was left to ‘*Don Quixote” (J. B.
Foraker) and ‘‘Sancho Panza” (B. R. Tillman)
to attack the position of the President, but to no
avail.

It is also fair to say that, in presenting addi-
tional evidence to the Senate, the President was
entirely justified in making the following state-
ment:

The evidence, as will be seen, shows, beyond any
possibility of honest question, that some individuals
among the colored troops whom | have dismissed com-
mitted the outrages mentioned; and that some or all
of the other individuals whom | dismissed had knowl-
edge of the deed and shielded from the law those who
committed it.

In this department, a month ago, reference
was made to the influences behind the fight on
the President. Since then, in the most brilliant
speech of the entire Brownsville debate, Senator
Carmack, of Tennessee, hurled these remarks at
Senator Foraker and his Tory colleagues, and
there was no reply:

The President has brought the great railways and
trusts and corporations to recognize that there are such
things as law and government in this country. Help-
less under the compelling force of public opinion that he
has arrayed behind him, his party leaders have yielded,
snarling and reluctant, but biding time and opportunity
to strike, just as the dog that is compelled to fight will

“snatch at the master that doth tarre him on.” This
is but the beginning of a fight to break the power of the
only leader of the Republican Party who ever arrayed
it against the enemies of the people. It is an effort to
put the party back into its old position, to renew its
old alliances, to make peace with its old friends, and
establish again its covenant with the plunderers and
oppressors of the American people. . Mr

President, the issue has been forced. .Pre.sident'

Roosevelt must fight the course; and I say to Senators
upon the other side of the chamber, you must take
your alternative; you must either renominate Theodore
Roosevelt or you must give us back our platform.
Senator Carmack is not far wrong. At the
close of the long session the Tories of the Senate
were docile. They remained in a respectful atti-
tude toward the President until after the fall
election. Then, his indorsement no longer needed,
they assumed an arrogance that was positively
terrifying. But the result of the Brownsville
debate proves beyond question that these enemies
of Roosevelt and of the people, who inpertinently
refer to themselves as ‘‘the Republican Party,”
are again eating out of the Executive’s hand.

A A

The Menace of “Jim™ Hil

NE of the Senators from the Northwest, a

self-made man, whose vitriolic attack on the
packers—after theMeat InspectionBill was framed
up—is still remembered, recently disapproved
of an award of the Post Office Department. A
mail contract in his State had been given to the
Great Northern Railway, whereas, in the opinion
of the militant Senator, the con.ract should have
gone to a road which is not yet merged in the
Hill system. The Senator from the Northwest
took the matter to the Presideut. He asserted
most vehemently that the award was an outrage,
and that the Post Office Department should be
overruled.

‘‘But, Mr. President,” concluded the brave
Senator, “l must not appear in this matter.
‘Jim’ Hill is a powerful man and | cannot afford
to incur his enmity.”

Unconsciously—or perhaps most generously—
the Senator from the Northwest was paying a
tribute to Roosevelt’s temerity.

a a

A Tip On Knox

“WE ARk for Fairbanks,” declared one of the
vice presidents of the Standard Oil bank.

‘“If I give you certain vital reasons why Fair-
banks can never be elected President of the
United States,” said the visitor, *“ would it make
any difference in your attitude?”’

‘It would. We want a winner.”

The vital reasons were given, and the Standard
Oil banker promptly replied:

“If what you say is true, and it can be shown,
then Fairbanks is out of it. In that case —"

The banker thought a while, and then he said:

‘1 ’Il give you a tip: watch the Knox boom!”

Y Y

A Senator of Wondrous Mind

CAN conceive of cases—cases involving ques-
tions of legislation, questions of political or
governmental policy—where the demands of the
people should not only be heeded, but should be
obeyed.”—Senator Sutherland, of Utah.

Indeed!

¢

THE beautiful hills—they are far

To the Beautiful Hills

They say, on the hills of the days

away, and years, strong,
But I'll stand on the heights, ‘'mid The great stars shine through a  And my heart keeps time to that
the lights, some day! storm of tears; onward song |
Though the road be long, and the But still this word to this soul of  For the heavens know it—the world
dim night falls, mine : it thrills:
Ever a Voice through the darkness  *‘Tears, or tempests, they shine/— *“To the beautiful hills—to the
calls: they shine ! beautiful hills!
*On, and on, On, and on On, and on,
To the hi' of Dawn— To the hills of Dawn-— To the hills of Dawn—
On, and on!™ On, and on!"” On, and on!™

By FRANK L. STANTON

And courage is high, and faith is
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The Real Bed is the

Ostermoor
Mattress

Trade mark Reg. U. 8. Pat. Of.
The BEDSTEAD is for the Eye—a thing to See
The MATTRESS is for the Body—a thing to Feel

Use any bedstead you like—ornate or
plain—in a palace or cottage, but the mat-
tress must be right or the sleeping goes

wrong. The Ostermoor is
clean and comfortable—al!
that a mattress can be and
more than any other mai-
tress ever will be.
Samples Sent Free
also Our Book
“THeE Test oF Timg,”
which tells all about the
Ostermoor, and explains why it fulfills these
conditions. It contains 144 pages of vital
importance to any one who values health
and long life, and the
restful sleep that in-
sures both. Yourname
and address on a postal
will do.

Try an Ostermoor for
thirty nights free. We
refund -your money
without question if you want it,

We Sell By Mail, or Through 2500

Ostermoor Dealers

Ask us for the name of the Ostermoor dealer in your
vicinity—he will show you
a mattress with the Oster-
moor name and label. Be
sure to look for our mame
and trade-mark sewn on
the end. Mattress shipped,
express paid by us, same
day check is received,
if you order of us by mail.

OSTERMOOR & CO.
134 Elizabeth Street
New York

81zZks AND PRICES
8 feet 8 lnches wid
" e e $8.35
8 foet wide, 30 Ibs., 10.00
8 fert O e ™ 11,70

4 foot wide, 40 he., 13.35
4 tet & nshes wide, 15,00
All 8 foet 8 Inches long,
Express Charges Prepaid.
Ia two parts, 50 cents extra.
Bpecial sises, spestal prices. Canada; Alssks Peather & Down Ceo.,

11d., Montreal.

we furnish an exact
size pattern of every part
snd  illustrated instructions
wuvering ecach step of the work.
~o tool experience necessary—with
uhe Brooks System you cannot
wrong. .
Our Big Free
Illustrated Cat- ! >
alog tells how 21,311 inexperienced le
built boats by the Brooks System las':e)?e':r
—quotes prices on Ppatterns—knock-down
frames with patterns to finish and complete
knock-down boats ready to put together.
Gives testimonials of a few builders with
photographs of their boats and valuable
boat information found nowhere elsc.
Greatly Reduced Prices. Patternsof canoes
and rowboats 21.50 to $2.00.
Launches and sailboats 20 ft.
and under $4.00 to $5.00.

From 21 to 30 ft. inchu-
sive, $5.00 to $10.00.

Satisfaction guaranteed
or money refunded.

Originators of the Pattern System of Bost Bullding.

3204 Ship St., Saginaw, Mich., U. S. A.
(Formerl of Bay City, Mich.)
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Stenographic Success and
How to Obtain It

By ROBERT F. ROSE
NoTEe:—The writer of this article, Mr. Robert F. Rose, was
the official reporter of the Democratic National convention of
1900, and was also official reporter traveling with and report-
ing the speeches of Hon. William J. Bryan in the memorable
campaigns of 1896 and 1900.
Absolute Competency Necessary
T HERE is but one way that | know of in which
to win success through shorthand, whether in
the commercial world or as a shorthand reporter.
It is the competent man or woman stenographer
in a business house who sufficiently attracts the
attention of the hLead of the house to insure ad-
vancement. In shorthand reporting, where thou-
sands are made each year, none but the competent
shorthand writer has any opportunity to succeed.

And competency in shorthand cannot be im-
parted unless the instructors are competent. Every
young man and woman contemplating taking up
this work,should study the methods whereby others
have succeeded, and profit by their experience.

During the last month an investigation has
been carried on by the Grand Jury in Fond du Lac,
Wis. This was reported by Joseph M.Carney, a
twenty-four year old expert reporter. In the
fifteen days in which this investigating body has
been in session, Mr. Carney earned more than the
ordinary, half-taught stenographer receives for a
year’s work.

How J. M. Carney Learned Shorthand

Joseph M. Carney learned shorthand by home
study, having as his instructors the expert re-
porters who are at the head of the Success Short-
hand School, of Chicago and New York. He is
capable of earning thousands each year because
of his knowledge of expert stenography.

Mr. Carney is but one of hundreds of these
well-paid expert reporters throughout the country
who have been made competent by the experts at
the head of this school. Among othersis Mr. Clyde
H. Marshall, of the Law Reporting Company, of
New York, which company has been reporting the
Thawecase in that city. James A. Lord, the official
reporter at Waco, Tex., recently earned $1,282
in a single month, and he is another graduate of
that school.

Three years ago last Septemter the immense
court reporting firm of Walton, James & Ford—
a firm doing a business of $100,000 a year writing
shorthand—established the Success Shorthand
School to teach expert shorthand. January 1sta
branch school was opened in New York, and in
charge is Mr. Frank R. Hanna, an expert reporter
of Washington, who reported the Anthracite Coal
Strike Commission’s Investigation, for which he
was paid $50,000 for a little less than three months’
work. Shorthand is taught by correspondence and
in personal schools in Chicago and New York by
people whohave succeeded and who teach others
how to succeed. Here is the record of some of
their graduates—and there are hundreds of
others who have been instructed in the higher
art of shorthand by correspondence:

F. C. Eastman, official court reporter, Warsaw, N. Y.

Dudley M. Kent, official reporter, Colorado, Texas. Position
worth Sé,ooo, a tge;un

Gordon L. Elliott, official court reé)orter Mason City, Iowa.

Mary E. Black, court reporter, Ashland ﬁlock, Chicago.

James A. Newkirk, court reporter, 607 American Trust
Building, Cleveland, Ohio.

Lane D. Wei)ber. official court reporter, Aurora, Ind.

William F. Cooper, official court reporter, Tucson, Arizona.

Leonard P. Biggs, official court reporter, Wilmar, Ark.

Write at once to this school for full particulars.
You can learn this expert system at your home
and be fully trained for this classof work. Aside
from the teaching of beginners, stenographers are
perfected for expert work. Write today for full in-
formation, addressing either school, and you will
receive handsome catalogue and copy of guaranty
given each accepted pupil. If a stenographer,
state system and experience. Address Success
Shorthand School, Suite 34, 79 Clark Street,
Chicago, I, or Success Shorthand School, Suite
34, 1416 Broadway, New York City.

NoTE.—The Shorthand \Writer is the most up-to-date, in-
teresting and inspiring monthly shorthand periodical ever
published. It is edited by expert court reporters. Price $2 o0
a year. Send z? cents for special three months trial ;ubscnr- |
tion. Address The Shorthand Writer, 79 Clark St., Chicago, 11l

The “Whys”

In every
cooking school
the first lessons
deal with plain
dishes, such foods as we must bave in every-day lving.
1 intend to follow the same method in our SUCCESS MAGA-
2INE COOKING SCHOOL. A fter mastering the secrets of how
to make good bread, bow to cook meat, vegetables, cereals,
and all sorts of common disbes, in the best way possible,
we may go on to fancy disbes. Then—every cooking

EFORE planning these lessons, | looked over hundreds
of the letters that come to an editor, and assorted
them, to discover what seems to be the universal need.
| found as many questions about making bread as about
all other subjects put together; that of course was
decisive. | can not understand why good homemade
bread is not the rule rather than the exception in
America, because the American housewife has the
wherewithal that few countries possess, for the making
of bread; she has the best flour in the world,—that
which comes from Minnesota mills,—the best yeast,
and by far the best stoves for baking bread. Still—
here are the questions that are asked constantly of
every magazine, of every teacher: “Why does my
bread sour P—or crack P—or bake with a pale, hard
crust ? or have a great hole in the center —or mold ?”
or,—*“Why will it not keep its shape when made into
rolls, but run all together ?””  When such questions are
asked, you can arrive at only one conclusion: the baker
does not know why she does certain things, if she did
there would be no failures. Given good flour, good
east, the proper amount of liquid, and an understand-
ing of what is happening to these ingredients under
certain conditions and at a proper temperature, then
poor bread would be unknown. | have eaten at many
tables where there were well-cooked meats, vegetables,
soups. and entrées, delicious salads, and desserts but—
poor bread. Sometimes the bread was made by a
servant, sometimes by the mistress of the house. Both
had tegun at the wrong end; they had given time and
study to foods which are of second importance.

Tests for Good Flour

First in every household is demanded—good bread.
Not hit-and-miss bread; fair at one baking, poor at an-
other, but a sweet, wholesome, nutty-flavored loaf, beau-
tiful, chestnut brown all over, and so perfectly baked as
to be palatable when ten days old. In this lesson, |
will tell you, as simply as possible, how such bread can
be made.

First, let us think of our flour. One of the worst
extravagances is cheap flour. The very best flour is
the cheapest; it makes the finest bread, it contains the
largest amount of nutrition, and it produces twice the
quantity of wholesome bread that cheap flour does.
In nearly ever pantrg, you find two brands of flour,
usually we call them bread flour and pastry flour. It
is possible to make fair pastry and good cake from
bread flour, but it is hard to make
good bread from pastry flour. You
can applg three tests to flour to dis-
cover whether it will make good
bread: first, it should be of a creamy
color; second, it will cake slightl(
when gathered up into the hand, fall-
ing apart in a gritty sort of way when
the fingers are released; third, its
wetting capacity is very different
from poor flour, one quart of first
class bread flour absorbing about one
and a half cups of water. Frequently
I am asked, What do you consider
the best brand of flour on the market ?
There are so many good brands, that

“Don’t beat the life out of
the dough "

SUCCESS MAGAZINE

of Cookery

The Art of -
Making It ‘

By ISABEL. GORDON CURT
lllustrated by Charles Sarka

teacher at the
end of alesson S

tes balf an

our lo ques-
tions—that is what | want SuccEss MAGAZINE bouse-
wives to do.  If there is some foint [ bave not made quite
clear, if there is some utensil you want to know about,
something connected with the lesson or outside it, ask your
questions. | will belp you out of any difficulty as well as
lcan.—I1.G.C.

.

break clean. Let us stop for 3 minute to study the
properties of yeast and its action when mixed with
flour and a liquid, then it will be much easier to under-
stand what is happening during the process of bread
making. If you can look at a drop of yeast under a
microscope, you would see a mass of tiny, rounded
cells.  You can imagine how tiny they are, when | tell
you there are fifty billion cells in a two-cent yeast cake.

The Part Oxygen Plays

Each cell is a minute sac filled with watery matter,
and while you watch it you may see new cells budding
out of the old ones. Yeast is the same fungus, which
finds its way into cans of fruit that have not been
hermetically sealed, into maple sirup or any sweet
liquid which is not properly protected from the air.
Then, given a warm temperature and sugar for the
creation of oxygen, it begins to work, as every house-
wife knows to her sorrow. The same working process
is what we invite, when we set bread with yeast. It
will not begin its work until it has been given sugar,
heat, and moisture. It thrives best at 7g°; you can
make it work more quickly by raising the temperature,
but when it reaches 130° it is blighted, just as a plant
dies in an overheated room. Now, you know what
happens when you set your bread pan near a hot stove
or register; the “yeast has been killed.” It is almost
impossible, however, to kill yeast with cold. I have
thawed it very gradually more than once and made
excellent bread from it.  You know how slowly bread
rises after it has been chilled by a cold night. Still it
will rise, for the growth of the yeast was simply brought
to a standstill.

In chemistry, a name which means sugar fungus, has
been given to yeast. It needs, you remember, air as
well as moisture to make it grow, and when sugar is at
hand, it will supply itself with some of the oxygen
contained in it. Oxygen is what is required to raise
every dough or batter; so frequently bread recipes call
for a tablespoonful of sugar. Sugar is not,a necessity,
however, because yeast changes the starch in flour into
sugar. It is needed only when the yeast is none too
lively and requires a bit of help. Immediately when
{east goes into the batter, which is the first step in

read making, a chemical change which we call fer-
mentation begins to take place. We help the yeast to
begin work by hard beating of the batter, then by
kneading the dough, for bot%l of these processes tend
not only to mix the ingredients thor-
oughly but also to inclose air; the
longer the beating and kneading the
more air is inclosed, and the spongier
becomes your bread.

Making the Dough

The first step in bread making, as in

all cookery, is to get together every
thing necessary in utensils and ma-
terials. The utensils we need are a
bread pan with a close fitting, venti-
lated cover, a measuring cup, a wire
spoon for beating the batter, a slitted

. wooden spoon to stir with, and a
molding cloth. The molding cloth is

P

my advice is, before purchasing a
barrel or even half a barrel, buv a
bagful, try one sort after another. use the same
zeast, and the same care with mixing, raising, and
aking. Presently you will discover with what flour
you have the best success. then stick to that brand.
As for yeasts; none is better than compressed yeast,
which can be found fresh every dav even in the smallest
village. If it has been kept too long, it will begin to
show dark streaks, have a strong odor, and it will not

a square yard of heavy duck or sail
cloth; it is much superior to the
smooth surface of a wooden molding board, because
considerable flour can be sifted into the rough
surface of the fabric. It holds the flour and there
is no sticking of soft dough. As the flour works
into the dough, sift in more, rubbing it into the cloth
with your hand. When vou have finished work shake
it, fold the cloth, and lay it away until needed again. It
can be used a number of times before b<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>