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Think What These Pru-
dential Checks Would
Mean Coming to

the Wife and

Family Every

a2 [ 9 imas THE
' STRENGTH OF §
/. GIBRALTAR ) !

UPPOSE your salary should permancatly cease

On to-day by your death, what would your family

do? What have you provided for them in its

placc? THE PRUDENTIAL has a new and perfect

plan. Read this carefully. Say you are 30 years old ;
a monthly income of §50.00 a month for your family

for 20 years after your death, or §12,000 in all to

them, would cost you now oaly 5167.315h per year, ot

$13.95 per month during your life. ink of what

your family conld do with a check ?\{ $50.00 sent
for them on the first of EVERY MONTH, EVERY
YEAR for 20 years by The Prudential. If your

wifc should dic within the 30 years the moncy would
still go to your children or other heirs for the remainder

of the 20 s. Under this plan the safc investment
of your lifc insurance moncy is guaranteed by THE
PRUDENTIAL In other words you can practically

arrange in advance yourself for the Empcr investment

of %mr life insnrance momcy through this new policy
or of THE PRUDENTIAL iastead of leaving it for your

wife or children to do. These checks will be sent cach
month by THE PRUDENTIAL to your heirs and

THE PRUDENTIAL has thc Strength of Gibraltar

L] to guarantec the payments.
The checks will supply the money necessary to buy
® food, clothing, rent and education to those whom yon
now support, and the moncy will come regularly each

and every month for 20 years, mind you. At slightly
higher cost, the incf:ne could be made to continue for life.

& , Give to every mother in America even a small income,
and in the strength of her character, patriotism aad
n l devotion to home and family, she will keep the family
together and the children at school. It is within your
sou_rcr? to make her task as light as possible. Will yon
oit

Send to-day for information of this wonderfol mew
Verj 4 Newest ldea hoqc-protcctiu“ﬁoli_cy. It will put you under nmo
obligation and will give you a plan guarantecing sup-

and cduocation for thosec most dear to you im case
you shoald be taken away.

® 5 4
I Fill oot a postal card now, atating your age, occupa-
ln lfe l nsu ran Ce tion, and the amount youn think you might.t able’t.‘c
save cach week or month towards this kind of a policy,
and mail it to us to-day. You will be under no obli-
At age 30, for $167.35 a year, during your life (a saving of 3:1'?51 and the information will be held strictly conf-
$13.95 a month) your Family Will Receive after your death If you arc a single man, the icy may be takea on

$50.00 Every month for 20 years, or $12,000 in all! the Endowment plan, which will provide for a monthly
- 8 income for yourself in later years.
At slightly higher cost, the income would continue for life! Don't wait. Writc to-day. Address Dept. 33,

Write for Rates at Your Age and Learn How You can
Provide an Absolute Guaranteed Income for Your Family

The Prudential Insurance Company

OF AMERICA
Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey

JOHN F. DRYDEN, President Home Office, Newark, N. J.
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A Periodical of American Life

Published Monthly by
THE SUCCESS COMPANY.
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Subscription Prices
Life Subscriptions..—Any rcader, permanently a
resident of the United States, desiring to subscribe for
Svccess Magazine for Life may do so by the payment
of $10.00 in advance.
In the United States and American possessions
throughout the world :

1 year's subscription, . . $1.00

2 years' ¢ (to one addrmj 1.50

‘i i 113 i ‘“ 3'00

Life Subscription (to one individual) . 10.00
In Mexico and Cuba:

Annual subscriptions $1.00
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1 year's subscription . $1.50
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Siagle Coples.—Suvccess Macazine is on sale at
bookstores and on news-stands throughout the United
States and Canada. Price 10 cents per copy in the
Unirted States and 15 cents per copy in Canada. If
your newsdealer does not carry it, write to us and we
will see that he is supplied.

Expirations and Renewals
If you find a blue pencil cross in the space below,
your subscription expires with this (October) issue; if a
red pencil cros, it expires with the next (November)
issue.

Subscriptions to commence with this issue should be re-
ceived by October 15th. Subscriptions to commence with
the November issue should be received by November 1 5th.

Our Advertisements

We guarantee our subscribers (of record) against loss
due to fraudulent misrepresentation in any advertisement
appearing in this issuc provided that mention of **Success
Magazine’” is made wben ordering. This guarantee
dues not cover fluctuations of market values, or ordinary
““trade talk,"” nor does it involve the settling of minor
claims or disputes between advertiser and reader. Claims
for losses must be made within sixty days of the ap-
pearance of the advertisement complained of. The
honest bankruptcy of an advertiser occurring after the
printing of an advertisement by us only entitles the
reader to our best services in endeavoring to secure the
return of his money.

OQOur Agents

We are rapidly extending our organization of local
and traveling representatives to cover every city, town,
and village in the United States. We are engaging for
this purpose young men and women of the highest
character, including college and high-school students
and others who are earnestly striving for an education
or for some special and worthy object. We are paying
them liberally for their services, and are giving them
our hearty and unremitting support in all their efforts.

We ask for our representatives a kind and courteous
reception and the generous patronage of the public.
New or renewal subscriptions to Success Macazine
will be filled by us as promptly when given to our rep-
resentatives as if sent direct to us.

Each authorized representative of Success Macazine
carries a card empowering him to accept subscriptions
for Success Macazive.  These cards should be asked

for by intending patrons, in order to prevent im-
position by fraudulent or unauthorized canvassers. The
publishers of Success Macazine do not hold them-
selves rcspormble for orders given to parties not actually
pmenung theu :tgul:u- ar?f
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is here. During the next few
months the bulk of the magazine
subscription business will be placed.
Renewal subscriptions alone for
Success and the magazines asso-
ciated with it in the Clubbing Offers
will amount to hundreds of thou-
sands of dollars.

We want a representative in
every community to renew these
subscriptions and to get new ones.
We will provide you with lists of
expiring subscriptions, instruct you,
down to the smallest detail, in your
work, and coach you while you are
doing it.

Our New Prize-Salary Offer

For some time past we have
been working upon a plan for
an absolutely novel method of
compensating the representatives
of our Circulation Department for
work during the balance of 1908.
We believe it to be the fairest and
most liberal system of compensa-
tion ever devised by a periodical.

The rapid growth and present
size of our field force is a matter
of wonderment in the magazine
world. But our success—which is
merely the multiplied success of
the individual representative—is
easily accounted for. It is, a good
selling proposition plus a liberality
in compensation unequaled by any
other American magazine.

Our new plan carries us even a
step farther in this direction.

IF YOU NEED MONEY

and have any time—even spare
time—you can employ in working
for us this fall, it will be well
worth while to drop a line, asking
for the new offer, to

BUREAU OF CIRCULATION,

I Success Magazine Building, New York City J

SUCCESS MAGAZINE

A Word from the Publishers of Success Magazine

THE editors of Success MAGAZINE pride

themselves upon having secured as contri-
butors of articles, that will be published in forth-
coming numbers, such writers of international
reputation’ as the following : -

Cleveland Moffett John L. Mathews

Will Irwin Michael Williams
Emerson Hough Walter Weyl
Eugene Wood William Hard
Samuel Merwin Gifford Pinchot
Martha Bensley Bruere Leroy Scott

Howard Brubaker

As has already been announced, Cleveland
Moffett will tell you how traveling Americans
spend their money abroad,—that is to say,
wastefully, in pursuit of phantom pleasures such
as those purchased at Monte Carlo. His Monte
Carlo article will appear in the November num-
ber, and the illustrations by Alexander Popini,
a European artist who has gained a wide repu-
tation on account of his excellent work in the
illustrated magazines of the Continent and Great
Britain, will be an artistic feature of that issue.

In the November number, Woods Hutchinson
will contribute an article entitled “The Vege-

“table Age,” and John L. Mathews will inform

you what has been done toward improvement

of the great Mississippi waterway and what the
Government’s work, past and prospective, means
to this country.

No other magazine can rightfully boast of
better fiction than that which will appear in
coming numbers of Success MacaziNe. The
stories have been selected from a great mass of
submitted material, regardless of price or repu-
tation of the author. We believe that you will
find them without equal in interest and

diction. For the November number we have
selected, “' A Tale of the Vanishing People,” by
Rex Beach; “A Parade of Her Own,” by Zo

Hartman; “His Great Work,”” by W. A. Fraser;
and “A Fake Situation,” by Emery Pottl.
These stories will be illustrated, respectively, by
George Gibbs, Horace Taylor, F. B. Masters,
and H. G. Williamson.

The following well-known writers will con-
tribute stories for Success MAGAZINE during
the winter and spring months :

Rex Beach Lincoln Steffens
Charlotte Perkins Gilman Richard Le Gallienne
Ernest Poole G. B. Lancaster
Mary Heaton Vorse George Hibbard
Anna E. Finn Roy Norton

Mary Fenollosa Frederick O, Bartlett
Zona Gale John Kendrick Bangs

Two Referendum Votes Among Our
Life Subscribers

uccess MAGAzINE is not in any sense “‘in
politics,”” but it believes in men—and when
aman like Governor Hughes, of New York, who
has given up the certainty of large private in-
come and devoted himself for several years to
the performance of great public duties in an
absolutely unselfish and conscientious way, is
willing to continue in his work for the people, we
believe that it would be a public misfortune to
allow a political organization of whatever party
to “ turn down " such a man and virtually serve
notice upon the people that noone but a*“b’hoy
need apply for the great office of Governor.
So it was that when in August last it became
evident that the ' bosslets” of the Republican
Party in New York State were attempting to

do this, and were flooding the national party.

leaders with letters expressing discontent with
and opposition to Governor Hughes, we deter-
mined to put into effect our own private and
peculiar machinery for obtaining a “ referendum
vote,” and get the opinion of our Life Subscrib-
ers in New York on the question of their prefer-
ence for the Governorship. On August 17th,
therefore, we mailed a letter and ballot to each,
carefully avoiding any expression of opinion our-
selves, so as to be sure of getting an absolutely
unbiased vote. Each subscriber was asked to
name his party; to state whether or not he was
an actual voter; and to give his first and second
choice for the Governorship.

Within ten days we heard from over seventy
per cent. of the entire number addressed—a
percentage so large as to indicate the great
weight which can be given to such a vote as
expressing real public opinion. The ordinary
“straw vote” fails to do so, owing to the im-
mense ‘‘silent majority ” who do not take the
trouble to answer postal-card ballots or cut out
and send in newspaper coupons. It is, in fact,
quite impossible to examine the ballots from
our Subscribers or the result of the vote with-
out becoming convinced that one is looking into
the heart of the people and reading it accurately,

The ballot showed an overwhelming majority
for Hughes, 681 votes out of a total of 777
votes cast from all parties being for him as first
choice.  Nearly four hundred of his adherents re-
fused to give a second choice, many saying in
effect “ We are for Hughes first, last, and all the
time.” A considerable number of Republicans

stated that they would vote the Democratic
ticket if Hughes should not be nominated. The
Independent vote was overwhelmingly for
Hughes, 92 for and only 15 against. The most
surprising result was the vote of our Democratic
subscribers, 41 of whom voted for Hughes as
against 27 for Chanler, the present Democratic
lieutenant governor, and 24 scattering.

It happened that this vote was received and
its tabulation completed at a particularly oppor-
tune time—the day before a meeting of the
Republican State Committee, at which the ques-
tion of the nomination was discussed. We
caused the results to be published in the prin-
cipal New York City and State papers—we sent
advance copies to the President at Oyster Bay
and to Chairman Hitchcock of the Republican
State Committee, and we have excellent reason to
believe that the knowledge of this vote had an
important influence in party counsels. At the
moment of writing this the State Convention has
not been held, but it seems probable that Governor
Hughes will be the nominee of the convention.

We have gone into some detail in explaining
the operation of the referendum among our
Aucxiliary Editorial Board of Life Subscribers in
a particular case of more or less local interest—
because it is an illustration of the way in which
we hope to be able to ascertain and interpret
real public opinion in many other cases, both
local and national, and to use our knowledge of
this public opinion in such a way as to strengthen
the hands of those who are fighting for the pee-
plc against the grafters, the self-seckers, and the

‘enemies of the Republic.”

One word more. We are now (in September)
taking a general vote of our fifteen thousand Lif¢
Subscribers throughout the country on their pref-
erence for the Presidency. We hope to ascertain
(for publication in our November number) an
indication of the probable result on Election Dav.
not only because of its real interest to the public
and to our readers, but also because we want 10
know ourselves whether our confidence in the
value of the Auxiliary Editorial Board as an
exponent of public opinion is really well founded,
or is a myth. To this end we aanounce that we
shall predict (in our November number) the

result of the election in each State—and the vote
itsell on Election Day will prove or disprov®

sEatresoogle
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A Triumphof Selection

WHAT is Stevenson’s greatest short story? Is it Mark-
heim, with its amazing psychological analysis, or A4
Lodging for the Night, in its rare perfection of form?
Elbert Hubbard says the latter, and has republished it in
the de luxe Roycroft style at a high price. It surely lies
between the two. If you have not settled the question in
your own mind, you can read both in

The Library of English Fiction

The inclusion of these masterpieces is an example of the
careful selection exercised throughout the work in gathering
together the greatest short stories of the most famous
English writers of fiction.

This work contains nearly two thousand pages of text and
sixty short story masterpieces. It is issued in ten volumes,
handsomely bound in a rich red silk cloth of excellent
quality. Each volume is seven inches high by four and a
half inches wide, and the width of the set when in place on
a library shelf is eight and a half inches. The print-
ing is from new plates, the type is
sufficiently large and very clear,
and the paper is of splendid qual-
ity—soft and beautiful in texture.

Ay Lﬁ::;ry Ubo?ry Uibrary

inglish English English Erowiek 0k & ¢ 5% i ° 0

Fetion E;Eﬂon ?i‘gﬁm fr'\ghSh English Engish - English inglish English English
etion Fiction- Fiction  Fiction Fiction Fistion Fietion

Photo Copyrighted by Elliste ¢ Pry

OQur Offers:
LIBRARY OF ENGLISH FIC-
TION'(10vols.)with a One Year Sub- gy i S
scription to SUCCESS MAGAZINE oent i o

or, This set is uniform in size and

. . s character of binding with our

THE LIBRARY with aTwo Years’ Sub- ) § 48 Library of American Fiction, of

scription to SUCCESS MAGAZINE, == which nearly 15,000 sets have

all to one address . . . . . . . been sold, with hardly a single
EXPRESS CHARGES PREPAID IN BOTH CASES

dissatisfied customer.

A. CONAN DOYLE

Some of the Masterpieces and Their Authors

Photo by Burfurd, London

A Lodging for the Night. . ... ... Robert Louis Stevenson | The Omnibus............ ... ... .. A. T. Quiller-Couch pr——
The Man Who Would Be King........... Rudyard Kipling | The Heather Lintle........... ............. S. R. Crockett
A Dog of Flanders..............oooiiiiiiniiiiniin, Ouida | An 1dyll of London..... ................ Beatrice Harraden
MUPRBEIM . . oo s Robert Louis Stevenson | yp. Extraordinary Adventures of a Chief Mate,

The Inconsiderate Waiter..................... J. M. Barrie W. Clark Russell
The Mystery of Sasassa Valley........... A. Conan Doyle | Mellissa’s TOUL. ......oovvrernrneeneeaninneinnns Qrant Allen
Long Odds......... ........... e inines H. Rider Haggard | ouarantine Island....................... Sir Walter Besant
The Philosopher of the Apple Orchard.. ... Anthony Hope A Faithful Retainer James Payn
The Three Strangers....................... Thomas Hardy |~~~ =~ T rororrrremmmmmmmeeeene s

A Doctor of the OId School. ................ lsifi, Maslaren The Box Tunmel...........ccooviiininrinnnnn Charles Reade
Queﬂﬂ Tita's Wager ____________________ William Black The Gl ron v oS o s wmmtis i Samuel Lover
The Hired Baby...........ccccvuuuineneaannns Marie Corelli | A Terribly Strange Bed..................... Wilkie Collins
A Perilous Amour .................... Stanley J. Weyman | Koosje........... ....oooiiiniiinnnnns John Strange Winter
A Rose of the Ghetto.................... Israel Zangwill | That Brute Simmons..................... Arthur Morrison

AND THIRTY-FOUR OTHERS EQUALLY FAMOUS

Photo by Russell § Soma Photo Copyrighted by London Stercoscopic Co.

ANTHONY HOPE

STANLEY J. WEYMAN

Order on this Coupon

To SUCCESS MAGAZINE,

Success Magazine Building, New York.
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RUDYARD KIPLING
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JAMES PAYN

for the LIBRARY OF ENGLISH FICTION, expressage prepaid, with Success

, per your offer in the October issue,

Address

State

—

We guarantee salisfaction and will refund all money paid, and pay return mail charges in addition, if mmlﬂ%tﬁ -m s st



WILLIAM
HOWARD
TAFT

The Man, the Judge, the Statesman

FEARLESS, disinterested, and upright statesman, just and efficient as
A a judge, brilliant and successful as an administrator in our insular

possessions, distinguished in his carcer as a Cabinet officer, William
Howard Taft, whose personality has won popular approval and esteem, is
presented by the Republican Party as its candidate for the Presidency.

Throughout a life of constant industry in exacting tasks, Mr. Taft has
demonstrated absolutely his possession of courage, initiative, and fairness.
Every part of his record is known, and it lies open before men, for all to
see. It is a part, and no small part, of the history of the United States.

In the Philippines he found chaos, and produced order, transforming
groups of loosely related tribes to the nucleus of a nation, and sacrificing his
own ambition that he might labor for the welfare of the islanders entrusted to
his care. :

When the shadow of civil war once again threatened Cuba, Mr. Taft,
by his firm diplomacy and unerring precision of judgment, averted bloodshed.
When differences arose between this country and Japan, it was through Mr.
Talt that the relations were readjusted and misunderstandings cleared up.

It is for achievements such as these that Mr. Taft has been called a
combative altruist, one who will conquer difficulties to do good to others;
aud it is through his sane ideas of statecraft, together with the determined
force of his character, that he has been able to accomplish results both
beneficent and stable.

Mr. Taft reorganized the work at the Isthmus of Panama for digging
the canal, and it is due to him and to the men whom he selected that the
progress of that task is showing such gratifying results. Incompetents were
eliminated, and in their places were put men tried by the unfailing test of the
War Secretary’s judgment.

As a judge, Mr. Taft demonstrated his absolute freedom from any taint
of class prejudice, his decisions having given ample proof of his aloofness from
any considerations other than the Jaw which he was sworn to interpret.

His keen and just diplomacy was never better shown than in his man-
agement of the question of the Friars’ lands in the Philippines, which he
settled to the satisfaction of all parties concerned, though at the outset it had
been a matter so fraught with difficulties that an amicable arrangement seemed
impossible.

One phase of Mr. Taft’s service to the nation is particularly important
in the light of his candidacy for the Presidency. 'That is his success in the
delicate task of taking the place of the President during the absence of the
Chiet Executive. In this position Mr, Taft virtually was clothed with the
authority of the head of the nation, adding those onerous functions to his own
weighty work, yet doing the double duty with no sign of increased effort.

For one of Mr. Taft’s most marked characteristics is his capacity for
hard, long, and continuous work, He is strong both mentally and physically,
enduring with remarkable staying power the strain imposed by complex duties
of the highest importance, requiring precise knowledge both of men and of
affairs, clear insight, and unhesitating judgment.

As a judge in State and Federal courts, and as Solicitor-General of the
United States, Mr. Taft displayed these qualities as he has displayed them later
as Governor-General of the Philippines and Secretary of War, and these native
qualities have developed as the call has come upon them. Extraordinary oppor-
tunities have come to Mr. Taft, but he has always been equal to them, With
a smile he assumes a new load from the nation’s burden, and applies himselt to
mastering it—and he succeeds. Every time he has succeeded, as judge, as paci-
ficator, and administrator. He has always been master of the situation.

Theodore Roosevelt

COoPvRIaT 1908
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““He is as strong as he is gentle. His reputation is simply
spotless. In all the agitation of a heated campaign for the grealest
office in the world, no one has ventured fto intimale a doubl of the
absolute honesty of this man who has been before the country for a
quarler of a century. Nor can any one successfully dispute the simple
proposition that in the whole history of the United States no one was
ever named for the Presidency who was so fitted by nature, by training,
and by experience for the duties, dignities, and responsibilities of that
unigue office.”’

—CHARLES HOPKINS CLARK in The Independent.

Besides their faith in his personality, it is largely because of this continuous
record of success that independent voters put their trust in Mr. Taft. They
are fully acquainted with his capacity, have absolute confidence in his purpases,
and have the strongest possible reasons to rely upon his judgment,

It is, therefore, not surprising that leading Democratic and independent
newspapers have announced their intention of supporting Mr. Taft for the
Presidency, recognizing that the nation needs an administrator, not an agitator,
not a man disqualified by temperament and by lack of experience and of
administrative capacity, or one who follows after strange political gods,
preaching one doctrine this year and another the next.

In each successive service which he has performed for the people of this
country, Mr. Taft has shown his keen judgment, breadth of view, inborn
shrewdness, and firm character, and in these services he has gained a wide
acquaintance with the nation’s needs, within and without. As President
Roosevelt says, Mr. Taft has a peculiar and intimate knowledge of and sym-
pathy with the needs of all our people. He is fitted by experience to make
the popular will effective,

But through all this long record of continued success, this catalogue of years
of unceasing industry, this single-minded devotion to the service of his country,
there appears continually the figure of Taft, the man; the man whose high
sense of civic duty led him to renounce a seat on the Supreme bench, that he
might carry out the work to which he had set his hand; the man whose demo-
cracy is broad, straight, and human ; who is wide in his sympathies, though
severe to all wrong-doers; who permits nothing to swerve him in the pursuit
of his ideal, but whose heart is as big as his great mind and body.

This is the man whom the Republican Party presents to the people of the
United States as its candidate for the Presidency, as one fully worthy of the
high traditions of the party, as one whose political insight into the needs of the
times guarantees a sympathetic and unfailing response to the people’s needt
and aspirations.

“I thirk that almost all men who have been
brought in close contact, personally and offi-
cially, with Judge Taft are agreed that he

combines, as very, very few men can combine, a standard of unflinching rectitude on every point of public
duty, and a literally dauntless courage and willingness to bear responsibilities, with a knowledge of men,
and a far-reaching tact and kindliness, which enable his great abilities and high principles to be of use

his fellows.” (In the Outlook, August, 1901.)

in a way thal would b= impossible were he not thus gifted with a capacily to work hand in hand with

Success Magazine, October, 1908— Advertisements. [)ic(it/7cd by Qj () Q) (g IC '
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WHY THE PRESIDENT amy

IS FOR TAFT

Ay HENRY BEACH NEEDHAM

ILLUSTRATED WITH
CHARACTER STUDIES
{._ByALBERT SCOTT COX

N A MANNER unprecedented in American history, Theodore

Roosevelt has renounced a renomination for the Presidency and
has designated William H. Taft as his successor. But why should
Taft, who has never been elected to a Federal office, be thus put forward
a: the man of the hour? Mr. Roosevelt knows thoroughly the nation's
biggest job. He also knows Talt. And therefore the happiest and most
helpful way to answer this question is to get the President himself to explain why.
Mr. Needham's account in the present article of his talk with the President on this
subject is more than interesling—it is of immense significance and public importance.

NooN train transported us to Ovster Bay, a consignment of edi-
" highbrows "—to filch an expression from the machine ptnlm-
cian’s handbook. Not long before, some of uvs in that party had sat in
the convention hall at Chicago, where we had witnessed one of the most
remarkable occurrences in American political history. We had seen the
great Coliseum fairly rock in a whirlwind of applause at the mere men-
tion of the name of one man—a spontaneous, deep-lunged, irrepressible
storm of approval for the ‘“best-abused and most popular man in
America.”” We had seen that same convention reluctantly acquiesce in
this man’s declaration that he could no longer be the standard bearer of
his party, and suffer him, absolute dictator by force of popularity, to
designate his successor.

Now I, for one, had asked myself repeatedly why he had chosen this
particular man to carry out the work which he had initiated; why, in other
words, President Roosevelt wished to hand over the reins of Government to
William Howard Taft. And believing that thousands of American citizens
are asking themselves the very same question, and that upon the Ameri-
can people's answer to this question depends the result of the approach-
ing election, | had become a part of the editorial invasion of Oyster Bay.

Roosevelt Having a * Corking Good Time " at Oyster Bay

Our party was met by a colored messenger attached to the Execu-
tive Offices (located, in Jeffersonian simplicity, over Moore's grocery
store), and was transferred, with more celerity than ceremony, to a big,
black automobile. There followed a pleasant ride on an avenue over-
hung with splendid locust trees, fronting which were attractive sum-
mer residences; thence along the bay shore for about a mile, where a
turn was made into a private way bearing this special message: “ Private
Grounds; Automobiles Forbidden.” As Mr. Roosevelt did not intend,
presumably, to keep out his own motor car, we gave no heed to the
warning, but proceeded to climb a stiff grade through beautiful woods.
At a fork in the road our machine turned sharply to the left, passed a
shaded tennis court, and came out into the sunlight on the crest of
Sagamore Hill.

In the foreground we saw an unpretentious home, its general appear-
ance like that of many other retreats where gentlefolk seek rest and
repose during the summer months. The house overlooks l.ong Island
Sound and the Connecticut shore beyond, and is wind-swept above the
trees which seclude it from neighbors and abnormally interested citizens-
at-large.  One of our party, unusually gifted with a facility of expression,
referred to the Roosevelt place, which is not too well kept up, as the
“ apotheosis of the American farm.” No characterization could be
happier.

Under tha porle-cochére the automobile came to a stop, and dis-
charged its load of pen-pushers. Immediately the screen door was opened,
not by some gorgeous flunky, but by President Roosevelt himself, dressed
in khaki riding clothes and smiling a welcome which he speedily expressed
in hearty words. He led the way into the “‘north room” and for a
time talked almost at random—about Panama, the history of the
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Mongols, the campaign contribution question, Scott’s ‘‘Quentin Dur-
ward,” Hughes’s candidacy, early Sicilian coinage—about almost every-
thing, in fact, except * cabbages and kings.”

The man who would not be President was before us. At first sur-
vey he was disappointing. Renunciation was not written on his brow.
He was the image of health and the personification of contentment.
Here, as in Washington, to use his own expression, he was having a
“corking time.” When he gave it free vein, as he continually did in
conversation, his mind would travel the shortest distance between Oyster
Bay and the heart of Africa. Elephants were the quarry he stalked, in
fancy, and not *malefactors of great wealth.” Taft could have the
Presidency, with its grave responsibilities and its cruel reprisals of body
and brain, but as for Theodore Roosevelt, plain citizen, give him the
opportunity to track and study big game in the unexplored places of the
earth. On second thought, he appeared less disappointing.

The subject of the Presidency came up for consideration, In this
discussion, the President lost his buoyancy and seemed to show some of
the fatiguwe of ecight years’ service for the people. The contest with his
own popularity had left him tired.+ To put aside power had not cost a
struggle; that was clear. He has never pretended that he wished to
leave the Presidency; he felt it his duty to do so, but he has always
openly said that he heartily enjoyed the position, and hated to leave it.
His course had been made hard by friendly supporters; for many well-
meaning persons had accused him of a willingness to desert the fight.

His Word Given to All the People

It was not as a fighter, however, but as a statesman that he talked
to those bidden to his home. He did not regret his promise made
immediately after the election of 1go4. Were he to go back to that
time, he said, he would repeat the declaration. But in any event the
promise had been made; and in discussing it he presented the matter in
a new light. His word had been given to all the people. Even had it
been manifest that a very large part of the American clectorate urged
him to disregard the pledge, still there remained the minority to be con-
sidered. Yes, the covenant had been made with ““all.””  Nothing but a
grave crisis in governmental affairs would have warranted a revocation,
With a shrug of impatience he scouted the idea that any such crisis
exists to-day. Then with really solemn impressiveness, President
Roosevelt said:

“1f 1 am of any value at all to the American people it is by teach-
ing them that a man can hold the highest public position, and be not a
weak man but a strong man in that position, assert himself, and assert the,
position; and yet also make it evident that he ic dsinterested, that he is
sincere, and that he keeps his word.”
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Thus we have Theodore Roosevelt eliminated from
the Presidential race, and William Howard Taft the
leader of the Republican forces.

President Roosevelt
knows the nation’s biggest job
thoroughly, knows it from
every angle; for he has made
more of the Executive Office
than any President in our
history. In his dispassionate
judgment, Taft is the man of
all men to grapple with the
problems which, in endless
variety and ever-growing num-
ber, are deposited on the
White House door-step day
by day.

Over a year before the
Chicago convention, the Presi-
dent exclaimed: “1I would go
on my hands and knees to the
Capitol to help Taft to the
Presidency !

Why is Taft the man of
the hour ?

The happiest and most helpful course to satisfy the inquisitiveness
of the American people in this matter is to get the President himself to
explain why. i

At the outset, I should like to make it plain to the reader that
while in the main | have set down the President’s exact language, there
are a few places where portions of other talks with him, at Washington
and Oyster Bay, have been inserted within the quotation-marks. Of
course, the President is not to be held verbally accountable for all that
he here appears to say; but [ feel that | am justified in stating that his
views are expressed with accuracy.

And so let us begin this story at the beginning, with two stars of
destiny rubbing points real " friendly-like.” Unfortunately for those who
yearn for the dramatic element, there was no collision in the historical
firmament when the vigorous young Roosevelt and the steady young
Taft first clasped hands.

A Commonplace Meeting

*There was nothing really interesting,”” said the President, ““about
our first meeting. It occurred in Washington in 18go, when | was
thirty-one and Taft about a year older.” They just met, that was all,
Theodore Roosevelt and William Howard Taft, as other Federal office-
holders by appointment of President Harrison
came to know one another. At the New Year (‘_‘\
reception in the White House, Mr. Taft, the Solic-
itor General, took precedence over Mr. Roose-
velt, the Civil Service Commissioner. Mr. Taft, \
moreover, enjoyed a certain distinction in official '
life which was his by inheritance. Judge Alonzo -

Taft, his father, had been in Grant’'s cabinet, *

first as Secretary of War and then as Attorney

General, after which he had represented the

United States at Vienna and later at St. Peters-

burg. Mr. Roosevelt's father, on the other hand,

never held public office, and yet with such abun-

dant esteem was he regarded by rich and poor

alike that when he died, two years. before his \
son's graduation from Harvard, flags were dis- \
played at half-mast all over the city of New York.

Taft Sat on the Bully

“My father was the finest man | ever

knew,” said the President, ““ and the happiest.”

Never once, in all probability, has Mr. Roosevelt

regretted that his father was not a public man. /"{
And yet he is frank to acknowledge that there )
may be certain advantages to one who is born
into public life.

“Taft belongs to a family,” said the Presi-
dent, “ which has always done remarkable public
service. He graduated from Yale in 1878; and
a few years later, when Yale gave him the hon-
orary degree of LL.D., he was the youngest of
her graduates upon whom she had ever conferred
this honor. On graduation he took up the study
of law, and also entered actively into public life.
In both carcers he rose steadily and rapidly.”

Mogrl Scort \P'ﬂ\

Facial characteristics of the Republican Presi-
dential nominee as seen by a caricaturist
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something of a “slugger,” this fellow Rose, who had criminally libeled
Judge Alonzo Taft in a filthy article printed in his blackmailing sheet.
Indignantly resenting the attack on his father, young Taft knocked Rose

down, sat upon him, and delivered this
ultimatum:

“If you leave town to-night, I ’ll let
you up.”

Rose unhesitatingly promised and
thereby relieved his crushed person of
some two hundred pounds of militant
young manhood.

““Now, then,” said Taft, by way of
farewell, “1 am coming down-town to-
night, and if you are still here, then this
thing has only started.” But knowing
when he had had enough, Rose left
Cincinnati that day.

This is about the best of the * Taft
hero tales,” and yet it is n't so strange
that the President did not have the story
on the tip of his tongue. The truth is he
thinks of Taft, not primarily as a fighter,
not as a man of his own kidney, but rather as a great conciliator, a prac-

tical and effectual worker for the “ peace of justice.”

The popular conception of
Mr. Taft's well-rounded figure

The most characteristic of Mr. Taft’s early acts, to President
Roosevelt's mind, was that of throwing up what politicians
term a “fat office.” By way of ““promoting harmony "

Taft, then not twenty-five, was appointed Collector
of Internal Revenue, at Cincinnati, by President
Arthur. Although the position paid about

$10,000 a year, it was not at all to Taft's
liking. It was a money-handling, money-
paying position, essentially commercial in
its nature, and as Taft’s father and
grandfather before him had been lawvers
and judges, mere money-making was not
in the blood. Before he had drawn a full
~ year's salary, Taft resigned and returned
to the practise of law. In this circum-
stance, “‘not of great importance,” ac-
cording to one of his biographers, William
Howard Taft displayed a trait which,

more than any other, perhaps, commends
him to the admiration of Theodore
Roosevelt.

What Roosevelt Saw m Taft

“What was it, Mr. President, that
drew you and Mr. Taft together? ™ 1
asked.

“1 was drawn to him because he
never surrendered his high convictions
and yet he got along well with people of
less high convictions. Holding fast
lofty ideals, he nevertheless accomplished
things much worth while. We had, |

The one episode in Mr. Taft’s earlier life
which, it might be supposed, would make a deep impression on Mr. Roose-
velt, was not alluded to.  If ever he had heard of the incident, he had
entirely forgotten it. Nevertheless, the President’s eves sparkled and he
gleefully bared his teeth, when reminded how “OId Bill " Taft, not long
out of college, had thrashed a formidable citizen named Rose.  He was

soon found, the same views of life,”" con-
tinued Mr. Roosevelt.  ““ He despised, as | did—and do—the selfish, sordud
view of life that rates everything by the money standard. He couid
not tolerate, any more than could 1, the stock-ticker attitude of min.:
the mere moneyv-King seemed to him aﬁr creature—as he is. Greed

whether realized or unrealized, scemed to hi . squalid.  He
o v o sl e Y TP
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never surrendered his convictions,” repeated the President “and yet he
worked successfully with men in public life—better than I did. For
instance, he got along excellently with President Harrison—much better
than 1 did.”

This observation of President Roosevelt, with the attendant admis-
sion, is particularly significant in the light of
events of that period. Taft admittedly enjoyed
a highly successful, if
not a truly brilliant
career in the Depart-
ment of Justice. His
sponsor, Benjamin
Harrison, a rather
irritable, diminutive
big-man, liked Taft
personally, and pro-
moted him to mem-
bership in the Federal
Court whose judg-
ments are reviewable
only by the Supreme
Court of the United
States.  Mr. Roose-
velt’s work as Civil Service  ~ - ’
Commissioner was so merito- \V%’\"
rious and so deliciously independ-
ent that President Cleveland retained
him in office. He owed his original ap-
pointment to President Harrison, who re-
gretted having made it many times, especially
when the ardent Civil Service Commissioner went
gunning for a cabinet officer. The unsleeping, zealous
Roosevelt got on *“ Little Ben’s” nerves, and he cheerfully
left this too practical reformer in what was then known as
“ the first-class trouble job.” Had there been war with Chile,
President Harrison would gladly have put Roosevelt in the front line
of battle, but further than that his magnanimity could not have gone.

The Roosevelt-Taft Friendship

When William H. Taft accepted President Harrison’s appointment
to the Federal Court of the Sixth Circuit, it was at what the workaday
world calls a “distinctly personal sacrifice,” which means a financial
sacrifice.  As Solicitor General of the United States, he had proved him-
self a masterly advocate, and had gained an enviable reputation at the
bar. Therefore, he was much sought after as a partner, and law firms
of national standing offered to guarantee him large earnings if he would
enter into copartnership agreements with them. To practise law meant
at least $50,000 a vear; to sit on the bench, an annual salary of but
$6,000. Mr. Taft chose the judgeship, offering this simple explanation
to his friends:

** There are more desirable things in the world than money.”

That act has always pleased Mr. Roosevelt mightily; he said
so emphatically when reminded of Mr. Taft’s indifference to the
pocketbook argument. It delights Theodore Roosevelt’s soul
to think of his friend Taft, at this quiet period of his
career, wholly content in his modest McMillin Street
home, seeing little and caring less for those of the
* stock-ticker type of mind.”

Seemingly, however, these friends had come

to a parting of the ways, so far as their close
association was concerned. Taft’s bent was
decidedly judicial, and he was now next door
to the goal of his ambition. Associated in
the trial of certain causes with a justice of
the United States Supreme Court, he had
ever in view the judicial honor which he
coveted, and which, as events proved, he
was later to deny himself. On his part,
Mr. Roosevelt was eager for the storm and
stress of administrative service—there be-
ing no call to war. While Taft was
contributing wisely and in courageous fash-
ion to American jurisprudence, Theodore
Roosevelt was scrambling up the ladder
of fame, pausing at each rung only long
enough to achieve something well worth
while. Civil Service Commissioner; Presi-
dent of the New York Police Board; As-
sistant Secretary of the Navy; Lieutenant
Colonel of the First Volunteer Cavalry, or
the Rough Riders as kmown in history;
then Colonel of that famous regiment, and
finally Governor of New York—all of this
varied service was crowded into the period
in which Taft was wearing the judicial robe
in the Federal Court at Cincinnati.
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the truth to say, Roosevelt and Taft were not in close touch with each
other. Theirs was a latent friendship. The exact nature of this fellow-
ship is not readily understood. From a cultural, social, and recreative
standpoint, they have never enjoyed a community of interests. When
President Roosevelt wished to hear debated the fanciful question, * Did

Chaucer meet Petrarch?” he called in the French Ambas-
sador, M. Jusserand, to meet Professor Lounsbury of Yale
{two Chauncerian
authorities), but
he did not think
to invite Secretary
Taft for the even-
ing. When the
Presidert enter-
tained his * hard-
riding, straight-
shooting, planter
friends,” with
whom he had
nunted bears in
the Louisana cane-
brakes, the Secre-
tary of War was
not among the
guests. Mr, Taft’s
absence on such
occasions would
tend to show that
between these
friends there is no
common interest in literature, much less in literary pur-
suits; no common appeal in the out-of-doors, in the large
meaning of the term. “Off the job,” Roosevelt and
Taft are not companionable. Their personalities are
antipodal, and yet thei: hearts and minds are perfectly
attuned. An intimacy such as theirs could remain
practically dormant for years, as was the case when
Taft was a Federal judge, and yet reassert itself at vital
stages in their careers.

" Did you keep up any regular corresspondence with Judge Taft
after he left Washington?” I asked.

“We wrote occasionally,” the President replied, “but it was not
what one would call a regular correspondence. | kept him in view and
followed his work, but his interests were in Ohio, while mine were in
Washington, New York City, again in Washington, then in Cuba and at
Albany. <

* When | became Governor of New York, and was confronted with
new and perplexing problems, | turned instinctively to Taft. [ knew
that we approached public questions at the same angle, and I wished to
benefit from his sane, fair judgment. .

* You remember my fight in New York for the bill taxing public
utility corporations on their valuable franchises. You recall that | sent
an emergency message to the legislature, urging the
passage of the Franchise Tax Bill; that my special mes-
sage was n't read; and that I sent in another on
the following day which was read; and that the
bill was passed and became a law. | was sure of
my ground in that fight, and for that certainty
of mind I was considerably indebted to Taft.

“ Knowing that the contest with the cor-
porations was to come over this legislation, |
visited Taft in Cincinnati and went into the sub-
ject deeply with him. His advice proved to be
invaluable. Taft really had a hand in that first
fight of mine for corporation control.

“As | have often said, | consider the fran-
chise tax law a part of my general policies of
railroad regulation and corporation control. In
view, therefore, of the experiences | have
cited, you can understand me fully when |
say that Taflt knows my policies. They
are as much his as mine. And he will
carry them out, as he has promised to do
in his speech of acceprance.”

The President “for Talt” in 1901

This brings squarely before us our main
proposition, Why the President is for
Taft. It may not be generally known,
but Mr. Roosevelt has been *““for Taft " for
several years—not as a politician is “for”
his boon friend, but as a good citizen
would have the office seek a worthy man.
Thoedore Roosevelt is the “original Taft
man.” As long ago as 1go1, he looked upon

The Takh of recent
years and to-day
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Mr. Taft’s features lend themselves easily to caricature "

During much of this time, it is but

William H. Taft as of Presidﬁential timber,
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“ JJ Aa1-va1, sc bright a day; so clear!” said Mitiahwe, as she entered

the big lodge and laid upon a wide, low couch, covered with soft
skins, the fur of a grizzly which had fallen to her man’s rifle. “ Hai-
yai, | wish it would last forever—so sweet!” she added, smoothing the
fur lingeringly, and showing her teeth in a smile.

““There will come a great storm, Mitiahwe, See, the birds go south
so soon,” responded a deep voice from a corner by the doorway.

The young Indian wife turned quickly, and in a defiant fantastic
mood—or was it the inward cry against an impending fate, the tragic
future of those who will not see, because to see is to suffer—she made some
quaint, odd motions of the body which belonged to a mysterious dance
of her tribe, and with flashing eves challenged the comely old woman
seated on a pile of deerskins.

“It is morning, and the day will last forever,” she said nonchalantly,
.but her eyes suddenly took on a far-away look, half apprehensive, half
wondering. The birds were indeed going south very soon; yet had there
ever been so exquisite an autumn as this? Had her man ever had so
wonderful a trade—her man with the brown hair, blue eves, and fair,
strong face ?

*“The birds go south, but the hunters and buffalo still go north,”
Mitiahwe urged searchingly, looking hard at her mother—Oanita, the
Swift Wing.

“My dream said that the winter will be dark and lonely; that the
ice will be thick, the snow deep, and that many hearts _
will be sick because of the dark days and the hunger that v
sickens the heart,” answered Swift Wing. b

Mitiahwe looked into Swift Wing's dark eyes, and an
anger came upon her. ““The hearts of cowards will freeze,”
she rejoined, “ and to those who will not see the Sun, the
world will be dark,” she added.  Then suddenly she
remembered to whom she was speaking, and a flood
of feeling ran through her; for Swift Wing had cher-
ished her like a fledgling in the nest till her young
white man came from “down East.” Her heart had
leapt at sight of him, and she had turned to him
from all the young men of her tribe, waiting in
a kind of mist till he at length had spoken to her
mother; and then one evening, her shawl over
her head, she had come alone to his lodge.

A thousand times as the four years passed
by she had thought how good it was that she had
become his wife—the young white man's wife,
rather than the wife of Breaking Rock, son of
White Buffalo, the chief, who had four hundred
horses, and a face that would have made winter
and dark days for her. Now and then Breaking '
Rock came and stood before the lodge, a dis- 1
tance off, and stayed there hour after hour, and
once or twice he came when her man was with
her; but nothing could be done, for earth and
air and space were common to them all, and
there was no offense in Breaking Rock gazing
at the lodge where Mitiahwe lived.  Yet it
seemed as though Breaking Rock was waiting—
waiting and hoping. That was the impression .
made upon all who saw him, and even old White
Buffalo, the chief, shook his head gloomily when
he saw Breaking Rock, his son, staring at the
big lodge which was so full of happiness and of
many luxuries never before seen at a trading-post on the
Koni River. The father of Mitiahwe had been chicf, but
because his three sons had been killed in battle the chicftain-
ship had come to White Buffalo, who was of the same blood
and family. There were those who said that Mitiahwe
should have been chieftainess, but neither she nor her
mother would ever listen to this, and so White Buffalo and
the tribe loved Mitiahwe because of her modesty and good-
ness.  She was even more to White Buffalo than Brealing
Rock, and he had becn glad that Dingan the white man—
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** Breaking Rock came

slowly forward ™

Long Hand, he was called—had taken Mitiahwe for his woman. Yet
behind this gladness of White Buffalo, and that of Swift Wing, and
behind the silent watchfulness of Breaking Rock, there was a thought
which must ever come when a white man mates with an Indian maid
with only the ceremony of her tribe.

Yet four years had gone, and all the tribe, and all who came and
went—half-breeds, traders, other tribes—remarked how happy was the
white man with his Indian wife. They never saw anything but light in
the eyes of Mitiahwe, not even the old women of the tribe who scanned
her face as she came and went, and watched and waited too for what
never came—not even after four years.

Mitiahwe had been so happy that she had not really missed what
never came; though the desire to have something in her arms which was
part of them both had flushed up in her veins at times, and made her
restless till her man had come home again. Then she had forgotten the
unseen for the seen, and was happy that they two were alone together
—that was the joy of it all, so much alone together, for Swift Wing did
not live with them, and, like Breaking Rock, she watched her daughter’s
life, standing afar off, since it was the unwritten law of the tribe that
the wife’s mother must not cross the path or enter the home of her
daughter’s husband, But at length Dingen had broken through this
custom, and insisted that Swift Wing should be with her daughter when
he was away from home, as now on this wonderful autumn morning,
when Mitiahwe had been singing to the Sun, to which she
prayed for her man and for everlasting days with him.

She had spoken angrily but now because her soul
sharply resented the challenge to her happiness which her
mother had been making. It was her own eyes that refused
to see the cloud which the sage and bereaved woman had
seen and conveyed in images and figures of speech natural
to the Indian mind.

*“Hai-yai,” she said now, with a strange touching sigh,
breathing in the words, ““you are right, my mother, and a
dream is a dream, and if it be dreamt three times, then is
it to be followed, and it is true. You have lived long, and
your dreams are of the Sun and the Spirit.” She shook a
little as she laid her hand on a buckskin coat of her man
hanging by the lodge-door; then she steadied herself and
gazed earnestly into her mother’s eyes. ‘““Have all your
dreams come true, my mother ? " she asked, with a hunger-
ing heart.

“ There was the dream that came out of the dark five
times, when your father went against the Crees and was
wounded and crawled away into the hills; when all our
warriors fled—they were but a handful and the Crees like a
young forest in number! | went with my dream, and found
him after many days; and it was after that that you were
born, my youngest and my last. There was also’—her
eyes almost closed, and the needle and thread she held lay
still in her lap—* when two of your brothers were killed in
the drive of the buffalo. Did I not see it all in my dream,
and follow after them to take them to my heart? And when
your sister was carried off, was it not my dream which saw
the trail, so that we brought her back again to die in peace,
her eyes seeing the lodge whither she was going open to her,
and the Sum, the Father, giving her light and promise—for
she had wounded herself to die that the thief who stole her
should leave her to herself! Behold, my daughter, these
dreams have | had and others; and | have lived long and
have seen the bright day break into storm, and the herds flee
into the far hills where none could follow, and hunger come,
and—"

“Hai-yo, sce the birds flying south,” said the girl, with
a gesture toward the cloudless sky. * Never since 1 lived
have they gone south so soon.” Again she shuddered
slightly; then she spoke slowly: ‘1 also have dreamed, and
I will follow my dream. | dreamed —she knelt down
beside her mother, and rested her hands in her mother’s lap
—""1 drecamed that there wtx.wall of hi]ls.ldark and heavy
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“The bird she heard ia
the night was calling
in his ears nqw "'

and far away, and that whenever my eyes looked at them they burned with
tears; and yet | looked and looked, till my heart was like lead in my
breast; and | turned from them to the rivers and the plains that 1 loved.
But a voice kept calling to mz, ‘Come, come! Beyond the hillsis a happy
land. The trail is hard, and your feet will bleed, but beyond is the happy
land!” And | would not go for the Voice that spoke, and at last there
came an old man in my dream and spoke to me kindly and said, ‘Come
with me, and | will show you the way over the hills to the lodge where
thou shalt find what thou hast lost!’ And 1 said to him, ‘I have lost
nothing,” and | would not go. Twice | dreamed this dream, and twice
the old man came; and three times | dreamed it, and then 1 spoke
angrily to him, as but now | did to thee, and, behold, he changed
before my eyes, and | saw that he was now become " —she stopped short
and buried her face in her hands for a moment, then recovered herself —
*“ Breaking Rock it was | saw before me, and | cried out and fled. Then
I waked with a cry, but my man was beside me and his arm was round
my neck; and this dream—is it not a foolish dream, my mother?”

The old woman sat silent, clasping the hands of her daughter firmly
and looking out of the wide doorway toward the trees that fringed the
river; and presently, as she looked, her face changed and grew pinched,
all at once, and Mitiahwe, looking at her, turned a startled face toward
the river also.

‘ Breaking Rock!" sha said in alarm, and got to her feet quickly.

Breaking Rock stood for a moment looking: toward the lodge, then
went slowly forward to them. Never in all the four years had he ap-
proachad the lodge of Mitiahwe, who, the daughter of a chief, should
have married himself, the son of a chief! Slowly, but with long, slouch-
ing stride, Breaking Rock came nearer. The two women watched him
without speaking. Instinctively they felt that he brought news, that
something had happened; yet Mitiahwe felt at her belt for what no
Indian girl would bz without; and this one was a gift from her man, the
anniversary of the day she came to his lodge with a shawl over her head,
her heart beating fearfully, vet gladly too.

Breaking Rock was at the door now, his beady eves fixed on Miti-
ahwe's, his figure jerked to its full height, which made him, even then,
two inches less than Long Hand. He spoke in a loud voice:

“The last boat this year goes down the river to-morrow.
Hand, your man, is going to his people.
has had enough of the Blackfoot woman.
He waved a hand to the sky.

Long
He will not come back. He
You will see him no more.”
“The birds are going south. A hard
winter is coming quick. You will be alone. Breaking Rock is rich. e
has five hundred horses. Your man is going to his own people. l.et
him go. It is four years and still there are but two in your lodge! How!"

He swung on his
heel with a chuckle in his
throat, for he thought he
had said a good thing, and
that in truth he was worth
twenty white men. His

_ self-control.
quick ear caught a move-

HE man who laughs outside when he is crying
inside, who wears a smile on his face when there
are tears in his heart, has mastered the art of all arts—
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ever, and he saw the girl spring from the lodge door, something flashing
from her belt. But now the mother’s arms were round her with cries
of protest, and Breaking Rock, with another laugh, slipped away swiftly
toward the river. “ That is good,” he muttered. ‘*She will kill him
perhaps when she goes to him. She will go, but he will not stay. |
have heard.” .

As he disappeared among the trees, Mitiahwe disengaged herself
from her mother’s arms, went slowly back into the lodge, and sat down
on the great couch where for so many moons she had lain with her man
beside her.

Her mother watched her closely, though she moved about doing
little things. She was trying to think what she would have done if such
a thing had happened to her; if her man had been going to leave her.
She assumed that Dingan would leave Mitiahwe, for he would hear the
voices of his people calling far away, even as the red man who went east
into the great cities heard the prairies and the mountains and the rivers
and his own people calling, and came back, and put off the clothes of civili-
zation, and donned his buckskins again, and sat in the medicine-man’s
tent, and heard the spirits speak to him through the mist and smoke of
the sacred fire. When Swift Wing first gave her daughter to the white
man she foresaw the danger now at hand, but this was the tribute of the
lower race to the higher, and—who could tell? White men had left
their Indian wives, but had come back again, and forever renounced the
life of their own nations, and become great chiefs; teaching useful things
to their adopted people; bringing up their children as tribesmen—

Bringing up their children! There it was, the thing which called them
back— the bright-eyed children with the color of the brown prairie in their
faces, and their brains so sharp and strong. But here was no child to
call Dingan back—only the eloquent, brave, sweet face of Mitiahwe, If
he went! Would he go? Was he going? And now that Mitiahwe had
been told that he would go, what would she do? In her belt was—-but,
no, that would be worse than all; and she would lose Mitiahwe, her last
child, as she had lost so many others! What would she herself do if she
were in Mitiahwe’s place?  Ah, she would make him stay somehow—by
truth or by falsehood; by the whispered story in the long night, by her
head upon his knee before the lodge-fire, and her eyves fixed on his, luring
him, as the dream lures the dreamer into the far trail, to find the Sun’s
hunting-ground, where the plains are filled with the deer and the buffalo
and the wild horse; by the smell of the cooking-pot and the favorite
spiced drink in the morning: by the child that ran to him with his bow
and arrows and the cry of the hunter— But there was no child; she
had forgotten. She was always recalling her own happy, early life with
her man, and the clean-faced papooses that crowded round his knee —
one wife and many chil-
dren, and the old harvestgr
of the years reaping them
so fast, till the children
stood up as tall as their

ment behind him, how-

father and chief. That
— was long ago, and she had
= -—twenty-
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" five years—of happiness, but Mitiahwe had had only
four! She looked at Mitiahwe, standing still for a
moment like one rapt; then suddenly she gave a little
cry. Something had come into her mind, some solu-
tion of the problem, and she ran and stooped over the
girl and put both hands on her head.

*“ Mitiahwe, heart’s blood of mine,” she said, ** the
birds go south, but they return. What matter if they
go so soon, if they return soon? If the Sun will that
the winter be dark, and he send the Cold-maker to
close the rivers and drive the wild ones far from the
arrow and the gun, yet he may be sorry and send a
s:cond summer—has it not been so?—and the Cold-
maker has hurried away—away! The birds go south,
but they will return, Mitiahwe.”

“1 heard a cry in the night while my man slept,’
Mitiahwe answered, looking straight before her, ““and it
was like the cry of a bird—calling, calling, calling.”

* But he did not hear—he was asleep beside Mitiahwe.
If he did not wake, surely it was good luck. Thy breath
upon his face kept him sleeping. Surely it was good luck
to Mitiahwe that he did not hear.”

She was smiling a little now, for she had thought of
a thing which would, perhaps, keep the man here in this
lodge in the wilderness, but the time to speak of it was
not yet. She must wait and see.

Suddenly Mitiahwe got to her feet with a spring, and
a light in her eyes. * Hai-yai,” she said with plaintive
smiling; then ran to a corner of the lodge, and from a
leather bag drew forth a horseshoe and looked at it,
murmuring to herself.

The old woman gazed at her wonderingly.
is it, Mitiahwe ? " she asked.

“1t is good luck. So my man has said. [t is the

“What

““ It is good luck. So my
man has said "
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shook her head, a curious, half-mystic light in her eyes, her
body drawn up to its full height, as though waiting for some-
thing. ‘It is an old medicine; it is of winters ago as many
as the hairs of the head. [ have forgotten almost, but it
was a great medicine when there were no white men in the
land. And so it was that to every woman'’s breast there
hung a papoose, and every woman had her man, and the
red men were like leaves in the forest--but it was a winter
of winters ago, and the medicine-men have forgotten; and
thou hast no child! When Long Hand comes, what will
Mitiahwe say to him?”

Mitiahwe's eyes were determined, her face was set, she
flushed deeply, then the color fled. “What my mother
would say, | will say. Shall the white man’s medicine fail?
If I wish it, then it will be so; and I will say so.”

“ But if the white man’s medicine fail?”" Swilt Wing
made a gesture toward the door where the horseshoe hung
“It is medicine for a white man—will it be medicine for an
Indian?"”

““Am | not a white man’s wife?”

““ But if there were the sun medicine also, the medicine
of the days long ago?”

“ Tell me—if you remember. Kai! but you do remem-
ber—1 see it in your face. Tell me, and I will make tha
medicine also, my mother.”

“ To-morrow, if | remember it—I will think, and if |
remember it, to-morrow I will tell you, my heart’s blood.
Maybe my dream will come to me and tell me. Then, even
after all these years, a papoose—"' ;

l “ But the boat will go at dawn to-morrow, and if he go
also—" .
‘ Mitiahwe is young; her body is warm; her eyes are
bright; the songs she sings; her tongue—if these keep him
not and the Voice calls him still to go, then still Mitiahwe

way of his pzople. It is put over the door, and if a dream
coma it is a good dream; and if a bad thing come it will
not enter; and if the heart pray for a thing hid from all the world,
then it will bring good luck. Hai-yai! | will put it over the door, and
then—"" All at once her hand dropped to her side, as though some ter-
rible thought had come to her, and, sinking to the floor, she rocked her
body backward and forward for a time, sobbing. But presently she got
to har feet again, and, going to the door of the lodge, fastened the horse-
shoe above it with a great needle and a string of buckskin.

“O great Sun,” she prayed, ‘‘have pity on me and save me. I

can not live alone. | am only a Blackfoot wife; 1 am not blood of his
blood. Give me, O Great One, blood of his blood, bone of his bone, soul
of his soul, that he will say, ‘This is mine, body of my body,” and he
will hear the cry and will stay. O great Sun, pity ma!"

The old woman’s heart beat faster as she listenad. Thz same
thought was in the mind of both. If there were but a child, bone of his
bone, then perhaps he would not go; or, if he went, then surely he would
return, when he heard his papoose calling in the lodge in the wilderness.

As Mitiahwe turned to her, a strange, burning light in her eyes,
Swift Wing said: “ It is good
—the white man’s medicine
. for a white man’s wife. But
'& if there were the red man's
medicine too

“What is the red man’s
medicine? "' asked the voung
wife, as she smoothed her hair

and put a string of
bright beads around
her neck and wound a
.red sash round her
waist,

old woman

The

shall whisper and tell him—"

*“ Hai-yo—hush!™ said the girl, and trembled a little,
and put both hands on her mother’s mouth.

For a moment she stood so; then, with an exclamation, suddenly
turned and ran through the doorway, and sped toward the river and into
the path which would take her to the post, where her man traded with
the Indians and had made much money during the past six years, so that
he could have had a thousand horses and twenty lodges like that she had
just left. The distance between the lodge and the post was no more
than a mile, but Mitiahwe made a detour and approached it from behind,
where she could not be seen. Darkness was gathering now, and she
could see the glimmer of the light of lamps through the windows, and as
the doors opened and shut, No one had seen her approach, and she
stole through a door which was open at the rear of the warehousing-
room, and went quickly to another door leading into the shop. There
was a crack through which she could see, and she could hear all that was
said. As she came she had seen Indians gliding through the woods with
their purchases, and now the shop was clearing fast, in response to the
urging of Dingan and his partner, a Scotch half-breed. "~ It was evident
that. Dingan was at once abstracted and excited.

Presently only two visitors were left, a French half-breed called
Lablache, a swaggering, vicious fellow, and the captain of the steamer,
Sain! Anne, which was to make its last trip south in the morning—even
now it would have to break its way through the young ice.

Dingan's partner dropped a bar across the door of the shop, and the
four men gathered about the fire. For a time no one spoke. At length
the captain of the Saimt Anne said: ** It’s a great chance, Dingan. You'l
be in civilization again, and in a rising town of white people— Boise 'Il be
a city in five years, and you can grow up and grow rich with the place.
‘The Company asked me to lay-it all before you, and Lablache here will
buy out your share of the business at whatever your partner and vou
prove it's worth. You're young; you’ve got everything before vou.
You 've made a name out here for being the best trader west of the Great
l.akes, and now’s your time. It’s none of my affair, of course, but |
like to carry through what 1’m set to do, and the Company said, * You
bring Dingan back with you; the place is waiting for him, and it can’t
wait longer than the last boat down.” You 're ready to step in when he
steps out, ain't you, Lablache?”

Lablache shook back his long hair and rolled about in his pride.
““1 give him cash for his share to-night—some one is behin’ me, sacré,
ves! Itis worth so much. | pay and step in—1 take the place over.
I take half the business here and I work with Dingan’s partner. | take
vour horses, Dingan; | take your lodge; 1 take all in your lodge—
evervl'ing!” :

His eves glistened, and a red spot came to each cheek as he leaned
forward. AT his last word, Dingan, who had been standing abstractedly
listening, as it were, swung round on him with a muttered oath, and the
skin of his face appeared to tighten. Watching through the crack of the
door, Mitiahwe saw the look she knew well, though it had never been
turned on her, and her heart beat faster-—it was a look that came into
Dingan's face whenever Breaking Rock crossed his path. or when one or
two other names were mentioned in his presence, for thT were names of

[Concluded on pages 657 to b5
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The Campaign
Back Home

By EUGENE WOOD

Illustrated by Horace Taylor

eNTLE REeaper: Up to now you and 1 have
walked along, in our journeyings back
home, with our arms interlocked upon each
other’s shoulders, thicker than thieves. When-
ever | have given my experience, and told my
“tribbles and trialations,” as Brother John
Warnock said in class meeting one time, you
have grinned all over your face and wagged your
head and agreed: " Yes, sir, that’s so. Now,
that’s jist the way it was.” .
|l don't know how it is with you, but [ begin
to feel kind of uneasy about that sort of thing.
1’'m so constituted that it’s bad for my health
to have folks agree with me all the
time. It getsso monotonous. | don't
see but what you and I will have to
have a row. It’s bound to come
sometime and we might as well have
_it over and done with.
And yet [ should n't like
it to be anything more
than a boyish spat, like
those we used to have
coming home from
school, when [°'d black
your eve and you 'd send
me in bawling to my ma,
with my hand held like
acup under my nose, ¢
and the next morning
when you passed my
house you 'd yodel for me
the same as ever, and
| 'd snatch up my books

“Help your mother with the dishes™ oWn salary, and dated

can squabble about, just like boys, and be 'just
as unreasonable and loyal to our side? Let me
see—let me see—

I have it—politics !

And since | proposed the game it’s my first
choice of sides. Ichoose Republican. [ ’ve got
the advantage of you from
the very first. I’ve got some-
thing to holler at you, and you
have n’t anything to holler
back at me.

‘“Sixteen rats! Sixteen cats!

Sixteen dirty Democrats ! "

I knew that would grind
you. Your side hasn't any
poetry like that. Not smart
enough. The nearest you ever
came to it was a long time ago
when you could say '“329" to
us, and we’d get fighting mad
in a second. Somany of these
young whiffets don’t know
what that means that we’ll
have to explain it to them.
[t seems that one time Con-
gress voted to raise its

and tear out of the house
so as to walk with you.
Let me see now—what is there we can quarrel
about ?
| might pick a fuss by calling you names.
I might chant at you,
““Moore! Moore!
Rick-rick-store !
or,
‘* Fie, for shame ! Fie, for shame !
Everybody knows your name !”
But |1 don’t know that your name is
Moore, or, indeed, what it is at all.
I might tease you with

‘“ Black eye ! Black eye !
Turn around and tell a lie.”

or,

** Blue-eyed beauty!

Run home and do your

mammy's duty ! "

which is a terrible insult
and implies that you
help your mother with
the dishes, an aspersion
which vou would have
to “ take up " or b2 for-
ever disgraced. But |
don’t know the color of
your eyes,

I might bristle up to
you and say, "1 kin lick
you. You think you 're
smart.” Thatis n't done,
though, to pick a fuss,
but to get acquainted,

*“He had just joined the church™

the raise far enough
back so that each con-
gressman would have $329 that
he hadn't figured on. But it
was such an unpopular move that
a statesman, afterwards nomi-
nated for President, covered back
his grab into the Treasury. The
worst thing he could have done!
The very worst thing he could

* Bad little boys thought 329 was
a new naughty word ™

Common Council to change their house number to

327A. They couldn’t stand it. In the early
part of the campaign it looked as if our candidate
was going to be defeated, but after this 329 move-
ment got good and going, the moral sentiment of
the country was awakened and our candidate
was triumphantly vindicated by being elected.
He’s dead now, and he’s got a far finer monu-
ment than the ramshackle factory chimney
made out of brickbats they put up for Lincoln.

That was the only popular cry you ever got
on us, and it taught you a lesson, seemingly. It
taught you your place. And when we shout at you

‘' Sixteen rats ! Sixteen cats !
Sixteen dirty Democrats !

you take your medicine
in silence, the same as
Tom Lee did when we
gathered outside his
laundry and declared,
‘*Chinymen eat rats!”
I always associated the
two cries.

| suppose most nice
people have an Uncle
Jack, the same as | did.
Uncle Jack's Christian
name was not John. It
was—I| kind of hate to
tell you—his initials
were A. |.—well, | might
as well out with it, |
suppose : his name was
Andrew Jackson, and
they called him Jack for
short. So—so you may
guess what his politics

have done! Because (if you're
a politician) when
you get caught with the goods on,
the thing to do is to make out that
you are working in the best inter-
ests of the country, and stick it
out that it was your plain duty to
do that very thing. And for this
statesman to run like a whitehead
at the very first holler, and go put
the money back where he got it—
oh, that was too mortifying! And
your side was just malicious enough
to see it and to take advantage
of it. Bad little boys
thought 329 was a new
naughty word, and
chalked it on the fences
and on the sidewalks,
.to the horror and dis-
gust of all.  You saw
it everywhere. Going
home from church
you 'd see it, and if you
were walking with a

and we don’t need an
introduction, Gentle
Reader. And, besides, it would be just like you
to sniffle, ** You lea” me be, now; you big stiff!
Ma! Ma-ma!” and run home bawling.

Let me see, now—is n’t there something we

lady you’'d have to
say ; “Oh, what a
funny looking cloud that is!” to
divert her attention. It was every-
where. People who lived at No. 329
Main Street had to petition the

were. There’s black

sheep in every family
and it’s no use trying to make out different. As
you go through the world you learn to have
more charity for others’ failings, and you try to
think it isn’t always their fault, even though it,
does make you hang your head a little.

It was to my Uncle Jack that | made my
first political argument. [ did n’t realize what
a sock-dolager it was until afterwards, when I
heard my daddy telling it around and laughing

about it and saying what a smart child

I was for my age. .If Uncle Jack
hadn’t been another
Ephraim joined to
idols, that argument
should have set him to
thinking.

I was just at.that
place in the First
Reader where it says,
“See the fat pig. Can
the pig run? No, the pigis
too fat to rum,” and when
Uncle Jack, who had come to
town all dressed up, with a
ribbon pinned on his coat, bade
me sit on his short, round knee

N gf;e he felt around in his
. s eeli couldn’t
- fin §)$3t211 q‘cl striped
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candy somewhere on him, | thought of how
Uncle Jack would look if he should try to run,
for he was what vou would call ““a fleshy man”™
if vou picked your words, and “a pussy man’™
if you didn’t. He made inquiry as to the prog-
ress of my education, and let on to be much sur-
prised that | knew my letters.  To prove it, |
called off the big capitals printed
on the strip of muslin tacked on
the bottom of the big flag hung
across Main Street, from the
window. over Case’s Drug and
Book Store to the window above
Mr. Morningred’s New York
One Price Clothing Store,

“ And what does thatepell?”
I asked my Uncle Jack.

“That spells * Democratic County Con-
vention,” ” answered my Uncle Jack, with
a pride | thought unseemly.

“ Yes, but what you got it on the Union
flag for?” | demanded to know. “ Why
ain’t you got it on the Copperheads’ flag?
Ain’t the Demo-
crats Copper-
heads 7 Uncle Jack

an artery, but the other boys were plum dis-
gusted at Eeny. He was an awful bossy boy,
anyhow, and he was bigger than most of us, and
he had just joined the church and was what they
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got red as fire, but

he said : “ We're all
under the one flag, my
boy. We all want to do
what’s best for our coun-
try, whether we 're Dem-
ocrats or Republicans.”
When they come at you
with talk like that, what
can you say 7 When they
get the quiver in
their voices, |
mean. | knew as
wellas | knew any-
thing that Uncle
Jack had been a
Copperhead; that
he believed that
when the people of
a State vote of
their own free will
and accord tocome
into the Union,
they have the same right to go out of it
if they vote to do so of their own free
will and accord; and vou know that's
not only nonsense-—it ’s treason.

Wait a minute. Say! Youand | once
came to blows about politics.  Yes, you
do too remember it, if you'll just stop
and think. [t was whenwe were in Miss
Munseli’s room. There was a Democratic rally,
and big Pat McManus was one of the marshals,
with a sash on him and all. And he came riding
past the school yard when we were out at recess,
and we hooted at him that about rats and cats
and Democrats; and just to show that we weren’t
all Black Republicans you hollered: * Hurrah for”
{whoever it was that was running for President
and Vice-President on the Democratic ticket—
they did n 't get elected, 1 know), and quick as
2 flash 1 added, “And a rope to hang 'em!”
And quick as another flash vou hauled off and
hit me in the mouth, and I hit vou on the
head and knocked your cap off, and vou hit
me-—no, that time it went right past
my ear; never touched me—and |
hit you in the fuce, and the
other boys came a-running
and shouted, " A fight! A
fight!”  And | was whirl-
ing my fists around each
other like the real fighthers
de and studying where 1'd
paste you if 1 got a good
chance, when Enos Barker
came up and stopped it. |
was kind of glad of it, for
my lip was bleeding,” and
the blood was red just like
it is when it comes out of

* Other boys” pas let

them march ™

with "

“He's grand

“He did o't get very far

he caught you at it, he 'd make you give back the
marbles you had won, and he wouldn't even let
vou say “Gosh!” You’'d have to say
“Goodness'” Last 1 heard of Eeny, he
was running onz of these country history
enterprises. Say; but he did everlustingly
soak those farmers up in Clarke County!
“All the traffic will bear!” was
Eeny’s motto.
So he went and tattled on us to
. Miss Munsell, and she had us both
up before her desk. She told us we
mustn't fight over our " political
preferences” (I remember that ex-
pression as plain as if it was only
yesterday), and said she would et
us off this time, but the very
next time—she wanted the
whole school to pay attention
~-the very next time she
caught anybody, it didn't
make any difference who, quar-
reling over politics, why —
she hoped a word to the wise
would be sufficient, By golly:
she was a terror when it came

" That was the kind of folks Democrats were
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are! That’s why the Democrats like fo see it
rain, for rain makes corn and corn makes whisky
and whisky makes Democrats.

Hear also what Horace Greeley saith: " All
Democrats are not horse-thieves; but all
horse-thieves are Democrats.” (That was
before he ran for President on the Demo-
cratic ticket.) 1 feel sorry for vou fellows.
Honest, 1 do. And | felt sorry for mv
Uncle Jack and troubled in spirit about
him, because he was a nice
man, and a good-living man,
and a sweet singer, and could
tell such beautiful, scarey Indian

L . L
A 4] I&/@/j y i stories, when | went out there
A e 97 A v/ \§ /'\;:\ to visit his boys, that when it
’%/ "/// ;?A " j / \\}} \\4 came bedtime Aunt Caroline
/ \{‘/ ;?:4{?’/7 o | A y & would have to hold my hand all
/ % N 14 Sl ~ the way up-stairs. It was a

7 9 >4
//‘ §/ 1) - %»:‘,‘h shame he was a I?emocrat—a
7 ( ) ‘,J/P” blame shame, so it was. He
£/ 5 ’ Vi . was no drunk man, neither was
=3 -':‘fx., ‘” he a horse-thief, and it got me why he should
& el want to associate, even politically, with such a
*Mose Strayer always had charge of the ffe-snd-dium corps™ cro’l\i\hcl.y were a distinctly inferior class of people,
and always had bad luck. They had to get up
that cheerful saying about rain, because when-
call “an influence for good.” Why, look! If ever they had a rally or anything it almost

always rained. Their sky-rockets were n’t near
as pretty as ours and didn’t go half so high
And when they had the band it didn’t

blow as loud for them

as for us, or play such
| nice tunes. And you
could see the band felt
ashamed to have 1o
turnout for Demecrats,
and always made a
point of giving them
“Columbia, the Gem
of the Ocean,” because
in the first line of the
second verse there is a
distinct allusion 1o
Democrats. You never
¢+ thought of it?  Why,
it says as plain as any-
thing:

“Th: wine-cup, the
wine-cup bring hither,”
and if that isn't hint-
ing pretty strong |
don’t know what is.

Their torchlight
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to whaling a boy.  When she
got done with him he was as ridgy as a
wash-board.

She had to say that because, theoretically at
least, Democrats do have some rights, but |
could sec she was with me, heart and soul. The
others were, too, and all but said, * Goody!
Goody!” when 1 told how 1 had capped your
sentiment with “"And a rope to hang 'em!” So
I went back to my seat with a swelling heart.
My lip was swelling some too.

That night there was a drunken man on the
street.  That’s the kind of folks Democrats

P
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parades were regular
fizzles.  “ About a hundred men and boys in
line,) the Examiner said about them always.
But our parades were fine. Sometimes there
would be about a million in line. Well, of
course, not quite as many as that, but pretty
nearly though—prettyv nearly.

We’d be up on Richardson’s steps on Main
Street, where we could see way, 'way down 10
the South End. It would be all dark except for
the coal-oil lamps in the windows of the storss
and on the wooden posts at the street corners.
Every once in a while we 'd stand on our tiptoes

to see if they weren’t coming vet, and the
grown folks would give us an impatient shake
and say, * No, child, not yet-—not for a good
while vet,” and go on talking the inconsequen-
tial foolishness that grown folks will talk when
they get together—about how old man Die-
trich wasn’t expected to live, and how they
had telegraphed for Jinny and Ed, and all such
stufl as that.  And we’d gape till the tops of
our heads seemed likely 1o
come off, and mother would
say, "1 don’t know what
possessed me to bring these
youngonesout. They cught
to be in bed this minute.
It’s just the ruination of
children to keep ‘'em up so
late, but they teased so 10
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“Up on the stage wete the finest men in town”

was n't any living with 'em, so they'll just have
to prop their eyes open the best way they can,”
and we’d chirp up, “Oh, 1 ain't—hee-hy-ho-
hum!-—sleepv a bit,” and try not fto gape. or if
we had to we did it mannerly behind our hands,
And pretty soon somebody would say, " Hark!
what's that?”  And away off somewhere you
could hewr: * Boomp! — Boomp ! — Boomp-
boomp-boomp !  Boomp ! — Boomp ! — Boomp-
boomp-boomp!”  The bass-drum! (I always
get excited when 1 hear the bass-drum. Some-
thing doing!) And it would keep getting a
little louder and a little louder and a little
louder; and we kept getting more and more ex-
cited, and just at the psychological moment the
line turned into Main Street at Mad River Street,
and the drums began to roll—" prrrrerer-rum-
pum! Boonge!” and the solo cornet to go—
“ Tantara - tantara - TAH !
Teedle-eedle-TAH!” That’s
the introduction, and that
grand old patriotic air,
“Marching Through Geor-
gia,”” would set the pulses to
leaping.

It's strange, when you
think of it, that of all the
fine tunes made during the
war-time that alone should
have lived. | don’t think it
begins to be as pretty as:

** Brave boys are they !
Gone at their country’s call !
But yet, but yet, we can not forget
That many brave boys must

“You take it in silence”

““Fever-'n-
ager”™ caterpil-
lars, moving up
and down as
the men kept
step, and moving to this side and that as the
men dodged the mud-puddles.  Farther back in
the line, where part of the time the men heard
the music of the cornet band, and part of the
time the music of the fife-and-drum corps, there
was a sort of joint {(as we could see from Rich-
ardson’s high steps) where the line of lights
joggled and wabbled. Uncle Mose Straver always
had charge of the fife-and-drum
corps until he got the rheumatism
so bad that Aunt
Becky wouldn't let
him march through
the wet any
more, | reckon
that man knew
more nice tunes
on the fife than
any other man before or
since. He knew “The
frish Washerwoman,”
and “ The Fisher’s Horn-
pipe,” and “Money
Musk,” and ““ Bonaparte Over the Rhine,”
and “St. Patrick Was a Gentleman,” and
‘" The British Grenadiers,” and “* The Frozen
Leg,” and—oh, a whole, whole lot of tunes
that would make vour foot goin spite of itself.

Summer nights, just at dusk, when it

fall1”

And in lofty sentiment | don’t think ** Marching
Through Georgia " is quite up to " The Battle
Hymn of the Republic.” But that’s only
a funny song nowadays about a man named
John Brown, or some such name. The real
patriotic air is * Marching Through Georgia.”
I once knew a man that was in the march to the
sea. He brought home three gold watches from
it. He always liked that tune a lot.

Well, as 1 was saying, around the corner came
the rows on rows of sparkling lights, with all the
sinuous, wavy motion of one of these woolly

would be all still, you could hear him

from far across the prairie. After he had
done a lot of these “quick and devilish” airs
he’d stop, and we'd know, just as if we’'d been
there to see, that h: had run the fife through
his hands a couple of times and put it away, and
gone and got his old German flute with the one
brass C-sharp key and the finger-holes all worn
white. And then he’d play this here soft, sweet
music that makes vour throat all swell up and
hurt you, and you sit and wish for something,
you don’t know what.

* Oh, father, dear father, come down,
Come down and open the door.”
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He'd always wind up with the old familiar words:

* Believe me if all those endearing young charms

That | gaze on so fondly to-day,”
because that was Aunt Becky’s favorite. The
summer after she died he did n't play on his fife
at all, but one evening we heard him with his
flute awhile. He ran a scale or two on it and
then he began, ** Believe me if all those endear-
ing young charms,” but he didn’t get very far
with it.  He stopped. We listened for him to
go on, but he never did.  As we waited | heard
my mother draw a kind of a long breath and
sigh it out.  After a Little my father said, as if
she had asked him something,  Yes, he thought
an awful lot of Aunt Becky.” The old man
did n’t Jive a great while after that,

I don’t know why it is that | keep wandering
from the subject so. Seems as if 1 couldn’t
stick to my text when | get to talking about the
old times. You remember, though, that when
the whole long line of torches got into Main
Street you wondered why it did n't make every-
thing as bright as day. Thev must have had a
thicker kind of darkness at night in those times,
1t soaked up more light!  You would n't believe
it—it was only when thev got right close to that
vou could see the tin cans of the torches wabbling
in the crotches of the staves, and the red and

white and blue

oilcloth caps of
.»~9, the different
~ ¢ companies: and
-~ only when they
were right in
front of Richard-
son's could you
recognize the
boys you knew
waltking along
with their pas,
holding hands
with them, or
else clinging to
their cape-cor-
ners. Other boys’ pas let them march; it was
a funny thing you couldn’t ever get to go.
Mud up to. your knees—nothing! You’'d look
where you were going.

But even if we could not march and go help
our side win, we could cheer and wave our
handkerchiefs and hope our side would win. It
almost always did. It could all the time, but
it got to be such a sure thing that sometimes
the Republicans would say, “Oh, 1 guess 1’ll
stay home and clean out the furnace. They
don’t need my vote,” and thar time the Demo-
crats would win. They always voted. Some-
times they voted two or three tirhes apiece,
which is no fair,  But that is a Democrat trick,
and vou 've always got to be ga the lookout for
it. And if they won, why, there would be the
dickens and all to pay. The weather would be
so bad that the farmers wouldn't make more

[Concimded on pages 50 and 6517]

¥ * Sigteen rats | Sixteen cats!
Sixteen dirty Democrats ™
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NOW what is your miche in the mind of the man who met you yesterday ?
He fignred you ot and labclcd you; then carcfully fled you away.

Ase you oa his list ss oac to respect, of ss one to be igaored ?

Docs he think you the sort that’s sere to win, or the kind that’s quickly

Your notion of things in the world of trade—did you make that notion clear ?

—

Y O U R I M P R L S S By STRICKLANi) W. GILLILAN

Did you make it sonnd to the listener as though it were good to hear 7
Did you mean, right down in your heart of hearis, the things that you thes

expressed 7

The things vou said—were they those that stick, or the kind that fade or read ? ‘
2 and dic? . Had you mads it yout owa —this saying of yours—or guoted what otherssaid 7
3 The story vou told—did vou tell it your best? If aot, in &l conscicnce, ® ® % & * * ®
: "I why? ¢ Thiak-—what is your siche in the mind of the man who met you yesterday

Or was if the talk of & betfer man in clomsicr language dressed 7
Did you thizk while you talked 7 Or but glibly recite what you had heard

And figared you ont and labelcd you; thes carcfully fled you away ?
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T SEEMS to be a fact that we don't go to church as regularly as we
once did, and that, in the big problems of life and progress, the Church is

a less vital power than formerly. In this article, Mr. Irvine tells how
an old Fifth Avenue church (the Church of the Ascension) is searching
into the problems of wealth and poverty, and of the relations between class

LONG, narrow chapel, densely packed—

more than packed —with a nerve-taut-
ened, eager-faced crowd of two hun-
dred and fifty seated in a square mass
fringed on three sides with a double
file of men and women glad of stand-
ing room; in front, a small platform
' also packed and fringed; in the center
of the platform a small table, and beside it a tall, pow-
erfully built, ecclesiastical figure—this was the scene in the
Church of the Ascension in New York on the last night of
a remarkable series of meetings. There had been forty
such gatherings—crowded, intense, nerve-racking confer-
ences, in the fashionable old Fifth Avenue church through-
out the Sunday nights of the winter and spring, and now
the friends and foes of the year's contentions were to part
company. The rector touched a bell and the hum ceased;
every figure was erect, every eye fixed on him. The silence
was painful, intense.

“We have come to the close of these meetings,” the rec-
tor said, and we are to avoid debate to-night. Each speaker
will tell us what the mezetings have meant to him or her.”

Even on this last night it was not possible entirely to
escape controversy, for the spirit of
absolute freedom and independence that
had characterized thz series and madz it
unique in the church history of New
York was present up to the last tinkle
of the bell. There were harsh comments,
bitter criticisms, and unfortunate mis-
steps in speech, but it was largely a
meeting of good will and gratitude for
pleasure and profit received during the
winter. Onz speech at that meeting
stands out in bold relief..

““1 appreciate the courage of Mr.
Grant in opening this church to the
people and in opening its pulpit to a
representative of th: people,” said the
speaker, a lzading socialist of the coun-
trv. ‘| am grateful for the fine fellow-
ship, th: freedom of discussion, the
music, the beautiful architecture, and
th: inspiration that comes from such
contact, but thesz are perhaps the small-
est of what has come to me during the
past winter. | am the son of an ortho-
dox Jewish rabbi, but I have been an
athzist all my life. | have bzen over-
bitter and dostructive in my addresses.
| am now a b:liever in the immortality
of the soul and | look forward to life
instead of death. This has influenced
my work, my life. Instead of a hun-
dred words against human slavery to
one for human freedom, | reverse the
order; and as against one word against
slavery, | speak a hundred for liberty.
“There is a big difference to me—a new

S O Bhy Alexandiey

and class. Millionaires and their wives are here brought into close per-
sonal relation with socialists and sweat-shop workers, and each is free to
speak out his own conception of the eternal truths. The result appears to
be a closer and more sympathetic understanding of each other’s burdens,
and a gentler and more tolerant Christian feeling between man and man.

Among the people on the platform was a young man—
a millionaire. He turned to me and said: * That speech
is one of the most inspiring things | have ever heard.”

That Jewish socialist’s heart-spoken words express,
perhaps better than anything we could say, the value of
these meetings. They represent what we hoped to accom-
plish, and what to a certain extent we did accomplish, in
opening the chapel to free discussion.

The meetings originated in a conversation between the
writer and the Rev. Percy Stickney Grant, rector of the
church. | had seen no hope of uniting on a religious basis
classes hopelessly divided on economic and industrial fields.
My experience had taught me that the difficulty wasn't
so much in getting wage-earners into church as in prevent-
ing church members from keeping them out. | was struck
with the depth of character and breadth of vision of Mr,
Grant and offered him my services as a volunteer worker in
his parish.

Some months later he invited me to become a mem-
ber of his staff. | was naturally suspicious—not of Mr.
Grant, but of an aristocratic church reputed to be com-
posed mainly of millionaires and ladies. 1 accepted the
call without much enthusiasm, and when the time came to
begin work 1 asked to be relieved of my
promise. ‘1 am a socialist,” | told Mr.
Grant, and he replied,” What of it ?" It
was with that distinct understanding
that 1 began the series of pulpit ad-
dresses.

In addition to the Sunday evening
addresses, | went to some of the largest
factories and workshops in the city and
addressed the workers during their din-
ner hour—dinner half-hour is more cor-
rect. To tell these men of grime and
toil that a church on Fifth Avenue cor-
dially welcomed them was something
new. Many came out of curiosity—
they came again and brought others.

The Church of the Ascension holds
three services each Sunday. The first
is at 11 A.M., when the rector preaches;
the second is a musical service conducted
by the assistant rector at four in the
afternoon; and the third is at 8 p.m.,
and is usually conducted by the rector.
Probably half of those who attend the
morning service attend no other. They
are the somewhat exclusive and con-
servative communicants. The majority
of the attendants at the afternoon serv-
ice are music-lovers, and come from far
and near to enjoy the special music.

The new point of view at the eve-
ning service brought a new constituency,
largely composed of wage-earners- -
thinking wage-earners—and men and
women who are in svmpathy with them.
This evening service océupies an hour—

psvehology.”

seldom more.

—
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A personal acquaintance with a few thousand working
men in New York gave me at once a parish, and from the
beginning | had the men | wanted to reach. There came
also men of large affairs in Wall Street, lawyers, doctors,
artists, professors, writers, clergymen, and day-laborers. The
contrasts were sharp. The people were packed together—no
special pews or choice lots. The prayer-book was a new
thing to most of them, but they struggled through it. They
joined in the hymns and responses, and it was very evident
that everybody or nearly everybody tried to get into the
spirit of the hour. :

In the early part of the winter we decided that in
order to get acquainted with the newcomers we must have
a good social aftermeeting in the chapel adjoining the
church.  This meeting was at first of the most informal
character. The ladies served coffee and cake and there was
a real mixture of the classes.

One night when we had had a number of these social
aftermeetings a working man was asked to give us a five-
minute talk. He did so, and before we were prepared for
it we were confronted with a new phase—a new necessity.
After that it seemed quite natural to ask any one of prom-
inence who happened to be present to speak. Later we
asked for questions from those who would not, or could not,
make a speech. We then found it necessary to have a pre-
pared program and a chairman. The church services had a
gradual increase in attendance, and the aftermeetings grew
in the same proportion. It was a strange sight to see hun-
dreds of people emerge from the pews, get into file—four to
six deep—and slowly squeeze through
the chancel doors into the chapel. This
was a slow process, but it gave us a
chance to shake hands with the people as
they went through.

In the conference we discussed child
labor, model tenements, the unem-
ployed, the ““bread line,” individualism,
socialism, and kindred topics. The lead-
ing speakers were given half an hour
and speakers on the floor threz minutes.
The very sound of the word socialism
made some of our people nervous and
uneasy. Some heard it one night and
returned not again; others heard it
and fought it violently; still others grew
to like it.

In addition to the three-minute
speeches, questions were allowed. [t
was ludicrous to notice how the propa-
gandists tried to sandwich in a speech.
On one such occasion the chairman
called the speaker to order: “This is
the time for questions. Now, if you
have a question, ask it; but don’t make
a speech.”” The speaker looked dis-
turbed. He paused a moment as if
searching for a question, then concluded,
“Well, my question is that | disagree
with the speaker, see?”

The meetings were so intense at
times that a burst of laughter was an
immense relief—a safetv-valve. One
night the laugh was especially welcome
——one stormy session when our craft was
almost wrecked in a sea of controversy.
“1 am from Boston,” said a note which

the chairman.

was handed 1o “Will you give me ten
minutes 77

Five minutes was all this nice lady from Boston
needed in which to stir up a fearful storm. * Socialism,”
she said, “is against God, religion, and the family.” She
went on and on, while the storm gathered strength. An
athletic-looking young man, a stranger, came to her rescue.
Another stranger, a woman, offered her time., | knew what
this invasion of strangers meant, but | was powerless to in-
terfere. The storm broke, and fifty people at once asked
for recognition. ‘“Suppose,” I said, when a semblance of
order had been restored, ““all that the Civic Federation
speakers have said be true—"" | never got any farther, for
the secret of the invasion was out, and anger gave place fo
laughter and applause. The meeting was saved, but the in-
cident was almost the undoing of our scheme. There were
reporters there on that eventful night for the first time, and
from that moment we were in the limelight. The news-
papers proceeded to discredit and poke fun at the meetings.

The following Sunday the streets were black with
people seeking admission long before the hour of opening.
Then we were forced to admit by ticket and to ask the aid
of policemen to keep the doors clear.

One newspaper published a statement that the vestry
had met and voted against the meetings, and that Mr. Grant
and | were to part company. When the rector pointed
out to the editor the falsity of the statement he retracted
it, but hinted that it was ' true just he same.” It was a
month or six weeks before we regained our equilibrium,

In the depth of the winter it hap-
pened one night that the * bread line”
was under discussion, ard a few men un-
dertook to turn the discussion into prac-
tical channels. Collections were taken
up and the men cf the * bread line”
were furnished with beds. This collec-
tion was continued for months,

It seems strange to me now that
we never had a man or woman in those
meetings asking for focd or shelter. It
was a working man who first suggested
that the distribution of coffee and cake
took up teo much time and space. He
advised that we “cutit out,” and we did.

The meetings lasted sometimes until
midnight.  They were never dismissed
before eleven. The last minutes of each
conference were the best, for, no matter
how hot the debate or how bitterly op-
posed men and women were, on going
out they grasped each other’s hands,
smiled, and walked away as friends.

. After the conferences certain groups
used to resort to a neighboring restaurant
for an after-aftermeeting over refresh-
ments. One group would be composed
of a few millionaires and their friends,
In another corner would be a group of
literary socialists and working men. Mr.
Grant and 1 would often take a cup of
coffee with one group and then join the
other,  More than once | have seen these
groups amalgamate and sit around the
same table with the finest feeling and
social fellowship.  One millionaire has

[ Concluded on pages G488 and 019]
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A Father by Purchase

By Elizabeth Payne

Illustrated by John Wolcott Adams

ESsSRs. MorrisoN &

Levy, dealersin second-
hand furniture (" Highest
Cash Prices Paid for Contens
of Flats, Hottels, and Liber-
ries’’), displayed an assort-
ment even more suggestively pitiful, more pathet-
ically shabby, than usual. Conglomerate repre-
sentatives of household tragedies crowded the
interior of the shop, bulged in the dingy window,
and escaped to the pavement, where the least
dilapidated specimens, offered at  tempting
reductions, enticed the hopeful bargain-hunter
within.

Here, rubbing elbows in indiscriminate in-
formality, were the cast-up flotsam of time and
circumstance. That battered desk—what burn-
ing lines may not have bcen penned on its
marred mahogany? My lady’s dresser, shiver-
ing there in flimsy draperies—what lovely face,
smiling into the oval mirror, grew older and
graver, fading with the dimity curtains through
the years? Grandmother’s rocker here, with the
flattened cushion tied by bits of tape to the
high back—can not one see the peaceful old
head with pushed-up spectacles and the ball of
varn fallen to the floor in the sunshine? There,
under that heap of moldy carpet (and some-
thing tugs at your heart at the glimpse of
it), a baby's little cradle—however came it
there ?

In a conspicuous corner of the window, for
six weeks past, had lingered a picture—the
large and ambitious crayon reproduction of an
old-time daguerreotype. The high lights were
very glistening, the shadows brilliantly and
opaquely black, and the half-tones a sleek and
uniform gray. But the subject had been too
fine for even the crude treatment entirelv to
distort.

The portrait represented the head and shoulders
of a hale old man on the sunny slope of seventy
—broad - chested, erect, with a
clean-cut, clean-shaven chin; firm,
kindly mouth; fine brow, and brood-
ing, serious eyes below a mane of
snow-white hair. The spotless white
waistcoat and flowing black-silk tie
sccmed part of the whole person-
alitv of taste and graciousness—a
personality to which the cheap gilt
frame of the portrait was an insult.

If you had happened to stroll
past Messrs. Morrison & Levy’s em-
porium of second-hand furniture
quite early of a morning—say while
the army of department-store
clerks was marching down-town-—
you would have seen the portrait’s
daily visitor—a shy slip of a girl,
somber-eyed and poorly garbed, who
lingered to gaze earnestly and wist-
fullv at the gentle old face in the
window.

The first time she had come had
bezn six weeks before—one late-
summer evening after a day when
work had been more than ordinarily
depressing and life had appeared less
than ordinarily possible ; though the
girl, not being given to habits of in-
trospection, did not herself think of
it in precisely those terms.

It had been one of those days,
such as come to the best of us, when
the tide of contrary circumstance
seems to set with unusual deter-
mination our way. In the first
place the girl had been late that
morning—five criminal minutes—
and the uncompromising record of
the time-desk entailed a sacrifice to
the Powers-That-Be of a quarter

of  her day's pay—a tidy sum
withal, when one is dependent on six
dollars a week for board and lodging
and raiment and literature and
car-fares and dissipations.

Customers, too, had seemed un-
usually exacting.  Perhaps that
was because she was worried.
Problems of domestic economy
harassed her mind in an under-
current of anxiety. For, economize
as one may, one can not bring the
pricc of a chop much under five
cents, or a can of tomatoes under
nine, or bread under four. And
the five minutes late meant going
without at least the chop for two
days. Of course one might man-
age on the tomatoes and bread,
but even the least hearty of us
will admit that there is, after all,
a certain sustaining quality in
meat when one has stood steadily
from eight until six.

“Yes'm,"” said the girl with a
start, coming out of a troubled
consideration of these points, ** your
change is ready: ninety-eight cents, and two
is one dollar—three—four—five. Thank you.
1'm sorry you were kept waiting”'—with a
smile.

It was the girl’s smile that made her always
the busiest saleswoman at the button counter,
where customers, returning a second time,
seemed to think it worth their while to wait a
few minutes in order to have her serve them.

“Tbe bead-of-alock lllpped a fal envelope into the floor- walhr s hmd:"
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* ‘Say.; -uid he, grinning affably, ‘stuck on th' ol” man, eh?"™

- second-hand furniture shop.

That particular September night when the
girl first caught sight of the picture, she stood
a very long time before the window of the
Something in
the compelling sweetness of the eyes, in the
kind, strong mouth and sensitive chin, marvel-
ously attracted her and insensibly comforted
her flagging spirit.

“He looks,” she whispered to herself, *like
somebody’s father. Oh, | wish"t
he was mine!—1 wish’t he was
mine!”

Something rose up stormily and
choked her—a passionate protest
against the narrowness and uglinzss
of her own existence. Sh: had
never had anything that other girls
have—not even a father.  Since
the second marriage of the dress-
maker, who had generously removed
the girl from the depressing monot-
onies of a foundling asylum to fill a
larger sphere of errand-running, the
girl had not even possessed a friend.
For the dressmaker had been a
kindly soul, though. she had as
blithely freed herself from adopted
responsibilities, with the acquisition
of a profitable *'second,” as she
had cast aside the rusty weeds that
had mourned a long-lamented
“first.”

In her loneliness the girl had often
envied mutely and longingly those
other girls who whispered and gig-
gled among themselves—the stronger
spirits who were faring forth this
moment on the five-cent trolley lines
“down t’ th’ Island.”

No one had ever invited the girl
to go “down t' th' Island ""—poor
little white-faced, unpompadoured,
shabbily dressed drudge that she
was. But then, how can one wear
lingerie (the girl called it ** ling-ery )
blouses and patent-leather pumps
and automobile veils and turquoise
beads on six dollars a week and
provide the chops and canned to-
mat of one’s do stlc economy ?
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But somehow, as the girl stood there
on the dusty pavement, drooping with
weariness and discouragement, the pic-
ture of the hale old man rested her
and made even the heretofore coveted
pleasures of “th' Island™ less achingly
alluring.

The next evening and the next
the picture was still in the window,
and each time the girl
stopped and gazed long
at it and wished it were
her father. And each
time she seemed to go
away feeling a little
happier.

Then came Sunday,
when she did not have
to go down-town to
work. On Sundays—when she
was not too tired—she walked
to church the other way, far up
near the park, through the wide,
beautiful streets where there was
room for bits of green grass be-
tween the houses and the pave-
ment, and where carriages and
motor-cars rolled noiselessly over
the asphalt.

To be sure, there were churches
in the district where the girl's
lodging-house hung tentatively
on the edge of tha business com-
munity—active, strong, worka-
day churches where she might
have made one of a circle of

N

“ A lile happier and a liitle hungrier *

gone to a trysting-place and had waited
in vain for a friend. And she felt doubly
lonely all through the evening.

Next morning she approached the fur-
niture store with appre-
hensive eyes and a heart
all ready to sink. The
lily and forget-me-not
decorated  washstand
and the magenta-red
parlor suite were absent
from their accustomed
+places on the pavement
—she saw that while
yet two blocks away.

But the picture was
there! The girl was
positive it smiled back
at her reassuringly. If
vou have ever consulted
daily the photograph of any
one whom you loved very
much and whose pictured eyes
met your own frankly, instead
of staring in a silly, photo-
graphic fashion sideways, you
know very well that itis a fact
that pictures do smile, or look
grave and stern, at different
times.

After that the girl rose
regularly at six instead of a
quarter past, in order to have
time to pause on her way
down-town to bid good morn-
ing to the picture of some-

working-girls like herself.

But for some reason, which she could not
herself have explained, the girl preferred to
creep away alone and sit far back under the
gallery of the church near the park. She liked
the shadows under the vaulted roof and down
the echoing aisles, and the shafts of sunlight
piercing in gorgeous splashes of color through
the stained-glass windows. She liked the flowers
and the music and the delicate faces of the
women in their rustling garments. And some-
thing in the minister’s voice, clear and deep and
sweet across the quivering stillness, helped to
make life less difficult, though the girl quite
often could not understand at all what he was
saying.

This September Sunday, however, as she
trudged back to thz lodging-house, it came to
her’ strangely that there was something for her
in the face of Her Picture, as she had come to
call it, that even the minister’s voice had never
given. With the thought came a sudden alarm
lest, with the customary week-end readjustment
of stock, the furniture dealers might have given
som:z other work of art the place of the portrait
in the window.

The girl worried so about the possibility that
she could not enjoy her Sunday dinner, which
extravagantly included, in addition to the «chop
and canned tomatoss, a “chalk-lit exclare.”
‘But then are we not all prone to these little extra
gastronomic indulgences of a Sunday ?

The girl had a feeling that the day would lack
completeness unless shz could say her usual
goodgnight to the picture. She knew it was
foolish, for she was tired after her four-mile walk
to the park church and back—and one must
consider shogs, too, for which too much walking
is weakening. But while she was thinking how
foolish it would be, she was absent-mindedly
pinning on her hat and looking for her door-key.
It is the illogical way of women,

When she reached the second-hand furniture
store she found that the curtains had been
decently drawn over the dirty windows—a very
unusual Sunday observance on the part of a
second-hand furniture store, which does not dis-
dain, generally the advertising possibilities of
an artless Sunday display of its treasures,

So the girl trudged home and there was a
lonely feeling at her heart—as though she had

body’s father whom she liked
to pretend was hers,

One night on her way home the junior partner
of Morrison & Levy caught her looking at the
picture,

“Say,” said he, grinning affably,
th’ o’ man, eh?”

Habit came necar making him add
facetiously, “ Vhy nod chuce somepody
younger und hantsomer ?”" but on sec-

“stuck on

ond thought she was really not pretty e
enough, with her big, hollow I
eyes and sharp cheeks, to be -
worth the effort at gallantry. A, A
The girl drew back nerv- :
ously. She resented his mock- e
. 5 4N
ing tone and was fearful lest oy
his disapproval of her tres- NS

passing might
lead him 1o
take the picture
from the win-
dow. Sheturned
hastily to walk
away.

“Say,”called
Mr. Levy, with
business - like
promptitude,

“want the pig-
cher? Sell it
cheab—t' you.”

The girl
stopped, arrested to
startled attention. She
had not thought of
buying the picture. A
breathless vista of pos-
sibilities opened sud:
denly before her.

“How niich?" she
faltered, coming back,

“ A pair of brown eyes snapped ”
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no matter what price he chose to name, she
would be likely to go home and consider what
she could do without in order to pay it. But
for all his cupidity Mr. Levy had a heart.
Besides, though this is immaterial, there had not
bzen any remarkable demand for works of art in
the six weels that the portrait had graced his
window. So, after due deliberation, he said
magnanimously, while the girl’s eyes were fixed
anxiously on his face:

“Two dollar—t* you, m’ dear

The girl sighed with relief. Two dollars—
why, it was only the price of a week’s provi-
sions! By economizing a little more closely,
leaving off the tomatoes, perhaps, and just for a
week eating bread without butter (which, as
every one admits, is only a luxury), and by doing
another month without a winter jacket, she
might easily manage it. As for the jacket, in
November the weather seldom gets down to
freezing-point—and if water does not freeze, of
course blood is not likely to, either.

She drew closer to Mr. Levy.

“ Do you think,"” she ventured fearfully, “ that
you could—could keep the picture till next
Saturday evening—if | promised to come then
and pay for it?”

Mr. Levy considered.

“There's a goot many calls fer them fine gray-
ons,” he hesitated—"* fer drawin’-rims in flats "’ ;
but he guessed, judicially, that he could man-
age to hold the portrait at least until Saturday.

, The girl gave him a smile that made him won-
der why he had thought her thin little face un-
interesting.

“And,” she added, gaining a fine boldness as
she began to realize the responsibility of poten-
tial ownership, *“ [ would be very much obliged
if you would just leave the picture here in the
window till then.”

And every morning and evening until Satur-
day she stopped and looked at her picture, her-
self appearing each time a
little happier and a little
hungriLr than she had on the
previous day.  °

Suppose one had a father
to bid good-by to each morn-
; ing—an invalid father, say,
i : who was always

% sure to be there
when one set forth
and when one
wearily returned
atevening; a kind-

=2 D b ly, sympathetic

=B father to whom
A one could confide
all one’s little daily
worries and per-
plexities—would
one not naturally
try to keep one's
face smiling and
hopeful and cheer-
fulon his account ?

Suppose one's
father, further-
more, were a con-
spicuous example
of Chesterfieldian
elegance, in snow-
white waistcoat
and flowing black
tie and with beau-
tifully parted,
waving white hair
—one would pre-

.

unaware how expres-
sive were hereves,  Of
course it was to be expocted that such a remark-
able piece of art, accompanied by a gilt frame
of such beauty, would cost a very great deal of
s, as even a head-of-
stock could earn in a month at the button counter.

Now, Mr. Levy saw immediately that the girl
wanted the picture very much—so much that,

sumably feel a cer-
tain obligation
about having the room in which he stayed as spot-
less and as attractive as might be; say, with col-
ored tissue-paper window shades instead of news-
paper ones, and clean bureau-covers and towels,
and the part of the rug that had the hole in it
turned undar the couch —and, wherl one could, a

flower bloomin h g
B ‘Q"j'(’_?g

IgIliZed™



616

That was exactly how the girl' felt.

There was an obligation, too, about one’s
attire. With those steady, exacting eyes
always following one, it made more differ-
ence whether one's belt and skirt met
evenly, and whether one’s Collar were
quite spotless, even if one had to wash the
only collar one owned each night of one’s
life and dry it on the looking-glass.

And if, of an evening, instead of a cheer-
less room and hours of loneliness, there
was a gracious father with ready, sympa-
thetic ear for the recital of injustices and
unfairnesses on the part of the Powers-
That-Be, and with genial companionship
while one ate one’s chops and canned
tomatoes—would n’t it be worth while
doing one’s hair over and twisting in a bit
of red ribbon? "

In fact, would n't life be altogether a
richer, larger, happier thing? So the girl
found it.

In the evenings she read to him—not
the romances that she had been wont to
choose for her own relaxation—glimpses
of the world whose- outside she viewed at
the park church—but books of history and
poetry and travel, which 'the young lady
at the circulating library had recommended
as sure to prove entertaining to an invalid
father. '

And insensibly, as the wecks wore on,
the girl herself grew finer because of the
finer things that the picture had brought
into her life.

Even the floor-walker noticed the differ-
ence in her. He had frequently observed
the girl with approval because she was the
only one on his aisle whose eyes were not
always alertly ready to meet his before he
reached the counter.

For he was a very young and very good- *
looking floor-walker. Customers had often
remarked it. Some of the younger ones
had been heard to say that he was “a
regular Gibson man.”

But a floor-walker, if he respects his
business, and properly reveres the Powers-That-
Be, has othzr things to think of than catchingeyes
behind counters, even if the constant avoidance
gives him a preternatural dignity almost alarm-
ing to timid customers who venture to approach
him for information.

This particular floor-walker had, in fact, a
matter in mind far more engrossing and serious.
This was the acquiring of an education. He did
the studying nights and paid his board bills by
being a floor-walker.

““She flung her hands :

over it."”

- N

It was a sort of noblesse oblige with him—this
securing of an education—for his grandfather
had bsen a judge and a scholar. His mother
had told him about it before she finally laid
down the burden of baking and brewing and
ironing for his stepfather’s brood of children.

And she had tried very hard to secure for
him the necessary leisure for an education. But
the delicatessen dealer, who was her second
husband, could not be made to see why a big
boy, who looked fully the essential fourteen
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years which one must claim in order to
labor unmolested by the prying sodety
that seeks to interfere with the pecu-
niary advantages of parents, should feed
at his table, yet contribute nothing to
his purse. So the boy went to work,
beginning with the messenger service in
the same store where at length he rose
to the enviable position of floor-walker,
with the proud privilege of attiring him-
self in a Prince Albert coat and the bricf
authority that is so ponderous a thing

—from behind the counters.

In her poor way the boy’s mother
had tried to stimulate his ambition and
his ideals. Perhaps it was her ardent
desire that he should make himself a gen-
tleman; perhaps it was the inherited
gentleman within him that made the floor-
walker place only a stepping-stone and not
a goal to the boy. It had been during
his father’s harum-scarum college days that
the marriage with his mother had taken
place. She had been so pretty and so shy
and so innocent—and the judge’s son had
been a gentleman, even if he was young
and hot-headed and had made a dreadful
mistake.

The floor-walker’s father, so his mother
had often told him in the talks that they
had had together while his stepfather was dealing
out pickles in the delicatessen shop, had been full
of little gentlemanly notions—like preferring the
bother of neckties that one had to tie and untic
oneself instead of the handy sort that come
ready adjusted; and cuffs that were extrav-
agantly incorporated into one’s shirt-sleeves
instead of economically detachable, to be kept
clean on the mantel. And he had had fastidi-
ous preferences for exclusive towels and table
napkins. And so remarkable are the influences
of heredity that the floor-walker himself con-
fessed to a weakness for these inconsequent
niceties of environment.

“Blood 'll tell,” his mother had frequently
commented proudly, “blcod 'll tell.”

“ Blood'll t’ hell,” her second husband had
discourteously responded. “Th' same way his
father went afore him—th’ lazy spen’-thrift
he was !”

But night-school and the memory of one's
mother’s ambition—and the consciousness of 2
grandfather who was a judge—can together
accomplish a great deal. The boy was wishing
now that his mother had lived to see him step
out of the floor-walker’s Prince Albert—as he
expected to do very shortly—into the position
[Concluded on page 642]

THE UPPER ROOM

And my prayers were heard, for with toill my house
Has grown, though empty, great;
And from my Upper Room | see
Crowds gathered around my gate.
(From my Upper Room with its dreams where [
. Let the loveless years go passing by.)

N MY house of life is an Upper Room,
A small and garnished place;
And there | dreamed in the mist-gray gloom,
And | looked my soul in the face.
(O Upper Room with your dreams where |
Let my friends, unwept, go passing by!)

Once Love tried the door, and a child's voice came-
I heard it through my prayers—

But the door was barred when they called my name,
And the steps went down the stairs.

(And yeslerday at the door I found

A toy and a rose trampled on the ground.)

By Mary Roberts Rinehari

| have fought my fight.
I have run; | have won the race!
But 1 sit and | dare not lift my eyes
To look my soul in the face; .
(For yesterday at the door I found
A toy and a rose trampled on the ground.)

A

o
o' N
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Hark, they bring the prize—
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A Brooklyn Rapid Transit Express. Off to Coney Island!

What the Traction Magnate from Peoria’
Metropolis

Discovered in the Great

Related by WALTER WEYL
Illustrated by George E. Graves

Mrs. Duncan Gray,

Hotel Apollo, Atlantic City.
“Delay your return Peoria. Am going New
York for one month. Study traction system
for Peoria Air Line. Meet you Atlantic City

transit in New York is in three dimensions: up
and down, side to side and—occasionally—for-
ward. Every time the broad side of the wheel
scrapes along the rail, there is a repercussion like
a— An obese lady has just sat down on my

early next month. Dunk. lap —unintentionally. | have apolo-
‘ e gized. They really ought to have
Moxnpay. o e S the roofs of these flat-wheel cars

DEAREST ALICIA: | cushioned.

Your letter irritated me. Is a {
traction man, twenty years in service, W .
likely to get run over by cars? Am |
I a farmer? Your New York ladies
may put on airs in Atlan-
tic City, but we know
something in Peoria, too.

Got the Twentieth
Century Limited. Great!
Never imagined such

luxury. There’s Amer-
ican efficiency for you!

Well, 1 thought the
one-horse car was amyth,
but here it is as large as
life; jangling bells, old '
spavined horses, trotting
to their graves, little
cars discarded by Hen-
drik Hudson. Don’t see
how they manage it.

* An obese lady has just sat

WEDNESDAY.
And they say New
Yorkers are quick! The
conductor yells, * Step
lively!”  You do “step
lively,” fearing to waste
a hundred-thousandth
part of a valuable New
. York second, and then—

down breaks the car.
Have discovered one
good thing about rapid
transit here; it is cheap.
They boast about how
far you can ride for a
nickel; I should like to
tell them how often |
rode to-day without a
nickel. One conductor

down on my lap " evidently saw that | was

‘*"::a.

New Yorkers must be casy.

So far this system does not secin
so wonderful, but old Butler, who is a New York
man, you remember, said we Peorians were be-
hind the times, and | should get some up-to-
date, modern ideas.

P.S. Have been riding all day—cross-town
cars, up-town cars, down-town cars, pay-as-you-
enter cars, antediluvian, Lilipution horse-cars.
[ 've stood up, hung to
straps in the aisle, rid-
den on the platform,
on the buffer, on the
roof—that’s where
they carry New York-
ers at five cents per!
The only decent car
line I have seen yet is
the Staten Island ferry.
No more to-day.

Yours devotedly,

Dunk.

ll

TuEsDAY.

Gee! Excuse this
pencil. Am looping the
loop on one of the fa-
mous flat-wheel cars.
-Great churning process!
1 feel like a quart of
milk just before it be-
came chepse.  Rapid

Cul it out,’ said the old
gentleman ™’

beating the companv for,
as he passed, he shook
my hand warmly, just to let me know
we were in the same business. Met a
conductor who leaves to Providence the
disposition of the fares he collects. His
svstem is, “ Ring up the nickels, but let the
pennies take care of themselves.” One of
the richest men in New York was a strect-
car conductor until the register came in.

Some day | shall write a sonnet on New
York transfers. | got on a car to-day and
said, " Transfer.” | said it because everv one
else said it. | thought it was a game—as it is.

Well, some got transfers and some didn't. |
did n’t. When | insisted, the con-
ductor became angry and called me
a “‘cheap guy' and a " ringer.”
For an hour | argued with that
man, and finally [ got a little
strip of red paper, with forty agate
lines of First Aid to Passengers
upon one side, and upon the other
an advertisement of the Big Store
announcing cuts in crutches and
bandages.

Those transfers don’t take you
anywhere. It’s all a joke on the
transferee. "“No good on this line,
vouchsafed the first conductor 1
tried iton. " You’se got to walk
back to Fort Avenco.” | walked

. nextcar.

*See this hand1 ™

Dead Man's Curve ”

The fearful pace at

back to Fourth Avenue. “Too late,” decided
the conductor on that line; * this is a transfer,
not a calendar.” | protested that | had re-
ceived it only that minute. But the .conductor
was as unyielding as
Fate. Spitting a gentle
stream of tobacco juice
upon my patent leather

shoes, he concluded
laconically, **Pay or
get off.”

| got off. On the next
car | had no trouble.
I did not present my
transfer; 1 dodged.
THURSDAY.
| have gone up against
the *“car-ahead " prop-
osition. George! That's
the institution! Every
now and again and again and again a car strikes,
or gets tired, and they decide to lead it gently
back to the barn. Then they trot you out into
the street to the tune of “car ahead,” and you
waddle along through the mud and slush into the
The car,ahead invariably breaks down,
and then the two are locked together and you
are ordered back again, and back
you 've got to go. Onewould n't
mind getting out of an acciden-
@ tal seat into an over-filled car,
{ if there were any sense, rhyme,
or reason to it. But—

Ours not to reason why,

Ours not to make reply,

Ours but to do-—
I forget the rest.
about 600.

**The horse’s nme is Samuel

Something

LATER.
Have been fraternizing with
a gentlemanly old New Yorker
whom | met on the horse-cars.

“What do you think of this transportation? "
| queried, speaking very gently so as not to
hurt his feelings.




“ Rotten.”

“What are you going todo about it 7 | asked.
* Nothing." '

“ At Peoria,” | suggested, delicately, “ we
" have a fine, up-to-date system.”

“Cut it out!” said the old gentleman. * Where
in the somewhere or other is Peoria?”

That is, | think, a fair sample of New York
ignorance and insularity. No wonder they are
satisfied with their medieval street-cars. Where's
Peoria! !'! Catch a Peorian not knowing where
New York is. | assure you, Alicia, | have not
met a single person here who is at all informed
on the Peoria traction system.

They have some new notions here. There's the
pension fund. Any employee who has served for
seventy-five years without missing a day or receiv-
ing bad marks, or any employee,
ninety-five years or over, who
has served continuously for sixty
years, and is good to his mother,
is entitled, in case there is suffi-
cient money in the treasury of
the company, to a pension of
three dollars a month,

The man who is drawing this
pension, has been driving the
same old horse since Lafayette’s
visit here in 1826. 1 am told 5
that the horse’s name is Samuel. =7

Fripay.

Good old Doré could have got points on
his Inferno if he’d seen the' Bridge crush. |
used to think that sardines were * packed,” but
I assure you, Alicia, on these cars it takes a
miracle to get in and a surgical operation to
get out,

At six this evening | watched the Broadway
funeral cortége in its mournful procession. These
cars are very sociable. Not a quarter of a car
in a quarter of an hour; and then, of a sudden,
a jovial, rollicking bunch of forty inebriated
vehicles come rolling up together, invariably,
however, in the wrong direction.

e \'l-’hy that s Bi”y.
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*| pictured the tracks strewn with dying men ™

Along the street come two great parallel lines
of pedestrians, homeward bound. They are
the men, women, and girls who have toiled all
day, and who now look forward to the peaceful
joys of their own firesides. They have far to
go. Onward, steadily onward they march. Tired,
fagged, spent with exacting toil, they would like
to ride. Alas! They haven’t the time.

SATURDAY.

See this hand! 1 have been snap-shotting
some of the ancient street-car ruins, and as this
conductor got my nickel, [ got him. Do you
see the black creases like a relief map of the
Mississippi Delta?

** Special precautions were taken to insure his safety

That black hand is typical of the whole New
York system: dirty, slovenly, inefficient. It is
not only the conductor's hand that is dirty,
but his face, his collar, and his shabby suit.

I don't blame the poor fellows. They 're
good boys, but they 're overworked and under-
paid. And they’re tired. They see how the
cars are run.

SUNDAY.

The more | think of these New York cars,

That little germ was on this line before | was' ™

SUCCESS MAGAZINE

£E Gravey-

the less [ think of them. They are developing
a race of strap-hangers, pendant mortals, who
cling to a strap as to salvation. The cars to
Brooklvn are the worst, probably because a man
who will live in Brooklyn will stand for anything.

You would n’t believe that people actually
get run over by these slow cars, but they du
They’re getting killed all the time. [ dojt
understand it. Of course, if a blind man wifre
walking alopg the track in the opposite direc-
tion, or an inebriated gentleman was taking his
afternoon nap on the rail, and the motorman,
seeing his chance—

Monpay.

Fourteenth Street and Broadway is called

“Dead Man’s Curve.” | expected to see 2
shambles. | pictured the tracks strewn with
d:ad and dying men, crushed by the furious, on-
rushing cars as the Roman soldiers were tram
down by the Carthaginian elephants. Instead |
found a block, ““most of which 1 saw, and a
part of which | was.”

“ Does this happen often?’" | asked a weary-
looking man, who rode in the cars because he
was lame. '

“It always happens,” he replied sadly.

I could think of nothing more to say along
that line.

“Why is this called ‘ Dead Man's Curve'?”
I queried. ‘“What do they die of 2"

“Hope deferred.” Then he added in a low,
very low whisper, “Sometimes they die of
old age.”

Blocking the cars here is a tradition. They
come to a stop one minute after you have paid
your fare, and the passengers look at each other
anxiously, consult watches, glare at the growing
line, and get off and walk. When all the cars are
emptied, the block comes to an end, and the
people get on and pay their fares a second time.
This block at Fourteenth Street is like the
chaser in the variety show.

I sat out the block this afternoon. 1 knew
it was against all precedent, but | wanted my
nickel’s worth. The conductor and motorman
came in and argued, asking me whether |
thought it was a “continuous performanse.”
Ten minutes passed, twenty minutes., Then,at
the end of half an hour, just when the wn-
ductor, motorman, and | had composed 6ur-

[Cvlwded on page 658]
. Digitized by 10081@
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WE DO WHAT WE HAVE TO

BY ORISON SWETT MARDEN

g Hewry lrving played Becket on the very night of his

death. His physicians said that he was undoubtedly dying
throughout the entire performance. So buoved up and stim-
ulated 'was he by his great zeal for his work and the bracing
influence of his audience that he actually held death at bay.

It is a common experience for actors who are ill to be
cured for atime and to be entirely forgetful of their aches and
pains under the stimulus of ambition and the brain-quickening
influence of their audiences.

Edward H. Sothern says that he feels a great increase of
brain activity when he is on the stage, and this is accompanied
by a corresponding physical exhilaration. “The very air |
breathe,” says Mr. Sothern, “seems more stimulating. Fatigue
leaves me at the stage door; and 1 have often given perform-
ances without any suffering when | should otherwise have been
under a doctor’s care.” Noted orators, great preachers, and
famous singers have had similar experiences.

That " imperious must ” which compels the actor to do his
level best, whether he feels like it or not, is a force which no
ordinary pain or physical disability can silence or overcome.
Somehow, even when we feel that it is impossible for us to
make the necessary effort, when the
crisis comes, when the emergency is
upon us, when we feel the prodding -
of this imperative, imperious neces-
sity, there is a latent power within us
which comes to our rescue, which
answers the call, and we do the im-
possible, :

it is an unusual thing for singers
or actors and actresses to be obliged
to give up their parts even for a night,
but when they are off duty, or on their vacations, they are
much more likely to be ill or indisposed. There is a common
saying among actors and singers that they can not afford to
be sick.

“We don’t get sick,” said an actor, *‘ because we can't
afford that luxury. It is a case of ‘must’ with us; and
although there have been times when, had | been at home, or a
private man, | could have taken to my bed with as good a
right to be sick as any one ever had, | have not done so, and
have worn off the attack through sheer necessity. It is no
fiction that will-power is the best of tonics, and theatrical
people understand that they must keep a good stock of it
always on hand.”

I know of an actor who suffered such tortures with in-
flammatory rheumatism that even with the aid of a cane he
could not walk two blocks, from his hotel to the theater; vet
when his cue was called, he not only walked upon the stage
with the utmost ease and grace, but was also entirely oblivious
of the pain which a few moments before had made him wretched.
A stronger motive drove out the lesser, made him utterly un-
conscious of his trouble, and the pain for the time was gone.
it was not merely covered up by some other thought, passion,
or emotion, but it was temporarily annihilated; and as soon as
the play was over, and his part finished, he was crippled again.

General Grant was suffering greatly from rheumatism
at Appomattox, but when a flag of truce informed him that
Lee was ready to surrender, his great joy not only made him
forget his rheumatism but also drove it completely away—at
least for some time.

The shock occasioned by the great San Francisco earth-
quake cured a paralytic who had been crippled for fifteen years.
There were a great many other wonderful cures reported which
were almost instantaneous. Men and women who had been
practically invalids for a long time, and who were scarcely able
to wait upon themselves, when the crisis came and they were
confronted by this terrible situation, worked like Trojans,
carrying their children and household goods long distances to
places of safety. ‘

We do not know what we can bear until we are put to

ULTITUDES of men and women would be

sick in bed if they could afford it; but the
hungry mouths to feed, the children to clothe,
- these and all the other obligations of life so press
upon them that they can not stop working; they
must keep going whether they feel like it or not.

SO S IE) S URIEN I C IS GO I

the test. Manv a delicate mother, who thought that she could
not survive the death of her children, has lived to bury her hus-
band and the last one of a .large family, and in addition
to all this has seen her home and last dollar swept away; yet
she has had the courage to bear it all and to go on as before.
When the need comes, there is a power deep within us that
answers the call

Timid girls who have always shuddered at the mere thought
of death have in some fatal accident entered into the shadow of
the valley without a tremor or murmur. We can face any kind
of imeviiable danger with wonderful fortitude. Frail, delicate
women will go on an operating-table with marvelous courage,
even when they know that the operation is likely to be fatal
But the same women might go all to pieces over the terror of
some impending danger, because of the very uncerfamnty of what
might be in store for them., Uncertainty gives fear a chance
to get in its deadly work on the imagination and make
cowards of us.

A person who shrinks from the prick of a pin, and who,
under ordinary circumstances, can not endure without an an-
esthetic the extraction of a tooth or the cutting of flesh, even
in a trivial operation, can, when man-
gled in an accident, far from civiliza-
tion, stand the amputation of a limb
without as much fear and terror as
he might suffer at home from the
lancing of a felon.

I have seen a dozen strong men
go to their death in a fire without show-
ing the slightest sign of fear. There
is something within every onc of us
that braces us up in a catastrophe
and makes us equal to any emergency. This something is the
God in us. These brave firemen did not shrinkeven whan
they saw every means of escape cut off. The last rope thrown to
them had consumed away; the last ladder had crumbled to ashes,
and they were still in a burning tower one hundred feet above a
blazing roof. Yet they showed no sign of fear or cowardice
when the tower sank into the seething caldron of flame.

When in Deadwood, in the Black Hills of South Dakota,
I was told that in the early days there, before telephone,
railroad, or telegraph communication had been established, the
people were obliged to send a hundred miles for a physician.
For this reason the services of a doctor were bevond the
reach of persons of moderate means. The result was that people
learned to depend upon themselves to such an extent that it
was only on extremely rare occasions, usually in case of severe
accident or some great emergency, that a physician was sent for.
Some of the largest {amilies of children in the place had been
reared without a physician ever coming into the house. When
I asked some of these people if they were ever sick they replied,
“No, we are never sick, simply because we are obliged to keep
well.  We can not afford to have a physician; and even if we

could it would take so long to get him here that the sick one |

might be dead before he arrived.”

One of the most unfortunate things that has come to us
through what we call " higher civilization” is the killing of
faith in our power of disease resistance. In our large cities
people make great preparations for sickness. They expect i,
anticipate it, and congequently have it. It is only a block or
two to.a physician, a drug-store is on every other corner, and
the temptation to send for the physician or to get drugs at the
stightest symptoms of illness tends to make them more and
more dependent on outside helps and less able to control
their physical discords.

During the frontier days there were’ little villages and
hamlets which physicians rarely entered, and here the people
were strong and healthy and independent. They developed
great powers of disease resistance.

There is no doubt that the doctor habit in many families

[Conciuded on page b4z}
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The Jelly of,

By JEANNETTE MARKS

7
ADAM DorpaT g i‘ ;
looked at her
long, thin son: she
adored this boy
who was too old
to be young and
too merry to be
really old. And
when John smiled /]
at her she loved
the wrinkles that
circled about his
eves and traveled
from the corners
of his mouth up-
ward toward his
ears, making the
face both tender
and whimsical.

“You grow like your father.”

“Go on, mother,” he replied, with a wave of
one loose-jointed hand; “Rose and the children
will be in soon.”

Madam Dorpat seated -herself on the sofa.
As she settled, from all sides of her, feather-like
things, capes, fichus, ribbons, overskirts fluttered
out, and fell into place again. She balanced
her cane against the head of the sofa, took out
her spectacles, put them on upside down on ‘the
very tip of her minute, captious-looking nose,
and drew forth a letter from her reticule.

“1 will say, Johnny, your Aunt Celestia is a
puzzle to me since her husband’s death. She
talks about her gardens and luxuries and pan-
tries and storerooms and about my ‘struggling
along’ to help you bring up the children.”

John patted his pocket and watched his
mother folding up the letter.

“Jelly, Madam Dorpat?" he asked
gently.

Without raising her eyes Madam Dor-

- pat nodded assent.

““Oh, what a dream for an old lady
who has so many children she doesn’t
know what to do!”

“Celestia 's always had everything.”

The spectacles came off slowly and went
tremulously into the reticule.

Madam Dorpat had longed her life long to
put up jellies, but just about the time she was
ready to jell another child came, and her sed-
sonable jelly plans were knocked into a cocked
hat. Lively little lady that she was, the jelly
glasses outdid in alluring sparkle anything in all
the world of which she had ever thought. She
dreamed of rows upon rows of jelly, immeasur-
able alleys of jelly, in color putting the spectrum
to flight: umber, yellow, amber, orange, deep
red, crimson, light red, rose color, pink, purple,
strawberry, cerise. And there must be jellies,
preserves, jams. She saw them always this
way. Of jellies there must be apple, quince,
currant, grape, barberry, low-blackberry, swamp-
huckleberry, and crab-apple. Of preserves,
peach, damson and green-gage, quince, pine-
apple, strawberry, raspberry, blackberry, currant,
cherry.  Of jams there must be grape, currant,
raspberry, blackberry, and some marmalades as
a matter of economy. It was an inherited
passion. She had seen her mother jell and jell
again, and had lived through
many deliriums connected with
jelly-making. She could still
hear her mother in the last
hours of her life cautioning the
cook not to let the raspberries
“work.” There was a great
deal of legendary history in
the family, too, about closets
full of confitures owned by re-

* She had a way of tipping liquids
into a big, brown bowl "
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Madam Dorpat

Illustrated by LAURA E.FOSTER

“1 don’t understand your Aunt
Celestia,” she continued. **She writes
more about herself than she ever
used to, but somehow what she says,
Johnny, doesn’t sound genuine.
She moralizes too much—and—and
she used to moralize less and give
more.”’

“ Mother ! ™ .

“Yes, just that. She hasn’t sent
the children even a pair of stockings
in the last six months. Five vears
ago she used to send such handsome

things.”

“Never mind, Madam Dorpat,
look ‘e here! Faint heart ne’er won
fair editor.”

John counted off some bills from
a roll in his hand and extended

mote ancestors. Her people had had the gift also
of culinary improvisation. She herself, when
John’s purse would permit, liked to play a concerto
in cakes, from angel food to fruit-cake. She had a
way of tipping liquids into a big, brown, earthen-
ware cake-bowl, beaded around the edge by from
five to six pink, expectant snub-noses, and then
of pouring in sugar in a fashion that not only
elicited a volley of sniffs from the children,
but was also enough to make the fat hour-
glass on the kitchen shelf burst in ineffectual
rivalry.

Her hobby, full-grown and unindulged, was
like a repressed passion. - Linen closets, tea-cup
collections, paper and string frenzies, button
bags, stamp-collecting, or even the collecting of

REAL life, a life which ennobles and makes
character as well as insures happiness, is not a
breathless scramble, but a serene and patient doing,

resting, and enjoying. -

other people’s remarks, never at any time in
her life had any hold upon her. But ever this
spectrum of jelly, bright as a refracted solar ray,
danced before her cyes and just out of her
reach.

Twice she had been known to get as far in
her plans as the purchase of sugar and fruit.
In both cases she sailed too close to the wind.
And while Madam Dorpat swallowed her disap-
pointment as best she might and nursed her
daughter-in-law, the children—Baldie, the red-
cheeked; Nancy, the pleasant; Sabina, a neo-
phyte of the higher education; Crisp, the red-
haired; Tabby, the big-eved, and a long-legged
son of grief, John the Second—ate up the fruit
and licked up the sugar. Now she had aban-
doned hope; there was no counting upon Rose,
and you could never tell what the children
would do.  After all, the children were Johnny's;
the little old lady clicked her reticule together
with more decision than the tremulous hand
had shown in taking off the spectacles.

them toward his mother.
“Why, Johnny!”

John moved nearer Madam Dorpat. With
one big hand he tapped her knee. ‘“And this
was the story that made these pennies: Once

upon a time, a long, long time ago, lived a little
old lady. This little old lady was the dearest
little old lady in all the world, and her name
was Mother.”

“ Johnny 1

“ Yes, Madam Dorpat, 'tis true and pity ’tis,
'tis true. And her son’s family took her and
they made a sort of family barbecue of her, and
they lived on her and they ate her all up—the
cannibals they were !—without even taking time
to roast her. | mean they tried to eat her all
up, but they did n't succeed, for her son was
a noble man, a very noble fellow, and draw-
ing his pen and stabbing right and left
he rushed from his newspaper office,
shouting, ‘ Run, run—cut, mother—now s
the time!””’

** Johnny, Johnny, what ails you? "
““And there was a handsome daughter-
in-law and sixty children and ten-million
household tasks and the most dreadful
editors, but this noble fellow plunged
n__ "
““Ssh, ssh, Johnny; they 're coming.”
“And this dearest little old lady in all the
world lit out and she never came back, and her
son— "'

“ Johnny, dear, be still; it’s Rose and the
children.”

“ And this was a true story, for you see it’s
coming true, as the fairy stories don't.”

Rose came into the room in the midst of a
cherubic train, her face open, pink, and whole-
some. In the morning Rose had gone to her
work placid and clean; clean and placid she had
just come home to-night. Even the dentist in
whose officc she was an attendant worshiped
her indestructible freshness. While Rose was
meeting people, answering the telephone, send-
ing out bills, keeping the office in order, her
mother-in-law struggled single-handed at home
with eight children. Things happened. Madam
Dofpat no longer attempted to tell Rose just
what these things were; for, shrewd and tender
old lady that she was, she had but little appetite
for placidity. Undoubtedly they were trouble-
some children. Madam Dor-
pat was not certain that Rose
knew of the things which hap-
pen in a world where Original
Sin and Growing Pains gently
propel human nature in the
direction of virtuous contrasts.
And of the ambitions com-
nected with jelly and literature
Madam Dorpat and her son
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had long since ceased 1O Sy anything. Rose
remained at her post agdnst all importunity,
serene in the apparent Sense and justice of
her service. Even when her husband’s salary
was raised she still kept her office work; her
mother knew how to care for the children,
and, obviouslv, Madam Dorpat could not go
out for employment; undeniably they all needed
the monev. So daily Rose went to the office
placid and clean; clean and placid she returned
at night.

““ Come, children, kiss me,” she said, looking
at her husband and mother-in-law, who sat
guiltily silent on the sofa. “Come, children;
granny will put vou to bed.”

“ No," said John, “ you go start the children
for bed yourself. Granny got therh up and she’s
been about with them all day. | ’ve something
I wish to say to mother.” '

Rose’s eyes widened.

““ Are you ill, mother? "

“Oh no, my dear. 1'll be with you in a
minute.”

* * * * * * *

The next morning the Dorpat family came to
consciousness slowly.

“Wow! " yelled Alfred a half-dozen times.
No glistening spectacles and kindly hands res-
cued him from the boredom of bed.

** Say, Crisp, | wonder where granny is?”’
demanded John. “ It must be gettin’ late.”

““ Rose,” said her husband, “* | think mother
must have overslept. When | went in to build
the fire she was n't up yet.”

““ Mother not up?"” questioned Rose, her face
a fresh, deep pink. * She ought to be. She
will never get the children dressed and the
breakfast ready. | must be at the office by
eight to-day.”

John the Younger rushed into the room.

*“Say, pa, granny’s not in her room and she’s
not in the kitchen.”

Nor after careful search was she to be found
anywhere in the house,

Before the day was out all Charlesgate City
knew the news. One neighbor, thrusting her
head out of the window at an early hour of
dawn, had seen Madam Dorpat eloping with
the milkman. She positively had scen this,
for she remembered just the number of milk-
cans and could pa"()ve it.  Another had seen
her going off with that voung Brown Willis,
Mr. Sawyer’s confidential clerk. Mrs. Barnes,
who lived only a block awav, had seen her
driving in a buggy with the sewing-
machine agent, “decked out fit 1o kill.”

A member of Madam Dorpat's own
church announced:

“Things is changin® when
mothers-in-law take toskippin’
off an’ elopin’.  That s all
I 've got to say !”

Nobody contradicted
her.

“Anyway,” con.
tinued her wis-d-vis.
“1'mglad she 's gone;
it’ll give that poor
wife a chance now.
She’s always been so
put down.”

“Well, there’s
something init!” ex-
claimed a masculine
neighbor, looking at
the Centertown Post
covered with big
headlines: ‘‘A
Mother-in-Law—The
Flight of Madam Dor-
pat.”

_He scrutinized the
picture, that of a tall,
slender, middle-aged
woman with a big
flufly mass of Mar-
cel-waved hair and

o

a lorgnette at an angle before her
eyes.

“1 tell you there’s something
in it. She brought up a big family
of her own—twelve, | think. And
now she wants a good time. They
say she ’s a little giddy, has an idea
about something or other. | tell
you this mother-in-law business is
a nuisance from A to Z. They're
always in the way. Still there’s
something in this, something in
this,” continued this just, male ap-
praiser. “To begin bringing up
children when you're scarcely
more than grown-up yourself and
then to keep on everlastingly till
you're old, it don’t give the old
woman time to die. They say the
daughter’s a fine motherly creature,
a different sort from her officious,
giddy, dried up mother-in-law.”

“Aw,” said young John, later in
the day, studying his father’s coun-
tenance, ‘“granny’s too smart to
be settin’ around here takin’ care
of kids.” '

*“Rose went to the office ™
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a stop. Madam Dorpat looked out.
A gray stone building confronted
her; over the large entry a black
sign, *“ Home for Incurables.”

“This is n’t the place,” called
Madam Dorpat, thrusting her head
around as far as she could at the
cabby.

" This is the address you gave
me, ma'am.”’

“Twenty-three Withington
Road?"”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“But | want to see my sister;
my sister is a rich woman—Mrs.
Celestia Arden.”

Cabby shook his head and looked
ugly. An altercation about other
streets followed. Finally Madam
Dorpat stepped out and rang the
bell. Celestia did live there!
Madam Dorpat followed the atten-
dant up-stairs; she had been writing
to this same address for five years,
so her sister must have been here
all that time. She entered a little
cubicle of a room. In a wheel-

And while Charlesgate City was

buzzing over this mystery—a mys-

tery the chief of police seemed to take more calmly
than any one else—a little old lady, quilted with
ribbons and fichus and capes, a broad bonnet tied
with broad ribbons under her chin, her gold-
hzaded cane leaning against the polished sill of the
window, sat comfortably in a parlor-car chair,
smiling and making sympathetic faces at a little
boy. Itwas aglorious day, and at the end of the
route she shook her cane blithely at a cabby and
stepped into a cab. What a good boy her
Johnny was, what a good boy her Johnny had
always been. And Rose was a good girl, too—
th: cab gave Madam Dorpat a jounce heaven-
ward—but if only she could, ever had, or would
sce a joke. How nice to see C:lestia again—
C:lestia used to see a joke!—and then how
doubly nice to settle down to jelly-making.
For an instant twenty, fifty, a hundred rows
of jelly tumblers hopped and
skipped, jelly full, before her
happy eyes. The cab came to

**1 shall never leave you again’”

chair sat a tiny old lady seemingly

many years older than herself, but
still a pretty old lady. Celestia had always been
pretty.

“Well, Celestia Jefferson Arden, [”—then
Madam Dorpat checked herseif and added,
“How d’ ye do, sister?"”

They sat looking at each other.
Celestia spoke—

““Now, Tabby, what in all creation could you
have done with me, with ten other people to
care for and all of you poor as church mice?
When James died everything went. Then I had
a fall, breaking my hip, and there was just
enough money to buy myself an establishment
here!”

Celestia indicated the room grandiosely with
one tiny, beringed hand. There was silence.

“What could you have done?” repeated
Celestia, pleadingly. *|’ve made a very good
best of the best of it here. Everybody is most
kind and attentive.”

The silence continued.  This was the day

Celestia had dreaded for five long years.
“Well, Celestia,” said Madam Dorpat, slowly,
“we'll see”; and then added, her face un-
wrinkled by even the suggestion of a
smile, “1 've come to carn my living by
jelty-making.” ’

Within three weeks Madam
Dorpat’s name had become a
houschold word. The head of
the Woman's Exchange leaned
out from her desk to urge the
little old ladv to make jelly and
more jelly.  Never was jelly with
such luster, such sparkle, such
d:licacy, such firmness, such form,
such sweetness, such tartness,
such taste! Never were there
such varieties. Never such jew-
cled colors!  They could not sup-
ply the demand. It was a phe-
nomenzl success. Ordinarily it
took even their best workers sey-
eral weels 1o get launched on a good custom.
But Madam Dorpat —Madam Dorpat looked
back with an unresponsive, dreary eye. She
was thinking of the children.

In Celestia’s room she unwrapped a glass and
stood it on the window-sill,

“Ginger-apple,”” she remarked, without any
of that sweet complacency which accompanies
gift-giving.

I'he sun shone through the jelly, casting a
red-gold glow on the sill and making certain
bubbles at the bottom of the glass sparkle like
imprisoned sunshipe. ’
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The Woman of Fifty

HE word “ woman” in its repre-
sentative sense is always tacitly
understood to mean ** young woman.”
The majestic female figures used to
typify our ideals, statues of Liberty, of
Justice, of Charity, of Grief—these are
always young women. In the poem,
the proverb, the wide fields of drama
and fiction, our treatment of women
generally refers to the voung ones.

The old woman comes in, to be sure
—she is there, and must b2 mentioned
in any large view of life; but she ap-
pears as duenna, as nurse, as an
embittered and unfortunate crone, and, most
largely, as the mother. The mother is a fre-
‘quent personage in fiction, a respectable second-
ary characterin the drama, an occasional subject
of verse, but she serves always as a background
‘to the young woman, who holds the stage.

Treated poetically or artistically, the mother
is preferred young; she is the mother of babes;
the innumerable pictures of “ mother and child,”
holy or not, give us a baby in arms, and a
parent well under thirty. The period of youth
and beauty, of blossom and fruit, is taken uni-
versally as being the period of woman'’s life, and
what comes after is glossed over as a retrospec-
tive season, spent in satisfying contemplation
of previous achicvements.

What does come after?

Women live as long as men, and a little
longer; they have as many years to fill, and keep
their ** faculties” as well. Between twenty and
twenty-five the woman is married; if she begins
early her family are all pretty well grown and
established by the time she is fifty. What re-
mains to her? Sixty—seventy—eighty she may
live to bz; there are at least twenty years of use-
fulness remaining to a healthy woman.

These are not like the years of young adven-
ture, where so much time is lost in making mis-
takes and gaining costly experience. They are
years of ripe wisdom, strong, rich, well-balanced,
unhampered by the predominant cgotism of
youth, or by the overmastering personal de-
mands of that period; years that should yield
rich and sure returns. In earlier ages, in a
different social structure, no such problem as
we are considering arose. In upper and lower
classes there was well-defined occupation for all
women. Among the nobility and royalty the
queens and countesses kept busy and interested
all their lives, finding much larger occupation than
the domestic; and among the peasantry the old
women worked till they dropped, unquestioning.

In these days, among our millions of fairly
well-to-do people who “ kecp a girl,"”” where the
men are active, intelligent workers, but where
the women merely supervise the labor of serv-
ants, we have a new condition. The ‘“cares of
the family " are practically over when one is
fifty; the cares of housckeeping ought to be
casy by that time, and there are still fourteen
hours wherein one is up and dressed and must
do something. Take out two for meals, or even
three; take out one more for secing the cook
and ordering the food; still there remain ten.
Ten hours is a good working day; enough for
anybody. Take out some more—the evening
two or three — and one for exercise— there are
six left.  One can accomplish a good deal in six
hours a day; and, without accomplishment, six
hours is a good deal of time to sit through.

By CHARLOTTE PERKINS GILMAN

HEN the duties of the mother are done and the children have gone

out and found their places in the busy world, when the housekeeper's

duties have become simple or perfunctory, what is a woman to do? Because
|'1=t life has been a buly and a useful one, must she therefore waste the twenty
years or more of life and strength that remain to her? Mrs. Gilman believes
that a woman should have an active, independent place in the world's affairs.
Because of her original, interesting ideas upon these questions, we have asked
_ her to discuss with us the problems of the woman of fifty.

Our modern women have developed so much
ability they do not make good idlers. If their
capacity lies in domestic lines, it has reached its
height in training and experience at the period
of middle life, and is then confronted with less
and less to do. The man of ability develops it
in his work, rises in position and in salary,
counts progress in achievement and in increased
income. He grows and keeps on growing. The
woman has her hardest work and severest re-
sponsibility when.she is least fit for it; having
to struggle with the problems of housekeeping
while her physical strength is drawn upon by
motherhood, and her mind distracted with all
the unsolved problems of child culture. Then
when she has acquired comparative efficiency in
these arts, she is reduced to a family of two to
look after, and no children at all.

There is a vague idea that being a grand-
mother is now sufficient occupation. For the
poor, ves; for the well-to-do, no. Few are the
daughters that are willing to forego their privi-
lege of personal experiment; many, that react
definitely against their mothers’ methods; per-
haps because they are dissatisfied with the result
upon themselves. This vague, shadowy time of
the maler emeritus—the ex-mother—is too easily
dismissed with the assumption that being a
grandmother is a profession in itself. Besides,
in our first classification of the woman as a
mother, and the second as a grandmother,we quite
overlook the fact that she is all the time some-
thing else —** a simple, separate person "'—herself.

The personality of the woman we have ignored.
It made some rebellious protests in her child-
hood, perhaps, but was overborne by the relent-
less tide of what was proper and requisite for
little girls. It frolicked forth here and there in
girlhood, within safe and narrow limits, but was
soon submerged in the great common experience
of love, marriage, and maternity. If it spoke
at all during the next twenty or thirty years,
it spoke to deaf ears. There is no room for
personality when your trade is the same trade
as that of every other woman; your major field
of hope and fear, joy and pain, practically iden-
tical with hers.

You may have had any one of a dozen talents
in other lines, but neither vou nor the world is
the better for it. You may have preferred other
occupations, you may have particularly disliked
this one, but neither capacity, preference, nor
distaste made any difference. A wife and
mother, you must also be a nurse and house-
keeper—for better or worse. One wonders,
sometimes, noting the wide difference in house-
keeping and in child-culture, whether that
“ better or worse " clause was not put in on
account of them.
more comfortable; if it is “ worse

i

the family

If it is *“better” the familvis

is more uncomfortable; but, which-
ever it is, the woman must spend all
her young years at it, and personality
slumbers.

Is there any left when one is fifty ?
Is not the remainder a mere shell—a
husk or a remnant of what was once
a woman, all her womanhood accom-
plished ?

That’s what we have always
thought. We have peacefully taken
it for granted that she who had so pa-
tiently obliterated herself in the inter-
ests of her family should stay obliter-
ated on general principles for all the rest of her
life. Is not this “ mother ™ that once we looked
up to with awe, and now we look down on with
grateful affection? Is it not indeed “only
mother,” and, in tender retrospect,” my mother”
—but quite inconceivable as anything else ?

No man wants to see his mother, already
gracefully shelved for the remainder of her days,
suddenly burst forth in some new capacity and
be somebody. No woman, married and busy
with new babies, wants to see her mother be-
coming prominent and conspicuous inany way. It
seems toreflect somehowon our most sacred ideals.

Here is this beautiful picture again—** Mother
and Child.” Here is the child, quite grown up
and gone about its business; but the mother
must remain fn slalu quo—and spend that
solid twenty years of elderly life in the pleasing
consciousness of what she has been. Son and
daughter are quite willing to take care of her
but not at all willing that she should take care
of herself. It discredits them. Meanwhile the
facts are there.

If the woman is normal and healthy, she
is none the worse for having outgrown the
motheér period. That is done with (for bet-
ter or worse), and now she is free to do some-
thing else. Her health should now be on a solid
foundation, free from the variations of earlier
years. She is not so taken up with being a
woman now, and can realize at last her individ-
ual character as a human creature. It is never
too late to mend; and in this tatter of person-
ality there is no age. ;

The cycle of progress that grows green and .
strong, buds, blossoms, fruits, and withers, is
the cycle of sex. Personality is another thing
altogether. It is part of human life, and for-
ever young. Once untangled from the clinging
bands of domestic habit, taken out and stood
upon her feet, taught something new—to swim,
for instance; to paint; to take up any trade or
business; the woman of fifty finds, to her intense
surprise, a fountain of youth bubbling up within
her. She can enjoy the green earth as much
as she ever did—more, if her soul has grown.
Travel, if she can afford it; study, if she has
the time and likes it; new and intensely inter-
esting kinds of work always—life, in the largest
sense, is open to her now.

In times past, in the harem atmosphere, when
a woman was valued only as a potential mother,
she lost that value with advancing years; but in
these days, when women are realizing that they
are something else besides—that they are real
folks, human creatures, citizens as well as
women—age has no terrors.

Suppose your woman of fifty lives in the
country. The last daughter is married; the last
son has gone to the city. The old folks are

RITE it in

A day 1s

your_heart that every day is the best day in the year.
a more magnificent cloth than any muslin; the mechanism
that makes it is infinitely cunninger, and you shall not conceal the sleazy,

fl'ﬂllfjl.llf.‘ﬂl. rotten hours you have :Jimw(l nto it.—FE merson.
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fairly well off—they keep a maid, there is a tele-
phone, a daily mail, a trolley-car close by.
“Father” is contented. He adds field to field,
puts something in the bank, studies improved
agriculture, stands high in the Grange, goes
into politics a little, perhaps.

What can " mother” do?

Let her take an account of stock. Let her
set down age, health, habits, capacity, tastes,
what she would most like to do if she could.
She may have to “loaf” for awhile, and 10
“invite her soul” assiduously before it will
come out—souls get very much discouraged by
a long course of neglect. But after a while
there will emerge and stand up a little feeble
thing, alive but rather shaky, and say, “Is it
true? May | really come out and five 7" Con-
sult it carefully. What does it want, this real
you, so long ignored?

Do you want money of your own to spend as
you like? Consider the ways of earning ir—
there are many—bees, asparagus, Angora goats,
tomatoes——a thousand possibilities. Have you

special skill in cooking? Develop it further;
make some kind of perfect food and find a mar-
ket for it. Do you prefer sewing? Use your
power, do beautiful work; make your name upon
a garment a proof of merit and a source of
profit for the rest of your days.

Do you object to “working for money,” or
does your husband? If it is your own objec-
tion, if you really prefer not to be paid for your
labor, then find means of working for people
who need help. If it is an objection based only
on masculine pride, suggest that you have done
your duty as he saw it for thirty years, and
might have an opportunity now to do what
you prefer. If you really are competent as a
mother, and enjoy the care of children, take
some more | —there are plenty who need it.

Hf you prefer to rest awhile, and to improve
your mind, do it; but do it with large purpose.
Lay out a course covering years; plan ahead,
open up a new horizon for tired eyes to look
toward. Take a deep breath, a large new hold
on life, wake up and begin to live!
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“But I am old ! says the woman of fifty.

Not at all.  As a mother you may be—but
you are something more, A lot more. As a
citizen you are a big-eved child—a new person
-——just beginning.

In ten years’ time you can accomplish won-
ders. Ten years of wisely applied effort, effort
of a woman rich in some experiences, used to
labor, strong and judicious—these should count
for more than ten years of vouth with all its
blunders and back steps.

Suppose you live in a city and can not build
an asparagus bed or put up tomatoes in glasses.
{You could do the latter, by the way. Much of
the " home-made” jelly sold in our groceries is
put up within city limits.) But your talents
are not in the culinary line, perhaps.

Do you like cleaning? There is a steady and
growing demand in all our large cities for skilled

labor of this sort by the hour; a demand that

makes room for the hand-worker at one dollar
and a half aday, and that calls still more loudly
[Concluded on page b44)

DIANA AND THE DUKELE

Part Two

JT was nearly seven o'clock that

evening and Gerald, scantily
clothed, was answering the tele-
phone in his bedroom. * No, Isabel the motor
has not returned. 1 say mo, it hasn't.—
What? No, | should n’t worry; it has prob-
ably broken down-—nothing could happen.
What ?—how dared my nephew take her away ?
I don’t know anything about his dares. Ap-
parently your daughter also dared a little.—
Scandalous? Oh, nonsense! Prince Gray is
one of the best fellows on earth. Diana is per-
fectly safe.—You don’t like it | suppose not;
but what are you going to do?—Yes, | shall,
just as soon as [ know anything myself.—
Mothing has happened.—Oh, don’t be absurd I—
Yes, yes, yes, | will, of course.—No, I 'm dress-
ing now.—Good-by.”

He hung up the receiver crossly.  “ That fool
girl and boy!” he grumbled. 1 wonder what
they 're up to now. There’s a nice row coming
—-§ can see that lIsabel is furious. We'll
have a gay little family dinner this evening, I
wonder if it really was Diana whom Prince met
in Rome? Funny. ['ll betit was. Oh,
yes, there’s going to be a ghastly scene
soon.”

“A lady to see you, sir.” Gerald’s
man entered at that moment with this
announcement, “ She says it is very im-
portant.”

A lady!” cried the amazed Gerald.

“ A lady at this hour ?—to see me? Who
is it ?”

“ It is the young lady who was here at
Iuncheon to-day, sir.”
* Good heavens!

I’ m dressing?”

““ Yes, sir; but she insisted on seeing

you.” &
“ Get me my dressing-gown and my
slippers, Crew,” groaned Gerald. " There
isn’'t time to dress. So. Give me a hair-
brush and my glasses.”

*“ I heaven’s name, my dear,” scolded
Gerald, as he came out to meet Diana
Fearing, '“what are vou here for?” He
paused on the threshhold of the library
to regard her.  “You are not ill?  Noth-
ing has happened?”

She laughed and shook her head.

¢ You will have to pardon my appear-
ance,”’ Gerald went on testily. *Don’t

Didn't you tell her

By EMERY POTTLE

Hlustrated by JOHN NEWTON HOWITT

you know that you have no business here alone

~even at my age? And your motheris in a

fine state over you. Have you been home?”
“ No—not yet,” Diana serenely replied.
“Not yet? Are you mad, child? Where

have you been, all the afterncon?”
* Motoring.”
" With whom? Where?”

“ Mr. Gray. Around.”

“Young woman, have you no vestige of
sense at all? Out all the afternoon with a
strange man—though he happens to be my
nephew—and turning up here placidly, at seven
o’clock, where you should n’t! And your mother
raising Cain on the telephone for two hours !”

“Pon’t fuss, Guardy,” Diana rejoined in a
composed tone.

“Den’t fuss!  Oh, heaven, give me patience!
Where’s my nephew?”

“Qutside in the motor—waiting to take me
home.”

.

The Heritage

By EDNA 8. VALENTINE

OWN the centuries a-line, a-row—
Grandmothers, grandfathers, belle, and
beau, .
Puritan, vagabond, gypsy, peer,
Barefooted carle or cavalier;
Bone of the mountains, blood of the sea,
Reaching down through the years to me.

Bravely and surely, as one kept his sword
Unsheathed for the king in Naseby fight,
Steadfastly —purely, as one kept his word,
A Puritan’s word in a battle for right:
Puritan courage and Cavalier pride—
The ages have sified their dust away;
Dead are the causes for which they died,
But it’s their love [ give thee, dear, to-day.

e,
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*Well, upon my word ! And what
are you doing here, may 1 ask?”

“ | came to see you. | was afraid
| might not have another chance.
{—1 wanted to talk to you a little, if
you don’t mind, about myself.”

“Oh, did you? Well, you can talk just five

minutes, and then home you go to your frantic

parent.” Gerald seated himself protestingly,
and assumed a martyred air of listening; but
his eyes caught Diana's, and in spite of himself
he laughed. “* Minx,” he grudged, * what isit?”

“Y don’t wish to marry Prince da Falerna,
Guardy,” the girl began confidentially.

Gerald adjusted his eye-glasses and made
careful scrutiny of his ward. She returned it
frankly. “You look quite imperial in that
purple velvet dressing-gown, and your white hair
is too lovely,” she continued flatteringly.

“Stop!” he commanded. * Don’t drag my
gray. hair into this business. So vou don’t want
to marry Falerna, eh?”

"1 do not.”

“Why not?”

“ {—1 don't know.
tated.

“That may be all' very well for me, but it
won't satisfy your mother. You'll have
to have a stronger argument, my dear.”

“1 don’t want to marry any one
now, Guardy.”

Gerald cast his eyes to heaven in mute
appeal.

“1 am happy as | am,” she asserted.

“ My deavest child,” answered Gerald,
“you come here to tell me this senti-
mental condition at this time of night!
Why didn’t you fight it out with your
mother in the beginning ?”

“1’'m so afraid of mama,” Diana con-
fessed, * and—"

“So am 1,” put in her guardian,
** Have you by any chance seen the eve-
ning papers? | suppose not. Read that.”
He put his finger on a paragraph of the
Evening Moon which he picked up from
the table.

Diana glanced hastily at the sheet. She
read aloud: “° Although it was denied by
Miss Fearing, her mother, and her guardian
Courtney Gerald, there is little doubt that
the young heiress, who comes into a mil-
lion next month, will wed the Jtalian no-
bleman. “Oh, Lord!” was Mr. Gerald’s
forcible comment on the arrival of the

L1 )% .
steamer, _thﬁve b% %{gna with
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*““‘Deon't you know that you have no business here alone—even at my age?

them !” Miss Fearing's father was one of the—’
Guardy, did you say that?”

“1 suppose | did. . These dashed reporters !
What are you laughing at? "

“ Guardy, you won’t make me marry him,
will you?"” coaxed Diana. * Help me to get
out of it. Please help me.” :

*“My dear child, if you refuse, no one can do
anything.”

* ““Then I refuse, | flatly refuse to marry him.
1 won’t do it.”” She was very defiant.

“There you are, then,” said Gerald, rising.
“Run right home and tell it to your mother.”

“Oh, I'm afraid to.”
~ “ Diana, whal are you going to do?"”

“I—I hate him. He bores me so,” she hur-
ried on. “There’s nothing real about him.
And—and he’s—they say such horrid things
of him in Paris. Guardy, who is La belle
Desirée 7"

Gerald glanced sharply at har. “What do
you mean? '’ ' :

““One hears everything in Paris,” she said
slowly, “and—oh, | don’t like it! [t—it is
horrid and loathsome.”

*“ Poor child,” Gerald murmured.

“Guardy—we met him to-night in a motor
with her as we were coming home. Thay did
not see us.”” Diana’s eyes besought him appeal-
ingly. “ls it always like this with men?"”

The old man understood her. “No,” he re-
plied, patting her hand, gently, * No, child, not
always."”

“1’ve no fathar—no onz to ask anything of.
And mama and | are—different.  Guardy—if |
were your little girl, would you marry me off to
Falerna? " ’

Gerald’s voice was very gentle.

* Guardy, help me, will you?"”

His eyes twinkled. “On the principle that
two cowards are better than one? My dear,
I’ help you all T can. Now you must run
heme.  You will need all your courage to face
your irate mother. We'll think out a plan of
action later.”

Diana threw her arms about his neck and
kissed him,  “ You're an angel. | won’t bother
you any more.”

“ By the way,” said Gerald, as he was send-
ing her away, “how do you like that nephew
of mine?”

““No, Diana,”

Diana was demure.
indeed.”

““Oh, does he?” her guardian commented
dryly. Then, with an air of authority, he
added, “ Young woman, you see that you go
straight home.”

“Don’t tell mama | came, Guardy,” Diana
called back.

*“ Poor little girl,”” Gerald sighed.
forit. Oh, there'sa '
fine rowahead! And
1 ’'m billed for the first
old man. Telephone,
Crew?"”

“Yes, sir.”

“ Hello—you, Isa-
bal >—No, not yet!
—No, no! nothing
could have happened;
somebody 'd have tel-
ephoned us.— Well,
it's not my fault.—
Wait  five minutes
more, Isabel,and then
we'll have the po-
lice and the fire de-
partment out if you
like. —Yes, yes, 1 will.
—I can't come,
though, without my
clothes, can 17—
Good-by.”

VIL

£ M= GRray, sir,”
announced

‘“He seems very nice

“She’s in

Crew.

“Very well; show
him in.”

“Well, vyoung
man,” began Gerald,
peremptorily, it s
time you arrived
to explain yourself.
What precisely do
you mean by running
offl with" my motor
and my ward to-

gether?”
“] would n"t have
gone with the one
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without the other; it was the com-
bination which was so irresistible”
—and Gray grinned happily.

“Is it your custom, may | ask,
to run off with young women—
and motors—whom you have known
for an hour or two only ?"”

“l’ve never let it become a
habit.”

“Well, where did you go—if it
is not indelicate to ask? "

“Qut into the country.
so pleasant.”

* Yes—rained horribly.”

““Yes, but the motor broke and
it rained only while your man was
repairicg it. We were quite shel-
tered.”

“I'm enchanted to learn it. You
are not, | suppose, aware that Miss
Fearing’s mother was in a state bor-
dering on frenzy. She blamed me
for it all. If you had happened in
on our light-hearted dinner-party
last night, and had seen how blithe
and good-humored we all were!
Isabel was in a refined tantrum;
Falerna had the sulks; Diana rarely
spoke and then only some vague
foolishness; and | was expected to
be bland and conversational—all of
which | have to thank you for.”

“1’'m awfully sorry, Uncle Court.
l_]__ »”

The old man laughed. “Go to
the deuce; you don't care a straw!
There, take something cooling to drink.”

“I don’t believe Mrs. Fearing likes me very
much, does she?" modestly inquired Gray over
his drink.

“Likes you? Great goodness, young man!
she’s ready to rend you limb from limb. No,
she doesn't like you. You'd better get quickly

It was

back to your farm while there is yet time.”
[Concluded on pages 645 and 646]
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'Thet.e was a ghastly siience at the table
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A'S A RELISH AND A GARNISH
to serve with a light meat
course, such as chicken cro-
quettes or timbales, nothing
is more refreshing than small
individual molds of very tart
lemon jelly, in which are
molded a few nut meats. The
jelly can be tinted to carry out any color scheme.—].M.S.

T hat

To PREVENT CLOTHES FROM FREEZING to the line in cold
weather, use a little salt in the last rinsing water.—
Mgs. R. G. D.

SAVE BITS OF TOILET s0AP from the bath-room and

ut them in an old cup at the back of the stove, with
just a little water. The result will be a composite cake
of soap for the kitchen sink, to remove from one's
hands the odor of dishwater.—Texas HousEKEEPER.

ON MOTHS AND THEIR HABITS, and the best ways to
getrid of them, there is an excellent pamphlet, published
by the Government for free distribution, which should
be in the hands of all housekeeper.—A. E. Perxins.

Use LemoN PpeeL, after the juice has been partly
squeezed out, to rub stains from silverware; also to
remove fruit stains from your fingers.—B. N. M.

IF YOU Do NOT WANT LIQUOR in your mince-meat,
use one pint of clear, strong coffee to each gallon of
mince-meat.—A. M. B,

WaRM JELLY GLASsES before putting in the jelly, as it
helps it to thicken.—Mgs. Laura HutcHinson.

LAST SPRING, WHEN 1 GOT OUT THE SCREENs for doors
and windows, | found broken places in several of them,
which | mended neatly by cutting patches from old
screens. Each piece was a little larger than the break.
I sewed it on with fine wire pulled from the edge of
the netting. The patches were hardly noticeable.—D.

To MAKE AN UPHOLSTERY NEEDLE, take a rib of an old
umbrella, break to the desired length, sharpen the
broken end to a point on a grindstone, thread the eyein
the other end, and it is ready for use.—M. V. D.

I HAD AN OLD PAIR OF WHITE SUEDE GLoVEs, elbow
length, which had been cleaned so many times with
gasolene | could not wear them as they were. | needed
some gray ones badly, so | experimented by using
about a teaspoonful of gray oil paint in half a basin
of gasolene. | put in my white gloves for about
five minutes, stirring them all the time to keep them
from being streaked. After drying, | found them a
beautiful shade of gray and they looked new. | have
found since that cerulean blue and vermilion used
in the same way make exquisite shades of pink and
blue.—B. H. :

I KEEP MY GAS BILL DOWN in many little ways. For
instance, | put ma,- dishpan on one burner of the gas
stove, one-third full of water; then | put vegetables,
rice and meats in small cans or small ctocks, and place
these in the pan of hot water. In a few minutes they
will begin to cook without any fear of their burning.
I often cook baked apples this way, too. When your
dinner is cooked your dishwater is readv.—B. H.

SomME YEars ago we had an excellent quality of
ellow oiled shades at all the windows in our house.
l)1"heso= were changed for dark green shades, with the
exception of those in two back rooms, whicK were
‘“too good lo be thrown away.” Since they had
become soiled, and also because | wished them to har-
monize with those in the other rooms, | decided to
paint them green. With two pots of ready-mixed
paint, at ten cents each, and half a pint of turpentine,
| covered four shades on both sides. It is not necessary
to remove the shades from the rollers. Keep paint very
thin with turpentine, so as not to get work streaked.
They look like new, and are opaque—so the experi-
ment was well worth while.—M. H. :

(ONE OF MY HOME-MADE CONVENIENCES is a twine-
holder. 1 have it tacked on the wall near the kitchen
table, for use when wrapping up bundles. [t is made
from half a cocoanut shell, and represents the face of a
monkey. Use the end of the shell which has on it the

Little Hints from Qur Readers
Will Lighten
Burdens of Everyday Life

three natural spots commonly
known as the ‘‘face; paint
the eyes white, and cut a hole
in the shell for the mouth,
through which is passed the
twine. A small piece of white
aper, on which is drawn a
ew vertical lines, pasted in-
side of the shell, half over the opening for the mouth,
answers for the teeth. Take half a red bandanna hand-
kerchief, cut triangular, fold oveér the monkey's head,
and tie with a knot on top. It serves to hold the ball
of twine in the shell, and also adds to its comical
appearance.—C. E. R.

the

HAvING sucCEsSFULLY TREATED one canary for ten
years, | would advise keeping a green pepper in the
cage continually and let him nibble on it when he will.
Never let him have sugar, as it tends to fatten him and
spoils his song.—G. W. G.

WHEN WE MOVED TO OUR COUNTRY HOME, we found
the cistern filled with black, sooty water. My hus-
band emptied a ten-cent package of baking soda into
it; in a few days the water was clear. Afterwards we
never forgot to turn the eaves pipe for the first few
minutes when it rained so the water would not enter
the cistern until the roof was washed off and the
water became clear.—Mgs. ]. W. M.

TALCUM POWDER WILL REMOVE GREASE spots if applied
freelK and allowed to stand for a day or two; then
brushed out and the spots sponged with naphtha
soap.—). W. M. ;

THE DELICATE, PUNGENT FRAGRANCE can be restored
to Indian sweet-grass baskets, also to dry lavender,
even after all odor has apparently dried out, by dipping
them into boiling water.—Mgrs. A. B. Strour.

* To proTECT THE wooD FiNIsh of tables and mantels
from the discoloration caused by wet things placed on
them, | use small squares of glass. | bind them neatly
with passe-partout binding, so they will not scratch
polished surfaces. One laid under a vase or pot of
flowers, a medicine bottle, or water glass, insures pro-
tection to polished wood. A long, narrow strip of
glass, cut to fit, and placed on the window-sill will
prevent the cherished house plants from leaving a row
of ugly white rings on the sill.—Mgs. A. B. Strour.

I Have ofTen saved myself hours of wakefulness at
night with the exasperating cough of bronchitis by
propping a hot water bottle tightly against my chest
and throat. After a few minutes, sometimes half an
hour, if the case is bad, the hacking ceases and | fall
asllé.epr.( ;{rhe cold will often be gone in the morning.

IF A coLp pip in the morning is unpleasant because
of physical delicacy, a hot dip may be substituted. It
will secure equal immunity from colds. But it must
be hot, not warm—as hot as one can hold a hand in
while counting sixty. [ have had it bring the ‘‘goose
pimples” out on my skin, as cold water will do. Re-
action—the reddeiing of the skin—will always follow
the hot dip, while the cold one will not always produce
it. Either should be followed by vigorous friction of
the skin. A soap-suds brush scrub all over, taken be-
fore the dip, is good. One should not stay in the hot
bath longer than a minute or two. The short hot bath
is even safer than the cold for persons in ordinary
health.—Mgs. L. R. M.

I save THE NsipE wrapPErs of laundry soap for use
on ironing day. | rub the hot iron over the paper a
few times, and the result is a perfectly smooth surface.
—Mgs. H. L. Scubpkk.

To cLean correr, wash thoroughly with very sour
buttermilk and common table salt; then rinse with
plenty of warm water.—A. E.

WHEN BUYING A SILK PETTICOAT, it is a most eco-
nomical ‘plan to choose one a couple of inches too long.
Take up the extra length in a hand-run tuck. When
the bottom of the petticoat frays, cut off the edge,
hem neatly, let out the tuck, and your petticoat is as
good as new.—B. Stone.
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Ostermoor

on the
genuing

This trade
ik appears

HE Ostermoor Mattress is clean,
sanitary and comfortable beyond
compare, [t is not stuffed into tick
like dirty horse-hair, which lumps and
bumps and sags and bags in a month.
It is built of clean springy OSTER-
MOOR-SHEETS, handlaid in the tick
and will hold its shape forever. The

OSTERMOOR
Mattress °15.

is dust-proof, damp-proof, vermin-proof. A sun
bath is all the renovation it requires.

It has a larger sale than any mattress in the
wide world—and deserves it. It is the standard
which all others try to imitate.

Here is your best plan—if you want to know

more about the OSTERMOOR,

Ask For Our Handsome 144-Page Book and
Samples of Various Tickings—All Sent Free.

The book contains over 2c0 illustrations by
well-known artists—it is probably the most com-
plete book ever issued for a like purpose.

Itisnota cataloﬁue——ns you know a catalogue
—but a work of real interest.

_If you want this book “ The Test of Time”
simply write your name on a postal and send to
us—we will know what you mean.

It will be mailed the day your inguiry is re-
ceived and with it we will send the name of your
OSTERMOOR dealer if one is near you~-if not,
we will send guu our guarantee order blank so
you can bu{) y_mail without a fear of disap-

ointment. Don't delay—tomorrow never comes.

Send the postal.

OSTERMOOR & COMPANY,
134 Elizabeth Street, New York
Canadlan Ageney: Alsks Feather & Down Co., Ltd.. Memivesl,

Pears’

“A cake of preven-
tion is worth a box of
cure.”

Don’t wait until the
mischief’s done before
using Pears’ Soap.

There’s no preventive
so good as Pears’ Soap.

Digitize Es[tab a'ﬂé_";:] Qn) tﬁiz l C
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F a good posi-
tion were of-
fered you today,
would you have
to *turn it down”
because you lack
the necessary
qualifications?
Even if you ac-
cepted the posi- | | YATE can never havea A Record of Individual Opin- ment clubs could lessen

tion, could you preeminent nation . : the wanton destruction
hod it—or would | | 2 nation that shall be 10Tt Of Men, Books, and Public ;" " " Ky: udie

yourlackoltrain- | | fight to nations—till ~ Affairs, by the Author of cious expostulation with

ing compel you to step out in favor of a better trained man?

How can you expect a successful career unless you build our young men and wom- “The Man With the Hoe” Phe axman, or Py Cross-
it on a good foundation? Utllize ycur spare momeats— | | €N are inspired by the ing his palm with a few
study at home—fit yourself properly to meet opportunity | | higher moral ideal of persuasive dollars—dol-
--then you will succeed. The American School of Cor-§ | politics. They must come to see that graft in lars that would count as an alms to posterity.

respondence will tell you how if you'll clip the coupon

and mail it today, politics is perhaps the foulest dishonor that can & & &

darken a name. They must feel that all public A %
3 ice should be undertak Iv in the spirit Query about a Queer Word
EXPERT ADVICE FREE of an unself otlon 10 the: aimor eeare The law of Karma is taught in the Vedas, or Hindoo

of an unselfi ion : : ‘ ?
The American School has helped 80,000 people to an unselfish devotion to the common welfare. Scriptures, but not in our Bible. Does this not show

Netiide panitionis—turily: tlils sxgartanca- wonld: benet I_m_'leed, a true politics is satura'ted wn.th the e~ that the Hindoo Scriptures are superior to our own ?—
you. The School will cheerfully advise you—will tellyou | | ligious passion; and every man in public office is A TrousLep MaRTHA.

where you are weak, whether or not it can help you, point an agent of the divine Providence. Whoever .

out the shotest 20d easiest road to success. betrays that trust betrays his soul to that traitor JCARAS h_Tica ias Jhis GnaaEEm, Wik wea;

that which happens to one, for better or
worse, in matters over which one may exercise
choice. It signifies the doctrine of inevitable
consequence; the doctrine that destiny is con-
trolled, not by judicial reward and punishment,

1f you don’t enroll, you will at least have gained some crew that Dante found in the lowest gu!f.

good information and advice without charge. If you do en- . . . . .
roll, payment can be arranged to suit your circumstances, I have said this many times in my ‘Wway; and

We talk to you by mail only—we employ no agents. now comes President Benjamin Ide Wheeler, of
The American School of Correspondence is the only | | the University of California, sounding the note
correspondence school in the country which makes aspe= | [ in these ringing words to his graduating class of

clalty of engineering instruction. Its instructors are X ‘ but by the :nﬂemblt; push of cause into efl'eﬂ.
practical men—men who have had years of actual experi- so that the present is shaped by the past in an
ence in their special fields. Consult these experienced 5°g‘°f°f irie “’i“:f 't!:"“gel £ into fPUbEC life. Here ynbroken chain of causation. The karmic law
men—get their advice—profit by their years of hard may De found one of the Dest ways of rendering service; . . A, . .

expe:-goe. Let them hg.lp )’Ouvp]zn a ;.ylng career. | | but as a means of gaining a Iivel)irhood it is asdelusim': is the iron law of justice, wherein all sentient
Remember, sending the coupon places you under no and a snare for souls. Be perfectly clear, make no mis-  beings are held to the last moment of their des-
obligations. i take about it; you can not use the opportunities of a  tinies in this world and in all worlds. It is the

public office to advance your private interests and re}n law of universal Retribution.
ilc

American School of Correspondence | | personal favors, any more than to get bribes and to The bibles. of all peoples contain hints of the

rom public funds. Both are graft. Graft is the mix-

CHICAGO iné up of private and public. The holding of public ~karmic law. It is set forth on many pages of

office, if it is to be a blessing and not a curse, must be  our own Scriptures. The word of the Lord

______ COUPON—CIlp and mail today——-——- treated as an opporlunl_ty to help and serve _anfi give—  came to _]eremiah, saying: “1 will recompense
s, | [ ROX8L No o has ed the Ionssof Wi M who  them, cconding o their dees, and acording 1o e

American School of Correspondence : matter of plain, every-day observation and experience.  Works of their bands.”” Paul tells us of the right-

Please send me free illustrated 200page handbook of | | After all, it was only a cool; worldly wisdom, or what eous judgment of God, who will render to every

engineering information. I am interested in the course A . .
marked % we call plain good sense, which spoke in the words of  man according fo his deeds. Again he declares,
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little book will help you to see what poetry
really is. Corson’s “ Primer of English Verse”
(Ginn & Co., Boston) will help to give you a
knowledge of the refinements possible to intro-
duce into the monotonous hoof-beat of your
measure, o ) '
* ] *
The. Wisdom of the Foolish
HE foolish think that they can escape punish-
ment; but every wrong-doing carries its
own punishment. Punishment is not always
something that happens fo us, but rather some-
thing that happens in us. The greatest of all
punishments is the loss of our humanity. What
is more terrible than to lose the open coun-
tenance—to be forced to wear the fox’s eye and
the wolf’s mouth?
* * L

Muir Park

e ARE all exulting over Mr. William Kent’s
gift to the nation, the gift of three hundred
acres of primeval forest near the city of San
Francisco—a tract to be known as Muir Park,
in honor of our famous John o' the Woods.
Mr. Kent did himself
additional, and even
greater credit, in declin-
ing to let the park be
named after himself,
although this use of his
name was the sugges-
tion of the President.
Mr. Kent, acting as a special providence, has
saved a beautiful expanse from ax and saw and
fire. Where other hills are gashed with gorges
and warted with stumps of trees, these Muir hills
will keep their virgin beauty. For long years
they will be the cool haunt of shy wild birds
and the fragile forest flowers, and be the happy
pilgrim-shrine for coming generations of . our
people—a place of refreshment and peace.
* * *

A Poet of Power

JAMES OrpreNHEIM, of New York City, is a new
poet who has heaved up over the horizon of
the commonplace. He is a writer with a rush
and a rhythm that is all his own, a sort of Walt
Whitman sheared and shaven. In his technique,
he is daring to the brink of chaos. In his
thought he has the vision and the passion, the
invective and the sympathy, that ever surge in
the poets of that mysterious race that hasgiven
the world a David, an Isaiah, and a John of
Patmos. To Mr. Oppenheim the universe is in-
tensely alive, from monad up to farthest moon;
and every soul, from ashman to archangel, is big
with unknown destiny. Here are a few lines
from his memorable “Monday Morning”—a
poem celebrating an early ride on the elevated
train:

Surely this moment huge Earth is rolling beneath the

floors of these cars,

And we, wonderful living organisms, are blown in the

cyclone of stars!

Yet do | know that God's purpose with man reaches

each life like a root,

That His world of suns in myriad millions is a Tree and
Man is the Fruit!

» - »

An Excellent Life of Jesus
MORE books have been written about Jesus
than about any other man character in the
world’s history. But as every age translates
Homer anew, so every generation, from its
higher view-point, rewrites its impression of the
tremendous personality of Jesus. Now comes
Rev. William Dawson with his “Life of Christ”
(George W. Jacobs & Co., Philadelphia), wherein
we find the old, old story made as alluring as a
romance, and where we find answers to many of
the questions of the heart in this day of daring
speculation and careless unbelief. In this year
of general Sunday-school study of the life of
esus, Dawson’s biography ought to be in every
teacher’s hand and in every pupil’s reach.

The pessimist thinks that “there is
a Providence that shapes our ends
rough—hew them how we may.”

Under Rose-Colored Shades

T HERE is a type of person who does not wish

to be disturbed by disagreeable truths. He
insists on drawing down the curtains at noonday
to shut out unpleasant and accusing facts star-
ing in at the windows. [In his cozy corner he
sits in padded ease, with pink shades on the
lamps, declaring that because he feels so com-
fortable, thank you, everything must therefore
be well with-the world.

Many of these worthies are determined to be-
lieve that the cankering evil of child labor in
America has been exaggerated; that the num-
ber of children at work in body-dwarfing, mind-
deadening toil is a negligible quantity; that
illiteracy among children is a myth in this land
of free schools; that, anyhow, the law has the
matter in hand.

Let me tell these cheerful blinkers that they
must be careful to skip the report of the Good
Government Club of Williams College. This
club (composed of students) has a committee on
child labor. This committee is formed of alert
young people, trained in sociology and in obser-
vation, who do not work with the haste and waste
of a census reporter,
nor are they dependent
only upon the word of
those interested. They
have visited twenty-
six mills within a radius
of fifty miles from Wil-

: liams College, all in the
territory of New York, Vermont, and New Jersey.
They report that fifty per cent. of the children
are violating either the age limit or the educa-
tional requirements. This happens in the oldest
and stablest communities of the nation, and
under the best child-labor laws, in districts for-
sooth where the question was supposed to be
settled long ago. Would that all competent
schools and colleges would follow the fine ex-
ample of Williams College, and help to expose
and exterminate this growing incubus on the

vitals of the nation!
* * -

Miracle Is Unknown Law

T HERE is no miracle, if by miracle is meant

the abrogation of the law. The natural law
never has been and never will be broken. So
when Jesus performed His wonders, he simply
laid His wise hand on the lever of the Unknown
Law. In this law all things are circling to
their destinies. This does not mean that God
is ever balked in the final achievement of his
purposes, for in the all-wonderful law all things
are possible. Men, as they rise toward the
arch-natural, or higher, degree of life, will rise
into the realm of miracle. * Greater things
than these shall ye do,” said Jesus.

L] - L]

A Little Essay on Evil

VW HATEVER helps life is good; whatever hinders

life is evil. Evil springs from the misuse
of life; it is the rust that comes out on the neg-
lected machine. Evil has no root in being, so
it does not proceed from a primordial principle
of evil; it has no efficient cause. In the same
way darkness does not proceed from a principle
of darkness. Evil is mere negation, emptiness.
Or call it wrong motion, ignorance in action.
“Evil,” says Leibnitz, *is not a generation, but
a degeneration.” Moral evil sprang from the
will of Man, for the power to do right, ex neces-
sttate rei, involves the power to do wrong. Man,
to become holy, must have freedom to become

unholy, for holiness is conquered territory.
* L *

Molted Feathers

VERY man appoints his own Judgment Day
and pronounces his own sentence.

Pontius Pilate was the prince of compromisers.

The thrill of hergic passion is the touch of
God.
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« THE PALE GIRL”
Did Not Know Coffee Was The Caus'e_

In cold weather some people think a cup of hot
coffee good to help keep warm. So it is—for a short
time but the drug—caffeine—acts on the heart to
weaken the circulation and the reaction is to cause
more chilliness. :

There is a hot wholesome drink which a Dak. girl:
found after a time, makes the blood warm and the
heart strong.

She says:

** Having lived for five years in N. Dak., | have uded
considerable coffee owing to’the cold climate. As a re-
sult | had a dull headache tegularly, suffered from in-
digestion, and had no ‘“‘life” in me.

*“I was known as ‘the pale girl’ and people thought
I was just weakly. After a time | had heart trouble
and became very nervous, never knew what it was to
be real well. ook medicine but it never seemed to do
any good.

‘Since being married my husband and I both have
thought coffee was harming us and we would quit,
only to begin again, although we felt it was the same
as poison to us.

““Then we got Postum. Well, the effect was really
wonderful. My complexion is clear now, headache
gone, and | have a great deai of energy | had never
known while drinking coffee.

‘1 haven’t been troubled with indigestion since us-
ing Postum, am not nervous, and need no medicine.
We have a little girl and boy who both love Postum
and thrive on it and Grape-Nuts.”

*There's a Reason.”

Name given by Postum Co., Battle Creek, Mich.
Read, “ The Road to Wellville,” in pkgs.

Ever read the above letter? A new one
appears from time to time., They are genuine,
true, and full of human interest.

e e n ]

40 Years the Woi'l'd’s Standard

Made on Honor in the Painstaking Garland Way
Yeou pay o more for a time-tried *-Garland " than for an unkvewn
braod. It pays firet, lsstand all the time to bave the BEST.
Ranges furnisbed with Garland Oven Meat Lndleator. Booklets Free by Mall.
| Sold by First-class Dealers Everywhero.
The Michigan Stove Company—Detroit—Chicago

Largest Makers of Stoves and Ranges In the World,

LANTERNS}

Made of Heavy Wrought Iron

g:nch.whichwhcn lighted create an effect

th artistic and beautilul. Fitted for o1l
ready to light, or can be adapted to gas o
electricity.  Absolutely unique for Forch,
Hall, Den or Mission Room in the city or
Helght, 14 loches: with cm.(npuy home and for lli;e Bml\nnlgfw.
10 inches of chaln “atatogue illustrates above; also Flang-
! ng Fixtures and Table Lamps for Library
b ot Dining Room. Send stamp for catalogue and ** Lamp Infor=c
mation '"—knowledge acquired through years of experience.

Y THE ROC Rochester, N. Y. o

!
()
with ruby, green, amber or white alass :
|
(}
'a-

Send $1.00 for this elegant adjustable stock plate bracelets
Roman or bright finish,
Henry Miner Mfg. Co., 206 Weybosset 8t., Providence, B. L.

Kushion Komfort Shoes—big profits
SUPPLY VDUR TOWN pe?mn?;nl trade—no expense. Satin-
fled wearers buy again. Write for agency. Dully chance for hust-
lers. KUSIION KONVORT K (0., Dept. 8-10, om, Mass,
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Korrect Shape

Patent Leather Shoes
GUARANTEED NOT TO BREAK

We authorize your dealer to give you a new pair
FREE should the patent * Burrojaps'’ leather in the
uppers of your ‘‘Korrect Shape’’ shoes break through
before the first sole is worn through. Look for the
* Burrojaps " label in the lining.

This tabyl Rog. U8 Put. Of.

Isn’t a broad guarantee like this a good
reason in itself for you to wear ** Korrect
Shape® shoes? It means that in buying
patent leathers you need no longer have any
doubt as to their reliability. It is proof of
satisfaction furnished in advance. Send for catalog. 2

The name “ Korrect Shape' signifies exactly and literally
that the ** Korrect Shape " model is hased on the right principle
of foot-anatomy. A pair of these shoes that fits you comfort-
ably when lrizdyon in the store will be comfortable every minute
as long as you wear them. The price Is $4.00.

5000 dealers sell V* Kor-
rect Shape' shoes for
men. lf yow do mot find
a dealer mear yox, write
Sfor our Catalog showing
at beastiful styles. Shoes
semt prepaid.

4
B

THE BURT & PACKARD CO., Makers
Department S-1 BROCKTON, MASS,

o
\ROJAPS
ey

Patent Blucher, Box
Kid Top, " Mercedes'
Toe. Style No, 27

*S

Trade Mark
Siamped on
Balr.

Succcss Magazine’s Hdvice To
Small Inwestors.

** The wage-earner, or those of small income, should not
enter the investment field at all. There are Trust Com-
panies and Savings Banks paying at the rate of four per
cent. on deposits. Their methods of banking make it
easy and safe for small depositors. The Banking-by-
Mail system, successfully practiced by large and reputable
banking institutions, is today a very popular form of bank-
ing. Even the smallest amount of money can be made to
work and earn more money for its owner."

Extract from an article in September Success
by David Graham Evans.

Savings deposited with

The CITIZENS SAVINGS

AND TRUST COMPANY,
CLEVELAND.

The old=st and largest institution of its kind in Ohio—are
as safe as government bonds and yield a larger income
4 7% Compounded twice a year.

Our booklet *C" which explains why our system of

BANKING BY MAIL

is safe, profitable, private and convenient, will be gladly
sent to Success Readers.

Assets Over 43 Million Dollars.

DRAWING OUTFIT FREE

lilustrators and Cartoonists earn $25 to $100 a week

We teach' Illustrating and Gartooning by mail.
Our students sell their work and hold positions. Women
succeed as well as men. Send for our free booklet,
“Money in Drawingj’ tells how and gives the proof,
THE NATIONAL PRESS ASS'N. 69 The Baldwin, Indlanapolis, lnd_

‘{i’\‘lHY NOT BE AN ARTIST?

Our graduates are fllling High Salaried
- Positions. Giood artists
EARN $25 TO $100 PER WEEK
and upwards, in easy faselmatiog work. Our conrses of

FPersonal
plete, practienl. Eleven years' su
tructors, PFesli} waraotecd oo
Handwome Art Hook, Free,

SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART (Founded 1898.) I
N 18 Gallery Fine Arts, Battle Creek, Mich. |

N
I5CENTS'-. 1l
1 is
ofthe
iy I ar remders Many speclal fea-

"
14
¥, falrly a Ay, for bn
tures of great Interest, It is sincere, reliable, entertaining
—THE paper for the home @1 vear; takes place of §3 to §4
papers, Try it 13 weeks for 150. Pathfinder, Wash., D. C.
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EVERY WEER
THE NATIONAL NEWS REVIEW.

SUCCESS MAGAZINE

VWHEN we consider how surprised
and embarrassed any of us
would be if we were driven tc
bay by a large crowd and told we
were a candidate for President,
we must admit that both
Mr. Taft and Mr. Bryan
acquitted themselves very
creditably in such a situa-
tion. The Republican nominee recovered his self-posses-
sion sufficiently to make the very excellent point that we
need a simﬁler and cheaper and more rapid brand of
justice in this country of ours. In some way he suc-
ceeded in giving the impression that he will do some-
thing about this if we will give him a chance. On the
other hand Mr. Bryan, who thinks quickly on his feet,
gave it as his opinion that the people ought to rule,
and pointed out several practical ways in which such a
desirable end could be achieved. Besides the popular
election of senators and the abolition of despotism in
the House, the Democratic standard-bearer is most
interested in the reform of our method of raising cam-
paign funds.
n this latter question Mr. Bryan’s party has thus far
a distinct advantage. While the Republican platform
refuses to commit itself on this point, the Democrats
pledge themselves 1o prohibit corporation contributions.
Against the Republican offer of publicity after the elec-
tion stands the Democratic promise of publicity before.
As opposed to the commendable, though amusing,
Democratic plan for passing the hat for small favors, is
Treasurer Shelden's amazing statement that *‘ a corpora-
tion should be permitted to aid the election of any
candidate who it thinks will be instrumental in serving
its interests.”
There are a number of good reasons why Taft should
be elected, but the Republican attitude toward cam-
paign contributions is not among them.

& »
International Mud

#He Thomas Car which came into Paris second and

thereby won the great New York to Paris auto-
mobile and steamship race, is now in New York and
vicinity exhibiting its wounds. It isg)robablg the most
unattractive looking object in the Eastern States, the
drivers apparently having taken great pains to prevent
its being washed. It resembles a motor car only faintly,
but it constitutes perhaps the best-known collection of
the muds of all nations.

It will be remembered that the American car made an
honest attempt to carry out the original idea of going
through Alaska and across the Behring Strait, but found
the project impossible. For the twenty-three days the
Thomas lost in that attempt, and because of the fact that
the Germans shipped their car over a thousand miles in
order to catch a boat, the Americans were given thirty
days’ handicap and arrived in Paris only four days behind
the Protos. The first thing these enterprising Americans
did upon arriving at the French capital, was to get
themselves arrested for motoring without a lamp.

The victory was a noteworthy achievement. The
hardships of the journey were terrific, the endurance of
both men and machine something to be marveled at.
A machine that can plow through the snow-drifts of
our own Middle West and then survive the awful geo-
graphical names of the Russian Empire, is entitled to
great admiration.

The New York to Paris race has proved beyond a
doubt that America can make better cars and poorer
roads than any other nation in the world.

Ll &

Investigating the Farmer

WHAT 's the matter with the farmer, if anything—and
if nothing, why not? In either case, what ought

we do about it—or stop doing? This, as we under-
stand it, is the puipose of the inguiry which President
Roosevelt has instigated into the conditions of rural life
in this country. In the President’s opinion, while the
American farmer is better off than he was last century,
or than the European farmer will be next century, his
well-bemg hus, nevertheless, not kept pace with that of
the country as a whole.  He has asked his commission
to seek a solution of the problem as to how farm life can
be made less solitary, more replete with opportunity,
free from drudgery, and more comfortable and attractive.
There was a time after the crash last fall when it
scemed that the farmer was the only man in the coun-
try with whom there was nothing the matter. There
was something about his grin that was very convincing.
No doubt, however, there is a fot that might be done

Our Editorial Opinion
of Public Affairs and
Things in General

By HOWARD BRUBAKER

to improve the living and working
condition of the farmers. The com-
mission appointed is an excellent
one and will doubtless be able to
speak intelligently upon all ques-
tions, from the rotation of
crops to the spanking of the
baby.

There is only one objec-
tion to President Roosevelt's idea—it is paternalism.
Paternalism is either a disease or a crime; it consists in
being interested in somebody's welfare besides your
own. We would all like to see the farmer prosperous
and happy, but we must be careful about trying to help
our neighbor; we might be misunderstood.

The Silence of a Great City

WHaT is it which goes with a car, comes with a car,
is no use to a car, and yet without which no car
can get along? Do not take this for a prize competi-
tion and send in your answers neatly written on one
side of the paper. You would all say ‘‘noise” and
then you would be wrong. For noise has been abolished.
It was Police Commissioner Bingham of New York
City who took the first step to abolish noise. He dis-
covered that there are laws which forbid breaking your
neighbor’s ear-drums, and he has prosecuted a number
of bell-ringers and horn-blowers and other disturbers
of the peace. When he gets through with his job,
street-cars are going to sneak quietly up and down the
streets taking nickels from the inhabitants, dogs will
bark in whispers, milk wagons will wear pneumatic
cans, and it will be a state’s-prison offense to blow a
whistle. Some day we'll have noiseless steam-drills
and painless hand-organs and voiceless small boys.
A jolly old idealist is this man Bingham. He thinks
he can make the large city a good place to live in. He
wants to turn the boiler works into a rest cure.

& &
Progress on the Big Ditch

THE commission sent by President Roosevelt to see

about the big job at Panama is back all clogged up
with statistics. Its first act upon getting home was
to whisper something into the Presidential ear, whereat
there was a great display.of Presidential teeth. From
this demonstration, we knew at once that the canal
business was prospering.

The report is out now and is, on the whole, very
encouraging. The diggers have struck a pace of thirty
million cubic yards per year. At the rate they are going
now, they ought to finish the excavating in three or
four years. They have already cut a bigger hole in the
Isthmus than the French did in fourteen years-- but why
boast of being a better digger than a Frenchman ?

There are about forty-four thousand people working
for Uncle Sam now on the lsthmus, and about six
thousand of them are Americans. That he is a benevo-
lent employer is shown by the fact that he works his
men only eight hours per day, does their washing and
ironing, doctors them, fixes their teeth, and, when
occasion requires, locks them up in.good. substantial
jails. If you doubt whether heis a **good provider ™
ook into the records of the Commissary Department
and be confounded with the sight of pie on every day's
bill of fare.

We have spent over one hundred and seventy million
dollars thus far upon the project and we are handing it
out now at the rate of over nine thousand dollars per
working hour. In these figures we mean real American
dollars and not the imitation money that is current in
that region. For anybody less opulent than our dis-
tinguished Uncle this would seem a pretty lively pace,
but if you have never tried to turn two oceans into one,
you have no idea how much it costs. But we do want
the canal and we want it as soon as possible and we
want our workmen well treated and the old boy can go
as far as he likes, so far as we are concerned.” It wiil
be worth the money to be separated from South America.

a -
Springheld's Misfortune

I'r 1s always shocking to hear of lynching and race

rioting, but it comes with peculiar force when such
an orgy of lawlessness takes place in a Northern aty.
Those of us who live north of the Mason and Dixon
line, while not posing as saints, have alwavs had a
feeling that this is peculiarly a Southern institution and
should be condemned accordingly.

When therefore a crowd of crazy, drunken white
men in Springfield, lllinois, disappointed in their eforts

>
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to lynch a brutal, criminal negro, declared war on the
whole race, we dropped that virtuous attitude of ours.
The mob that burned and killed innocent, law-abiding
negroes in the very shadow of the lllinois Capitol
Building, has given us some very serious food for re-
flection. We are forced to wonder whether criminal
race hatred is to break-its bounds and spread over our
Northern cities.

We are encouraged to hope not. lllinois dealt with
its offenders wisely and promptly. There were no so-
called *‘leading aitizens” in the Springfield riots, only
criminals and degenerates; in the North, lawless race-
hatred has not yet permeated all the social strata.
While, therefore, Springlield should be condemned,
perhaps we had best leave the task to residents of those
cities which are free from lawlessness and crime.

- A

Our Litle Jokes

T Hose remarkable people who can read and under-

stand the Japanese newspapers say that the leading
journals over there are exceedingly wrought utp. in their
polite Oriental fashion, vver the remarks of Captain
Hobson at the Democratic Convention. The Japan
Mail implies that Honorable Hobson's statement of
Japan's eagerness for war with the esteemed United
States shows an inconceivable degree of imagination.
A Tokio paper with a name sounding like a leak
soda-fountain, fears that the eminent American is
regrettably demented.

We can not expect a people who laugh uproarously
at the funerals of near relations and sob through long
musical comedies to understand our jokes, any more
than we understand a laundry check. Therefore we
need not be surprised that a speech which sent the
Denver Convention into convulsions of laughter should
cause tears to flow in the streets of Tokio.

Now comes the jolly old roistering New York Herald
with a new one. The Herald will be remembered as
the journal which so gallantly led our forces in the re-
cent newspaper war with Japan. This facetious old
joker proposes that we ally ourselves with China against
the Japs. Even an Englishman would see how funny
that is; yet, for all we know, it may cause doleful
head-shakes in the island across the Pacific.

Of course we'll have to do something about that
sense of humor of Japan's. In the meantime, would n’t
it be wiser to keep our jokers in the harmless field of
mothers-in-law and chickens crossing roads ?

- ry

Hughes and the Machine

ecause of its important bearing upon the result of the
Presidential election this fall, the country at large is
considerably interested in the way things are going in
the Empire State. Governor Hughes, as everybody
knows, has made an able and efficient executive, and
has brought about a number of reforms, such as public
service regulation and the suppression of race-track
gambling. There are important things still to be done,
and the Governor has signified his willingness to stay
in the job and do them. The people like what he has
done, and New York is normally a Republican State
and you 'd think that he was all but reelected.

But an interesting complication has arisen. In tak-
ing the nomination two years ago, Mr. Hughes was in
no way indebted to the petty Republican politicians
who had ruled New York State so long and so badly.
For nearly two years now these fancy-vested near-
statesmen have been undergoing the humiliation of
having a Governor in the chair who was not interested
in them or their doings. When you have worked hard
building up a machine and you issue an order, it is em-
barrassing to find everybody laughing in his sleeve.
You would call that'a Foor way to run a republic.

So the politicians of New York are not anxious for
the renomination of Charles E. Hughes. Oyster Bay,
when approached for advice, said it was not running
New York politics, but that if they didn't nominate
Hughes they might lose the State for Taft. Thus the
alleged rulers of a great commonwealth are left between
bewhiskered virtue and the deep blue sea. It will be
interesting to see which way they will jump.

Philadelphia Will Celebrate

JPHILADELPHIA recently appointed a committee to look

" up the old family Bible and find out how old she is.
The records show that she was born, officially, in 1683,
and arrangements are now under way for celebrating
the two hundred and twenty-fifth anniversary of that
event. The week of October tenth has been sect aside
as Founders’ Week, and Philadelphia has jumped into
the preparations with a vigor quite remarkable in one so
advanced in years.

There is to be aCivic Day which will be ozcupied with
municipal history and problems, an Industrial Day on
which a parade will represent the evolution of industry,
and a Children's Day when one hundred and fifty
thousand children will sing in Independence Square.
There will be a day given up to historical pageant, tne
first ever attempted in the United States.

Upon the occasion of this birthday, Ph*iadelphia is to
be congratulated upon her long and *uspiring history,
upon the tremendous magnitude of her industries, and,

erhaps most of all, upon her vast number of happy,
prosperous people living in their own homes.
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You think you can tell the difference between
hearing grand-opera artists sing and héaring their

beautiful voices on the Vicfor. But can you?

In the opera-house corridor scene in “The Pit” at Ye Liberty Theatre,
Oakland, Cal., the famous quartet from Rigoletto was sung by Caruso, Abbot,
Homer and Scotti on the Viclor, and the delighted audience thought they were
listening to the singers themselves.

Every day at the Waldorf-Astoria, New York, the grand-opera stars sing,
accompanied by the hotel orchestra of sixteen picces. The diners listen with
rapt attention, craning their necks to get a glimpse of the singer. But it is
a Viclor.

In the rotunda of Wanamaker’s famous Philadelphia store, the great pipe
organ accompanied Melba onthe Ficlor, and people rushed from all directions
to see the singer.

Even in the Fictor laboratory, employes often imagine they are listening
to a singer making a record while they reallv hear the Victor,

Why not hear the Fictor for yourself? Any Viclor dealer will gladly play
any Victor Records you want to hear.

There is a Fictor for every purse—$i10 to $300.

Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J.,U.s.A.

Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors,

To get best results, use only Victor Needles on Victor Records

A complete list of new Victor Records for QOctober will be found in the October number
of Munsey's, Scribner's, McClure's, Everybody’s, Century, and November Cosmopolitan,

You Can’t Be Entirely Well without an Occasional

INTERNAL BATH

TH ERE is just one and only one effective Internal Bath which has
been before the public for years—which operates in suchawayas
to leave no ill-eflect whatever after using—which 1s so near to Na- "
ture’s own way Lhat it does not force but assists her—that one is the

J. B. L. Cascade

Thousands are using it with great results and corresponding enthu-
siasm. Some of their experiences, and most interesting information
on the Internal Bath, its purpose, its reason and its results, are con-
tained in a little book called ** The What, The Whﬂ, The Way,”
which will be sent you free on request. We suggest that you write
for it now, while it'is on your mind.

Tyrrell Hygienic Institute Dest. 40, 321 Fiemn Ave,,

Everyone Ought to Read This

BUCCESS MAGAZINE
Now Toxx, February 20, 1008,
Cman. . Trasse, M. D. i
My Dear B3ir: About two menths age | was lndored by s
In Iglo office to purchase cae of your = J. B. L. Casesdes.™ [ hare
been & sufferer almost all my 1fs from eonstipation ln an aggravaied
form and have never been sble Lo obtaln I:L: hﬁu-r:i.lﬂ.lml e
exceedingly skeptieal ahout your poaltion, and It with great
Indifference mﬂ gare It ntrial, m reeult haa been ltte short of
amazing. It has practiipally made & new man of me aad bas given me
the rellal T had been looking for for years.
Money could not purchase the Cn omds I own If 1t could not be
dupli ated.
have taken plesaurs In recommendlaz rthe Cascade to & nomber of
my friends and will contlnue to recommend 1t
Tt glves me great pleasars 4o write this litle mote of gratefal
apprecintion. Yours very truly,

(Signed) DAYVID D. LEE,

AN INVESTMENT OF 8160

Is the result from the operation of one American Box
Ball Alley in Sullivan, Ind. Why not go into this busi-

ness yourself? Itis the most practical and popular bowling

game in existence. It will make big money in any town.
These alleys pay from $a2s.00 to $65.00 each, per week, This
is no gambling device, but a splendid bowling game for amuse-
ment and physical exercise, Liberally patronized by the hest

$5t!3 '%LEAR PROFIT IN 51 DAYS FROM

sy e ; oA ks S

Fcr;pic of both sexes, Quickly installed, conveniently portable, No
pin boy needed. Receipts nre nearly all profit, Nearly 4000 sold to
date, We «cll on payments and our catalog is free,
Write for catalog. American Box Ball Company,
Patesters, 1zo2 Van Buren St,, Il_'ldnl;:uapolis, Ind,
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MOST high-fold collars set

likeNo.1. “OLYMPIC”
and “CARLTON" set like 2
and 3.
the cravat knot and for the
fingers when buttoning or

There i1s room for

unbuttoning the collar.

OvLymric, 234 in. high. Carrron, 2 %4 in. high

ARROW

15 cents—2 for 25 cents.
Made in CLUPECO SHRUNK,
QUARTER S1ZES, under
the ArRrow label only.
Proper Dress — A Booklet,
yours on request.

CruerT, PEABODY & CoO.,
Makers of Cluett Shirts
471 River St., Troy, N Y.

-

By having your candidate’s photo on a
Style 118

Novelly Knife (like cat)

3% Inches long, 2 blades $1.00
Durable, transparent handlee, with pictures of Taft and
Sherman, or Bryan and Kern. Your name beneath other
slde 20c extra. Blades are of best quality razor steel, fully
::Er;;lu. 2c for catalogue explaining advantages
Agents Earn 376 to $250 a Month

® show you how. Write quick for terms and great special offer to

axents, Exclusive territory.
M{ Outlery Oo., 533 Bar 54.. Canton, 0. )

Loyal To Your Pa

Learn Photography
Photo-Engraving or 3-Color Work

o 3

Engravers and 3-Calor Operalors Ear
v collaue | el e

On

tions,  Write for eatalogme, s
vou are interested.

1inolx Collewe of Pholography 0T} 951 Wahash Ave., EMagham, L.
Bissell College of Photo-Engraving) L H. BISSELL, Preeltes

pe——=="DOLLARS & SENSE"” FREE =
“DOLLARS & SENSE" (0O, HUNTER'S GREAT ROOK)

free with ADVERTISERS MAGAZINE one gear at 50 centa.

Ihispensable to husiness wen who advertise.  Rest *Ad-

School™ m existence,  Sample magazine (ree. ADVERTISERS

MaAGAzZINE, 720 Commerce Bldy., Kansas City, Mo.
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Woman-Suffrage __ ¢ B .
“T rear | did not under- - : 2 0 ®
stand you correctly,” )& A
said the Man from Mars. *“‘Did 4 N ==
vou say that women have no voice —3 [

in the affairs of the nation?

=

‘“Exactly,” replied the Politician.

““That would be a cause for rev-
olution where 1 tome from,"” ob-
served the Martian. *‘ How do“the
women like to be in that servile
position?

“They like it all right,” an-

necessary.

No MS. will be

For these bits of ** Point and Pleasaniry ** payment is made
at the rate of TEN CENTS A WORD. The editors re-
serve the right to make such editorial changes as may seem

Material which fails to gain a place on these pages, and yet
seems worthy of publication, may be retained at the usual rates.

d lope is inclosed.

d unless st

swered the Politician. ** Just a few
suffragettes object, and they are

Address: Editor, ** Point and Pleasantry.”

easily jailed; while so far as a revo-
lution is concerned even the Daugh-
ters of the American Revolution refuse to support the
suffragettes.”

**Of course the reason for this undoubtedly is that
the women are of inferior mental and moral caliber to
the men.”

** Oh, no,” explained the Politician.
they are so much superior.” .

** That scems rather illogical. It is hard to believe
that superior beings should submit to being ruled by
inferior beings.”

‘“Yes, but don't you see,” objected the Politician,
*“if women got into politics they would become in-
ferior?™

“Would they ?” said the Man from Mars. ‘' Then,
by the same sign, if the men got out of politics, they
would become superior, | suppose. If | were a
man | would n’t object to that.”

‘! Yes, but we love our women.” 2

‘“1 don't follow your logic at all,”” said the *
Man from Mars.

‘“What's logic?" asked the Politician, with
awakening interest. *‘ Is there any money in it ?”

Erus O. Jones.

‘“1t is because

Hard on the Messenger

ommy had been spanked by Miss Manners, his
first-grade teacher, but his next teacher had '
not reached the point where she felt she could
do justice to him in spite of all his naughtiness.

“*Send him to me when you want him
spanked,” said Miss Manners onc morning, after her
colleague had related his many misdemeanors.

About cleven o'clock Tomm[))’ appeared at Miss Man-
ners's door.  She dropped her book, grasped him firmly
by the hand, led him to the dressing-room, turned him
over her knee, and administered punishment. -

When she had finished she said, “Now, Tommy,
what have you to say ¢

‘* Please, miss, my teacher wants the scissors,” was
the unexpected reply.

B. V. Cummings.

The Tender-Hearted Tar

A sEaMan in our navy, fresh from the long battle-ship
cruise, entered a bank in San Diego, hailing the
teller boisterously as follows:

“Hello, matey ! How's busi-
ness?"

‘‘ Business is n’t any too brisk,"”
replied the teller, indulgently, *‘ but
maybe it’ll pick up. What can |
do for you? ™

The jacky produced a check
for 830, pavable to bearer.

““ How will you have it ? " asked
the teller.

The genial seaman hesitated a
moment, and then replied:

‘‘ Matev, secin’ that business ain't so good, |
won't be hard on you. Gimme ten dollars now,
an’ Il take the rest at ten a month.

Eowin TaRRissk.
-

A Catastrophe Averted

R. Suarre had faithfully promised his wife

to be home at 10 p. M., but had later ac-
cepted an invitation to “‘sit in"" in a social game
with three friends. Considerably the worse for
wear, he quietly entered his home just as the
hall-clock was striking two, and was met in the
hall by a nurse who informed him that he was

the father of twins.

“How forshunate,”
he replied, as he looked at the clock, *‘that I did not
come in at m-midnight.”"—Ivan La RocHELLE.

Not an Up-to-date Church

WO CcoOLORED sisters living in a suburban town met

on the street one day, and Sister Washington, who

had recently joined the church, was describing her ex-
periences.

‘‘’Deed, Mrs. Johnsing, 1'se jined the Baptist Church,
but | could n't do all the
jining here, 'cause they
ad to take me to the
city church to baptize
me. You know ther
ain’t no pool-room in the
church here.”

New Yorker died and
went to his “eternal
home.”

. This man walked
around growling, as most New Yorkers
do, finding fault with everything, and
saying that he could n't see that heaven
was much better than New York.

*““Why, say,” he observed to a shade
who happened to be near, *‘ this placeis
all undermined with dynamite, just like New York, and
when you 're not being blown up you are being ground
to death in some sulphurous subway or other. [ don't
see the use of coming to heaven, anyway.”

‘' Excuse me, my dear boy,” said the shade to whom
he was talking, ‘‘ you have made a slight mistake. This
is not heaven."—A. Giesey.

a &
A Week's Experience
HE year had gloomily begun

For Willie Weeks, a poor man’s Sum.
He was beset with bill and dun,
And he had very little Mon.

! This cash,” said he, ‘“ won't pay my dues,
| 've nothing here but ones and

A bright thought struck him, and he said,
““The rich Miss Goldrocks [ will Wep.”

Tues.”

But when he paid his court to her
She lisped, but firmly said, ‘‘No,

‘“Alas,” said he, ‘““then | must die'”
His soul went where they say souls Fri.

They found his gloves and coat and hat,
And the coroner then upon them Sat.

'y &

The Origin of a Miserable Joke

oNfFucius had just met William Penn at one

of Cleopatra’s five-o'clock teas.

“William Penn?” he said. **William
Penn ? Scems to me | have heard of you, sir."

““Yes?” said Penn, with a pleased smile.
‘1 am the man who was mightier than the
sword.”

** Ah, yes,” said Confucius. *‘ You are also
the man who invented sleep, are vou not?”

**No, " said Penn, *‘l founded Philadelphia.”

‘*Oh, yes,” said Confucius. ‘1 knew it
was son_aithing of that kind.”

Thur"
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Ten-Cent-2-Word Department

Where His Treasure
Was
“WHen they take

woman away from
the coeducational col-
lege,” said the speaker,
““what will follow "
1 will,” cried a voice
from the audience.

meis‘s FECB
"HARLES BavveLL

Loomis, the writer
and humorist, has as sorrowful a face as can be found at
a funeral. He seldom smiles, and then with a seeming
effort that is painful to behold. He was present last
winter at a theater party given by Mark Twain to all
the Harper aythors. After the
show the elder humorist
greeted the younger with a f
smile and a handshake, but
the mournful visage of Loomis é
remained unchanged. }

“We've met before, Mr.
Clemens,” he said. ‘'l at-
tended your birthday dinner;
but | didn’t suppose you 'd
remember my face.”

*Remember your face?”
responded Twain. ‘‘Why,
I'll never forget it. | wish |
had it.”

Morcan RoBerTSON.

Lay of an Ancient
Anecdote

N ANCIENT anecdote [ be!

Three thousand years ago

Egyptian jokesmiths fashioned me to fit their Pharaoh.

Tﬁe old Chaldeans, sportive men, amusement would
evince

To see me harnessed now and then to potentate or prince.

The Middle Ages knew me well; | was considered good.
I helped make famous William Tell, and also Robin

ood.
The Grub-Street wits I did delight; [ earned for them
some pence;
And when the New World came to light 1 emigrated
thence.

An ancient anecdote | be! 1 have been coupled with
The foremost men of history and half their kin and kith.
1've toiled since Humor had its dawn to feed the
scnbblmg craft;
And now | s'pose they I tack me on to William
Howard Taft !
WiLtiam S. Apkins.

Second Best
Younc Isaacs.—** Fadder, ees marriage a failure ?”
Tue ELoer Isaacs.—'* Vell, my boy, eef you marry a
real, real rich girl, marriage ees almost as good as a
failure."—T. Z. EVELAND

The Terrpra of Englilh

FanSandanl,andan O and a U,
With an X at the end spell Su,
And an Eand a Y and an Espell 1,
Pray what is a speller to do ?

Then if also an Sand an 1 and 2 G

And a H E D spell side,

There 's nothing much left for a speller to do
But go commit siouxeyesighed !

R. RocHesTer.
& -
The Moonshiner
J» THE days when certain sections of South Missouri
were famous for the illicit distillation of whisky a
visitor was introduced to a man named Joshua, famous
locally for his illegal trade.
‘“Are you the Joshua who made the sunstand still 7"
mqun'ed lhe visitor, facetiously.

« ““No," responded the other, ‘I am the Joshua who
made the moon-shine still.”

IF 8UBSORIBERS (OF RECORD) MENTION ** BUOCESS MAGAZINE " IN ANSWERING ADVERTIBEMENTS, THEY ARE PROTECTED BY-GUR)GU
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THE STANDARD PAPER FOR BUSINESS STATIONERY—"LOOK FOR THE WATER-MARK"

[
i
i
4
]
1
{

Any letter that is worth careful wordmg is
worthy of fine paper. Any letter that carries a
 hope ought to be on paper ‘that wins a welcome.
Any letter that pleads a chance for your goods
- or services demands a paper which makes friends

- - with the reader’s eyes and his sense of quality.
i Old Hampshlre:“Bond is the busmess _paper that
' does business. It is the proper paper for a well-
. built reason. It has the convincing look, which
. is half the battle. “Look for the Water-mark »

© OLD HAMPSHIRE mnn is used to carry earnest, sincere mes-'_ : :
~ sages from men who take pride in themselves and their business, " |
s hnndmme specimen book sbomng the paper may ha had hy. Gy i o
writing us on your letterhead.

'Hampshire Paper Company

~ Only paper makers in the world making bond paper exclusively

South Hadley Falls, Massachussetts

MADE ;A LII'TLE BETTER THAN SEENS NECESSARY"—=LOOK FOR THE WATER-MARK"

- — - #
ENDORSED “THE BEST" BY FIFTY THOUSAND VSERS

SECTIONAL
M ﬁ. DGDKCASE §g®

MADE IN SEVERAL DIFFERENT STYLES AND FINISHES

SENT ON APPROVAL $ 100 PER. SECTION |
FRLUEIGHT PAID ® 1 A AND UPWARDS |

SEND FOR. NEW CATALOG NO 22

THE C.J LVNDSTROM MFC. CO. LITTLE FALLS, NY
Mras. oF SECTIONAL BOORCAIES AND  FitinG CABINETS

. -LOOKING |
5 AHEAD°‘

If so, take advantage of to-
day’s opportunities for
the merchant, farmer, fruit
grower and business man
along the Pacific Coast
Extension of the

Chicago, Mtlwnukae & St. Paul Railway |

Descriptive nooks Free F. A. Miller, G. I'. A., Chleago

Bliss Electrical School

Offers a theoretical and practical course in ELECTRICITY, complete 1N
ONE YEAR. Students actually construct Dynamos, Motors, ete.  Graduates
hold good positions in electrical industries. Sixteenth year opens September 3o
Send for free Catalog to W. N. W &srizﬁbccretary, Takoma Park, Washington, [0
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As the Drummer
Told It

By Charles Battell Loomis

s we journey through life (said my seat-mate, the
happy drummer), we 're told that it s bad form to
Knock. And they also say that Opportunity is no
Knocker. It knocks only once in each man's life. So
they say. But they're 'way off. Opportunity has
calloused knuckles, but the trouble is most people are
hard of hearing.

| remember a case where Opportunity and | met in
Chicago. Going in just as we are to-day, and on the
same line, too, and in the seat where you sit, there was
a chap who, 1t turned out in the course of gab, did
parlor tricks for a living. He could give you the quar-
rel scene from ** Julus Casar” with a book n his hand
and not a dab of grease-paint. He delivered the goods,
too, because after |'d been talking to him for half an
nour and wondering where his face had furnished a
pleasant sight for my eyes, | remembered that he had
done his stunts at a meeting of my lodge up in Har-
lem, and the boys had all liked him, for a change.

Well, | asked him how was business, and he said, on
the blink; that he was on his way to Chicago to see 1f
he could n't interest some of the High Brows in his
work. This was the first time | 'd ever heard of High
Brows m Chicago, and it interested me.

He told me that if it wasn't for the bad name it
would give im he 'd be willing to give an hour and
a half of Willy the Hamlet Man for ten dollars, al-
though some ol the Boston guys got as high as a hun-
dred an evening and escaped with it.

Well, to a chap that works for his living, such tales
as that are always interesting, and 1 asked him if 1t
was a fact that there were dubs who would hand out
ten of the same high denomination just to see a feller
hold a book and let borrowed words escape from his
mouth, and he told me it was the Veritable Truth,
only in his case he’'d seldom got more than thirty
simoleums for any one evening, and now he 'd staked
his last hundred on being able to caplure some dates
from the busy Chicagoans.

| asked him if there were enough people in Chicago
who had ever heard of Shakespeare to make it pay,
and he ﬁave me a lot of serious talk about Chicago be-
ing an Intellectual Center—those are his very words.
He said 1t was good fun for Easterners to give Chi-
cago the merry laugh, but that she was made up of
Americans as well as of foreigners, and some of the
Americans had as high brows as ever touched the top
of a derby.

Well, tﬁat interested me some more, and | wished
| could help the feller to a handful of dates, seeing he
needed the fruit in his business, but unless | could get
next to some chairman of an entertainment committee
of some local lodge | did n't see what | could do.

Say, if you 'd rather side step and read some maga-
zine ['ll tell the rest to myself.

Thanks; well 1 think so myself. Reading’sall very
well if you're alone, but I'd rather hear a man tell 2
true story than read it in a magazine, and 1'd rather
tell one myselfl than listen to another man tell it. Gee,
it bores me to hear a long-winded story. You that
way too ? | guess we all are at that.

I was going to a hotel on Michigan Avenue, and |
recommended 1t to this chap as a good place to write
his letters to committees in, and yet not a robbery
joint; and so he went along with me.

After we'd registered | wished him good luck and
told him 1'd meet him at the gentle hour of half past
six at the food platform, if he had nothing better to do,
and then he went into the writing-room to get busy at
once with his committees and | went over to Studeba-
ker Hall to see a musical chap who was interested in
barbed wire (on the side) which | was handling at the
time (with gloves, ou understand).

My friend Burdell's office was up near the top floor,
and as | came out | noticed a lot of women buzzing
around a big door that opened into an audience hall
They reminded me of a lot of pretty bees around a
hive, and there were a good many queens among em,
too. We can teach Europe how to dress.

' Oh, isn't it too vexing ? " said one who looked as
if she belonged te fifty-seven varieties of clubs—gee,
but she had a jaw and an eye that made me glad |
1 was n't her husband !

**Oh, 1'm sure he 'll come,” said another; ** because
he never breaks an engagement.”

Well, 1 don't know why, but | was curious to hear
what was up, and | let a car go down that had brought
up a young woman and a messenger boy.

‘“Is this where Mr. Henry Barton s to lecture?”
said the young woman.

“Henrictta Hawley Hilson!" said the messenger

V.

The woman with the jaw and eves said ** Yes,” to
the voung woman, and *‘Yes,” to the boy, and
snatched the telegram out of his hand.
I'rain broken down at ‘T'erre Haute, M ust miss
date. HENRY Barros,

The president of the association said something that

looked hike **amut,” from the motion of her hips, and

[ N
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The CleanlnessWh

HE United States Governmer:t spent six
million dollars to clean up the Panama
Canal Zone.

The Canal Zone, 10 miles wide, stretching across

the Isthmus, is now as healthy as any similar
strip in any part of the United States.

Havana dirty was the pest spot of the Western ‘
Hemisphere; Havana clean is one of the healthiest
cities in the world.

The great inventions and achievements of modern
times are secondary in importance when compared with
the advance in the knowledge of the laws governing
health.

The French failed in Panama because conditions were
unfit for civilized life. Health failed, life failed and the
Canal failed. The secret of health is cleanliness—cleanli-
ness of body and cleanliness of surroundings.

Statistics of great wars of the past 200 years show
that for each man killed in battle, five men died from
sickness or disease.

In the Russian-Japanese war the record of the Japan-
ese army was four killed in battle to one by disease. In
no great war, ancient or modern, was sanitary and
hygienic cleanliness practiced as by the Japanese. The
battle losses on either side were not materially different;
the saving of life on the Japanese side was off the battle
field through hygienic cleanliness.

Wherever authority exists and is exerted for the en-
forcement of sanitary and hygienic laws on a large scale, {
the most astonishing statistics are obtained; but, astound-
ing and impressive as these are, they cannot be compared
with the results that would follow the intelligent applica-
tion in the home and in the family of those simple
measures which science and experience have proven to be
effective and sound in preventing sickness and maintain-
ing prophylactic cleanliness.

Prevention is better than cure. The practice of
hygienic, prophylactic cleanliness protects against disease
and prevents the development of minor causes into
serious effects.

The standard of a nation’s physical and moral life is
determined by its standard of prophylactic and hygienic
cleanliness.

The Many Uses of Dioxogen in t

As a Mouth and Throat Cleanser |
tooth cavities. around the gums and teeth,
and throat and wherever substances in wh
reached by the tooth brush. It kills the ger
putrefactive substances. Its taste is neutral
aseptically, hygienicly clean.

As a Cleanser of Cuts, Wounds, So
ogen tells immediately by its bubbling +y
decaying tissues, etc.), in which germs ex
thoroughly cleanses the tissues so that nof
natural healing.

As a Cleanser of Skin Pores, Dioxoj
the irritating substances which cause pimy
plexion disfigurements. A/ffer Shavimg, Dic
the visible and invisible, and leaves the skin
and irritations. Used in this way it is a prev

As a Deodoramt, Dioxogen stops bodily
pores and disinfecting the substances lodgec

Write for very interesting pamphlet taining f
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ch Drevents Disease

IOXOGEN is a rational prophylactic

cleanser. It contains only one active

ingredient—oxygen—the recognized act-
ual life-supporting, decay resisting cleansing
force of the Universe; oxygen in appreciable and
definite quantities that can be collected, weighed
and measured ; oxygen that is perceptible to the
senses, whose activities can be seen and felt; oxygen
that bubbles and foams when brought in contact with the
products of decay.

Dioxogen is as effective an antiseptic disinfectant and
germicide as Bichloride of Mercury, 1 to 1000, but it is
harmless.

Because of his harmlessness and because its effective-
ness is due solely to Oxygen, it is available for all human

purposes.

In the mouth it bubbles and foams as it cleanses: on
a sore it bubbles and foams as it cleanses; on a burn it
bubbles and foams as it cleanses. On mucous membrane
affected by discharges or inflammation, it bubbles and
foams as it cleanses.

In all cases it is the Oxygen which is working, pro-
ducing hygienic prophylactic cleanliness.

Dioxogen has been used by professional men for over
16 years. It has stood the test of rigid investigation
and the grilling test of time.

Prophylactic hygienic cleanliness is very different
from ordinary soap and water cleanliness. The surgeon
knows that washing his hands with soap and water does
not make them safe to handle operating instruments or
to touch a wound; they must be cleansed of all germs by
the use of some antiseptic cleanser or else the wound
may become infected and cause septic poisoning.

The dentist knows that brushing the teeth does not
destroy the germ life in the mouth. As with the surgeon
this can only be accomplished by the use of proper germ-
icide or antiseptic.

While there are many ways of sterilizing inanimate
things there is only one way of doing it with the body,
that is by the intelligent use of some harmless but
effective antiseptic, germicide or disinfectant.

e Home and when Traveling

joxogen bubbles between the teeth, into
inder the tongue, into folds of the cheeks
ch germs thrive could lodge—places never
n, disinfects and mechanically removes the
-pleasant—it leaves the mouth delightfully,

ps, Burms, and all minor injuries, Diox-
enever it finds putrefactive matter (pus,
st. Furthermore, it kills the germs and
\ing remains to irritate or prevent quick

.n disinfects and removes from the pores
es, blackheads, blotches and other com-
togen cleanses the cuts and scratches, both
n a smooth condition, free from smarting
ntive of skin infection from unclean razors.

ydors quickly by bubbling its way into the
in the skin which are producing the odors.

rther valuable information.
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then she turned and said to the one who was taking
money at the door, * Refund the maney. Mr. Barton
won't be here.”

Well, you see, this is where my ears did me a good
service. | heard Opportunity at the front door knock-
ing to beat the band, and not a soul there heard a
sound. Of course they did n’t know the little chap that
had come into Chicago with me.

I stepped up to the presidentess, and | said, **Will
ou kindly tell me what Mr. Barton was going to
ecture on ¢ "

**“The Unities as Observed by Shakespeare,’” said
she, although as a title it did n't seem to have much
sense to me.

But, anyhow, here was an audience ex i
Shakespeare in some form of dope or other, and there
was my little Shakespeare boy down at the hotel writ-
ing letters asking for dates. " Two and two are four,
even in as go-ahead a city as Chicago, said | to myself,
and | said to Mrs. Henrietta, ‘‘Suppose you had some-
thing * Ijust as good’ for these people, would you keep
them?"” :

A woman with a lovely face to have in front of you
at meals, and about hall‘y as old as the president, said,
“'Oh, it would be splendid if we could keep the audi-
ence, because they have all paid and it’s horrid to give
money back.” | agreed witﬁ her that it was, and that
it was also foolish, and | said that if she'd keep the
audience from escaping into the windy streets I'd run
down the street and bring her a man who knew
Shakespeare backwards and talked it in his sleep.

They wanted to know his name, and they'd heard
of it—that’s a fact—and the idea made ‘em {ap y.

Well, of course | was thinking some of a ra e-off,
because | never studied to be a philanthropist, and be-
sides at that time my salary did n't suit me as well as it
suited my boss and | thought that if 1 could collar a
little ten per cent. it would add a sort of noonday
glow to my Chicago sojourn.

First | got my hotel on the telephone and told 'em
to close the doors and not let Julius Caesar escape; that
| wanted him to come with Shakespeare right up to
Studebaker Hall as fast as his little feet could to dle;
that they would find him in the writing-room, writing
letters to committees.

The{vset HIJ a search for him and reported him miss-

ing. hen last seen he had been spoiling letter-paper
in the writing-room, but he had gft it behind him,

each note beginning, ‘‘ Chicago Entertainment Bureau,

Gentlemen.”

Chicago is a pretty slick haystack when it comes to
losing needles there, and | was afraid that we had lost
Julius, but | don't give up easily, and | gave myself
one guess that perhaps if he could n’t write the sort of
letter he wanted to he'd go and see the parties face
to face.

So | called up the Chicago Entertainment Bureau and
in 2 minute | was talking to the manager and he said that
Julius had left there about five minutes before, and that
he had asked the way to the Art Museum.

‘‘1've got him,” said | to Mrs. Hilson. *‘Hold ’em
a little while longer and I'll go and bring him in.”

lyrushed down in the elevator—so to speak—and |
used Michigan Avenue just to set the tips of my toes
on as | went at_an lllinois Central gait to the Temple
of Art. | knew very well that little Julius was solacing
himself on art, because from the talk | 'd had with him
on the train | knew he took stock in things in frames
and on pedestals, and the sort of bust that would suit
him would n’t suit Yours Respectfully.

If 1’d missed him this time 1'd have broken a few
more limbs of the Venus de Mylow, but | was a regu-
lar Sherlock Holmes, for there, looking at the pretty
pictures, was Hamlet.

I rushed up to him and | said, ““Is itin your head, or
must you have a book ?"

He caught on quick and put his hand in his overcoat
pocket and pulled out the immortal works of William
Q. Shakespeare in two or three volumes, and | touched
him on the shoulder with two fingers and said, * Tag;
you 're IT."”

He wanted to know what asylum: they had chosen
for me and if I thought 1°d like the restraint; but I told
him | did n’t want any persiflagging from him, that |
was his amusement broker and was hot after ten per
cent. of some pretty fair gate receipts, and that il we
did n’t hurry back the fair ones would have fled to the
fudge joints and we 'd lose good money.

*“Just follow me out to a cab. Keep your breath,
for you'll need it in your business,” said I; and he fol-
lowed me to a handy cab and we drove to the hall.

I met half a dozen of the pretty bees coming out of
the hive on the ground floor, but | said to them that |
had the goods and if they did n't want to miss a treat
they 'd better come back. And they giggled and came
bac{ and reinvested their little dollar again.

Yes, sir, it was a dollar a throw to hear that Barton,
and so that is what it was to hear Richard three times.

I introduced him to Mrs. Henrietta Hilson, and as 1'd
told him all about what had happened, in the cab, he
made a very pretty speech, saying he knew Barton and
was glad to help him out.

‘“ But the gate receipts belong to you,” said I.

““Of cowrse,” said Mrs. Hilson, who turned out a
pretty gocd sort even if she did belong to a handful of
clubs, and he mounted the platform and gave 'em more

[Concluded on page 655]
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All Six Are

Free

These are the famous Lily Butter-Spreaders now
seen displayed in the finest jewelry stores.

They are the rage of today. The most popular
piece of silverware now on the market.

.The price, if you buy them, is $3.00 or more for the
six. e only mark on them is “Wm. Rogers & Son

AA"—the mark of the Rogers Extra Plate.

We are going to supply to our customers—for a
preade.s free.

little time—six of these

0'._urofferi£lhiu

Send us thetop from
a jar of Armour's Ex-
tract of Beef. Else
send the paper certifi-
cate under i he top.

Send with it ten
cents to pay the cost
of carriage and pack-
ing. We will then send
you one of these but-
ter-spreaders,

Send us more of the
tops as {uu gret them,
and send 10 cents with
each to paythe cost of
carriage and packing.
We will send one
spreader for each top
until vou get the six.

Thus this beautiful
set—the wvery fad of
the day — costs you
only our carriage
and packing cost—60
cents for the six.

That means that we
return to you—for a
little time—more than
you pay for the Ex-
tract of Beef,

%mk this:

We want you to learn the hundred uses that every
home has for a real extract of beef.

Not merely for beef tea—not as a sick room food.
That is the least of its uses,

We want you to know what the Germans know—
what the French know about it. This is one of the
secrets of their fame as good cooks.

Arrmours
EXTRACT
oA

BEEF

We ask yon to use it in soups, Note what a difference it
makes. Add it to gravies—both for flavor and color,

Add it to left-overs. Note how appetizing, how delicious
it makes them. See how it enables you to utilize things
that now go to waste. Any meat dish that lacks flavor
always calls for extract of beef,

When you use six jars you willuse a hundred. Youcan’t
get along without it,

Another reason is this:

We want you to know the difference between Armour's
Extract of Beel and others. Armour’s goes four times as
far, because it has four
times the flavor and four
times the strength.

The directions are al-
ways, "'use one-fourth
, as much.”

Armour's is concen-
trated. It is rich and
economical. Itgives one
a new idea of extract of
beef.

We want you to prove
these facts.

There are two ways to
tell you the worth of this
Extract of Beef,

One is to supply you a
few jars free. But that
would cheapen the ex-
tract.

The other is to give
you back — for a little
time —more than you
pay for the extract. That
is what we offer to do.

Then you will have a
silver set that will re-
main in your home for a
lifetime.

And then you will know
what Armour's Extract
of Beef means. Andthat
knowledge, in the vears
to come, will better a
thousand dishes.

Order one jiar now—
from your druggist or
grocer. Send us the top
or certificate with ten
cents. ‘Then judge by
the spreader we send if
you want the rest.

Send it today to Armour & Company, Chicago, Dept. W.

ARMOUR g COMPANY

“did not answer.

MRS. CU

HE other day, in a
blossoming city park,
I saw a younE mother
caring for her baby girl,
a happy little two-year-
old, who was sweetly
obedient on all but one
point: she wanted to
walk on a low wall beside a gravel path. The mother
denied the request half a dozen times, but at last she lifted
the baby up toit and the Iaughing toddler pattered along
in great glee, halding the mother's hand. ~ After two or
three trips she was content to be jumxed down and to go
back to her play in the long grass. A grim old lady'who
sat on a bench near by watched the two; then she asked
severely, ‘‘ Madam, is that the way you break a child’s
Wi'II]‘? , ther looked
he ha oung mother looked up in perplexity.
" Did youpfp’;gk to me?" she asked. pRperey

‘1 did,” answered the stranger. ‘‘l have listened
for half an hour to you while you repeatedly refused
the baby's request; then you gave in—about walking
on the wall.”

**Why," she replied gently, *‘l took the best care of
her—she could not have fallen.”

‘“There was nothing wrong about walking on the
wall. What | mean is, you refused her; then yougave
in to’hcr whim. That is no way to break a child’s
will.

1 don’t want to break her will. All | think of is how
to make my little girl perfectl happr.”

““You are like thousands of other foolish mothers "—
the stranger spoke severely—‘‘they spare the rod
and—"'

**Oh,” cried the mother, ‘‘l don’t believe in the rod
—for this happy little baby ! She has never had a
punishment of any sort. She has not needed it. 1
don't believe she ever will.”

The face of the elder woman grew cruelly stern.
““You will live to rel[;)enl it. There*is only one way to
bring up children: that is to make them fear you.
had a family of eight. When they were no older than
your little girl, | began to break their wills. If they set
their hearts on anything, they did not get it, and |
never allowed the slightest fault to go unpunished. My
children realized there was a stern eye constantly upon
them. They feared the stick, or the dark attic with a
day’s fare of bread and water. Some of them gave me
more trouble, some less; but they grew up useful, hon-
orable men and women.”

The pretty young mother picked up her baby and
clasped it tightly to her breast. She looked up at the
older woman and asked, ‘Do they love you very
dearly 7"

For a few moments the woman sat watching the
gurgling shower of kisses with which the baby returned
its mother’s embrace. The stern, cold face seemed to
be convulsed by a moment of agonizing memory. She
She picked up 2 book she had been
reading, and- walked away.

*

His incident simply shows the widespread method of
~ bringing up children a generation or two ago. It
had continued so long that to-day there is a general
revolt from such ideas. Of course, every mother and
father is not gentle and wise. We hear only too often
of harsh treatment of little ones, but the world grows
better every day while parents grow wiser. The
wisdom comes not wholly from educative influences.
It is the result of looking into one’s own heart and
memory. The man with an unhappy, misunderstood
childhood does not forget; sometimes he does not
forgive. If he bends his memory to the task and
analyzes episodes which can not be blotted out, he
can often lay a finger on the place where punishment,
instead of building character, gave it a nasty twist.
For instance, he remembers his first lie, told to save
himself from a beating. We all know the story of
Charles Dickens's forlorn, squalid childhood. Doubtless
there was an underlying reason for certain faults which

The Editor of Our Home Departments
Gives Her Views on Some Subjects
That Are Not Altogether Homely

SUCCESS MAGAZINE

marred a great intellect
and character. We re-
alize how vividly he re-
called that unhappy boy=-
hood when we read his
novels. Oliver Twist
was not the only little
lad who had to tread a
thorny path; there are scores of children in Dickens'’s
books for whom childhood was a reign of terror; and
the pitiful truth of it is, millions of children have lived
through such experiences—not in novels, but in real life.

r ¥

To-mv. at least in America, such awful conditions
can scarcely exist. The law of every State deals
out relentless punishment for maltreatment of children;
only there are other things than beatings and a dark
attic which enter like iron into a child’s soul. We see
men and women who have children born to them, and it
makes us wonder if the Almighty really regulates our
being. No careful orphanage would give babies to such
arents. It is not that children are unwelcome in such
omes; they are simply looked upon as human souls
to be reared with pitiless severity in the paths of recti-
tude, in fear of God, and to honor their parents. There
are buoyant young wills to be broken, and childish am-
bitions to be crushed. Long before manhood arrives,
the broken will has endured many an ugly snarl. Look
around you: no matter where you live you will see
men and women who are not wholly to be blamed for
an unhappy nature. The fault lies with their parents—
with who knows how many generations of parentage ?
I have heard stern fathers and mothers declare that
nothing but love lay back of an austere upbringing. 1
don’t believe it. Such love can not exist any more
than the cruel, relentless God of our forefathers. There
is only one sort of parental love—that warm, protect-
ing, sympathetic, ge.-tle, unselfish love which brings
with it a2 wonderful understanding of child-nature. |
have known the heart of a forlon wanderer of the
streets to overflow with such love for an unfathered
child, while a minister in ki; pulpit knew nothing
of the meaning of such love.

r ¥

PEAKING of 2 woman's intuition, that is the first ne-
cessity in bringing sunshine and good-fellowship into
lives that need it. is intuition is born in some
women; others have to cultivate it. | heard a stor
the other day of a woman who learned to cultivate 1t
after an experience that cost her dearly. She is the
wife of one of the wealthiest, most honoted men in the
country; a woman with a fine, generous, broad-minded
nature. She has given much study to what wealth can
do and what wealth is leaving undone. She discovered
the *‘ social interstices” of which the college girl speaks,
and decided, in her gracious, impulsive w.iy, to change
things. She was just taking up her residence in a new
city, the one city in America where social ambition runs
highest. She joined a church which had a large mem-
bership; then she threw open her beautiful home to
her fellow ‘parishoners, almost regardless of class or
wealth. Of course her guests came—in shoals. Some
stared in amazement at the people they met under her
roof; others, of better breeding, may have marveled,
but they treated all with perfect courtesy.

r P

N LEss than a few weeks the woman who had been

eager to bridge social interstices found herself in a
place where it took more than everyday diplomacy to
ull out. She was besieged morning, noon, and night
y more callers, invitations, and attentions than a
hundred women could have responded to. She had
shown herself, to put it slangily, ‘‘a good thing."
Suppliants for a thousand favors flocked about her.
The friends to whom she had unwittingly introduced a
hitherto unknown social circle, also found their homes
invaded by all sorts of women. ‘‘At home"” days be-
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came a crush for them, not of old friends and acquaint-
ances, but of an ill-bred throng who dragged about
with them intimates as feverishly eager for a place in
society as they were. It was simply a case of letting
down the bars so any one might enter. . The few well-
bred, intelligent women to whom the doors of a new
world had been opened, were the ones who took
advantage slowly, of such kindness. Although the
gracious hostess iooked on with a perplexity which some-
times was half terror at the invasions she had unwit-
tingly invited, still there were a few friendships which
gladdened her heart, for she had carried brightness into
more than one dull life. She realized, however, her
dire mistake and set about straightening out things. It
could not be done in 2 moment. She was not the sort
of woman who can deliver a slight or a cold-blooded
snub to any one. When spring came, she said her
adieux, closed her city home, am? went to Europe. It
was late in the fall when she returned, and straightaway
she was fallen upon by the crowd who had had a taste
of her hospitality. She brought a diplomacy borne of
much thought to bear upon the situation, and without
a touch of unkindness began to separate from among
the throng women worthy to be her friends. So dis-
creetly was every move made that before the end of
that season her circle had narrowed down considerably.
After an absence during a second summer and a third,
she won out, only—she had learned a lesson!

+r ¢

o MATTER how broad-minded you may be, you have

to confess that class distinctions, to a certain degree,

do make for happiness. Watch the children in a play-
ground gathering into little knots; there is the studious
youngster friendly with boys and girls who love books
as he does; there is the athletic boy with his kind; the
over-dressed, vain little girl, gossiping with her com-
rades—like make-believe society women. It is society
in embryo, the instinctive gathering together of human
beings with common likes, common ambitions. Some
one says, '‘Education tends toward isolation.” We
see a certain truth in that—gs when the Indian boy
goes back to the wild life of the reserve after a college
education; when the negro girl after winning honors as
high as her white sisters returns to the humble life of
her own people. There are thousands of cases among
our own people quite as sad. You can not call these
oung men and women snobs; that would be absurd.
heir ambitions to be ‘‘ somebody " socially is nothing
more or less than a feeling that dwells in ihe heart of
every true American. The Unitarian church carries out
a plan which is exactly the personal help some lives
need. It maintains what is called its ** Cheerful Letter
Club.” Women do the work. To each member is
allotted one lonely soul. She may be an invalid at
home or in a hospital, a dweller in some out-of-the-
world corner, a toiler in a mill or household. It does
not require wealth to belong to the Cheerful Letter
Club, but one must have a happy disposition; broad,
human sympathy; some understanding of the problems
of life; the capacity to write a pleasant, cheering letter,
and be able to forget the problems of their own lives.
To women with motherly and housekeeping experience
is given some poor woman struggling to make a small
income cover th= needs of a large family; the bright girl
radiant with joyful youth sheds some of her own hap-
piness upon the life of a girl who toils. And the plan
works. Unless you had seen letters | have read, you
could hardly understand how wonderfully it does work.
The weekly or fortnightly letter becomes a genuine ray
of sunshine in some home or in some lonely room.
Between the letters go magazines, pictures, tiny gifts,
all sorts of small remembrances that mean so much to
the dweller in a narrow place. A great preacher, once
speaking of how the world might be made happier,
said: ‘'If each man and woman here would give a
hearty, personal friendship and something of genial
sympathy to one lonely human being, the solitary places
in life would be blotted out as surely as we are oblitera-
ting from the map of the world its unexplored regions.”

L L
Reluctant English Courtesy

uaT gifted publicity man, A. Toxin Worm, made the

preposterous claim in London, last winter, that he
would see to it that there was no “‘booing” of the
actors at the opening performances by E. H. Sothern.
This popular English diversigm consists of bellowing
through the hands, and no *“first night” is supposed to
be complete without these vocal interruptions.

On the night of Mr. Sothern’s first performance, some
forty-five evil-looking men, bearing black-jacks in their
sleeves, were distributed throughout the gallery and
pit. There was no interruption from the audience that
night, but only the occasional dull thud of black-jacks
upon knuckles. Every hand that was raised, as a pre-
liminary to the ‘‘booing™ process, received a quick
blow. Mr. Worm says that he never saw so many
limp hands, and so many hewilde_rcd ches assembled in
any one place as he saw that first night among the
crowd that left the theater.

At the close of the week that dignified journal, the
Times, commented gravely upon the growing courtesy
of English audiences toward American actors, and wit-
nessed the case of six productions by Mr, Sothern with-
out a single ‘* boo.”
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Is she as fair and fresh as the

.| day you were married? 1f not,
it is probably because she neglected
to care for her skin. Household and
social cares, and family duties incident to
the rearing of children, have left lines on her face
and robbed her of the bloom of her youth,

She can regain much of her youthful charm,
and your daughters also can discover how to out-
wit Father Time if you will call their attention to
this advertisement and ask them to write for our
16-page illustrated booklet. We send it with our
free sample. Either fill out coupon yourself now
before you lay this magazine aside, or call it to
the attention of the other members of your family.

POMPEIAN

Massage Cream

It Gives a Clear, Fresh Velvety Skin

Wrinkles and crow's-feet are driven away, sallow-
ness vanishes, angles are rounded out and
double chins reduced by its use. Thus the

clear, fresh complexion, the smooth skin and the curves of cheek &
and chin that go with youth, may be retained past middle age by

o
the woman who has found what Pompeian Massage Cream will do. .y&'
This is not a “‘cold” or “‘grease” cream. Those can never do the & .
work of Pompeian Massage Cream—the largest-selling face cream in the ‘;- Pompelan
world, 10,000 jars being made and sold daily. & #Liafé'rsi‘“
/" laveland, Ohio
Free—Sample Jar and Book / Gestlemen o
This s sample jar affords 4 generous supply, with which you can try out for f o Hog X B
yourself the wonderful pore-cleansing and beautifying qualities of Pompeian Mas- @,,,'::" 968s sond ma
sage Cream. This sample jar is not for sale at the stores. The illustrated book LY mons Uinatents 9 s
is an invaluable guide for the proper care of the skin. Both free. Sen'd' 10C, QO 1o jar of P i
in silver or stamps (only U. S. stamps accepted) to cover postage and mailing. o

e

It dealer does not keep it, we will send a S0c. or $1.00 jar of
mm:wnw.wu?md&wﬁummiwdm

sale by all dealers—ase. a cake; box of 3 cakes, boc. e .

SEARS, ROEBUCK @& CO,, - -

Ladies’ All Wool Broadcloth C’fn‘ 2% oBv'Gh’E[)
- - POSITIVELY THE GREATEST SUIT VALUES
Tailor Made Suits 1,35 Souvey; s cavvor suy

a low price offer—it’s a QUALITY proposition in every detail. LOOK AT THE PICTURE.
It shows just how the suit will look when You wear it, suggesting the graceful lines,
the perfect fit, the correct and becoming styles, but no picture can show you the
matehless quality of the ALL WOOL BROADCLOTH we use or the care given to every
detail of the tailoring and finish.
THE COAT I8 36 Inches long in the newest hall fitted Prince Clmp or the equally popular
R polnted front and back Pointer style; lined throughout with guaranteed Skinner satin: silk velvet
M collar finlshed with canvas; ulllﬂn\dd\lul as earcfully and smoothly as the finest men’s coats. Cloth
covered buttons to mateh; fancy cufls with sell faging and plain full sleeves. Newest style vents,
THE GRACEFUL HANGING SKIRT averages 4 yards around the sweep: one style made in
gh"s all around, the other style gored and finished with self fold and tallored with unusual care.
Ik ribbon around waist.

f\ . OUR QUARANTEE stands behind every word we say about these suits. Send us
3 your bust measure, walst measure and skirt length, state color desired
2 and whether you prefer the Prince Chap or the Pointer style, enclose $15.00
and the very day we receive your order we will promptly express the suil to you with
the distinet understanding that should it in any way fail to meet your expectations,
should it not in every detail of style, fit, q and value be exactly as we have

L stated, we expect you to return the suit to us and we will refund the purchase price,
\ together with all’ the transportation charges you have paid.

Send today for our Free Bample Book No. 833
FREE SAMPLE BOOK. illustrating our entire line of ladies’ and
misses’ ready to wear tailored suits, all the very latest styles offered at tremendous
savings, together with actual cloth samples, tape measure, order blanks and

simple instructions for measuring.

ORDER DIRECT FROM THIS ADVERTISEMENT, and we guarantee you will be
more than ple 1; but if for any reason you do not wish to do this, don't buy
PONTER  anyv ladics’ or misses’ suits without first asking us for a copy of the sample book

STE  mentioned above.
CHICAGO, ILL.

FRINCE
CHAP STTLE

EARN $26 TO $100 A WEEK

We will teach you by correspondence the
most profitable and fascinating profession

TO WRIT
RTISEMEN
in theworld. Send for our beautiful prospec-

tus. It's FREE. Y our future success in business depends upon your knu\\-]crt{o{lhismnslimpnr nt factor, advertising.
lcay

PAGE-DAVIS SCHOOL. Address either Office: Dept, 1021, 90 Wabash Ave., au St., New York
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LEARN BY MAIL .
BE A _ i

§2,500—5§25,000 ACCORDING TO ABILITY.

The Only Professions
In Which the Demand Exceeds the Supply.

Cost Accounting is now for the first time crystalized by
us into teachable form by mail, affording n new and
highly paid calling for Bookkeepers and Accountants
of every grade. Our course represents the practical
experience of 40 years of one of the ablest Cost Ac-
countants and Systematizers in the world, You can
take it in spare hours without interfering with present
occupation or loss of income,

Certified Public Accountancy is recognized now every-
where as a profession same as Medicine and Law, We
teach you in yoar spare hours to pass C P, A, Exami-
nation, fitting vou for practice anywhere, Our course
of Mail Instruction was prepared and 1s taught prac-
tically by Certified Public Accountants and Lawyers
ol the highest standing in New York,

Cost Accounting, Theory of Accounts, Practical Account-
ing, Auditing, Commercial Law, aiso Bookkeeping and
Business Practice.

You cannot fait in either Course, being aided by in-
structive individual suggestion and criticism, We
GUARANTEE their practicability

Write lor particulars to Department C.

UNIVERSAL BUSINESS INSTITUTE, Inc.,

27=29 East 22d Street, New York.

S—

RAVELING ...
Lo SALESMEN

Earn Big Salaries

We will teach you to be a High Grade
Salesman by mall In eight weeks and assist
you tosecure a position with a relinble firm. We
have hundreds of calls for Salesmen from lead-
ing firms all over the United States and Canada,
Salesmanship is the easiest, most pleasantand well
patd profession in the world; besides n good sales-

man {= always aure of a position becaose he produces the
business that keeps the wheels of commerce turning, Why
not be a producer? The man there 8 an unlimited de-
mand for and the one they cannot get along withouot, and
instead of being contented with poorly paid, hard or dirty
work, earn a big salary, Write for our free catalog, “'A
Kuight of the Grip," and testimonlals from scores of men
whom we bhave recently placed in good positions. Address
Dept. 132 National Salesman’s Tralning Assoclation,
bk““' 1L, Kansas City, Mo., Rinneapolls, Minn. Write nearest office. ‘

FRENCH—GERMAN
SPANISH—ITALIAN

Spoken, Taught and Mastered by the

LANGUAGE
PHONE
METHOD
Combined with The Rosenthal

Common Sense Method of
Mostrocodbons oy S8

Dr. Hichard 5, Kosenih.
THE 1"..\.\"'1'T PRONUNCIATION OF EACH
A e :

YOUr AEAR

WORD AND PHRASE. ew minutes’ practice saeveral times
aday Al gpare mMoments gives s 1wrongh mastery of conversa
tional French, German, Sp
s K- ONE {THOD
+ Broadway and 18th 5., XNEW YORK,

NCINEERING

All branches of Civil, Electrical and Mechan-
lonl Englneering, Drulting. Archltecture,
Mining, Metallurgy, ete., Taught by Mall
Not only trade courses, but thorough technical
training in all branches, Instructors are college
graduates. Life scholarships on ensy terms, Usuoal
collegiate degrees conferred.  Established 1588
s university onthe correspondence plan, Students
nsslsted to positlona, Write for free illos, booklet
Natlonal Correspondence Institute,
15-47 24 Nat'l Bank Bldg., Washington, D. C.

. Write for free

es Bry hoal of Piano Tunlng § T ph—
4 Mus o Battle Creek, Mich, | I 1]

LEARN TELEGRAPHY

Advance enlla for aver 5000 graduates. Operated under super-
vision of railway officials, Maln lines. Positions assured. Work
for expenees. rospecius free, NATIOVAL TELEGRAPH
IZNSTITUTE, Cincinnntl, ©hio, Philn., Pn., Memphis,
Tenn., Davenport, fowa. Columbin, N. C.

WINONA AGRICULTURAL INSTITUTE

Furnishes trained tarm managers, dairymen. gardeners, etc.
For information write pox goo, Winona Lake, Ind.

MILITARY ACADEMY, Macon, Me.
“The best equipped in the United States.
For cataiogue address the Superintendent.

ant
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The Coddling Habit

Rlcmnn Croker's horse, Orby, which won the Derby

i England, never had a blanket on him all winter.
The windows and doors of his box were always open.
The English horses which lost in that race were kept
from drafts, and coddled in all sorts of ways. They
wore thick blankets, and the boxes were seldom opened
except for feeding. But Mr. Croker believed in giving
Orby plenty of fresh air.

People who are always coddling themselves, who
are afraid of drafts, afraid of this food or that food,
afraid of water, afraid of malaria, afraid of germs—
people who take all sorts of medicines, who live in con-
stant fear that something is going to hurt them, are not
nearly so healthy as people who rarely think about
their health. Robust health is impossible to the per-
son who is always thinking about it —worrying for fear
this thing or that thing is going to injure him. Con-
centrating one's mind upon oneself, studying symptoms,
only aggravates physical discords.

The best thing to do with one's health is to let it
alone—think about 1t as little as possible. A watched
stomach is a dyspeptic one. People who are always
afraid that their food is going to hurt them never have
good digestion, for they swallow a bit of fear, a little
dyspepsia, with every mouthful of food.

*® L] *

“Rapid, Intense, Sustained ”

v of the great advantages of a college training

or its equivalent is that it helps us to clip *he
corners, to take short-cuts m our methods of du'ng
things; we learn to focus the mind and to hold it uy on
one thing continuously and vigorously. The college-
trained young man or woman ought to accomplish a
great deal more than one who has not had these four
years of mental traimng and discipline.

We often hear people say that it is a pity to spend
the four most valuable years of one’s life in college;
but there are innumerable instances of men who have
so tramed their minds that thev have been able to ac-
complish more in a single year after leaving college
than they could have in two or three years without this
training, so that they have actually saved time by the
discipline which has enabled them to work intensely
and continuously.

President Eliot once said to the Harvard students;
““You ought to obtain here the trained capacity for
mental labor, rapid, intense, and sustained. It is the
main achievement of college life to win this mental
force, this capacity for keen observation, just inference
and sustained forethought, and everything that we
mean by the reasoning power of man. That capacity
will be the main source of intellectual joys and happi-
ness and content throughout a long, busy life.”

President Eliot always emphasizes the possibility of
the acquired power of intense, sustained intellectual
labor in college, and he claims that the capacity for
hard work, intense and sustained, is one of the princi-
pal objects of a college education.

Everywhere we sce young men with splendid natural
ability, but working with great loss of power because
they never had continuous training in mind-concentra-
tion, in sustained effort. They work in a desultory,
helter-skelter way. They can not hold the mind con-
tinuously upon one subject, which is really the secret
of great mental power.

There is a tremendous force in mental intensity. In
approaching a task with that strong determination
which breaks a way through all difficulties.

1 wish it were possible to convince young people
who can not go to college of the untold advantage to
them of putting themselves under systematic, continu-
ous training in self-improvement. It would not be
expensive for several to join together and hire a tutor
to mid their cfforts, and to plan their reading and study
in special lines, to be taken up one after another until
they acquire a substantial substitute for a college edu-
cation. It 1s astonishing how quickly this can be done.

Everywhere we find young people rtegretting that
they could not go to college; vet they have uncon-
sciously wasted cnough time in frivolous amusement,
in doing foolish things in odds and ends of time and in
half-holidays, to give them a splendid self-education,
which s the best kind of an education.

| know a nmun filhng a high position who has so scien-
tifically and so completely educated himself through soli-

s p—
tary study and by the aid of correspondence schools, that

no onc would ever dream he had not been to college.
Not one college graduate in a thousand is so thoroughly

educated as he.

He has done it by himself, mostly in
his spare time.

Why can not you do it¥
* * *

Take a Pleasant Thought to Bed with You

Psvcuoroaists tell us that the mental processes which

are active on retiring continue far into the night.
We have all dreamed of continuing an evening’s expe-
rience during sleep, enjoying again the songs we heard,
the play we saw. This shows how important it is not
to retire to rest in a fit of temper, or in an ugly, un-
pleasant mood. We should get ourselves into mental
harmony, should become serene and quiet before re-
tiring, and, if possible, lie down with a smile on the
face, no matter how long it takeés to secure this condi-
tion. Never retire with a trown on your brow; with
a perplexed, troubled, vexed ecxpression. Smooth
out the wrinkles; drive away all the enemies of vour
peace of mind, and never allow yourself to go to sleep
with an unkind, critical, cruel, jealous thought toward
an{ one.

t is bad enough to feel inimical toward others when
under severe provocation or in a hot temper, but you
can not afford to deliberately continue this state of
mind after the provocation has ceased. You can not
afford the wear and tear upon your nervous system
and your health. It takes too much out of vou.

Mental discord drics up the spirits, ages us pre-
maturcly, shortens life, and ruins our happiness. It
does not pay to indulge in violent temper, corroding
thoughts, mental discord in any form. Life 1s too
short, too precious, to spend any part of it in such un-
profitable, soul-racking, health-destroying business.

Be at peace with all the world at least once every
twenty-four hours. You can not afford to allow the
enemies of your happiness and your manhood or wom-
anhood to etch their miserable images deeper and
deeper into your character as you sleep.

Many of us withgrotchety, sour dispositions and quick
tempers sometimes have very hard work to be decent in
our treatment of others. But we can, at least when we
are alone, when we get away from pcople who nettle
and antagonize us, smooth out the wrinkles and forget
all injuries; we can quit harboring unpleasant thoughts
and hard feelings toward others.

It is a great thing to form a habit of forgetting and
forgiving at night, of clearing the mind of all happiness
and success enemies. If we have been impulsive, fool-
ish, or wicked during the day in our treatment of others;
if we have been holding a vicious, ugly, revengeful,
jealous attitude toward others, it 1s a good time to
wipe off the slate and start anew. It is a blessed thing
to put into practise Paul’s exhortation to the Ephesians:
** Let not the sun go down upon your wrath.”

It ought to be the deliberate custom in every home to
make the evening just as pleasant as possible, and to see
to 1t that no member of the family retires in an un-
happy mood. An evening happiness bath, a bath of
love and good-will toward every living creature, is more
important than a water bath.

We should take special pains to crase the memory of
all unfortunate experiences of the day, all business or
professional troubles and anxieties, in order to retire in
a placid, peaceful, harmonious state of mind; not only
because of the necessily of nising refreshed and invigor-
ated in the morning, but because the character and the
disposition are affected by the condition ef the mind
upon falling asleep. Mental discords prevent sound
sleep and leave poisonous waste in the blood, and this
in turn dulls and impairs the brain action.

Many business men suffer so much torture at night
that some of them actually dread to retire because of
the long, tedious, wakcful hours. Financial troubles
are particularly exaggerated at night. Even many op-
timists suffer more or less from pessimism then.

We should fall aslecp in the ost cheerful and the
happiest possible frame of mind. Our minds should
be filled with lofty thoughts—with thoughts of love
and of helpfulness—thoughts which will continue to
create that which 1s helptul and uplifting, which will
refresh the soul and help us lo awake in the morning
refreshed and in superb condition for the day's work.

If you have any difficulty in bamishing unpleasant or
torturing thoughts, force vourself to read some good,
mspiring book—something that will smooth out your

P —
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AFRAID TO EAT
Qirl Starving on lll-Selected Food

“Several years ago | was actually starving,” writes a
Me. girl, ** yet dared not eat for fear of the consequences.

““l had suffered from indigestion from overwork, ir-
regular meals and improper food, until at last my
stomach became so weak | could eat scarcely any food
without great distress.

“Many kinds of food were tried, all with the same
discouraging effects. | steadily lost health and strength
until | was but a wreck of my former self.

‘** Having heard of Grape-Nuts and its great merits, |
Eurchased a package, but with little hope that it would

elp me—I was so discouraged.

““1 found it not only appetizing but that | cou!d eat
it as | liked and that it satisfied the craving for food
without causing distress, and if | may use the expres-
sion, ‘it filled the bill.’

‘' For months Grape-nuts was my principal article of
diet. | felt from the very first that | had found the
right way to hcalth and happiness, and my anticipa-
tions were fully realized.

‘““With its continued use | regained my usual health
and strength. Today | am well and can eat anything |
like, yci Grapc-Nuts food formsa part of my bill of
fare.” *'There’s a Reason.”

Name given by Postum Co., Battle Creek, Mich.
Read * The Road to Wellville,” in pkgs.

Ever read the above letter? A new one
appears from time to time. They are genuine,
true, and full of human interest.

@ | TEACH e
I won the World's First Prizein Fenmanship, By
my new system [ muke an expert penman of yon
by n I also 1 Book-keeping and Shorthand,
m ing my students as instructors in commereial
eml» ges, 1 you wish to becoine a belter penman, write
. 1 will send yon FREE one of ny Favorite Penaand

a u\];y, of the Rapsomerian Journal. Inclose stamp,
CcC. W. RANSOM
8849 EUCLID AVENUE, KANSAS CITY, MO.

Music Taught By Mail
“ZAchisFRE How

HOW
Learn by mailin epare moments at hnma
to piay plano or organ

IN 20 EASY LESSONS
Our wonderful Bimplex System saves
time, money, work and worry, No pre-
vious knowledge of music necessary.
Writa for FREE BOOK today. State
whether yor have piano or organ. Address

SIMPLFX SCHOOL OF Mus!S
conservatory 38 Kansas Gity, Mo.

[;nvernmenl Positions

46.712 Appointments were made to Civil Service places

during thr 'p\\t year. xcellent

of

opportunities for young pe
persons who pa
ments 1o life pos
this kind, write |
don about all government examinations and
Civil Service Commission.

COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE, 'llSIlllml. D. C
A LEARN TELEGRAPHY

An nnlimited field that leads to positions

paying thonsands of dollars. My instifution

the on y me graduating gualified telegraph
lmatrmtor an expert. A ** Dodge "

ans something, R. R. Wire In

ITs

:-_‘luml 1K expenses earned while learn-
ing. Graduates assisted, ney terms. Oat-

alog W M, HODGE, President,
INSTITUTE OF TELEGRAFUY,

20ih 8t., Valparalse, Ind.

A trade that will make yon independent for lite.
Hours Shorter—Pay Bigger—Demand Greater than
any other trade ‘ on need no previous experi-
ence, Our prac L!r-u! methods ennblo you in afew
months to {1 31d position as skilled plumber o

conduct your own business. Catalog seut fron

St. Louis Trades School
4443 Olive St. St. Louis, Mo.

% STAMMER

We will send yon onr 80 book**Advlce
to Stammerers " FRE It explains how
1 mckty and permnnmtly cnred myself.

¢ by my erperience and write for
fm book and advice lo

BOGUE SCHOOL,
1470 Nerth Hllinole Streel, Indlanspolis. Ind.

B: A CTO an Actress

or Orator

Learn a profession that pays $25 to $200 weekly. Write for FREE
booklel on Dramatic Art by correspondence. CHICAGO
SCHOOL OF ELOCUTION. 020 Grand Opera House, Chleago.

' PENNSYLVANIA, CONCORDVILLE, Box 6a.
MAPLEWOOD Ao, oo
nenr Phliadelphin.
Wnakes np Boys to dutles of life. Prepares 40 Boys for college or
business. 47th year. Fine, 1I|.I'sef ymnasium, coach, ete. Excellent
Dept. for Little lmy& ﬂeaumul h Ehla.nd lo. uuon \lanunt training.
IDGE, A nle, Frin.

wrinkles and put you in a happy mood; something that
will make you see the real grandeur and beauty of life:
something that will make you feel ashamed of petty
meanncsses and narrow, uncharitable thoughts.

After a little practise, you will be surprised to see
how quickly and completely you can change your
whole mental attitude so that you will face life the
right way before you fall asleep.

You will be surlprisecl also to find how serene and
calm, how wonderfully refreshed and rejuvenated you
will be when you wake in the morning, and how much
easier it will be to start right, and wear a smile that
won't come off for the day, than it was when you
went to bed in an ill-humored, worrying, or ugly mood,
or full of ungenerous, uncharitable thoughts.

* * -

Things Trying to Down You

D' you ever think how many things in your experi-

ence are trying to thwart you, to keep you from
what you are endeavoring to do? How every one of your
weaknesses, mistakes, and blunders, every poor piece of
work that goes out from your hand, every slipshod
effort, is trying to down you; every deceived customer,
every questionable act, trying to thwart your ambition ?

Many eyes are watching you, and every slip or break
you make is set down against you. Every quarrel,
every injury done to another, every slighting remark,
every falsehood, every hard bargain, every reflection
upon others’ mot:ves, is a handicap to your career.

h“ Little things,” you say? Life is made up of little
things.

In every establishment there are employees who are
kept back by some little, foolish sensitiveness. They
are touchy and crotchety, and there are certain things
you can never talk o them about without causing an
explosion. They may be very strong in most things,
but they have some little weakness or 'sensitiveness
which keeps them in mediocre positions when they
have the general ability which should win their rapid
advancement.

I have in mind a young man of most remarkable
ability who had jumped forward by leaps and bounds
for years, until he began to develop some very cranky
traits, partially due to his unusual success. Now he has
become so cranky about his work that, in spite of his
brilliancy, it is a very difficult thing to get along with
him. He is headstrong, touchy; he can not bear to be
criticized; and it is very difficult to tell him anything,
for he is one of the kind who *‘ knows it all.”

The result is that although he works as hard as before
he has received a great check in his career, and he can
not understand why he does not continue to advance
as formerly.

It would be useless for any one to try to tell him that
his unbearable crankiness was the cause, for, having a
colossal idea of his own importance and perfection, he
would not believe it.

Many brilliant young men and young women are
seriously handicapped in the same way. They develop
such disagreeable, cranky, touchy qualities that it is
very difficult to get along with them. Most employers
think that it does not pay to try to utilize a person's
brilliant qualities when surrounded with too many
thorns. They prefer a little less brilliancy and more
agreeability and amiability.

The firm with which the young man referred to is
connected rarely has a conference or a directors’ meet-
ing which does not bring out some very disagrecable
experiences with him.

His associates sat ne often gets angry and leaves the
meetings, slamming the door and abusing every one.
They realize that he s a great power intellectually; but
they dislike him so thoroughly that they have been
obliged to check his advancement in the firm, at the
head of which he would have stood long ago but for
the disagreeable qualities he has developed.

Instead of helping him along, everybody feels like
holding him back.

* * *

Does He Really Live?

TEE real test of a man's success is his daily life.

Does he really live? Is he alive in every part of
his being, or have his best qualitics shriveled and
atrophied from disuse ?

What matters it how much money one has if there
is only a small part of the real man alive; if his sym-

athics have dried up from the lack of use or cultivation,
if his appreciation of the beautiful and his love of the
good have become paralyzed ?

Is a2 man whose brain has developed one huge money
gland for secreting dollars, while all his other faculties
have died from disuse or neglect, a success? Have
growth and the unfoldment of all the powers nothing to
do with real success? Is living in a business rut for a
quarter or a half century, grasping, elbowing one's
way, trampling upon others' rights and opportunitics,
scheming to get something away from others, indif-
ference to the welfare of one’s employces, cherishing
only one great grasping motive—getting, getting, ab-
sorbing, absorbing—is this real living? |s this char-
acter building ?

Is a huge tree trunk with all but one of the branches
lopped off, and that one developed into an enormous
monstrosity because of its having absorbed all of the

Stweepers

Confine all the dust,
thns protecting the
health of thie entire
hongehold, besides re-
duce the labor of

pets and TUgs, fecom-

plish the work in § of

thetime the corn broom

and make

sweeping an agrecable

task instead of & positive

drudgery. Don’t think

the corn broom I8 more

economicnl, a8 this would

be a great mistake. One

BISSELL sweeper will lnst

longer than Nty corn brooms.

Onee you use Lthe Bissell, you will

regret the comfort and cleanliness you have long

sacrificed in using the tiresoie, ineflicient, unsanl-
tary corn broom.

The Bissel |s sold by all the best trade.
R2.50 to 85,50,

Buy a Bissell ** Cyco " Hearing Sweeper now of
your dealer, send us the purchase slip within one
woek, and we will send you FREE a neat, uselal
present.

Send for free booklet.

requnires,

Price

Dept. 95
Bissell Carpet Sweeper
Company,

Grand Rapids, Mich.
(Largest and Only Ex-

ciugive Carpet Sweeper
Makers in the World.)

housands and thousands

of people are now using- Barler Heaters
and they all say they would not be with-
out them. Why don't you try one and
see how much comfort there is in it,
and how much work it saves? The
$5.00 size will last ten years.
The Barler ldeal heats a room quickly.
It saves money and makes you more
comfortable.  No smoke—no odor.
Buy one mow and it will save the price
of a ton of coal before December.
Saves more than it costs.
Let us send folder showing all sizes.
If you want the beauhful colored ic-
ture, ** After the Bath,” gt‘d
room send 3o cents in stamps tu pay
part of the cost., No advertising on it.

A. C. BARLER MFG. CO.
103 Lake St., Chicago

® Remember Barler Ideal Heaters are not
made or sold by a Trust

-
CLEAN HOUSE WITH THE —
THURMAN VACUUM SYSTEM

The Dreaded Drudgery of House Cleaning is a con-

stant nuisance

The best way to get rid of dust and its

dangers is to equip your house with one of our

VACUUM CLEANING S\"STEMSIT!Iutmnn Systems)

anc

! give your house an **Air Bath." Thus Air becomes

your servant and thoroughly cleanis your rugs, carpets,

furniture,

draperies, decorations, walls, etc., disinfect-

ing and renovating them without removal from prémises
and with no wear and tear on you or the article.

fre
GE

Portable Wagon Uutfilw in u\'Lr‘;or' cities

Se Hm r

m $z2000.00 upwards. A House fo Flouse Equipm

NERAL COMPRESSED AIR & VACUUM “ACHJ'\I:H\ l..l]
Room 1, Thurman Bullding. St. Lonis, Mo,

AGENTSRE, Forcziion

tonished at the
monsy made
selling our Pat-
ented Scissors
and 1000 other
useful PATENTED ARTI-
CLES, Can’t be bought |n stores. No one slse
wells them. V. C. Glebner, Columbas, 0., sold 22

us ;mnr sddress Loday and let us PROVE IT. del Fuaran=
teed. * Mon bwk to u)r customer not perfectly pleased,
BAMPLES ors, WRITENOW. A pu-\d will do,
THOMAS M N Co. SIOHo-e Bld'.. Dayton, 0.

| SRt S )
HARTSHORN
SHADE ROLLERS

Baar the script name of
Stewart Hartsnorn on label,
@Get “Improved,” no tacka nnulrcrL

Wood Rollers Tin Rollers

S|5o O ROk Fon Jort ket

8 DR. 8. HULL, l 1 Penn Ave.,

zed
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Try “MIRA MUSIC”
in Your Home For
Ten Days—F RE F,

Mira Music " affords you ah nulimited repertoire of the
sweetest Kind of music you have ever heard. We wanl yon
to pry 1o " Mira Muasic ™ In ur own home on ten days'
free trial. No deposit required ; we take the risk beenuse we
want you to know how delightfully aweet ** Mira Music " is

An nnlimited number of selections may be

Mi tune discs, costing 20e, to 7he L
practieally nll alassie and popolar muasic, s “Mir
18 the riehest, mellowest and most sweetly sympathatie tone

ever produced in a self-playing musical instrument.

To have In your hoine the Kind of music to please your
every mood and faney, musi¢ 1o accompany singing, music
for dancing. sacred musie, the old time melodies,—would it
not add immeasurably -
to the joy of living in
yonr honsehoid ¢

Yon ecan easily boy
a* Mira" on payments
as low as

$5 down

$1 a week

™ gost from §20
50 and are sold on

paymen!is ns low as
St to $10 monthly.
Sana for onr {ree il-
Instratedd Catalog

; select the in-
strnment yon desire;
let ns send it to yon
on free trinl fon
inenr no obligntion

Lo bay it.
JACOT MUSIC CO.
39 Unilon Square, New York

BRANCH AT 292 FIFTH AVENUE

Will You Accept This
Business Book if We
Send it Free?

Sign and mail the coupon below.
money! Take no risk!

One hundred and twelve of the world's master
business men have written ten books—2,193 pages
—1,497 vital business secrets. In them is the best
of all that they have been able to squeeze from
their own costly experience about

Send no

Py 0 —Posltion-Getting
—Credits —Systematizing —Position-Holdlog
—Collectlons —Retalling —Man-Handling

Aecinin _a,. lesall —Man.Trainlng
—Time-Keeping —Manutacturing —Business
—Cost-Keeping 1 — 3 -Gm
—Advertising —Real Estate and hundreds and hun-
—Correspondence —Public Utllites dreds of other vital busl-

< b Rankl ness subjects.

A 9,05%-word booklet has been p lalaing, picturl
the work. Iages 2 and 3 tell about managing businesses greatand small; pages
4 and 5 deal with credits, collections and with rock-bottom purchasing; pages
6und7? with handling an 1 training men ; pages 7to 12 with salesman: ip, with

4 . with the go hrough sal dealers and by
mall ; pages 12 to 15 with the great problem of securing the highest market
price for your services—no matter what your line ; and the last page tells how
you may get 4 complete set—bound In handsome half morocco, contents Ia col-
ors—far less than your daily smoke or shave, almost as little as your dally
newspaper.

Wil you read the book (f we semd it freel
Send no money.  Simply ngn the coupon

The System Co., 151-153 Wabash Ave., Chi

1f there are, in your books, any new ways to Increase my business or
my salary, 1 should like to know them. So sendion your 1&-page firee
descriptive booklet. 1°1l read It

Name

Add

%10

Business.
Positlon

— — — - S —
Are not prodneed by clinnce any more Lthan the
';'.'r famous Dingee Roses, The same knowledge, care

M nnd experience stand back of Dingee Bulbs and
plants for fall and winter blooming. Write for free
New Guide to Rose Gulture
and Bualb Growing Autumn Edition.  Deseribes

rry bull 4 or out-
e plants,
I Planting.

Established 1850, 70 Gireen S,
THE DINGEE & COXAUD Civ., Weat Girove, Pa,

500% PROFIT MADE
Growing Mushrooms

] Markets walting forall you can ralse. No eapltal
or speclal place necessary. Grown in cellars,

HEX stahles, slieds, hoxes, ete. nll the year. Write for
i |lluar.mted' free booklet showing onr heds and

and farm and learn how to start this easy husiness.

WONEN National Spawn & Nushroom Co., Dept, 28, Bosion, Masa,

i
Lecp T . ;
tinctand very valuable. Earnlots of money oy
being & prolessionnl taxidermist. Bend for
book “*How to Hount Birds and Animals” FHEE, B8
N, W.Bchool of Tazldormy, Box 20 ¥ Omohs, Nebs

Mated palr Write today

Prieibrin for FREE Squab
Fiu '] our

to :!‘.'.:\?.:‘fu ‘08 Book
4 weehs,

How to Make Momey Breeding Squabs
PLYMOUTH ROCK SQUAB CO., 147 Uoward 5., Melrose, Mass.

sap intended for the other branches, a tree? Have
symmetry, balance, and beauty nothing to do with a
perfect tree? Most of us are at best monstrosities,
with one faculty enormously over-developed at the
expense of all the others. How rare it is to find a fully
poised man, one with sxrfectly balanced development
of faculty and function
* ¥ »

Adopting Heroic Treatment in Business

A oreat surgeon will often resort to the knife, and
?erate at once, when a poor one would palliate
with drugs, and delay and delay, hoping to avoid the
necessity of an operation, and thus lose his patient
through the spreading of the disease, or blood-poisoning.
A good business man, like a good surgeon, does not
hesitate to adopt heroic measures by promptly lop-
ping off a diseased department, changing managers or
superintendents, or discharging inefficient employees.
In other words, he will cut out the dry rot, the diseased
part, and keep it from spreading through the whole in-
stitution, when a weaker man will adopt palliative
measures and temporize with the difficulty, hoping
for improvements without resorting to radical treatment.
Many business men seem afraid to acknowledge the
real facts regarding the causes of a declining business,
and will run along for years with shrinking profits,
trying to find excuses for it in all sorts of causes but
the right one. The shrewd business man would strike
at the root of the evil at once, find out the real cause
of the business decline, and take heroic measures, if
necessary, to remedy the condition. He would look
around and see if his competitors were on the decline
too. He might find that they were more up-to-date
than he; that they had better stores, more attractive
show-windows, buyers with better taste and judgment;
that their goods were more artistically displayed; that
they had a better class of employees, more congenial and
accommeodating than his, and abler managers and super-
intendents. He might find that he was piling up a lot
of old merchandise, out of style and out of date, and
that he had earned the reputation of being behind the
times, and had thus driven his custom to his com-
petitors.

Insolent and indifferent clerks, or defectsin your busi-
ness system, may be driving away as many customers
as your advertising is attracting. Eternal vigilance is
the price of continued prosperity in business. It is
astonishing how quickly even the most systematic and
the best regulated concerns will go into decline when
the proprietors are taking it easy, or not watching
business as they once did. No business can live long
on its reputation alone, no matter how great that may be.

Not long ago a New York concern doing an enor-
mous business went into bankruptcy because of the
neglect of the proprietors, who were having a good time
in Europe. They never dreamed that such a solid busi-
ness as theirs could go to pieces so quickly.

There are probably many business concerns in this
country to-day suffering with some disease—dry rot,
lack of system, loose, slipshod manafement, old fog!.
petrified ideas, or some other form of business malady
—which could be cured by prompt, energetic surgery,
a heroic application of business principles, but which
will finally fail for lack of proper treatment.

Many business men go to their physician regularly, to
see if there is any hidden, insidious disease developing
anywhere in the system, so that any trouble can be
forestalled and remedied before it gains serious head-
way. So every business man should keep his hand on
the pulse of his business. He should examine it often
to see if there is any indication of weakness in the sys-
tem, any indication of lax management and letting up
of effort.

There are many concerns which are carrying dead
wood enough to sink them. They may be hanging
on to emp?oyees who long ago have gone to seed.
There may be a back-number partner, and the whole
concern may have gotten into a rut. 1t may be honey-
combed with dry rot. Perhaps there are sons, or
other relatives, of partners in the business in important
positions which they are not qualified to fill. The pro-
prietors may not be keeping up with’ the times; they
may not go about to see what their compelitors are
doing, what improvements they are making. They may
not realize the tremendous onrush of improved methods,
and before they know it they are left in the rear.

Every surgeon knows that there are critical cases
when the amputation of a toe would save a leg, or
when the amputation of a leg would save a life. So
there are times when very heroic treatment and very
radical measures are required to save a business from
dying of dry rot—loose, slipshod management.

What may be called ‘‘office inertia” often strangles
a business.” Proprietors get into the habit of doing
things in the same old way year in and year out.
They can not bear to change, to adopt new methods.
They are afraid of new ideas, they cling to the old. The
result is that their more progressive, up-to-date com-
petitors gradually draw their customers away from
them.

It is not enough to know whether or not your
business as a whole is making money.  You should
know that there is no insidious business malady devel-
oping anywhere in it. If anything about your concern
is not healthy, or can not be made so, if no other remedy
is possible, it should be amputated.

SUCCESS MAGAZINE
“] Am Not Sure, Are You?"”

gopLe had such colossal faith in Lincoln that they
were willing to stake anything and everything on
his honesty.

The very consciousness of his honesty of purpose
gave him a tremendous power with court and jury, in
illustration of which Justice Brewer, of the United
States Supreme Court, relates the following story:

Lincoln was engaged to defend a stranger in a West-
ern town, charged with murder. The murder was such
a brutal one, and the circumstantial evidence so com-
plete and convincing, that even Lincoln himself, after a
most careful investigation, conceded that everything
seemed to point to his client's guilt.

He had thought a great deal on the case, he told the
men in the jury box, and that, while it seemed proba-
ble that his client was guilty, yet he was not sure.
With those marvelously honest eyes of his he looked
the jury straight in the face and said,‘‘l am not sure.
Are you?"

So great was the faith of the jury in Lincoln’s hon-
esty that they acquitted the defendant, and the real
criminal was afterwards convicted and punished.

L ] * *
Not a Man, Just a Commuter

ow many men there are in New York City who do
not really live, in the sense in which men should
live, or were intended to live! They are machine men.
They rise and have breakfast at just such a time in the
morning. They start for a hole in the ground, where
they take the subway train; go into another little hole
in a building at just such a time; work over their little
figures and plans in their offices or stores; come out of
their offices at just such a time; lunch at the same or a
similar place every day; go back at just such a minute
into the little hole in the office; do the same routine
mechanical work until closing time, then go back to the
little hole in the ground, and take the subway train
home. This is their existence.

Now what do such men know about real life or
living? What do they know about men? Is it any
wonder that they are perpetual clerks, perpetual book-
keepers, pergetual employees, that their lives are narrow
and pinched, that they dry up and atrophy, that they
shrivel from arrested development, that tﬁey go to seed
prematurely ?

These men do not really live. They only exist. To
know life, we must touch it at many points. We
must come in contact with the quick, and not with

the dead.
» & .

The Power of Poise

M= of power have that stability of poise, that en-

durance of principle, which defy invasion of the
petty things which vex little lives. They are so poised in
principle, so entrenched in divine fixity, that nothing can
throw them off their center. This is the position of
power.

‘*He is a man of power who, when all his fellows
are swayed i:‘y some ambition or passion, remains calm
and unmoved.”

‘* Passion is not power.
the dispersion of power.”
peace, serenity, repose.

* * *

Where Our Wrinkles and Gray Hairs
Come From

Crossimo bridges that we never reach.
Wortying about things that may never happened.
Fear, that great enemy of humanity—fear of criticism,
of failure, of sickness, of death, of all sorts of things
that may never happen.

Vanity and false pride.
* = *

A Little More * Thugar™

** Charlie, wbat makes you soswcet ?"" asked a mother
of her little son.

““1dess when Dod made me out of dust he put a little
thugar in."”

This is what the world needs more than anything
else, a little more ** thugar.”

“Those who succeed in their vocations but fail
as men are a curse to any community.””

Make it a life rule never to be disturbed or
thrown off your balance by anything that can
happen.

The hardest thing about getting along with disa-

greenble people is that you can not let them know
what you really think of them.

““What is God? God is that All, that Infinite
All, of which I am conscious of being a part, and
therefore all in me is encompassed by God, and I
feel Him in everything.”

It is the abuse of power,
Power always accompanies
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Denatured Alcohol

By MILES SEABORN

For our light and our heat and our power, for lighting
a Ianyp or running an automobile, we the American
geople epend upon our mineral reserves and the
tandard Oil Company. Our mineral resources are large,
but, like all other resources, mortal; the Standard Oil
Company is large and immortal.

Now, apart from the Standard Oil Company, it seems
foolish for us as a nation to live off our capital, when,
with good husbandry, we might subsist and grow fat
on our yearly multiplying income. Why empty our
oil wells, digging, so to speak, for our oil, when we
can grow it For one form of liquid fuel, alcohol,
grows just as strawberries and potatoes and weeds grow,
and all we have to do is to prck it.

Better than that, it.is a by-product; something kind
old Nature has just thrown in without charging for it.
It is like the cofton-seed oil which we can sell after we
have sold our cotton; or the lead which we get when we
mine silver. Alcohol may be taken from the soil with-
out the soil even knowing it. When we harvest our
crops, we rob the earth of its nitrogen; when we take
alcohol, we extract only carbon and oxygen and hydro-
gen, elements supplied to the soil day after day by the
rains and the dew and the carbon dioxid of the caress-
ing atmosphere. Because it can be grown, because it
can be made from the elements that the soil gets for
nothing, because it is useful for light, for heat, for
power, for the manufacture and embellishment of hun-
dreds of pleasant articles, we have turned our attention
to denatured alcohol.

What is denatured alcohol? It is simply ordinary
grain or ethyl alcohol mixed with something to make it
undrinkable. The alcohol sold as a beverage is pro-
duced cheaply; its principal cost is the Government tax.
This tax, amounting to two dollars and seven cents a
gallon, is fortunately so much in excess of the cost of
the potatoes or corn that make up the alcohol that the
people who consider happiness and whisky as the same
thing have always resisted it. That was the cause of
the Whisky Rebellion a hundred years ago; that is
why, despite our laws and the guns of our sheriffs.
illicit distillers still maintain a penlous existence anid
thirsty and law-defying populations.

But alcohol, though it may be bad for human tissues, is
very good for very many purposes. It dissolves shellac,
:mdy shellac so dissolved literally *‘ paints our civiliza-
tion.” It enters into all kinds of wood products, such as
pianos, carriages, billiard tables, burial caskets, trunks,
shoes, fireworks, pipes, umbrellas, and numberless other
commodities. The cost of alcohol is the principal ele-
ment in the lacquer used on our hardware, iron and
brass bedsteads, gas and electric fixtures, lamps, bird-
cages, clocks, watches, and toys. Alcohol is necessary
for the manufacture of celluloid; it is two-thirds the
cost of collodion, which is the very basis of photo-
graphic paper, plates, and films. Alcohol, and cheap
alcohol at that, is essential to the manufacture of arti-
ficial silk and transparent soap, while for every pound
of smokeless powder manufactured you require a
pound and a half of alcohol.

Apart from all these uses, and many others too tedi-
ous to mention, alcohol is a source of light, heat, and
power. An alcohol lamp is twice as effective as a kero-
sene lamp and it has no odor, it does not smoke, it is
not affected by drafts, and it emits but little heat.
For the production of power, alcohol may be used in
internal combustion engines (like those of automobiles),
and is clean, safe to handle, and without offensive smell.
But, however good these purposes, alcohol could hardly
be used in any quantity so long as it paid to the
Govemment a tax of two dollars and seven cents upon
every gallon.

Until January 1, 1907, the Government tax fell alike
on the unjust alcohol, which sent men reeling home at
midnight, and upon the just alcohol, our good and
faithful servant. It was prohibitive ; you couldn't
light your lamp or run your engine on *‘highballs” at
ﬁ?teen cents a thimbleful. Therefore many industries
shook the dust of our cities from their feet and crossed
the boundary line into Canada, and articles which
might have been manufactured here were ‘‘made in
Germany.” For in Germany, as in France, Holland,
Switzerland, Belgium, Austria-Hungary, Norway, and
Sweden, the tax had been taken from the industnal
alcohol, while in America, despite twenty years of agi-
tation, we did nothing. So our manufacturers used an
inferior article, wood or methyl alcohol instead of the
superior and cheaper ethyl alcohol; other manufac-
turers gave up in despair; farmers who might have
changed their corn into alcohol burned it instead, and
the Standard Oil Company added another cent to the
price of gasoline.

Some such thoughts as these were the body of the
hopes of those who fought for a fair chance for alcohol;
some such thoughts were the body of the dread of
those who struggled tooth and nail against cheap ethyl
alcohol. The wood alcohol men who were selling
every year ten million gallons of a free-tax, inferior pro-
duct, did not want to compete with a cheap ethyl
alcohol. But there were other men who thought other-
wise, and who dreamed dreams of a liquid fuel that
could grow in your back-yard and be produced cheaply
enough to run your automobile, if you owned one.
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An Unusual F
Offer i

This Handsome
Embossed

Brass Lamp
and a month’s supply of

PYRO DENATURED [R &,
ALCOHOL = °®

for 5.2

This is an offer that everyone, who has the interests
of the home at heart, should take advantage of.

It is made for the purpose of further introducing
PYRO Denatured Alcohol, the wonderful new liquid
fuel for lighting, cooking and heating.

Thousands of dealers are now selling PYRO Dena-
tured Alcohol. In a short time it will be on sale in
every section of the United States.

The Lamp included in this offer is an exceptiona:
value. It is the mewest fype of Table Lamp and has all
the lalest improvements.

1t is sent complete with two
double web mantles, tripod,
Jena heatproof chimney and

This outht consists of embossed brass

Lamp with 45 candle power Pyro Alcohol burner. Two
double web mantles. Jena imported heatproof chimney.
Tripod. Automatic pourer and two one-gallon cans Pyro
Denatured Alcohol. Remember, we pay all charges.

Don't for an instant confuse PYRO Denatured Alco-
hol with kerosene because it is burned in a lamp.
PYRO Denatured Alcohol not only gives a light four
times as brilliant as kerosene, but 1t 1s absolutely free
from all the odor, dirt and trouble of kerosene lamps.
It is the cleaness and sim-
plest of all illuminants.
Wouldn't it be a relief to you

_ The Electrieal Testing Laboratories of New York |
is the recognized authority in the United States on light-

lhe_ne\_# automatic pourer. ing apparatus. In a recent report it clearly esta to use a fuel that requires wo
§0 simple is lh:s_ amp that a the superior efficiency and economy nlyDennJ.umd attention—no chimneystoclean
child can operate it. Further- Alcohol over kerosene. and polish, no wicks to trim,

THESE ARE THE STATISTICS:
Deacrprion  Uncalon” " Agerage G
Alcohol Burner 38 hrs. 30 min,  45.2 1740
Kelr_hmne Lamp 32hrs, 42 min.  14.8 484
candle power hours are obtained by multiplying
the average candle power by the u:ne required 1o con-
sume one gallon. Thus, for illustration, the candle
power hours obtained from one g atured

no bowls to fill with ill smelling,
clothes staining kerosene?
Wouldn't you and your fam-
ily appreciate the adsence of
soot, smell and danger?
Wouldn't it be a comfort
and pleasure to have your
home lighted with a bright sun-

more, it is abselutely safe.

With each lamp we furnish
enough PYRO Denatured Al-
cohol fo last a month, if lighted
two and one-half hours a night.

PYRO Denatured Alcohol is
simply ordinary alcohol made
unfit to drink.

Because of its unguestioned Alcohol were 1740, which means that if the alcohol | /rghs-like radiance, instead of a
superiority as a fuel Congress E(WD had i”"““ Iml "l ‘:d]' el I“"“'I"";"‘r;ﬁk feeble, yellow, malodorous, air

contaminating kerosene lamp?

No one who values health,
comfort, cleanliness and economy would think of using
a kerosene lamp after enjoying the countiess advantages
of Denatured Alcohol.

Remember, we give fwe full gallons of Denatured Al-
cohol with every lamp—enough to last a whole month.

We prepay all charges. Send $5.75 (postal note, money
order or express order) for all points East of the Missis-
sippi—for points beyond afld 5o cts. This special offer
is open only for a /imited tyme. By acting on it imme-

recently removed the tax of
$2.08 per gallon.

In Germany last year over sixly million gallons of
Denatured Alcohol were consumed. It is the illumin-
ant in the Emperor's palace.

Everyone who has used Denatured Alcohol will teil
you that this wonderful fuel is more like real sunlight
than an artificial illuminant.

It furnishes a pure, steady light as clear, white and
safe as sunlight!. No fuel consumes so little oxygen in
the air of a room. No light is 5o easy on the eyes for
reading, writing or sewing. diately you will insure prompt¢ shipment. Address

U. S. INDUSTRIAL ALCOHOL CO., 100 William Street, New York City

There are other Alcohol Utilities such as Stoves, Flatirons, Heaters, ete. Gatalog tree on application.

Build Up a $5000.00 Business of Your Own

There 18 blg money in a Collection Agency, If you *know how.' Every merchant, manufacturer and business
man has many accounts—both easy and nard—and gladly shares procedds of collection. [ teach you all the
secrets of the business, give yon v:ou_mler.e plans, all forms and systems, and show you how to succeed.

- in Tws Tears— made $5000 gross profitand do far more to-day—"Yos can 90 the sams. My instruc-
l Mlt a 550'00 m“‘lne” tion Is practieal, thorongh and valuable because .t 18 the resalt of this expericnce

No Copltal Needed—Spare Time Enough to Begin. You make no investment, take no risk and cm;
READ WHAT | gtart work evenings at home.

SIUDENTN 1 am sveraging #1000 & week In bills to collect and baif what i get |n 1o mine,  writes Geo. W. Purcetl, Colorads.
" L week in bills and half what i get In . 'W. Pareell, Col
SAY OF US Feon closs to K300 for one firm,'" writes F. W. Plnkerton, of lilinois i
LN i our leasons were & revelation to me."—A. L. Carson, llinels
sstartlng with no prasties ex| mee, [ hare sbout A1ty cllents pow snd wm adding seversl new omes dally. —C L Curles,
Oklaboma. *Recelred list of clalme from you asd will aow gire my entlre time to my eollection business. —Thornwald Holmes, Colorado.”

Write today and & wili send yoo full oames and sddress of 1he sbors and sther
wa se" &mate n'n‘lm‘ Sucossses, -L lhlll:nop-hzﬂ lesaons, money-making plan asd free poloters.

Address W. A. SHRYER, Pres., American Collection Service, 20 State St, Detroit, Mich

A Kaloaazoo |
Direct to You

TRADE MARE REGISTERED

Stoves and ranges of all kinds direct to you from the factory at factory prices.
Write today for Gas Stove and Range Catalog No.820 Wood and Coal Stove and Range

Catalog No. 151 Kalamazoo Stove Company, Mirs., Kalamazoo, Mich.

LOFTIS i on
e D1d o nds credi
YOU CAN EASILY OWN A DIAMOND OR WATCII‘ &m“awﬂﬁlte‘é?u‘?n?‘é.‘?nkﬂmﬂ&“}i"ﬂ.‘lé?.ao';:;;

t therefrom we send on approval. If youn like it lﬂ: one-fifth on delivery, balance in & equal

Whatever you selec !
LoFT The °.|:d nail::;.cmhllai Diamond g:‘:"’."‘!;lb:zn.‘;l;“- "Y‘OIIT"." good. Qur sry:ea the lowest. Do your
BROS.& 0. Dopl L 64 5210885tateSL Chicage,lil.

1y In the privacy of

8, Our eatalogue
>
{g‘_ PAGE 599

y AN L
f'our own home. Now ls the time to Wa cholce selecti

write for It today. Do Itm‘&}&ag
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The Angle Lamp

ouR PRUPDSITIDV is to send yon a lght which, burning
ecomnmon kerosene (or conl oil), is far more economieal than the
oriling dd-fashioned imn]-, yeét 80 thoroughly sstisfactory
that such people us ex-I'resident Cleveland, the Rockelellers,
Carnegies, Peabodys, ete., who eare bat little about cost, nsa
it in préferenee Lo wll other sysiemns.

We will send you auy lnmp listed in onr eatalog ** 18,"
thirty days' free trial, so that you may prove Lo your :mn
satisinetion that the new wethod of buriiug employed in this
Inmp makes common kerosens the best, chenpest and wost
satisfactory of all illnminants,

Convenlent ng Gas or Electricity

Ra'er and wn gasolens or acetylene. Lighted
and extingnl gna  May be turned high or low without
odor. No smoke, no danger. Filled while lighted and without
moving. Heqnires filling bat once or twice n week. 1t floods
oo th ita beantifal, soft, mellow light that has no egqual.
WRITE FOROUR CATALOG ** 15" and our proposition for a

20 DAYS' FREE TRIAL

Do it now—right away. It will tell you more frets about
the How and Why of good light than you can learn in a
lifethne's experieance with poor methods.

ANGLE MFG. C., 150-161 West 24th Street, New York.

THE DEAF

HEAR—

PROOF BEFORE YOU
PURGHASE.

The Acousticon is a scientif-
ically perfect hearing device
which magnifies sound yoosand
at the same time clarifies articula-
tion so that every word is distinct to
the deafest person unless the auditory
nerve is entirely destroyed (it seldom is).
It is now used with perfect success in hundreds
of churches, theatres and the Public Buildings at Wash-
ington (list on application).
Most hearing devices are inefficient or entirely use-
less ; we invite every deaf person and their friends, to

Test It At Our Expense

If, after it has been tried, you find that you cannot
hear with it, we would prefer that it be returned and the
trial cost you nothing. Three quarters of our patronage

comes from satisfied customers who refer their

friends to us, and we cannot afford to have

the Acousticon in the hands of anyone
who does not hear with 1t

If it is convenient, call at one of

our offices in the principal cities

and test it in persons 1M not,

write us and information will

be sent how you may test it

thwroughly at our expense

—also booklet and other

interesting information,

GENERAL ACOUSTIC CO.,
827 Browning Bldg.
B'way & 32d St.,NewVYork

IT PAYS BIG

o, Arpuwe The Ml]tl(]ll Pictures

EXFERIENCE NFEIHG.&BY ns our in-
urutunn Eook and ** Business Guide' tells all
We furnish Complete Outfit with Big Adver-
tiaing Posters, etc. Humurous dramass brimfual
uf fun, travel, history, religion, tomperance

Hustrated. Oneman candoit
pportunity in any locality for
s man witha little moner toshowin churches,
school houses, todge halls, theaters, ete and

w :
2. Five Cent Theatres = =
Motion Plcture Films and SBong Slides rentad.
Profita $§10 to $100 per night. Others
do b why not you? Ity easy; writs o us, we Al you how Catalog free,
AMUSEMENT SUPPLY CO., 455 Chemical Bank Bldg., CHICAGO.

| Teach Sign I’amtmg

Wit InK or L

Show €'n

all
. . BTRONG,
DETROIT SCIMRL OF 1
ep. N, llt"lrnl!

and Largest S

Can You Dra\\ This?

Copy it as well as you can, send it to us and we
will give you a handsome portfolio of drawings
by the noted artist, Charles Lederer. A course
of I-ssons by mail, at home, may qualify you toearn
a pood salary as an artist and cartoonist.  Instruc-
tion individual and exactly 'nl.u:lcd to your talent.
THE LEDEREYW N L OF DHAWING

« lmllalll‘m‘-n. Tenn,
AGENTS, 75 Monthly, Combination Rolling Pin.
* Nine Articlen Combined. l.ivhtning seller.

Bamiple Free, FORSHEEK MFL. Cu., K 201, Dayton, O.

T'res
"TERING,

So one day, in 1906, Congress passed th: Payne Law
prescribing denaturants so nauseating as to make the
alcohol irrevocably unpalatable even to a delirium-
tremens gentleman, and taking the tax off the denatured
product. It was hoped thus by dividing the alcoholic
sheep from the goats to give scope to a great industry
based upon free alcohol, relieve a little the indefatig-
able Standard Oil Company, to keep down alcoholism
and drunkenness, and to keep up the Government
revenue from drinkable alcohol, which brings into the
treasury almost two hundred nullion dollars per year.

““1 told you so,” said the Standard Oil Company, as
six months later it met the alcohol people on the street.
“ Here you produce your alcohol from corn and charge
fifty cents a gallon, while to-day we give you the very
best gasoline at a cost of—at a cost of—I haven't yet
heard from Mr. Rockefeller this moring.”

It is too true. Fifty cents a gallon, and the business
would not boom. Has it all been a dream? Did the
fumes of denatured alcohol mount to the brains of the
congressmen when they predicted a plentiful supply at
five or ten cents per gallon? In the battles of the
market, Providence fights on the side of low prices.
At fifty cents per gallon, denatured alcohol is heavily
handicapped.

But the alcohol men are not discouraged, and they
should not be. The business is an infant industry, an
infant industry protected not by protection, but by fair

play. The infant has not yet passed the squwlling age.

o far the baby has n't found itself. dy 've been
fecdmg it corn at eighty cents a bushel and the baby
has n't thriven. There are surely compounds of carbon,
oxygen, and hydrogen cheaper than corn, and more
digestible. Some of the doctors advise corn-stalks.
If that prescription turns out well, we shail have thou-
sands of farmers all over the country running cooperative
stills, for there is enough alcohol in our yearly gorn-
stalks (if you can get it out cheaply) to supply the world.

Then the baby hasn’t had the proper nurses. The
big distillers were at first the only men who were at all
equipped. But making cheap, tax-free ethyl alcohol is
a different business, and what you want is a plant and
an organization especially adapted to the needs of the
business.

Finally, to the great detriment of the baby, its kind
old godfather, Uncle Sam, was at first excessively
fussy. He had been so anxious that the baby grow up
denatured, and not associate or be led into bad courses
by the other alcohol infants, that he prescribed at first
one hundred and fifty-two household remedies and
soothing syrups to be taken at once and all together, so
no wonder the new babyv lost weight. The mijnistra-
tions of kind Uncle Sam have now become more home-
opathic, but at first litile Denatured Algohol was almost
killed with kindness.

Because the denatured alcohol industry is still in its
swaddling clothes, no man can yet foresee to what great
proportions it may not attain. We know that Ger-
many, with its six thousand farm distilleries, produces
annually over seventy millions of gallons of tax free
alcohol, selling it at from eighteen to thirty-five cents
gallon. We know that alcohol may be produced from
grain, fruit, or molasses, that the cheapest ‘‘black-
strap "' molasses can be obtained at a normal cost in
Louisiana or Hawaii, that corn is cheapest where oil is
dearest, that potatoes unfit for human consumption can
be easily converted into alcohol. What we do not yet
know is what the future cheapest method will be for
the production of alcohol.

It is an embarrassment of riches. You can make
alcohol from sawdust or old newspapers; you can make
it, as a Belgian chemist showed fifty years ago, from
dead leaves, stubble, chaff, carrot-tops, sponges, birds'-
nests and all sorts of odds and ends. It is merely a
question of yield and cheapness.

If we ever succeed in making a cheap alcohol from
the cellulose in corn-stalks, we shall be able to supply
infinite generations from cooperative farmers’ stills.  1f
we can use sawdust (as they are now trying to do in
Germany) we shall be able to utilize millions of tons of
useless waste. If we can do as the Danes do, and con-
vert peat into alcohol, we shall find in the Great Dismal
Swamp of Virginia alone forty billion gallons of ninety-
six per cent. alcohol—enough to supply us for many
generations.

The extraction of alcohol from peat is not pure
experiment.  There are forty-two gallons to a ton of
the dry peat, and a Danish company which is produc-

(ing alcohol in this way states that the cost is less than

eleven cents per gallon as compared with thirly-seven
to forty cents when obtained from potatoes.

‘Whether or not we extract our alcohol from peat or
sawdust, from corn-stalks, grain, fruit, or molasses, we
are going to get it in some way if mechanical ingenuity
can contrive it. Commercial alcohol is an invaluable
agent of civilization, and its production and sale should
be as free as the air and the rain and the sunshine, out
of which alcohol is made.

If we can make denatured alcohol cheaply enough,
we shall stumble upon a vast secret store of wealth.
Manv things will be made in America that we now
have to import and many articles which are now dear
will then be cheap.  We will manufacture our own
transparent souap, our own aniline dves, our own ex-
plosives and fulminate of mercurv. Weshall be able to
devote our cheapened alcohol to one hundred and twelve
purposes for which itis adapted and to put the alcohol in-
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to commission wherever it €A do the work of gasolene or
kerosene.  With cheapet'€? 2lcohol, we should have
an unmonopolized source of heat, and might steer
our course clear between an Oil Trust and a Coal
Trust. Finally, if we can once get our alcohol prices
‘down—way far below the present monopoly prices
of coal and oil and gas—we shall, in great stills, run
perhaps cooperatively by large groups of farmers, se-
cure our light, our heat, and our power from things
which have hitherto been of little value. Hundreds
of millions of dollars have already been taken from our
waste heaps; perhaps in the form of alcohol new hun-
dreds of millions remain to be taken.

Miss Farrar's Operatic Troubles
By WILLIAM ARMSTRONG

1ss GeraLDINE FARRAR, the youngest of the Ameri-
can prima donnas to win fame in the world, has
had some interesting adventures. The most humorous
of these happened at Magdeburg, Germany, and the
most dramatic at Warsaw, Poland. The success that
she won on her début as a girl of nineteen, in Berlin,
resulted in an engagement for some special presenta-
tions at Magdeburg, opening with Violelta in Verdi's
““Traviata.” The single rehearsal was brief, and the
stage business was not gone through with. The result
was a complete surprise that convulsed both her and her
audience.

The theater was crowded, and, Magdeburg being a
great military center, the house glittered with gold lace
and epaulettes.

All went well until the Brindisi, when Fioletta drinks
the hero's health, operatic fashion, from an cm’j)ty
glass. At this point, as a bit of original realism, Miss
Farrar dashed the glass to the floor, and it shivered to
atoms. A stage servant in livery, never having seen
this feat before, viewed the scene in consternation, and
rushed off for his brush and dustpan. Miss Farrar's
mother caught at his coat tails, crying, in her best Ger-
man, ‘‘Stop! Stop!"

““It must be cleaned up,"” was his stolid answer, and
he made for the stage.

In the wings she lost her hold on him, and he sped
out, triumphant, in one hand a big brush, in the other a
large blue dustpan. Ina flash he was down on his knees
sweeping up the fragments. .

Startled by the flying apparition, Miss Farrar still
tried to sing; then she called, as had her mother so in-
effectively, *Stop! Stop!"”

But he kept on until the last bit of glass was landed
in the dustpan.

Meanwhile, the prima donna sat down on a chair
and burst out laughing; the audience laughed with her;
even the orchestra stopped playing. Then the man,
with the dustbrush over his shoulder like a musket,
and the pan held proudly aloft, marched off, with dig-
nity. It was fully five minutes before the opera could
proceed. :

* * *

M 1ss Farrar arrived at Warsaw thirty-six hours be-

fore the latest revolution there.  The afternoon of
the day it broke, she was sleighing with her mother
and the Spanish ambassador.  When they got without
the city walls, they saw distant country houses in,
flames, the work of the famished, desperate mob
marching on Warsaw. Their froika, with three horses
abreast, dashed back through the gates, which were
being hurriedly closed by sentries, only to be battered
in by the mob at midnight. From that hour on, the
streets were filled with galloping, sword-slashing Cos-
sacks, and fighting, shricking revolutionists. Houses
were in flames; there was the constant boom of explo-
sions and rattle of musketry.

The richer inhabitants fled from their homes and
took refuge in the Hotel Bristol, where Miss Farrar and
her mother were staying. By morning its steps were
covered with the bodies of revolutionists. The gas
and water supplies were cut off. The food at the hotel
was soon exhausted, because of the mass of unexpected
arrivals. To get provisions into the city was impossible.

In vain Miss Farrar begged to be released, on any
terms, from her engagement, but the order had been is-
sued that the opera must go on; tostop it would show
fear of the revolutionists. After a sicge dinner of a
small piece of beef and some bread, the singer and her
mother had to march on foot through the streets to the
opera-house, escorted by a guard of Cossacks.

The house, dimly lit by lamps, was almost empty.
Only eight people were in the orchestra chairs, with
one hundred and fifty on the stage. The singers dressed
in the cellar, their names being called down the stair-
way when their appearance was neceded.  From outside
the rumble of explosions mingled with the music.
When they were particularly bad, the Halian conductor
would fly from his desk in the orchestra to the cellar,
leaving the opera to get on without him. But through
it all Baron Molken, the chief of police of Warsaw, who
wig, later, left maimed forlife by an attempted assassina-
tion, was the truest friend that the young American
singer and her mother had.

w -
Do not go through life doing little things pain-
fully when you were made to do great things
grandly, happily.
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Sports and

Recreation

Conducted By E. T. KEYSER

How to Catch Pickerel

By reason of his general distribution and the fact that

he is less capricious in his appetite than the black
bass, the pickerel endears himself to the fisherman
ambitious for something gamier than the perch or sun-
fish or the rock-bass yet less difficult in capture than
the trout or the large or small mouth basses. Almost
anywhere from Maine to Florida and as far west as
Arkansas you will find him in clear lakes where there
are sandy bottoms, weedy shoals, and grassy shores.
Sometimes ‘you will find him lying among the weeds,
with his snout just at their edges, waiting for a victim
to come along; sometimes he is nosing around in the
shoal water, waiting for a chance at the small fry who
have taken refuge from him amongst the growth of
water plants. At other times he is circling around in
sandy-bottomed pools where a bar or shore slopes off
into deep water.

In the first case trolling will probably be the most
effective method; in the second, bait casting with live
or artificial bait along the edge of the weeds; and in
the third, patient still fishing will bring him to your
landing net. You see, while he is lying up in the
shoal water with his nose to the shore he is watching
for some incautious small fish of the school which he
has cornered to become ‘‘rattled” or incautious and
make a break for deeper water, which practically means
running into the pickerel's jaws. By casting your live
or artificial bait between the pickerel and the shore you
are deluding him into the impression that one of the
perspective victims has made a break for deep water,
and he jumps for it, as would a terrier for an escaping
rat, and, before he has found out his mistake, you
have seated the hook into him and the fun commences.
When he is lying along the edges of the weeds in deep
water, he expects something of an edible nature to pass
along, and by trolling slowly past him you convince
him that the looked for has arrived, and, with a jump,
he makes himself fast. In the deep pool he is more
deliberate, and 'you must give him time to take off ten
or fifteen feet of your line before you strike and seat
the barb.

So much for the methods—now for the tackle. Bear
in mind in the first place, that, while with a heavy rod
and with a line of large caliber, you will, particularly
in trolling, catch just as many fish as with light tackle,
you won't have anything like the same amount of en-
joyment in handling them—and it’s enjoyment and
sport you are after—otherwise you could procure your
fish a great deal more cheaply and quickly at the near-
est market. For the rod, you have the choice of three
materials, split bamboo, steel, and lance-wood. There
is an action to a good split bamboo, a resiliency, a
**feel,” which you can obtain in no other material, but
it must be a good one and a good one is worth from
eight to ten dollars. It must be given the best of care
and, even then, the tips are apt to ‘‘set” or warp out
of shape and their cost of renewal is high. A lance-
wood rod—and you can obtain a good one for from
three to four dollars—will stand more grief in the way
of rough handling and neglect, and new tips may be
bought so cheaply that their renewal is an item of very
little financial importance. A steel rod, to my way of
thinking, is the best all-around rod which may be ob-
tained at a moderate expenditure. A good one, with-
out any fancy fixings, will cost from five to seven dol-
lars. It won't have quite the splendid action of a split
bamboo; on the other hand, it never requires rewind-
ing, never gets out of line, does not warp or swell or
shrink at the mountings, and about all the attention
required is to wipe it off carefully when through fish-
ing and to oil up a trifle before one starts out with it.

The best all-around rod for pickerel fishing is one
seven and one-half or eight feet in length, weighing in
split bamboo or lance-wood eight lo eight and a half
ounces, and from nine to ten ounces in steel. It should
be mounted with trumpet guides and a three-ring tip,
to allow the easy'rassage of the line in bait casting.
If you feel inclined to spend from two to five dollars
more for agate line guides and tip, you will receive the
full value of your expenditure in the increased distance
of the cast that may be made. A cork grip is pleas-
anter to the hand, a cellulod grip is more durable.
By all means, have a double-grip handle, that is, a
handle which has a small grip above the reel seat as
well as one below it. This will give you something
comfortable to hold on to with your left hand, while
you are reeling in with the right.

For bait casting, you will need a free-running reel.
A double multiplier will serve, but a quadruple reel is
better, as it serves to let out the line more freely. A
reel of sixty yards indicated capacity is about the right
size. It will really hold one hundred yards of **G" or
Number Six line. ~For four dollars such a reel may be
bought of rubber and nickel which will cast well enough
for all practical purposes. If you care to pay more you
can procure, for five, ten, fifteen dollars, or more, up to
twenty-five or thirty, reels of finer workmanship and
the higher-priced ones, full jeweled, like a watch; but
these reels will cast so freely that it is beyond the cap-
ability of the average amateur to get much more than
fifty per cent. of their real capabilities out of them.

While it is all right to economize on reels it is not
wise to try to save money on your casting line. This
should be a **G" or Number Six, soft finish, silk line,
made and designated especially for bait casting. It
consists of a braided outer tube over a twisted silk
core, and, when new, should stand a breaking test of
at least twelve pounds. Such a line is worth from
three and a half to four cents a yard. It can also be
used equally well for trolling and still fishing, but for
either of the latter purposes alone a Number '‘F"
braided oiled-silk line, at a cent a yard, will fill the
bill at considerably less expense. For bait casting no
leader is used. The live or artificial bait or spoon is
attached directly to the line.

Nine times out of ten a live minnow is preferable to
the other two above mentioned. When these can not
be obtained a phantom or fairy minnow, made of silk
or sole-skin, is a good substitute. Sometimes, how-
ever, a nickel or brass spoon with a red back will
attract the fish when nothing else will stir them up.
The only way to ascertain which is most successful is
by actual trial.

There is not much use in giving instructions how to
cast. Fifteen minutes’ observation of a caster, and a
few hours’ imitation on;the water, in a meadow, or a
back yard, using a tournament frog—an artificial frog
without hooks—will do more for you than an entire
page filled with instructions and advice. The whole
trick is in the thumbing of the reel—thumbing it hard
enough to prevent the reel revolving faster than the
bait flies through the air, and yet not hard enough to
retard the bait's progress. As soon as your bait has
touched the water, commence reeling in, not too fast,
for remember to every revolution of the handle your
double and quadruple multiplying reel barrels revolve
twice and four times respectively. Just keep your bait
coming back to you fast enoth to keep your spoons
revolving or your minnows from snagging on the
bottom.

For still fishing or trolling, a cheaper reel will serve.
A sixty-yard nickel multiﬂlymg reel, which can be pro-
cured for a dollar and a half or less will handle your
fish for you just as well as a more expensive one; but
as they will not run freely enough for satisfactory cast-
ing it is better, nine times out of ten, to procure a
casting reel and be prepared for all styles of fishing.
In trolling, don’t go too fast; go just fast enough to
keep from snagging on the bottom. Row quietly;
have at least a hundred feet of line out wherever a per-
fectly straight course will permit. Troll along the
edges of the weeds, along sand bars, and across the
deep pools. In these latter, still fishing with a 1-0
sproat hook gently inserted under the minnow’s skin
of the back parallel to, but not touching the spine,
will be found most effective. For trolling and still
fishing, use a three-foot single bass leader between the
bait and the line.

For keeping your bait in good condition, use a float-
ing minnow bucket, and, as soon as you reach the fish-
ing grounds, tie your inner bucket to the boat und
throw it overboard, but don't tow it around if vou
change your anchorage. The larger the bucket, the
better, for, the more room and the more water vour
minnows have while being transported, the better their
condition will be when you are ready to use them. As
a means of giving the minnows fresh air, a little rubber
bulb with a tube attached—** minnow life-preservers,”
they are called—is an excellent and inexpensive adjuuct
to a fisherman’s equipment.

Of course you will need a landing net, for the tackle
which you are using is entirely too light to lift a mod-
erate sized fish from the water. For two dollars and a
half you can purchase a collapsing net, having a frame
measuring about twelve by fourteen inches when
opened, and a four-foot, jointed bamboo handle. This

22 <
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can be taken apart and carried in a case no larger than
an ordinary rod case. In regard to nets, you can take
your choice of cotton or hard braided linen. The for-
mer is cheaper, the latter more durable, and less likely
to entangle the hook.

There are two forms of angling for pickerel which |
have not mentioned—fly-casting and skittering. Pic-
kerel bave been known to take a scarlet ibis bass fly,
but it is not such a steady article of diet with them as
to warrant one's going pickerel fishing armed with a
fly rod only. Skittering, as practised by the man to
whom fish are a primary and sport a secondary con-
sideration, is not artistic, although | confess it is, in
the very early morning where one knows the waters,
apt to be productive of results, The outfit consists of
a fifteen or an eighteen-foot bamboa pole, a chalk-line,
and a piece of bacon rind cut into the form of a fish
and impaled on a large hook. The method is, either
from a boat or the shore, to flop the bacon rind along
the edge of the weeds and then skim or skitter it along
the surface, by a motion of the rod from side to side.
When the fish is hooked he is landed by main force,
awkwardness, and the chalk-line.

Pickerel have their little peculiarities. | know of one
lake where you can troll for miles or still fish all day
with no results, and yet in half a dozen of its coves,
where the meadow grass comes down to the water,
the two and three pound fellows are waiting for the
little fish to come out and be served for tea. Every
few moments there is a ripple on the surface where
one of the big fellows has become uneasy and risen.
Cast out your bait beyond that ripple and reel in. The
percentage of times thdt both you and the pickerel will
:strike it just right are enough to make it very interest-
Jpg. In another pond, no amount of casting or trolling
would cause you to believe that a pickerel was present;
but, in a deep pool, just on the edge of where a shoal
starts its upward slope, the pickerel may be caught by
still fishing, and, in spite of the fact that the early
moming and the evening are usually considered the
best pickerel fishing times, | have never succeeded in
getting a strike in that pool before three or after six
o’clock in the afternoon, although | have tried it pa-
tiently and repeatedly, and others who had at first
disbelieved my statements have had the same experi-
ence there.

t »

Metempsychosis of the Player

I. ISRAEL
N THE dim and long ago
Bravely didst thou face the foe

Erc thou wert a king.

Now thou battlest with a throw;

Then thou hadst a sling.

*Gainst the Giants of to-day

Many a David tryeth;

Few the slingers who can slay

As thou slew Goliath.

11. ROME
LATER. on the bloody sands,
With a short sword in thy hands,

As a gladiator,

Fought thou beasts from forcign lands
- For the cruel spectators.
i Still the Tigers fiercely play;
R Art thou still their foeman?

Canst thou humble them so-day

As before the Roman?

1I1. MIDDLE AGES
NCE again with lance in rest,
Jointed armor on thy breast,

Riding on a charger,
Lady’s glove upon thy crest,
(Now thou wearest a larger |)
Ancient armor falls to rust ;
Lances lose their luster ;
And thy game, the savage joust,
Hath become a juster.

EDMUND VANCE COOKE

L |
Convinced at Last

N Mgr. Bryaw’s recent visit to Indianapolis, he was
asked what he would do if again defeated for the
Presidency, and replied by telling a story of a Texan who
wandered into a ballroom while intoxicated and was
ejected. He walked right in again, and was roughly
handled and thrust forth into outer darkess. A t%xird
time he staggered in, and this time was unceremoniously
kicked out. Gathering himself together, he remarked
to the interested spectators:
*“Them fellows can’t fool me—they don't want me
in there!”

» »
Preserving the Proportions
LTTLE Scotch boy’s grandmother was packing his
lunch for him to take to school one morning.
Lgoking up into the old lady's face, the boy asked:
,II"Grandmother, does yer specs magnify 7"
‘A little, my child,” she answered.
#' Aweel, then,” said the boy, *“| wad just like it if
ye wad tak’ them off when ye’re packin’ my loonch.”
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It Writes

lt Adds You cannot do these three things @1
lt Subtraéts mechanically on any other machine

The Remington Typewriter
With Wahl Adding and Su[)traﬁting A ttachment

represents the complete and perfect union of the writing
machine and the adding machine. It completes the circle;
finishes the labor saving; leaves nothing more for mechanical
ingenuity to contrive in the field of billing, order and general
accounting work.

The Wahl Adding and Subtracting Attachment bears our
guarantee and is made for the Remington Typewriter exclusively.

Illustrated descriptive booklet sent on request.

Remington Typewriter Company (Incorpoeated)
New York and Everywhere

A reliable revolver is a guard against surprise.
A good thing to have handy.

Whether you are a bold hunter in the heart of the
forest or a timid woman in the atmosphere of home, an H & R
Revalver affords both confidence and protection.

For over thirty-six years we have been the most
exacting critics in firearms manufacturing.

That is why an H & R Revolver never disap-
p()inls—bccause it 1s depcndablc. safe, certain, accurate. It is
the weapon for you.

Our illu@irated catalog is replete with styles and sizes,
among which we would especially recommend our H & R Automatic,
double action, 32 caliber, 6 shot, or 38 caliber, 5 shot, 3} inch barrel,
nickel finish, $6.00. H & R Hammerless, $7.00.

Sold by all first-class dealers. Rather than
accepl subftitutes  order from us  direct.
Write lu-da)«‘ for this beautiful L'illilioﬂ‘

HARRINGTON & RICHARDSCN ARMS COMPANY,

427 PARK AVENUE, WORCESTER, MASS,
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TRADE MARK REGISTEAED 1908

Week Work
Means Onality

Piece Work L
Means Quantity—

and for that reason we
T — pay weekly wages in
€0. v. PRICE & CO. all our WQTkShOpS.

The system insures thoroughness,
painstaking attention to every detall of
artistic workmanship, the production of
the best tailored-to-order clothes that can
possibly be made.

By concentrating over a thousand

tailor shops into one perfectly equipped
lant, and buying all material from f?rest
ands, we are able to sell you these

clothes for $25 to $40, suit or overcoat. -

150,000 of America’s most par-

ticular dressers are glad they know us.

Merchant Tailors Price Bldg., Chicago
Largest makers in the world of
GOOD tsilored-to-order clothes

Owr local tative will show our 300 hana-
m‘nd::icym-::m I you
don’t know who he Is, ask us

I make shirts that will fit yom, because [ make your shirts
to your measurcments, and guarantee to take them back if
they do not satisfy you. Over 60 samples free. You select

3 Shirts to Order for *5, Prepaid

1 have no vready-made shirts, but ample facilities for
prompt delivery of high grade customi work, Higher
priced fabrics, loo. Fall samples ready motw. No Agentn.

CLARENCE E. HEAD,(Master of Shirtcraft)7 th St_.Ithaca, N.Y.
. 4 -. : ¥ m ‘.'!--_

I8 assured by using

Comfort for Men
77 Re8 Washburne

I'arent Improved

Fasteners

with the

45, Bull-Dog Grip

Neownre of Imitations

Key Chains e

scarf Holders...... . 1k

Cull Holders. . ... .o e

lactelor Buttons......... 10e
Soid everywhere or sent
postpail, Catalogoe frea,

AMERICAN RING CO.
Dept. 100, Waterbury, Conn,

Tailored
Clothes on
Credit li?iﬂi;?;?‘fs

than obtainable ¢lsewhere;
ronl 1 Larger variely
1 patterns. Our

ris: the
= e for you,
and w Eunranies n
perpeianl i,

Take

Write for FREE S

K. BRADLEY. Pres.

134 E. Madison 51, Chicago

BELL TAILORING CO
make big money selling our new sign lettera
f..r oMee wiefows, atore fronts, and glass
MEns. Any o ati put them on.  Write to-

“EE“TS day for free sunple and Tull particinlars,

METALLIC SIGN LETTEH €., 78 ¥, Clark 8t.. Chicngoe
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THE WELL DRESSED MAN
By ALFRED STEPHEN BRYAN

Ask any question that puzzles you about dress.
your name will not be used, but please attach it to your inquiry.
It is preferred that questions be of general, rather than purely
personal interest.

If desired,

AsHion, having reached a level that is sound and

rational, no longer changes suddenly and whimsi-
cally. The styles of one season are now closely pat-
terned after thuse of its predecessor, and if there are
changes they relate wholly to details. The tailors will
not thank me for it, but truth compels the statement,
that a man can wear the clothes of last autumn with-
out being noticeably out of fashion. Coats are cut
about the same, save that the lapels are shorter and
without the deep roll of former seasons. The English
mode—short and blunt lapels, pressed flat—is gaining
favor, though most Americans prefer the freedom of
the long roll, with its suggestion of easy grace.

The Fashionable Coat for Fall

The autumn sack or business coat for a man of nor-
mal height—five feet, eight inches—is about thirty-one
and a half inches long. It is cut with comfortable ful-
ness across both chest and back, and the latter has a
moderately deep center vent. The practise of creasing
the side-seams on the back of a coat has-been.dropped,
because it hints disagreeably of feminine frippery. The
correct coat back is roomy, not shaped to the figure,
and hanhgs strait downward from the shoulders without
curving in at the waistline. In other words, ‘‘ hang,”
rather than “‘fit,” is the aim. As already told, the
leaning of fashion is toward shorter lapels, but this is
yet a question of personal preference rather than of
propriety. Some men will continue to favor the longroll.

Shoulders Not Padded

Coat shoulders—and this is important—are not pad-
ded at all. The fashionable shoulder is the natural
shoulder. It defines, but does not exaggerate, the
figure. No coat made with shoulders that stand out
conspicuously and produce an effect of hulking broad-
ness can lay claim to following the slrlc. This and
like eccentricities are abnormal and totally at variance
with both sense and becomingness. The coat front is
a trifle cut away at the bottom to form an inverted
¥ " and may be cither rounded or blunted at the cor-
ners. Three or four buttons are generally used on a
coat, three for long-roll garments and four for those
with short and high lapels. The two-button sack dis-
played by some of the fashionable tailors is an extreme
style with deep-curved lapels and a curved cutaway
front that conforms in outline to each other.

Plain Cuff the Best Form

As to the coat cuffs, they may be as simple or fancy
as the wearer desires. On account ofethe many gro-
tesque forms of cuff effects seen on the cheap garments,
the tendency among well-dressed men is to discard the
bizarre cuff and return to the plain one, single or folded
back. Still, this is a matter which must be left for
individual taste to determine. The so-called *‘fancy
cuff " is in no wise incorrect, and there is to be said in
its favor that it allows a man to express his own ideas
in dress and enlivens the monotony with which men’s
fashions are unquestionably hedged about.

The Waistcoat and Trousers

The autumn waistcoat is usually single-breasted and
collarless, although fancy flannel and other fabrics may
also be worn with the sack coat, as hitherto. The
trousers to accompany the sack coat are cut wide at
the bottom and longer than last scason. Indeed, itis
probable that autumn will revive trousers cut so as to
“spring” or flex over the instep.  So-called
top” trousers are no longer in fashion. They were
always unsightly, though supposedly (but erroncously)
dear to the ** college set.”

This summarizes the style tendencies in morning or
business suits for autumn and winter.  Afternoon and
evening dress will be dealt with in forthcoming articles.
As regards colors, tints of green, gray, and blue are
“smart.” Brown is no longer as modish as it was.
Fawn, bluc-green, smoke, slate, fog, and the like are
among the novel shades. Stripes are still the predom-
inating patterns. Checks and plaids are out of the
reckoning. So many new tones and tints in fabrics
have been introduced for autumn that it is impossible
to more than hint at their variety. The right color—
and the only one—for a man to choose in a suit is that
which is becoming to him. Many of the new colors
are trying for most men to wear and prone to render
them unduly conspicuous. Therefore no color should
be selected merely because it is ** the thing.”  Fashion
is founded upon scnse and fitness. Clothes should
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CRAVENETTE!
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CRAVENETTE HATS
have style. They are in demand by
men who pride themselves on being
correct in every detail of their apparel.

They have quality—since 1823
Mallory Hats have held the highest
reputation in the hat trade of the
country.

Besides—DMallory Cravenette Hats
have what no other hat can have—the
weather-proof qualty gained by the fa-
mous cravenetting process controlled
absolutely by E. A. Mallory & Sons,
Inc., for hats. This process does not
change the texture of the material—
but simply renders all Mallory Hats
proof against rain and sun. They will
not fade nor spot. They outlast all
other hats.

For sale by dealers everywhere,
Derbies and Soft, $3, $3.50, $4.
Wyite for free illusivated baokiet on hat siyles
E. A. MALLORY & SONS, Inc.
513 Astor Place, Corner Broadway. New York
Factory : Danbury. Conn.

\ b By C b II
.‘-\.-k.s A
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English Knockabout Hat *1-2

Not a fad, but a stylish, serviceable Hat that would

sell for $2.00 in almost any Hat store. It 1s made of

nuine English Felt, with

exible sweat band, and trim-

med with neat, narrow outside

band. Suitable for

dress and business., It

can be folded in a neat

and compact roll with-

out damaging. Just

the thing for any amd

aii.ll pnrpoaes—-trah ot ’\;_tlinﬁ. mntEanng, ;;;o]l"il'lg;i li;::-
ng, hunting, ing, etc. Every man an

should have one of these hats. All sizes. . Four

colors:—Black, Brown, Giray and Gray Mixture.

Weight 4 ozs. Sent postpaid, securely packed,

on receipt of #1.00

Order today, stating size and color

desired. Satisfact| guaranteed. FOLDED

Panama Hat Co., 181 H, Willlam St., New York City

COLLEGE, FRATERNITY
SN Ao CLASS PINS

Direct from the manufacturers.
Highest quality work at most
moderate prices.

Elabora{:ly illustrated cata-
IOfue showing Col Frater-
nity and Class Pins and rings in
all class colors sent free upon
request to intendi buyers.
Many new and originnai designs.

BUNDE & UPNEYER CO0., a

107 Mack Block, Milwaukes, Wis

Mig. Jewelers,
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seem part and parcel Of the wearer's personality and
mioulf be chosen to harmonize with his stature, cast
of features, and physical characteristics. Just as all
men differ, so must their manner of dress differ to enable
each to look his best.

* * *

Motor.—For a short run, say through the park, a
cap of Scotch tweed will prove more satisfactory than
any of the usual clumsy motoring hats. Tweed is a
very soft and light material, much to-be preferred to
leather and decidedly more pleasing to look at. For
long runs there are caps of tweed which can be drawn
down over the ears, and others have a cloth strap which
is buckled under the chin. These should give ample
protection, unless one is motoring between far-distant
points by day and night over rough roads. Then an
of the special hats of leather or silk and rubber, wit
hoods, may be worn. For motor racing, the best head
covering is a long skull-cap with two side openings for
the ears, and ribbons which are tied snugly under the
chin. Besides the standard pongee silk, motoring coats
and dusters are also fashioned of linen, mohair, and
alpaca in neutral shades of tan and gray. They are
always made shower-proof and, indeed, so are the caps.

* % %

. S. R.—Though the Inverness overcoat is rarely
worn nowadays, it is perfectly good form for the opera
and the play. Elderly men are very partial to it, as it
has about it an old-world air which is very pleasing.

_Futhermore it is a very handy garment, can be slipped

on and off with ease, and will resist a really incredible

amount of mussing. It is made only of black fabrics

‘and cut quite long. Young men prefer the Chesterfield

overcoat, which, while more modern, yet lacks the

- aristocratic grace traditionally associated with the
Inverness. )
» »

The Porter Who Eamed His Tip

Brancs Bartes, the actress, is a fresh-air fiend. When

the corner-stone of the new Stuyvesant Theater was
to be laid Miss Bates was appearing in Boston. As she
was to be one of the chief participants in the ceremony,
it was necessary for her to make a night trip to New
York. Hence a drawing-room was engaged for her use
on a train that was to leave ‘‘the Hub" at midnight
and arrive in New York early the next morning.

The actress drove from the theatei to the depot and
reached her quarters shortly after eleven o’clock, to find
that the windows of the drawing-room had been left
open and that the compartment was filled with a winter
air that seemed cold enough to defy fur garments. That
was just as she liked it.

Summoning the porter, Miss Bates waved a five-
dollar bill before his eyes, and explained that if the
temperature of the drawing-room remained fixed

throughout the night that piece of currency would be, :

his in the morning. The porter grinned and set about
earning the tip. In order to do so he turned off all the
_heat in the car, opened a few more ventilators that
would ordinarily have been required, and took other
precautions against the overheating of the drawing-
room. ‘

Within an how his troubles began. After he had ex-
‘plained to a dozen angry travelers that something was
wrong *‘ with the pipes,” and had distributed all of the
extra blankets the car carried, he sought refuge in the
coach ahead. As the trained pulled into New York he
caught sight of a crowd of men in various stages of
dishabille gathered in the smoking-room, and from the
hubbub he . caught ‘the words *‘porter,” ‘hemp,”
and “wait till | find him.” The caucus seemed so
thoroughly in earnest that he decided it was the part of
discretion to be lax in his duty that moming, and his
face did not appear inside the car until every one but
the occupant of the drawing-room had left it.

He earned his tip, but much of his time since has
been devoted to an attempt to grow a beard with the
hope that that frail disguise may conceal his identity
from any of the traveling men who happened to make
that trip, should he ever again be called upon to serve
them.

» »

No Personal Grudge

Dr. Joun Lovejoy Euorr, head worker of Hudson
Guild Settlement, in New York, was lecturing some
boys from the water front on the doings of Nero. He
gave a vivid picture of the cruelty of the emperor, and
thought that he must have fixed the idea of non-ethical
deeds in the minds of his hearers. Then he began
questions. -
"Boys," said the teacher, '*what do you think of
Nero ?’

There was no reply, and the class moved around un-

easily.

““Well, O’Brien, what do you think of Nero ? Would
ou say he was a good man? Would youlike to know
im 7

No answer, and O'Brien looked longingly at the door.

““ Well, wasn't Nero a bad man?”

*“He never done nothin' to me,” was the unexpected

response, reflecting the Tammany policy of not butting
in.—G. W. WHarToN.
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This is the guarantee that comes g
in each box of six pairs of ‘*Hole- e
proof’’ Hose: '‘If any or all of these - '
hose come to holes in six months from
the day you buy them, we will replace

The great success of our men's and
women’s hose has forced us to increase
our line,

We Now Make
Children’s Stockings

These have 6-ply reinforced knees as
well as 6-ply heels and toes. So their cost
is 50c a pair or $3 a box of 6 pairs. But
once you try them you would pay $1 if we
asked it.

They save all the darning—they outwear
many pairs of the best unguaranteed stock-
ings, so the saving in dollars and cents at
the end of the year makes them the cheap-
est by far.

No other hosiery equals “Holeproof” in
quality.

WePay an Average of 73c
Per Pound for Our Yarn

We buy the best Egyptian and Sea
Island cotton—the softest and finest we
know—regardless of what we must pay.

floleprooftosiery

FOR MEN WOMEN" AND CHILDREN

Holeproof 6 pairs, $2. Medium, light and extra light
Sox weight. Black, light and dark tan, navy

blue, pearl gray, and black with white feet.
Sizes, 9% to 12. Six pairs of a size and weight ina
box.- One color or assorted to order.

Holeproof 6 pairs, $2. Medium weight. Black, tan
Stockings and black with white feet. Sizes, 8 to 11.
Finished like silk. 6 pairs, $3. Extra light
g::r- weight. Black, navy blue, light and dark
tan and pearl gray. Sizes, 9% to 12,
ll_i:_l;g_mf Finished like silk. 6 pairs, $3.” Extra light
tockinga weight. Tan and black. Sizes, 8 to 11.
Children’s Boys' sizes, 5 to 10, and Misses’ sizes, 5 to

Stockings 93. Colors, black and tan. Specially re-
inforced knee, heel and toe. Six pairs, §3.

Ask for our free book, “How to Make Your Feet
Happy."

Our yarn is 3-ply. We could pay 35¢ and
get weak and coarse 2-ply yarn as others do.
But you wouldn't buy such hosiery because
it is uncomfortable. We are not trying to
sell you wear only, Buy *Holeproof' for
all of the qualities of the best unguaranteed
hosiery—buy it for 6 months' longer wear.
Your whole family will wear it once they
know what it means.

$30,000 a Year
Spent for Inspection Alone

80 peoale in our factory do nothing but ex-
amine “Holeproof” Hosiery to see that it is
perfect before it is sent out. We do this to
protect our reputation. Butyouget the benefit.

We were the first to guarantee hose in this
way. Our hose are so good that the demand

"™ 15,000 Pairs a Day

Think how much darning—how much trouble
and how much money you can save in a year
with hosiery thatis guaranteedasoursis. Think
what a pleasure to wear such hose since they
are soft, comfortable, stylish and well fitting.

Try a box. Let what theyproveandsave de-
cide what hosiery you'll {my in the future.
If your dealer does nothave genuine*Hole-
proof” Sox, bearing the * Holeproof”
Trade-mark, order direct from us. Use
the coupon. Remit in any convenient
way and we will ship you the sox and
prepay transportation charges.

ThisIs a Fact to Note:

Please learn that the only
difference between the
best unguaranteed sox and
“Holeproof" is that “Hole-
fproof" wear longer. Exam-
. ine them. Notice how soft
and light they are. Compare any brand of sox with
;l::rleprooi." Then let “Holeproof" show how they

Cut Out Coupon as a Memo

Men's Put check mark in square opposite
W 3 kind you want.

omen s
Boys’ Holeproot Hasiery Co.

. ) our, x
Misses’ [ | Milwauker, Wis.

Enclosed §. Please send me.
boxesof Holeproof: Reg. U. B. Pab,

. Office, 1908,
Sire. Weight This trade - mark

is put oo our hose

Colors snd each box:
Name
Addr, 4

Then

moderate price.

T

Shirts, 120 andup

LIP into an ¢« EMPEROR™
at your favorite shop.
fullness of cut.
ful freedom everywhere.
firmness of the fabric, the richness of the coloring, and the ex-
clusiveness of the pattern,
if you are observant of details you will pause at the well worked
buttan-holes; the fine-quality pearl buttons; the true stitching; the perfect shaping
of the armholes and the beautiful laundering.

The quality of * EMPEROR ** and ** PRINCELY ™ Shirts belittles their
They are custom-made in all but name, and *‘ they fit royally,"
Your dealer sells them.
hunse feom,
Shirts, and look for either of the labels shown mbove,

without them,
Write for it.

K
Shirts, 50¢and 75¢
or a ¢ PRINCELY "' Shirt
The first thing you perceive is the

That means no binding anywhere and delight-
What next impresses you is the

HMARK

Maore than aeo medish and exelusive designs
CPRINCELY ™

None gennine
Beautiful Style-Panorama 5" in colors sent lree,

Insist on getting * EMPEROR ™ or

PHILLIPS-JONES COMPANY, 502-504 Broadway, New York

Alio Makers of « Fack-Rabbit”* Work Shirts
Largest Shirt Manufacturers In the United Siates. Established 1562,
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Hall’s
Vegetable Sicilian

Hair Renewer

Falling Hair. Hall's Hair Renewer promptly
stops falling halr because it destroys l.l?; germs
that produce this trouble. We certainly believe
that the intelligent and faithful use of this remedy
will prove eminently satisfactory in these cases.

Dandruff. Hall's Halr Renewer at once removes
all dandruff from the scalp, and completely des-
troys the dandruff germs.

Promotes Growth. Hall's Hair Renewer stimu-
lates and nourishes the hair-bulbs and promotes
a luxuriant growth of hair.

A Splendid Dressing. Hall's Hair Renewer does
not interfere with curling or waving the hair.

Your Doctor. Show the “ingredients” to your
fhamlh? physiachn. Helis at.ﬁlll;al.l.'l'ltecll with each ozl:

ence can give you a valuable opinion concerni
mdrmfwhﬂtnshalr.dandrmm.
BR. P. Harr & Co., Nashua, N. H.

Ingredients. Glycerin. Capsicum. Tea. Rose.
Leaves. Hay Rum. Bulphur. Borogly-
L Wi pareay Dwmoty

Does not Change the Color of the Hair

o

Normal ?

hel‘rs nature in a purelly natural way to strengthen the eyes
an

restore the natural vision, [Its action is in the nature
of a gentle massage which stimulates the eye by restoring
the normal circulation of blood—that is all that weak eyes
require.

ut it does more—it moulds the eye painlessly but surely
to its perfect shape, correcting nearsight, farsight, astig-
matism and all eye troubles,

It is ahsolutely safe—it does not come in direct contact

with theeye—and s minutes manipulation twiceaday is all
that is necessary.

Use It 15 Days
at Our Expense

To prove our faith in its efficiency we will be glad to
send it to you lor a 15-day trial—if at the end of that time
you are willing to part with it, return it to us and you owe
us nothing.

It cannot do your eyes any harm and it may do them
unlimited good—it costs you nothing to try.

We have prepared an lllustrated Treatise on the Eyes
which we send you free on application. It contains much
interesting, detailed information on the eyesin general. We
suggest that you write for it NOW while it is on your mind.

The Ideal Company

Dept. 120. 321 Fifth Ave. NEW YORK
H |
FULL-OF
\ Jinne OIL
= ==

Thia liberal offar is made
solely tointroduce 3-in-Cne
to new people. Only one can to each
consumer. J-in-Oae is best for oiling sew-
ing machines, guns, bicycles, typewriters, locks,
hinges, everything in any home or office that
necds lubrication. Wea't gum or colleet dust, 3-in-
Oue is the only preparation that
LUBRICATES, POLISHES,
PREVENTS RUST.

1t removes dirt and staina from fine furniture and
pinnos—enters the pores of the wood and preserves
and protects the high finish. Prevents rust on any
metal surface. Write at once for this good oil and
can. Either alone ia worth 10c. THREE-IN-
ONE O!L CO., 22 Broadway, New York

Be Your Own Boss!

Start n Mall Order Busineas at Home. Devote whole or spare
time. Wa tell yon how. Very good profit. Everything furnished. No

talog ontfit propost Write at once for onr ** Starter " and free
particnlars. E. 8, Kruger Co., 155 Washington Bt., Chicago, 11l

ELEGTBIG LANTERNS, BATTERY LAMPS,

NOVELTIES, Catalogue of 200 Free.
Ifit"s electric we have it, lig Catalog 3c.
OMIO ELECTRIC WORKS, CLEVELAND, OHIO
The World's Headquarters for Dynamas, Motors, Fans, Toys,
Batteries, Belts, Bells, Lamps, Books. Undersell All. Want Agents
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A TATHER BY PURCHASE

for which he had been working and waiting—the posi-
tion that meant hard and everlasting study and years of
patient eflort, but somehow, some time, the chance for
success and achievement.

It was just at the beginning of the holiday rush that
the floor-walker missed the girl from the button counter.
Not that he particularly looked for her, but as he
strolled past one morning he felt the familiar hypnotic
sensaflon of a pair of feminine eyes trying to compel
his. They were not half-bad brown eyes, for all their
unashamed coquetry, but they made the floor-walker
miss suddenly—and with a sharpness that surprised him
—a pair of quiet gray ones that had been wont to droop
instead of seeking to hold his as he passed.

Next day, quite without being aware of it, he looked
to see if the gray eyes were there. They were not,
but the laughing’ brown ones caught and held his and
fluttered consciously.

It was the head-of-stock who answered his inquiry.

““The little, thin girl,” she repeated thoughtfully,
** with the smooth hair and the smile? You must mean
Miss Miller?”

Here the floor-walker, whose line of work had culti-
vated his powers of observation, could not avoid see-
ing that a pair of brown eyes snapped and the pompa-
dour above them was tossed in withering disdain, and
that he was scorned by the back view of an-extremely
ornate shirt-waist.

The head-of-stock went on:

‘‘No, Miss Mibler ain't left. She's got a sPrained
ankle. 1'm that sorry—and just now with th' Chris-
mus shoppin' comin’ on, it’s bad to be short-handed.
Miss Miller's th’ best one of my girls, too—never late,
never complainin’, never sassin’ back, never askin’ five-
o'clock passes, and always int'rested in customers.
Why,” maintained the head-of-stock, enthusiastically,
‘*that smile o’ hers act’chally brings people here for but-
tons when they 're doin’ other shoppin' up street or down.

*“It's mighty hard for her, too,"” confided the head-
of-stock, sure of sympathy in the cordial bond of good-
fellowship that binds together, against the world, and
particularly against the Powers-That-Be, all the various
cogs and wheels in the human mechanism of a great
department store—‘‘it’'s mighty hard on little Miss
Miller, for of course she'll lose her week's pay an’ she
ain’t got no home like most of th’ girls. She pays for
her board an’ her livin’ out of what she earns.”

For you understand that if six dollars is six dollars to
the person who dispenses it on sustenance and raiment
and recreation, it is equally six dollars to the Powers-
That-Be, who can not of course be expected to give
extravagant remuneration for time sEent on one's back
instead of one's feet. Therefore perhaps a broken neck
would be wiser economy than a broken ankle—to any one
who relies for the weei’s menu on the week’s earnings.

It was one of the reasons why the floor-walker pre
ferred to be a brain-worker—if he could. :

If you are looking each morning for a certain pair of
gray eyes that you have somehow an unexplainable
desire to see, it is no particular satisfaction to be re-
warded with the sight of brown eyes, however attrac-
tive brown eyes in themselves may have been proved.
There is a psychological explanation, no doubt, as to
why one sort of eyes appeals to certain temperaments.
The floor-walker, in his night-school pursuit of know-
ledge, had not delved deeply into psychological prob-
lems, but he was getting to know that he missed the
girl with the gray eyes and the smile a little more every
day of her absence from the button counter.

it was on New Year's Eve that the head-of-stock
stopped him on his way out of the rear door—an exit
and entrance arbitrarily prescribed for even the supreme
dignity of a floor-walker's Prince Albert.

“Say,” said the head-of-stock in the accustomed
method of fixing the attention before bestowing the
idea, “‘ could you do us a favor, Mr. Merriam? It's
about little Miss Miller—the saleslady with th' sprained
ankle, you know. She lives right around the block
from you—do you think you could leave a message?”

Mr. Mcrriam presumed he could. The head-of-stock
approved unqualifiedly the gentle attention and courtesy
of his manner. She could not see, under the imposing
elegance of his Prince Albert, how his young heart
tripped over itsell and lost a beat with sudden pleasure.

““You see,"” she confided to him, ** we all feel dread-
ful sorry for Miss Miller. She's lost two weeks’ sal 'ry
an’ she's that discouraged. One of the girls is been u
t' sce her. The buver, he feels sorry, too —Miss Miller's
been as good a saleslady as he 's ever had—"  Here the
head-of-stock slipped a fat envelope into the floor-
walker's hand. *‘The buyer's giv' her fen dollars out
of his own pocket! He says to tell her it’s a Noo

Year's present with the hope to see her back nex’ Mon-

day morning."” )

The head-of-stock hastened away and then sidled
shvly back. “They's two dollars more inside,"” she
whispered. ** Just you tell her it's a little remembrance
- with my love.”

The Noor-walker knew that heads-of-stock are
recompensed by the princely sum of a dozen dollars or
so a week.  This one, he happened to know, had two
verv little ¢children with whom to divide her particular
dozen.  So he took the gifts and the messages very
tenderly into his care and promised that the girl with
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the sprained ankle should receive them within the hour.

When the floor-walker was ushered into the little
back-parlor room he found the girl (with one foot clad
in a' red worsted slipper) frugally partaking of canned
tomatoes and delicatesscn-store sliced beef.

The room and the girl were very neat; the floor-
walker noticed that, though the gas was so poor. The
girl had a black cambric apron carefully tied over the
only skirt she owned, but there was a ruffle on the
apron and in her hair was a bit of scarlet ribbon.
When she smiled, the room somehow seemed to the
floor-walker to grow lighter.

In truth, the girl was frightened almost out of her
wits—though she was pleased, too. The floor-walker,
with the official impressiveness of his Prince Albert
covered by a dark overcoat that reached to his ankles
and with his fine Gibson presence which seemed to fill
the entire room, was a somebody, if you please, to
make any little gray-eyed girl's heart beat the faster.

She was embarrassed too, being blushingly conscious
of the red worsted slipper and of the open tomato can
and of those high places on the mantel and the door
paneling which she had not been able, thus crippled, to
dust; but which of course he, with his superior height,
could plainly discern and criticize.

The floor-walker, for his part, saw chiefly the girl's
smile and her gray eyes fixed timidly yet inquiringly
upon his, The rest of it—the pitiful little attempts at
beauty and grace in the hopeless room—made some-
thing tug at his heart and fill up his throat.

All of a sudden he realized that he had missed her—
a great deal. )

e delivered the. envelope and the messages. He
could not know, of course, that there was an insistent
landlady, that to-morrow was rent day, with two
weeks’ rent overdue, and that the larder was as bare as
your hand; but the sight of the girl's starting tears made
the lump come in his throat again.

“It's very good of them—of her,” the girl whis-
pered, smiling across at him with wet gray cyes; *‘and
you are very good. Will you sitdown? " If you don't
mind, 1'd like to send back just a little word to tell
them | 'm obliged—if "—appealingly, for it was a great

iece of presumption to ask a favor of a floor-walker—
‘you really don't mind.”

When, with a fine contempt of dinner hours and the
gnawings of a lunchless appetite, the floor-walker pro-
tested his joy at being able to serve her by whatever
length of waiting she desired, the girl placed a chair for
him—carefully, so that he might not face, while she
wrote, the canned tomatoes and remnants of the deli-
catessen beef and the irrefutable evidence that there was
no butter for the bread.

The floor-walker was out of the chair almost as soon
as in it, standing electrified, before a portrait that had
herctofore been hidden behind him. He stood there
motionless and speechless for the space of a whole
minute and the girl watched him with startled eyes.
Then he turned to her.

‘** Where did you get that?" he demanded.

There leaped into her gentle eyes the fierce protective
look of the mother who would guard her own with her
life-blood—if necessary.

‘1t ’s my father,” she declared. 2

“Your father?”™ cried the floor-walker—'‘vour
father! Why it's my grandfather—it's Judge Merriam.
It belonged to my mother. She had it enlarged from a
daguerreotype and—and my stepfather let it go for a
chattel morigage—after she died.”

Then he saw how terrified she was and asked gently:

““ Will you tell me where you got the picturez ”

““Oh,” said the girl, miserably, ‘‘are you going to
take it away from me?" She hobbled close to the
portrait and flung her hands over it, lcoking back
defiantly over her shoulder at the floor-walker.

‘“Ican’t let you,” she cried passionately. *‘I can't
get along without him. He's been the same as my
father. He's—he's bome to me. You won’t take him
away, will you? Will you?"

Then, little by little, in answer to his gentleness, she
checked her sobbing and told him the whole story.
When she had finished, the floor-walker came close to
her and together they stood before the judge's picture
and the kind eyes over the white waistcoat smiled
benignly down on them both.

“1wouldn't take him away from you for anything
in the whole world,” the floor-walker asserted in his
honest young voice. ‘‘ But perhaps-—perhaps you 'll be
willing to let me come now and then—will you 7—and
share him with you—here?”

There are just two more words to add :

One is that the floor-walker—after he had become a
lawyer whom people talked about and whom his pat-
crnal relatives had taken the trouble to sezrch out and
make much of—could never be persuaded to don, even
for a wedding or for a political platform, a Prince
Albert coat.

The other is that above the hearthstone of a certain
library in a delightful home there hangs—not the deep-
toned oil or soft proof etching you would lock for
there, but a simple portrait in untutored crayon: the
likeness of an old man whose kindly eyes meet yours
above an immaculate white waistcoat and a ﬂowil'?
black tie.
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We Do What
We Have to
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has a great deal to do with the developing of unfortu-
nate physical conditions in the child. Many mothers
call the doctor whenever there is the least sign of
disturbance in a child. The result is that the child
grows up with this disease picture, doctor picture,
medicine picture in its mind, and it influences its whole
life.

The time will come when a child and any kind of
medicine will be considered a very incongruous combi-
nation. Were children properly reared in the love
thought, the truth thought, the harmony thought,
were they trained to right thinking, a doctor or medicine
would rarely be needed.

Within the last ten years tens of thousands of fumi-
lies have never tasted medicine or required the services
of a physician. It is becoming more and more certain
that the time will come when the belief of the neces-
sity of employing some one to patch us up, to mend
the Almighty's work, will be a thing of the past. The
Creator never put man’s health, happiness, and wel-
fare at the mercy of the mere accident of happening to
live near physicians.

He never left the grandest of his creations to the
mercy of any chance, cruel fate, or destiny; never in-
tended that the life, health, and well-being of one of his
children should hang upon the contingency of being
near a remedy for his ills; never placed him where his
own life, health, and happiness would depend upon the
chance of happening to be where a certain plant might
grow, or a certain mineral exist which could cure him.

Is it not more rational to believe that He would put
the remedies for man's ills within himself —in his own
mind, where they are always available—than that He
would store them in herbs and minerals in remote
parts of the earth where practically but a small portion
of the human race would ever discover them, countless
millions dying in total ignorance of their existence ?

There is a latent power, a force of indestructible life, an
immortal principle of health, in every individual, which
if developed would heal all our wounds and furnish a
balm for the hurts of the world.

How rare a thing it is for people to be ill upon any
great occasion in which they are to be active partici-

ants ! How unusual for a woman, even though in
very delicate health, to be sick upon a rarlicular day
on which she has been invited to a royal reception or
to visit the White House at Washington !

Chronic invalids have been practically cured by hav-
ing great responsibilities thrust upon them. By the
death of some relative or the loss of property, or through
some emergency, they have been forced out of their
seclusion into the public gaze; forced away from the
very opportunity of thinking of themselves, dwelling
upon their troubles, their symptoms, and lo, the symp-
toms have disappeared!

Thousands of women are living to-day in compara-
tive health who would have been dead years ago had
they not been forced by necessity out of their diseased
Ittoughls and compelled to think of others, to work for

em, to provide and plan for them, because they
could not afford to hire it done.

What does the world not owe to that imperious
* must "—that strenuous effort which we make when
driven to desperation, when all outside help has been
cut off and we are forced to call upon all that is within
us to extricate ourselves from an unfortunate situation !

Many of the greatest things in the world have been
accomplished under the stress of this impelling ** must "
—merciless in its lashings and proddings to accom-
plishment.

Necessity has been a priceless spur which has helped
men to perform miracles against incredible odds. Every
person who amounts to anything feels within himself a
power which is ever pushing him on and urging him to
perpetual improvement. Whether he feels like it or
not, this inward monitor holds him to his task.

It is this little insistent ‘‘must” that dogs our steps;
that drives and bestirs us; that makes us willing to
suffer privations and endure hardships, inconveniences,
and discomforts, to work slavishly, in fact, when incli-
nation tempts us to take life easy.

L ]

Never allow yourself to live for anything less
than your highest ideal. If you do, you will de-
teriorate.

It is wicked for us to go about with faces which
indicate that life has been a disappointment to us
instead of a glorious joy. It shows that we have
missed tho real object of living, that we have
never caught a glimpse of the realities of life, but
that we aré Mving # the shadows, in the gloom in-
Jead of the itmiMine of reality, of trith, of
beauty. It indicates that we have not even caught
a glimpse of the real glory of life.

Any one whao Is familiar with
the results from Texas lerigated
Land will tell you that the safest,
purest way Lo galn a large and per-
mnnent inecome from o emall ont-
J Pecos Valley Land & lay is to get bhoid of a tew acres of
5 i’ 2 Texos Irrizated Land,
Irrigation Co. Hut,heretofore, It has required
- eome capltal—at least n fow hond-

Geo. E. Barstow
President

red dollars—and It has been neces
makes iy possible for
ot TEX AS
Texas Irrigated
r ] ucan v
go and live on it—atwolutely sssured of

" sary for the purchas-
¥You to get ten acres
Land all under cultivation, income property from the

A T an lndependent lving from it alone,

OF
o N er to goand live on
' the land and develop
- It
h Now,my company
of the finest kind of
<
vm{ swlnning, If you can save 8,00 n week.
{0 "

L Ur arrasgements will be made to bave 1t enlti-
| wvated for you for a small share of the crops.

Now 1 ean and will prove all ttuls from the highest authorities
In the land,

All you have to do Is—write to meand say, “ Prove to me that
ton aores of your Texas Irrlgated Land can be made to produce
an income of from B§1,000,00 to £5,000.(0 o year,”™

1 bnve the proof, so read what my eompany will do for you.

New Safe Land Plan

1 will deliver at onee to the Cltizen’s State Hank of Rarstow
Texas, a Warranty leed to ten neres of the land of the Pecos
Valley Land and Irrigation l'ul’l\il-u]]j’ 1] {;ﬁr the sibdivision
of the Company'a property made by John Wilson ap ted for
record with the County Clerk of Ward County, Texas.

I will deliver at once to vou, onn of
our Secured Land Contracts for the War-
tanty Deed atthe Bank—on the contract
i-FI‘l'-‘ll s a certlilcate signed by an Ufficer
of the Nank and cortifylng that the Bank
hae your deed and will deliver It to you
| reoor Ing to the terme of your Seoured

Land Contract. The PBank acts axan inde-
pemilent agent for both of us—to guaran-
tée fnir play.

Yoi

(<3

Liuarteriy,
semi-annual or anvual payments,

Or you can pay as much faster as
you llke.

At the end of each year—If yon take more than a year to
eompléte your payments—you will be eredited with § per cent
perannum on the amount you have pald.

016 down and €3 & week pald regularly, and the Interest
cradits, will mature your Contract In o little over two and torees
fourths years.

But you can mature your Contrnet by paying the samoe total
amount, &L, Ina day,a month, six months,a year, or in any less
time than 2% years, and whenever your révular recelpts and
your Interest allowance credit recelpts total #4453, all you have to
do to get your land is to take or send your recelptsand your con-
tract to the Cltlzen's State Bank at Barstow, Texas, togetber
with twenty-elght vendor len notes each for 8%, payable one
every three months for seven years.

The Bank will then glve you your Warranty Deed to the
land, which, according to the Contract and the Deed, must be
tully irrigated and all under cultivation.

!' ftemember this Is ten acres of land which 1 must firet prova
(E].l

TEXAS

capable of producing an income of from #1,000 to 856,000 years

I Will Sell it to You
for $3.00 a Week

Safeguarded

The Bank will deliver your deed
direct to you when your $3.00 a
week and interestcredits total $483.00

It Doesn’t Take Long

You get this land for 8483, which yon can pay in less than
three year=—#lbdownand 83 a wevk—and you then haveoniy four
829 notes each year for seven years Lo pay out of your income.

Can you hope In any other way, 8o safe and sure as this, to
havo g0 large an Independent income in so short a time |

1 belleve the purchase of Texas Irrigated Land to be the best
way for a man of small means to make himself Indepondent.,
And 1 believe [ am gualified to pas< Jjudgment as | have been In-
terested In Irrigation matters Jocally and nationally for 16 years,

The resulis are simply astounding to those who are uniamil-
lar with the great subject of Irrigation,

And I believe the happiest man these days Is the man with
the little ten acre gated farm—¢President Hoosevell says,
“Even b acres s enoug support a famiiy and keep it busy*),

The owner of a Ton Ac rrigated Farm doesn't have to
“knuckle to the boss," nor strain his conscience In the struggle
of the Intense commerciallsm of the day.

His Income 18 practically untouched by “financial depression.”

His living and peace of mind are not dependent upon the
whim of any man,

He t# king in his own Jittle domaln,

He can make his little ten acres earn a8 moch as a quarter
Baction (160 acres) unirrlgated, would produce—as much as be-
tween twenty and elghty thousand dollars in cash would brlng,
loaned out at 6 per cent.

He has hisciose nelghbors, his telephone, good roads, echools
and churches—In fact, all the comioits and conveniences of life
that come with the prosperous close-knic community, though
Lthey pass by the great isolated farm,

The land [ want you to buy is all good rich soil, irrigated
from Canals and Ditches already construeted In the most ap-
proved modern fashion and earrying an abundant supply of
water taken from the ever-flowing Pecos River

It i# within & few miles of Rarstow, Texas, and Pecos City,
Texnas, (the two towns are only 645 miles apart—the land Hes bee
tween the towns nnd a little to the north) and served by the Texas
& Pacitic Rallway and the I'ecos Valley Liue of the Santa Fe
System

With rich soil, a splendid cllmate and the uncertaln quantity
—muoisture—aliminated, ngriculture and
borticulturecan here be sclentifically car-
ried on to the splendld profit of the land
owner.

The abundant crops of large and in
every other way superior hays, grains
cotton, vegetables and fruits are equale
Inonly a very few favored spots,

The justly celebrated Barstow Grapes
ere considered by many to be even better
—varjety for varlety—than those raised
in Bouthern California — and we are 1,200
miles nearer the great Eastern markoet.
But all this s the merest outline of what
I degire to show you In detall. Ian oniy
nttempting to make It clear 1o you that you can have an sesured
Independent llving income In less than three years Il you can
possibly save &3 a week,

I have promized to submit the proof. All you have to do1a
write for It. 'Will you do that today, even If you can't commence
richt away! I want the address of every man or woman who is
willing to save 83 a week If 1 can prove that the result will be
finan~ial Indopendence in less than thees short years,

There 1s nothing philanthropic about this proposition, but 1
especially want to hear from the wage-earners, bave worked
fur f(fteen years to develop this Irrigation System and this com
manlty, It wouold be gratifying to me to have those who most
nevd it reap the benefits of my lanhors,

It will be more convenlent for yon to nddress me at St. Louls,
and I am equipped there Lo best answer you,

GEORGE E. BARSTOW, President
Pecos Vallev Land and Irrigation Company, of Barstow, Texas,

885 Missouri Trust Bidg., St Loui
uis, Mo,
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. The surest way to avoid
getting an old-fashioned or
experimental typewriter
is to get an Underwood
Visible Typewriter—
the accepted standard
of to-day.

Write
for Literature

describing regular and
special billing models.
UNDERWOOD
TYPEWRITER CO.
21 Broadway
New York

Underwood
Standard Visible
Typewriter

*The machine you will
eventually buy.”

Make Stained Glass
Qut of Plain Glass

] By Using =———7=
f which is a thin, translucent material per
fectly reproducing all the ric | i

lhl. most be mulnl st llIlI’ll
m the

nul patterns, also
' for any purpose. Suit-
1) , transoms, nnd windows in pri

f ~|t\ houses as well asi ||||\||r =he -u-l-,r[

.o Send for free utalog showing
borders, panels, centerpicces and filling in
colors. Agents wanted.

S. S. MAILLJZ, 19E. Hth 51, New York.

INCOME WITHOUT CAPITAL

$2500 10 $7500 YEARLY

(]I'ﬂ m
age nnd 1
by the peop e you d-) hu £1}
fou draw an lncome on this free capltal.,
Wea teach and traln you how 1o handle
branches so that you can do it better
than others aud your services are In demand.,
As vur scholar we instruct and develop you. Ina
few weekswe can fit you to be
OUR nCCREDITED REPRESENTATIVE

- in\ ur lc \\rJl ||\\\ltf m!uc\\n put you in toi sch wel h

designs

samples and «

these

concerning UCCes
INTE Ii.»-ln} \.\Ll.‘-i u)m,\

1 ot introction.
214 Times Bollding, New York.

NCLE SAM WANTS YOU

pnd thousands of others, wh > aro capablao,
to work for him. Common scho ueation
gsuficient, No political infiuence required
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Revenue, Customs, 1
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L
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NATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTE
18-40 SECOND NATIONAL BANK BLDS., WASHINGTON, D. C.

quistions, eto. J

ILLUSTRATING
—Law —Pharmacy —Cartoonlng
—Shorthasd —Bookkeeping —Journalism

—Prep. Medical —Peamanship —Nursleg
Taught by mail from ourresident schools.
Founded 18s0. Income increased while learn-
ing. Graduates everywhere. Mark X course
desired. Write for free book—tells all.

NATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL.S
47 N, Pean St., Indianapolis, U. S. A,

The oldest and best school. Instruction by mall
ndapted to every one, Reco
ednmlorn F.xperienced an

tors.

lzed by courta and
l(.l"l tent instroe-
‘Takes apare thne onl
uw Preparator nsiness, College.

l'repnm for

hiree courses—
racl.lco 71l better your con-
Slllon and prospectsin husiness,
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THE WOMAN OF FIFTY

for the manager, the woman of organizing ability
who stands ready to furnish such labor, skilled,
competent, reliable, regular, and within the means
of minor millionaires. There is the laundry
business crving for development; a trade long
exclusively feminine, but now, as fast as it be-
comes a trade, monopolized by men, the women
engaged in it remaining mere laborers, as before.

The main body of the material handled is also
masculine—men’s clothes rather than women's;
and the myriad towels and napkins of the man-
inhabited business region. Women's clothes
need washing also, and are washed, but present
difficulties to business development. They are
not only too frail and too profusely decorated
for easy handling, but they lack the main desid-
eratum—a standardization. A shirt is a shirt,
and may be so handled, in thousands; but a
shirt-waist is anything from a gossamer veil
effect to a duck jumper.

Still, since women wear them and women
wash them, there is no reason why women should
not organize the business; do clean, safe fine
work, give steady employment and good train-
ing, and make thereby an honest livelihood.
What a praiseworthy ambition—deliberately to
seize upon, exalt, and establish a necessary in-

_dustry; making life easier and simpler for thou-

sands of patrons, and setting higher standards
for the chosen trade.

Then there are the food trades. Every city
teems with opportunities for these. Outside are
the producers— farmers, dairymen, fruit-growers,
purveyors of meat and fish. Inside, all degrees
of storing and handling, to the last stage of
table service. This is one of the great everlast-
ing businesses of human life—to feed people—
the natural function of woman. This she has
always done. She has in truth done little else.
She has skill, knowledge, experience, and, if not
special talent, at least as much as man.

Every grade of employment is open here,
wide open and crying to be filled. Of plain
domestic cooks we have not enough. Of simple,
comfortable boarding-houses we have not enough.
Of cheap, good eating-houses we have not
enough. Of dainty, restful little tea-rooms and
lunch-rooms we have not enough. And as to
the upper ranks— the management of great hotels
—princely fortunes are to be made in this work.

Then there is home-making proper, apart
from the eating—this the much-praised specialty
of women.

Here again is a constant demand, and a most
painful deficiency in supply. Yet it is the very
thing that even the average woman of fifty
should be able to do and do well. The fact
that so few do it well, when hired for the pur-
pose; that so many women make weary failures
of the A, B, C business of * keepirig boarders,”
casts dark reflections on their general competence.

The trouble is in our judgment. We have
no more right to expect all women to manifest
equal ability in one trade than to expect the
same of all men. Women need more freedom
of range, and, at last, they are getting it. Our
postgraduate from family cares need not feel
forced to undertake work in any of the lines she
is used to: feeding, cleaning, clothing, nursing,
sewing, teaching—none of these need be urged.
The world is full of occupations. Humanity has
a thousand needs, and develops new ones daily.
Middle-aged women have successfully taken up
professions, arts, and sciences. Some do well
even in the money-games, where one does not
really produce anything, but skilfully accumu-
lates property without giving an equivalent.

This is not natural to woman, however; her
essential instinct is to give, to serve, to make.
What she needs is to learn the new horizon,
wide and changeful, that opens to us when we
grow from domestic service to world-service.
There awaits her the sense of youth, of power,
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of unlimited opportunity; the natural excite
ment and stimulus of new undertakings, and
the growing delight of being useful to an ever-
widening range of people.

Suppose, being free from the restriction of
immediate necessity, able to choose, and already
aware of some of our public needs, she takes up
such work as forestry, for instance. Here is an
undertaking which can occupy brain and heart
and hand: a kind of work wholly good. and good
for all time. What can a woman do in such
work—an ordinary woman ?

She can spend a happy and enlarging year in
just studying the subject; opening up new brain
eras and stocking them with different ideas de-
lightfully different from all previous occupants.
Then she can take hold of local needs. be her
home in large city or little town; and be useful
in spreading knowledge and increasing interest
in this work. The school, the public library,
the women’s club, these and more avenues are
open to her. [If she lives in the real country,
she can plant and train and trim and cut—mak-
ing practical illustration.

There is no limit to the opportunities open to
women to-day. They are the opportunities of
life; the field of human service.

What needs emphasizing is that this vast
field, always new, always inspiring, always glo-
riously stimulating to intelligent effort, is quite
within the range of the woman of fifty. She
need wast no regret on neglected years, neither
need she sit content with previous achievements.
Whatever she has done or not dome in the
family is now a tale that is told. There re-
mains for her, fresh and untrodden, no less a
field than the world. In this adventure she is
no longer fifty, nor forty, nor any age. She is
eternally young. Here she will find a hope, an
enthusiasm, a keen, eager interest she thought
long passed with the days of fondly remembered
girlhood. Let her once learn what it is to be a
full-grown, active human creature and useful
citizen, and she will no more regret her girlhood
than she will regret the time when she wore a bib.

What of the family? Is nothing to be lost
by the emancipation of a budding grandmother?
There can be no clamor of neglected babies—
there are none. There ought to be no difficulty,
by this time, in keeping John comfortable with-
out devoting all day to the process. To say
the truth, Tyrant Man is not half so black as he
is painted. Neither is he as rapturously con-
tent with the average wife-and-mother as the
poets and some novelists would have us believe.
There is room for honest suggestion, for a cheer-
ful hope, that the man of fifty-five will spend
the rest of his days quite as comfortably with
an active, happy, useful, growing woman that
is, as in watching the gradual decadence and
extinction of the woman who was.
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Arboreal
By HORACE DODD GASTIT

“ VI FavoriTe tree?” he said, and gazed
Deep in her eyes of blue.
‘ By some the maple sweet is praised.
But I'm content with Yew."”
** That's very nice,” the maid replied --
How sweet that