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Looking Ahead with the Editor of

Dr. Woops HuTcHINSON HAS GONE To GERMANY to
investigate municipal regulation of the public health in
certain German cities, notably Dusseldorf. They are
doing great things, these Germans, in the way of safe-
guarding individual men, women and children from the
ravages of unnecessary diseasc. Dr. Hutchinson is
much more than a vigorous and witty writer; he is a
seasoncd student of the hecalth problems that arise
wherever masses of people are herded together in cities.
And further, while he is abroad, Dr. Hutchinson has
promised to look up material for one or two other ar-
ticles of a lighter nature. These will be announced

later.
2

Louise CrLosser HALE HAS GONE MOTORING IN AL-
GERIA, and has promised to return with a new and lively
story of her adventures there. The many who read
and laughed over her “Diary of a Fattish Girl” will
look forward cagerly to the new recital of cxperiences.

R

RicHARD LE GALLIENNE HAS UNDERTAKEN A LITTLE
JourNEY “With a Junk-man in Arcadia.” Some of
Mr. Le Gallienne’s most charming sketches have been
cast in the form of fancy-free wanderings out on the
open road. This time he is wandering with an old-
fashioned peddler and junk-man along the byways of
quaint old Connecticut. His narrative will be pub-
lished as a short serial.

James OLiveR CURWOOD HAS TRAVELED ALL OVER
WEesTERN Canapa *‘from Lake Superior to the Arctic
Circle, from the Peace River country to Hudson’s Bay.”
He has “lived with factors, has spent months at a time
with the missionaries, and has traveled thousands of
miles with the men of the Royal Northwest Mounted
Police, in canoes, on snowshoes and sledges, and on
horseback in the prairie countries.” No writer, there-
fore, is better equipped to narrate the rough romance
of that remarkable little band of frontier policemen
that has been called “the fincst body of men in the
world.” His article, “World Hunters of the North,”
presents an astonishing picture of new empires of the
northland that await only the coming of the railroad to
take their place among the useful regions of the con-
tinent. And more than this, it gives to those of us
who lcad the more humdrum life of city and town a
new conception of human possibilities in discipline,
hardihood and heroism. The same Mr. Curwood wrote
“The Valley of Silent Men,” that will be published
serially in the July and August numbers.

IMPORTANT ARTICLES IN THE JULY
NUMBER

&

TweNTIETH CENTURY CATTLEMEN By Inis H. Weed
The Evolution of the Cow Puncher into a Business

Man with a Boiled Shirt and a National Organization.

THE Price oF CrLoTHES By Mary Heaton Vorse

A Further Illumination of the Background of the
Cost-of-Living Problem; following “A Plea for Pure
Fabrics” and “The Empty Linen Chest,” by the same
author.

Tue ReLaTioN oF ALconoL To Disease
By Alexander Lambert, M.D.
And the Effects of Its Excessive or Moderate Use
Upon the Body and the Mind.

Tue Woman who Teacues CHicaGo
By Rheta Childe Dorr
In One Year’s Work Ella Flagg Young, Chicago’s
First Woman Superintendent, has Lifted the City’s
Schools Perceptibly Nearer Honesty, Democracy, and

Usefulness.

A FEW OF THE EXTRA GOOD
FICTION STORIES

L

Tue VarLey ofF SiLeNt MeEN  (In Two Parts)
By James Oliver Curwood
An Elemental Love Story of the North.

Janey anp THE LitrLe Brinp Gop
By Inez Haynes Gillmore
Little Janey’s Last Appearance in Success MaGazINE.

THE AvuTomaTic Basy By Ellis Parker Butler
A New Generation of Infants, Germless, Voiceless
and Hopeless.

Haveuty Kitry HarTican By Edna Kenton

Tue Winp oF CHANCE By Mary Heaton Vorse
By George Middleton
By Sylvia C. Bates

By Bailey Millard

Maponna

THe OLp Rose UmBRrELLA

Tue Man Unper THE Car
And, furthermore, in an early number, Will Brad-

ley will present a novel and helpful idea for the beau-
tifying of town and village streets.
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Children at Prayei'

By BurRGEs JOHNSON

many earth-bound thoughts in moments past,
So many sordid trifles in each day

SO

Have held me to their level, that at last
I can not pray.

But kneeling here in answer to my need

Are my sweet intercessors!

All my cares

And skeptic thoughts roll from me as I plead—
““Lord, hear their prayers.”

CreS YaaS Jral asls ric ane ea

7he Reformer

By Harvey J. O'Hiccins

Author (with Judge Ben B. Lindsey) of ¢ The Beast and the Jungle®’’

T was injustice that drove
Wickson in to town orig-
inally —the injustice of
a father who ruled his
starved farm with all the
exacting imperiousness of
incompetency aggravated
by indigestion.

“I got to go, maw,” the

boy said. “I can’t stand-it any longer.”

The mother paused in her kitchen work
long enough to raise her eyes to the window
and regard the outer world to which he was
escaping.

“ What are you goin’ to do?” she asked.

He replied: “ I'm goin’ to be a lawyer.”

She finished wiping the dishes before she
went upstairs for the few dollars that she had
€« put by."

“Tll pay it back,” he promised.. She
kissed him rather timidly —as she might
have kissed her husband in his earlier days of
worried preoccupation. .

“ Good-by, son,” she said. “And God bless
you.”

He walked away from the house with noth-
ing but the clothes he wore and her money in
his pocket. It was a gray day, threatening
rain. Someone shouted angrily at him from
a field as he went past it. He saw a span of
steaming horses, a plow, and a man at the plow
handles, standing small and distant — stran-
gers to him. The man was his father. He
went down the muddy-rutted road, occupied
with his plans.

He arrived in the city about noon, and he
showed no bewildered awe of his surround-
ings. He set about finding himself work, in
the rain, sturdily self-reliant and wholesome
in his young simplicity. At four o’clock, he
was interviewing James McPhee Harris, who
was then just newly engaged as counsel by
the Purity League of the state; and Harris,
immediately interested in the poise of a strong
character, accepted his own interest as the
impulse of benevolence and employed Wick-
son as office-boy on the impulsec.

By Harris’s advice, he rented a bed in the
Y. M. C. A. building, where he shared a room
with another of Harris’s protégés, an art stu-
dent named “Jack” Arnctt, who was after-
wards to be the sculptor of the “ Wickson
Memorial.” Before he went to sleep that

night, Wickson wrote a letter to his mother

and sent her back one of her own dollars, “ on
account.”

He proved to have a brain as hardy as his
body. He studied — as he worked — method-
ically, thoroughly, and without the effort of a
frown. He became chief clerk of Harris’s
busy office, by virtue of a mechanical efficiency
that was the first expression of an integrity
of mind on which Harris came more and more
to rely. He shared in Harris’s prosecutions
of the vendors of picture post-cards,” the
proprietors of “nickelodeons,” the managers
of “ variety shows.” As junior partner of the
firm, he himself conducted some of the Purity
League’s later cases against saloon-keepers
and the owners of “dives.”” When Harris be-
came president of the local “ Drys,” Wickson
succeeded him as attorney for the League —
and so came to prosecute the “ white-slave”
cases that first made him notorious. His elec-
tion as District Attorney, on a reform ticket,
followed unexpectedly. The rest of his official
career is too well known to need recounting.

The sculptor of the “ Wickson Memorial ”
has studied his features from photographs that
were taken before his election — before expe-
rience had softened his young faith in the
law — when his face showed a clcarer deter-
mination and more righteous intolerance than
in his later years. He stands, in bronze, on
his granite pedestal, stiffly erect, with one arm
doubled across the small of his back to grasp
the other at the elbow, in a characteristic atti-
tude. His chin is held high. He looks as if
he had been stood up, with his arms pinioned,
to be shot—a touch of artistic *prophecy
after the fact.” At the foot of his pedestal, a
bronze “ Grief ” is crouched, weeping in her
hair.

It was McPhee Harris who originated the
public protest against the bare feminine
shoulders of this tragic figure. Fortunately
the protest failed to be effective. Armnett’s
“ Grief” is now rather more widely known
than Wickson himsclf It will probably be
famous to a posterity that will have no very
accurate knowledge of the event which the
memorial was erected to commemorate.

I

That event began, for Wickson, in an inter-
view with axicPhee Harris, who came smiling
in to the District Attorney’s office soon after
Wickson arrived there for his morning’s work.
“ Just a moment, Arthur,” he apologized, for
taking Wickson’s time; ard Wickson shook
hands with him, without replying.

Harris's smile was something more than po
lite; it was the smile of austerity made be
nevolent by the conscientious fellow-feeling o
a professing Christian. His chin, clean-shave;
between gray side-whiskers, repeated the bon,
conformation of his narrow skull, bald be
tween two thin hushes of gray hair. H
stroked his stiff felt hat as he explained: *
had a visit, last night, from friend Toole.
The “friend” was given with an arch sar
casm. Wickson leancd forward on his table
desk, intently.

“We have put the ‘ fcar of God’ into themn,
Harris assured him. * They are prepared t
nominate a ticket of good n:en.”

Wickson waited, silent.

“We are to name them — practically all
They reserve a few of the minor offices —a
for instance, the sheriff and the county clerl
and recorder.”

“So as to control the local machinery o
elections,” Wickson said. He had a high, un
pleasant voice.

“ Perhaps so,” Harris conceded amiably, a:
he sat down. “1It is difficult to get everything
at once. They will aceept our nominee fo
the Supreme Court.”

“ Because they control the rest of the
bench.”

¢ Still — we must begin. And one is a be
ginning. We are to have also the coroner an
two of the county commissioners, some of th
members of the legislature, some Senators ang
some of the State officcrs. The details are no
yet decided upon. It is, largely, for us to de
cide. They are very conciliatory.”

Wickson asked, at last: “ And the Distric
Attorney?”

Harris looked steadily at him to reply
“ And the District Attorney.”

Wickson studied that look; it reserved some
thing; it was also somewhat meekly defiant.

To Wickson, McPhee Harris had become in
timately known as a man of naturally inde
cisive character and small mind strengthenes
and enlarged by the sense of a Divine Powe!
relying upon him as Its instrument. Thert
was in his look, now, the glint of that reso
lute instrumentality. Wickson probed an
questioned him with a silent gaze.

. “They do not think,” Harris admitted
“that we can reelect you. They believe tha
you have made too many enemies.”

Wickson nodded and rose — as if, havin
uncovered “the nigger in the woodpile” (a
he would have called it) he could now con
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centrate his mind on that, instead of on the
familiar face behind which the secret had
been concealed.

“So!” he said, thoughtfully.

He had been carried into office on a “re-
form wave” that had been blown up by a
windy agitation against the “ red-light dis-
trict.” As long as he had devoted his office
to a crusade against “ vice,” he had been
backed by the Purity League, by McPhee Har-
ris, by a federation of women’s clubs, by the
churchgoers and all the * good people” of the
town. But, of course, he had found vice pro-
tected by the politieal organizations, for whom
the vicious stuffed the ballot-boxes; and when
he attacked the organizations, he found them
protected by the rich men of the community,
who owned the publie-utility franchises that
had been voted to them by the politicians. Ie
had made “ enemies” — not only in the dive
district, but among “ our best citizens on the
Hill.” e had been accused, first, of “ play-
ing politics,” then of “attacking vested
rights,” and finally of *stirring up class ha-
tred.” He had offended some of the most gen-
erous contributors to the funds of the Purity
League. He had offended Harris.

He was walking up and down the shabby
carpet of his office, his head bent, his hands
clasped behind him in the manner in which he
was to stand enduringly in bronze. But his
face was not the face of the statuc. Nervous
excitement, worry, and its consequent indi-
gestion, had eaten off his flesh; his cheek-
bones protruded; his eyes had burned them-
selves back jnto dark hollows, where they
smouldered with a red-lidded sparkle. His
rough shock of hair had grown sparse, in a
dry tangle.

“ Mac,” he said suddenly, “ when you look
out that window. and see the upper town —
the Hill with its church spires — you see it as
the abode of decency and virtue and every-
thing that’s godly. And you see it warred
upon by the vice of the lower town — where
everything is sin. Eh{”

Harris_did not look at the window. He
looked at Wickson and laid aside his hat on
the table, to hear an argumecnt and prepare
himself to answer it.

“When I look out that window,” the Dis-
trict Attorney continued —and he went to
the window as he said it— “1 sce the upper
town as the abode chiefly of the men who keep
the lower wards living in the dirt and evil
conditions that breed sin. I see the lower
town working in conditions of pollution to
pay the money that makes the Hill rich —
decent — respectable. That's the difference
between us. And there doesn’t seem to be any
way of reconciling it.”

His office was on the sixth floor of the Set-
tle Building. He looked down upon the roofs
of half the city in the autuinn sunlight. “It
isn’t vice that I want to fight any more,” he
said. “It’s the conditions that make vice.”

“ And yet,” Harris retorted, “ you will ad-
mit, I suppose, that there may be such a
thing as  honest poverty’¢”

Wickson wheeled on him. “ Tl go further.
Tl admit that there may be such a thing as
honest wealth.”

Harris spread his hands. “I do not wish
to think,” he said, “that you have lost your

faith in the spiritualities.- T do not- wish to
believe that you have become wholly a mate-
rialist. God has manifested himself in your
work.” 1le spoke without any trace of cant,
with conviction. “You have been a great
powcer for good. But in struggling against the
evils of this world, I think you are forgetting
to rely upon the saving grace that can alone
work the miracle of regeneration in the soul
of evil.”

“Y know,” Wickson sighed. “I know.
You're sincere, you believe it. There’s no use
arguing.”

“ There is nothing to argue.”

Wickson ran his hand through his hair,
hesitated, and then sat down again at his desk.
“Well, they don't think that I can be re-
elected, eh? They tell you that ‘the boys’
won't vote for me — the rank and file. I've
made too many enemies. A lot of good people
think I shouldn’t have mixed into politics at
all. Eh? Some of our own friends don’t like
my remarks about the connection between
street-railway franchises and ‘ protected vice.’
Bill Toole — coming, 1 suppose, from old
Bradford himself — offers to compromise on a
good ticket, on condition that I’m dropped.”

“No!” Harris cried. “No! That’s not
true.”

“Not in so many words. Of course not.
But if you had insisted on having me on the
ticket, it would have come down to that. Isn’t
that so? Isn't it?”

“1 don’t believe you could possibly be re-
elected.”

“We didn't believe T could be elected, in
the first place; yet we made the fight.”

“ There's no necessity of running any such
risk. We are to have the nomination for the
office. We shall pick a good man.”

Wickson reached the papers on his desk.
“ McPhee,” he said, “if it were only a ques-
tion of the office, I'd be glad to go out. But
therc’s more than that. There's — however,
it’s useless for us to talk. You’ll have to ex-
cuse me. I'm busy.” He unfolded a type-
written sheet and. pushed the button for his
stenographer. .

“Very good,” Harris replied, thin-lipped.
As he took up his hat he looked down upon
ingratitude coldly. “1 expected as much.
Good morning.”

Wickson paid no heed. He allowed Harris
to go out of his life as he had passed his
father plowing in the field — out of his life
and out of his thought — for lie had one qual-
ity of largeness: he cherished no resentments.

His stenographer answered the bell. Wick-
son, without raising his eyes, said “ Get me
Collins on the phone.”

The clerk replied: “ He’s been waiting here
to see you.”

Wickson tossed aside the sheet eagerly.
“Send him in.”

11

There was nothing personal in the furnish-
ings of Wickson’s room — an official table
littered with papers, some bare chairs, a col-
lection of framed photographs of his prede-
cessors on the plastered walls, and beyond
that, not even a bookcase. There was nothing
characteristic about his * ready-made ” clothes

13

that hung on him as if their one purpose was
to impede his impatient movements. In his
interview with Harris he had been impersonal,
withdrawn, dry, and harshly definite. He had
seemed 88 colorless as his surroundings.

But now, to receive the detective Collins,
there eame a relaxing in the muscles of his
face and a meditative widening of the eyes
that deepened in the pupils. He pushed his
papers back from him.' His hands opened
idly. He began to beat a tattoo on his desk-
blotter, looking aside out of the window and
allowing his mind to rove, with his eyes.

He did not turn as Collins entered, hat in
hand, and closed the door behind him; nor
did Collins look at him. The detective crossed
to a chair with a certain noiseless placidity.
He was plump, clean-shaven, commonplace,
with mild and rather vacant brown eyes,
broad-shouldered, short and slow. You might
suppose him to be the proprietor of a small
hotel. (He did not look genial enough for
a saloon-keeper, yet he had the figure that
you would associate with the chaira of a
hotel lobby.) He looked, in fact, most inof-
fensively human — with the bronze button of
a fraternal order on his lapel and a masonic
pin in his necktie.

Yet Collins (or “Cole” or “Colburn”)
had been brought to town by the Purity
League from Washington, with enough
“scalps” on his official belt to give him a
reputation in those circles where fame can
have no notoriety if it is to have any success.
He was rated, by Wickson, as “ the only real
detective I ever knew.” Certainly nothing
more unlike the detective of traditien ever
walked into a room.

He turned his chair to face the door, sat
down squarely with his hands spread on his
knees, and said: “ Billy tells me that Madge
was down at Headquarters the day before
yesterday. She’s keeping Cooney. He's out
again. They’re using her to frame it up with
him to bump you off.” ’

Wickson raised one eyebrow at him, in a
musing blank of friendliness. “Tom,” he
said, “ McPhee Harris has slumped or me.”

Collins repeated: “ They’re going to try to
bump you off. They’ve got Cooney ribbed up
to it. They’re keeping him just drunk enough
to do it. He’s going to shoot you. That’s
;vha’} he’s hanging round the Court-house
or.

In the earlier days of their association,
Wickson might have questioned “ Are you
sure?” or asked incredulously “ How do you
know?” But he had long since learned that
Collins never spoke till he was sure, and that
the means by which he made sure were not
open to inspection. For Collins, officially the
local “manager of the Purity League” sat
apparently always idle in his office, but idle at
the heart of his web, with invisible strands out
in every direction to catch the harmless neces-
sary facts. His sources were not known even
to Wickson. He himself rarely appeared in
his activities. He was the receiver ‘of a
human telephone system, the laying of whose
wires was his painful and intricate and most
accurate art. :

* When you challenged that juror yester-
day,” he said, “ Sotjie didn’t turn white be-
cause he’d lost the man. It was because

IH

City Ncighbors

By Maup Going

EAR their voices through the floor and wall,

I hear their footsteps passing overhead.

I brush against them in the common hall,
But never knew the child down-stairs was dead

(Such strangers are my neighbors)—till I saw

As 1

passed by—white ribbons on the door.
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prehistoric Columbus had not hit upon the
wonderful idea thet man could exist the year
round in any fertile part of the earth end had
not thus stumbled upon the necessity of wear-
ing clothes through certain sensons we at this
minute would be sitting in the shade of a fig
tree, in some cven and easy locality close to
the equator, throwing stones at the ring-tailed
monkeys. And if the bulk of the theater-
going public, which, each year since the days
of Fschylus had been growing better educated
and better equipped to pick the wheat from the
chaff, had not decided that it preferred Pinero
to Shakespeare and Ibsen to Sheridan, it
would have said so. Whenever the supply ex-
coeds the demand, something happens to the
producer, and when this something fails to
materialize, we can take it for granted that
the consumers who created the demand are
still hungry and are nog dissatisfied with the
kind of victuals furnished them.

Edueation is responsible for most of the
economie changes of which we wot — eduea-
tion and the amalgamation of the races which
has been going on <o rapidly sinee the period
of voyage and discovery ereated for England
a vast empire and brought about that fusing
of the world's blood so noticeable in the United
States. Once upon a time — and that not se
very long ago— the great majority of men
and women in eivilized countries could not
read or write. In those days talk was the
medium of expression and the ecars were the
organs through which most folk received in-
formation. The great men of the world were
talkers and the most important mesages —
political, religious, philosophical — were deliv-
ered hy word of mouth by statesmen, prelates,
learned doctors aud actors.  Since talk was
the niedium, talk of any kind dirceted to a
erowd was of necessity burdened with a deal
of extrancous matter introdured for a purpose,
Every talker had a message for mankind.
Every preacher, orator and playwright was a
publicist. There were fewer men of learning;
therefore talkers were in the minority, and
talk, contrary to an ancient statement, was
golden. Education cost a fortune,  The poor
for centuries were listeners,

The Agc of Talk

Now the tables are turned.  The majority
can and do read and write.  Talk i cheap and
few people are influenced by it. The day of
the orator is over. The lesture platform en-
lists the efforts of nediocre rather than colos-
cal minds.  The church no longer gets the
eream of yvoung masculine mentality.  Actors
are no longer educators, beeause playwrights
bhave hecome entertainers.  And  with  the
change in talkers brought about by a change
in listeners, there has come, not unnaturally,
a change in talk. 1t ix ancther exemplification
of the old law of supply and demand. Plays
are a kind of talk. Their change in character
was coineident with the educational uplift and
the sag in the market value of oratory.

Ta-day there are only three classes of men
wha find the voeal chords productive of great
finaneia) rosults, They are after-dinner speak-
ers who have goods to sell; actors who enter-
tain and singers who appeal to our esthetie
tustes.  Patrick Murphy, David Warficld and
Enrico Caruso are fair examples of these
three clazses,

That the stage is suecessful as it reflects
nature secems to be a demonstrated  truth.
That the world, its people and their eustoms
have changed with years ean not be gainsaid,
and, since Mr. Cieero’s remark  still holds
goud, it would appear ne more than right that
plays, which are the reflections of fluctonating
things=, should betray a corresponding muta-
hility.

The unreasonableness of some of the so-
called reasoning by which the Palmy Days
are proved to have existed (by the way, they
always were in the youth of the nnrrator — be-
tween thirty and fifty vears ago) is peeuliar.
Possibly * funny ™ ix the better adjective.  Be-
canse Julius Crosar. Hannibal, Cyrus, Xerxes
and Alexander are considered better generals
than  Bismarek, Lee, Grant. Kitehener and
Kuropatkin, the village debating society does
ot of necessity believe that the seience of

war has not advanced during the Christian
Era. John Marshall may have excelled our
present Chief Justice as a judicial phenome-
non, but that fact — if it is a fact — does not
carry with it a proof of latter-day constitu-
tional asininity on the part of our higher
courts of law. Rufus Choate may or may not
have been an abler lawyer than his nephew
Joseph. If he was, are we to suppose the bar
has gone to the dogs?  Because Edwin Booth
had the better of E. H. Sothern in ability,
dueats and fame. is no reason for jumping rash-
1y at the conclusion that * The Easiest Way ”
isn't ten times as good a play as *The Two Or-
phans.”  And the presence of Webster's Tth of
March speeeh in all Fourth Readers does_not
prove that apple pies were better in the 1850°s
than they arce in 19011,

Not that Alexander, Chief Justice Marshall,
Mr. Booth and the pic of sixty years ago were
not all right. Dear, no!  But lets get the
tense correet. They wsed fo he, Try as you
will, you ean not bring them hack. DPerhaps
it is just as well.  Alexander would surely shy
at an automatic magazine gun; old Mr. Mar-
<hall never could live through a corporation
trial; Booth would have the jim-jams wateh-
ing a Hippodron:e performance and the pies
at Childs’ Restaurant are perfeetly satisfae-
tory, now that they are imade by Standard i)

To return for a moment to the Age of Talk.
Things were done differently then.  If you
ean’t, possibly yvour father ean remember a
time when Ienry Ward Beecher, William
Llogd Garrison, Charles Sumner and Raseoe
Conkling were big men of the nation. Why?
Beeause they were equipped with silver, gold
and honey-conted towgenes and the people loved
to listen.  The people also paid to listen. To
he a preacher, a teacher or a political orator
was the height of a young man’s ambition.
When he went to the university, this young
man bent his energies to win the prize in ora-
tory and the brightest, ablest man generally
won.  ITence the Andrew 1. Whites and the
William H. Tafts of to-dayv. It paid well to
be a good talker, and young men then as now
were looking for finaneial as well as popular
rewards fur work well done. The best lawyer
was a man of the Daniel Webster type —a
clever mounther of well-sounding words. The
best preacher was a pulpit Demosthenes. The
great teachers were lecturers, aund the student,
instend of going to recitations where he took
an active part in the proceediugs, spent his
colleginto days listening to an interminable
series of voeal fireworks and his collegiate
pights at his debating elub where he tried to
Leat the record of Patrick enry.  The actor
never felt so good as when he conld walk to
the apron of the stage and deliver a five-si
speech  jammed  with  the  muscle-rending,
tear-compelling, heart-breaking, brain-fapging
lines of * Ingomar ™ or = Spartacns,”  The au-
thor loved to write this stuff and the audience
simply reveled in it. When they read. they
read speeches. The few who could write wrote
from the tail of a cart. from the top of a
stump, fromm the hind side of a pulpit or from
a lecture platform.

Revised Liditicn of Webster

If Danicl Webster were alive to-day and
should carry on the way he did, he would be
a legal curio, elad in hand-me-downs, an evan-
gelieal exhorter or a medicine man selliag a
five-dollar panaces to Maine farmers for the
paltry sum of oue dollar walute cure or
money refunded. To make the Bunker Hill
specch go to-day, he would need at least a good
Wlack-faced comedian, with a banjo to fill in
the gaps when he was tapping the water piteh-
er on the little table to his right.  1f he were
wise —us he certainly was — he would  do
none of these things, but would contine his
efforts to corporation arguments, would spend
most of his time in his workroom. and when
the vocal work heeame necessary, would hire
for $50 a week o capable graduate of an Towa
debating school.

You see the times really have changed.
There ix no doubting it. This is a work-a-
dav, mechanieal age in which the talkers have
little chance uidess their words sell goods or
entertain,  We get onr information in other

SUCCESE

ways.  There are libraries in Painted Post,
Jimtown, Medicine Hat and Steam Corners
The day of the spellbinder has passed even in
Killawog, N. Y., and George M. Cohan is more
aceeptable than any Chautauqua leeturer in
Providence, R. 1. About the pleasant fires in
a hundred eities, you may hear of a wintry
night, good-hearted old fellows telling  the
glories of Macready, TLawrence DBarrett, the
elder Sothern and Lydia Thompson.  Just how
familiar thev were with the talents of the en-
tertniners of Yesterday is a question. Whether
or not they would prefer to patrouize then
now instead of Forbes Robertson, William
Collier and Anna ITeld is another question.
Distant hills — well, you know how green they
look, and absenee certainly does give a fillip
to fand recolleetions, doesn't it/

Some Good Live Dramatists

Just as our utilitarinne times refleet them-
selves i o diterature which is almost devoid
of poctry, and in progress of a mechanieal and
industrial nature rather than in verbal pyro-
technies, so they are mirrored on the stage as
they actually are, instead of in the pompous,
strutting fashion of the past. The changes in
the dran are the changes in the times, Fd-
win Booth, Bdwin Forrest, John Gilbert, John
Brougham, Lester Wallack, Lanra Keene,
Fanuy Davenport, Charlotte Cushman, Mme.
Modjeska, Mue. Janaushek, Joseph Jeflerson
are dead. but there are a lot of good actors
alive. Mazeppa ™ has been among the dra-
matie discards for generations, but Fugene
Walter had written two American plays hetter
than any produeed in the Western world dur-
ing the history of the whole Booth family.
Have you read any American dramatie pieces
written prior to Bronson Howard? Eliminate
Sheridan aud Goldsmith and try to find =
British  playwright since  Shakespeare  who
could hold a eandle to Pinero. Belaseo, Osear
Wilde, Rostand, Ih<en, Collier, Sudermann.
Tolstoi,  Bernhardt, Jane Hading, Rejane,
Juline Marlowe are not * has beens”  They
are of the present. They are as good, if not
better than their prototypes of past decades.
They reflect the world as it ix and they are
all monnmehitally and deservedly sueccessful,

Fifty years ago there was not a worth-while
playwright in Ameriea. To-day  there are
fifty.  Nor were the woods of those days fillesd
with good actors. Fdwin Booth, the best we
bave produced, onee went on record as saying
that the very actors and actressexs who now
loom up ax the Macreadys and Siddonses of
the Goond Old Days were bad, very bad. He
prodably knew,  Not every painting three hun-
dred years old was made by an old master.

The most interesting hook on the early days
of the Ninerican stage was written by W. B.
Waood and published in 1834, Mr. Wood lived
a life of distinetion and usefulness up to the
very time of his death and remen:hered play
and players as far back ax 1797, Ie was na
misanthrope, 1o pessimist, no cyvnie. e
viewed the world through rose-colorsl glasses
and yet was not free from the glamour of the
Long Ago.  In the preface of his * Personal
Recollections ™ he remarks: * Pndoubtedly the
stoe has recently heen in o miserable state.”
e refors to the stage of the carly fifties. Yet
the actors and plays at which this remark
must have bheen aimed are the subjeets of
adulatory  chapters  in Laurence  Tutton's
* Plays and Players,” published in 1875, Whe
and what were thev?  Well, here are some
nanes,

To old Mr. Waod they refleeted * a miserable
state,”  To Mr. Hutton they brought back
fond memaories of * Paliny Days.”  Among the
plivers were Ilenry Placide, Charles Burke,
William 1. Burton, Mary  Taylor (** Qur
Mary ™). Frank Chanfrau, Joseph Jefferson,
John DBroughan:, William J. Florence, the
clder ITackett, T, L. Davenport, Davidge, Les-
ter Wallack, Charles Woleot, Jolin Owens, W.
H. Chippendale amd Julin Dean, The plays
of that * miserable time "4 You would recog-
nize few of the titles, They were not good
cnongh to last Jdespite the pleasant memories
Hedd to the minds of the old gentlemen
five vears ago. They must have been

[Cantinued on page Jo.]
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Self-Improvement Through

SUCCES!

Public Speaking

T does not matter whether
one wants to be a publie
speaker or not, a person
should have such complete
control of himself, should
be so self-reliant and self-
poised that he can get up
in any audience. no mat-
ter how large or formi-
dable, and express his thoughts clearly and
distinetly.

In all ages oratory has lLeen regarded as
the highest expression of human achievement.
Young people, no matter what they intend to
he. whether blacksmith or farmer, merchant
or physician, should make it a study.

Nothing else will call out what is in a man
more quickly and more effectively than the
constant effort to do his best in speaking be-
fore an audience.  Wlhen one undertakes to
think on one’s feet and speak extempora-
neously before the publie, the power and the
skill of the entire man are put to the severest
test.

A writer has the advantage of being able
to wait fur his moods. Ile can write when he
feels like it; and he knows that he can burn
his manuseript aud try again if it does not
suit him. There are not a thousand eyes upon
him. Ile does not have a great audience criti-
cizing every sentence, weighing every thought.
Ile does not have to step upon the seales of
every listener’s judgment to be weighed and
picked to picees, as does the orator. Ile may
write as listlessly as he pleases, use much or
little of his brain or energy, just as he feels
like doing. There is always a chance for
revision and improvement. In music, whether
vocal or instrumental, what one gives out i3
only partially one’s own; the rest is the com-
poser’s.  In conversation, we do not feel that
so much depends upon our words; only a few
persons hear them, and perhaps no one will
ever think of them again. But when a per-
son attempts to speak before -an audience, all
props arc knocked out from under him; he
has nothing to lean upon, he can get no as-
sistance. no advice; he must find all his re-
sources in himself; he stands absolutely alone.
Ile may have millions of money, broad acres
of land, and may live in a palace, but none of
these avail him now; his memory, his expe-
ricnce, his education, his ability. are all he
has; he must be measured by what he says,
what he reveals of himself in his speech; he
must stand or fall in the estimation of his
audience.

The occasions for after-dinner speaking are
increasing cnormously. A great many ques-
tions which used to be disposed of in the
office arc now discussed and settled, and all
sorts of business deals carried through, at
dinners.  Never before was™ there any such
demand for dinner oratory as to-day.

We know men who have, by dint of hard
work and persistent grit, lifted themselves into
positions of prominence. and yet they are not
able to stand on their feet in public, even to
make a few remarks, or put a motion, without
trembling like an aspen leaf. They had plenty
of chances when they were young, at school,
in debating clubs, to get rid of their self-
consciousness and to acquire ease and facility
in public speaking, but they always shrank
from ecvery opportunity.

There are plenty of business men to-day who
would give a great deal of money if they
could only go back and improve the carly
opportunities for learning to think and speak
on their feet which they threw away. Now
they have money, position, but they are no-
bodies when called upon to speak in publie,

By OrisoN SWETT MARDEN

All they can do is to look foolish, blush, stam-
mer out an apology and sit down,

Some time ago [ was at a public meeting
when a man who stands very high in the com-
munity, who has the respeet and confidence
of every ane who knows him, who is king in
his specialty, was called upon to give his opin-
ion upon an important public matter on which
he was well posted. Ile got up and trembled
and stammered and was so confused, self-con-
scious and ** stage struck 7 that he could say
scarcely anything.  1le had power and a great
deal of experience, hut he stood there. as help-
less as a child, and felt cheap, mortified, and
embarrassed.  Probably he would have given
anything if he had early in life trained him-
self to think on his feet and say with power
and cffectiveness what he knew.

At the same meeting, a shallow-brained busi-
ness man, in the same city, who hadn’t a hun-
dredth part of the other man’s practical power,
got up and made an effective speech.  Strangers
no doubt thought that he was much the
stronger man, simply because he had culti-

TIHE PRACTICE OF PUBLIC
SPEAKING, the effort Lo marshall ol
one's forces inoa logical and forceful
manner, to bring to a focus all the
power one possessex, 18 a greal awak-
ener of all the facullivs. The sense of
power that comes from holding the at-
lention, slirring the emolions, or con-
vincing the reason of an andience, gives
self-confidence, assurance, self-reliance,
arvuses ambition and lends Lo make one
more effective in every way.

One’s judgment, educalion, manhood,
character, all the things thuat go to make
a man whal he is, are being unrolled like
a panorama tn his effort to eopress him-
self. Every mental facully s quick-
ened, every power of thought and ex-
pression stirred and  spurred. The
speaker summons all his reserves of ex-
perience, of knowledge, of natural or
acquired abilily, and masses all his
forces in the endeavor to express him-
self with power and to capture the ap-
proval and applause of lis andicnce.

vated the ability to say his best thing on his
feet, aud the other man had not.

The effort to express one's ideas in lueid,
clean-cut, concise, telling English tends to
make one's every-day languange choicer and
more direct, and improves one’s diction gen-
erally. In this and other ways speech-making
develops mental power and character. This
explains the rapidity with which a young man
often develops in school or ecollege when he
begins to take part in puldic debates or in
debating socicties,

In speaking before an audience, one must
think quickly, vigorously, effectively. At the
same time one must speak through a well-
madulated voiee, with proper faeial and bodily
expression and gesture,

Nothing will tire an audience more quickly
than to hear everything expressed in the same
monotonous tone. It is a great art to be able
to raise and lower the voice with sweet, flow-
ing cadenees which please the car.

Gladstone said, “ Ninety-nine men in every
hundred never rise above mediocrity because
the training of the voice is entirely neglected
and considered of no importance.”

It was said of a certain Duke of Devonshir
that he was the only English statesman wh
ever took a nap during the progress of hi
own speech.  Ife was a perfect genius for dry
uninteresting oratory, moving forward with
monotonous droning, and pausing now amn
then as if refreshing himself by slumber.

In youth the would-be orator must cultivat
robust health, since force, enthusiasm, convic
tion, will-power arc greatly affected by phy:
ical condition, and he, tos, must cultivat
bodily posture and bave good habits at eas
commnand.  What would have been the resul
of Webster's reply to ITayne, the greatest ora
torical effort ever made on this continent, i
he had =at down in the Senate and put hi
feet on his desk¢ Think of a great singe
attempting to electrify an audience whil
lounging on a sofa or sitting in a slouch
position!

An early training for effeetive speaking wil
make one eareful to sccure a good vocabular
by good reading and a dictionary. One mus
know words.

There is no class of people put to such
severe test to show what is in them as publi
speakers; no other men who run such a risl
of exposing their weak spots, or making fool
of themselves jn the estimation of others
Publie speaking—thinking on one's feet—is
powerful educator except to the thick-skinnes
man, the man who has no sensitiveness or wh
does not care for what others think of hiw
Nothing else so thoroughly discloses a man’
weaknesses or shows up his limitations o
thought, his poverty of speech, his narrov
vocabulary. Nothing clse is such a toueh
stone of the character of one'’s resources ane
the extent of one’s reading, the carcfulness o
carelessness of one's observation.

Close, compact statements are imperative t
effectivencss.  Learn to stop when you go
through. Do not keep stringing out conver
sation or argument after you have made you
point.  You only nentralize the good impres
sion you have made, weaken your ease nne
prejudice other people against you for you
lack of tact, good judgment, or sense of pro
portion.

The Debating Club is the nursery of ora
tors. No matter how far you have to go t
attend it. or how much trouble it is, or hos
difficult it is to get the time, the drill yo
will get by it is often the turning point. Lin
coln, Wilson, Webster, Choate, Clay, and Pat
rick Henry got their training in the old
fashioned” Debating Soeicty.

Join just as many young pcople’s organiza
tions — c=pecially self-improvement organize
tions —as you can, and foree yourself t
speak every time you get a chance. If th
chance does not come to you, make it. Jum
to your feet and say something upon ever
question that is up for discussion. Do not |
afraid to rise to put a motion or to sccond i
or give your opinion upen it. Do not wai
until you are better prepared. You neve
will be.

Every time you rise to your feet will in
erease your confidence, and after a while yo
will formn the habit of speaking until it wil
be as casy as anything clse. A vast numbe
of our public men have owed thetr adyanc
more to the old-fashioned debating societie
than anything clse. Here they learned con
fidence, self-reliance; they discovered then:
selves. It was here they learned not to b
afraid of themselves. to express their opinion
with force and independence. Nothing wil
eall a young man out more than the struggl
to hold his own in a debate. It is strong, vig
orous exercise for the mind as wrestling is fo
the body.
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A Revolution in Rural Education

more on the farm. And it made ’em more
contented. too, by gum!

Gradually the good work took hold of the peo-
ple — who after all, are wiser than all the spe-
cialists in the world. Bad boys became good
boys. A great moral and spiritual enrichment
came and is coming to Page County. The
problem of moral education in the schools
seems to be solved when the schools are merged
with the life.

They call it “correlation,” in the Page
County schools — the correlation of the school
with life. And that is just what it is. There
is no great gulf fixed between the school hours
and those of out-of-school. Education domi-
nates all. A nice girl armed with a teacher’s
certificate makes a whole Domestic Economy
course with an oil stove costing three dollars,
and a few pots and pans. It is the case of
Mark Hopkins on one end of a log, and a stu-
dent on the other end: Mark + student = uni-
versity. School goes home with the Page
County children, and the home kitchen be-
comes a branch of the domestic economy
course, aided by the home sewing machine.
School goes into the field with the boy, and
the plowing becomes a lesson on soils, the
husking a lecture in plant breeding, the butch-
ering a period in stock-judging. And this
drags the parent to school, too; so that Page
County has become school crazy. If cvery
county in America could become similarly in-
sane, the railways would break down in three
years under the loads of produce. Ior such
insanity will make it possible for two boys
to make homes for their two girls on the land
that formerly was adequate for only one couple ;
and happy, well-educated pairs, too, they will
be, where formerly they were sure that farm-
ing”was only for those who couldn’t “do bet-
ter.

Last year, the State Superintendents of
most of the Southern States formed them-
selves into a special car party, and toured the
North to learn of matters educational. They
stopped in Page County and learned of Miss
Field and the splendid army of noble teach-
ers she has trained. They were delighted and
amazed. They did not know that there were
such schools —so full of beauty and happi-
ness and poetry and goodness and corn and
pigs and poultry and soils and button-holes
and cookies. I think they went away in the
belief that in Miss Field they had seen the
Horace Mann of the rural school. Not that
other educators have not known what the
schools need.

The principles are those of Froebel, Pesta-
lozzi, Mann and Francis W. Parker, whose
“ New Education” and “ Quincy Methods”
did so much stn—nng up thirty years ago. The
point, however, is this, — nobody knew how to
take a county full of the ordinary rural
schools, and a corps of the ordinary rural
teachers and DO IT. Miss Field has done
this, so far as to have made in Page County
what Dr. Winship of the Journal of Educa-
tion calls “‘the best rural schools in America.”

On February 4 at one o’clock there sat down
to a banquet in the great armory at Clarinda,
the county seat of Page County, six hundred
farmers and farmers’ wives. They organized
the banquet for the purpose of doing honor
to some of their country school pupils who
had deserved well of the republic. In olden
times, this might have been donc to celebrate
some heroic act in the driving off of a foe or
the stopping of the inrush of the occan
through some failing dike. But these chil-
dren were banqueted because they had won
trophies at the short course in the State Col-
lege at Ames in cvoking, sewing, stock-judg-
ing, and grain-judging. The cooky girl came
away with a trophy, which she must defend
with her trusty reeipe for threc ycars. The
county is agog. A thrill pervades the air.
The children are teaching the adults to live
together and make feasts. It has become a
good thing to be in Page County on a farm.
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Service Bureau of the

Join the

Learn
how to
reduce
your

annual
tive bill

of his tires.

The United States Tire Company proposes to see that lack
of care is not due to lack of information..

Our Service Bureau has been organized and equipped for the single purpose of supplying the
motorist with exactly the kind of information he should have to enable him to keep his tire
The Bureau has issued and is supplying to its members the
most complete book on the manufacture and care of tires that has ever been published, and in
addition will, at frequent intervals, furnish its members with such information as will be of
genuine walue to them. This service is absolutely free to any motorist who cares to take advantage

expense down to avkere it belongs.

of it—whether a user of United States Tires or not.

Fill out and mail the coupon, and you will receive
the initial Instruction Book, as well as all literature
and data to be issued in the future.

United States Tire Company
HIS Bureau has hundreds of letters

from motorists telling of tire mileage ranging all the

way from five or six thousand miles up to twelve thou-
sand. These motorists enthusiasticall; give all the credit to
the better quality of United States Tires—

Continental G & J Hartford Morgan & Wright

They're probably right. The motorist using United States
Tires operates his car at a positive advantage as compared to
the motorist using tires made under less favorable conditions.
There is a superior quality duslt into these four famous
brands that makes possible such mileage as these hundreds of
motorists have written about. -

But having the advantage of the most dependable tires does
not lessen the importance of knowing. how:to fake care of
them. The average motorist loses heavily through sheer neglect
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Please send all literature issxed by your
Bureau to

Name_

United States Tires are America’a Predomi
Tires, selling at the same price asked for other
kinds,

Seven styles of tread (including the famous Nohhy Tread)
and three stylesof fastening. The widest range of

Address
Make of Car.

Tires

ever offered the motorist.

Address SERVICE BUREAU
UNITED STATES TIRE COMPANY, 1784 Broadway, NEW YORK
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' $2 000.00 in Pnzes Blg Game Fish
FIELD AND STREAM

" 32 Offeri

This $2,000.00 will be divided into

to read the accounts each month of How, When,
doing to meke you 3

together with che 1911 Angler’s Guide, the

s M
the Bmu! Fresh lnd Sllt

month and grand prizes for the entire season in each class.
silver medals, high class rods and reels, guns and sportsmen’s equipment.

List of prizes and conditions of contest published each month in FIELD AND STREAM. As you will want
special' introductory offer of a three months’ trisl subscription to FIELD AND STREAM,
best book on 6shing published, telling how. wheo aod where to fsh,

fadins she Latest Gazae dud Fich Laws for 1911 and a fwe-foot soit bamboo bai castiaf rod,
o e iertcky vt ol sbout ts s s 22000 b consiat o4 AT for $1.00

FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO., 35East 21st Street, New York City

3 Prizes for
B e i Gt Dartar 911

203 mosnthly prizes for the higgest fish caught each
Prizes include $60 silver cups,

Where and with whet tackle these big fish wece killed
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COLGAN’S

Mint or Violet

CHIPS

*“The Gum That'’s Round’’

Makes beggars of the whole
bunch. Loosen the lid in the
crowd and you’ll have an empty
box for a keepsake. No one
can resist the appetizing look of
the wafer-like chips. No one
will pass up the treat if they
catch a whiff of the dainty
fragrance of Colgan’s Mint or
Violet on your breath.

Ten Chips 5c.

In a handy metal box

If they're not sold near
you, send us 10 cents in
stamps for a full box of

each.

COLGAN
GUM CO,, Inc.
Louisville, Ky,
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@ Were you unable to se-
cure a copy of The National
Post from your newsdealer
or your boy agent ?

@[ Send us their names and
addresses, and we will send
you a copy of the first issue.

The National Post Company
29-31 East 22d Street, New York

Thought Force

FOR SUCCESS

ELIZABETH TOWNE’S own experiences. Shows how to use
encrgy and power to advantage ; how to get the most from personal
enviconment ; how to work for better conditions; how to con-
scrve energy. A booklet for ¥ OU to-day, to set your desire-energy
in the way of success mow. For 10c., * Thought Force for Suc-
cess™ and a three months’ trial subscription to ** NAUTILUS.”
Address The Elizabeth Towne Co., Dept. 198, Holyoke, Mass.

ftighest Award, Chicago World’s Falr, 189
L} Parchase K. 8t. Louis, Mo., 1904
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Son

out how many wecks remained — had turned
the yesterday’s leaf to arrive at the day’s date,
and had found a note in his own handwriting.
He reached at once to his desk telephone.
“Send Arnett in,” he dirccted, “as soon as
he comes. Yes.”

“He’s leaving for New York, this after-
noon,” he explained to the detective, 1
promised him a letter.” Ile began to scratch
squares and crosses on his blotter with a dry
pen. * Do you think Bradford or any of the
big ones know about Cooney?”

“ Not if they can keep from knowing it.
That’s the sort of thing they make it their
business not to know.”

“Come in!” Wickson called to a knock
at the door. And “ Hello, Jack!” he greeted
the sculptor. “I nearly forgot about you.
What time does your train go?”

“It doesn’t go,” Arnett said, taking the
outstretched hand. “ I’m staying to do a por-
trait bust of old Bradford —”

“ Bradford!”

“On an order that Harris got me.”

“ Bradford!” Wickson turned to enjoy the
joke with Collins. The detective had already
gone — inconspicuously — and the door had
closed behind him.

III

Arnett sat down at once, on his shoulder-
blades, in the loose-jointed attitude of a tall
man whose work kept him on his feet. He
felt in his pocket for his incvitable pipe and
hooked it into the muscled corner of his mouth.
“I sold him my ‘ Nymph’ too.” he said.

He was as unconsciously individual in his
appearance as the detective had been con-
sciously indeterminate — a lank, black-haired,
strong-handed man in clothes that showed the
dust and plaster of his studio in spite of brush-
ing. His eyes were wrinkled from a puckered
serutiny; he watched Wickson (and took no
note of his background) with a professional in-
terest in the human animal as it expressed
itself in its externals.

“ A bust of Bradford!” Wickson laughed.
“ That’s great! Do you ever do tombstones?”

Arnett sucked his cold pipe, humorously.
“ Are you going to hang somcone?”

“No. They’re going to hang me.”

“What for? General offensivencss?”

“ For trying to can Sotjie. They have a man
out to shoot me.”

Arnett took his pipe from his teeth as if to

put aside his jocular air with it. “ What’s
up? Do you mean it?”

Wickson nodded, smiling.

“ Who’s doing it?1”

“ Well — Sotjie, first of all. And then —

the men who have helped to make Sotjie what
he is, including Bradford. And then — all of
us who have allowed conditions to become what
they are in this town. You, for instance. You
never vote, do you?”

“ Murder? You mean murder?”

“No. The man'll be drunk. It’s a fellow
I sent up, threc years ago, and hc has that
grievance. It’ll only be manslaughter. He'll
probably commit suicide anyway.”

Arnett stared at him. “ Are you growing
faneiful 2”

“You’d think so, wouldn’t you??”

“Oh, pshaw, Wick! I don’t believe it.”

Wickson laughed. “1I knew you wouldn’t.
That’s why I told you.” He began to gather
up the papers from his desk. “ The devil of
it is, I don’t want to prosecute Sotjie — I don’t
feel that he’s been to blame — but conditions
make it necessary. And I don’t suppose he
wants to shoot me — if he could avoid it. It’s
a gay life. Will you walk over to the court
with me?”

Arnett rose silently, dropped his pipe into
his pocket, and looked a long time at the lining
of his hat before he put it on. “ Why don’t
you have him arrested ¢ ”

Wickson patted him on the shoulder and

turned him to the door.
until he shoots me.”

“If you know he’s going to shoot you, you
can prove it.”

“You think so?” 1Ile turned the knob.
“There are a good many things in this busi-
ness that a man knows and can’t prove.”

With the openiug of the door, the activities
of the outer office interrupted them and si-
lenced Arnett. 1le followed or waited for
Wickson as the District Attorney excused
himself to a visitor, gave instructions to an
assistant, hent to hear a hurried report in con-
fidence, or stopped to “jolly” a newspaper
man. When they reached the elevator, a young
detective, Plummer, was with them. lle stood
aside, at the ground floor, and followed them
out to the street, carefully unalert, with the
comprehensive glances of an apparently idle
eye.

“But I don’t get this thing, at all,” Arnett
complained, as they turned up the street.

Wickson took his elbow. “ I’m in the posi-
tion of a policeman in a thieves’ quarter —
where the political boss of the quarter protects
them — in return for their help in elections.
Eh? Only in this case, the whole town is the
quarter, and Bradford is the political boss, and
he hasn’t been able to keep me from bothering
the thieves, and so the thieves are going to
‘get’ me.”

‘ Oh, come off,” Arnett broke in. “ Bradford
isn’t that bad.”

“Surely not. I'm putting it very crudely,
of course. I'm willing to believe that Brad-
ford doesn’t see it that way at all. He prob-
ably feels himself as much the vietim of condi-
tions as I do. IIe’ll tell you that the thieves
run the town — that he has to operate the street
railway — and that he couldn’t operate it un-
less he stood in with them. See!¢ He'll tell
you that the fault is with the citizens who
won’t be bothered with polities — who leave
the thicves to take that trouble. But, you'll
notice that when I try to rouse those citizens,
to make them take an interest, 1 get notice
from Bradford, through Bill Toole to McPhee
Harris, that I can't be reelected.”

The street was busy with street-cars, wag-
ons, hurrying people and the displays and ac-
tivities of trade — the business of a life from
which Arnett’s mind was as much withdrawn
as a nun’s. Usually, he walked through it
unseeingly, hurrying to escape it. I{e looked
at it now as the public life in which Wickson
played a leading part, and blinked at it, feel-
ing himself asked for advice about it, and be-
wildered to find that he could not see below
its shifting surface. Ile shook his head
blankly.

“I don’t know. I don’t know what to make
of it,” he complained.

“If it were only the case of the policeman
and the thieves,” Wickson said, at the Court-
house steps, *“ it might be a good thing to let
them shoot. If it would attract attention to
the conditions — But I don’t want them sim-
ply to ‘mangle’ me —"”

Arnett caught him by the sleeve, alarmed
by the very matter-of-factness of his tone,
“ My God, Wick! You’re not going to do any-
thing so foolish?”

Wickson smiled slowly at him, in a sort of
amused appraisal of his horror. “It isn’t what
I’m going to do that counts. It’s up to them.
I bave to go ahead with my job. However, I
don’t believe they’ll dare. . . . You run along
now and get to work on your bust. Come in
and tell me how it gocs, will you? I hope
you’re not going to do the old boy in the flesh,
like your ¢ Nymph.'”

Arnett laughed, nervously relieved by the
jocularity. “I believe Harris got me the or-
der so I'd have something to do with clothes on.
He thinks I do the other because it sells —
such being the depravity of the artistic rich!”

“ Well, good-by,” Wickson said. ** Be good.”

“ And you be careful”

Wickson waved his hand and turned up the
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The Lakes and Streams reached
by the Delaware ¢ Hudson Lines
are annually stocked with Fish by
the New York State Fish and
H Game Commission; hundreds of
thousands of fish planted every

season.

Convenient train service direct to
the best fishing grounds.

LAKE CHAMPLAIN—Bass, ]
Pike, Pickerel, Perch.

LAKE GEORGE—Trout, Salmon,
Bass, Pickerel, Perch.

OTSEGO LAKE—Lake Trout.

ADIRONDACK WATERS.

CHAZY LAKE—Black Bass,
Perch, Pickerel.

INDIAN LAKE AND NORTH
CREEK—A hundred sparkling trout

streams in this vicinity.

RIVERSIDE—Bass, Pickerel and
Lake Trout walers.

SCHROON LAKE—Ldke Troul.

Send 6 cents postage for complete tourist book,
‘4 Summer Paradise.”

A.A.HEARD,G.P.A., Albany,N.Y.

' STALL'S BOOKS

8 Pure Books on Avoided Subjects
What a Young Boy Ought to Know.
‘What a Young Man Ought to Know.
Wh Young Husbaod Ought to Know,
‘What a Man of 45 Ought to Know.
‘What a Young Girl Qught to Know,
‘What & Young Woman Ought to Know.
‘What a Young Wife Ought to Know.
‘What &« Woman of 45 Ought to Know.
@ Bosks, §1 aach, pest free.  Table of costents free

¥ir Publishing Co., °16 ph ds. £5:h & Bace 5y

GRAB'S WONDER LIGHTER

for dnngeroms amd
\\\ stantly ignite any gas or elcohal. Good for 5,000 lights,
A househnld nceemnity. Siwple, durable. Price, prepaid,
cnly 10 eents. Think of it! Hurry order. dgemts nanted.
VICTOR M. GRAB & CO.
L2, Ashland Block

HYGEHIC COOKER & BAKER

Guaranteed mot. to rust,
Write for special offer.

STEPHENS MANUFACTURING €O., 374 Fraokiia Bldg., Baffalo, N.Y.

JACKSONVILLE, FLA.—WILL BE THE HALF-WAY SEAPORT
between New York and the Panama Caual. Buy real estate here
now before the boom begins and prlcea Jump, and it wili make
big profits for you. Cash or instalmen 'or information of
value to homeseekers and Investors wrlw Half Million Club,

1 TEACH BY MAIL Write for
my (ree book. “*New to Sacewns 3 Gud Peames, '’
nd beautiful lpeclmam Your name
el legnntly written on card f you
inclose stamp. Write todq Address

F. W. TAMBLYN, 402 Meyer Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.

Chicago, 11,
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Your Wedding Day

SUCCESS

Continued from page 9

So»

ards that will form the aisle; you are so glad
the parlors are big enough, and that this dear
home is to see it all straight through to the
end — there needs be no white altar but the
altar of home, and this four-walled sanctuary
that has sheltered all the long, beautiful
years of your girlhood shall give you at last
into somebody’s else keeping!

Jack, to-day, stands for “somebody else”
you are thinking, somehow, less often of him
than of the things you are leaving, and that is
as it should be, for all the days and years to
come will be full of him, but this one last day
is for home!

You linger about the rooms in their bridal
trim, and seek out the old sofa that has been
hidden in one corner because it is “ really too
shabby ”; you tinkle the keys of the piano that
has stood most of all for “ practise-hour ”; you
consider the funny old family portraits with
loving eyes. And then Aunt Jean comes!

She puts everything right that she considers
the florist has put wrong, and she ’phones final
orders to the caterer, who has had them for
two weeks, and finally you run off up-stairs,
smiling.

The door of one room is closed, but you open
it softly. On the broad couch there is a shim-
mer of satin, misty wreaths of illusion, you
stand gazing upon it all, the slippers, the
gloves, the little details that are to make you
a bride; and yet you know you would not be
a really-true bride at all, without this white,
white something in your heart that is like a
dove nestling there! All the morning you have
been conscious of it; it came when you awoke,
and you know that it will not leave you till
the day is done.

You go out very softly and try to busy your-
self about household things; you help the
maids brush up and straighten for that final,
divine event; you get out your mother’s gown,
and your father’s new frock-coat, and your lit-
tle brother’s best suit; in the midst of it all the
bell rings and you hear Uncle Mac’s voice in
the hall — yes, and Jack’s!

As you turn the second landing, one of the
maids stops you. “ Wurra,” she says, “ don’t
look at him, Miss Beatrice, dear — it’s bad luck
to see your man before the ciramony!” but
you only laugh gaily and go on.

Uncle Mac is in the parlor, and Jack stands
in the hall alone. You look at one another

for a full, long minute, then you say:
“ Hello,” very shyly, and hold out your
hand —

Well, he kisses you, and heaven and earth
meet in that kiss! Suddenly you flutter away
from him. Uncle Mac has come back and it is
a relief to bury your face against the lapel of
his coat. He holds you at arm’s length, and
his jolly face is wistful.

“So this is the day you cut away from us
all, you little Trixy, just for the sake of being
married to Mr. Jack, going to drop your old
Uncle and all the rest, eh?”

You put one hand over his mouth. “If you
say that — I —T’ll send Jack away forever!”
You are very near tears, but Jack steps into
the gap —

“ Look here, Uncle Mae, didn’t vou go and
get married yourself "

Oh, it is the one irrefutable, unanswerable
argument. Uncle Mac is vanquished. He
strokes your head gently —

“ Well, well, little girl, just you go on loving
everybody — we’ll adopt Mr. Jack — that’s the
way we'll fix it!” And you know that it has
been settled for the rest of time.

And then Jack goes away, to come again at
precisely ten minutes to five.

You have lunch, and all the time you are
eating snow-pudding, you are wandering in the
garden -of the gods — it is growing so near
now, the beautiful thing that is to come! Your
mother, with a look of quiet understanding,
comes and carries you upstairs to Bobbie’s lit-
tle room quite at the top of the house, and puts
you, in a kimono, on his small, white bed.

“Try to sleep, dearie,” she says, “ until it is
time to dress; yes, I'll attend to the girls, Jan
and Elsie shall come to my room. No, Aunt
Jean shall not disturb you. There, dear, sleep.”
She pulls the shade low and softly closes the
door behind her.

You realize, all at once, how tired you are,
and how happy; the year has been so beauti-
ful! You thought you would like to go on
being engaged forever, and yet now you are
glad that in three short hours-- three short
hours, you close your eyes, and your lips are
smiling — there will be an end to being en-
gaged — you will be married!

You wake with a start. Somecone, Bobbie, is
calling you. Iiis voice, in high treble, breaks
through the dream that has enfolded you.

“TIley, Sis, Ma says to get ready! Every-
body has come — old Miss Latimer and Aunt
Judith and Uncle Fred and Elsie and Jan, and
I guess if you don’t hurry up Jack will get
married to somebody else — Elsie looks just a
peach, and say, will you tie my tie, please?”

You open the door hurrledlv and put the
final touch to his dressed-up little person. He
has put a white carnation, culled from the
parlor, in his buttonhole, and your eyes grow
misty for a moment as you hug him on your
way downstairs; you pass, flect-footed, to the
room with the closed door — your hands are
trembling, and your lips.

You have gotten as far as the white slippers
when your mother comes in, and Aunt Judith.
Somehow they ndjust the wonderful gown and
your mother pins on the veil and the orange
blossoms; her hands are steady, but her lips
are tremulous; she docs not speak to you, but
when you are all ready she kisses you on the
forehead, and something tells you that it is the
kiss of renunciation! Then. she leads you
downstairs.

At the foot your father meets you. “ Bea-
trice,” he says gravely, “ your mother and I
have — a gift for you — we hope that you will
be as happy ” — he pauses to clear his throat,
“as happy, you and Jack, as we have been.”

He has thrust something, a paper, into your
hand; you do not know whether it is for a
hundred or a thousand, and you don’t care.
Whatever it is, it stands for you as the meas-
ure of their loving saerifice! Through a sud-
den mist you seck his face, but he is not look-
ing at you. Ile is looking at your mother, and
you see it, the old, forgotten bride-look, come
back to her eyes. You know it. Oh, you know
it! They are going back to that day which
meant for them what this day means for youl
And so you just say “ Daddy — ” and pass on,
to the room where Elsie and Jan are waiting.

They meet you gay with laughter, fluttering
about you like two nodding June roses. You
survey them as from a great distance; the day,
the hour, sets you apart —you are now and
will be forever different; the Gate of Girlhood
is still open, but you are already on the other
side of it, and in a few minutes it will close,
and Jan and Elsie will be back of it, until it
opens again, some day, for them!

From somewhere down-stairs you hear music,
Oh — oh, they are playing “ The voice that
breathed o’er Eden”! Aunt Jean pulls you
into line, calls excitedly for your father, and
80, on his arm, preceded by a smiling Jan and
a breathless "Elsie, you slowly go down the
stairs.

You are trembling, and you are sure you are
pale, but the strong arm steadies you, and you
lean upon this great, big.father of yours, feel-
ing just a little girl once more. There, in ihe
bay window, the minister who baptized you is
standing, and there, too, a tall young man in
a new froek coat and a white gardenia, who
keeps his eves on_your face. Is it Jack, and
are you really giving yoursclf to him forever ¢

Your eyes. for a moment, travel mistily over
a sen of friendly faces. Someone, Cousin
Mary, who is a widow, gives an articulate sob,
and then. suddenly, you find your motl\or!
She is smiling at you, the old, mother-smile

See page 3
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