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4 SUCCES

To Motorists who
are about to renew

their tire equipment

There is no reason why you should spend more

money for tires than do the thousands of motorists
who use UNITED STATES TIRES.

You are in a position now to choose tires, not merely buy them.

When you purchased your new car, you naturally took the tires
that came with the car. But now you can judge tires for yourself.
You know the standard of service tires ought to give and you know
whether or not the tires you have been using have sufficient strength
to measure up to that standard.

Probably the best reason why thousands of motorists are today
forsaking other brands and turning to

United States Tires

Continental Hartford
G&J Morgan & Wright

is because they are coming to realize that by combining in each
brand the strongest points of four fumous makes, United States Tires
are unquestionably

The Strongest Tires in the World

and that this extra strength means far more tire mileage with far
less tire trouble than they have been accustomed to in the use of
other brands.

The oft-quoted statements, “ Have always used them,” and “ Were
on my car when 1 bought it,”” are mighty poor reasons (if they are
the only reasons) for renewing with any brand of tires.

If tire expense means anything to you, disregard all other reasons
and demand the tires that are actrally giving users of United States
Tires the kind of service that every motorist wants.

It is this extra service without extra cost that has made United
States Tires

America’s PREDOMINANT Tires

You can buy them anywhere—four-fifths of all the best dealers
handle thein. Made in every style and size—American and Millimeter.

United States Tire Company
Bn_-oadway at 58th Street
NEW YORK
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The New Declaration of Independence

Dr. Charles W. Eliot, President Emeritus of arvard University,
delivered a remarkable Fourth of July address this year in Faneuil
Iall, Boston.
as follows:

As reported in the Boston Adverfiser, it ran in part

* Since the Declaration of Independence was wrilten a new kind of pov-
ernment has arisen in states politically free. which exercises over their
citizens & control quite as difficult to resist as wasx the control of l\'ing
(George and his ministers over the people of the Colonies, That new in-
terference with the *inalienable rights’ of man, and particularly with his
Jiberty and hisx pursuit of happiness, is industrial government, which now
affects the daily lives of men and women wore immediately and intensely
than political government doex,

* This industrial government is an outcome of the factory system and
of the freedom of association secured since the middle of the last century
nlike for employers and employed. 1t is a strong control which is the
result of a new wort of frecdom. Its preat power is derived from capital
amassed in nmuunts which equal the vupltull/wl income of many political
governments.”

If we were to venture adding a word to this diagnosis of the
world-shift from political to industrial government, it would he
that back of Dr. liex the mighty fact of
the application of science in human affairs on a vast new scale. The
world of 1776, a workl in which individuals actually could exist
on a pretty independent individualist basis and in which families
and small communities actually could maintain a reasonable amount
of independence of other families and other communities, was a
world immensely different from that in which’ we live to-day., The
telephone, the telegraph, the railroad, steamship and trolley have
hound the world tightly together. They have completely substi-
tuted not only organized industry, standardized commodities, and

Eliot’s * factory system ™

universal distribution, but above all, standardized knowledge and the
instantaneous world-consciousness of the daily press for the com-
munity-isolation of the past.
tion has been altered.

Dr. Eliot goes on to suggest that we deaw up a new declaration
of independence.

The very fiber and texture of civiliza-

Thix new document would, he says,

“inevitably address one exhortation to the mass of the people--namely:
lesist monopoly in every phase or form and deal alike with all monopolies
of credit or money or transporiation or beef or wheat or of some manu-
factured product or of some Kind of labor. ’

* A new Declaration of Independence would give vigorous expression to
the popular conviction that the natural resources of the country, including
the public health, are not to be sacrificed to secure immediate profits to a
few-individuals or corporations to-day. It would also recognize the direct
functions of government in preventing cvils and in promoting huwman
welfare.

* All action by government which clearly prevents industrial evils or
promotes the bodily and mental welfare of industrial workers tends to
increase industrial freedom. All action by government which tends to
facilitate the voluntary division and redistribution of great properties. to
prevent the diseases and vices which eause most of the degrading poverty
or are caused by it ... will improve industrial conditions and commend
democracy to the confidence of the world.”

This declaration is, we believe, in harmony with the widespread
progressive thought of to-day, as is also Dr. Eliot’s further sfate-

ment that “ dependence on wages or salaries is to-day the rule in-
stead of the exception,” and that even guaranteed support o each
worker would be nothing more than the slaves of any sensible slave-
owner have always had.  Also hig conclusions appear reasonable and
strong: '

* Democracy is the form of political government which best promotes
freedom and social justice, Hence the importance of considering together
on this Independence Day the inroads which other authorities and powers
have made sinee 1776 on our democratic libertien and of studying the
means of resisting these inroads,

* We shall best praise the men of 1776 by trying to emulate under our
new conditions their foresight, wisdom and courage.”

That Dr. Lliot appears to distrust many of the most promising
devices for furthering industrial democracy with which the various
peoples of the world are to-day experimenting need not concern us
here.  Neither need we permit ourselver to be disturbed by the
vagueness and even helplessness of hiz plea that we *‘ resist monop-
oly in every phase or form.™ No one man, however distinguished
as a student of life, can he expected 1o think out every phase of so
vast a problem.  Certainly in advising a new declaration of indus-
trial independence, Dr. Eliot has coniributed a thought that must
stimulate many an honest but bewildered mind.

Sueeess Magazine has long recognized this fact of the recent
change in the form of our civilization. In hoth signed articles
and editorial utterances we have tried to make the fact clear, notably
in Mr. Russell's thoughtful series, * The Power Behind the Repub-
lie."  The National Post was founded on a recognition of this fact
and of the need of a patient if sometimes spivited scarch for the
realities in a new and puzzling world where the accumulated les-
sons of history are far Jess valuable than they wers during the rela-
tively stable centuries before the change to a new epoch began. The
comhined magazines will go on much in the spirit of Dr. Eliot’s
“ Declaration,” but with rather more faith than he in the various
experimental devices employed Ly those groups of progressive men
who are groping hopefully il painfully toward the light. For it
looks to us very much as if the * mass of the people ™ must experi-

ment or be overwhelmed.
The
nations of the world—tins nation among them—are already in the
new era.  The only possible way to

The beginning of an era is necessarily a time of experiment.

return to competition "—a
return for which Dr. Eliot appears to plead—appears to us to be
the impracticable way of returning to the stage coach, the sailing
ship, the tallow candle and the pony post.  The only possible way
to live comfortably with the new monsters of capital is to try out
one by one, every device that looks as if it might bring them to
termas. .

We are frankly for going forward; are for soberly, thoughtlully
secking the path to freedom.

2T PR

Beginning with this i
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issue Success MacaziNg and THE NaTionaL PosT are united in one publica-
tion; the new magazine to appear monthly and to be sent to the subscribers of both periodicals.

This

union, combining as it does the well-known qualities of Success MacGaziNe and the fresh young enthusiasm
of THE NaTionaL Post, makes possible, we believe, a better and stronger magazine than either and a sig-
nificant contribution to American magazine literature.—THE NaTionaL Post Company.
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THE OLD ROSE UMBRELLA

By Syrvia CuaTrierLp BaTes

One evening.

ET me say in the first
4 place that it can be used
cither as an umbrella or a
parasol, that I bought it
for Rosalindu on her birth-
day. and that it is old
rose beeause her eyes are
gray and her checks just
touched with the color her
5. Also, it seemed to me that
in the lntlv grﬂv, winding street which 1 sce
from the latticed window of my study, a dash
of Linda’s own color would be enlivening on
a rainy day and positively exhilarating on a
shining one. when she comes by and smiles in
at me. or waves her hand, or even sometimes
stops for a chatty morning call.

It is quite scemly that she should call on
me or come to spend thie day, as has happened
on occasions, and that T should give her the
most beautiful umbrella I could find, for,
although I like to count myself still young,
it was twenty-two years ago last month that
I became the godfather of a small gray eyed
rose colored baby, who was and is Rosalinda.
Since that day the most important thing in
the world has been that she should be happy.
And so, although I believe she no longer
counts silver mugs and woolly lambs, lockets
and pink silk slippers, or even wonderful um-
brellas the summit of earthly welfare, it is
my joy to give to her exquisite things, yet,
perforce, modest.  To see her gray eyves flash
starlight and the color decpen in her checks
as she says, ** Oh, you dear old thing! What
a perfeet duck of a dangle! But you’re too
extravagant, Justin,” is to me the reward per-
feet — short of the impossible.

She has always made it plain to me that
she considers me very old. Perhaps it is be-
cause she Mas no *real” father by way of
contrast, nor mother either for that matter;
one brother, whom I have long since cecased
trying to reform and who rarely startles this
sleepy little university town with his presence,
being the extent of her family conneetions.
At any rate her habit of addressing me as
“eunning old Justin” or “dear old thing”

r “my aged godsire,” and a pretty little way
she has had. at least until lately, of rising to
give me a chair, have scemed to me anything
but complimentary. Tt may be, however, that
she is beginning to sce reason on this point,
for the other day as she sat curled up on the
window seat in the sun, close to my desk,
waiting for me to finish a business letter, she
suddenly remarked:

!

Frontispiece by DaLToN STEvENS

P’ve been
can’t sec a gray

“What do you think, mny dear?
looking long and hard and I
hair in your head!”

I waited to sign myself, *“ Yours truly, Jus-
tin Mallory,” before answering stiffly, “1
never supposed there were any. Why are you
so surprised ¢

“Oh, well,” with her wonderful
“ when a man is beginning to get on

“Jlow old.” I brought my fist down hard
on the blotting paper and smirched my sig-
nature, “do you think I am? In Ieaven's
name!” I added, for it has always cxas-
perated me that Linda could never remem-
ber my age, pleading as an excuse that if
1 would only stay the samc a little while
she could do it beautifully. Imagine my
astonishment, thercfore, when she answered
smoothly, *Forty-two years, three months,
and cleven days.”

“ And do you call that ‘getting on’?” I
inquired so savagely that she burst into her
pretty laugh and leaning forwurd patted my
shoulder.

“T am only just beginning to understand,”
she said, * that it isn’t ”; leaving me in doubt,
as usual, which one of her remarks to believe.
She sobered down quickly, bowever, and took
upon herself my scarch for the proper en-
velope, 1 ting upon addressing it, in ae-
cordance with her theory that letters bearing
her pretty feminine characters are opened
first,

Somehow, it has scemed to me, of late, that
Linda very easily falls into that sweet grav-
ity, which, although very becoming, is for
her rather unusual. Of course in the woolly
lamb days’ there were periods of profound
melancholy, damp with tears and sometimes,
I am bound to say, resonant with shrieks,
when her small woes were frequently —1I
thank God for it —sobled out in my arms.
She was a dear morsel, It was never long
before, with her gray eyes still flooded, she
would giggle a little and say, * All well now,
Justin.,”  But the woolly lamb days are over,
and even a rose silk umbrella, though cher-
ished lovingly 1 will admit, is not a universal
panacen. For several months now.-yes, as T
think of it perhaps for a year, it has seemed
to me that something has troubled Linda; but
we have both of us grown too old, a]as! for
the comforting of other days.

1t has worried me. Not that there has
been anything perfectly tangible or of lasting
offect.  She has never for long ceased to be
my jovous Linda, easily sent into g‘urg]os of
hc]p]o% laughter, forever mischievous in spite

smile,

of her twenty-two years. Yet, such strange
looks have fled across her face! TIler cyes
have widened pitifully at times, as if in fright
—at nothing. And once or twice when I
have come in late in the afternoon from a
solitary walk or errand 1 have found her sit-
ting in my study, erying. Each time, as it
happened. she had been *“too busy” to go
with me avhen 1 stopped for her at her door.
Each time she jumped up and laughed at
my alarm, and looked so distractingly beauti-
ful that I was obliged to invent an excuse
to go out again and walk around and around
the block. When I came back, I remember,
she was calmly making tea. Ouly an extra
flush in her cheeks and her loosened hair gave
sign.

I have puzzled day and night, turning it
over and over. And to-night I know. She
has told me!

It has rained all day, pouring or drizzling
alternately, and at about five o'clock it was
gloomier than ever. Sitting at my desk I
caught sight of the ¢ld rose umbrella bobbing
down the street. long Lefore she had reached
the steps 1 was holding the door wide open
for her.

“ (ood afternoon,
smiling Justin!
pened ¢

She thrust the dripping umbrella at me
and popped into the study.

“Of cotirse there has,”
her, “ you're here.”

“Is that allZ My, but you're dark and
dreary!” She shivered though it wasnt eold.
“ Where's your lamp/ You mustn't work in
this light; you’ll spoil your eves.”

Having lighted the candles, drawn the
shades and jabbed the poker at the smoulder-
ing fire, sbe sat down before it and whipped
out some funny little crocheting she does by
candle light. (I think it is for me, and am
eaten with a dreadful curioxity concerning
what it will finally become.) And I unlocked
a cupboard, also, like the advice, a relic of
old days, and offered the small beautiful per-
con occupying my hearth rug a plateful of
cookies.

“TFor a good girl,”
check.

She laughed up at me. *We'll never out-
grow that vnpbonr(l. will we, Justin?™

“ Never,” 1 replied emphatically, * Tu fact,
what's the use of outgrowing anvthing ¢ You
told me the other day, or at least implicd
that I am growing younger —"

iny dear. Why, what a
IIas something nice hap-

I said, following

said, pinching her
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“Oh, but not too young!” she exclaimed.
“ Never callow!”

“Very well. You can tell me when to stop.
As for you yourself, you're nothing but a
little bit of a —"

“ Justin!  Don’t — d-dear!”

She suddenly threw her crocheting on .to the
floor, where it narrowly missed the fire; and
her eyes sparkled quick tears. I rescued the
work, marvelling. She hid her face in the
wing of ler chair and sobbed onee. The
room was very still. But after a  while one
big gray cye came pecking out from the wavy
hair.

“Why don't you say something?™ she in-
quired.

“There is something,” T said, * at the bot-
tom of all this.” -

She flashed me a frightened look.

“ Isn’t there, Linda?™

“ Well, n—naturally —"

“ Aren't you going to tell me?”

She moved her head slowly from side to
side, and pulled at the hand 1 held. It didn’t
come away.

* Why not, dear?”

“ Not unless yvou guess,” she qualified.

I plunged wildly in the dark.

* Linda —is it a man¢”

To my consternation she flushed violently,
a deep rose, over her face and brow and neck.
As for me, I must have hurt her hand hor-
ribly, for she cried out. When I looked at
her again she had hidden her face in the
chair, as before — I kissed her hand —

“ Little girl —" T began, and stopped.

1 could feel her trembling.

“Pon’t 8—-say anything, Justin. He—
he never — will!”

“1s he blind, and deaf?” T asked huskily.
“Is he an nss?”
She gigeled a little, hysterieally. .

“ Oh, no,” she said, “he’s the best man —
in the world.”

It is often in one evening, you see, that
there come the stab of joy and the stab of
pain. -

1 put ber hand down gently, and settled
back in my chair. Racing madly through
my head were images of all Linda's small
circle of acquaintances. 1 rejeeted them one
after another, only to take them in again for
reexamination. Linda in love! The adored
Linda in love with a man whe doesn’t love
ber! Tt is hard to imagine; but it explains,
pitifully, perfectly explains. All the strange
wonderful little smiles at the fire, the quick
rush of beautiful tears, ecven the new wom-
anly tenderness with me whom doubtless she
has dreaded to hurt — it explains! And he is
“the hest man in the world” Ab, little
Linda, I wonder!

Another evening.

1 thought at first that she would be sclf-
conscious and shy. Yet she's not.  She is se-
cure in the knowledge that I have not guessed
the name of the man. And, if anything, she
is franker in her affection for me. 1 don’t
for a moment doubt that she has always loved,
in a way. her © funny old Justin.”

Tor a week we kept apart. and then she came
down to sec me— just ns 1 was opening the
front door to go to lher—and repentantly
spent the day.  Tn honor of the visit, 1 closed
my desk by the latticed window and we went
to the city, where in the shops the elerks alter-
nately mistook us for father and daughter,
or husband and wife, to my confusion and
Linda's delight.

«“ Aren't they silly?” she giggled.
it fun?”

To-day we have been for a pienic by the
son, just she and 1. In fact we have had
such an outing once or twice a ycar ever
since she was a little thing and used to race
around on the sand in her bare feet with her
skirts tucked into her belt.  We go to a place
Linda loves. Tt is a beach which is as yet
untouched by summer cottages and family
pienies —a streteh of desolate sand. behind
us green and golden meadows. then the hills.
Here great breakers crash, in their magnifi-
cence, all for Linda and me.

The old rose umbrella appeared to-day as a

“Tsn't

parasol, a gay daub of color on the beach.
It shed its pinkness over Linda in her
white linen gown, very tenderly, it seemed
to me. She had been a little pale when we
started, and T thought her gray eyes had
never been so large and clear and grave. But
her lips smiled, and the pretty laughter
readily slipped out.

We settled ourselves in the shelter of the
grassy sand dunes, where we could watch the
surf foam white against the dark, blue ocean.

A fat little red note-hook, in which Linda
has been writing diligently of late with the
promise that some day — maybe — I should
see, had made the journey in my pocket. I
pulled it forth. But she was not quite ready
for literary eriticism as yet. .

* No, dear,” she said, putting her hand on
mine and patting it in a motherly fashion,
“not now; wait until after luncheon. It
would make me ill to see anything I had
created, in the face of this, just yet,” with a
nod at the sea. * Let us get used to it.”

I did not stir for fear she would take her
hand away.

We ate our luncheon hungrily: tiny sand-
wiches. cool delicious salad, little cakes, all
of Linda’s manufacture. And then, with a
charge that I should not dare peck at the red
note-book. Linda comfortably went to sleep,
her head resting on my folded coat and the
umbrella, for shade, securcly planted in the
gand. Her slim, soft. little figure soon curled
up like a child’s, and her cheeks became
flushed. I mounted guard, faithfully fright-
en'mg, away what Linda calls the * wild ani-
mals.” .

After an hour she stirred and smiled, with-
out opening her eyes.

“Ilello,” she murmured, “are you bored?”

“Rather,” 1 replied: *do you think you
ean manage to stay awake now?”

“ Maybe.”

She yawned and languidly lifted her eye-
lids.

“T thought perhaps you'd go for a walk,”
she said; * you used to.”

“Did 177

I took up the red note-hook and opened it,
at which she sat up. wide awake.

“You promised, Lindal!”

«Oh, well,” falling back on her clbow;
“but if you laugh——"

The little book, T found. is exactly what
Linda had claimed for it. and no more. It
is a conglomerate of “ Ideas” ranged jauntily
in a series, but absolutely unmassed. There
are little jokes that are all her own, little
epigrams that made me frown and smile, an
oceagional small sermon at which I would
have given a fortune to laugh. T found in
the book that Linda has distinet “views”
in matters more or less fundamental and
startlingly variel. On War, for instance, and
Diecting: on Literaturc as a Profession, and
Children’s Baths. Iowever, the “ ldeas” are
for the most part rather fanciful than serious,
queer conceits without reason or rhyme, or
world-old romance natural to a simple, nor-
mal heart.

During my reading Linda walked far down
the Leach, and 1 dared copy a bit, here and
there. that T liked.

«Of what were you thinking, little girl,
when you wrote this?”

“ Arcadia”

« A little house in a hollow land,
Smothered with roses, crimson and sweet,
A garden of love by a tender hand;
A gateway where you and I, dear, mect.”

Here is part of her “ List of Beauties.”

“«To me. she writes, “these things are
identieally beautiful. T mean — oh, it is hard
to make clear!— that, as Justin says, the
keen thrust of appreciation in response to
each is the same.

“One: A volume of ‘The Idylls of the
King’ bound in light blue leather, stamped
with gold.

“Two: ealm

The ocean in a lake-like

arched over by a sky in which is piled one.

white cloud, tower on tower against the blue;

items in her strange “ List of Beauties.”

SUCCES!

rising straight from the sea, on the edge -0
the rocks, a gray castle with a flame-red ban
ner drooping from it.

:‘ Three: The story of Elaine and Lancelo?

“ Four: A man’s voice that is all music anc
resonance, all tenderncss and yet aloofness, &
living note of purity.

“Five: ‘The clasp of a well-loved hand,
warm and close but deferential, with the
gentle lift and slow, unclasping fingers o
chivalry untouched by passion.”

Yes, dear Linda, now I think you ar
grown up; very girlish, but grown up.

I went down the beach after her, and wher
we met 1 bowed very low.

“A lady with ‘Ideas,’” 1 said, “is to b
saluted.”

She was embarrassed at first, but when wi
had sat down and had begun to talk abou
the little book of essays she might some daj
write, she beeame more natural. She knew
nevertheless, that T had seen those last tw
Sh.
knew also that I was conscious of her knowl
edge. What she did not know was my pair
at her memory of the handclasp of anothe
man.

When our literary hour, as she was please:
to call it. was over, therefore, I found cour
age haltingly to ask her a question that ha
been following me day and night. The re
note-book was open, as I spoke, at the . pag
we were aware of.

*Linda,” T said, and felt myself flush
*“does this — man —know what I-— hav
guessed ?”

She looked at me gravely and did not an
swer at first. Then a queer little smil
flickered.

“IIe knows,” she said at last, “that I lov
some one; but he does not know it’s he.”

“Is he more than ordinarily stupid?”
inquired.

** No.” she shook her head; “he’s consid
ered clever. Don't scowl so, dear, it isn’t be
coming!”

“1'm not scowling,” I said crossly.

We had another pause, in which Lind:
built tiny houses in the sand, and demolishec
them.

* T suppose, Justin,” she finally said, anc
lost her breath a little at the start, ¢ that 1
would be simply o—odious for me to—to tel
him.”

1s it a grown up Linda after all?
obliged to scowl more than ever.

“You know, little girl,” T stumhled, “ ther
are — things — called conventions, that mos
people think it good and wise to keep.”

“ But don’t they depend entirely on th
people?” she pleaded. “ Elaine could tel
Lancelot”

“ Ah, dear, in the days of chivalry — Coul
you be sure, now, that he would understand??’

Then she paid mie with charming, earnes
courtesy the most wonderful compliment
have ever had.

“If it were you,” she said and stopped, “ 1
it were you, you would understand!”

To that I could say nothing. We fell t
watcbing a  solitary  schoomer  full-sailec
against the cloud castles. The long thunde
of the breakers seemed suddenly to me monot
onously sad, grandly and cternally mourning
the little sorrows of men. She felt it too,
think, at the same instant, for she shuddered
It took me a long time to tell her at last wha
I knew I must.

“ But after all,” I ventured, “you woule
uever value his love if you had to ask fo
it.

I swear I didn't mean to frighten her
In such timid startled haste she said ]
was perfeetly right that I felt as if I hac
struck her. ‘

By and by I lcaned ncarer and took he
hand, a thing I rarcly dare to do.

“ Little girl. I wish T might help,” I said

She did not stir for a moment. Then sh
turned to me, her beautiful eyes full of tears
She raised my hand and sweetly, innocentl;
kissed it.

“Dear old thing!” she said, with a won
derful smile.

[Continued on page 78]
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SUCCE

MY ESCAPE FROM
OUSEHOLD DRUDGERY

A Personal Experiment in Domestic Efficiency—with Some of the Results

By Mary PaTTison

Ex-President of the New Jersey State Federation of

ITE neced for a Declaration
B of Independence in home
management had  never
Leen made manifest to me
until I found myself sud-
denly occupying an execu-
tive pesition, Then I dis-
covered that money, time
and health were the three
factors this new work of mine demanded, and
was confronted by two apparently incompati-
ble obligations; on the one hand were my per-
sonal and domestie duties, on the other were
the newer activities imposed upon me as
President of the State Federation of Wornan's
Clubs.

Under my existing arrcngement of home
obligations, it seeried imp:ssible for me to
crowd in another duty. 1 had cither to en-
goge more scrvauts, or to find some other way
out of the difficulty. Additional servants
meant more tima in training them to better
ways of prucedure, and a doulle expense to the
home. So I Legan a systematic stock-taking
of those respousibilities which were alrcady
overbalancing iy cnergies and resources,

I came to the conclusion that absolute self-
independcnee was as necesszry to me as the
manager of my home, as it was to any other
manager in any other pesitien of trust. This
was the geal toward® which all my energies
must Le directed, end for this end my success
was dependent upon two factors. The first
was the reorganization of methods of house-
work along modern seientific lines; the second
was the elimination of all non-essentials.

The reorganization of housckeeping meth-
ods is best effected Ly the installation of time,
labor and money saving devices throughout
the house, but maiuly in the kitchen, which
is woman’s domestic laboratory. and the pivot
around which the rest of the heuse revolves.
This method secemed to me practical anidl 1 re-
solved to give it a trial.

In the climinating of non-essentials 1 also
began in the kitehen. I had, as I scen dis-
covered, an aceumulation of useless cooking
utensils. There were scme iron pots, heavy to
1ift and hard to clean, which I disposed of, not
without some misgivings, for they were almost
family heirlooms. 1 also put away all the
unused picees of old ching, many of them left
from my mother’s and grandmother’s pantries.
T was surprised to find the time saved by this
simple change in the crder of things. The
old keepsakes were better cared for than when
exposed to continual view, and there was no
dusting, washing or bothering with things scl-
dom used.

In order to discover just how and why con-
ditions had developed into their present form.,
and why the cost of living became greater con-
tinually, T decided to try the work myself. 1
discharged the servants as a starting phint for
investigation.  Obviously this was the most
direct, and indeed the enly way to realize the
desired funds to earry on my work as Presi-
dent of the State Federation, In addition to
the saving of three servants’ wages, the differ-
ence in monthly bills was immediately no-
ticeable.

My kitchen was large, and the labor of pre-
paring a meal left one physically exhausted.

- sense organization of home duties.

Hiustrated with Photographs

When T wanted a spoon or a fork, I had to
walk to one end of the room, for a towel 1
went to the other side, for a pan somewhere
else.  There was coal to carry up from the
cellar, ashes to carry down; there was dust
continually and a fire that would go out. The
confusion was maddening and the arrange-
ments seemed the werst possible.

As 1 stood one day in the center of the
pantry, 1 was swddenly seized with the idea
of turning it into a kitchenctte. My pantry
was of good size with china closets built in.
There was a sink, with hot and cold water
supplied from the cellar. A large built-in re-
frigerator was already in place there. eon-
nected with a drain into the cellar and sup-
plied with an outside door through which ice
could be put without the inconvenience of
carrying it through the house. T had gas and
clectrie conncetions made at onee.  Since that
time, T have been able to prepare all my meals
in the kitchenette. A small gas stove with
broiler and portable oven, I find sufficient
with the use of a fireless cooker. The stove
is placed on a shelf to obviate leaning over.
The oven door is glass, doing away with open-
ing the door so often at the waste of energy
and heat. Now, when I stand in the center of
my kitelienette, T can put my lhand on any-
thing needed in the preparation of a meal by
the simple act of turning. The folly of walk-
ing miles, hack and forth, day in and day out.
is dispensed with,

Having made this beginning, I Legan to re-
alize as never before, the meaning of common-
With the
money that had previously gone to support the
servant system, I installed, from time to time,
new and modern conveniences which mean an
ceonomy of further expense and time. 1 be-
ran with the kitchen, then went to the laun-
dry, and finally through the eutire house. At
the end of the first year, I owned a dish-
washer. a washing-machine, a vacuum clean-
cr, a fircless cooker, electric irons, and many
«ther modern appliances, not the least useful
of which is the dustless mop.

Unpleasant Duties Eliminated

The old-time houschold duties also disap-
peared to a great extent.  Serubbing was no
longer a necessity, I found a waxed floor,
with simple but effective rugs, just as practi-
cable a5 in other parts of the house. The next
step was to.eliminate that second frightful
bugbear of housekeeping—washing the pots
and pans. No dish or kettle used in cooking was
allowed to Leecme cold before being washed
with a combination wire and bristle brush.
The hand thus came in contact only with the
handle of the vessel, doing away with the most
unpleasant part of dishwashing, while the im-
mediate cleansing minimized labor by pre-
venting particles of food from drying and
sticking to the sides of the utensil.

Table tops of glass and marlle also helped
to reduce labor in the kitchen. These were
constantly kept spotless by the free use of
paper napkins as * wipe-up rags.” The em-
ployment of paper is one of the most valuable
means of saving work. Paper napkins when
bought in quantities are very cheap, they are

Woman’s Clubs

absorbent, easily handled and may be quic
disposed of.

Another of our schemes was to have all g
bage instantly dropped down a tube from
sink to an incinerator in the cellar, do
away with that most unpleasant chem
combLination of a mixture of nondesc:
scraps, so unpleasant to the senses of sig
smell and touch. We have not as yet reac
Mrs. Rorer’s ideal of minimum waste, but
are striving to approach it, for therein lies
other real source of economy.

A great deal of dirt, and the labor of
moving it, was prevented by having all ve
tables washed before they were brought i
the house. To this end I devised a little d
table near the pump on the back porch,
a step from the garden. We live in the co
try and grow some of our own vegetables,
the principle of leaving all possible dirt o
side is one that could be applied alinost eve
where,  All market deliveries were left i
basket just inside the door. obviating the r
ning in and out of delivery boys.

Keeping  the silver elean was one
my greatest difficulties.  After considera
thought. T invested the first fifty dollars sa
in an eleetrie buffing motor which, I thoug
could later be used for other purposes. In-
effort to have it stronggl chose a too power
one. It proved dangerous to stay in the ro
with it while in operation, for it threw sn
things, such as salt cellars and spoons, wil
about in the air. I again began investi
tions, however, and finally suceeeded in fi
ing what seems to me to be the best gene
wachine for all domestie uses.

This eleetric motor, which approximated
ideal, was used with different attachments
perform many of the duties of ordinary hou
keeping. Merely touching a button did aw
with mueh of the drudgery of the past. |
fore long it beeame almost a personality
the houschold.  * James the Great”
named him. beeause he surpassed the m
efficient butler in thoroughness, dexterity s
swiftness,  With his assistance I can mys
perform all the duties attendant upon hou
keeping in less time than it would have tal
me to tell the three servants what was to
done.

The motor 18 light enough to be moved
any part of the kitchen or throughout -
house.  Independent of all attachments.
nevertheless can be turned to any sort of wo
Nothing is too heavy or too trivial. A sim
cord connection with an ordinary sixte
candle-power outlet gives the necessary pow
Thus equipped, what does * James the Grea
not do? TRoll him to the coffee mill and
less than a minute he will have the cof
ground for breakfast. 1Te freczes ice-cre
for dinner in six minutes after it has be
put into the freezer; he grates cheese
choeolate on baking day, chops meat, polis]
silver. Place him in contact with the suct;
sweeper in any roomn which has an incand
cent lamp attachment and he will clean |
house. He dees not object to hrushing |
shoes, or even to doing the family washi
for part of his ecquipment is an eleetric tub

This last device made it possible for ¢
woman to do all our washing and ironing
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one short day (which hitherto had been a mat-
ter of three days at least). Such a condition
was furthered also by our dispensing almost
entirely with table linen, substituting doilies,
paper napkins and towels, and by choosing
such garments to wear ns needed least time
in laundering, such as silk, lisle and crépe.

By doing away with all the unsightly dish-
rags, towels, scrubbing brushes and the usual
clutter of cleaning materials, I prepared a
way to achieve * the kitchen beautiful.” Of
all the rooms in the house, it is the onc that
belongs meost particularly to the woman; it
should be pervaded by an atmosphere of com-
fort, restfulness and exquisite c¢leanliness.

In planning the kitchen beautiful, 1 tried
to utilize every corner for convenience and
good effect. I was especially intent on mak-
ing this part of my home the most attractive,
with a harmonions ecolor scheme carried out
in detail. The walls were done in a silver
gray. The woodwork was painted white, with
all dust-catching edges cut in black. A bor-
der was stenciled in white, black and old red,
in appropriate designs. The curtains were of
silver gray scrim, stenciled to mateh the walls.
The floor was stained, finished with varnish
and waxed.

Kitchen Work in a Drawing—Room’
) Gown

My reforms made it possible and safe to
go about kitchen work in gowns of suitable
material for the drawing-room, even with a
train. Largely for convenience, however, 1
designed a sort of protective uniform. It was
more like a studio apron than the usual “old
plaid badge of servitude” seen in the kitchen.
Most of us wo...en have had sad experiences
getting hurriedly out of such a garment. To
obviate' this need, I made mine an easy slip-
on, fastencd with a single button in the back,
attractive and artistic. The cap was modeled
from a Liberty ecap, that it might serve not
only the necessities of practical usefulness
and beauty, but also that it might be a symbol
of the liberty we were working to secure for
woman in the home,

I was not alone in my work for domestic
independence. The Chairman of the Depart-
ment of Iome Economics of our Federation
of Women’s Clubs had suggested to the State
organization the need of an experiment sta-
tion for home economics, thoroughly outfitted
so that devices could be tested, foods exam-
ined and reports given. No longer nceding
the servants’ quarters, I offered the four
rooms and bath, which they had formerly used,
to the Federation for one yecar for this pur-
pose.

The opening of this Experiment Station in
June this year cleared the way for the wider
application of household theorics and prac-
tices. Housckeeping is there to be made a
study, and the enthusiasm of the hundreds of
women who attended the first lectures and
demonstrations shows the interest in, and
value of modern methods. Questions will bo
answered after practical tests and thorough
cxperiments. Domestie worries and uncer-
tainties will be subjects for solution. The
husiness of housckeeping is largely made up
of trivialities, hence nothing is too small to
be investigated, nor, on the other hand, is any
difficulty so large that we do not hope to sift
it down to its causes and find a remedy.

The establishment of this Experiment Sta-
tion was not, to be sure, accomplished with-
out difficulties and eriticism, such as, “ domes-
tic independence is not practical,” “the de-
vices are too expensive,” and many similar
strictures. I can only answer these by point-
ing to what my unaided or servantless cefforts
were able to accomplish by the reorganization
of my own home along lines of efficiency. The
first year of iny work in the State Federation
ended with a record of visiting and address-
ing forty clubs, attending eighteen committee
meetings, traveling 5.780 miles, writing about
twenty-five hundred letters and postals and
sending numberless messages by telephone
and telegraph. In addition to this public
work, T did all that was necessary in a large
country house, had under my care a family of

four, and fulfilled all the social obligations
devolving upon a member of a hospitable
community. I also bought many new and in-
teresting articles for the house which would
not have been possible or even safe with tho
average servant; did not spend one penny for
house repairs; brought the cost of everything
down, even the coal for the heater; lived bet-
ter, and did not have a day’s sickness to
record.

As a mecans of securing independence in
my own case, there has been worked out a
daily program. In presenting it to the gen-
eral reader as a possible suggestion, it is with
the understanding, of course, that all homes
differ, and that only the universal and under-
lying principles are the same.

Our {rain service makes it nccessary to
breakfust at seven o’clock. Having arranged
the table as much as possible the night be-
fore, we are ready for breakfast in the morn-
ing in from two to fifteen minutes. Fruit,
cercal, cges if desired, with tcast and coffce
prepared at the table on eleetric devices, con-
stitute the meal. The cofice is filtered into
a thermos jug and remains hot until any hour
it may be desired. Such a meal, served for
four, is readily cleared away in from fifteen
to twenty minutes. Taking a few minutes to
run over the floors each morning with a dust-
less mop reduces special cleaning times which
are agnin minimized by the use of a vacuum
cleaner, on no especial day, but whenever
found convenient. The beds have by this
time been aired for an hour or more and are
ready for spreading. It really takes one per-
son just four minutes to make the ordinary
bed. The tidying-up process is made simple
by ecultivating the habits of the family so that
each looks after his own bath-tub and basin,
clothes, ete. A forethought for the evening
meal as to soup, meat, or vegetables, by put-
ting them hot into the fircless cooker, made it
practical for me to take the 9:15 train to any
part of the State when nccessary, or to attend
to Federation work accumulated at home. A
simple luncheon was left ready to serve—
salad, soup and eold meat left from the night
before. Upon the arrival of the evening train,
if T had spent the entire day away from home,
it was a simple matter to take the dinner,
thoroughly and dcliciously cooked, from the
fircless eooker.

The Mechanical Dining Table

We devised an interesting arrangement for
the family table service, adapting and com-
bining to our special uses an cfficicney table
scen at the Engincers’ Club of New York
City, and an English brcakfast stand, known
as “The Susan.” Our device consists of a
round flat board so constructed as to revolve
upon a pivot placed on a pedestal in the cen-
ter of the table. It allows cach person at the
table to serve himself in turn and does away
with passing. The top of “The Susan” is
high enough above the top of the main table
to leave space for salad and desert beneath it,
veiled from view by a lace cover until time
for serving. This arrangement, together with
a wheeled cart upon which is placed an elee-
tric hcater, makes it possible to conserve all
the cssentials of comfort with no crowding of
dishes, reaching or passing, everything ready
when wanted, the esthetic side maintained,
and above all, no silent images moving about,
imposing a feeling of constraint. It takes
thought, of course, to work out menus best
adapted to the scheme and to be thorough in
planning all that will be required at each
meal 80 that no one need jump up. We can
sit about the table as long as we chose, know-
ing that we keep no one waiting but ourselves.

While our plans had been carried out up to
this point with gratifying results, we had not
tried them out except in a small way. Would
our methods be equally satisfactory in the
handling of bigger situations or a larger num-
ber of people than as yet had come within the
scope of our management? A chance to make
this test soon came to us.

Our daughter was to have a birthday, and
in my double effort to please her and to prove
that my system had in no way interfered with
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the traditions of our home, I asked her wha
sort of a celebration would please her most i
she could have anything she wanted. Some
what to my surprise she replied, “ A great big
dinner party of about twenty people, mor:
people to come in the evening and let m
choose them all.”

I found that her idea was that we coul
easily hire a cook and some men to serve anc
it would not be any trouble at all for mother
But that was not the way to develop my plan
I was on my mettle to do this thing all my
self, without extra work or fatigue, and thi:
is how I proceeded.

Beautiful table-linen is, and always ha
been, a joy to the housekeeper, but it require:
careful laundejing, and that was just what |
wanted to prevent in my plans for the dinner
T had seen decorative paper used for a lot of
foolish superfluities, costly and generally in
artistic, adding to rather than reducing one’s
cares. Why not make it serve a purpose anc
meet the needs of such an occasion as this:
Three large white crépe paper table-cloths
such as may now be purchased almost any-
where, covered our great table beautifully
with garlands of feathery green at the piecing
and a huge basket of lovely garden roses ir
the eenter. The beginning was made. Splen.
did large dinner napkins were found thirty
inches square, in heavy, velvety, white paper
as well as imported paper plates in all sizes
a choice of dccorated or undecorated. The
tumblers and silver, of eourse, were indis-
pensable.

An Automatic Dinner Party

The next consideration was for a menu that
would take care of itself after being prepared
Herc the fireless cooker was brought into use.
Solid jelly bouillon was turned out two days
before the feast, leaving the cooker free to
roast two boned hind quarters of spring lamb,
and boil some prettily cut string beans and
rice. The rolls and cake were made by a
woman in the neighborhood. A dainty appe-
tizer, grapefruit, a * delectable salad,” salted
nuts and bonbons, with a tray of chocolate
parfait and cake, completed tle feast. Coffee
was served from a thermos jug in a tea cart
in the drawing-room.

Place cards showed the destination of each
guest and the beginning was simple. The
tiny bouillon bowls were left on the table near
the tumblers. As the other courses pro-
gressed, the used paper plates were passed to
me from either side of the table and disposed
of in a quaint old Dutch basket, so arranged
as to take charge of the silver in & scparate
compartment. The passing of the plates made
some excrcise for the guests, especially those
nearcst the basket end, but nobody seemed un-
comfortable or unhappy. A wheeled cart at
the host’s left disposed of the meat and vege-
tables at the proper time.

After the guests had left the dining-room
there was nothing to need attention except to
place the glasses on the wheeled cart, carry
the basket of silver to the dishwasher, and
bundle the paper table-cloths, napkins and
plates together for a morning fire. To do this,
and also to reduce the table to its original
size, took two of the more intimate guests
exactly eight minutes. The room had thus
been transformed with almost no effort and
we were ready to receive the other guests of
the evening. The refreshments, served later
on paper plates, consisted of iee-cream frozen
by the eleetric motor, cake and punch.

It was all pronounced a success, and was
considered especially wonderful by many who
were accustomed to being waited upon on
every oceasion. One woman declared that she
had never felt more freedom or comfort in
any house in her life. No one seemed to suf-
fer from the absence of servants, and there
was very little more for me to do than there
had been on previous occasions, in merely ad-
justing the servants’ misdirected efforts. I
had, besides, the infinite satisfaction of hav-
ing taken mysclf the first Steps in proving
the possibility of Domestie Independence
through a different and more efficient man-
agement.
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TUNNELLING THROUGH

TH

- MIND

Methods by which P.gyc/zo[égijﬁ are Able to Recover Lost Articles, Detect Criminals

and Even to Cure Disease

By H. AppineToN BRuUCE

Author of Dreams anp THE Future LiFe, MarveLous Master Sipis, Etc.

F anybody ‘were to ask me

unhesitatingly reply, “Psy-
chology.” All the seiences
are good, beneficent, “help-
ful to mankind. But there
is none which, for vital
significance to the human
race, can compare with the study devoted to
the phenomena of the mind. Especially has
this been true in the past twenty-five years.

In that period came dawning appreciation
of the all-important part played by the mind
in the-affairs of the body. In that period, for
the first time, began the exploration of that
vast interior region known as the “subcon-
seious,” in which, as in the depths of some
dark mine, lic hidden at once the mind’s
greatest riches and most dread potentialities.
To-day, enhcartened by the discoveries they
have already made, the psychologists, the tun-
nellers of the mind, are hard at work, con-
stantly adding to the store of man’s knowl-
edge —and man’s control —of his inmost
being.

Something of the methods they use, and of
the results they have achieved, is what T want
to set before you-—in particular, to make
plain the mcans whereby they probe into the
mind’s remotest recesses, and the reasons for
their probing.

On the morning of February 6, 1908, the
supervisor of the Zurich hospital for the in-
sane reported to Dr. Carl G. Jung, the head
of the hospital, that one of the nurses had
the preceding day been robbed of a sum of
money, kept by her in a pocketbook hidden
among the linen in a cupboard in her room.
The nurse, a Miss Blanke, shared the room
with the head nurse of the hospital and an-
other nurse, an intimate friend of the head
nursc’s. As the only ones supposed to have
access to the cupboard were the head nurse
and Miss Blanke, suspicion naturally fell on
the former, and the supervisor, who was much
upset, declarcd her belief that the police
should at once be notified.

“ No, no,” said Dr. Jung decidedly. “I am
surc there is no need of calling in the police
to settle this affair. We ought to be able to
find out for ourselves, and quietly, who actu-
ally is guilty. 1 want you to obtain from
Miss Blanke immediately a detailed statement
of what was in her poeketbook' — not the
moncy merely but anything else it contained.”

During the supervisor’s absence. he resumed
his scrutiny of some papers on his desk. To
all appearance calm and unperturbed, he was
inwardly scething with excitement. He could
regard the ‘theft with comparative indiffer-
cuee, but not so the opportunity it offered for
making practical trinl of.a novel method for
the detection of erime; a method which was
invented, or at all events first applied. by Dr.
Jung himself, and which is to-day being
studied with the keenest interest by psycholo-
gists, jurists, and police officials in many
lands.

Technically known as the assoeiation-reac-
tion method of mental diagnosis, it is in
essence a psychological * third degree.” Pain-
less, simple, easily operated, it is unquestion-
ably far superior to the ordinary, cruel meth-
ods of the police inquisition in getting at the
guilt or innocence of a suspected person.  Its

which I consider the great- :
est of the seienées, 1 should -

basie prineiple is that emotions tend to reveal
themselves through disturbances in the men-
‘tal proecsses.

In using the association-reaction method,
the investigator reads aloud. one by one, a
list of one hundred or more words, and asks
the suspect to respond, as he hears cach, with
the first word that comes into his head. Thus,
the word “cat” may bring the response
“dog ”; “water” may give rise to the asso-
ciation “land”; and so on. In cvery in-
stance, the time taken in making the re-
sponses, or associations, is carefully measured
by a chronascope, or by a stop watch.

Now, while most of the words in the list
are chosen at haphazard, there are always
some included which refer directly to the
mystery to be solved. The idea is that, if the
person suspected is really guilty, the emo-
tions aroused by the catch words will so dis-
turb him that there will be a lengthening of
the time of his assoeiations for these words,
or for the words immediately following them,
or for both. Or, there may be at first an
abnormal shortening of the association time,
followed by an cqually significant lengthen-
ing. Ife may still further betray himself by
the character of the associations he makes.
If, however, the catch words have no emo-
tional ‘'meaning to him, there will, of course,
be no excessive time variations.

A Mental Third Degree

This was why Dr. Jung asked Miss Blanke
to enumerate cverything that the pocketbook
had contained. 1t was his aim to get a few
catch words to inelude in his test list.

“The pocketbook contained,” she told him,
“a fifty franc banknote, a twenty frane picce,
some centimes, a small silver watch-chain, a
kitchen stencil, and a receipt from Dosen-
bach’s shoe shop. The pocketbook itsclf was
of a dark red color and was made of leather.”

“Goed,” he responded. *“In half an hour
send the three nurses to me, one by one. Just
tell them I need their help in an experiment.”

Rapidly he drew up his list. As ecatch
words, he seleeted the name of the nurse who
had been robbed, plus the following, words:
cupboard, door, open, key, yesterday, gold,
banknote, money, seventy, fifty, twenty, watch,
chain, stencil, pocketbook, to hide, dark red,
lcather, centimes, stencil, receipt, Dosenbach,
theft, to take, to steal, blame, suspicion, court,
police, to lie, to fear, to discover, to arrest,
innocent.  These he distributed among twice
as many indifferent words, in such a way that
cach catechword was followed by two indiffer-
ent ones. His trap was then ready to be
sprung.

The head nurse’s friend was the first ex-
amined. She appeared to be cool and col-
leeted, and acted as though she fully believed
she was doing nothing more than taking part
in a psychological experiment. So, likewise,
with the nurse who attended to the cleaning
of the room. But the head nurse showed
marked exeitement, her pulse registering 120
immediately after the examination. Dr. Jung
felt that it was scarcely necessary to look
further for the thief.

- When, however, he began to analyze bhis
written record of the three nurses’ association
times, he experienced a great surprise. lle
had expected to find a striking time variation

in the head nurse's associations for the eri
cal and non-critical words. Instead, he fou
hardly any variation. For the non-eritic
words, her average association time was
scconds; for the critical words, it was 2
There was, likewise, little variation in t
case of the nurse who cleaned the room, }
average association times Leing 2.7 sccon
for non-critical words, 3 seconds for eritic
But the fizures for the head nurse’s frie
told a very different story.

Her average assosiation time was only
seconds, for the words that had no bearing
the theft: for the catch words it rose to
average of 3.2 seconds, or an average var
tion of 1.2 scconds as against .2 scconds f
the head nurse and .6 seconds for the thi
nurse. Moreover, the friend's individual
sociation times for the catch words show
amazing variations, rising from little mc
than one second, to 4, 5, 6. and even mc
secconds. To the expert psychologist, it w
evident that despite her external self-cont
the test list had provoked within this nursc
veritable emotional storm.

“We have suspected the wrong persor
said Dr. Jung to the supervisor, * and I ha
learned with incereased. emphasis how deceitf
appearances can be. The head nurse is int
cent, but her friend is guilty. These stat
ties prove that beyond doubt. You may safc
accuse her of the theft.”

And, in fact, before nightfall, the unhap
woman, realizing that she had been cleve
caught, broke down and made a full cc
fession.

This is only one of several instances
which the association-reaction method of me
tal diagnosis has been successfully employ
to entrap a criminal. Whether it is invarial
helpful for this purpose has yet to be det
mined by long and systematic experimen
tion with every kind of evil-doer, from t
man who commits & crime in a moment
passion, or under the stress of some grc
necessity, to the habitual offender. In a
cvent, quite apart from the guestion of
utility as a crime detector, tlrere is one v
to which the association method may be p
and to which it is now being put daily, tl
marks it out as a real hoon to humanity.

Every physician has had the experience
being baffled in his diagnosis and treatme
of a case through the unwillingness or inab
ity of the patient to narrate facts in his et
lier history that may have a direct caus
connection with his present trouble. Th
may be facts of which he is ashamed, or fa
whieh he has forgotten. In ecither case, t
association-reaction method affords a rea
means of getting at them.

Of course, it is neeessary for the physiel
to sclect words having the proper emotior
value; and as a guide in the sclection, stran
though it must scem, nothing is more uset
than the patient’s dreams. Readers of tl
magazine will remember that in an artiele
“The Meaning of Dreams” I pointed o
that dreams are far from heing the haphaza
products of imagination they are genera
supposcd to be; that on the contrary th
have an cmotional foundation correspondi
with some present or past reality. It is
cause of this that they are so valuable to t
physician who would employ the associatic
reaction 1acthod to aseiet him in his work.
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T can make my meaning clearer, and at the
me time show exactly how the method is
sed for medical purpuses and the excellent
sults following its use, by citing an example
om real life. About two years ago a young
oman applied to a New York physician, Dr.
. A. Brill, to be treated for extreme nervous-
ss. She had been perfectly well until three
onths before, when, she said, she had begun
suffer from a complication of disorders, in-
uding insommnia, loss of appetite, constant
adache, irritability and stomach trouble.
o physieal cause for her condition could he
tected, and Dr. Brill suspected that it was
e to some seceret anxiety, but the patient
mestly assured him that she ** had nothing
| her mind.”
Having at one time studied under Dr. Jung.
- was well acquainted with the workings of
e association-reaction method, and he de-
ded to make use of it to learn the faets
hich he believed she was concealing from
m. With this in view he asked her to write
t her dreams and bring them to him.
“But,” said she, “I never dream, except
hen 1 am troubled hy indigestion, and then
y dreams arc so absurd that they are not
orth telling.”
“ Never mind,” was his reply. ™ Whenever
u do happen to have a dream report it to
-

.
Laughingly she promised to comply, and
e day brought him the following dream:
* I dreamed that I was in a lonely country
ace and was anxious to reach my home, but
uld not get there. Every time I made a
ove there was a wall in the way—it looked
ke a street full of walls. My legs were as
avy as lead; I could only walk very slowly
 if I were very weak or very old. Then
ere was a flock of chickens, but that seemed
' be in a crowded city street, and they — the
ickens — ran after me, and the biggest of
I said something like: * Come with me into
e dark.””
* There,” she said, * that is my dream, and
you ean make head or tail of it, it is more
an I can. It is so ridiculous that I am
hamed to tell it.”
But Dr. Brill was already at work drawing
» a test list, with the more striking words
the dream sprinkled through it. Twice
. read the list to her, noting not only the
ne of her responses, but also their char-
ter.
He was immediately impressed by the fact
at certain of the dream words —such as
chicken,” “ street,” and “ dark ” had caused
noticeable time variation; and that she had
30 given in her responses words that would
t ordinarily be associated with the test
rds.  Espeeially peculiar was the associa-
n of “ mystery ” and “ marriage” with the
srd *“ dark.” The suspieion formed in his
ind that a disappointment in Jove might be
the bottom of all her discase symptons.
1t he did not at once give voice to this idea;
stead, he sought to obtain corroboration
om her own lips without her appreciating
s purpose, hy means of another method of
ind tunnelling known as the method of free
ciation.
I want you,” he said to her, “to concen-
ate your attention on the word *chicken,
d state the thoughts that come to you in
unection with it.”
Her reply, given after a few moments of
ent meditation. was:
“I remember now that 1 could see only
e biggest chicken; all the others secmed
urred; it was unuvsually big and had a very
1g neck and it spoke to me. The street in
vich T saw it reealls where 1 used to go to
hool — the hlock was always crowded with
hool children.”
She paused, and began to blush and laugh.
“Go on,’ said Dr. Brill encouragingly.
What next?”
“Why, it rccalls the happy school days
ien 1 was young and had no worries. 1
en had a beau, a hoy who attended the same
hool. We used to meet after school hours
d walk home together. He was lanky and
in. and the girls used to tease me ahout
m. Whenever they saw him coming, they

said, ¢ Belle, here comes your chicken.” That
was his nickname among the boys.”

Stopping suddenly, she exclaimed:

* Dr. Brill, it couldn’t be possible that the
chicken with the long neck, that I saw in my
dream, was my old beau!”

It begins to look very much like it,” he
smiled. * Have you seen him lately ("

** Not for months.”

“ And before then?”

Little by little the whole story came out.
They had kept up their acquaintance after
the school days were long gone. Three times
he had asked her to marry him, but cach time
she had refused. beeause although she ** liked ™
him she was not at all sure that she *“loved ”
him. At last she had decided that the next
time he proposed she would accept. But he
hiad not proposed again. And shortly before
she beeame i1l she had heard that he was pay-
ing attentions to another young lady.

“1 take it,” interposed Dr. Brill, * that he
is not so well off as he might be, and that this
had something to do with your refusing to
marry him.”

“ What makes you say that?”

“In your dream T note that you state:

FANE A AT G DD
A Song of the Marshes

By Matvn Gorze

Man is the lord of the land and the moon is
the queen of the sea.

But the marshes have neither lord nor queen,
the fair wide marshes are free.
Their blossoms flaunt in the wind,

sows what the frost doth reap,
And all the marsh is astir with a life that
never knows sleep.

which

Swallows Livitber and dart, while in the sun-
glad weather,

Grasses and rushes and rippling reeds, dance
down the wind together.

Oh, the idle, sunny marshes so jubilant and
free!

The shimmering, singing
neither are land nor sea!

marshes, that

Sparkle of myriad fire-flies, frogs that twang
through the night,

Whirling of water-beetles on pools where the
moon shines white;

A stir of things in the darkness, lurking
where shadows abide,

Things that are hungry and stealthy, things
that raven and hide.

The water-rat gnaws at the roots and the
night-heron cries for his prey,

Till the dawn-wind sighs in the reeds, and
the marsh-wren heralds the day.

Sound and movement always—Iife is so eager
and free,

In the whispering starlit marshes that neither
are land nor sca.

Then summer ends in the marshes, and all
their singing is done;

Gane 18 the flashing of wings, and the glane-
ing of fire-flies gone.

Only the wind sighs on through the rushes,
withered and sere.

Earth yields harvest, and so does the sea; but
none reaps harvest here.

Untasked—untared for their treasure, un-
furrowed by share or keel,

The marshes are teft alone, while the chill
gray sea-mists steal

Over the stiffening reed-beds—the clinging
" mists from the strand—

Veiling the sorrowful marshes that neither
were sea nor land.
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‘Every time T made a move there was a wall
in the way; it looked like a street full of
walls.” A street full of walls might easily sig-
nify Wall Strect — hence money. That has
been the rcal obstacle, has it not?”

She confessed that he was right.

Ile then explained that the one great cause
of her ills was her insistent, if subconscious,
brooding over the disappointment she had ex-
perienced, and that her cure depended upon
her ability to overcome this mental attitude.
Realizing for the first time, as a result of the
dream analysis, that she was really in love
with the man she had three times declined to
wed, she soon solved the problem. Only a
hint was needed to transform him into a
suitor once more, and within a very few
months they were happily married.

The importance of being able to bring to
light and scrutinize one’s inmost thoughts is
still more impressively shown by the discov-
ery that to thoughts, sometimes so far buried
beneath the threshold of consciousness that
one is not even aware of entertaining them,
most distressing maladies are often due. This
is true not nu-nly of obviously mental trou-
bles, but sometimes of diseases that seem to
be wholly physical.

For example, a woman walking in an tso-
lated place is menaced by a vicious dog. She
manages to eseape without injury, and before
long has practically forgotten the incident.
But, a ycar, two years. perhaps five years
later, she may uncxpectedly develop symptoms
of disease. It may be that she suffers from
a paralysis of the limbs; her cyesight may Le
affected, or she may compluin of abdominal
pains easily mistaken for some real organie
disorder. and frequently leading to unncees-
sary operations. All the while her trouble is
at bottom due to a subconscious recollection
of the shock she experienced when the dog
attacked her; and not until this mental cause
has been rcmm'cd can a cure be confidently
looked for.

It often happens that the mere aet of re-
calling to consciousness the submerged ideas
that have caused the malady is enough to
bring about a cure, but the free association
method i3 a tedious process, and mueh use is
made of other methods by physicians who
have the necessary training. Thus, it has
been found that by putting the patient into
the sleep-waking state the lost memories con-
neeted with his malady tend to crop up into
full recollection. The same result is secured,
and more rapidly, by hypnotizing the patient.

Hypnotism, indeed. whenever it can be
used, is the_surest of all psychological instru-
ments for boring into the human mind. It
would almost scem, judging from the results
of certain experiments, that a hypnotized
person can recall every incident in his eareer,
even from his carliest childhood. To cite a
single illustration, a hypnotized patient of the
famous Dr. Charcot was taking part in some
experiments at a clinie in Paris, when Dr.
Parrot, the medical visitor to a Parisian or-
phanage, entered the room. To the surprise
of everybody present, the hypnotized subject,
a young woman, immediately addressed him
by name. Dr. Parrot declared that he had
never seen her Dbefore, and the patient, on
being brought out of the hypnotie trance, said
that he was an utter stranger to her. But
when investigation was made, it developed
that at the age of two the patient had been
for a time an inmate of the orphanage with
which Dr. Parrot was associated.

Profiting from this enlargement of the
memory during hypnosis, psychology has been
able to advance the practice of medicine. No
matter how remote the origin of a mentally
caused disease, it can almost always be dis-,
covered by the aid of hypnotism. A typical
and most instructive case is reported by Dr.
Pierre Janet, who is probably the most emi-
nent of psycho-pathologists, or medieal psy-
chologists. It is one of many that he has sue-
cessfully treated by the same means.

There was brought to him a girl of sixteen
suffering from a singular * tie ” or persistent
convulsive movement. All day long she eon-
tinued turning her right hand, as if she were

[Continued on page 73]
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MARRYING JANE

Georgiana Educates her Daughter for the Profession of Matrimony

By MArRTHA BENSLEY BRUERE

Author of THE

B8 Y cousin Georgiana is a
commuter’s wife who not
only runs her houschold on
i an cxpense budget, but alse
enforces her demands for
the good things of life on
society in a way which
makes the moderate sal-
ary of John, her husband,
stretch like india-rubber in her hands. We
have a newly acquired relative-in-law, a pro-
fessor in a Western college who thinks he’s
progressive because he courteously entertains
most of the radical ideas of the day, but he
can not reconcile his progressiveness with that
of (eorgiana, because hers does not satisfy
itself with mere theory but insists on being
acted upon. When the Professor asked her for
what profession she was educating her daugh-
ter Jane, and she, calmly fixing him with her
brown eyes, answered, “ matrimony,” he was
niueh shocked.

“Do you still belong to the time of Jane
Austen?” he asked snrcastma]]y “1Is it your
idea that a single man in possession of a good
fortune must be in want of a wife?”

Ile did not allow Georgiana time to answer.
He dashed on to say that he didn't think a
girl ought to have to marry for a home; that
he believed in cducating her to support her-
self, and then if marriage happened her way,
all right. Ile didn’t hold with the old theories
about the subjection of women, said that Jane
ought to be a useful member of socicty, not a
parasite; spoke a few glowing words about
how immoral was marriage for convenience,
and lLiow no woman who sold herself into a
loveless marriage had a right to hold her
skirts aside for any creature of the streets;
snd he finished up by saying how disappointed
he was to find Georgiana doing such an in-
justice to her own ehild.

1t sounded beautiful — beautiful and con-
vincing — the way the Professor put it. And
I felt myself purring like a stroked kitten,
for wasn’t that the theory on which I had
been brought up? But Georgiana turned on
the Professor reproachfully.

“It's you who are living in a past age,”
she said. “Your ideas aren’t even contem-
porary! Don’t you sce that I am training
Jane for the most up-to-date, least crowded
profession there is? I wouldn’t think of let-
ting her grow up haphazard without special-
ized training!”

“ A girl doesn’t need much training to get
married.” said the Professor, settling himself
comfortably into his chair. “T’ll admit that
she’s a very pretty girl and likely to do it
easily — but to look well isn’t the whole duty
of woman,”

“ It was once — after we'd got over the feel-
ing that it was her duty to bear sons. After
that came the idea that she must be good,
then thrifty, then a wise mother, then self-
supporting.”

*“ But you’re not edueating Jane to be self-
supporting!”’

*(Oh, we've passed that stage, too! Now we
need women who will make over the eoinmun-
ity into what it ought to be through their
]I’HII(‘S."

1 felt subdued and snubbed and as passé as
an extinet fish, but I rallied enough to ask
why she had happened to choose marriage as
Jane’s profession.

“ Matrimony,”

earrceted Georgiana,  “It's

FamiLy Crearine House,
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a2 more inclusive termm; marriage is only an
incident in it. Why, 1 chose that profession
for her because it scemed to me that her apti-
tudes were that way. She’s well and strong,
she has a natural understanding for people,
including children, and administrative ability.
And then she hasn’t any special talent clam-
oring for expression in art or music which
might compensate the community if she didn’t
make a home.”

“ But those things are the inheritance of
most women,” objected the Professor.

“Far from it! Else why should there be
that perfectly justifiable ery that women are
bad wives and mothers¢ That most of them
don’t know their business? I tell you, Jane
knows hers! The man who marries her will
not draw a blank. Why, when you get right
down to it, most of the work of the world
branches out from the home and returns to it
again. I{omc making is the most useful work
there is, only we don’t any longer believe that
every woman’s usefulness lies in that diree-
tion. We now recognize it as a skilled profes-
sion, like music or law. And I ask you, Pro-
fessor, in our modern society is there any
other road to home making than through mar-
ringe? Isn't it a necessary preliminary, like
the début of an opera singer?”

“It sounds different, the way you put it,”
said the Professor, “ but it comes to exactly
the same thing in the end; you’re simply con-
cerned in marrying Jane off.”

“1 am,” agreed Georgiana, “ and I’m spend-
ing a great deal of time and thought in get-
ting the right man, as I would in finding tho
right community for her to practice medicine
in if she were a doctor. I don’t believe in
haphazard pairing. I think in marrying her
wisely I am doing a service to the state.”

“But to set out deliberately to catch a
man.”

“(Catch!” cried Georgiana bristling. “Catch
indeed! Why, I’'m in deadly terror that some
of these inadequate boys will entrap Jane.
That she’ll fall in love and exchange all she’s
got for mere support. I'm so afraid that her
marriage may hinder her matrimonial career.
Look at the best Foxbrooke affords — they’re
out there on the veranda.”

I looked. There were a couple of automo-
biles standing idle and dejccted in the road,
a bag of golf sticks lying in the grass, a pile
of coats and sweaters slipping down the steps,
and a group of boys clustered like a swarm of
bees around Jane on the veranda. There were
boys in duck with their sleeves rolled up, boys
in blue serge, boys in automobile coats, boys
just out of high school, boys just in eollege —
boys, all of them, there was not a man in
the lot.

“ Jane’s twenty,” went on Georgiana; “ she’s
ready for her profession, while these boys
haven’t started to learn theirs. They’ll all be
going away from Foxbrooke in a year or two,
and if they ever come back here to live it
will be when they have small children of
their own to bring up in the suburbs. No,
there’s no proper opening for Jane in Fox-
brooke. T can’t start her in matrimony here
any more than I could start her in law, for,
as Aunt Anne once said to me, ‘ You ean not
marry the men you do not meet,” and a hus-
band is just as necessary to Janc’s carcer as
canvas and brushes are to a painter, or bricks
to a builder, or pupils to a teacher. He’s a
prerequisite, and if we make a mistake in him

Sarary WarL, Erc.

the chances are that Jane’s career won't con
to anything.”

“It's gambling, Georgiana,” I cried. “ Y¢
talk as though marriage were a final thin
Suppose her husband dies or she gets a d
vorce—how is she going to take care of herse
then?”

“ Well, suppose she was a singer and lo
her voice, or an actress and lost her beaut
or an artist and went blind? Everything’s
gamble so far as guarding against disast
goes. Of course a wife may lose her job lil
any other worker — but it's a good risk.”

As we were being thus frank, I asked Geo
giana why she didn’t encourage Iloward Mo
ton, a friend of John's who was everythir
that was solid, substantial, middle-aged ar
good. Ever since Jane had begun to tie ri
bons in her hair, he had been right on tl
spot — an industrious publicity agent for hix
self. I even suspeeted that his specially e
pansive =miles were to prove to her that evel
tooth in his licad was sound.

“I don't sce what Jane would get out
marrying IToward Morton, except the sob
certainty of bread and butter,” said Georg
ana; “she nceds a good deal more than th
as a basis for her life work.”

course marriage had impended over Jar
more than once. Practically no girl reach
twenty immune. The necarest approach to
fatality —if I can put it that way — w:
with a young civil engincer, the very youn;
est brother of Georgiana’s very younge
friend, whom she asked down to Foxbrool
over Sunday. He was talking happily
Georgiana about its being lhis first trip Ea
sinee he left college, when Jane entered tl
room and he began to babble in his speec
At dinuer, however, he had got himself
hand and he told.us stories of camping trij
up in the Tetons, and of' wandering grizzlic
and of the discovery of a fossil beast with
name sounding like tetrahedron —or som
thing geometrical. Ilis conversational att
tude toward wild beasts as though they we
curb stones or the postman or any other ea
ual occurrence, was startling. Jane was
interested that when the telcphone bell ran
instead of rushing to answer as she usual
did, she pretended not to hear and looke
vexed when Junior called out: .

“Oh, Jane! It's Harry Wills wants
speak with you.”

“Oh, good evening, Harry,” said she, ar
our guest began to flag in his talk. “It’s pe
feetly dandy of you, Harry, but I can’t.-
No, honest, I've got an engagement. — Wh
mother has company — No, not always; b
this time I do— Well, I can’t anywa
there!” And she hung up the reeeiver d
cisively and bounced hack into her chair.

“ And did you find where that stream can
from, Mr. Hilton?” she demanded breat
lessly.

Quite surprisingly, Mr. Hilton’s busine
detained him in New York, and quite a wol
derful amount of that business time he ma
aged to spend in Foxbrooke. Jane found he
self taking long cross-country walks with hi
which were something of a novelty becau
she was used to being whisked over the cou
try in the automobiles of the “ Swarm.” B
one night Georgiana said to John as he w
taking off his necktie:

“ How would you like young Hilton for
son-in-law?”
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MAKING AVACATION PAY

By ORrisoN SwerT MARDEN

=8 HEN someone asked Presi-
B dent Roosevelt what par-
ticular thing he was going
to do at Oyster Bay in the
summer, he said he was
going to play just as hard
as he could.

Our great Ex-President
entered into his fun in the
same strenuous fashion which he earried into
matters of state; and this is one reaxon why
he did not succumb uunder the tremendous
stress and strain of his great burden. One's
ability to enter heartily, with whole soul and
body, into the thing at hand, and then to drop
it when through with it, ix one of the great
seerets of one's ability to carry great burdens
without breaking down. Therein lies the su-
preme value of n vacation.

The man who went away on his vacation
timid, vacillating, nervous and eaptious, the
man who used to go to pieces over little
things, comes back centered, poised, a safer,
saner business man, with sounder judgment
and greater initiative. Positiveness and crea-
tiveness are inereased by a good vaecation, and
the man should return feeling cqual to any
emergency, with a lot of dare and courage in
his nature, which were absent before. Can
anything pay better than an investment in
fresh brains, in strong, vigorous health, in in-
creased vitality /

What a miracle of change is wrought in
our great city population between the months
of June and October! Pale, emaciated, nerv-
ous, care-worn, excitable, fractious, touchy
men and women are transformed as if by
magic.  Sun-browned checks replace faded
ones; dull, tired eyes regain their luster, and
lagging steps are quickened into vigorous
ones. The tight-drawn lines of anxiety and
discouragement are ironed out, and a hopeful,
buoyant expression takes their place,

Many men of great natural ability go
through life doing mediocre work most of the
time, because they never learn the secret of
re-creating, refreshing, renewing themselves.
There are multitudes of people whose work
would improve itnmensely if they could only
learn how to renew, re-create themselves. The
sanity and power of all the mental faculties
depend upon it. Ilow quickly our courage,
enthusiasm, hope, faith, self-vonfidence, the
ability to stick begin to weaken the moment
the brain fags! One single hour of intensc
concentrated effort is worth more than days
of trying lo force tlte brain, in sccond-class
condition, to do first-class work.

Most men underestimate the tremendous
importance of mental freshness and vigor.
Good thinking can only come from a clear
brain, and a clear brain is dependent upon
pure blood; and only goed food, plenty of
sleep, lots of play, good, healthful recreation
in the open air, and mental harmony, can
make fresh blood.

It is force, vigor, robustness, spontaneity,
that count in one's creative work. If these
qualities arc absent, the product must be in-
ferior. No great work can be accomplished
hy an overworked or fagged brain. Many
people work harl so many heurs during the
week that they do not have sufficient rest or
reereation on Sunday to get rid of the brain
ash, the broken down tissues, from the week’s
work.  You may be sure that when your head
feels thick and dull and you have great
difficulty in concentrating your mind. there
are enemies of your efficiency in your bload
in the way of poisons, worn-out dead cells
that you must get rid of. Much of this can
be done by thinking, by mental chemistry, if
vou know how to do it, but nothing will take
the place of that refreshinent and self-renewal
which come from plenty of outdoor excreise,
slecp and recreation.  Foreed recreation, exer-

cise taken for the sake of health, amount to
very little. The right mental attitude has
everything to do with affecting what is de-
sired,

Men who have never learned to play heart-
ily and have spent their lives strenuously in
a business or profession have a very hard time
to learn to occupy the mind in an enjoyable
way while not at work. Many business men
scem to think that absolute rest, inactivity, is
the kind of vacation they need, but this is
often the hardest and most unprofitable kind
of work.

I know a man who takes his vaecation just
as people take a disagreeable medicine, not
beeanse he wants to. but because he thinks he
needs it, beeause he is forced to. His vaca-
tion is a bore to him because he never has
taken time from his strenuous life to.learn
how to play or how to enjoy himself. He ecan
not play golf, tennis, or croquet, or even
cards.  Ile knows nothing of any game. Ile
does not enjoy books. Society bores him.

THE BEST INVESTMENT THAT
MANY MEN MAKE during the year is
represented by the expense of their vaca-
tion. They are paying out money and
earning nolhing, but they are putling
themselves in superb condition for great
business on their return. They are over-
hauling their physical and mental ma-
chinery, renewing, restoring, lubricating,
polisiing the delicate bearings and put-
ting them in a condition to run smoothly |
and noiselessly for the balance of the

There 1is no investment which pays
such great dividends as keeping one’s
physical condition up to the highest
standard—upon {his hangs all our suc-
cess and happiness.

The right kind of a vacation multiplies
the power and effectiveness of all the fac-
ulties; it increases courage, confidence.
self-respect; tn fact every success and
happiness faculty. Could there be a bet-
ter investmentf

year. ‘

1 have seen men and women on their vaca-
tions who fussed and fretted and fumed and
worried so much that they neutralized all the
good effects of their outing.

To get the most good out of your vacation
you must give yourself to it with your whole
heart. You must not hear the hum of your
factory. you must not carry with you the
burdens and perplexities which have pinned
you down and robbed you of your comfort,
which have wearied and annoyed you for so
many months. If you do, you will return the
same wearied, fretting, unhappy mortal that
you were when you went away.

We Ought Not to Need Vacations

Every day ought to be a holiday. It is cll
wrong to look upon life as drudgery, as a
hardship. It should be a perpetual joy. There
ought to be recreation in every hour’s work;
a buoyaney and a love for it which would kill
all sense of drudgery, but unfortunately we
have not yet reached that ideal state and until
we do we need vacations.

Most Americans are afraid to let themselves
out completely in their play. There is a sert
of restraint and fear that they may be going
too far, or that it would not be dignified for &
man to act like a boy. This restraint keeps
many people from getting the best out of
their vacation.

Many people dress too much when on their
vacation. They feel too restrained, too dig-

nified; they do not get the proper freedo
The result is that they come back from th
dressed-up vaeations at fashionable reso
almost as tired as they went. When secki
health and recreation, one ought to let

everything which restricts and eramps, so th
there will be no strain or tensity anywhere
one's nature.

Just cut yourself off from everything |
hind you and feel that you are a free ma
fecl the same abandon and buoyancy that t
young animals feel when skipping and ga
bolling over the farm, or that children feel
their play. But if you drag with you all yo
cares and anxieties, the things that have w
ried and harassed and embarrassed you, yo
vaeation will do you very little good.

People who woark all the time become
dry. and parched and dreary as a desert wif
out rain.

Do not think, my friend, that because y
arc hustling every minute, because you * ke
everlastingly at it,” you are accomplishing t
maximum of your capability. Your lit
trips in the country, the time you spend te
ing a friend out sailing, may really count f
much more in your great life work than t
same time spent grinding in your office
factory.

One of the best vacation investments is t
increasing of one’s acquaintances, the maki
of new friends. Sometimes the best thin
that have come to us have resulted from e
quaintances formed on our travels and vac
tions. Get rid of this idea that is ingrain
i1 most of us that when we are not everla:
ingly grinding away at our work, we &g
wasting time or opportunity. Even from
monetary standpoint 8 man often makes mc
as the result of his vacation, increasing 1
power, his efficiency, than he ever does duril
the same time in his office or factory.

No Musts in a Vacation

I know people whose idea of a vacation
an opportunity to write a book, paint.a p:
ture, or to do something which they have n
bhad time or opportunity to do before. A v
cation for a hard worker ought to mean fre
dom from all *“ musts,” Many people are su
victims of the imperious “ must,” they ha
such a conviction that they must do this, th
they must do that, that when they do have
little leisure they can not enjoy it. Such
vacation is not holidaying at all. It is mere
shifting one’s work,

To get the most out of your vacation, ke
the “mwust” out of your play. Just go o
to have a jolly good time, to play, to froli
be a boy again, forget your vecation, forg
the past, be free.

The most important investment you e
ever make will be that of developing and e
tivating, what will give you interest, occup
tion, and happiness in your declining yea
Remember that if your whole life is spent
a rut, if all your energies are devoted to yo
little specialty and you gradually lose yo
interest in everything else. wlen you a
finally foreced out of that rut by age or
health you will have nothing to fall back ups
for satisfaction or enjoyment.

I know a multi-millionaire who with all }
wealth is absolutely incapable of real enjo
ment, becausc he can not slow down, he e
not shut off steam from his mental machine
after he gets through producing. He giv
one the impression that he is always key
up to the highest tension, He makes one fc
that there is nothing worth while outside
business; that it is the chief object and ai
of life.

He has never had time to read, never cul
vated a taste for art or music or literatui

[Continued on page 61)
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army does not provide for a commander-in-
chiet in time of war.

General Goiran said that he did not believe
in placing the army command in the hands
of one man, and that he never would agree to
such a propozal. The opposition immediately
raised the point that this stand was directly
contrary to that of his predecessor, M. Ber-
teaux. recently killed by an acroplane.

Upon this slight pretext of theoretical disa-
greement a vote of lack of confidence in the
ministry was forced.

The assertion immediately was made freely
in Paris that the Socialists and the Radicals
had taken this chance of ridding themselves
of the ministry owing to the support the
ministry had given to proportional represen-
tation,

The two political parties believed that pro-
purtional representation, in giving represen-
tation to the minority, meant the overthrow of
their present joint control. They did net ex-
peet the government would support the meas-
ure actively, however, until the Chamber by
a vote of 341 to 343 endorsed the new bill.
Then an immediate search was begun for any
weapon to employ against the ministry.

Tue Coroxatiox of Grorce V

(ieorge V of England was crowned accord-
ing to program. Nothing except a light rain
which marred the deeorations and thinned the
crowds on the evening of the great ceremonial
day. disarranged the schedule. With all the
claborate pomp ereated through ten eenturies
by a people with a talent for solemnities, the
Church of England gave its formal recogni-
tion to the head of the State of England.

Outworn symbols? They were and are.
“ But no man of English or any other blood.
if his blood ran warm and red,” says the New
York Sun, “could have seen and heard the
solemn rite without reverence and emotion.”™
So does the past grip us all; and so do our
emotions still respond to the stimulus of eyes
and ears rather than the stimulus of direct
ideas. .

That gaudy, half-barbaric procession of
state coaches and half-dependent monarchs
which preceded the King to the Abbey, that
mosaic of velvet and ermine and jewels which
carpeted the mother-church of old England,
that sucecession of splendid and hallowed rites
which made George V all a King, have a pe-
culiar responsc in the hearts of British peo-
ple. The peal of trumpets, the salute of guns,
the shout of “God Save the King,” echoed.
literally, around the world; the flashes of the
cannon pierced morning shades in Vancouver
and evening shades in Calcutta.

They are a peculiar people, the English;
their firm character shows not only in their
solid respect for law and order, but also in
this respeet for formulas and antique rites.
The cheers of the millions who saw at least
the outside of the Abbey on that historie day,
of the hundreds of millions who held it in
their minds, were doubtless genuine. It is a
real thing to the British, or it would not exist.

THE Go\mmww Stupies THE StEEL Trust

America’s romance of millions and miHion-
aires, of big men in big business, and of utter
disregard for the public's interest when that
interest and private business eonfliet, is told
in the Bureau of Corporations report on the
steel industry.

Roosevelt set the burcau at work on this
report, but it made slow progress, After drag-
ging along for years, Taft recently issued
orders that the steel report must be rushed to
completion, and under this direction a partial
report has been made publie. It ecovers the
history of iron and steel from the beginning
down to the substantinl achievement of the
consolidation of the United States Steel cor-
poration. It tells of modest beginnings; of
expanding fortunes; of the rise of Carnegie:
of his rapid increase until he overshadowed
all rivals in steel, and then beeame able to dice-
tate terms to the great railroad and financial
powers, iz power at last had become ro
wreut that the only way to prevent his becom-

ing absolute master. was to buy hiin out and,
in the behoof of all the powers of the indus-
try. form an even greater combination, which
should bring peace. quiet and order to the
market.

That is briefly the story. Morgan brought
peace. Ie ended rate and price cutting. He
secured stability in the market. But the
price which the public has paid is a high one.
The report studies the actual values of prop-
erties before the consolidation, and the prices
at which they were put into the merger. It
shows how vast a part of the capitalization of
the trust is still water. despite the immense
increase in both physical valuation and un-
carned increment since the consolidation was
perfeeted.

In short. the story of the steel corporation
is the finished tale of a single interest rising
to domination of the greatest industrial con-
cern in the world. Through the report runs
the thread of insistence on the immensity of
the power thus coneentrated: the same little
group of people control the nation's money
through the big banks; its railroads, its steel
industry, and a vast number of other indus-
trial combinations.

The report is accepted by many members of
Congress as removing all uncertainty about
the tariff on steel and iron. These ¢laim that
there is little sense in the protection that
serves chiefly the purpose of holding up the
trust’s hands in the effort to dominate the
world's markets. The department of justice
has for some time been working on prelimina-
ries to an anti-trust action against the Steel
Corporation, and it is confidently predicted
that such a case will be filed in time to give
the Taft administration the full benefit of the
politieal eredit for such a move.

Stcae Trrst axp TieE Morvoxs

The

Dead men tell no tales. Ilenry O. Ilave-
meyer, founder and for thirty years czar of
the sugar trust, can make no retort to the
minions now charging to him all the illegal
acts of .the trust. It is hardly to be doubted,
in view of the record, that Ilavemeyer was
an undesirable citizen. But his partners of
a few years ago, who now charge to him every
misdeed of thirty years’ history of sugar mo-
nopoly, would scem to pay him very high
tribute. That one man could devise so many
projects in corruption and distortion of hetter
ideals and impose his will so absolutely on
such a horde of weak-willing subordinates, is
at least difficult of belief.

It is little more than a year since a sensa-
tional magazine story of partnership between
the sugar trust and the Mormon church was
denounced as the acme of muckraking. Yet
under the cold analysis of congressional in-
vestigation it is admitted to be true. No less
a person than Joseph F. Smith, president of
the church, has told the Ilardwick investi-
gating committee of the House of Represen-
tatives, the story of the partnership between
Mormonism and the trust.

The Mormons had established bect sugar
factories, in the effort to develop their coun-
try and enrich their people. They neceded
capital. Ilavemeyer had it. llavemeyer saw
a future in bect sugar, or said he did. The
evidence is rather that he saw the nced of
controlling it in order to make it fight his
battles for high protection. Anyhow, Ilave-
meyer offered to provide the Mormons with
the capital they needed if they would join
forees with him. They did. Thereafter the
church named the direetors and provided the
“front” to the beet-sugar corporations in
which they were jointly interested, while the
sugar trust made the policy.

It was a great combination. The trust
made its pleas for protection through the beet-
sugar people, who insisted that a promising
infant industry was in need of sustenance.
Ou the pretext of serving bheet sugar, the tar-
iff schedule was adjusted to the needs of the
refining trust and to its designs of gathering
in immense profits, The Mormon end of the
partnership was handsomely cared for by
being assigned a_great territory in which to
distribute its products.

SUCCES

Ciamity Workers Ask A QuesTtioy

* What have we done?™ was the text of tl
thirty-cighth annual session of the Nation:
Conference of Charities and (‘orrmn(m hel
in Boston in June,

*“ What is our actual :\w-nmplls]nnem, [
recorded, not in the discussions of this an
similar bodies, but in the statute books ¢
state and nation, in the actx of administratiy
officials, and in the work of charitable age
cies?” asked Homer Folks.

ile found the results so moderate that 1
concluded  with the statement: “ We ma
each, in our respeetive lines of social worl
without fear of danger from excessive movi
ment, sound the signal. * Full speed ahcad.

The discussion ranged over the surface «
the needs for the public health—the housin
and the eare of children, delinquent an
otherwise, and the state prevention of indu:
trial diseases.  Dr. Alice Ilamilton of Hu
ITouse, Chicago, asserted that the Unite
States knew little of industrial discase for th
reason that the workers employed in the mo:
unhealthful and dangerous trades are newl
arrived emigrants who suffer and die unpre
testingly.

*“There is a widespread but erroneous b
lief.” she said. “ that this country suffers les
from trade diseases than the older countries.

Mrs. Raymond Robins, President of th
Women'’s Trade U'nion Leagues, stated tha
$12 a week is the lowest wage on which
working woman can live in simple comfor
This lowest wage scale is the actual highe:
weekly wage seale of women employed i
many trades.

Corrkct Recatta WEeEK
This is Cornell’s year in athletics. It fin
ished the greatest sporting year in its his

tory by taking a hard-won rowing victor
from Columbia at the Poughkecpsie regatt:
That erew had already beaten Yale, Harvar
and Princeton. Further back., Cornell ha
won the Intereollegiate Field Day in whie
its great athlete, John Paul Jones, broke th
world's record—hitherto deemed impregnabl
to American assault—for the mile run.

This final victory was perhaps the greates
race the Hudson ever saw. Columbia, unde
tbe expert coaching of Rice, had developed
erew of rangy young men who rowed togethe
like a machine. KExperts found only one s«
rious fault. Sage, at bow, was too slight, the
said. Other men have rowed in ’varsity race
at his weight—156 pounds—hut these wer
of sturdicr build than he. Riece, howeve
held him in the boat because of his skill, hi
pluck, and the watermanship born from a rac
of oarsmen.

Cornell had taken the four-oared race an
Columbia the freshman eights, and honor
were even between the lords of the river, whe
the 'varsity cights took the water. Columbi
spurted at once, with Cornell close up. With
in the first mile, the race was between thes
two; Pennsylvania, Wisconsin and Syracus
were never factors. Rowing perfectly, Co
lumbia held her lead against three or fou
Cornell spurts. At three miles, Columbia ha
open water ahead of Cornell’s bow man. The
had gone nearly a half mile further whe:
Cornell started her last desperate spurt.

The Columbia coxswain ordered up th
stroke. It was then that Sage, who had bee
working like a machine, suddenly fell for
ward. By some cffort of the will, he recov
cred and tried to fall into the swing. Iis oa
waved helplessly; he was not able to get th
blade into the water. Downing, the strok
unaware of what had happened at his back
made desperate efforts to stave off the Cornel
rush; and he, too, began to crumple. Cornel
tired but still able, held the spurt and led b,
a length at the line. By this time, Sage an
Downing were passengers.

The annual contest between Ilarvard an
Yale was won this year by the former, botl
the cight and four-oar events being capture
by the men from Cambridge. In the princips
event ITarvard won by fifteen lengths.  Yale
xole consolation for the day's races lay in th
victory of their freshman cight.
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‘ravels with a Junk Man in
Arcadia

nt to his family in the old barn, as a com-
ion for * William ” and * Melchizedek "—
t was the dream of his old age, and the end
] aim of his peddling junk, an activity
ich he was under no actual necessity to
sue, was merely—to buy an elephant.
~was curious a8 to what mountains of old
vspapers  and  wildernesses  of old iron,
tld be needed finally to amass into an cle-
int. So I asked John the average price of
ood elephant. “ A fine well clephant,” he
wered, * would run into about fifteen thou-
d dollars,” and he branched out into much
eresting learning on the various types and
els of eclephants, valuable information
ich I should like to impart in my turn to
reader, but that it has unfortunately cs-
ed my memory. Ilowever, I remnember
t the noblest breed came from Africa. The
lian variety were much inferior. Ile had
rady saved enough money to buy one of
se, but nothing would content him but the
le African animal, and this he must wait
another yenr or two. I mentally made a
v that if a certain picee of luck bhefell me,
hould beg leave to buy a share in an ele-
int with him, as one buys shares in a
ooner; for of all things in the world, I
1ld have loved nothing better than to have
n old John perambulating the country
cs, cnthroned onm an elephant. If he
ked ltke a king in a fairy-tale, as it was,
ted on his junk-eart; what a sublime im-
ssiveness would have been his aloft upon
clephant!

3ut alas!—well, it is too ecarly for sad
ughts about Old John; and who knows but
that journcy into the unknown on which,
hout warning, he has started, he is wot
veling in state on an elephant. Perhaps
eed, that old ecircus friend of his boyhood
denly turned up at his barn-door one star-
night, and carried him on through the
kness to the dawn.

Chapter III

Warrix¢ For THE DBLUEBIRD

T had been one of those stubborn winters
ich scem as if they will never end, as if
 frost will never loosen its grim hold on
- world; winters in which the heart fails
h the weary monotony of the snow, and.
April ends with fitful broken promises of
ing, one really begins to think that some-
ng has gone wrong .with the universe. and
t the old earth has at last lost its famous
ck of growing young again. Many a day
e had leaped up with beating heart at
ne delusive signal that the ancient ma-
nery was revolving unimpaired, only to
k back again in impatient desnair. Sud-
1]y one morning, there wovld be a startling
st and commotion of wi:gs in the so long
.nt orchard. The starlines are back again.
ey surcly can not be mistaken. DBut nol
v are gone again, and the dark sky scttles
vn like an iron lid over the gleaming land-
pe. Still another morning, a breath meets
at the open door, like an invisible rose-
:h, and the sun rolls a flood of soft gold
r the frozen meadows, and patches of green
ead out, and the brooks are heard running,
] there is a flute calling so heavenly clear
vn among the guarled apple-trecs. O this
1e there is no mistake! This, of course, is
ing. But when you look through your
rdow-curtains next morning—what is this
inous white silence everywhere. You rub
ir eyes. You protest against the patent ab-
dity of the thing. But it is true, for all
t. A foot of snow has fallen in the night!
d there we are back again just where we
ran, and the meadows to be all melted over
\in.

[he winter had been particularly hard on
1 John’s rheumatism; and, besides, for a
n of his age, winter at the best seems a

Even as the piano is the chief
instrument for the interpreta-
tion of music, so does the Stein~
way tlom.inate all other pinnoo.
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Accounting
FE.very Business Man
Should Know

By E. E. GARRISON, President The National
Post Company

Published by Doubleday, Page & Co.

Do you know how to
read a balance sheet prop-
erly? Few business men do

If you will read ‘“Accounting Every Business Man
Should Know," you will understand what it is all
about and probably revise your present one. The
book has been well reviewed.

*“The writer has had wide experience in handling the
problems of which he treats; his work has not been
confined to a single business, but has extended to a
diversity of enterprises. . . . Consequently, he is well
calculated to speak with authority. Beginning with
the most elementary transactions and the most funda-
mental principles, he proceeds to discuss, among other
topics, the complicated ledger system, valuation and
reserves, department costs, and the devising of account-
ing systems to suit the peculiar characteristics of partic-
ular businesses. The varnous chapters are concise and
to the point."—The Nation.

Valuable Text-Book

“*To the man who is content to allow his bookkeeper
to account for the details of his business and considers
that he has gained sufficient knowledge of his affairs
from his balance sheet, ‘Accounting Every Business
Man Should Know ' will prove a revelation, as well as a
valuable aid and textbook.”—The W all Street Journal.

The Informed and Uninformed

“The best informed business man could scarcely read
this book and not learn something, and the uninformed
man ought not to get along without it.”—/nsurance
and Commercial.

Reducing Business Failures

“1f the suggestions contained in this book were
generally adopted, they would be a mighty factor in
reducing the number of failures and business embarrass-
ments.”"—Boot and Shoe Recorder.

Solves Intricate Problems

* Many large business concerns have received inesti-
mable benefit from his services, and under his guidance
have solved intricate problems of organization.”"—
Journal and Courier, New Haven, Conn.

Its Purpose

**The author’s intimate acquaintance with his subject,
combined with a happy faculty of expression, has
enabled him to really present a book that ‘every busi-
ness man should know.” Its purpose, to which it lives
up, is ‘ to explain away the obscurity which frequently
hides the veal values and purpose of accounting.’”—
American Machinist.

Interesting Reading

“A little treatise which—singular as it may seem—is
interesting reading, apart from its value as a text-book.
Any man of business who would emancipate himseif
from thraldom to his bookkeeper—without muddling
his books by ignorant authority—can do so with Mr.
Garrison’s assistance.”—New York Times.

Warmly Recommended

“We waimly recommend this volume to all those
business men who are overconfident of their ability to
watch a large enterprise and to direct it in all its details.
They will gain from its pages some greatly needed
light.”—Boston Herald.

Net, $1.20. (Add postage, 12 cts,)

Order from o -
The National Post Company

29 East 22d Street New York

12 subscribers (of record) mentlon SUCCESS MAGAZINE in answering advertiscments, they arc protected by our guarantee against loss.

rarticularly cruel waste of time. However, as
he said, in all his hundred and three years
he had never known the spring to fail yet, so
he guessed it would be'all right, if we had a
little more paticnce.  Aud one night, toward
the end of April, as I walked up from the vil-
lage, past some low-lying marshes, all as yet
apparently snow and gloom, surc enough there
was suddenly in the air an unmistakable
sound, a low wide-spread shrill singing down
there in the misty Hats. My heart could hard-
ly believe it.  Old John’s barn was close by.
I ran off to him with the news.

“Did you hear it, John?” I cried exeit-
edly.

“ Hear what?” asked the old man, whose
growing deafness was his one infirmity.

*“(ome out and listen,” I said. And he
came and stood with me by the barn-door, lis-
tening to the frail shrill piping. Then a
smile it up his old face.

“Peepers! by the Lord,” he exelaimed,
happy as a hoy.

Yes! the * peepers,” the young frogs, were
awake. Suddenly, with mysterious unanim-
ity, as though at the sweep of some unseen
conductor’s baton, they had chosen this spe-
cial night to open up their orchestra. Down
there in the marshes they were playing the
overture of spring.

Of course the good news had to be told at
once to * William ” and Melchizedck, who ex-
pressed their satisfaction after their kind.

“It'll soon be time to be moving now, old
friends,” said John as he patted his two com-
panions.

“John,” said I, a sudden fancy taking me,
and a great longing to share their wandering
life out therc on the free road. * John, won't
you let me join the family? I'd like nothing
Letter than to go with you.”

“ And T’d like nothing better than to have
you go,” answered Old John heartily; and,
taking my hand, he added, “you're the first
I've cver =aid that to—and it heaus a good
deal, for I always take this trip alone—but
somehow, well, perhaps I’ll tell you about it as
we go along.”

“When shall we start, John?”

“With the first bluebird,” was his answer,
as though he had been quoting a tin:e-table.

Chapter 1V

Iy Waica I Joiy Oup Joux oy PiLcriMAGE

THEe bluebird didn’t keep us waiting long;
indeed a day or two after that grand annual
opening concert of the “peepers,” I spied
three at once on the cherry-tree that shadows
my window; and, when I went to take the
news to Old John, there was another on the
telegraph line that runs by the barn. John
was already deep in his preparations for de-
parture. For the purpose of this special year-
ly trip of his, he brought out from its obseur-
ity in a dim eorncer of his abode a cart of
much more antiquated type than that which
he usually employed, a type seldom seen now-
adays outside of muscums, a sort of small
stage-coach affair, composed of numerous
small compartments each fitted with a door,
and designed to hold various forms of er-
chandise. These John had already stocked,
not merely with every conceivable species of
tinware, but even with minor novelties of
feminine adornments, hat-pins, curling-irons,
hairpins, hair-ribbons, cheap perfumes, feath-
ers, cheap jewelry, shoe-laces, and the like.
There was also an attractive candy compart-
ment. For the men there was an extensive
assortment of tohacco and pipes, and a place
packed tight with playing cards. Children’s
toys took up considerable space and fire-crack-
ers and tin horns made no inconsiderable part
of the cargo. In fact, Old John had turned
his ancient conveyanece into something like a
ten-cent novelty store on wheels. There was
scarcely a five- or ten-cent desire incidental
to the human heart from five to eighty-five
that he had not foreseenand provided for. The
bells that usually swung festooned on a sway-
ing line across the front of his cart, in the
professional manner, he had distributed along
the shafts, and for the purpose of more sen-
sational announcement of his arrival in lonely

SUCCE

places, an immense cow-horn was slung
front of the wagon to the right of the drix
seat, which was provided by a shallow car
against the weather. “1T guess she’s ready
the road,” said John, casting an admiring
of final inspection over his four-wheeled st
“I don’t see that I've forgotten anybody.
if its agreeable to you, seven sharp to-mor
morning, we'll make a start.”

The day had gone by, as I stayed with |
giving a helping hand to his preparations,
the moon was rising clear behind a bel
woodland.

“It’ll be a fine morning, and good wea:
for a day or two, anyway,” he said, scam
the sky with his wise old eyes. “ Now
be off, and get a good night'’s rest and I'l
up at your place seven sharp.”

And sure enough, next morning promp
the second, there were Old John'’s bells
gling up the lane, and presently a mig
blast of the cow-horn, such as I sheuld ha
have thought his old lungs capable of,
nounced that our cavaleade was at the g
“William’s” coat which had been ne
elipped for the oceasion was shining like
morning, and Melchizedek’s joyous bark
full of the renewed energy of spring. An
miring ring of small boys, and one or
neighbors had collected to see us off, and
sprang up to my place alongside of Old Jc
he took the cow-horn from its place, and L
another mighty blast, and we were off.

The old man seemed twenty years your
with the excitement of setting out. .
it’s good to be on the read again, isn’t it,*)
liam,”” he ealled, expanding his broad sh
ders as he took in great draughts of the me
ing air. And “ William ” neighed lustily
assent, and Melchizedek, running at our s
seconded the motion over and over again,
we went musically on our way.

“ By night, if we make good going we 8!
sleep by the sen,” said the old man.

{To be continued]

corrr 68 440
He Made Good

He was a bibulous Baltimore newspa
man. One day he eame into the office aftc
long and spirited absenee.

“ Back, eh?” said the city editor. “W
let me tell you something, You have
brought anything worth while into this of
for weeks. I want you to go out this min
and do not return until you bring a story
a good story.”

The city editor returned to his work and
woozy reporter went away, good soldier t
he was, without comment upon his march
orders.

Three or four hours later he eame back.
elothes were muddy, his hands were scratel
he was panting, and each pant showed that
breath was even more so than it had been w]
he had been given his Spartan instructic
Walking up to the city editor he said:

“Sh-h! TI've got a story; a good story
big story.”

“What is it?”

“ Unknown bicycle rider going down
thedral Street; Cardinal Gibbons cross
street; bicyelist did not slow up or give wa
ing; Cardinal was struck and knocked dov
biceyelist didn’t stop to see how badly he +
hurt, or anything, but kept on, faster ti
ever.”

“Well that’s a biggish story all right,
you're sure it's all true.”

After a time the city editor came to
man, who was busily working on his stc
and said:

“Say, old man, the police stations do
know anything about that accident to Cardi
Gibbons. Are you sure you're right about it

“ Absolutely ! ”

“But why don’t the police know anythi
about it?”

“ Well, you see, the fact is that—er—er—
—if the police knew about it or had scen
I couldn’t be here to write it.”

“Why?”

“Sh-h-h-h-h! Tt was me hit ’im!”

Sce page 3
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So»

he Messenger

It wasn't that she reminded him of his
nise, but it gave him courage.  He turned
is seat, cleared his throat and said: * Doc,
like you to sce my boy, if you would!™
Eh! what’s that¢”  The doctor was look-
at his watch. lle bhad made all his ar-
rements to go back on the eleven-thirty
n; it was now ten o’elock.

I say, 1 would like you to look at my boy,
sick.

Well, well, T'm afraid T’ hardly have
»: I must eatch that eleven-thirty train.”

n he added: * What's the matter with
P

Well, you see, he's a—a—a—" ho
dn’t remember that word that softened

meaning — *“ a little fool,” he finally said.
You mean a deficient2” the doctor asked.
im jumped at the word. * Yes, that's it,
or—a deficient.”
Well, you don’t want me to see him; [
t do anything for him; — you should send
to an institution
No, no, doc —you don’t understand —
got a cough, you see; had it all winter;
s what 1 want you to see him for. Send
to an institution ™ He repeated it after
wse with an expression like a dead smile.
tere’s my house™; he said, pointing —
n’t take you ten minutes on your way
.”  Jim was auxious — over-anxious —
now hopeful at the great Professor's si-
c. “1'd like to pay you now for it, same
hough you came a purpose.”
he doctor was smiling on the back seat.
ow much do you suppose 1 charge for
ing up here?”
I've got no idea, but whatever it is, I can
it.” .
Two hundred dollars,” the doctor said.
im leancd over, put his whip back in its
et and buried his land in his breeches
cet.  When he withdrew it, it held a wad
ig as a ripe cucumber. Tle picked off four
. and handed them back to the doctor
lout turning in his scat.
he doctor took them, still smiling at the
d expressionless back.  Ile finally said:
» you expect this to cure him?¢”
No, Doc.” Jim’s face was serious as he
ied a half view of it to the doctor. “It’s
tly on the mother’s account,” he said.
Whe's going to take me back to the de-
' the doctor finally asked.
I am.”
Very well, then, wait for me and I'll get
y a little sooner.” The doctor was scpa-
ng the bills as he said it.. Poking three
hemn over Jim's left shoulder he said:
ore I've helped myself to what I want;
the rest back in your pocket.” .
m raised his hand in protest. “ No, doc,
mother will feel better at that price,” just
hey turned into the gate of the Gardner
e, where Dr. Perkins’s old horse was tied
post.
or half an hour Jim alternately flecked
whip at the carly dandelions in the grass
gazed at the flowers in the conservatory
. the windows raised. Finally the front
- opened and the great Professor came
putting on his hat and laughing. Ile
- a deliberate look at Jim, then got into
carryall.  When they passed out of the
. the doctor leaned forward and said, still
ing, “ What did you do to Dr. Perkins?”
a moment there was a pause, then Jim

Sold him a horse.”

What did he do to you?” The doctor’s
were twinkling and his face was twitch-
as he asked it.

m cleared bis threat and said: “Ile told
little fellow and his mother that the

'h would break his neck.,” For an instant
doctor’s face sobered, then he said: “ You

’t tell him anything like that about tho
C? ”

No, sir.” And Jim snid it with convie-
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tion, just as he pulled up to the little honse
by the read and half way to the depot.

Scated ina high-chair by the table and his
microscope with a big new bow at his neck,
his head supported by the jury mast Jimmie
waited, with his mother beside him, putting
finishing touches to the little derelict, just as
big Jim opened the door.

* Mother, this is  the Professor.”  Jim
didu’t know his name, but * Professor” was
good enough for him.

Professor Johnson nodded to Mrs. Cronin.
Then his eyes rested upon Jimmie, but only
for a moment.  Jimmie was trying to bow,
and smiling a wrinkled, forlorn, grotesque
smile, that made the dector turn to the
mother — in kinduess.  * Iow loug has he
been coughing 2" he asked.  She told him all
about it from the leginning, with Mary
Sharp standing in the kitehen doorway, her
wrinkled sleeves turned down to the wrist.
When Mrs, Cronin had finished, Mary Sharp
prompted: * Ile vomited at first,” she said, as
though the forgotten symptom would change
the whole situation; and Mrs. Cronin, realiz-
ing the gravity of her error, told it all over
again, but backwards. The doctor was squint-
ing, looking at a flower over by the, window.
Ile got up from his scat, went over to it and
touched 1t — it was a green rose, in full
bloom! * What’s thix¢” he asked, turning to
Mrs. Cronin seated on the sofa,

“Ol, it’s one of Jimmies flowers,” she
said, half apologetically.

* A green rose!” and then * Very remark-
able! ™ And this?” he asked: © It was the
blue geranium with leaves thick and fleshy.

“Oh, that's Jimmies, too.”  Old Hoss
Cronin answered, now standing beside Jim-
mic's chair, his hand on Jimmics sharp
shoulder.

The doctor turned to look at Jimmie, a be-
wildered expression on his face.  lle said: * I
will listen to his chest.”  lle went over to
where Jimmie was seated, his little legs dan-
gling from the high-chair. Seeing the pile of
neatly arranged papers on the table, he picked
up the top sheet and read it all, with the little
sheet pinned to it marked “ Organice and In-
organie Equivalents.” Little fine creeps were
running down the doctor's back. Tle took up
a dozen sheets hurriedly, went over to the
window and read them, every scrap. * Who
wrote this?” It was loud and sudden, star-
tling to the others in the room. They looked
at him dismayed.

“Who wrote this?”
a blast.

“Why, Jimmic!” Tt was Mrs. Cronin, who
thought he had gone ecrazy.

“ He — he — he — wrote  this!
woman, do you mean to say

“ Why, yes, doctor, Jimmic wrote it.”
Cronin was frightened.

The doetor was looking at Jimmie, his eyes
staring, his face holding an expression of be-
wilderment. Ile laid the papers hack on the
table, gently; then turned to Jimmie, and
seeing for the first time the big blue tie and
the white turnover collar that extended the
full width of his narrow shoulders, he said:
“ How long have you been studying the chem-
istry of plants— Mr. Cronin?” the name
came as an after-thought, whispered like an
apology ventured.

Jim and his wife were seated on the horse-
hair sofa when he asked it.  Something had
happened since the doctor had looked at those
poor little foolish sheets.  Something way
wrong, very wrong, since the great specialist
was questioning him with “ Mr.” and “ Sir.”
An impending catastrophe threatened like
that paroxysm in the kitchen when Jimmie
had the whooping cough. Jim felt it in his
wife’s trembling band that his now covered,
hut you could bet your life it wouldn’t hap-
pen agein., Jim rose from his seat: “ You'll
miss your train,” he said. It was like a pro-
test,

It shot out again like

My God,
»

Mrs.
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e Argand light, his checks splotched with
d, his sunken eyes glistening like stars,
oked indeed as a Martian might have looked
opped for a space from another world, It
s the doctor who saw it and spoke while
¢ great botanist gazed into the carth of the
routing bulb. * 1 see,”’ he said, his face
id voice modulated by the dim light of the
om and its surroundings, * 1 see you are a
ligionist!” The great head nodded twice,
verently. * But not,” he nnswerml, “as
*rhups you think. I{eligmn. he continued,
in its accepted meaning of to-day, is stupid
it's a compromise —a Jeity bent and
visted — mysteries made miracles to bear it
1t. A Deity?! Yes; who can fail to see it
ho studies Nature?! Nature, that we call in-
iimate, and all about us are the angels
eying the great Master, checrfully, gladly,
exorably : and some day we will follow their
cample; think of it, sir, man taught by the
imb! It must be that they are intelligent,
23, perhnps suporlor beings, these living,
rowing flowers,”

His face was radiant. On the sofa his
other held old Hoss Cronin’s hand, and, like
>r own, it was wet and soggy. Twice she
ade as though to speak to him; now she
hispered: * llow clear lhis voice!™ The
setor. too, felt the spell of it: his eyes were
lf closed watching Jimmic; when he was
out to speak, Professor Girovesmith said hur-
edly: “ What's this¢” lle was gnzing into
e microscope, his face flushed, his brow
irrowed.  * Come, quick! Sece! What s
?”  Jimmie's arms were now outstretehed.
Don’t touch it! Move me,” he cried. The
octor quickly moved him, chair and all,

placing him before his microscope and the
little X-ray that buzzed and spluttered. ** Ah!
Here it is — turn off the switch, quick! Yes,
yes, it's here —it's here!” They gazed at
him. Oh, what a change! The great head no
longer looked incongruous — the head of a
master now leaned over his microscope,
bathed in the brilliant light of the Argand
burner.

“ A peneil! paper! quick! —turn out the
lights — all the lights!” The room was in
darkness. A stitled sound came from the
horschair lounge. Then from the center of
the room: * Yes, mother, yes —it's as you
said — they choose their color —in the morn-
ing from the rising sun — and now — it —"
he was writing on the pad — he had slipped
his little chin rest to sec the better —¢ Ah,
how wonderful — how —— "

Something was happening in the darkened
room — on the table — papers were rustling
—roughly. *Jimmie!” It came from the
sofa in a feminine voice freighted with appre-
hension — then a gurgling sound, as though
tryving to anawer — then it came —a gasp, in
a crash of falling things and breaking glass
on the floer at their feet.

“ A light, quick!” It was the doctor. The
door of the kitchen was thrown open vio-
lently! From the light-flooded room a single
shaft flashed it all in view — table — glass —
carth — papers — all black and charred from
the overturned jar. And in the ceuter of it
all the little derelict, his back towards them,
but bis face upturned.

Nature had jealously recalled her little
messenger. Had elosed the door of her treas-
ure room. Jimmie was dead.

Continued from page 19

[unnelling through the Mind

sing it to keep an imaginary wheel in mo-
on, and at the same time she regularly
1ised and lowered her right foot. This state
f affairs had lasted for many months, pre-
ious to which her health had been excellent.
uestioned as to the circumstances attending
e onset of the tie, she could give no infor-
iation whatever. In fact, she scemed to be
naware that her hand and fout were perpetu-
ly moving. From her parents, however, it
as learned that the trouble had set in fol-
wing a restlels night, during which she had
ilked in her sleep, saying over and over, “1
st work! I must work!” Ilypnotizing
cr, Dr. Janet said:

“I want you to try and remember just
hen you were taken ill, and anything of im-
ortance that occurred immediately before the
eginning of your illness. Had you been
orried by anything?”

“Yes,” she instantly replicd.

“ What was it?”

“My parents’ poverty.”

“But they have always been poor.”

“I know that. But I did not realize it
ntil one night, when the rent was due, and

heard them talking of the difficulty they
ould have in paying it.”

“ And that was the night your hand and
oot began to move, and you were heard to
ry out in your sleep: ‘I must work, I must
ork 777

“Tt was.”

“ What is your occupation?”

“T make dolls’ eyves.”

You make them by means of a lathe, which
ou work by treading a pedal with your foot
nd turmng a fly-wheel with your right
and?”

g )‘(‘,S.”

No more questions were necessary. It was
lear that the conversation overheard by the
irl had made a deep and lasting impression
n her emotional nature; had roused in her
n iotense desire to be as helpful to her
arents as she could: and had suggested to

er the idea of workmg harder than ever; a-

nggestion which, by a physical process as yet
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little understood, had blossomed into an hys-
terieal tie.

Caused by suggestion, her malady was
curable by suggestion, as Dr. Janet quickly

demonstrated after he had ascertained the.

basic idea which it was necessary to expel
from her mind.

Not everybedy, however, con be hypnotized,
nor is the use of hypnotism always desirable.
Psycho-pathologists consequently have been
obliged to work out other methods of recov-
ering lost memories, the method of the sleep-
waking state, already referred to, being one of
these. Another is what is known as auto-
writing.

This involves precisely the same phenome-
non often manifested by spiritistic “me-
diums,” who, passing into a trance-like state,
write communiecations supposed to come from
disincarnate spirits. In reality, such com-
munications represent only the eontents of
the medium’s subconsciousness, as investiga-
tion has shown; and, moreover, it is now
known that many people, under suitable con-
ditions, can produce automatic writing with-
out going into the trance state. Taking ad-
vantage of this fact, psychologieally trained
physicians often utilize automatic writing to
obtain the information they desire.

A striking case in point is one recorded by
Dr. Janct. A patient of his, as the result of
a profound emotional shock, was afflicted by
chronic amnesia or loss of memory. She
could remember nothing. So complete was
the amnesia that it was necessary for her to
earry a little pad of paper on which she con-
stantly noted the events of her every-day life,
in order to be able to keep track of herself.

Before a cure could be effected it was im-
perative to know whether the memory faculty
had actually been blotted out, or whether she
preserved a subconscious memory of the inei-
dents, which, so far as any conscious mem-
ory was concerned, she undoubtedly had for-
gotten. There were little occurrences in her
conduct which led Dr. Janet to suspect that
the memory loss might not be so complete as
it scemed. For instance, sume time after she
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had experienced the disease-producing shock
she was attacked Ly a dog. Dr. Janet noticed
that ever afterwards whenever she saw a dog
she trembled violently, But she could give no
reason for the trembling and when guestioned
about the attack could reeall nothing con-
cerning it.

She was not hypnotizatle, so this method
of recovering the lost memories, if they actu-
ally existed in the subconsctous, was Larred.
Dr. Janet determined to try automatic writ-
ing. He gave her a book to read, placed in
ker other hand a pencil resting on a sheet of
paper, and when she was engrossed in the
reading, questioned her in a low tone.

* What are the names of the two physicians
who visit your ward?” he asked.

Mechanically the hand wrote the names.

“And who are the other paticnts in the
same room with you?”

Again the names were writien, while the
patient remained alsorbed in her reading, ob-
livious to what her hand was doing.

“Why do you tremble whenever you see a
dog?”

* Becnuse,” came the written answer, “not
long ago a dog bit me and I am afraid of
dogs.”

Patiently continuing this process for days

—a process frequently interrupted by her |

consciousness being attracted to the move-
nments of her hand, whercupon the writing
would instantly cease, Dr. Janet was able to
“demonstrate that she retained a perfeet sub-
conscious memory of the events whieh her
conscious memory forgot a mement after their
occurrence.  Ile thus obtained precisely the
information he needed, and before long was
able to raise the subconseious memories above
the threshold of consciousness and put an end
to the amnesia,

Obviously, as may be noted in passing. the
methods of hypnotism, the sleep-waking state,
and automatic writing, are useful in recalling
lost memories other than those associated
with discase. It once beeamne urgently neces-
sary for a New England woman to remember
the signature on a cheque that had been given
to her two years before, the exact date of the

1 .cheque, and the name of the bank on which it

was drawn. Fortunately for her, she was ac-
quainted with a physician who knew how to
dig down into thc subconseious. Putting her
into the sleep-waking state, he questioned her
about the cheque.

Unbelicvable as it must seem, her replies,
while in the sleep-waking condition, made it
certain that she retained a complete subeon-
scious memory, not only of the data needed
but even of the number of the cheque given
to her. It was also found possible, by having
her look into a crystal, to induce in her a
visual hallucination of the cheque. in which
she saw it in miniature precisely as it had
appeared at the time she received it.

This last method —the method of erystal
gazing — is usually less effective than the
others deseribed above, one reason being that
comparatively few people are able to see in
the crystal anything more than a cloudy blur.
But when it is effective it produces most im-
pressive results, I quote an experience of a
Boston mediecal psychologist, Dr. Isador .
Coriat, who once employed it in the hope that
it would enable him to recover some import-
ant notes he had made for a scientific paper.

“ Prolonged search,” writes Dr. Coriat, in
describing the incident, * failed to discover
these notes, although 1 distinetly remcmbered
having made them on a particular kind of
blue paper. It then occurred to me that per-
haps it would be interesting by means of
crystal gazing to see if I could recover any
trace of the lost notes. The result was pecu-
liarly interesting and successful. I distinctly
saw myself in the crystal, sitting at my desk,
and caught myself in the act of tearing up
these particular notes in connection with
some other data which T had finished using,
and throwing the torn picces into the waste-
paper basket. A search in the basket diseov-
ered the lost and torn notes, which 1 was able
to picce together. Now, the tearing of these
notes was evidently an absent-minded aet; and
yet an act which was preserved in the un-

SUCCE(

conscious and later fully reproduced throu
the technical device of crystal gazing.”

When it is remembered that psychology
an experimental secience is little more th
twenty-five years old, one can appreciate,
view of the facts above presented, the ri
ness of the promise it holds out’in the w
of assisting in the relief of suffering and |
cure ¢f disease. It is my firm belief tl
before many years every medical schoeol in t
country will have psychology on its list
subjects compulsory on all candidates for |
M.D. degree. Nor is it only to physicis
that knowiedge of psychology is of prime he
fulness.  As I have said, there is no doms
of human endeavor on which it does not h
an important bearing.

The association-reaction method of men
diagnosis, as we have already seen, affo
greatly needed aid to the judge, the lawy
the criminal prosceutor, It is no less us
to the parent and the school teacher, for
its help moral delinquencies on the part
children — seeret vices and evil habits whi
if not checked, may result in the ruin of
promising young life —can readily be
tected.  Or it may be used by parent s
teacher to ascertain the presence of incipi
mental troubles, many of which give their fi
manifestation in childhood. and could be cu
if then discovered and submitted to the pro
medical treatment. It is to me a most ho
ful sign that in a recent revision of a sta
ard text-book on child psychology, there i
long chapter on the abnormal psychology
childhood, with emphasis on the importa
of the tecacher mastering at least its clemer

Science for Backward Children

The contributicns of psychology, howes
to the progress of cducation are so many g
varied that it would require an entire arti
to begin to do justice to them. There is |
a single educational problem on which m
ern psychology has not thrown light. Just
present, appalled by the discoveries that h:
been made with respect to the amazing deg
of mental backwardness among the sch
going population, the psychologists are p
ticularly bestirring themselves to ascert:
the causes and remedies of this unexpec
condition. A statistical investigation und
taken by the school superintendent of one
our largest cities has shown that in five r
resentative American cities from 21.6 to 4
per cent of the clementary school populat
are one ycar and more behind the grade
which their age should have paced them, s
that in onc ecity as high as 5.1 per cent
four years and more behind grade. To
termine the reason for this and to dev
methods of remedying it. experiments are n
in progress in the psychological laborator
of the University of Pennsylvania, Colum
University, Clark University, and other le
ing centers of psychological investigation,
alrcady most practical results in the way
curing individual cases of mental retardat
have been obtained,

To the business man, likewise, psychol
offers much. If he wishes to sell goods it 1
dertakes to instruct him in the best meth
of approaching prospective customers, adv
tising his wares, and dressing his shop w
dows. It has information of the utmost va
to impart to him with regard to ways s
means of securing the greatest efficiency fr
his employces. It can show him how to
crease his own efficieney, prosperity, and h
piness. Should he happen to be at the he
of a great transportation company it ean p
vide him with tests for determining, with
solute precision, the fitness of applicants
positions — such as those of train dispatcl
switehman, engincer, steamboat pilot, autor
Lile chauffeur — carrying with themn great
sponsibility for the safety of the travel
public. In a thousand other ways psychol
has proved itself of the highest value as
aid in meeting the needs and solving
problems of everyday life.

Do you wonder that, in beginning this b
review of its achievements, I proelaimed
the greatest of the sciences?

they are p!
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I'he Valley of Silent Men
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wenty miles when the sun began sinking in
he West, and they struck enmp.  After their
upper of meat the Cree rolled himself in
iz blanket and slept.  But for long hours
tuseoe sat beside their fire. Night dropped
bout hin, a splendid night filled with sweet
reaths and stars and a new moon, and with
trange sounds which came to him now in a
inguage which he was beginning to under-
tand.  I'rom far away there floated faintly
o his cars the lonely ery of a wolf, and it no
mger made him shudder, but filled him with
he mysterious Jonging of the ery itself. 1t
‘as the mate-song of the beast of prey, send-
g up its message to the stars —erving out
o all the wilderness for a responze to its
neliness.  Night birds twittered about him.
L loon lauglied in its mocking jov. An owl
ooted down at him from the black top of a
11l spruce. From out of starvation and death
he wilderness had  awakened. Ttz sounds
poke to him still of grief, of the suffering
hat would never know end; and yet there
rembled in them a note of happiness and of
ontent.  Beside the campfire it eame to him
hat in this world he had discovered two
hings — a suffering that he had never known,
nd a peace he had never known.  And Oachi
toed for them both., e thought of her until
rowsiness drew a pale filik over his eyes.
‘he bireh erackled more and more faintly in
he fire and sounds died away.  The stillness
f sleep fell about him. Scarce had he fallen
it slumber when his eves secemed to open
dde and wakeful, and out of the gloom be-
ond the smouldering fire he saw a human
orm slowly revealing itself, until there stood
learly within his vision a figure which he at
rst took to be that of Mukoki, the ehief.
3ut in another mowment he saw that it was
ven taller than the tall chief, and that its
yes had searched him out. When he heard

voice, speaking in Cree the words which
wan, " Whither goest thou?” he was startled
» hear his own voice reply, * I am going back
o my people.”

He stared into vacancy, for at the sound
f his voice the vision faded away; but there
ame a voice to him back through the night,
‘hich said, “ And it is here that you have
rund that of which you have dreamed —
ife, and the Valley of Silent Men!™

Roscoe was wide awake now. The voice
nd the vision had seemed so real to him that
e looked about him tremblingly into the
tarlit gloom of the forest, as if not quite
urec that he had been dreaming. Then he
rawled into his balsam shelter, drew his
lankets about him, and fell aslecp.

The next day he had little to say to his
ndian companion as they made their way
own stream. At cach dip of their paddles
deeper sickness scemed to eunter into his
eart. Life, after all, he tried to reason, was
ke a tailored garment. One might have an
leal, and if that ideal became a realization
t would be found a misfit for one reason or
nother. So he told himsclf, in spite of all
he dreams which had urged him on in the
ght for better things. There flooded upon
im now the forceful truth of what Ransom
ad said. His work, as he had begun it, was
t an end, his fabrie of idealisin had fallen
nto ruins. For he had found all that was
leal, love, faith, purity and beauty — and he,
toscoe Cummins, the idealist, had repulsed
hem beeause they were not dressed in the
ailored fashion of his kind. He told him-
elf the truth with brutal direetness. Before
im he saw another work in his books, but
f a different kind; and eaeh hour that
assed added to the conviction within him
hat at last that work would prove failure.
Ie went off alone into the forest when they
amped, early in the afternoon, and thought
f Oachi, who would mourn him until the
nd of time. And he—ecould he forget?
Vhat if he had yielded to temptation, and

had taken Oachi with him? She would have
come. e knew that. She would have sac-
rificed herself to him forever, would have
gone with him into a life which she could not
understand, and would never understand, sat-
istied to live in his love alone. The old,
choking hand gripped at his heart, and yet
with the pain of it there was still a rejoicing
that he had not surrendered to the tempta-
tion, that he had been strong enough to save
her.

The last light of the setting sun cast film-
like webs of yellow and gold through the
forest as he turned in the direction of camp.
It was that hour in which a wonderful quiet
falls upon the wilderness, the last minutes
between night and day, when all wild life
reems to shrink in suspensive waiting for the
change.  Seven months bad taughit Roscoe a
quict of his own. ITis moceasined feet made
no sound. IHis head was bent, his shoulders
had a tired droop, and his eyes searched for
nothing in the mystery about him. His heart
seemed weighted under a pressure that had
taken o)l life from him. and when he came
within sight of the campfire he stopped beside
a big rock, and buried his fingers in  the
thick mioss which warm suns had bared. The
gloom thickened about him, and close above
him, in a balsamn bough, a night bird twit-
tered.  In response to it a low ery burst from
his lips, a ery of loneliness and of grief, In
that moment he saw Oachi again at his feet;
he heard the low, sweet note of love in her
throat, so much like that of the bird over his
head; he saw the soft lustre of her hair, the
glory of ler eves, looking up at him from the
half gloom of the tepee, telling him that they
had found their god. 1t was all so near, so
real for a moment, that he sprang erect, his
fingers elutching handsful of moss. He looked
toward the eamp, and he saw something move
between the rock and the fire. It was a wolf,
be thought, or perhaps a lynx, and drawing
his revolver he moved quickly and silently
in its direction. The objeet had disappeared
behind a little elump of balsam shrub within
fifty paces of the eamp, and as he drew
nearer, until he was no more than ten paces
away, he wondered why it did not break
cover.

There were no trees, and it was quite light
where the balsam grew. He approached, step
by step. And then, suddenly, from almost
under his hands, J)HlLtlllllﬁ darted away with
a strange, human ery, turning upon him for
a single instant a face that was as white as
the white stars of early night —a face with
great, glowing, half-mad eyes. It was Qachi.
Ilis pistol dropped to the ground. His heart
stopped beating. No ery, no breath of sound,
came from his paralyzed lips.  And like a
wild thing Oachi was flecing from him into
the darkening depths of the forest. Life
leaped into his limbs, and he raced like mad
after her, overtaking her with a panting,
joyous ery. When she saw that she was
caught the girl turned. Xer hair had fallen,
and swept about her shoulders and her
body. She tried to speak, but only bursting
sobs eame from her breast.  As she shrank
from him, Roseoe saw that her clothing was
in shreds, and that her thin moceasins were
almost torn from her little fect. The truth
held him for another moment stunned and
speechless.  Like a lightning flash there re-
curred to him her last words, “ And some
day — the Valley of Silent Men will awaken.”
e understood — now. She had followed him,
fichting her way through swamp and forest
along the river, hiding from him, and yet
keeping him company so long as her little
broken heart could urge her on. And then,
alone, with a last prayer for him — she lad
planned to kill herself. He trembled.  Some-
thing wonderful happened within him, flooding
his soul with day — with a joy that descended
upon him as the THand of the Messinh must
have fallen upon the heads of the children of
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The “Why” of
Advertising from
Your Standpoint

Why does a magazine print any advertising
anyway ? )

As a commercial enterprise, the modern
magazine minus its advertising pages is an im-
possibility.  You are paying for s magazine
only about one-half of what it costs the pnb-
lishers to produce it.

‘The advertiser is paying the other half.  You
are getting the benefit of what he pays.

Were the revenue secured from advertising
to be taken away, the publishers could issue
only a meager pawphlet that would hardly
appeal to you side by side with the present-day
publication, The publication of to-day, as it
has been molded by popular desire, has become
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preduction increased with leaps and bounds. The
developing science of advertising came along
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I'he advertiser is anxions to advertise, becanse
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and profits thereby,  The advertising pages of
a magazine provide the scller with th: widest
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zine—the magazine is glad to have him come—
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reader—the knowledge that he will be treated
fairly by every advertiser appearing in the
columns of his publication. The magazine is
therefore a dependable guide for the reader.

The publication that circulates an advertise-
ment is responsible for the honesty of that
advertisement.

SvccEss MAGAZINE AND T'HE NaTioNaL Post
does not claim a monopoly of sach a standard,
but it advocates it and believes in it always.

And so the reader profits by having adver-
tising and lots of it in the magazine.  He gets
more for his money, whether in town or on the
farin.

It brings to him the latest products of the
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guaranteed by the publishers of the magazine.

For your own good vou are invited to study
the advertising columns of Svccess MAGAZINE
AND THE NartoNan Post.
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on the advertising carried in our columns, we
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able will be paid for.
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incomes as make carning a living out of the
question.  Of course they might go into
finance as they shoot quail. not for hunger
but for sport.  But as far as money goes they
must come up to your requirements.”

* Not at all!'™ asserted Georgianan stouily.
“The size of their incomes makes the things
Jane knows ununecessary.  Will their wives
have to keep house s Will they have to plan
their wardrobes so as to get the most for the
leasts  Will it be necessary for them to do
accounts or manage prudently 2 What will
it be to them — the point at which a waid of
all work should be supplemented by the out-
side laundress and eleaning woman4  And
above all, what is the price of gas to them
that it should force them out into community
life to set it right? No. Financially I'm not
satisficd with them at all.”

I couldn’t help thinking of other oljections
as | watched the crowd.  There were the
Town=ed  boys, one earnest and  philan-
thropie, the other playful and athletie: there
was o misty-eyed young German, a Graf von
something, corseted beyond a doubt and with
ducling sears on his pasty. white face; a fresh-
faced youth swinging his silk-socked feet and
dropping the butts of monogramed cigarettes
among the flowers; besides DuVal and Apper-
son Forbes,

“ Most of them don’t think they're ready to
marry yet,” I ventured. ™ 1t isn’t the custom
of their class.”

* No,” assented Georgiana.  “ Only DuVal
and Apperson Forbes think they are the right
age because they Lave begun to take their
pleasures sadly and life scems dull. The deli-
cate aroma of dissipation clings around them
and they're ready to make a play for their lost
youth with anything so fresh and lovely as
Jane. And if any of those young men had
wanted to marry Jaue and she had cared for
them I should have felt that I was a man-
aging, mercenary mamma, for it wouldn't
have been fair to them. Jane’s not trained
to their kind of life — they and their money
are no gateway to her carcer. She's a profes-
sional woman with important work to do,
though they haven't found it out.  They've
nothing but afluence to give her, which is
only a small part of what she needs; and she
has nothing but youth and beauty to give
them, which leaves all the important things
out of consideration. Jane's a pleasant nov-
clty now, but Minnie Martin is more in their
Iine.  Jane is just as much a specialized
product as any heiress intended for the wife
of a title.”

As Georgiana’s month ended the dry heat
began to creep up the hills of Torexo. The
grass seared a little and it was hard to get
enough water ou the roads to keep them dust
free.  Apparently it was time for Bar Har-
bor and the shore — for why should one he
uncomfortable? People began to melt out of
the Park and Georgiana packed to return to
Toxbrooke. For her own happiness she was
glad to do so,

*“T've learned that T'm a working woman,”
she said,

But she had an awful sense of failure so far
ax Jane's carcer went, for she had thrown this
die and hud won nothing—beeause there had
been nothing to win.

It wasn't a cheering prospect back in Fox-
brooke. though T think Georgiana rather rel-
ished her occupation of keeping down the gas
bill.  There wax the swarm of boys ready to
settle about Jane again with their loud laugh-
ter, their automobiles, their parties at the club
with mothers in exaggerated fashions as chape-
rones,  They seemed somehow cheaper and
more  incligible than ever and Georgiana
turned with something like relief to John's
solid {ricud, Howard Morton, who could at
least give Jane the material basis for her life
and had in himsclf a certain goodness and
companionableness.  Ile was not an exciting
prospect. but perhaps he would do.  And
then eame a letter frem Apperson Forbes say-
ing he was motoring through Foxbrooke and
a~king if he mizht eall. Such a request from
such a man was almest a decelaration of in-
tentions, and Georgiana and John talked it
over before they submitted the matter to

]

Jane.
it.

*“1 suppose that’s what he does mean. He
said as much to me up there. Told me his
income — it's quite incredible, Mother dear,
but he doesn't seem to get much fun out of
it.  Of course there would be automobiles —
and I do want one —and perfeetly ripping
¢lothes — and I could go to sce Paris, and up
the Nile. And when I told him 1 thought
everyhbody ought to have enough to live on he
said it showed a beautiful spirit; but when I
said I was going to do somecthing about it he
looked shocked.”

That scemed to settle Apperson Forbes.

“ 8o you see,” said Georgiana to me, “it
was all a waste of time. Only if we hadn’t
gone I wouldn’t have known it. 1 might
have felt T had neglected an opportunity.
But now what am I going to do with Jane?”

And then without any warning at all came
Mr. Wilder, the Torexo clergyman, walking up
to the gate, and after he was gone:

“ Mother.” said Jane. kneeling beside Geor-
giana, * Mother!  Don’t you sce it’s all right 2”
0 Georgiana was trembling and erying heart-
ily.

“Don't you see, Mother, that this is just
what you've been training me for?  You

The girl was perfectly calm about

SUCCES

wouldn’t ery, Mother, if it was Junior jt
getting a big electrical construction contrac
You've trained me for matrimony ever sin
1 was little—don’t you want me to practi
it/ I couldn’t have married any of the Fe
brooke boys. and the kind of marriage )
Apperson Forbes had to offer wasn't the mat
mony I'd been trained for. But Anthony’s jt
like a business opportunity. He needs the ki
of woman you've made me into, an admin
trator, a dietician, a sociologist, a politiciz
And isn't he the kind of man I need to e
me make the kind of home the communi
needs? Ile’s in one of the few unerowd
professions there is, and he's got past t
stage where it doesn’t pay. Isn't he in a po
tion to make people sce what they ought
have and how to get it? Just remember th
sermon at Torexo Park! You've often sa
that the Professor had such a chance if
only knew how to use it and hasn't a clerg
man just as good a one? And as for my doi
something definite in the community—w
Anthony expects so much of me that I ha
to dig in my heels to hold back! A
Mother —”

The girl hid her face in her mother’s lap

*“To have the right man, and the rig
work — and to love him too!”

Continued from pag

The Old Rose Umbrella S

4 Rainy Afternoon.

Last night Linda took dinner with mne.
Although the first stars were out she brought
the old rose umbrella, in case of rain. It
has come, in some strange manner, to sym-
bolize the relation between us, being every-day
and even uscful, but at the same time ex-
quisite. The sight of its rosy silk and its sil-
ver handle has become as dearly familiar to
me as Linda’s gay ingenuousness, and I hope,
fondly, that in the rain it means for her my
protecting care.

She was very beautiful in her soft, white,
little dress, around her neck the pink coral
I gave her when she was twenty. And with
her presence my shabby study became trans-
figured. She herself lighted the candles in
their various old brass sticks and readjusted
the pink shades on my mother’s silver can-
delabrum — when Linda comes I always dine
in the study becnuse she likes the room. At
sight of tbe roses 1 had bought for her she
flushed and laughed with pleasure.

* ¢ The- sweetest flower that blows,”’
quoted. “ What is the next line?”

“+1 give you as — we part —”

“ Ah, but it doesn’t fit!” she said gaily,
turning away.

1 wondered.

We were very happy over the meal, which
we ate alone, serving each other. Linda would
have been delighted if she had known how
very grown up she seemed to me as I saw
her across the roses. The poise of her slim
body, the graceful movements of her hands,
were womanly and sweet. And the light of
her eyes when she smiled — that would go to
a man's head, if it were for him.

Yet she had swift ehanges from the woman
to the child. One was when she leaned her
clbows on the table, as she was not allowed
to do in the woolly lamb days, and demanded,
as she did then:

* Justin, tell about when you were a little,
little boy!”

We had an hour of it, then, I with my boy-
hood pirates and castles and she with her
fairies and knights and damosels. At last we
fell silent as people do when the past has
been on their lips for long. Tinda cuddled
up in the corner of her chair and through the
fringe of her lashes watched the fire, which
was now coalg again. 1 can not tell how many
minutes we had remained thus, but Linda
took up the last words as if there had been
10 pausc.

’ she

“And you never wore a lady’s favor
these years, did you, Justin?”

“No, dear.”

“D—didn’t you ever love a woman?”

I burst out laughing at that and stirred
the coals desperately, assuming the air of
squire of dames.

“Love a woman? Of course, I've loved
woman! Who hasn't? She had red hair a
green eyes. She — Why, no, no, no, Ling
what is it? Can't you sce a joke, child!”

She had risen and was staring at e, h
rified, the palms of her little hands press
against her checks.

*“G—green ecyes!” she whispered.

“You know,” I said, pulling her han
away, “I have never loved anyone but you

She shut her eyes and swayed away fr
me.

“ What — do — you mean?”

“Don’t be frightened, dear. I shall not
spoil things! I mean only this: You ha
been my little girl always, haven’t you, 1
little goddaughter? You see I was bo
an old bachelor, and destined in my erac
to carry a gold-headed cane. But I havel
been deprived of fatherhood, you— you f
filled that.”

She leaned her head against me and sobb
She is easily unstrung, lately. As for n
my head was mazed. Why should Linda ecs
if the cursed won:an did have green eyes?

I led her to a chair, and for the first tin
in ten years took her in my arms, holdi
her like a little child. She nestled her he
in my neck. Now and then she reached
and stroked my check softly.

Presently she whispered something so I
that I had to bend down to get it.

“ Forgive me, Justin, for being — que
But 'm so — unhappy.”

I patted her shoulder and cuddled her
warm.

Again, very low,

“I think, after all,
grown up.”

* Nobody does, Linda,” I answered.
a lot of us have to be.”

She sighed and fingered my buttonhole.

“Did you ever hear,” I continued, “of
game called ‘What Will Happen Next
* The Piper’ says that if we play it thin
are often easier.”

“ But if one should get not to care?”

“In a game one always cares! Shall
play it, Linda?”

“Very well,” she answered strangely.

I don’t like bei
((B

«
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say 80, dear, we’ll have —one more
nd!’
nd when it became late I took her home
er the stars.
his morning I received the following note:

v aged godsire — darling!

Be at your window at half past one to-
I shall walk by; and if you watch, per-

3 you will see — the man!— The game

What Will Happen Next!’' My deal, dand

r lead. “ Your RosaLiNpa.”

t has been a gray day with a downpour
n low clouds. All the morning I sat at
desk with that note hefore me, and could
work. The desk, the window secat, the
chair, spoke of Linda—here a tiny
dkerchief tucked into a pigeonhole, there
it pillow embroidered with my monogram.
t on the chair was the red note-book she
brought in only yesterday for my inspec-
. And I must watch for the old rose
srella sheltering her and — “ the man.”
did not know them until they were very
r. For under a somber black umbrella
ic Rosalind, and beside her a big red-
ked young brute, riotously hand=ome, but
ow. certainly. I remembered instantly
t his name is Thomas Edward Burke; but
ad never even reckoned him into my ecal-
1tions.
inda looked toward my window., What
vering lips! And her cyes, 1 could see,
¢ brimming tears! She waved her hand
ne and stumbled against Thomas Edward,
hing at his arm.  Then suddenly and, I
r, for my benefit, she beautifully smiled
» his face.
miled, did I say? Tt started in to be a
le. But as her lips parted, they scemed,
at once, to freeze in terror. Iler eyes
ed up at the big young man darkly. Her
ds went out before her as if to keep him
y. Then, I saw her turn, with a wild
e gesture, saw and wonderfully under-
) that she could not act it even in a
1e. She fled from Thowas Edward Burke,
ing him in consternation, the umbrella
»d back on his shoulder. But she fled to
front door! The old knocker thumped
v once hefore I was there.
repared to greet the same wilduness T had
) but an instant before, I was astounded
find on the steps a limp little girl who

Justin, I left my umbrella last night;
e — have you found it?”

No,” 1 said, flinging open still wider the
r, “but it’s herel”

drew her into my hall, rudely shutting
ymas Edward out. She stood very still and
not raise her eves to me. Thomas Ed-
d!-—1I lifted her off the floor.

Linda!” I eried, T fear very loudly.
inda!” We swayed against the umbrella
¢ as I vainly tried to see her face. 1
» you, dear!”
‘irst, her arms went slowly around me.
., at last, T saw her great eves, beautiful
yugh tears, looking into mine, untrammeled
vonderful.

Oh, do you, Justin?” she whispered. “ Do
? B-because, you — are — ‘ the man’!”

UNIMPORTANT.

outhern negroes have an irresponsible way
visiting about indiseriminately.

Please tell me your name and address?”
1 the depot reporter of a middle-aged
ress.  “Al’s Mrs. Ca’tah from Co'fox.”
Whom have you leen visiting, Mrs. Car-
' ghe was asked. “ Ah’s been visiting de
0lo’d woman down de track heah a couple
ks fo’ about a week. Ah can’t jus’ 'mem-
her name.” — Erea Care.

PLENTY oF STABILITY.
. Western mining prospector was paying
first visit to New York.
What do you think of it?” asked the
ud Gothamite as he pointed out the sky-
\pers.
Wal,” replied the miner, “it looks like a
manent camp all right.”” —WiLL Trwixn.
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ADVERTISING MEN:
“On to Boston”

This year the Mecca for everybody interested in adver-
tising will be Boston, the first four days of August.

Object—The Seventh Annual Convention of the Associated
Advertising Clubs of America.

If you are at the top of a business, you—or at least one
representing you—ought to be there—to learn what the
foremost men in the advertising world are thinking, saying,
doing for bigger and better things in advertising.

The big men in advertising—the important men in business and national
endeavor—governors of many states—mayors of many more cities—will be there,
to talk to you and to listen to you.

You will meet personally the worth-while people in your profession.
opportunity you mustn’t miss.

If you are interested in advertising endcavor, in agency—newspaper—maga-
zine—trade paper ~camlog—bill-boar‘(! street-car or novelty work—be in Boston
the first four days in August. Be '"among those present’’ at the departimental
meetings where more than one topic discussed will /u? fome.

~ Each general session dealing broadly with a big, broad subject, will **adver-
tise advertising’’ to you as you have never heard it advertised belore.

For your entertainment there will be special luncheons, a ‘“shore dinner,’
an occan excursion, a golf tournament, and an automobile trip along the
picturesque North Shore to Beverly,where President 7aft will greet you.

If you want to know about special trains, special rates, and all other things
special to this big event, write to

Pilgrim Publicity Association

24 Milk Street, Boston

It’s an

SALARYZ$75-$100-3125-$1504 MONTH INTEREST

Take up our Course on Electrical Instruments and Meters,
COMPETENT METER MEN COMMAND SUCH SALARIES.

Instruments and Meters are used wherever Electricity is used, hence

Competent Meter Men are Always in Demand,
for Every Lighting Plant Must Have Them.

The work 15 pleasant.  Easy 1o learn from our Complete Course  Ask for handsome booklel telling all abou! this pleasant
and profitable work  It's FREE

FORT WAYNE CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL

814 SHOAFF BLDG., FORT WAYNE, INDIANA-

Largest and Oldest Schood of 1ty Kind

Use this Typewriter 10 Days FREE

h Leatn bow much in little the Bennett Portableis. Caseandall _
e ta ce only 2x5x11 in. and weighs but 43§ Ibs. Yetit
h eyboard of 84 characters. Turns oul
can’t be beaten for neatness.  Slips into

) letters or orde:

b p M ing thistypewriter always with you ready for use on the train—:
\, 5 hotels—in your home or place of business- anywhere. Wri

= LA\ for catalog and 10 days Free trialoffer. Representatives Want

0.H, BENNETT TYPEWRITER CO. 366 Broadway, New York

Established in Kansas City over 33 years successfully relieying men and women of Rectaland Pelvic maladios, inchiding Rupture,
Send for gou-pagzefree dloch-hound ook containing much ioformation, references and views of spacious buildings. Aduress Deptaer_

‘The Thornton & Minor Sanitarium, 10th and Oak Sts., Kansas City, Mo.
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ARE YOU PROUD OF YOUR HOME?
SUCCESS MAGAZINE aND THE NATIONAL PoST will Pay

One Hundred Dollars

For Pictures of the Most Attractive Homes of Its Subscribers

THE most attractive place doesn’t necessarily need to have cost
a fortune in the building; a small and inexpensive house can be
made as homelike as one that cost $10,000. Success MaGazINE AND
Tue Nartionar Post, as a National Home Magazine, desires to show
how this can be done—how it has been done.

To equalize conditions in so far as possible, all thc cities, towns
and villages of the United States have been divided into two classes,
and a complete list of prizes will be awarded in each class.

Class A is made up wns and villages of less than 5,000 population;

Class B includes all ms and cities of more than 5,000 people.

T PRIZE OFFER

For the photograph of most attractive home in each class we will pay
$15.00; for the second, $5.00; next five we will pay $2.00 apiece; and for
the fol]owmg twenty $1.00 aplec

C ION S

. The contestant must be a subscnb vccess MacaziNne AND THe NaTtionarL Post
at the tlme of entry. o
2. The name of the contestant, his addre the cost of the home must be written on
the back of the photograph.
Se

3. All photographs must be in this office b@®Septgmber 1st, and announcement of the win-
ners will be made as soon afterward as is possible. (“

4. The picture does not have to be taken b¥a professional photographer; an amateur’s
will do if it is about 4 x § inches or larger in size. Sxmpl t the picture of your home into an

envelope and mail it to
TH PuBLISHERS
Success Maca p Tue NationaL Post
29-31 Eas§yTwenty-second Street, New York

It aubseribers (of record) mention SUCCESS MAGAZINE In answering advertisements, they are protected by our guarantee agalnst!{oss || ez Dagel 3



