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descriptives. I recall a talk 1 had with Senator
John Sherman at his house in Franklin Square.
He took the law, and with it the two findings of
the supreme court in cases where the law had
been invoked, and showed me that in neither did
the decision address the merits of the measure.

++They went off,’” said Mr. Sherman, “on
technicalities, and never once pretended to reach
the heart of the law. The law is valid; the law
is alive; and some day, when there is a will to
enforce it, the trusts will find it out”’

¥

Mr. Roosevelt has the will to enforte the Sher-
man Law, and the day locked for by its venerable’
author, when we talked together in the great .

gray house in Franklin Square, has at last ar-
rived. The doom of the robber trust is sealed.
Such cormorant creatures as the beef trust, the
coal trust, and the tobacco trust are to be im-
pounded within lines of law. Also, the railroads
--that is 10 say, their tools,—are to act no more
as their confederates. The interstate commerce
commission is to be stiffened, the department of
commerce aroused, and every buccaneering black-
flag trust, now foraging the rights of the people,
is to be sunk or driven from the business sea.
And wherefore not? Kidd was hanged in Execu-
tion Dock by good Queen Anne for doing less
than robber trusts do now. The party manager will
frown, the politician threaten, and the machine
put forth its power. They will say that Mr.
Roosevelt is destroying the party, and that he is
no longer a2 Republican. And, if they do, we
have rcad where he said i

1 do not number party loyalty among the ten
commandments."’

& ) &

He will do justice: do it unblinkingly; do it to
the people, and do it to the trusts. He will reach
his ends by lance of law. However, should the
law be found too short, he will have it lengthened.
Be sure he will reach his ends, whatever the event.

Tariff # There will be few or no changes. With
the cost of government where it is, there could be
none. The public must pay its bills. With the
tariff as now arranged, the public fails of that
solvent feat at an average rate of five millions a
month, and has so failed for a decade. How,
then, will one lower a tariff ? Income tax? You
would have to dry-dock your constitution and refit
it with an auxiliary engine or two in order to secure
that; and dry-docking and amending the consti-
tution are not the labors of a day.

Capital? Labor? While Mr. Roosevelt is in
Washington, the government will be peither a
mobocracy nor a plutocracy, but a democracy.
He will be the friend of Labor and the friend of
Capital, but the partisan of neither. To use his
words, —

«The door of the White House will yield as
easily to the touch of Labor as to the touch of
Capital, but no easier.”

V.

What was it Patrick Henry said concerning the
future and the past? The rule which the Vir.
ginian laid down applies to Mr. Roosevelt.  Those
who would know what he will do have but to
study his career and realize a future by reading
his past.  If government were private business,
and Mr. Roosevelt a private citizen, no one would
challenge that utterance. I shall therefore leave
it, urging only that those who distrust its sound.
ness should consider wherein public differs from
private business, and the officer is other than the
man. While those who remain behind to wrangle
are wrestling with what has just been laid down,
we may as well go forward, without further flourish,
o an outline rehearsal and analysis of the Roose-
velt past,

What is the lesson of Mr. Roosevelt? What
is the message of his career ? You should remem.
ber your Chesterfield, and look into men as well
as at them.

Mr. Roosevelt is perfect as an expression of
concrete Americanism., He could occur only as
the result of an equation of democracy,—happen
nowhere but here. An artist of the actual, he
was born hungry for his share in govermment
He, too, instructs himself by the past; but he does
not lean upon it, and is equal to a precedent. In
politics he is the natural pathfinder, and will push
toward his purposes by new passes through the
hills. When in doubt, he goes ahead; and his
war words are *Be ready!’’ Neither does he
lose battles by overestimating a foe. Likewise
he realizes how triumiph is the best refuge, success
the surest safety, —knowing well how shoft is the

distance between victory and destruction, the
Capitol and the Tarpeian Rock.

The world has been told of the vanity of Mr.
Roosevelt. Beitso: there arevanities and vanities.
Vanity comes often to be the impulse of good en-
deavor, like the sails of a ship, without which the
dull hulk, however richly freighted, would make
no voyage at all.. Wanting vanity, Ceesar would
have crossed no Rubicon, and Napoleon would
have begun, not ended, with Waterloo. So that
it builds and does not destroy, sticks for truth
and rejects falsehood, sustains patriotism and out-
faces public wrong, American mankind will be
the better for that vanity. Mr. Roosevelt has his
vanity in this: from the beginning he has refused
to be a human parenthesis, whose omission would
not spoil the meaning of the world’s story.

Also, he is capable of initiative. It has been
the rule with him not to wait for the event to find
him, but to throw himself in its way. When he
was police commissioner in New York he enforced

. the excise law in the teeth of the town's thirst.

*The police board,”’ said he, *is not a legis-
lative body. It does not make, it does not repeal,
but it enforces law,”’ and with that he turned a
Sunday key on the saloon.

Mighty was the excitement, vast the concern of
party bosses. Then might one see how Mr
Roosevelt would face a public, knowing he was
fight. The bosses encouraged a parade of those
who demanded an ** open town,”’ to frighten Mr.
Roosevelt with a show of strength, With that—
being original and being a genius,-—he took humor
for his buckler, and courage for a sword,

Thousands, red-nosed and angry, held the mid-
dle of the street to march in that parade. There
was a reviewing stand; somewhat to the horror,
wholly to the wonder, of the parade promoters,
the ofiensive Mr. Roosevelt was early in his occu-
pation of a seat therein.

The word was given; brigade following bri-
gade, those wrathful, thirsty thousands commenced
sweeping down the street.  In the forefront rolled
a round, militant German, furious for the loss of
Sunday beer. As he arrived opposite the review-
ing stand, he tossed a proud hand rearward toward
his followers.

& &

s« Nun, wo ist der Roosevelt !’ (Now, where is
Roosevelt ?) he shouted.

To his astonishment, a square bulldog face
looked down from the stand, eyes kindly, jaw iron.
Then came

s Hier bin ich! Was willst du, camarad?"’
(Here | am! What will you, comrade ?)

The angry murching German stopped as if

planet-struck. Then off came his hat, and he,

shouted i—

«* Hurrah for Roosevelt!”

The column tock up the cry.  Detachment fol-
lowing detachment, and section on the heels of
section, cheered. What was intended as a rebuke
was turned into an endorsement, and the parade
meant for Mr. Roosevelt's destriction became a
procession in his honor.

Off the same tree came the following. There
descended upon America a pestiferous Dr. Ahl-
wardt. His mission was to slander Jews for money.
He visited Mr. Roosevelt, and demanded police
protection for his lecture. He would be severe,
bitter, and denunciatory, he said; the Jews threat.
ened to attack him.-

Mr. Roosevelt promised protection. Dr, Ahl.

wardt shoulds deliver that lecture; not a voice, not’

a hand, should be raised against him. The pestif-
erous Dr. Ahlwardt thanked Mr. Roosevelt, and
went his way, He was not so grateful when, on
mounting the platform, he found thirty policemen,
hooked of nose, dark of cheek; present by order
of Mr. Roosevelt to keep him safe.. The thirty
bluecoat Jews, calm, steady, and vigilant, stood
silent guard while he held forth. The audience
was as silently, calmly steady. There were no vio-
lences, no interruptions. But the lecture dragged.
The presence of those hook-nosed constables, and
the protection they rendered, gave the lie to all
that was said, and the Jew-baiting Dr. Ablwardt
found himself defeated before he had begun,

VL

Somebody once said that to become a great
man one must be a great boy. Mr. Roosevelt
was a great boy. Likewise, and like Cicsar, he
was ambitious,

“Twenty-two vears old,”” mused Cucsar, *<and
nothing done for immortality!™’

Whether he said it or not, the boy Roosevelt

vy
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oursed ambitions as deathless as were those of
the young Roman. Those ambitions had form in
an instinct of supremacy. He entered the lists
with other boys in whatever games of skill and
strength stir boyish breasts. He owned a will,
and tremendous power of concentration, Also, it
soon came to him that, if he would win in what
life-struggles lay before him, and upon which he
lusted to enter, he must win by vigor,—by steam.
He was incapable of the sinuous, the stealthy, or
the indirect; there was a deal of the Cromwell,
and nothing of the Richeliey, in his composition.
He could no more disguise a sentiment, nor play
the hypocrite, than a grizely bear can disguise a
sentiment or play the hypocrite; he could fight,
but he could n't lie,—could die, but could not
deceive,

With these noonday defects of frankness and
no stealth, it behooved young Roosevelt to culti-
vate the physical to fullest flower, Since he was
as prone to exercise the moral and the mental as
he was the physical, all things that were best in
him came on apace and abreast. Finally he
owned the force of a Corliss engine, with the hair-
line accuracy of a watch. His industry gained
stimulation with the rest, and he grew to be so
much a husbander of time that he might be de.
scribed as possessing a split-second attachment,

& &

Coming from college, he plunged into politics
as naturally as ever dog of Newfoundland plunged
into the sea, It might be a thought too romantic
to say that he, at that crisis, had his eyes on the
White House. And yet, as he began to climb
the political steeps, it must have stood whitely
out before him, as some snow-capped peak stands
whitely out before one toiling among the foothills.

Mr. Roosevelt, going into politics, gave the en-
terprise a wealth of thoughtt He evolved the
aphorism 1

++ Better faithful than famous!”’

Mr. Roosevelt, shoving forth on a sea of poli-
tics, was not wanting in advantages, There is no
other so loved by the commons as an aristocrat;
and he was of the aristocrats, albeit he, himself,
believed only in the aristocracy of achievement.

He began by fighting his way out from among
his silken fellows. They argued against politics
as something muddy and vulgar. He retorted
that he chose to be of the class governing rather
than of the class governed. He explained to
those silken ones that the ward politicians, whom
they denounced as rude, muddy, and vulgar,
were still their rulers. Those muddy ones con-
trolled the town, and the state; if they were cor-
rupt, or vicious, then the good silken ones should
rescue the town and redeem the state, To sit at
ease is cowardly; idleness is the holiday of fools.
Those silken ones, by their own showing, were
the inferiors of the muddy folks who dominated
them. More, they were traitors to their trust as
citizens; no one may call himself an honest mem-
ber of society unless he pulls at least his weight
for the common weal. The silken ones would
not budge, but stuck by their easy chairs, and
Mr. Roosevelt went into the fray alone.

VIL

Casar has been adverted to, and, carrying for-
ward the thought, there is much in the story of the
Roman to find its parallel in that of Mr, Roose-
velt. Casar, like Mr. Roosevelt, was a born
boss-killer; and, like Mr. Roosevelt, Caesar was
the despair of party, the bane of the machine.
Cwmsar, like Mr. Roosevelt, was of the patrician
class. Caesar wore the purple among the plebe.
ians; but he wore it carelessly, as holding it in
light esteem. Sulla, a great party man in his
day, was moved to warn his brother managers,

¢ Beware the ill.girt boy,”” he cried; +<he
will be your ruin. In this one Casar you will
find many a Marius.”

George William Curtis, in his hour a kind ot
party Sulla, said, a score of years ago, of Mr
Roosevelt:—

.+ You'll know more—a deal more,—of him
later. He will be a figure, not a figurehead.”’

There is scarcely room between the narrow
frontiers of this article to set forth those wars that
have been carried on by Mr, Roosevelt against
party bosses and the fell powers of the party ma-
chine. He has been ever an American before he
has been a party man, and would rather be right
than be *regular.””

««1 do not number party loyalty among the ten
commandments,’’ ga
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NO CHANCE!

ORISON SWETT MARDEN

*“My purpose was fo make good in the town where I was born,—make
good for myself and the folks; and I did.”

I¥ these few, simple words, John A. Johnson, the new governor of Min-

nesota, condenses the simple story of his life, which we give in this
issue of Success Macazinge. This young man, born in poverty, cradled
in want, hemmed in on every hand by seemingly insurmountable obstacles,
‘and without friends or opportunity for education or advancement of any
sort, has added one more name to the glorious roll of American boys with
+no chance” who have conquered adversity and risen to distinction. He
has proved again that the world stands aside for a determined soul, and
that success is in the man, not in the chance.

There were probably thousands of boys and girls in Minnesota com-
plaining that they had no chance to get a liberal education or a start in the
world when the boy, Johnson, was struggling to carry the burden which his
ne' er-do-well father had dropped upon the shoulders of his mother and
himself, —the support of the entire family. How the lad of eight or nine
helped his mother, who took in washing, and, later, at the mature age of
thirteen, proudly insisted upon her giving up working for strangers, while
he toiled in the village store during the day and in the evening in the local
printer's office, carrying mail or parcels to outlying houses,—denying him-
self, and making great sacrifices in order that his mother's burden might
be lightened, his five younger brothers and sisters be fed, clothed, and
educated,—all this is told elsewhere in detail.

In spite of his desperate struggle with want this boy never lost courage
or self-reliance.  He saw in the midst of it all a chance for a noble career.
Where others saw only mediocrity or humdrum lives, he saw opportunity
for great things. What did he care for obstacles? He felt that he was
greater than anything which could get in his path. Not even when shiver-
ing in the cold of a northern winter, for lack of clothing, and the family
burden pressed more and more heavily upon his shoulders, did he waver.
He pushed ahead and ¢ tried to make good.”” No responsibility frightened
him. A chance was all he wanted. He did not wait for it; he made it.

& & &

People who are made of the right kind of material do not make excuses;
they work. They do not whine, they keep forging ahead. They do not
wait for somebody to help them; they help themselves. They do not
wait for an opportunity; they make it. Those who complain of no
chance confess their weakness,—their lack of efficiency. They show that
they are not equal to the occasion,~—that they are not greater than the
obstacle that confronts them.

+*No chance’ has ever been the excuse of those who fail.  Interview
the great army of failures; most of them will tell you that they never had an
opportunity like others, that there was no one to help them, and that no
one would give them a boost. They will tell you that the good places were
all filled, that every occupation or profession was crowded, that there was
no chance for them, and that all the good opportunities were gone.

After one of Alexander's campaigns he was asked if he intended taking
the next city if he had an opportunity. ¢ Opportunity!”” he thundered,
«“Why, I make opportunities.’”” It is men that make opportunities that
are wanted everywhere,

It is a dangerous thing to wait for opportunities until it becomes a
habit. Energy and inclination for hard work ooze out in the waiting.
Opportunity becomes invisible to those who are doing nothing, or looking
somewhere else for it It is the great worker, the man who is alert for
chances, that sees them.

Some people become so opportunity-blind that they can not see chances
anywhere,—they would pass through a gold mine without noticing anything
precious,—while others will find opportunities in the most barren and out-
of-the-way places. Bunyan found opportunity in Bedford jail to write the
greatest allegory in the world on the untwisted paper that had been used
to cork his bottles of milk. A Theodore Parker or a Lucy Stone sees an
opportunity to go to college in a chance to pick berries. One boy sees an
" opening to his ambition in a chance to chop wood, wait on table, or yun
errands, where another sees no chance at all.  One sees an opportunity to
get an education in the odds and ends of time, evenings and half-holidays,
which another throws away.

While you are saying, ** There is no chance for me,”" and <] can't”
thousands of boys and girls in this country with nothing like your oppor-
tunities are tearing the words ‘impossible’” and I can't” out of their
dictionaries. While you are thinking of the great things you would do if
you only had a college education and a little money to start with, others
much less favored by fortune are annihilating these obstacles and forging
ahead, Many of these poor boys and girls are not only starting without
friends, money, influence, or any assistance whatever, but are, besides,
heavily handicapped by others depending upon them, or by some physical
deformity; yetthey are defying the fates which you say are keeping you back.

& & &

In a little, slow, grass-grown fishing town in New England, whose once
busy docks and wharves are now silent, lives one of those brave strugglers,
-3 cripple, whose life is putting to shame the scores of able-bodied men
and boys in this same town, who are loitering in the village store, loafing
about street corners, and complaining that there is ‘{no chance in this
God-forsaken, dead.and.alive town.”” While they are shuffling around
with their hands in their pockets, waiting for something to turn up, this
crippled youth has turned up so much business that it almost swamps him,
He is janitor of the schoolhouse, he carries the mail to the trains and
steamboats, takes care of two fire houses, delivers newspapers to customers,
and in addition to all this, he goes to a neighboring city ence or twice a

week and does all sorts of errands and shopping for the well-to-do people
in the village. He helps to support his mother, two sisters, and a younger
brother, and is saving something out of his gamings to start in business for
himself,

What would the complaining youth of to-day think of their chances
in life if they were obliged to change places with young '* Abe'’ Lincoln,
the child of the backwoods? What if they found themselves in a rude
log cabin, without windows or floors, in the heart of the wilderness, far
away from schools, churches, and railroads, without newspapers, books, or
money, without the ordinary comforts, or even what we consider the neces-
sities of life! What would they think of their having to walk nine miles a.
day to attend a rude school in a neighbors’ cabin! What would they think
of their chances for self-culture if they were obliged to scour the country
on foot for fifty miles to borrow a few books, and then, after a hard day's
work, to read them at night by the light of the log fire? What if they
were obliged, with him, to start out on their careers with less than a single
year's schooling! Yet out of these iron conditions, arose the greatest of
our presidents. In this inhospitable environment was built up the finest
type of manhood the world has ever seen.

& & &

Some one has said that *<when God wants to educate a man, He does
not send him to school to the graces, but to the necessities.”” Poverty often
calls out talents which would never be discovered but for her. Not unusual
opportunities, not ease and comfort, not wealth or luxuries, but poverty,
has ever been the great university of the race, and by far the larger number
of success graduates call her afma mater. What statesmen, what orators,
what philanthropists, what scholars, what musicians, and what artists have
been graduated from her halls!

It has not been the men favored by fortune, but, as a rule, the poor
boys with no chance, who have done great things. It is a Fulton with a
paddle wheel; a Michael Faraday with old bottles and tin pans in the attic
of an apothecary's store; a Whitney with a few tools in a southern cellar; a
Howe with crude needles and shuttles making the sewing machine; a Pro-
fessor Bell, poor, experimenting with the simplest apparatus, who have
given an uplift 1o civilization.

There is nothing else so fascinating in American history as the romance
of achievement under difficulties,—the story of how men and women, who
have brought great things to pass, got their start, and of their obscure begin-
nings and triumphant ends, their struggles, their long waitings amid want
and woe, the obstacles overcome, the final victories; the stories of men and
women who have seized common situations and made them great, or of
those of average ability who have succeeded by dint of indomitable will
and inflexible purpose.

What grander sight is there than that of a stalwart man made irresist-
ible by the things which have tried to down him,—a man who stands
without wavering or trembling, with head erect and heart undaunted, ready
to face any difficulties, defying any cruelties of fate, laughing at obstacles
because he has developed in his fight with them the superb strength of
manhood and vigor of character which make him master?

No fate or destiny can stop such a man,—a man who is dominated by
a mighty purpose. Thousands of young men of this stalwart type every
year burst the bonds which are holding down the weakling, the vacillator,
and the apologist.

That which dominates the life, which is ever uppermost in the mind,
generally comes somewhere near realization; but there is a great difference
between a lukewarm desire and a red-hot purpose. It takes steam to drive
the piston in the engine; warm water will never turn the wheels. The
longings that fail of realization are usually just below the boiling point.

& & &

A short time ago a young man, who had been an invalid for years,
came into my office on crutches. He told me that he was not only paying
his way at the academy, where he was preparing for college, but he was also
actually helping several other poor boys and girls to get an education. You

‘will say, ** He must be a genius.”’ He is nothing of the kind. He is simply

dead-in.earnest, bound to do something and be somebody in the world
This is the only secret of the compelling power of a great aim. Any
handicap which is greater than your purpose, or stronger than your resolve,
will keep you back. It is a question whether or not you are larger than the
things which keep you down. You certainly are not while they seem so
formidable, and while you are always complaining about them and acknowl-
edging their power over you: but when you rise to your dominion, when
you recognize your own divinity and when you realize that you were made
larger than any obstacle that stands in your way, you will stop whining
*no chance,’”” and go to work with a will that knows no defeat.

No chance! Why, at this very moment you are treading on the lids of
great secrets without knowing it,—powers and forces which, if developed,
would give civilization a tremendous lift and ameliorate the hard conditions
of mankind. The very soil beneath your feet—the old farm which you
think is worn out,—may hold a splendid opportunity if you only know how
to mix brains with it and extract its secret.  But there is no opportunity for
the man who has planted corn or potatoes on the same piece of land for
twentyyears. Hesees no chance in resting the soil by the alternating of crops.

Many a man has been right in touch with his great opportunity when
he was dreaming of a far-away chance for wealth or distinction. He did
not recognize it simply because he was looking somewhere else for it.  The
shiftless, New England farmer, who thinks his land is all worn out, imagines
if he could only go West where the land is level, the soil rich, and where
there are no stones, that he could do wonders, While he.és dreaming of

Cesileren & ’f%?@@g C










March, 1905

even of London,~—offered to serve as peacemakers. (English action in
this matter should be parenthetically explained: England was seeking to
conclude a Franco-English treaty and yielded to the French desire for an
amicable settlement of the dispute between Russia and Japan on the
Korean Question; this was the reason, but of greater importance is the
fact that she held Japan back from war and urged her to make equitable
concessions. )

Never, [say, were there serener prospects of peace thanin January, 1904.

In his evident love {and need,) of peace, the czar took into his own
hands the negotiation over the affairs of Manchuriaand Korea. He forced
from Alexieff and Bezobrasof and other war-thirsty advisers concession afier
concession; he proclaimed the rights of international commerce in Man.
churia; he opened Mukden and the two ports to the consular agents of the
powers; he recognized and proclaimed the commercial rights of Japan (even
her + particular interests,”’ ) in Korea; he went so far as to agree to Japanese
preponderance in Korea, only stipulating that this preponderance was to be
pacific,~and not an armed menace to Siberia. Thus much the czar granted.
The Manchurian Question, which concerned only China, he refused to dis.
cuss with Japan.

For the first time in many years,~for the first time, perhaps, since the

Balkan wars,—Europe approved the Russian policy. Even England ap-
proved; for once it seemed that justice and humanity were on the side of
the Muscovites. Both king and government, approving, predicted peace.

Oh, heedless monarch and unseeing ministry —they had forgotten that
s*superior purzon,”’ the George Nathaniel, who is Lord Curzon of Kedleston,
in the peerage of Ireland, The Cassandra voice came clamoring from over-
sea. Going back to journalism, Lord Curzon thundered anonymously in
the «Times.”" What he said was: * Persia seized by Cossack hordes! A
new Port Arthur on the Persiun Gulf!{ The loss of Indiatl”

As the first step toward ¢ saving India,”’ Lord Curzon urged the taking
of Tibet.

Why Tibet?

How comes it that this far-away hill land is the real cause of the ex-
isting war,—that white and yellow struggle which was begun upon the false
and idle pretext of a ** Korean Question ?”

IIIL—Diplomacy by Cable

There is, as I have already said, a treaty between Russia and Tibet
Three years ago De Witte talked about it as frankly as you might discuss
your tailor’s bill. It is this treaty of which Lord Curzon speaks, with bated,
but senatorial breath, as *fultra-secret.’’ It is so ¢ ultra-secret’’ that it
has been talked over in diplomatic circles for a half dozen years in Paris.
It has nothing to do with India or in any way with the British Empire. It
is aimed wholly to aid the Mongolian and Chinese policy of Russia, by
conciliating the Buddhist clergy. This is the Russian purpose at Lassa;
through the da/laé Jama she lays influence upon the Buddhists of her Mon-
golian provinces. Unquestionably, from station to station, Russian trade
is progressing, legitimately and without violence. There has been a steady
infiltration of traders and Muscovite laborers into Tibet, for the land is a
rich one. Need I tell those who wonder at England’s keen desire for these
mountain places that there is gold there? Anocther California, or 2 new
Transvaal, it lies only a few leagues from the English frontier,—surely it is
England's duty to carry British civilization, wrapped in fire and blood, to
the heathen of this El Dorado! That peaceful Russian traders should wander

there a-trafficking is usurpation, Muscovite violence, Muscovite treachery,

and all the rest. i

So Colonel Younghusband enters Tibet, with a small troop and two
cannons. The date is November 6, 1903. Russia expresses diplomatic
regret at this menace to the *‘integrity of China.'’ Lord, Lansdowne
answers politely. He ‘*declares officially that the government does not
approve of this expedition.”” Thus, diplomatically, the government disap-
proves; but Lord Curzon approves, and the expedition goes upward to
Chigatzee and trouble comes upon it.  Snow lies everywhere. The Tibetans
refuse food and guides. They even threaten to oppose forcibly this inva-
sion of the sacred territory. Colonel Younghusband informs the viceroy
of India that the Tibetans are trusting in Russia, their friend,

«*We must show the Buddhist world,”’ Lord Curzon said, **that Rus-
sia is powerless to protect Tibet”’

At St Petersburg they thought otherwise.
With the extreme courtesy which distinguishes
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vanced toward a peacsful issue.. It was only 2 question of time when the
necessities of St Petersburg and the exigencies of Japan would be ac-
commodated. :

On January 12, Baron Komura sent his last note to the crar, and he
declared officially to the French and English ministers at Tokyo that no
time limit was set for Russian study of the proposals or for an answer, and
that there would be later and further negotiations, in any case. For three
weeks more, until February 1, both London and Paris worked for the main-
tenance of peace; each thought that a peaceful solution was certain. Every
pacific move of King Edward and M., Loubet was seconded by the czar. Count
Lamsdorf and the Japanese ambassador both displayed patriotic wisdom,

Official England was heartily and unanimously in favor of peace.

There was another England, more jingoish than the imperialists, that
was for war at any price. Part of it was made up of those Curzonians who
cry always for war; far more important was the band of financial matadores
who demanded war at any price. [ have no desire to print here their
names. Any one who knows his London can name them, They were as
conspicuous in the Boer War as in this. They had played for a falling
market, and war would mean not millions only, but even thousands of mil-
lions, of profit. These were they who made the running for the viceroy of
India, him who would fain go down in history as the conqueror of Tibet.
With Lord Curzon at the head, aided, too, by Lord Lansdowne, who is
Curzon-broke, the band trailed down through all grades of public men 1o
the gamblers of the Stock Exchange. One notable accomplice and con-
federate they had,—Viscount Hayashi, the Japanese ambassador to the
Courtof 5t James, Itis to him, more than to the mikado, that the yellow
Asia-—she with the mien of a sick slave,—should give her guerdon of
praise if in her yellow champion the savior, or avenger, has indeed come.

Russia’s answer to the Japanese pote, sent by Baron Komura, was
prompt, exceptionally prompt. The first of February it was received in
London and Paris. So satisfactory was it that peace seemed assured.
Count Lamsdorf had made every concession,—accepting even the cone
ditiens suggested by Japan's English ally, and accepting, too, an amicable
suggestion or twe from Washington and Paris, The gist of the response
was “that Russia would abandon Korea, all Korea, to the Japanese, and
open all Manchuria to the consuls and traders of the world; stipulating
only that Japan should agree to build no fortresses along the frontier. The
English government declared itself wholly satisfied. King Edward showed
his satisfaction in a way at once royal and decisive. The following day,
the second in February, parliament opened, and, in his speech from the
throne, he told how carefully he had watched the negotiations between the
Russian and Japanese governments in regard to their respective interests
in Korea and China; a disturbance of the peace in those regions would
have deplorable consequences; he added: « All the assistance that my
government can usefully give to the progress of a peaceful solution will be
cordially given.”’ '

These words were spoken in the afternoon. Viscount Hayashi cabled
them at once to Tokyo. Taking into account the difference in time and
the time necessary to decipher the dispatch, it is evident that the Japanese
government did not get it until late the next day. The following day the
government broke off the negotiations, alleging that Russia had delayed
too long in answering Baron Komura's note. Now Russia’s answer, known
for two days in London and Paris, and known for twenty-four hours in
Tokye, whither it had been cabled, was on its official way—with the pomp
and circumstance of diplomacy,——to the mikado.

A subterfuge, of course! What was the true reason for this sudden
rupture and speed-frantic rush into war?

Hayashi's cablegram, and also the Curzonian dispatch that raced with
it along the telegraphic wires. It was King Edward’s speech that unwit-
tingly precipitated the war, It was evident from it that, after Japan should
have received the Russian response, yielding almost everything that was
demanded, war would be impossible. The English ally would be obliged
to give its **cordial assistance” to the Russian proposals. It was upon
this that Hayashi insisted in his cablegram. This was the burden of the
Curzonian dispatch to the ¢ war-at-any-price party'’ in Tokyo.

Curzon won.

The yellow champion went to war; it was February 6; two hours later
the peace-compelling answer of Russia was delivered—with the pomp and

circumstance of diplomacy,—to the Japanese
government. So close a thing was it that the
 war-at-any-price party’’ won by only a little

a Russian diplomat, the ambassador at London
informed Lord Lansdowne that a British in-
vasion of Tibet would be followed by a Rus.
sian advance,~elsewhere. Now, ‘‘elsewhere’’
means a great deal, for both Persia and Chinese
Turkestan lie ready to the Russian hand, and
then there is Mongolia, so nearly Russified.
The threat was a stout one. Once more Eng-
land expressed her regret. The only method
by which the Curzonian imperialism could
have its way in Tibet was by embroiling Rus-
siain a war on the far-eastern rim of her horizon.

It can not be too emphatically said that
neither King Edward nor Mr. Balfour's gov-
ernment was behind Lord Curzon’s frantic war-
play. To be sure, the imperialistic press, led
on by the disheveled old menad, the ** Times,”’
was loud in its clamor, urging the yellow ally
to war. The king, who sincerely believes in
honesty, justice, and peace, threw all his in.
fluence against this movement France—
needlessly,—urged a peaceful solution upon
Russia, Im St Petersburg, as in Tokyo, both
allies insisted upon pacific means of untan.
gling this Korean Question, on which the two
opponents were so nearly agreed. Step by
step—in January, 1go4,—the negotiations ad-

«HE CHEERED ME OFT”
Alfred ]. Waterhouse

« His words have cheered me oft,” they said,

As he in peace was lying,

With folded hands, upon his bed,
Beyond the stress of dying.

He had no ant to gather gold,—
He loved too well his brother,—

But, ~ Much [ loved him! " ——thus they told
Thewr thought to one anothes,

- My Father, though this life of mine

Lead through the valley lowly;

Though halfl snwrit s the thought divise
That Thoo hast whispered wholly,

Yet whea I die, and visions soft
Through my long sleep are pressing,

Let fond hearts say, = He cheered me oft.”"—
I ask no other blessing,

over a hundred minutes,—and there were mil-
lions made on the London stock exchange; and
in far-away Tibet, where the gold is, Lord Cur-
zon had a ‘“free hand.”” Not now will the
Muscovites appear bringing aid to the Bud-
dhists of Lassa; nor will they go *elsewhere,””
-~for some time to come. It was a wonderful
diplomatic victory,~sharp and vicious as a
stab with a poisoned knife. Said he not well
who said that Lord Curzon, of Kedleston, is
the most formidable man in England? The
motto of his house is: **Let Curzon holde what
Curzon helde;’’ he has broadened it into the
timely imperialism of ¢« Let Curzon grab what
Curzon wants;.’ and he will go far,
* # % * * »
And this yellow Asia, who has lain so
long, watching, with the mien of a patient
slave, her white lords jousting for her bangles,
gold, and copper,—she lies dreaming, in the
prison of her castes and creeds, and knows not
if the amazon who has so miraculously come
is her savior or her avenger. Nor does Lord
Curzon, of Kedleston, know; he has loosed
the great turmoil ; but who is to bind or to hold ?

Has he chg-kmated Russi%v or merely vivified

e ??%%{‘E%L’ﬁ% ﬂ{: emocracy ?
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COUR ADVERTISEMENTS

We do not admit to our columns medical, liquor,
tobaces, or other advert ts objectionable in the
home.

We g our
fent misrep ation in any adverti
this imue. This guarantee does not cover ordinary
#¢ trade talk *° nor does it involve the settding of minor
disputes or claims between advertiser and reader. Claims
for losses must be made within ninety days of the ap-
pearance of the adverti complained of. The
honest bankruptcy of an advertiser, occurring after the
printing of an advertisement by us, entitles the reader
only to our best services in endeavoring to secure the
return of the money.

A Talk with Qur Readers

E are very anxious that our readers—whether
regular subscribers or not,—should at all
times write to Dr. Marden and give their opinions
fully and freely on all the various matters that ap-
ear in the magazine. Remember, we are publish-
ing SUCCESS in the interest of our readers only, and
we want you to do all that you can to help us edit
it. If you do not feel like presenting us with a
bouquet, why present us with a brickbat. We
are not thin-skinned in any way. We want your
good, honest opinion about everything we publish,
and we want it early and often.
& &

The number of replies that were received for the
hundred-dollar prize offer in our January issue,
for the best answer to Dr. Emil Reich’s article,
**The Future Influence of American Women, was

S S
N E

ders against loss due to fraudu-
t appearing in

- unusually large, —so large that a corner of our edi-

torial department is heaped with baskets of manu-
scripts awaiting the keen eyes of the judges. We
want to congratulate the ladies who sent in replies
on the care and excelience of their contributions.
We do not believe that any other magazine has ever
received such a lot of carefully.written, neatly-
prepared manuscripts.  Those that we have exam-
ined are very sound and logical. The winner's
manuscript will be published in an early issue,
& &

Many of our readers have wondered why we pub-
lished such an article as the one by Dr. Riech. One
subscriber has written, ‘' Why let a man say such
things?'' Dr. Emil Reich is to-day regarded as
one of the greatest thinkers in Europe, and any-
thing he may write is of great value to the world.
Several other magazines made a desperate effort
to secure his article. We are always anxious to
publish the opinions of the great men and women
of the world, whether those opinions agree with
ours or not. An editor must not be narrow.
This magazine will always lead the way as a fear-
less exponent of the thoughts of all creeds and
parties.  That is the only way to educate, inform,
broaden and entertain a body of readers. For
instance, Mr. Fugene V. Debs is at work on a
;h):per for us on ‘‘ The Great Growth of Socialism.”

r. William Jennings Bryan will contribute ** Gov-
ernment Ownership and What 1t Means,” and
Senator Warren of Wyoming has sentin an im-
portant manuscript on ** The Statehood Bill.”

& &

Such important writers as Alfred Henry Lewis,
David Grabam Phillips. and Walter Wellman
watch the great moving panorama of the world's

rogress for our readers. Important happenings
in politics, industry, and social affairs are what
make the history of the world, When you read
about such matiers you want t0 be sure that the
writer £nows what ke is falking about. You may
be sure of that when you read SUCCESS. Every
writer is selected for his special fitness to handlea
subject, and is paid the very highest price for his
service.

We keep Mr. Vance Thompson in Europe to
write his interesting ** Diplomatic Mysteries,” at a
cost that is second 10 the outlay for no other
magazine feature in the world.

& &

Mr. Hosmer Whitfield is also in Europe in our
interests. He is securing a series on foreign in-
dustries. The first is to be entitled, **The Euro-

ean Captains of Industry.”” Compte Henry de

a Vaulx, who sailed across Europe in a balloon
and had, perhaps, one of the most thrilling and
exciting experiences that ever befell any man, will
write about these expericnces exclusively for
SuccEss. Then among other exceptionally good
things for early issues, we may casually men-
tion:—** My Fight against the Theatrical Trust,”
by Mrs. Fiske, ** Washington as a Social Factor,”
by Mrs. Abby G. Baker, and *The Race Track
Trust,”” a startling article by Alfred Henry Lewis,

iy

Is

SUCCESS MAGAZINE

American Invasion a Bogy?

James J. Hill Tells o SUCCESS MAGAZINE Bepresentative thot
We Are Being Beoten in the Bace for the Morkets of the World

J HERBERT WELCH

HEN James ]. Hill, baving risen from a place as

station master, reorganized a small and moribund
railroad of which he had obtained control, and began to
push a pathway of steel from St. Paul into the wilderness
of the Northwest, many predictions of failure assailed his
ears. Men with much more experience than he in the
railroad business pointed out to him that there was so lit-
tle traffic in this almost uninhabited region that the North-
ern Pacific Railway, which traversed i} to the north of his
proposed line, and the Union Pacific, which lay to the
south, were both struggling for existence. They asked
him how he could hope to make a third road succeedina
territory where the pickings were too scant for two,

*The region is rich in possibilities,” said Mr. Hill.
1 will people it.””

So he pushed the steel rails, steadily, at the rate of a
mile a day, for several years, across wide plains, and over
and through obstructing mountains. Farms and towns
and cities sprang up along the way. At length the Pacific
Ocean was reached, and a virgin region, vast and fertile,
had been opened to the world.

Then, having conquered distance on land, Mr. Hill pro-
ceeded to conquer it on the water. He threw a line of im-
mense steamers across the Pacific Ocean as a trade link
between the Northwest and the Orient. Hundreds of
thousands of men go to their daily work, and countless
wheels of industry turn ceaselessly, through the initial im-
pulse from the brain of James J. HillL

A roughhewn man is he. Standing on stocky legs at
about middle height, he appears to be below it becguse of
the unusual breadth of his shoulders. The gray hairon the
top of his head is thin, but he wears it long behind, like a
poet. His nose is large and carelessly chiseled, and the
thickness of his lips is only partially concealed by a tangled
growth of beard. He has a professional look. You might
take him for a doctor of the old school, were it not for his
eyes. Some of his photographs picture these as large, —
the eyes of a dreamer. In reality they are rather small,
full of changing lights, and very penetrating. They are
eves that see far, vet lose sight of no detail in the line of
vision. He habitually speaks in & low voice, with frequent
pauses, during which his appraising eyes are fixed watch-
fully upon those of his listener. He never makes an effort
1o be impressive, He lets the other fellow do that. Mean-
while it is quite evident that he is thinking.

In a New York hotel, not long ago, a certain represent-
ative of the Northwest in congress bowed and scraped
before Richard Olney, expressing an obsequibus delight
at the honor of meeting the distinguished ex-secretary of
state.

**What,” remarked one of the others of the group, when
the legislator had withdrawn, "*could the people of the
Northwest be thinking of to send such a man to Wash-
ington?”

** Thinking of ?"' exclaimed Mr. Olney; “why, they’

weren't thinking at all! Jim Hill does their thinking for
them.”

It was difficult to realize that this was his position, as,
in the drawing-room of his New York apartments, one
evening, removed from the evidence of his power, he
talked quietly to the writer. Many a department-store
floorwalker looms up with more of an assumption of im-
portance than does the president of the Great Northern
Railroad. He turns aside any references to what he has
accomplished, but is always willing to express his ideas.

1 don't believe in viewing conditions through the
colored glasses of either optimism or pessimism,” hesaid.
| believe in examining them without prejudice, in order
to form conclusions that approximate the truth. For in-
stance, I don't try to pallinte the fact that in this country
we have some big and threatening problems to solve,

“One of them is the labor question. The present stand-
ard of wages is artificial. It must be reduced if this coun-
try is to compete with others in the markets of the world.
Qur foreign trade in manufactured products, instead of
increasing with the increased production, is falling off,

“Consider the single but important item of steel. A
very few years ago we were told that our steel was com-
manding the world's markets. Nobody dares to teil us
that now. Even natives of our own country, in the Philip-
pines, have recently been sending big orders for steel to
Germany. Why? Simply because they can get it cheaper
there, .

“ As it1s in steel, so it is in many other products, Ger-
many is making great strides ahead of us. She is, in [act,
leading the world, and promises to increase her lead.
Her mechanics work cheaply, and spend sixty-six hours a
week in their factories, whereas ours spend but forty-four.
Moreover, they are better workmen.

""We can not hope to compete with her in foreign trade
until we reduce the cost of our manufactured products and
improve their quality. Even England, suffering from
industrial paralysis Lecause of the power of the trades
unions and other influences, is moving faster than we are.
The simple truth is that we are being badly beaten in the
race for the markets of the world.

**Yet we must have these markets if we are to prosper.
Our energetic manufacturers are producing a supply
greater than the domestic demand, even with the con-

stantly growing population. 'We must find foreign outlets
for the excess, or encounter an industrial cataclysm. We
are threatened with a period in which hundreds of thou-
sands of men will be out of work, and in which there will
be much suffering, agitation, and disorder.

*I speak of this only as & menace. [ don't say that
the dark time pictured will come. It can be avoided, and
will be, I hope, by an awakening from our idiotic som-
nambulism of over-confidence and jingoism, so that we
can meet the situation with an alert front. We are too
healthy a nation for any extreme iliness. We have in our
system a strong antitoxin, [ think that there will be,
after all, a gradual, rather than an abrupt and disorgan-
izing adjustment to the changing conditions.

*The workingmen will learn, in time, that it is better
for them to work the three hundred and thirteen week
days in a year, at two dollars a day. than to work about a
hundred days at three dollars and fifty cents a day. The
average cost of living will be reduced, but without any
curtailing of the necessaries or comforts, because the
prices of these will be lower, and because families will
learn to live more sciemtifically, with less waste. Foreign
peoples could teach our laboring class much in this re-
spect, and the time will come when the lessons must be
learned. This national movement toward economy will
be accompanied, I think, by a reduction of the tariff, so
that the people will receive the double benefit of low-
priced commodities from abroad and of foreign markets
for the articles upon which they labor in the factories.

"“The matter of looking after our foreign trade is now
more important than ever before, not only because of the
growing necessities of the situation in the United States,
but also because of the golden opportunities that are soon
to be presented to western uations in commerce with
China.

‘*As soon as the present war in the Far East is over itis
very probable th.at China, following the initiative of Japan,
will open her doors more widely than ever before to west-
ern ideas and products. She will want many of the ap-
purienances of our civilization. The demand for products
from the QOccident, on the part of even a comparatively
small, portion of her vast population, will create an enor-
maous trade,

<*From the time of the Pheenicians the commerce of
the Far East has been a source of wealth 10 nations. It
enriched Greece and Rome; it was the foundation of the
power of Venice; it gave the Duich a period of supremacy,
and then it made England the greatest of commercial
nations. But this trade will be, in the near future, far
greater than any of the old merchants ever dreamed of
A very pertinent question just now is,—are we prepared
to get our share of it? We have increased our exporta-
tion of wheat to the Orient from thirteen million bushels,
in 183, to sixty million bushels, in 1903, which, [ think,
is an excellent showing, but we don't need foreign mar-
kets for our wheat nearly as urgently as we do for manu-
factured articles. In these, our trade with the East is at
a standstill. Both Germany and England, and particu-
larly the former, will doubtless get the lion's share of it
unless conditions in the United States undergo a change.
‘The Chinese are good people to deal with, Commercial
honor is almost a fetich with them, But they are the
shrewdest merchants in the world, and demand a reciproc-
ity for their trade favors which our foreign rivals are in a
much better position to give than we are.”

Despite Mr. Hill's belief that wages have been raised
to a fictitious standard, there has been only one strike on
his railroad, the Great Northern, and this was settled 10
the satisfaction of the strikers. An interesting episode in
connection with it is told by Eugene V. Debs, who led the
agitation.

* President James J. Hill and I had shaken hands,’
said Mr. Debs, in relating the story, **and declared the
haichet buried. He said he was glad it was over, and
assyred me that he had no feeling of resentment. As we
stood chatting in his office, he remarked: *By the way,
Debs, you'll have to be my general manager, to-night, for
the men won't go to work except on your orders,” I re-

lied —
P *All right; 1'll guarantee that by morning the trains
will all be running on schedule time.' Then Mr. Hill
suddenly asked me—

‘How about my wages, Debs? I'm an employee,
too, you know, and, since everybody gets a raise, where
do I comein?’ He laughed heartily when 1 answered :—

«+Join the union, and we 'l see that you get a square
deal." "
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PEACE AND WAR
EDMUND VANCE COOKE

How rare is the painter who can touch his tints with the
preath of hfe; .
How common the boor who can break the spell with
the slash of a vandal knife.
B Y &
# Common sense,” says Wendell Phillips, *“ bows to the in-
evitable and mukes usgﬁ,@;."
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