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against a possible chance of race-track
gambling. To the uncommon mind——
that is, the mind of our racing gentry,—
no such conclusion appealed. Also, at
this crisis, and as shedding a ray on the
sincerity of the race-track anxiety ‘‘to
improve the horse,”” it should be called
to the notice of men that race tracks,
horse races and every honest element of
present horse racing were allowable under
that constitution. The one sole thing pro-
hibited was race-track gambling,

In 1895, divers citizens bearing our
most ‘‘respectable’’ names—princes of
banking and commerce they were,-—be-
stirred themselves about the legislature for
the passage of a racing law. The statute
known popularly as the Percy Gray Law
was, at their request, enacted.

Clisthenes invented ostracism for the Athenians, He of Athens who,
by money, or intrigue, or a willingness to corrupt the fountains of the law
or foul the sources of justice, had made himself a menace, could be
exiled by popular vote. It would be an excellent amendment to the con-
stitution that should provide for American ostracism. There be folks of
whom it might be said that, were they thrust forth from residence among us,
debarred from our courts, and stripped of every right of citizenship or prop-
erty, the best interests of this people would gain promotion by one hailf.
Many of these, who are as human upas trees to blight mankind, assisted in
the framing and adoption of that Percy Gray Law. To-day, as supporters
of those wrongs against morality and right,—race tracks and race-track
gambling, and the endless train of misery and sin that follows in their
wake,~they are reaping a pocket-harvest of unclean yellow thousands.
Many of these race-track banditti call themselves ¢'gentlemen.”’ This
gives glowing countenance to that aphorism, **No one who calls himself
a gentleman #5 a gentleman,”

Those ¢ gentlemen' who bribed and bullied the Percy Gray Law
through a legislature were not smitten of any hope of horse improvement.
They sought only for a money profit to themselves. They said << horse;”’
they thought *dollars.’”” Nor were they to be daunted of any dirt that
might attach to those dollars in their collection. The purpose was a gam-
bling purpose; the effort was to plow around that anti-gambling section of
the constitution.

WHERE THE MONEY GOES

THIE LAw WAS PLAINLY [INTENDED TO ACCOMPLISH TwO WRONGS

Since the passage of the law, on those two or three occasions when
it showed faulty in its scheme of evil, and the success of what outrages
were to be commitied under it was threatened, it has been amended and
repaired. The Race-track Trust would go to Albany and have the Percy
Gray Law amended, precisely as the old-time buccaneers took their ships
into some safe West India cove, and careened them to amend a leak. In
its present shape, and for the foul ends of its original construction, it is
perfect, just as a cracksman’s jimmy and dark lantern and mask are perfect
for those burglaries by which he lives. The Percy Gray Law was intended
for the accomplishment of two wrongs: it was to give the Race-track Trust
power to gamble. Also, it was to prevent race gambling by any outside
malefactor of similar dingy feather. The Race-track Trust would hold a
monopoly of that profitable iniquity.

The title of the Percy Gray Law reads: ‘¢ An act for the incorporation
of associations for the improvement of the breed of horses, and to regulate
the same, etc.”’ There is nothing to be found in the body of the law that
is seriously calculated to cultivate the horse. Nothing has sprung from it
in the guise of an association that has helped the horse,

By the light of what black results have flowed therefrom, it would
seemingly have been more honest had that caption read, ¢« An act for the
incorporation of associations for the advancement of crime and to improve
the breed of criminals,”” There would lurk some spunks of truthful pith
and point in such a preamble, and the race-track story, in its vicious ex-
pressions, would grant it support.

When England was striving to ¢*shear the wolf’’ and tea-tax America,
Burke spoke on this question of statute-captions. ~

““Mr. Speaker,’”” said he, I am sorry to be compelled so often to
expose the calamities and disgraces of parliament. The preamble of this
law, standing as it now stands, has the lie direct given it by the provisionary
part of the act, if that can be called provisionary which makes no provision,
Here, Mr. Speaker, is a precious mockery,—a preamble without an act.”’

‘When one considers the Percy Gray Law, having first read the caption,
he is touched of curious wonder as to what Burke would have said of our
Albany legislature, bad he come across that celebrated body in the day of
his eloquence.

The Percy Gray Law provides for a racing commission, named by the
governor. The head of the present’racing commission is August Belmont.
For practical purposes Mr. Belmont is the racing commission, since his
colleagues are only ornamental, —being as so much brass work and dead-
wood, neither helping nor hurting the commission in its sailing.

THERE 18 NO APPEAL FROM THE COMMISSION'S IRONCLAD RULINGS

The racing commission authorizes racing associations, and has arbitrary
control over racing within the borders of the state.  There is no appeal from
its dictum: no race track can exist, and no races can be trotted or run, save
by its license and permission. Such racing associations as the racing
commission, in its wisdom and mercy, authorizes, by the terms of the law,
must, in their racing, be controlled by the Jockey Club.

The Jockey Club is composed of fifty members. It is dominated of a
board of seven stewards. The head of the Jockey Club and of its board
of stewards is Mr. Belmont, who, you will note, is a kind of racing Pooh
Bah, and presumably in sleepless pursuit of horse improvement.

The racing commission—Mr. Belmont, chairman,-—decides what race
tracks may exist. The Jockey Club—Mr. Belimont, chairman,-—settles what
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horses and owners and trainers and jockeys
and stablemen shall furnish the racing.
The Jockey Club can bar offensive horses
and owners and trainers and jockeys and
stablemen, and it does. It can admit to
the racing right what horses and owners
and trainers and jockeys and stablemen it
deems of sufficient moral stamina for so
trying a trust. From what horses and own-
ers and trainers and jockeys and stable-
men it does admit, it exacts a fee. It
gives them a license, the latter revokable
at the caprice of the Jockey Club.

It will be seen that Mr. Belmontis of
tremendous racing importance, and holds,
locally, at least, this ‘‘sport of kings”
and ¢the improvement of the breed ot
horses’’ in the hollow of his hand, Mr.
Belmont's moment as a racing factor finds
multiplication in this: he is a heavy owner in several of that octagon of race
tracks into which the creative racing commission has breathed the breath of
life. Also, he dominates the Washington Track, which, racing spring and
fall, makes a ninth and final member of the Race-track Trust

SHE BETS WHILE BABY CRIES

THE RACE-TRACK TRUSBT'S MASTER PURPOSE I8 T0O MAKE MONEY

Born of the Percy Gray Law, the Race-track Trust—aside from the
Washington Track, which is beyond the pale of a New York statute—
consists of eight racing associations. These are the Coney Island, the
Brooklyn, the Westchester, the Brighton, the Saratoga, the Metropolitan,
the Queen's County, and the Buffale Association. The law, giving a two
months longer lease of life than did the Ives, limits racing to seven months,
from April fifteenth to November fifteenth, These seven months are dis-
tributed among the eight members of the Race-track Trust, granting each
from twenty-three to thirty racing days. The Washington Track, to keep
from getting beneath the feet of its metropolitan fellows and tripping them
up, has a race meeting before and another after the New York meetings
begin and end. During the racing season there are six races a day.

When one has put aside the cant of **improving the breed of horses,”’
and solved a pretense of gentility that keeps its snobbish eye on England
and gabbles inanely of the ¢sport of kings,'' he observes that the master
thought of the Race-track Trust, being the master thought with every trust,
is money in its purse. [ts legitimate sources of income are the sale of
tickets to the grounds and grandstands, and what dollars may be ravished
from the unwary by the programmes, bars, and restaurants.

These rivulets of wealth, when considered by the Race-track Trust,
were not enough.  More, they would one and all dry up, like streams in
desert sands, unless fed by that original well-head of all horse racing, the
booking and betting. If there were no pool selling,~no gambling,—no
patron would come. The gate would lie fallow, the box office become as
a barren waste, There would be an end to the **sport of kings,”’ and the
“*improvement of horses’’ would go dwindling to an untimely death.

With a wicked fertility of resource, born of its domination in politics
and a complete if criminal mastery of the legislature, the Race-track Trust
so framed the Percy Gray Law that certain miracles of disorder and defiance
to the constitution were provided for. Race-track gambling was forbidden
on the race track, but “punishment”’ was tamely restricted to a civil suit
for money bet and lost. Race-track gambling occurring outside a track
was, as against this, made a felony, and folks guilty thereof were to be
given a term in prison. That is the present condition. Inside a race-
trace fence you may bet and fear not.  Qutside the fence, Sing Sing yawns.

The Race-track Trust struck at-outside pool selling for a double reason.
To kill off the pool rooms would increase the gambling at the track, and
thereby augment those revenues which the trust exacted from the gamblers.
Also, it would swell the sale of tickets, and treble admissions at the gate,

So earnest and stubborn is the Race-track Trust in this enmity toward
the pool rooms that it fails not, whenever a mayor runs, to contribute a sum
equal to a king's ransom for the campaign. It asks but one favor,—to
name the commissioner of police. It controls the police force, and uses it
to stamp out the pool room,~—which it hates as the rival shop.

THE POLCE MustT CLOSE POOL ROOMS, IF MURDERERS GO Free

New York City pays a round million a year to maintain a police force.
Half the whole energy of those eight thousand policemen is launched
against pool rooms. Only fifty per cent. of police energy is left to deal
with burglars, footpads, thieves, firebugs, and other desperate felons, which
may or may not be the reason of unpunished murder and robbery and
arson in our daily midst How many murders have been committed since
the fifteenth of April,—the beginning of the racing season,—and no one
punished? How many highway robberies? If the city were a ship, the
big leaks would have the first attention, and the pelice would not abandon
a murderer to raid a pool room. But a city is not a ship. No shipis
rotten from truck to keel. Special interests can not get secret control of a
ship by any darkling method of *'campaign contributions.”

In discovering what profit and loss accrue to the Race-track Trust, one
may approach an estimate by some such trail as this, The over-all value
of the eight New York racing plants of the trust does not exceed one
million, eight hundred thousand dollars. While these plants vary in value,
and some cost more and some cost less than others, the average investment
for each, at five per cent, would be bounded by an interest charge of
twelve thousand dollars a year. The average annual cost of maintaining a
track, which, save for those thirty active days of racing, would be nominal,
is below twenty-five thousand dollars. The annual aggregate of purses
offered for races is lower, to speak of race-track average, than two hundred
thousand dollars. Thus one may see that the average outlay of any one
race track, including interest on the value of the racing plant, does not for
a year exceed two hundred and thirty-five thousand dollars, or one million,
eight hundred and eighty thousand dollars for all.

There is a last element of outlay. To the foregoing must be added
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Talks with Young Ien and Young Women

Orison Swett Marden

Freshness in Work

JF RESHNESS gives an indescribable flavor to our

work, whatever it may be. It does not matter
how able a book is, if it has not the charm of
originality and spontaneity, if we sec in it the
marks of great effort or straining for effect, we do
not care for it, it does not hold our attention. It
is the same with a picture, a statue, a song, or a
poem,—a work of any kind, If it lacks original.
ity, we will have none of it But, if the book, the
picture, or the poem is vigorous and spontaneous,
if it throbs with life, if it has the freshness and fra-
grance of new.mown hay, or of flowers just opened,
we enjoy it with our whole souls.

The great trouble with many people’s work is
that it is stale, labored, and heavy. 1t lacks
vitality, vivacity; it bears evidence of a depleted
mind and an exhausted body. It is easy to trace
the tired feeling which an author has dragged all
through the pages of his book. It can be seen in
the imperfect combinations of color, the tameness
and lack of life in the figures upon the canvas of
the worn out artist. The results of an overworked
brain, or a brain that is weakened by vicious living,
are all marked with the fatal stamp of inferiority.

It makes all the difference in the world, in
results, whether you come to your work every day
with all your powers intact, with all your faculties
up to the standard; whether you come with the
entire man, so that you can fling your whole life
into your task, or with only a part of yourself;
whether you do your work as a giant or as a
pigmy. Most people bring only a small part of
themselves to their tasks. They cripple much of
their ability by irregular living, bad habits in eat-
ing, and injurious food, lack of sleep, dissipation,
or some other folly. They do not come to their
tasks every morning whole men; a part of them-
selves, and often a large part, is somewhere else.
They left their energy where they were trying to
have a good time, so that they bring weakness
instead of power, indifference and duliness, instead
of enthusiasm and alertness, to the performance of
the most important duties of their lives. The
man who comes to his work in the morning unre-
freshed, languid, and listless, can not do a good,
honest day's work, and, if he drags rotten days
into the year, how can he expect a sound career
or a successful achievement?

Good work is not entirely a question of will
power, —-often this is impaired by a low physical
standard. The quality of the work can not be
up to high-water mark when every faculty, every
function, and every bit of your ability is affected
by your physical and mental condition. Youmay
be sure that your weakness, whatever its cause,
will appear in your day's work, whether it is
making books or selling them, teaching school
or studying, singing or painting, chiseling statues
or digging trenches,

Beauty is a child of freshness. No artist with
ebbing force, with his mental and physical powers
exhausted, can produce any work that will please
or live. No worker in art, in literature, or in any
field of effort, can greatly benefit the world if he
is not in a condition to do strong, fresh work,
stamped with the power of his own individuality.

Many writers, artists, and musicians, —persons
in all walks of life,—have wondered at their wan.
ing popularity, when those who knew them could
see the deterioration in their work, and its cause,
in the dropping ideal, the letting down of stand.
ards in their dissipated lives, the failure to keep
themselves fresh, vigorous, and strong. A man
might as well wonder why his horse, which he
has been riding all day, without rest, food, or
water, and goading with whip and spur, should
lag in speed or not feel as supple, elastic, and
fresh in the evening as when he started out in the
morning.

What should we think of a great singer who,
after a night of dissipation, should work hard all
day, go without food, sleep or rest, and yet ex.
pect to appear before the public the same even-
ing and achieve a triumph in the most difficult
role she had ever attempted? We should surely
think she must be insane. We should expect
that any woman of ordinary common-sense would
do everything in her power to keep her physical

and mental condition up to the highest point of
excellence for such an occasion. We should ex-
pect that she would take care to get all the sleep
and rest possible, that she would avoid excite-
ment, worry, and every form of mental and phys-
ical dissipation which would sap her energies or
reduce her vitality, so that she might come to
her task with all the freshness, spontaneity, and
enthusiasm possible,

This is what we should naturally look for from
any one preparing for any important task. It
is fresh faculties—fresh brain, nerve, and muscle
cells,—that do fresh, strong work, work which
has the flavor of immortality. When the vitality
is low, when the faculties are jaded, when hope
has hauled down her flag, and despair and mel
ancholia aye in the ascendant, we can produce
nothing that will live! There is no immortality
in our work. Death is written all over it

It is a man's duty to keep all his powers up to
such a standard that he can fling himself into his
task with all the freshness and enthusiasm of
which he is capable. Then his work will spell
something; his life will have a meaning. One
reason why there is so much inferior work in the
world, why so many reputations decline and are
snuffed out completely, and why so many fail
altogether, is that people do not keep themselves
up to such a standard as to be able to produce
fresh, powerful work. They go to their tasks with
half, three-fourths, or, perhaps, all of their energy
depleted. They have expended it in vicious liv.
ing, in idleness, vacillation, worry, or some other
form of dissipation. Had he the power to analyze
the cause of his non-success, many a failure could
see these things standing out all over his career,
—insufficient sleep, lack of exercise in the open
air, lack of change and recreation, irregularity
and want of system in his method of living.

The youth who would get the most out of life,
who would reach the highest expression in his
work and retain his freshness, vigor, and enthusi-
asm to the last, must lead a regular life. He
must resolutely cut away from all forms of dissi-
pation that would lower his physical or mental
standard. The moment there is a falling off In
the ideal, or any letting down of standards, a
decline in physical or mental force, the deteriora-
tion expresses itself at once in everything one does.

Every day's work should be a supreme event
in every life. We should come to it as carefully
prepared as the prima dosnna who is trying to hold
the world's supremacy in song comes before her
audience. Then our work would breathe out the
vigor and vitality and freshness which we put into
it, Then life would be glorified, and the work of
the world illuminated, transformed.

- &
Your Habitual Expression.

W HAT kind of an expression do you wear habit-

ually ? 'Is it sour, morose, repellent? Isit
a mean, stingy, contemptible, uncharitable, intol-
erant expression? Do you wear the expression
of a bulldog, a grasping, greedy, hungry expres.
sion, which indicates an avaricious nature? Do
you go about among your emplovees with a thun-
dercloud expression, with a melancholy, despond-
ent, hopeless look on your face, or do you wear
the sunshine expression, which radiates good
cheer and hope, which indicates a feeling of good
will and of helpfulness? Do people smile and
look happier when you approach them, or do they
shrink from you, and feel a chilly goose-flesh sen-
sation come over them as they see you approach ?

It makes all the difference in the world to you
and to those whom you influence, what kind ot
an expression you wear.

I once worked for a man who had a habitual
smile which was worth a fortune to him. No
matter how angry he might be inside, you never
could tell it by his face. There might be a vol-
cano just ready to break out, vet his face would
wear that serene, happy, contented smile, One
corner of his mouth always curved up as though
he had received some good news, and was just
dying to tell you about it

A great many people wondered at his success.

They thought it far outreached his ability; but
there is mo doubt that a great deal of it was due
to that inimitable smile which never left him. It
made hosts of friends for him and brought many
customers to his store. .

The success candidate should learn the power

of the habitual smile, not only because it wins
friends and brings customers, but its power over
one’s own life is immeasurable. The effort to be
always cheerful, kind, considerate, and gentle, no
matter what wars may be rankling in the heart,
has a great influence in wansforming the life.
" I know a lady who has made it & habit of her
life to radiate sunshine everywhere she goes. She
says that a smile costs nothing. The result is
that everybody who waits upon her or does any.
thing for her feels it a real favor to serve her, be-.
cause he is always sure of getting this inde-
scribably sweet smile and expression in return,

What a satisfaction it is to go through life radi.
ating sunshine and hope instead of despair, en-
couragement instead of discouragement, and to
feel conscious that even the newsboy or the boot-
black, the car conductor, the office boy, the ele-
vator boy, or anybody else with whom one comes
in contact, gets a little dash of sunshine, It
costs nothing when you buy a paper of a boy, or
get your shoes shined, or pass into an elevator, or
give your fare to a conductor, to give a smile with
it, to make these people feel that you have a warm
heart and good will. Such salutations will mean
more to us than many of the so-called great things.
1t is the small change of life.  Give it out freely
The more you give, the richer you will grow,

& &

** Something Whick Brings Things Out Right in
Spite of Me.”

How many times we come to a crisis in life

when some obstacle confronts us which we
think will be a terrible calamity and will perhaps
ruin us if we can not avoid it. 'We fear that cur
ambition will be thwarted, or that our lives, per-
haps, will be wrecked. The dread of the shock
which we think will overwhelm us as we come
nearer and nearer to it, without any possibility of
averting it, is something frightful.

Many a time in the writer's life has he come to
such a point,—when it seemed as if all was lost,
~—and yet something beyond his control has
straightened out the tangle, solved the puzzle
which seemed insoluble; the storm which threat-
ened shipwreck has passed over, the sun has
come out again, and everything has become tran-
quil and serene once more. If we look ahead,
the troubles seem thick and threatening; but
when we get there, we usually find a clear path,
plenty of room, pleasant faces, and people to
help us in case of need. When we look back
over our lives, how few accidents have really
happened to ws. Many have threatened, but,
somehow, things have come out right in spite of
us, 50 that we have wasted our vitality, we have
grown old and wrinkled and bent, and have short-
ened our youth anticipating troubles and worrying
about calamities which never were to happen.
Why should we thus needlessly throw away hap-
piness and usefulness?

1t seems strange that when we know perfectly
well that we are dependent for every breath we
draw upon a Divine Power which is constantly
providing for us and protecting us, we do not
learn to trust it with absolute confidence and
resignation,

There is only one thing for us to do, and that
is to do our level best right where we are, every
day of our lives; to use our best judgment, and
then to trust the rest to that Power which holds
the forces of the universe in His hand, and which
does all things well.

& &
No Cive Up 1in Him
ID you ever see a man whom you could not
down,—whom no discouragement, however
great, could dishearten, whom no hardships could
discourage? Did you ever see a man who had ne
give up in him, who would neve:'%let go his grip
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