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we have in store for the readers of Suvccess Macaziwneg.

A Forecast of a few of the

- Important Features

to appear in the Fall and Winter Issues of |

SUCCESS MAGAZIN

H E old adage, “ While good is good, something better beats it,” has always been a kind of slogan in our
editorial department, but we have never come so near our ideal in magazine-building as will be done this Fall.
It is, therefore, with much happiness and no little pride that we announce some of the special features

g Beginning with the October number we will dress the magazine with a new and .beautiful style of type. The

art arrangement, from cover to cover, will be entirely new and of an exceptionally high order.

The list of writers,

which will be found below, together with the subjects to be covered by them, will keep our readers in contact with

the greatest minds of America and Europe and in close touch with the mighty sweep of the great world;

in short,

the best to be had in strong fiction, deep thought, philosophy, wit, pathos, art, poetry, inspirational, material,
and home influence will be found in the Fall and Winter numbers of Success Macazine.

STRONG FEATURES

Special Articles
By VILLIAM JENNINGS BRYAN

Mr. Bryan is about to make an extended tour of the world, covering a %’riod of two years. During this time he
will study many important matters of vilal interest to the United States. e have engaged his services to furnish us
with a number of articles on questions which deal with the more important phases of international interest, —questions
that are ngitating the public mind to-day. China has declared a boycott of American commerce because of the Exclu-
sion Act. My, Bryan will visit China and explain this situation in full. Public Owngrshif is one of the biggest
problems we have to solve. Mr, Bryan will personally inve-tigate the municipal properties ol the leading European
cities and write about them. These two articles will be the first to appear.

A Yankee Drummer Abroad
By H. D. VARNUM

These are the real stories of 2 *live” traveling man who spent a number of years selling American goods in foreign
countries. It is as charming in its humor as it is informing and interesting.

The Real John D. Rockefeller

By WALTER WELLMAN

Much has been written about this important man,—the leading {actor in the world of finance and commerce—a
great, silent creature who uﬁ little and sees no one. In Mr. Wellman's article will be portrayed the true Rockefeller,
the man as he really is, and Mr. Rockefeller will, through Mr. Wellman, reply to the many critics who have written

S The Shameful Misuse of Wealth

By CLEVELAND MOFFETT

Mr. Moffett’s second series on this leading subject begins with the November number. DurinF the summer he has
made a vigorous search for information and promises some new, startling developments that will bear out his earlier
?apers. %he first article in his new series will be entitied ** The Concentiation of Riches ” and will be one of the most
ntensely interesting of the series, .

@ ®
The Immigration Problem
By DAVID GRAHAM PHILLIPS

Mr. Phillips, who has done much of his best journalistic work for Syccess MAGAZINE, is at present in Europe
studying one of the most momentous questions of the day,—the immlglratto_n problem. His articles will show us how
steps can be taken to prevent the terrible influx of unworti\y people. Immigration to the United States has reached
such overwhelming Emportions that it is almost impossible for the govemment to deal with the situation, It is oneof
the great crises which the nation must face, and it is a subject on which all should be thoroughly informed.

The High Speed Trains of America

By SAMUEL MERWIN

Clipping the wings of time is the great problem in the railroad industry. From New Vork to Chicago in eighteen
hours is an established fact. How these greyhound trains are run, the care taken, the rigid discipline of the men, the
marvelous locomotives, etc., form one of the most fascinating romances of the industrial world, r. Merwin, who has
written several railroad stories and articles for SuCCESS MAGAZINE, has investigated this subject thoroughly.
His article will appear in an early number,

The Bankrupt Institutions of Royalty

By VANCE THOMPSON

Are the old monarchies of Eum{x 5going down before the hand of Progress? Mr. Thompson, whose fascinating
stories of dipl ic life, published In SUCCESS MAGAZINE, are said to equal the best wmmgs'of Richard Harding
Davis and Egerton “astle, is at his best in this paper. He has gone into the matter deeply and quotes from some great
living authorities to establish his claim.

OUR NEW FICTION

'E have arranged with some of
the leading short-story writers
of the United States and Europe for
their best work. Adventure, love,
romance and industry will be the
themes of our new stories. Among
the writers are
F. HOPKINSON SMITH
JEROME K. JEROME
DAVID GRAHAM PHILLIPS
GEORGE BARR McCUTCHEON
HAROLD MGRATH
FREDFERICE TREVOR HILL
PORTER EMERSON BROWNE
ALVAH MILTON EERR
KATHRYN JARBOE
HARRIET PRESCOTT SPOFFORD
MABEL MARTIN
HOWARD FIELDING
CHAUNCEY THOMAS
T. JENKINS HAINS
CHARLES BATTEL LOONMIS
HOLMAN DAY
WILLIAM HAMILTON OSBORNE

OUR ART DEPARTMENT

Many new names have been added to our list of illustrators, In
the coming year we will use the best work of

E M. ASHE

GUERNSEY MIOORE ’
J. €. LEYENDECKER
FLETCHER C. RANSOM
CHARLES SAREA

WILL CRAWFORD
FREDERIC R. GRUGER

popular.

J. J. GOULD
H. G. WILLIAMSON
ARTHUR G. DOVE
WILLIAM OBERHARDT
HERMANN HEYER
ALBERT LEVERING
JOHN BOYD

specialists,

Dress Accessories

OUR HOME DEPARTMENTS

have proven to be most helpful to the home and have been exceedingly
We have planned to give them more space and to bring into
the home every month invaluable articles and suggestions, written by
Among the regular departments are the following:—
The Well-dressed Man . e
With The Housekeeper,
If You Are Well-Bred . .

What to Wear and How to Wear It,

The Home Garden . by
Mrs, Herrick’ Table Talk.

by Allred Siephen Bryan
by Wrs, Cheistine Terhune Herrick
by Mrs, Burton Kingsland
by Martha Deao Hallam
by Mary Le Mont
Mary Rogers Miller
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when they are converted into ‘¢ broilers.”” Thirty incubators of the best
type and a big flock of Barred Plymouth Rocks make the contract possible.
Another of his contracts is for a daily hundred dozens of eggs. The
farm has a main building, four hundred and eighty feet long, and a num-
ber of minor structures, while the pens are in a row, five hundred and
sixty feet in length. He usually has thirty thousand chickens on hand
and many thousands of eggs. His net profits are about thirty thousand
dollars annually. His success and his plant, based on scientific prin-
ciples, are equaled in scores of other cases in different localities,

A GOoon HEN SHOULD LAY ABOUT Two HUNDRED EGGS A YEAR

The fact that, as already stated, the supreme test of the usefulness of a
hen is her egg-making capacity has naturally resulted in efforts on the part
of scientific chicken-farmers to evolve a bird that shall be an ideally
economic medium for the conversion of food into shell, yolk, and glair,
Such a hen should produce two hundred eggs per annum, and that there
are whole flocks of these gified creatures to be found in many parts of this
country is proof that, while *the individual bizd lingers,”’ in a laying
sense, yet the American chicken is showing signs of becoming * more and
more’’ in the same respect. If the chickens, as a tolal, could be pes.
suaded to adopt permanently the annual two-hundred-egg habit, the sum
added to the nation’s wealth would be many millions,

Here are some facts and figures relative to the hen's egg which may
not be without interest to the student of poultry possibilities. Its average
length is two and twenty-seven hundredths inches, its average diameter
at the broad end one and seventy-two hundredihs inches, and it weighs
about one eighth of a pound. The pullets' are smaller than those of old hens.
The shell constitutes about eleven per cent, the yolk thirty-two per ceat,,
and the white fifty-seven per cent. of the total egg. Chemically speaking,
an egg consists of two nutrients,-.protein and fat,—~iogether with some
water and a small quantity
of mineral matter. Popu-
lar belief to the contrary,
there is no difference in
the nuiritive qualities of
eggs with dark shells and
those with light Their
flavor is affected by the
food of the fowl, for good or
forevil. Exhaustiveexper-
iments by well-equipped
investigators provethat the
‘egg deserves its reputation
as an easily assimilated
and highly nutritious food,
if caten raw or lightly
cooked. Such experiments
also show that eggs at
twelve cents per dozen are

DISTRIBUTION OF HENS AND GUINEA FOWL IN THE UNITED STATES
EACH DOT REPRESENTS 100,000 CHICKENS, INCLUDING GUINEA FOWL
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low temperatures, otherwise cold storage, or by coating, covering, or immers-
ing them in some material or solution which may or may not be a germi-
cide. Sometimes the two systems are combined, Eggs can also be kept
edible by removing them from their shells and storing them in cans in
bulk at a temperature a degree or so below freezing. This system, how-
ever, has many disadvantages,

Not long since, German government experts took up the question of
egg preservation with all the patient thoroughness that characterizes scien-
tific investigation in the Fatherland. Twenty different ways of keeping
egps fresh were tried, including cold storage, the use of brine, limewater,
salicylic acid, permanganate of potash, glycerin, rock salt, bran, paraffin,
boric acid, sterilizing by hot water, varnishing the shell with water glass,
vaseline, collodion, or shellac, packing in peat dust or wood ashes, and so
forth, .

On the whole, cold storage and immersion of the eggs in a solution of
water glass, which is potassium silicate or sedium silicate, were found to be
the cheapest and most effectual ways of keeping eggs eatable. A gallon of
water glass will preserve fifty dozens of eggs. The chemical, which is of an
innocuous nature, forms a thin glaze or coating over the shell which is
absolutely air-tight,

in 1890, THE EXPORTS OF EGGS AMOUNTED TO NEARLY 750,000

A fact of significance, as showing the growth of the egg industry and
indicating the possibilities of its future, is that, in 18go, the total number
of eggs exported was three hundred and eighty-one thousand dozens, worth
fifty-nine thousand dollars, while, ten years later, the exports were valued
at nearly three quartersof a million dollars. In i8¢0, the imported eggs
were worth two million dollars, while at present imports have practically
ceased, and the exports have correspondingly increased as intimated. Muach
of the extraordinary development of the industry is due to the work of the
experimental stations of
the United States depant-
mentofagriculture. These
stations, found in every
state of the Union, make
practical tests of the com.
parative values of differ~
ent breeds of fowls, the
best methods of feeding
and caring for them, the
possibility of increasing
egg-production by proper
feeding, the selection of
laying stock, and other
problems, Aside from
hens, the poultry industry
has extended in large di-
mensions to other fowls,
Raising ducks for general

acheapsourceofnutrients;
ai sixteen cents, somewhat
expensive; and, attwenty-
five cents and over, highly
extravagant. The basisof
comparisonwas the market
prices of standard flesh
foods considered in rela.
tion to their nutritive ele.
ments. But there is a
physiclogical constituent
of eggs which is of great
value, yet it defies the
search of the scientist or
the inquisition of the stat-
istician, and that is their
palatability. Unless a
food, however rich in pro-
teins, is relished, it loses
much of its value, while,
per contra, a less chem-
ically desirable food that
is enjoyed becomes valu-
able by reason of that fact.

The scope of the egg
business, its unique char.
acter and its importance

consumption is now a
profitable industry in
many states, and in later
years the raising of squabs
has attracted the attention
of a great many who are
looking for profits in a
business that gives but
little wouble. ’

L] w

Beveridge Is Glad He
Laughed

J. H WELCH

66 THE direction of my ca-

reer was completely
changed,”’ said United States
Senator Albert ]. Beveridge
10 the writer, " by & careless
laugh. When I was a youth
in Illinois, I heard that the
congressman from our district
intended to hold an examina-
tion to determine what young
man he should appoint to
West Point. I pitched in and
studied hard for that examina-
tion, and found it easy when
I came to take it. Most of the

R vewes. ;

to the public have brought
about repeated and ex-
haustive attempts to solve
the problem of preserving
eggs for longer or shorter
periods. Théresultsof the
experiments may be said
to betwo methods of keep-
ing egps fresh, or nomin-
ally so; for, after all is said
and done, vour egg, be it
never so well preserved,
lacks that exquisite deli-
cacy of flavor which it
possesses when, being
taken warm from the nest,
it is properly cooked and
appropriately served.
However, eggs are now
kept palatable either by

The poultry-and-egg products are shown by the heavy circles, and the wheat products by the light
cireles.  All state circles are drawn 10 one scale. The figures pointed within the circles indicate millions of
dollars. No cirele is given for less than half a million dollars. The census of 19oo, from which both of the
foregoing charts were drawn, reports a total pouliry-and-egg product of 280,000,000, as stated on the larger
of the two great circles above, The wheat product is given as $370,000,000. An export value of $141,000,000
leaves the home consumption, $22g,000,000, as stated on the smaller of the two great circles above. There-
fore, the national poultry-and-egg bill is almost one fourth greater than the wheat bill. The egg bill is about
five per cent. grester than the poultry bill. Both of the charts were drawn especially for SUCCESS MAGAZINE

other fellows seemed to be
still struggling with it when 1
had finished, and I was so
confident that I had made
few mistakes that I was in a
pretty cheerful frame of mind.
This is why I laughed when
one of the strugglers asked 2
rather foolish question of the
professor in charge. The lat-
ter evidently felt that the dig-
nity of the occasion had been
trifled with, for he scored one
per cent. against me. When
the papers came to be cor-
rected this loss caused me to
fall one fifth of one per cent.
below the boy who stood high-
est on the list. He is a cap-
tain in the army, now, where I
suppose I should be had it not
been for that laugh. I believe
in the power of cheerfulness.
Looking back, I am rather

F.u Hewes.

glad :haEEI laughed.”

S
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tenant. Instantly they differed over the rent of
the restaurant; thereupon, loving peace, she de-
cided to buy out his business, also, and conduct
it herself All this, however, has no important
connection with the story of the crime that later
took its place in police annals as ¢ The affair at
the Sainte Marie.”

The building, when Madam Laurie purchased
it, had stood for more than a century. It was
one of your old-fashioned brick structures, with
its eaves to the street. The gray shingled roof
was broken by two dormer windows, which af.
forded light to an attic chamber.

In its youth the house was the dwelling of some
well-to-do old Knickerbocker; but that day must
have been far astern, since everybody that be-
longed to the town's fashion had for more than
eighty years abandoned both the Bowery and
Grand Street.

Aside from that attic chamber, the house pos-
sessed two floors and a basement. There was no
entrance to the basement from Grand Street; from
the rear one might enter it by a wide downward
flight of steps. The basement was closed against
the casual intruder, should such a one find his
way to the small, boxed-in rear yard, by a door,—
thick enough, truly, but age-eaten and shaky. A
strong, resolute shoulder should have sent it in.

From this basement a narrow stairway led to the
floor above. The basement itself was dark and
musty, its only ventilation as well as light—what
little there was of either,—coming from two small
ground windows set in the foundations of the
house. It was used by Madam Laurie as a storing
place, and bins of bottles were arranged around
the two sides and the front.

The floor above, being the first floor and entered
directly from Grand Street, was Madam Laurie's
shop proper. There were threg rooms on this
floor, the front room being a general room and
furnished with a half dozen tables and their com-
plement of chairs. To the rear of this and open-
ing into it were two small rooms, with windows
overlooking the rear yard, where guests—who,
for purposes of confidence and privacy, wished
to be alone,—might sit

From the small rear room on the left side of
the building, a narrow stairway, corresponding—
in width and length,~—to the stairway that led up
from the basement, carried one to the floor above.
On this second floor Madam Laurie lived,—the
floor being divided into a sitting room, a bedroom,
and a kitchen, the two latter of the size commonly
described as ‘*not big enough to swing a cat in."”
No one, so far as history tells, was ever known to
swing a cat under any circumstances; yet the
phrase is supposed to have an architectural value
as indicating dimensions somewhat cramped.

The furniture throughout, in the public as well
as the private paris of the Sainte Marie, was plain
and simple, and cheap ornaments in disgue and
plaster stood about on the mantels. In the large
public front room there was an ancient sideboard
that may have come down the rungs of the years
from that old Knickerbocker who was the Sainte
Marie's first occupant, half a century before it
was known by that name. In all the windows,
front as well as rear, were flower boxes; but these
showed now in April only a brown bristle of last
year's stalks and stumps.

Madam Laurie herself should have a word or
two of personal description. She was a spinster,
sizty-odd years old; that is to say, she had con-
sented to forty for over twenty years, always with
an arch simper that showed her still a prey to cer-
tain girlish vanities that—extant in every femi-
nine breast at birth,—are not to be canceled by
anything save wedding bells themselves.

Being sixty-odd, Madam Laurie looked her
years. She was in figure short and stout; her
shoulders stooped, while her seamed face was
a network of wrinkles. Even in girlhood she
must have been notably ugly; her features
were coarse, and her large nose was of the sort
termed hooked. In spite of the coarse heaviness
of her face, the expression of Madam Laurie was
quick and vivacious, and her eyes gleamed and
glanced as bright as amy bird's. In source she
was French, baving been born im Paris; and in
money matters she was gifted of a French close-
ness of grip that trenched upon the parsimonious.
She was supposed to be rich, too; but, being pru-
dent, and, withal, the soul of business, it had never
been imagined that her gold was anywhere save
in a bank. Madam Laurie was not one to invite
thieves by keeping her hoards in the house.

The policeman, at the cry, ** Murder!”’ aroused
himself, and started for the Sainte Marie at a dull
trot, guided by the moon-faced man who, in his
unusual excitement, tugged at the officer’s blue
sleeve by way of improving the pace. On arriving
in front of the Sainte Marie, the single front door,
raised above the sidewalk by the height of a trio
of steps, was found to be on the swing. The po-
liceman pointed to the open door.

¢ I did that,”" panted the moon.faced man. I
had just unlocked the door, to open the place for
the day, when I saw the body on the floor. Then
I ran for you.”’

«“What's your name ?'’ asked the officer, lay-
ing his hand on the door to throw it wide.

¢ Peter Salt. They call me * Saltpeter.”
sisted Madam Laurie about her shop.”

The large public room which the officer entered
was not overfed with light, the two front windows
being narrow. Moreover, they were heavily cur.
tained, and this aided in bringing about 2 partial
darkness even when the sun shone outside. As
the officer entered he seized Peter Salt by the arm;
not for support, but from a professional instinct of
detention. The suspicions of the bluecoat, he not
being an analyist, were readily made to stand up;
wherefore, he would be sure of Peter Salt until
affairs should clear themselves a wifle.

Peter Salt seemed not to notice the official grasp
on his arm; and, while he hung back as they en-
tered the Sainte Marie, even the officer attributed
this to nothing but a simple-minded reluctance to
lock upon repulsive sights. Leading Peter by the
arm, the officer stepped inside.

In the shadow, to the rear and just at the en-
trance of the small serving-room from which the
stairway led down from the floor above, lay a dark
heap,—tumbled and careless.

“That's Madam Laurie,”” whispered Peter
Salt, with face aghast and pointing with shaking
finger. **That's her body,—she's dead, you
know!"’

Before the officer could reply or approach
nearer the tumbled heap, a light cat-like step was
heard. The officer started, for death before his
eyes had made him nervous. The origin of that cat.
like tread was at once unmasked; Inspector Val
stood in the doorway. At sight of the famous

I as-

_detective the officer's face, which had been some-

what doubt.clouded, brightened visibly.

¢ Ah, inspector!’’ cried the policeman, I was
never more glad. There are mystery and murder
here. Singly and alone | might have found the
water over-deep.”’

Inspector Val had been ransacking the dives in
Pell Street for a missing bank cashier, whose
funds were known to be short and whose slavery
to opium was suspected. He picked up his man,
whose senses were saturated with the drug; and,
since the latter was beyond conversation,—locked
as tightly in the influence of opium as ever fly
was locked in amber,—had sent him to Bellevue
in charge of Mr. Sorg, with orders to keep him
guarded until sufficiently recovered from his poppy
sleep to answer questions. The drug-soaked
cashier being disposed of, Inspector Val was walk-
ing to his rooms in Lafayette Place, making all he
could of the fresh April air, with the thought of
cleansing his lungs of those suffocating opium
odors with which his hours in the dems had
clogged them. The open door of the Sainte Marie
had caught his eye as he swung off the Bowery
into Grand Street.

Without a word he crossed in front of the
officer and Peter Salt, and bent over the tumbled
heap, It was Madam Laurie, sure encugh,—
dead as had been declared by the moon-faced
Peter. That latter heavy person, when now the
weight of his discovery had been lifted from him
to the shoulders of others, began to lament, and
stood blubbering in the grasp of the officer.

Inspector Val approached the body of Madam
Laurie. There was a strong smell of coal oil in
the air. A bit of broken glass crunched beneath
his boot. That explained the kerosene smell;
she had held a night lamp in her hand, and it had
been broken upon the floor.

The body was lying on its face, Death had
come like a bolt from above; for there was no
disorder, the body lying not stiffly, but easily,
and in an attitude of sleep rather than of death.
Blood, in no great quantity, had oozed from the
mouth. Inspector Val lifted the right arm. It
was rigid: Madam Laurie had been dead for
hours.

After a protracted study of the bedy, and a
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mental registration of every detail, the inspector
turned to the officer, still silently waiting in the
middle of the room. He had released the arm of
Peter Salt, who, seated at one of the tables, was
sobbing thickly, his head on his arms,

Inspector Val made a sign, and the officer
straightened up the recumbent Peter. Being
questioned, the fellow controlled his grief, and, as
well as he might for some German stubbornness
of accent, told his story.

Madam Laurie was his maternal aunt; he, him-
self, however, coming not from Paris but Alsace,
his father's native province. He was forty years
old, and had been in New York four years, hav-
ing been sent for by Madam Laurie to assist at
her restaurant. Yes, he was married, and had a
wife and two children; he lived in Rivington
Street. Why had he not lived at the Sainte
Marie? There wasn't room; besides, Madam
Laurie didn't like Cora, his wife. His dudes
were to come each morning to the Sainte Marie
and remain until midnight A long watch? Yes;
but sometimes, in the slack hours of the afternoon,
he took a nap on the lounge in Madam Laurie’'s
sitting room, upstairs. He took his meals with
her. The greater part of serving her patrons fell
upon him, since in the morning she must do up
her house, having no servant. But in the mom-
ing there were few customers; it was in the after-
noon, and particularly in the evening, that the
tables were full and wrade sharp. The evenings
found work both for himself and Madam Laurie
Who were her customers? Staid old French
people, commonly,—men who came with their
wives, and who lived in the region just south of
Washington Square, where the French colony was
considerable.

“What houy, last night, did you last see Madam
Laurie?” queried Inspector Val

Peter Salt had last seen her at half past eleven,
when, business being light, with few customers,
she went upstairs to her rooms on the second
floor. He, himself, closed up the Sainte Marie
and left for home at a quarter of twelve,

" **Was Madam Laurie of considerable fortune ?
~-Was your aunt rich 2"’

Peter couldn’t say; he could only guess. He
thought his aunt was worth fully eighty thousand,
perhaps one hundred thousand dellars, There
was no telling; she was a close-mouthed woman
and never mentioned her money,

*“But,"’ added Peter, his moon.like counte.
nance taking on a sudden glow as if the thought
had at that moment for the first time come to
him, *¢] shall soon know. Soon I shall count
her money for myself, She makes a will before
I came from the old country, and gave it all to
me. Yes, Herr Officers, | am—what you say 2o
her heir,”’

At this news the policeman seized Peter Sah
again by the arm; Inspector Val did not seem so
much impressed. Peter Salt, himself, having got-
ten upon the subject of Madam Laurie’s thou-
sands, and remembering how they must now by
her death become his thousands, beamed like the
sun. His tears ceased to flow, he even smiled,
and, wrapped in thoughts of his own abrupt trans-
iation from poverty to riches, appeared to forget
the dumb, dead crumpled heap in the shadows by
the door. Dull, of course, but still surprisingly
human, was moon-faced Peter Salt.

«*You may go,’’ said Inspector Val to the po-
liceman, ¢ It's about your hour off post. I'll
take charge here.”

The officer glanced with gimlet eye at Peter.
Then he beckoned to the inspector. Drawing
that gentleman toward the fromt door, where,
while out of earshot of Peter, he still had that
worthy covered and any attempt at flight on his
part checkmated, he whispered -

*« How about that party 7"’ — pointing to Peter.

*You don't think he murdered his aunt?"’

““Folks do murder their aunts,-—sometimes.
Besides, he makes a fortune by her death. Also,
see how chirpy he is; I'm blessed if he won't
take to whistling, in a minute or two, he feels so
confoundedly good over it!"”

«True!’’ responded the inspector, **he does
seem a bit buoyant for one who has lost a near
and, we may assume, valued relative. None the
less, there's hardly sufficient evidence to put
him behind the bars.”” Then, noting uncertainty
and disappointment, he added: «'I'll tell you a
better thing. Let him go free, as if you had not
the least suspicion; then shadow him. He may
lead you to the proof you require.”’

..... gy,
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rested as if his slumbers had numbered those
round eight hours appointed of nature, instead of
ascanty four. Sergeant Sorg came in; that worthy
thief-taker reported the poppy-steeped cashier as
having recovered his senses and confessed his
embezzlements.

«Did you lock him up?”’ asked Mr Val,
who, combining business with business, was tear-
ing open his official mail while he talked.

**No,”” returned Mr. Sorg, disgustedly.

The inspector glanced over the top of a letter at
Mr. Sorg and arched a brow, inquiringly.

«¢ It was this way,’" Mr. Sorg explained. *“The
president of the bank showed up, and decided to
malke the shortage good. .  Meanwhile, he didn't
want the cashier pinched, d'ye see, for fear it
would be a stain on the bank. At least, that's
what he said; although, to speak as I think, I
would n't be surprised if he lay down for fear the
trial might turn up a disagreeable fact or two
about himself"’

*That may be,”’ said Inspector Val, with a dis.
missive wave, returning to his letter reading, **but
of course you can’t force him to prosecute; and, if
he won't prosecute, that's an end to the affair.”

Mr. Sorg arose to go.  Mr. Val again looked
up from the letter.

¢ By the way, Mr. Sorg, meet me in my rooms
in Lafayette Place to-morrow at two o clock.”

Mr., Sorg signified his acquiescence to what
sounded like a request, but was in reality an order,
and went his way.

His footfalls still echoed in the corridor when
that morning policeman whom Inspector Val
encountered at the Sainte Marie was announced,
He wore plain clothes, and, unlike the inspector,
was so overrun with the importance of his task of
shadowing Peter Salt that he had n’tslept a wink.
Having seen Peter fairly home to supper, he
had come ‘*hot foot’' to Mulberry Street to ask
for Mr. Val. He related how there was an
inquest, and how Peter had testified. Also the
surgeon had told his story of the autopsy. The
Jury had returned, under the coroner's guidance,
a verdict to the effect that Madam Laurie met her
death as the result of wounds inflicted by a pistol
in the hands of a person unknown.

Peter, by permission of the authorities, had
then taken charge of the body, and was deep
in certain preliminary arrangements for a funeral
of mighty splendor and maggificence. A French
funeral director had been installed in the Sainte
Marie, and the leading spirits among Madam
Laurie's old customers were gathering to give the
occasion the sadly solemn glory of their presence,

As for Peter, already he had become impress-
ively respectable where but yesterday he was
despised. The lawyer who drew Madam Laurie’s
will had let leak the secret of her nephew's
good fortune; as the upcome he was being
made the recipient of decorous congratulations.
One or two friends, presuming upon his new
position as a capitalist, had even craved his
sagacious counsel in divers intricate tangles of
business.

The policeman concluded by saying that, hav-
ing seen Peter home to Rivington Street, and
understanding from what he had heard that his
charge, following a light refection, would return
to the Sainte Marie and, with all its responsibil-
ities and honors, take up his position as chief
mourner, he, the policeman, had stolen time from
his watch to hurry over to the Central Office and
inform Inspector Val of the important progress of
affairs,

The great detective, with indomitable gravity,
heard the policeman to the end, and when the
latter ran down nodded his head as one who
should say, * Marvelous!”” The policeman,
flattered to the echo by the grave attention be-
stowed, and particularly by that inscrutable nod,
arose with great spirit and said he would go
back to the Sainte Marie and resume his solitary
vigil

¢ But you must sleep!’’ remonstrated Inspector
Val, whose conscience began to smite him in the
face of such fidelity.

“Sleep!”” returned the policeman, who was
new to the force, with a badge not eight weeks
out of the silversmith's. ¢ Sleep! Pardon me,
inspector,’’—a dignified salute, here,—¢ ] shall

_never sleep while duty stares me in the eye.”

Having tossed off this sentiment, the police-
man let himself into the hall and walked away
exceeding stiff and consequential, as should be
one who knows his own faithful worth. Mr Val
watched his retreating back and shook his head.

i« Recent!’’ he murmured; ¢‘very recent! By
the time his second uniform is old,—or I'm the
more mistaken,—he'll have vastly subsided from
his present pose and be all in favor of that rubric
of his tribe.

The next afternoon Mr. Sorg was promptly in
Lafayette Place at the hour set by Inspector
Val. As hewalked along that faded thoroughfare
he reflected on the grand old houses which
fenced the street. In the social days of such

men as Washington Irving, Doctor Hosack, and’
Philip Hone, Lafayette Place was the beating -
heart of New York's uppertendom, and those-

“saw prison in a face it s written there.
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solid respectable structures sheltered what was
beautiful and brilliant among the city’'s aristoc.
racy. DBut those were days long ago; the tides of
fashion had ebbed from Lafayette Place and left
the old houses swanded. Still, they stood up
very firm and straight ahd formal, as if de.
clining fate; and, despite their frayed coats and
out-of-elbow appearance, spoke earnestly of for.
mer glories and dumbly protested their present
respectability,. The old houses were, in a mute
way, pathetic as far as pathos lurks in brick and
mortar, and even the unimaginative Mr. Sorg,
who, being of a week-a-day spirit, scorned things
sentimental as he would have scorned the par.

‘ings of Satan’s hoof, felt that vague, sympathetic

sadness which comes over one who walks in the
midst of a splendor no longer splendid, but in de.
cay, meeting at every turn the ruined nobleness
of yesterday.

Mr. Sorg was in this softened and, for him, un-
usual mood when he plumped upon a spectacle
that brought him back to the prosaic present and
his own character of a detective. There was noth.
ing impressive, nothing startling in the spectacle,
nothing more, indeed, than a villainous-looking
tramp seated upon the fire plug just in fromt of
that house wherein Inspector Val had his rooms
This particular specimen owned naught beyond
the common marks of his useless guild, There
were the dirty stubble of beard sprouting through
the tan, the soiled linen, the buttonless wrist
bands, the greasy coat and trousers, the latter
upheld by an equally greasy strap, the worn.omt
shoes, and, as a crown to all, the disreputable
hat, at once the affectation and official badge of
the whole crossroads fraternity.

None the less, the moment Mr. Sorg got his eye
on the tramp his dander began to rise. Jtcouldn
have been the tramp's rags and apparent state of
general uncleanliness, for there were thousands
of his grimy sort about the streets, the sight of
whom In no wise stirred him. Perhaps it was
an atmosphere of cocky confidence that en-
vejoped this individual tramp as he sat on his
fire plug and gracefully puffed at a cigar but,—
holding it the while, tramp fashion, between 2
thumb and finger, his knuckles down, and his
elbow close to his side Whatever the cause
Mr. Sorg instantly hated the ramp from the roos
of his soul,
~ ¢« Hé&'s no common * panhandler,’ either,” was
the harsh thought; ““he’s a yeggman, If everl
I'll wager
he's been in twenty jails.”

[Conciuded om pages 617 to baz)

HE great musician, Captain Hone,
Who sailed the good ship, ' Xylophone,”
Said: ** Blow me eyes! this bark shall be
Controlled by rules of harmones.”

Accordingly, his well-trained crew

On homs and hiddles squesked and blew,
And e'en his cook could render some
Good music on the kettledram.

When dreadful storms were on the wave,
Good Captain Hone his orders gave

in terms of music so select

A concert master might respect.

* Here, lower that mains ‘1 down to GI
E fat, ye lubbers,— mind yer key !
Look lively now and reef,— yo ho!
Crescendo, there] Fortimimo!™

But, when the sea was calm, the crew
Would practice all the tunes they knew
Till schools of fishes focked around,
And swam in cadence with the sound.

The Last Voyage of the Xylophone

Wallace Irwin

And once an elderly mermaid,

Who rose to Schubert's ** Serenade,”
Fluttered her hanky at the crew,

And coyly murmured, * Peck-a-boo 1™

Once, when the * Xylophone ” she lay

With land three thousand leagues away,

The captain ssid, with bluf good cheer,
* Plesse call for me the engineer.”

* Good engineer,” said Captain Hone,
“Yer engine ‘s badly out of tone;
Why do a't yer make yer whistles play
A concert tune, or something gay ?

The engineer up smwered he:
“§t's very easy, siv, for me

To make me engine whistles whoop

Jest bike & circus cally-oop.”

He touched his cap and went below,
And, when he 'd worked & week or 10,
At last, one day, the whistles soared

In tall, arpeggio, and chord.

“Toot] toot!™ the whistles wailed with glee,
Now * Larboard Waich,” now “Nancy Lee;™
* Too-whoop, tum-tum,” scross the foam,
* Ouwr House Is Haunted,” * Home, Sweet Home.”

And all that day and late that night

The crew sat spellbound with delight;
{3 Mister Engineer,” they 'd roas,
*You re doing bully I—play some more ™

But, in the middle of a tune,

There rose & terrible typhoon.
The engineer, with pallid fright, .
The throtile seized, the ship to right.

But, to his great chagrin and woe,

The cogs and wheels refused 1o go;
For all the whistles got the steam, ;
And merry tunes began to scream.,

The breakers siruck her, rank on rank,

But on she played until she senk,

Sull tooting, from beneath the foam,

The closing bars of * Home, Sweet Home.”
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WHO HELD HIM DOWN?

ORISON SWETT MARDEN

A MIDDLE-AGED man was recently discharged by a large firm in New

York because he asked for an increase in salary of two hundred dollars
a year. He writes me that he had been with the house for twenty-two
years, had worked very hard and faithfully, and had tried in every wayto
advance the interests of the concern, and yet at the end of all these years
he was getting only a thousand dollars a year. This man complains that
the firm had kept him down, and that he had been very unjustly treated,
He is now working for the municipal government of New York at a salary
of twelve dollars a week. ’

On the face of it, the action of the firm in discharging an employee
after twerity-two years of faithful service seems harsh even to cruelty. DBut
the charge that he was *‘kept down' is a very different matter. In the
first place, it would be extremely foolish for the firm to part with him if he
had made hisservices invaluable. They could not afford it.

We find that during these twenty-two years scores and scores of em-
ployees were advanced all around him, While he was rising to a thousand
dollars a year, others had risen to five thousand, ten thousand, or more;
and some of those who began far below him had, in the meantime, be-
come superintendents, managers or partners,  ° .

Will any sane person say that these promotions weré all due to favor-
itism rather than to merit?
own interest? Are they not usually very sharp to see where any advantage to
themselves lies ? :

The chances are that this man was kept down by himself, that theb

cause of his failure to rise was to be found in himself, not in the firm. It
may be soothing to his self-love to think that he was kept back while others
were pushed on ahead of him, but that is not the truth.

Most pegple feel that they are held back by some outward circum-
stances, that there is some influence that is keeping them from accom-
plishing all that they might do if they were free. 1 often receive letters
from young men and young women who complain bitterly that they are
kept back by jealous competitors above them.

& &
®

A young drug clerk tells us that he is hopelessly tied down to a salary
of ten dollars a week, with no prospect of advancement. Young married
men say that they are not earning more than they did before marriage, and
that their increased expenses make any considerable degree of success
absolutely impossible. Others write of being tied down to uncongenial
employment in small towns where there is no chance to rise, where there
are no great opportunities. They say that even by hard work they can not
hope to earn more than just a fair living. Some have invalid relatives to
support, and others have old debts to pay. They all seem to have some
excuse for not rising in the world.

In some cases the writers can not define or specify what keeps them
back; but they feel that there is something, and they call it fate or hard
luck. Perhaps these are the most bitter complainers of all. Others tell
what wonderful things they would do if they could only cut the cerds which
hold them back, and get free from the shackles which bind them to uncon-
genial work or compel them to support others, or keep them on farms when
they would go to the city where the great chances are. They feel that if
they could only get rid of their impediment, the thing that holds them
down, they would soar into the ether of a larger opportunity and a com-
pleter life, as does the eagle when freed from a cage.

Do not hypnotize yourself with the idea that you are being kept down.
Do not talk such nonsense, Nobody of any sense would believe it
People will only laugh at you. Only one thing is keeping you down, and
that is yourself. There is probably some trouble somewhere with you, Of
course, there are employers who are unjust to their help; there are instances
in which employees are kept back when they should be advanced, but, as
a rule, this is only temporary, and they usually find their level somewhere.

Progressive employers are always looking for the exceptional man or
woman, the one who can step out from the crowd and do things in an
original way, who can economize in processes, who can facilitate business.
They are always looking for the earmarks of leadership, of superior ability.
‘They are looking for the progressive employee with new ideas who can help
them to be more of a success. They know very well that they can get any
number of automatons,-—multitudes who will do a thing just well enough
to keep their places,—but they are looking for originality, individuality,
for up-to-date methods. They want employees who can put things through
with vigor and determination, without lagging, whining, apologizing; or
asking questions. Nothing can bar the advancement of employees of this
kind. Nobody can keep them down.

& &

If by chance someone above you is actually trying to prevent your pro- .

motion for selfish reasons, it oughtto be very flattering to you to know that
he is trying to keep you back, and should make you all the more determined
to get ahead. 1t is a preity good indication that there is some reason for his
fear, and that you have material in you for a better place. Thisshould en-
courage you 1o redouble your efforts to do your work sowell, to stamp such
superiority upon everything you touch, to acquit yourself so much better
than the man who is trying to keep you down,~—to be so much pleasanter,
so much more of a man, that it will be only a question of time when you
will get the position you are striving for, or perhaps a better one.

Lincoln made it a rule to make every occasion a great occasion, be-
cause he could not tell who might be taking his measure for something
better, something larger. Nothing in the beginning of one’'s career can be
small. There are no trifles to the youth who is rising, for the least slip may
let him down. The boy little realizes that the manner in which he does
an errand, the way in which he enters an office and hands a letter to

Do employers knowingly work against their

a man who may be looking for a boy, may determine his whole future.
Someone may be watching him on the street while he is doing his errand.
An overheard remark, his manner of walking,—dawdling and idling along
the way, stopping to lock into windows, or walking as if pushed by a pur-
pose to do his ervand as quickly and as completely as possible,~these little
things may be the means of getting or losing a good position, so that a
boy can not afford to do even an errand in a slipshod way. ‘

Do everything to a complete finish. No success struggler can ever be
a failure who makes this his motto. But if he looks upon anything as
small or insignificant, if he thinks, *«Oh, well, this is a little thing. Itis
not of much account. I can not afford to put all my energy into it, it is
too trifling,”” he will encourage a habit which will mar the great things
which he will try in vain later to do.

EY LY

The guickest way to get away from the counter is to work hard, to be
polite and obliging at the counter. The trouble with people who complain
that they can not'get above the positions they are in is that they can not
see that the step to the thing above them is in the thing they are doing, in
their manner of doing it, that the opportunity for advancement is in the
prompiness, the thoroughness, the efficiency they show in the positions
they now occupy.

Of two clerks working side by side in a store, one knows that the best
part of his salary is not found in his pay envelope, but in the opportunity to
learn the business, to extract from it the secrets of success which his employer

‘may have paid a fortune for, besides putting his life into it. He is all

eyes, all ears, all the time thinking of better methods, improved ways of
doing things, and he finally becomes a proprietor himself. The other sees
nothing in his work but drudgery and a perpetual clerkship.

If you have a hundred acres of land and only four people to support,
as one correspondent states that he has, if you have enough brain, ambi-
tion, determiination, and grit, you can not only support the people depend-
ing upon you, but you can also give yoursell a good education,~for you
can buy all the books you need,—and if you are a good manager, if you
héave system, you can have all the leisure you require for study.

 1If you are made of the stuff that wins, nobody can keep you back, for
if you do not find your chance where you are, you will find it somewhere
else.  But remember that your achievement can not rise higher than your
resolution. So long as you think you are tied down so that you can not
mave, you will never get up or get on.

The man who acknowledges that he is a * perpetual clerk”’ will never
become manager or proprietor of anything until he changes his conviction.
His own lack of confidence and push, not circumstances, is the chain
which biads him,

It is as natural that we should obtain the thing we long for with all our
hearts, and persistently work to obtain, as that a stone should come to the
earth when hurled inte the air. The ambition, the desire, the longing, the
hunger, the struggle toward the aim, these are the forces of gravitation
which bring us the desired result.

= If the young drug clerk mentioned should make up his mind reso-
lutely to-day to go to the top of his profession, if he should study chemistry
with a will at every spare moment, if he should assume a progressive air
all along the line, adopt up-to-date methods, show his employer that he is
studying hard and is determined to be a professional chemist or proprietor
of a drug business, how long would he be likely to remain in his ten-dollar
position? It is possible for him to pay himself several times his small
salary in absorbing the secrets of the business, in thoroughly learning the
trade. The proprietor can not keep him from absorbing this knowledge,
and gaining the increased skill and power which alertness, experience, and
effort give.

& &

One of the secrets of Elihu Root's advancement is his love of thor-
oughness. Perhaps there is no other one quality which stands out more
prominently in his career. He goes to the bottom of everything, He
does things to a complete finish. He does not leave loose ends and half.
finished jobs about him.

There is no mistaking the fact that a reputation for thoroughness gives
power. It indicates a good brain and inspires confidence. It indicates
honesty, for all slipshod work is dishonesty, and is fatal to advancement

Think of the tens of thousands of people who have been crippled for
life or have met premature death because of somebody's carelessness, be-
cause somebody did not put honesty and manhood into his work! What
fortunes are lost every year because of the wicked blunders, the carelessness
and indifference of employees!

If everybody would put his conscience into his service, civilization
would be revolutionized in a single year.

Do you realize, my complaining friend, what it means to achieve any-
thing of note in this world, to pay the price for success? How hard have
you tried to succeed? Have you ever set your face toward prosperity and
success with clenched fist, set teeth, and 2 firm determination never to turn
back, no matter what opposed you, not to be deflected to the right or left of
your purpose? If not, you must not complain at your small measure of
SUCCess.

It is the aggressive man, the determined pusher, the man with nerve
and grit, who seizes the prize for which you are waiting. Fortune never
comes to you. You must meet her half way. She will never move until
you do.  You must be the aggressor. You can not succeed without per-
sistent determination, continuous effort.

You can never accomplish anything by taking hold of an opportunity
with the tips of your fingers. You must take off your coat, roll up your
sleeves, and fling your life power into your aim,
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Let your grocer bring your break-
fast—A little fruit—a jar of cream—
and Egg-O-See.

Worry not about cooks or cooking

—we’'ve done all that for you—for
Egg-O-See is flaked whole wheat

—cooked exactly right.

Strong in its sweet simplicity. Pure
in its natural flavor of perfect flaked
whole wheat— Egg-O-See is nature’s
tood.

An Egg-O-See breakfast makes your
dinner and supper taste better.

Back to Nature—Eat Egg-O-See.
Don’t worry about meals, their cooks
—or their cooking—Eat Egg-O-See—
for nothing else by any other name is the
same—or nearly as good—and try it now
—for your grocer—sells Egg-O-See.

mentioning this periodical, and we will send yon a full-sized package prepaid. Address,

THE EGG-O-SEE CO., Quincy, Il

In Pacific Coast and Rocky Mountain territory, the price is 15 cents; two packages for 25 cents.

QUADRI-COLOR CO., W. Y.
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