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An Amazing Offer

by the Publishers of Success

For October Orders Only

A MOST curious and unusual condition exists in the publishing field
to-day, by reason. of which we are able to make to our readers,
for one month only (so far as we can now be sure), the following extraordi-
nary magazine clubbing offer—an offer ahsolutely unprecedented in the
course of our long experience. We offer—

Four Periodicals at the Price of One
Regular

. Price
Success Magazine oneyear . $1.00 | $
The Great Home Magazine of America.

.00

regular
price

ReVieW Of ReVieWS one year .

The world’s leading news and literary monthly.

3.00]
| for

.00

our
price

The Cosmopolitan aeyeaxr . 1.00

Enlarged and improved under ifs new management. $

Harper's Bazar oeyesr . .

or Woman's Flome Companion

1.00

All subscriptions are amnual, and may be either new or remewal.
Magazines may be sent to different addresses, if desired. Foreign
postage on entire offer, $3.75 extra. No substitutions of other maga-
zines for any magazine in this offer permitted except as noted. Present
subscribers to any of the four magazines may take advantage of this offer,
and their subscription will be extended one year beyond present date of
expiration. Two-years’ orders accepted at double price ($6.00). This
offer is good only for orders sent (postmarked) in October, and it is
not certain that further opportunity will be given for subscriptions at

this wonderfully low price.
*520
regular
fo

Regular

The World’s Work one yesr . $3P'(')°E)

Une of the most beautiful and valuable magazines pullished.

The Cosmopolitan one year .
Success Magazine one year .

We also offer
pries

L of

100 |
) 5328

. price

OTHER EXCELLENT OFFERS
R Reguler Price Our Price
Success Magazine and The Cosmopolitan . $2.00 $1.50
3.00 2.00

4.00 3.00

Success, Cosmopolitan, and Harper's Bazar .

Harper's Bagar is one of the foremont fashion magazines.

Success and Country Calendar, or Motor .

The Couniry Calemdar is a new and most sttractive reriodical, published
by the Review of Reviews Book Company. Afefar is the leading magazine for
automobile owners,

5.00 3.50

Success Magazine and Country Life in America,

The price of the beautifut and popular magazine, Country Life in America.
is to be raised feom $3.00 to f4.00 on February 1st, and the price of this offer
will then become $4 oo instead of $3.50.  Urder early and get the great fall double
numbers.

Success Magazine, Amencan Boy, and Outing,

Outing is edited by Caspar Whitney, the foremost authority on outdoor sports,
The cserican Boy is the leading boys' publication.

5.00 3.00

Success, Lippincott's, and The Independent . 5.50 4.00

i,ifpim'u!t'x has been, for many vears, the great serial and short-story magazine.
ae Independent is an excellent weekly news review.

Prompt and perfect subscription service guaranteed. Send orders
early and avoid crush in heavy subscription season.

THE SUCCESS COMPANY

WasHincron SQuare, New Yorx City

|
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SUBSCRIPTION |

AGENTS!

A Call to Arms

The Fall Subscription campaign is on. In
the next few months, hundreds, and in many
cases thousands, of dollars will be spent for
magazines to be read during the coming year.
The bewer part of this business is now sent
direct to publishers, but most people would
rather patronize 2 <<home indust’y’® by plac-
ing their subscriptions with a local representative.

If You Want to Make Money
Here Is Your Chance

The Success Macazine wants a subscription
representative in every community this fall and
winter, to renew expiring subscriptions and 1o
obtain new omes.  Previous experience is
neither essential nor objectionable.  We can
use all of your time, or a portion of it, if youare
otherwise employed. We will extend the fullest

co-operation—sending lists before subscriptions |

expire, and otherwise doing evervthing possi-
ble to get you well started upon your work.

The Great Success Clubbing
Offers

tor the season of 19o5-6 will be the most
astounding bargains in periodical literature ever
put out. The remarkable offer on the other
half of this page is a sample of the bed-rock
prices we are now making.

Thousands of magazine readers ook for-
ward each season with eager anticipation for
our wondertul offers of high-class magazines,
and wait until they can take advantage of them.
In the hands of an energetic agent, these offers
almost sell themselves.

An Agency for the
SUCCESS MAGALZINE

combines the following special advantages:

$. The commission allowed on each sabscription iz 2
third larger than that usually allowed on a high-class
Doliar Magazine.

2. We are offering at the present time n Jarger amount
in cash prizes {or subscriptions than any other Dollar
Migazine in America.

3. To those who can give their untire time to the work,
we offer a guaranteed salary for a given amount of effort,
with the opportunity to make two or three times as much
by good work., The usual plan is to thrust a receipt book
and some sample copies into the hands of an agent, and
throw him overboard to sink or swim.

4. We instruct a new agent in his work. down 1o the
smallest detail, b}' means of 8 correspondence course

guzine frip. It consists of a series of
fourteen ** ‘Talks,”” each taking up progressively some im-
portant phase of the work, and the whole series forms a
complete and explicit plan whereby any individual of ordi-
nary intelligence and energy will know exactly how to
proceed in order to inaugurate and carry out & successful
subscription campaign in any territory. These  Talks "
are mailed, one each day, after the agent takes the field,
and thus he gets, at the right stage of his development,
the exact information that he needs.  The plan of instruc-
tion is entirely original with the Syuccrss MAGAZINE
and has been phenomenally successful. ‘The instruction
alone is worth many dollars to any ambitious young man.

A handsome booklet, in which many of our
successful subscription agents tell how they are
making large sums of money, will be sent upon
request.  Write to-day for full information.

The Success Circulation Bureau
8 Washinglon Square, New York
We shall be particulark glad 1o hear from

those whe have acted as Jocal agents for wi in
previous subscription seasoms.
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and on the platform and hanging out from the vestibule steps. Slower
and slower ran the train, and finally stopped. Something had gone
wrong with the engine. For the time all hands—conductor, engineer,
fireman, and brakeman,—turned mechanics and tinkered up one cylin-
der. ‘Then we went back to the train to try her again.

“Go ahead!” shouted Snyder.

We went ahead, but by leaps and bounds.

“Steady be jerks!” observed the brakeman.

“What’s the matter?”

“She’s running on one cylinder.
the next telegraph station.”

It was like driving a bicycle with one pedal.

The engineer says he can make

When we should get

ixp a little speed the jerks would be less noticeable. So we pounded
along.

“When it does come,” said I, “I suppose it comes like this.”
i “Rarely twice alike,” Snyder rephed “hut—=" We were slow-

ing down again, and he was all business, as he should be. A dark
station lay ahead.

“Operator’s gone home,” cried the brakeman; ““I was afraid of it.”

“We'll try to get to Clyde, then,” said Snyder to the engineer, a
moment later. ‘“Can you make it?"”

“Of course,” replied the dark figure in the cab window.

Again came the jerks and bumps while we were starting up.

“What can you do now?” I asked.

“COh, it’s up to the dispatcher as soon as we can get in touch with
him. I don’t know what he’ll do.”

“But how can he know anything about you?”

‘““He knows all about us. We should have been reported as passing
the next tower a good while ago. The fact that the’ tower man hasn't

rted us as passing tells him something’s the matter,and he ’Il know
it’s probably the engine.”

EvEN A GIGANTIC LOCOMOTIVE MUST OCCASIONALLY GO LAamE"

So here we were in the hands of the beardless young man who sits
over & telegraph instrument in Buffalo, one hundred and eleven miles
away! The dispatcher knew all about us,—Snyder was sure of that.
Why? Because it was the dispaicher’s business to know all about us.
There you have a glimpse of tlr'x)e system.

We came limping into Clyde on one leg, and Snyder’s confidence
was justified. A freight had been held against the emergency. The
dispatcher took in our story in a few crisp telegraphic syllables, and
instantly ordered the {reight engine to abandon its train and take ours.
It needed but a short moment,—a few flashes back and forth,—and
the big decapod was hurrying clumsily over: we could see her lights, a
hundred yards away. Nobody asked questions, nobody explained any-
thing; simply the lame engine hopped away and the big fellow came
clanking in.

“Go ahead!” crled Snyder; ““what’s the matter with you?” And
ahead we went. Snyder's words came back to me: ““Somehow or other
she’s got to go through.”

At Rochester another passenger engine was ready for us,—the
dispatcher’s work, again. We had dropped an hour and thirty minutes,
but.we were going through.

1 suppose this new fellow will make up some of it,” I said to the
brakeman, when we were back in the buffet car.

“It’s against the rules to make up more than ten minutes on any
one division,” he replied; “but he’ll do that much. Pretty soon we’ll
be on a down grade, and there’s where you’ll see some fast running.”
After a while he added, “We’re on it now.”

We were running very easily, but on looking out of the window I
saw that our speed was terrific. .

“Three engines, one division!”” mused the brakeman. “I neversaw
anything just like it. The funny thing is that the first one was p’t our
regular engine. It belongs to the Lake Shore Limited. The South-
western Limited got ours,—hers had trouble with the air just as she
was starling. Humming, isn’t shep”

“Rather,” said 1.

THHALL WE THROW MMiM OFF FOR A JOHAM?"” ASKED SNYDER

Suddenly an unfamiliar noise fell on our ears,—a noise which had
no place in the healthy roar of the train. It was a pounding and bump-
ing under the car and a fusillade of small objects against the floor.
The brakeman stiffened up and listened, then sprang for the signal
cord, and on that down grade, with everything clear, we had to stop
while the engineer and fireman wired up a loose brake beam. For the
fifth time since leaving Syracuse we swung aboard the train and the
engine started up and plunged ahead.

We stood in the buffet car. ‘‘Beats automobiling!” said I, all
innocence.

But Snyder was looking from his brakeman to me. *“‘Shall we
throw him off for a Jonah, John?’ said he to the brakeman.

That is why I withdrew—I will not sav retreated,—from this
pleasant company, and went to bed.

IL

We were sitting in the buffet car,—a paper manufacturer, a car-
toonist, and I. Chicago lay behind us, and Elkbart. It was diverting
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to sit, watch in hand, looking out for mile posts as they flew past.
“Fifty-one seconds!” we cried together; then, “Fifty-two!"—a wait,—
“Fifty-seven!—Fifty-three!—Forty-nine!” Says De Quincey: “Apart
from such an assertion as that somebody seys we have gone fifty miles
in the hour, or upon the evidence of such a result as that actually we
find ourselves in York four hours after leaving London, I am little
aware of the pace. But, seated on the old mail coach, we needed no
evidence out of ourselves to indicate the velocity, We heard our speed,
we saw it, we felt it as a thrilling; and this speed was incarnated in the
fiery eyeballs of an animal, in his dilated nostrils, spasmodic muscles,
and echoing hoofs.”—And, sitting here in comfortable wicker chairs,
everything about us club-like and serene, I had almost to admit that
he was right. There was the evidence of the watches, and the notice-
able fact that water would uof stay in the washbowl, and that was
about all. But I had not yet run through the sensations to be expe-
rienced on this ride. I had pot yet mounted the locomotive.

THE AUuTHOR DEsScrIgeEs I8 MNigHT RIDE 1IN THE LOCOMOTIVE Sas

We were to change train crews and engines at Toledo. Now this
may be thought a matter of some deliberation. A number of different
things must be attended to in uncoupling, a number in coupling, and
the old engine must be allowed space and time to get out of the way of
the new. The old conductor, too, must catch his engineer and ask him
why he lost two minutes in running through Goshen,~—the superintend-
ent will have something to say about those two minutest—and he
must turn over his tickets and papers to the new conductor.

Dwelling on these things, and regretting that I had brought no
cap along, I stepped down bareheaded at Toledo. The new conductor
was a large man of great presence and greater side whiskers. “Is this
Mr. Merwin?” said he, Somewhat surprised, 1 admitted that it was.
“Well,” he continued, “if you’re going on the engine you’d better
hustle.”

I ran forward. The new locomotive was already backing in. A
crew from Toledo was waiting to couple up. “ They ain’t so good as the
Albany crew,” observed a trainman, “but they 're pretty fast.” Shining
with paint, throbbing with energy, oiled, watered, and coaled for a
heartbreaking race, the iron horse slowed down and the coupling crew
hovered about her. I caught the hand rail and dambered up. The
cab was higher than I had supposed it would be,—1I could see only the
roof of a car on the next track. The fireman was reaching over to the
injector. The engineer was drawing on a pair of new white gauntlets.

“Good evening!” said I. It was a quarter to seven, and broad
daylight. :

“Good evening!” replied the engineer. “Is this Mr. Merwin?”
Here was the system, agaln,wsxmple, yet all-inclusive, with no detail too
small to be considered in the arrangements. “It’s been a warm day,”
he went on.

“Very,” I replied; and, mopping the great beads off my forehead
and glancing into the white-hot furnace, I was led to add, “and it
promises to he a warm evening.”

MeEARLY EVERY OTHER MINUTE THE FIREMAN SBHOVELED 1N CoaL

The engineer smiled and nodded. The fireman hopped down,
and pointed to his leather-cushioned box on the left side of the cab.
““Sit there,” he said, and then, while I was stepping up, he reached over
and wiped off the cushion with a handful of waste. 1 felt, at once, that
these men were my hosts, so easily was good feeling established. There
was no time to say more. I sat on the forward edge,leaving room for
the fireman to crowd in behind me. My knees were extended at right
angles to each other, with the corner of the fire box pressing in between.
It was close quarters and very warm. Later, when the fireman sprinkled
water over the floor, clouds of steam arose. The gold rim of my spec-
tacles hegan to feel hot against my skin. When, from time to time,
I drew out my watch, the metal case was very hot. The boards under-
foot brought to mind a certain very disagreeable floor in the “Rue
Morgue.” I looked out along the running board, and the engine
seemed a terrible sort of monster. Was it really thoroughly tamed?
Sometimes they turn on one,—I knew that.

This quickening of the pulse seemed vather absurd. Many per-
sons have ridden on locomotives and lived to write about it. And yet
—this was the Twentieth Century Limited! There was something
in the notion of it. A thousand miles in eighteen hours!  Since Adam,
or since the first electron, if vou please, we had been coming to this.

“All right!” called the fireman, who had been hanging out over the
steps. “Go ahead!” Then he swung in, opened the fire-box door,
and threw in four or five shovelfuls of coal. In another minute or so
he was at it again. During a part of the first hour I timed him at his
work, and found that the intervals between firings were seldom more
than ninety seconds. Forty or forty-five times an hour he was at work
with the coal scoop. 1 have not the figures at hand and this fireman
had wno time to answer questions, but he probably threw in from three
to five tons of coal between Toledo and Cleveland.

At the word the engineer quietly pulled the lever, and the engine,
without the slightest jerk or effort, started ahead. There was no jolt-
ing, and very little swaying. We ran easily through the yards,—so
easily, indeed, that it was necessary to look out to realize that our
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ing, more than any other article of commerce, is not apparent. It will
be well for any salesman considering a trip through Germany to look
up the regulations at.any German consulate before starting. He may
be spared expense and possible humiliation by so doing.

A case in point was the experience of a salesman for a typewriter
manufactory who went across to work Belgium, and at the last moment
thought he would make a short trip through the northern part of Ger-
many. He carried with him a compound prepared by himself which
contained beeswax as one of the ingredients, and which he desired to
introduce as a lubricating article for typewriters and other delicate
mechanisms.

When he presented his passport, at the first custom-house across
the frontier, an official began to question him. He was first asked if
his only line was that of typewriters, and, when he replied that he had
a lubricating compound to sell, the official demanded to know its ingre-
dients. When beeswax was mentioned, a new line of interrogations
was started.

“Have you ever been under police surveillance?”’ asked the official,
crisply.

“No,” replied the American. ‘“But what—-7" :

“Have you ever served a sentence of three months or more for any
criminal act or misdemeanor?” he was interrupted.

At this the salesman became angry.

“Are you trying to insult me?” he cried. “What do you mean by
asking such idiotic questions? I never stole anything in my life, and
even if I did I never stole beeswax. T bought that wax and paid for it.
If you require an autobiographical sketch of my life, I’ll have one
printed and mailed to you; and, even if it is necessary to make a fool of
yourself, you can’t make one of me. I don’t have to sell my compound
in your country. There are other places. Back home in God’s coun-
try, they do n’t make a man tell what his great grandmother died of
before he is allowed to sell corn plasters.”

The official was unmoved. He madean entry upon a piece of paper,
and continued:— A

“Have you one or more children not properly cared for, or who, if
between six and fourteen years of age,—7"

A Rolling Stone

The Story of Reddy and the Wrong Side of a Maxim

By H. A. THOMPSON

AT a chamber of commerce dinner I sat next to a

man who is recognized a3 one of New York’s lead-
ing merchants, and for that reason I shall call him Mr.
Smith.

Afterwards we walked around to his club. On the
way he remarked, “What did you think of that last
speech?”

“] suppose the reporters will call it a masterly ad-
dress,” I replied, tentatively.

“Yes; he's one of those chaps who can call a spade
more different names and do it more cloquently than
any one else I’ve ever heard. But do you remember *
anything he said?”

“Come to think of it, I do n’t.”

“No; he did n’t say anything. The only impression
his speech left on me is a confused blur of words.”

By this tme we were at the club. When we were
ensconsed in comfortable chairs, Sthith resumed:—

“Out of the glittering galaxy of words and phrases,
I do remember one or two,—*stick-to-it-iveness’-——he
seemed to be very fond of that word,~—and ‘a rolling
stone.” I think he talked for ten minutes on the dif-
ferent kinds of moss a rolling stone fails to gather.”
After a short pause, Smith continued:—

“ ¢S4l here,” he said.
moss,” you know.

ruthers getting?’

thinner, but his linen was immaculate, his trousers neat-
ly pressed, and he was minding his own business. He
was a bachelor still, he told me. Think of it! Thirty
years, and no kid to call him father!

¢ ‘Still here,” I said,making a stab at something cheer-
ful to hide my real feelings.
‘YA rolling stone gathers no

“That was about the best exposition of the wrong
side of 8 maxim I ever heard,
ruthers did n’t know it was sad.

“1 said to the boss, as I was leaving, ‘What's Car-

“ *Twenty-five 2 week,’ he replied.

“‘That is n’t more than enough to keep him,’ I said.

“¢It’s all his job’s worth, and the Lord knows where
he would get another,’ said' the boss.

“I suppose a rolling stone does n't gather moss, and
1 guess Carruthers got about all the moss that he needs
in his business. But I think a rolling stone
polished; it certainly has variety, and undoubtedly it
runs across many opportunities, and bless me if I can
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He did not finish the question. There wasnoneed. The American
had fled, evidently convinced that only the angel Gabriel could sell bees-
wax in the German Empire. The regulations under which this com-
mercial traveler was interrogated can be found on file at any German
consulate. They were in force as late as May, 1905,

It is interesting to note that, of late, commercial travelers from
other countries are made welcome by the various associations of com-
mercial salesmen found in Belgium, France, and Germany. In Belgium,
for instance, a society was formed, in 18g1, in which not dnly foreigners,
but men in other lines, without distinction,—merchants, contractors,
and clerks,—indeed, all persons connected with commercial life,—are
eligible to membership. It has grown to be a vast association of
tradesmen, divided into professional sections. There are five thousand
members, and, while the headquarters are at Brussels, committees are
located in all of the important manufacturing and trading centers of
the Continent. A

The association interests itself in all questions concerning the
various industries represented in its membership. Free instruction in
English, German, bookkeeping, and commercial law is given to mem-
bers, and to their sons under eighteen years of age. The government
contributes funds for meeting this expense, and the instruction is ter-
minated by rigid examinations under the superintendence of professors
connected with the commercial high-school annex of the Institute of
St.Louis, at Brussels. Diplomas are awarded, and already these have
been of great assistance in securing good positions for their holders. It
is of distinct benefit to a traveler to be a member of this association,
whether or not he intends to take advantage of any of its beneficiary
features. Its headquarters are on Boulevard Anspach, Brussels, Bel-
gium,

The Commercial Travelers’ Association of France has its head-
quarters in the Boulevard Strashourg, Paris, with sections in all prin-
cipal towns. It is conducted mainly on the same lines as the association

in Belgium, and the one in Germany. A foreign traveling salesman,

in many cases, can obtain valuable information by applying to the
association. Foreigners are debarred from membership in the German
association, but they are permitted to enjoy its privileges.

really see what on earth it wants with moss, anyway.

“There was another chap there, in those days,—a
little red-headed fellow, who was a trifle careless about
blacking his shoes every morni He was invoice
clerk and he used to nose around the books, asking
what this was for and what that was for. Carruthers
used to tell him that bookkeeping is a sclence beyond
the comprehension of the ordinary intellect. But that
never feazed Reddy. I rather liked him,—somehow
I have always had a weakness for red-heads,—and used
to give him a pointer now and then. In those days an’
order was entered in a blotter, then the invoice was
made out from the blotter, a slip for the packer written
out, and the charge posted from the blotter to the led-

ger.

“Reddy went to the boss, one day, and suggested, in
& shamefaced manner, as if he e ted to .get fired,
that, if a book in tziylicate was used, with carbon paper,
the blotter entry, inveice and packer’s slip could be
made out at the same time.

“The boss saw the point, but he did n’t care to spoil
the boy with too much praise, so he said, ‘Do I pay you
for working or thinking?’

‘“ ‘For working,” answered Reddy; but, with the
glint of & twinkle in his eye, he added, ‘but I did this
thinking out of office hours.’

* *Reddy,” said the boss, ‘what am I paying you?’

¢ Five,’ said Reddy, wasting no words.

“ ¢It’ll be ten, next week,’ said the boss, ‘and now
back to your desk and do n’t act as if you owned the
ts a bit  place.’

“When I left, Reddy took ledger A to M. When I
went with The Emporium, I sent for Reddy. He

had n't been there a year before he had introduced
a plan for keeping a perpetual inventory by a card

It was sad but Car-

“A couple of months ago I dropped into a con-
cern where I started as a clerk. There was an-
other clerk there named Carruthers. He had this
start of me, all right, a good high-school education,
family without a flaw, gxessed well,~his linen was
immaculate, his clothes and his habits unimpeach-
able. A stranger would have taken him for the
boss, particularly as the boss was often taken for
the janitor. On a scale of points the judges would
have awarded Carruthers the blue ribbon. When I
left he was getting ten dollars a week, was at busi-
ness punctually every morning, did his work prop-
erly, was guilty of no dissipation, minded his own
business,—and stopped there. Somehow, the men
who get along are those who find it their business,
in business, to mind some other fellow’s business.

“Well! If a chap writing a book on ‘How to Suc-
ceed’ had run across Carruthers he’d’a’ put the
clerk’s picture in as a frontispiece and devoted a
chapter to him. Unfortunately, he did n't come
along, and it never occurred to Carruthers to look
him up.

“That was thirty yvears ago. When I called there,
the other day, Carruthers was still in indisputable

THE JONGLEUR

By Madison Cawein

Last night | lay awske and heard the wind, came
Thet madman jongleur of the world of air,
Making wild music: now he seemed to fare

With harp and lute, so intimately twinned

They were as one; now on & drum he dinned,
MNow on a tabor; now, with blow and blere
Of sackbut and recorder, everywhere,

Shattered the night; then, on a sudden, thisned

To bagpipe wailings, as of maniac grief
That whined itself to sleep.  And then, mescomed,
Out in the darkness, medizval-dim,

I saw him dancing, like an sutumn lesf,

In tatiered tunic, while around him @ireamed
His lute’s wild ribbons “thwart the moon’s low rim.

system. Then he got a raise in salary, but some-
how it did n’t spoil him. Instead of taking a vaca-
tion, like an ordinary human being, he went East
and visited the large department stores there. He
nosed around, asking questions and making friends
among all the department managers, and when he
ck he had some new ideas. He organized a
mail-order department, induced the firm to hire a
high-priced windowdresser and an advertising man-
ager at a salary that made his employers gasp for
breath, and got them to put in drugs, books, and
groceries.

“Of course, hedid n’tdoall thisatonce. The firm
gave him a chance to make a few more trips at their
expense that did o't come out of his vacation time.
They were n’t hustlers themselves, But there is one
class of men that does things and another class that
has sense enough to get a man to do things for it.

“Reddy’s in the firm now, I guess he is the
firm. He’s pretty much everything in that city,—
has been mayor two terms, built the biggest church
there, organized the Country Club, disorganized the
political ring, and reorganized the school system.

“ But, somehow or other, Reddy never gathered
much moss.”

authority over ledger N to Z. He was gray and
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~—a professional post,—that Myra Kelly gleaned her knowledge of the
Jewish children who figure in “Little Citizens,” tales which indicate a
meteoric rise to popularity?

We can not help but consider tendencies after reading so many
novels: for instance, let us note the influence of locality and the coloring
of environment in the novelist’s work. Nelson M. Lloyd is an example,
—and, by the way,a newspaper man, too. He writes: “ My first fiction
was a series of sketches for the New York ‘Evening Sun,’ of Central
Pennsylvania life, which, in 1899, were gathered into book form under
the title of ‘The Chronic Loafer’” My family has a farm in Juniata
County, and the country was well known to me.” So, too, Mr. Lloyd
selected the same background for his ““A Drone and a Dreamer,” and
*The Soldier of the Valley,” nor does he seem, to judge by recent short
stories, to have exhausted the quaint types o be found in that region.
It is not a new phase,~—this one of locality,—it is only that the great
activity among the increased number of writers has opened isolated
tegions of a very large country. John Fox, with his “blue grass” en-
vironment, has pictured the mountaineers, with all their limitations,
their paucity of broad interests, and their ions, in his numerous
books, the most complete expression being in “The Little Shepherd
of Kingdom Come,” where description overspans the human motjve
and action of the characters. There is feeling in this without set in-
tent,—other than the result of poetic observation,

GERALDINE BONNER CHOSE THE TALE OF THE COMSTOCK LODE

Geraldine Bonner, another instance of the newspaper woman and
writer, limits herself to a special section and a special period. “My
father, John Bonner,” she says, ““had original theories on the education
of women, one being that school routine is deadening to imagination
and individuality, of which, he believed, women have more than
men, if it is intelligently fostered and developed. For that reason, he
never allowed me to attend any school or to work at any set formula of
educational studies under any teacher. He personally supervised such
studies as I had, and I was made to read largely and to write under his
direction when I was still a child. It was convenient to carry out this
plan of education, as we led a wandering, gypsy sort of life, living in
Kansas City, the mining camps of Colorado, and finally settling in Cal-
ifornia. My books }ﬁave all been Californian in background,
plot, and character. I have given time and study to the history of that
state,—especially the picturesque period of the bonanza discoveries
on the Comstock Lode of Virginia City, Nevada, which, I believe, no
one else has written.” Miss Bonner has published “Hard Pan,”
“To-morrow’s Tangle,” and “The Pioneer,” the last full of vigorous
writing. Of her first novel she says: “It did not amount to much.”

Success only emphasizes our past transgressions, and reminds us
of Albert Bigelow Paine’s first venture. “It was a volume with William
Allen White, entitled ‘Rhymes by Two Friends,” ” he writes, “but this
is unimportant and I’d as soon you did not mentionit. WhiteandI
were young men in Kansas together, and rather thought the world was
waiting for our verse. I think we’ve both changed our minds since, so
better forget it.”” This is always a hopeful sign in a young writer, and
so Mr. Paine, after considerable newspaper experience, wrote a kind of
autobiographical story, dealing with the fate of a juvenile magazine he
once startzd.  To those who intend launching a periodical, get hold of
Mr. Paine's “*The Bread Line,”—and do n’t! That seems to be the
moral of this clever tale,

HisToriCaL Erisopes GAVE THESE AUTHORS FOoOoD FOR THOUGHY

In the povels of Ellen A. G. Glasgow, there is found the tempera-
mental treatment of southern conditions and of locality. She is for-
tunate in possessing a student’s sense of human progression, strongly
tinged with a keenness of sentiment, a sentiment that looks backward
rather than forward, both in “The Battle Ground” and “The Deliv-
erance.” In this respect, the latter book, as an epic of the tobacco
fields, lacks the modern philosophic note of James Lane Allen’s great
novel, “The Reign of Law,” an epic of hemp. Can we not frame for
ourselves another class of literature, and add to it Frank Norris’s “The
Octopus,” as an epic of wheat?

Thomas Dixzon is a writer whose intense historical sense detracts
from his power as a story-teller. *““The Clansman® shows this; the
story is trite and melodramatic, yet the motive is sincere. When he
deals with history, Mr. Dixon is vivid: he drags in a love element as a
vehicle of popularity, whereas his historic sense is more interesting. “My
“first novel, ‘The Leopard’s Spots,’ ”* he says, “was written in ninety

days, but it was the result of years of living, study, and thinking. I°

lived, as a child, through the horror of ‘Reconstruction’ in the South
and have made a special study of this period for ten or fifteen yeats,
with more or less persistence. I always felt that I could write novels,
and meant to do it at forty; I began at thirty-seven. I sent my first
manuscript, ‘ The Leopard’s Spots,” typewritten and bound, to Double-
day, Page and Company, by express, and received a very large offer for
it by wire within twenty-four hours after the package reached them.”
Whatever the sphere, always the same note of success is sounded
by the successful writer. Yet, lest we become too optimistic, and too
many of us rush into the world with our manuscripts, sure of instant
recognition, hear Philip Verrill Mighels, whose “Bruvver Jim’s Baby?
has doubtless captivaied many of you, with its scenes of western mining
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life; he struggled in verse and prose; in his capacity of a free lance, his
pen was constantly plied; yet recognition came slowly. It was a long
struggle,” he writes, *involving much labor, application, and ingenuity,

the latter developed by the need of conforming to editorial
requirements and notions on two continents. I worked far harder for
myself than anyone else would have required of me. [ remained afloat
through sheer stubbornness; but, if just one single expensive habit had
attached itself to my scheme of life, the floating would have ceased im-
raediately. In one of those desperate years, I wrote an aggregate of
three hundred and seventy thousand words, every line original matter,
. . .- orover one thousand words a day, for every day in the year,
including Sundays,—and did not die. . In the days when I was
beginning I used to jump about five feet high with delight,
whenever a check for five dollars arrived in the mail from a publication
treasury. ‘The bits of commercial paper did not arrive with sufficient
frequency, however, to develop any extraordinary power of leaping in
my limbs. I was not in danger of becoming a professional or champion
high jumper.”

Another evident trend among our young fiction-writers is the social
awakening; we find it in Jack London’s ““Sea Wolf,” where American
socialism is mingled with the philosophy of Nitzsch, as he himself
avers; we find it in David Graham Phillips, who makes the sad mistake
of dragging in a strong political motive, which he sees clearly and feels
deeply, upon the wave of a very stiff love story. It is a treatise that
loses much by not having been a series of essays. We find it in Alfred
Henry Lewis, whose studies of “The Boss” and * The President’ paint
conditions and characters as they are. “Phillips takes the middle
classes very seriously,” says Mr. Lewis; ““I take them for what they are
worth, and get along with them as best I can.” Mr. Phillips, it would
seem, is given to the scientific method; he looks to the past,—he faces
the future; he criticises the present in the light of these two. Mr.
Lewis is newspaper-bred through and through; he has an eye for char-
acter, not for historic movements,—he studies certain phases of life, in
concerted action; that is why his tales of Wolfville, quaint of character,
and poignant as to humor, have made cowhoy life distinct in color.
But, as a newspaper man, he, too, has felt the social impulse, and laid
his political lights and shades in broad sweeps, depicting what he sees.
This social sense has taken hold, and bitten deep.

THE NEWSPAPER HaAS LARGELY INFLUENCED Many FICTIONISBTS

N. Booth Tarkington, in his book of political tales called “In the
Arena,” writes thus: “In politics, the country needs ALL the men who
have any patriotism,—NOT to be seeking office, but to watch and to
understand what is going on. It does n’t take a great deal of time; you
can attend to your business and do that much, too. When wrong
things are going on and all the good men understand them, that is all
that is needed. The wrong things stop going on.”

Ida M. Tarbell, speaking of Rockefeller’s interests, says: “A man
who possesses this kind of influence can not be allowed to live in the
dark. The public not only has the #ight to know what sort of man he
is; it is the dufy of the public to know. How else can the public dis-
charge the most solemn obligation it owes to itself and to the future,
to keep the springs of its higher life clean?” The newspaper again comes
in for its influence, its columns are filled with the life-histories of men,
with the national growth of corporations, and the accounts read with
the tense attractiveness of stories. In the place of any deep religious
sense, we are clinging to an ethical duty that applies to proper living,
and the attitude of man toward men, of the individual toward the com-
munity. Magazine readers turn to Miss Tarbell, to J. Lincoln Steffens,
to Josiah Flint, and to Cleveland Moffett; as truly as the two brothers,
William and Henry James, have been characterized regarding their
relation to psychology, here we have social students who can write
in the spirit of novelists, if not in the form. Truth is sometimes
stranger than fiction. There are statistics of life and death, statistics
of struggle and poverty, scenes such as Robert Hunter witnessed from
his vantage ground of & university settlement,—this is the method of
popularizing the study of social conditions. Jacob Riis, in a vein
meant for no specialized audience, by the mere painting of things as
they are in the tenements, has roused the feelings of thousands. The
human document, if it can, in this way, hold the reading public, should
afford welcome scope to the novelist, Does not Leroy Scott recognize
it in “The Walking Delegate?” But in the ardor of reform lies the
danger; how far can this social sense be used in fiction? No burning
problem should claim its right to exist on the slender thread of a love
element.

O, HENRY FOUND Many OF His BEST TYyPES AMONG BHOPAIRLS

One may give the impression of local color without entering too
minutely, into the ways and means of crowded quarters of city tene-
ments. Frances Amar Matthews, in her inimitable book of stories
called “The Little Tragedy of Tien-tsin,” has written “The Little
Blue Catsfrom Malta,” a sweat-shop tale, wherein, in a few strokes of
pathos ard poverty, the impression is quicker to appeal than mere facts
and figures. When O. Henry’s attention was called to the starvation
wages of shopgirls, there flashed forth a poignant bit of sarcasm thag
states the fact tersely,in a bit of human study. The industrial and social

[Concluded on pages yoy and 708)]
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Inspector Val,—* when did you really lose it?”

“This is Wednesday. It was taken Monday
evening, about seven o’clock.”

“Now, as to the house party,—~who are at
your place?”

“The {amily proper; that is to say, myself,
my son Paul, my daughter Ethel, and my wid-
owed sister, Mrs. Hogeden-Hogeden, who,
since my wife’s death, two vears ago, presides
over my house. Aside from these there are
seven guests, Honorable Bideford Blake, of
Sussex, England; Mrs. Burrell, of -Providence;
her son Frank,—he was in Harvard with my
Paul; Mr. Towne, of Tuxedo; his daughter,
Miss Towne, and the Misses Leonard and Rich.
The last two are from Philadelphia.”

“And the servants?”

“The ones Who stay in the house are old
Roger, the butler; two footmen, a boy, the cook,
a kitchen maid, and three housemaids. Yes,
there are also my son’s valet and a maid who
waits on my daughter.”

“*These were all in the house, Monday even-
ing?”

‘“There then, as they are there now. No
one has come; no.one has departed. Ishallin-
troduce you as Mr. Howard Bloss, of San
Francisco. 1 told them, vesterday, when I got
your wire, that you were coming.”

“Very good! Now give me the particulars
of your loss. The diamond vanished, vou say,
Monday evening.”

“'This is the story: dinner had been ordered
for half past seven. The whole party had
assembled in the two drawing-rooms. You
know I've a fad for gems; I’m a maniac for
colors, and usually carry about with me a lot
of unset diamonds, rubies, emeralds, sapphires,
and so on. I’ve a handful in my pocket now.”
Here Mr. Van Orth thrust his hand into his
trousers pocket, and took out a dozen or more
loose stones that glimmered sleepily in his palm.
“It’s a taste ] have,’”” he wenton. *When I'm
alone T gaze on them for hours on end. I go—
to use a vulgarism,~—on a fashion of color-
drunk; these gems fairly hypnotize me.”

“Get to the red diamond,” interjected In-
spector Val, who had professional ebjections to
being overloaded with details outside of and
unimportant to a case in hand; “get to your
ved diamond and its disappearance, if you
please.”

“Quite right! While we were in the draw-
ing-rooms, awaiting a summons to dinner, talk
drifted to precious siones. Paul mentioned my
red diamond, and asked me to show it to Mr.
Blake. I had it with me, for when I shifted
into evening clothes I transferred it with some
others to my pocket.
confessed, I was quite willing to exhibit the
stone to Mr, Blake; the more since, being a
scion of one of the oldest families in Sussex, 1
knew he would appreciate it. Indeed, he gave
his voice with Paul’s, as did the rest, for that
matter, and was eager for a look at it.”

“You speak of ‘drawing-rooms.” In which
room were you, at the time?”

“In the back drawing-room, the one we call
the blue room.”

“Were those you have named in the blue
room with you?”

“Wow, [ can’t surely say. Mr. Blake, Paul,
Frank Burrell and Miss Rich were, for I recall
how they stood about me as I produced the
diamond. Also, my sister was there, for she
fainted, or pretended to, when the candlestick
fell off the table. Between us, while my sis-
ter is an admirable woman, she has her weak-
nesses, as I have mine, and one of them is to
consider her nerves as easily shocked. She will
faint at the least opportunity; only, as I inti-
mated, I distrust those swoons. However, they
please her, and so no one objects.”

“Let us, please, get back to the diamond.”

“Precisely! I’ve named all that I’'m sure
were in the blue room when I exhibited the
stone to Mr. Blake. Any of the others may

It being my fad, as I've.

have been there, or they may all have been in
the other drawing-room. Now, I can pass over
what was said in admiration of the red diamond.
It went from one to another, and was exclaimed
at and adored, and at last came back into my
hand.” ‘

“To whom did vou first give it??

“Mr. Blake. The last one to have it was

young Frank Burrell, who gave it back to me -

when all had examined it.”

“Then what?”

“We were standing near the end of an ebony
table, the better to show off the diamond, where
old Roger had just placed a ten-branch glass
candlestick. We were collected about the can-
dlestick,—some behind the others, for I recall
that Miss Rich’s hand was on my shoulder, and
her face looking over.”

“Who stood at the right and left of you?”

“Mr. Blake was on my left; young Burrell, on
my right.”

“Very well!”

“Just as I received the diamond from young
Burrell, two things happened; dinner was an-
nounced by old Roger,and the big cut-glasscan-
dlestick, near which we were gathered, went
crashing to the floor. It must have been set too
near the edge, although old Rogersaysnot. In
any event, it went toppling, just as I got the
diamond into my fingers. On the impulse I
dropped the diamond on the table, and clutched
at the falling candlestick. I missed; and, crash!
it struck the floor, and flew into a hundred
flinders.”

“And next?”

“For the moment 1 forgot the diamond.
There was a deal of confusion; my sister
screamed, and sank fainting into a chair,—or,
at least, let on that she had fainted; and little
Miss Rich squeaked, but did not faint; while
Mr. Blake, Paul, young Burrell and I bumped
our heads together over the broken candlestick.
At the same time old Roger stood in the door,
announcing dinner.”

“Were you in the dark?”

“Bynomeans. The broken candlestick was
only one of four, and the other three, ten wax
candles in each, were burning full blast.
Besides, there came a flood of light through the
open doors from the other drawing-room.”

“1 seel”

“Now we come near the end: there was,
when the first shock was over and Mrs. Hoge-
den-Hogeden had been so good as to come
around,—a suggestion of water by Mr. Blake
revived her; I'm afraid her complexion and her
eyebrows would n’t have survived a bath,—
there was, I say, a hearty general laugh at the
disorder into which we had been thrown, and
the guests began moving toward the dining
room. I remained behind with old Roger,
who hurried in tosuperintend theremovalof the
wreck. Of course,. my mind once off the
broken candlestick, my first thought was of
the diamond. I turned to the table where I
had laid it, but it was not there.”

“Did any one note its absence besides your-
self?”’

“No one; the others were near the doors, on
their way to dinner, while old Roger was bent
over the ruins of the candlestick, picking up the
broken glass. The moment I missed the dia-
mond, the conviction went through my heart
like an icicle that I was not to see it again. It
was intuition. The first cold touch of the
thought robbed me of words; when I recovered
my power of speech I continued to be silent,
deeming it the wiser course. All save myself
and old Roger were then out of the room. 1
instantly dispatched the old man to the dining
room to say that they were to begin dinner;
1°d be with them presently. While alone in the
room I searched everywhere, for ten minutes,
both on and under the table,—indeed, into
every corner of the room,—but found nothing.
With that the conviction overcame me that the
diamond had been stolen. 1t’s a hard word;
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but, when all’s in, what other shall I use? The
diamond was there; it had assuredly disap-
peared; there was nothing else to think. Some
one had stolen it,—taken it in the confusion of
the crashing candlestick and the affected faint-
ings of Mrs. Hogeden-Hogeden. That I had
been robbed of my pet red diamond left me like
one stricken; when old Roger returned and re-
sumed cleaning up the glass, I was in a physical
as well as mental daze. I watched him me-
chanically, as he worked, and gradually re-
covered my poise. By the time he finished, I
was again in possession of myself. The ques-
tion was, what could I do.”

““Right there, did your mind fasten suspicion
upon any one? I don’t care for the reason or
unreason of it; I simply want the fact. Ata
crisis, one’s instinct runs very true, sometimes.”’

“I had no suspicion. The loss is forty-eight
hours old; I’ve had nothing else in my thoughts;
and yet I've no suspicion now. I don’t know
what to make of it, or what to say. All I’m
sure of is that the diamond was stolen under
the circumstances I’ve described.”

“Old Roger, now?”

“I'd as soon suspect myself.”

“What next did you do?”

“The only thing I could. I pulled myself
together, and joined the othersat dinner. Hav-
ing time to consider a course, I decided to say
nothing until I'd consulted you. 5ol ate my
dinner—-or tried to,—and kept my loss to my-
self. Immediately after dinner I wrote you.”

“And you’ve told no one.”

“No one.”

‘“Norone, then, save the thief and ourselves,
has knowledge of the robbery?”

“Precisely.”

“You, of course, kept a sharp eye going at
dinner,—did any one lock or act strangely?”

“Not at all. My daughter Ethel had ex-
cused herself and left the dining room before I
entered. She felt suddenly indisposed,—head-
ache, or something of that sort, I believe. The
others chatted, laughed, and gossiped much as
usual. Mr. Blake was unusually brilliant.”

‘“How long have these guests been under vour
roof??

“Two weeks.”

“Describe your guests. Who are they?
How long have you known them?”

“Miss Leonard and Miss Rich are school
friends of my daughter; the three were grad-
uated together in June. Frank Burrell is a
Harvard chum of Paul’s; they got through with
college two years ago. Mrs, Burrell is a life-
long friend of both my sister and myself. A
widow and wealthy, she’s also a bit stingy, and
keeps a tight money-rein on her son. Paul,
who from time to time has loaned him money,
tells me this. Mr. Towne is an old-time busi-
ness partner of mine, and retired rich a score
of yearsago. Heand his family live 2t Tuzedo,
and the last, of course, includes his daughter,
Miss Towne.”

“And Honorable Bideford Blake, of Sussex,
England?” ; ‘

“I was coming to Mr, Blake. - He belongs, as
I've told you, to one of the oldest of the noble
families of Great Britain. He is of a cadet
branch, his grandfather having been a second
son.”

“Have you known Mr. Blake many years?”

“No years at all; I only made his acquaint-
ance when he came to the house a fortnight
ago. He is Paul's friend, rather than mine;
Paul and young Burrell have known him some
time,”

“You do n’t know how long?—or how they
met him?”

“Why, no. Still, you can see, by his ap-
pearance, that Mr. Blake is genuine. A manis
so much like a bank note that one who has had
much experience can instantly detect a coun-
terfeit. As I tell you, Mr. Blake is genuine; his
looks, manners, conversation, and exhaustive
knowledge of England and its noble families are

..... "
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What Has Luck Done for
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You?

Orison Swett Marden

RESIDENT ROOSEVELT says: “The great prizes of life come by

accident, and no human being knows this better than one who

has drawn one of them. Had a few events over which no one had any

control been other than they were, it is possible that I might never
have held the high office I now occupy.”

People may say what they will about there not being any such
thing as “luck,” or ““chance,” but we must all admit that there is such
a thing. There is no use denying the fact that, as Shakespeare says,
“Fortune brings in some boats that are not steer’d.” We must
all admit that things over which a man has no control, unforeseen
happenings, or events with which he had nothing to do and on which
he had not calculated, often change the whole course of his career.
Good positions do not always come by merit, or as the result of one’s
own direct efforts. It is now a poor laboring man or washerwoman
who falls heir to a fortune by the death of some relative; or, again
it is a poor girl who is suddenly raised to wealth and what the world
calls high position by marrying a man of rank or fortune.

Every schoolboy knows that there is a great advantage in being
in the right place in just the nick of time, and that being there is often
a matter of chance.

Men are constantly being moved up into positions which they did
not get wholly by merit. Their elevation is due, perhaps, to a rail-
road accident, a stroke of paralysis, or the death of men in high places.
We had a striking instance of this, recently, in the death of two
presidents of the Long Island Railroad within a few months, which
ied to unexpected promotions.

Everyone knows that men are constantly being put at the head
of large concerns because of kinship with the-owners of the business,
when, perhaps, a score of those who are working in the establishments,
at the time, are much better fitted to fill the positions.

But, after all, who will be foolish enough to say that man is the
toy of chance, or that true success is the result of accident or fate?

No; luck is not God’s price for success, nor does He dicker with
men. When we consider the few who owe fortune or position to acd-
dent or “luck,” in comparison with the masses who have to fight every
inch of the way to their own loaves, what are they, in reality, but the
exceptions to the rule that characler, merit—not fate, or “luck,” or
any other bogy of the imagination,—control the destinies of men? The
only luck that plays any great part in a man’s life is that which
inheres in a stout heart, a willing band, and an alert brain.

What has chance ever done in the world? Has it invented a
telegraph or telephone? Has it laid an ocean cable? Has it built steam-
ships, or established universities, asylums, or hospitals? Has it tunneled
mountains, built bridges, or brought miracles out of the soil?

What did “luck ”” have to do with making the career of Washington,
of Lincoln, of Daniel Webster, of Henry Clay, of Grant, of Garfield,
or of Elihu Root? Did it help Edison or Marconi with their in-
ventions? Did it have anything to do with the making of the for-
tunes of our great merchant princes? Do such men as John Wanamaker,
Robert Ogden, or Marshall Field owe their success to luck?

Many a man has tried to justify his failure on the ground that he
was doomed by the cards which fate dealt him, that he must pick them
up and play the game, and that no effort, however great, on his part,
could materially change the result. But, my young friend, the Fate
that deals your cards is in the main your own resolution. The result
of the game does not rest with fate or destiny, but with you. You will
take the trick if you have the superior energy, ability, and determina-
tion requisite to take it. You have the power within yourself to change
the value of the cards which, you say, fate has dealt you. The game
depends upon your training, upon the way you are disciplined to seize
and use your opportunities, and upon your ability to put grit in the
place of superior advantages.

Just because circumstances do sometimes give clients to lawyers
and patients to physicians, put commonplace clergymen in uncommon
pulpits, and place the sons of the rich at the head of great corporations
even when they have only average ability and scarcely any experience,
while poor youths with greater ability, and more experience, often have
to fight their way for years to obtain ordinary situations, are you
justified in starting out without a chart or in leaving a place for luck
in your programme? What would you think of a captain of a great
liner who would start out to sea without any port in view, and trust to
luck to land his precious cargo safely?

Did vou ever know of a strong young man making out his life-
programine and depending upon chance to carry out any part of it?
Men who depend upon “luck” do not think it worth while to make a
thorough preparation for success. They are not willing to pay the reg-
ular price for it. They are looking for bargains. They are hunting
for short cuts to success.

We hear a great deal about * Roosevelt’s luck;” but what would it
have availed him if he was not ready for the opportunity when it came

~-if he had not trained himself through years of persistent drill to grasp
it,~if he had not been prepared to make the best use of it?

He did not start out with the deliberate ambition to become Presi-
dent. His general aim was to make Theodore Roosevelt just as large.
as complete, and as fine a man as possible, and no pains were too great,
no exercise or drill or training or effort at self-improvement too trouble-
some or exhausting to undertake in order to make himself physicallv
strong and intellectually vigorous. Mr. Roosevelt told me that he never
would have been in his present position but for his long, persistent.
and vigorous seli-training.

The resolution which he never lost sight of was to train himself t.»
do the duty nearest him with such completeness, earnestness, and
efficiency that it would best prepare him for the next thing which came,
and he alwavs saw the step to the thing above him in the thing he wa-
doing. He knew that the key which would unlock the door to the next
oppertunity must be wrought out of the thing he was then doing.

The unhappy incident which placed Mr. Roosevelt in the presi-
dential chair would not have kept him there through a second term if he
had not fitted himself to fill it. Others had been similarly placed by
like chance, but the opportunity laughed at them because they were
not ready for it, or fitted for it, and they practically threw the chance
away.

If Roosevelt had blundered or shown incompetency in the great
office which accident gave him, “luck” would not have elected him for
a second term.

I have never known a man to amount to much until he cut out of
his vocabulary such words as “good luck” and “bad luck,” and from
his life-maxims all the “I can’t” words and the “I can’t” philosophy.
There is no word in the English language more misused and abused
than “luck.” More people have excused themselves for poor work
and mean, stingy, poverty-stricken careers, by saying “luck was against
them” than by any other excuse.

That door ahead of you, vyoung man, is probably closed because
vou have closed it,—closed it by lack of training; by a lack of ambi-
tion, energy, and push. While, perhaps, you have been waiting for
“luck” to open it, a pluckier, grittier fellow has stepped in ahead of
you and opened it himself.

Power gravitates to the man who knows how. “Luck is the
tide, nothing more. The strong man rows with it if it makes toward
his port; he rows against it if it flows the other way.”

When Governor John A. Johnson, of Minnesota, was asked, by a
Svccess Macazing representative,’ How do you account for your suc-
cess?” he answered, simply, “I just tried to make good.”

You will find, nine hundred and ninety-nine times out of a thousand,
that the man who tries to make good is the “lucky man.” Young
Johnson had to fight against poverty, heredity and environment,—
everything that could be put forward as an excuse for “bad luck,” or
““no chance,” yet in his hard battle with fate he never once faltered.
or whined, or complained that luck was against him.

One of the most unfortunate delusions that ever found its way
into a youth’s brain is that there is some force or power outside of
himself that will, in some mysterious way, and with very litile effort
on his part, lift him into a position of comfort and luxury. I never
knew any one who followed the ignis fafuus,—‘luck,”—who did not
follow it to his ruin. ““Good luck” follows good sense, good judg-
ment, good health, a gritty determination, a lofty ambition, and
downright hard work.

When you see horses in a race, you know perfectly well that the
one in the lead is ahead because he has run faster than the others, and
vou would not have much svmpathy for the horse behind if he should
bemoan his fate and declare that the horse ahead had a snap!

When you see anyone doingbetter than you are doing under similar
circumstances, just say to yoursell, “There must be some reason for
it. There is a secret back of it, and I must find it out.” Do not try
to ease your conscience or lull your ambition by pleading ‘“hard luck ™
for yourself, or good fortune for another.

Napoleon said that “God is always on the side of the strongest
hattalions.” He is always on the side of the best prepared, the best
trained, the most vigilant, the pluckiest, and the most determined.

If we should examine the careers of mos{ men who are called
“lucky,” we should find that their success has its roots far back in the
past, and has drawn its nourishment from many a battle in the struggle
for supremacy over poverty and opposition. We should probably find
that the “lucky” man is a closer thinker than the “unlucky” man,
that he has a finer judgment, that he has more system and order;—that
his brain acts more definitely and concisely, that he thinks more logic-
ally, more vigorously, and that he is more practical. Life is not a
game of chance. The Creator did not put us where we would be the
sport of circumstances, to he tossed about by a cruel fate, regardles
of our own efforts. :
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Be Ambitious To Be Useful rather than Rich

voune man of ability and great promise recently
refused to enter a vocation which would yield

him a large income, lest the temptation to hecome
rich might eat up his desire to help his fellow-men.
He feared that the frantic struggle for wealth and self
being waged by the majority of the men with whom
his position would force him to associate would
insensibly draw him into the same vortex of selfish-
ness. He felt that his ideals would become tarnished,
that his aspirations would be starved in such an
atmosphere, and so he chose a vocation which would
enable him to render the greatest service to humanity.
1t is a refreshing thing, in a material age, to see
people who are ambitious to be useful rather than
rich, who are morg eager 0 help others than to make
monev. These are nature’s noblemen, these are the
characters which enrich life, and which have pushed
civilization up from the savage to the Florence Night-
ingales and the Lincolns. . L
One of the most promising things about our civili-
zation to-day is that, side by side with the greed for
gold, is the ever-growing passion of humanity for good.
The number of people who prefer to be useful to their
fellow-men rather than to make money is constantly
increasing. This passion for good is the salt of
humanity; it is what makes us believe in the future of

the race
& &

Ruried tn the Practical

ProrLE who pride themselves on their practicality
and horse sense often scofl at those who plead
for the amenities or graces of life, those things which
are not essential to bare animal existence, but which
tend to ameliorate hard conditions, to lubricate life’s
machinery, and to make things go a little easier, a
little pleasanter. )

1f vou go into the homes of these extremely practical
people you will be struck by the absence of the beau-
tiful. Vou will find the solid and the practical every-
where in evidence, without any attempt to combine
beauty with utility. They belicve in the useful, the
necessary thing, but flowers and pictures, fine tapes-
tries, artistic wall coverings, harmony of color and
design in curtaips, rugs, and other details, and in the
arrangement of furniture, they regard #s mere fool-
ishness, unworthy the attention of sensible people.
They have little use for musir, works of art, literature,
the drama, or any other thing which is not actually
necessary to physical sustenance or comfort.

The result is visible in their lives. The continual
emphasis on the bread-and-butter side of life to the
total neglect of the msthetic side, makes them harder,
coarser, duller and more matter-of-fact, and points
them more and more to the material and away from
the spiritual axis.

People of finer mold, who have been touched to
higher issues, and have caught a glimpse of nobler
things are sensibly affected by the atmosphere of such
homes. They feel the lack of the spiritual and
msthetic elements. The absence of refinement, of
culture, of all the graces of life has a chilling, depress-
ing effect.

1t is very fortupate for the world that there are those
who think more of putting beauty into life than of
making dollars, who realize that it is as destructive
of the best that is in us to over-emphasize the practical
as it is to rush to the other extreme of extravagance
and frivolity. The earth would be a barren place if
it were not for the beauty lovers.

There are many rich people who never spend a cent
for flowers, except on some special occasion, or for
books or for the opera or music, who rarely go to
entertainments of an elevating kind, and who do not
believe in putting mouey into handsome furniture or
works of art. They limit their expenditures to the
strictly needful, and put all the rest of their money
away for a possible rainy day, which never comes,
and, in the meantime, they do not really enjoy life.
They live in their coarser instincts, down in the hase-
ment of their being. They never rise to the apper
stories where the nobler instincts and the higher

leasures of life dwell. Their finer faculties have not

en developed; the best in them has never been
expressed, and so they go through life, ignorant that
it possesses anything better, more stimulating or
uplifting than their dim vision and narrow experiences
have revealed to them.

The children of those people are also brought up
to be practical. They are taught to depreciate the
finer sentiments, to ignore the things which only appeal
to their higher intelligence. The conversation and the
whole atmosphere of the home are of the same dull
atility order. No words are wasted on sentiment.

There is little demonstration of love, very little o
suggest that the members of the family bave any
affection for one another. Loving words and terms
of endearment are regarded as foolish and weak.
Necessary food and clothing and shelter are considered
all-sufficicnt for the nourishment of the voung and
growing minds, The children are imbued with the
idea that it is positively wicked to throw away money
on the merely beautiful or msthetic.

This is a great mistake; because there is something
finer about the boy and the girl than the merely
necessary. It is a crime to suppress that love of the
beautiful which God has implanted in children, for
they can not help wondering why He has expressed
such a great love of the beautiful in the bright plumage
of birds, the gay colors of the flowers, the exquisite
shadings of green in the trees, and the gorgeous color-
ings of the sunset, if it is wrong for them to love
beauty or to seek 1o put it into their lives, by expressing
it in their clothing, their surroundings, and their per-
sonal appearance, and their appreciation of the fine
and @sthetic in every form.

The love of the beautiful was not put in the child
merely to mock it, or to be {rowned upon and sup-
pressedd. It was put there for unfoldment, for expres-
sion, and it is just as much the duty of every one of
us to cultivate it in its best and highest sense as it is
to provide for our mere animal necessities,

t is cruel as well as criminal for parents to try to
crush out of their children the finest instincts of their
nature. The love of art, of flowers, of beautiful
scenery, of harmonious surroundings, of noble litera-
ture, music, and all the higher arts that tend to lift
man out of the basement of his being to the higher
stories should be fostered with the greatest care.
Whatever lifts him out of the material into the realm
of spirit; whatever enlarges and glorifies his concept
of the Creator is bournd to enlarge and glorify his own
life. Ttis a duty we owe to God, to curselves, and to
civilization to raise ourselves to our highest power.
We can not do this by a one-sided development, and
that the development of the lower side of our nature.
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Laughter and Success

YUTHERE is very little success where there is litde

laughter,” says Andrew Carnegie. “The work-
man who rejoices in his work and laughs away his dis~
comfort is the one sure to rise,”

Laughter is undoubtedly one of Nature’s greatest
tonics. It brings the disordered faculties and func-
tions into harmony, it lubricates the mental bearings
and prevents the friction which monotonous, exacting
business engenders. It is a divine gift bestowed upon
us as a life preserver, a health promoter, a joy gene-
rator, a success-maker.

Life, with the average American, is too serious at
best. Never lose an opportunity for relaxation from
the stress and strain of your business or profession.
Every draught of laughter, like an air cushion, cases
you over the jolts and the hard places on life’s highway.
Laughter is always healthy. It tends to bring every

abnormal condition back to the normal. It is a
panacea for heartaches, for life’s bruises. It is a life

prolonger.  People who laugh heartily keep themselves
in physical and mental harmony, and are Yikely 1o live
longer than those who take life too seriously.

Many employers never smile during business hours
and discourage anything which approaches hilarity
among their employees, on the ground that it is
undignified, thatit takes valuable time, and demoralizes
discipline. But some of them are being converted to
Mr. Carnegie’s theory. They are beginning to find
out that anything which gives a temporary relief to
the strain and stress of business is beneficial, that a
wave of laughter running through the factory acts
like a tonic, and tends to promote good work as well
as good feeling.

Never suppress a tendency to laughter in those about
yvou. They will be more healthy, more normal, more
energetic, more enthusiastic in their work because of
this great life tonic, this human lubricant,
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Doing the Little Things Better

7 15 not the straining for great things that is most

effective; it is the doing the little things, the com-

mon duties, a little better and better,~—the constant
improving,—that tells.

We often see young people who scem very ambitious
to get on by leaps and bounds, and are impatient of
what they call the drudgery of their situation, but who
are doing this drudgery in a very ordinary slipshod
way. Yetitis only by doing the common things un-
commonly well, doing them with pride and enthusi-

7




















































































































































