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time, an’, when he’s wild,—say, Pemmican,
look a-herel I°d steer clear of Buck Moran
to-night. You see?”

He stopped suddenly. There were, at this

time, perhaps eighteen men in the Side Pocket,
on Canal Street, in Monroe. They were
drinking. They stopped drinking,—suddenly.
Big Pemmican held a glass in his hand, raised
halfway to his lips. He stopped,—also sud-
denly.
Something had happened,—was happening.
The side door had swung open with a crash, and
through it swung, with no uncertain stride, a
man disheveled of attire and of hair. He was
drunk,—“delirium drunk,” as Mulvaney con-
fided, later, to all who would listen to him. The
face of this man was swollen and red; his eyes
were bloodshot; upon him were the marks of
never-ending debauchery. This man was
Moran,—Buck Moran. He was of a stripe
with the other eighteen men in the Side Pocket.
He belonged. He was almost of a size with Big
Pemmican,~but Pemmican had ever held the
upper hand. Pemmican was the leader, and,
where he led, Buck Moran would follow, “to
hell and back,” as Mulvaney had often told
the crowd; and where Buck Moran went, the
Side Pocket gang was wont fo go.

But the thing that swung into the crowd,
that night, in the semblance of Moran, was
something more than Buck Moran,—it was in-
carnate vengeance.

“ Pemmican!” The name rang out in an
almost unknown voice, and all save Pemmican
shuddered and crowded back into the corners.
Pemmican put down his glass and turned and
faced this Buck Moran. Then, noting the
thing that looked from Moran’s eyes, he strode
forward, and then—siopped, for Buck Moran
had drawn from his pocket a weapon dangerous
to human life. Big Pemmican paused.

“ Pemmican!” cried that strange voice, again,
“Y*ve been looking for you for three whole
days,—with this.” There wasa terrific crash,—
s blinding flash. Big Pemmican tottered in his
tracks, holding his hands in front of his shat-
tered face, trying to shut out the death of fire
and lead in front. The crowd rushed, blindly,
for the refuge afforded by the little bar.

“Three days,”” cried the voice, again,—
“PrMMicaN.” Another flash! Another crash!
This time it was the crash of the heavy frame
of Pemmican, upon the floor. But the ven-
geance of Moran had not yet drunk its fill.

“Peusmican!” Another followed, and an-
other, and another flash of light, and crash of
thunder.  After that there was nothing, save
the thing upon the floor that once had been Big
Pemmican, and Buck Moran, in the center of
the room, with the grin of satisfied vengeance
upon his bloated face,—and the police, and
Mulvaney, of the Side Pocket, running sud-
denly to Buck Moran and striking him time
and time again upon the mouth,

“Take thatl——and that!” said Mulvaney,
owner of the Side Pocket; “what do you mean
by it? They 'l take away my license; they 'l
do me out of my business; they’ll ruin me,
and all on account of you. Take that! And
thati”

After that came more police, and—pande-
monium,
® % ® & # ® #

Ex-judge John G. Wortendyke, of Monroe,
stepped {rom his bedroom into his dining room,
in his apartment in the Aldine. He looked at
his watch. It was nine o'clock,—time for
breakfast. It was Sunday morning, and Sun-
day was a bugbear to him. He never attended
church—never did anything, in fact,—on Sun-
day. He often wished that his principles, as
an upright citizen, would permit him to work
on Sunday, for he was never happy save when
at his work. He sighed. He rang a bell, and
his aged housekeeper and woman of all work
appeared and brought in his breakfast,and laid
upon a corner of the table a Sunday morning

paper. Before he touched a mouthful, he
picked up this paper and scanned the headlines
on the first page. That upon the first column,
by reason of its blackness and general startling
character, forced itself immediately upon his
attention.

“A Down Neck Murder,” it proclaimed,—
“Third Fracas in Mulvaney's Notovious Re-
sort.” A frown clouded the brow of ex-Judge
John G, Wortendyke. “Why,” he complained,
gently, to himself, “‘do they take up space with
things like these?” But the very fact that it
was there appealed to something morbid in his
nature, and he started to read it superficially.
When his aged housekeeper came in again, she
found his breakfast getting cold. She an-
nounced her recognition of that fact.

“Ahl” said ex-Judge Wortendyke, *coffee
this morning, Sarah; nothing but coffee; and
two cups of it at that. Sorry, but nothing else.”

He finished his coffee, pursing his thin lips
and smacking them slightly as he did so. Then
he folded up his paper and thrust it carefully
into his breast pocket. Then he donned his
hat, seized a cane, and started out.

1 shall not be home till supper, Sarah,” he
remarked. An instant later he was upon the
street, treading the flags with his accustomed
air of dignity. He was a distinguished man, of
distinguished appearance, was ex-Judge Wor-
tendyke. His nose and chin thrust themselves
well into the air; he was smooth-shaven; his
hair was gray. As to attire, he was immaculate.

For the rest, he had been prosecutor of the
pleas, many years before, and later judge of
the Monroe County circuit court. At the pres-
ent time, he occupied a position somewhat more
advanced. He was counsel to the major por-
tion of the large corporations in the city of
Monroe. His time was devoted largely to the
trial of civil suits. He was glad to acknowledge
to himself that everybody he met knew him,
and that he was one among the dozen leading
citizens who had reached the top rung of the
ladder in Monroe. He was glad, also, to ac-
knowledge to himself that his success had been
due to nothing save his sheer ability. Political
influence had never extended to him a helping
hand. He was not a politiclan; he had few
friends, but he had many admirers. He was
law personified, was ex-Judge Wortendyke.

He wended his way, gently and easily, down
town, past the Four Corners. Finally he turned
in at the canal, cautiously treading the filthy
flags of the small street that skirted it
turned a corner suddenly and came upon the
crowd. He was Down Neck, as they called
it in Monroe, and he stood before the Side
Pocket, the notorious saloon of Mulvaney.
There were a hundred men about it, all on the
outside. The blinds were up and the door was
padlocked from without. Some five or six
policemen stood about. Gradually they be-
came aware of the presence of ex-Judge
Wortendyke.

“Morning, judge!” said the officer at the
door, grinning and raising his hat.

“Morning, judge!” remarked the crowd,
for the crowd knew him,—knew him favorably.
He responded with a dignified bow. He was
glad, then, that he had never presided over a
criminal court. His friends of the oyer and
terminer and of quarter sessions had oft con-
fided to him, when they sat, in his time, upon
the bench, that they hardly dared go through
the streets Down Neck in broad daylight, and
it was understood at one time that Mulvaney’s
Side Pocket gang had once placed a price upon
the head of Boggs, a hanging judge of sessions.
But this crowd smiled upon Wortendyke, of
civil jury fame. The ex-judge wormed him-
self through the mass about the door and touched
one of the officers upon the arm.

] should like to know the facss,” he said,
“about—last night’s affair.”

Fifteen minutes later he left. He had learned
the facts,—some of them, at least. He walked

He
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swiftly back to the center of town, and hailed
a cab.

“The county jail!” he said. When he ar-
rived at the jail, he inquired how many witnesses
were detained on account of the murder,

“Mulvaney,” the warden told him, “and
about eleven others.” He asked to see Mul-
vaney. He asked to see at least two others.
It may have been a trifle irregular, but he was
ex-Judge Wortendyke, and—he sew them.
Mulvaney wanted to talk, and so did the other
three, and he let them talk to their hearts’ con-
tent, and listened patiently, arranging every
salient fact in order according to its logical
value. Mulvaney was wrathy.

“The blamed idiot!”” he wailed, “he had no
right,—in me own place, too. Three days he
was threatenin’ him. Three days he was
lookin’ for him. An’ when he finds him, he
shoots him down. There in me own place,—
an’ me with nothin’ but a license for to live on.
It ’s ruination, judge. He had no right.”

“He had no right,” the judge assented,
gravely. He ended the interview with a bow
and escorted the warden back to the outer hall

“And now,” he said, gently, and with pro-
fessional emphasis, “I°d like to see—Moran.”

The warden started. He looked doubtfully
at the ex-judge. “What!” he exclaimed,—
“say, judge, you ain’t going to fight his case?
What,—you? I thought that—."

“I,” answered the judge, with a cold smile,
““gm going to fight his case. [ have been re-
tained. I have accepted the retainer.”

The warden laughed, and a note of admira-
tion was in his voice. “It’s like old times,”
he responded, “when Parks, and Beadle, and
Bartholomew used to fight all the murder cases.
Old times! Now,” he commented, “we only
have Goldenhorn,~—and such.”

“Think of it!” the warden told his head
keeper, in a whisper, later, ‘Judge Worten-
dyke is going to fight this case for Buck Moran.”

“How in thunder,” answered the head
keeper, agape with astonishment,—*“how in
thunder could Buck get him?”

Meantime the ex-judge had been admitted
to the cell of Buck Moran. The latter was
standing at the small window, gazing out
through the bars at a vista of gray wall. He
was still disheveled, and he took no notice of
the entrance of the judge. Finally, however,
he turned, and—saw. He grunted.

“What!” he exclaimed, ‘“‘you here? That's
a great note, too.”

The judge raised his eyebrows professionally,
and shut his lips together; then he opened them
once more.

“What arrangements have you made?” he
queried of Moran. His tone was so even, so
matter-of-fact, that Moran found himself
answering in spite of himself. He pulled a
plug of tobacco from his hip pocket, and bit
off a piece,

“Aw!” he answered, gruffly, “I sent for
Goldenhorn. He'’s the best there is. What
else was there to do?”

Almost at that instant, the warden appeared
in the corridor without and beckoned to the
judge.

“Just a minute,” he whispered, swinging
open the cell door; ‘““there’s a man out here
who says he ’s got to see you right away.”

The judge nodded and stepped outside. A
moment later he was in the warden’s private
room. ‘“It’s Counselor Goldenhorn,” said
the warden, motioning toward another door;
“he insisted, and I had to call you out. He
said you have no right.”

There was an angry flush upon the face of
Goldenhorn’s swarthy face when ex-Judge
Wortendyke faced him; there was professional
criticism in his eve.

“Judge Wortendyke,” he said, “what are
you doing with my client, Buck Moran? This
is hardly—”

The judge hgé\dwyp his hand, *I have been
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Accusing the people of “socialism™ will not frighten them, because,
taken by and large, they are not socialists, and they knowit. The Anglo-
Saxon likes to be led. He likes to point with pride to his rich neighbors.
He likes to submit to a certain healthy authority. But he demands “a
square deal.” He is likely to get excited when his king or his boss or his
employer or his railway magnate goes too far; and, when he is excited, he
has a remarkably effective method of getting his demands enforced,—the
thousand years just past have shown that,—and all this whether you like
it or not.

MR, HMARRIMAN CONSBSIDERS MIS RAILROADS MMIS PRIVATE AFFAIRS

1 have chosen E. H. Harriman to illustrate the railroad side, because
he seems, on the whole, the most striking type of all the railroad magnates.
His power isreally autocratic. I have drawn the word ‘‘czar,” as applied
to his personality, not from western farmers, but from his very Wall Street
associates. At the moment of writing, Hill seems in the ascendency, but
no close observer of this thrilling fight can afford to ignore Harriman very
long. He runs deep. His picture is never published in neswpapers or
magazines except for a rare and stealthy snap-shot taken on the street.
He does not talk for publication. I recently made an effort to talk with
him and get his views on the subject of western railroad development.
He refused unconditionally to see me.

This would be a trifling matter if it were not typical. Wall Street is
where the spiders are,—and spiders never buzz. Harriman is a good
man,—better than certain other millionaires because there is about him
nothing of the Pharisee. His friends think of his quiet kindness. His
business associates respect and admire him with something close to awe.
He is deeply interested in boys’ clubs and in good roads. Some years ago
he organized a scientific party, and took it to Alaska, for study on the
ground. He is honest even about his railroading, because, as I have said,

he sees only the wonderfully complete logic of the structure he is building. .

The people, with their laws and their federal government, seem to him
vague, inconsiderable things. Therefore he is unable to see why any
mere individual or any mere periodical should meddle in his private af-
fairs,—the railroads. He does not consider it worth while even to con-
ciliate the people, for he can not see where the people come in. This
control of the railroads is a mighty weapon. He proposes to swing it
as he chooses,—he, one man, Edward H. Harriman,~—and, if the blun-
dering public wishes to kee}) safe, it would better get out of the way;
though he will be very careful, and will try to swing economically and
soundly. Least of all does he see that the blundering public has a
weapon of its own, bigger than his, and that this public has a very heavy-
handed way, now and then, of cutting free. i

Harriman came into real prominence, in 1899, when he bought the
Alton Railroad for forty-odd millions, organized a raiddway company to
lease the railroad company, sold thirty-three to thirty-five million doliars’
worth of new bonds and preferred stock, and retained the absolute voting
control at a total cost of about nine millions,—or 2 majority of the voting
stock at a cost of lesr than five millions, This was a very pretty ma-
neuver, and it Janded him in the governing chair of the Union Pacific.

Within a year or so after this he had aquired Southern Pacific and
started after Northern. The panic of May, 1go1, resulted, from which
Harriman emerged with seventy-eight millions of the one hundred and
fifty-five million dollars” worth of stock of the Northern Pacific,—a clear

majority. Hill and Morgan promptly organized the Northern Securities -

Company, which took over about all the stock of both Northern Pacific
and Great Northern. Then came the crusade of the separate states and
of the federal government against this monster holding company, and
finally the supreme court decided that it must return the stock to the
original holders.

THERE ARE Two THEORIES A8 70 CONTROL OF PUBLIC PROPERTY

At this point Morgan executed one of his most brilliant coups. In-
stead of returning the original stock to its owners, he made a pro rata
division, giving each holder a fixed per cent. of both Northern Pacific and
Great Northern shares. This reduced Harriman from the position of
majority holder in Northern Pacific to that of a minority holder in the two
railroad companies. He protested, and the case went up again to the
supreme court. Harriman claimed that Northern Securities merely held the
original stock in trust,—Morgan, that that holding companyhad bought
the shares of the two roads outright, paving for them in shares of the
holding company, and that it was therefore free to liquidate through dis-
tribution of its assets pro refe. Haurriman wanted to get back the identi
cal shares that he had put in.  His lawyers claimed, among other things,
that on the pro rate plan Hill and Morgan would control both roads and
s0 defeat the purpose of the court in dissolving the merger. They over-
looked the fact that, if their plan should Le accepted, the Harriman con-
trol of Union and Northern Pacific would be much easier to prove than
Hill's control of the two Northern lines could ever be. The court had
really but a choice of evils, and it chose Hill, who at once ousted the entire
Harriman group from the Northern Pucific directorate and elected some
of his friends, amony them his own son, in their places.  Thus, after these
two manipulators have plaved football with the northwestern lines, and
the legal power of the federal government has exhausted its ammunition
in *‘defeating” them, it appears, now that the dust of the conflict is
clearing awav, that all the federal government has been able to batter
down has been the name of the “* Northern Securities Company.”  The
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real result of the government’s action has been to restore Hill to his
former undisputed control of two parallel and competing railroads,

Harriman undoubtedly lost ground in this skirmish. Butitis well to
remember that, before his defeat, he was supreme in three great lines from
the Middle West to the Pacific, besides controlling strong holdings insuch
roads as Alton and Illinois Central and the Vanderbilt lines. After the
defeat he is still seen in control of Union and Southern Pacific, and he is
still a strong minority force in Great Northern, Northern Pacific, and
Santa Fé. It would be impossible to attack a single Pacific railroad
without coming into contact with Harriman.

I can, perhaps, best sum up the two conflicting notions—the Wall
Street idea and the Anglo-Saxon idea,~—by quoting two representative
men. The Wall Street man put it in this way: “You are right about
this widespread unrest among the people, but you forget how big the men
are who manage the corporations. When they see that the people out
there are getting excited,”—this with an expressive gesture,—*‘they draw
in a little,~—just ease up a bit; and then they push out a little "—with
another gesture,—“over here. It’s elastic, you see,—it yields to pressure;
but, when the pressure is removed, it springs back. No, these men know
what they are about,—they will never press harder than the people will
bear.”

The other man is a westerner and manager of a large industry,~he
might be called a small capitalist,—but he has kept his eyes open to what
is going on about him. “Those fellows,” he said, referring to the “mag-
nates,” “‘are riding to their end. Just wait until some politician pops up
who is really bigenough to lead the people,—therell be something doing,
then. Take my word for it.”

THE MAGNATES THINK THEY MAVE EARMNED THE RIGMT T0O CONTROL

Now what is it, exactly, that the great consolidators have in view?
To fall again into quotation, let me repeat in part a talk I had last winter
with a railroad official who makes his headquarters in Chicago.

- “I expect to see the day,” observed this man, when dinner was over,
“when all the railroads west of the Mississippi will be operated under a
single management. The chaotic way we do things now is ruinous. All
they are waiting for is to see which management it will be. Just for an
illustration, take the case of our limited train to the coast. Werunitas
an advertisement, to keep the road in the public eye. We have n’t the
most direct route, and therefore we have really no business competing for
through passenger trafic. Why, we gave Pullman carte blanche in build-
ing the train! It cost nearly a quarter of a million.”

*So much as that?”

“Yes. You see the train has to be duplicated eight or ten times for
so long a run. Now, with all the systems under one management, only
one line, the most direct, would run a through Hmited train. By saving
the loss on all the other lines, they would be able to reduce the fare to
California forty per cent. Fach of the other lines would, in the same
way, develop only the region for which it is the most convenient route.
Can’t you see what a saving that would mean?”

“Yes,” I replied,** but you are proposing togive toa single individual,
or group of individuals, a tremendous, an incredible power. Do you
think the man exists, under God’s heaven, who could be trusted to
wield it?”

1 think I know what you mean,” he said, slowly and thoughtfully;
“but, in attacking the present systemof railroad management, you fellows
forget one thing,—you forget that it is this very system which has de-
veloped our country as no country was ever before developed. And,
when you say that a man like—well,—Mr. Hill has too much money
and too much power, you forget, I think, that he has earned it,—every
bit of it. He has built up the entire Northwest. What if he is a boss up
there!—has n’t he a right to run that section?”

James H. Eckels said much the same thing, in an after-dinner speech,
a few months ago. The people forget, he said, how much the railroads
have done for them.

Now, really, do the people forget? Have they neglected to reward
these great captains for their splendid efforts? Such a question as this
may be considered only in the light of our treatment of gl the great
captains who have contributed to our development. There have been a
good many of them since George Washington. How have we recom-
pensed them?

HOW MMAVE THE PEOPLE REWARDED THEIR VARIOUS BENEFACTORS?

Let us begin with Washington himself. It is hardly necessary now
to enumerate his services to this nation; I think it will be admitted that he
did a great deal. The impression is strong in my mind that Washington
himself, and his friends and descendants, felt that he was liberally re-
warded with a few years of the presidency and an abiding sense of duty
done. The idea of making a king of him and giving him the ownership
of the thirteen states made little headway, and soon died; for, to the simple
souls of that day, it was something te contribute to the birth and growth
of a nation. Merely to serve one’s country was worth living for. 3Mr.
Harriman and Mr. Hill and Mr. Gould are giving their time to the de-
velopment of the West, and they and their friends and followers feel
that the only due recompense we can make them is to give them the con-
trol of this West.  Doubtless the time of such men as these is of the
greatest value.  But men can give even more than their time. There

[Concluded on pape 774)
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going? Where were the others? Why was he
not with them?

Suddenly, as suddenly as a flash of lightning
in a summer sky, it came to him. He had run
away! He was a coward] |

He forgot the pain in his arm and breast; he
forgot the hunger and the awful, burning thirst;
he forgot the horrible turmoil through which he
had passed. He was a coward,—a coward! In
his first battle he had run away!

Straight in his saddle he sat, gazing into the
darkness before him, his face even whiter than
before, and his eyes set and staring. The real-
ization had come to him with the suddenness
and force of an unexpected blow in the face.
He was a coward!

He saw it in the darkness on every side. The
whip-poor-wills sang it from the dark thickets
by the roadside. The frogs croaked it in the
distant swamp. The stars, in the blackness of
the sky, wrote it in bright letters of fire, like the
points of flashing sabers. The night breezes
whispered it and the hoofs of his horse on the
dust-covered roadway said, “‘Coward! Coward!
Coward! Coward!{’

He was but a boy, after all, and he did not
know that the rest of the blue-clad riders who
had gone so confidently after **Mosby’s men”
were either dead or prisoners. It was his code
that he should win or die,~and he had not won!

A feeling of infinite weariness came over him,
and he placed one hand on the neck of his mare
and leaned his head upon it. As he did so,
his hand touched the httle knot of ribbon on
the visor, and he sat erect again so suddenly
that the drops fell yet faster from his hand to
the dust of the road.

Slowly, very slowly, he untied the ribbon
from his cap. The hand which held the
Ioosened ribbon moved slowly toward his white,
drawn lips,~moved slowly, very slowly. Then,
despite the hungry longing of the eyes, it
stopped, wavering as if in uncertainty. But, at
fast, it hesitated no more, and, unbuttoning the
bosom of the coat, it placed therein the bit of
silk that, only yesterday evening, had been
given him by the dark-haired, dark-eyed girl,
on the wide veranda of the old house,~—had been
given to him, a coward!

His sword still hung from his wrist. He
took its hilt in his right hand, caressing the
blade. Then, slowly and with great effort, he
caught the point of the saber in his almost
helpless left hand and, still holding the hilt with
his right, rested the shining steel across the
pommel of his saddle. His dishonor should be
requited in every way possible. He bore down
suddenly upon the blade. Once, twice, thrice
he pressed. The bright steel snapped. He
shut his eyes and cast the pieces from him,
but the hilt still swung from his wrist,

The mare stopped. She turned her large
eyes toward him and whinnied softly. The
boy opemed his eyes and looked weakly
abouthim. There before him was the white
house,with its broad veranda and huge, fluted
columns. The mare whinnied again, wait-
ing for her master todismount. But he sat
in silence, gazing at the house before him.

There wasa light in one of the chambers,—
her room. On this he fixed his eyes and
gazed long and steadily. The little mare,
with hanging head,neighed again,impatient-

Iy, but her rider made noresponse. Hebegan
to feel faint, and weary, very weary. The
pain in his arm would no longer be denied.

A faintness overcame him, and he placed
his right hand upon the neck of his mare to
steady himself. But his eves never left the
chamber window with its soft, yellow glow.
® % # # ® #

The dark-eyed girl, lying awake in the
chamber of the big white house, heard
through her half-open window the dull
neighing of a horse and the clank of a
scabbard against a spurred heel. Leaping
lightly from her bed, her hair tumbling

B

about her shoulders, she ran to the window and
looked out into the moonlight.

Afar she could dimly see the distant hills,
rising, phantom-like and vague, against the
studded darkness of the sky. The huge trees
that lined the drive caught the wavering moon-
light, and sifted it in strange patterns upon the
ground beneath. From across the silver river
came the hooting of an owl, long-drawn and
dismal. She shivered a little.

Then she saw the young soldier sitting there
upon the little black mare, and she called to
him softly; but he did not hear.

She hurried to her dressing table, and, hastily
clothing herself, coiled her hair into a dark
knot. Then, swiftly, she descended the stairs.

As she opened the wide door and stepped out
upon the veranda, he heard her. His hand
clinched more firmly in the mane of his mount,

and he sat straight, but unsteady, in the saddle.

There was a light in her eyes as she went to
his side, the light of welcome and of something
else. The boy saw it, and turned away.

“You have come back to me a victor,” she
cried, softly, a great gladness in her voice.

She rested her hand lightly upon the neck of
the little black.

“Iam proud, and glad, and, oh, so thankful!”
she went'on, her great joy not letting her notice
his averted face.

She moved yet closer to the mare’s withers.
Her fingers caressed the silken mane and her
eyes were on it.

“To the victor,” she said, at length, softly,
very softly, “belong the spoils,” and, with a
pretty, impetuous lift of her head, she turned
to him red, curved lips, and dancing eyes.

A groan burst from the white lips of the boy.

The lightness left her eyes. “What is it?”
she cried, anxiously. ‘“What is the matter?”

“I am—a coward,” he said, simply. His
voice was low and broken.

The girl laughed a little. “You must not
try to joke with me,” she remonstrated, gaily,
“when I have shown myself so glad to see
you, and so unmaidenly.”

“YI am a coward,” he reiterated, with dull
persistency. He was fumbling in the breast of
his uniform.

His manner frightened her. She stood
silent, clutching the mane of the little mare.

“There was a battle,” he said, dully, monot-
onously. *There were screams and curses and
swords red with blood. Men were killed and
horses went down, screaming, and those that
still stood trod them into the dirt and killed
them there among the cornstalks. A cannon

Wind and Lyre
By Edwin Markham

Thou art the wind and ! the lyre:
Strike, O Wind, on the sleeping strings—
Surike 6l the dead heart stirs and sings |

[ am the altar and thou the fire:
Bum, O Fire, to 2 whitened flame—
Burn me clean of the morial blame |

I am the night and thou the dream:
Touch me softly and thrill me deep,
When all s white on the hills of sleep.

Thou art the moon and | the stream:
Shine to the rembling heart of me,
Light my soul to the mother-sea.
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went off. Parker, of my company, was killed;
I saw his body on the ground. Then Hotch-
kiss was killed.” He paused, but continued
to fumble heavily at his breast.

“I don’t know what happened after that,”
he said, slowly and with great effort, ““except
that everyone was trying to kill everyone else,
and the dust choked me and the air was filled
with the smell of blood and the groans of men
and the screams of horses. And then,” he con-
tinued, simply, “I ran away.”

He had finished searching in the breast of
his coat and now he held his right hand toward
her, and in it was a bit of ribbon. As he held
it, a drop fell from the end to the drive beneath,
and another.

The girl took it, wondering. It was her rib-
bon which she had given him but vesterday. It
felt wet, and the white hand that held it was
stained with red. But she did not notice,

“You did not give it to a—coward,” he said,
slowly. “Neo, you did not give it—to—a—
coward.”

As he finished speaking, he leaned forward
heavily and then slid slowly from the saddle.
The freed guidon fell to the drive, its tiny flag
covering the ugly blotch upon the dust.

As he fell, she caught him by the arm and
noticed that his sleeve was wet. She looked
at her hand. It was red, too.

With a low, moaning cry, she fell upon her
knees beside him and, snatching the heavy cap
from his head, pushed back the damp, matted
curls.

There was no one to help her. The servants
had fled. Her grandiather was old and bed-rid-
den. But she found in her lithe young body a
strength that she had not known before. Placing
herhands beneath hisarms, she dragged him, step
by step, across the driveway, his spurs making
strange tracks in the dust. The black mare,
locking on with wide, wondering eyes, whinnied
softly.

Slowly and laboriously, she lifted him up the
steps and onto the veranda, and then across
and through the door. Then she knelt once
more beside him and, defily slitting away his
clothing, dressed the wounds. When this was
done she fell to chafing his hands, watching all
the while with frightened, eager eyes.

At length he moved a little, and his eyes
slowly opened. At first they gazed about won-
deringly, wearily; but, as they rested upon her,
there came into them a pitiful expression of
suffering,—of self-abasement.

“I am a coward,” he said, dully.

The dark masses of her hair shook in posi-
tive denial. ““You a coward?” she cried,—
*no, no, no!”

“Y am a coward,” he persisted, doggedly.

Slowly the girl raised her eyes from the
white face and gazed unseeingly before
her through the open door, while thought
traced tiny lines between the perfect arches
of her brows. The silence was unbroken
save by the gutteral booming of distant frogs
and the quavering cry of a whip-poor-will.
At length she looked again at the boy.

“Your wounds,” she said, “are not ’
dangerous,—and for that I thank God,oh,
so much! You are weak now from loss of
blood and from the horror of it all. But
when you shall have recovered once more
from your hurts,~when you shall be again
as you were yesterday,—then you are
going back again, after Mosby’s men,
are n’t you?” Though she spoke as one
asking a question, the tone of her voice
and the soft glow in her eyes showed that
already she knew the answer.

The boy lifted himself a littie upon one
weak arm.

“God willing,”
tensely.

Gently she leaned over and kissed him.

T knew,” she whispered, softly,*that I
did not love a coward.”

he cried, earnestly,
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to travel and see the world, and to learn things
by looking at them. You've been good to me,
and probably I can help you out. I've done
such things before, for other people, but some-
how I never could seem to do much for myself.
Need somebody to keep me straight, I guess.
The only thing I could do much at was to
shoot a rifle—"’

“Why, that’s how Jim got into this mix-up
with Henderson,—Mr. Henderson, I beg your
pardon! Jim could shoot some, too, and he
and a fellow who came along here got up a
match, and Jim bet Henderson — Mr. Hender-
son,—a thousand dollars that he could beat the
other man; and Mr. Henderson bet, and Jim
would have done it, too, but someone, I won’t
say who, [She looked at the grinning old money-
lender himself.] cut a piece out of the side of
one of Jim’s bullets, and that made it go wrong
and he lost. I know it’s so, ’cause Jim told
me so himself.”

“Won’t hold in the law,” interrupted the
hobo.

“Law’s got nothing to do with it,” calmiy
continued the widow, while the deputy shifted
uneasily and Henderson wagged his wolfish
head on his skinny neck approvingly. “It
was n't a bet,—it was a regular match. I said
‘bet,” I know, but Jim would n’t want me to
go back on my word, and I won’t evenon a
crooked game. But this is my home,—Jim’s
home; and, Mr. Henderson, before you get it,
this land that I've plowed, with my own hands,
and plowed deep, too,—~"

“Ugh!” broke in Fate Johnson, with high
interest,* see here, mister, I'll tell you what I'll
do. Let’s shoot all over again! Mr. Smith
is n’t here, so I’ll do for him,~won’t I?*

“Not much, stranger. No one can ‘do for’
my Jim,” snapped the widow. Henderson
grinned.

“ Just wait a little, please,” remarked Fate
to Merrill and Henderson. ‘‘Mrs. Smith, can
I talk with you apart a moment?”

Somewhat reluctantly the widow followed
the hobo back to the now sorry-looking dinner
table, out of earshot of the other two. Fate
talked earnestly, and Mrs. Smith shook her
head vehemently, and glanced lovingly at a
sixteen-pound old Sharpe’s buffalo rifle that
hung below Jim’s picture. The two were just
visible through the open bedroom door. Then
Fate started to draw certain diagrams on the
tablecloth with a stubby pencil,—and got into
much trouble instantly. Continuing on a plece
of paper, he soon had the widow’s dark-haired
head close down beside his own. At length,
with a sigh, she consented, arose, and brought
forth the rifle. It was a splendid weapon,—one
that took a man to handle,

“It can’t be done, I tell you. Why, even
Jim could hardly do that. But he did, once,—
here it is,”—and she opened a drawer and drew
out a silver dollar, bent and twisted, but with
a ragged hole through the center. *‘He hit
this once with that very rifle. Maybe you're
right. Anyway, I can’t do more than lose,
and I've already done that with Henderson
having those papers over me, and I no money
to go to law with, and no witnesses, even if he
is stealing my home from me.” The black,
glorious eves of the widow turped from latent
fire to mist, dangerously near tears.

Then Fate Johnson said to Henderson:—

“ Mrs. Smith, here, will fight vou to the limit
of the law, and, although you may win out in
the end, it will cost you another thousand to
collect this thousand you beat her husband
out of. The land, as it is, stands a good two
thousand dollars. You claim one. She says
that she will put up the land against your
claim, barring this house and that Jersey cow,
that T can hit a silver dollar on that stump by
the railroad grade. It’s a good two hundred
vards, you know,”—and Fate paused to let
his proposition soak in.

Now, such a shot is practically impossible

except under extraordinary conditions, and
then almost invariably so. It was a self-evi-
dent sure thing to Henderson. With Fate
Johnson, the hobo, and Merrill as witnesses,
the necessary agreement was drawn up and
signed all round. The only condition Fate
made, which was reasonable enough, was that
he was to have twenty shots at the stump for
practice and to get accustomed to the rifle.
Henderson grudgingly consented.

So the match began of one unknown man,
Fate Johnson, the hobo, against practical
impossibilities, in return for a good dinner.
Standing in the doorway of the little house
and leaning the heavy eight-sided barrel along-
side the door jamb, he fired twenty times at the
stump, then took a dollar which Mrs. Smith
handed him, walked to the stump, and, after
some cutting with his knife and fussing to make
it stay in a place where he could readily see it,
he sauntered back to the house and picked up
the rifle. This he carefully cleaned.

“You all see the dollar?” he asked, as he
poised the rifle, .

The other three nodded, Merrill witha frown
and a muttered objection, Henderson gleefully,
and the widow with fear in her eyes. These
three men, somehow, were banded together fo
rob her of her home, the dearest thing on earth
to her, and with Jim’s rifle, too. The dollar
glittered on the very tip of the stump, sharply
contrasting with the dark earth of the railroad
grade behind it.

Fate leveled the rifle, glanced along it, and
fired. The stunning roar and the white smoke
confused the party for a second, and when they
could see clearly, a moment later,—the dollar
was gone.

“You ve lost, Mister Henderson,” Fate John-
son, the hobo, remarked, calmly, as he patted
the gunstock. The swindling old rascal scur-
ried in the wake of Merrill across the plowed
ground to the stump. It was riddled with the
bullet holes of the practice shots. Beyond, in
the dirt of the bank, Merrill found the dollar.
It had been hit squarely, and was bent and
twisted and cut through by the bullet. Hen-
derson, in a white rage, did not return to the
house, but cut across lots, swearing bitterly, to
his buggy, into which he climbed stiffly and
drove off, leaving Merrill, who came with him,
to go back to town the best he could on foot.
But Merrill was in no hurry. When he ran
back to the house with the torn bit of siiver
in his hand that meant so much to the widow,
and gave it to her, that lady was in tears.
After her first wild burst of delight she had
vanished into the bedroom and shut the door
softly, then returned and held out two grateful
hands to Fate Johnson, who, sorely troubled,
much il at ease, and not knowing what else
to do, decided to tackle his fourth piece of
apple ple. Tom Merrill laid the battered
dollar on the table, took from his pocket the
papers that meant so much to the woman, and
put them into the kitchen stove.

“Nellie,” he said, “it was a square deal.
You need fear nothing from Henderson. 1l
see that he doesn’t try to go back on this,—
although 1 know he would if he could. He
never had a bit of right to it, in the first place.
Things always work out right in the end, you
know, and they have this time. I'm going up
the road a piece and will be back pretty soon.
Good-by! And you, {toFate Johnson, the hobo,)
you are either the best or the luckiest rifle
shot in the Rockies. T won’t ask who you are,
for I’ll see you again, of course. Being a friend
of Nellie’s here is recommendation enough for
any man. Good-by!”

#* * *

Fate Johnson arose.

“Where are you going?” asked the widow.

“Oh, on the track. Train about due here,
I guess, and I’ll try to jump it on the grade
along here.”

*Indeed vou won't!

% * * *

Sit down! Now, vou
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see here, voung man! There’s nothing the
matter with you. You're young, yet,—thirty,
you say? Why, I’m only twenty-four, and a
woman, and I get along—"

“Ye-s-5. I know you can plow,” he smiled.
Vou’re right in saying that I'm all right, just
suffering from what the Germans call wander-
fust. But I’'m sick of that, and for the past
two weeks have been on my way back home to
get a job, if I can find one there. I haven’t
any folks there, or anywhere else; they’re all
dead, and I don’t know why I want to go back,
—just to be moving, I guess, but I’ve nowhere
else to settle where I know anyone, and this
existence is the most lonely on earth.”

“But tell me how you came to hit this
dolla-r-r—why! [f’s the same dollar Jim hit!
Here’s the very mark I made on it before he
shot, to give him good luck,”—and she gazed
at the amused Fate Johnson, speechless.

“You see, when I got over there to the stump
to put up the dollar, I had your old one, the
one your husband had hit, in my pocket also.
I tossed his dollar over beyond me and merely
balanced the other on the top on the edge of
a split that goes to the bottom of the stump.
I knew about the stump and how it was before
I came over here for a handou-—for dinner.
So I did n’t have to shoot at the dollar at all.
I just shot at and easily hit the stump. The
jar of the bullet made the dollar fall down the
crack, and Henderson thought it had been hit.
He and Merrill found this other dollar, and
naturally thought it was the one Ishotat. But
itwasn'tatall. That dollar is in the crack of
the stump, now. Wait, I'll get it for you,—7

“Do n’t you dare leave this house tll I tell
you to! Sit down! When I do n’t want you
here any longer I’ll mighty soon, tell you so.
I've told other men to go,—and stay gone, too
But was it right and square?”

“Don’t you worry about that,—merely
diamond cut diamond. Henderson tricked
your hushand, in the first place, and for vou
to let him force you out of this home by a
swindle, and let him take an advantage of the
law that the law never meant to give the
strong against the weak, would be foolish.
Well, I must be going.”

“Yes, you can go; but you'll go to thatstump,
get that dollar, then take these clothes—they're
some of Jim’s old ones,—down to the creek,
behind those willows over there, and take a
bath, Then you come back here. Do you
hear? I want to cut your hair. Vou’re going
to work—do you hearP—right here.”

At the stump Fate was clawing with a stick
for the dollar. Just as he found it, the after-
noon freight tugged along, invitingly slow, up
the grade. He laid a bundle of clothes on the
stump and looked first at the train and then at
the little white house. At a window came the
merest stir of a white curtain and a woman’s
head appeared. On the grade was liberty
sliding by at ten miles an hour. His practiced
eye caught sight of a broken door on a box car
due in just three seconds. With the easy swing
of long usage he grabbed the stay rod and swung
himself aboard. Standing with feet far apart
in the open door of his private freight car,
Fate Johnson, the hobo, noted with calm satis-
faction a figure that he recognized as that of
Tom Merrill turn the corner of the litile white
cottage and gather in the apparently agitated
but not unwilling form of Widow Smith, with
what seemed to be more than brotherly affection.

“A hobo with a full feed and a dollar,~what
more does he want?” soliloquized Fate. “If
I'd a-stayed there too long, no tellin’ what
might have happened. I might have had to
plow,—and that swimmin’ holel—or she’d
a-taken me “cross her checkered apron, most
likely.” Just then the train struck the curve
and he caught sight of the engine. “Now
what do you suppose that brakeman is a-gittin’
those chunks of coal out of the tender for?
Guess I'd better duck!”
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Where Beecher Got His Sermons
Orison Swett Marden

VW HERE does Beecher get his sermons?” was the question on the lips

of every ambitious young clergyman in the country, when the
greatest of American preachers was at the height of his power. When
they asked Beecher the secret, he said, “I keep my eyes open and ask
questions.”

This is the secret of many a man’s success,—keeping his eyes open
and asking questions. Although Beecher was an omnivorous reader
he did not believe in warmed-over sermons, or in getting them from
books. He did not care so much for the writings of the theologians;
the Christ was his great model, and he knew that He did not search
the writings of the Sanhedrin for His sermons, but picked them up as
He walked along the banks of the Jordan and over the hills and through
the meadows and villages of Galilee. The sparrow, the lily of the
field, the storm at sea, the fishermen mending their nets, the blind
beggar, the leper, the fallen woman, the collector of customs, the farmer
sowing his seed upon the stony ground and good ground, furnished
splendid material for His marvelous parables and His wonderful
similes. He saw that the strength of this great Master’s sermons was
in their utter simplicity, their naturalness, their transparent, limpid
beauty. There is nothing in Christ's teachings which a child can not
understand.

Beecher's sermons were also very simple, very natural, and very
healthy and strong. They pulsated with life; they had the vigor of
bright red blood in them, the grip of vitality, because, like Christ’s,
they grew out of doors. He got them everywhere from life and nature.
He picked them up in the market-place, on Wall Street, in the stores.
He got them from the brakeman, the mechanic, the blacksmith, the
day laborer, the newsboy, the train conductor, the clerk, the lawyer, the
physician, and the business man.

& &

He did not watch the progress of the great human battle from his
study, as many other clergymen did. He went into the thick of the fight
himself. He was in the smoke and din. Where the battle of life raged
fiercest, there he was studying its great problems. Now it was the
problem of slavery; again the problem of government, or commerce, or
education,—whatever touched the lives of men. He kept his hand upon
the pulse of events. He was in the swim of things. The great, busy,
ambitious world was everywhere throbbing for him.

He did not have much faith in creeds, but he had great faith in
the divinity of man. He knew that creeds were dry, and that
they lacked the sweetness and juice which satisfy the longing
heart. He found that they did not speak to man’s wants, that they
did not fit everyday conditions, or satisfy everyday needs; that
people went to churches longing to be fed, but that they often went
away still hungry for the bread of life.

In his earlier ministry Beecher tried to get sermons from books,
but when he got one taste of the power and helpfulness which come from
the study of real life, when he saw how much more forceful and interest-
ing actual life stories were as they were being lived than anything he
could get out of any book except the Bible, he was never again satisfied
with warmed-over material. Illustrations must throb with life, warm
blood must course through them, or he would not use them. And so
when he faced the people from the pulpit they knew that he had a mes-
sage for them fresh and vivid, from the living present. His audience
knew that there was a tfreat awaiting them, something new that had
never appeared in a book, but had come straight from life, still pulsating
with the great throb of humanity and the Christ love. Clergymen who
wondered where Beecher got his striking illustrations were surprised
to learn that he found many of them in the material which to them
seemed extremely commonplace.

& &

Beecher did not believe that any clergyman was great enough to
zet a great sermon out of books. He knew that a shrewd observer
-ould pick out of such sermons the books the preacher had read, that
1e could detect in them a little of Shakespeare, a little of Herbert Spen-
er, a little of John Stuart Mill, of Horace Bushnell and other clergymen,
1 little of Darwin, a little of Bunyan, something of Martin Luther, but
‘hat they would be dry and tasteless, compared with the sermon which
somes from the living human fountain, where there is nothing stagnant
or stale for the preacher who can sce, hear, and feel.

“When I look at you,” said Charles Wagner, the author of “The
Simple Life,” addressing a mass meeting in the New York slums, “1
see a page in every face, and in some faces a whole book, and I would
rather read it than I would any book in the world.”

Beecher had a passion for reading human nature. He read men
as open books. To him some were comedies which make the world
laugh, others were tragedics which make the heart bleed; some were
fiction, others, cold facts, stripped of imagination.

'This great observer was not only a student of human nature, but

of all natureas well. I watched him, many a time, completely absorbed
in drinking in the beautiesof the marvelous landscape, gathering gran-
deur and sublimity from the great White Mountains, which he loved so
well, and where he spent many summers,

He always preached on Sunday at the hotel where he stayed,
and great crowds came from every direction to hear him. There
was something in his sermons that appealed to the best in
everyone who heard him. They were full of pictures of beautiful
landscapes, seascapes and entrancing sunsets. The clouds, the rain,
the sunshine and the storm were reflected in them. The fowers,
the fields, the brooks, the record of creation imprinted in the
rocks and the mountains were intermingled with the ferryboats,
the steam-cars, orphans, calamities, accidents, all sorts of experiences
and bits of life. Happiness and sunshine, birds and trees alternated
with the direst poverty in the slums, people on sick beds and death
beds, in hospitals and in funeral processions; life pictures of successes
and failures, of the discouraged, the despondent, the cheerful, the
optimist and the pessimist passed in quick succession and stamped
themselves on the brains of his eager hearers.

Wherever he went, Beecher continued his study of life through
observation. Nothing else was half so-interesting. To him man was
the greatest study in the world. To read human nature, to place the
right values upon men, to emphasize the right thing in them, to be able
to discriminate between the genuine and the false, to be able to pierce
their masks and read the real man or woman behind them, was an
accomplishment which he regarded as one of a clergyman’s greatest
weapons. ‘

Like Professor Agassiz, who could see wonders in the scale
of a fish or a grain of sand, Beecher also had an eye like the glass of a
microscope, which reveals marvels of beauty in the dross and common
things. It had a magnifying power which sees the miraculous and
beautiful in the commonplace. He could see beauty and harmony
where others saw only ugliness and discord, because he read the
hidden meaning in things. Like Ruskin, he could see the marvelous
philosophy, the Divine plan, in the lowliest object. He could feel the
Divine presence in all created things.

What a boon to be able to look at things as Beecher looked at them
-—to see the wonderful meaning back of it all, to read the philosophy in
the simple flower, to see in the sunset the very portal ajar of the paradise
of God! The rose he saw was not the one which was plucked, which
withers and dies, but the rose idea, the God pattern which pushes out
the new one every time in the place of the one which is plucked, the
love thought of God which is back of every flower. He did not stop
with objects, but saw that they were but the ideas of the Creator,
mere suggestions of possible beauties and deeper meanings.

& A

“An exhaustive observation,” says Herbert Spencer, ““is an element
of all great success.” There is no position in life where a trained
eye can not be made a great power, a great success asset.

“Let’s leave it to Osler,” said the physicians at a consultation
where a precious life hung by a thread.

The great Johns Hopkins professor examined the patient. He did

- not ask any questions. His experienced eye drew a conclusion from the

slightest evidence. He watched the patient closely; his manner of
breathing, the appearance of the eye,—everything was a telltale of the
patient’s condition, which he read as an open book. He saw symptoms
which the others could not see. He recommended a certain operation,
which was performed, and the patient recovered. The majority of those
present disagreed with him, but such was their confidence in his
power io diagnose a case through symptoms and indications which
escape most physicians, that they were willing to leave the whole
decision to him. Professor Osler has been called a living X-ray
machine, with additional eves in finger tips so familiar with the
anatomy that they detect a growth or displacement so small that it
would escape ordinary notice.

The power which inheres in a trained faculty of observation is
priceless. The education which Beecher got through observation, by
keeping his eyes, his ears, and his mind open, meant a great deal more to
him and to the world than his college education. Hewas nota great schol-
lar; he did not stand nearly as high in college as some of his classmates
whom he far outstripped in life, but his mind penetrated to the heart of
things. He knew there was a great lesson, a secret in everybody and
everything for him if he could only get it out. No matter how common-
place the object or the circumstance, or how dull the person, he knew
there was something there which could increase his power.

Lincoln was another remarkable example of the possibilities of an
education through absorption. His ming stopped and questioned, and

[Conciuded on page 786)
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SAVE AND INVEST s10—_s100_s1,000

It will pay you to invest your savings through me,

It makes no difference whether you have g10, §100
or $1,000 a month to invest, I want to hear from you.

i will guaranfee to offer you nothing but sound,
conservative, carefully selected investments,

The kind of investments | put my own money in.

BoNDS

Have you read my special bond circular ?

It will interest you.

My Bond Department handles nothing but high-
class, carefully selected municipal, railroad, gas, elec-
tric, and water bonds.

Just at present I am offering some municipal bonds
at & price to net investors § 1-295.

This is & splendid opportunity.

REAL ESTATE

1 own and offer for sale desiable real estate neuing
79 10 12%.

I sell improved real estate investments for cash or on
easy payments of as licle as $30 & month.

I allow 89 interest on ail payments until last pay-
ment is made, when I give you a deed to the propernty.

[ make no charge for drawing up papers.

STOCKS

If you have $10 or more & month to invest in high-
grade, industrisl stocks, send for my aurscive, free
booklet * How Money Grows.”

These stocks are carefully selected, and 1 eamestly
recommend them to those preferring this class of
securities.

$600,000 worth of stock sold by me, at par for a

THE MONEY MAKER

«The Money Maker” is a monthly journal for
investors. [t should be read by every man and woman
who wants to save, jnvest and gef shead. Send g1.00

The kind my relatives put their money in.

The kind my friends invest in.

The kind that has made my investment department
grow with wonderful rapidity,

The kind that has satisfied more than 4,000 clients
who now invest their money through me,

3% to 6

It will pay you to write for full particulars.

It is a gilt edged bond at 2 lew price.

Only a few of these bonds left.

My easy monthly payment plan brings the best
bonds within reach of moderate investors.

You should learn about it.

Send me 2 postal fo-day saying < Send bond cir-
cular.”*

SN

77 to 127

There are many other advantageous features in my
plan that you sught to know abour,

If you prefer real estate investments, and want 7¢
to 124 on your money, wrile fo me now. A postal

card will do,  Just say ¢ Send real estate leafler.””

Do it now.

87, to 177,

large manufacturing company has paid the investors
{my clients) 209 interest during the past fwo years.
1 can refer you to thousands of satisfied clients and
to Mational banks in Philadelphia, Chicago and New
York.
As I handle all classes of high-grade investments,
don’t fail to write me before you invest,

$1.00 r

for a year’s subscription, or send for free sample copy.
Afier you see the free sample copy, you will be sure
to want it regularly.  Send for it {o-day.

VEAR

W. M. 0STRANDER unc.

391 NORTH AMERICAN BUILDING
PHILADELPHIA
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SUCCESS MAGAZINE

THE

OUTING

MAGAZINE |

EDITED BY CASPAR WHITNEY

THE OUTING MAGAZINE appeals to every lover of America—QOur Country; Out-Door Life;
Virile Fiction; Travel and Adventure in Remote Corners of the World; Manly -
and Womanly Sport; Country Life and Nature

IS reachifag into every part of the
world for entertaining and instructive
material.

When making your selections for
1906, keep {n mind that there are two
kinds of magazines. One is the
kind you buy becauss of the gift of pic-
tures, or books, or cut price which goes
with it.  The other kind is THE
OUTING MAGAZINE—the worth-
100-cents-on-the-dollar kind, the war-
ranted-to-wear kind.

Which kind do you want? Do you want one to glance over
and throw away, or one to put on the home table? If this
latter is the kind of magazine you deslre, it will pay you to give
heed to the following facts :—

There is no magazine published which shows such compara-
tive Increase in news-stand sales and in subscriptions as does
THE OUTING MACGAZINE; and, as you well know, nothing
in these struggling days of keenest rivalry succeeds without
reason, so there is good reason for the notable success of this
magazine.

There are several good reasons, in fact, but perhaps the
strongest is because THE OUTING MAUGAZINE makes a
direct appeal to the wholesome instinct, which, thank God,
rules in the great majority of we Amerlcans; because it shows
always the manly, the wholesome, the best aspects of our
national life «the clean, white side, and that s a quality well
worth remembering when you are putting 2 magazine on the
home {able.

Perhaps the second strongest reason is because THE OUT-
ING MAGAZINE {5 helpful as well as uplifiing; because the
reading public finds that this magazine satisfies its needs—for
no matter what your work, or play, or life interests may be, there
is something helpful for you In THE OUTING MACGAZINE,
which covers a fleld as broad as modern life.

Certainly a third reason (which we are sure some will say is
strong enough to be flrst) is because THE OUTING MAGA-
ZINE sounds always the deep, human note,—and the human
note {s the bread and meat of the reading public.

Yet another reason s because THE OUTING MAUGAZINE
is written and edited for the average man and woman, Thus
because of its romance and fiction and travel and adventure;
because of Its helpful articles covering every phase of country
life and the outdoor world; because of iis remarkable photographs
gathered at great expense from the four quarters of the globe, and
because the quality of all these is the highest money can buy,—
THE OUTING MAGAZINE is 2 magazine of wide appeal

THE

OUTINC

MAGAZINL

and is intensely American, seeking the heart of the land.
That i1s why THE OUTING MAGAZINE is monthly winning
new friends by the thousands.

Every one likes to read of travel, and no other magazine does
such important work in this line. Mr. Caspar Whitney's articles
of exploration along the Orinoco will appsar in early numbers.
Mr. Dillon Wallace is now in Labrador exclusively for THE
OUTING MAGAZINE, and his articles and photographs from
that almost wholly unknown land will appear during the spring and
summer of 1906.

In its Fictlon Department thers is none so strong. Among
our story writers for the coming year are Jack Lonpon, ALFRED
Henry LEwis, ALperT BicELow Pamng, SEweLl Forp, CHESTER
Baiey Fernaip, CHarLes F, Lummis, Raven D, Paing, Gouver-
NEUR MoRrris, STEWART EDWARD WHITE, and others equally noted.

The most Important work ever undertaken by an American
magazine Is the study of our country now belng made by Mr.
Rawen D. Pamne.  The physical, moral and ethical development
of the United States will be shown in a series of masterly articles
which have been designed to set forth the clean, white side of our
great land In 2 manner which will make us all proud that we are
Americans.

The departments, which are the helpful ends of the magazine,
are particularly full and valuable. These range from everyday
woodcraft for everyday people to practical hints to help automobile
owners. Of course the Interests of the outdoor man are served
seasonably In the fleld of 'flshing, of camping, of his dogs, of lawn
tennis, of golf, and, in the college world, of football. In a word,
it covers all toplcs touching broadly upon our national life and
literature.

No magazine keeps so fully abreast of the times—so up with
every advance in the art of printing—and nons has a better or
broader literary scope.

Think this over before you decide upon your fist. THE
OUTING MAGAZINE may cost a little more than some others
but it will return you one hundred cents on the dollar,

THE

OUTING

MAGAZINE

The Outing Publishing Company
230 5th Ave,, New York

Printing Plant and Subscription Department, Depesit, New York,
where write for special subscription offers.

28 cents a copyp 83.00 o pear
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In a Business That Year
Earned a Clear Profit of

$216,897.85

A little over two years ago I
offered the readers of “ Success”
stock in a big manufacturing
concern—a thoroughly solid bus-
iness, Isaid 1 was certain the in-
vestment would prove profitable.

1 was right. It has.

Those who did follow my ad-
vice have during the past iwo
years received dividends of 29 per
cent, on their investment,

These people are my clients.

I now offer another valuable
stock-—even better than the man-
ufacturing concern. [ say this
with the confidence born of ex-
perience, for I know the possibil-
ities of the business from A to Z,
It is my own.

I want you to be my partner.

If you can make a small invest-
ment, even though it is no more
than $ro0 per month, for a few
months, vyou can share in the pro-
ceeds of my business, which in
the past year earned me a clear
profit of $216,897.85.

My business—you have all
heard of it—was established just
seven years ago in a single room,
in a small building on a side
street., That year 1 cleared
$1,735.13. Profits have jumped by
leaps and bounds each vearsinee.

The present success of the bus-
iness is due to seven years of
hard, earnest work, To-day the
business is one of the most not-
able of mail-order successes and
is as solid as granite.

My offices occupy the entire
14th floor of the big North Amer-
ican Building in Philadelphia. 1
employ over 100 people. And the
business is growing every day.

A Financial Statement

Have you ever read of and
wondered at the tremendous

: profits being made in the mail-order business?

Haven't you often wished that
get into something of the kind?

Have you ever speculated on the extent

of my own success?

Here is what my business did last year:

RECEIPTS
April 1, 1904, to April 1, 1905,
Gross Earnngs, Real Estate
Department

You see that on this capitalization, the busi-
ness during its last fiscal year, earned a profit

equal to nearly 1z per cent. on the entire
capital stock, or, to be exact, the profit
amounted to 10 4-% per cent.

Dividends

‘The Company proposes to pay 2 per
cent, quarterly dividends on January
1st, April 1st, July 1st, and Uctober

you might

L. ... $225,648.68
Earnings N ' 1st, a total of 8§ per cent. per annum.
G'ﬁ;,m I * 220,295.17 Extra dividends will be paid from
Tt ST time to time as the profits warrant.
$445,943.85 If the business grows in the future
EXPENSES only as rapidly as it has in the
Adverting .. .. .. .. $98443.19 pasté you can rely on very large
Rept .....0..... 822667 profits.
Saluries and Commission . 65,086.74 All money received prior to
Printing and Stationery . . 13,826.21 any dividend date will shave in
Postage . ........ 1382186 that dividend.
All other expeoses . . . 29,651.33 N
$229.046.00 Directors
Net profit, year T—— The Directors of the Com-

ending
Apeil 11905 ... $216,897.85

Don’t you think this is a
mighty good business to bein?

What | Want to Do

I havea number of ideas that
I want to put in speedy opera-
tion, and which will, I am sure,
increase the business five fold.

In order to carry out my
plans I must have at least 1,000
asgociates or partners located
in all parts of the United States.

So it was decided to incor-
porate.

The Incorporation
W. M. Ostranper (INCOR

PORATED} was born on July 1st,
1905, being incorporated under the
laws of New Jersey and capitalized
for $2000,000, with shares of fio
each, full pald and non-assessable.

pany are: W. M. OsTRANDER,
President; Warter Movur-
THROP, Vice-President; HARRY
G. HorLmEes, Secretary and
Treasurer; AMBROSE Hig-
GINS, General Counsel, and
1L M. BeacH, These men
have been associated with the
business for a number of years
and understand it thoroughly,

What the Business
Will Do

I believe I am the most widely
known real estate broker in
America.
As an investment broker I am
known almost as well,
W. M. OstranDeEr (Incowr-
PORATED) will carry out this work
of selling High Grade Investment
Securities, Stocks, Bonds and Real
Estate.
We shall offer nothing that is not

absolutely secure and reasonably
profitable.

My wide acquaintance and ex-
tensive advertising bring me in
touch with every good investment
opportunity that is offered. We
shall always give our sharehold-
ers first chance on these proposi-
tions. There will be an unlimited
opportunity for money making.

We shall not content ourselves
with the United States but shall
2o to the European countries for
business.

in short the business will be
“broadened and extended in every
possible way.

And as I have said the possi-
bilities are boundless.

Will You Join Me?

Shares in W. M. OsTRANDER
(Inc.) are 100 each,

You need not pay cash for them
unless you desire.

You may pay as little as $10
down per share and settle the
balance In nine equal monthly
payments,

Will you become one of my
partners?

I don’t care whether youinvest
$10 a2 month or $1o0 a month, I
want you to join me and co-oper-
ate to whatever extent you can.

If you want further informa-
tion before investing write to me
about it. Address your letter to
me personally, I will give it im-
mediate altention,

Bat, in order fto be sure, sign
the coupon below and enclose $10
to clinch your holding.

Then you can investigate thor-
oughly and at your leisure.

You will find it the best invest-
ment you ever made,

W. M. OSTRANDER,
President.

Free Life Insurance

the full investment.

the best kind of life insurance with no medical examination required. Youcan
get it in force at once, The moment you deposit
insured for the value of the stock and the fio w

f!o in the mails your lifeis
11 begin to earn profits on

One very unusual and particularly desirable feature in the buymtg of Your money will
W. M, OsTRANDER {INCORPORATED) stock, is our insurance clause. II you received, A quarter]
should die before making all payments, your holdings will be transferred to your dends, in all probabi&ty larger, will follow in eac

wife, children or estate without a single additional payment on their part. This is

July and October,

besin to share in the profits of our business the minute it is
ividend of 2 per cent. was paid in October. Other divi-
succeeding January, April,

You cannot make a safer or surer investment.

What Clients Say

“ Our best references are our satishied clients. Here s what some
of them say. We can also refer by permission to National bunks in
New York, Chicago nad Philadelphia, To protect our clients from un-
necesary annoyance and to avoid their being Booded with investment

I know so well, from long experience, the possibilities of this
business, that { am certain the stock will be selling at big premivm
~—gay $150-~within a year.

1f the businems only increases in the future as rapidly as it has
in the past, it will be but & short time before we are paying 20
pez cent,

I regard this advance as certain.

literature of all kinds, we give only State addresses in these testimoni-
abs. Full addres of any particulsr ones will be given on application.

i write tm that | am more than pleared with my invest
ment purchased thirough you. I own ten shares of stock
and would not sell it for Jess than ?}200 per share,

G. 4. C. Lavcueap, Kansas.

1 have been very much pleased with the resulis of my invesi-
ment. 1 wish I owned len times g8 much stork as [ do,
Taoxas K. N. Earos, Ph.D., California.

3y investment has proven wholly satisfactory. This means
that being satlafled with having 1y own money In {t, | am not
afraid 1o reconunend i o others.—~A. H. Houw, Maryland,

1 am well pleased with my investment, helleving it to be one
of the best investinents & mab can make, Itis & Uvlng, g})wmg
business and la sure to bring returns.—ALEX. ¥¥iTH, Onlario.

Some montha ago [ saw vour ad. It seemed to state a good

/Wm President,
Additional Testimony

Oune year ago Zou personally advised me to purchass some
shares of stock, for which [ ani more than grateful. 1 do not
balieve there is a safer or beiler investment offered anyone than
this, The large dividends with easy ierms you offer, convines
me { cannot do better than dispose of other securities and rein-
vest my monsy through you.—Ggo. P. W aLL, Ont., Canada.

I saw your ad. in MeClure's Magazine offering some stock
for sale. As ] already hind & high opinion of your honesty and
business metbiods. I roncluded to invest some spare carh and

thing in such fair terma that | began lo Investigate and fluslly gubscribe for ten shares. FAince then I have received quarierly
sent one of your own townsinen 1o see if what yon staled was dividends of thres wr cont, I would not sell my stock to-day
true. [ received a good report and then bought & few shares of | for less than $180.—WitLian Pougroy, Florida.

stock, My dividends are promptily pald and all 18 perfectly sat-
isfactory.—CLanx Joxes, Michigan.

The stock I hought throngh yon Is one of the best investments
T ever made, ‘The company s Rs safe as any bank. 1 would not
sell my stoek to-day for $150 per share,
Wu. P. 8Tarcing, Michigan.

About one {a\- ago 1 purcl a-ed through Mr. Ostrander, 85
shares of siock and have received quarterly dividends of three
v cent since that thne, T consider my Investment well worth
ouble its par valne and feel safs in buying it through & world-

Last spring 1 subsceribed through you for several shares of
stock, and up to date have Deen well satisfied with my invest.
sment, All your claling have been more than made go 5

CLARENCE BREAR, New York,

I am more than satisfied with my Investment. The Company
hag paid dividends prowptly, slways paying the guarant T
eent. with an ocensionsl extra per cens. My only regret is that
i:gm {‘x.ot kuble to own more stock.—Frances Wmirser Cook,

ow York.

Ths stock I purchased throngh you hias proved satisfactory.

Send this Coupon
To.d a y Although we have been

selling W, M. OsTRANDER
{(InCORPORATED) Stock
for only a few weeks, over $115,000 of it has
been subscribed. The amount still to besold
is limited as Mr. Ostrander will always
keep the control of the business in his
own hands. You must act promptly.
Send $1o for each share you wish to
buy at once and be sure of your
stock. Then you can make any
investigation you see fitand if
we have misrepresented in
any way your money will be
promptly returned. Isn't
thisfair? Sitdownright
now, fill out this cou-

0‘9
&0

NY

V.M
OSTRANDER

pon and send it with T {incorperated)

the full amount of

your first pay- é’ Sulte 391, North American

ment. It will £ Baliding

be the best < PHILADELPHIA

investment A o

you ever 5

Yinde. °¢ Enclosed fina________Dollars
as. payment on

oc“
(@

shares in W. M. OSTRANDER
Incorporated). [ agree o pay the

wide known man as Mr. Ostrander is,

Your statements have been verifled—Joux A, Puerys, Vice-
GEo. E. ArvoLb, Pennsylvanis.

President and Director National Bank, Connecticnt.

Make Check, Draft or Money Order payable to

W. M. OSTRANDER

(INCORPORATED)
391 North American Building, Philadelphia, Pa.

&
0\5

&
00

Address __

balance in nine equal monthly payments.

&
N5
<

Name







