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110 vo back some vears, to one of our own people,
Jacob Little, once the * Great Bear of
10 made nine fortunes and lost as
many, but never lost his nerve. Walking up from
the Stock Exchange one day with a friend, he passed

through Union Square, where the richest New
Yorkers then lived. Looking at the rows of fine
houses, Little remarked, I have lost money enough
to-day to buy this whole square—yes, and half the

Eu'u;.‘w init.""" Little was spiritually akin to Marshall
Yield and Levi Z. Leiter, who, while the Chicago
fire still raged northward, had rented an old street
car barn at State and Twentieth-sts., and were
doing business

Escaped a Lamp Post

HESE were all *good losers,” as the gamblers’

phrase puts it, which means that they did not
howl when they were hurt. Perhaps it may as well be
admitted that the average man is uot a good loser,
and therefore is the more readily overawed by assur-
ance and a show of force. Following the great fire
of 1826 in New York, the banks knew they ought
to suspend specie payments; but they would never
have done it without the support of the militia,
which lined up in front of Trinity church and warned
peaceable citizens to go home. Whether Jay Gould
would ever have been heard of, after Black Friday,
but for the deputy sheriffs who gave him a chance
to run, is problematical. Speculators who had suf-
fered were hot after him and his partners, and, as
Henry Clews has pictured the situation, ‘““had any
of the gentlemen appeared outside the chances
were that the lamp post near by would have very
soon been decorated with a breathless body.”
~ Could personal magnetism have saved them? It
is much to be doubted: and there was none of it in
that gang, anyhow. Those wonderful black eyes of
Gould’s had hypnotic power, but they could control
only one man at a time; and though Jim Fisk, the
Prince of Erie, was a very potentate of bluff, nobody
can imagine him swaying a maddened crowd. f
one of the conspirators had been a Charles H.
Schwab, however, and if he could have had time to
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chance of profit lay in the f pame, old
Coma lore Vanderbilt went to a bank president

10V market and, placing a large
sum in his hands, said, ** Here, take this and let out
your moneyv; let the vs have it.”" One can easily
gather serio-comic tales too of friends and emplovees
who wanted to help, but did not quite know how,
like those clerks of one of the Street’s former great
men, who, m his absence from the city, a stringency
developig and loans being called in, shoveled on
the market all of his securities that they could lay
hands on, and thereby caused a panic, so that when
the master came home he found himself bankrupt.
But of course a man who enters Wall Street should
have brains and balance to start with, not resembling
that customer of whom Clews tells an absurd true
story. This man came to the broker and ordered
the purchase of one thousand shares of Erne, at the
m;nr{u-l. It was bought at ninety-four. Then the
stock went down; but the customer, coming in a
little later, ordered it sold. It brought ninety-two
and a half. In less than an hour he had it bought
back again, that time at ninety-five, and before the
market closed he ordered it sold once more, realizing
ninety. Then he returned a fifth time, and confided
in Cléws. * First,” he said, *'1 saw a man who told
me to buy, and then I met another who advised me
to sell. I understand one of them is called a bull,
and the other is a bear. 1 don’t know about those
names; but I know now that I am a jackass.”
Perhaps the strangest feature of this episode was
that the victim did not blame the man who bought
and sold the stock for him. A broker, said old Trol-
lope, “‘is one who steppeth in between two men
making a bargain, and plundereth both,” and a
good many thousand losers since his day have tried
to put the burden of failure on somebody who was
merely following orders. Sound advice is seldom
so popular, anyway, as the other kind. It is won-
derful, amazing, how people will rush and crowd to
get into a hole, especially if at the bottom of that
hole there is a glistening mystery. Mrs. Howe of
the Woman's Bank in Boston, ** 520-Per Cent.'s
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