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Halfpathetic and half ludicrous is the portrait we
oi Unde Dan 'l Drew, who used to pray fer-

sntly when the market was going against him, andprayers failed ol ,m answer would appeal to a
rent kmd <-t spirits, and then close the windov »the dudes, and burrow under a mountain of

lotla-s. And A 'i Stewart, who, like every• merchant, took i hanoes as freely as any Wall• man, had a oft >treak in his adamant which
\u25a0i when troubfc came People had told him

\u25a0 his st'.n- was building, thai it was onrang sidt*. the < heap side, of Broadway. Prob-
that worried him more or k-ss. though he
i not admit it And on the morning <.f ilr>
fixed for th>- opening, when he looted outa dreary drizzle of r.iin, Ju- went away ..lone

Escaped a Lamp Post

THESE 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 wellbe
admitted that the average man is not a good loser,

and therefore is the more readily overawed by assur-
ance and a show of lone. Following the great fire
of 1836 in New York, the banks knew they ought
to v pend specie payments; but they would never
have done it without the support <>f the militia,
whichlined up in front of Trinitychurch and warned
peai cable 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 (lews has pictured the situation, "had any
of the gentlemen appeared outside the chances
were that the lamp post near by would have very
Boon 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 Risk, the
Prince of Erie, was a very potentate of bluff,nobody-
can imagine him swaying a maddened crowd. If
one of the conspirators had been a Charles H.

Schwab however, and if he could have had time to

r

and relieved himself, woman fashion, by a good cry.
To that remedy Stewart often resorted, they say;

but this did noi prevent him from being a fighter,
and there is a story of his earlier days which shows
the other side of his nature. It was while he was in
his first little twelve-foot-front shop, working as
salesman, bookkeeper, porter, errand hoy, the whole
staff, and a note fell due which he couldn't pay.
Times were dull, his friends were short, the banks
wouldn't be bothered with him. He marked every
article in his --tore at the wholesale price, and plas-
tered New York with handbills telling what he had
and how mu< hhe wanted for it The selling out at
cosi 'heme was a novelty then, and people gulped
th ntem ol the handbills. They found real bar-
gains at the shop too, and carried away everything
Stewart had to sell. Not only did he pay his note,

but he lxiu^-lit his new stock, a better one, for cash,

and never afterward purchased anything on credit.
li took resourcefulness as well as sand to meet a

c-risi- in this fashion. Somehow ii recalls the
splendid <-lt pos e ion of Dupuy, president of the
French Chamber of Deputies, who, the moment

after the Anarchisi Vaillant had exploded a bomb
imber, quelled the terror and confusion

with lour words, "Gentlemen, the sitting continues!"
And to go l>a» k some years, to one of our own people,
iibrings up Jacob Little, once the "Great Hear of
Wall Street,' 1 who made nine fortune:, and lost as
many, bul never lost his nerve. Walking up Iron;

the Stock Exchange one day witha friend, he passed
through Union Square, where the richest New
Yorkers then lived Looking at the rows of fine
houses, Little remarked, "Ihave l"st money enough
to-day 1" buy this whole square

—
yes, and halt the

people in it
"

Little was spiritually akin to Marshall
Field and I.cvi Z. Leiter, who, while the Chicago
lire still raged northward, had rented an old street
car barn at State and Twentieth-sts., and were
doing business.

Misguided Clerks

A,OXG with this pride inpersonal integrity there
flourishes in the finam iaf distriiIa habil oi hel|>-

fulness
—

easy to illustrate by .. hundred in< tdents.il it
was fair to mention names. Once at least \ hen his
chance oi profit lay in the direction "i panic, old
Commodore Vanderbili weni to a bank president
who was tightening the markei and, placing a large
sum in his hands, said, "Here, take this ami let out
your money; let the boys have it." One can easily
gather serio-comic tales too of friends and employees
who wanted to help, bui <1i«1 not quite know how,
like those clerks of one of the Street's former great
men, who, in his absence from the city, a stringency
developing and loans being called in, shoveled "ii

the market all of his securities thai they could lay
hands on, and thereby caused a panic, so thai when
the master came home he found himself bankrupt.

Hut of course a man who enters Wall Street should
have brains and balance to start with,n< >t resembling
that customer <>f whom Clews tells an absurd true
story This man came to the broker and ordered
the purchase of one thousand shares of Erie, at the
market. 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
hack again, thai 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 Clews.

"
First," be said,

"
1 saw a man who told

me to buy, and then 1 met another who advised me
to sell. 1 understand one of them is called a bull,
and the other is a bear. Idon't know about those
names; but Iknow now that Iam a jackass

"

Perhaps the strangest feature of tins episode was
that the victim did not blame the man who bought
and sold the stock for him. A broker, said oldTrol-
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 BOmebody who was
merely following orders. Sound advice is seldom
so popular, anyway, as the other kind. Itis won-
derful, amazing, how people willrush 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.*
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