Dear Sir:
filled with ambition.

estly.

dividual abilit counts for nothing,
stified beyond hoge.

are to edit out none of the facts.
the address on ine inclosed slip.

WASHINGTON, D. C., April 26, 1905.
To the Editor of The ‘Washington Times.
Twenty years ago I came to Washington a young man,
I was ore of the first in my part of the country
to pass a civil service examination, and I entered the departmental serv-
lce with strong hopes of developing what abilities I had and rendering
& good account of them by working for the Government. Today every
chance of doing anything with my abilities is gone.
hemmed in by the restrictions and little politics of one of the depart-
ments, 'and I am utterly unable to get work anywhere else. In the ret-
rospect of forty-four years my life is a decided failure,

I have written out the story of my transformation clearly and hon-
I have found it necessary to change names, of course, but all
the other details are accurate reports of my own experience.

I believe that if the young men of today could read my story, they
would find it a powerful warning against entering the service where in-

For that reason I hope you can find room in your
paper for the inclosed, with the understanding that, if you use it, you
If you cannot use it, please return to

Very truly yours,

I am a hack,

or almost nothing, and ambition is

A COG IN T:iIE WHEEL.

—
)

ol

BYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.

In the “first days of the clvil service”—
@&way back in the eighties—the author of
“The Life Story of a Department Clerk,” a
{oung Indiana lawyer, came to Washington
0 accept a clerkship in the office of the
Assistant Attorpey General, having ‘‘the
dreamiest sort of a dream’” that he bhad
planned his way into the office of the At-
torney General.

- He describes his entry into the service
©f the Government and the shocks to his
dignity, administered not only by the “’lordly
warchmarn.'” but by future associates.

He tells how he plunged into the routine
work of app'yving ‘‘the little law’’ In printed
pamphlets to letters of inquiry.

e reader is made acquainted with his
roommates, the chief, ‘a2 man of fifty or
fifty-five years, short, and half fat, over-
hearty in inanner, with puffy eyelids, un-
kempt, prefane; 8 hard drinker, a gambler,
kind to everyone;. a 'awyer by courtesy
only,”” and one who owes his position to a
campaign speech; the second in authority,
Mr. Macpherson, a tall, extremely taciturn,
thin-lipped, difficult-to-approach individual,
*‘a lawyer by virtue of a general legal
knowledge as extended and accurate,”” says
the writer. ‘‘as any I have ever encoun-
tered;” an Irishman, O'Mara, apout thirty
years cld, ‘‘suave, fluent, even tempered,
and a fine advertising agent of his own
talents,”” who knew littie law, spent much
time In “‘gassing the geris,”” and who “‘da-
fied the Dimmyecrats'’ to put him out; a
widow, Mrs. Errol, who was appointed
through the influence of her husband's
friends, and an unmarried woman, ‘the
Dragonfly,” who seemed to rely for her otfice
etanding upon the intimate friendship w.!th
& member of the National Senate.

The first year passas by before the ruthor
realizes it. He enjoys *living the life” in a
big city, which affords diversions unsttain-
able in the small community from wkich he
came. Nevertheless he does not devite all
his spare moments to pastime, for he pursues
his studies in the endeavor io get a diploma
from a school of law. So passes the first
winter and tie next.

Then comes an event which brings about
& change in all. The chief of the division
dies, ard O'Mara becomes his successor, al-
though fellow-clerks believe Macpherson en-
titled to the promotion. “‘¥is, it is Mr.
O'Mara, and I'm sorry you are disappointed,””
Eays tae appointee In noting the look of
surprise on the face of the writer. Macpher-
son quietly makes arrangements to leave the
division, and the writer takes steps to do
likewise. His judgment telils him to go
back home. His pride urges him to stay.
He catches the ‘‘department fever’” and ob-
tains a transfer, O'Mara lending his aid.
He learns with surprise that his new posi-
tion is a clerkship, requiring no iegal at-
tainments; but reconciles himseif, as best
he can; to the “‘bed he has made and has
to lie upon *-
O'Mara In
from the newspapers for the
tion” of the alvision.

During the Harrison Administration the
scrambie after plums kills the last of the
writer's theories on the merit system as then
enforced, and ne accepts the advice of Mr.,
Macpherson to “‘join and help run” the In-
diana Republican Assoclation, lest it run hin
cut of the service. Attacks are made on
his qualifications for membership through the
machinations of O’'Mara, but an unexpected
friend is found in Colonel Poviell, the new
assistant attorney general and consclentious
public servant, and the writer wins in his
fight for office in the association. He secures
& transfer th the office directly under the su-
pervision of Colonel Powell and is made
happy by a chence to return to legal work, He
urdertakes the labor of compiling the laws
which affect his department. In the mean-
while he brings from Indiana a girl “‘who
had been trained to think the making of a
home for her nusband and her children the
best work God —ould give her.” Days begin
in which the nunhtouclg‘es every leaf and

of grass with gol
bl’?"g: writer rejects a promising opportunity
to return to his home town and practice
law.

e volume of laws is finished and meets
w’{l;get;‘zeo‘:ppm\'al of the compiler's friends,
Colonel Powell and Macpherson. The depart-
ment, however, gives no credit for the pub-

the meanwhile reaps prailzes
*‘reorganiza-

lication to the man who did the work. That
0 he Secretary. :
s‘ﬁzﬂt&z ‘exepenses and a new arrival, Baby

. plunge the young IHoosier into debt,
::?c;“fhoﬁsh %ﬂends lend assistance and cele-
brate the birth of the child by mﬁ;’&fl

salary Increase, every day finds
“jeaping on.”’
lce)!%!nr‘a is 4etected in an act of insubordi-

pation and diamissed.- He ‘‘falls on his feet”
and is made district agent of a great con-
tracting company.

Dlsggxs persistently along, though not con-
tent to dig, the Indlanjan develops into a
capable routine clerk. His hopes grow high
when a chance for promotion is offered
through an examination, but they are dashed
2o the ground when he learns that the av-
erage he made was reduced by & poor mark
in letter writing. The winners of the ex-
amination are men incapable to fill a post of
executive power, and Philip Schuyler is, after
all, call upon to assume the duties of a
dtvision chief. He is told that the question
of salary will be settled later. He finds out
Qager through Colonel Powell that all the sub-
#tantial recognition was given to other clerks
who could not carry the responsibilities.

In the endeavor to add to his income
Schuyler determines to become an insur-
ance agent. but he devotes but one day to
this ‘‘side {ssue.”” and relinquishes it De-
cause his conscience revolts against the theft
of time belongimg to the Government. He
bhas a talk with his Congressman, who sayvs
he would like to help him 0o get the in-
creased salary that belongs to bis position,
and who indulges in a tlirade against the
“‘little fceberg in the White Fiouse,”” whose
chances, in his home State of Indiana, he de-
clares, are not worth “two whoops in hell.”

Schuyler learns through Powell that some
one elge is to be ap nted nominal chief
of his division, but that he s expected to
continue the actual work. Schuyler accepts
the advice of a friend to go home on a cam-
paigning trip, because “‘merit ain’'t going to
jow deep with that Cleveland crowd; and if
ﬁe (Harrison) wins #$ie will readjust that
chiefship business right enough.’” He re-
ceives a great ovation on his arrival in kis
home town.

XIX.

HE play's a failure if the center
of the stage goes begging. This
simple truth is one of the first
lessons in nature’s primer. But

I did not learn it until I reached middle
ege, and many men, otherwlse yerspica-
cious and penetrating, do not learn it at
all.

S0 there was no philosophic brake on
thie chariot of my happiness during that
eventful fortnight. Jn the focus of the
town's eye, Intrusted with a notable re-
sponsibility, encourzged by thie sympa-
thy of the finest men I krew, ind sus-
tained by the confidence of those who
loved me hest, my spirit exulted and
fny ambition tugged at the reins.

I found myself a political figure of
seeming importance. The morning af-
ter we reached town, a telephone .mes-
gage came from Bo Gardner, asking me
to meet the chairman of the county
committee and himself zt the Young

Men’s Republican Club at 2 o’clock.
“zus Sidlers, of the Compiler, came a
nioment later to ask for an interview
on the outlook. .Joe Willoughby, now
““Judge” to the whol2 community, came
over to mid-day dirner to taik politics
and ‘“say what a fine speech that was
last night.” Best of all, as I walked
about the square that afterncon every
man I met spokc tc me with corndiality
in his greeting and respect in his man-
ner. Annle and Love Altrock were
walking with me, and the dear wife
squeezed my arm after every meeting.
v -3
All Republicans Contributed.

The Compiler of that evening publish-
ed an extended account of the reception.
As I read it I learned that every promi-
nent Republican in town had contributed
to defray the expense and that the after-
noon trains had brought hundreds of
people from the neighboring towns to
see the procession. My speech was pub-
lished verbatim, the Compller having
emploved one of the teachers in the high
schocel to take it down In shorthand. As
I read it there, in tvme, and noted how
filled it was with earnestness and yet
how rounded the sentences were, it
seemed to me like the address of another
man and a surprisingly good address at
that.

In the rooms of the Young Men’s Re-
publican Club F found three things that
interesied me greatly. One was a letter
from Colonel Powell disclosing that ha
was to be one of the speakers on Thurs-
day night. Another was a list of the
meetings at which I was to speak. The
third was a life-size portrait of “m’. Con-
gressman,”” the gift of his chlef lieuten-
ant in the county, inscribed “The Hon-
orable Tom Roundtree—Always Regu-
lar.”

Annfe’s scrapbook contains a crinkled
and yellow clipping on the Thursday
night meeting. It bears the head line
“County Is Clinched™ and reads, with
some omissions:

“The largest crowd of the campaign
poured into the city last night for the
long-awalted demonstration of lovalty to
political honor and reason at the court
house, where the Hon. rienry W. Powell,
Assistant Attorney General of the
United StAtes; the Hon. Tom Roundtree,
our popular Congressman, and the Hon.
Philip Schuyler, our brilliant young
fellow-townsman of several years ago,
but now of the Government service in
Washington, made stirring addresses.
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Hitching Posts in Use.

“Numbered in the vast throng that
filled the square were ladies who move
in the choicest social eircles of the coun-
ty. We are afraid trey found the hastily
constructed benches uncomfortable, The
Independence division of the Central
brought into town fully 200 who came
early enough to par:ake of the hospitali-
ty of the Y. M. R. C. before the meeting.
They were under command of that loyal
Republican, Mark WIiit. People were in
from all the neighboring surroundings.
All the hitching posts around the court
house fence were in use.

“It was a hot night. Everybody clap-
ped as the Junior Band, under the lead-
ership of Frank Downs, took its place
and that rattled the boys, but you can't
keep real talent down, and before long
they had everybody patting time. This
shows the appreciation of the audience.
President Gardner, of the club, presided,
and opened the meeting with a few well
chosen remarks, complimenting the
ladles in fine style. Our popular Con-
gressman was first on the program, and
he did not disappoint the host of his
friends, whose expectations were high.

“His address was i lighter vein all
through, putting the audience in splen-
did humor, In the serious section of his
speech he flayed alive those Benedict
Arnolds of their party to which they
claim to belong who vote with it when-
ever things go their way, and vote with
men whose principles they pretend to
onpose when they cannot run their sup-
posed party as they themselves would
like it be run. It is this kind of talk
that has made Tom Roundtree the lead-
er he is in this section of the country.
We have no room in Indiana for mug-
Wumps.

24 v

Just a Young Voter.

“As the other two speeches were logi-
cal arguments, the Hon. Tom's jokes
were a fine entree. Bo Gardner was Just
introducing the First Voters' Quartet
when a baby cried so nobody could hear
themselves think. Bo made us all laugh
and the mother feel better by saying
wittily that he hoped that was a young
voter trying to make himself heard. The
quartet, consisting of Pope Wilhite,
Clint DeWit, Henry Saunders, and Dr.
Marsien, sang a song especially written
for that occasion by the doctor, “We
Cannot Fall,” to the old famillar tune
that everybody knows of, “Nellie Gray.”
In the trash that is sung during cam-
paigns a good song is so unusual that
we print the chorus of this one, only
wishing that we had space for the whole
poem.

Oh, poor oid Grover C.

Where will your chances be
When the people's votes are counted once
again?

You’'ll be floating down Salt river,
Sailing towerd the open sea,
In a rowboat provided vou by Ben.
““Those Democrats who have been
telling around town that Phil Schuyler

would get stage fright took a new
tack when they heard his first sen-
tente. We print the entire talented
effort on another page, so that if there
are any Democrats in this country who
are not so narrow-minded that they are
unwilling to see the light when it shines
they can read that speech and come in
out of the wet. When he told.of the
shallow promises of the Democrats to
put a merit system in the Government's
departments at Washington and then
how President Harrison had done all
he could but how he was circumvented
by spoilsmen who have been eating at
the Government crib since childhood
and oyght to get out according to the
statute of lmitations if for no other
reason, the people  could hardly walit
for the end of his sentences they were

s0 quick with their handclapping.
“He then called the attention of his

‘largest audiences. At Centralia, three
or four ‘drunken tirain hands conceived
the most marked affection for Colonel
Fowell, and while he - spoke called to
Lim repeatedly such greetings as, “Go
it, Cull. - We're with yeh!” and “Lis-
ten to that, now, yu crayfish, and call
y'rselfs Demmocrats!” Merrydale was
Leautifully decorated, small as it is,
and heard our arguments with mere
manifest understanding - than apy -of
the others. ' 4

“M’Congressman’’ left u§/a’{ter about
the second day. His place was taken
by an Indianapolis la%wyver, who was a
member of the Stgte central committee.
He and Colonel” Powell seemed to be
old friends, and both laughed heartily

when the newcomer Trepeated the
Henorable Tom's report to headquar-
ters of the speeches the colonel and I
were making. ‘“What they don’t know

Iconm: and the other two because there
was no telegraph service.

A messenger came in from Merrydale
at about 11. The vote stood 21 to 32
against us, a clear loss of 18. Delight
and Centralia reported within the next
ten miautes. Both went Democratic
also, ‘contrary to all expectations. Mon-
roe did not report until after 1 o'clock.
Like "all the rest it had gone over to
the enemy. For the first time since I
became of age our countiry had gone
agalinst us.

As T walked home 1n the starlight that
night, with the booming ef Cleveland
cannon echolng in the streets and the
snap of firecrackers sounding from the
square, my mind kept turning over and
over until I was sick with the thought
of it all, those two trenchant observa-
tions by the Hon. Tom Roundtree—Al-
ways Regular: -
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The Ashes of Defeat.

“and, iny boy, his ¢hances of carryin’
his own State[,nr"lndiana. ain’t worth
two whoops in hell.”

“What - they don't know about prac-
ticalsPolitics would sink a ship. They
taTk like the whole dictionary let loose,
“but the two of them together ain't got
ten votes in their whole damn vocabu-
lary."

It was true, all of it. I had failed, as
I was sure to fail, and always would
‘fail. Not a single town in which we
had spoken had done more than hold its
own, and all but one had lost ground.
And‘ hard as this was to my pride, it
was nothing compared to the likelihood

that I would }ose my place in the de-
partment and be unakle to provide for
Annie and our little daughter. 1 would
have glven the world to b€ as free of

splendid audience o the tariff, making
it so clear than even the cabbage fac-
tory on the other side of the square
ought to be able to understand why free
trade is a visionary dream and a pro-
tective tariff the bulwark of our na-
tion. At times the interest in his clear
cut argument was intense, so that the

gentler sex forget to fan. It was
when he said that even if you. grant
everything the free trade theorizers
claim there would be left a good ar-
gument in favor of a duty egual to the

difference between the cost of produc-
tion in England and that in the United
States that the anplause was most deaf-
ening. 2

**‘His splendid conclusion sayving that
the party that had redeemed the country
from slavery would not prove unequal
to the problems that the future is sure
to bring, enthused the audience more
than any other feature of the evening.
It was a fine speech all through, and
as the young orator took his seat (we
hope Phil won’t mind our telling this)
his old chief took him by the hand and
said to him: ‘That’'s the best tariff
speech I've heard in this campaign, Mr.
Schuyler.”

How much of a plciure this account
will syggest to the readers of & metro-

politan pewspaper, I cannot tell. But
those who were reared like me in the
atmosphere of such journalism and such
meetings wil: find it full of familiar
figures grouped in a familiar compo-

sition The overzealous party spirit of
the compiler and its informal English;
the spirit of co-operation among all my
old friends; the torches flaring by the
speakers’ stand; the table with its huge
white pitcher of {ce-water; the littie
boys with thelr rhymes, and the little
girls with their flowers; the hammering

music of the ““junior” band; the LSroad
laughter at the broader jokes of the!
demagogue; the “First Voters’ Quartet,””
singing an original song without ac-
companiment; the presence of every
good partisan’s ‘‘woman rolks —these |

are the things that make politics in the |

country, and they make for the nation's
health much m.re securely than the
crowded street corners and

open cor-

ruption of the city.
My speech that night was an argu-
ment I snould not have hesitated to

deliver before the State supreme court.
It was the forceful expression of
cere convictiods. I like to think, even
now, that it is possible it merited Colo-
nel Powell’'s high praise. Yet I know
that in substance it did not
with his own restrained, terse, convine-
ing, wholly admirable address. The
Compiler patd me a memorable compli-
ment when It classed my speech with
his among the “logical arguments,”
woow

Aroused Intense Enthusiasm.

At Independence we held much the
same sort of a meeting and made much
the same speeches. Monroe and Delight,
being smaller towns, assembled the

compare |

about practical poiitics,” said Mr.
Roundtree, “would sink a ship. They
talk like the whole dictionary let loose,

but the two of them together ain’t got

ten votes in their wnole damn vocabu-
lary.” My two associates were soon
plunged deep into an appraisement of

the general situation. I heard only the
conclusion—that the air was heavy
with surpris and that no one could
tell which side would win. Whichever
side it was, they said, would win over-
whelmingly.

We parted on the morning of election

day. I reached home in time to cast
1my second ballot with my father and
{ Mr. Bell, and then talk the afternoon

away with stories of my tour through

the county.
woowe

A Democratic Landslide.

After supper Mr. Beli, my father, Joe
Willoughby and I went down to the
Young Men's Republican Club to hear
the returns. When we entered the room
we could hardly breathe, the air was
s0 heavy with ci ir-smoke, and at first
we could not see the blackboard for
the thick haze that hung at about the
level of our eyes. entered, we
heard the county treasurer say “Good
i Lord, haven't we even gaved the county
ticket?” and we knew that the vote in
the State had against us. My
father went to the operator and sorted
over the messages. He came back in
a few minutes with his teeth set. *“As
I I meake it,”” he =aid, shouting to be heard
{above the confusion, ‘‘the
1

As we

gone

whole ccun-

i try’'s goin' Democratic
| After 1€ o'clock there was no need in
i wait for news of the general result.

ot only New York and Indiana, the
votal States, had gone Democ atie,
| but Republican States like Illinois and
| Wisconsin., Harrison was
j ingly beaten. I walted on, however, for
accurate returns from our own county.
1 Our town had elected its city ticket by
I(hv established Republican majority of
1 225. Independence, which ordinarily
ID"HI"(I about 60 Democratic votes
75 Republican votes, had reversed
figures. Monroe, Delight, and Merry-
dale were all slow in reporting, the
first because of some trouble eover the

and

overwhelm- |

the |

AS T MAKE IT ™ HE SAID — THE
pMIOLE . COUNTRYS GOIN
DEMOCRATIC®

it all as the men on my father's farm
out near Wintergreen creek. I was
probably fit for nothing better.

As I reached the gate, my heart heavy
with fear, I lifted my head with a jerk.
I heard voices as I walked up the path,
and the rustle of a skirtt When I
looked up there stood Annie a2nd my
mother. &

“It's too bad,” said my mother, softly.
But Annie, saying nothing, squeezed my
arm as she did that afternoon when we
walked around the square.

XX.

By the time our little party started
back to Washington we had all regained
our spirits. Come what might, we were
all together, as I told the gentle wife,
and no election ecould ever separate us.
No one would have suspected, who spied
us out in our drawing room, that we had
been to battle and been utterly routed.

But it was hard to go back to the of-
fice. It was not only the raillery of the
clerks that dismayed me. it was the un-
remitting -grind of it all. The first day
I stopped in the middle of the corridor
and looked about me. There was the
same sawdust-filled spittoon. There
was the same sweep with the same
brush. There were the same gray-
haired men clattering along the same
route, each lving a life of supreme
importance *~ himself and his family
and supreme indifference to everybody
else. There were, no doubt, the same
tattling, the same petty strivings, the
same puny fealousies behind the same
lattice doors. For the moment I stood
llke the pendulum in Franklin's fable—
I could not do (he work of the present
for the discouragement of the future,

w
The New Chief.

With a new chief to meet in the course
of the next hour, I forced myself to see
life as brightly as I could. I spoke
cheerfully to all the clerks in the di-
vision, especially to Mr. Hutterly, who
would have pitied me if T had given him
the chance, and Mrs. Errol, who sympa-
thized with me genuinely. I was open-
ing my mail when the summons came.
I remeraber putting down tha letters
regretfully, because many of them were
prersonal, and reflecting while I walked
through the two rooms that the only
thing I knew of the new Assistant to
the Attorney General was his rame and
that for tice instant I had forgotten even

")
w

And the winter passed quickly, aban-
doning us to Inauguration Day before
the Christmas bills were well out of the
way. Mr. Cleveland had announced the
personnel of his new Cabinet as he
formed it. He had assembled a curious
group, maybe, but his choice for our
office put new hope in the breasts of
all his prospective Republican subordi-
nates; and those in my division looked
on at the parade that stormy March 4th
with leis trepidation than they endured
the day O’Mara was made chief.

u %
Under the New Regime.

Thos:: who thought the cause of civi:
service reform would not plow deep dur-
ing the Cleveland Administration ‘were
greatly mistaken. Within my observa-
tion, that summer of 1833, there was
hardly a change made for political
reasons excepting among the bureau
chiefs and cther executive officers, Evea
Mr, Drake, a division chief, was not
molested fur months, *

Major Arrmastrong lasted, I think, un-
til June. Then his place went to a law-
yver from PEoston—a young man, tall,
bony, qulet, orecise of speech, dressed
so nearly in gray monotone that it is
difficuit now to recall what he wore,
and—in cpite of physical youth—gray-
white over the temples. The new Sec-
retary introduced him as “Judge”
Wheat. The chief still had hcld of my
hand as he Interposed with “Mr, Wheat,
not ‘Judge,’ please, Mr. Secretary. I
have never served as a judge, not even
in a magistrate’s court.”

I could not help contrasting that pro-
test with my own easy assumption of
the same fitle, and despising myself
for ft.

‘While the whole office smiled at the
“Down East” pronunciation of the new
assistant to the Attorney General, it
did not smile at the certitude with
which he grasped the work of the
bureau. In two days he had taken up
the lines which Colonel Powell had laid
down. In a week he had discovered the
anomaly of Mr. Jennings' position. His
course in the matter was charaecteris-
tic. I was his chief subordinate, and so,
first, he discussed it with me. Next,
he talked with Mr. Jennings. Then,
holding Lis own counsel, he studied the
relative capacity of all his eclerks.
Finally, he carried the issue to the
Secretary. I learned all this through a
statement from Mr. Wheat himself.

e =3
“We Have Such a Record.”

“Mr. Schuyler,” he said; and his
speech impressed me much as I might
have been impressed by the same words
writter. in a copy book; ‘“‘we have de-
cided to readjust this matter of the
division chiefship. We are agreed, of
ccurse, that the salary and the work

that.
Mr.
new

Chamberlain introduced us. The
chief was *“Judge Armstrong of
Misslissippi, Tormeriy one of the atfor-
neys of the Department of Justic
was curious to note how the Assistan
Secretary wouid describe me. ‘““This is
|{11-!g~- Schuyler,” he said; “‘a protege of
;(x)lonr'l Powell's and mine, and one of
gth(- few men in the departments wheo
| have worked their way np."”
| However much my new title of|
!“jmlxzv" impressed Mr. Armstrong, I|
{ lcoked on him as the original Dr. Fell.
{ First, he was a Republican from Mis-
‘islssippi: and that was a bad sign. See-
ond, he was putting his Southern repu-
| tatfon to office-seeking use; and that
was more than a bad sign—it was com-
paratively certain proof that he was a
manipulator of negro votes. Third, he
had a fishy eye and wore side-whiskers;
and those two elements never yvet came
; tugether in a man’s face with character
behind them. Wherefore, I did not sor-
row that the new

1
T

| leaned

regime would last
ounly tbrouzh the wintam

shall be united. Equally, as a matter
of course, we must choose the most
coemperent clerk in the bureau to do
the 'work. You are one of. the three
men among whom I have determined
to make my choice, and I have called
you in to tell you that and to say fur-

ther that, after investigating the re-
cent examination for promotion and
noting its results, the Secretary has

deciaed “he best measure of com-
petancy w te the record of the clerk’s
previous luburs. We have such a ree-
ord, you know, on file with the &ppoint-
ment clerk. TUnder the law you are
entitled to examine your own record at
any time. I suggest that you get the
rapers which relate to you and tzlk
them over here with me.”

The appointment clerk (still holding
over from the Harrison Administration)
heard my request for my record with a
smile. “Mr. M'phers'n and Mr. Don’'ly
were jus' in on th’ same er'nd,” he said.
“There mus' be som’thin’ goin' on.”
Saying which, he zravely took a batch
of papers from his desk and handed
them to me, with an air that indicated
entire familiarity with the purpose of
the search and easy preparation for it.

Walking down the corridor with those
very important documents in my own
fingers, it was all I could do0 not to
cpen them there and find out their con-
tents. - It would be much easier to go
over them with Mr. Wheat if only I
kne.w their contents in advance. I had
understood Mr. Wheat to say, how-
eyer, that we were to examine these
papers together right away. So I hur-
ried on, nervous with the excitement
and eager in the prospect of a $2,000
salary.

ne w
“We’ll Go Over This Together.”

There was no one in the chief’'s room
as 1 entered. Mr. Wheat drew up a
chair near his own—but at one side of
his desk, so that we talked across the
corner—and observed, as he reached out

his hand: *“You came back soon. Sit
down; we'll go over these together."
The first record was in the form of

a circular letter to the Secretary from
the old division chief. Before I could
grasp anything more than that it was
a blank filled -:ut I saw that word
“Fair” in typevwriting about half-way
down the page. I asked Mr. Wheat at
once:

“Do you know what the several grades
of marking were in those days?"”

He snswered, dispassionately:

“Excellent, good, fair, poor.”

Without weighing that letter except to|
consider that !f was surely supersedec
by later records, I opened the next. |
That was a similar blank, fiiled out and !
signed by O'Mara. In the middle of the |
page stood out that same \\'onl—“l-‘u.ir,"g

It was Mr. Wheat who reached for
the next paper, commenting as he did
S0 * ‘Fair,” again. That looks dis-|
couraging, doesn't it?"”

The third entry was by Colonel Pow-
ell: “Excellent.”” It was followed by
several lines of typewriting, and as we
cver together to read them 1|
aw the new chief’s eyebrows close
over the giup that ordinarily kept them
apart. What was written was:

e
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Colone! Powell’s Tribute.

“In rddition to work which has been
almost without a flaw and office con-
duct, which has been almost perfect,
this clerk has compiled the laws under
which the department Is now operating
—a difficult and exacting task. Xe is,
In my judgment, one of the most val-
uable clerks in the department.”

Zhe chief ram tirouzh the r(ffiinaing

papers quickly. “You have letters of
endorsement here,” satd he as he hand-
ed them back to me, “from Mr. O'Maras,
suggesting that you be transferred to
the Record division, which I see wa®
done, and from Representative Round-
ree, of Indiana, urging that you be
promoted because your father is &
good Republican. And that is all”

“We shall not decide about this ap-
vointment right ‘away, Mr, Schuyles,”
he went on. “I cannot tell now who
will be appointed. But I will own that
I find this record disappointing. In my
observation you have proven yourseif
an extremely capable clerk. I hope I
have not been mistaken.”

With that he bowed me out the door
as impersonaily as a judge. I had it
out with myself that afternoon a8 I
rode home in the train., But it was
hard to reconclle myself to the thought
that O'Mara and his gambling partner
still had influence enough to make me
suffer. 7
-
(To Be Continued Next Sunday) *
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In Defense of the “Cog”
To the Editor of The Washington Timess

Being greatly interested in “The {Life
Story of a Government Clerk,” as nar-
rated by “A Cog in the Wheel” in The
Sunday Times, I was impressed with
vour editorial criticism, “Inchoate -Abil-
ity,” in Monday's issue. So much 80
indeed, that I am constrained to enter
a protest. Now, anyone can
aithough not all as intelligently as The
Times, but few thers are who can sug-
gest an improvement or apply: a reme-
ay.

TUnder the system in operation-during
the time of which he wrltes, how-could
Philip help being a “Cog”? How could
he have developed his abllity along-the
proper lines? A practical answer to
these questions, such as The Times is
able to give, may keep some *“bright
young man” who enters the servics
from repeating Philip’s mistakes. Per7
haps Philip will answer them before ha
has finished his story. It is to be hoped
he will. As your editorial on tha sube
ject now stands, he is told what to
avoid, but not how to avoid it. My own
opinion is, that anyone whc can write
a story such as the one under discus-
sion does himself a wrong in wearing
his life away as a Government clerk.

Respectfully, JOHN P. HEAP.

Washington, D. C., June 8, 1565

A Fellow-Clerk’s Opinion. ~ -
To the Editor of The Washington Times:

Sir: I have been reading with a great
deul of interest the story running in The
Sunday Times entitled ‘““The Life Story
of a Department Clerk,” and your edi-
torials, following it, which have ap-~
peared at different times in your paper.
I agree with the writer of the story in
his opinion of his ability and think that
e has just cause for dissatisfaction

th his cccupation. It is plainly evi-
dent that Philip is no ordinary clerk,
and the probabilities are that had he
returned to his native State when he
was offered the opvortunity to enter the
law partnership, his financial condition
would have been improved and, in time,
he would have become a man of wealth
and prominence in his mnative State.
Even though he might never have real-
ized his courted ambition ¢f the At-
torney Generalship, his sphers of use-
fulness would have been gre=tly in-
creased.

I do not agree with your opinion of
Philip’s ability, namely, that “he was a
mole, but was net content to dig.” It
seems to me that the fact that he was
not content to dig was the strongest
evidence that he was not a mole: If
there is any weakness in Philip’s char-
acter, it is that he lacked the ability to
see and to seize upon the opportunity
when it presented itself. However, I
would not say that Philip's life had been
a failure. It is, as you, I think, have
said in your paver. hard to say, that a
man who had a wife such as Philip's,
and a baby, 2 home on a hill with trees
about it, and an occupation which was
not altogether uncengenial, had made
a failure of life. Hobert G. Ingersoll
said, that any man who had won the
love of 2 good and faithful woman:had
not made a failure of life, and ho-was
undoubtedly right in that at least.

I agree with you that the story is.a
good and in many respects 2 remarkable
one. It is a strong inditegent against
any artificial or made-to-order system
of society and a strong argument fordn-
dividuality of effort and purpose.

DEPARTMENT CLEREK.

Washington, D. C., June 6, 1905.

HAS FATHER’S TEMPERAMENT.

There is every probability that Miss
Aimee Toureee, only child of Judge Al-
bion W. Tourgee, will follow in the lit=
erary footsteps of her father. She re-
sembles him in poetic temperament and
love of the artistic. She is an enthus-
iastic horsewomsan, and is known
through the country about the Tourges
home in Mayville, N. Y., which is two
miles from the summer town of Chau-
taugqua. When the Chautauqua assems=-
bly was in session a ‘ew years ago she
drove from home to the meeting piace
behind a spirited Kentucky bay mare
that passed everything on the road.
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Though thoroughly in love with outdoor
» and passionateiy foand of horses,
s Tourgee is just as much in love
h art. She took the course in the-
Philadeiphia School of Design, iIs a
member of the Buffalo Society of Art-
i and was a member of the Art
Students’ League in this city.
At the time Miss Tourgee was in New

York she was associated closely with
Ruth Johnson, daughter of Richaxq
Malcolm Johnson, of Baltimore, aza

se¢ Cable, a daughter of George W.
le, whose delightful stories of Creole
1 will live for many years with the
lovers of contemporanecus literatuirs iz
the South. Thus it came about that +his
hters of three prominent and suc--
stul  novelists were studying to-
r along the same lines, and withk
ilar ambitions for artistic careers.

y formed a charming trio. Louiss
Cable has given up art since ther. for
wifehood. Miss Tourgee loved to tell
her friends in Mayvllle of the beauty
and captivatin® charm of Miss Johne
son, who had the softest and most en-
trancing Southern accent. When Miss
Johnson was a student a New Yorker
fell in love with her. He received no
encouragement in his suit, but said he
intended to risk a proposal because
if rejected the ‘no’ set to the
music_of such a voice would be sweet.*
Miss Tourgee was born in Greensboro,
N. C., where Judge Tourgee established
and edited a paper just after the civid
war—New York Press




