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deed: I'd esteem it a great' honor, and
I'd be grateful to you.” If I had thrust
myself over-head into 4 sewer Ishould
have felt less vile than 1 did as my
fears and longings uttered = those de-
grading words.

He grunted. “Well, we'll see. Tell the
boys at the other table to come back.”
lie fbdded a dismissal and gave me that
meist, ‘strong grip again.

‘As I went toward the other table
each man there had a hand round his
glass in rezdiness for the message of
recail. I mettally called the roll—
wealth, respectability, honor, all on
their knees: before Dominick, ech-with
his eve upon the branch of the plum tree
that bore the kind of fruit he fancied.

and 1~ wondered___how _..they felt
insid for I"was then ignorant of the
gre foundation truth of practical

man’'s conscience is not
but the product of his

that a

produder

-
en awrmpaniad me  to ‘the
1e old man's-in a hell of a
r to-night,” sald he. “His wife's
on _to a little game he’'s been
d she's the only. human being

of She came in here, one
i out by the ear. What
$ te marry when there's
running into & mess like
—you made a hit with him
esides, he needs you, Your family—"
ck checked himself, feeling that
ink was making him voluble.
He's ong man, isn't he?” said
1 leader.” 2
-weight champion in his day,”
I wden. “He can still knock
t n the organization.in one
and thank you,” said L
=0 1 way, not elated but ut-
erl: ed—more depressed than
when the first case in which I
Knew client's opponent was in the
right i had lest only because 1 out-
generaled his stupid lawyer. I was,
like most of the sons and daughters of
the vigorous families of the earnest,
deeply religious early West, an idealist
ritance and by training; but I
Supr ¥ young man, however prac-
cal,”must feel! a shock when he begins
compromises between theoretical
3 sht which are part of
of active life, and
W tive life is impossible.
d othing to my mother, be-
1 t wish to raise her hopes
r he :ctions I now decided to
silen the matter should be set-
t one Fessenden
d w his face “The old
ked you he began, “but—"
10 1en learned to control my

I could not help showing
ruins of lofty castles that omin-
dropped upon my head.

I’ soon ‘be used to getting it in
stay in polities,” said
much else.
't so bad off as you think.
man has decided that he can
'un one of his reliable hacks
e place. He's suddenly found a
f sinking his hooks in the head
f the reformers and Ben Cass’
Singer—you know him—the

‘There’s not

vil «

backer,

ne f the leaders of the

i superintendent of our Sun-

nick has made De Forest give
Singer the law business of the Gas and
Street Ralilway Company, so Singer is

oming over to Buck grinned. ‘“‘He
1as found that al interests must be
subordinated to the broader interests (f
the party in State and nation.” ”

I had been reading in our party's-morn-
ing paper what a wise and patriotic inove
Singer had made in advising the putting

ff of a reform campaign—and I had be-
lieved in the sincerity of his motive!

i

Fessenden echoed my sneer. and ‘went
n: “He's a rotten hypocrite; but, then,
we can always pull the bung out of these
reform movements that way.”

“You =aid it isn’t as . bad for me as it

I interrupted.
yves. You're to be on the ticket.
he old man's going to send yon to the
wegisilature—lower house, of course.”.
I did not cheer up. An Assemblyman
ly a thousand a year.
v ain’t mleh,” confessed Buck,
ere ain’t nothing to do except vote
to order. Then there's a great
deal to be picked up on the side—the ol@
man understands that others have got to
live beside him. Salaries in politics don’t
e figure nowadays, anyhow. It's

g
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chance the place gives for pick-ups.”
first 1 flatly refused, but Buck point-
1 out that I was foolish to throw away

the benefits sure to come through the
“old man's” liking for me. *“He'll take
care of you,"” he assured me. ‘“He's got

you booked for a quick rise.”’ My poverty
was so pressing that I had not the cour-

age to refuse—the year ang a half of
ferocious struggle and the  longing to
marry Betty Crogby had combined to
break my spirit. I believe it is Johnson

who says the worst feature of genteel
poverty ie its power to make one ridicu-
I don’t think so. No; its worst
feature is its power’to make one afraid.
That night I told my meother of my
impending’ “honors.” We were in the
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dark on our little front porch. She
was silent, and presently I thought I
heard her suppressing a sigh. *“You
don’t like it, mother?” said I

“No, Harvey, but—I see no light
ahead in any other direction, and I

guess one should always steer toward
what light there is.” She stood behind
my chair, put her hands on my shoul-
ders, and rested her chin lightly on the
aop of my head. *“Besides, I can trust
you. Whatever direction you take,
you're sure to win in the end.”

I was glad it was dark. An hour
after I went to beu I heard some one
stirring in the house—it seemed to me
there was a voice, too. I rose and went
into the hall, and so, softly té my
mother’s room. Her door wgs . ajar.
She was near the window, kneeling
there In moonlight, praying—
for me.

I had not been long in the Legisla-
ture before I saw that my position was
even more contemptible than 1 anticl-
pated. So contemptible, indeed, was it
that, had I not been away from home
and among those as basely situate® as
myself, it would have béen intolerable—
a convict infinitely prefers the peni-
tentiary to the chain gang. Then, too,
there was consolation in the fact hat
the people, my fellow citizens, in their
stupidity and ignorance about political
conditions, did not .ealize what public
office had come to mean. At home they
believed what the machine-controlled
newspapers said of me—that I was a
“manly, independént young man,” that

I was “making a vigorous stand for”

what was honest in public affairs,” that
I was the “honorable and distinguished
son of an honorable and distinguished
father.,” How often I read those and
similar eulogies of young men just
starting in public life! And is it not
really amazing that the people believe,
that they never say to themselves:
“But, if he were actually what he so
loudly professes to be, how could he
have got public office from a boss and a
machine?” {

of the people by Introducing or
speaking for petty little popular meas-
ures. I saw clearly that graft was the
backbone, the whole skecleton of legisla-
tive business, “and’ that its fleshly cover
of pretended public“service could be seen
only by the blind. I saw also that no one
in the machine of either party had any
real power. The State bass of our party,
United States Senator Dunkirk, was a
creature ind servant of corporations. 8il-
liman, the State boss of .the opposition
party, was the same, but got less for his
gervices because his party was hopelessly
in the minority and its miachine could be
usefyl only as a sort of supplement and
scapegoat. S 3

With the men at the top, Dunkirk and
Silttman," mere lackeys, I saw my own
future plainly enough. 1° saw myself
crawling on year aftef year—crawling
one of two roads. «Either I should be-
come a political scullion, a wretched par-
ty. hack, despising myself and despised by
those who used me, or I should develop
into a lackey's lackey or a plain lackey,-
lieutenant of a boss, or a boks so-caljed—
a derisive name, really, when the only
kind of boss-ship open was head :political
procurer to. one or more rich corpora-
tions or groups of curpurat!ons.l felt 1
should probably become a scullion;, as 1
thought 1 had no taste or.instinct for
business, and as I was developing some
talent for ‘“‘mixing” and for dispensing
“hot air’ from the stump. . ¢

1 turned these things over and gver in
my mind with an eneygy that sprang
from shame, from the knowledge of whal
my mother would think if ‘She knew the
truth about her son and from a realiza-
tion that I was no nearer marrying Bet-
ty Crosby than before. At last 1 wrought
myself into a sullen furyipefieath a calm
surface. The lessons in self-restraint
and seif-hiding ¥ learned injthat. first of
my two years as Assembliman have been
invaluable.

When 1 entered upon my. second and
last winter I was outwardly:as serene as
—as a volcano on the verge of eruption.

CHAPTER IIL

sayler “Draws the Line.”

In Tebruary the railways traversing
State sent to the capitol a bill that
had been drawn by oyr ablest lawyers
and reviewed by the crartiest of the
great corporation lawyers of New York
Its purpose, most shrewdly and
sivly concealed, was to exempt the rail-
w from practically all taxation. It
was so subtly worded that this would be
disclosed only when the companies should
be brought into court for refusing to pay
their usual share of the taxes. Such
measures are usually ‘“‘straddled” through
a Legislature—that is, neither party takes
the responsibility, but the boss of each
machine assigns to vote for them all the
men whose seats are secure beyond any
ordinary assault of public indignation. In
this case, of the ninety-oné members of
tne lower hquse, thirty-two were assigned
by Dunkirk and seventeen by Silliman to
make up a majority with threeito spare.

My boss, Dominick, got wind that Dun-
kirk and Silliman were cutting an extra
melon of uncommon size. He -descended
upon the capitol and served natice on
Dunkirk that the eleven Dominick men
assigned to vote for the bi}Jl would vote
against it unless he got §7 apiece for
them—$77,000. Dunkirk neecded every one «f
Dominick’s men to makeé up his portion
of the majority; he yielded after trying in

our

City.

“vailn to reduce the price. All Dominick

would say to him on that point, so 1
heard afterward, wag: 7 b »
“Every day you put me off I go up $1000
a ‘head.’” : h : =15
We who were to be voted so profitably
for Dunkirk, Silliman,. Dominick and the
railroads learned what was going on—
Silliman went on a ‘“‘tear!” and talked
too much. Nine of- us, not including my-
self, got together gnd sent Cassidy, meni-
ber from the Second Jackson County dis-
trict, to Dominick to plead for a share.
1 happened to be with him in the Capital
City Hotel bar when Cassldy came up,
and hemming and hawing explained how
he and his fellow insurgents felt,
Dominick's veins seemed cords train-
ing to bind down a demon struggling to
escape. ‘‘ItU's back to the bench you go,
Pat Cassidy; back to the bencli where 1
found you,” he snarled, with a wolley of
profanity and sewage. I don't know
nothing about this here bill except that
it’s for the good of the party. Go back
to that gang of damned wharf rats and
tell 'em if I hear :molhe' squeak, I'll

put 'em where 1 got 'em.” y

.Gassidy shrank away with @/ furtive
glance of envy and hate at me, whom
Dominick treated with peculipr consid-
eration—I think it was because I was
the only man of education and of any
pretensions to “family” In official posi-
tion in his machine. He used to like to
class himself and me together as ‘‘us
gentlemen,” in contrast to “them muck-

‘ers,” meaning my colleagues.

Next day, just before the voting be-
gan, Dominick seated himself at the
front of the Governor's "gallery—the
only person in it.. I see him now as he
looked that day, black and heayy-jawed
and scowling, leaning forward with
both forearms on the railing, and his
big, flat chin resting on his upturned,
stubby thumbs. He was there to see
that each of usg, his creatures, depend-
ent absolutely upon him for our polit-
ical lives, should vote as he had sold us
in block. There was no chance to shirk
or even to squirm. As the roll-call pro--
ceeded, one after ‘another,'seven of us,
obeyed that frowning frem the gallery,
jumped through the hoop fire under
the quivering lash. ' I -was ‘eighth on
the roll. L ; i

“Sayler!” How my name echeed
through that horrible silence! s

I could not answer. Gradually evéry
face turned toward me. I could see
them, could feel them, and, to make
bad enough worse, I yielded to an im-
perious fascination, the fascination of
that incarnation of brute power—power
of muscle and power of will. I turned
my eyes upon the amazed, furious eyes
of my master. It scemed to me that his
lips must give passage to the oaths and
filth swelling beneath his chest and
seething behind his eyes. '

“Sayler! repeated the clerk in a voice
that exploded within me. 4

“No!” I shouted—not in answer to the
clerk, but in denial of that insolent
master-to-dog command from the beast
in the gallery. 3

The look in his eyes changed to relief
and contemptuous approval. There
was a murmur of derision from my fel-
low members. Then I remembered that
a negative was, at that stage of the
bill, a vote for it—I had done just the
reverse of what I intended. The roll,

~call went on and I sat' debating with

myself. Pgudence, inclination, the
natural timidity of youth, the utter fu-
tility of opposition, fear, above all elce,
fear—these joined in bidding me let my
vote stand as cast. On the other side
stood my notion of self-respect. I Telt
I must then apd - there and forever
decide whether I was a thing or a man.

“heart

for them with no. protest. beyond a .

cypical ghrug and a wry look. Every
man, v the laxest, if he is to con-
tinue to ‘“count as one,”” must have a
point where he draws the line -beyond
wifch hé'will ndt*go. The liar must
have -things he will not lie about, the
thief things he wiil not steal, the com-
promiser things he will not compromise,
the practical man in the pulpit, in pol-
itics, in business, in the profésgor's
chair, or editorial tribune, things he
will not sacrifice, avhatever the, cost.
That. is ‘practical honor.” ? had
reached my line  of practical honor,
my line between. possible compromise
and certain demoralization. And I re-
alized it.

When the roll call ended I rose, and,
in a voice that I knew was firm and
clear, said: “Mr. Speaker, I voted in the
hegative by mistake. wish my vote
recorded in. the .affirmative, I am
against the bill"” Ve

Amid a fearful silence I took my
seat, Withia suddenness that made me
leap; a wil¢ and crazy Assemblyman,
noted as the crank of that session,
emitted a fantastic yell of enthusiastic
approyal. Again there was that silence;
then the tension of the assembly, floor
and crowded galleries, burst in a storm
of hysterical laughter,

I wish I could beast how brave I
felt as I reversed my vote, how indif-
fexent to that tempest of mockery, and
lrow strong as I went forth to meet
my. master and hear my death warrant.
But I can't,’ in honesty—I'm ‘only a
human being, not a hero, and these
are my confessions, not my pio-
fessions. So I must relate that, though
the voice that requested the chance of
vote was calm and courageousg, the man
behind it was agitated and sick with
dread. There may be those who have
the absolute courage some men boast—
if not directly, then by implication in
despising him_who shows that he has
it not.. For myself,”I must say that I
never made a vénture—and my life has
been a succession of ventures, often
with my whole stake upon the table—
1 never made a venture that I did not
have a gickening sensation at the heart.
My courage, if it can be called by so .
sounding a name, has been in d.arihg to
make the throw hen every atom of
me was shrieking, “You'll lose! You'll
be ruined!”

I did not see Dominick until after
supper. 1 had nerved myself for a
scene—indéed, I had’ been hoping he
would insult me. . When one lacks the
courage boldly to advance along the
perilous course his intelligence coun-
sels, he is lucky if he can and will goad
some one into kicking him along. it
past the point where retreat is possibie.
Such methods of advance are not dig-
nified, but then, is life dignified? To
my surprise and ‘alarm, Dominick re-
fused to Kick me into manhood. He
had been paid, and the $77,000, in bills of
large denomination, were warming his
from the inner pocket of his
walstcoat. So he came up to me, scowl-
ing, but friendly.

“Why didn’t you teil me you wanted
to be let dff, Hdrvey?’' he said re-
proachfully, “I'd ‘a’ done it. Now, damn
yvou, you've put me in a place where I've
got to give you the whip.”

To flush at.this expression from
Dominick was a hypocritical refinement
of’ gensitiveness. 7To draw myself up
haughtily, to turn on my heel and walk
away—thdt was the silliness of a boy.
Still, I am glad I did beth those absurd
thipgs. . When ¥ told .nfy mother, how I
had ruined myself irfpolities she began
to ery—and tears-were mot, hev: habit.
Then she got my father's picti and
kissed it and talked 'to it al i me,
just as if he were there ‘with us''and
for a time I felt that T was of heroic
stature. TRONRRR. " e

But, ‘as the days passed, with ‘no
laurels in the form ‘of cases and fees,
and as clients: left ~me thirpugh
fear of Dominick pewer, I shriveled;
ba¢k to human size, and descended
from my pédestal. From the ground-
level I began again to look about the
matter-of-fact avorld. & s

1 saw I was making only a first small
pavment on the heavy price. for the
right to say no, for the right to be free
to break with any man-or any entef-
prise that ménaced my self-ownetship.
That right I felt I. must keep, whatever
its cost. Some men ‘can, or think they
c¢an, lend their self-ownership and take
it back at convenfence; I knew I was
not of them—and let none of them
judge me. Especiglly let none judge
me who only deludes himself*~that he
owns himself who has sold himself all
his life long for salaries and positions
or for wealth, or for the empty reputa~
tion of power he wields only on,an-

e e ~. .
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The §chool of Life-ns-It-Is.
- A day or so after I lost the enly case
of econséauence I had had in-more than
a year, Buck Fessenden came into my
office, and, after dosing me liberally
with those friendly protestations and
assurances which please even when
they do not convince, €aid: “I know
you won't give me away, Sayler, and
I can’'t stand At any longer to waitgch
vou going on this way. Don't you see
the old man’'s after you hammer and’
tongs? He'll never let up. You won't
get no clients, and, if you do, you qu'l
win no cases.” : 240

Those last five words, spoken in
Buck's most significant manner, re-
vealed what my -modesty—or, .if ‘you:
prefer, my stupidity—had hidden from
m&;, I had known all along that Dém-"
inick was keeping away and driving
away clients; but I had not suspected
his ereatures on the bench. To this day,
after all these years of use, only with
the greatest reluetance and with a mor-
al ufieasiness which would doubtless
amuse mpst political managers, do I
send “suggestions” or “intimations” to
my men in judicial éffice—and I al-
ways do it, and always have done it,
indirectly.. And I fecl relieved and
grateful when my Judges, ecager to
“serve the party,’, anticipate me by
sending me u reassuring hint.

I did not let Buck see into my mind.
“Nonsense!" I pooh-poohed; “I've =no
cayse to complain of lack of business,
but even if I had 1'd not blame Dom-
inick or any -one else but myself.”
Then I gave him a straight but good-
h'unmredr look. “Drop it, Buck,” said
I " “What did the old man gend‘you to
me for? What does he want?”

He was too crafty to defend an in-
defenl_lple position. “I'Il admit he did
send’me,” said he with a grin, “but I
came onh my own account, too. Do you
want to make it up with him? You
can get baeck under the plum tree if
vou'll 'say the word.” |

I could see my mother, as I had seen
her twp hours before at our poor mid-
day meal-—an old, old woman, so brok-
en, so worn! And all through the mis-
ery this Dominick had brought upon
us. Before I could control myself to
speak Buck burst out, a look of alarm
in his face, “"Don’t say it, Mr. Sayler— .

know—I1 know. #1 told him it'd be.
no use. Honest, he ain't as bad as you
think—he don't know no better and it's
because he liked and still likes you
that he wants you back.” He leaned
across the desk toward me, in ‘his
earnestness—and I could not doubt his
sincerity. “Sayler,” he went on, “take
my advice, get out of the State. You
ain’t the sort that gives in and
more is he. You've got'more nerve
than any other man I know, bar none,
but don't waste it on a fool fight. You
know enough about politics to know
what you're up against.”

“,'_I'hank you,” said I, “but I'll l?y
on.

He gave over trying to persuade me.
“I hope,” said he, “you've got a card
up your sleeve that the old man don't
know about.” L7 .

I made someé vague reply, and he
soon went away. I felt that I had con-.
firmed his belief in my fearlessness. Yet, -
if he could have looked into my mind,
how he would have laughed at his cre-
dulity! Probably he would have -pitied
me, too, for it is one of the curious
facts of human nature that men are
amazed and' even disgusted wHenever
thcy ‘'see—in others—the weaknesses
that are universal.” I doubt not, many*
who read these memoirs will be qlite
honestly Pharisaical, thank Heaven that
they are not touched with any of my
infirmities. -

It may have been cojncidence, though
1 think not, that, a few. days after Fes-
senden’s” call, a reform movement
against Dominick appeared upon the
surface of Jackson County politics. I
thought, at the time, that it was the
first strcak of the dawn I had been
watching for-—the awakening of the
sluggish moral sentiment of the rank
and file of the volers. I know now that
it . was mérely the result of a quarrel
among the corporations that employed
Dominick. He had been giving the
largest of them, Roebuck’'s Universal
Gas and Electric Company, called the
Power Trust, more than its propor-

other's sufferance. . .tional share of the privileges and spoils.

A glance about me .was enough to

disclose the chief reason why so many -

men  had surrendered, the inner citadel
of  self-respect. In the crucial. hour,
whern they had to choose between sub-
servience and a hard battle with adver-
sity,‘forth from, their hearts had issued
a fraltor weakness, the feeling of re-
sponsibility’ to wife and children, and
this traitor had easlly delivered them
captive to some master or masters,
More or less than human, it seemed to
me, was the courage that could make .
successful resistarice to this traitor. and
could .strike down and drag down wife
and children. “I must give up Eliza-
béth;” 1 said to myself, “for her own
sake as well as for mine. Marry her I
must not until I am established secure-
ly in freedom. And when will that be?’
In my mood of darkness and despair,
the answer to that question was u re-
lentless, “Never, especially if you are
weighted with the sense of obligation
to her, of her wasting her 'youth ‘in
waiting for you.” :

I wrote her all that was in my mind.
“You must forget me,” I said, ‘“and I
shall forget you—for I see that you are

‘not for me.”

The answer came by’ telegraph:
“Please don't ever again hurt me in
that way.” ‘And of the letter which:
came two days later I remember clear-
ly this sentence:  “If you will not let
me go cn with you, I will make the
journey alone.”

This shook me, but I knew only too
well how the bright and beau--
tiful legions of the romantic
and the ideal could be put to flight,
could be hurled headlong into the abyss
of oblivion by the phalanxes of fact.

‘A see what [ must do,” was my ans-
wer to her letter. “And I shall do it.
Be merciful to me, Elizabeth. Do not
tempt me to a worse cowardice than,
giving you up. I shall not write
again.” 4

And I did not. Every one of her let-
ters . was answered—sometimes, I re-
member I wrote to her the. whole
night through, shading my window so
hat mother could not from her window
see the reflection of my lamp's light
on the ‘ground apd become anxious.
But I destroyed those long and often
agonized answers. And I can not say
whether my heart was the heavier in

‘the months when I was getting her let-

ters, to which 1 dared not reply. or in
those succeeding months  when her

The others had protested.in vain, and

as a last resort had ordered their law-
vers to organize 'a movement to “puri-

:ly'l'd.la,ck;on County, Dominick’s strong-
old.

1 did not then know it, but I got the
nomination for county = prosecutor
ghiefly because noné of the other law-
vers, not even those secretly directing
the reform campaign, was brave enough
publicly to provoke the Power Trust.
1 made a house to house, farm to farm,
man to man, canvass. We had the se-
cret ballot, and I -was elected. The
people rarely fail to respond’ to that
kind of appeal if they are convinced
that response can not possibly hurt,
and may help, their pockets. And, by
the way, those occasional "responses,
significant neither of morality nor of
intelligence, lead political theorists far
astray. As if honor or ‘hofesty could
win other than sporadic and more or
less = hypecritical© homage-—practical
homage, I mean—among a people whose
permanent ideal is wealth, no matter
how got or how used. That is another.
way of saying that the chief .character-
istic of Americans is that we are hu-
man and, whatever we may profess,
cherish the human ideal universal in a
world where want is man’'s wickedest
enemy and wealth his most winning

friend. But as I was relating,
I was elected, and® my ma-
jority, on the face of " the re-

turns, was actually ten and eleven hun-
dred. It must actually have been many
thousands, for never before had Domi-
nick “doctored” the tally sheets so reck-

lessly.
Finageially I was now on my way to
the surface. I supposed that I had be-

come a political personage also. Was 1
not in possession of the most powerful
office in the county? I was astonished
that neither Dominick nor any other
mémber of his gang made the slightest
effort to conciliate me between election
day and the date of my taking office. 1
did succeed in forcing from reluctant
grand juries indictments against a few
of the most notorious but least import-
ant members of the nng:'and 1 got one
conviction—which was reversed on trial
errors by the higher court.

The truth was that my power had no
existénce. Dominick still ruled, through
the Judges and the mnewspapers. The
press was silent when it could not ven-

‘ture to deprecate or to conuemn me.

But I fought on almost alone. T did not
LN o

there must be before Jackson County
could have-any legal reform. I made
even more vigorous campaign for re-
election than I had made four years be-
fore. The farmers stood by me fairly
well, but the town went overwhbelmingly
against me. Why? Because I was “bad
for business” and, if re-elected, would
be still worse. Tha corporations with
whose law-breaking I interfered were
threatening to remove their plants
from Pulaski—that would have meant
the departure of thousands of the mer-
chants' best customers, and. the de-
struction of the town’s prosperity. I
think  the election was fairly honest.
Dominick’'s man beat me by about the
same majority by which I had been
elected.

“Bad for business!”"—the most potent
of political slogans. And it will in-
evitably result some day in the con-
centration of absolute power, political
and all other kinds, in the hands of the
few who are strongest and cleverest.
‘For they can make the peopls bitterly
regret and speedily repent having tried
to correct abuses; and the people, tQ

save their dollars, will sacriflce
their. liberty. 1 doubt {f they
will, in- our time at least, learn

to see far enough to realize that who
captures their liberty captures them andg,
therefore, their dollars too.

By my defeat in that typical contest I
was disheartened, embittered—and ruined.
For, in my enthusiasm anc confidence [
had gohe deeply into debt for the ex-
penses of ‘the reform campaign. At mid-
night of election day I descended. into
the black cave of despair. For three
weeks 1 explored it. When I returned to
the surface, I was a man, ready to deal
with men on the terms of human nature.
] had learned my lesson.

¥or woman the cost of the attalnment
of womanhood's maturity is the beautiful
the divine freshness of grihood. For
man, the cost of the attainment of man-
hood’s full strength and poyer is equally
great, and equally sad,—his divipe faith
in human nature, his divine belief that
abstract justice and right and truth rule
the world.

Even now, when life is redeeming some
of those large promises to pay which 1
had long ago given up as hopeless bad
debts; even now, it gives me a wrench
to remember the cruelest chapter in that
bitter lesson. So ceftain had I been of
re-election that I ha@ arranged to go to
Boston the day after my tﬂumsh
polls, For I knew from friends of the
Crgsbys in Pulaski that Elizabeth was
still unmarried, was not engaged, and
upen that I had built high a romantic
. hope. 5
A /1'made up my mind that mother and I
must leave Pulaski, thatil must give up
the law and must, in Chicago or Cleve-
land,  get something to do that would
bringsin a living at once. Before I found
courage to tell her that which would
‘blast” hopes wrapped round and rooted
in her wvery heart, and, fortunately, be-
fore I had to confess to her the debts
I had made, Edward Ramsay threw me
a life-line, 1

He came bustling into my office one
afternoon, big and broad, and obviously
pleased with himself, and, therefore, with
the world. He had hard:y chapged in
Ithe vears since we were at Ann Arbor
‘together. He had kept up our friendship,
and had insisted on yisiting me several

times, though not in the past four
years, which had, been as busy
for  him as for me. Latterly his

letters urging me to visit him at their
great country place, away at the other
end of the State, had set me a pud,task
of inventing excuses. \

“\}en, well!"” he exclaimed, sha my
hand vielently in both his. ““You wouldn't
comie to See mre, so I've comie to youn.”

1 tried not to show 'the nervousness this
announcement stirred. “I'm afraid you'il
find our hospitality rather uncomfort-
able,”. was all 1 said. Mother and I had
not spread much sail to our temporary
gust of prosperity; and when the s{orm
began fo gather, she straightway close-
reefed. . ’ Soft ’

“Thanks, but can’t stop with vou this
time,” said he. “I'm making an .inspec-
tion of the Power Trust's propertfes, and
I've got pother and siger along. We're
living in\ the private ¢ar the company
gives me ¥ar the tour.” He went on to
tell hgw, since his father's death, he had
been forced intq responsibilities, and was,
among many other things, a member of
the Powef Trust's executive committee.

Soon came the inevitable question, “And
how are you getting on?"”

“So s0,” replied I; “not too' well, just
at the pregsent. 1 was beaten, you know,

and have to go back to my practice in.

January."” .

“Wish you lived in my part of the
State,” sald he. “But th¢ Ramsay Com-
pany hasn’'t anything ‘down here.” He

reflected a moment, then beamed. “I can-

get you the legal business of the Power
“Trust if you want it,”” he said. - “Their
lawyer down here goes on the bénch, you
know—he was on the ticket that won.
Roebuck wgnted a good, safe, first-class
man on_the beinch in this circuit.” :

But he added nothing more about the
Power Trust vacancy at Pulaskl. True, my
first impulse was that I couldn't and
wouldn't accept: also, I told myself it
was absurd to imagine they would con-
sider me. Still, 1 wished to hear, and his
failure to return to the subject settled
once more the clouds his coming had
lifted sqm’owhpt. \

Mother was not well enough to have
the Ramsays at the house that evening,
so [ dined with them -n the car. Mrs:
Ramsay was
at-ease pers a1 had first met at the
Ann Arbor ment—probably the
same that she had been ever since her
husband’'s wealth and her children's
infection with new-fangled ideas had
forced her fr the plain ways of her
youth. I lik her, but I was not se
well plegsed with. her daughter.  Qar-
lotta was then twenty-two, had abund-
ant, noticeably nice brown hair, an in-
different skin, pettish lips and rest-
less eyes, a little too close together—
a spoiled willful young woman, taking
to herself the deferegce that had been
paid chiefly to her wealth. She treated
me as if I were a candidate for her
favor whom she was testing so that
she might decide whether she would
be graciously pleased to  tolerafe him.

Usually, superciliousness had not dis-
turbed me. It is a cheap and harmless
pleasure of cheap and harmless people.
‘But just at that time my nerves were
out of order, and Miss Ramsay's airs
of patronage “got” on me. I proceeded
politely to Tonvey to her the impres-
sion that she did not attract me, that I
did not think her worth while—this
not through artful design of interest-
ing by piquing, but simply in the hope
of rasping upon her as she was rasping
upon me. When I saw that I had not
gained my point I ignored her. I
tried to talk with Ed, then with his
mother, but neither would inter-
fere between -me and Carlotta. 1
had to talk to her until she voluntarily
lasped into offended silence. Then Ed,
to save the evening from disasrer, be-
gan discussing with me the fate of our
classmates. I saw that Carloita was
studying me curiously—even resent-

at the

-same simple, silent, ill--

“mother the next momlnf. "Anln;gat
‘a niee girl Miss R Y 8=-80 36uN07E,
so l::elu.cnrmd!;nmdlﬂ” said my
mother, relating the incidents of the
visit in minute detail when I went
home at noen. o 53 X

“[ didn't find her especially friendly,
sald 1. Whereat I saw, or fancied I
saw, a smile deep down in her eyes—
and it set me to thinking. >

In the afternoon Ed looked in at my
office in the courthouse to say -by.

“But - first, old man, I want to
tell you I got that place for
you. Old Roebuck is delighted

—telegraphed me to close the ar-
rangement at once—co ulated me on
being able to get you. I kmew it'd be so.
He has his eyes skinned for bright young
men—all those big men have. Whenever
a fellow, especially a bright young law-
yer, shows signs of ability they scoop
himy In.”- : :

“I can't belleve it,” said I, dazed.
“I'Ve been fighting him for four years—
hard.” i i

“That’s {t!” said he. *And don’t you
fret about its being a case of trying to
heap coals of fire on your head. "Roe-
buckidon’t use the fire shovel for that
sort of thing. He's snapping you up be-
cause you've shown him what you can
do. That's the way Yo get on nowadays,
they tell me. Whenever the fellows on
top fing the chap, especially one in puphc
office, who makes it hot for them, they
hire him.- Good business all around.”

Thus, so suddenly that it giddied me, I
was translated from failure to success,

* from poverty to affluence, from. the most
haragsing anxiety to ease and security.
Two months before I should have reject-
ed the Power Trust's offer with scorn
and should have gloried in my act as
proof of superior virtue. But in those
crucial two months I had been appren-
tice to the master whom all men that
ever come to anything in this world
must first serve. I had reformed my line
of battle, d adjusted it to the lines
lald down in the tactics of life-as-it-Is.

Before- I was able to convince myself

that my fortunes had really changed Ed
Ramsay telegraphed me to call on him
in Fredonia en business of his own. It
proved to be such a trifle that I began to
puzzle at his real reason for sending for
me. When he spun that trifle out over
ten davs, on each of which I was alone
with Carlotta at least half my waking
hours, I thought I had the clew to the
mystery. I saw how I could Increase the
energy of his new enthusiasm for me,
and also how I could cool it if I wished
to be rash and foolish and to tempt fate
again.
. “Oh, the business didn't amount to
much,”” was my answer to one of my
mother’s first questions on my return.
She smiled peculiarly. In spite of my
efforts the red came—at least I felt rea.

“How did you like his sister?”” she went
on, again with that fluttering smile in
the eyes only.

“A very nice girl,” said I, in any-
thing but a natural manner. My moth-
er's expression teased me into adding:
“Don’'t be §illy. Nothing of that sort.
You are always imagining that every
one shares your opinian of me. She

isn't likely to fall in levegwith me.
Certainly I shan't with her.

Mother's sjlence somehow seemed
argumentative.

#I couldn’t marry a girl for her

money,” I retorted to it.

“Of course not" rejoined mother.
_“But there are other things to marry
for besides, money, or love—other
things more sensible than either. For
instance, thére are the principal things
—home and children.”

I wag ligtening with an open mind,

“The glamour of courtship and hon-
éymoon passes,” she went on. “Then
comres the sober business of living—
Vour cafeer and your home.. The wo-
man's -part in both is better played if
there ism't the sort of love that is ex-
acting, always interfering with the ca-
reer, and making the home life a sue-
cession of ups and downs, mostly
downs."”

“Carlotta is very ambitious,” said L

«“Ambitious for her husband,” replied
my maother, “as a sensible  woman
should be. -She appreciates that a wo-
man's best chance for big dividends in
marriage is by being the silent part-
ner in her husband’s career. ‘She'll be
very domestic when she has children.
I saw it the instant I looked at her.
She has the true maternal instinet.
What a man who's going to amount
to something needs isn't a woman to
be taken care of, but a woman to take
care of him.” .

She said no more—she had made her
point; and, when she had done that,
she always stopped. s

Within a month Ed Ramsay sent for
me again, but this time was busi-
ness alope. I found him  in a paniec,
like a man facing an avalanche and
armed only with a shovel. Dunkirk.

the senior United States Senater for
our State, lived at Fredonia. He had
seen that, by tunneling the Mesaba

Range, a profitable railroad between
Fredonia and Chicago could be built
that would shorten thé time at least
three hours. But it would take away
about half the carrying. business of
the Ramsay Company, besides seriously
depreciating the Ramsay interest in
the existing road. “And,” continued
1d, “the old scoundrel has got the capl-
tal practically subscribed in New York.
The "peuple here are hot for the new
road. It'll *be sure to carry at the
special election, next month. He has
the Governor and the Legislature in
his vest pocket. so they'll put through
the charter next winter.” °

“]1 don't see that ‘anything cam be

e,” said Ed's lawyer, old Judge Bar-
&lay, who was at the consultation. “It
means a big rake-off for Dunkirk. Po-
. litics is on a money basis nowadays.

That's natural enough, since there is
money to be made oyt of it. I dom't
see how those in politics that don't
graft, as they call it, are any better
than those that do. Would they get
office if they didn't help on the jobs
of the grafters? I suppose we might
buy Dunkirk off.” \

“What do you think, Harvey?” asked
Ed, looking anxiously at me. “We've
got to fight the devil with fire, 'you
know.”” :

. 1 shook my head. “Buying him off
isp't fighting—it's surrender. We must
fight him—with fire.”

I let them talk themselves out, and
then said, “Well, I'll] take it to bed with
me. Perhaps something will occur to
me that can be worked up into a
scheme.” '

In fact, I had already thought of a
scheme, but before suggesting it I
wished [0 be sure it was as good as
it seemed. Alzo, there was a funda-
mental moral obstacle—the road would
be a publi¢ benefit; it ought to be built.
That moral problem caused most of
my wakefulness that night. simple
though the solution was when it finally
came. : The first thing Ed said to me,
as we faced each other alone at break-
fast, showed me how well spent those
hours were. .

-(Continued Next Sunday.)
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