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Money-makin- g Secrets

enougn.
It was worse than serious. He had

been sufficiently warned. Why, then,
his pipo cold In his teth, did he sit
storing now aud think of things alto-geth-

apart from the factory? Why
did he dream of the birds and the sun--

fehine? Why did comparisons still
force themselves into his mind, and
why did he long for something lifo
had not yet brought, to him some-
thing that Ann Sullivan and her man
owned, though they had so little
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oven ner man and her children."
"I'm glad you think so, Mrs. Sulli-

van."
"You know I think so! Oh, maybe

it.'B because I wasn't born In tills coun-
try. Over there, 'tla the woman helps
to make the stake. Here, shi helps
to spend it. 'TIs a fine country this
for pollcemin. So far as beln' happy
In It's concerned, I dunno! Maybe it's
the Irish in me that's happy, and not
the American. I dunno again. Til
all a question which you want to be,
rich or happy!"

"Or useful!" ventured Halsey.
"They're the same. Beln' useful is

beln' happy. Ain't it the truth?"
Halsey nodded again and Mrs. Sul-

livan reached once more for her im-

plement of industry.
"Jim Sullivan ilts in his job," said

she. "He's strong and can hold his
Job all right. I'm strong, and I cart
hold mine here, just the same. We've
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secrets far more important.
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wa lime with it. then pick H upaain
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might have got some knowledge 01

the power of even a little stream. Ten
feet below you, that power again
would have been quite as great; and
ten feet below that again as great;
and so on, to the sea. It required tho
advice of no professional maxim ma-

kers to teach a few ot our great men,
our specially endowed superiors, John
ftawn first among them, that this pow-

er one day must be used. In accord-
ance as It shall be used, the burden
jf humanity may be lifted from hu-

man shoulders, or thrust crushlngly
down upon them until imleed human-
ity shall cease to hope. The earth and
Its fullness are no more the Loru's
today. They are John Rawn's.

The simple plan of the Interna-
tional Power company was to make
some strong obstruction inviting the
enormous resistance of the Father of
the Waters, tantalizing that power
Into being. Thus, in a manner perfect-
ly simply, this force, once evoked and
utilized, would turn numberless
wheels endlessly, tirelessly. So much
for the material side of manifested
power. The essene, the soul, the in-

tangible spirit of that material pow--

was, In the plans of International,
o be transmitted by wire at first, uud
later through the free air. Its sale In
definite and merchantable quantities
would come as near to the solution o!
the problem of perpetual .'notion and
perpetual profit as may be arrived at
ÍÜ this world of limitations.

Rawn asked nothing better than tills
iiea. It was beautiful, ami he value!
it over all his 1 ,any and various other
ventures. He could let his lllect
partner put other men out of wore;
und so these could be rehired at siieh
;:rice as he himself eared to set. i'.o
eaw the time approach when he wouhj
be able to retail at a price, remote
from his silent, tireless partner's la-

bors, merchantable packages ot power,
to feed a cart, a plow, a wheel of avy
sort; power to lift anil labor, to toil
ceaselessly without remonstrance. It
was and is a splendid dream. Ha bear-
ing is as you be Rawn or Halsey. Tflat
power shall labor for or against man-
kind as ourselves shall say.

Shall we blame ourselves, or John
Rawn, in this republic, that he Saw
on ahead only limitless personal poiv.
er, limitless gold, jewels, w ine, women,
personal indulgence of any sort that
appealed to him? Shall we blame Hal-

sey for dreading the Issue of these
plans, delaying them all he coun!;
Clinging to the belief that the earth
was the Lord's and the fullness there-
of; and that the Lord gave it to ull
mankind? Ami shall we blame the
stockholders for being Impatient at
renewed delays? The wire transmis-
sion was installed, making every man
in tho International rich. Yet every
man in the secret of the real ambi-
tion of this company burned Inwardly
at this enforced secrecy and this un-

seemly delay. The mysterious factory
at the edge of the great inland city
still was silent. The director raged.
They wanted to drain to the last drop
the strength even of this tireless
giant. They wanted to begin to bot-

tle, measure and sell, sell for ever,
the very force which holds the spheres
In their places In time we shall per-
haps 6ee completed what these men
planned. There Is no logical reason
why, if one planet can be owned by a
John Rawn or so, yet others should
not

For a long time Jim Sullivan, fore
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The Farm Journal Booklets
have sold by hundreds of thousands, and have made
a sensation by revealing the SECRETS OF MONEY-MAKIN-

in home industry. People all over the
country are making money by their methods.

POULTRY SECRETS is a collection of discoveries
and method of tuccetsful pouttrytnett. It gives Fetch famous
m&ttng chart, the CorliM method of getting one-ha- ll more pul let t
than m kertft, Boj tt' method i Insuring fertility, and priceless
tecreti 01 breediug, feeding, now u prod nee winter eggs ?tc.

HORSE SECRETS exposes all the methods of "bish-oplng- ,"

"plugging, cocaine and gatotine doping, nnH other
4n. ks of "gyps" and swindlers, and enables any one to tell an
unsound liursc. Gives inati) valuable training secrets

CORN SECRETS, the jjreat NEW hand-boo- k of Prof.
liolden. the "torn King," thowt how to get ten to twenty
bushc'3 more per acre ..f corn, rj li in protein and tHe best
slCvk leeilniK eKttMnts, Pictures make tvefy procer plain.

EGO SECRETS tells how a family of six can make
htm turn its table scrap' Into a tlaity uppfy oí fresh tggf, If vou
have a hack v.ir.l, get tins booklet, learn now to use up every
scrap ot the kitchen waste, and live better at less cost.

THE "BUTTER BOOK" tells how seven cons were
m.iiie to produce halt a ton of butter each ver year. (140
pound is the average). An e Get it. weed out your
poor cows, and turn the good ones into record-breaker- ;.

STRAWBERRY SECRETS is a revelation of the dis-

cover!; i nn.l methods of I.. J. Farmer, the famous expert, in
Mowing: luscious fall strawbtmsa ahMoa, until snow flies. How
and when to plant, how to fertilise, bow to remove the blossoms,
how to t,a tinee crop? in two vears, etc.

G RDEN GOLD shows how to make your backyard
tappl) liesli vegetables rir. fruit, how to cut down your jrrocery
til's, keep better table, and get casi, tor our surplus. How to
pljut, cuitWat, harvest and market.

DUCK DOLLARS tells how th creat Weber duck-far-

ne.n Bo ton makes every ear TiO cents each on 40 000 duck-
ings. Tells whv ducks pay them better than chickens, and just
HoV they do everything.

TURKEY SECRETS discloses fully the methods of
Horace Vose. th'1 famous Rhode Island "turkey sean," who sup-

plies the While House Thanksgivma turkes. It tells how to
mate, to set ggl eliuiti h, lo tee and aie loi the young, to pre- -

r vc:,t sickness, to buten, and how to nuke a turkej-ranc- PAY.

The MILLION EGG-FAR- cive the methods by
which M. P ter made over $1 4.000 u year, mainly from
cges All chicken-raiser- s should learn alx.ut Ihe 'Rancocas
I n.t. a hots Pott el FEEDS hen. to produce such quantities
ot eas. especia!, ni w inter.

DRESSMAKING SELF-TAUGH- T shows how any
mtetttgent woman can design and m .ke her own clothes, in the
height ol fashion. The aulhor has done 11 since she was a ruI.
She now lias a SUCCewful dressmaking establishment and a
school ol llleeeinsklng Illustrated with diagrams.

SHALL I FARM? U a clear, impartial statement of
both advantages and drawbacks of farming, to help those who
have to decide tins important PUS St .OW, It warns yOV ol dangers,
swindles, and mistake-- , tttls how 10 start, equipment needed,
Hi cost, chances ot su.si beW lo et fSI(rilSeM aid. etc.

Then lnMt ate i x inches, unit fromely illustrate J.
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CHAPTER X.

The Silent Partner.
There are men who make a living,

sometimes a very good one, through
the process of teaching others to do
what they themselves can not do. You
ran purchase for a price in any of
many quartern printed maxims em-

bodying full formulae covering the se-

cret of success; in each case from one
Who has not succeeded. Nofhing Is
cheaper than maxima, in type, in
worsteds, or In transparencies. To be
in the fashion you should have cer-
tain of these above your desk, and
should incline your car to those who
profess to teach what can not be
taught even by those most nearly fit-

ted to teach
John Rawn cared little for maxim !,

bung above them, in his own beliet
ttt least. In all likelihood he had nev
er read tho advice of the philosopher,
to wit: that each man should hitt'l
hlh wagon to a star. No, he kne;
Eomething better He hitched his ta
a river.

Very naturally, John Rawn selecte i

the largest river he could find. HI)
Silent partner was none less than tht
Father Ot the Haters!

There Is this to be said about a
river, that It Is wholly tireless ami
Immeasurably powerful; that it entera
into no combinations against capital,
and does its work without unseemly
disturbances. Rawn was wise enough
to know these things, nor asked any
maxims to advise him therein. In hi',
belief it was better to allow this sorl
of silent partner to furnish the indus-tr-

and the economy.
Who shall measure the power of a '

river, for ever fulling to the sea? How
many millions of horses and men hag

It equaled in its wasted power in eacii
generation. In each d cude, in each
year? Certainly sufficient to lift the
enMre burden of labor from the shoul-
ders of the world.

What mind can measure the exten!
of such a force, 01 dream the possi-
bilities of its application, If it coulti
be set to work? What equivalent of!
human brain ar.d brawn could be val-

ued against this careles3, ceaseless
power, derived sndll ISly from the air
and the earth power given to the
peoples of the er.rth before the arrival
of our present political and industrial
masters; given them in the time when
the earth was the Lord's r.nd the full-- !

nest thereof. The Binera ll under tho
earth, the food produced in the soil,
the waters offering path and power
before the earth and its fullness
passed from the hand! of the Lord
into those of our preient masters,
these, it may be conceived, wero In-

tended as the Lord's gift to the
people of the earth. Th:t, however,
was quite before the advent of John
Rawn.

Toil has always been the human lot.
We have carried the mechanical bur-
dens as well as the mental burdens
of life on our own human bodies and
souIh; althourh all the time thousands
of patient giants were waiting, willing
to serve us. John Rawn could seo
them writing. He knew to whom on?
day would be due the power, and the
kingdom, and the glery. He could
look toward the white-toppe- moun-
tains, foreseeing the day when they
would be put under tribute, because
they breed tumbling waters of im-D-

asurable strength and utility. Their
hi rítale of beauty and majesty is
naught to minds such as that of John
Kawn's. I'tllity Is the one word In
the maxims of such as these, men
beloved of the immortal pods.

We speak of klnps, of emperors, but
what emperor In all tho history of the
world had servants such as these, sub
missive giants such as these, to work
for him? We speak of miracles of
old. What miracle ever equaled tho
business wonders, the money-filin-

miracle, of the last twenty year In
America?

Where gat this sil nt partner of
John Rawn' its own tremendoiu
power? Out of the sun and the earth,
the parents of humanity. The rain-
drop on the leaf, shot through with
the shaft of the sun. fell to some near- -

4
by rill and. joined by other rills,
marched on, alive, tmless, tremen-
dous, toward the pea. Fven far ur.
toward their source, had your little
boot lodged, counter to the current, or,
romo rock or snag, and had you at
tempted to push It back against tbe
thrust of the downcomtng waters, you

Illustrations by
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CHAPTER IX.

Asparagus, Also Potatoes.
What is written Is wrlttpn.

moved to Graystone Hall and Haifa?
remained at the factory cottage; nor
did the separation, which was regard-
ed by both as merely temporary after
all, afflict either to the extent that
both had supposed It would. Grace
now became acting miatress of a large
and elaborate menage. A to her hus-
band, his domestic affairs fell into the
hands of Mrs. Ann Sullivan, wifo ot
Jim Sullivan, Halsey's most trusted
iorvman in the factory.

Mrs. Sullivan, blessed with six chil-
dren, of her own, alleged that it would
Tie no trouble whatever to her to take
on the sweeping, mending, and all
elae for an additional household, and
to furnish meals for the solitary heaJ
thereof; and such was her ability to
make proof of all these statements
that she in part waB to blame for the
sad truth that Halsey was not as un-
happy as he ought to have been.

The chief reason for Halsey's easy
readjustment, however, lay somewhere
In his comparison of the Halsey blood
with blood half Rawn. Grace had
been cold, after all. She had openly
been discontented, and especially un-
happy since the birth of the deformed
child. She had left him and gone to
her father with no great protest; not
did she, at the occasions of their rare
and lessening visits, display more thai)
lukewarm interest in her husband and
her former home. Within six monthe
she was beginning to blossom out in
raiment, In demeanor. She spoke of
things not. In his knowledge though in
hers. She was changing. She was
going up in the world. He, for the
time at leaBt, was doing no better
than to stand still; as the factory now
was doing, and International Power,
also marking time, waiting for some-
thing.

Ann Sullivan was not a bad phi'nso-phe- r,

besides being a good cook, and
at times she did not hesitate to en-

gage Mr. Halsey In conversation when
they met at this or that time of th,!
day; as when by chance, OBe noon-
tide when ho came home for lunch,
he found her sweeping down the front
stair.

"You're lookln" lonesome Mr.
Halsey," she remarked without much
preliminary. "You're fair grievin' for
your wife, I suppose? Hut why should
you explct anny woman to stay h"re
whin she has such n Pa, with such
a house as her Pa has?"

"Would you have gone over there,
Mrs. Sullivan?" asked Halsey, stop-
ping and feeling in his pocket for a
pipe of tobacco. It was a question
they often had discussed.

"".Vould I? In a mlnnit! I'd 'ave
Jim Sullivan for Iver If I'd one chanct
such as your wife had."

She grinned, but her look belied her
Speech.

"What I'm wantln', Mr. Halsey," sh
went on, "is what anny woman wants.
I want a diamond star to wear on me
head whin I'm sweeping flurcB. I need
dl'mond earrings and bracelets to
vear whin I'm mskln' your beds, you
mind; and a silk dresg that hollers
'I'm whin I start out to
scrub the step. Ain't It the truth.
Mr. Halsey? Ain't that what Ivery
woman In the wurrld. at laste In
America, Is wantln'?"

"Sure," nodded Halsey. "Don't for
get tho automobile while you're wish-
ing."

"True It Is! Whut woman of anny
social position has not got her awto-mobee- l

to-da- Luk at me. If I had
me lights, I'd have me electric bro'orr
brought to the coorb lvery mornln' foi
me to go to market; and Ivery evenln',
after I'd got me s wet pin' done, I'd
have me long gray torpedy com
around to take me and Jim out fer I
fast spin up the bullyvard. Me with
dl'monds on me hair, with rings on
me Angers an' bells on me toes, a
settln' there an lukktn' scornful. Oh,
I waa born In Ireland, but I'm Amerl
can now. The day Jim 8ulliran gives

.me what la me due, and I git mo first
awtomobeel, 'twill be the proud day
fer me the day whin I'm first fined
fer vllatln' the speed law of the city
;Tls a great counthry. this!"
! Mrs. Sullivan grinned happily at net
romancing; but presently set bei

(broom against the door-Jam- and
turned to speak more In her real mind

"Anny woman wants to blackguard
little once In a while, Mr Halsey

sir, and all women like to lie twlc
!ln a while. I'm lust lyln' to you now
because the birds is slngln' and the
weather la so fine.

(

"Luten t Anny woman that's coin'
to be happy la gotn' to be happy be
cause of the stomach ahe has fot

leatln', and the Joy ahe has for dano
In', and the heart she has for love ol

'her man and her children. And anny
woman that has her heart In the right
place la goln to stand by them and
.not by herself; and not by anny ont
lis. Try ma and see if I'm lyln' now!
You're the boss, Firs Jim Sullivan

and ae do I stick with him. ot
do I go with some man that gives ms
dl'monda, and awtomobeel. I'd atlck
i and sod anny other woman thai
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only six children, and I wish 'twas a

dozen. No, it's no trouble to take
care of this house, too. I'm only
thlnkin' of that little lamb of your:-sh- e

tuk away with her. Tis a mother
she nades."

"Please don't, Mrs. 3ullivan," said
Halsey quietly.

"I mane no harm, apd I'm foelin' fa!
you, me boy, you haviu' a crippled
child to face the world where even
the strong has hard enough i'mcs
ahead. Still, she'll have money, muy-lito!-

"vVell, Mrs. Sullivan, I'm not mn
of that"

"Of course it's none of me business--
of course not. But only look "t trie

oVy and only hear the birds this morn-In'- !

You're young, and God may givt
yon two yet the dozen that 1 have
long) d for, .'enied as I do be with only
six. You'll be goln' up yerself som
day, with all thim rich folks, Mr. Hat
sey, boy. I'm stayln' here with Jim
Sullivan. Whin we can't afford cpar
rowgrass we eats potatles."

' "Hut tell me, Mr. Halsey," she went
on shrewdly, "how long will we ho
havin' even potatles to cat? Ye don't
keep min there in the factory long
there's not many at wurrk now. Be-

sides, there's no smoke in thim chim-bleys-

And 'tis time. What's the
mystery there, boy?"

"A good deal of labor troublas,'-comiiKiitu-

Halsey
"More than that!" she Insisted,

drawing close to him. "Listen! i

mean well to you, boy, and so does
Jim. He'll stick. But Jim told me
the night that he could walk out, ana
pick up a clean tin thousand dollars
fer the walkin'!"

Halsey controlled himself. This was
news of staggering sort. "Why doesn t
he, then, Mrs. Sullivan? That's a good

j deal of money." he said quietly.
"Yes, why doesn't he? with me

half American and gettin' more so
aich year me di'monds and
awtomobeels! The fool Irish! 'Tin
maybe his ijlotic Idea he ought to

j stick."
Halsey made no answer ercept to

look over at the gaunt factory build-- ,

ini?a. A blue-coate- d figure was paring
brick and forth before the door.

"There's Jim Sullivan workln'
and there's Tin Carney walkin'

beat outside," she resumed; "and tho
pickets tryln' to break in, and som
one else tryln' to brc-i- In. What's It
about, Mr. Halsey? For the company?
What's the company?"

"It furnishes asparagus for Fome,
and potatoes for others, Mrs. Sulli-
van."

"Oh, does it, thin? Does It mind
that potatles costs more than they
did, and so pay us better, or worse,
for what we do? If what we eat goe-- r

up, we can't Uve; and If wejpjin't live,
them that can has got to support us
somehow. Ain't It the truth? What's
the tnd of it. me boy?

"I'm not askin' about the justice of
It, but about the buslnesa of it. If our
men starve, what'll we do? Mr. Hal-
sey, sir, we'll raise bell! That's what,
we'll do! Too much asparagus In this
country, and too few potatles, and
thim of a bad class, Is goln' to ralso
hell In this country. Ain't it the
truth?

"Luk at Jim workln' there. And luk
nt Tim protectln' oí him. TIs fine.
Isn't it? I'm thankln' God, meself,
there's birds and sunshine In the
world. If It wasn't for thim and the
priest, I'm wonderln' sometimes what
us poor folks would do."

"Tho theory Is that some men are
born stronger than others, Mrs. Sul-

livan, and so entitled to the aspara-
gus," smiled Halsey.

"Is It so? Jim Sullivan yonder is
strong In what makes a man. In what
makes a woman I'm strong. Hasn't
God got a place for us, as well as Mr.
Rawn? And if God don't give It,
haven't such as us got to take It? I
don't mean the asparagus, but just
the potatlea?"

"But I've said enough," she went
on, turning suddenly. " TIs only be-

cause I'm fond of you, me boy, that
I've said so much. There's devilment
and mystery golu' on here. I don't
ask you what your mystery is. so
don't ask me what Is mine. Jim's
likely to stick, and so am I. TIs likely
we can be useful In the world, and as
for beln' strong, we're strong enough
to have each other. And as I waa
sayln", we're the birds and the sun-
shine and the priest! 80 take your
mystery you've got in there, and
match It up with mina. L'ave Jim
Sullivan alone, and when theae two
mysteries git together, yours and ours,
why, maybe there'll be hill"'

Halsey did some thinking when he
waa alone. He knew now, and ha9
known, that something, somebody be-

side tbe pickets of the labor unlona,
bad na eya on this mysterious factory
of their. He had felt for a long tima
that there was an enemy working
somewhere, that a spy was making
definite attempts to gat secret Infor-
mation. Now, this unknown enemy
waa able to offer ten tbouaand dollar
bribe money. Tbe case was sartoua
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man at the fat tory of the Internation-
al, wondered and pondered as to the
real Intent of these strange machines
which he saw little by little growing
up under the uncommunicative direc-
tion of the superintendent, Halsey. He
had never seen anything like them,
with their vast colla of Insulation,
their intricate cogs .ind wheels, their
centrally-bidde- hu2.j glass Jars, and
the long, toothed ri.iue. like a delicate
metal comb, which surmounted the
top of each. There vas something
mysterious about it all. He was sure
that Halsey did something with these
machines when the men were not
about. The very air seemed throb-
bing with some tens quality of mys-
tery. The men themselves were sus
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picious, Irritable. Never was the air
in any factory more surcharged alike
with Ignorance and with anxiety. Man
after man, good meehunlc though he
was, quit the place sin ply because he
did not know what he was doing. The
feeling of mystery was tense, oppres-
sive.

On one certain Sunday morning Jim
Sullivan- strolled over to the vacant
factory. He knew that the superin-
tendent had spent almost tbe entire
night there working alone on one ot
these mysterious machines. It stood
there now. And yes! It was different
from what It had been when Sulflvan
last saw it! It was now apparently
complete, so far as he could tell.
There was no one near It. Halsey had
gone home, to bed. Of late be had
been very tired, pale, haggard; and be
always was at work in tbe factory,
when good men slept, and knew light-winge-

dreams.
Jim Sullivan stood now looking at

the grim, uncanny machine, hands in
his pockets, wondering. He looked
about him, superstitious!)'. There
seemed to be something In the air, he
could not explain what. He turned,
looking behind him. and tiptoed to tbe
front door, where Tim Carney, the
blue-coate- guardian, stood leaning
against tbe wall.

"Tim!" be whispered, although there
was none to hear. "Come on In here!"

"What is It. Jim?" asked tbe watch-
man.

"I dunno; that's why I'm callln'
you."

"Ha anny wan broke into th'
placet"

"Not a I know, but ometbln' hap
poned here. I'm figurín' 'twa the bo
done It. Come In and have a luk, now
He' gone home."

They slapped gingerly on aero the
loor, along tho row of unfinished ma--
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