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ON SECRET SERVICE 
True Stories of Experiences in (he State, War, Treasury and Postoifice Departments 

By COL. JASPER EWING BRADY 
{Late Cmnjor qf Tultgraphj and Chimf Signal Officer. U. S. A.. Santiago dm Cuba.) 

THE ROBBERY OF COUNT ROSSI 
X 

On June G. 189S, the American army 
received orders to sail. On the morn
ing of the seventh, just as the flag
ship Seguranca was about to leave 
her dock at Port Tampa to lead the 
fleet of transports on their way to 
Cuba, a wild telegram was received 
in Washington saying the report that 
Cervera was bottled up in Santiago 
harbor was not true: only a few old 
ships had gone in there as a ruse to 
deceive the American fleet, while the 
four first-class Spanish cruisers were 
hidden in some bay (of which there 
are any number on the coast of Cuba) 
and was now en route westward to in
tercept the transport fleet and blow it 
out of the water. The heaviest ships 
of Sampson's fleet were in front of 
Santiago and only a few of the lighter 
vessels were doing blockade duty off 
Havana. The naval convoy to the 
army transport fleet was small, piti 
fully so, and when the reported move
ment of the Spanish fleet reached 
Washington, the civilian branch of the 
war and navy departments were in 
a great state of turmoil and tribula
tion. The report specifically stated 
two large Spanish cruisers (presum
ably the Viscaya and Almirante 
Oquendo) were seen the night before 
running without lights westward 
through the Nicholas channel. The 
United States cruiser Eagle. 1 believe 
it was, came into Key West post haste 
with this news: it was quickly tele
graphed to Washington and then 
came the order to stop the transport 
fleet and prepare to resist the attack 
of the Spaniards. 

All the army men knew this Spanish 
fleet was a myth and probably the re
sult of an imaginative brain of some 
overworked blue jacket. Col. Cheney 
had received information on the morn
ing of June 5 from one of his men 
Who was operating in the eastern end 
of Cuba that Cervera was in Santi
ago harbor. This man (an army offi
cer* had gone into Santiago in dis
guise, had counted the four big cruis
ers at anchor, had sailed around them, 
read their names—Viscaya. Oquendo, 
Colon, and Maria Teresa: he had 
seen Admiral Cervera land, had seen 
C.en. Toral receive the admiral and 
drive up to the palace. Sampson, 
alert and vigilant, with a fleet of 
mighty ships was outside the narrow 
harbor mouth, and Cervera never 
could have run that blockade without 
a disastrous fight. Before Sampson 
assumed active command at Santiago 
Cervera could have escaped any night 
he chose; but the fact remains he 
did not; he was there when Sampson 
came and from that minute his doom 
was sealed. 

These facts were fully reported to 
Washington, but civilian Washington 
looked with supreme contempt on 
military and naval Tampa, and the 
army fleet came back and for eight 
days more they backed and filled like 
a lot of sheep. Gradually it dawned 
on the civilian war department that 
the threatening fleet was only a phan
tom, and on June 14 they gave the 
word and the army sailed away. 

It is not the purpose or intention of 
1his article to deal with the operations 
around Santiago, although volumes 
could be written telling of the great 
•ourage and daring of the American 
.egular line officer and soldier, of the 
hopeless inefficiency of army head
quarters at Santiago until the arrival 
of Gen. Miles. It might be noted that 
the physically weak commander of the 
Santiago army contemplated retreat
ing from San Juan Hill on July 4, 
and being physically incapacitated 
from further active command sent for 
(he next ranking general and outlined 
the proposed retreat, telling the gener
al to assume command. That gener
al quietly but forcibly informed the 
commander that "an American army 
under his command would never re
treat on the Fourth of July. That was 
the wrong day to begin such a move
ment. Then the great president in 
Washington took hold of affairs. Re
inforcements were hurried forward; 
the thin line spreading over 14 miles 
hung on and Spain was beaten. It is 
safe to say, had a retreat been or
dered the army would have disregard
ed the order. American mien and 
blood were spent in taking that hill;-
American men and blood would hold 
it. Without an order from anyone 
the army stormed San Juan Hill and, 
as one civil war veteran remarked, 
" They'd hold it until hell freezes." And 
they would. 

Col. Cheney s part in this campaign 
was conspicuous. He was under no 
one's command but was after informa
tion of all kinds. Over at Caney he 
saw Chaffee and Lawton lock horns 
with Vara del Rey. and right there 
was the hardest fighting of the cam
paign. In the afternoon he was back 
at San Juan and saw the rush up the 
hill. He was in it as much as any 
soldier. 

After Miles came and brought order 
out of chaos, Cheney went with him 
to Porto Rico, and at the close of that 
campaign of flowers Col. Cheney re
turned to the United States. The pres
ident was appreciative of the work 
this quiet man had done and offered 
him an appointment as a captain and 
quarter-master in the then re-organ
ised United States army; but Cheney 
declined it and. after settling his ac
counts with the government, bade 
:Tood-bye to red taped officialdom and 
two days afterward he walked in his 
old office in Chicago and quietly said: 
"Hello, Jeff!" to his astonished col
ored servant. 

"Good Gawd, kunnel, wbsh yo' kum 
irum? I'se shore glad to see yuh." 

Chenuy took the prc#3red black 

hand: he too was glad to see Jeff, 
faithful old Jeff. 

Lonergan and Guthrie were over
joyed to see their chief again. Seated 
in Cheney's old office the tjjree men 
had a long visit. 

"Now. boys, I told you when I went 
to Washington my active work in 
this company was at an end. You fel
lows can run it and I'll just hang 
around." 

"I've got a mental photograph of 
you 'hanging around,' " smiled Loner
gan. "You never were much of a 
hanger,' Jack." 

"That's true, Ed. but I'm going to 
play a while now. I think I'll go 
abroad." 

"Abroad? Lord. Jack, it hasn't been 
a year since you returned from around 
the world." said Guthrie. "What do 
you want to go again for?" 

"Well, it's different now. That trip 
I was on government business and ex
pecting to be picked up as a spy 
every minute. I did not see much of 
Europe. This time I'm going for 
pleasure." 

"Expect to go to Russia?" asked 
Lonergan with a laugh. 

"No, that's not on my list, although 
my friend Yarmoleff was insistent in 
his invitation for me to come again." 

"Sure thing," ejaculated Guthrie. 
"And old Trepoff would insist on your 
staying." 

"That's true, but I won't go for a 
week or so. See you fellows at din
ner to-night." 

"Sid." said Lonergan, when they 
were outside the office, "the old man 
will be on another case in a week. 
I can see it in his eye now. If he 
goes abroad I'll bet it will be on some 
case." 

After dinner that evening Cheney 
ancl his two lieutenants went to the 
theater and all through the perform
ance he kept up a running fire of 
questions about the work in various 
points. 

"For a man who is giving up all ac
tive work in the business you show a 
pretty lively interest," said Lonergan 
on their way home. 

"My interest now is just general, 
Ed. not specific." 

"It'll be specific enough all right, 
all right, before you leave for that 
European trip. Good night," said 
Guthrie as they parted. 

The next morning about ten Cheney 
strolled into his office. Usually his 
desk was loaded with papers, tele
grams, letters, etc., but this morning 
it was as clean as a new coin. Cheney 
read the paper, smoked a cigar or two, 
looked at his watch and glanced un
easily around the room. He was rest
less, no doubt of it. He walked into 
the outer office; the furniture was all 
in place but it was as quiet as a tomb. 

"Jeff!" called Cheney. His tone 
was sharp and incisive, but there was 
no answer. He opened the door into 
the general work room and a hum of 
typewriters greeted his ears. 

"Butler." he said to one of his 
clerks." where's Jeff?" 

"Over in Mr. Guthrie's office, sir." 
Guthrie and Lonergan had their 

offices at the opposite end of the 
suite and thither Cheney went. Jeff 
was sitting in their ante room. 

"What are you doing over here, 
Jeff?" demanded the colonel, with a 
show of asperity in his tone. 

"Well, yo' see kunnel. Mistah Lon 
ergan he say dis mawnin' as how yo' 
wasn't a-goin' to do eny mo' wuk roun' 
heah. so I wuz to cum ovah an' tend 
theyah doah, suh. Dat's why, suh." 

"Oh! it is, is it?" said Cheney. "And 
you're going to tend the door are you? 
Well you get back to my room and 
you stay their until I tell you to 
leave." 

"Yas, suh," said Jeff, laughing heart
ily to himself as he went out. Cheney 
went into the inner office and there 
sat Guthrie and Lonergan going over 
the mail. 

"Morning. Jack." said both of them 
rising. "Glad to see you down. What's 
new?" 

"That's What I'm asking you two. 
I come into my office and find every
thing quiet as a grave. Jeff's gone, 
not a paper, nothing." 

"Well," said Lonergan. smiling. 
"Didn't you say you had given up ac
tive work? You were just going to 
have a general interest. Am I right 
Sid?" 

"You sure are. Ed, and we moved 
all the specific cases over here. We 
left your room so you could entertain 
your friends—and " 

Cheney saw through it all and in 
his soul he knew he couldn't give up. 
He surrendered as they knew he 
would. 

"There's nothing special just now, 
Cheney," said Lonergan after they had 
gone over matters. Just then the 
phone rang. Guthrie answered. 

"Yes, Col. Cheney is in town. A 
minute please—Weeks of the Parlor 
Car company wants to speak to you," 
he said, handing Cheney the receiver. 

"Hello, Wqeks. Been back two days. 
Yes, I'm ready for business. Always 
that, you know. Who—Count Guis-
sepe Rossi of Florence, Italy? Robbed? 
Bring him over. I'll see what can be 
done." Every sense was now alert, 
and his companions smiled as he went 
out. 

"I told you so, Sid," said Lonergan. 
Guthrie only smiled. 

Mr. Weeks was general manager of 
the Parlor Car company, and about 
half an hour later introduced Cheney 
to Count Rossi of Italy. 

"Glad to see you, count; sit down." 
The count was a very distinguished 

looking man and dressed like a Pari
sian fashion plate. 

"Cheney," said Weeks, "Count 
Rossi was a passenger on the overland 
limited coming east a few days since. 
In fact, he and a party of friends oc
cupied the greater part of one of our 
cars. A short distance west of Ogden 
the count discovered he had been 
robbed of a large sum of money, 
$15,000, in all, and a large number of 
jewels. I'll let the count tell the story, 
though." 

Count Rossi spoke perfect English 
and said, "You see, Signor, I was com
ing east from San Francisco and had 
a party of friends with me. At what 
you call Promintory Point the scenery 
is very grand and my party were all 
in the observation car. We stayed 
there until dinner was announced and 
then went back to the cafe car. After 
dinner we went back in our own car 
and I then discovered my loss. I re
ported to the conductor. He wired 
to Ogden and when we got there no 
one was allowed to leave the car and 
officers searched everything and ev
erybody. But not a trace of the 
money could be found." 

"You say $15,000 in money, count. 
How much in jewels?" 

"Sacre, Signor! about $50,000." 
"And where was this money and 

these jewels?" 
"The money was in my overcoat in

side pocket, hanging in my state 
room; the jewels in a chamois bag 
between the seats." 

"You are sure this property was 
all there when you went into the ob
servation car at Promintory Point, 
count?" 

"Sure, signor, yes. I counted the 
money just before I went. I had 
$15,000 in $1,000 bills and $1,000 in 
other denominations. The $1,000" I put 
in my trousers pocket, the $15,000 in 
my overcoat." 

"Where did you get all this money, 
count?" 

"I cashed a letter of credit at the 
Crocker Woolworth National Bank 
the day I left." 

"Now, count, these — er — friends 
you had with you—you had known 
them long? They were a partv from 
Italy?" 

The count never turned color as he 
replied. 

"Ah, no, signor. they were ladies of 
the opera. They were unfortunate in 
San Francisco; I was taking them 
east." 

"Oh," said Cheney, with a knowing 
look at Weeks, who smiled in return. 
"You were playing 'angel,' then?" 

"I know not what you call angel. 
I was paying expenses and we were 
having a jolly time." 

"Yes, I reckon you were," thought 
Cheney. Then aloud. "Now. Count 
Rossi, did any of these—er—ladies 
know you had this money and jew
els?" 

"Money, nd. Jewels, yes. I show 
the jewels to one or two but, they 
not take them, because the jewels 
were in the chamois bag in my sat
chel when we went to the observation 
car. Not one of the party went back 
before I did." 

"Your party had nearly all the 
car; were there any other passengers, 
count?" 

"Only two, an elderly gentleman 
and his wife." 

"That was Col. Dawes and his wife, 
Cheney," interrupted Mr. Weeks. "He's 
a wealthy California rancher and min
er. I've looked them up." 

"You say everyone was searched at 
Ogden, count?" 

"Yes, everyone and every piece of 
baggage. The train was delayed two 
hours, and not a trace could be 
found." 

"Where can you be found, count, in 
case -I Vant you?" asked Cheney. 

"Found, signor? Found! Dios, I have 
been delayed too long already. I 
must leave at once for Italy. I will 
be in New York two days and then I 
sail." 

"Yes, but suppose we should appre
hend the thief and secure your money 
and jewels, we should want you here 
to prosecute them." 

"Prosecute! bah, signor^ I care not 
to prosecute anyone. Find me my 
jewels and keep the money. Send 
them to me at this address," he re
plied, giving his card. A few words 
more and the peppery little count was 
gone. Weeks went out with him but 
almost immediately returned. 

"That count of yours must be as 
rich as Croesus, Weeks, from the way 
he flings money around." 

"He is, Cheney. He was just hav
ing a good time and I suspect some 
one of his party took this money." 

"Whoever did it was mighty clever 
about it. And this party of his has 
scattered to the four corners of the 
earth. These names on this list are 
doubtless assumed ones. By the way, 
Weeks, who was the Pullman conduct
or in charge of the train, and who 
was the porter on the car?" 

"Campbell was the conductor; 25 
years in the service. Simpson was 
the porter; been with us five years. 
I've had both of them questioned; 
they appear all right." 

"Perhaps. When they come in 
again I want to see them." 

"Campbell will be In to-night- and 
Simpson has been transferred to the 
Denver office. I can have him put 
back on a rim coming in here, how-
eve^ if you want him." 

"Do so, please, Weeks, and let me 
know when he is to arrive. Don't 
let him know I want him; just keep 
him around for awhile." 

"All right, colonel, I'll use him in 
my office at an increased salary." 

The next morning Conductor Camp
bell came in and told a straightfor
ward story.. Cheney turned the list 

of Count Rossi's friends over to Guth
rie and Lonergan and had them run 
down every clue possible. There was 
nothing doing in any direction and 
Cheney was beginning to believe it 
was going to be a failure, and he 
hated failure like his satanic majesty 
hates holy water. Of course failures 
had to come sometime, but in his first 
active case after the war he did not 
want defeat. 

"Must be getting in my dotage," he 
muttered to himself as he sat in his 
office one afternoon reviewing the 
case. So far as was known not one 
of the 15 thousand-dollar bills had ap
peared in any of the banks, and a 
search through pawnbrokers of the big 
cities did not bring to light any of 
the diamonds. He had Paris and Am
sterdam notified by cable although he 
knew if the diamonds and other 
precious stones ever landed there, 
the chance of securing their return 
was not one in a million. 

Simpson, the porter, had been in to 
Chicago, and, through the carelessness 
of Mr. Weeks, had gone out again 
without Cheney's seeing him. He had 
gone out on the overland to Frisco, 
and on the way east again had been 
doubled back to Frisco from Ogden 
because one of the porters on the 
westbound train was notified that his 
mother was dying in Chicago. The 
superintendent at Ogden had done all 
this not knowing how much Simpson 
was wanted at headquarters. To make 
matters worse Simpson got left at Og
den by going up town on an errand 
for a passenger. The superintendent 
had given him fits and recommended 
a ten-day lay off when he returned to 
Chicago. But he had sent him west 
from Ogden that night because they 
were short handed from Frisco. All 
this Cheney learned by wire. His 
talk to Mr. Weeks was rather more 
forceful than elegant, and the Parlor 
Car official was mad clear through. 

A day later Weeks phoned Cheney 
that Simpson would be in that night. 

"Jeff," said the colonel, "you be at 
the Northwestern depot when the 
Frisco train comes in to-night. James 
Simpson is porter on car number 3. 
I want to know what he does to-night. 
You understand." 

"Ah slio' does, kunnel," replied 
Jeff. 

Using Jeff was not a new thing. 
Cheney had used him many times be
fore when negroes were to be shad
owed, and Jeff's work was of a high 
order. Weeks was posted and said he 
would hold Simpson in Chicago ' as 
long as was necessary. 

Jeff was waiting when Cheney came 
down the next morning. Without any 
ado he made his report. 

"Simpson is a yaller coon, kunnel, 
an has a bad eye. After he wuz 
through wiv his wuk at de train he 
lef, and I follered him, down to Llge 
Ferguson's place on Deahbo'n street, 
suh. He stayed there mos' the even-
in*. I went in an Kep' close as I dud to 
him. I played I wuz full. Simpson an 
Ferguson had long talk an wuz mighty 
thick. I kep' gittin' closer to um bofe, 
and once I heerd Lige say 'time wuzn't 
ripe yet, 'ter do somethin' and den day 
went away from me, and I heerd no 
moh." 

"Did Simpson appear flush with 
q&ggy, Jeff?" 

"No, suh, not a 'strodiiiary-amount. 
No moh'n a niggalT'porter on a long 
run lak the overlan' limited would 
have. Yo know dat's a putty good 
run. kunnel. Tips is gen'ly big." 

"Yes, I know that, Jeff. Then you 
noticed nothing unusual in the man?" 

"Well, he an' Lige had a good joke 
erbout sumpin ovah a sodah watah 
bottle. I heard Simpson say wen he 
was drinkin' a brandy an' soda dat 
he know one soda bottle wuth mo'n 
ten cents, an' Lige he laff and say 
'dat's right.' Dat's jess de time dey 
notes me an' move off." 

"I want both those coons here, Jeff, 
only bring them separately and don't 
let either know the other is here. 

You've got a man out there to help 
you?" ' ; 

"I sho' has, kunnel. Ah'll bring em 
in. Doan' yo' nevah feah." 

The colonel didn't fear. He knew 
Jeff and he now felt morally cei'tain 
he was on the track of Count Rossi's 
diamonds. The joke about the soda 
water bottle he would use as a bait 
and see what it would bring. About 
11 o'clock Jeff brought in Simpson. 

As Jeff had remarked, "Simpson 
was a yaller coon and had a bad eye." 
Ferguson was brought in a few mo
ments later but kept in the other room. 
Guthrie and Lonergan had him in 
hand. He was suspected of several 
shady transactions and of being "a 
fence." 

"Simpson," said Cheney, "you were 
in charge of the car Idalah when 
Count Rossi was robbed?" 

"Yas, sah," replied the porter sul
lenly. i 

"Know anything about that rob
bery, Simpson?" 

"No, sah, nuthin' at all." 
"Tell me, Simpson, that time you 

got left in Ogden, what did you do all 
that afternoon and evening until you 
went west on No. 101?" 

Simpson's eyes were rolling ner
vously from side to side; he shifted 
from one foot to another; truly he 
was uncomfortably in the grasp of 
Cheney. 

"Ah jes' loafed aroun' Ogden till 
come time to go west at midnight." 

"How about a side trip you took 
west that afternoon?" 

Cheney was groping in the dark. 
He knew he had the thief right there; 
the man's whole manner showed it. 
He was watching him narrowly and 
sooner or later Simpson would break. 

"Gawd, boss, I didn't go west that 
aftahnoon." But his manner betrayed 
him; the trail was getting warm. 
Cheney determined upon a grandstand 
play. Jeff had spoken of a "soda 
water bottle" joke between Simpson 
and Ferguson. Cheney found out 
Belfast ginger ale was sold on Pull
man buffets and he had an empty bot
tle of that kind fn his drawer. 

.Watching Simpson like a hawk he 
pulled it out and suddenly shoved it 
in front of the negro. 

"Ever see that?" he said sharply. 
Simpson turned lighter than ever; 

his knees almost shook from under 
him; his eyes started from his head 
and he constantly moistened his 
parched lips with his tongue. He was 
cornered, trapped; white man's inti> 
ition and ingenuity had overawed 
negro criminal instinct and cunning. 

"Wh—wha—whar yo'— git — dat — 
bottle, boss?" he asked. 

"Where you left it." 
"Whah I left it? Why, I dun give 

dat bottle to Lige Ferguson." 
"Yes, Ferguson is under arrest in 

the next room. Now come tell me all 
about it." 

And he did. It appeared when 
Count Rossi and his party went in the 
observation car Simpson put the 
money and jewels in an empty soda 
water bottle; he packed them tight 
and sealed the bottle securely. About 
thirty miles west of Ogden he dropped 
the bottle in the sandy beach of Salt 
Lake. He marked the spot well. After 
the search he began to plan to get 
back there. Getting left at Ogden was 
all a ruse, done intentionally. 

Simpson did go west on a freight 
and returned in time to catch 101 
west. At Omaha on hi^ return east 
Lige Ferguson met him, having come 
west on the Burlington. Simpson 
gave him the bottle and later they 
would divide the spoils. That was all, 
"S'help him, Gawd!" That was 
enough. Ferguson confessed his part, 
and the jewels and money were recov
ered. Both men got 15 years in Salt 
Lake penitentiary. 

The jewels and money were sent to 
Count Rossi, and true to his word he 
sent the money back to Col. Cheney. 

Jeff's reward was commensurate 
with the service he had rendered. 

(Copyright, by W. G. Chapman.) 

PATENT OFFICE IS FLOODED. VENICE HAS NO CEMETERY. 

Press of Inventions Leads to Demand 
for Larger Quarters. 

The inventive breed is not dying out 
in America. The commissioner of pat
ents at Washington calls loudly for 
larger quarters, more clerks and big
ger pay for overworked examiners. 
There is such a flood of new devices 
pouring into the patent office as was 
never seen before. The examiners are 
fairly swamped and are a full year 
behind in their work. 

Naturally enough, motors and sub
marine and aerial navigating devices 
lead the list. Modern man insists 
upon flying, and the inventor who 
adds speed to his passing to and fro 
upon the earth, in the air, or in or 
under the water is certain of his re
ward. 

The inventors are no believers in 
the early coming of peace among the 
nations, for improvements upon weap
ons and new explosives are well nigh 
as numerous as new motors. Yet 
with all this gunning for gain and 
racing for fame on the part of the in
ventors the chances are that some un
considered trifle like the wooden ball 
with a rubber string, or the globe 
catch for women's purses will win the 
largest rewards in the future as in the 
past. 

Reclaiming Land in India. ' 
A scheme is proposed at Lahore, 

India, by the government to reclaim 
a large area of land on the Dutch 
plan. The Rann of Cutch is a sea
shore waste, with narrow inlets which 
would be closed, allowing the shallow 
water to evaporate. The saline de
posits would be washed out by a 
great canal from the Indus. The ap
plication of scientific agriculture to 
the reclaimed land and the construc
tion of a railway linking Karachi and 
Bombay would complete the enter
prise. 

And Then Some. 
' It is said that the immortal lines 
beginning, "Mother may I go out to 
swim?" are 1,300 years old. Multi
plying 1,300 by 1,300 will show the 
number of times they have been 
parodied. 

City Buries Its Dead on the Little 
Island of San Michele. 

The Queen of the Adriatic, as Ve
netians love to term the famous old 
city, is privileged in many respects 
and in one particular at least she is 
unique among the cities of the world. 
She has no cemetery. The only bury
ing ground is the little island of 
San Michele, lying solitary among the 
lagoons at some distance from the 
city. 

This is one of the boons which 
Venice owes to Bonaparte, who recog
nized the danger to a population from 
burial grounds in such a situation 
and had all intramural graveyards 
closed and ordered the dead to be 
taken for burial to this island resting 
place. The place is deserted all the 
year except on All Souls' day, and 
then there is a tremendous outflow 
of about 140,000 persons. 

As such multitudes could never be 
landed from boats a boat bridge has 
to be built specially for the occasion, 
with strict regulations as to control 
of the living stream in its outward 
and backward flow. 

Not Even Sultan Exempt. 
On one occasion when the famous 

Nasr-ed-din was pressed for money he 
went to the su}tan for permission to 
levy a tax of a penny on every man in 
Turkey who was afraid of his wife. 
The sultan gave him leave, and at the 
end of a few months Nasr-ed-din re
turned with a hundred mules laden 
with gold. "But what am I to get out 
of all this?" inquired the sultan. "I 
have brought you a beautiful Georgian 
slave," replied the sage. "Hush!" 
said the sultan, glancing over his 
shoulder. "Don't let my wife hear!" 
And the wily Nasr-ed-din Hedja added 
another penny to his store. 

Clocks of Early Times. 
The earliest seventeenth century 

clocks had the names of the makers 
put on in Latin, and set straight across 
the bottom of the dial. The next 
period showed the maker's name 
placed across the lower part of the 
dial face between the figures V and 
VII. ; 

ROAD TO SUCCESS 
PUBLICITY IS THE MAIL-ORDER 

MAN'S GREAT WEAPON. 

MERCHANTS MUST ADVERTISE 

"Fight Fire with Fire" and the Dol
lars Noto Going Cityward Will 

Stay in the Home Community. 

The merchant who would wage suc
cessful warfare against mail-order 
competition should study mail-order 
methods. The same tactics that takes 
the dollar out of the community will 
keep it at home. 

And what are mail-order methods? 
The keynote of it all may be found 

In the one word—publicity. The mail
order house advertises. It does not 
advertise better goods at less money 
than the home merchant gives, but it 
advertises persistently. It puts its 
proposition before the public constant
ly. It recognizes no dull season in its 
campaign for publicity. It never lets 
up. 

At a gathering in Iowa some time 
ago a mail-order man explained some 
of the system followed in the cam
paign of publicity. According to this 
explanation the mail-order house seeks 
the line of least resistance in its 
search for business. Whenever they 
can find a town in which the mer
chants are not active advertisers they 
flood that community with their liter
ature. When they find a town in 
which the furniture dealer, for exam
ple, is afraid to use printer's ink they 
pay particular attention to the subject 
of furniture. They are searching for 
the weakest link in the chain of home 
defenses. 

Something of this is explained by 
the conditions the writer saw in a 
mill town in northern Wisconsin. The 
local paper carried practically no local 
advertising when the size of the town 
was considered, and the stores of the 
town were but small affairs. In talk
ing to one of the merchants he com
plained that more than $25,000 was 

not They select towns, or special; 
lines where they do hot have to meet] 
the competition that is offered by lo
cal advertising, and they make adver
tising pay. 

We want the people to trade at! 
home; we want them to build up the! 
home community; we want to see thej 
dollars kept in circulation here that! 
one and all of the local people mayj 
prosper. We do not want to see the: 
fortunes of the city mail-order man; 
built at the expense of the local com-; 
munity, but we know absolutely the 
value of publicity, and we know the 
mail-order houses will capture the dol
lars if the local merchants will not 
fight fire with fire; will not show the 
public what they can buy and at what 
price. 

Let us go back to this northern 
Wisconsin town and see what oppor
tunities the merchants there were sac
rificing. It was a mill town, and in. 
no way an agricultural community. 
There were not 20 farms within a ra
dius of as many miles. The industry 
was lumber, and the money to run the] 
mills came from the city. The nearly 
1,000 employes were paid in city 
money, and with a little effort on the 
part of the merchants in that town 
this money might have been kept in 
the town. It might have been made 
to build a permanent prosperity. But 
no, the merchants left a wide field for, 
the mail-order houses which they im
proved, and the money that might 
have built a town that would have 
stood after the lumber interests are 
gone and the mills are closed has been 
allowed to return to the city from 
which it came, and now every lofty 
pine that falls but drives another nail 
in the coffin of the town, and all be
cause the merchants did not believe it 
would pay to advertise. 

WRIGHT A. PATTERSON. 

Child Turning Purple. 
q Mary Eighotz, three years old, of 
New York, is turning purple. The 
doctor says she is suffering with a dis
ease known as purpura hemorrhagica. 
The child's mother first noticed the 
changing color three weeks ago. While 
bathing the girl she detected small 
purple spots on various parts of the 
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Intelligent advertising means "«icing the bulldog power and te
nacity of the local press on the competition offered the home merchant by 
the catalogue houses. Intelligent advertising means the employment of 
mail-order methods in combating the mail-order evil. 

sent from that community to the Chi
cago mail-order houses each month. 
"That is easily twice the amount that 
is spent in all the stores in this town 
put together each month," he explain
ed. "Merchandizing don't pay in such 
a place as this." 
: A few hours later the writer was 
talking with the publisher of the local 
paper, and the conversation turned to 
local advertising, or rather the lack 
of it. 

"I was very much tempted to accept 
ft proposition which I received from 
•rne of the Chicago mail-order houses 
ft few days ago," said the publisher. 
"I still have the proposition here on 
my desk. They offer me a cash con
tract at my regular display rates for 
1,500 inches, to be used during the 
year, and in addition to the cash ad
vertising they offer me a small com
mission on all the new business se
cured in this county during the life 
of the contract They say their busi
ness in this county during the last 12 
months was approximately $8,000 per 
month, and I would secure a small 
percentage on all business done over 
this amount during the next 12 
months." 

"Have you shown that proposition 
to the merchants of this town?" I 
asked. 

** "I have, and it didn't move them," 
he replied. "They simply say it don't 
pay to advertise. I would jump at 
the offer if it were not for the fact 
jthat I cannot bring myself to the point 
of doing that which I know will help 
:to kill this community." 

There was an illustration of mail
order methods. The wide-awake mail
order man proposed to reap a golden 
harvest from the field the very-much-
asleep local nrerchant would not cul
tivate. 

Does it pay to advertise? 
The more than $200,000,000 that finds 

its way to the Chicago mail-order 
•houses each year is garnered by a 
.campaign of advertising. You, Mr. 
Local Merchant, claim, and rightly, 
ithat you can sell the same goods for 
,the same, or less money, than the 
mail-order houses offer, but at the 
same time you complain because the 
mailorder man gets the busines>s. 

Why do they get it? Because they 
advertise. 

They not only advertise, but they 
advertise in your field, and they ad
vertise in your field becau& you do 

body. Alarmed, she applied home 
remedies, but the spots continued to 
spread. The child's body presents the 
appearance of being tattooed. Almost 
the entire body is covered, with the 
exception of the face, which thus far 
has not been affected. While most of 
the time the blotches are of a mellow 
purple, they occasionally change to a 
deep plum color or a dull red. Some 
blotches are as large as a penny, oth
ers are no larger than a pinhead. The 
disease is probably caused by a rheu
matic germ. 

Applied Theology. 
Little Willie Trundy, of Searsport, 

Me., stood at the window one day,' 
watching his grandfather mow a piece 
of grass near the house. After watch
ing him a few minutes, he turned to 
his grandmother and asked if God was 
everywhere. 

"Yes," said she, "God is everywhere." 
"Is Ee here in this room?" 
"Yes." 
Willie pondered a moment, then— 

"Is He out in the field where grampy 
is?" 

"Yes, Willie, He is everywhere." 
Quick as a flash came the response: 

That He'd better be careful or gram
py '11 cut His legs off." 

Only Believe. 
Be not downcast if difficulties surw 

round you in your heavenly life. They 
may be purposely placed there by God 
to train and discipline you for higher 
developments of faith. If he calls you 
to "toiling in rowing," it may be to 
make you the better seaman, and to 
lead you to a holier trust in Him who 
has the vessel and its destinies in 
hand, and who, amid gathering clouds 
and darkened horizon, and crested bil
lows, ever murmurs the mild rebuke 
to our misgivings: "Said I not unto 
thee, that if thou wouldst believe, thou 
shouldst see the glory of God?"—Rev. 
John R. Macduff. 

Newspaper for Financiers. 
M. Rouvier, the ex-premier and th« 

greatest authority on political finance 
in Prance, is about to start an impor
tant daily newspaper, for which he 
has already raised $600,000 out of 
the total capital needed, which he 
has fixed at $1,400,000. This paper 
will be both political and financial, 
and will serve as the organ of the 
Banque de Paris et des Pays Bas. 
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