
The Genial Idiot Discusses the Literary Patron John Kendrick Bangs
JOVE, "what a beastly shame,"

SY the Idiot as he eat on
morning' paper and begun to

' ck his oatmeal with vigor.
Vhatte the matter not?" asked Mr.

. '. the lawyer. "Somebody got & Judg-- .t

against you 7"
o," cald the Idiot. "Not yet. Tve

i all my email debts end sent out a
e draft of promises to my big credl- -'

r ... so that lor a time I'm free from
; possibility. 'But I see here in this

- --r that another American Dickens
- given up literature, because he
;.dn't make a living at It, and taken
Mb as a motorman on the Oshkosh In-irb- an

Trolley Line. That's the third
jix months a Dakota Milton quit
try to go into the laundry business
. May, and Jn March a second Addl--;

down in.Louisiana forswore the pen
to become a. stoker on a Missis-- .

i steamboat."
i'heso be evil days for literature,"

the Bibliomaniac "There isn't a
t edition worth having being pub-..c- d

anywhere, that I can find out."
' i'ou'ro not quite accurate In that state--'

at, Mr. " Bibliomaniac by the way,
i i'fWfi' call you Mr. Bib for short after

2? Bibliomaniac is a terrible mouth--.
. when one is trying to eat and talk at

. some time," said the Idiot.
Go ahead if it pleases you," replied
i Bibliomaniac. "You needn't call- me

t all if you don't want to. I'd rather
you eat than talk anyway you eat

:h good things, and"talk such"
All right, Mr. Bib then be it," inter-- :

'pted the Idiot. "You're not quite ac--.

either in" your statement that these
evil days for literature or In your asser-- n

that there isn't a first edition worth
ving published anywhere. These are
lly days for literature, but bad days

: r the literati, and as for first editions,
ore never were such nrst editions as we
.ve now. Here's Mr. Pllklngton Pod-- ,.

writes a historical novel, and the
st edition of S53.002 copies goes off in
night. Mr. Waterbury "Watklns Jones
ts up a lovely new complication be-e-

a Gibson Girl and a hero nine feet
ven In his stocking feet, and Its first
.Ition runs up to the 437,017 point before
o ordinary school-gi- rl can get through

.e last chapter which she reads first. So
goes. A clever woman writes a Mrs.
ggs of the Turnip Patch, and a Mrs.
iggs of the Potato Patch, and a Mrs.

i.rlggs of the Lettuce Patch, and so on
..trough the whole vegetable garden, and
.ie mere announcement of these volumes
leans a deluge of books In single edl- -
ons, that makes the Johnstown flood

. ok like a dew-dro- p. It's all bully good
oiff, and It deserves its popularity, but
i kills the little fellows."
"There Is some truth in that," said Mr.

Whitechoker. "Take my little novel as
,. case in point"

"What?" cried the Idiot. "Have you
vrltten a novel?"
"Yes," said Mr. "Whitechoker, modestly.
It has 126,000 words and deals with the
plrltual problems of the Druids, but I
innot get it published, although General
Vallaoe seems to have had no trouble In
'ndlng a publisher for Ben Hur,' and

' harles Klngsley was not obliged to hawk
.20 manuscript of 'Hypatla' through the

r greets of London. As you say, there is
:o chance for the little fellows nowadays,
jecause all the big fellows have, got the
reading public cornered."

"That's it," said the Idiot, "and once
vou get the reading public in a corner,
:'s like carving calves' foot Jelly to keep
m there. It's a long reading public that
nows no turning, and these writing
haps keep them just long enough on

ihelr product to have 'em safely

"Well, If they know their business and
.onduct it fairly and above board, who's
cot any right to complain?" demanded
..Ir. Brief. "For my part, I'd rather pick
out a dozen good authors that I know
rilf give me good stuff, than go galli-
vanting through a billion pages of words

ILANTHROEIC WHISPERA
have been all manner of big

THERE operators and "leaders" in
Wall street gentlemanly, well-ed- -'

ucated leaders with a gift of epigram,
and foul-spok- leaders who knew as
little of grammar as of manners; leaders
to whom the stock market was only the
Monte Carlo of the tape, , and leaders to
whom It was a means to an end; cool,
calculating, steel-nerve- d leaders, and
fidgety, impulsive, excitable leaders;
leaders who were church pillars and total
abstainers, and leaders whose only God
was the ticker and whose most brilliant
operations were carried on during the
course of a drunken debauch. But never

.before in the breathless history of Wall
street had there been a leader whose fol-

lowing was numbered by the thousands
and Included not only the "shoestring"
speculators, but the very richest of the
rich! Never before a leader whose word
took the place of statist! curl Informa-
tion, whose mere "I am buying it"
created more purchasers for a stock than
all tho glowing prospectuses and all the
accountants' affidavits and all the bank-
ers' estimates.

At first Wall street said the public was
suffering from an epidemic of speculative
insanity; that Colonel Treadwell was
merely a bold operator "backed" by a
clique --of tho greatest fortunes in Amer-
ica; that ho was not a skillful "manipu-
lator" of values, but by sheer brute force
of tremendous buying he made those
stocks advance with which he was identi-
fied, and that, of course, the public al-
ways .follows the stocks that are made
active, and many otner explanations. But
in the end Wall street came to realize
exactly to what It was that the blind de-
votion of the speculative public for the
Colonel was due. Defying all traditions,
upsetting all precedents, violating all
rules, driving all the "veterans" to theverge of hysterics and bankruptcy by his

--daily defiance of accepted views as to
the art of operating in stocks, Colonel
Joslah T. Treadwell founded a new school:
He told the truth:

The Colonel sat in his office alone with
his thoughts. The door was open it was
always open and the clerks and custom-
ers of Treadwell & Co., as they passed to
and fro, caught glimpses of the great
leader's broad, kindly face and shrewd,
little, twinkling eyes that seemed to smile
at them. They wondered what new
'"deal" the Colonel was planning. And
then they wished with all their souls and
purses they knew the name of the stock(merely the name of it so that they
tsnight "get In on the ground floor."

Tho famous operator sat on a revolving
chair by his desk. He had turned his
2ack on an accumulation of correspond-
ence, and he now rotated from right to
(left and from left to right The tips of
his shoes he was a short man missed

fthe floor by an- Inch or two, and ho swung
Ills feet contentedly. A ticker whirredaway blithely, and from time to time

I Treadwell ceased his rocking and his
and glanced jovially at the

ticker tape. From his window he could
jsee a Mississippi cf people or a bit of
2Jew Tork summer sky, but his restless
eyes were roaming and skipping from
rolace to place. And the clerks and the
customers wondered whether tho market
was. going the way the Colonel had plan-
ned. The ticker was whirring and click- -

ling, Impassively, and the Colonel wore a
meditative look. What was the "old
jpiaa'ciemingj; Cha, hearshad. tbetter

by unknown writers in quest of an occa-
sional golden idea!"
""Nobody has a right to complain. No-

body has complained," the Idiot answered.
"Mr. Whitechoker has merely advanced
the proposition that it's hard on the little
fellows."

"Bosh!" said the lawer. "The little fel-
low has no sympathy from me. The little
fellow in any business goes to the wall.'

"No, he doesn't," said the Idiot, "axin
your pardon for so flatly- - contradicting
you. Just because there Is one J. Plerpbnt
Morgan In the world, all the little bankers
don't have to stop banking and take in
laundry work in order to put clothes on J

tneir children s backs; because Mr. Car-
negie gives 8643 libraries a week to the
United States, doesn't prevent me from
presenting tho village In which I was
born with a bound copy of the Annual
Report of the Arizona Petrified Wood and
Cattle Company, of which I happen to be
a stockholder, and getting a resolution of
thanks for It out of the Common Council;
and I haven't observed that tho trousers
trust has put the pantsmaker out of busi-
ness. But in literature, the little fellow is
simply smothered by those first .editions
which Mr. Bib says don't exist."

"A good bock will find Its place," said
Mr. Pedagogue sententlously.

"Bight,' 'said the Idiot "On the top
shelf where the dust is thickest, unless it
is written by one of the crackerjacks."

"The survival of tho fittest is an in-
exorable law," observed the Bibliomaniac

"Inexorable is an unfit word to use in
tho presence of ladles and gentlemen at
this time of the day," remonstrated the
Idiot, "submit to'you, Mn, Bib, that the
breakfast table is no place Tor such lan-
guage. Nevertheless, your contention is
correct. I still think, however, that some-
thing should be done for the others, and I
should rejoice to see the literary patron
revived again as an Institution in this
country. Mr. Vanderbllt pays a chef $10,-0- 00

a year to do his cooking for him. Why
should ho not keep a poet and a novelist
as well? Mental pabulum Is more Im-
portant in the development of character
than pate de foie gras, or lobster a la
Newburg, and yet we And our billionaires
rewarding cooks with large sums of
wealth, while paying no attention whatso-
ever to the literary fellow. It doesn't
seem right that a cook should receive
$10,000 a year for preparing Indigestible
dishes to destroy a man's stomach with
a suppressed Dickens who Is ' long on
mental stimulant starving in a garret
two blocks away."

"How would you work your plan for
tho protection of the small literary fry?"
demanded Mr. Brief.

"There are several ways," said the
Idiot. "Either by governmental owner-
ship or "by private enterprise. It wouldn't
matter which, really, so long as the starv-
ing poet could get credit at the grocer's,
and the mute, inglorious Dickens could
fasten a hook on a convenient butcher.
Tho trouble with Government ownership
of the literary mines of tho day would be
the Influence of politics, which Is always
baneful. For Instance, no Democratic
novelist or Pop poet would be in it with
his Republican rivals under a G. O. P.
administration; and unless the Bromo
Seltzer reports of last year are entirely
wrong, it would bo a century before a
Prohibition author could get his head
above water,, with that system in vogue.
These objections countervail the advan-
tages which would result from a thor-
ough governmental Inspection of all liter-
ary productions before publication, and in
view of the Postofflce scandals I, for one,
should doubt the advisability of starting
another department at Washington."

"Very wise," said Mr. Brief. "It would
merely open up another field for bribery
and corruption."

"But by private enterprise, literary pat-
ronage would be beyond criticism," con-
tinued the Idiot "The patron of letters
would not be guided in his selection of
what we may call a literary valet by con-
siderations of politics, and he would also
serve as a check upon a too voluminous
production. Just take Mr. Carnegie, for
instance, with his fifteen or twenty homes,
each provided with a full set of Ber- -

be on their guard! As a matter of fact,
Joslah T. Treadwell was thinking that
his brother Wilson, who had left him a
few minutes before, was certainly grow-
ing bold. He also wondered whether peo-
ple who advertised "restorers" and

were veracious or merely
"Wall Streety," as fao put It to himself.

A young man, an utter stranger to Colo-
nel Treadwell, halted at his door and
looked at the leader of the stock market
hesitatingly.

"Come in, come In," called out the Colo-
nel, cheerily. "Won't you walk into my
parlor?"

"Good morning, Colonel Treadwell,"
said the lad, diffidently.

"Who are you and what are you, and
what can I do for you?" said the Colonel,
extending his hand.

The youth did not heed the chubby out-
stretched hand. "My name," ho said,
very formally and lntroductorlly, "is Ca-
rey. My father used to know you when
he was editor of tho Blankburg Her-
ald."

"Well," said the Colonel, encouragingly,
"shake hands, anyhow."

Carey shook hands; his diffidence van-
ished. Ho was a pleasant-face- d, pleasant--

voiced young fellow, Treadwell
thought He was a good-hearte- d. Jocular
old fellow, unlike what he had imagined
tho leader of the stock market would be,
Carey thought

"Yes," went on the Colonel, "I remem-
ber your father very well. I never forget
my friends, and I am always
glad to see their sons. When I ran for
Congress Bill Carey wrote red-h- ot edito-
rials In my favor, and I was beaten by
a largo and enthusiastic majority. I
haven't seen your father in twenty-od- d
years not since ho went wrong and took
to politics."

"Well, Colonel Treadwell," laughed Ca-
rey, "I guess dad did his best for you.
And If you didn't get to Congress you're
better off, from all I read in the papers
about you."

You would have thought they had
known each other for years.

"That's what I say; I have to," chuck-
ling.

"Colonel," said the young man boldly,
"Tve come to ask your advice."

"Most people don't, ask It twice. Be
careful now."

"Do you mean that they get so rich fol-
lowing it that they don't have to come
again?"

"You are a politician, young man.
"You'll wako up and find yourself In
Congress some fine day, unless your fath-
er goes back to newspaper work and
writes some editorials In your favor."

The boy had a pleasant smile, the Colo-
nel thought

"I have saved up some money, Colonel."
"Keep it That's the best advice I can

give you. Go away Instantly. Great
Scottl. youngster, you are In Wall Street
now."

"Oh, I I'm safe enough in this office,
I guess," retorted Carey. ,

The famous leader of the stock market
looked at him solemnly. The boy returned
the look lmperturbably. Then Colonel
Treadwell laughed, and Carey laughed
back at him.

"What are you doing to keep out of
State prison?" asked Treadwell.

"I'm a clerk in the office of tho Federal
Pump Company, third floor, upstairs, I
have saved some money and I want to
know what to nA with It I read an arti-
cle In the Sun the other day. It said you
had advised people to put their savings
Into Suburban Trolley, and how well they
had fared."

"That was a year ago; Trolley has gone
up EO points since then."

--"That shows Jiotc.
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vants. Suppose he were to add a literary
valet to each menage, as he could very
well afford to do. It would proi'lde board
and lodging to twenty or thirty struggling
men and women, whose literary product
must now waste its sweetness upon tho
desert pigeonhole, or be swallowed up

And you also said a young man should
do something with his savings and not lea-
thern He idle." The young man looked,
straight into, the little, twinkling, kindly
eyes of the leader of the stock market

"How much money have you?"
"I have two hundred and ten dollars,"

replies the lad with an uncertain smile.
He felt proud of tho magnitude of. his
savings in his own room; In this office
he felt a bit ashamed of their insignif-
icance

"Dear me," said the millionaire specu-
lator, very seriously, "that's a good deal
of money. It's a blame sight more'n I
had when I started in business. Got it
with you?"

"Yes, sir."
"Well, I'll Introduce you to my brother

Wilson, who has charge of our custom-
ers. Come In, John."

"John" came in. Hla other name was
Mellen. He was a slim, quiet-lookin- g man
of about y. His enemies said
that he had made 51.000,000 for every year
he had lived and had kept it"Sit down, John," said Colonel Tread-
well, shaking hands with Mr. Mellen. "I'll
be back In a minute."

At the door he shook hands with two
more visitors a tall, ruddy-face- d, white-haire-d

and whlte-whlsker- man, Milton
Steers, after-dinn- er speaker and

wit and incidentally president of a
railroad system; also D. M. Ogden, who
looked like an English clergyman and was
the owner of the huge Ogden building in
Wall street They had come to discuss the
advisability of a new deal in "Trolley."
They represented, they and their associ-
ates, more than $500,000,000. But Colonel

When Elephants Lived the North Pole
PROFESSOR

time of the mammoth is
THE near our own time. Today the

Tunguslan hunter on tho Lena River
occasionally feeds his dogs with their froz-
en flesh. Many things prove that man
once hunted the mammoth; certain mam-
moth bones that have been marked by the
work of human hands point to this.

Just in the time when the first mammoth
was found (100 years ago) the eye of tho
investigator had begun to become keen
for the age and the sequence of the
geological layers of the earth. The great
science of destined to decide
many questions, had begun to make its
way. And parallel with it there advanced
Arctic exploration.

When an English expedition under
Nares explored Grlnnell Land fossil plants,
were found which the great Swiss paleon-
tologist, Oswald Heer, afterward exam-
ined and classified. They were not plants
of tho coal period, but plants from tho
tertiary period. The tertiary period is
nearer to us than either the sllurlan or
the coal period. At that time, tho fern
forests had vanished from Europe and
North America, and had been replaced by
true foliage trees. The mammals had ap-
peared. In highly grotesque forms.

In Grlnnell Land about 30 different spe-
cies of plants, dating to .that period, were
found. And from them Heer constructed
the following picture of the Polar regions
of that time:

TheV"Prelilstoric Pole."
A sea with rich, tree-deck- Bhores. On

the water swim the leafy, plants of water
flowers. Reeds fringe tho rims of tho lakes.

IDIOT HAS A COFFEE DREAM OF J.

forever In the arid quicksands of the
wastebasket At Sklbo he could keep a
Kailyard novelist of worth, whose cocoa-n- ut

Jts now rapped every time he enters
a publisher's office, because Dr. Watson
and James M. Barrle have a monopoly
In that kind of literary ware. In London,

Treadwell made them, wait while he es-

corted his new acquaintance to his broth-
er's room.

"Wllse," he said, "I've brought you a
new customer, Mr. Carey."

Wilson P. Treadwell smiled pleasantly.
He was a tall, slender man with a serious
look. The firm did not desire new accounts,
for there was already more business than
could be handled. They were the busiest
and the best-kno- stock brokers In the
United States. But the Colonel's friends
were welcome always.

"I'm very glad to meet Mr. Carey," said
Wilson Treadwell. The firm had some very
youthful customers; but their means were
in inverse ratio to their years.

"I think," said the Colonel, "that we
had better buy some Eastern & Allentown
for him." He was smiling; he generally
did. Moreover, he was thinking of his
brother's mistaken impression of the new
customer. '

"That is a good idea," assented Wilson.
"You ought to put-i- your order at once.
The stock is going up very fast Mr.
Carey."

"Well, young man, give him your mar-
gin and let him buy you as much as he
thinks best," said the Colonel.

"Five thousand shares," suggested Wil-
son Treadwell.

Colonel Treadwell chuckled. "Five thou-
sand? A paltry five?"

"Well, 50,000 If he wants them, and you
guarantee his account" said his brother
with a smile.

"I guess," said tho leader of tho stock
market, slowly, "that you had better be-
gin with 100 shares."

Then Wilson, who knew his brother

Beyond- - them stand lindens, elms, many
kinds of poplars and birches, hazel bushes,
snowballs and evergreens, such as firs,
cedars, and particularly the swamp cy-
press that is found now In the Southern
parts of the United States.

These plants require a mean temperature
today higher by 28 degrees than that
which exists now in Grlnnell Land.

They are not tropical plants. There-
fore, tropical climate did not exist in the
Arctic regions In the tertiary epoch. But
tho remains prove that since then the cli-

mate must have undergone a minimum
change of 28 degrees a positively enor-
mous alteration.

And then there were found the remains
of tertiary forests of magnolias, chestnuts,
oaks and grapevines in Greenland under
the 70th parallel of latitude. That is the
kind of vegetation to be found now at
Montrlex on Lake Geneva.

Theso proofs complete the case.
It is possible that a tropically warm

ocean washed tho North Pole in Silurian
times.
, It Is certain that a plant life that was
possibly tropical flourished there in tho
coal or carboniferous period.

It is absolutely certain that a climate
like the climate of tho United States and
Europe today obtained there in tertiary
times, whoso last chapter probably was
experienced by man.

And that changes the history of the ani-
mal world of the Polar regions totally
for us.

The polar animals of today evidently are
"recent" products of adaptation that de-
veloped under the new conditions. An al-
together different form of creatures may
have preceded them.
. We cannot Imagine snow-color- polar
bears and thickly-furre- d musk oxen un

PD3RPONT MORGAN1 ATCD AJT AUTHORS' TRUST.

where he makes International speeches,
he could maintain a chap to write
American Historical Novels of the Fu-
ture, who Is now starving because he
can't buck up against the popularity of
Hall Corelll and Marie Calne "

"Hall Calne and Marie Corelll. you

thoroughly, said "Oh!" and smiled and
gave an order to a clerk to buy 100 shares
of Easton & Allentown Railroad stock at
the "markot" or prevailing price for Mr.
Carey, and took the boy's $210 with the
utmost gravity. The smallest Stock Ex-
change house would not accept such a
pitiful account Treadwell & Co., being
the largest would and did.

The Colonel shook hands with young
Carey, whose father had onco edited a
country newspaper, but who had never
been an intimate friend, told him to
"Come again any time," and went back
to his accomplices.

Easton & Allentown stock was the "fea-
ture of the market that week and the
next Ten days after Carey had bought
his 100 shares at 94 the stock sold at 106.

The young man went Into the office of
Treadwell & Co. on tho eleventh day. He
knew he had made a great deal of money-m- ore

than, he had ei-e- r thought of having
at his age but he did not know what to
do now. He heard one man say to an-

other: "Take profits? Not at this price.
E, & A. Is sure to go to 115."

Carey figured that if he waited for the
stock to sell at 115 he would make nearly
a thousand dollars more.

"There Is no use of being a blamed hog,"
the man continued, with picturesque em-
phasis, "but where in blazes is the sense
of throwing away that much money by
selling out too soon? Limit your losses
and let your profits run."

They stood in the corridor in the parti-
tioned office, the crowd of men, all of
them customers of Treadwell & Co., ex-
cepting the newspaper reporters, who had

der the green magnolias of tertiary greqn-lan- d.

Scientific speculation produces a wonde-
rful picture; It shows the Fram laborious-
ly drifting In the grasp of vast Ice fields
until even Nansen's heroism failed before
the terrors of tho polar world; and we see
another period when In that same latitude
wandering herds oi elephants, camels and
wild horses browsed on green meadows.

Or did that land hide species of mam-
mals of a kind quite different from any
other known in tho world species whose
bones may be found some day in Franz
Joseph Land, or a similar place, by an
expedition that will lay more weight on
paleontology than on geographical explo-
ration?

The tremendous glaciers that slipped
down over the world In the mysterious Ice
period must have desolated the Arctic
lands entirely. The beasts that live there
now once lived In our Europe and our
America. The continents are full of the
remains of musk oxen, mammoths, rein-
deer, lemlngs and white hares.

It remains possible that these creatures
originated In the North. The Increasing,
numbing cold may have driven them south-
ward gradually. But It Is conceivable, too,
that the cold advanced too rapidly In the
high north to permit the animals to go
through the slow process of adaptation.
In that case mammoth and musk-o- x must
haye developed In European, American
and Asiatic lands in comparatively low
latitudes at the time when the ice began
to creep down there.

Only paleontologlcal Investigation In the
Polar lands can solve these questions. We
must find out first whether or not the
mammoth existed there before the iceap-peare- d,

or whether it was missing alto-
gether around the pole originally.

. .(Copyright, 1S03, by T. C. McCIure.).
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paleontology,

mean, don't you " asked Mr. White-
choker.

"Maybe I do," said the Idiot "Doesn't
make any difference, though. Hall Corel-li- s

look alike to me. And so it would go.
Out In Pittsburg he could have a poet
of tho forge to cook up an ode to the

By Edwin Eefevre
called for their usual dally Interview with
the famous leader of tho stock market
There were two United Sjjates Senators,
an a score of men who
had inherited fortunes and were doubling
them in the stock market, three or four
gray-haire- d, shrewd-face- d capitalists,
whose names appeared many times on the
financial pages of newspapers; a baker's
dozen of prominent municipal politicians,
a well-know- n Western railroad president
with a ruddy face and a snow-whi- te

beard; two .famous physicians, the nt

of a life Insurance company, a
half score of wholesale merchants and a

d. Insignificant little man with a
quiet, almost apologetic look, who seldom
spoke and never smiled, but who, next to
the Colonel himself, was beyond question
the heaviest plunger in the office.

The Colonel came out of his office to go
to his brother's room, where, seated about
a long polished table, were several direc-
tors of the Suburban Trolley Company-m-en

to whom the newspapers al-

ways referred not by name but as "promi-
nent insiders."- - It was a very Important
gathering. It involved no less that a final
understanding In regard to the great
"trolley pool," whose operations later on
were to become historical in Wall street
It was, as one of tho speculators outside
put it, "a case of show down" the cash
resources available for pool purposes were
to be ascertained, each man announcing
the proportion of the 100,000 shares for
which he was willing to "put up."

Carey was standing by the door of Wil-

son Treadwell's office. He did not feel
altogether comfortable among so many
elderly and obviously very rich men. His
diffidence was the saving- of him, for as
the Colonel passed he paused and said In
a low voice: "Got your stock yet?"

Tie customers In the corridor, men who
by the Colonel's advice were "carrying"
from 500 to 10,000 shares, each of Easton &

Allentown. leaned lorward eagerly. All
were men who north of Wall street would
not have stooped to listen to others' con-

versations If their lives depended on it.
In a broker's office such notions were ab-

surd almost wicked. Certainly at that mo-

ment 20 pairs of eyes were lboklng fixedly
at the great leader of the stock market
and the young clerk.

The Colonel felt this Intuitively. He
confirmed it with a quick glance of his
sharp little eyes. He had not sold all his
Easton & Allentown. but was disposing of
It just as fast as the market would take
It It was not likely that the stock would
go much higher. Wall street ever loath
to believe well of any stock operator,
used to comment sneeringly on the fact
that the world heard much about tho
"Treadwell buying." but never a word
about the Treadwell selling.

If the Colonel gave a hint to the cus-

tomers there would be an avalanche of
selling orders that would make the price
of the stock break sharply, and this would
not benefit anyone. Ho had advised them
to buy the stock at 90 and 95 it was 103

now. He had more than done his duty.
If they did not sell out. In the hope of
making' more. It was their own lookout.

But there was the boy with the 100
shares, the pleasant little clerk from up
the state, who had brought in his entire
fortune, his accumulated savings of $210.
He was a stranger to Wall street But
supposing he should tell that he had been
advised to sell. There would be the deuce
to pay!

lue Colonel took chances. Out of one
corner of his mouth, so that ho- - did not
even turn his head toward the boy and so
that the watohlng customers could not sus-
pect what he wa3 doing, he shot a quick

sper a lobMded but philanthropic af

United States Steel Corporation every
ram-nln-

g for his breakfast; In New York
some at present suppressed Richard
Harding Davis could keep himself In-

formed as to the romance of life in
high society; and, If he wanted to laugh,
ho could have a private humorist always
at his side to make Jokes for him. Car-
negie would be a literary patron not to
be sneezed at, and in the end It wouldn't
cost him a cent, because he'd get his
money back by requiring every library he
built In the world to buy a copy of each
of the books his valets got up for him."

"You are a brainy Idiot," said the
Bibliomaniac "I don't believe J. P. Mor-
gan himself ever reasoned out so Ingenious
a money-makin- g scheme."

"No but he'd be the man to take tho
Job of patron-genera- l, all right, under an
incorporated United States Literary Cor-
poration," said the Idiot. "If J. Pierpont
Morgan would organize an Authors' Trust
and buy in all the Independent operators.
It would be the finest thing In the world
for American literature.

"There'd be an enormous overproduc
tion," said Mr. Brief. "Mr. Morgan would
be stuck. I am afraid."

"Never," said the Idiot "Because why?
He d shut down the unproductive mills the
minute he found they didn't pay."

The Poet laughed.
"Mills, eh?" he asked.
"That's the word," said the Idiot ""A

large number of writers nowadays are
merely grinding tho grist of words Into
unsalablo sentences. Mr. Morgan could
afford to buy these fellows out, pay 'em
not to write for a period of years, and!
get 'em a good Job In some other enter
prise of his make brakemen of 'em, or!
bank clerks, or stokers on his ocean
steamers. That would rest 'em up for aj
while, take them out of a rut, and give!
'em a fresh start when they took up tho
pen again."

"I don't quite catch the value of the!
scheme," said Mr. Whitechoker.

"Woll, say Mr. Morgan controls Amer-
ica's 23,000 authors," observed tho Idiot
"He says to 24,000 of 'em, you swear off!
ink until I send for you. To the other!
thousand he says, 'you're on duty for a
year. We shall need for the consumption!
of the reading public for 1904 730 historical!
novels, 100 volumes of short stories, 50 de- -
tectivo stories, 15 volumes of Wild Ani-- I
mala' We Rarely Meet 23 psychological!
novels, five racy volumes on New York!
Society and Divorce, two books of es
says, and one poem of any length. It's
up to you gentlemen to work 'em out.
and here's $25,000 a year .for every one o
you. Get busy.' Don't you see? By that
one act 24.000 American authors would
have a year's, vacation and the rest would
be a highly organized body with a precise
knowledge of what they had to do, plenty!
of time to do it In and food galore while
doing It with a few dollars to spare for
luxuries. Mighty few of 'em have that
now."

"Most ingenious," said Mr. Brief. "Ant
what do you suppose the public would sayl
to that?"

"Thank you, Mr. Morgan." said the
Idiot "You have checked the literary del-- j

uge that was drowning us In a babel oi
letters."

"Tutt!" ejaculated Mr. Pedagogue
scornfully. "Do you think the Authc
themselves would consent?"

"Well, as to tho thousand," said the
Idiot, "I can't say. There are mighty fev
Authors, however, who would refuse
Income of 525,000 a year, and as for thti
24,000, if Mr. Morgan would give ther
2 cents a word for all they didn't write
in a given year, I think he'd get a workJ
lng majority of them."

With which the Idiot with a polite bov
to his landlady, paid her $2 on account oi
his week before last bill, and sailed alrllj
out of the roam.

"What do you think of his scheme, Mr
Foet?"asked the Bibliomaniac

"I don't know," said the Poet, with
sigh. "Considering the number of wordi

j in the language. 2 cents a piece for letting
I 'em alone Is mlsrhtv fine nav." 1

I (Copyright, 1903, by John Russell Davldl
L son.)

fair at him: "Look at the color of youl
money, boy! Take your profits and sal
nothing!" And he walked Into the roor
where the Suburban Trolley magnate!
awaited him Impatiently.

Carey, thrilled but taciturn, gave his or
der to sell his Easton & Allentown. ur
suspected by the mob. They sold it fol
him at lftjia- - Deducting commissions anl
interest charges the Colonel's whisper hal
put $10o0 in tho young clerk's pocket

And the stock went a little higher anl
then declined slowly to about 99. Tho cu
tomers all made a great deal of mono!
as It was, but not as much as they woulS
havo "taken out" of the Easton & Alleri
town "deal" If they had overheard th.i
one of Colonel Treadwell's many whlsl
pers lobslded but philanthropic affairs!

luopyngnt, imkjj
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What the Weil-Know- n Peo
pie of Portland

Say of

C. GEE W
THE GREAT

CHINESE DOCTOR
Can It be wondere

tnat ha Is calle
great when his wor
derful remedies cus
and helD so man
sick and suCCerlri
people, not only herl
but throughout tljj
united states: .Man
are given up to dil
others told that d
operation was t1
only nelp lor tneq
yet their lives wej
savea wunouc i
great suffering of
oDeration. Cured
these powerful Ci
nese herbs, rootl

buds, barks and vegetables, that are ej
ureiy unxnown io uuvu suwu.o m t
.nunfr-t- r Thm.iph the use of these har

loau nmnitH he treats any and all dil
p.isps of men. women and cnildren. Thl
famous doctor knows the action of ov
500 different remedies that he has sul
cessfully used In different aiseascs.
guarantees to cure catarm. asmma, lur
troubles, rheumatism, nervousness, atoc
ach, liver, kidney, lemale troubles loj
.nannooa ana au private oiseases. itea
the following testimonials. He ho3 huj
ureas mure at ms omca.

Testimonials or well-know- n eoDle:
G. W. Staff era, K Srxtit street Curi

of kidney and bladder trouble of
vear' standinc.

G. A. Lane, corner Eleventh and Nortl
rup Cured of kidney, liver and bladdl
trouole or several years standing.

Miss S. Starbuck, 6D2 Front street St
ferlng irom inuammation, womo
stomach trouble.

Mrs. N. A. Dibble, Burns, Or. Stomad
and female weaitness, several years' stan
ing. I recommend hl3 wonderful tres
ment

A. Jensen, 300 East Clay street, cured
indigestion, stomacn ana liver trouble
10 years' standing, and cured In six weel

Mrs. Hadson Suffering from hemorrhal
of womb and female weakness of fol
months, ana was curea in a short tliby this wonderful treatment

Charges moderate. Call and SPA
Consultation free. Patients out of tl
city write ior Dianic ana circular. Inclcstamp. Address The C. Gee Wo c.hnt
Medicine Company. Office still same plad
intrunce o juauer st., .roruana, or. Me
tian puyei.


