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A Prayer

The suprenme prayer of nmy heart is not to be I|earned,

rich,

f anous,




powerful, or "good," but sinply to be radiant. | desire to radiate

heal th, cheerful ness, cal mcourage and good will. | wish to live without
hate, whim jeal ousy, envy, fear. | wish to be sinple, honest, frank,
natural, clean in nmnd and clean in body, unaffected--ready to say "I do
not know," if it be so, and to neet all nmen on an absolute equality--to

face any obstacle and nmeet every difficulty unabashed and unafrai d.

I wish others to live their lives, too--up to their highest, fullest and
best. To that end I pray that | may never neddle, interfere, dictate,
give advice that is not wanted, or assist when my services are not
needed. If | can help people, I'lIl do it by giving thema chance to help
themsel ves; and if | can uplift or inspire, let it be by exanple,

i nference, and suggestion, rather than by injunction and dictation. That

is to say, | desire to be radiant--to radiate life.

Li fe and Expression

By exercise of its faculties the spirit grows, just as a nuscle grows
strong thru continued use. Expression is necessary. Life is expression,

and repression is stagnation--death

Yet, there can be right and wong expression. If a man permits his life
torun riot and only the animal side of his nature is allowed to express
itself, he is repressing his highest and best, and the qualities not

used atrophy and die.

Men are punished by their sins, not for them Sensuality, gluttony, and
the life of license repress the life of the spirit, and the soul never

bl ossons; and this is what it is to | ose one's soul. Al adown the
centuries thinking nen have noted these truths, and again and again we
find individuals forsaking in horror the life of the senses and devoti ng
thenselves to the life of the spirit. This question of expression
through the spirit, or through the senses--through soul or body--has
been the pivotal point of all philosophy and the inspiration of




all religion.

Every religion is made up of two elenments that never mx any nore than
oil and water mix. Areligion is a mechanical mxture, not a chemical
conbi nation, of norality and dogna. Dogma is the science of the unseen
the doctrine of the unknown and unknowable. And in order to give this
science plausibility, its promul gators have al ways fastened upon it
nmorality. Morality can and does exist entirely separate and apart from
dogma, but dogmm is ever a parasite on norality, and the business of the
priest is to confuse the two.

But norality and religion never saponify. Mrality is sinply the
question of expressing your |life forces--how to use thenf? You have so
much energy; and what will you do with it? And fromout the multitude
there have al ways been nen to step forward and gi ve you advice for a
consi deration. Wthout their supposed influence with the unseen we m ght
not accept their interpretation of what is right and wong. But with the
assurance that their advice is backed up by Deity, followed with an
offer of reward if we believe it, and a threat of dire punishnent if we
do not, the Sel f-appointed Superior Cass has driven nen wheresoever it
willed. The evolution of formal religions is not a conplex process, and
the fact that they enbody these two unm xabl e things, dogma and
nmorality, is a very plain and sinple truth, easily seen, undisputed by
all reasonable nen. And be it said that the norality of nost religions
is good. Love, truth, charity, justice and gentleness are taught in them
all. But, like arule in Geek granmar, there are many exceptions. And
so in the norality of religions there are exceptional instances that
constantly arise where love, truth, charity, gentleness and justice are
wai ved on suggestion of the Superior O ass, that good nay foll ow. Wre
it not for these exceptions there would be no wars between

Christian nations.

The question of how to express your life will probably never down, for
the reason that men vary in tenperanment and inclination. Some nen have
no capacity for certain sins of the flesh; others there be, who, having

lost their inclination for sensuality through too much indul gence, turn




ascetics. Yet all sernons have but one thene: how shall life be
expressed? Between asceticismand indul gence nmen and races swi ng.

Asceticismin our day finds an interesting manifestation in the
Trappists, who live on a nountain top, nearly inaccessible, and deprive
thensel ves of al nost every vestige of bodily confort, going w thout food
for days, wearing unconfortable garnments, suffering severe cold; and
shoul d one of this community | ook upon the face of a wonan he woul d
think he was in instant danger of dammation. So here we find the extrene
i nstance of nen repressing the faculties of the body in order that the

spirit may find anple tine and opportunity for exercise.

Somewhere between this extrene repression of the nonk and the |icense of
the sensualist lies the truth. But just where is the great question; and
the desire of one person, who thinks he has discovered the norm to
conpel all other nmen to stop there, has led to war and strife untold.

Al'l law centers around this point--what shall nen be allowed to do? And

so we find statutes to punish "strolling play actors," "players on

fiddles," "disturbers of the public conscience," "persons who dance

wantonly," "blasphenmers,"” and in England there were, in the year 1800,
thirty-seven offenses that were | egally punishable by death. Wat
expression is right and what is not, is sinply a matter of opinion. One
religious denonination that now exi sts does not all ow singing;

i nstrumental nusic has been to sonme a rock of offense, exciting the
spirit through the sense of hearing, to inproper thoughts--"through the
| asci vi ous pleasing of the lute"; others think dancing w cked, while a
few al |l ow pi pe-organ nusic, but draw the line at the violin; while stil
others use a whole orchestra in their religious service. Sone there be
who regard pictures as inmplenents of idolatry; while the Hook-and-Eye

Bapti sts | ook upon buttons as inmoral.

Strange evolutions are often witnessed within the life of one

i ndi vidual . For instance, Leo Tol stoy, a great and good man, at one tine
a sensual i st, has now turned ascetic; a common evolution in the |ives of
the saints. But excellent as this man is, there is yet a grave
inperfection in his cosnbs which to a degree vitiates the truth he




desires to teach: he leaves the element of beauty out of his formula.
Not caring for harnmony as set forth in color, formand sweet sounds, he
is quite willing to deny all others these things which mnister to

their well-being. There is in nost souls a hunger for beauty, just as
there is physical hunger. Beauty speaks to their spirits through the
senses; but Tol stoy woul d have your house barren to the verge of
hardshi p. My veneration for Count Tolstoy is profound, yet | nention him
here to show the grave danger that lies in allowi ng any nan, even one of
the wisest of nmen, to dictate to us what is best. W ourselves are the
better judges. Mdst of the frightful cruelties inflicted on nmen during

t he past have arisen sinply out of a difference of opinion that arose
through a difference in tenmperanment. The question is as alive to-day as
it was two thousand years ago--what expression is best? That is, what

shall we do to be saved? And concrete absurdity consists in saying that

we must all do the sane thing. Whether the race will ever growto a
poi nt where nen will be willing to | eave the natter of |ife-expression
to the individual is a question; but the mllenniumw |l never arrive

until men cease trying to conpel all other nmen to live after
one pattern.

Most people are anxious to do what is best for thenselves and | east
harnful for others. The average man now has intelligence enough: Utopia
is not far off, if the self-appointed folk who rule us, and teach us for
a consideration, would only be willing to do unto others as they would
be done by, that is to say, mnd their own business and cease coveting
things that belong to other people. War anmong nations and strife anobng

individuals is a result of the covetous spirit to possess.

Alittle nore patience, a little nore charity for all, alittle nore

|l ove; with less bowing dowmn to the past, and the silent ignoring of
pretended authority; a brave | ooking forward to the future, with nore
sel f-confidence and nore faith in our fellow nmen, and the race will be

ripe for a great burst of life and Iight.

[IlTustration]




Ti me and Chance

As the subject is somewhat conplex, | will have to explain it to you

The first point is that there is not so very nuch difference in the
intelligence of people after all. The great man is not so great as folks
think, and the dull man is not quite so stupid as he seens. The
difference in our estimates of men lies in the fact that one individual
is able to get his goods into the showw ndow, and the other is not

aware that he has any show w ndow or any goods.

"The soul knows all things, and know edge is only a renmenbering," says

Ener son.

This seenms a very broad statenent; and yet the fact remains that the
vast mpjority of nen know a thousand tinmes as nuch as they are aware of.
Far down in the silent depths of subconsciousness lie nyriads of truths,
each awaiting a tinme when its owner shall call it forth. To utilize
these stored-up thoughts, you nust express themto others; and to be
able to express themwell your soul has to soar into this subconscious
real m where you have cached these net results of experience. |In other
words, you nust "conme out"--get out of self--away from

sel f-consci ousness, into the region of partial oblivion--away fromthe
boundaries of tine and the Iimtations of space. The great painter
forgets all in the presence of his canvas; the witer is oblivious to
hi s surroundi ngs; the singer floats away on the w ngs of nelody (and
carries the audience with her); the orator pours out his soul for an
hour, and it seens to himas if barely five mnutes had passed, so rapt
is he in his exalted thene. Wien you reach the heights of sublimty and
are expressing your highest and best, you are in a partial trance
condition. And all nen who enter this condition surprise thenselves by
the quantity of know edge and the extent of insight they possess. And
sone going a little deeper than others into this trance condition, and
havi ng no know edge of the mracul ous storing up of truth in the

subconsci ous cells, junp to the conclusion that their intelligence is




guided by a spirit not theirs. Wien one reaches this conclusion he
begins to wither at the top, for he relies on the dead, and ceases to

feed the well-springs of his subconscious self.

The mind is a dual affair--objective and subjective. The objective m nd
sees all, hears all, reasons things out. The subjective mnd stores up
and only gives out when the objective m nd sleeps. And as few nen ever
cultivate the absorbed, reflective or sem -trance state, where the
objective mnd rests, they never really call on their subconscious
treasury for its stores. They are always sel f-consci ous.

A man in conmerce, where nen prey on their kind, nmust be alive and alert
to what is going on, or while he dreans, his conpetitor will seize upon

his birthright. And so you see why poets are poor and artists often beg.

And the sumring up of this sernmonette is that all nen are equally rich
only sone thru fate are able to nuster their mental |egions on the

pl ains of their being and count them while others are never able to
do so.

But what think you is necessary before a person can conme into ful
possessi on of his subconscious treasures? Wll, |I'Il tell you: It is not
ease, nor prosperity, nor requited love, nor worldly security--not

t hese.

"You sing well," said the master, inpatiently, to his best pupil, "but
you will never sing divinely until you have given your all for |ove,

and then been negl ected and rejected, and scorned and beaten, and |eft

for dead. Then, if you do not exactly die, you will cone back, and when
the world hears your voice it will mstake you for an angel and fall at
your feet."

And the noral is, that as long as you are satisfied and confortable, you
use only the objective nmind and live in the world of sense. But let |ove
be torn fromyour grasp and flee as a shadow-living only as a nmenory in
a haunting sense of loss; let death cone and the sky shut down over | ess




worth in the world; or stupid msunderstanding and crushing defeat grind
you into the dust, then you may arise, forgetting tine and space and
self, and take refuge in mansions not made with hands; and find a
certain sad, sweet satisfaction in the contenplation of treasures stored
up where noth and rust do not corrupt, and where thieves do not break

t hrough and steal.

And thus | ooking out into the Eternal, you entirely forget the present
and go forth into the Land of Subconsci ousness--the Land of Spirit,
where yet dwell the gods of ancient and innocent days? Is it worth
the cost?

Psychol ogy of a Religi ous Revival

Traveling to and fro over the |l and and up and down in it are nmen who
manage street-fairs.

Let it be known that a street-fair or Mardi Gras is never a spontaneous

expression of the carnival spirit on the part of the townspeople. These

festivals are a business--carefully planned, well advertised and carried
out with rmuch astuteness.

The nmen who manage street-fairs send advance agents, to nake
arrangenents with the | ocal merchants of the place--these secure the
|l egal permits that are necessary.

A week is set apart for the carnival, nuch advertising is done, the
newspapers, reflecting the will of the many, devote pages to the

wonder ful things that will happen. The shows arrive--the touters, the
spielers, the clows, the tunblers, the girls in tights, the singers!
The bands play--the carnival is on! The object of the fair is to boom

t he business of the town. The object of the professional managers of the
fair is to make nmoney for thensel ves, and this they do thru the

guaranty of the merchants, or a percentage on concessions, or both.




I amtold that no town whose business is on an absolutely safe and
secure footing ever resorts to a street-fair. The street-fair conmes in
when a rival town seens to be getting nore than its share of the trade.
When t he busi ness of Skaneateles is drifting to Waterl oo, then

Skaneat el es succunbs to a street-fair.

Sanitation, sewerage, good water supply, and school houses and paved
streets are not the result of throwing confetti, tooting tin horns and

wai ving the curfew | aw.

Whet her commerce is effectually hel ped by the street-fair, or a town
assisted to get on a firmfinancial basis through the mnistry of the
tomtom is a problem | |eave the question with students of politica
econony and pass on to a local condition which is not a theory. The
religious revivals that have recently been conducted in various parts of
the country were nost carefully planned busi ness schenes. One F. W/ bur
Chapman and his corps of well-trained associates nay be taken as a type
of the individuals who work up local religious excitenent for a

consi deration

Rel i gi ous revivals are nanaged very nmuch as are street-fairs. |If
religion is getting at a low ebb in your town, you can hire Chapnan, the
revivalist, just as you can secure the services of Farley, the

stri ke-breaker. Chapman and his hel pers go fromtown to town and from
city to city and work up this excitation as a business. They are paid
for their services a thousand dollars a week, or down to what they can
get fromcollections. Sonetines they work on a guaranty, and at other

tinmes on a percentage or contingent fee, or both.

Towns especially in need of M. Chapman's assistance will please send

for circulars, ternms and testinonials. No souls saved--no pay.

The basic elenent of the revival is hypnotism The schene of bringing
about the hypnosis, or the obfuscation of the intellect, has taken

generations to carefully perfect. The plan is first to depress the




spirit to a point where the subject is incapable of independent thought.
Mour nful rmusic, a nmonotonous voice of woe, tearful appeals to God,
dreary groans, the whole mingled with pious ejaculations, all tend to
produce a terrifying effect upon the auditor. The thought of God's

di spl easure is constantly dwelt upon--the idea of guilt, death and
eternal tornent. If the victins can be made to indulge in hysterica

| aughter occasionally, the control is better brought about. No chance is
al l owed for repose, poise or sane consideration. Wen the tinme seens
ripe a general promise of joy is made and the nusic takes an adagio
turn. The speaker's voice nowtells of triunph--offers of forgiveness
are tendered, and then the pronise of eternal life.

The final intent is to get the victimon his feet and nake hi m cone
forward and acknowl edge the fetich. This once done the convert finds

hi msel f anmong pl easant conpanions. H's social station is

i nproved- - peopl e shake hands with himand solicitously ask after his
wel fare. Hi s approbativeness is appealed to--his position is now one of
i nportance. And noreover, he is given to understand in nmany subtile ways
that as he will be dammed in another world if he does not acquiesce in
the fetich, so also will he be damed financially and socially here if
he does not join the church. The intent in every Christian comunity is
to boycott and nake a social outcast of the independent thinker. The
fetich furnishes excuse for the hypnotic processes. Wthout assumng a
personal God who can be appeased, eternal damation and the proposition
that you can win eternal life by believing a nyth, there is no sane
reason for the absurd hypnotic formnul as.

W are heirs to the past, its good and ill, and we all have a touch of
superstition, like a syphilitic taint. To eradicate this tyranny of fear
and get the cringe and crawl out of our natures, seens the one desirable
thing to lofty nminds. But the revivalist, knowi ng human nature, as al
confidence men do, banks on our superstitious fears and makes his appeal
to our acquisitiveness, offering us absolution and life eternal for a
consi deration--to cover expenses. As long as nmen are paid honors and
nmoney, can wear good cl othes, and be i mMmune from work for preaching
superstition, they will preach it. The hope of the world lies in




wi t hhol di ng supplies fromthe pious nendi cants who seek to hold our

mnds in thrall.

This idea of a divine bankrupt court where you can get forgiveness by
paying ten cents on the dollar, with the guaranty of becom ng a w nged
pauper of the skies, is not alluring excepting to a man who has been
wel | scared. Advance agents pave the way for revivalists by arranging
details with the local orthodox clergy. Universalists, Unitarians,
Christian Scientists and Befaym llites are all studiously avoided. The
object is to fill depleted pews of orthodox Protestant churches--these
pay the freight, and to the victor belong the spoils. The plot and pl an
is to stanpede into the pen of orthodoxy the intellectua
unwary--children and neurotic grown-ups. The cap-and-bells element is

| argely represented in Chapman's sel ect conpany of German- Aneri can
talent: the confetti of foolishness is throwmn at us--we dodge, | augh,
listen and no one has tine to think, weigh, sift or analyze. There are
the boom of rhetoric, the crack of confession, the interspersed

rebel -yell of triunph, the groans of despair, the cries of victory. Then
conme songs by paid singers, the pealing of the organ--rise and sing,
kneel and pray, entreaty, condemmation, msery, tears, threats, prom se,
j oy, happi ness, heaven, eternal bliss, decide now-not a nonent is to be

| ost, whoop-la you'll be a long tine in hell

Al this whirl is a carefully prepared plan, worked out by expert
flimflamers to addl e the reason, scranble intellect and make of nen

drooling derelicts.

What for?

I"I'l tell you--that Doctor Chapnan and his professional rooters may rol
in cheap honors, be imune fromall useful |abor and wax fat on the pay
of those who work. Second, that the orthodox churches may not advance

i nt o workshops and school houses, but nay renmain forever the hone of a
superstition. One would think that the prom se of making a person exenpt
fromthe results of his own m sdeeds, would turn the man of brains from

these religious shell-men in disgust. But under their hypnotic spell,




the m nds of nmany seemto suffer an obsession, and they are caught in
the swirl of foolish feeling, like a grocer's clerk in the hands of a
mesmeri st.

At Northfield, Massachusetts, is a college at which nen are taught and
trained, just as nen are drilled at a Tonsorial College, in every phase
of this pleasing episcopopography.

There is a good fellow by the suggestive nanme of Sunday who works the
religious graft. Sunday is the whirling dervish up to date. He and
Chapman and their cappers purposely avoid any trace of the ecclesiastic
in their attire. They dress |ike drumrers--trousers carefully creased,
two watch-chains and a warm vest. Their manner is free and easy, their
attitude famliar. The way they address the Almghty reveals that their
reverence for H msprings out of the supposition that He is very nuch
i ke thensel ves.

The indelicacy of the revivalists who recently called neetings to pray
for Fay MIls, was shown in their ardent supplications to God that He
should make MIls to be like them Fay MIls tells of the best way to
use this life here and now. He does not prophesy what will becone of you
if you do not accept his belief, neither does he promnise everlasting
life as a reward for thinking as he does. He realizes that he has not
the agency of everlasting life. Fay MIls is nore interested in having a
soul that is worth saving than in saving a soul that isn't. Chapman

tal ks about |ost souls as he m ght about collar buttons |ost under a
bureau, just as if God ever m splaced anything, or that all souls were
not God's souls, and therefore forever in H s keeping.

Doctor Chapman wants all nen to act alike and believe alike, not
realizing that progress is the result of individuality, and so long as a
man thinks, whether he is right or wong, he is nmaking head. Neither
does he realize that wong thinking is better than no thinking at all,
and that the only damation consists in ceasing to think, and accepting
t he concl usions of another. Final truths and final conclusions are

whol Iy unt hi nkable to sensible people in their sane nonents, but these




revivalists wish to sumup truth for all tine and put their | eaden

seal upon it.

In Los Angeles is a preacher by the name of Mintyre, a type of the
bl atant Bell arnine who exiled Galileo--a man who never doubts his own
infallibility, who talks like an oracle and continually tells of

perdition for all who disagree with him

Needl ess to say that Mcintyre |lacks hunor. Personally, | prefer the
McGregors, but in Los Angeles the Mcintyres are popular. It was Mlintyre
who called a neeting to pray for Fay MIls, and in proposing the neeting
Mcl ntyre made the unbl ushi ng announcenent that he had never net MIIs
nor heard hi m speak, nor had he read one of his books.

Chapman and Mclntyre represent the nodern types of

Phari seei sm-spielers and spouters for churchianity, and such are the
men who nake superstition of so long life. Superstition is the one
Infany--Voltaire was right. To pretend to believe a thing at which your
reason revolts--to stultify your intellect--this, if it exists at all
is the unpardonabl e sin. These nmuftis preach "the bl ood of Jesus," the
dogma that man without a belief in mracles is eternally lost, that
everlasting |life depends upon acknow edging this, that or the other.
Self-reliance, self-control and self-respect are the three things that
make a man a man.

But man has so recently taken on this ability to think, that he has not
yet gotten used to handling it. The tool is cunbrous in his hands. He is
afraid of it--this one characteristic that differentiates himfromthe

| oner ani mal s--so he abdicates and turns his divine birthright over to a
syndi cate. This conbination called a church agrees to take care of his
doubts and fears and do his thinking for him and to help matters al ong
he is assured that he is not fit to think for hinself, and to do so
woul d be a sin. Man, in his present crude state, holds sonmewhat the

sane attitude toward reason that an Apache Indian holds toward a
canera--the Indian thinks that to have his picture taken nmeans that he

will shrivel up and blow away in a nmonth. And Stanley relates that a




watch with its constant ticking sent the bravest of Congo chiefs into a
cold sweat of agonizing fear; on discovering which, the explorer had but
to draw his Waterbury and threaten to turn the whole bunch into
crocodil es, and at once they got busy and did his bidding. Stanley
exhibited the true Northfield-revival quality in banking on the

superstition of his wavering and frightened foll owers.

The revival neetin' is an orgie of the soul, a spiritual debauch--a
droppi ng from sane and sensible control into eroticism No person of
normal intelligence can afford to throw the reins of reason on the neck
of enption and ride a Tam O Shanter race to Bedlam This hysteria of the
uncurbed feelings is the only bl aspheny, and if there were a personal
God, He surely would be grieved to see that we have so absurd an idea of
Hm as to inmagi ne He woul d be pleased with our deporting the divine
gift of reason into the hell-box.

Revi val i sm works up the voltage, then nmakes no use of the current--the
wire is grounded. Let any one of these revivalists wite out his sernons
and print themin a book, and no sane nman could read them wi t hout danger
of paresis. The book would | ack synthesis, defy analysis, puzzle the
brain and paralyze the will. There would not be enough attic salt in it
to save it. It would be the supernacul um of the conmonpl ace, and prove
the author to be the | obscouse of literature, the loblolly of letters.
The churches want to enroll menmbers, and so desperate is the situation
that they are willing to get themat the price of self-respect. Hence
cone Sunday, Monday, Tuesday and Chapman, and play Svengali to our

Tril by. These gentlenmen use the methods and the tricks of the

aucti oneer--the bl andi shnents of the bookmaker--the sl eek, snmooth ways

of the professional spieler.

Wth this troupe of Christian clowns is one Chaeffer, who is a
specialist with children. He has neetings for boys and girls only, where
he plays tricks, grinaces, tells stories and gets his little hearers

| aughi ng, and thus having found an entrance into their hearts, he
suddenly reverses the lever, and has themcrying. He talks to these

little i nnocents about sin, the wath of God, the death of Christ, and




offers them a choi ce between everlasting life and eternal death. To the

person who knows and | oves chil dren--who has studied the gentle ways of

Froebel --this excitenment is vicious, concrete cruelty. Wakened vitality
foll ows cl ose upon overw ought nerves, and every excess has its

penal ty--the pendul umswi ngs as far this way as it does that.

These reverend gentlenen bray it into the ears of innocent little
children that they were born in iniquity, and in sin did their nothers
conceive them that the souls of all children over nine years (why
nine?) are lost, and the only way they can hope for heaven is through a
belief in a barbaric blood banboozle, that men of intelligence have |ong
since discarded. And all this in the name of the gentle Christ, who took
little children in his arnms and said, "OF such is the Kingdom

of Heaven."

Thi s pagan proposition of being born in sinis pollution to the mnd of
a child, and causes misery, unrest and heartache inconputable. A few
years ago we were congratul ating ourselves that the devil at |ast was
dead, and that the tears of pity had put out the fires of hell, but the
serpent of superstition was only slightly scotched, not kill ed.

The intent of the religious revival is dual: first, the claimis that
conversi on nakes nen | ead better |lives; second, it saves their souls

fromendl ess death or everlasting hell.

To make nmen | ead beautiful lives is excellent, but the Reverend Doctor
Chapman, nor any of his coll eagues, nor the denom nations that they
represent, will for an instant admt that the fact of a man living a
beautiful life will save his soul alive In fact, Doctor Chapman, Doctor
Torrey and Doctor Sunday, backed by the Reverend Doctor Mlntyre,
repeatedly warn their hearers of the danger of a norality that is not

acconpani ed by a belief in the "blood of Jesus."

So the beautiful life they talk of is the bait that covers the hook for
gudgeons. You have to accept the superstition, or your beautiful life to

themis a byword and a hi ssing.




Hence, to them superstition, and not conduct, is the vital thing.

If such a belief is not fanaticismthen have | read Wbster's

Unabridged Dictionary in vain. Belief in superstition nmakes no man

ki nder, gentler, nore useful to hinself or society. He can have all the
virtues without the fetich, and he may have the fetich and all the vices
beside. Mrrality is really not controlled at all by religion--if
statistics of reformschools and prisons are to be believed.

Fay MIls, according to Reverend Doctor Mintyre has all the virtues--he
is forgiving, kind, gentle, nodest, helpful. But Fay has abandoned the
fetich--hence McIntyre and Chapman call upon the public to pray for Fay
MIlls. MIls had the virtues when he believed in the fetich--and now
that he has di savowed the fetich, he still has the virtues, and in a
degree he never before had. Even those who oppose himadmt this, but

still they declare that he is forever "lost."

Rever end Doctor Chaeffer says there are two kinds of habits--good and
bad.

There are also two kinds of religion, good and bad. The religion of

ki ndness, good cheer, hel pful ness and useful effort is good. And on this
point there is no dispute--it is admtted everywhere by every grade of
intellect. But any formof religion that incorporates a belief in

m racles and ot her barbaric superstitions, as a necessity to salvation,
is not only bad, but very bad. And all nen, if left alone | ong enough to
t hi nk, know that sal vati on depends upon redenption froma belief in
mracles. But the intent of Doctor Chapnan and his theol ogi cal rough
riders is to stanpede the herd and set it a mlling. To rope the

maveri cks and place upon themthe MlIntyre brand is then quite easy.

As for the reaction and the cleaning up after the carnival, our
revivalists are not concerned. The confetti, collapsed ball oons and
peanut shucks are the net assets of the revival--and these are left for

the | ocal managers.




Revivals are for the revivalists, and sone fine norning these reviva
towns will arise, rub their sleepy eyes, and Chaprman will be but a bad
taste in the nouth, and Sunday, Chaeffer, Torrey, Biederwolf and
Conmpany, a troubled dream To preach hagiology to civilized people is a
| apse that Nenesis will not overlook. Anerica stands for the Twentieth
Century, and if in a noment of weakness she slips back to the exuberant
folly of the frenzied piety of the Sixteenth, she nust pay the penalty.
Two things man will have to do--get free fromthe bondage of other nen;
and second, liberate hinmself fromthe phantons of his own mind. On
neither of these points does the revivalist help or aid in any way.

Ef f ervescence is not character and every debauch nust be paid for in
vitality and sel f-respect.

Al'l formal organized religions through which the pronoters and nmanagers
thrive are bad, but some are worse than others. The nobre superstition a
religion has, the worse it is. Usually religions are nmade up of norality
and superstition. Pure superstition alone would be revolting--in our day
it would attract nobody--so the idea is introduced that norality and
religion are inseparable. | am against the men who pretend to believe
that ethics without a fetich is vain and usel ess.

The preachers who preach the beauty of truth, honesty and a useful,
hel pful Iife, I amw th, head, heart and hand.

The preachers who declare that there can be no such thing as a beauti ful
life unless it will accept superstition, | am against, tooth, claw,
club, tongue and pen. Down with the Infany! | prophesy a day when

busi ness and education will be synonynous--when commerce and col | ege
will join hands--when the preparation for |life will be to go to work.

As long as trade was trickery, business barter, comrerce finesse,
government expl oitation, slaughter honorable, and nmurder a fine art;
when religion was ignorant superstition, piety the worship of a fetich
and education a clutch for honors, there was small hope for the race.

Under these conditions everything tended towards division, dissipation,




di sintegration, separation--darkness, death.

But with the supremacy gai ned by science, the introduction of the
one-price systemin business, and the gradually grow ng conviction that
honesty is man's nost val uabl e asset, we behold light at the end of

t he tunnel.

It only remains now for the laity to drive conviction hone upon the
clergy, and prove to themthat pretence has its penalty, and to bring to
the nmourners' bench that trinity of offenders, somewhat ironically
designated as the Three Learned Professions, and mankind will be well

out upon the broad hi ghway, the towering domes of the lIdeal Cty

in sight.

One- Man Power

Every successful concern is the result of a One-Man Power. Cooeperation
technically, is an iridescent dream-things cooeperate because the man

makes them He cenents themby his will.

But find this Man, and get his confidence, and his weary eyes will | ook
into yours and the cry of his heart shall echo in your ears. "O for

some one to help ne bear this burden!"”

Then he will tell you of his endless search for Ability, and of his
continual disappointnments and thwartings in trying to get sonme one to

hel p himsel f by hel pi ng him

Ability is the one crying need of the hour. The banks are bulging with
money, and everywhere are men | ooking for work. The harvest is ripe. But
the Ability to captain the unenpl oyed and utilize the capital, is

| acki ng--sadly lacking. In every city there are many five- and

ten-t housand-dol | ar-a-year positions to be filled, but the only
applicants are nen who want jobs at fifteen dollars a week. Your man of




Ability has a place already. Yes, Ability is a rare article.

But there is something that is nuch scarcer, sonething finer far
something rarer than this quality of Ability.

It is the ability to recognize Ability.

The sternest conment that ever can be nade agai nst enployers as a cl ass,
lies in the fact that nen of Ability usually succeed in showing their
worth in spite of their enployer, and not with his assistance and

encour agenent .

If you know the lives of nen of Ability, you know that they discovered
their power, alnobst wi thout exception, thru chance or accident. Had the
acci dent not occurred that rmade the opportunity, the nman woul d have
remai ned unknown and practically lost to the world. The experience of
Tom Potter, tel egraph operator at an obscure little way station, is
truth painted large. That fearful night, when nost of the wires were
down and a passenger train went through the bridge, gave Tom Potter the
opportunity of discovering hinmself. He took charge of the dead, cared
for the wounded, settled fifty clainms--drawing drafts on the
conpany--burned the | ast vestige of the weck, sunk the waste iron in
the river and repaired the bridge before the arrival of the

Superi ntendent on the spot.

"Who gave you the authority to do all this?" denanded the
Superi nt endent .

"Nobody," replied Tom "I assuned the authority."
The next nonth Tom Potter's salary was five thousand dollars a year, and
in three years he was nmaking ten tinmes this, sinply because he coul d get

other men to do things.

Way wait for an accident to discover Tom Potter? Let us set traps for

Tom Potter, and lie in wait for him Perhaps Tom Potter is just around




the corner, across the street, in the next room or at our el bow.
Myri ads of enbryonic Tom Potters await discovery and devel opnent if we
but | ook for them

I know a man who roaned the woods and fields for thirty years and never
found an Indian arrow. One day he began to think "arrow, " and stepping
out of his doorway he picked one up. Since then he has collected a
bushel of them

Suppose we cease wailing about inconpetence, sleepy indifference and

sli pshod "hel p" that watches the clock. These things exist--let us

di spose of the subject by admitting it, and then enphasize the fact that
freckled farmer boys cone out of the West and East and often go to the
front and do things in a masterly way. There is one nane that stands out
in history like a beacon light after all these twenty-five hundred years
have passed, just because the man had the subline genius of discovering

Ability. That man is Pericles. Pericles nade Athens.

And to-day the very dust of the streets of Athens is being sifted and
searched for relics and remants of the things nade by people who were
captai ned by nen of Ability who were discovered by Pericles.

There is very little conpetition in this Iine of discovering Ability. W
sit down and wail because Ability does not come our way. Let us think
"Ability," and possibly we can jostle Pericles there on his pedestal,
where he has stood for over a score of centuries--the man with a suprene
genius for recognizing Ability. Hail to thee, Pericles, and hail to
thee, Great Unknown, who shall be the first to successfully imtate this

captain of nen.

Mental Attitude

Success is in the blood. There are nmen whom fate can never keep
down--they march forward in a jaunty manner, and take by divine right




the best of everything that the earth affords. But their success is not
attai ned by neans of the Sarmuel Smles-Connecticut policy. They do not
lie in wait, nor scheme, nor fawn, nor seek to adapt their sails to
catch the breeze of popular favor. Still, they are ever alert and alive
to any good that nay cone their way, and when it cones they sinply

appropriate it, and tarrying not, nove steadily on

Good heal th! Whenever you go out of doors, draw the chin in, carry the
crown of the head high, and fill the lungs to the utnost; drink in the
sunshine; greet your friends with a smle, and put soul into every

hand- cl asp.

Do not fear being m sunderstood; and never waste a nonent thinking about
your enemies. Try to fix firmly in your own mnd what you would like to
do, and then wi thout violence of direction you will nove straight to

t he goal

Fear is the rock on which we split, and hate the shoal on which nany a
barque is stranded. Wen we becone fearful, the judgnment is as
unreliable as the conpass of a ship whose hold is full of iron ore; when
we hate, we have unshipped the rudder; and if ever we stop to neditate
on what the gossips say, we have all owed a hawser to foul the screw

Keep your m nd on the great and splendid thing you would like to do; and
then, as the days go gliding by, you will find yourself unconsciously
sei zing the opportunities that are required for the fulfillnment of your
desire, just as the coral insect takes fromthe running tide the

el enents that it needs. Picture in your m nd the able, earnest, usefu
person you desire to be, and the thought that you hold is hourly
transformng you into that particular individual you so admre.

Thought is supreme, and to think is often better than to do.

Preserve a right nmental attitude--the attitude of courage, frankness and

good cheer.




Darwi n and Spencer have told us that this is the nmethod of Creation.
Each ani mal has evolved the parts it needed and desired. The horse is

fl eet because he wishes to be; the bird flies because it desires to; the
duck has a web foot because it wants to swim Al things cone through
desire and every sincere prayer is answered. W becone |ike that on

whi ch our hearts are fixed.

Many peopl e know this, but they do not know it thoroughly enough so that
it shapes their lives. W want friends, so we schene and chase 'cross
lots after strong people, and lie in wait for good fol ks--or alleged
good fol ks--hoping to be able to attach ourselves to them The only way
to secure friends is to be one. And before you are fit for friendship
you nust be able to do without it. That is to say, you nust have
sufficient self-reliance to take care of yourself, and then out of the

surplus of your energy you can do for others.

The individual who craves friendship, and yet desires a self-centered

spirit nore, will never lack for friends.

If you would have friends, cultivate solitude instead of society. Drink
in the ozone; bathe in the sunshine; and out in the silent night, under
the stars, say to yourself again and yet again, "I ama part of all ny
eyes behold!" And the feeling then will come to you that you are no
mere interloper between earth and heaven; but you are a necessary part
of the whole. No harmcan cone to you that does not conme to all, and if

you shall go down it can only be anmid a weck of worlds.

Li ke old Job, that which we fear will surely cone upon us. By a wong
mental attitude we have set in notion a train of events that ends in

di saster. People who die in niddle life fromdi sease, al nost w thout
exception, are those who have been preparing for death. The acute tragic
condition is sinply the result of a chronic state of mnd--a cul mnation

of a series of events.

Character is the result of two things, nental attitude, and the way we
spend our time. It is what we think and what we do that make us what




we are.

By laying hold on the forces of the universe, you are strong with them
And when you realize this, all else is easy, for in your arteries wll
course red corpuscles, and in your heart the determned resolution is
born to do and to be. Carry your chin in and the crown of your head
high. We are gods in the chrysalis.

The CQut si der

Wien | was a farmer lad | noticed that whenever we bought a new cow, and
turned her into the pasture with the herd, there was a genera
inclination on the part of the rest to nake the new cow thi nk she had

| anded in the orthodox perdition. They woul d hook her away fromthe
salt, chase her fromthe water, and the |ong-horned ones, for severa
weeks, would | ose no opportunity to give her vigorous digs, pokes

and prods.

Wth horses it was the sane. And | renmenber one particular little black
mare that we boys used to transfer fromone pasture to another, just to
see her back into a herd of horses and hear her hoofs play a resounding
solo on their ribs as they gathered round to do her m schief.

Men are aninmals just as much as are cows, horses and pigs; and they
mani fest simlar proclivities. The introduction of a new man into an
institution always causes a small panic of resentnent, especially if he
be a person of sone power. Even in schools and coll eges the new teacher

has to fight his way to overcone the opposition he is certain to neet.
In a lunber canp, the newconer would do well to take the initiative,
like that little black mare, and nmeet the first black ook with a

short-arm j ab.

But in a bank, departnent store or railroad office this cannot be. So




the next best thing is to endure, and win out by an attention to

busi ness to which the place is unaccustoned. In any event, the bigger
the man, unless he has the absolute power to overawe everything, the
nmore unconfortable will be his position until gradually time snooths the
way and new i ssues cone up for criticism opposition and resentnent, and
he is forgotten.

The idea of Cvil Service Reform-pronmotion for the good nmen in your
enpl oy rather than hiring new ones for the big places--is a rule which
| ooks well on paper but is a fatal policy if carried out to the letter.

The business that is not progressive is sowing the seeds of its own
dissolution. Life is a novenent forward, and all things in nature that
are not evolving into sonething better are preparing to return into
their constituent el enents. One general rule for progress in big

busi ness concerns is the introduction of new bl ood. You must keep step
with the business world. If you |lag behind, the outlaws that hang on the
flanks of commerce will cut you out and take you captive, just as the
wolves lie in wait for the sick cow of the plains.

To keep your columms marchi ng you nmust introduce new net hods, new
i nspiration and seize upon the best that others have invented or
di scovered.

The great railroads of America have evol ved together. No one of them has
an appliance or a nmethod that is nmuch beyond the rest. If it were not
for this interchange of nmen and i deas sone railroads would still be
using the Iink and pin, and snake-heads would be as commbn as in the
year 1869.

The railroad nanager who knows his business is ever on the | ookout for
excel | ence anpong his nmen, and he pronotes those who give an undi vi ded
service. But besides this he hires a strong man occasionally fromthe
outsi de and pronotes himover everybody. Then out cone the hanmers!

But this makes but little difference to your conpetent manager--if a




place is to be filled and he has no one on his payroll big enough to
fill it, he hires an outsider.

That is right and well for every one concerned. The new |life of many a
firmdates fromthe day they hired a new man.

Communities that intermarry raise a fine crop of scrubs, and the result
is the same in business ventures. Two of Anerica's largest publishing
houses failed for a tidy sumof five mllions or so each, a few years
ago, just thru a dogged policy, that extended over a period of fifty
years, of pronoting cousins, uncles and aunts whose only clai m of
efficiency was that they had been on the pension roll for a long tine.
This way lies dry-rot.

If you are a business man, and have a position of responsibility to be
filled, look carefully anmong your old helpers for a man to pronote. But
if you haven't a man big enough to fill the place, do not put in a
little one for the sake of peace. Go outside and find a man and hire
him-never mnd the salary if he can nan the position--wages are al ways
relative to earning power. This will be the only way you can really man
your shi p.

As for Civil Service Rules--rules are nade to be broken. And as for the
| ong- horned ones who will attenpt to nake life m serable for your new
enpl oye, be patient with them It is the privilege of everybody to do a
reasonabl e anount of kicking, especially if the person has been a | ong

time with one concern and has received many benefits.

But if at the last, worst comes to worst, do not forget that you
yoursel f are at the head of the concern. If it fails you get the blane.
And should the anvil chorus becone so persistent that there is danger of
di scord taking the place of harnony, stand by your new nman, even tho it
is necessary to give the blue envel ope to every antedil uvian. Precedence
in business is a matter of power, and years in one position may nean
that the man has been there so long that he needs a change. Let the

zephyrs of natural law play freely thru your whiskers.




So here is the argunent: pronote your deserving nmen, but do not be
afraid to hire a keen outsider; he hel ps everybody, even the Kkickers,
for if you disintegrate and go down in defeat, the kickers will have to
skirm sh around for new jobs anyway. Isn't that so?

Get Qut or CGet in Line

Abraham Lincoln's letter to Hooker! If all the letters, nessages and
speeches of Lincoln were destroyed, except that one letter to Hooker, we
still would have an excellent index to the heart of the Rail-Splitter.

In this letter we see that Lincoln ruled his own spirit; and we al so
behol d the fact that he could rule others. The letter shows w se

di pl omacy, frankness, kindliness, wit, tact and infinite patience.
Hooker had harshly and unjustly criticised Lincoln, his commander in
chief. But Lincoln waives all this in deference to the virtues he
bel i eves Hooker possesses, and pronmotes himto succeed Burnside. In
ot her words, the man who had been wronged pronpotes the nan who had
wronged him over the head of a man whom the pronotee had w onged and

for whomthe promoter had a warm personal friendship.

But all personal considerations were sunk in view of the end desired.
Yet it was necessary that the nan pronoted should know the truth, and
Lincoln told it to himin a way that did not humliate nor fire to
foolish anger; but which surely prevented the attack of cerebral

el ephantiasis to which Hooker was |i abl e.

Per haps we had better give the letter entire, and so here it is:

Executi ve Mansi on
Washi ngt on, January 26, 1863.




Maj or - Gener al Hooker:

General :--1 have placed you at the head of the Arny of the Potomac. O
course, | have done this upon what appear to me to be sufficient
reasons, and yet | think it best for you to know that there are sone

things in regard to which I amnot quite satisfied with you

| believe you to be a brave and skilful soldier, which, of course,
like. | also believe you do not mx politics with your position, in
whi ch you are right.

You have confidence in yourself, which is a valuable if not an
i ndi spensable quality.

You are anbitious, which, wthin reasonabl e bounds, does good rather
than harm but | think that during General Burnside's command of the
arnmy you have taken counsel of your anbition and thwarted himas much as
you could, in which you did a great wong to the country, and to a nobst
nmeritorious and honorabl e brother officer.

I have heard, in such a way as to believe it, of your recently saying
that both the arnmy and the government needed a dictator. O course, it
was not for this, but in spite of it, that | have given you the conmand.
Only those general s who gain successes can set up dictators. Wat | now
ask of you is mlitary success, and I will risk the dictatorship. The
governnment will support you to the utnost of its ability, which is
neither nore nor less than it has done and will do for all commanders.
much fear that the spirit you have aided to infuse into the arny, of
criticising their commander and wi t hhol di ng confidence fromhim wll
now turn upon you. | shall assist you as far as | can to put it down.
Nei t her you nor Napoleon, if he were alive again, could get any good out
of an army while such a spirit prevails init. And now beware of

rashness, but with sleepless vigilance go forward and give us victories.

Yours very truly, A LINCOLN.




One point inthis letter is especially worth our consideration, for it
suggests a condition that springs up like deadly nightshade froma

poi sonous soil. | refer to the habit of carping, sneering, grunbling and
criticising those who are above us. The man who is anybody and who does
anything is certainly going to be criticised, vilified and

m sunderstood. This is a part of the penalty for greatness, and every
great man understands it; and understands, too, that it is no proof of
greatness. The final proof of greatness lies in being able to endure
contunely wi thout resentnent. Lincoln did not resent criticisnm he knew
that every life was its own excuse for being, but |ook how he calls
Hooker's attention to the fact that the di ssension Hooker has sown is
going to return and plague him "Neither you, nor Napoleon, if he were
alive, could get any good out of an arny while such a spirit prevails in
it." Hooker's fault falls on Hooker--others suffer, but Hooker suffers
nmost of all.

Not long ago | nmet a Yal e student hone on a vacation. | amsure he did
not represent the true Yale spirit, for he was full of criticismand
bitterness toward the institution. President Hadley canme in for his
share, and | was given itens, facts, data, with tines and places, for a

"peach of a roast."

Very soon | saw the trouble was not with Yale, the trouble was with the
young man. He had nentally dwelt on sonme trivial slights until he had
gotten so out of harnmony with the place that he had | ost the power to

derive any benefit fromit. Yale college is not a perfect institution--a

fact, | suppose, that President Hadl ey and nost Yale nmen are quite
willing to adnmit; but Yale does supply young nen certain advantages, and
it depends upon the students whether they will avail thensel ves of

t hese advantages or not. If you are a student in college, seize upon
the good that is there. You receive good by giving it. You gain by

gi ving--so give synpathy and cheerful loyalty to the institution. Be
proud of it. Stand by your teachers--they are doing the best they can
If the place is faulty, make it a better place by an exanple of
cheerfully doing your work every day the best you can. M nd your

own busi ness.




If the concern where you are enployed is all wong, and the Ad Man is a
curnudgeon, it may be well for you to go to the dd Man and
confidentially, quietly and kindly tell himthat his policy is absurd
and preposterous. Then show himhow to reform his ways, and you m ght
offer to take charge of the concern and cleanse it of its secret faults.
Do this, or if for any reason you should prefer not, then take your
choice of these: Get Qut, or Get in Line. You have got to do one or the
ot her--now make your choice. If you work for a man, in heaven's nane

work for him

If he pays you wages that supply you your bread and butter, work for
hi m-speak well of him think well of him stand by himand stand by

the institution that he represents.

I think if I worked for a man, | would work for him | would not work
for hima part of the tine, and the rest of the time work against him |
woul d gi ve an undivi ded service or none. |If put to the pinch, an ounce

of loyalty is worth a pound of cleverness.

If you must vilify, condemm and eternally disparage, why, resign your
position, and then when you are outside, dann to your heart's content.
But | pray you, as long as you are a part of an institution, do not
condemm it. Not that you will injure the institution--not that--but when

you di sparage a concern of which you are a part, you di sparage yourself.

More than that, you are loosening the tendrils that hold you to the
institution, and the first high wind that happens along, you will be
uprooted and blown away in the blizzard' s track--and probably you w Il
never know why. The letter only says, "Tines are dull and we regret

there is not enough work," et cetera.

Everywhere you will find these out-of-a-job fellows. Talk with them and
you will find that they are full of railing, bitterness, scorn and
condemation. That was the trouble--thru a spirit of fault-finding they

got thensel ves swng around so they bl ocked the channel, and had to be




dynamited. They were out of harnmony with the place, and no | onger being
a help they had to be renoved. Every enployer is constantly | ooking for
peopl e who can help him naturally he is on the | ookout anong his

enpl oyees for those who do not help, and everything and everybody that
is a hindrance has to go. This is the law of trade--do not find fault
withit; it is founded on nature. The reward is only for the nman who
hel ps, and in order to help you nust have synpat hy.

You cannot help the A d Man so long as you are explaining in an
undertone and whi sper, by gesture and suggestion, by thought and nent al
attitude that he is a curnmudgeon and that his systemis dead wong. You
are not necessarily menacing himby stirring up this caul dron of

di scontent and warmng envy into strife, but you are doing this: you are
getting yourself on a well-greased chute that will give you a quick ride
down and out. Wen you say to other enpl oyees that the Ad Man is a
curnudgeon, you reveal the fact that you are one; and when you tell them
that the policy of the institution is "rotten," you certainly show

that yours is.

This bad habit of fault-finding, criticising and conplaining is a tool
that grows keener by constant use, and there is grave danger that he who
at first is only a noderate kicker may develop into a chronic knocker

and the knife he has sharpened will sever his head.

Hooker got his pronotion even in spite of his many failings; but the
chances are that your enployer does not have the | ove that Lincoln
had--the love that suffereth long and is kind. But even Lincoln could
not protect Hooker forever. Hooker failed to do the work, and Lincoln
had to try sonme one else. So there cane a tinme when Hooker was
superseded by a Silent Man, who criticised no one, railed at nobody--not
even the eneny.

And this Silent Man, who could rule his own spirit, took the cities. He
m nded his own busi ness, and did the work that no nan can ever do unl ess
he constantly gives absolute |oyalty, perfect confidence, unswerving

fidelity and untiring devotion. Let us mnd our own business, and all ow




others to mind theirs, thus working for self by working for the good
of all.

The Week-Day, Keep it Holy

Did it ever strike you that it is a nost absurd and seni-barbaric thing

to set one day apart as "hol y?"

If you are a witer and a beautiful thought conmes to you, you never
hesitate because it is Sunday, but you wite it down.

If you are a painter, and the picture appears before you, vivid and
clear, you nmake haste to materialize it ere the vision fades.

If you are a nusician, you sing a song, or play it on the piano, that it
may be etched upon your nenory--and for the joy of it.

But if you are a cabinet-naker, you may nake a design, but you will have
to halt before you nake the table, if the day happens to be the "Lord's
Day"; and if you are a blacksnith, you will not dare to |ift a hammer,
for fear of conscience or the police. Al of which is an admi ssion that
we regard rmanual | abor as a sort of necessary evil, and nust be done
only at certain tinmes and pl aces.

The orthodox reason for abstinence fromall nanual |abor on Sunday is
that "God made the heavens and the earth in six days and on the seventh
He rested," therefore, man, created in the image of his Maker, should
hold this day sacred. How it can be possible for a supreme, omi potent
and al | - powerful being wthout "body, parts or passions" to becone

weari ed thru physical exertion is a question that is as yet unanswered.

The idea of serving God on Sunday and then forgetting Hmall the week
is a fallacy that is fostered by the Reverend Doctor Sayles and his

coadj utor, Deacon Buffum who passes the Panama for the benefit of those




who woul d buy absolution. O, if you prefer, salvation being free, what
we place in the Panama is an honorariumfor Deity or his agent, just as
our noted authors never speak at banquets for pay, but accept the
honorariumthat in some occult and nysterious manner is left on the
mantel . Sunday, with its immunity fromwork, was devised for slaves who

got out of all the work they could during the week.

Then, to tickle the approbativeness of the slave, it was declared a
virtue not to work on Sunday, a nost pleasing bit of Tom Sawyer

di plomacy. By followi ng his inclinations and doing nothing, a

mysteri ous, skyey benefit accrues, which the |azy man hopes to have and
to hold for eternity.

Then the slaves who do no work on Sunday, point out those who do as
beneath themin virtue, and deserving of contenpt. Upon this theory al
| aws whi ch punish the person who works or plays on Sunday have been
passed. Does God cease work one day in seven, or is the work that He
does on Sunday especially different fromthat which He perforns on
Tuesday? The Saturday hal f-holiday is not "sacred"--the Sunday holiday
is, and we have |aws to punish those who "violate" it. No nman can

viol ate the Sabbath; he can, however, violate his own nature, and this
he is nore apt to do through enforced idleness than either work or play.
Only running water is pure, and stagnant nature of any sort is
dangerous--a breedi ng-pl ace for disease.

Change of occupation is necessary to nental and physical health. As it
is, nmost people get too nuch of one kind of work. Al the week they are
chained to a task, a repugnant task because the dose is too big. They
have to do this particular job or starve. This is slavery, quite as
much as when man was bought and sold as a chattel

WIl there not conme a tinme when all nmen and wonen will work because it
is a blessed gift--a privilege? Then, if all worked, wasteful consum ng
as a business would cease. As it is, there are many people who do not
work at all, and these pride thenselves upon it and uphold the Sunday
laws. If the idlers would work, nobody woul d be overworked. If this tine




ever cones shall we not cease to regard it as "w cked" to work at
certain times, just as nmuch as we would count it absurd to pass a | aw
meking it illegal for us to be happy on Wednesday? Isn't good work an
effort to produce a useful, necessary or beautiful thing? If so, good
work is a prayer, pronpted by a loving heart--a prayer to benefit and
bless. If prayer is not a desire, backed up by a right human effort to
bring about its efficacy, then what is it?

Wrk is a service performed for ourselves and others. If | |ove you
will surely work for you--in this way | reveal nmy love. And to nanifest
my love in this manner is a joy and gratification to ne. Thus work is
for the worker alone and labor is its own reward. These things being
true, if it is wong to work on Sunday, it is wong to | ove on Sunday;

every smle is a sin, every caress a curse, and all tenderness a crine.

Must there not conme a tinme, if we growin nmentality and spirit, when we
shall cease to differentiate and quit calling some work secul ar and sone
sacred? Isn't it as necessary for ne to hoe corn and feed ny | oved ones
(and also the priest) as for the priest to preach and pray? Wuld any
priest ever preach and pray if sonebody didn't hoe? If life is from God,
then all useful effort is divine; and to work is the highest form of
religion. If God made us, surely He is pleased to see that Hs work is a
success. |If we are miserable, willing to liberate life with a bare
bodki n, we certainly do not conplinent our Maker in thus proclaimng His
work a failure. But if our lives are full of gladness and we are
grateful for the feeling that we are one with Deity--helping God to do
H s work, then, and only then do we truly serve H m

Isn't it strange that nen should have nade | aws declaring that it is
wi cked for us to work?

Excl usi ve Friendshi ps

An excellent and gentle man of ny acquai ntance has said, "Wen fifty-one




per cent of the voters believe in cooeperation as opposed to conpetition,
the I deal Commonwealth will cease to be a theory and becone a fact."

That men should work together for the good of all is very beautiful, and
| believe the day will cone when these things will be, but the sinple
process of fifty-one per cent of the voters casting ballots for
socialismw Il not bring it about.

The matter of voting is sinmply the expression of a sentinent, and after
the ballots have been counted there still renmains the work to be done. A

man mght vote right and act like a fool the rest of the year.

The socialist who is full of bitterness, fight, faction and jeal ousy is
creating an opposition that will hold himand all others like himin
check. And this opposition is well, for even a very inperfect society is
forced to protect itself against dissolution and a condition which is
worse. To take over the nmonopolies and operate them for the good of
society is not enough, and not desirable either, so long as the idea of

rivalry is rife.

As long as self is uppernost in the mnds of nen, they will fear and
hate ot her nmen, and under socialismthere would be precisely the sane

scranbl e for place and power that we see in politics now

Soci ety can never be reconstructed until its individual menbers are
reconstructed. Man nust be born again. Wen fifty-one per cent of the
voters rule their own spirit and have put fifty-one per cent of their
present envy, jealousy, bitterness, hate, fear and foolish pride out of
their hearts, then Christian socialismw |l be at hand, and not

until then.

The subject is entirely too big to dispose of in a paragraph, so | am
just going to content nyself here with the nention of one thing, that so
far as | know has never been nentioned in print--the danger to society
of exclusive friendships between nan and nan, and wonman and woman. No

two persons of the sane sex can conpl enent each other, neither can they




long uplift or benefit each other. Usually they deformthe nental and
spiritual estate. W should have many acquai ntances or none. \Wen two

men begin to "tell each other everything," they are hiking for senility.
There nust be a bit of well-defined reserve. W are told that in
matter--solid steel for instance--the nol ecul es never touch. They never
surrender their individuality. W are all nolecules of Divinity, and our
personal ity should not be abandoned. Be yourself, let no man be
necessary to you--your friend will think nore of you if you keep him at
alittle distance. Friendship, like credit, is highest where it is

not used.

I can understand how a strong nman can have a great and abiding affection
for a thousand other nen, and call themall by nanme, but how he can
regard any one of these nmen nmuch higher than another and preserve his

ment al bal ance, | do not know.

Let a nman cone cl ose enough and he'll clutch you |ike a drowning person
and down you both go. In a close and exclusive friendship nmen partake of
ot hers' weaknesses.

In shops and factories it happens constantly that men will have their
chuns. These nen relate to each other their troubl es--they keep nothing

back--they synpat hize with each other, they mutually condol e.

They conbi ne and stand by each other. Their friendship is exclusive and
others see that it is. Jeal ousy creeps in, suspicion awakens, hate
crouches around the corner, and these nen conbine in nmutual dislike for
certain things and persons. They foment each other, and their synpathy
dilutes sanity--by recognizing their troubles men make themreal. Things
get out of focus, and the sense of values is |ost. By thinking sone one

is an eneny you evolve himinto one.

Soon others are involved and we have a clique. A clique is a friendship
gone to seed.

A clique develops into a faction, and a faction into a feud, and soon we




have a nmob, which is a blind, stupid, insane, crazy, ranping and roaring
mass that has lost the rudder. In a nob there are no individual s--al

are of one m nd, and independent thought is gone.

A feud is founded on nothing--it is a nistake--a fool idea fanned into

flame by a fool friend! And it may beconme a nob.

Every man who has had anything to do with comunal |ife has noticed
that the clique is the disintegrating bacillus--and the clique has its
rise always in the exclusive friendship of two persons of the same sex,
who tell each other all unkind things that are said of each other--"so
be on your guard." Beware of the exclusive friendship! Respect all nen
and try to find the good in all. To associate only with the sociabl e,
the witty, the wise, the brilliant, is a blunder--go anong the plain,
the stupid, the uneducated, and exercise your own wit and wi sdom You
grow by giving--have no favorites--you hold your friend as nuch by

keepi ng away fromhimas you do by followi ng after him

Revere him-yes, but be natural and |l et space intervene. Be a Divine

nmol ecul e.

Be yourself and give your friend a chance to be hinself. Thus do you

benefit him and in benefiting himyou benefit yourself.

The finest friendships are between those who can do wi thout each other.

O course there have been cases of exclusive friendship that are pointed
out to us as grand exanples of affection, but they are so rare and
exceptional that they serve to enphasize the fact that it is

exceedi ngly unwi se for nmen of ordinary power and intellect to exclude
their fellow nen. A few nmen, perhaps, who are big enough to have a pl ace
in history, could play the part of David to another's Jonathan and yet
retain the good will of all, but the nbst of us would engender

bitterness and strife.

And this beautiful dream of socialism where each shall work for the




good of all, will never cone about until fifty-one per cent of the
adults shall abandon all exclusive friendships. Until that day arrives
you wi Il have cliques, denom nations--which are cliques grown

bi g--factions, feuds and occasi onal nobs.

Do not |l ean on any one, and let no one | ean on you. The ideal society
will be made up of ideal individuals. Be a man and be a friend to

ever ybody.

When the Master adnoni shed his disciples to |ove their enem es, he had

in mnd the truth that an exclusive love is a mistake--love dies when it
is monopolized--it grows by giving. Love, lim, is an error. Your eneny
is one who m sunderstands you--why should you not rise above the fog and

see his error and respect himfor the good qualities you find in hin®

The Folly of Living in the Future

The question is often asked, "Wat becomes of all the Val edictorians and
all the O ass-Day Poets?"

I can give information as to two parties for whomthis inquiry is
made- -t he Val edictorian of my class is now a nost industrious and worthy
fl oor-wal ker in Siegel, Cooper & Conpany's store, and | was the

Cl ass-Day Poet. Both of us had our eyes fixed on the Goal. W stood on
the Threshold and | ooked out upon the Wrld preparatory to going forth,
seizing it by the tail and snapping its head off for our own

del ectati on

We had our eyes fixed on the Goal--it mght better have been the gaol

It was a very absurd thing for us to fix our eyes on the Goal. It

strai ned our vision and took our attention fromour work. W |ost our

grip on the present.




To think of the Goal is to travel the distance over and over in your
m nd and dwell on how awfully far off it is. W have so little

m nd- - doi ng business on such a limted capital of intellect--that to
wear it threadbare |ooking for a far-off thing is to get hopel essly

stranded in Siegel, Cooper & Company.

O course, Siegel, Cooper & Conpany is all right, too, but the point is
this--it wasn't the Goal

A goodly dash of indifference is a requisite in the formula for doing a
great work.

No one knows what the Goal is--we are all sailing under seal ed orders.

Do your work to-day, doing it the best you can, and live one day at a
time. The man that does this is conserving his God-given energy, and not
spinning it out into tenuous spider threads so fragile and filny that
unkind Fate will probably brush it away.

To do your work well to-day, is the certain preparation for sonething
better to-norrow. The past has gone fromus forever; the future we
cannot reach; the present alone is ours. Each day's work is a

preparation for the next day's duties.

Live in the present--the Day is here, the tine is Now

There is only one thing that is worth praying for--that we may be in the
Iine of Evolution.

The Spirit of Man

Maybe | amall wong about it, yet |I cannot help believing that the
spirit of man will live again in a better world than ours. Fenel on says:
"Justice demands another life to make good the inequalities of this."




Astrononers prophesy the exi stence of stars |ong before they can see
them They know where they ought to be, and training their tel escopes in

that direction they wait, knowi ng they shall find them

Materially, no one can imagi ne anything nore beautiful than this earth,
for the sinple reason that we cannot inmagi ne anyt hing we have not seen
we may nake new conbi nations, but the whole is nmade up of parts of
things with which we are famliar. This great green earth out of which
we have sprung, of which we are a part, that supports our bodi es which
must return to it to repay the loan, is very, very beautiful

But the spirit of man is not fully at home here; as we grow in soul and
intellect, we hear, and hear again, a voice which says: "Arise and get
thee hence, for this is not thy rest.”" And the greater and nobl er and
nmore sublinme the spirit, the nore constant is the discontent. D scontent
may cone fromvarious causes, so it will not do to assune that the

di scontented ones are always the pure in heart, but it is a fact that
the wi se and excel l ent have all known the neani ng of worl d-weariness.
The nore you study and appreciate this life, the nore sure you are that
this is not all. You pillow your head upon Mdther Earth, listen to her
heart-throb, and even as your spirit is filled with the | ove of her
your gladness is half pain and there conmes to you a joy that hurts. To
| ook upon the npst exalted forns of beauty, such as sunset at sea, the
comng of a stormon the prairie, or the sublinme mjesty of the
mount ai ns, begets a sense of sadness, an increasing loneliness. It is
not enough to say that man encroaches on nan so that we are really
deprived of our freedom that civilization is caused by a bacillus, and
that froma natural condition we have gotten into a hurly-burly where
rivalry is rife--all this may be true, but beyond and outside of al
this there is no physical environment in way of plenty which earth can
supply, that will give the tired soul peace. They are the happi est who
have the least; and the fable of the stricken king and the shirtl ess
beggar contains the germof truth. The wise hold all earthly ties very
lightly--they are stripping for eternity.

Worl d-weariness is only a desire for a better spiritual condition. There




is nmore to be witten on this subject of world-pain--to exhaust the
theme would require a book. And certain it is that | have no wi sh to say
the final word on any topic. The gentle reader has certain rights, and

anong these is the privilege of sunmng up the case.

But the fact holds that world-painis a formof desire. Al desires are
just, proper and right; and their gratification is the neans by which

nature supplies us that which we need.

Desire not only causes us to seek that which we need, but is a form of
attraction by which the good is brought to us, just as the anpebae
create a swirl in the waters that brings their food within reach

Every desire in nature has a fixed and definite purpose in the Divine
Econony, and every desire has its proper gratification. If we desire the
close friendship of a certain person, it is because that person has
certain soul-qualities that we do not possess, and whi ch conpl enent

our own.

Through desire do we cone into possession of our own; by submitting to
its beckonings we add cubits to our stature; and we also give out to
others our own attributes, w thout becom ng poorer, for soul is not
limted. Al nature is a synbol of spirit, and so | amforced to believe
that sonmewhere there nust be a proper gratification for this nmysterious

nostal gia of the soul.

The Val halla of the Norseman, the Nirvana of the H ndu, the Heaven of
the Christian are natural hopes of beings whose cares and
di sappoi ntnents here are softened by belief that sonewhere, Thor, Brahma

or God gives conpensati on.

The Eternal Unities require a condition where nen and wonen shall be
permtted to love and not to sorrow, where the tyranny of things hated
shall not prevail, nor that for which the heart yearns turn to ashes at

our touch.




Art and Religion

Wiile this seenms true in the main, | amnot sure it will hold in every
case. Please think it out for yourself, and if | happen to be wong,
why, put ne straight.

The proposition is this: the artist needs no religion beyond his work.
That is to say, art is religion to the man who thi nks beautiful thoughts
and expresses them for others the best he can. Religion is an enotional
excitement whereby the devotee rises into a state of spiritua

sublimty, and for the nonment is bathed in an atnosphere of rest, and
peace, and love. Al normal nen and woren crave such periods; and
Bernard Shaw says that we reach them through strong tea, tobacco,

whi skey, opium love, art or religion

I think Bernard Shaw a cynic, but there is a glimer of truth in his

i dea that nakes it worth repeating. But beyond the natural religion,
which is a passion for oneness with the Wole, all fornalized religions
engraft the elenent of fear, and teach the necessity of placating a
Suprenme Being. Qur idea of a Suprene Being is suggested to us by the
political governnent under which we live. The situation was sunmed up by
Carlyle, when he said that Deity to the average British mnd was sinply
an infinite George |IV. The thought of God as a terrible Suprene Tyrant
first found formin an unlimted nmonarchy; but as governments have
beconme nmore Il enient so have the gods, until you get them down (or up) to
a republic, where God is only a president, and we all approach Hmin

fam liar prayer, on an absolute equality.

Then soon, for the first tine, we find man saying, "I am God, and you
are God, and we are all sinply particles of Hm" and this is where the
president is done away with, and the referendum conmes in. But the
absence of a supreme governing head inplies sinplicity, honesty,
justice, and sincerity. Werever plottings, schem ngs and doubtfu

met hods of life are enployed, a ruler is necessary; and there, too,




religion, with its idea of placating God has a firmhold. Men whose
lives are doubtful feel the need of a strong governnent and a hot
religion. Formal religion and sin go hand in hand. Formal religion and
slavery go hand in hand. Fornal religion and tyranny go hand in hand.
Formal religion and ignorance go hand in hand.

And sin, slavery, tyranny and ignorance are one--they are never

separ at ed.

Formal religion is a schene whereby man hopes to nmake peace with his
Maker; and a formal religion also tends to satisfy the sense of
sublimty where the man has failed to find satisfaction in his work.

Vol taire says, "Wien wonman no | onger finds herself acceptable to nan,
she turns to God," When nan is no | onger acceptable to hinself he goes
to church. In order to keep this article fromextending itself into a
tonme, | purposely onmtted saying a single thing about the Protestant
Church as a useful Social Cub and have just assuned for argunment's sake

that the church is really a religious institution

A formal religion is only a cut 'cross lots--an attenpt to bring about
the enptions and the sensations that cone to a man by the practice of

| ove, virtue, excellence and truth. Wen you do a splendid piece of work
and express your best, there comes to you, as reward, an exaltation of
soul, a sublimty of feeling that puts you for the tinme being in touch
with the Infinite. Aformal religion brings this feeling w thout your

doi ng anything useful, therefore it is unnatural

Formalized religion is the strongest where sin, slavery, tyranny and

i gnorance abound. \Were nen are free, enlightened and at work, they find
all the gratification in their work that their souls demand--they cease

to hunt outside thenselves for something to give themrest. They are at

peace with thensel ves, at peace with nan and with God.

But any man chai ned to a hopel ess task, whose daily work does not
express hinself, who is dogged by a boss, whenever he gets a nonent of

respite turns to drink or religion.




Men with an eye on Saturday night, who plot to supplant sone one el se,
who can | ocate an enpl oyer any hour of the day, who use their wit to
evade | abor, who think only of their sumer vacation when they will no

| onger be conpelled to work, are apt to be sticklers for Sabbat h-keepi ng

and chur ch-goi ng.

Gentl emen in business who give eleven for a dozen, and count thirty-four
i nches a yard, who are quick to foreclose a nortgage, and who say

"busi ness is business," generally are vestrynen, deacons and church
trustees. Look about you! Predaceous real estate deal ers who set nets
for all the unwary, |lawers who lie in wait for their prey, merchant
princes who grind their clerks under the wheel, and oil magnates whose
history was never witten, nor could be witten, often make peace with
CGod, and find a gratification for their sense of sublimty by building
churches, founding colleges, giving libraries, and holding firmy to a

formalized religion. Look about you

To recapitulate: if your life-work is doubtful, questionable or
distasteful, you will hold the balance true by goi ng outside your
vocation for the gratification that is your due, but which your daily
wor k denies, and you find it in religion, | do not say this is always
so, but it is very often. Great sinners are apt to be very religious;
and conversely, the best nmen who have ever |lived have been at war with
established religions. And further, the best nmen are never found

i n churches.

Men deeply imrersed in their work, whose lives are consecrated to doing
things, who are sinple, honest and sincere, desire no formal religion,
need no priest nor pastor, and seek no gratification outside their daily
lives. Al they ask is to be |l et alone--they wish only the privilege

to work.

When Sanmuel Johnson, on his death bed, made Joshua Reynol ds promni se he
woul d do no nore work on Sunday, he of course had no conception of the
truth that Reynol ds reached through work the same condition of nmind that




he, Johnson, had reached by going to church. Johnson despi sed work and
Reynol ds | oved it; Johnson considered one day in the week holy; to
Reynol ds all days were sacred--sacred to work; that is, to the
expression of his best. Wiy should you cease to express your holiest and
hi ghest on Sunday? Ah, | know why you don't work on Sunday! It is
because you think that work is degradi ng, and because your sale and
barter is founded on fraud, and your goods are shoddy. Your week-day
dealings lie like a pall upon your conscience, and you need a day in
which to throw off the weariness of that slavery under which you live.
You are not free yourself, and you insist that others shall not be free.

You have ceased to nmake work gl adsome, and you toil and nmake others
toil with you, and you all well nigh faint fromweariness and di sgust.

You are sl ave and sl ave-owner, for to own slaves is to be one.

But the artist is free and he works in joy, and to himall things are
good and all days are holy. The great inventors, thinkers, poets,
musi ci ans and artists have all been nen of deep religious natures; but
their religion has never been a formalized, restricted, ossified
religion. They did not worship at set tinmes and places. Their religion
has been a natural and spontaneous bl ossonming of the intellect and
enotions--they have worked in |ove, not only one day in the week, but
all days, and to themthe groves have al ways and ever been God's

first tenples.

Let us work to make nmen free! Am| bad because | want to give you

freedom and have you work in gl adness instead of fear?
Do not hesitate to work on Sunday, just as you would think good thoughts

if the spirit pronpts you. For work is, at the last, only the expression
of your thought, and there can be no better religion than good work.

Initiative




The world bestows its big prizes, both in nobney and honors, for but one
thing. And that is Initiative. Wiat is Initiative? I'll tell you: It is
doing the right thing without being told. But next to doing the right
thing without being told is to do it when you are told once. That is to
say, carry the Message to Garcia! There are those who never do a thing
until they are told tw ce: such get no honors and small pay. Next, there
are those who do the right thing only when necessity kicks them from
behi nd, and these get indifference instead of honors, and a pittance for
pay. This kind spends nost of its tine polishing a bench with a
hard-1luck story. Then, still |ower down in the scale than this, we find
the fellow who will not do the right thing even when sone one goes al ong
to show him how, and stays to see that he does it; he is always out of a
job, and receives the contenpt he deserves, unless he has a rich Pa, in
whi ch case Destiny awaits near by with a stuffed club. To which class do

you bel ong?

The Di sagreeable Grl

Engl and' s nost fanmpbus dramati st, George Bernard Shaw, has placed in the
pillory of letters what he is pleased to call "The Di sagreeable Grl."

And he has done it by a dry-plate, quick-shutter process in a manner
that surely lays himliable for crimnal libel in the assize of

hi gh society.

| say society's assize advisedly, because it is only in society that the
Di sagreeable Grl can play a promnent part, assumng the center of the
stage. Society, in the society sense, is built upon vacuity; its favors
being for those who reveal a fine capacity to waste and consune. Those
who would wite their names high on society's honor roll, need not be

either useful or intelligent--they need only seem

And this gives to the Disagreeable Grl her opportunity. In the paper

box factory she would have to make good; Cluett, Coon & Co. ask for




results; the stage demands at |east a nodicumof intellect, in addition
to shape, but society asks for nothing but pretense, and the palmis
awarded to pal aver. But do not, if you please, imagine that the

Di sagreeable Grl does not wield an influence. That is the very

poi nt--her influence is so far-reaching in its effect that George
Bernard Shaw, giving cross-sections of life in the form of dranas,
cannot wite a play and | eave her out.

She is always with us, ubiquitous, omiscient and omipresent--is the
Di sagreeable Grl. She is a disappointnment to her father, a source of
hum liation to her nother, a pest to her brothers and sisters, and when
she finally marries, she slowy saps the inspiration of her husband and
very often converts a proud and anbitious nan into a weak and

cowardly cur.

Only in society does the Disagreeable Grl shine--everywhere else she is
an abject failure. The nuch-vaunted G bson Grl is a kind of de |uxe
edition of Shaw s Disagreeable Grl. The G bson Grl lolls, |oafs,

pouts, weeps, talks back, lies in wait, dreans, eats, drinks, sleeps and
yawns. She rides in a coach in a red jacket, plays golf in a secondary
sexual sweater, dawdles on a hotel veranda, and can tumtumon a piano,
but you never hear of her doing a useful thing or saying a w se one.

She plays bridge whist, for "keeps" when she wins, and "owes" when she

| oses, and her picture in flattering half-tone often adorns a page of

t he Sunday Yel | ow.

She reveal s a beautiful capacity for avoiding all useful effort.

G bson gilds the D sagreeable Grl

Shaw pai nts her as she is.

In the Doll's House_ Henrik |Ibsen has given us _Nora Hebler_, a

Di sagreeable Grl of mature age, who, beyond a doubt, first set George

Ber nard Shaw a-thi nking. Then | ooki ng about, Shaw saw her at every turn

in every stage of her noth-and-butterfly existence.




And the Di sagreeable G rl being everywhere, Shaw, deal er in human
character, cannot wite a play and | eave her out, any nore than the
artist Turner could paint a picture and | eave man out, or Paul Veronese
produce a canvas and onit the dog.

The Di sagreeable Grl is a femal e of the genus hono persuasi on, built
around a digestive apparatus that possesses marked narshmal | ow
proclivities. She is pretty, pug-nosed, pink, pert and poetical; and at
first glance, to the unwary, she shows signs of gentl eness and
intelligence. Her age is anywhere fromei ghteen to twenty-eight. At
twenty-ei ght she begins to evolve into sonething el se, and her capacity
for harmis largely curtail ed, because by this tinme spirit has witten
itself in her formand features, and the grossness and animality which

before were veil ed are becom ng apparent.

Habit wites itself on the face, and body is an automatic recordi ng
machi ne.

To have a beautiful old age, you nmust |ive a beautiful youth, for we
oursel ves are posterity, and every man is his own ancestor. | amto-day
what | am because | was yesterday what | was. The Disagreeable Grl is
al ways pretty, at |east we have been told she is pretty, and she fully

accepts the dictum

She has al so been told she is clever, and she thinks she is.

The actual fact is she is only "sassy."

The fine flaring up of youth has tended to set sex rampant, but she is
not "imoral" save in her nmind.

She has caution to the verge of cowardice, and so she is sans reproche.
In public she pretends to be dainty; but alone, or with those for whose
good opi nion she does not care, she is gross, coarse and sensual in

every feature of her life. She eats too nuch, does not exercise enough




and considers it amusing to | et other people wait on her and do for her
the things she should do for herself. Her roomis a junble of disorder.
The one gl eam of hope for her lies in the fact that out of shane, she
allows no visitor to enter her apartnents if she can help it. Concrete
sel fishness is her chief mark. She will avoid responsibility, side-step
every duty that calls for honest effort; is untruthful, secretive,

i ndol ent and di shonest.

"What are you eating?" asks Nora Hebler's husband as she enters the
room not expecting to see him

"Not hing," is the answer, and she hides the box of bonbons behind her,
and soon backs out of the room

I think M. Hebler had no business to ask her what she was eating--no
man shoul d ask any woman such a question, and really it was no

di fference anyway. But Nora is always on the defensive and fabricates
when it is necessary, and when it isn't, just through habit. She wll
hide a letter witten by her grandnother as quickly and deftly as if it
were a mssive froma guilty lover. The habit of her life is one of
suspicion, for being inwardly guilty herself, she suspects everybody
although it is quite likely that crine with her has never broken through
t hought into deed. Nora will rifle her husband's pockets, read his
not e- book, examine his letters, and when he goes on a trip she spends
the day checking up his desk, for her soul delights in duplicate keys.

At times she lets drop hints of know edge concerning little nothings
that are none of hers, just to nystify folks.

She does strange, annoying things sinply to see what others will do.

In degree, Nora's husband fixed the vice of finesse in her nature, for
when even a "good" wonan is accused she parries by the use of trickery
and wins her point by the artistry of the bagnio. Wnmen and nen are
never really far apart anyway, and wonmen are |argely what nmen have
made t hem




W are all just getting rid of our shackles; listen closely, anywhere,
even anong honest and intellectual people, if such there be, and you can
detect the rattle of chains.

The Di sagreeable Grl's mnd and soul have not kept pace with her body.
Yest erday she was a slave, sold in a Crcassian mart, and freedomto her
is so new and strange that she is unfamliar with her environnment, and

she does not know what to do with it.

The tragedy she works, according to George Bernard Shaw, is through the
fact that very often good men, blinded by the glamour of sex, inagine
they I ove the Disagreeable Grl, when what they love is their own

i deal --an image born in their own m nds.

Nature is both a trickster and a hunorist, and ever sets the will of the
speci es beyond the discernnent of the individual. The picador has to
blindfold his horse in order to get himinto the bull-ring, and

| i kewi se, Dan Cupid does the myopic to a purpose.

For aught we know, the lovely Beatrice of Dante was only a Disagreeabl e
Grl, clothed in a poet's fancy, and idealized by a dreamer. Fortunate
was Dante that he worshi pped her afar, that he never knew her well
enough to be undeceived, and so wal ked through life in love with |ove,
sensitive, saintly, sweetly sad and nost divinely happy in his

nmel anchol y.

The Neutr al

There is known to nme a prom nent business house that by the very force
of its directness and worth has incurred the ennmity of many rivals. In
fact, there is a very general conspiracy on hand to put the institution
down and out. In talking with a young nman enpl oyed by this house, he

yawned and said, "Oh, in this quarrel | amneutral."




"But you get your bread and butter fromthis firm and in a matter where
the very life of the institution is concerned, | do not see how you can
be a neutral .”

And he changed the subject.

I think that if | enlisted in the Japanese arny | would not be a

neut r al

Business is a fight--a continual struggle--just as life is. Man has
reached his present degree of devel opnent through struggle. Struggle
there nmust be and always will be. The struggle began as purely physi cal
as man evolved it shifted ground to the nmental, psychic, and the
spiritual, with a few dashes of cave-man proclivities still left. But
depend upon it, the struggle will always be--life is activity. And when
it gets to be a struggle in well-doing, it will still be a struggle.
When inertia gets the better of you it is tine to tel ephone to the

under t aker.

The only real neutral in this game of life is a dead one.

Eternal vigilance is not only the price of liberty, but of every other
good t hing.

A business that is not safeguarded on every side by active, alert,
attentive, vigilant nmen is gone. As oxygen is the disintegrating
principle of life, working night and day to dissol ve, separate, pul
apart and di ssipate, so there is sonething in business that continually
tends to scatter, destroy and shift possession fromthis man to that. A

mllion mce nibble eternally at every business venture.

The mice are not neutrals, and if enough enployes in a business house
are neutrals, the whole concern will eventually conme tunbling about

their ears.




I like that order of Field-Marshal Oyama: "G ve every honorable neutra

that you find in our lines the honorable jiu-jitsu hikerino."

Ref | ecti ons on Progress

Renan has said that truth is always rejected when it cones to a nan for

the first tinme, its evolution being as follows:

First, we say the thing is rank heresy, and contrary to the Bible.

Second, we say the matter really anmounts to nothing, anyway.

Third, we declare that we always believed it.

Two hundred years ago partnerships in business were very rare. A nman in
busi ness sinply nade things and sold them-and all the nmanufacturing was
done by hinself and his i mediate famly. Soon we find instances of
brothers continuing the work the father had begun, as in the case of the
El zevirs and the Plantins, the great booknmakers of Holland. To neet this
conpetition, four printers, in 1640, forned a partnership and pool ed
their efforts. Alocal witer by the name of Van Krugen denounced t hese
four men, and nmade savage attacks on partnerships in general as w cked
and illegal, and opposed to the best interests of the people. This view
seens to have been quite general, for there was a |aw i n Amrst erdam
forbidding all partnerships in business that were not |licensed by the
state. The legislature of the State of Mssouri has recently nade war on
the departnment store in the same way, using the ancient Van Krugen

argunment as a reason, for there is no copyright on stupidity.

In London in the seventeenth century nmen who were found guilty of
pooling their efforts and dividing profits, were convicted by | aw and
puni shed for "contumacy, contravention and connivance," and were given a

taste of the stocks in the public square.




When corporations were formed for the first tine, only a few years ago,
there was a fine burst of disapproval. The corporation was declared a
schenme of oppression, a hungry octopus, a grinder of the individual. And
to prove the case various instances of hardship were cited; and no doubt
there was rmuch suffering, for many people are never able to adjust

thensel ves to new conditions w thout experiencing pain and regret.

But we now believe that corporations cane because they were required.
Certain things the tinmes demanded, and no one man, or two or three nen
coul d performthese tasks al one--hence the corporation. The rise of
Engl and as a manufacturing nation began with the plan of the

stock conpany.

The aggregati on known as the joint-stock conpany, everybody is willing
now to admt, was absolutely necessary in order to secure the machinery,
that is to say, the tools, the raw stock, the buildings, and to provide

for the permanence of the venture.

The railroad system of America has built up this country--on this thing
of joint-stock conpanies and transportation, our prosperity has hinged.
"Conmerce, consists in carrying things fromwhere they are plentiful to
where they are needed," says Enerson

There are ten conbinations of capital in this country that control over
six thousand miles of railroad each. These conpani es have taken in a

| arge nunber of snmall |ines; and many connecting |ines of tracks have
been built. Conpetition over vast sections of country has been
practically obliterated, and this has been done so quietly that few
peopl e are aware of the change. Only one general result of this
consol i dati on of managenent has been felt, and that it is better

service at | ess expense. No captain of any great industrial enterprise
dares now to say, "The public be damed," even if he ever said it--which
I nmuch doubt. The pathway to success lies in serving the public, not in
affronting it. In no other way i s success possible, and this truth is so
pl ain and patent that even very sinple folk are able to recognize it.
You can only hel p yourself by hel pi ng ot hers.




Thirty years ago, when P. T. Barnum said, "The public delights in being
hunmbugged, " he knew that it was not true, for he never attenpted to put
the axiomin practice. He anused the public by telling it a lie, but P.
T. Barnum never tried anything so risky as deception. Even when he |ied
we were not deceived; truth can be stated by indirection. "Wen ny |ove
tells me she is made of truth, | do believe her, though | know she

lies." Barnum al ways gave nore than he advertised; and goi ng over and
over the sane territory he continued to amuse and instruct the public

for nearly forty years.

This tendency to cooeperate is seen in such splendid features as the
Sai nt Louis Union Station, for instance, where just twenty great

rail road conmpani es |ay aside envy, prejudice, rivalry and whim and use
one termnal. If conpetition were really the life of trade, each
railroad that enters Saint Louis would have a station of its own, and
the public would be put to the worry, trouble, expense and endl ess del ay
of finding where it wanted to go and how to get there. As it is now, the
entire aimand end of the schene is to reduce friction, worry and
expense, and give the public the greatest accomwpdation--the best
possi bl e service--to nmake travel easy and life secure. Servants in

uni form neet you as you alight, and answer your every question--speeding
you courteously and kindly on your way. There are wonen to take care of
worren, and nurses to take care of children, and wheel chairs for such as
may be infirmor lanme. The intent is to serve--not to pull you this way
and that, and sell you a ticket over a certain road. You are free to
choose your route and you are free to utilize as your own this great
institution that cost a mllion dollars, and that requires the presence
of two hundred people to maintain. Al is for you. It is for the public
and was only nmade possible by a oneness of aimand desire--that is to
say cooeperation. Before cooeperation cones in any line, there is always
conpetition pushed to a point that threatens destruction and promni ses
chaos; then to divert ruin, nen devise a better way, a plan that
conserves and econom zes, and behold, it is found in cooeperation

Civilization is an evol ution.




Cvilization is not a thing separate and apart, any nore than art is.

Art is the beautiful way of doing things. Cvilization is the
expeditious way of doing things. And as haste is often waste--the nore

hurry the | ess speed--civilization is the best way of doing things.

As mankind rmultiplies in nunber, the problem of supplying people what
they need is the inportant question of Earth. And nmankind has ever held
out offers of reward in fane and noney--both being forms of power--to

those who woul d supply it better things.

Teachers are those who educate the people to appreciate the things they

need.

The man who studi es manki nd, and finds out what nen really want, and
then supplies themthis, whether it be an Idea or a Thing, is the nan
who is crowned with the laurel weath of honor and clothed with riches.
What peopl e need and what they want nmay be very different.

To undertake to supply people a thing you think they need but which they
do not want, is to have your head el evated on a pi ke, and your bones

buried in Potter's Field.

But wait, and the world will yet want the thing that it needs, and your

bones will then becone sacred relics.

This change in desire on the part of mankind is the result of the growth

of intell ect.

It is Progress, and Progress is Evolution, and Evolution is Progress.

There are nmen who are continually trying to push Progress al ong: we cal

t hese individuals "Reforners."




Then there are others who al ways oppose the Reformer--the ml dest nane
we have for themis "Conservative."

The Reforner is either a Savior or a Rebel, all depending on whether he
succeeds or fails, and your point of view He is what he is, regardl ess
of what other nmen think of him The man who is indicted and executed as
a rebel, often afterward has the word "Savior" carved on his tonb; and
sonetimes nen who are hailed as saviors in their day are afterward found
to be sham saviors--to wit, charlatans. Conservation is a plan of

Nat ure. To keep the good is to conserve. A Conservative is a man who
puts on the brakes when he thinks Progress is going to land Civilization
in the ditch and weck the whol e concern

Brakenen are necessary, but in the | anguage of Koheleth, there is a tine
to apply the brake and there is a time to abstain from applying the
brake. To clog the wheels continually is to stand still, and to stand
still is to retreat. Progress has need of the brakeman, but the brakeman
shoul d not occupy all of his tinme putting on the brakes.

The Conservative is just as necessary as the Radical. The Conservative
keeps the Reformer fromgoing too fast, and plucking the fruit before it
is ripe. Governnents are only good where there is strong Opposition

just as the planets are held in place by the opposition of forces. And
so civilization goes forward by stops and starts--pushed by the

Ref ormers and hel d back by the Conservatives. One is necessary to the
other, and they often shift places. But forward and forward Civilization
forever goes--ascertaining the best way of doing things.

In coomerce we have had the Individual Wrker, the Partnership, the
Cor poration, and now we have the Trust.

The Trust is sinply Corporations formng a partnership. The thing is al
an Evolution--a moving forward. It is all for man and it is all done by

man. It is all done with the consent, aye, and approval of man

The Trusts were rmade by the People, and the People can and will unnmake




them should they ever prove an engi ne of oppression. They exist only
during good behavior, and |ike nmen, they are living under a sentence of

death, with an indefinite reprieve.

The Trusts are good things because they are economni zers of energy. They
cut off waste, increase the production, and make a panic practically
i npossi bl e.

The Trusts are here in spite of the nmen who think they originated them
and in spite of the Reformers who turned Conservatives and

opposed t hem

The next nove of Evolution will be the age of Socialism Socialismneans
the operation of all industries by the people, and for the people.
Socialismis cooeperation instead of conpetition. Conpetition has been so
general that econom sts nmistook it for a |law of nature, when it was only

an incident.

Competition is no nore a |law of nature than is hate. Hate was once so
thoroughly believed in that we gave it personality and called it
the Devil .

We have bani shed the Devil by educating people to know that he who works
has no tinme to hate and no need to fear, and by this sane neans,
education, will the people be prepared for the age of Socialism

The Trusts are now getting things ready for Socialism

Socialismis a Trust of Trusts.

Humanity is growing in intellect, in patience, in kindness--in |ove. And
when the tinme is ripe, the people will step in and take peaceful

possession of their own, and the Cooeperative Commonwealth will give to
each one his due.




Synmpat hy, Know edge and Poi se

Synpat hy, Know edge and Poi se seemto be the three ingredients that are
nmost needed in formng the Gentle Man. | place these el ements according
to their value. No nman is great who does not have Synpathy plus, and the
greatness of nen can be safely gauged by their synpathies. Synpathy and
i magi nation are twin sisters. Your heart nmust go out to all nmen, the
high, the low, the rich, the poor, the | earned, the unlearned, the good,
the bad, the wise and the foolish--it is necessary to be one with them
all, else you can never conprehend them Synpathy!--it is the touchstone
to every secret, the key to all know edge, the open sesane of al

hearts. Put yourself in the other man's place and then you will know why
he thinks certain things and does certain deeds. Put yourself in his

pl ace and your blane will dissolve itself into pity, and your tears wll
wi pe out the record of his m sdeeds. The saviors of the world have

sinply been men with wondrous synpat hy.

But Know edge nmust go with Synpathy, else the enotions will becone
maudl in and pity may be wasted on a poodle instead of a child; on a
field-nmouse instead of a human soul. Know edge in use is wi sdom and

wi sdominplies a sense of val ues--you know a big thing froma little
one, a valuable fact froma trivial one. Tragedy and conedy are sinply
questions of value: a little msfit in life makes us |augh, a great one
is tragedy and cause for expression of grief.

Poise is the strength of body and strength of mnd to control your
Synpat hy and your Know edge. Unl ess you control your enptions they run
over and you stand in the mre. Synpathy must not run riot, or it is

val uel ess and tokens weakness instead of strength. In every hospital for
nervous di sorders are to be found many instances of this | oss of
control. The individual has Synpathy but not Poise, and therefore his
life is worthless to hinmself and to the world.

He synbol s i nefficiency and not hel pful ness. Poise reveals itself nore

in voice than it does in words; nore in thought than in action; nore in




at nrosphere than in conscious life. It is a spiritual quality, and is
felt nore than it is seen. It is not a matter of bodily size, nor of
bodily attitude, nor attire, nor of personal coneliness: it is a state
of inward being, and of know ng your cause is just. And so you see it is
a great and profound subject after all, great in its ramfications,
limtless in extent, inplying the entire science of right living. | once
met a man who was deformed in body and little nore than a dwarf, but who
had such Spiritual Gravity--such Poise--that to enter a roomwhere he
was, was to feel his presence and acknow edge his superiority. To all ow
Synpathy to waste itself on unworthy objects is to deplete one's life
forces. To conserve is the part of wisdom and reserve is a necessary
element in all good literature, as well as in everything el se.

Poi se being the control of our Synpathy and Know edge, it inplies a
possession of these attributes, for w thout having Synpathy and

Know edge you have nothing to control but your physical body. To
practi se Poise as a nere gymastic exercise, or study in etiquette, is
to be self-conscious, stiff, preposterous and ridicul ous. Those who cut
such fantastic tricks before high heaven as make angel s weep, are nen
voi d of Synpathy and Know edge trying to cultivate Poise. Their science
is anmere matter of what to do with arnms and | egs. Poise is a question
of spirit controlling flesh, heart controlling attitude.

Get Know edge by coming close to Nature. That man is the greatest who
best serves his kind. Synpathy and Know edge are for use--you acquire
that you nmay give out; you accunul ate that you may bestow. And as God
has given unto you the subline blessings of Synpathy and Know edge,
there will cone to you the wish to reveal your gratitude by giving them
out again; for the wise nan is aware that we retain spiritual qualities
only as we give them away. Let your |ight shine. To himthat hath shal
be given. The exercise of wi sdom brings wi sdom and at the last the
infinitesimal quantity of man's know edge, conpared with the Infinite,
and the small ness of man's Synpat hy when conpared with the source from
which ours is absorbed, will evolve an abnegation and a hunility that
will lend a perfect Poise. The Gentleman is a man with perfect Synpathy,
Know edge, and Poi se.




Love and Faith

No worman is worthy to be a wife who on the day of her nmarriage is not

| ost absolutely and entirely in an atnosphere of |ove and perfect trust;
t he suprene sacredness of the relation is the only thing which, at the
time, should possess her soul. |Is she a bawd that she shoul d bargai n?

Wonen shoul d not "obey" men anynore than nmen shoul d obey wonen. There
are six requisites in every happy marriage; the first is Faith, and the
remai ning five are Confidence. Nothing so conplinments a man as for a
wonan to believe in him-nothing so pleases a wonan as for a nman to

pl ace confidence in her.

Cbey? God help ne! Yes, if | loved a woman, ny whole heart's desire
woul d be to obey her slightest wish. And how could | | ove her unless

had perfect confidence that she would only aspire to what was beauti f ul
true and right? And to enable her to realize this ideal, her w sh would
be to me a sacred command; and her attitude of mind toward ne | know
woul d be the sanme. And the only rivalry between us would be as to who
could love the nost; and the desire to obey would be the one controlling

i mpul se of our lives.

We gain freedomby giving it, and he who bestows faith gets it back with

interest. To bargain and stipulate in love is to | ose.

The woman who stops the marriage cerenmony and requests the mnister to
onmit the word "obey," is sowing the first seed of doubt and distrust

that later may cone to fruition in the divorce court.

The haggling and bickerings of settlenments and dowies that usually
precede the narriage of "blood" and "dollars" are the unheeded warni ngs

that m sery, heartache, suffering, and disgrace await the principals.




Perfect faith inplies perfect |ove; and perfect |ove casteth out fear.
It is always the fear of inposition, and a lurking intent to rule, that
causes the woman to haggle over a word--it is absence of |ove, a
limtation, an incapacity. The price of a perfect love is an absolute

and conpl ete surrender

Keep back part of the price and yours will be the fate of Ananias and

Sapphira. Your doomis swift and sure. To win all we nust give all.

G ving Sonet hing for Nothing

To give a man sonething for nothing tends to nmake the individua

di ssatisfied with hinsel f.

Your enem es are the ones you have hel ped.

And when an individual is dissatisfied with hinself he is dissatisfied

with the whole world--and with you

A man's quarrel with the world is only a quarrel with himself. But so
strong is this inclination to lay bl ame el sewhere and take credit to
oursel ves, that when we are unhappy we say it is the fault of this wonman
or that man. Especially do wonen attribute their msery to That Man

And often the trouble is he has given her too nuch for nothing.

This truth is a reversible, back-action one, well lubricated by use,

wor ki ng both ways--as the case may be.

Nobody but a beggar has really definite ideas concerning his rights.

Peopl e who gi ve much--who | ove nuch--do not haggl e.

That form of affection which drives sharp bargai ns and nakes denands,
gets a check on the bank in which there is no bal ance.




There is nothing so costly as sonething you get for nothing.

My friend Tom Lowy, Magnate in Odinary, of Mnneapolis and the east
side of Wll Street, has recently had a little experience that proves

my point.

A sturdy beggar-man, a speci nen of decayed gentility, once called on
Tammas with a hard-luck story and a Fam |y Bible, and asked for a small
| oan on the Good Book.

To be conpelled to soak the Fam |y Bible would surely nelt the heart of
gnei ss!

Tom was nel t ed.

Tom made the | oan but refused the collateral, stating he had no use for
it.

Whi ch was God's truth for once.

In a few weeks the man cane back, and tried to tell Tom his hard-I uck
story concerning the Cold Ingratitude of a Cruel World.

Tom said, "Spare ne the slow nmusic and the recital --1 have troubl es of
my own. | need nmirth and good cheer--take this dollar, and peace be
with you."

"Peace be multiplied unto thee," said the beggar, and departed. The
next month the man returned, and began to tell Toma tale of Cruelty,
I njustice and Ingratitude.

Tomwas riled--he had his magnate business to attend to, and he made a
remark in italics. The beggar said, "M. Lowy, if you had your business
alittle better systematized, | would not have to trouble you
personal | y--why don't you just speak to your cashier?" And the great




man, who once took a party of friends out for a tally-ho ride, and
through nmental habit collected five cents from each guest, was so

pl eased at the thought of relief that he pressed the buzzer. The cashier
came, and Tom said, "Put this nman G abhei mer on your pay-roll, give him
two dollars now and the same the first of every nonth."

Then turning to the beggar-man, Tom said, "Now get out of here--hurry,

vanose, hike--and be damed to you!"

"The sane to you and many of them" said H's Effluvia politely, and

wi t hdr ew.

Al'l this happened two years ago. The beggar got his noney regularly for
a year, and then in auditing accounts Tom found the name on the
pay-roll, and as Tom coul d not remenber how the name got there, he at
first thought the pay-roll was being stuffed. Anyway he ordered the
beggar's name stricken off the roster, and the el evator nman was
instructed to enforce the edi ct agai nst beggars.

Not being allowed to see his nman, the beggar wote him
| etters--denunci atory, scandal ous, abusive, threatening. Finally the
beggar laid the natter before an obese Iinb o' the Law, Jaggers, of the

firmof Jaggers & Jaggers, who took the case on a contingent fee.

The case cane to trial, and Jaggers proved his case se

of fendendo--argal: it was shown by the defendant's books that H's
Bacteria had been on the pay-roll and his name had been stricken off
wi t hout suggestion, request, cause, reason or fault of his own.

Hi s Crabship proved the contract, and Tomgot it in the nazzard.

Judgnent for plaintiff, with costs. The beggar got the noney and

M nneapol is Tom got the experience. Tomsaid the man woul d | ose the
money, but he hinself has gotten the part that will be his for

ni nety-nine years. Surely the spirit of justice does not sleep and there

is a beneficent and wi se Providence that watches over magnates.




Wor k and Waste

These truths | hold to be self-evident: That man was nmade to be happy;
that happiness is only attainable through useful effort; that the very
best way to help ourselves is to help others, and often the best way to
hel p others is to mind our own business; that useful effort means the
proper exercise of all our faculties; that we grow only through
exercise; that education should continue through Iife, and the joys of
ment al endeavor shoul d be, especially, the solace of the old; that where
men alternate work, play and study in right proportion, the organs of
the mind are the last to fail, and death for such has no terrors.

That the possession of wealth can never nake a man exenpt from useful
manual |abor; that if all would work a little, no one would then be
overworked; that if no one wasted, all would have enough; that if none
were overfed, none would be underfed; that the rich and "educated" need
education quite as nmuch as the poor and illiterate; that the presence of
a serving class is an indictnent and a disgrace to our civilization;
that the di sadvantage of having a serving class falls nost upon those
who are served, and not upon those who serve--just as the real curse of

slavery fell upon the slave-owners.

That people who are waited on by a serving class cannot have a right
consideration for the rights of others, and they waste both tinme and
substance, both of which are |lost forever, and can only seeningly be
made good by additional human effort.

That the person who lives on the |abor of others, not giving hinself in
return to the best of his ability, is really a consunmer of human life

and therefore nust be considered no better than a canni bal.

That each one living naturally will do the thing he can do best, but

that in useful service there is no high nor | ow




That to set apart one day in seven as "holy" is really absurd and serves
only to | oosen our grasp on the tangible present.

That all duties, offices and things which are useful and necessary to
humanity are sacred, and that nothing else is or can be sacred.

The Law of bedi ence

The very first itemin the creed of conmon sense is _(oedi ence._.

Perform your work with a whole heart.

Revolt may be sonetinmes necessary, but the man who tries to nmix revolt
and obedi ence is doonmed to disappoint hinself and everybody wi th whom he

has dealings. To flavor work with protest is to fail absolutely.

When you revolt, why revolt--clinb, hike, get out, defy--tell everybody
and everything to go to hades! That disposes of the case. You thus
separate yourself entirely fromthose you have served--no one

m sunder st ands you--you have decl ared yoursel f.

The man who quits in disgust when ordered to performa task which he
considers nenial or unjust may be a pretty good fellow, but in the wong
envi ronnment, but the mal content who takes your order with a smle and
then secretly disobeys, is a dangerous proposition. To pretend to obey,
and yet carry in your heart the spirit of revolt is to do half-hearted,
slipshod work. If revolt and obedi ence are equal in power, your engine
will then stop on the center and you benefit no one, not even yourself.

The spirit of obedience is the controlling inpulse that dom nates the
receptive mnd and the hospitable heart. There are boats that mnd the
hel mand there are boats that do not. Those that do not, get holes

knocked in them sooner or |ater.




To keep off the rocks, obey the rudder.

bedi ence is not to slavishly obey this man or that, but it is that
cheerful nental state which responds to the necessity of the case, and
does the thing without any back tal k--unuttered or expressed.

Cbedi ence to the institution--loyalty! The man who has not |earned to
obey has troubl e ahead of himevery step of the way. The world has it in
for himcontinually, because he has it in for the world.

The man who does not know how to receive orders is not fit to issue them
to others. But the individual who knows how to execute the orders given
himis preparing the way to i ssue orders, and better still--to have

t hem obeyed.

Society's Saviors

Al'l adown the ages society has made the nistake of nailing its Saviors
to the cross between thieves.

That is to say, society has recognized in the Savior a very dangerous
qual i ty--sonething about himakin to a thief, and his career has been
suddenly cut short.

We have tel ephones and trolly cars, yet we have not traveled far into
the real mof spirit, and our X-ray has given us no insight into the
heart of things.

Society is so dull and dense, so lacking in spiritual vision, so dunmb
and so beast-like that it does not know the difference between a thief
and the only Begotten Son. In a frantic effort to forget its holl owness
it takes to ping-pong, parchesi and progressive euchre, and seeks to

|l ose itself and find solace and consol ation in tiddl e-dy-w nks.




W are told in glaring head-lines and accurate photographic
reproductions of a conference held by |leaders in society to settle a
matter of grave inport. Was it to build technical schools and provide a
means for practical and useful education? Was it a plan of building
nmodern tenenment houses along scientific and sanitary |lines? Was it
called to provide funds for scientific research of various kinds that
woul d add to hunan know edge and prove a benefit to mankind? No, it was
none of these. This body net to determ ne whether the crook in a certain

bulldog's tail was natural or had been produced artificially.

Shoul d the Savior conme to-day and preach the same gospel that He taught
before, society would see that H s experience was repeated. Now and then
it blinks stupidly and cries, "Away with Hm" or it stops its gane |ong
enough to pass gall and vinegar on a spear to One it has thrust

beyond t he pale.

For the worman who has | oved nuch society has but one verdict: crucify
her! The best and the worst are hanged on one tree.

In the abandon of a great |ove there exists a godlike quality which
pl aces a worman very close to the holy of holies, yet such a one, not
having conplied with the edicts of society, is thrust uncerenoniously

forth, and society, Pilate-like, washes its hands in innocency.

Preparing for A d Age

Socrates was once asked by a pupil, this question: "What kind of people

shall we be when we reach El ysiun®"

And the answer was this: "W shall be the sane kind of people that we

were here."

If there is alife after this, we are preparing for it now, just as | am

to-day preparing for ny life to-norrow.




What kind of a man shall | be to-npbrrow? Ch, about the sane kind of a
man that | amnow The kind of a man that | shall be next nonth depends
upon the kind of a man that | have been this nonth.

If I ammserable to-day, it is not within the round of probabilities
that | shall be suprenely happy to-norrow. Heaven is a habit. And if we

are going to Heaven we woul d better be getting used to it.

Life is a preparation for the future; and the best preparation for the

future is to live as if there were none.

We are preparing all the tinme for old age. The two things that nmake old
age beautiful are resignation and a just consideration for the rights
of others.

In the play of _lvan the Terrible_, the interest centers around one nan,
the Czar Ivan. If anybody but Richard Mansfield played the part, there
woul d be nothing init. W sinply get a glinpse into the life of a
tyrant who has run the full gamut of goosedom grunpiness, selfishness
and grouch. Incidentally this nman had the power to put other nen to
death, and this he does and has done as his whimand tenper m ght
dictate. He has been vindictive, cruel, quarrel sone, tyrannical and
terrible. Now that he feels the approach of death, he would make his
peace with God. But he has delayed that matter too |long. He didn't
realize in youth and mddle |life that he was then preparing for old age.

Man is the result of cause and effect, and the causes are to a degree in
our hands. Life is a fluid, and well has it been called the stream of
life--we are going, flow ng sonewhere. Strip _lvan_ of his robes and
crown, and he might be an old farnmer and live in Ebenezer. Every town
and village has its Ivan. To be an lvan, just turn your tenper |oose

and practise cruelty on any person or thing within your reach, and the
result will be a sure preparation for a querul ous, quarrel some, pickety,
snipity, fussy and foolish old age, accented with many outbursts of

wath that are terrible in their futility and ineffectiveness.




Babyhood has no nonopoly on the tantrum The characters of _King Lear
and _Ivan the Terrible_ have rmuch in common. One might al nbst believe
that the witer of _lvan_ had felt the inconpleteness of _Lear_, and had
seen the absurdity of making a nelodranmatic bid for synpathy in behalf

of this old man thrust out by his daughters.

Lear, the troubl esone, Lear to whose |inber tongue there was constantly
| eapi ng words unprintable and nanes of tar, deserves no soft pity at our
hands. Al his life he had been training his three daughters for exactly
the treatnent he was to receive. Al his Iife Lear had been |ubricating
the chute that was to give hima quick ride out into that black

m dni ght storm

"Ch, how sharper than a serpent's tooth it is to have a thankl ess
child,"” he cries.

There is sonething quite as bad as a thankless child, and that is a
t hankl ess parent--an irate, irascible parent who possesses an

under ground vocabul ary and a disposition to use it.

The false note in Lear_lies in giving to hima daughter |ike
_Cordelia_. Tolstoy and Mansfield ring true, and _lvan the Terrible_ is
what he is w thout apol ogy, excuse or explanation. Take it or |eave
it--if you do not like plays of this kind, go to see Vaudeville.

Mansfield's _lvan_is terrible. The Czar is not old in years--not over
seventy--but you can see that Death is sniffing close upon his track
_lvan_ has | ost the power of repose. He cannot |isten, weigh and

deci de--he has no thought or consideration for any nman or thing--this is
his habit of life. H s bony hands are never still--the fingers open and
shut, and pick at things eternally. He funbles the cross on his breast,
adjusts his jewels, scratches his cosnps, plays the devil's tattoo, gets
up nervously and | ooks behind the throne, holds his breath to |isten.
When peopl e address him he damms them savagely if they kneel, and if

they stand upright he accuses them of |ack of respect. He asks that he




be relieved fromthe cares of state, and then trenbles for fear his
people will take himat his word. Wen asked to remain ruler of Russia
he proceeds to curse his councilors and accuses them of |oading himwth
burdens that they thensel ves woul d not endeavor to bear.

He is a victimof anor senilis, and right here if Mansfield took one
step nore his realismwould be appalling, but he stops in tinme and
suggests what he dares not express. This tottering, doddering,

sl obbering, sniffling old man is in |love--he is about to wed a young,
beautiful girl. He selects jewels for her--he makes remarks about what
woul d becone her beauty, jeers and | aughs in cracked falsetto. In the
animality of youth there is sonething pleasing--it is natural--but the
vi ces of an old man, when they have becone only nental, are nost

revol ting.

The people about _lIvan_are in nortal terror of him for he is still the
absol ute nonarch--he has the power to pronpote or disgrace, to take their
lives or let themgo free. They | augh when he | aughs, cry when he does,
and watch his fleeting nmoods with thunping hearts.

He is intensely religious and affects the robe and cowm of a priest.
Around his neck hangs the crucifix. His fear is that he will die with no
opportunity of confession and absolution. He prays to Hi gh Heaven every
moment, kisses the cross, and his toothless old nouth interjects prayers
to God and curses on nman in the sanme breath.

If any one is talking to himhe | ooks the other way, slips down unti

hi s shoul ders occupy the throne, scratches his |eg, and keeps up a
runni ng conment of insult--"Aye," "Ch," "OF course," "Certainly," "Ugh,"
"Listen to himnow" There is a conedy side to all this which relieves
the tragedy and keeps the play from beconm ng di sgusting.

Ginpses of _lvan's_ past are given in his jerky confessions--he is the
nmost m serabl e and unhappy of nmen, and you behold that he is reaping as

he has sown.




Al his life he has been preparing for this. Each day has been a
preparation for the next. Ivan_dies in a fit of wath, hurling curses
on his famly and court--dies in a fit of wath into which he has been
purposely taunted by a man who knows that the outburst is certain to

kill the weakened nonarch.

Where does _lvan the Terrible_ go when Death cl oses his eyes?

I know not. But this | believe: No confessional can absolve him-no
priest benefit him-no God forgive him He has dammed hinmsel f, and he
began the work in youth. He was getting ready all his life for this old

age, and this old age was getting ready for the fifth act.

The playwight does not say so, Mansfield does not say so, but this is
the lesson: Hate is a poison--wath is a toxin--sensuality leads to
deat h--clutching selfishness is a lighting of the fires of hell. It is

all a preparation--cause and effect.

If you are ever absol ved, you nust absol ve yourself, for no one el se

can. And the sooner you begin, the better.
We often hear of the beauties of old age, but the only old age that is
beautiful is the one the nan has | ong been preparing for by living a

beautiful life. Every one of us are right now preparing for old age.

There may be a substitute somewhere in the world for Good Nature, but |

do not know where it can be found.

The secret of salvation is this: Keep Sweet.

An Alliance with Nature

My father is a doctor who has practised nedicine for sixty-five years,

and is still practising




I am a doctor nyself.

| amfifty years old; ny father is eighty-five. We live in the sane
house, and daily we ride horseback together or tranmp thru the fields and
woods. To-day we did our little jaunt of five mles and back

'cross country.

I have never been ill a day--never consulted a physician in a

prof essi onal way, and in fact, never nmissed a neal through inability to
eat. As for the author of the author of _A Message to Garcia_, he holds,
esoterically, to the idea that the hot pedaluvia and small doses of hop
tea will cure nost ailments that are curable, and so far all of his own

ail s have been curable--a point he can prove.

The val ue of the pedaluvia lies in the fact that it tends to equalize
circulation, not to nmention the little matter of sanitation; and the
efficacy of the hops lies largely in the fact that they are bitter and

di sagreeabl e to take.

Bot h of these prescriptions give the patient the soothing thought that
sonething is being done for him and at the very worst can never do him

serious harm

My father and | are not fully agreed on all of life's thenmes, so

exi stence for us never resolves itself into a dull, neutral gray. He is
a Baptist and | ama Vegetarian. Cccasionally he refers to ne as
"callow," and we have daily resorts to logic to prove prejudices, and
history is searched to bol ster the preconceived, but on the follow ng

i nportant points we stand together, solid as one man:
First. N nety-nine people out of a hundred who go to a physician have no
organi ¢ di sease, but are nerely suffering fromsonme synptomof their own

i ndi scretion.

Second. | ndividual s who have di seases, nine tines out of ten, are




suffering only fromthe accunul ated evil effects of nedication

Third. Hence we get the proposition: Mst diseases are the result of
medi cati on which has been prescribed to relieve and take away a
beneficent and warni ng synptomon the part of w se Nature.

Most of the work of doctors in the past has been to prescribe for
synptons; the difference between actual disease and a synptom bei ng
sonmet hi ng that the average man does not even yet know.

And the curious part is that on these points all physicians, anong
thensel ves, are fully agreed. Wat | say here being nerely truism
triteness and comonpl ace

Last week, in talking with an em nent surgeon in Buffalo, he said, "I
have performed over a thousand operations of |aparotony, and ny records
show that in every instance, excepting in cases of accident, the

i ndi vi dual was given to what you call the 'Beecham Habit."'"

The people you see waiting in the | obbies of doctors' offices are, in a
vast mpjority of cases, suffering thru poisoning caused by an excess of
food. Coupled with this goes the bad results of inperfect breathing,
irregul ar sleep, |ack of exercise, and inproper use of stinmulants, or
hol di ng the thought of fear, jealousy and hate. Al of these things, or
any one of them wll, in very many persons, cause fever, chills, cold
feet, congestion and faulty elimnation.

To admi nister drugs to a man suffering fromnalnutrition caused by a
desire to "get even," and a lack of fresh air, is sinmply to conpound
his troubles, shuffle his nmal adies, and get himripe for the ether-cone
and scal pel .

Nature is forever trying to keep people well, and npost so-called

"di sease,"” which word neans nerely |lack of ease, is self-linting, and
tends to cure itself. If you have appetite, do not eat too nmuch. If you

have no appetite, do not eat at all. Be noderate in the use of al




thi ngs, save fresh air and sunshi ne.

The one theme of _Ecclesiastes_ is noderation. Buddha wote it down that
the greatest word in any |anguage is Equanimty. WIlliam Mrris said
that the finest blessing of life was systematic, useful work. Saint Pau
declared that the greatest thing in the world was | ove. Mbderation
Equanimty, Wrk and Love--you need no ot her physician.

In so stating | lay down a proposition agreed to by all physicians;

whi ch was expressed by Hi ppocrates, the father of nedicine, and then
repeated in better phrase by Epictetus, the slave, to his pupil, the
great Roman Enperor, Marcus Aurelius, and which has been known to every
t hi nki ng man and wonan since: Moderation, Equanimty, Wrk and Love!

The Ex. Question

Words sonetinmes becone tainted and fall into bad repute, and are
di scarded. Until the day of Elizabeth Fry, on the official records in

Engl and appeared the word "nad-house.” Then it was w ped out and the
word "asylum substituted. Wthin twenty years' tinme in several states
in Arerica we have discarded the word "asylum and have substituted the

word "hospital."

In Jeffersonville, Indiana, there is |located a "Reformatory" which sone
years ago was known as a penitentiary. The word "prison"” had a
depressing effect, and "penitentiary" throws a theol ogi cal shadow, and
so the words will have to go. As our ideas of the crimnal change, we

change our vocabul ary.

A few years ago we tal ked about asyluns for the deaf and dunb--the word
"dunb” has now been stricken fromevery official docunent in every state
in the Union, because we have di scovered, with the assistance of Gardner
G Hubbard, that deaf people are not dunb, and not being defectives,
they certainly do not need an asylum They need schools, however, and so




everywhere we have established schools for the deaf.

Deaf people are just as capable, are just as conpetent, just as well
able to earn an honest living as is the average man who can hear.

The "indeterm nate sentence” is one of the wi sest expedients ever
brought to bear in penology. And it is to this generation alone that the
honor of first using it rmust be given. The offender is sentenced for,
say fromone to eight years. This neans that if the prisoner behaves

hi msel f, obeying the rules, showing a desire to be useful, he will be

parol ed and given his freedomat the end of one year

If he m sbehaves and does not prove his fitness for freedomhe will be
kept two or three years, and he may possi bly have to serve the whole
eight years. "How long are you in for?" | asked a convict at
Jeffersonville, who was caring for the flowers in front of the walls.
"Me? Ch, I'min for two years, with the privilege of fourteen," was the

man' s answer, given with a grin.

The old plan of "short tinme," allowing two or three nonths off from
every year for good behavior was a nove in the right direction, but the
i ndeterm nate sentence will soon be the rule everywhere for first

of f ender s.

The indeternm nate sentence throws upon the man hinself the
responsibility for the length of his confinement and tends to relieve
prison life of its horror, by holding out hope. The man has the short
tinme constantly in mnd, and usually is very careful not to do anything
to inperil it. Insurrection and an attenpt to escape nmay nean that every

day of the whole long sentence will have to be served.
So even the dullest of mnds and the npost calloused realize that it pays
to do what is right--the | esson being pressed hone upon themin a way it

has never been before.

The ol d-tinme prejudice of business nmen against the man who had "done




time" was chiefly on account of his inconpetence, and not his record.
The prison nethods that turned out a hateful, depressed and frightened
man who had been suppressed by the silent system and deformed by the

| ock-step, calloused by brutal treatnent and the constant thought held
over himthat he was a crininal, was a bad thing for the prisoner, for
the keeper and for society. Even an upright nman woul d be undone by such
treatment, and in a year be transforned into a sly, secretive and
nmorally sick man. The nmen just out of prison were unable to do

anyt hi ng--they needed constant supervision and attention, and so of
course we did not care to hire them

The Ex. nowis a totally different man fromthe Ex. just out of his
striped suit in the seventies, thanks to that nmuch defanmed nan,

Brockway, and a few others.

W may have to restrain men for the good of thenselves and the good of
soci ety, but we do not punish. The restraint is punishment enough; we
believe nen are puni shed by their sins, not for them

When nmen are sent to reform schools now, the endeavor and the hope is to
give back to society a better nman than we took

Judge Lindsey sends boys to the reformschool w thout officer or guard.
The boys go of their own accord, carrying their own comrtnment papers.
They pound on the gate demanding admttance in the name of the law. The
boy believes that Judge Lindsey is his friend, and that the reason he
is sent to the reformschool is that he may reap a betternent which his
full freedom cannot possibly offer. Wen he takes his conm tnent papers
he is no longer at war with society and the keepers of the law. He
believes that what is being done for himis done for the best, and so he
goes to prison, which is really not a prison at the last, for it is a
school where the lad is taught to econom ze both tinme and nmoney and to
make hinmsel f useful.

O her people work for us, and we nust work for them This is the suprene
| esson that the boy |earns. You can only hel p yourself by




hel pi ng ot hers.

Now here is a proposition: If a boy or a man takes his conm t nment
papers, goes to prison alone and unattended, is it necessary that he
shoul d be there | ocked up, enclosed in a corral and be | ooked after by

guards arned wi th death-dealing inplements?

Superintendent Wittaker, of the institution at Jeffersonville, |ndiana,
says, "No." He believes that within ten years' time we will do away with
the high wall, and will keep our |oaded guns out of sight; to a great
degree also we will take the bars fromthe wi ndows of the prisons, just
as we have taken them away fromthe wi ndows of the hospitals for

t he insane.

At the reformschool it may be necessary to have a guard-house for sone
years to cone, but the high wall nmust go, just as we have sent the
| ock-step and the silent systemand the striped suit of disgrace into

the ragbag of tinme--lost in the menory of things that were.

Four nmen out of five in the reformatory at Jeffersonville need no

coercion, they would not run away if the walls were razed and the doors
| eft unl ocked. One young man | saw there refused the offered parole--he
wanted to stay until he learned his trade. He was not the only one with

a like nental attitude.

The quality of nen in the average prison is about the same as that of
the nmen who are in the United States Arny. The man who enlists is a
prisoner; for himto run away is a very serious offense, and yet he is

not | ocked up at night, nor is he surrounded by a high wall.

The George Junior Republic is sinply a farm unfenced and unpatrol ed,
excepting by the boys who are in the Republic, and yet it is a pena
institution. The prison of the future will not be unlike a young | adies'
boardi ng school, where even yet the practice prevails of taking the
inmates out all together, with a guard, and allow ng no one to | eave

without a witten permt.




As soci ety changes, so changes the so-called crimnal. In any event,

know t hi s--that Max Nordau did not nmake out his case.

There is no crimnal class.

O for that matter we are all crimnals. "I have in nme the capacity for

every crinme," said Enmerson

The man or wonan who goes wong is a victimof unkind environnent.
Booker Washi ngton says that when the negro has sonething that we want,
or can performa task that we want done, we waive the color line, and
the race problemthen ceases to be a problem So it is with the Ex.
Question. Wen the ex-convict is able to show that he is useful to the
world, the world will cease to shun him When Superintendent Wi ttaker
graduates a man it is pretty good evidence that the man is able and

willing to render a service to society.

The only places where the ex-convicts get the icy mtt are pink teas
and prayer neetings. An ex-convict should work all day and then spend
his evenings at the library, feeding his nmnd--then he is safe.

If I were an ex-convict | would fight shy of all "Refuges," "Sheltering
Arns," "Saint Andrew s Societies"” and the philanthropic "College
Settlenents.” | would never go to those good professional people, or
prof essi onal good peopl e, who patronize the poor and spit upon the

al | eged wongdoer, and who draw sharp |lines of demarcation in

di stingui shing between the "good" and the "bad." If you can work and are
willing to work, business men will not draw the Iine on you. Get a job,
and then hold it down hard by naki ng yourself necessary. Enpl oyers of

| abor and the ex-convicts thensel ves are fast settling this Ex.

Question, with the help of the advanced type of the Reform School where
the inmates are being taught to be useful and are not puni shed nor
patroni zed, but are sinply given a chance. My heart goes out in synpathy

to the man who gives a poor devil a chance. | nyself am a poor devil




The Sergeant

A colonel in the United States Arny told me the other day sonething like
this: The nost valuable officer, the one who has the greatest
responsibility, is the sergeant. The true sergeant is born, not nade--he
is the priceless gift of the gods. He is so highly prized that when
found he is never pronoted, nor is he allowed to resign. If he is
dissatisfied with his pay, Captain, Lieutenant and Col onel chip in--they
cannot afford to lose him He is a rara avis--the apple of their eye.

Hs first requirenment is that he nust be able to lick any man in the
conpany. A drunken private may damm a captai n upsi de down and w ong-si de
out, and the captain is not allowed to reply. He can neither strike with
his fist, nor engage in a cussing match, but your able sergeant is an
adept in both of these polite acconplishnents. Even if a private strike
an officer, the officer is not allowed to strike back. Perhaps the nman
who abuses himcould easily beat himin a rough-and-tunble fight, and
then it is quite a sufficient reason to keep one's clothes clean. W

say the revolver equalizes all nmen, but it doesn't. It is disagreeable
to shoot a man. It scatters brains and blood all over the sidewal k,
attracts a crowd, requires a deal of explanation afterward, and may cost
an officer his stripes. No good officer ever hears anything said about
himby a private.

The sergeant hears everything, and his reply to backslack is a
straight-armjab in the jaw. The sergeant is responsible only to his
captain, and no good captain wll ever know anything about what a
sergeant does, and he will not believe it when told. If a fight occurs
between two privates, the sergeant junps in, bunps their heads together
and licks themboth. If a man feigns sick, or is drunk, the sergeant
chucks hi munder the punp. The regul ations do not call for any such
treatment, but the sergeant does not know anythi ng about the

regul ations--he gets the thing done. The sergeant may be twenty years

old or sixty--age does not count. The sergeant is a father to his




men--he regards themall as children--bad boys--and his business is to

make them brave, honorable and dutiful soldiers.

The sergeant is always the first man up in the norning, the last nan to
go to bed at night. He knows where his nmen are every mnute of the day
or night. If they are actually sick, he is both nurse and physician, and
dictates gently to the surgeon what should be done. He is also the
undertaker, and the digging of ditches and |aying out of latrines al

fall to his lot. Unlike the higher officers, he does not have to dress

"smart,"” and he is very apt to discard his uniformand go clothed like a
civilian teanster, excepting on special occasions when necessity demands

brai d and buttons.

He knows everything, and nothing. No wild escapade of a higher officer

passes by him yet he never tells.

Now one m ght suppose that he is an absolute tyrant, but a good sergeant
is a beneficent tyrant at the right tinme. To break the spirit of his nen
will not do--it would unfit themfor service--so what he seeks to do is
nmerely to bend their minds so as to match his own. G adually they grow
to both love and fear him In time of actual fight he transfornms cowards
into heroes. He holds his nen up to the scratch. In battle there are
often certain officers marked for death--they are to be shot by their
own nen. It is a tinme of getting even--and in the hurly-burly and
excitenment there are no witnesses. The sergeant is ever on the | ookout
for such nutinies, and his revol ver often sends to the dust the head
revolutionary before the dastardly plot can be carried out. In war-tine

all executions are not judicial.

In actual truth, the sergeant is the only real, sure-enough fighting man
inthe army. He is as rare as birds' teeth, and every officer anxiously

scans his recruits in search of good sergeant tinber

In business life, the man with the sergeant instincts is even nore
val uabl e than in the arny. The busi ness sergeant is the man not in
evi dence--who asks for no conplinents or bouquets--who knows where




t hi ngs are--who has no outside anbitions, and no desire save to do his
work. If he is too smart he will lay plots and plans for his own

pronmotion, and thereby he is pretty sure to defeat hinself.

As an individual the average soldier is a sneak, a shirk, a failure, a
coward. He is only valuable as he is licked into shape. It is pretty
much the same in business. It seens hard to say it, but the average
enploye in factory, shop or store, puts the face of the clock to shane
Il ooking at it; he is thinking of his pay envelope and his intent is to
keep the boss located and to do as little work as possible. In many
cases the tyranny of the enployer is to blane for the condition, but
nmore often it is the native outcrop of suspicion that pronpts the seller
to give no nore than he can hel p.

And here the sergeant comes in, and with watchful eye and tirel ess
nerves, holds the recreants to their tasks. If he is too severe, he wll
fix in the shirks nore firmy the shirk microbe; but if he is of better
fibre, he may supply a little nmore will to those who lack it, and
gradual ly create an atnosphere of right intent, so that the only
disgrace will consist in their wearing the face off the regulator and
keepi ng one ear cocked to catch the comi ng footsteps of the boss.

There is not the slightest danger that there will ever be an overplus of
sergeants. Let the sergeant keep out of strikes, plots, feuds, hold his
tenper and show what's what, and he can nane his own salary and keep his

pl ace for ninety-nine years w thout having a contract.

The Spirit of the Age

Four hundred and twenty-five years before the birth of the Nazarene,
Socrates said, "The gods are on high A ynpus, but you and | are here."
And for this--and a few other simlar observations--be was conpelled to
drink a substitute for coffee--he was an infidel! Wthin the last thirty

years the churches of Christendom have, in the main, adopted the




Socratic proposition that you and | are here. That is, we have made
progress by getting away from narrow t heol ogy and recogni zi ng humanity.
We do not know anythi ng about either O ynpus or Elysium but we do know
somet hi ng about At hens.

At hens i s here.

At hens needs us--the Greeks are at the door. Let the gods run El ysium
and we' || devote ourselves to Athens.

This is the prevailing spirit in the churches of America to-day. Qur

religion is humanitarian, not theol ogical.

A like evolution has cone about in nedicine. The nateria nedica of
twenty-five years ago i s now obsol ete. No good doctor now treats

synpt ons- - he neither gives you sonmething to relieve your headache nor to
settle your stomach. These are but tinmely ting-a-lings--Nature's

war ni ngs--1 ook out! And the doctor tells you so, and charges you a fee
sufficient to inpress you with the fact that he is no fool, but that

you are.

The | awyer who now gets the largest fees is never seen in a court-room
Litigation is now |largely given over to damage suits--carried on by
clients who want sonething for nothing, and little | awers, shark-1ike
and hungry, who work on contingent fees. Three-fourths of the tinme of
all superior and suprene courts is taken up by Hs Effluvia, who brings
suit thru Hs Bacteria, with H s Crabship as chief wtness, for damages
not due, either in justice or fact.

How to get rid of this burden, brought upon us by nen who have not hi ng
to lose, is a question too big for the average legislator. It can only
be sol ved by heroic neasures, carried out by |awers who are out of
politics and have a conplete indifference for cheap popularity. Here is
opportunity for men of courage and ability. But the point is this, wse
busi ness men keep out of court. They arbitrate their differences

--conprom se--they cannot afford to quit their work for the




sake of getting even. As for making noney, they know a better way.

In theol ogy we are waiving distinctions and devoting ourselves to the
divine spirit only as it manifests itself in humanity--we are talking

| ess and | ess about another world and taking nore notice of the one we
i nhabit. O course we occasionally have heresy trials, and pictures of
the offender and the Fat Bi shop adorn the first page, but heresy trials
not acconpani ed by the scaffold or the faggots are i nnocuous and

exceedi ngly tane.

In nmedicine we have nmore faith in ourselves and | ess in prescriptions.

I n pedagogy we are teaching nore and nore by the natura
met hod- -1 earni ng by doing--and | ess and | ess by neans of injunction

and precept.

I n penol ogy we seek to educate and reform not to suppress, repress and

puni sh.

That is to say, the gods are on high Oynpus--let them stay there.
At hens is here.

The Grammari an

The best way to learn to wite is to wite.

Her bert Spencer never studied grammar until he had learned to wite. He
took his gramar at sixty, which is a good age for one to begin this
nmost interesting study, as by the tinme you have reached that age you

have largely lost your capacity to sin.

Men who can swi m exceedingly well are not those who have taken courses
in the theory of swinmmng at natatoriunms, from professors of the

anphi bian art--they were just boys who junmped into the ol' sw mmn'




hol e, and cane honme with shirts on wong-side out and a tell-tale
danpness in their hair.

Correspondence schools for the tam ng of bronchos are as naught; and
treatises on the gentle art of wooing are of no avail--foll ow

nature's | ead.

G ammar is the appendenda verm form s of the science of pedagogics: it
is as useless as the letter q in the al phabet, or the proverbial two
tails to a cat, which no cat ever had, and the finest cat in the world,

the Manx cat, has no tail at all.

"The literary style of nopst university men is commonpl ace, when not

positively bad," wote Herbert Spencer in his old age.

"Educated Englishnen all wite alike," said Taine. That is to say,
educated men who have been drilled to wite by certain fixed and
unchangeabl e rules of rhetoric and gramar will produce simlar
conpositions. They have no literary style, for style is individuality
and character--the style is the nan, and grammar tends to obliterate
individuality. No study is so irksome to everybody, except the sciolists
who teach it, as grammar. It renains forever a bad taste in the nouth of
the man of ideas, and has weaned bright nminds innunerable froma desire

to express thensel ves through the witten word.

Gammar is the etiquette of words, and the nan who does not know how to
properly salute his grandnother on the street until he has consulted a
book, is always so troubl ed about the tenses that his fancies break thru

| anguage and escape.

The grammarian is one whose whol e thought is to string words according
to a set fornmula. The substance itself that he w shes to convey is of
secondary inportance. Orators who keep their thoughts upon the proper

way to gesticulate in curves, inpress nobody.

If it were a sin against decency, or an attenpt to poison the mnds of




the people, for a person to be ungrammatical, it might be w se enough
to hire men to protect the well of English fromdefilenent. But a
stationary | anguage is a dead one--noving water only is pure--and the
well that is not fed by springs is sure to be a breedi ng-pl ace

for disease

Let nen express thenselves in their own way, and if they express

t hensel ves poorly, |ook you, their punishment will be that no one will
read their literary effusions. Qolivion with her snother-blanket lies in
wait for the witer who has nothing to say and says it faultlessly.

In the making of hare soup, I aminformed by nost excellent culinary
authority, the first requisite is to catch your hare. The literary
scullion who has anything to offer a hungry world, will doubtless find a

way to fricassee it.

The Best Religion

A religion of just being kind would be a pretty good religion, don't you
t hi nk so?

But a religion of kindness and useful effort is nearly a perfect

religion.

We used to think it was a man's belief concerning a dogma that would fix
his place in eternity. This was because we believed that God was a
grunpy, grouchy old gentlenan, stupid, touchy and dictatorial. Areally
good man woul d not dam you even if you didn't Iike him but a bad

man woul d.

As our ideas of God changed, we ourselves changed for the better. O, as
we thought better of ourselves we thought better of God. It will be
character that |ocates our place in another world, if there is one, just

as it is our character that fixes our place here.




We are weavi ng character every day, and the way to weave the best
character is to be kind and to be useful.

THINK RIGHT, ACT RIGHT;, IT IS WHAT WE THI NK AND DO THAT MAKE US WHAT V\E
ARE.
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