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INTRODUCTION

“How can I attain success?”

That is what every rational human being wants to know.

This book tells in an intimate way how fifty of America’s foremost
business and financial leaders of the present day have climbed the
ladder of success.

The selection of the fifty is based on the replies received from busi-
ness men all over the country to the question: “Who Are Our
Fifty Foremost Business Men, Men Who Are Making America?”
In all but a few instances, based on geographical or exceptional cir-
cumstances, the list represents those who were accorded the highest
number of votes. Having been thus singled out as the most success-
ful American business men now living they may be regarded as well
qualified to speak illuminatingly and helpfully on the subject of
achievement.

Who are the fifty men thus honoured by the business world?

- In what fields have they made their mark?

Are they moderately young or are most of them elderly?

How many of them are native Americans and how many were
born in other parts of the world?

Were their parents in a majority of instances poor, moderately
circumstanced, or wealthy?

The table on pages vi-vii furnishes a succinct reply to these questions.

It will be seen that:

24 were born poor.
17 were born in moderate circumstances.
9 were born rich.
40 were born in the United States.
4 were born in Scotland.
4 were born in Germany.
I was born in England.
1 was born in Canada.
14 began as store clerks.
5 as bank clerks.
4 as grocery boys.

The compilation shatters the popular idea that most of the highest
financial and business positions in the United States are held by

A4
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viil INTRODUCTION

young men. Only four in the list are under fifty years of age. And
only a few of the others at fifty would have won entrance into any
such list as this. Not only is the average age sixty-one, but no fewer
than twelve are seventy or more.

5There is encouragement in this fact for those earnest workers who
have not yet reached places of conspicuous eminence. If the right
kind of seed is being planted, the fruit may ripen by and by. Re-
sults are not always attained in a hurry.

Indeed, one great lesson the lives of these notable men convey is
that patience, perseverance, stick-to-itiveness, and unflagging courage
are essential qualities.

Another point revealed by this analysis of the personnel of Amer-
ica’s ablest business leaders is that neither birth nor education,
neither nationality nor religion, neither heredity nor environment are
barriers—or passports—to success in this land of liberty and democ-
racy. Worth alone counts. The only caste in America is merit.

The humble origin of the majority of these “Men Who Are Making
America” would call for more comment were it not so typical of the
nation’s annals.

My study of the careers of these men has impressed me with this
fact: Most of them had to pay the price of success. They worked
harder and longer, they studied and planned more assiduously, they
practised more self-denial and overcame more difficulties than those
of us who have not risen so far.

How can one achieve big things?

What are the necessary qualifications?

What course must be followed?

For a full answer to these questions the reader must turn to the
character sketches.

But I may remark, in a general way, that there would appear to
be two sets, or classes, of qualities calculated to win success:

First—Qualities within the reach of all.

Second—CQualities attainable only by those favourably endowed
by Nature.

The first list of qualities, if wisely cultivated and exercised, may be
depended upon to earn at least a moderate measure of success.

But, as a rule, some of the qualities in the second category are
requisite for the attainment of such exceptional success as has been
achieved by many of the men whose records are outlined in this book.

Among the qualities all may weave into the fabric of their character
may be enumerated: Integrity, self-denial, sincerity, industry,
sobriety, self-culture, cheerfulness, self-reliance, good temper, cour-
age, stick-to-itiveness, confidence, concentration, steadfastness, loy-
alty, ambition, optimism, politeness.
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The rarer and higher qualities, not within reach of every brain,
include: Foresight, statesmanship, generalship—ability to select,
to lead, and to inspire other men; great mental and physical stamina;
superior judgment, abnormal memory, willingness to incur large-scale
risks adjudged capable of being turned to profitable account, per-
sonal magnetism, dynamic force, imagination, commonsense.

Says Shakespeare:

“’Tis not in mortals to command success;
We will do more—deserve it.”

My observation and investigation have convinced me that nine
times in ten success is won by those who deserve to win it. Dame
Fortune is not so capricious as superficial indications sometimes would
suggest: fame, responsibility, and (uninherited) wealth usually seek
shoulders broad enough to bear them worthily. The little man can-
not continue to fill a big place creditably.

It is not always true that ‘“What man has done, man can do.”
Not every man is so constituted that he could become a Rockefeller
or an Edison.

But, on the other hand, the character sketches here presented abun-
dantly prove that in this land of opportunity no normal person need
fail because of early handicaps of birth or environment.

My main object in writing these brief biographies of notable doers
is to inspire and assist the millions of ambitious, clean, forceful, dili-
gent young men who are bending their energies, physical, mental,
and moral, to make their way in the world, to become useful, construc-
tive citizens, to leave behind them a worthy heritage.

Let me meet possible misdirected criticism by explaining in the
clearest terms that these character sketches are confined to financial
and business men and do #not include any of America’s innumerable
men of national and international eminence in statesmanship, science,
education, art, literature, medicine, etc. Nor are there any railroad
giants in this list, as it is my purpose to devote a separate volume to
them.

Objection may be raised that the dollar apparently has been used
almost exclusively as the yardstick in measuring success.

In the nature of things, the man who creates or builds up a mighty
financial, industrial, mining, or commercial organization usually
makes money, often a great deal of it. In business, profit is the re-
ward of successful achievement.

But the man who sets up money-making as his primary, his sole
goal, who subverts everything to that end, seldom fulfils his narrow,
Midas-like ambition.

It is not money but the joy of achievement, the joy of creating, of
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developing something, that spurs on most men who become factors
of the first importance in the business world.

Providence would seem to have ordained that the man who serves
most shall reap most.

Success i1s coming to be spelt Service.

The success that consists only of dollars is no longer accounted
worth-while success.

Unless the men in this volume (with few exceptions) had a higher
title to recognition than the size of their bank accounts, they would
not have been honoured by their fellow business men throughout the
country as the finest specimens of “Men Who Are Making America.”

Most of them have been instrumental in providing employment
on a large scale and at wages sufficient to enable the workers to be-
come self-respecting citizens, able to marry and to raise families in
rational comfort. Without men of this calibre, without stalwarts
capable of organizing and successfully conducting business enter-
prises, no nation can long hold its place in the world. To become
and remain prosperous and powerful a modern nation must have a
thriving population and such foreign trade outlets as only brainy
commercial and financial leaders of international vision can open up
and conquer.

The United States owes much to its idealists, to its dreamers,
to its cloistered intellectuals, to those calm, reasoning souls who
point to higher things and refuse to be engulfed in the maelstrom of
materialism. But other peoples have achieved more in these philo-
sophic realms. It is not our achievements in abstract thought that
have won us a unique place among the nations.

Our greatest distinction has been won by actions, not words, by
deeds, not dreams, by concrete accomplishment, not airy theorizing.
The world can match our statesmen and philosophers and poets and
artists and composers and authors.

But no nation can match our galaxy of doers, our giants of indus-
try, transportation, commerce, finance, and invention.

What other land could bracket names with such of our twentieth-
century titans as Hill and Harriman; Morgan, Edison, Carnegie, Bell
and Vail; Frick, Gary, Schwab and Farrell; Ford and Willys; Duke,
Eastman, Rosenwald, Paterson, Keith and Woolworth; the McCor-
micks, the Armours and Wilson; Goethals, Guggenheim, Hammond,
Ryan and Nichols; to say nothing of our leaders in international
finance?

Old World heroes too often have been destructionists.

New World heroes are constructionists.

It is my hope that these sketches, brief, fragmentary, and light
though they necessarily are, will do something to modify the too-
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general impression that “Oh, the rich guys were lucky; we weren’t.
That’s the only difference.” I have tried to give in specific detail
some of the difficulties encountered by these men and to explain
exactly how they overcame them, for by so doing I believe something
will be done to promote understanding between the less successful
and the successful.

So common throughout the volume is the story of early struggles
sufficient to daunt and drive to despair the average human being
that the sub-title might well be the motto of Kansas. ““Ad astra per
aspera”’—Through difficulties to the stars.

The extent of the interest aroused by the serial publication of the
articles in Leslie’s has been deeply gratifying; indeed, that periodi-
cal stated editorially that no series ever printed by it in its long
history had attracted so much attention and comment throughout
the length and breadth of the country.

So numerous have been the requests to 1ssue the sketches in perma-
nent form that I offer no apology for bringing forward this volume.
It contains quite a few biographies never before written from authen-
tic, original material owii 7 to the aversion of the subjects to talking
for publication only the conviction that the telling of their life-
stories frankly and fully might serve to hearten athers ihduced these
men to narrate their experiences.

Were I not confident that the volume will have some inspirational
value I would not have troubled to write it. The preparation of
a series of real romances in financial and business, though of some
current and perhaps historic interest, would not have justified the
time, the labour, the patience, and the diplomacy which have been
necessary to accomplish the task. It took from six months to a full
year to induce more than one of the subjects to say one word about
their careers. In a few cases, as will appear from the articles, there
was no personal interview, so that the information in such instances—
including, notably, Henry Ford and George F. Baker—must be
accepted as second-hand.

Wherever possible I have let the subjects tell their own stories
in their own words. I know of no volume which enables the am-
bitious young man to make the intimate acquaintance of so many of
the nation’s foremost men of affairs and to learn from their own lips
the most useful wisdom their eventful experiences have taught them.

Please pardon this too-lengthy introduction to them.
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J. OGDEN ARMOUR

and has larger vision. When Philip D. Armour died, sixteen

® vyears ago, Armour & Co. did a business of $100,000,000 a

year; now they do $500,000,000. And the brains, the active directing,

head, the planner and architect and developer of Armour & Co., is

J. Ogden Armour. He is not an ornamental figurehead, merely the

son of a rich father, but one of America’s ablest, most forceful creative
business men.

Since “J. O.,” as his colleagues call him, took hold, auxiliary enter-
prises have been built up doing in the aggregate more business than
the packing house—the Armour Grain Company handles more grain
than any other concern on the face of the earth; Armour has the second
largest leather business in the world; he ranks among the foremost
manufacturers of fertilizers; he controls more refrigerator and other
special cars than any railroad system in the country.

J. Odgen Armour is the largest merchant in Christendomorheathen-
dom.

Also, he is the largest individual employer of workers—some
40,000 of them; Armour & Co. has no stockholders; it is purely a
family concern.

Thanks to muckrakers, self-seeking government officials, and misled
newspapers, [—doubtless in common with many others—had pic-
tured Armour as an aristocrat too proud to mix with Chicago’s Four
Hundred, as an autocrat too overbearing to join other leading citizens
in civic movements, as a mediocre business man but possessing sense
enough to let brainier men run the organization bequeathed to him.

How false were such conceptions! How unfair such judgments!

I told Armour very frankly what my ideas about him had been—
after I found out, by careful investigation, that they were all wrong.
He laughed—and gave me straight-from-the-shoulder explanations.

“I have no social ambitions,” he said. ‘“My ambition is to run
Armour & Co. successfully and to give a great many young men a

3

J OGDEN ARMOUR is at heart as democratic as was his father
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chance to make their way in the world. My associates in the business
are my closest friends, my chums. If it weren’t for the fun there is in
working with them and being with them, I wouldn’t—{ couldn’t—
stay in business. Without sentiment, the work would be too hard.”

Years ago Mr. Armour was offered $130,000,000 for his company
but unhesitatingly declined it.

“What could I do with $130,000,000?"” he remarked when I asked
him about this incident, now revealed for the first time.

The truth is that, instead of feeling too aristocratic to mingle with
capital-S Society, Mr. Armour is too democratic.

He mentioned sentiment in business.

“Do you let sentiment enter into running your business?” I asked.

“Enter into running it?”’ he repeated. “Why, I run it on senti-
ment. If I didn’t, it would not be successful—and it wouldn’t be
worth while running. What is it that makes an organization success-
ful? Isn’t it the loyalty and the enthusiasm of the many men en-
gaged in 1t? And how can any man inspire these sentiments if he
has no sentiment in his own make-up? No one man can run a big
concern; he must depend upon others for the actual doing of almost
everything.

“To get the right kind of men we begin early. We are more par-
ticular about the hiring of office-boys than about any other thing
connected with Armour & Co., for the office-boys of to-day will be-
come our department managers to-morrow. We select them with that
in view. We practically never go outside for a high-priced man. Just
as the fellow who starts with the Pennsylvania Railroad as a brake-
man may one day become president, so young men who start with us
at the bottom can hope to rise to the top.”

Here let me digress. Mr. Armour happened to remark one day,
in the hearing of a bright youth, that one of his greatest pleasures in
life was developing young men.

“Mr. Armour,” spoke up the youth, “you need not look any fur-
ther. You can start right here,” pointing to himself.

Mr. Armour did start right there. To-day the youth is vice-
president of Armour & Co., Mr. Armour’s right-hand man and most
trusted associate, Robert J. Dunham, director in Chicago banking
and business enterprises and having the income of a prince—all at 40!

I walked through every department at Armour’s and I believe the
average age of the executive heads is under rather than over 4o.
When men grow old enough to enjoy a life of leisure they retire on
pension.

Mr. Armour is §3—past. I called him 54, as he was born in 1863,
but he objected.

“Don’t make me worse than I am,” he protested, smiling. “I
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never realized I was anything but a young fellow until one day I was
late, for some reason or other, in reaching the stockyard. I used to
get there by eight, but this morning it was half past. One office-boy,
who didn’t see me, looking up at the clock as I was passing, said to
another: ‘I wonder what’s become of the old man this morning!’
The ‘old man !’ It stabbed me.”

The world was accustomed to expect epigrams and all sorts of
sage sayings from the original Armour. But nobody, so far as I know,
has ever publicly attributed a like ability to the son.

Well, he has it. Read, for example, these sentences, dropped by
him in course of our very informal, heart-to-heart talk:

““Business can no longer be done with a club but with a chemist—
and a lawyer.”

“The most valuable ability of all is the ability to select men of
ability.”

“The richer and bigger you are, the more considerate you have o
be of other people’s feelings if you are to succeed in taking the curse
off being rich.”

““The man who handles himself right is the man who puts himself
on the level of the man he is with.”

““The world is a worse place for a young man with a lot of money
than for one without any.”

“I have known a lot of men who were good men when they had no
great amount of money but who let riches go to their head and make
poor men of them.”

“I don’t worry. Worry kills more people than ever hard work
killed.”

“There 75 luck in the world. There may be luck in getting a good
job—but there’s no luck in keeping it.”

Unlike some rich men’s sons, J. Ogden Armour is a worker. For
many vears he was at the packing house by eight o’clock every busi-
ness morning. He began at the bottom; pay, $8 a week. He learned
the business in the stern school of experience—his intrepid father saw
to that. And as “J. O.” says in his well-written book, “The Packers
and The People,” the slaughtering, dressing, and packing of swine,
cattle, and sheep is no parlour game.

Later, when he became the directing head, he used to receive at
his home, by seven o’clock every morning, detailed reports of the live-
stock receipts at all the principal centres in the country and, after
carefully analyzing the whole national and international situation,
decide upon the general buying programme for the day.

Let me relate another incident, one that Mr. Armour will be sur-
prised to read in this article, for he does not know I ferreted out the
facts.
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Britain’s declaration of war had stampeded financial America.
The New York Stock Exchange was afraid to open the flood-gates.
Virtually every other exchange in the land was closed. The banks
were clamouring for emergency currency, clearing-house certificates,
and other panic appurtenances. Savings banks suspended cash
payments.

The bottom had fallen out of everything.

No, not everything. The Chicago Board of Trade—the famous
“Grain Pit”—remained open, was subjected to a terrific bombard-
ment, but weathered the storm without one grain-trade failure.

The newspapers carried black headlines telling how George E.
Marcy, president of the Armour Grain Company, had heroically saved
the day, first by fighting against the closing of the board, and then,
when pandemonium broke loose and grain prices began to soar, by sell-
mng first one million, then another million bushels of wheat at prices
which prevented quotations from rising more than two to three cents
a bushel—contrasted with opening skyrocketing to the extent of eight
cents a bushel at Minneapolis. Marcy wasproclaimed a hero.

“Yes,” admitted Mr. Marcy when I quizzed him about the events
of that exciting day, “I did go into the market and sell two or three
million bushels of grain to keep the market from running away—but
I advised with Mr. Armour over the telephone early that morning
and I did nothing but carry out his instructions.”

Mr. Marcy added this other bit of heretofore unwritten history:

“Mr. Armour also told me to step in and take care of anybody who
might need help. I replied: ‘You are assuming a great risk. Some
may fail.” Mr. Armour repeated: ‘Go ahead and help any you can.
Go to the banks with people who are good and arrange to have them
tided over.” I did—and not a single failure occurred in the grain
trade. This was, of course, Mr. Armour’s idea, not mine.”

One writer, familiar with the facts rather than the fiction concern-
ing the Armour family, has said: “‘J. Ogden Armour would be the
last to acknowledge that he has outstripped his father as an originator,
a creator, an economist, and a financier. But such 1s the fact.”

A prominent Chicago business man told me: “‘J. O.” has quadru-
pled the business that his father built up. ‘P. D.” was not so opti-
mistic, not so farseeing, not so ready to dare as his son. The son has
gone beyond what his father would have approved in branching out.
He has done it because of his extraordinary belief in the development
of this country. ‘J. O.” himself has said, ‘The country has grown
up to help me out of the hole when I seemed to have planned too far
ahead.””

The present Mr. Armour would subscribe to no such analysis, for
few sons have so much reverence for a father.
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Mr. Armour’s modesty, indeed, is chiefly responsible for his having
been misunderstood by a majority of the people. He shuns inter-
viewers— ‘I had hoped to dodge you,” he frankly told me when I
waylaid him; “I told Dunham to steer you off.”

You never read of Mr. Armour appearing in public and making a
speech. ““Because I happened to be born a rich man, I don’t feel
that that entitles me to foist my views on other people,”” he explained.
“My father once said to me: ‘You have to take the curse off being a
rich man.” I have tried in my own way not to aggravate the offence
of being a rich man or a rich man’s son.”

On civic and other committees formed to deal with important prob-
lems Mr. Armour often does much real work, but always outside
the range of the limelight.

Society doesn’t appeal to him. He divides his time between his
business and his home, presided over by his wife, formerly Miss Lolita
Sheldon. He is intensely fond of his only child, a daughter of about
21, who, it may be recalled, was a cripple until Mr. Armour brought
over the famous Dr. Lorenz of Vienna, who operated upon her suc-
cessfully and whose services were placed by Mr. Armour at the dis-
posalofother childrenin the country similarly afflicted, an offer of which
boys and girls from as far off as the Pacific Coast availed themselves.

The affection existing between Mr. Armour and his mother is
beautiful. No matter how pressing business affairs may be, he never
allows her to leave Chicago without him, and he insists also upon jour-
neying to wherever she may be visiting to accompany her home. It
was of this estimable lady that the late Philip D. Armour said, “My
culture is mostly in my wife’s name.” From Belle Ogden—his
mother’s maiden name—]. Ogden has inherited his unassuming
characteristics.

Mr. Armour has no false pride concerning the humble origin and
early struggles of his father. He recounted to me how his father,
when only 19, set off from his home in the village of Stockbridge,
N. Y., in company with three other men, determined to walk all the
way to California to make their fortunes in the then new gold fields—
this was in 1851. One of the four died, two others turned back, but
Philip Armour tramped on and reached the coast in six months!
His first job was digging ditches at $5 a day and $10 a night—and
oftener than once he worked day and night. By and by he took con-
tracts to dig ditches and in five years had saved $8,000. With this
fortune he returned with visions of marrying his village sweetheart
and buying a farm, but, alas! she had married a worthy horse doctor.

On his way home, Milwaukee impressed him as an ideal centre
for doing business, since it caught the streams of traffic and people
crossing and recrossing the continent. There young Armour, in 18359,
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formed a produce and commission business partnership with Fred
B. Miles. Each contributed as capital the humble sum of g500—the
original partnership agreement now hangs in the son’s office as one of
his most cherished possessions. Smoked and pickled meats being in
demand by travellers and others, young Armour later switched to that
line, as junior partner of John Plankinton, the then largest packer in
America. Then came the Civil War with its pressing calls for
huge quantities of preserved meats and Plankinton & Armour
prospered.

Chicago having outstripped Milwaukee as a growing commercial
centre after the war, Armour, with characteristic foresight, moved to
that city in 1870 and, with two brothers, formed Armour & Co., the
firm which to-day, without a single stockholder outside of the family,
is doing a business, with its allied enterprises, approximating that
done by the billion-dollar Steel Corporation.

The founder died in 1901, after one of the most picturesque, inspir-
ing, and successful careers in American history. His younger son,
Phlhp D., Jr., died a year before his father. There were misgivings in
certain quarters as to the ability of the elder son, J. Ogden, to fill
his father’s shoes. Indeed, Armour pére at one time pictured no
Napoleonic career for Ogden—and the latter shared his father’s judg-
ment! But long before he died the father had the satisfaction of see-
ing Ogden develop into a business man of the first calibre. As a
matter of fact, “J. O.” really ran the business quite some time before
his father passed away, and he did it with a success that yielded the
father the greatest happiness of his later years.

“I thought I was the most fortunate young man in the world when
Iinherited a huge business and a good name,” said Mr. Armour to me
reminiscently. “But it was not long before I changed my views, for
I had nothing but trouble, especially when the United States Govern-
ment brought all sorts of grave charges against me and other packers.
I felt that I had tried to run Armour & Co. honestly and fairly—and
certainly I did not need to do dishonest things to make money. The
indictments, nevertheless, caused me terrible humiliation and un-
happiness. I had been proud of my father’s name and record, and
had tried sincerely to maintain both unsullied. The courts gave us
a clean bill of health, but not before the American packing industry
had been so vilified that country after country shut its doors against
American-made products.”

Mr. Armour added: “The experience taught me that the rich man
who chooses to enjoy his riches, without taking the responsibilities that
ought to go along with them, is not much of a chap.”

Armour & Co. has handsomely made up the ground lost by the
Government’s attack upon the packing business. The firm’s sales are
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fivefold what they were sixteen years ago and innumerable side lines
have been successfully established. Read these figures:

Armour & Co. to-day has 500 branches located in different coun-
tries.

It has spent $3,500,000 on one foreign plant alone—in Argen-
tina. It has offices and permanent representatives in forty foreign
cities and countries. Its foreign business alone last year approxi-
mated $100,000,000. It paid cash to American farmers to the
amount of about $300,000,000 last year for live stock.

Armour & Co. to-day handles no fewer than 3,000 distinct products
—a transformation from the days when Plankinton & Armour sold
nothing but meats.

The Armour Grain Co., the largest in the world, has constructed in
South Chicago an elevator holding 10,000,000 bushels, bringing the
company’s total elevator capacity up to 25,000,000 bushels.

The Armour Grain Company’s lumber sales run into millions of
dollars every year, thousands of farmers finding it convenient to take
home prepared lumber when they bring their grain to depots.

During one recent month 14,000 visitors went through the Armour
packing establishment in Chicago, where every single operation in
the killing of live stock and the preparation of the products is wide
open for inspection every day.

Armour’s profits last year averaged less than three cents on the
dollar on its total business.

Mr. Armour has served in every department both at the stock-
yards and in the office. Before he had finished his full course at
Yale Sheffield Scientific School he was called home by his father to
get into harness. With fewer vacations than the average clerk en-
joys, Mr. Armour has been in harness ever since, working hours which
would scandalize trade-union leaders!

In showing me over the Armour Grain Company he took me to a
room in which was a miniature flour mill and bakery where an expert
analytical chemist receives a sample of every load of grain bought by
the company, ascertains the percentage of moisture it contains, then
grinds the sample into flour, analyzes the food values of the flour, then
bakes it into bread so that customers can be supplied with exactly
the kind and colour of grain or flour they desire. This scientific
process enables the company to sell first those shipments which
contain the largest percentage of moisture, thus saving hundreds of
thousands of dollars every year, for the evaporation in some cases
would mean one to two cents a bushel loss if the grain were not
promptly marketed. This is doing business, “not with a club but
with a chemist.”

I noticed that wherever we went Mr. Armour was continually
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addressing theemployees by their names, revealing a real interest in the
men. [ took occasion to speak to numbers of the workers when Mr.
Armour was not with me and I found they regarded him more as a
colleague than as a boss; they felt that they were all working together,
that they were working it/ rather than for him. I could believe Mr.
Armour, therefore, when he said to me: ‘“The best thing about my
work is the loyalty of our people. There are such wonderful fellows
all round about me. If it weren’t for that, I would not give two
cents for holding on to Armour & Co. The boys who run the business
with me make the work a pleasure.”

One of the executives told me that he had never seen Mr. Armour
so happy as when he visited a very wonderful farm—a scientifically
conducted enterprise of great magnitude—owned by one of his
employees. “Mr. Armour,” he said, “was delighted to think there
were people connected with the company earning and saving enough
to own such an establishment.”

No space is left to tell adequately of the Armour family’s benefac-
tions. The original Armour spent several millions on the famous
Armour Institute of Technology, which annually turns out hundreds
of graduates so skilfully trained that corporations and institutions
clamour to engage them the moment they are ready to start work.
Several years ago the present Mr. Armour and his mother gave the
institute an endowment fund of $1,500,000, while not long ago Mr.
Armour gave another $500,000. The running of the institution costs
Mzr. Armour several thousand dollars every week

Incidentally, the institute came into being through a sermon
preached in 1892 by the illustrious humanitarian, Dr. F. W. Gunsau-
Tus, on “What I Would Do If I had $1,000,000.”” Dr. Gunsaulus,
as president of the institute, has been doing it ever since, Mr.
Armour having given him not one million but several.

At the stockyards nurses are kept to visit not only the homes of
Armour employees who become sick but to unearth cases of need
among other families, and these are given all necessary attention.
“Within half an hour after we receive word in the winter time from
one of our nurses that some family is without coal, a wagon is on the
way to them,” one of the employees at the stockyards told me with
great pride. “That’s the kind of a man Mr. Armour is.”

When the United States entered the European war Mr. Armour
promptly urged that all dealings in foodstuffs should be taken under
control by the Government, an unselfish attitude which caused
chronic critics of all capitalists to soften their views. Mr. Armour’s
action has convincingly demonstrated that it is possible to be both a
packer and a patriot.
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America.”
Thus did one of the country’s leading bankers describe
George F. Baker, the closest associate of the late J. P. Morgan and
to-day the most powerful national banker in Wall Street, the domi-
nating director of more corporations than any other man in the United
States and perhaps the third richest living American.

I can perscnally testify to the hardness of Mr. Baker’s shell. It is
impenetrable. He affects absolute indifference to how he is regarded
by his fellowmen.

“It is none of the public’s business what I do,” he told me, just as
he had told the Pujo Money Trust Committee when summoned to
the witness stand at Washington, an attitude which the investigators
forced him to abandon.

Did every financier adopt the Baker attitude toward the public
and toward public opinion there would be a revolution in this republic
in twelve months.

The free citizens of a democracy some years ago taught capitalists a
lesson. The younger generation have learned it. They realize that
they cannot show contempt for the hundred million human beings,
of as good flesh and blood as themselves, who make up this common-
wealth. The idea that presidents of banks handling the public’s
money, that directors of corporations whose stock is held by thou-
sands of public investors, that overlords of semi-public enterprises can
snap their fingers at the public’s will, has been pretty well drummed
out of the heads of most men. George F. Baker, however, is the
dean of the old school, the school of secrecy, the school that for a long
time did not have to reckon with the power of public opinion.

Many of those who voted on the question: “Who Are Our Fifty
Greatest Business Men, Men Who Are Making America?”’ accom-
panied their ballots with letters. One important publisher sent me
this comment: “You will notice that I have not included in my list
George F. Baker; I regard him as nothing but a money-making ma-
chine.”

That is the general impression of Mr. Baker among those not in a
position to peer under his mask, who know him only by his works, who
never hear of him doing a single generous act, but see him only as the

THE man with the hardest shell and the softest heart in

II
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power behind many financial, industrial, and railroad thrones, rolling
up a gigantic fortune and so conducting the First National Bank of
New York that, by the aid of its stockholding adjunct, the First Se-
curity Company, it pours into the pockets of itsstockholders dividends
of from 50 to 70 per cent. or more a year.

“The profits of Mr. Baker’s bank make the rest of us look like rank
novices at banking,” declared one prominent banker the other day.

Mr. Baker was the first New York banker to conceive the idea of
doing things forbidden under the National Bank Act by means of a
separate enterprise whose ownership in reality was and is identical
with that of the bank itself, each share of the bank simply carrying
with it a share in the “other” enterprise. One could not be sold
without the other. The invention has proved highly profitable.

The career of no prominent American is more of a scaled book than
that of George F. Baker. I tried repeatedly to learn something of
his early career from both professional and social friends, but all
in vain.

“I have met Mr. Baker many times socially, both at his dinner
table and my own, but I could not tell you anything more about his
history than a total stranger,” one veteran remarked. ‘‘He never
made any dinner party; I mean he never was the life of any little social
function—but he was the next best thing: he was an excellent listener.
He said little, but listened a lot.”

When I sought to impress upon him that, for his descendants’
sake, if not for his own, he should throw off his business shell and give
to the public a heart-to-heart talk about his life’s work, all he would
say was: ‘‘Some day the public will understand the truth.” I am
recording these things because they give the only picture I can pro-
cure of him.

Yet those who know Mr. Baker intimately declare that he is the
fairest of men, that the public are mistaken in thinking he is interested
only in adding to a fortune of perhaps $150,000,000 to $200,000,000,
that he has a charming personality beneath the taciturn exterior he
shows to the masses, and that, though he had only one philanthropic
deed recorded in his favour—a $350,000 gift to Cornell College—until
he gave $1,000,000 to the Red Cross, he is given to doing little char-
itable acts.

Speaking of this $30,000 gift, I have been told a touching story. 1
record it because it is the only sidelight of the kind I have been able
to obtain regarding Mr. Baker.

A friend made a remark to Mr. Baker about how gratifying it must
be for him to note how well the newspapers had received his kindly act.

Mr. Baker shook his head sadly. ‘It comes too late,”” he re-
marked with a far-away look.
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The friend realized that something was on the old gentleman’s mind.
So he waited. Mr. Baker then recalled an incident which his friend
had witnessed several years before. Just after the 1907 panic had
been brought under control, Mr. Baker arrived slightly late at a
largely attended meeting at the Union League Club. In inner circles
it was well known that Mr. Baker had rendered yeoman service
during the storm, and his appearance was greeted with applause
which swelled into resounding volume as he walked across the floor
to his seat.

“I could not get home quick enough that night to tell zer about it,”
remarked Mr. Baker very sadly.

His wife had died in the interval.

The part played by Mr. Baker during the 1907 upheaval was delved
into by the Pujo counsel, Samuel Untermyer, in 1913, with this
result:

Question.—Is not Mr. Morgan recognized as the great general in this finan-
cial army down in Wall Street?

Mr. Baker—That is according to who is talking. When we talk about
him, as his friends, we think he 1s.

(.—Is he not generally so recognized?

Mr. Baker.—1 think so.

.—And you and Mr. Stillman are recognized as his chief lieutenants?

Mr. Baker.—1 do not think so; no, sir.

).—Who are his chief lieutenants?

Mr. Baker—1 do not know. The members of his firm.

(Q.—Try to overcome your modesty, Mr. Baker.

Mr. Baker.—During the panic I think Mr. Stillman and I were.

0.—You will confess that that is what happened during the panic—MTr.
Morgan was the general and you and Mr. Stillman were his lieutenants?
- Mr. Baker—Yes.

0.—In your judgment is Mr. Morgan the most dominant power in the
financial world to-day, far above everything else?

Mr. Baker.—He would be if he were younger in years. I do not know his
Superior.

0Q.—There is nobody as much so except yourself, is there?

Mr. Baker—And yourself. Get us both in.

0.—How is that, Mr. Baker, seriously?

Mr. Baker.—There is no particular dominant power.

(—When did there cease to be a dominant power?

Mr. Baker—When activities ceased; during the panic it was so.

How George F. Baker rose to be so great a power, how he moved
up the ladder step by step, cannot be told. His early career is more
mysterious than the Sphinx—and Mr. Baker is as silent about it as
the Sphinx. When I asked him for a few facts about his early career,
he not only refused to furnish any information, but, when I suggested
that I might obtain the necessary data from the person presumably
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in the best position toknow, he replied: ““He knows nothing about it.”
It was even so, for this man confessed to me that he had never dared
ask any questions on the subject. I next approached a friend who has
been intimate with Mr. Baker for a generation, but he held up his
hands and exclaimed: ‘‘The Almighty could not draw a word out of
Baker about his early days. I would gladly tell you if I could, but I
don’t know, and it is no use asking him.”

When I turned to “Who’s Who in America” in the hope of getting
some enlizhtenment on the subject, this was what I discovered:

“Baker, George Fisher, banker; born, Troy, N. Y., Mar. 27, 1840.
Chairman Board First National Bank of New York, Jan., 1909—
(ex-pres.).”

That was as far back as this publication had been able to penetrate,
to 1909. Just what he had done during the previous 69 years, “Who’s
Who”’ was unable to record.

There is a rumour, a legend, a story, call it what you will, that
George F. Baker began life as a two-dollar-a-week grocery boy, that
later he earned $5 a week as a night w atchman, studied enough to
qualify as a bank clerk and won promotion to the position of a bank
examiner somewhere or other. The first authentic record available
about his career is that he took a hand, along with John Thompson
and the latter’s two sons, in forming the first bank in New York under
the National Bank Act, in 1863. MTr. Baker started as cashier, but in
four years annexed the presidency.

A veteran tells me that young Baker plunged on United States war
bonds, loading the bank up to the gunwales with them. His nerve
won the admiration of Secretary Chase, who saw to it that the First
National Bank received every possible Government favour. It grew.
To-day it has about as large deposits as the total held by the whole
fifty-four banks then operated in New York City.

A little folder sent to the bank’s stockholders to commemorate the
fortieth anniversary of the founding of the institution contains these
sentences:

“From the beginning the First National Bank sought the business
of banks and bankers and became the redemption agent and deposi-
tory for a large number of out-of-town national banks. It took an
active part in the negotiation of War Loans, thus employing a large
part of its deposits during the first years of business, the results of
which amply rewarded the management for their confidence in the
credit of the Government. The bank from the start took a leading
position among dealers in United States securities, for itself and as
representative of the several refunding syndicates, in financing the
various United States loans issued by successive administrations.
During the year 1879 the bank handled $780,000,000 United States
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Government bonds, completing their receipt and delivery without
error or loss.”

Mr. Baker was a member of the Liberty Loan Committee of the
present year (1917) and his bank distinguished itself by subscribing
for more bonds than any other institution in the country.

The First National’s total original capital was $200,000. How
small a matter a few hundred thousand dollars later became to Mr.
Baker may be gathered from the fact that when asked by the Pujo
probers if he held any interest in the Guaranty Trust Company,
he said he did not think he had or, if he had any, it was so small he
did not remember anything about it. His “small’” holding, it was
brought out, was worth between $700,000 and $800,000! Another
item of his fortune amounting to almost $500,000 he forgot entirely,
so small was it in his eyes.

Financiers declare that it has been Baker’s brains that have made
the First National Bank a veritable gold mine—indeed, something
better than a gold mine, for gold mines wear out, whereas Baker’s
bank, still humbly furnished as in days of old, waxes more profitable
with age, last year’s (1916) dividends totalling 6o per cent., or
$6,000,000, irrespective of the millions paid by its alter ego, the
Security Company. The bank has paid between 2,500 and 3,000 per
cent. altogether, including a dividend of 1,900 per cent. at one clip!

It was in 1901 that a special dividend of $9,500,000 was declared
for the purpose of raising the capital to $10,000,000. Of the total
100,000 shares, Mr. Baker owns 20,000, his son 5,050 and, Morgan &
Company 4,500.

In 1908 dividends of 126 per cent. were declared, 100 per cent. of
this going to start the First Security Company, which took over secur-
ities which the Comptroller of the Currency had ruled the bank could
not legally carry. Mr. Baker also turned into it some holdings he had
acquired “in the interest of the bank.” The stockholders of the
Security Company have no voting rights whatsoever; the thing is
run entirely by trustees who are officers of the bank. This organiza-
tion can speculate all it wants, although Mr. Baker told the Pujo
probers that its stock transactions did not average more than 100
shares a day.

Some of the securities which Mr. Baker put into this pot were
50,000 shares of the Chase National Bank, 5,400 of the National Bank
ot Commerce, 2,500 of the Bankers’ Trust Company, 928 of the
Liberty National Bank, 500 shares of the First National Bank of
Minneapolis, and smaller amounts of the New York Trust Company,
the Astor Trust Company, the Brooklyn Trust Company, etc.

Mr. Baker’s sphere of influence extended not only to these institu-
tions, but he became a power in the Guaranty Trust Company, in the
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Mutual Life Insurance Company, with its hundreds of millions of
assets, to say nothing of a long string of railroads, including the
Lackawanna, Lehigh Valley, Central of New Jersey, Reading, Erie,
Rock Island, Southern Railway, Great Northern, Northern Pacific,
New York Central and New Haven. After his friend Morgan or-
ganized the United States Steel Corporation, Baker became a member
of its Finance Committee. Few other industrial corporations worth
bothering about were overlooked by him or, rather, few of them
overlooked him, for he was sought as a director by most of them.
One of his railroad co-directors tells me that Mr. Baker’s knowledge
and memory concerning the physical as well as financial condition
of properties were astounding. He never missed inspection trips.

Quizzed about his mile-long list of directorships, and his voting
trusteeships, Mr. Baker could supply very little enlightenment off-
hand. Next day, however, he reverted to the subject thus:

Mr. Baker—You presented me before the public as such a great director
man, more than I realized myself, that I would just like to interject here that
I never have become a director or a voting trustee from solicitation of my
own; it has all come to me.

0.—Do you know how many you have?

Mr. Baker.—I1 know I have too many.

0.—Do you know how mapy?

Mr. Baker.—No.

O.—Have you got twenty-five?

Mr. Baker.—1 guess so.

Q.—Have you got fifty?

Mr. Baker—I do not know. I have never counted them up.

Mr. Baker was as ignorant, or indifferent, about his dividends as
he was about his directorships, as this illuminating page from the
record brings out:

Q.—Up to the time the Chase Bank’s capital was increased to $5,000,000,
which you say was about four years ago, what dividend did it pay?

Mr. Baker.—1I do not remember.

0.—What, with an ownership of 23,000 shares, you cannot tell us that?

Mr.jBaker.—Oh, I could by looking back,but I donot happen to remember.

Morgan, it will be recalled, enunciated the famous dictum that in
his eyes character was more important than collateral in granting a
loan. Mr. Baker when examined on this point first corroborated
Morgan’s theory but then recanted, in this wise:

Q.—What is the test of a Stock Exchange loan? )
Mr. Baker—Oh, it is as much who the borrower is as anything. . . .
Possibly the loans are made on the security more than the borrower.
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Q.—As 2 matter of fact, does not the bank look to the security and not to
the borrower?

Mr. Baker.—Generally. We would not accept applications for loans from
some parties. .

Q.—There are some people who could not get money from your bank even
if they had any amount of collateral?

Mr. Baker—Yes, sir.

It was natural that the Money Trust investigators should turn the
searchlight upon the First Security Company. At one point the
committee’s lawyer asked Mr. Baker:

“Did you consider the organizing of the First Security Company
a mere evasion of the Bank Act?”

Mr. Baker replied, “No.”

This subsidiary immediately began to pay dividends ranging from
12 to 17 per cent. and in the first four years of its existence accumu-
lated a surplus of 40 per cent. It has waxed richer since.

“There is no question that you control the First National Bank
in its management and affairs?’” asked Mr. Untermyer.

“I would not like to be so conceited as to say that.”

Q.—Nobody has disputed your control?

Mr. Baker—No, sir, and I haven’t disputed anybody else’s control.

Q.—Well, who else has undertaken to control the bank?

Mr. Baker.—Nobody, and nobody has undertaken to control it at all.

0.—1 understand; it controls itself?

Mr. Baker—Practically. We are a very harmonious family, I am happy
to say, and we can’t get up any quarrels.

Q.—Well, on the basis of 226 per cent. in a few years, it ought to be.

It developed that Mr. Baker bought control of the Chase Bank
with a view to amalgamating it with the First National, but it became
strong enough to stand on its own legs, so the merger did not go
through.

Since then Mr. Baker has resigned from several directorates, but is
still on more than twoscore boards, representing a total capitalization
running into the billions.

Although in his 78th year, he is as fleet-footed, as clear-eyed, as
straight-backed, and as energetic as most men of 6o. During his
busy business life he found little time for sports of any kind, and it
was not until he was 70 that he swung his first golf cluh. Then he
got the golfing fever and has since spent many a day on the links.
He would now give John D. Rockefeller a game tussle were these
two gladiators to fight a match. At the same time as he began golf
he smoked his first cigar, and hassincerevelled in that dissipation also.

Even the rankest Socialist would not quarrel with Mr. Baker’s
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mode of living. He has never indulged in offensive extravagances,
never paraded unwonted luxuries, never flaunted his wealth n the
face of people less wealthy than himself. His friends say that his
domestic life was beautiful in its simplicity and harmony.

Certainly his only son, George F. Baker, Jr., who is following in
his father’s footsteps at the First National Bank, is universally re-
garded as a most worthy young man, a hard, intelligent worker, a
clean-cut sportsman in the best sense of that term—he is Commodore
of the New York Yacht Club—and rivalling his father in his unex-
ceptionable domestic characteristics. In America’s hour of need he
stepped forth for national service, accepting, among other duties,
the chairmanship of the Committee to Enroll Yachts for the U. S.
Naval Reserve Forces. Later, with the rank of Lieutenant-Colonel,
he headed a Red Cross Commission to Italy, braving all the dangers
of the submarine-infested Atlantic.

George F. Baker’s intimate friends talk admiringly, not to say
lovingly, of him. They declare that he is not conscious of his tre-
mendous financial influence, that he never attempts to lord it over
other people, that he is actuated by the most patriotic motives in
all his endeavours to develop America’s financial, railroad, and in-
dustrial activities. They emphasize his simple habits and tastes,
his aversion to all that smacks of ostentation, and hisinordinatedislike
of coming to the front in any way whatsoever.

The Baker his friends portray is the very antithesis of the stony-
hearted, money-making machine the public pictures him. Certainly
there has never been the slightest suggestion of any financial dealings
even remotely crooked on his part.
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ALFRED C. BEDFORD

HEN Chester A. Arthur was serving his term as President of
the United States, a young man walked down Broadway,
New York, looking for a job.

Thirty-three years later he took his seat at the head of the directors’
table in the most famous business building on Broadway, as president
of the greatest business organization in the world’s history.

“What was your first step toward success? What first clevated
you above the rank and file? How did you get a foothold on the
ladder of success?” I asked Alfred C. Bedford, recently elected
president of the Standard Oil Company of New Jersey, the parent
company of the whole Standard Oil organization.

“When I got a position as an office-boy I was always on the alert
to make myself useful. 1 often volunteered, after my own work was
done, to count the cash for the cashier, to draw off balances for the
bookkeeper, make up vouchers, carry the books to the safe, and do
every little job I could see needed doing,” replied Mr. Bedford. “I
was soon assigned to do the running for an expert accountant who
came to reorganize the whole system of accounts and bookkeeping.
Instead of merely getting out vouchers and other papers that he called
for, L asked to beallowed to count up columnsof figures, compare vouch-
ers, and do the statistical drudgery. In appreciation, the accountant
began to teach me not only ordinary bookkeeping but the principles
underlying accountancy and the fundamentals of recording and ana-
lyzing business transactions.

“I applied myself diligently to this work, studying at home at night,
and it was not long before I graduated from office-boy to a position
of greater responsibility than that of a routine bookkeeper. This
first promotion I attribute to my willingness to do more than was
expected of me and to the insight I then obtained into business
methods.  This gave me a grasp and a vision such as the average
clerk in an office too often fails to cultivate because of hisanachine-like
performance of his allotted tasks.” 1

The installation of A. C. Bedford as president of the Standard Oil
Company marks the passing of the old and the advent of the new
generation.  John D. Rockefeller and his brother William Rocke-
feller are the only survivors of the original band of brainy stal-
warts who conceived and created the organization which was to en-
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compass the earth, bringing light into dark places, and now these
veterans have no connection with the business. Gone are Rogers,
Flagler, Payne, Pratt, McGee, Tilford, W mden, Brewster, and Arch-
bold—all men of vision and force, enterprise and courage.

In their stead are rising up a new race, a younger group, of whom
A. C. Bedford, W. C. Teagle, F. W. Weller, H. C. Folger, H. L. Pratt,
Dr. W.M. Burton, and W. S. Rheem are among the most conspicuous.
This second generation has not yet demonstrated beyond doubt its
fitness to rule over the industrial realms to which it has fallen heir.

But it has made a promising start. New rulers have brought new
rules. The old-time secrecy that beset 26 Broadway, engendering
so much suspicion, irritation, and agitation, has been abolished.

“I mean to keep my door wide open to every person having a
legitimate call upon my attention,” was the revolutionary proclama-
tion of Standard Oil’s new president on taking office. Veteran news-
paper men assigned to get particulars of Mr. Bedford’ s election, hav-
ing in mind past experiences at No. 26, could scarce believe their
eyes and senses when they were ushered into the presidential sanctum
without more ado than if they were calling upon the executive of
some corporation long converted to the principle of publicity.

They found in A. C. Bedford a rational human being, a man of
heart as well as head; open, frank, congenial, ready to discuss labour
or any other problem incidental to the conduct of corporate business.
Barred doors and sealed lips henceforth are to have no place through-
out 26 Broadway. President Bedford is an apostle of the doctrine of
publicity.

Having himself travelled unaided every step of the way, from the
valley of obscurity to the summit of success, I asked Mr. Bedford to
tell some of the things he had learned during his journey, to give some
suggestions or pomters for the guidance of other climbers.

“Well,” he began, “my advice to every young man would be this:

“Do everything you are told—and do it with all your heart and
strength—willingly, cheerfully, and enthusiastically—and then look
around for more work to do.

“Don’t measure your work by hours, but by what it is possible
for you to accomplish from the time you enter in the morning—and
be early rather than late—until the place closes in the evening; and
don’t quit the moment the place officially closes if there is work still
to be done.

“Read and study and think along the lines of your business.
Learn what it is all about, what service it contributes to making the
world go round more comfortably and efficiently. Cultivate the
habit of loong ahead, of acquiring as much foresight as possible.
Have imagination and vision.
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“Then try to plan out your life, to map out a course; consider and
calculate the steps necessary to carry you toward your goal; go for-
ward step by step—and don’t get your sequences mixed. Do one
thing at a time. If your job at the moment is to keep books, master
bookkeeping thoroughly and study the fundamentals of accountancy
—don’t merely keep your books mechanically. From accountancy
go on to study finance, and this will help to open other doors. Or, if
you start in a manufacturing department, first master that depart-
ment and then learn all there is to be learned about other depart-
ments. Thus will you become familiar with the whole process of
manufacture.

“Your next step would be to learn the outlets and the uses for your
manufacture—the market for your product. By studying what and
how much your market will take or will not take you become a capable
merchandise man. This double knowledge of manufacturing and
merchandising qualifies you to fill an executive position and opens
the way to rise to the very top, whereas the fellow who was content to
jog along in a rut in one department will still be about where he
began.”

“You think, then, Mr. Bedford, that almost every fellow has a
chance?” I asked.

“No, not a chance, not one chance, but many chances,” he replied
spiritedly. “Every fellow has chances coming his way constantly;
it is not a question of having chances but of recogmzmg chances
when they come. You sometimes hear a fellow say: ‘I had a chance
once but didn’t take it.” Never mind the chance that is past; watch
out for the next one and qualify to be able to seize it.”

“You believe the young man of normal intelligence and abnormal
diligence can usually make at least a moderate success of his life?”’ I
queried.

“Yes—I have no patience with smart Alecks, with high-fliers,
with brilliant young gentlemen who go up like sky-rockets, for they
usually come down like sticks,” he declared with emphasis. “Do
the natural thing; do just what is reasonable whether you are dealing
with an employer or a customer or a competitor or with labour.
Avoid short cuts.

“Success that is worth while 1s, after all, very largely a matter of
plain, every-day morality combined with tremendous industry and a
deserved reputation for integrity and for fairness toward the other
fellow.”

Rather old-fashioned advice? Not much comfort in it, is there,
for those who want to find some brand-new trick for lassoing success
without working for it? Pretty much an endorsement of the eternal
verities, of such matter-of-fact virtues as industry and honesty?
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The more I dig into the lives of successful men the more convinced
I become that all have had to travel the same sort of hilly road, sweat-
ing brow and brain, meeting and overcoming obstacles, but never
losing sight of their lodestar no matter how great the provocation.
The scale that weighs success and mediocrity, I verily believe, often-
times is tipped by an extra ounce or two of energy, an additional hour
or two of labour, an added yard or two of foresight.

From the day he began work Alfred C. Bedford did not neglect
the needful extra effort. He was fortunate in his up-bringing. His
father, of English parentage, was for years the European representa-
tive of an American watch company in London, England, though
still retaining a home in Brooklyn. Alfred was educated first at
Adelphi College, Brooklyn, and later at Lausanne, Switzerland, this
place having been chosen because of the excellent linguistic and other
advantages it offered. His mother, who is still alive at 84, a scholarly
and intellectual woman, familiar with the best in art, music, literature,
and history, spent much of her time supervising the studies of Alfred
and a brother.

“To my mother I owe my love for art and literature and the finer
things of life,” was the son’s simple tribute.

When nearing nineteen, Alfred, his European education finished,
decided it was time he started work. He had no pronounced bent,
no predilection for any special field. A friend offered him a place as
stock boy in his department at the wholesale drygoods house of
E. S. Jaffray and Company on Broadway. This was a chance to
get on Broadway, so he took it.

Alas! within forty-eight hours he realized that he had made a mis-
take, that he had entered the wrong place. The whole environment
repelled him. There were twenty other youths in the department,
all being trained by its head, a high-grade, clean, large-hearted
man who took a deep and active interest in helping youths to get
on in life. But young Bedford could see no future here; every-
thing seemed blocked ahead. Besides, ribbons did not appeal to his
manliness.

But he did not quit. Preparation for the fall trade necessitated
continuous work from seven or eight in the morning till ten or eleven
at night. Bedford did his share, shirking nothing. From junior
stock boy he was rapidly promoted to be a full-fledged stock clerk and
later was allowed to do some selling.

“Distasteful and repugnant though handling ribbons was to me,”
remarked Mr. Bedford in recounting those early days, “I there
learned the value of order and system, of inventory and proper keep-
ing of stock and also of business discipline. The manager was a
brilliant salesman, and we used to edge near to hear his talk when he
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was selling a bill of goods. His skill caused us open-mouthed wonder.
We regarded him as a genius.”

Then came a pause. I waited.

“T also learned another lesson there,” Mr. Bedford resumed. “Our
most important customer was coming and we made extraordinary
preparations to fascinate him with our display of goods. Everything
in the department, from the oldest, stalest stuff to the newest, was
brought out and arranged with consummate artistry. Even the
dead numbers seemed to glow with beauty, so cleverly were they in-
terspersed with the choicest and freshest creations. Well, the buyer
came—and succumbed. In two days he bought everything the
manager suggested. News of the coup rang through the whole house.
Congratulations showered upon our department head.

“Next season came—but not the buyer. He had found to his cost
that in his purchases of the previous season there had been included
a lot of old-fashioned, obsolete, unsalable stuff on which, of course,
he lost money. It was whispered he would never buy another dollar’s
worth of merchandise from that department.

““This incident burned certain truths into my mind. It taught me
that it is fatal to palm off on a customer something he doesn’t want,
that you have to be as zealous about the welfare of your customer as
about your own, that you must inspire and deserve his confidence
by advising him frankly and faithfully what you believe will best
suit his purposes and enable him to make a satisfactory profit. Once
you establish such relations with a customer, you rivet him to
you ‘with hooks of steel.” Your business, run on these lines, will
grow.”

When a chance came to better himself by going with a flour firm,
Alfred wrote his father for advice. In reply he was told to see his
father’s friend, Charles Pratt. After investigation, Mr. Pratt coun-
selled that the concern was too small to offer large opportunities.
Shortly afterward (in 1882) young Bedford was asked to call at 46
Broadway, the offices of Charles Pratt and Company whose oil busi-
ness was then in process of amalgamation with the Standard Oil
Company. He secured a position. That was A. C. Bedford’s initial
connection with Standard Oil.

His first order was to draw off a balance sheet from the books of a
small subsidiary company. He had never kept books, and, struggle
as he might, he couldn’t reach a balance. The bookkeeper finally
noticed that the newcomer was in trouble and looked the figures over.
“Try putting the cash in and see if it won’t balance,” he remarked
dryly. And of course it did. Bedford realized that he had a lot to
learn—but he was determined to learn it.

He needed determination to go on in this place, for the bookkeeper
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never tired of telling him what a terrible mistakehehad madein coming
to such an office, for he himself had been there for years and years
but, though forty, was nothing more than a bookkeeper. “I would
rather see any son of mine dead than starting in as you’re doing,” he
told Bedford.

Bedford, however, was made of different stuff. He had clearer
eyes, a more virile imagination, a stiffer backbone. In the readjust-
ment of the Pratt business the pessimistic bookkeeper was dropped
and an expert accountant was called in, as already related.

About this time Standard Oil was laying plans to extend its rami-
fications to the Far East. One of its representatives was sending
from India long letters describing conditions and prospects there, and
when the stenographer made copies for the use of the directors, he
entrusted Bedford with the reading of the proofs. This opened up a
new vista. The possibilities of this business with which he had be-
come connected fired his imagination. Here was something big
enough for any man to tackle—vastly different from ribbons!

The ability, the enthusiasm, the trustworthiness of his young
friend won the fullest confidence of Mr. Pratt. Although at first
nominally in the employ of the Bergen Point Chemical Company,
Bedford gradually was given more and more responsible and confiden-
tial duties by Mr. Pratt, not only in business, but in the philanthropic
work which latterly claimed so much of that noble, public-spirited
citizen’s life. When C. M. Pratt, a son of the firm’s founder, took
charge, Mr. Bedford became his assistant.

These were years of valuable training for the future president of
Standard Oil. He became directly associated with the running of var-
ious important concerns outside of oil, as the Pratts had large in-
terests in numerous enterprises. Thus it came about that Mr. Bed-
ford became treasurer of the Long Island Railroad, secretary of the
Ohio River Railroad, a directing force in an electric light property in
Portland, Oregon, in coal properties in West Virginia, in water pro-
jects, in public utility enterprises and in railroad building. Every
new activity, every additional experience, every fresh responsibility
brought increased travelling, broader knowledge, and a constantly
widening circle of friends in the world of affairs.

All this time Mr. Bedford retained his connection with Standard
Oil through its subsidiary, the Bergen Point Chemical Co., of which
he had become manager. He had a conviction that some day this
association might prove extremely valuable. And it did.

One day in 1907, before the financial panic broke, H. H. Rogers
came to Mr. Bedford and told him there would be an opportunity
for him to join the Standard Oil directorate. The suggestion dum-
founded him.
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“T don’t see what use I could be on the board, for I'm not essen-
tially an oil man,” protested Mr. Bedford.

“You have had a broad, practical, general business experience and
that 1s what we want,” Rogers explained in a tone of finality. “We
think there is a place for a young man like you.”

Next day the newspapers received a three-line announcement that
““ Alfred C. Bedford was to-day elected a director of the Standard Oil
Company of New Jersey.”

Mzr. Bedford had broken all precedent. Never before had any but
practical, dyed-in-the-wool oil experts been elected to the great
Standard Oil board. Every man on it was a giant. Every name on
that directorate was an epitome of important industrial history.

The news of Mr. Bedford’s elevation caused widespread comment.
It was so revolutionary. It was so different from anything the staid,
heavyweight Rockefeller board had ever done before.

But Mr. Rogers and the Rockefellers and the others familiar with
the facts knew what they were about. They knew they were making
no mistake. Mr. Rogers had made it his special business to study
the crop of new timber and he had had no difficulty in singling out
Alfred Bedford as the most promising tree in the whole forest—
Standard Oil then had some 60,000 employees.

“It was an invaluable experience for me to rub shoulders with these
men daily at such an eventful time,” Mr. Bedford recently remarked.
“I drank in the business and financial wisdom they had accumulated
during several decades of activity in the handling of gigantic aff‘airs.
It was an inestimable privilege for a comparatively young man.’

Being the youngest director, whenever any important missions
involvm" travel and fatigue had to be undertaken, Mr. Bedford was
delegated to carry them out. England, Roumania, Italy, France, and
Germany all claimed on-the-spot attention. He rapidly withdrew
from outside interests and concentrated upon the producing, refining,
transporting, and marketing of oil.

When the Government instituted dissolution proceedings against
the company in 1908, Mr. Bedford was one of those selected to look
after the preparation of the data necessary for the defence. If he had
not known the Standard Oil business in all its kinks and phases before
then, he assuredly had opportunity to gather all the facts during the
succeeding year or two.

Dissolution was ordered in 1911, the decree of the Supreme Court
of the United States resulting in the splitting of the organization
into thirty-two companies. Although Mr. Bedford disclaims any
credit for the masterful manner in which this was done without dis-
turbance to a great industry affecting the well-being of hundreds of
thousandsof citizens and practically every railroad and manufacturing
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industry as well as a great foreign commerce, and attributes the
achievement to the efficiency of the organization and its personnel,
it 1s not illogical to surmise that his training and executive ability
had not a little to do with the phenomenal care with which the vast,
complicated task was carried out in conformity with the decree of the
court.

All the veterans then retired from the board except John D. Arch-
bold, who became president. Mr. Bedford, who had risen to the
treasurership, was now promoted to the vice-presidency, and on the
death of Mr. Archbold, he was elected to the presidency of the com-
pany, on December 26, 1916.

In newspaper interviews with Mr. Bedford, published on his elec-
tion, these sentences occur:

“The stormy period of business recrimination and reconstruction
is past. A clear road is open to extend America’s domestic and foreign
trade along lines of fairness and benefit to all.”

“We shall have many difficulties to meet after the war that we did
not experience before. Trade with other countries is a necessary
means of expanding our commerce. Europe will be alive; so must we
keep abreast of our opportunities.”

“A friend from Europe recently told our company: ‘We're going
to get after you oil people in America and we’ll control the oil business
of the world because we can go ahead without unnecessary interference
from government or people.” If we are to succeed in world competi-
tion after the war, the public, the government, and the press must
adopt a fair and liberal attitude toward the men who are trying to do
the business of the country.”

“We have always treated labour well. We have not furnished
workmen’s houses and free baths and that sort of thing, because we
believe that the cities should do these things. Most of the men live
in cities where they should have opportunities for proper living and
entertainment as a right and not as gifts from employers. Adequate
wages and independence to my mind are best for the workingman—
and in general he will agree with this.”

I should add that the biggest thing Mr. Bedford has done in a busi-
ness way has never been publicly commented upon, namely, his colos-
sal development of natural gas resources, but that is another story.

Of Mr. Bedford’s non-business activities 1 cannot here speak at
length. I can only mention that he has been a moving spirit in
erecting in Brooklyn a 1,500,000 Y. M. C. A. building where 500 men
live permanently—in reality, a huge temperance hotel as well as a
religious, educational, and recreation centre. Much of his spare time
is devoted to helpful work among the young. Recently Mr. Bedford
was appointed by the International Y. M. C. A. as one of its War
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Work Committee. This body will organize a comprehensive plan
for extending the work of the Y. M. C. A. in our Army and Navy
during the present war.

The highest possible tribute to Mr. Bedford’s ability as a master
of the oil industry was recently paid him by his selection, by the
Council of National Defense, as Chairman of the Committee on
Petroleum. This committee is made up of the most prominent oil
men in the United States, and will lock after the vitally important
matter of conserving and effectively utilizing our supply of oil.

Another high honour was paid Mr. Bedford recently by the
United States Chamber of Commerce, in appointing him a member
of the committee to which has been entrusted the very serious question
of theregulation of the war pay rolls, that is, of wages to be paid during
the continuance of the great struggle upon which we have entered.
The necessity for wise action in this matter is so urgent that the
United States Chamber of Commerce at Washington was called upon
to make a canvass of the nation and to secure, from the most reliable
sources of information, all the facts that would help to solve one of
the grave problems of the war.

Mr. Bedford believes that sound health makes for success—and
also for a better manhood. So he doesn’t neglect exercise and recrea-
tion. He is a devotee of golf, rides a lot, has a country home at Glen
Cove, Long Island, and enjoys outings with his family—he is married
and has two sons.

A wholesome man, is he not, to have at the helm of one of America’s
most far-reaching industrial organizations?
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world, America’s greatest gift to modern civilization has been

the telephone. The name of its inventor, Dr. Alexander
Graham Bell, will live down the ages after all but two or three present-
day Americans have been forgotten.

The world scoffed at the first telephone just as it scoffed at McCor-
mick’s first crude reaper, at Fulton’s first steamship, at Field’s first
transatiantic cable-laying project, at Morse’s first telegraph, at
Goodyear’s first rubber products, at Wright’s first aeroplane, and at
Edison’s electric lighting experiments.

Unlike most famous inventors, Dr. Bell did not spring from ob-
scurity and poverty. His father was a scholar and scientist of note,
and young Bell received a ripe education. But he did not escape the
common fate of inventors and pioneers. His struggles with poverty
came in early manhood instead of in boyhood. And they were strug-
gles as trying and as protracted as fall to the lot of few men. At one
time, while fighting to establish his ridiculed “toy” as an article of
genuine use, he was reduced to the extremity of borrowing occasional
half dollars for a meal, sharing this lot with his dynamic colleague,
Theodore N. Vail.

The world first learned of the telephone at the Centennial Exposi-
tion at Philadelphia in 1876. On January 20 of that year a young
college professor of Salem, Mass., Alexander Graham Bell, had exe-
cuted specifications and a claim for an invention embodying an im-
provement in telegraphy, which in reality was a telephone, and on
February 14 his application for the American patent was filed at
Washington.

The first telephone message of which there is record was this:  “Mr
Watson, come here, I want you.”” It was sent on March 10, 1876,
by the inventor from the top floor of a Boston boarding-house to a
colleague, Thomas A. Watson, in a room below. Watson heard every
word and rushed to apprise Bell of the fact. Almost forty years later,
on January 25, 19135, Dr. Bell sent the same message to Mr. Watson,
only this time Bell was in New York and Watson in San Francisco.

I can give from Dr. Bell’s own lips the story of the birth of the
telephone, surely a narrative worthy of a place in history.

“As a young, unknown man,” said Dr. Bell, “I had been experi-
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menting with a multiple telegraph apparatus and I went to Washing-
ton to discuss with the venerable Professor Henry of Washington, a
great authority on electricity, an idea I had conceived for transmitting
speech by wires. He was so sympathetic and encouraging and ex-
pressed such deep interest that I talked to him quite freely. He told
me he thought I had the germ of a great invention. I told him, how-
ever, that I had not the electrical knowledge necessary to bring it into
existence. He replied, | Get it.’

“I look back upon that as a crucial period in my life. I was en-
couraged instead of discouraged. I felt then that my difhculty was
my lack of knowledge about electricity, but I now realize that I would
never have brought forth the telephone if I 2ad known anything about
electricity, for no electrician would have tried what I tried.

“The advantage I had was that I had studied sound all my life and
knew something of its nature, the shapes of the vibrations that pass
through the air when you talk, and other facts about sound. I had
to go to work, with the assistance of Mr. Watson, to learn about
electricity by my own experiments. No electrician would have been
foolish enough to attempt the ridiculous experiments we tried.”

That was the very beginning of the telephone. Let Thomas A.
Watson describe what preceded and what followed.

“In 1874 I was working in a crude little workshop in Boston where
inventors came to have all sorts of apparatus made. A young man
came in one day, and although I had found all inventors enthustastic,
I soon saw that not one of them had the boundless enthusiasm and
confidence of my new client. He wanted apparatus made which
would use the law of sympathetic vibration to send eight or ten mes-
sages simultaneously over a single wire. The scheme looked all right
to me at first, but we couldn’t get it to work. We kept on experiment-
ing all winter—and it was a good thing we did not succeed at first,
for if we had, the speaking telephone might never have emerged from
Bell’s brain. One evening Bell said to me: *Watson, I want to tell you
of another idea I have which will surprise you.” He then confided to
me that he believed it would be possible to invent a simple contrivance
to enable people to talk by telegraph. My nervous system never
got a worse shock! On June 2, 1875, when we were hard at work on
Bell’s harmonic telegraph apparatus, I in one room trying to send
messages and he in another receiving them, one of the transmitter
springs stopped vibrating and Bell, hearing a strange sound, imme-
diately yelled to me: ‘What did you do there?’

“There and then he realized that the sound he had heard over the
wire was the first real sound ever carried by electricity to the ear of
man. The speaking telephone was born at that moment.

“Alexander Graham Bell grasped the momentous fact that the
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mechanism could transmit other sounds, voices, to the human ear.
Bell at once gave me instructions to construct the first speaking tele-
phone the world has ever seen. Next day I'made a small instrument,
but 1 confess I did not then realize what a tremendously important
piece of work I was doing. By means of the little instrument we
then made I could hear his voice over a wire and could almost get a
word now and then—that was all. It was plain, however, that Bell
was on the right track. It took ten months to invent apparatus
which could transmit a complete intelligible sentence.

“In October, 1876, the first long-distance telephone conversation
was conducted, between Boston and Cambridge. We borrowed the
use of the telegraph wire after work was finished for the day and at-
tached our telephone instrument at either end. We could not get the
thing to work at all. Finally, I discovered that another connection
was interfering with us and when this was cut off I could hear Bell
shouting: ‘Ahoy, Watson, ahoy! what’s the matter?” That marked
the birth of long-distance telephony.

“Almost forty years later Bell and I, by means of that first tele-
phone instrument, spoke over 4,000 miles, he in New York and I in
San Francisco.”

To-day the Bell system carries almost 30,000,000 messages every
day, has 10,000,000 subscribers, connected by 20,000,000 miles of
wires, a billion dollars’ worth of property, and employs 200,000
workers. As an adjunct of military preparedness it has proved in-
valuable in these latter historic, strenuous days.

Alexander Graham Bell was the logical man to invent the tele-
phone. The science of articulation and phonetics had no more
illustrious exponent than his father, Alexander Melville Bell, lecturer
on elocution in the University of Edinburgh, where the son was born
on March 3, 1847. The elder Bell had devoted intense study to
enable the deaf to speak by means of ““visible speech’ and was the
author of a standard volume on this subject. Mr. Bell’s grandfather,
Alexander Bell, had also won national fame in the treatment of defec-
tive utterance. Then his mother contributed her share to the lad’s
talents; she taught him music, particularly piano playing, and this
enlarged his knowledge of the science of sound.

The boy Bell had a healthy amount of mischief in him. His
special chum was the son of a miller who, on catching the pair
playing some prank one day, admonished them and ended by saying,
“Now, boys, why don’t you do something useful?” Bell meekly
asked what, for example, they might do. The miller picked up a
handful of wheat and replied: “If you could only take the husks
off this wheat you would be of some help.”” Bell set his young brain
to work and discovered that by diligently using a nail brush he could
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remove the husks. He next conceived the idea that the work might
be done by putting the wheat into a rotating machine used in the mill
and thrown around against brushes or something rough. The lad
laid his scheme before the miller and it was adopted with complete
success.

A little later the fertile-brained Bell founded “The Society for the
Promotion of Fine Arts Among Boys,” in which every member was
at least a “professor.” The founder was Professor of Anatomy, and,
aided by his father, gathered a collection of skeletons of small animals
cleaned by himself, blrds eggs, plants, etc. The Society was pro-
gressing famously, its “lectures,” held in the Bell attic, being very
well attended. A special treat was in store when Bell got hold of a
dead sucking pig and, before a large and keenly interested audience,
prepared to dissect the animal.

““ Professor’ Bell, with a proud flourish, stuck a knife into the car-
cass. Horrors! It emitted a groaning sound! A mad rush was
made for the door, led by the terrified anatomist. After that the
Society languished.

The noise had been caused by the sudden escape of some air which
had remained in the animal.

The youthful experimenter was more successful and—much more
entertaining—in trying to teach a very intelligent skye terrier how to
talk. By a little aid in the manipulation of its lower jaw, the dog
learned how to say “Ow ah oo, ga-ma-ma”—“How are you, grand-
mamma?”’

After graduating, without any honours, from the Royal High
School of Edinburgh, at fourteen, the boy lived for a year in London
with his grandfather, who was his sole intimate associate and compan-
ion. Here he devoted himself to studying the science of sound, be-
came serious-minded and “old for his age.”” On returning home he S0
resented the curtailment of the freedom his grandparent had allowed
him that, in league with his brother, he determined to run away to sea!

“My clothes were packed and I had fixed the hour of my departure
for Leith, where I expected to become a stowaway on a vessel,” Mr.
Bell relates.

It was well for the world that he changed his mind at the last
moment. Still bent on gaining independence, the youth, now six-
teen, applied for a position as teacher in an Academy, at Elgin, Scot-
land, and was allowed to go. His salary was £10 ($50) a year and
board, with instruction in Latin and Greek to fit him for the Univer-
sity. The discovery that several of his pupils were older than him-
self did not frighten him!

Later he took a classical course in Edinburgh University and re-
turned as resident master and teacher of elocution and music at
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Elgin Academy. When the Bell family removed to London Alexan-
der Graham resumed study, first at University College and then at
London University.

Before he was twenty-one he had taught numbers of deaf-born
children how to speak, and when his father left for a lecturing tour
i America the son took up the parent’s activities. He taught speech
defectives, delivered lectures at schools and colleges, and generally
looked after his father’s practice. He was looked upon as a young
man of extraordinary ability, as something more than the brilliant
son of a brilliant father.

Fate took a hand at this juncture in giving the young man’s
life an entirely new twist. Two of his brothers died from tuberculo-
sis, and as a precautionary measure the Bell family, in 1870, crossed
the Atlantic and settled near Brantford, Ontario.

His fame as a teacher of the deaf won for him an appointment at
Boston University as lecturer on vocal physiology, and Professor Bell
removed to Boston in 1872 to devote his whole energy to his teaching
and study of the science of speech in all its phases. It was while
here that he became interested in multiple telegraphy and, as already
related, in telephony.

A man of less enthusiasm, less faith, less patience, would have given
up the task long before even partial success was attained. To analyze
scientifically the exact character of the vibrations caused in the air by
the human voice was in itself no easy undertaking. He became con-
vinced that in order to talk by electricity he must produce a variation
in the intensity of the electric current identical with that caused by
an equivalent vocal sound. In more understandable language, Bell
concluded that he must invent a continuous instead of an intermittent
current. Finally, he evolved an instrument which he felt justified in
patenting, as already told, early in 1876 when he was only thirty
years old. In the following year he went to Europe and delivered a
series of lectures on his epochal invention.

How completely Alexander Graham Bell then covered the ground
with his invention may be gathered from the fact that not a single
electric speaking telephone has been made from that day to this which
1s not based on the patent he then took out.

The world owes the telephone, in a sense, to the deaf. It was the
painstaking, lifetime efforts of three generations of Bells on behalf of
children and men and women afflicted with deficiencies of speech that
enabled Graham Bell to solve the problem of electric telephony, since
the professional duties of his ancestors and of his own early years had
led him to study every phase of the science of sound.

Troubles, vexations, obstacles, opposition, disappointments came
to Bell before honours and fame. His contrivance was ridiculed
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by the newspapers of Europe and America, and even technical jour-
nals at first refused to regard it seriously. Capital was equally
skeptical.

One man who had faith in his revolutionary device was Gardiner
G. Hubbard, the inventor’s father-in-law, a man of means and of
business talent. He threw himself into the project enthusiastically
and fought valiantly to introduce the telephone into practical use.
Not only were Bell and Hubbard confronted with all the initial
troubles incidental to designing and manufacturing the necessary
instruments and paraphernalia, but they were attacked and embar-
rassed at every turn by the all-powerful Western Union Telegraph
Corapany, associated with which were some of the most powerful
interests in the country. A young, unknown genius, Edison, was
enlisted by this rival enterprise, and he invented a meritorious trans-
mitter which enabled the Western Union to establish a competitive
telephone service.

Europe began to ring with Bell’s fame, but his fortune did not keep
step. Materials were expensive, customers were hard to drum up,
and one or two of the early long-distance lines would not at first work
satisfactorily. It was at this stage that Theodore N. Vail, a young
man of boundless energy and irrepressible enthusiasm, consented to
join Bell and Hubbard. He had as much faith in the worth of the
telephone as its inventor himself had. He also had extraordinary
foresight and brilliant business ability.

Like most really great men, Alexander Graham Bell is modest, so
modest that he never loses an opportunity to emphasize the part
played by others in the development of the telephone.

“Great discoveries and improvements invariably involve the co-
operation of many minds,” he declares. “I may perhaps take credit
for having blazed the trail for the others vwho have come after me,
but when I look at the phenomenal developments of the telephone
and at the great system that bears my name, I feel that the credit for
these developments is due to others rather than to myself. Why, I
do not even understand how it has been made possible to talk into a
telephone at Washington and have a man on the Eiffel Tower in Paris
hear what is said without wires having been employed, or how a man
in Honolulu can overhear that conversation between this country and
France.

“When I look back upon the past, to the very beginning of the
telephone, I can remember men whose names are hardly ever heard
of in connection with the telephone, yet who, by their advice and their
sympathy and their financial support, laid the very foundations for
what we have to-day.”

The French Government awarded him the Volta prize of 50,000
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francs for his historic achievement and it was characteristic of Mr.
Bell that he applied this money, with a substantial addition out of his
own pocket, to founding the Volta Bureau in Washington “for the
increase and diffusion of knowledge relating to the deaf.” Later he
founded, at a cost of over $300,000, the American Association to
Promote the Teaching of Speech to the Deaf, and became its active
president. To this notable work of brightening the lot of persons un-
able to hear, he devoted himself wholeheartedly, even during periods
when his labours might have been directed with greater pecuniary
profit to business affairs. He became the author of “The Education
of Deaf Children,” “Memoirs on the Formation of a Deaf Variety of
the Human Race,” and “Lectures on the Mechanism of Speech.”

Romance has blended with Dr. Bell’s interest in the deaf. In 1877
he married Mabel Gardiner Hubbard, daughter of Gardiner Hubbard
(a regent of the Smithsonian Institution), a young woman who had
lost her hearing in infancy and had derived great benefit from Pro-
fessor Bell’s scientific research and teaching on this subject.

Had Alexander Graham Bell never brought forth the telephone his
other achievements would have won him distinction. He s the father
of a wonderful little device, the telephone probe, for revealing pain-
lessly the presence and the location of bullets in the human body.
He had an important hand in the invention of the graphophone,
jointly with C. A. Bell and S. Taintor. Scientists rate highly, also,
Bell’s achievements in connection with the induction balance. A
generation ago he told the American Academy of Sciences all about
his discovery of the photophone. Even before then the Royal So-
ciety in London had been addressed by him on the action of light on
selenium plates.

Twenty-seven years ago Dr. Bell established a modest fund to
promote the then novel project of aviation. By evolving the tetrahe-
dral kite he succeeded in lifting and sustaining in the air upward of
300 pounds, exclusive of the weight of the machine, a more substantial
result than Benjamin Franklin’s experiments with kites brought forth.
Largely because of his undying international fame as inventor of the
telephone, Bell’s wonderful pioneer work in aviation and in other
spheres of applied science has won him no universal recognition,
although in scientific circles it is reckoned at its true value.

There is a Farmer Bell as well as an Inventor Bell. Although his
chief residence is in Washington, he spends a large part of each year
on his extensive estate in Nova Scotia. Here, also, the scientist in
him crops up, for he has applied science to the breeding of sheep.
He knows more about sheep than a Scottish shepherd and has written
as illuminatingly on these humble animals as on abstract and applied
sciences.
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The patriarchal figure of Dr. Bell is one of the best known in Wash-
ington, to whose intellectual life he has contributed immeasurably.
His long white hair and ample beard, his striking forehead and his
keen, kindly eyes at once attract attention, suggesting a man of dis-
tinction.

In his case it cannot be said that his attainments have not won him
honour in his own country. He is a regent of the Smithsonian In-
stitution, has been president of the National Geographic Society,
president of the American Institute of Electrical Engineers, and an
honorary or active member of a long list of various scientific and
philosophic bodies. He is an officer of the Legion of Honour, while
his contributions to the advancement and enhancement of civilization
have also won him innumerable medals and degrees from scientific
societies and universities in all parts of the world.

As Edwin Markham, the poet, so fitly expressed it on the occasion
of the presentation to Dr. Bell of the New York Civic Forum ‘“Medal
of Honour for Distinguished Public Service” last March, the tele-
phone, the child of Bell’s brain—

Dispels the distances, shrinks up the spaces,
Brings back the voices and the vanished faces,
Holds men together though the feet may roam,
Makes of each land a little friendly home!

The wires are everywhere,

The tingling nerves of the air.

Be-netting cities, speaking for all hearts,

From floor to floor their whispered lightning darts.
Looping the prairies, leaping hills and lakes,

Over the world their whispered lightning shakes.
They stitch the farms and link the battle-line:
They tread the Alps and down the Congo twine;
They throb among the Pyramids, and speak
Where Fujiyama lifts her perfect peak.

America may proudly claim as her own the two most illustrious
electrical geniuses the world has produced—no, not claim them as
her own, for Edison and Bell belong to the whole human race, since
the whole human family are their grateful debtors.
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tune of any modern American Croesus—perhaps nearly a

billion dollars less than John D. Rockefeller, a hundred mil-
lions less than Frick, and less, too, than was left by Morgan, Hill,
Harriman, the Harknesses, Russell Sage, Hetty Green, or John Jacob
Astor.

Carnegie has given away $325,000,000 and has, I am told, less than
$30,000,000 /eft.

Carnegie’s original investment in steel-making was $250,000. In
27 years he sold out the Carnegie Steel Company to Morgan’s Steel
Corporation for $300,000,000 in bonds, nearly $100,000,000 in pre-
ferred stock and $90,000,000 common stock. Carnegie, canny Scot, took
the bonds and left thes tock for his forty partners, who owned about
40 per cent. and Carnegie about 6o per cent. of the Carnegie Company.

In his “Gospel of Wealth” he formulated this cardinal article of
his faith:

“The day is not far distant when the man who dies leaving behind
him millions of available wealth, which were free for him to administer
during life, will pass away ‘unwept, unhonoured, and unsung,’ no
matter to what use he leaves the dross which he cannot take with him.
Of such as these the public verdict will then be: ‘The man who dies
thus rich dies disgraced.””

Elsewhere he has recorded: “I would as soon leave to my son a
curse as the almighty dollar.”

Carnegie has no son, only one daughter, born in 1897. She will
not be one of the world’s richest heiresses.

Carnegie, relatively speaking, will die poor. He is now 82 and
feeble.

Modern history contains only one character comparable to Car-
negie—John D. Rockefeller. Carnegie created “a new era,” the era
of stupendous philanthropy—no, not exactly a new era, for he had his
prototype in the palmy days of Greece and of Rome, when rulers and
wealthy nobles distributed largess with equally lavish hand.

No American has been more extolled—and few more execrated.
He has been invested with all the virtues of a saint—and condemned
as a bloodstained tyrant and slave-driver. To him some have as-
cribed wisdom, foresight, and ability not less than superhuman;
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others have portrayed him as a popinjay, the1 incarnation of smug self-
satisfaction, the fortunate creature of circumstances, whose only claim
to distinction he himself set down in the epitaph he composed for his
tombstone—‘Here lies one who knew how to get around him men
who were cleverer than himself.”

He has been called both a capitalistic socialist and a czar who re-
fused to countenance any man, even the brainiest, as his equal in the
realm of business. ‘

Because he has no fixed religious belief, the epithet “atheist” has
been hurled at him all through his career, yet he has given donations
for 7,000 church organs—*Listening to music, partlcularly that of the
organ, is a form of religious expression to him,” declares an intimate.

He has been accused of having quarrelled with and hoodwmked
more of his associates than any other man in industrial history. “No
man ever made so many men millionaires or shared his profits so
lavishly” is the verdict of such men as Schwab and Corey who shared
freely of his bounties and bonuses.

“The modern Patron Saint of Scotland” he has been called—yet
the people of his native town, carried away by their indignation at his
peace views in the early days of the war, splattered his statue with
mud and filth.

In face of all this, what is the truth? Is he an enigma? Are there
two Carnegies, saint and devil, Jekyll and Hyde?

Before I undertook a close study of Carnegie’s life T had imbibed
severalunfavourableideas from my elders in Carnegie’s native country.
They disliked his ostentatious “cantrips.” Some resented the name
“CARNEGIE” being plastered over buildings he helped to erect
—and then left the strugglmg tax-payers to support. Stories of
his arrogance, his 1mpat1ence of contradiction by even the greatest
experts and specialists in any line, his overweemng self-satisfaction, his
atheistic preachments, his never-ceasing slurs upon the royal famlly—
such stories were rife in Highland glens and hamlets and cities.

I want to say, however, that fuller knowledge has modified my
preconceived views and removed many misconceptions. I am no
hero-worshipper; but in my judgment Carnegie’s admirable qualities
far outweigh his foibles, many of which were inspired in the early
days, not by vanity, but by business motives.

When as a young man he invited the Prince of Wales to ride on a
Pennsylvania Railroad engine he had an eye solely to future business
favours—and he got them. When he moved in prominent social
places in New York, still higher political and diplomatic circles in
Washington, and hobnobbed with European royalties, it was with no
thought of shining in the society columns of newspapers; it was more
for the sake of the “profit’’ columns in his ledgers.
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Later, people of eminence and intellect sought the company of
Carnegie less for the sake of his purse than for his personality. He
travelled everywhere and saw everything with intelligent eyes. His
scanty schooling was supplemented by subsequent study, guided and
coached by a tutor. He became a man of genuine education and of
wonderful knowledge. The volumes that appeared under his name
were not written, as many supposed, by others. He could recite half
of Shakespeare and all of Burns and was deeply read in many subjects.

Before his wealth became notable his close British friends included
such intellectual giants as Gladstone, Rosebery, Morley, Herbert
Spencer, Mathew Arnold, and James Bryce.

In such company Carnegie could hold his own. He was a fine
story-teller; he was cheerful; he had unbounded faith in the future; he
loved life and he loved the world and its inhabitants. He was not
immersed completely in steel; the truth is, no steel man ever knew less
about steel than Carnegie did—but no man ever knew how to capture
bigger orders, how to secure better results from workmen, or how to
pick from the ranks such able partners. After his youthful struggles
he, like John D. Rockefeller, took life easier than any of his associates
—and has outlived the majority of them.

Carncgie admittedly drove his partners, his superintendents and
other aspiring hopefuls like slaves, both for their own financial advan-
tage and his. But he treated the workmen “white” and was warmly
regarded by them.

It is not difficult to analyze the causes of Carnegie’s quarrels with
other giants in the industry. His falling-out with Frick, for example,
was inevitable in the nature of the men and the evolving economic

conditions.

Carnegie ridiculed kings and monarchs, yet he set up a business
monarchy and crowned himself king. His word was as autocratic as
that of the ex-Czar of Russia or the Sultan of Turkey. His favourites
became courtiers, but none must attempt to seek or force a place on the
throne. Able men whom he raised from the ranks and made wealthy
by his system of bonuses and profit-sharing, worshipped their maker.
His arrogance, his slave-driving, his masterfulness they accepted as a
matter of course. Since Carnegie paid the fiddler, it was fitting he
should have complete right to call the tune. And they were content
to dance to the Carnegie music.

These methods worked all right with subordinates, but equals would
not stand his highhandedness.

Henry C. Frick was already a man of wealth and power when he
joined Carnegie. He foresaw the coming evolution in the conduct of
big business. He realized the interdependence of industrial, railroad
and financial interests. He saw that the day of independent mon-
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archs was passed; he believed in a more democratic form of business
administration. Instead of a czar, there must be control by states-
men, by directors. Frick was at home among his equals in brains and
power; Carnegie would admit of no equals and would share his sceptre
with no one. Frick adapted himself to the new economic order;
Carnegie was of the old school—where Carnegie sat that must be the
head of the table.

It is not true, however, that Carnegie hoodwinked partner after
partner into parting with his stock to him at cruelly low fgures.
The explanation in most cases was that, when storms of depression
broke, his assaciates lost faith in steel, whereas Andrew Carnegie, from
the first time he saw a Bessemer furnace in operation (in England),
never once lost confidence in the metal. He could always peer beyond
the darkest clouds and see in steel something of infinite importance to
the progress of the world. Never for a moment did he doubt that
molten streams of iron could be transformed into streams of gold.

It is no exaggeration to say that no employer ever shared his profits
so generously with his co-workers as did Carnegie. But power he
would not share.

If I were to attempt to describe Andrew Carnegie in one comprehen-
sive sentence I would say that, as a boy and youth, he worked pro-
dlglously and displayed extraordinary alertness in seizing opportuni-
ties; that he glorified his parents and treated his mother with the most
beautiful reverence; that through intense study and very extensive
travel he became a man of no mean culture; that he early manifested
extraordinary skill in financiering and pulled off more clever deals
than any man of his day; that he treated his workmen with considera-
tion and inspired talent by his generous, adroit system of sharing
profits with those who contributed to the attainment of successful
results; that in temperament he was strong-willed to the point of
arrogance, and distinctly vainglorious, though, at the same time, he
had simple habits and democratic ways; finally, that, by his example
of prodigal giving, mostly for worthy purposes, he has done much to
take the curse from inordinate riches and to force other millionaires to
spend large parts of their fortunes for the benefit of humanity, thus,
by his own deeds and by his example, furthering incalculably the
brotherhood of man.

And now let us rapidly trace the steps by which the immigrant son
of a poor weaver rose to be emperor of the world of steel.

Born in Dunfermline in 1835, the son of a handloom weaver, An-
drew Carnegie had little schooling and early sought to contribute
to the family purse. When ten he saved enough to buy a box of
oranges which he peddled profitably to retailers! The introduction
of steam-driven looms forced the Carnegie family, consisting of the
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parents and two sons, Andrew and Tom, to emigrate to America
when Andy was twelve. They took up their abode at Barefoot Square,
Slabtown, Allegheny, Pa., where relatives had settled. The father
got a job in a cotton mill and Andy was taken in as a bobbin boy
at $1.20 a week. His mother took in washing and sewed boots for
a next-door shoemaker named Phipps, with whose ten-year-old son,
Harry, the little immigrant became fast friends.

“The genuine satisfaction I had from that $1.20 outweighs any
subsequent pleasure in money-getting,” Carnegie declared some
years ago.

He worked from darkness in the morning until darkness every
evening, with only forty minutes’ respite at noon. The thought,
however, that he had been “admitted to the family partnership as
a contributing member” comforted and sustained him.

A friendly Scotsman next gave him work in his bobbin factory at
$1.80 a week, but here his duties included firing the boiler. “The
responsibility,” he chronicles, “of keeping the water right and of
running the engine and the danger of my making a mistake and blow~
ing the whole factory to pieces, caused too great a strain, and I woke
and found myself sitting up in bed through the night trying the steam
gauges. But I never told them at home that I was having a hard
tussle. No, no! Everything must be bright to them.”

Next, a former resident of Dunfermline gave little Andy a job as a
telegraph messenger in Pittsburgh at $3 a week. Scared lest his ig-
norance of the city might cause him to lose his place, he drilled him-
self so industriously that he was soon able to close his eyes and rattle
off the name and address of every business house throughout the
business section of the city! He went to the office early and secretly
practised on the telegraph instruments.

One morning Philadelphia was clamouring to send a “death mes-
sage,” and Andy, in the absence of any operator, took the message
over the wire and promptly delivered it before the office opened for
business. Instead of being, as he feared, dismissed for his audacity,
he was soon promoted to be an operator, “and received the, to me,
enormous recompense of $25 per month, $300 a year.” He did extra
work in copying press messages which brought him #1 additional
weekly and also brought him into contact every evening with the
morning newspaper reporters.

Thomas A. Scott, then the Pittsburgh superintendent of the Penn-
sylvania Railroad, who often visited the telegraph office to talk to
the General Supermtendent at Altoona, noted the energetic young
operator, and when the railroad put up a wire of its own, Carnegie
was installed as clerk and operator at $35 per month.

An accident tied up the road one day when the Superintendent was
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not at hand and Carnegie, on his own initiative, made the wires sizzle
with instructions signed “Thomas A. Scott.” This was against all
rules, but Carnegie had adopted as his motto one he has often quoted
since—‘‘Break orders to save owners.” Scott made him his private
secretary at $50 a month and started Carnegie on his way to fortune.

“Could you find $500 to invest?” Mr. Scott asked him one day.
“Yes, sir, I think I can,” he replied, although how or where he was to
get so huge a sum he had not the faintest notion. Scott explained
that an owner of ten shares of Adams Express Company stock had
died and that it could be purchased for $50 a share. The Carnegie
family savings had gone to purchase a small house in order to save
rent. The resourceful mother, “The Oracle,” as Andy termed her,
solved the problem by taking a steamer next morning for Ohio and
mortgaging the home to an uncle, “to give our boy a start.”

His first dividend check, “a mysterious golden visitor,” set Car-
negie thinking. This way, he saw, lay fortune. Soon afterward
Woodruff, the inventor, showed the private secretary the model of a
sleeping car and he at once became enthusiastic. 'When offered a
share in the venture, Carnegie accepted. Again he had not the
necessary funds, but he boldly visited the local banker and asked for a
loan.

““Oh, yes, Andy, you are all right,” said the banker, and the name
“Andrew Carnegie” was for the first time signed to a note—he was
subsequently to be one of the world’s most persistent borrowers.

Scott aided him at every turn in his financial operations, and when,
during the Civil War, Scott was made vice-president of the Pennsyl-
vania, Carnegie was chosen to fill Scott’s place as superintendent at
Pittsburgh. Both rendered yeoman service to their country in the
transportation and telegraph fields during the war.

Carnegie was then 28 and something of a capitalist. The burning
of a wooden bridge played havoc with railroad traffic and this set the
keen-eyed Scotsman a-thinking.

“Why not go into the building of iron bridges?” he asked himself.
Forthwith he organized the Keystone Bridge Company, and—wise man
—secured J. Edgar Thompson, then president of the Pennsylvania,
Colonel Scott, vice-president, and other influential railroad men as
stockholders. With such influence behind it, the company booked
huge orders at such prices that it paid a total of 100 per cent. in divi-
dends in four years. He entered a successful o1l venture and several
metal enterprises, including the Kloman-Miller-Phipps-Carnegie
Company, which owned the Union Iron Mills. Indeed, he became so
much of a business man and capitalist that he gave up his railroad
office.

Off he went for a nine months’ tour in Great Britain, leaving his



42 MEN WHO ARE MAKING AMERICA

partners to run the iron mills. Then disaster came. Depression
set in, iron prices fell and the Union Iron Mills faced disaster. Miller,
the most wealthy of the partners, had to advance money for work-
men’s wages. In lieu of cash many workmen were given orders for
groceries on a village store. Stocks of pig iron had to be pawned.
Then, to cap the climax, the puddlers struck. Miller quit. He sold
for $73,600 stock which thirty-four years later, when the steel trust was
formed, brought millions of dollars.

Carnegie hustled for orders from his railroad friends, and although
he knew next to nothing about steel, he booked more contracts than
any other drummer of his day. By effective team-work among the
young partners, they managed to pull through.

It is not generally known that Carnegie for a time was a bond
broker. In 1872 he was given a commission to place in Europe
$6,000,000 of bonds of a Pennsylvania branch road and cleared
$150,000. Later he made a second trip and earned $75,000 com-
mission.

When in England he saw the Bessemer process of making steel.
The sight of iron being blown into steel captured his imagination.
Henceforth steel was to be his life. Rushing across the Atlantic he
organized Carnegie, McCandless & Company with a capital of
$700,000 which built a new steel plant which he, wily Scot, named
the Edgar Thompson Steel Works. Thus flattered, how could the
president of the Pennsylvania refuse his namesake generous rebates?

The name “Carnegie” began to be sounded all over the United
States and Europe, whither he made frequent and spectacular trips.
This was just after the 1873 panic. Protected by a huge tariff on the
one hand and aided by rebates on the other, profits were piled up
thick and fast. In 1880 steel rails were run up to $85 a ton, the works
were run twenty-four hours a day, and the year’s profits exceeded
$2,000,000.

The following year the company was reorganized as Carnegie Bros.
& Co., with $5,000,000 capital, of which Carnegie owned more than
half. From then until 1888 the profits averaged $2,000,000 a year,
or 40 per cent. Carnegie had rolled up a fortune of $15,000,000.

As partners died or dropped out, Carnegie took over their interest
in the concern. Finally, only Carnegie and Henry Phipps—with
whom, later, he quarrelled—were left. Competitors, too, including the
Homestead and Duquesne Companies, were astutely bought out until
Carnegie became undisputed steel king.

Frick’s enormous coke properties in the Connellsville district of
Pennsylvania were acquired by Carnegie in 1882 and Henry C. Frick
for years was Carnegie’s most trusted associate. The combination
lasted until 1899, when the two parted company.
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The Carnegie Steel Company was reorganized with Carnegie in
undisputed control. How he surrounded himself with such brilliant
practical steel men as Captain “Bill” Jones, Schwab, Corey, Dinkey,
and Morrison, and paid them enormous bonuses for results achieved;
how he threatened competitors by announcing that he would build
new plants and even build a new railroad to bring the Pennsylvania
to its senses; how he frightened the country’s leading money kings,
and how he finished up by selling out to the organizers of the steel
trust, are too well known to call for recapitulation.

His benefactions have included $60,000,000 for over 2,500 library
buildings; $125,000,000 for the Carnegie Corporation of New York;
$17,000,000 for colleges; $6,000,000 for church organs; $22,000,000
for the Carnegie Institution of Washington; $16,000,000 for the
Carnegie Foundation for the Advancement of Teaching; $13,000,000
for the Carnegie Institute at Pittsburgh; $10,000,000 for the Carnegie
Institute of Technology; over $10,000,000 for Carnegie hero funds;
$10,000,000 for the endowment of international peace; $4,000,000
for steel workers’ pensions; $2,000,000 for the Church Peace Union,
and $1,500,000 for the Hague peace palace.

It is as a giver, not as a maker, of millions that Carnegie will live
in history.
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was the message received one day by the vice-president of a
New York bank.

He hadn’t the slightest idea what the veteran financier could want
with him. He had met Mr. Morgan, as most other financiers had,
during the parlous days when the master mind of them all was trying
to stem the 1907 panic, but had not seen anything of Mr. Morgan
until the spring of the following year when, with Senator Aldrich and
other members of the Monetary Commission, he had spent a Sunday
at Mr. Morgan’s London home. Between then and the receipt of
the above message in the fall of 1908 he had seldom spoken to Mr.
Morgan.

Promptly at three o’clock the young banker, wondering what the
matter could be, rang the bell of the famous Morgan library. On
being ushered in he almost collided with Mr. Morgan at the entrance
to his private room.

Mr. Morgan shook hands and bade the puzzled visitor be seated.

“Do you realize it is pretty near the first of January?” he asked.

The young banker, very much at sea, agreed that it was—this was
about the middle of November.

““Are you ready?” asked Mr. Morgan.

“Ready for what?”” queried the astonished visitor.

“For what?” echoed Mr. Morgan. “You know I want you to
come and join my firm on the first of January.”

“You never said anything about it, Mr. Morgan.”

“I thought you knew by my attitude what I thought of you,” said
Mzr. Morgan.

A pause.

“MTr. Morgan, have you ever fallen from an 18-story building?”

It was Mr. Morgan’s turn to be astonished.

“No,” he replied, scrutinizing his visitor.

“Well, I never have before, and it will take me a minute or two to
catch my breath.”

Mr. Morgan laughed.

And that was how Henry P. Davison, then only 40, was notified
of his selection as a partner in the greatest international banking firm
in the United States.

MR. MORGAN wants to see you in his library at three o’clock,”
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The story of how this same young banker won his first foothold on
the New York banking ladder reveals the stuff he is made of.

He had quickly risen from office-boy to receiving teller in 2 modest
bank at Bridgeport, Conn., when he read in the newspapers that a
new bank was being formed in New York. Young Davison wanted to
go to New York. He wanted to go very badly. In fact, he made
up his mind that he must get a position in this new bank.

Armed with a letter from one of his directors who knew the cashier,
he took the afternoon train to New York and handed in the letter.

The cashier treated him most cordially—so cordially that the young
man left smiling, although without any job.

His smiles wore off when he got into the train homeward bound and
thought matters over.

But he was not to be so easily licked! Next afternoon, when the
bank closed, he again boarded a New York train. The cashier,
although somewhat surprised to see him back, again accorded him a
very pleasant interview, but explained that it was out of the question
to engage an out-of-town man as paying teller—that was the office
Davison was after. 'Ihey must have a man with New York experi-
ence and ‘of wide acquaintance. The cashier was so frank and sym-
pathetic, however, that for the second time it was a smiling youth
who left his presence.

The homeward journey, however, again dissipated the smiles.

He would try again!

Next afternoon, for the third time, he started for New York more
determined than ever to get the place he wanted.

“The cashier has gone for the day,” was the chilling message he
received.

“Where does he live?” asked young Davison, undaunted.

In half an hour he was inside the cashier’s home. A servant ex-
plained that his employer was dressing to go out to attend a dinner.
All right, the visitor would wait.

On entering the room the banker burst out Jaughing. So did
Davison, but only for a moment. He at once got down to brass
tacks.

He began with all the intense earnestness he felt: I know I am
the man you want for paying teller. I can help you. T feel embar-
rassed at having to say this myself, but there is no one to say it for
me. Give me the position and I will try to see that you will never
regret it.”

The ardour, the sincerity, and the perseverance of the young man
made such an impression upon the banker that he became convinced
the choice would prove wise.

“How much salary would you want?”” he asked.
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“I would like $1,500 but I would take $600 or $700—anything you
like, so long as I can live on it.”

This time it was the paying teller of the Astor Place Bank, at $1,500,
that said good-bye. To celebrate, he went to a theatre. The big news
was overpowering.

“Say, do you know who I am?”” he abruptly asked a stranger sitting
next to him. The man looked at him and confessed he didn’t.

“I am the paying teller of a New York bank!”

Alas, the news failed to make any tremendous impression—except,
probably, that the man thought he had next to him a young lunatic!

Disappointment was in store, however, Hardly had Davison
given up his position and returned home for a rest before entering
upon his new duties when he received a letter from the cashier con-
taining the news that the directors had not endorsed his action, and
that it would save much trouble if Mr. Davison would forego the pay-
ing tellership and accept a lower position at a smaller salary. He
added that if Mr. Davison insisted in standing upon his rights, of
course the directors would have to agree.

“Perfectly satished to accept lower position and salary,” Mr.
Davison immediately telegraphed—he did not want his benefactor
to be kept in any suspense during the time a letter would take to reach
him.

That this telegram confirmed the cashier in his sizing up of the
young man can readily be understood.

To save carfare, the ambitious bank clerk used to ride on a bicycle
daily to and from the bank in Astor Place to 104th Street, a distance
of more than ten miles.

Henry Pomeroy Davison had early learned the value of money—
and, also, when he wanted to go to college, the terrible awkwardness
of not having the wherewithal. His mother had died when he was
seven years old—he was born on June 13, 1867—and the four children
were scattered among uncles and aunts. He attended school in his
little native town, Troy, Pa., until he was 15, and before he was
16 he was teaching. He then began to realize the value of education
and applied himself diligently to study. His grandmother, with
whom he was then living, remarked one day: ‘““This boy may be
worth doing something for.”” So she arranged to have him attend
boarding school, the Greylock Institute at South Williamstown,
Mass., where Charles H. Sabin, now president of the Guaranty
Trust Company of New York, the largest in the country, was one
of his classmates.

“Harry Davison,” Mr. Sabin told me, “was at the top of every
class he entered and was valedictorian—but he was not much at
athletics. He was very popular because he used, every morning, to
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let a crowd look over his answers to problems and other stuff given
at night. He was always willing to help a fellow out.”

During vacations he worked on a farm. On graduating he re-
turned to Troy, whose 1,200 people supported one bank run by his
uncle. A place was made for Harry as errand boy in it. He im-
mediately became intensely interested and for two years worked very
hard. Troy, however, held out little of a future and he regretted
deeply that he had not gone to college. He began tutoring with a
view to entering college. But, when qualified, SR T
did not have the necessary money! Then he made up his mind to
strike out.

He went to New York, tramped the streets looking for a job, but
failed to find one. He went to Bridgeport, Conn., where he had an
old friend. There he was given choice of a job as a runner in the
bank or a clerk in a grocery store. He chose the bank.

By starting early in the morning and doing as much as possible
of his own work by noon, he found time to stand by the bookkeeper
and learn from him how to keep books. In a few months he was doing
most of the work for this bookkeeper, and when the latter was pro-
moted the runner got the job. The new runner was at once taken in
hand by Bookkeeper Davison and taught bookkeeping. Then the
bookkeeper applied himself to learning zll about the teller’s work.
When the next shift came Davison was able to step up to the tellership
and the runner had been trained to become bookkeeper. He applied
exactly the same method in his new position.

“Then and ever since I have found it a good system, not only to
reach out and learn the work of the man ahead of you, but also to
teach your job to the fellow below you,” said Mr. Davison.

How the young Bridgeport teller broke into New York has already
been told. Six months after starting as receiving teller in the new
Astor Place Bank he was promoted to the position on which he had
at first set his heart, that of paying teller.

Dame Fortune sometimes plays queer pranks to accomplish her
ends. Davison was “shot” into his next place. One day a crank
pointed a revolver at Teller Davison’s head, presented a check for
$1,000 drawn to the order of the Almighty and demanded the money.
Davison coolly accepted the check, read it loud enough to attract
notice and began to count out the money. Others grasped the situa-
tion, and while the gun was still cocked at Davison’s head, the bank
detective seized the madman.

The newspapers made much of the dramatic incident and of
the teller’s self-possession. The directors of the Liberty National
Bank happened to have a meeting that day and the holdup was
mentioned.
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“I know that young fellow,” said Dumont Clarke, a director of the
bank. “He would be a good man to have in the bank.”

Mr. Clarke had met Davison once or twice when the latter visited
his fiancée (Miss Kate Trubee of Bridgeport) while she was spending
a vacation with her friend, Mr. Clarke’s daughter.

Forthwith Mr. Davison was installed as assistant cashier of the
Liberty. Within a year he was made cashier, three years later he was
elected vice-president, and in another year president. His rise was
so rapid that it attracted general attention. New York financial
annals had contained few if any instances of a man of 32 being chosen
as president of an important national bank solely on merit and with-
out influence of any kind whatsoever.

Ruts were and are avoided by Davison, for ruts are graves in the
making. He was not long with the Liberty when he did something
original. It is told that when he joined the bank he procured a full
list of the stockholders, mostly business men, visited each and de-
livered this sort of exhortation:

“You own . . . shares of the Liberty National Bank. Of
course you would like to see them become more valuable. Well,
now, won’t you try to induce some of your friends to do business with
us? We will treat them right—and the increased business will mean
increased dividends.”

Laggard stockholders were re-visited until nearly all were inoculated
with the Davison spirit of enthusiasm. It became something of a
sporting contest, this competition among stockholders to bring in the
largest possible amount of new business.

Such intelligent initiative impressed the bank’s owners—and helped
the institution to grow at a rate which excited comment. It soon
outgrew its quarters in the Central of New Jersey building in West
Street and more pretentious, as well as more central, offices were
opened at 139 Broadway. The old lease had two years to run and
Mr. Davison preferred to keep the place closed lest a new concern
might open there and fall heir to much of the Liberty’s custom.
Empty offices, however, being detrimental to a building, the owners
brought pressure to bear upon Mr. Davison to agree to the subletting
of the space.

Mr. Davison felt strongly, however, about the danger of a new bank
taking the customers before they had learned to find the way to 139
Broadway. What could be done about it?

One of the most brilliant ideas of his life flashed into his mind, an
idea that was destined to raise Davison’s prestige and influence ex-
traordinarily, as well as to help out his bank account, which then was
a long way from six figures.

“T’ll organize a trust company. Qur capital will be safe and we
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ought to earn at least 6 per cent.” It will make a good tenant for
the Liberty’s old building and it will afford some of us pleasant asso-
ciations,” was the plan he mapped out.

The bankers and others to whom he outlined the plan became so
enthusiastic that the capital of $1,000,000 was quoted at $200 per
share before the doors were opened. It is known, however, that the
originator of the enterprise refused all suggestions that he take a
larger share than the other directors. Each was awarded exactly the
same amount of stock, a procedure that enhanced Mr. Davison’s
reputation for scrupulous fairness. The name given Mr. Davison’s
financial child was the Bankers’ Trust Company. To-day it owns and
occupies the most notable financial skyscraper in Wall Street, has
total deposits of approximately $300,000,000, making it the second
largest trust company in America. Mr. Davison, naturally, was made
chairman of the executive committee, which position he has held
ever since. A tablet erected in the magnificent building contains
this tribute to the founder:

THE DIRECTORS OF THE BANKERS’
TRUST COMPANY HERE RECORD THEIR
APPRECIATION OF THE SERVICES OF
HENRY POMEROY DAVISON
IN THE ORGANIZATION AND UPBUILDING
OF THE COMPANY AND THE ERECTION
OF ITS PERMANENT HOME

Contrary to the impression sought to be conveyed by the Pujo
Committee investigators, the Bankers” Trust was not built up by an
oligarchy of New York’s leading financiers. It was a young men’s
enterprise. Such enthusiasts as Albert H. Wiggin, Gates W. Mec-
Garrah, Benjamin Strong, Jr., and Davison, not veterans who had
““arrived,” were chosen for the executive committee and worked
nights patiently, zealously, skilfully, unsparingly, to win the success
which was rapidly achieved. The experience broadened all of them.

George F. Baker, the veteran head of the First National Bank and a
financier ranking in power second only to his closest friend, the late
J. P. Morgan, did not fail to note the calibre of this resourceful young
banker, and in 1902 he induced Mr. Davison—then only 35 years of
age—to become his right-hand man as vice-president of the First
National.

It was Mr. Davison’s work during the 1907 panic that first brought
him prominently to the attention of Commander-in-chief Morgan.
At Mr. Morgan’s request he was on hand at all the important con-
ferences held uptown and downtown during the dark days of October
and November. In the following spring Senator Aldrich appointed
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him an adviser to the National Monetary Commission to investigate
the financial systems of Europe.

“Homestaying youths have ever homely wits,” said Shakespeare.
Davison is not open to this charge. He has enjoyed unique inter-
national experiences. First, as an adviser to the National Monetary
Commission, he visited Europe and there met the Finance Ministers
and other leading banking powers in England, France, Germany, and
other European countries, discussing with them the very foundations
of finance, banking, and currency, a privilege of rare value to a banker
under 40 years of age and quick to seize every opportunity to enhance
his knowledge and his usefulness. Next, when the Six-Power
Chinese Loan was bruited, Washington, then presided over by Taft
and Knox, asked a group of American bankers to join it in order to
strengthen America’s position in the Orient, and more particularly to
enable this country to have a potent voice in insisting upon the main-
tenance of Secretary Hay’s famous “Open-Door” policy for China.
It was Henry P. Davison, by this time a member of the Morgan firm,
who was selected to proceed to Europe and conduct the negotiations
on behalf of the American group, consisting of Morgan & Co., Kuhn,
Loeb & Co., the National City Bank and the First National Bank.
Not only that; it was Davison who was chosen by the British,
French, German, Russian, and Japanese delegations to become chair-
man of the whole group.

The protracted negotiations entailed several visits to Europe and
long stays there, affording the young American an insight into Euro-
pean finance that equipped him, as nothing else could, as a real inter-
national banker.

That the negotiations came to naught was largely due to the atti-
tude assumed by the Wilson administration, which frowned on
“Dollar Diplomacy.” Since then the Administration has changed
its attitude and is now anxious that our bankers should extend aid to
China.

The wisdom of Mr. Morgan’s choice of Mr. Davison as a partner
needs no descriptive words; financial history bears record that the
greatest banker America has ever known found in Henry P. Davison
the greatest partner he ever had.

Not the least valuable of Mr. Davison’s achievements has been his
untrumpeted endeavours to bring about a spirit of greater friendliness
and codperation throughout the banking community. His own
openness and frankness have encouraged others to adopt a like attitude
in their daily dealings with one another and with the public. His
organization of the Bankers’ Trust Company contributed toward
this end by bringing many bankers together in a friendly way. The
improvement which has been brought about in the exchange of credit
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information is one fruit of this new and better live-and-let-live
policy.

Davison, blessed with fine physique and an engaging countenance,
1s both likeable and liked, by employees as well as by other bankers.
He does not know how to dissemble—not even when bombarded by
awkward, not-to-be answered queries by prying reporters. He goes
at everything directly. He has confidence not only in himself but in
men that he picks—he has often helped institutions to find important
officers and has not hesitated to accept entire responsibility for his
judgment in making selections. He is a man of courage, unafraid
to face diflicult situations, since originality, resourcefulness, and diplo-
macy can overcome most obstacles.

“In climbing the ladder of success what have you learned that you
could pass on to aid other struggling young men?” 1 asked Mr.
Davison. “Did you conceive any shining goal and bend everything
to reaching it?”’

“No,” he replied emphatically. “Whatever job I had was to me
always the very best job in the world, and I tried to fill it. I made no
elaborate plans for the future. If I had any system in my labour it
was first to do my own work; second, to teach the fellow below me
how totake my place;third, tolearn howtofill the position ahead of me.

“Boys and young men should not imagine that their work is so
unimportant that nobody takes note of how they do it. It does not
take long to find out whether a boy is on his toes watching how he can
best be of help in a situation or whether he merely sits down and
waits to be told what to do. The simple virtues of willingness, readi-
ness, alertness, and courtesy will carry a boy farther than mere smart-
ness.

“Perhaps it will not be out of place for me to describe an incident
which may carry a lesson for the young men you are anxious to help.
One day when I was teller, a customer offered me a very fine gold pen.
I went right into the office and asked if this man had any loan from
the bank. I explained that he had asked me to accept the gift.
The bank promptly acted and it was not long before the fellow was in
bankruptey. The simple course I took saved the bank a good deal of
money.

“Following a plain, straightforward course avoids complications
of all sorts. Life is really simple. If it becomes complicated it is
because we ourselves make it complicated.”

The American Government, through President Wilson, recently
signified its regard for Mr. Davison’s transcendent ability by appoint-
ing him Chairman of the Red Cross War Council, one of the most
important and onerous positions in the whole country, for on the
Red Cross devolves the vast, complicated task of relieving “the suffer-
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ing and distress which must inevitably arise, out of this fight for
humanity and democracy,” to quote President Wilson’s words. The
hand of a master at the helm at once became manifest. The Society
immediately undertook the reorganization and concentration of all
Red Cross and similar efforts throughout the country, coérdinated
the activities of multitudinous smaller bodies, stirred up public inter-
est and launched a brilliant campaign for the raising of $100,000,000,
an unpredecented undertaking. Yet so ably was the movement con-
ducted that the goal of $100,000,000 was passed handsomely.

F. Trubee Davison, one of Mr. Davison’s sons, with a foresight
worthy of his father, organized a flying corps of young college men to
train as the First New York unit of the Aérial Coast Patrol and be-
came an expert hydro-aeroplanist before he met with a lamentable
accident, in July, 1917, while in active performance of his duties
in the air. Harry P. Davison, Jr., began serving with the American
Ambulance Corps in France before war was declared by the United
States but he later returned and joined the more dangerous aviation
service. Both became active members of the Naval Reserve Fly-
ing Corps. Mrs. Davison has set an example to other American
mothers by the brave and patriotic attitude she has taken through-
out the campaign. The expense of training the collegiate fliers
was borne by her, and she has also maintained an active aviation
camp at her summer home.

Although Mr. Davison was never a star at any games or sports, he
contrives to get a good deal of exercise and pleasure. He plays a
swift game of tennis, rides horseback, and is at home aboard his
vacht, which in the summer takes him to business in the morning
and back in the afternoon to his beautiful home on Long Island,
where under normal conditions he spends much time. Since America
entered the war, Mr. Davison has taken up residence in Washington,
where he spends all his time.

For years Mr. Davison was president of the hospital at Englewood,
N. J., where he used to live, and he has always done a lot of active
Red Cross work. He has also done much, his friends declare, in
helping young men to help themselves. He is entitled to write
“Dr.” in front of his name, having received the degree of LL.D. from
the University of Pennsylvania. He is also a Knight of the Order
of the Crown of Italy.

Recently he was given the military rank of Major-General in
connection with his Red Cross governmental office.

Success has not spoiled General Davison. He is as democratic
in spirit as in the days when he rode his wheel through ten miles of
crowded streets to save ten cents car fare daily.
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off guard.
““What are you up to?”’ demanded the boss.

The boy, startled, crumpled up a sheet of rough paper he had
spread on top of a flour barrel.

“I’ve finished my work,” he apologized.

“What were you doing?’” asked the boss.

“When I have any spare time I like to learn,” he explained timidly.

“Learn what?”

“To figure and write.”

The camp manager picked up the rumpled paper. It was covered
with figures and writing.

He said no more.

When Li Yuen-hung was chosen President of China one of the
first things he did was to send this ex-cook-boy a cable expressing a
desire for his friendship. Yuan Shi-kai, his predecessor, had decor-
ated the former lumber camp lad. So had the last Emperor of China.

To-day the cook-boy is one of the most influential counsellors of the
Chinese Government and almost an idol in the eyes of the Chinese
people.

His name is Robert Dollar, the foremost producer and exporter of
lumber in the United States; the owner of two fleets of steamers—one
for coastal, the other for overseas trade; the greatest individual creator
of commerce between the Pacific Coast and the Orient; a still greater
creator and cementer of friendship between the Orient and the Occi-
dent, and this country’s most potent worker for the establishment of a
powerful American merchant marine. Also, a philanthropist.

It was Captain Dollar who led the unsuccessful fight against the
enactment of the suicidal La Follette Seamen’s bill which immediately
swept the Stars and Stripes from the Pacific Ocean and gave the Jap-
anese complete control of the commerce between the Orient and the
United States before the American people had their eyes opened to
the gravity of the situation.

“La Follette’s name will go down to posterity as the man who
drove the last nail into the merchant-marine coffin,” the veteran
captain declared when, despite all the protests of commercial and
shipping authorities, the fatal measure was passed by Congress.

53

l I \HE cook-boy in a remote Canadian lumber camp was caught
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The law was found to be so impossible that Washington was obliged
to announce that certain features of it would not—because they
could not—be enforced.

Even so, the conditions brought about were so demoralizing, so
subversive of all discipline, so productive of insubordination, that
shipping casualties became so numerous on the Pacific Coast that in-
surance companies refused to accept risks.

An impressive tribute to the genius of American statesmanship!

Not content to legislate for American ships, then representing
about one per cent. of the world’s shipping tonnage, the Washington
wiseacres actually attempted to make laws for the remaining 99 per
cent.! Of course they had to crawl back into their shells. If they
hadn’t, America would have been left without ships to move her
$7,000,000,000 of annual exports and imports. President Wilson sent
for Captain Dollar, but, unfortunately, Congress did not promptly
follow the sound advice given. America had not then had her eyes
opened by participation in the world war.

“All we shipowners want,” Captain Dollar repeatedly told the
Government, “is to be put on an equal footing with other nations.
Give us equal laws and we will give you a merchant marine rivalling
that of a century ago, when the Stars and Stripes carried nine-tenths
of the United States overseas commerce. To-day our naval vessels
cannot go far from land without the support of foreign auxiliaries.”

So ridiculous did our marine regulations become that American
shipowners were compelled to fly the British flag and employ British
Naval Reserve men on their vessels, thus helping to strengthen Bri-
tain’s power at the expense of crippling our own.

“You may succeed in driving us out of the United States, but you
can’t drive us out of the business,” Captain Dollar told Andrew
Furuseth, the seamen’s professional agitator, who really was the in-
spirer of the measure.

Patriotic American though Captain Dollar is, ke was compelled by
our absurd laws to run his overseas fleet under an alien flag and from an
alien port. Whereas his ships used to sail from California, their
headquarters is now Vancouver, British Columbia, which levies toll,
of course, on every ton entering her harbours and gets the railroad
haul of merchandise which ought to pass over none but American lines
and be handled by none but American workmen.

By what steps and by what qualities did Robert Dollar climb from
the cook’s shanty to the ownership of steamship lines and a vast tim-
ber business, honoured by election to the presidency of both the
Chamber of Commerce and the Merchants’ Exchange of San Fran-
cisco, by selection as a director of the Foreign Trade Council, by
appointment as a director of the $50,000,000 American International
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Corporation, by decorations from Pekin and by receiving the Freedom
of the Borough and the keys of his Scottish birthplace?

Not one of America’s “Fifty Greatest Business Men™ began more
humbly. He was born in a little home above a lumber firm’s office at
Falkirk, Scotland, 73 years ago. When only 12 he was taken from
school to earn a few shillings as office-boy with a shipping company.
The family emigrated to Ottawa a year later and little Robert,
when under fourteen, was dispatched 200 miles from civilization to a
lumber camp. Even to-day lumber camps are not Sunday-school
centres; 60 years ago they were—well, less so.

The most menial job of all was that of “cook’s boy.”” When the
food did not come up to the expectations of the hungry lumber jacks,
the person who set it in front of them was lucky if he encountered
nothing more damaging than a volley of oaths. Bob Dollar, however,
manifestly was doing his best and most of the rough diamonds came
to have rather a warm spot for him in their hearts—especially as he
could be called in to read or write a love letter for those who could use
axes very effectively but pens not at all.

When the camp manager, Hiram Robinson, caught the cook’s boy
struggling with addition and subtraction, multiplication and d1v1-
sion, and caligraphy, he did not dismiss him for using the company’s
time for such a purpose, but quietly began providing the ambitious
little fellow with books, and also saw to it that leisure was provided
for study.

The lad did not confine his studies to books or to cookery. He
learned how to fell trees, how to tell good lumber from bad, and, not
least important, how to get along with the uncouth workmen. Before
he had had his first shave he was playing the part, not of a boy, but of
a man, able to hold his own when trouble broke out.

“Take a drive down the river Du Moine. Take fifty men with
you,” was the order he received one day from the camp manager.
This was the first drive of saw logs undertaken from the Du Moine
district over the Chaudiére Falls, a route subsequently taken by many
millions of Ottawa-bound logs. Dollar, though only twenty-one,
managed the men and the venture successfully. As a reward he was
made foreman over a big gang.

Two things all Scottish children are taught—the Bible and thrift.
Lumber-jack Dollar had saved most of his hard-won wages, though
the pay was only $10 a month at the start. Another trait is inde-
pendence—the northern Scots claim that they are the only people the
Romans failed to lick after trying. He had enough money when
twenty-seven to buy a modest bit of timber land and, with high hopes
and unbounded optimism, started operations.

Alas! “Wall Street” upset all his plans and plunged him into bank-
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ruptcy—not because he had speculated on a “sure-thing” tip; it was
the panic of Black Friday which ruined him as it ruined many stronger
business men.

He had learned, however, how to take knocks. Without difficulty
he found a good job as manager of an important lumber establishment.
He saved every penny that came within his reach and paid off all his
debts in full within four years—he was and is an ardent believer in the
Golden Rule and its Founder. His employer took him into partner-
ship and this time things moved more satisfactorily. Their product
consisted chiefly of hewn-board timber for export to England.

“Captain Dollar 1s from Missouri—from the heart of Missouri,”
one of his managers said to me. ‘““He must always be shown; he
wants to see things for himself—even if he has to travel one thousand
or ten thousand miles to see them. He is one of the best-travelled
men in the world. He always gets at the bottom of everything. He
is intensely practical and has scant regard for untested theories. He
keeps his eyes open all the time for new opportunities. He is the
most resourceful man in America.”

Perhaps this explains why he moved first to Michigan, where larger
and better timber could be had, and later to the Pacific Coast. He
began lumbering redwood in northern California but grudged the
amount he was charged for transporting his output. He investigated.
Discovering that if he could get a ship of his own he could cut the cost
to half, he bought a little tub, the Newsboy, of some 300 tons. It
paid for itself in less than a year.

This appealed to the Scotch in him! If one twopenny boat could
earn so much, why not get hold of more boats? He did. And that
was the birth of the now famous Robert Dollar Steamship Company
with one fleet of vessels in the coastwise trade running all the way
from Alaska to the Panama Canal, and another fleet plying between
the Pacific Coast and the Orient, with branches in Shanghai,
Hong Kong, Tientsin, Hankow, Kobe, Petrograd, Manila, Vancouver,
Seattle, and New York.

The business did not grow of its own accord; it had to be built up
from the foundation. It called for foresight, enterprise, energy,
diplomacy, patience, perseverance, and the most scrupulous fair-
dealing, for no race is more quick to resent questionable practices
than the Chinese.

When Captain Dollar first began to ship lumber to the Orient the
demand was solely for the very largest pieces. This left a by-product
of small boards which could not be shipped. He knew that the
Chinese did not use these enormous sizes but that nearly all of them
were cut into small pieces by hand-saws. The resourceful Dollar
began persuading his Chinese customers to take a sprinkling of these
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small sizes. He took a trip to the Celestial Empire and created a
market for his by-product.

Return cargoes were then not to be had. As there was no profit
in running empty steamers, trade must be developed. Off he went
to find out what could be done about it. When he got to the Philip-
pines he made arrangements to import mahogany and copra. Japan,
he discovered, could supply oak, sulphur, coke, and coal. China
yielded a grade of pig iron which Western mills would snap up as fast
as it could be brought over.

The Dollar steamships were thus kept loaded both going and com-
ing. Since the outbreak of war freight rates have been so high that
[umber could not stand it. Outward shipments, consequently, have
consisted very largely of general merchandise and munitions, the latter
chiefly to Vladivostok. From that port the vessels proceed to
China, Japan, and the Philippines for return cargoes.

While the Dollar Steamship Company trades with India, Japan, and
the Philippines, its largest business is with China, where Captain
Dollar has come to be revered to a degree not easily understood by
the untravelled American.

“Never try to cheat a Chinaman,” Captain Dollar impresses upon
every one who would do business with the Chinese. Confucius taught
them that “honesty is the best policy,” and the Chinese live strictly
up to this axiom. In addressing a meeting of the United States
Chamber of Commerce he said: “In all our years of trading with the
Chinese, involving many millions of dollars, we have never lost a
single cent, never had one bad debt. I wish we could say the same
of other countries, including our own.”

Time and again Captain Dollar, on going aboard one of his ships
on the Pacific to inspect the outgoing cargo, has ordered thousands
upon thousands of boards dumped back on the pier because they were
not in every particular exactly what the Chinese buyers had ordered.
Sometimes the mills had sent better grades, but the Chinaman
wanted just what he bargained for and would feel aggrieved were
the contract not lived up to scrupulously. -

“The Captain never bluffs and cannot be bluffed,” one of his asso-
ciates told me. “I remember once a customer sent in a large claim
on the ground that the lumber delivered was of inferior quality.
When we went to the yard the owner had two or three hundred
boards lined up and told us they were a fair sample of the whole con-
signment and he wanted an adjustment on that basis. The rest of the
boards had been stacked up in piles twenty-five or thirty feet high.
‘It is all like this,” the customer declared, pointing to the inferior
boards. ‘Let’s have a look at it,” said the Captain. ‘Oh,’ said the
buyer, ‘you can’t climb up these piles” There was no other way to
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get at the stuff, so the Captain, although nearly seventy, shinnied
to the top almost as fast as a monkey. There was not a bad board in
sight! He was from Missouri, as I told you before.”

Great as have been the services of Captain Dollar in extending
American commerce in the Orient and in creating a fleet of high-class
steamers, both passenger and freight, as well as in striving heroically
to have Congress adopt sensible shipping legislation, he has a much
stronger title to the gratitude of the American people.

Robert Dollar has done more to prevent strife and promote peace
between America and the Orient than any living statesman.

When war was threatened between this country and Japan over
the San Francisco school question, Captain Dollar succeeded in get-
ting up a party of commercial men from different chambers of com-
merce to visit Japan, where he is almost as well known and as highly
regarded as in China. The Emperor himself received the delegation.
The entente cordiale was reéstablished. After that the jingoes
could make no headway with their militant propaganda.

Two years later Captain Dollar organized an influential commission
to visit China. Their reception by the Emperor, by Governmental
dignitaries, by cities and by commercial organizations eclipsed in
ceremony and display anything before or since extended to foreign
visitors. Captain Dollar’s diary of this memorable trip (he has
kept diaries without a break for sixty years) was later published for
private circulation at the insistent request of friends; it gives a better
insight into the nation which comprises one-third of the human race
than any other publication I have ever read. It is sprinkled with wit
and humour. The distinguished Chinese delegation, headed by
Cheng Hsun-chang, which visited the United States and created
nation-wide interest in 1915, was China’s fitting way of return-
ing the Dollar delegation’s visit. This exchange of courtesies
not only bore practical commercial fruits in the form of de-
veloping new business between the two countries, but proved
infinitely more valuable in bringing the two nations into closer un-
derstanding.

Captain Dollar, as his photograph shows, is a patriarchal figure
with his silver-white hair and gray beard. He works prodigiously,
especially before most of America’s 100,000,000 people are out of bed.
He spends a goodly part of his time and his means in philanthropic
and church work, being especially interested in furthering the Young
Men’s Christian Association movement throughout the world. His
native town in Scotland has not been forgotten; his gifts to it include
elaborate swimming baths.

I asked Captain Dollar what his vast experience had taught him
were some of the qualities helpful to the attainment of success. I also
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asked him what ought to be done to enable the United States to attain
a higher place among the commercial nations of the world.

The Grand Old Man of the Pacific thus replied to the first question:

“1.~—~Fear God and be just and honest to your fellow man.

““2.—Incessant hard work.

3 —Frurrahty and saving your money.
“4—Drink no intoxicating lxquors, in these days of keen competi-
tion whisky and business won’t mix—you can’t do both.

“Foreign Trade is the answer to the second question. We are
legislated to death. Stop legislating and leave our merchants alone
and they will develop our foreign trade, and provide tonnage to carry
our own products to market. Permit our shipowners to operate our
ships exactly on the same terms and conditions as other nations are
doing, and then our merchants will supply the cargoes and our ship-
owners will provide plenty of tonnage for our commerce in time of
peace and auxiliaries to our navy in time of war, and, except for carry-
ing our mails, it won’t cost our country a cent.

A few months ago a septuagenarian visited octogenarian Hiram
Robinson, at Ottawa.

“You don’t remember me?”” asked the visitor.

The old man peered at him a moment.

“Don’t I?”” he cried, holding out his hand. “You are Bob Dollar,
my old cook-boy.”

The millionaire ex-cook-boy left Hiram happy, for the aged lum-
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