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Feeny's Social Experiment

A Story of the Seed that Fell Upon Good Ground

a the sreet e ne add |}
Mike Foe a blong { past
M Veer stoked with 1) '
Mexican Transportation Lis

Is it & Licket to & show e ank
v g his pipe

I s " Y “n) ureell
And t he domew Ay bhed He "as B
pleasant Jooking ng fellow in evening
fress, much ke the ng fellows M:
| P somelimes saw n 1he AWy 5

ered promenade deck

I'm bebolden " said he, being
a person of manners when sober

And pocketing his blackened pine b
strode nt the brilliant foyer f Lhe

Music Hall where the many

fisclosed him as a stoop-sh

highta full
uldered mar
tothed

garments re

{f large nuscular development

n respecial le

chore-going

ntly purchased at & bargain of & Jewish
gentleman on the river fromt A great
shock { lentl red bair formed an

aurecle about his long sad face. and the

{frooping ends f a blonde mustache
reached well back toward the freckied
lobes of his ears Mr. Feeny was strict]
Irish, with the large potentialities of his
race

Now Mr. Feeny did not know that the
International Congress of Economics

had assembled there to give expert testi

mony, and charting a careful
that pinched

followed the trickle of well

course in
new shoes somewhat, he

dressed human

ity mt the building, where an usher
showed him to an aisle seat in the last
row f orchestra chairs The otchestra
was fBnwhing a classi pretnde This
first attracted Mr. Feeny's sttention
It was displeasing to his musical tastes
and he remarked in 2 husks whisper t
the gentleman on his left

Say. buddy. them Sddies is on the
m

Hush' said the gentleman raising a

warning hinger
What for sho
Mr. Feeny ourself!™
Feeling the incident closed. My
glance shifted in the direc
where

ild 1 hush?

demanded
Cheese |
Feeny's
tion of the stage
of men and wo

half circle

a number men wers

seated in a wide

"Tis a whitedfaced minstrel show
But oh, heavens, ain't them girls the
hard-featured huzzies thought Mr
’f"\'

A gentleman had arisen and was making
a few introductory remarks., the exact
deift of which was lost on Mr. Feeny.
but as he subsided, his place was taken by
another gentleman who smilingly ae-
knowledged the decorous ripple of applause
his name had evoked {e
to speak and Mr. Feeny
undivided attention

“He's a grand flow of words
he don’t choke,” was his mental comment

commenced
gave him his

I wonder

Eventually he became aware that he
was listening to an account of the deeay
of the cottage industries of France

Laboriously following the speaker he
possessed himself of this concrete fact in
segments and was moved to instant con
of the s aker's conclusions He«
had never noticed this decay in industry
his 0 rsonal observations led him to believe

that while

tempt

hard
plenty of

sometimes
there was :I,\l\\Q‘
vork after you got them

were

jobs

0 secure,

He prepared to quit that spot with
expedition, since he felt that any more
economics would constitute a surfeit
But as he shid from his chair, the first
gentleman advanced again to the centre
of the stage, and Mr. Feeny caught a

name he knew., the magical name of
MacCandlish

“I'll see t next turn,” he told him-
self, as amid«f a perfect storm of applause
2 cheerful little man of a portly presence
approached the footlights “It's him all
right, | seen him onet through the bull's-
eye window of the smoking room afore
the mate cussed me out forward,—and
him worth his hundred millions!” Mr
Feeny breathed hard

There was the hush of expectancy
The little man smiled kindly, tolerantly,
while the lights seemed to cast a golden
halo about him

By VAUGHAN

It s my privilege o appenr before
this Congress | eperak s the ueen of
wealth he began in & soft purring voiler

And | only regret that | have not had

the lelsure in which 1o prepare & paper on

w0 interesting & theme However a feow
thoughts oceur to e Mr. Mae
Candlish pavsed fof & brief space, and
then once more that hindly voier Bowed
ascrosm the fToothights It has alway
been my conviction that those who have
lacked the opportunity to examine the
operations of wealth are frequently led
aslray In the Bt place. riches are
anvariably the direet result of great
economic services undertaken for the pood
f mankind and thus launched. My

MacCandlish began to deal not with the

dead and dry bones of theories and
panaceas, but with the
d trade and production
Ain't it grand what the hikes of him
loes for the likes thought M»

Feeny and then again that soft

living actualities

o me!™
n A panse

KESTER in the American Magazine

another ma

have’ A Mitle betler

shelter, perhaps, more costly clothes, and
his three menls & day

Tis tree thought Mr. Feeny

They'd bust if they ot oftener, the way

they feed and as Tor clothes, 've seen

friends with far less on than a
d think decent

Mr. Feeny had entered that buildiag »
rather heedless person who got drunk at
of sall, and who knew the inside
flen-bitten
cenler of civilieation along the Caribbean,
but he was to quit it & groping intellectual
it with & germ Jodged in his brain Lhat
was to fra h’)

Mr. Feeny boarded the Orinoco of the
Guf & Mexioan Transporiation Line
a chastened spirit.  His last hours sshore,
and the last of his wages, had been spent
in & secopd-hand book shop where he had
acquired three books which under various
titles dealt with the burning question of
why the other fellow happens to have it

thewr lady

workin' man's wife

every port

of evers slasouse In every

KING GRORGE AND QUEEN MARY
Who are on thelr way home to England from the Durbar at Delbi

voice opened up fresh regions for him
He saw that what Mr. MacCandlish
called the law of supply and demand,
which he seemed to hold in the very ten-
derest regard;—regulated things. He saw
too that millipnsires were only far-sighted
who had mastered the fact
what the world tossed aside today

individuals
that

it would urgently need tomorrow and
garnered this waste, exacting a small
margin of profit for the service

It's great!” Mr. Feeny told himself
in a spent whisper. “1 can go somewhere
as far as | can get, and raise things

no matter what-—and then one of these
here capitalists comes along and says
‘Feeny, me boy, how are erops’
I've one end of a thousand miles of railroad
track at vour front gate for to haul ‘em
with.” No wonder they're well
paid "tis right they should be -1
begrudge ‘em nothing.”

‘And after all it was Mr. MacCand
lish speaking—"“let us see what actual
advantages the millionaire has, what does
bis money buy him in excess of what

your

Away

all; a condition that is much older than
political just as language is
older than grammar. Now the Orinoco,
newly scraped and painted as to state-
rooms and gilded saloons where the eye
and foot of Mr. Feeny never penetrated,
had been chartered for a mid-winter
cruise. Mr. Feeny heard this directly
from one of his mates, Tom Murphy, who
had it from an oiler, who had it fragm the
second assistant engineer

“It's a party of magnales,” he ex-
plained. “We're to have close on to a
billion dollars aboard—live weight, you
understand. MacCandlish, the big rail-
road man—you've heard of him in the
papers, Feeny—is one of the bunch,
and they've got a Protestant bishop
along—but 1 don't think much of the
likes of him!” In theory, at least, Mr
Murphy was an ardent churchman

" l?ur what are they usin’ this old hook-
r-r?" demanded Feeny.

“They're goin’ down to have a look at

mines in Mexico,” said Murph

Mr. Feeny's first keen lust i’or wisdom

econom)

survived the days of heavy (ol that were
his portion
But I've rend hotter slaff.™ he told
hmeell, one back b when be had
been at sen ten days e lay in ba bunk
and Listened to the heavy meas break under
the Orinoco’s quarter. This was varied
by mighty shivers when the racing sorew
fanned alr. And then suddenly it
was as if tons and tons of water with the
weight of lead, and driven by some vast
swowet. had dropped on the Orinoco M
‘oeny sprang from his bunk. His fiest
imstinet was to rush for the deck, bwt
thowphts of his mates in the stoke-hole
sent him down the iron ladders that gave
sccess 1o the vitals of the ship. As e
gnined the engineroom, the stokers burst
out of their stechwalled pen, and after
them came a rush of steam
All out?™ roared l"my
All out,” someone bellowed in return,
and they began swarming up the ladders,
Feeny leaping from round to round in
advance At last spent and bresthless
they issued into the black night
Then came & socond shock. A mighty
sen lifted the Ovinoco, theee thousand
tons of steel and wood, and tossed her like
s cork inst something that did aot
yield to ¢ terrific impact. Mr. Peeny
picked himeel! up from among his fellows.
‘She's aground —and no thanks to ber!™
he bawled
The crew's gone with the boats!”
wid someone in his ear
“Is that you, Tom Murphy? Let's see
w hat's come of the millionaires! ™
Mr. Feeny, chastely garmented in an
under shirt, and with a wind-blown halo
of red hair, invaded the smoking room
His mates, naked to the waist and grimy
from their tod!, but showing patches of
white skin here and there where the waves
had touched them, slouched st his heels
They found that capital was just getting
on s feet. MacCandlish, his ruddy
cheeks the color of Carrara marble, was
crawling out from under a table where he
had been thrown; the others of his party
were variously scattered about the room.
“Yer left,” sid Feeny, dispassionately.
Like us, yer left—for the Captain’s gone
with his crew I'd recommend you
lifted the large armchair off the stomach
of the fat gentleman on the floor in the

corner, he's hwnll'm‘ hard and quite
purple,” and eeny having thus
delivered h-m-", wit w with his

m.lra

“Twas a shame for the captain M
leave ‘em lhnwebodnm —
said Peeny. “For duty’s dﬂy—vﬂd
reminds me that I'm the oldest man in
the stoke-hole with more tons d eul
to my credit than you'll equal even if
your given length o{ s, %0 'l serve
notice on V'. one and l"’ I'm ﬂk‘m!"

A wan light was lifting out of the east,
It spread over the tossing seas and under
the low, ragged clouds that the gale sént
hurrying into the south.

“There's land!” cried Mr, Feeny.
Peering through the saline reek of t
storm, they saw first a narrow aspit of
land, and here and there a stunted
etto. Then as the light spread,
ground, dense with a tmpk growth;
while beyond was the sea again, a long
restless line of the blue that backed against
the horizon

Mr. MacCandlish and his friends
issued from the saloon and worked their
way along the bulwark to the group of
-'nirr‘.

“Well?” said the millionaire, and he
addressed himself to Feeny.

“I'm thinking, sir, we'd best leave the
old hooker when the sea ca'ms down a
bit. Yonder's one of the lifeboats hl‘llﬁ
to its davits. Presently vc'll h'ist
over the side and go ashore,” said Feeny.

“Then you don’t think we are in any
imminent peril?” asked Mr. MacCandlish.

“That feelin’ you got comes -hly
from an empty stomach,”™ said
Feeny, soothingly. “ Here, Tom l-rpiyl
you see if you can get these
their breakfast.” He himself went below
and accumulated a pair of trousers.

Continued on Page 15




