** chance he felt as though it was time to rest.
" accepted, and' ig to-day the head of two of the great-

X . TERY FEW dyed-in-the-wool morals are ro-
: - mantie. - But now and then one comes upon

- 8 bit of real romance that points a moral.

" . This ia one of them. It i3 a true story—a

: " eross-section taken out of a real life—the story of a |
-boy; who, many years ago, wanted to be a king, and
* who, maily ‘years later, when kingship was offered

him, actually hesitated about accepting it, saying
that after so many years of fighting for the main
But he

eat railway systems in the world. This man, whose
first ‘‘castles in Spain’® were built when he was
nothing more than a railway clerk, is Edson J, Cham-
berlin, president of the Girand Trunk and Grand Trunk

Pacific Railways, successor to Charles M. Hays, who -

went down with the ili-fated Titanic.

Mr. Chamberlin is at'once the admiraticn and the
despair of newspaper teporters and special reviewers.
Th the United States, as well as in Canada and Great
Britain, he is recognized as the most important indi-
vidual factor in the railroad history of the day. He

 has not only begun where Charles M. Hays left off,

for as general manager and first vice-president he
has long been ““that othér working half’’ in the vast
railroad. and empiré building operations across the
border. For several reasons the eyes of the finan-
cial world weére upon Mr. Hays when he left London
on board the Titanic. Mr. Hays carried with him
tremendously important plans, approved by the board
of directors, among which were those covering the
added expenditure of twenty-five million dollars on
improvements along the Grand Trunk. These plans
are now in the hands of Mr, Chamberlin. _

For such reasons as this, and the absorbingly in-
teresting fact that the new chief of empire building

in' Canada fought his way to the top from a boyhood.

that knew nothing of the proverbial silver spoon,
there are few men in the country to-day who are
regarded 'as ‘‘better copy’® by the previously men-
tioned reporters and reviewers.
his firm but courteous expressions of dislike for per-
sonal publicity, Mr. Chamberlin remains true to what
Mr. Gladstone called that *‘chief and most important
characteristic of true greatness’’—modesty and good
taste., ‘*Tay anything that you want to about the
worle that I am engaged in,”” says Mr. Chamberlin,
“hut please leave me out.’” It is rather interesting

to recall, in view of these words; the advice which-

the late F, W. Baldwin, a boyhood chum of Chamber-

And right here, in

By JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD

lin’s, gave to a young clerk when he was general
superintendent of the Central Vermont. *“Boom
your work, my boy,”” Baldwin said, ‘‘and boom it
hard. But keep yourself in the background. It will
win out for you in the end.”

BRADLEY STLDIO

EDSON J. CHAMBERLIN,.

The prominent railroad man who was appoinied president of

the Grand Trunk and Grand Trunk Pacific Railways of

Canada, 'to succeed Charles M. Hays, who perished in the
“Tilanic " disaster.

Here begins the romance with a moral to it.
Away back in 1872, when they were all young fellows
gtill unshaven, Chamberlin, Baldwin and J. H.
Hanaford, now vice-presidentof the Northern Pacific,
were clerks in the transportation office of the Central
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Vermont Raijlroad. There were foltity“‘-\other'cierksg

gbout them, but these three were partieularsirjends™ ;
They wer iet young fellows, up-. - r
ey were quiet young w8 n\\%f

and associates.

"like many of those about them, and sought most of

their amusement and recreation together. It got to
be a habit with them to return to the office at night
and clean up unfinished work, if any remained.
About them were a number of clerks slower than
themselves, and one night Baldwin suggested that
they ““clean up’’ the work these clerks almost invari-
ably left behind them. ‘They did it. For a few
evenings this good Samaritan work was performed
largely in a spirit of fun, and the three hugely en-
joyed the surprise and mystification of their slower
friends. Then the real spirit of the thing caught
hold of them and they worked, as Baldwin pnt it,
“because it was fun to help the other fellows out.”
This went on for a number of months, Just how the
cat got out of the bag no one of the three ever
learned, for on the day that the manager ealled Hana-
ford into his office and gave him a promotion, his
only explanation was, ““I've had my eyes on you.'’
He algo had his eyes on Chamberlin and Baldwin and
their promotions came quickly. Of the forty-five
clerks in that office, Chamberlin, Hanaford and Bald-
win were the only three who ever attained official
positions. The moral is evident.

Along about this time there was a man scouting
through the. northern woods whose biggest assets
were pluck and ambition and that guality which
makes a man get up stronger every time he's
knocked down. His name was J. R, Booth--mnow a
multi-millionaire. The time came when this Qttawa
timber eruiser and lumberman wanted a railroad
built, and he went down to the 6ld Central Vermont.
Chamberlin was the man.  ITe went at the hailding
of that log railroad as though it was s trans-conti-
nental, and they gave it the magnificent name of
“The Canada Atlantic.”” Tt was a corker of a road,
and Chamberlin had the opportunity of his life for
showing what [he could do as a wilderness builder.
He personally superintended the driving of the last
spike, and from that time on held the position of
general manager, with headquarters at Ottawa, until
the Grand Trunk absorbed the line in May, 1905.

Then Chamberlin struck out for himself and began
building railroads on his own hook, cleaning up a
fortune here and there and winning a reputation as
one of the cleverest men in the business. He wasg

(Continned on page 87.)

What tha Piivre Faond T aw Hasg Done




Aur Tor his magazine, his hudiness was
increasingly prosperous, and he had ahble
asgistants to relieve him of the detail
‘which had once engrossed him. He was

Y almost fifty, an age at which few men

turni Golumhus and’ fare. forth on new
.. quasts over uncharted seas. But the
- 8pirit of adventure was still strong in
" him. He had discovered and conguered
the woman's world. Now he turned his
attention to man’s.

His plans aroused instant attention.
'Though most of his fellow-publishers
had sat in consultation on the weekly
and had officially pronounced it dead,
Mr. Curtis decided that his new venture
shoutld be a weekly. Though it was an
axiom in the publishing world that no
popular magazine could succeed largely
which did not make its first and strongest
appeal to women, Mr. Curtis decided to
appeal to men,

His theory was quite simple, and,
when you come to look at it in the light
of what has happened, it was quite
gsound., He believed that the day of the
weekly, far from being over, was just
dawning. He saw a large public de-
vouring the crude supplements of the
Sunday papers and taking home great
bundles of monthly magazines; logicafly,
there was an audience for the right kind
of a magazine that came oftener. There
wasg some experimenting before Mr.
Curtis got what he felt was the right
kind of a magazine, but, once he had it,
- the jssue was never doubtful to him,
even when some of his closest friends
could see nothing but failure on the
horizon. " :

When one i3 young and two or three
hundred thousand dollars in debt, one
might as well make it a million and fail
like a gentleman. But at fifty, to take
the solid results of a lifetime’s work
and to stake them against the best judg-
ment of the publishing world on a new
venture-—that might well give any man
pause. But Mr. Curtis did not even
hesitate. A few weeks ago the circula-
tion of The Saturdey Kveming Post
crossed the two milifon mark. That is,
perhaps, the only comment on his judg-
ment which is necessary.

Mr. Curtis is still a young man, with
courage enough to keep the men about
him strong and with hope enough to
inspire them to believe that the big
days of the company are all ahead.
Some men at sixty are beginning to
think of retiring, and of rounding out

A Winning Start.
A FPERFECTLY DIGESTED BREAKFAST
MAKES NERVE FORCE )JOR THE DAY.

Pand housed Lhem all in the finegt and
most complete publication building in _

T iuw[rul\l:‘.’&l:—“

the world.” -

A Builder of Empire. -
‘(Continued from pase 18:)

engaged in this work, building roads
down in South Ameriea, when Charles
M. Hays called him back to Canada to
fill the first vice-presidency and general
managership of the Grand Trunk Pacifie,
four years ago. The new transconti-
nental was then building west of Win-
nipeg, and Hays was looking the rajiroad
world ever through a microscope for the
co-worker who could fill the bill. He

didn’t leave out South America, but it |

took some time hefore he could induce
Chamberlin to give up his hold down
there. '

The new president is what might
be called an ‘“‘under-eurrent’ among
men. He works silently, awiftly and
without a blare of trumpets. Somebody
has called big, bluff Colonel Mann,
builder of the Canadian Northern, a
‘*Niagara' of personal and physieal
force, irresistibility and amnbijtion.
Edson Chamberlin represents the no less
powerful forces of the “Whirlpool.” He
is quiet and dislikes. the stare of the
public eye. But he fills a whole room
by himself, When you enter it, yon feel
instantly that you have entered intg the
presence of a dominant and powerful
personality—something that checks you
for a moment, and makes you moment-
arily uncomfortable, But that feeling
passes quickly, for above all else Edson
J. Chamberlin is what a great many
other successful men are not—a genile-
man and a scholar. .

Mr. Chamberlin, like. Achilles of

old—hag one vulnerable spot, Mention | &

hunting to him, the deep forests, the
broad lakes, the sylvan streams—and
the business. man, the financier, the
schemer of empire is gone.  Like sun-

shine appearing from behind a cloud, a.

look of pleasure and relaxation passes
over his face, and inside of two min-
utes you make up yourmind that he iz
one of the best camp-fire comrades in
the world.

There is one story of Chamberlin and
a few of his friends that is worth re-
cording. Im that partieular hunting
party there were Chamberlin, Dr. E. L.
Dow and J. C. Stewart, of New York,
S. M. Megeath, president of the Gelena
Oil Company, and Colonel A, P. Sher-
wood, commissioner of ' Dominion
police, at Ottawa. This ig a pretiy
strong bunch. No one has any proof
that any individual meémber of it has

“Bull” Durham is the
favorite smoke of men who
produce—who “do things’—
who get down to action and
“make good”—the real, live
men of red blood|

GENUINE

"BULL
DURHAM

SMOKING TOBACCO

Forty ‘“rollings® in each Sc muslin sack

From the spider-man, dangling
from a beam-end hundreds of
feetin the air, to the architect and
the expert engineer who direct
the perilous work—whether their
smoke is pipe or cigarette —
“Rull’’” Durham—that grand old
smoke of three generations—-
comes first and foremost in to-
baccos. More of it is smoked
than of all other high-rrade
tobaccos combined,

‘Because, whether for cigarette
or pipe, “Bull” Durham is a

practical smoke——as honest as it

is sweet and fragrant—as pure as
itis mild and mellowand as chock-
full of real old fashioned good-
ness as tobacco can be.

Tt'e a4 rleaner ecvrootoe e (.1
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ment ol Alke publishing worid on a new
venture—that might well give any man
pauge. But Mr. Curtis did net even
hesitate. A few weeks ago the circula-
tion of The Saturday FEveaing Post
crosged the two million mark. That is,
perhaps, the only comment on his judg-

- ment which i3 necessary.

Mr. Curtis is still a young man, with
courage enough to keép the men about
him strong and with hope encugh to
inspire them to believe that the big
ahead.
Some men at gixty are beginning to
think of retiring, and -of rounding out

A Winning Start.
A PERFECTLY DIGESTED BREAKFAST
MAKES NERVE FORCE YOR THE DAY.

Everything goes wrong if the break-
fast lies in your stomach like a mud pie.
What you eat does harm if you can’t
digest it—it turns to poison.

A bright lady teacher found this to be
true, even of an ordinary light breakfast
of eggs and toast. She says:

“I'wo years ago I contracted a very
annoying form of indigestion, My
gtomach was in such condition that a
simple breakfast of fruit, toast and egg
gave me great distress.

- 1 was slow to believe that trouble
could come from such a simple diet, but
finally had to give it up, and found =2
great change upon a cup of hot Postum
and Grape-Nuts with cream, for my
morning meal. For more than a year I
have held to this course and have not
snffered except when injudiciously vary-
ing my diet. ) ]

. “I have been a teacher for séveral
years and find that my easily digested
breakfast means a saving of nervous
force for the entire day. My gain of
ten pounds in weight alsc causes me to
want to testify to the value of Grape-
Nuts.

““Grape-Nutg holds first rank at our
table.”’ : ‘ ‘

Name given by Postum Co., Battle
Creek., Mich. ' .

““There’s a reason.” Read the little
book, ‘‘The Road to Wellville,”’ in

packages.

Ever read the above letter? A
new one appears Irom time to
fime. They are genuine, true, and
full of human interest,

i ot
browl Jakes, the sylvan streams --and
the business man, the finanecier, the
schemer of empire is gone. Like sun-
shine appearing from behind a cloud, a
look of pleasure and relaxation passes
over his face, and inside of two min-
utes you make up yourmind that he is
one of the best camp-fire comrades in
the world.

There is one story of Chamberlin and
a few of his friends that is worth re-
cording. In that particular hunting
party there were Chamberlin, Dr. E. I..
Dow and J. C. Stewart, of New York,
5. M. Megeath, president of the Gelena
0il Company, and Colonel A. P. Sher-
wood, commissioner of Dominion
police, at Ottawa. This iz a pretty
strong bunch. No one has any proof
that any individual member of it has
ever been *““done’’-—not, at least, until
the whole combination was “worked”
to the queen’s taste up in  the New
Brunswick woods.” Stewart shot a big
bull moose, and the whaole outfit gath-
ered round the big animal, admiring its
splendid head and congratulating the
lucky hunter. They had stacked their
rifles and were lighting pipes and cigars,
and Stewart was seated on the rump
of his “kill,’”” when one of the party
stuck the toe of his boot into the dead
bull's ribs. Quicker ‘than chain light.
ning something happened. The old bull
came to life like a young volcano, and

while Stewart was catting faney figures | :

in the air, a president, a vice-president,
a commissioner of police and a scother
of human ills were playing Marathen
partsin “Who can get to a tree firgt.”
For a moving-picture record of those two
minutes any one'of the hunters named
would give a house and lot. It would
partly spoil a good thing to say what
became of the clever old bull after-
ward. Anyway, there i3 a moral to the
incident: Never tickle a ‘‘dead one's”’
ribs—if you want him to stay dead.
It may bring him back to life.

Health Ru!eé for Summer.

RESS lightly and cool ag possible.
D Avoid physical exercize.
Keep out of the sun.
Drink water. -
Avoid alcoholic beverages and tea and
coffee in excess. ‘
Eat sparingly of fish, fruits and vege-

tables, drink milk and buttermilk.

In answering advertisements please mention “'Leslle’s Weekly."”

smoke of three generations—-
comes first and foremost in to-
baccos. Moare of it is smokad
than of all other high-grade
tobaccos combined.

Because, whether for cigarette
or pipe, “Bull’” Durham is a
practical smoke—as honest as it
is sweet and fragrant—as pure as
it1s mild and mellow and as chock-
full of real old fashioned good-
ness as tobacco can be,

It’s a cleaner, sweeter pipeful
than any other, and as to ““the
makings’ no fancy high-priced
“ready-made’’ cigarette can
equal its solid satisfaction.

A baok of “papers’ free
with cach 5S¢ muslin sack




