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FORWARD 

By Andy T. Hansen  

A great man often said “You will be the same today as you will be 5 years from 
now, except for two things, the people you meet and the books you read” That 
great man was the one and only ‘Charlie Tremendous Jones’ who for decades 
travelled the world with his message of hope and inspiration touching the lives 
of millions through his thought provoking speeches and his promotion of 
reading books each and every day.  

Charlie was not only a dear friend but a great mentor for me as I embarked on 
my career as a Motivational Speaker & Sales Trainer. I had the honour of sharing 
the stage with him many times over the years and every time I did, I learned 
something new about the industry, performing, training and life itself.  

Acres Of Diamonds, As A Man Thinketh and The Go Getter were the first three 
books that Charlie gave me and have both stayed with me for over 30 years…. I 
read them often, they never get old, they just get more golden. 

In an age when every person on planet earth is searching for answers, meaning 
and purpose these books help to focus our minds on the things that are 
important and the difference we all can make.  

As you read these Motivational Classics you will uncover the truth to what it 
really means to be a success and how you can impact the not only your own life, 
but more importantly the lives of every person you meet for the rest of your life.  

I encourage you to read daily, start a new habit of feeding your mind with some 
powerful, positive information each and every day… very quickly you will 
discover that you too can be the person you were born to be, you will see and 
seize new opportunities, you will become the creator of your own future and 
ultimately you will be free. 

At the end of each book I’ve included some lessons and action points to help you 
get the most of each story. 

Finally, as you read through this book you will have ideas and thoughts…. Don’t 
waste them, make a note in this book and take action.  
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DEDICATION  

This book and the 3 motivational stories in it are dedicated to all of the men 
and women around the world who live their lives to the best of their ability 

and strive to help others to reach their full potential. May you find your Acres 
of Diamonds through positive thinking, hard work and dedication and be 

empowered to be a Go Getter.  

Tremendously Yours 

Andy 

Andy T. Hansen 

Motivational Speaker, Sales Trainer & Personal Development Specialist 

www.andythansen.com 
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INTRODUCTION TO ACRES OF DIAMONDS 

Although today in 2020, Russell H. Conwell's Acres of Diamonds message has 
spread to every corner of the globe and its message enriched countless millions 
of people, there are still billions who can learn from one of the wisest stories 
ever told. 

I first read Acres of Diamonds at the age of 21 more than 30 years ago and yet 
today its message seems to have even more relevance in a world where the 
masses are searching for purpose, meaning and fulfilment. A world where 
individuals undertake perilous journeys in search of opportunity in other 
countries to become the person they were born to be and ought to be. 

It’s important to remember as you read this classic book that it was originally a 
speech which Russell H. Conwell wrote in 1869 and delivered 6,152 times 
around the world and was first published as a book in 1890.  

From the beginning of his career he had been a credible witness in the Court of 
Public Works to the truth of the strong language of the New Testament Parable 
where it says, "If ye have faith as a grain of mustard-seed, ye shall say unto this 
mountain, 'Remove hence to yonder place,' and it shall remove and nothing 
shall be impossible unto you.” 

As a student, schoolmaster, lawyer, preacher, organiser, thinker, writer, 
lecturer, educator, diplomat, and leader of men & women, he has certainly 
made his mark… A man may die, but his good work lives on forever. 

His ideas, ideals, and enthusiasms have inspired me and millions of  people 
across the world. This book is full of energetics of a master workman and that’s 
what everyone of us really cares about.  

Throughout my career as a Motivational Speaker, Sales Trainer and Personal 
Development Specialist I have often referred to Acres of Diamonds and 
encouraged everyone I meet to read it. Its one of 5 books that sits on my desk 
as a constant source of inspiration and motivation…. This book can literally 
change your life. 
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ACRES OF DIAMONDS 

When going down the Tigris and Euphrates rivers many years ago with a party 
of English travellers I found myself under the direction of an old Arab guide 
whom we hired up at Bagdad, and I have often thought how that guide 
resembled our barbers in certain mental characteristics. He thought that it was 
not only his duty to guide us down those rivers, and do what he was paid for 
doing, but also to entertain us with stories curious and weird, ancient and 
modern, strange and familiar. Many of them I have forgotten, and I am glad I 
have, but there is one I shall never forget. 

The old guide was leading my camel by its halter along the banks of those 
ancient rivers, and he told me story after story until I grew weary of his story-
telling and ceased to listen. I have never been irritated with that guide when he 
lost his temper as I ceased listening. But I remember that he took off his Turkish 
cap and swung it in a circle to get my attention. I could see it through the corner 
of my eye, but I determined not to look straight at him for fear he would tell 
another story. But although I am not a woman, I did finally look, and as soon as 
I did he went right into another story. 

Said he, "I will tell you a story now which I reserve for my particular friends." 
When he emphasized the words "particular friends," I listened, and I have ever 
been glad I did. I really feel devoutly thankful, that there are 1,674 young men 
who have been carried through college by this lecture who are also glad that I 
did listen. The old guide told me that there once lived not far from the River 
Indus an ancient Persian by the name of Ali Hafed. He said that Ali Hafed owned 
a very large farm, that he had orchards, grain-fields, and gardens; that he had 
money at interest, and was a wealthy and contented man. He was contented 
because he was wealthy, and wealthy because he was contented. One day there 
visited that old Persian farmer one of those ancient Buddhist priests, one of the 
wise men of the East. He sat down by the fire and told the old farmer how this 
world of ours was made. He said that this world was once a mere bank of fog, 
and that the Almighty thrust His finger into this bank of fog, and began slowly to 
move His finger around, increasing the speed until at last He whirled this bank 
of fog into a solid ball of fire. Then it went rolling through the universe, burning 
its way through other banks of fog, and condensed the moisture without, until 
it fell in floods of rain upon its hot surface, and cooled the outward crust. Then 
the internal fires bursting outward through the crust threw up the mountains 
and hills, the valleys, the plains and prairies of this wonderful world of ours. If 
this internal molten mass came bursting out and cooled very quickly it became 
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granite; less quickly copper, less quickly silver, less quickly gold, and, after gold, 
diamonds were made. 

Said the old priest, "A diamond is a congealed drop of sunlight." Now that is 
literally scientifically true, that a diamond is an actual deposit of carbon from 
the sun. The old priest told Ali Hafed that if he had one diamond the size of his 
thumb he could purchase the county, and if he had a mine of diamonds he could 
place his children upon thrones through the influence of their great wealth. 

Ali Hafed heard all about diamonds, how much they were worth, and went to 
his bed that night a poor man. He had not lost anything, but he was poor because 
he was discontented, and discontented because he feared he was poor. He said, 
"I want a mine of diamonds," and he lay awake all night. 

Early in the morning he sought out the priest. I know by experience that a priest 
is very cross when awakened early in the morning, and when he shook that old 
priest out of his dreams, Ali Hafed said to him: 

"Will you tell me where I can find diamonds?" 

"Diamonds! What do you want with diamonds?" "Why, I wish to be immensely 
rich." "Well, then, go along and find them. That is all you have to do; go and find 
them, and then you have them." "But I don't know where to go." "Well, if you 
will find a river that runs through white sands, between high mountains, in those 
white sands you will always find diamonds." "I don't believe there is any such 
river." "Oh yes, there are plenty of them. All you have to do is to go and find 
them, and then you have them." Said Ali Hafed, "I will go." 

So he sold his farm, collected his money, left his family in charge of a neighbour, 
and away he went in search of diamonds. He began his search, very properly to 
my mind, at the Mountains of the Moon. Afterward he came around into 
Palestine, then wandered on into Europe, and at last when his money was all 
spent and he was in rags, wretchedness, and poverty, he stood on the shore of 
that bay at Barcelona, in Spain, when a great tidal wave came rolling in between 
the pillars of Hercules, and the poor, afflicted, suffering, dying man could not 
resist the awful temptation to cast himself into that incoming tide, and he sank 
beneath its foaming crest, never to rise in this life again. 

When that old guide had told me that awfully sad story he stopped the camel I 
was riding on and went back to fix the baggage that was coming off another 
camel, and I had an opportunity to muse over his story while he was gone. I 
remember saying to myself, "Why did he reserve that story for his 'particular 
friends'?" There seemed to be no beginning, no middle, no end, nothing to it. 
That was the first story I had ever heard told in my life, and would be the first 
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one I ever read, in which the hero was killed in the first chapter. I had but one 
chapter of that story, and the hero was dead. 

When the guide came back and took up the halter of my camel, he went right 
ahead with the story, into the second chapter, just as though there had been no 
break. The man who purchased Ali Hafed's farm one day led his camel into the 
garden to drink, and as that camel put its nose into the shallow water of that 
garden brook, Ali Hafed's successor noticed a curious flash of light from the 
white sands of the stream. He pulled out a black stone having an eye of light 
reflecting all the hues of the rainbow. He took the pebble into the house and put 
it on the mantel which covers the central fires and forgot all about it. 

A few days later this same old priest came in to visit Ali Hafed's successor, and 
the moment he opened that drawing-room door he saw that flash of light on the 
mantel, and he rushed up to it, and shouted: "Here is a diamond! Has Ali Hafed 
returned?" "Oh no, Ali Hafed has not returned, and that is not a diamond. That 
is nothing but a stone we found right out here in our own garden." "But," said 
the priest, "I tell you I know a diamond when I see it. I know positively that is a 
diamond." 

Then together they rushed out into that old garden and stirred up the white 
sands with their fingers, and lo! there came up other more beautiful and 
valuable gems than the first. "Thus," said the guide to me, and, friends, it is 
historically true, "was discovered the diamond-mine of Golconda, the most 
magnificent diamond-mine in all the history of mankind, excelling the Kimberly 
itself. The Kohinoor, and the Orloff of the crown jewels of England and Russia, 
the largest on earth, came from that mine." 

When that old Arab guide told me the second chapter of his story, he then took 
off his Turkish cap and swung it around in the air again to get my attention to 
the moral. Those Arab guides have morals to their stories, although they are not 
always moral. As he swung his hat, he said to me, "Had Ali Hafed remained at 
home and dug in his own cellar, or underneath his own wheat-fields, or in his 
own garden, instead of wretchedness, starvation, and death by suicide in a 
strange land, he would have had 'acres of diamonds.' For every acre of that old 
farm, yes, every shovelful, afterward revealed gems which since have decorated 
the crowns of monarchs." 

When he had added the moral to his story I saw why he reserved it for "his 
particular friends." But I did not tell him I could see it. It was that mean old Arab's 
way of going around a thing like a lawyer, to say indirectly what he did not dare 
say directly, that "in his private opinion there was a certain young man then 
traveling down the Tigris River that might better be at home in America." I did 
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not tell him I could see that, but I told him his story reminded me of one, and I 
told it to him quick, and I think I will tell it to you. 

I told him of a man out in California in 1847, who owned a ranch. He heard they 
had discovered gold in southern California, and so with a passion for gold he sold 
his ranch to Colonel Sutter, and away he went, never to come back. Colonel 
Sutter put a mill upon a stream that ran through that ranch, and one day his little 
girl brought some wet sand from the raceway into their home and sifted it 
through her fingers before the fire, and in that falling sand a visitor saw the first 
shining scales of real gold that were ever discovered in California. The man who 
had owned that ranch wanted gold, and he could have secured it for the mere 
taking. Indeed, thirty-eight million of dollars has been taken out of a very few 
acres since then. About eight years ago I delivered this lecture in a city that 
stands on that farm, and they told me that a one-third owner for years and years 
had been getting one hundred and twenty dollars in gold every fifteen minutes, 
sleeping or waking, without taxation. You and I would enjoy an income like 
that—if we didn't have to pay an income tax. 

But a better illustration really than that occurred here in our own Pennsylvania. 
If there is anything, I enjoy above another on the platform, it is to get one of 
these German audiences in Pennsylvania before me, and fire that at them, and 
I enjoy it to-night. There was a man living in Pennsylvania, not unlike some 
Pennsylvanians you have seen, who owned a farm, and he did with that farm 
just what I should do with a farm if I owned one in Pennsylvania—he sold it. But 
before he sold it he decided to secure employment collecting coal-oil for his 
cousin, who was in the business in Canada, where they first discovered oil on 
this continent. They dipped it from the running streams at that early time. So 
this Pennsylvania farmer wrote to his cousin asking for employment. You see, 
friends, this farmer was not altogether a foolish man. No, he was not. He did not 
leave his farm until he had something else to do. Of all the simpletons the stars 
shine on I don't know of a worse one than the man who leaves one job before he 
has gotten another. That has especial reference to my profession, and has no 
reference whatever to a man seeking a divorce. When he wrote to his cousin for 
employment, his cousin replied, "I cannot engage you because you know 
nothing about the oil business." 

Well, then the old farmer said, "I will know," and with most commendable zeal 
(characteristic of the students of Temple University) he set himself at the study 
of the whole subject. He began away back at the second day of God's creation 
when this world was covered thick and deep with that rich vegetation which 
since has turned to the primitive beds of coal. He studied the subject until he 
found that the drainings really of those rich beds of coal furnished the coal-oil 
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that was worth pumping, and then he found how it came up with the living 
springs. He studied until he knew what it looked like, smelled like, tasted like, 
and how to refine it. Now said he in his letter to his cousin, "I understand the oil 
business." His cousin answered, "All right, come on." 

So he sold his farm, according to the county record, for $833 (even money, "no 
cents"). He had scarcely gone from that place before the man who purchased 
the spot went out to arrange for the watering of the cattle. He found the 
previous owner had gone out years before and put a plank across the brook back 
of the barn, edgewise into the surface of the water just a few inches. The 
purpose of that plank at that sharp angle across the brook was to throw over to 
the other bank a dreadful-looking scum through which the cattle would not put 
their noses. But with that plank there to throw it all over to one side, the cattle 
would drink below, and thus that man who had gone to Canada had been 
himself damming back for twenty-three years a flood of coal-oil which the state 
geologists of Pennsylvania declared to us ten years later was even then worth a 
hundred millions of dollars to our state, and four years ago our geologist 
declared the discovery to be worth to our state a thousand millions of dollars. 
The man who owned that territory on which the city of Titusville now stands, 
and those Pleasantville valleys, had studied the subject from the second day of 
God's creation clear down to the present time. He studied it until he knew all 
about it, and yet he is said to have sold the whole of it for $833, and again I say, 
"no sense." 

But I need another illustration. I found it in Massachusetts, and I am sorry I did 
because that is the state I came from. This young man in Massachusetts 
furnishes just another phase of my thought. He went to Yale College and studied 
mines and mining and became such an adept as a mining engineer that he was 
employed by the authorities of the university to train students who were behind 
their classes. During his senior year he earned $15 a week for doing that work. 
When he graduated, they raised his pay from $15 to $45 a week, and offered 
him a professorship, and as soon as they did he went right home to his mother. If 
they had raised that boy's pay from $15 to $15.60 he would have stayed and 
been proud of the place, but when they put it up to $45 at one leap, he said, 
"Mother, I won't work for $45 a week. The idea of a man with a brain like mine 
working for $45 a week! Let's go out in California and stake out gold-mines and 
silver-mines, and be immensely rich." 

Said his mother, "Now, Charlie, it is just as well to be happy as it is to be rich." 
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"Yes," said Charlie, "but it is just as well to be rich and happy, too." And they 
were both right about it. As he was an only son and she a widow, of course he 
had his way. They always do. 

They sold out in Massachusetts, and instead of going to California they went to 
Wisconsin, where he went into the employ of the Superior Copper Mining 
Company at $15 a week again, but with the proviso in his contract that he should 
have an interest in any mines he should discover for the company. I don't believe 
he ever discovered a mine, and if I am looking in the face of any stockholder of 
that copper company you wish he had discovered something or other. I have 
friends who are not here because they could not afford a ticket, who did have 
stock in that company at the time this young man was employed there. This 
young man went out there, and I have not heard a word from him. I don't know 
what became of him, and I don't know whether he found any mines or not, but 
I don't believe he ever did. 

But I do know the other end of the line. He had scarcely gotten out of the old 
homestead before the succeeding owner went out to dig potatoes. The potatoes 
were already growing in the ground when he bought the farm, and as the old 
farmer was bringing in a basket of potatoes it hugged very tight between the 
ends of the stone fence. You know in Massachusetts our farms are nearly all 
stone wall. There you are obliged to be very economical of front gateways in 
order to have some place to put the stone. When that basket hugged so tight he 
set it down on the ground, and then dragged on one side, and pulled on the 
other side, and as he was dragging that basket through this farmer noticed in 
the upper and outer corner of that stone wall, right next the gate, a block of 
native silver eight inches square. That professor of mines, mining, and 
mineralogy who knew so much about the subject that he would not work for 
$45 a week, when he sold that homestead in Massachusetts sat right on that 
silver to make the bargain. He was born on that homestead, was brought up 
there, and had gone back and forth rubbing the stone with his sleeve until it 
reflected his countenance, and seemed to say, "Here is a hundred thousand 
dollars right down here just for the taking." But he would not take it. It was in a 
home in Newburyport, Massachusetts, and there was no silver there, all away 
off—well, I don't know where, and he did not, but somewhere else, and he was 
a professor of mineralogy. 

My friends, that mistake is very universally made, and why should we even smile 
at him. I often wonder what has become of him. I do not know at all, but I will 
tell you what I "guess" as a Yankee. I guess that he sits out there by his fireside 
to-night with his friends gathered around him, and he is saying to them 
something like this: "Do you know that man Conwell who lives in Philadelphia?" 
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"Oh yes, I have heard of him." "Do you know that man Jones that lives in 
Philadelphia?" "Yes, I have heard of him, too." 

Then he begins to laugh, and shakes his sides, and says to his friends, "Well, they 
have done just the same thing I did, precisely"—and that spoils the whole joke, 
for you and I have done the same thing he did, and while we sit here and laugh 
at him he has a better right to sit out there and laugh at us. I know I have made 
the same mistakes, but, of course, that does not make any difference, because 
we don't expect the same man to preach and practise, too. 

As I come here to-night and look around this audience I am seeing again what 
through these fifty years I have continually seen—men that are making precisely 
that same mistake. I often wish I could see the younger people and would that 
the Academy had been filled to-night with our high-school scholars and our 
grammar-school scholars, that I could have them to talk to. While I would have 
preferred such an audience as that, because they are most susceptible, as they 
have not grown up into their prejudices as we have, they have not gotten into 
any custom that they cannot break, they have not met with any failures as we 
have; and while I could perhaps do such an audience as that more good than I 
can do grown-up people, yet I will do the best I can with the material I have. I 
say to you that you have "acres of diamonds" in Philadelphia right where you 
now live. "Oh," but you will say, "you cannot know much about your city if you 
think there are any 'acres of diamonds' here." 

I was greatly interested in that account in the newspaper of the young man who 
found that diamond in North Carolina. It was one of the purest diamonds that 
has ever been discovered, and it has several predecessors near the same locality. 
I went to a distinguished professor in mineralogy and asked him where he 
thought those diamonds came from. The professor secured the map of the 
geologic formations of our continent and traced it. He said it went either through 
the underlying carboniferous strata adapted for such production, westward 
through Ohio and the Mississippi, or in more probability came eastward through 
Virginia and up the shore of the Atlantic Ocean. It is a fact that the diamonds 
were there, for they have been discovered and sold; and that they were carried 
down there during the drift period, from some northern locality. Now who can 
say but some person going down with his drill in Philadelphia will find some trace 
of a diamond-mine yet down here? Oh, friends! you cannot say that you are not 
over one of the greatest diamond-mines in the world, for such a diamond as that 
only comes from the most profitable mines that are found on earth. 

But it serves simply to illustrate my thought, which I emphasize by saying if you 
do not have the actual diamond-mines literally you have all that they would be 
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good for to you. Because now that the Queen of England has given the greatest 
compliment ever conferred upon American woman for her attire because she 
did not appear with any jewels at all at the late reception in England, it has 
almost done away with the use of diamonds anyhow. All you would care for 
would be the few you would wear if you wish to be modest, and the rest you 
would sell for money. 

Now then, I say again that the opportunity to get rich, to attain unto great 
wealth, is here in Philadelphia now, within the reach of almost every man and 
woman who hears me speak to-night, and I mean just what I say. I have not 
come to this platform even under these circumstances to recite something to 
you. I have come to tell you what in God's sight I believe to be the truth, and if 
the years of life have been of any value to me in the attainment of common 
sense, I know I am right; that the men and women sitting here, who found it 
difficult perhaps to buy a ticket to this lecture or gathering to-night, have within 
their reach "acres of diamonds," opportunities to get largely wealthy. There 
never was a place on earth more adapted than the city of Philadelphia to-day, 
and never in the history of the world did a poor man without capital have such 
an opportunity to get rich quickly and honestly as he has now in our city. I say it 
is the truth, and I want you to accept it as such; for if you think I have come to 
simply recite something, then I would better not be here. I have no time to waste 
in any such talk, but to say the things I believe, and unless some of you get richer 
for what I am saying to-night my time is wasted. 

I say that you ought to get rich, and it is your duty to get rich. How many of my 
pious brethren say to me, "Do you, a Christian minister, spend your time going 
up and down the country advising young people to get rich, to get money?" "Yes, 
of course I do." They say, "Isn't that awful! Why don't you preach the gospel 
instead of preaching about man's making money?" "Because to make money 
honestly is to preach the gospel." That is the reason. The men who get rich may 
be the most honest men you find in the community. 

"Oh," but says some young man here to-night, "I have been told all my life that 
if a person has money he is very dishonest and dishonourable and mean and 
contemptible." My friend, that is the reason why you have none, because you 
have that idea of people. The foundation of your faith is altogether false. Let me 
say here clearly, and say it briefly, though subject to discussion which I have not 
time for here, ninety-eight out of one hundred of the rich men of America are 
honest. That is why they are rich. That is why they are trusted with money. That 
is why they carry on great enterprises and find plenty of people to work with 
them. It is because they are honest men. 
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Says another young man, "I hear sometimes of men that get millions of dollars 
dishonestly." Yes, of course you do, and so do I. But they are so rare a thing in 
fact that the newspapers talk about them all the time as a matter of news until 
you get the idea that all the other rich men got rich dishonestly. 

My friend, you take and drive me—if you furnish the auto—out into the suburbs 
of Philadelphia, and introduce me to the people who own their homes around 
this great city, those beautiful homes with gardens and flowers, those 
magnificent homes so lovely in their art, and I will introduce you to the very best 
people in character as well as in enterprise in our city, and you know I will. A 
man is not really a true man until he owns his own home, and they that own 
their homes are made more honourable and honest and pure, and true and 
economical and careful, by owning the home. 

For a man to have money, even in large sums, is not an inconsistent thing. We 
preach against covetousness, and you know we do, in the pulpit, and oftentimes 
preach against it so long and use the terms about "filthy lucre" so extremely that 
Christians get the idea that when we stand in the pulpit we believe it is wicked 
for any man to have money—until the collection-basket goes around, and then 
we almost swear at the people because they don't give more money. Oh, the 
inconsistency of such doctrines as that! 

Money is power, and you ought to be reasonably ambitious to have it. You ought 
because you can do more good with it than you could without it. Money printed 
your Bible, money builds your churches, money sends your missionaries, and 
money pays your preachers, and you would not have many of them, either, if 
you did not pay them. I am always willing that my church should raise my salary, 
because the church that pays the largest salary always raises it the easiest. You 
never knew an exception to it in your life. The man who gets the largest salary 
can do the most good with the power that is furnished to him. Of course, he can 
if his spirit be right to use it for what it is given to him. 

I say, then, you ought to have money. If you can honestly attain unto riches in 
Philadelphia, it is your Christian and godly duty to do so. It is an awful mistake 
of these pious people to think you must be awfully poor in order to be pious. 

Some men say, "Don't you sympathize with the poor people?" Of course, I do, 
or else I would not have been lecturing these years. I won't give in but what I 
sympathize with the poor, but the number of poor who are to be sympathized 
with is very small. To sympathize with a man whom God has punished for his 
sins, thus to help him when God would still continue a just punishment, is to do 
wrong, no doubt about it, and we do that more than we help those who are 
deserving. While we should sympathize with God's poor—that is, those who 
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cannot help themselves—let us remember there is not a poor person in the 
United States who was not made poor by his own shortcomings, or by the 
shortcomings of someone else. It is all wrong to be poor, anyhow. Let us give in 
to that argument and pass that to one side. 

A gentleman gets up back there, and says, "Don't you think there are some 
things in this world that are better than money?" Of course, I do, but I am talking 
about money now. Of course, there are some things higher than money. Oh yes, 
I know by the grave that has left me standing alone that there are some things 
in this world that are higher and sweeter and purer than money. Well do I know 
there are some things higher and grander than gold. Love is the grandest thing 
on God's earth, but fortunate the lover who has plenty of money. Money is 
power, money is force, money will do good as well as harm. In the hands of good 
men and women it could accomplish, and it has accomplished, good. 

I hate to leave that behind me. I heard a man get up in a prayer-meeting in our 
city and thank the Lord he was "one of God's poor." Well, I wonder what his wife 
thinks about that? She earns all the money that comes into that house, and he 
smokes a part of that on the veranda. I don't want to see any more of the Lord's 
poor of that kind, and I don't believe the Lord does. And yet there are some 
people who think in order to be pious you must be awfully poor and awfully 
dirty. That does not follow at all. While we sympathize with the poor, let us not 
teach a doctrine like that. 

Yet the age is prejudiced against advising a Christian man (or, as a Jew would 
say, a godly man) from attaining unto wealth. The prejudice is so universal, and 
the years are far enough back, I think, for me to safely mention that years ago 
up at Temple University there was a young man in our theological school who 
thought he was the only pious student in that department. He came into my 
office one evening and sat down by my desk, and said to me: "Mr. President, I 
think it is my duty sir, to come in and labour with you." "What has happened 
now?" Said he, "I heard you say at the Academy, at the Peirce School 
commencement, that you thought it was an honourable ambition for a young 
man to desire to have wealth, and that you thought it made him temperate, 
made him anxious to have a good name, and made him industrious. You spoke 
about man's ambition to have money helping to make him a good man. Sir, I 
have come to tell you the Holy Bible says that 'money is the root of all evil.'" 

I told him I had never seen it in the Bible and advised him to go out into the 
chapel and get the Bible and show me the place. So out he went for the Bible, 
and soon he stalked into my office with the Bible open, with all the bigoted pride 
of the narrow sectarian, or of one who founds his Christianity on some 



15 
 

misinterpretation of Scripture. He flung the Bible down on my desk, and fairly 
squealed into my ear: "There it is, Mr. President; you can read it for yourself." I 
said to him: "Well, young man, you will learn when you get a little older that you 
cannot trust another denomination to read the Bible for you. You belong to 
another denomination. You are taught in the theological school, however, that 
emphasis is exegesis. Now, will you take that Bible and read it yourself, and give 
the proper emphasis to it?" 

He took the Bible, and proudly read, "'The love of money is the root of all evil.'" 

Then he had it right, and when one does quote aright from that same old Book, 
he quotes the absolute truth. I have lived through fifty years of the mightiest 
battle that old Book has ever fought, and I have lived to see its banners 
flying free; for never in the history of this world did the great minds of earth so 
universally agree that the Bible is true—all true—as they do at this very hour. 

So, I say that when he quoted right, of course he quoted the absolute truth. "The 
love of money is the root of all evil." He who tries to attain unto it too quickly, 
or dishonestly, will fall into many snares, no doubt about that. The love of 
money. What is that? It is making an idol of money, and idolatry pure and simple 
everywhere is condemned by the Holy Scriptures and by man's common sense. 
The man that worships the dollar instead of thinking of the purposes for which 
it ought to be used, the man who idolizes simply money, the miser that hordes 
his money in the cellar, or hides it in his stocking, or refuses to invest it where it 
will do the world good, that man who hugs the dollar until the eagle squeals has 
in him the root of all evil. 

I think I will leave that behind me now and answer the question of nearly all of 
you who are asking, "Is there opportunity to get rich in Philadelphia?" Well, now, 
how simple a thing it is to see where it is, and the instant you see where it is it 
is yours. Some old gentleman gets up back there and says, "Mr. Conwell, have 
you lived in Philadelphia for thirty-one years and don't know that the time has 
gone by when you can make anything in this city?" "No, I don't think it is." "Yes, 
it is; I have tried it." "What business are you in?" "I kept a store here for twenty 
years, and never made over a thousand dollars in the whole twenty years." 

"Well, then, you can measure the good you have been to this city by what this 
city has paid you, because a man can judge very well what he is worth by what 
he receives; that is, in what he is to the world at this time. If you have not made 
over a thousand dollars in twenty years in Philadelphia, it would have been 
better for Philadelphia if they had kicked you out of the city nineteen years and 
nine months ago. A man has no right to keep a store in Philadelphia twenty years 
and not make at least five hundred thousand dollars, even though it be a corner 
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grocery up-town." You say, "You cannot make five thousand dollars in a store 
now." Oh, my friends, if you will just take only four blocks around you, and find 
out what the people want and what you ought to supply and set them down 
with your pencil, and figure up the profits you would make if you did supply 
them, you would very soon see it. There is wealth right within the sound of your 
voice. 

Someone says: "You don't know anything about business. A preacher never 
knows a thing about business." Well, then, I will have to prove that I am an 
expert. I don't like to do this, but I have to do it because my testimony will not 
be taken if I am not an expert. My father kept a country store, and if there is any 
place under the stars where a man gets all sorts of experience in every kind of 
mercantile transactions, it is in the country store. I am not proud of my 
experience, but sometimes when my father was away he would leave me in 
charge of the store, though fortunately for him that was not very often. But this 
did occur many times, friends: A man would come in the store, and say to me, 
"Do you keep jack-knives?" "No, we don't keep jack-knives," and I went off 
whistling a tune. What did I care about that man, anyhow? Then another farmer 
would come in and say, "Do you keep jack-knives?" "No, we don't keep jack-
knives." Then I went away and whistled another tune. Then a third man came 
right in the same door and said, "Do you keep jack-knives?" "No. Why is every 
one around here asking for jack-knives? Do you suppose we are keeping this 
store to supply the whole neighbourhood with jack-knives?" Do you carry on 
your store like that in Philadelphia? The difficulty was I had not then learned that 
the foundation of godliness and the foundation principle of success in business 
are both the same precisely. The man who says, "I cannot carry my religion into 
business" advertises himself either as being an imbecile in business, or on the 
road to bankruptcy, or a thief, one of the three, sure. He will fail within a very 
few years. He certainly will if he doesn't carry his religion into business. If I had 
been carrying on my father's store on a Christian plan, godly plan, I would have 
had a jack-knife for the third man when he called for it. Then I would have 
actually done him a kindness, and I would have received a reward myself, which 
it would have been my duty to take. 

There are some over-pious Christian people who think if you take any profit on 
anything you sell that you are an unrighteous man. On the contrary, you would 
be a criminal to sell goods for less than they cost. You have no right to do that. 
You cannot trust a man with your money who cannot take care of his own. You 
cannot trust a man in your family that is not true to his own wife. You cannot 
trust a man in the world that does not begin with his own heart, his own 
character, and his own life. It would have been my duty to have furnished a jack-
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knife to the third man, or the second, and to have sold it to him and actually 
profited myself. I have no more right to sell goods without making a profit on 
them than I have to overcharge him dishonestly beyond what they are worth. 
But I should so sell each bill of goods that the person to whom I sell shall make 
as much as I make. 

To live and let live is the principle of the gospel, and the principle of every-day 
common sense. Oh, young man, hear me; live as you go along. Do not wait until 
you have reached my years before you begin to enjoy anything of this life. If I 
had the millions back, or fifty cents of it, which I have tried to earn in these years, 
it would not do me anything like the good that it does me now in this almost 
sacred presence to-night. Oh, yes, I am paid over and over a hundredfold to-
night for dividing as I have tried to do in some measure as I went along through 
the years. I ought not speak that way, it sounds egotistic, but I am old enough 
now to be excused for that. I should have helped my fellowmen, which I have 
tried to do, and everyone should try to do, and get the happiness of it. The man 
who goes home with the sense that he has stolen a dollar that day, that he has 
robbed a man of what was his honest due, is not going to sweet rest. He arises 
tired in the morning and goes with an unclean conscience to his work the next 
day. He is not a successful man at all, although he may have laid up millions. But 
the man who has gone through life dividing always with his fellow-men, making 
and demanding his own rights and his own profits, and giving to every other man 
his rights and profits, lives every day, and not only that, but it is the royal road 
to great wealth. The history of the thousands of millionaires shows that to be 
the case. 

The man over there who said he could not make anything in a store in 
Philadelphia has been carrying on his store on the wrong principle. Suppose I go 
into your store to-morrow morning and ask, "Do you know neighbour A, who 
lives one square away, at house No. 1240?" "Oh yes, I have met him. He deals 
here at the corner store." "Where did he come from?" "I don't know." "How 
many does he have in his family?" "I don't know." "What ticket does he vote?" 
"I don't know." "What church does he go to?" "I don't know, and don't care. 
What are you asking all these questions for?" 

If you had a store in Philadelphia would you answer me like that? If so, then you 
are conducting your business just as I carried on my father's business in 
Worthington, Massachusetts. You don't know where your neighbour came from 
when he moved to Philadelphia, and you don't care. If you had cared you would 
be a rich man now. If you had cared enough about him to take an interest in his 
affairs, to find out what he needed, you would have been rich. But you go 
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through the world saying, "No opportunity to get rich," and there is the fault 
right at your own door. 

But another young man gets up over there and says, "I cannot take up the 
mercantile business." (While I am talking of trade it applies to every occupation.) 
"Why can't you go into the mercantile business?" "Because I haven't any 
capital." Oh, the weak and dudish creature that can't see over its collar! It makes 
a person weak to see these little dudes standing around the corners and saying, 
"Oh, if I had plenty of capital, how rich I would get." "Young man, do you think 
you are going to get rich on capital?" "Certainly." Well, I say, "Certainly not." If 
your mother has plenty of money, and she will set you up in business, you will 
"set her up in business," supplying you with capital. 

The moment a young man or woman gets more money than he or she has grown 
to by practical experience, that moment he has gotten a curse. It is no help to a 
young man or woman to inherit money. It is no help to your children to leave 
them money, but if you leave them education, if you leave them Christian and 
noble character, if you leave them a wide circle of friends, if you leave them an 
honourable name, it is far better than that they should have money. It would be 
worse for them, worse for the nation, that they should have any money at all. 
Oh, young man, if you have inherited money, don't regard it as a help. It will 
curse you through your years, and deprive you of the very best things of human 
life. There is no class of people to be pitied so much as the inexperienced sons 
and daughters of the rich of our generation. I pity the rich man's son. He can 
never know the best things in life. 

One of the best things in our life is when a young man has earned his own living, 
and when he becomes engaged to some lovely young woman, and makes up his 
mind to have a home of his own. Then with that same love comes also that divine 
inspiration toward better things, and he begins to save his money. He begins to 
leave off his bad habits and put money in the bank. When he has a few hundred 
dollars he goes out in the suburbs to look for a home. He goes to the savings-
bank, perhaps, for half of the value, and then goes for his wife, and when he 
takes his bride over the threshold of that door for the first time he says in words 
of eloquence my voice can never touch: "I have earned this home myself. It is all 
mine, and I divide with thee." That is the grandest moment a human heart may 
ever know. 

But a rich man's son can never know that. He takes his bride into a finer mansion, 
it may be, but he is obliged to go all the way through it and say to his wife, "My 
mother gave me that, my mother gave me that, and my mother gave me this," 
until his wife wishes she had married his mother. I pity the rich man's son. 
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The statistics of Massachusetts showed that not one rich man's son out of 
seventeen ever dies rich. I pity the rich man's sons unless they have the good 
sense of the elder Vanderbilt, which sometimes happens. He went to his father 
and said, "Did you earn all your money?" "I did, my son. I began to work on a 
ferry-boat for twenty-five cents a day." "Then," said his son, "I will have none of 
your money," and he, too, tried to get employment on a ferry-boat that Saturday 
night. He could not get one there, but he did get a place for three dollars a week. 
Of course, if a rich man's son will do that, he will get the discipline of a poor boy 
that is worth more than a university education to any man. He would then be 
able to take care of the millions of his father. But as a rule the rich men will not 
let their sons do the very thing that made them great. As a rule, the rich man 
will not allow his son to work—and his mother? Why, she would think it was a 
social disgrace if her poor, weak, little lily-fingered, sissy sort of a boy had to 
earn his living with honest toil. I have no pity for such rich men's sons. 

I remember one at Niagara Falls. I think I remember one a great deal nearer. I 
think there are gentlemen present who were at a great banquet, and I beg 
pardon of his friends. At a banquet here in Philadelphia there sat beside me a 
kind-hearted young man, and he said, "Mr. Conwell, you have been sick for two 
or three years. When you go out, take my limousine, and it will take you up to 
your house on Broad Street." I thanked him very much, and perhaps I ought not 
to mention the incident in this way, but I follow the facts. I got on to the seat 
with the driver of that limousine, outside, and when we were going up I asked 
the driver, "How much did this limousine cost?" "Six thousand eight hundred, 
and he had to pay the duty on it." "Well," I said, "does the owner of this machine 
ever drive it himself?" At that the chauffeur laughed so heartily that he lost 
control of his machine. He was so surprised at the question that he ran up on 
the sidewalk, and around a corner lamp-post out into the street again. And when 
he got out into the street he laughed till the whole machine trembled. He said: 
"He drive this machine! Oh, he would be lucky if he knew enough to get out 
when we get there." 

I must tell you about a rich man's son at Niagara Falls. I came in from the lecture 
to the hotel, and as I approached the desk of the clerk there stood a millionaire's 
son from New York. He was an indescribable specimen of anthropologic 
potency. He had a skull-cap on one side of his head, with a gold tassel in the top 
of it, and a gold-headed cane under his arm with more in it than in his head. It is 
a very difficult thing to describe that young man. He wore an eye-glass that he 
could not see through, patent-leather boots that he could not walk in, and pants 
that he could not sit down in—dressed like a grasshopper. This human cricket 
came up to the clerk's desk just as I entered, adjusted his unseeing eye-glass, 
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and spake in this wise to the clerk. You see, he thought it was "Hinglish, you 
know," to lisp. "Thir, will you have the kindness to supply me with thome papah 
and enwelophs!" The hotel clerk measured that man quick, and he pulled the 
envelopes and paper out of a drawer, threw them across the counter toward 
the young man, and then turned away to his books. You should have seen that 
young man when those envelopes came across that counter. He swelled up like 
a gobbler turkey, adjusted his unseeing eye-glass, and yelled: "Come right back 
here. Now thir, will you order a thervant to take that papah and enwelophs to 
yondah dethk." Oh, the poor, miserable, contemptible American monkey! He 
could not carry paper and envelopes twenty feet. I suppose he could not get his 
arms down to do it. I have no pity for such travesties upon human nature. If you 
have not capital, young man, I am glad of it. What you need is common sense, 
not copper cents. 

The best thing I can do is to illustrate by actual facts well-known to you all. A. T. 
Stewart, a poor boy in New York, had $1.50 to begin life on. He lost 87½ cents 
of that on the very first venture. How fortunate that young man who loses the 
first time he gambles. That boy said, "I will never gamble again in business," and 
he never did. How came he to lose 87½ cents? You probably all know the story 
how he lost it—because he bought some needles, threads, and buttons to sell 
which people did not want, and had them left on his hands, a dead loss. Said the 
boy, "I will not lose any more money in that way." Then he went around first to 
the doors and asked the people what they did want. Then when he had found 
out what they wanted he invested his 62½ cents to supply a known demand. 
Study it wherever you choose—in business, in your profession, in your 
housekeeping, whatever your life, that one thing is the secret of success. You 
must first know the demand. You must first know what people need, and then 
invest yourself where you are most needed. A. T. Stewart went on that principle 
until he was worth what amounted afterward to forty millions of dollars, owning 
the very store in which Mr. Wanamaker carries on his great work in New York. 
His fortune was made by his losing something, which taught him the great lesson 
that he must only invest himself or his money in something that people need. 
When will you salesmen learn it? When will you manufacturers learn that you 
must know the changing needs of humanity if you would succeed in life? Apply 
yourselves, all you Christian people, as manufacturers or merchants or workmen 
to supply that human need. It is a great principle as broad as humanity and as 
deep as the Scripture itself. 

The best illustration I ever heard was of John Jacob Astor. You know that he 
made the money of the Astor family when he lived in New York. He came across 
the sea in debt for his fare. But that poor boy with nothing in his pocket made 
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the fortune of the Astor family on one principle. Some young man here to-night 
will say, "Well, they could make those fortunes over in New York, but they could 
not do it in Philadelphia!" My friends, did you ever read that wonderful book of 
Riis (his memory is sweet to us because of his recent death), wherein is given his 
statistical account of the records taken in 1889 of 107 millionaires of New York. 
If you read the account, you will see that out of the 107 millionaires only seven 
made their money in New York. Out of the 107 millionaires worth ten million 
dollars in real estate then, 67 of them made their money in towns of less than 
3,500 inhabitants. The richest man in this country to-day, if you read the real-
estate values, has never moved away from a town of 3,500 inhabitants. It makes 
not so much difference where you are as who you are. But if you cannot get rich 
in Philadelphia you certainly cannot do it in New York. 

Now John Jacob Astor illustrated what can be done anywhere. He had a 
mortgage once on a millinery-store, and they could not sell bonnets enough to 
pay the interest on his money. So he foreclosed that mortgage, took possession 
of the store, and went into partnership with the very same people, in the same 
store, with the same capital. He did not give them a dollar of capital. They had 
to sell goods to get any money. Then he left them alone in the store just as they 
had been before, and he went out and sat down on a bench in the park in the 
shade. What was John Jacob Astor doing out there, and in partnership with 
people who had failed on his own hands? He had the most important and, to my 
mind, the most pleasant part of that partnership on his hands. For as John Jacob 
Astor sat on that bench he was watching the ladies as they went by; and where 
is the man who would not get rich at that business? As he sat on the bench if a 
lady passed him with her shoulders back and head up, and looked straight to the 
front, as if she did not care if all the world did gaze on her, then he studied her 
bonnet, and by the time it was out of sight he knew the shape of the frame, the 
colour of the trimmings, and the crinklings in the feather. I sometimes try to 
describe a bonnet, but not always. I would not try to describe a modern bonnet. 
Where is the man that could describe one? This aggregation of all sorts of 
driftwood stuck on the back of the head, or the side of the neck, like a rooster 
with only one tail feather left. But in John Jacob Astor's day there was some art 
about the millinery business, and he went to the millinery-store and said to 
them: "Now put into the show-window just such a bonnet as I describe to you, 
because I have already seen a lady who likes such a bonnet. Don't make up any 
more until I come back." Then he went out and sat down again, and another lady 
passed him of a different form, of different complexion, with a different shape 
and color of bonnet. "Now," said he, "put such a bonnet as that in the show-
window." He did not fill his show-window up-town with a lot of hats and bonnets 
to drive people away, and then sit on the back stairs and bawl because people 
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went to Wanamaker's to trade. He did not have a hat or a bonnet in that show-
window but what some lady liked before it was made up. The tide of custom 
began immediately to turn in, and that has been the foundation of the greatest 
store in New York in that line, and still exists as one of three stores. Its fortune 
was made by John Jacob Astor after they had failed in business, not by giving 
them any more money, but by finding out what the ladies liked for bonnets 
before they wasted any material in making them up. I tell you if a man could 
foresee the millinery business, he could foresee anything under heaven! 

Suppose I were to go through this audience to-night and ask you in this great 
manufacturing city if there are not opportunities to get rich in manufacturing. 
"Oh yes," some young man says, "there are opportunities here still if you build 
with some trust and if you have two or three millions of dollars to begin with as 
capital." Young man, the history of the breaking up of the trusts by that attack 
upon "big business" is only illustrating what is now the opportunity of the 
smaller man. The time never came in the history of the world when you could 
get rich so quickly manufacturing without capital as you can now. 

But you will say, "You cannot do anything of the kind. You cannot start without 
capital." Young man, let me illustrate for a moment. I must do it. It is my duty to 
every young man and woman, because we are all going into business very soon 
on the same plan. Young man, remember if you know what people need you 
have gotten more knowledge of a fortune than any amount of capital can give 
you. 

There was a poor man out of work living in Hingham, Massachusetts. He lounged 
around the house until one day his wife told him to get out and work, and, as he 
lived in Massachusetts, he obeyed his wife. He went out and sat down on the 
shore of the bay, and whittled a soaked shingle into a wooden chain. His children 
that evening quarreled over it, and he whittled a second one to keep peace. 
While he was whittling the second one a neighbour came in and said: "Why don't 
you whittle toys and sell them? You could make money at that." "Oh," he said, 
"I would not know what to make." "Why don't you ask your own children right 
here in your own house what to make?" "What is the use of trying that?" said 
the carpenter. "My children are different from other people's children." (I used 
to see people like that when I taught school.) But he acted upon the hint, and 
the next morning when Mary came down the stairway, he asked, "What do you 
want for a toy?" She began to tell him she would like a doll's bed, a doll's 
washstand, a doll's carriage, a little doll's umbrella, and went on with a list of 
things that would take him a lifetime to supply. So, consulting his own children, 
in his own house, he took the firewood, for he had no money to buy lumber, and 
whittled those strong, unpainted Hingham toys that were for so many years 
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known all over the world. That man began to make those toys for his own 
children, and then made copies and sold them through the boot-and-shoe store 
next door. He began to make a little money, and then a little more, and Mr. 
Lawson, in his Frenzied Finance says that man is the richest man in old 
Massachusetts, and I think it is the truth. And that man is worth a hundred 
millions of dollars to-day, and has been only thirty-four years making it on that 
one principle—that one must judge that what his own children like at home 
other people's children would like in their homes, too; to judge the human heart 
by oneself, by one's wife or by one's children. It is the royal road to success in 
manufacturing. "Oh," but you say, "didn't he have any capital?" Yes, a penknife, 
but I don't know that he had paid for that. 

I spoke thus to an audience in New Britain, Connecticut, and a lady four seats 
back went home and tried to take off her collar, and the collar-button stuck in 
the buttonhole. She threw it out and said, "I am going to get up something better 
than that to put on collars." Her husband said: "After what Conwell said to-night, 
you see there is a need of an improved collar-fastener that is easier to handle. 
There is a human need; there is a great fortune. Now, then, get up a collar-
button and get rich." He made fun of her, and consequently made fun of me, 
and that is one of the saddest things which comes over me like a deep cloud of 
midnight sometimes—although I have worked so hard for more than half a 
century, yet how little I have ever really done. Notwithstanding the greatness 
and the handsomeness of your compliment to-night, I do not believe there is 
one in ten of you that is going to make a million of dollars because you are here 
to-night; but it is not my fault, it is yours. I say that sincerely. What is the use of 
my talking if people never do what I advise them to do? When her husband 
ridiculed her, she made up her mind she would make a better collar-button, and 
when a woman makes up her mind "she will," and does not say anything about 
it, she does it. It was that New England woman who invented the snap button 
which you can find anywhere now. It was first a collar-button with a spring cap 
attached to the outer side. Any of you who wear modern waterproofs know the 
button that simply pushes together, and when you unbutton it you simply pull 
it apart. That is the button to which I refer, and which she invented. She 
afterward invented several other buttons, and then invested in more, and then 
was taken into partnership with great factories. Now that woman goes over the 
sea every summer in her private steamship—yes, and takes her husband with 
her! If her husband were to die, she would have money enough left now to buy 
a foreign duke or count or some such title as that at the latest quotations. 
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Now what is my lesson in that incident? It is this: I told her then, though I did not 
know her, what I now say to you, "Your wealth is too near to you. You are looking 
right over it"; and she had to look over it because it was right under her chin. 

I have read in the newspaper that a woman never invented anything. Well, that 
newspaper ought to begin again. Of course, I do not refer to gossip—I refer to 
machines—and if I did I might better include the men. That newspaper could 
never appear if women had not invented something. Friends, think. Ye women, 
think! You say you cannot make a fortune because you are in some laundry, or 
running a sewing-machine, it may be, or walking before some loom, and yet you 
can be a millionaire if you will but follow this almost infallible direction. 

When you say a woman doesn't invent anything, I ask, Who invented the 
Jacquard loom that wove every stitch you wear? Mrs. Jacquard. The printer's 
roller, the printing-press, were invented by farmers' wives. Who invented the 
cotton-gin of the South that enriched our country so amazingly? Mrs. General 
Greene invented the cotton-gin and showed the idea to Mr. Whitney, and he, 
like a man, seized it. Who was it that invented the sewing-machine? If I would 
go to school to-morrow and ask your children they would say, "Elias Howe." 

He was in the Civil War with me, and often in my tent, and I often heard him say 
that he worked fourteen years to get up that sewing-machine. But his wife made 
up her mind one day that they would starve to death if there wasn't something 
or other invented pretty soon, and so in two hours she invented the sewing-
machine. Of course he took out the patent in his name. Men always do that. 
Who was it that invented the mower and the reaper? According to Mr. 
McCormick's confidential communication, so recently published, it was a West 
Virginia woman, who, after his father and he had failed altogether in making a 
reaper and gave it up, took a lot of shears and nailed them together on the edge 
of a board, with one shaft of each pair loose, and then wired them so that when 
she pulled the wire one way it closed them, and when she pulled the wire the 
other way it opened them, and there she had the principle of the mowing-
machine. If you look at a mowing-machine, you will see it is nothing but a lot of 
shears. If a woman can invent a mowing-machine, if a woman can invent a 
Jacquard loom, if a woman can invent a cotton-gin, if a woman can invent a 
trolley switch—as she did and made the trolleys possible; if a woman can invent, 
as Mr. Carnegie said, the great iron squeezers that laid the foundation of all the 
steel millions of the United States, "we men" can invent anything under the 
stars! I say that for the encouragement of the men. 

Who are the great inventors of the world? Again this lesson comes before us. 
The great inventor sits next to you, or you are the person yourself. "Oh," but you 
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will say, "I have never invented anything in my life." Neither did the great 
inventors until they discovered one great secret. Do you think it is a man with a 
head like a bushel measure or a man like a stroke of lightning? It is neither. The 
really great man is a plain, straightforward, every-day, common-sense man. You 
would not dream that he was a great inventor if you did not see something he 
had actually done. His neighbours do not regard him so great. You never see 
anything great over your back fence. You say there is no greatness among your 
neighbours. It is all away off somewhere else. Their greatness is ever so simple, 
so plain, so earnest, so practical, that the neighbours and friends never 
recognize it. 

True greatness is often unrecognized. That is sure. You do not know anything 
about the greatest men and women. I went out to write the life of General 
Garfield, and a neighbour, knowing I was in a hurry, and as there was a great 
crowd around the front door, took me around to General Garfield's back door 
and shouted, "Jim! Jim!" And very soon "Jim" came to the door and let me in, 
and I wrote the biography of one of the grandest men of the nation, and yet he 
was just the same old "Jim" to his neighbour. If you know a great man in 
Philadelphia and you should meet him to-morrow, you would say, "How are you, 
Sam?" or "Good morning, Jim." Of course you would. That is just what you would 
do. 

One of my soldiers in the Civil War had been sentenced to death, and I went up 
to the White House in Washington—sent there for the first time in my life—to 
see the President. I went into the waiting-room and sat down with a lot of others 
on the benches, and the secretary asked one after another to tell him what they 
wanted. After the secretary had been through the line, he went in, and then 
came back to the door and motioned for me. I went up to that anteroom, and 
the secretary said: "That is the President's door right over there. Just rap on it 
and go right in." I never was so taken aback, friends, in all my life, never. The 
secretary himself made it worse for me, because he had told me how to go in 
and then went out another door to the left and shut that. There I was, in the 
hallway by myself before the President of the United States of America's door. I 
had been on fields of battle, where the shells did sometimes shriek and the 
bullets did sometimes hit me, but I always wanted to run. I have no sympathy 
with the old man who says, "I would just as soon march up to the cannon's 
mouth as eat my dinner." I have no faith in a man who doesn't know enough to 
be afraid when he is being shot at. I never was so afraid when the shells came 
around us at Antietam as I was when I went into that room that day; but I finally 
mustered the courage—I don't know how I ever did—and at arm's length tapped 
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on the door. The man inside did not help me at all, but yelled out, "Come in and 
sit down!" 

Well, I went in and sat down on the edge of a chair, and wished I were in Europe, 
and the man at the table did not look up. He was one of the world's greatest 
men, and was made great by one single rule. Oh, that all the young people of 
Philadelphia were before me now and I could say just this one thing, and that 
they would remember it. I would give a lifetime for the effect it would have on 
our city and on civilization. Abraham Lincoln's principle for greatness can be 
adopted by nearly all. This was his rule: Whatsoever he had to do at all, he put 
his whole mind into it and held it all there until that was all done. That makes 
men great almost anywhere. He stuck to those papers at that table and did not 
look up at me, and I sat there trembling. Finally, when he had put the string 
around his papers, he pushed them over to one side and looked over to me, and 
a smile came over his worn face. He said: "I am a very busy man and have only 
a few minutes to spare. Now tell me in the fewest words what it is you want." I 
began to tell him, and mentioned the case, and he said: "I have heard all about 
it and you do not need to say any more. Mr. Stanton was talking to me only a 
few days ago about that. You can go to the hotel and rest assured that the 
President never did sign an order to shoot a boy under twenty years of age, and 
never will. You can say that to his mother anyhow." 

Then he said to me, "How is it going in the field?" I said, "We sometimes get 
discouraged." And he said: "It is all right. We are going to win out now. We are 
getting very near the light. No man ought to wish to be President of the United 
States, and I will be glad when I get through; then Tad and I are going out to 
Springfield, Illinois. I have bought a farm out there and I don't care if I again earn 
only twenty-five cents a day. Tad has a mule team, and we are going to plant 
onions." 

Then he asked me, "Were you brought up on a farm?" I said, "Yes; in the 
Berkshire Hills of Massachusetts." He then threw his leg over the corner of the 
big chair and said, "I have heard many a time, ever since I was young, that up 
there in those hills you have to sharpen the noses of the sheep in order to get 
down to the grass between the rocks." He was so familiar, so every-day, so 
farmer-like, that I felt right at home with him at once. 

He then took hold of another roll of paper, and looked up at me and said, "Good 
morning." I took the hint then and got up and went out. After I had gotten out I 
could not realize I had seen the President of the United States at all. But a few 
days later, when still in the city, I saw the crowd pass through the East Room by 
the coffin of Abraham Lincoln, and when I looked at the upturned face of the 
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murdered President I felt then that the man I had seen such a short time before, 
who, so simple a man, so plain a man, was one of the greatest men that God 
ever raised up to lead a nation on to ultimate liberty. Yet he was only "Old Abe" 
to his neighbours. When they had the second funeral, I was invited among 
others, and went out to see that same coffin put back in the tomb at Springfield. 
Around the tomb stood Lincoln's old neighbours, to whom he was just "Old 
Abe." Of course that is all they would say. 

Did you ever see a man who struts around altogether too large to notice an 
ordinary working mechanic? Do you think he is great? He is nothing but a puffed-
up balloon, held down by his big feet. There is no greatness there. 

Who are the great men and women? My attention was called the other day to 
the history of a very little thing that made the fortune of a very poor man. It was 
an awful thing, and yet because of that experience he—not a great inventor or 
genius—invented the pin that now is called the safety-pin, and out of that 
safety-pin made the fortune of one of the great aristocratic families of this 
nation. 

A poor man in Massachusetts who had worked in the nail-works was injured at 
thirty-eight, and he could earn but little money. He was employed in the office 
to rub out the marks on the bills made by pencil memorandums, and he used a 
rubber until his hand grew tired. He then tied a piece of rubber on the end of a 
stick and worked it like a plane. His little girl came and said, "Why, you have a 
patent, haven't you?" The father said afterward, "My daughter told me when I 
took that stick and put the rubber on the end that there was a patent, and that 
was the first thought of that." He went to Boston and applied for his patent, and 
every one of you that has a rubber-tipped pencil in your pocket is now paying 
tribute to the millionaire. No capital, not a penny did he invest in it. All was 
income, all the way up into the millions. 

But let me hasten to one other greater thought. "Show me the great men and 
women who live in Philadelphia." A gentleman over there will get up and say: 
"We don't have any great men in Philadelphia. They don't live here. They live 
away off in Rome or St. Petersburg or London or Manayunk, or anywhere else 
but here in our town." I have come now to the apex of my thought. I have come 
now to the heart of the whole matter and to the centre of my struggle: Why isn't 
Philadelphia a greater city in its greater wealth? Why does New York excel 
Philadelphia? People say, "Because of her harbour." Why do many other cities 
of the United States get ahead of Philadelphia now? There is only one answer, 
and that is because our own people talk down their own city. If there ever was 
a community on earth that has to be forced ahead, it is the city of Philadelphia. 
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If we are to have a boulevard, talk it down; if we are going to have better schools, 
talk them down; if you wish to have wise legislation, talk it down; talk all the 
proposed improvements down. That is the only great wrong that I can lay at the 
feet of the magnificent Philadelphia that has been so universally kind to me. I 
say it is time we turn around in our city and begin to talk up the things that are 
in our city and begin to set them before the world as the people of Chicago, New 
York, St. Louis, and San Francisco do. Oh, if we only could get that spirit out 
among our people, that we can do things in Philadelphia and do them well! 

Arise, ye millions of Philadelphians, trust in God and man, and believe in the 
great opportunities that are right here—not over in New York or Boston, but 
here—for business, for everything that is worth living for on earth. There was 
never an opportunity greater. Let us talk up our own city. 

But there are two other young men here to-night, and that is all I will venture to 
say, because it is too late. One over there gets up and says, "There is going to be 
a great man in Philadelphia, but never was one." "Oh, is that so? When are you 
going to be great?" "When I am elected to some political office." Young man, 
won't you learn a lesson in the primer of politics that it is a prima facie evidence 
of littleness to hold office under our form of government? Great men get into 
office sometimes, but what this country needs is men that will do what we tell 
them to do. This nation—where the people rule—is governed by the people, for 
the people, and so long as it is, then the office-holder is but the servant of 
the[51] people, and the Bible says the servant cannot be greater than the 
master. The Bible says, "He that is sent cannot be greater than Him who sent 
Him." The people rule, or should rule, and if they do, we do not need the greater 
men in office. If the great men in America took our offices, we would change to 
an empire in the next ten years. 

I know of a great many young women, now that woman's suffrage is coming, 
who say, "I am going to be President of the United States someday." I believe in 
woman's suffrage, and there is no doubt but what it is coming, and I am getting 
out of the way, anyhow. I may want an office by and by myself; but if the 
ambition for an office influences the women in their desire to vote, I want to say 
right here what I say to the young men, that if you only get the privilege of 
casting one vote, you don't get anything that is worthwhile. Unless you can 
control more than one vote, you will be unknown, and your influence so 
dissipated as practically not to be felt. This country is not run by votes. Do you 
think it is? It is governed by influence. It is governed by the ambitions and the 
enterprises which control votes. The young woman that thinks she is going to 
vote for the sake of holding an office is making an awful blunder. 
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That other young man gets up and says, "There are going to be great men in this 
country and in Philadelphia." "Is that so? When?" "When there comes a great 
war, when we get into difficulty through watchful waiting in Mexico; when we 
get into war with England over some frivolous deed, or with Japan or China or 
New Jersey or some distant country. Then I will march up to the cannon's mouth; 
I will sweep up among the glistening bayonets; I will leap into the arena and tear 
down the flag and bear it away in triumph. I will come home with stars on my 
shoulder and hold every office in the gift of the nation, and I will be great." No, 
you won't. You think you are going to be made great by an office but remember 
that if you are not great before you get the office, you won't be great when you 
secure it. It will only be a burlesque in that shape. 

We had a Peace Jubilee here after the Spanish War. Out West they don't believe 
this, because they said, "Philadelphia would not have heard of any Spanish War 
until fifty years hence." Some of you saw the procession go up Broad Street. I 
was away, but the family wrote to me that the tally-ho coach with Lieutenant 
Hobson upon it stopped right at the front door and the people shouted, "Hurrah 
for Hobson!" and if I had been there I would have yelled too, because he 
deserves much more of his country than he has ever received. But suppose I go 
into school and say, "Who sunk the Merrimac at Santiago?" and if the boys 
answer me, "Hobson," they will tell me seven-eighths of a lie. There were seven 
other heroes on that steamer, and they, by virtue of their position, were 
continually exposed to the Spanish fire, while Hobson, as an officer, might 
reasonably be behind the smoke-stack. You have gathered in this house your 
most intelligent people, and yet, perhaps, not one here can name the other 
seven men. 

We ought not to so teach history. We ought to teach that, however humble a 
man's station may be, if he does his full duty in that place he is just as much 
entitled to the American people's honour as is the king upon his throne. But we 
do not so teach. We are now teaching everywhere that the generals do all the 
fighting. 

I remember that, after the war, I went down to see General Robert E. Lee, that 
magnificent Christian gentleman of whom both North and South are now proud 
as one of our great Americans. The general told me about his servant, "Rastus," 
who was an enlisted coloured soldier. He called him in one day to make fun of 
him, and said, "Rastus, I hear that all the rest of your company are killed, and 
why are you not killed?" Rastus winked at him and said, "'Cause when there is 
any fightin' goin' on I stay back with the generals." 
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I remember another illustration. I would leave it out but for the fact that when 
you go to the library to read this lecture, you will find this has been printed in it 
for twenty-five years. I shut my eyes—shut them close—and lo! I see the faces 
of my youth. Yes, they sometimes say to me, "Your hair is not white; you are 
working night and day without seeming ever to stop; you can't be old." But when 
I shut my eyes, like any other man of my years, oh, then come trooping back the 
faces of the loved and lost of long ago, and I know, whatever men may say, it is 
evening-time. 

I shut my eyes now and look back to my native town in Massachusetts, and I see 
the cattle-show ground on the mountain-top; I can see the horse-sheds there. I 
can see the Congregational church; see the town hall and mountaineers' 
cottages; see a great assembly of people turning out, dressed resplendently, and 
I can see flags flying and handkerchiefs waving and hear bands playing. I can see 
that company of soldiers that had re-enlisted marching up on that cattle-show 
ground. I was but a boy, but I was captain of that company and puffed out with 
pride. A cambric needle would have burst me all to pieces. Then I thought it was 
the greatest event that ever came to man on earth. If you have ever thought you 
would like to be a king or queen, you go and be received by the mayor. 

The bands played, and all the people turned out to receive us. I marched up that 
Common so proud at the head of my troops, and we turned down into the town 
hall. Then they seated my soldiers down the centre aisle and I sat down on the 
front seat. A great assembly of people—a hundred or two—came in to fill the 
town hall, so that they stood up all around. Then the town officers came in and 
formed a half-circle. The mayor of the town sat in the middle of the platform. 
He was a man who had never held office before; but he was a good man, and 
his friends have told me that I might use this without giving them offense. He 
was a good man, but he thought an office made a man great. He came up and 
took his seat, adjusted his powerful spectacles, and looked around, when he 
suddenly spied me sitting there on the front seat. He came right forward on the 
platform and invited me up to sit with the town officers. No town officer ever 
took any notice of me before I went to war, except to advise the teacher to 
thrash me, and now I was invited up on the stand with the town officers. Oh my! 
the town mayor was then the emperor, the king of our day and our time. As I 
came up on the platform, they gave me a chair about this far, I would say, from 
the front. 

When I had got seated, the chairman of the Selectmen arose and came forward 
to the table, and we all supposed he would introduce the Congregational 
minister, who was the only orator in town, and that he would give the oration 
to the returning soldiers. But, friends, you should have seen the surprise which 
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ran over the audience when they discovered that the old fellow was going to 
deliver that speech himself. He had never made a speech in his life, but he fell 
into the same error that hundreds of other men have fallen into. It seems so 
strange that a man won't learn he must speak his piece as a boy if he intends to 
be an orator when he is grown, but he seems to think all he has to do is to hold 
an office to be a great orator. 

So, he came up to the front, and brought with him a speech which he had 
learned by heart walking up and down the pasture, where he had frightened the 
cattle. He brought the manuscript with him and spread it out on the table so as 
to be sure he might see it. He adjusted his spectacles and leaned over it for a 
moment and marched back on that platform, and then came forward like this—
tramp, tramp, tramp. He must have studied the subject a great deal, when you 
come to think of it, because he assumed an "elocutionary" attitude. He rested 
heavily upon his left heel, threw back his shoulders, slightly advanced the right 
foot, opened the organs of speech, and advanced his right foot at an angle of 
forty-five. As he stood in that elocutionary attitude, friends, this is just the way 
that speech went. Some people say to me, "Don't you exaggerate?" That would 
be impossible. But I am here for the lesson and not for the story, and this is the 
way it went: 

"Fellow-citizens—" As soon as he heard his voice his fingers began to go like that, 
his knees began to shake, and then he trembled all over. He choked and 
swallowed and came around to the table to look at the manuscript. Then he 
gathered himself up with clenched fists and came back: "Fellow-citizens, we 
are—Fellow-citizens, we are—we are—we are—we are—we are—we are very 
happy—we are very happy—we are very happy. We are very happy to welcome 
back to their native town these soldiers who have fought and bled—and come 
back again to their native town. We are especially—we are especially—we are 
especially. We are especially pleased to see with us to-day this young hero" (that 
meant me)—"this young hero who in imagination" (friends, remember he said 
that; if he had not said "in imagination" I would not be egotistic enough to refer 
to it at all)—"this young hero who in imagination we have seen leading—we 
have seen leading—leading. We have seen leading his troops on to the deadly 
breach. We have seen his shining—we have seen his shining—his shining—his 
shining sword—flashing. Flashing in the sunlight, as he shouted to his troops, 
'Come on'!" 

Oh dear, dear, dear! how little that good man knew about war. If he had known 
anything about war at all he ought to have known what any of my G. A. R. 
comrades here to-night will tell you is true, that it is next to a crime for an officer 
of infantry ever in time of danger to go ahead of his men. "I, with my shining 
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sword flashing in the sunlight, shouting to my troops, 'Come on'!" I never did it. 
Do you suppose I would get in front of my men to be shot in front by the enemy 
and in the back by my own men? That is no place for an officer. The place for 
the officer in actual battle is behind the line. How often, as a staff officer, I rode 
down the line, when our men were suddenly called to the line of battle, and the 
Rebel yells were coming out of the woods, and shouted: "Officers to the rear! 
Officers to the rear!" Then every officer gets behind the line of private soldiers, 
and the higher the officer's rank the farther behind he goes. Not because he is 
any the less brave, but because the laws of war require that. And yet he shouted, 
"I, with my shining sword—" In that house there sat the company of my soldiers 
who had carried that boy across the Carolina rivers that he might not wet his 
feet. Some of them had gone far out to get a pig or a chicken. Some of them had 
gone to death under the shell-swept pines in the mountains of Tennessee, yet 
in the good man's speech they were scarcely known. He did refer to them, but 
only incidentally. The hero of the hour was this boy. Did the nation owe him 
anything? No, nothing then and nothing now. Why was he the hero? Simply 
because that man fell into that same human error—that this boy was great 
because he was an officer and these were only private soldiers. 

Oh, I learned the lesson then that I will never forget so long as the tongue of the 
bell of time continues to swing for me. Greatness consists not in the holding of 
some future office, but really consists in doing great deeds with little means and 
the accomplishment of vast purposes from the private ranks of life. To be great 
at all one must be great here, now, in Philadelphia. He who can give to this city 
better streets and better sidewalks, better schools and more colleges, more 
happiness and more civilization, more of God, he will be great anywhere. Let 
every man or woman here, if you never hear me again, remember this, that if 
you wish to be great at all, you must begin where you are and what you are, in 
Philadelphia, now. He that can give to his city any blessing, he who can be a good 
citizen while he lives here, he that can make better homes, he that can be a 
blessing whether he works in the shop or sits behind the counter or keeps house, 
whatever be his life, he who would be great anywhere must first be great in his 
own Philadelphia. 

THE END 

LESSONS FROM ACRES OF DIAMONDS by Andy T. Hansen  

LESSON 1: You don’t need not look elsewhere. 

There is opportunity, achievement and fortune right where you are. All of the 

opportunities you could possibly want can be found where you are now, in 

your present community, job, family and other circumstances. For best results, 
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we need to dig in our own backyard, to find opportunities where we are now, 

in our present circumstances. 

You may have heard the expression, “The grass is always greener on the other 

side of the fence.” We all dream of finding our success or fortune somewhere 

else, in a different set of circumstances, in a different city, with a different job 

or a change in our marital status. 

When you get to the “other side of the fence,” you inevitably discover that the 

grass wasn’t so green there after all. On the other hand, the opportunities we 

seek are probably closer than we think. 

LESSON 2: The surprising relationship between problems and opportunities 

Problems usually contain within them the seeds of opportunity. The reason that 

most people never see them is because no one has ever taught them how to 

look for them. 

You see, when they are pulled from the ground, diamonds don’t look like the 

brilliant, multi-faceted gems that we all know and love. They come disguised as 

rough-hewn, colourful rocks. It takes a trained eye to recognise them. In the 

same way, opportunities come disguised in “work clothes” as problems or 

challenges to be overcome. 

The average person sees only the problems, and quickly gives up. But small 

handful of entrepreneurial people push on through the challenges to identify 

and capitalise upon the opportunities they contain. 

LESSON 3: Rushing in blindly is rarely productive. 

You already own a diamond mine… learn how to mine it! 

What’s remarkable is that you already own a priceless diamond mine. 

Before you dismiss me as a total idiot, consider this: Between your ears, you 

already own, free and clear, the most powerful problem-solving, visualisation 

and creativity tool ever devised… your relentlessly creative brain. The problem 

is that our society, education and conditioning have caused the creative muscles 

of your brain to atrophy. But like any muscle, your brain can be developed. 

Books, tools, courses, seminars, mentoring & expertise are widely available. All 

you need to do is make a commitment to lifelong learning and creative problem 

solving techniques, and then apply them to the challenges you face. 



34 
 

We’re now living in the Opportunity Age that our ancestors could only dream of: 

We all have access to a wealth of the world’s knowledge via the Internet. We 

can research almost any topic using Google, find like-minded tribes of people 

with whom we can share ideas and collaborate. 

LESSON 4: How can you recognize opportunities more readily? 

Train yourself in the art and practice of creative problem solving and ideation. 

Creativity, in part, is the art of looking at challenges from multiple perspectives 

and points of view that can help us see solutions that are all but invisible when 

viewed through our typical “lenses” of our schooling, habits and societal 

pressures. 

Read books on creative problem solving. Subscribe to websites and e-

newsletters that cover this topic. Google topics like “creative problem solving.” 

You’ll be amazed at the mass of resources that are literally at your fingertips. 

Cultivate an “insight outlook.” Another powerful way to expand your latent 

creative abilities is to cultivate an “insight outlook” the art of looking more 

deeply at everything we experience with an open, inquisitive spirit. Creative 

people are intensely observant, paying careful attention to everything they think 

and hear. They realise that their environments… the people they talk to, the 

places they go, the things they read or hear on the radio or TV can lead their 

thinking in fresh, exciting directions, which can lead to new ideas and 

opportunities. 
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INTRODUCTION TO AS A MAN THINKETH 

James Allen from ILFRACOMBE, ENGLAND wrote this classic motivational book 

in 1903 and described it as "Dealing with the power of thought, and particularly 

with the use and application of thought to happy and beautiful issues.  

Allen was reported as saying he tried to make the book simple, so that all could 

easily grasp and follow its teaching, and put into practice the methods which it 

advises.  

It shows how, in his own thought-world, each of us holds the key to every 

condition, good or bad, that enters into our lives, and that, by working patiently 

and intelligently upon our thoughts, we may remake our lives, and transform 

our circumstances.  

Back in 1903 the price of the book was only one shilling, and it could be carried 

in your pocket. It was also described by Allen as "A book that will help you to 

help yourself", "A pocket companion for thoughtful people", and "A book on the 

power and right application of thought."  

I first read As A Man Thinketh in 1990 and still today enjoy the occasional reread 
of this classic book, afterall, all of us regardless of our education, profession, 
financial standing or beliefs can do with a reminder of the fact that our thoughts 
really do control every aspect of our personal, professional and spiritual life.  
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AS A MAN THINKETH 

THOUGHT & CHARACTER 

THE aphorism, "As a man thinketh in his heart so is he," not only embraces the 

whole of a man’s being, but is so comprehensive as to reach out to every 

condition and circumstance of his life. A man is literally what he thinks, his 

character being the complete sum of all his thoughts. 

As the plant springs from, and could not be without, the seed, so every act of a 

man springs from the hidden seeds of thought, and could not have appeared 

without them. This applies equally to those acts called "spontaneous" and 

"unpremeditated" as to those, which are deliberately executed. 

Act is the blossom of thought, and joy and suffering are its fruits; thus does a 

man garner in the sweet and bitter fruitage of his own husbandry. 

"Thought in the mind hath made us, What we are 

By thought was wrought and built. If a man’s mind 

Hath evil thoughts, pain comes on him as comes 

The wheel the ox behind.... 

..If one endure 

In purity of thought, joy follows him 

As his own shadow—sure." 

Man is a growth by law, and not a creation by artifice, and cause and effect is as 

absolute and undeviating in the hidden realm of thought as in the world of 

visible and material things. A noble and Godlike character is not a thing of favour 

or chance, but is the natural result of continued effort in right thinking, the effect 

of long-cherished association with Godlike thoughts. An ignoble and bestial 

character, by the same process, is the result of the continued harbouring of 

grovelling thoughts. 

Man is made or unmade by himself; in the armoury of thought he forges the 

weapons by which he destroys himself; he also fashions the tools with which he 

builds for himself heavenly mansions of joy and strength and peace. By the right 

choice and true application of thought, man ascends to the Divine Perfection; 

by the abuse and wrong application of thought, he descends below the level of 
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the beast. Between these two extremes are all the grades of character, and man 

is their maker and master. 

Of all the beautiful truths pertaining to the soul which have been restored and 

brought to light in this age, none is more gladdening or fruitful of divine promise 

and confidence than this—that man is the master of thought, the moulder of 

character, and the maker and shaper of condition, environment, and destiny. 

As a being of Power, Intelligence, and Love, and the lord of his own thoughts, 

man holds the key to every situation, and contains within himself that 

transforming and regenerative agency by which he may make himself what he 

wills. 

Man is always the master, even in his weaker and most abandoned state; but in 

his weakness and degradation he is the foolish master who misgoverns his 

"household." When he begins to reflect upon his condition, and to search 

diligently for the Law upon which his being is established, he then becomes the 

wise master, directing his energies with intelligence, and fashioning his thoughts 

to fruitful issues. Such is the conscious master, and man can only thus become 

by discovering within himself the laws of thought; which discovery is totally a 

matter of application, self analysis, and experience. 

Only by much searching and mining, are gold and diamonds obtained, and man 

can find every truth connected with his being, if he will dig deep into the mine 

of his soul; and that he is the maker of his character, the moulder of his life, and 

the builder of his destiny, he may unerringly prove, if he will watch, control, and 

alter his thoughts, tracing their effects upon himself, upon others, and upon his 

life and circumstances, linking cause and effect by patient practice and 

investigation, and utilizing his every experience, even to the most trivial, 

everyday occurrence, as a means of obtaining that knowledge of himself which 

is Understanding, Wisdom, Power. In this direction, as in no other, is the law 

absolute that "He that seeketh findeth; and to him that knocketh it shall be 

opened;" for only by patience, practice, and ceaseless importunity can a man 

enter the Door of the Temple of Knowledge. 
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EFFECT OF THOUGHT ON CIRCUMSTANCES 

MAN’S mind may be likened to a garden, which may be intelligently cultivated 

or allowed to run wild; but whether cultivated or neglected, it must, and will, 

bring forth. If no useful seeds are put into it, then an abundance of useless weed-

seeds will fall therein, and will continue to produce their kind. 

Just as a gardener cultivates his plot, keeping it free from weeds, and growing 

the flowers and fruits which he requires, so may a man tend the garden of his 

mind, weeding out all the wrong, useless, and impure thoughts, and cultivating 

toward perfection the flowers and fruits of right, useful, and pure thoughts. By 

pursuing this process, a man sooner or later discovers that he is the master-

gardener of his soul, the director of his life. He also reveals, within himself, the 

laws of thought, and understands, with ever-increasing accuracy, how the 

thought-forces and mind elements operate in the shaping of his character, 

circumstances, and destiny. 

Thought and character are one, and as character can only manifest and discover 

itself through environment and circumstance, the outer conditions of a person’s 

life will always be found to be harmoniously related to his inner state. This does 

not mean that a man’s circumstances at any given time are an indication of his 

entire character, but that those circumstances are so intimately connected with 

some vital thought-element within himself that, for the time being, they are 

indispensable to his development. 

Every man is where he is by the law of his being; the thoughts which he has built 

into his character have brought him there, and in the arrangement of his life 

there is no element of chance, but all is the result of a law which cannot err. This 

is just as true of those who feel "out of harmony" with their surroundings as of 

those who are contented with them. 

As a progressive and evolving being, man is where he is that he may learn that 

he may grow; and as he learns the spiritual lesson which any circumstance 

contains for him, it passes away and gives place to other circumstances. 

Man is buffeted by circumstances so long as he believes himself to be the 

creature of outside conditions, but when he realizes that he is a creative power, 

and that he may command the hidden soil and seeds of his being out of which 

circumstances grow, he then becomes the rightful master of himself. 
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That circumstances grow out of thought every man knows who has for any 

length of time practised self-control and self-purification, for he will have 

noticed that the alteration in his circumstances has been in exact ratio with his 

altered mental condition. So true is this that when a man earnestly applies 

himself to remedy the defects in his character, and makes swift and marked 

progress, he passes rapidly through a succession of vicissitudes. 

The soul attracts that which it secretly harbours; that which it loves, and also 

that which it fears; it reaches the height of its cherished aspirations; it falls to 

the level of its unchastened desires,—and circumstances are the means by 

which the soul receives its own. 

Every thought-seed sown or allowed to fall into the mind, and to take root there, 

produces its own, blossoming sooner or later into act, and bearing its own 

fruitage of opportunity and circumstance. Good thoughts bear good fruit, bad 

thoughts bad fruit. 

The outer world of circumstance shapes itself to the inner world of thought, and 

both pleasant and unpleasant external conditions are factors, which make for 

the ultimate good of the individual. As the reaper of his own harvest, man learns 

both by suffering and bliss. 

Following the inmost desires, aspirations, thoughts, by which he allows himself 

to be dominated, (pursuing the will-o’-the-wisps of impure imaginings or 

steadfastly walking the highway of strong and high endeavour), a man at last 

arrives at their fruition and fulfilment in the outer conditions of his life. The laws 

of growth and adjustment everywhere obtains. 

A man does not come to the almshouse or the jail by the tyranny of fate or 

circumstance, but by the pathway of grovelling thoughts and base desires. Nor 

does a pure-minded man fall suddenly into crime by stress of any mere external 

force; the criminal thought had long been secretly fostered in the heart, and the 

hour of opportunity revealed its gathered power. Circumstance does not make 

the man; it reveals him to himself No such conditions can exist as descending 

into vice and its attendant sufferings apart from vicious inclinations, or 

ascending into virtue and its pure happiness without the continued cultivation 

of virtuous aspirations; and man, therefore, as the lord and master of thought, 

is the maker of himself the shaper and author of environment. Even at birth the 

soul comes to its own and through every step of its earthly pilgrimage it attracts 
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those combinations of conditions which reveal itself, which are the reflections 

of its own purity and, impurity, its strength and weakness. 

Men do not attract that which they want, but that which they are. Their whims, 

fancies, and ambitions are thwarted at every step, but their inmost thoughts and 

desires are fed with their own food, be it foul or clean. The "divinity that shapes 

our ends" is in ourselves; it is our very self. Only himself manacles man: thought 

and action are the gaolers of Fate—they imprison, being base; they are also the 

angels of Freedom—they liberate, being noble. Not what he wishes and prays 

for does a man get, but what he justly earns. His wishes and prayers are only 

gratified and answered when they harmonize with his thoughts and actions. 

In the light of this truth, what, then, is the meaning of "fighting against 

circumstances?" It means that a man is continually revolting against an effect 

without, while all the time he is nourishing and preserving its cause in his heart. 

That cause may take the form of a conscious vice or an unconscious weakness; 

but whatever it is, it stubbornly retards the efforts of its possessor, and thus calls 

aloud for remedy. 

Men are anxious to improve their circumstances, but are unwilling to improve 

themselves; they therefore remain bound. The man who does not shrink from 

self-crucifixion can never fail to accomplish the object upon which his heart is 

set. This is as true of earthly as of heavenly things. Even the man whose sole 

object is to acquire wealth must be prepared to make great personal sacrifices 

before he can accomplish his object; and how much more so he who would 

realize a strong and well-poised life? 

Here is a man who is wretchedly poor. He is extremely anxious that his 

surroundings and home comforts should be improved, yet all the time he shirks 

his work, and considers he is justified in trying to deceive his employer on the 

ground of the insufficiency of his wages. Such a man does not understand the 

simplest rudiments of those principles which are the basis of true prosperity, 

and is not only totally unfitted to rise out of his wretchedness, but is actually 

attracting to himself a still deeper wretchedness by dwelling in, and acting out, 

indolent, deceptive, and unmanly thoughts. 

Here is a rich man who is the victim of a painful and persistent disease as the 

result of gluttony. He is willing to give large sums of money to get rid of it, but 

he will not sacrifice his gluttonous desires. He wants to gratify his taste for rich 
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and unnatural viands and have his health as well. Such a man is totally unfit to 

have health, because he has not yet learned the first principles of a healthy life. 

Here is an employer of labour who adopts crooked measures to avoid paying the 

regulation wage, and, in the hope of making larger profits, reduces the wages of 

his workpeople. Such a man is altogether unfitted for prosperity, and when he 

finds himself bankrupt, both as regards reputation and riches, he blames 

circumstances, not knowing that he is the sole author of his condition. 

I have introduced these three cases merely as illustrative of the truth that man 

is the causer (though nearly always is unconsciously) of his circumstances, and 

that, whilst aiming at a good end, he is continually frustrating its 

accomplishment by encouraging thoughts and desires which cannot possibly 

harmonize with that end. Such cases could be multiplied and varied almost 

indefinitely, but this is not necessary, as the reader can, if he so resolves, trace 

the action of the laws of thought in his own mind and life, and until this is done, 

mere external facts cannot serve as a ground of reasoning. 

Circumstances, however, are so complicated, thought is so deeply rooted, and 

the conditions of happiness vary so, vastly with individuals, that a man’s entire 

soul-condition (although it may be known to himself) cannot be judged by 

another from the external aspect of his life alone. A man may be honest in 

certain directions, yet suffer privations; a man may be dishonest in certain 

directions, yet acquire wealth; but the conclusion usually formed that the one 

man fails because of his particular honesty, and that the other prospers because 

of his particular dishonesty, is the result of a superficial judgment, which 

assumes that the dishonest man is almost totally corrupt, and the honest man 

almost entirely virtuous. In the light of a deeper knowledge and wider 

experience such judgment is found to be erroneous. The dishonest man may 

have some admirable virtues, which the other does, not possess; and the honest 

man obnoxious vices which are absent in the other. The honest man reaps the 

good results of his honest thoughts and acts; he also brings upon himself the 

sufferings, which his vices produce. The dishonest man likewise garners his own 

suffering and happiness. 

It is pleasing to human vanity to believe that one suffers because of one’s virtue; 

but not until a man has extirpated every sickly, bitter, and impure thought from 

his mind, and washed every sinful stain from his soul, can he be in a position to 

know and declare that his sufferings are the result of his good, and not of his 

bad qualities; and on the way to, yet long before he has reached, that supreme 
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perfection, he will have found, working in his mind and life, the Great Law which 

is absolutely just, and which cannot, therefore, give good for evil, evil for good. 

Possessed of such knowledge, he will then know, looking back upon his past 

ignorance and blindness, that his life is, and always was, justly ordered, and that 

all his past experiences, good and bad, were the equitable outworking of his 

evolving, yet unevolved self. 

Good thoughts and actions can never produce bad results; bad thoughts and 

actions can never produce good results. This is but saying that nothing can come 

from corn but corn, nothing from nettles but nettles. Men understand this law 

in the natural world, and work with it; but few understand it in the mental and 

moral world (though its operation there is just as simple and undeviating), and 

they, therefore, do not co-operate with it. 

Suffering is always the effect of wrong thought in some direction. It is an 

indication that the individual is out of harmony with himself, with the Law of his 

being. The sole and supreme use of suffering is to purify, to burn out all that is 

useless and impure. Suffering ceases for him who is pure. There could be no 

object in burning gold after the dross had been removed, and a perfectly pure 

and enlightened being could not suffer. 

The circumstances, which a man encounters with suffering, are the result of his 

own mental inharmony. The circumstances, which a man encounters with 

blessedness, are the result of his own mental harmony. Blessedness, not 

material possessions, is the measure of right thought; wretchedness, not lack of 

material possessions, is the measure of wrong thought. A man may be cursed 

and rich; he may be blessed and poor. Blessedness and riches are only joined 

together when the riches are rightly and wisely used; and the poor man only 

descends into wretchedness when he regards his lot as a burden unjustly 

imposed. 

Indigence and indulgence are the two extremes of wretchedness. They are both 

equally unnatural and the result of mental disorder. A man is not rightly 

conditioned until he is a happy, healthy, and prosperous being; and happiness, 

health, and prosperity are the result of a harmonious adjustment of the inner 

with the outer, of the man with his surroundings. 

A man only begins to be a man when he ceases to whine and revile, and 

commences to search for the hidden justice which regulates his life. And as he 

adapts his mind to that regulating factor, he ceases to accuse others as the cause 
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of his condition, and builds himself up in strong and noble thoughts; ceases to 

kick against circumstances, but begins to use them as aids to his more rapid 

progress, and as a means of discovering the hidden powers and possibilities 

within himself. 

Law, not confusion, is the dominating principle in the universe; justice, not 

injustice, is the soul and substance of life; and righteousness, not corruption, is 

the moulding and moving force in the spiritual government of the world. This 

being so, man has but to right himself to find that the universe is right; and 

during the process of putting himself right he will find that as he alters his 

thoughts towards things and other people, things and other people will alter 

towards him. 

The proof of this truth is in every person, and it therefore admits of easy 

investigation by systematic introspection and self-analysis. Let a man radically 

alter his thoughts, and he will be astonished at the rapid transformation it will 

effect in the material conditions of his life. Men imagine that thought can be 

kept secret, but it cannot; it rapidly crystallizes into habit, and habit solidifies 

into circumstance. Bestial thoughts crystallize into habits of drunkenness and 

sensuality, which solidify into circumstances of destitution and disease: impure 

thoughts of every kind crystallize into enervating and confusing habits, which 

solidify into distracting and adverse circumstances: thoughts of fear, doubt, and 

indecision crystallize into weak, unmanly, and irresolute habits, which solidify 

into circumstances of failure, indigence, and slavish dependence: lazy thoughts 

crystallize into habits of uncleanliness and dishonesty, which solidify into 

circumstances of foulness and beggary: hateful and condemnatory thoughts 

crystallize into habits of accusation and violence, which solidify into 

circumstances of injury and persecution: selfish thoughts of all kinds crystallize 

into habits of self-seeking, which solidify into circumstances more or less 

distressing. On the other hand, beautiful thoughts of all kinds crystallize into 

habits of grace and kindliness, which solidify into genial and sunny 

circumstances: pure thoughts crystallize into habits of temperance and self-

control, which solidify into circumstances of repose and peace: thoughts of 

courage, self-reliance, and decision crystallize into manly habits, which solidify 

into circumstances of success, plenty, and freedom: energetic thoughts 

crystallize into habits of cleanliness and industry, which solidify into 

circumstances of pleasantness: gentle and forgiving thoughts crystallize into 

habits of gentleness, which solidify into protective and preservative 

circumstances: loving and unselfish thoughts crystallize into habits of self-
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forgetfulness for others, which solidify into circumstances of sure and abiding 

prosperity and true riches. 

A particular train of thought persisted in, be it good or bad, cannot fail to 

produce its results on the character and circumstances. A man cannot directly 

choose his circumstances, but he can choose his thoughts, and so indirectly, yet 

surely, shape his circumstances. 

Nature helps every man to the gratification of the thoughts, which he most 

encourages, and opportunities are presented which will most speedily bring to 

the surface both the good and evil thoughts. 

Let a man cease from his sinful thoughts, and all the world will soften towards 

him, and be ready to help him; let him put away his weakly and sickly thoughts, 

and lo, opportunities will spring up on every hand to aid his strong resolves; let 

him encourage good thoughts, and no hard fate shall bind him down to 

wretchedness and shame. The world is your kaleidoscope, and the varying 

combinations of colours, which at every succeeding moment it presents to you 

are the exquisitely adjusted pictures of your ever-moving thoughts. 

 

"So You will be what you will to be; 

Let failure find its false content 

In that poor word, ’environment,’ 

But spirit scorns it, and is free. 

 

"It masters time, it conquers space; 

It cowes that boastful trickster, Chance, 

And bids the tyrant Circumstance 

Uncrown, and fill a servant’s place. 

 

"The human Will, that force unseen, 

The offspring of a deathless Soul, 

Can hew a way to any goal, 
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Though walls of granite intervene. 

 

"Be not impatient in delays 

But wait as one who understands; 

When spirit rises and commands 

The gods are ready to obey." 

 

THE EFFECT OF THOUGHT ON HEALTH AND THE BODY 

THE body is the servant of the mind. It obeys the operations of the mind, 

whether they be deliberately chosen or automatically expressed. At the bidding 

of unlawful thoughts the body sinks rapidly into disease and decay; at the 

command of glad and beautiful thoughts it becomes clothed with youthfulness 

and beauty. 

Disease and health, like circumstances, are rooted in thought. Sickly thoughts 

will express themselves through a sickly body. Thoughts of fear have been 

known to kill a man as speedily as a bullet, and they are continually killing 

thousands of people just as surely though less rapidly. The people who live in 

fear of disease are the people who get it. Anxiety quickly demoralizes the whole 

body, and lays it open to the, entrance of disease; while impure thoughts, even 

if not physically indulged, will soon shatter the nervous system. 

Strong, pure, and happy thoughts build up the body in vigour and grace. The 

body is a delicate and plastic instrument, which responds readily to the thoughts 

by which it is impressed, and habits of thought will produce their own effects, 

good or bad, upon it. 

Men will continue to have impure and poisoned blood, so long as they propagate 

unclean thoughts. Out of a clean heart comes a clean life and a clean body. Out 

of a defiled mind proceeds a defiled life and a corrupt body. Thought is the fount 

of action, life, and manifestation; make the fountain pure, and all will be pure. 

Change of diet will not help a man who will not change his thoughts. When a 

man makes his thoughts pure, he no longer desires impure food. 
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Clean thoughts make clean habits. The so-called saint who does not wash his 

body is not a saint. He who has strengthened and purified his thoughts does not 

need to consider the malevolent microbe. 

If you would protect your body, guard your mind. If you would renew your body, 

beautify your mind. Thoughts of malice, envy, disappointment, despondency, 

rob the body of its health and grace. A sour face does not come by chance; it is 

made by sour thoughts. Wrinkles that mar are drawn by folly, passion, and pride. 

I know a woman of ninety-six who has the bright, innocent face of a girl. I know 

a man well under middle age whose face is drawn into inharmonious contours. 

The one is the result of a sweet and sunny disposition; the other is the outcome 

of passion and discontent. 

As you cannot have a sweet and wholesome abode unless you admit the air and 

sunshine freely into your rooms, so a strong body and a bright, happy, or serene 

countenance can only result from the free admittance into the mind of thoughts 

of joy and goodwill and serenity. 

On the faces of the aged there are wrinkles made by sympathy, others by strong 

and pure thought, and others are carved by passion: who cannot distinguish 

them? With those who have lived righteously, age is calm, peaceful, and softly 

mellowed, like the setting sun. I have recently seen a philosopher on his 

deathbed. He was not old except in years. He died as sweetly and peacefully as 

he had lived. 

There is no physician like cheerful thought for dissipating the ills of the body; 

there is no comforter to compare with goodwill for dispersing the shadows of 

grief and sorrow. To live continually in thoughts of ill will, cynicism, suspicion, 

and envy, is to be confined in a self made prison-hole. But to think well of all, to 

be cheerful with all, to patiently learn to find the good in all—such unselfish 

thoughts are the very portals of heaven; and to dwell day by day in thoughts of 

peace toward every creature will bring abounding peace to their possessor. 
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THOUGHT AND PURPOSE 

UNTIL thought is linked with purpose there is no intelligent accomplishment. 

With the majority the bark of thought is allowed to "drift" upon the ocean of 

life. Aimlessness is a vice, and such drifting must not continue for him who would 

steer clear of catastrophe and destruction. 

They who have no central purpose in their life fall an easy prey to petty worries, 

fears, troubles, and self-pityings, all of which are indications of weakness, which 

lead, just as surely as deliberately planned sins (though by a different route), to 

failure, unhappiness, and loss, for weakness cannot persist in a power evolving 

universe. 

A man should conceive of a legitimate purpose in his heart, and set out to 

accomplish it. He should make this purpose the centralizing point of his 

thoughts. It may take the form of a spiritual ideal, or it may be a worldly object, 

according to his nature at the time being; but whichever it is, he should steadily 

focus his thought-forces upon the object, which he has set before him. He 

should make this purpose his supreme duty, and should devote himself to its 

attainment, not allowing his thoughts to wander away into ephemeral fancies, 

longings, and imaginings. This is the royal road to self-control and true 

concentration of thought. Even if he fails again and again to accomplish his 

purpose (as he necessarily must until weakness is overcome), the strength of 

character gained will be the measure of his true success, and this will form a new 

starting-point for future power and triumph. 

Those who are not prepared for the apprehension of a great purpose should fix 

the thoughts upon the faultless performance of their duty, no matter how 

insignificant their task may appear. Only in this way can the thoughts be 

gathered and focussed, and resolution and energy be developed, which being 

done, there is nothing which may not be accomplished. 

The weakest soul, knowing its own weakness, and believing this truth ’that 

strength can only be developed by effort and practice, will, thus believing, at 

once begin to exert itself, and, adding effort to effort, patience to patience, and 

strength to strength, will never cease to develop, and will at last grow divinely 

strong. 
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As the physically weak man can make himself strong by careful and patient 

training, so the man of weak thoughts can make them strong by exercising 

himself in right thinking. 

To put away aimlessness and weakness, and to begin to think with purpose, is 

to enter the ranks of those strong ones who only recognize failure as one of the 

pathways to attainment; who make all conditions serve them, and who think 

strongly, attempt fearlessly, and accomplish masterfully. 

Having conceived of his purpose, a man should mentally mark out a straight 

pathway to its achievement, looking neither to the right nor the left. Doubts and 

fears should be rigorously excluded; they are disintegrating elements, which 

break up the straight line of effort, rendering it crooked, ineffectual, useless. 

Thoughts of doubt and fear never accomplished anything, and never can. They 

always lead to failure. Purpose, energy, power to do, and all strong thoughts 

cease when doubt and fear creep in. 

The will to do springs from the knowledge that we can do. Doubt and fear are 

the great enemies of knowledge, and he who encourages them, who does not 

slay them. thwarts himself at every step. 

He who has conquered doubt and fear has conquered failure. His every, thought 

is allied with power, and all difficulties are bravely met and wisely overcome. His 

purposes are seasonably planted, and they bloom and bring forth fruit, which 

does not fall prematurely to the ground. 

Thought allied fearlessly to purpose becomes creative force: he who knows this 

is ready to become something higher and stronger than a mere bundle of 

wavering thoughts and fluctuating sensations; he who does this has become the 

conscious and intelligent wielder of his mental powers. 

THE THOUGHT FACTOR IN ACHIEVEMENT 

ALL that a man achieves and all that he fails to achieve is the direct result of his 

own thoughts. In a justly ordered universe, where loss of equipoise would mean 

total destruction, individual responsibility must be absolute. A man’s weakness 

and strength, purity and impurity, are his own, and not another man’s; they are 

brought about by himself, and not by another; and they can only be altered by 

himself, never by another. His condition is also his own, and not another man’s. 

His suffering and his happiness are evolved from within. As he thinks, so he is; 

as he continues to think, so he remains. 
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A strong man cannot help a weaker unless that weaker is willing to be helped, 

and even then the weak man must become strong of himself; he must, by his 

own efforts, develop the strength which he admires in another. None but 

himself can alter his condition. 

It has been usual for men to think and to say, "Many men are slaves because 

one is an oppressor; let us hate the oppressor." Now, however, there is amongst 

an increasing few a tendency to reverse this judgment, and to say, "One man is 

an oppressor because many are slaves; let us despise the slaves." 

The truth is that oppressor and slave are co-operators in ignorance, and, while 

seeming to afflict each other, are in reality afflicting themselves. A perfect 

Knowledge perceives the action of law in the weakness of the oppressed and 

the misapplied power of the oppressor; a perfect Love, seeing the suffering, 

which both states entail, condemns neither; a perfect Compassion embraces 

both oppressor and oppressed. 

He who has conquered weakness, and has put away all selfish thoughts, belongs 

neither to oppressor nor oppressed. He is free. 

A man can only rise, conquer, and achieve by lifting up his thoughts. He can only 

remain weak, and abject, and miserable by refusing to lift up his thoughts. 

Before a man can achieve anything, even in worldly things, he must lift his 

thoughts above slavish animal indulgence. He may not, in order to succeed, give 

up all animality and selfishness, by any means; but a portion of it must, at least, 

be sacrificed. A man whose first thought is bestial indulgence could neither think 

clearly nor plan methodically; he could not find and develop his latent resources, 

and would fail in any undertaking. Not having commenced to manfully control 

his thoughts, he is not in a position to control affairs and to adopt serious 

responsibilities. He is not fit to act independently and stand alone. But he is 

limited only by the thoughts, which he chooses. 

There can be no progress, no achievement without sacrifice, and a man’s worldly 

success will be in the measure that he sacrifices his confused animal thoughts, 

and fixes his mind on the development of his plans, and the strengthening of his 

resolution and self-reliance. And the higher he lifts his thoughts, the more 

manly, upright, and righteous he becomes, the greater will be his success, the 

more blessed and enduring will be his achievements. 
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The universe does not favour the greedy, the dishonest, the vicious, although on 

the mere surface it may sometimes appear to do so; it helps the honest, the 

magnanimous, the virtuous. All the great Teachers of the ages have declared this 

in varying forms, and to prove and know it a man has but to persist in making 

himself more and more virtuous by lifting up his thoughts. 

Intellectual achievements are the result of thought consecrated to the search 

for knowledge, or for the beautiful and true in life and nature. Such 

achievements may be sometimes connected with vanity and ambition, but they 

are not the outcome of those characteristics; they are the natural outgrowth of 

long and arduous effort, and of pure and unselfish thoughts. 

Spiritual achievements are the consummation of holy aspirations. He who lives 

constantly in the conception of noble and lofty thoughts, who dwells upon all 

that is pure and unselfish, will, as surely as the sun reaches its zenith and the 

moon its full, become wise and noble in character, and rise into a position of 

influence and blessedness. 

Achievement, of whatever kind, is the crown of effort, the diadem of thought. 

By the aid of self-control, resolution, purity, righteousness, and well-directed 

thought a man ascends; by the aid of animality, indolence, impurity, corruption, 

and confusion of thought a man descends. 

A man may rise to high success in the world, and even to lofty altitudes in the 

spiritual realm, and again descend into weakness and wretchedness by allowing 

arrogant, selfish, and corrupt thoughts to take possession of him. 

Victories attained by right thought can only be maintained by watchfulness. 

Many give way when success is assured, and rapidly fall back into failure. 

All achievements, whether in the business, intellectual, or spiritual world, are 

the result of definitely directed thought, are governed by the same law and are 

of the same method; the only difference lies in the object of attainment. 

He who would accomplish little must sacrifice little; he who would achieve much 

must sacrifice much; he who would attain highly must sacrifice greatly. 

VISION AND IDEALS 

THE dreamers are the saviours of the world. As the visible world is sustained by 

the invisible, so men, through all their trials and sins and sordid vocations, are 

nourished by the beautiful visions of their solitary dreamers. Humanity cannot 
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forget its dreamers; it cannot let their ideals fade and die; it lives in them; it 

knows them as they realities which it shall one day see and know. 

Composer, sculptor, painter, poet, prophet, sage, these are the makers of the 

after-world, the architects of heaven. The world is beautiful because they have 

lived; without them, labouring humanity would perish. 

He who cherishes a beautiful vision, a lofty ideal in his heart, will one day realize 

it. Columbus cherished a vision of another world, and he discovered it; 

Copernicus fostered the vision of a multiplicity of worlds and a wider universe, 

and he revealed it; Buddha beheld the vision of a spiritual world of stainless 

beauty and perfect peace, and he entered into it. 

Cherish your visions; cherish your ideals; cherish the music that stirs in your 

heart, the beauty that forms in your mind, the loveliness that drapes your purest 

thoughts, for out of them will grow all delightful conditions, all, heavenly 

environment; of these, if you but remain true to them, your world will at last be 

built. 

To desire is to obtain; to aspire is to, achieve. Shall man’s basest desires receive 

the fullest measure of gratification, and his purest aspirations starve for lack of 

sustenance? Such is not the Law: such a condition of things can never obtain: 

"ask and receive." 

Dream lofty dreams, and as you dream, so shall you become. Your Vision is the 

promise of what you shall one day be; your Ideal is the prophecy of what you 

shall at last unveil. 

The greatest achievement was at first and for a time a dream. The oak sleeps in 

the acorn; the bird waits in the egg; and in the highest vision of the soul a waking 

angel stirs. Dreams are the seedlings of realities. 

Your circumstances may be uncongenial, but they shall not long remain so if you 

but perceive an Ideal and strive to reach it. You cannot travel within and stand 

still without. Here is a youth hard pressed by poverty and labour; confined long 

hours in an unhealthy workshop; unschooled, and lacking all the arts of 

refinement. But he dreams of better things; he thinks of intelligence, of 

refinement, of grace and beauty. He conceives of, mentally builds up, an ideal 

condition of life; the vision of a wider liberty and a larger scope takes possession 

of him; unrest urges him to action, and he utilizes all his spare time and means, 

small though they are, to the development of his latent powers and resources. 
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Very soon so altered has his mind become that the workshop can no longer hold 

him. It has become so out of harmony with his mentality that it falls out of his 

life as a garment is cast aside, and, with the growth of opportunities, which fit 

the scope of his expanding powers, he passes out of it forever. Years later we 

see this youth as a full-grown man. We find him a master of certain forces of the 

mind, which he wields with worldwide influence and almost unequalled power. 

In his hands he holds the cords of gigantic responsibilities; he speaks, and lo, 

lives are changed; men and women hang upon his words and remould their 

characters, and, sunlike, he becomes the fixed and luminous centre round which 

innumerable destinies revolve. He has realized the Vision of his youth. He has 

become one with his Ideal. 

And you, too, youthful reader, will realize the Vision (not the idle wish) of your 

heart, be it base or beautiful, or a mixture of both, for you will always gravitate 

toward that which you, secretly, most love. Into your hands will be placed the 

exact results of your own thoughts; you will receive that which you earn; no 

more, no less. Whatever your present environment may be, you will fall, remain, 

or rise with your thoughts, your Vision, your Ideal. You will become as small as 

your controlling desire; as great as your dominant aspiration: in the beautiful 

words of Stanton Kirkham Davis, "You may be keeping accounts, and presently 

you shall walk out of the door that for so long has seemed to you the barrier of 

your ideals, and shall find yourself before an audience—the pen still behind your 

ear, the ink stains on your fingers and then and there shall pour out the torrent 

of your inspiration. You may be driving sheep, and you shall wander to the city-

bucolic and open-mouthed; shall wander under the intrepid guidance of the 

spirit into the studio of the master, and after a time he shall say, ’I have nothing 

more to teach you.’ And now you have become the master, who did so recently 

dream of great things while driving sheep. You shall lay down the saw and the 

plane to take upon yourself the regeneration of the world." 

The thoughtless, the ignorant, and the indolent, seeing only the apparent effects 

of things and not the things themselves, talk of luck, of fortune, and chance. 

Seeing a man grow rich, they say, "How lucky he is!" Observing another become 

intellectual, they exclaim, "How highly favoured he is!" And noting the saintly 

character and wide influence of another, they remark, "How chance aids him at 

every turn!" They do not see the trials and failures and struggles which these 

men have voluntarily encountered in order to gain their experience; have no 

knowledge of the sacrifices they have made, of the undaunted efforts they have 

put forth, of the faith they have exercised, that they might overcome the 
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apparently insurmountable, and realize the Vision of their heart. They do not 

know the darkness and the heartaches; they only see the light and joy, and call 

it "luck". They do not see the long and arduous journey, but only behold the 

pleasant goal, and call it "good fortune," do not understand the process, but 

only perceive the result, and call it chance. 

In all human affairs there are efforts, and there are results, and the strength of 

the effort is the measure of the result. Chance is not. Gifts, powers, material, 

intellectual, and spiritual possessions are the fruits of effort; they are thoughts 

completed, objects accomplished, visions realized. 

The Vision that you glorify in your mind, the Ideal that you enthrone in your 

heart—this you will build your life by, this you will become. 

SERENITY 

CALMNESS of mind is one of the beautiful jewels of wisdom. It is the result of 

long and patient effort in self-control. Its presence is an indication of ripened 

experience, and of a more than ordinary knowledge of the laws and operations 

of thought. 

A man becomes calm in the measure that he understands himself as a thought 

evolved being, for such knowledge necessitates the understanding of others as 

the result of thought, and as he develops a right understanding, and sees more 

and more clearly the internal relations of things by the action of cause and effect 

he ceases to fuss and fume and worry and grieve, and remains poised, steadfast, 

serene. 

The calm man, having learned how to govern himself, knows how to adapt 

himself to others; and they, in turn, reverence his spiritual strength, and feel 

that they can learn of him and rely upon him. The more tranquil a man becomes, 

the greater is his success, his influence, his power for good. Even the ordinary 

trader will find his business prosperity increase as he develops a greater self-

control and equanimity, for people will always prefer to deal with a man whose 

demeanour is strongly equable. 

The strong, calm man is always loved and revered. He is like a shade-giving tree 

in a thirsty land, or a sheltering rock in a storm. "Who does not love a tranquil 

heart, a sweet-tempered, balanced life? It does not matter whether it rains or 

shines, or what changes come to those possessing these blessings, for they are 

always sweet, serene, and calm. That exquisite poise of character, which we call 
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serenity is the last lesson of culture, the fruitage of the soul. It is precious as 

wisdom, more to be desired than gold—yea, than even fine gold. How 

insignificant mere money seeking looks in comparison with a serene life—a life 

that dwells in the ocean of Truth, beneath the waves, beyond the reach of 

tempests, in the Eternal Calm! 

"How many people we know who sour their lives, who ruin all that is sweet and 

beautiful by explosive tempers, who destroy their poise of character, and make 

bad blood! It is a question whether the great majority of people do not ruin their 

lives and mar their happiness by lack of self-control. How few people we meet 

in life who are well balanced, who have that exquisite poise which is 

characteristic of the finished character! 

Yes, humanity surges with uncontrolled passion, is tumultuous with ungoverned 

grief, is blown about by anxiety and doubt only the wise man, only he whose 

thoughts are controlled and purified, makes the winds and the storms of the 

soul obey him. 

Tempest-tossed souls, wherever ye may be, under whatsoever conditions ye 

may live, know this: In the ocean of life the isles of Blessedness are smiling, and 

the sunny shore of your ideal awaits your coming. Keep your hand firmly upon 

the helm of thought. In the bark of your soul reclines the commanding Master; 

He does but sleep: wake Him. Self-control is strength; Right Thought is mastery; 

Calmness is power. Say unto your heart, "Peace, be still!" 

THE END 
 
LESSONS FROM AS A MAN THINKETH BY Andy T. Hansen  
 

LESSON 1: What you do is the result of what you think. 

The very first argument Allen lays out is that man is the sum of his thoughts. Just 

like tiny seeds turn into big plants, a single thought often turns into a major 

decision, which makes your thoughts the roots of your actions. 

Over time, these actions shape into patterns, which will eventually make up our 

character. This is why most pessimistic people tend to give up more easily on 

the things they care about, because your attitude and your actions are directly 

linked to one another. If you don’t start out with confidence and expect very 

little of yourself, that’s exactly what you’ll deliver. 
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But if your thoughts shape your actions, then by changing your thoughts, you 

can change your actions and subsequently, your character too! 

The time to start weeding out bad thoughts is right now... Today is the day to 

stop accepting negative thoughts as normal and fight back. Take control of your 

mind and you’ll take control of your life. 

LESSON 2: You shape the world just as much as it shapes you. 

The reason your thoughts and actions are so deeply connected is because they 

live in a constant cause-and-effect relationship with the outside world. 

What does that mean? You might see your life as mostly determined by external 

factors. The weather, the economy, politics, your co-workers, your boss, 

whether you have good luck or bad luck, your life depends on so many things 

you can’t influence. But it’s not as black and white as that. Playing the victim is 

easy right. You can just push off responsibility and blame the world for 

everything. 

In reality, your thoughts, your actions, your character, they all take at least as 

much influence on the world, as the world does on you. The thoughts and 

attitudes you have are what lead you into the situations of your life, some of 

which you then end up assigning to good or bad luck, when it’s really yourself 

that got you there. 

Therefore, you can’t describe a person’s character just by looking at the 

environment he/she lives in, or predict the circumstances he’ll/she’ll end up in, 

because of the way he/she is. There are many admirable and probably genuinely 

good people in jail, while some greedy bastards live happily off other peoples’ 

misery. 

Lesson 3: Be careful what you think, it might make you age faster. 

A crucial aspect almost no one looks at when examining thoughts is your health. 

When we talk about the power of positive thinking, we usually speak of 

affirmations, goals, priorities, etc, etc. But not about health. 

Yet, what you think massively impacts your heart rate, sleep, chronic pains like 

migraines and your skin. Yes, you can think yourself to wrinkly skin. 

Do you know that saying “be careful what you wish for?” This book extends it to 

“be careful what you think about.” On the other hand, thinking very positively 
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and dwelling on energising thoughts can keep you young. So take every chance 

you get to weed out negative thoughts. 

Pretend your mind is a garden, and everything that doesn’t help it grow has to 

go. You’ll thank yourself for years to come. 
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INTRODUCTION TO THE GO GETTER 

I first read this book in 1990, after learning that it is one of a number of books 

that Charlie Jones had as required reading for anyone he mentored. Having read 

it many times over the years I can see why Charlie promoted this book. It’s a 

quick read with some great principals that you can use today. 

The Go-Getter is a story about a man named Mr. William (Bill) Peck, a former 

soldier, who is put through a test of obtaining a “blue vase” by his new employer. 

The author, Peter B. Kyne, tells the story of how Cappy Ricks, the retired owner 

of Ricks Logging and Lumber Company, encourages the new President of the 

company, Mr. Skinner, to hire Bill Peck after discovering that Mr. Peck is a go-

getter. 

Against his will Mr. Skinner agrees to hire Mr. Peck, all-the-while believing that 

Mr. Peck will not be able to carry the load of the job. In the beginning of the 

story Mr. Peck proves Mr. Skinner wrong and gives Cappy Ricks and Mr. Skinner 

reason to believe that he may be worth a promotion. 

To verify that their instincts are correct about promoting Mr. Peck, Cappy Ricks 

decides to put him through the test of the “blue vase”, the ultimate test of the 

go-getter. The remainder of the book outlines everything that Mr. Peck, who is 

partially disabled from war, goes through to get the “blue vase” as requested by 

his employer. 

Whilst reading the book I find myself constantly asking myself if I would have 

approached the situations in the book the same way that Mr. Peck does. And to 

be honest, I can say I have doubts if I would... Of course I’d like to think I would 

but who knows. This book is a great reminder of what being a go-getter is really 

all about. It will challenge you to step up your game and give more effort than 

you ever have before and that’s gotta be good right? 
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THE GO GETTER 

Mr. Alden P. Ricks, known in Pacific Coast wholesale lumber and shipping circles 
as Cappy Ricks, had more troubles than a hen with ducklings. He 
remarked as much to Mr. Skinner, president and general manager of the 
Ricks Logging & Lumbering Company, the corporate entity which 
represented Cappy's vast lumber interests; and he fairly barked the 
information at Captain Matt Peasley, his son-in-law and also president 
and manager of the Blue Star Navigation Company, another corporate 
entity which represented the Ricks interest in the American mercantile 
marine. 
 
Mr. Skinner received this information in silence. He was not related to 
Cappy Ricks. But Matt Peasley sat down, crossed his legs and matched 
glares with his mercurial father-in-law. 
 
"_You_ have troubles!" he jeered, with emphasis on the pronoun. "Have 
you got a misery in your back, or is Herbert Hoover the wrong man for 
Secretary of Commerce?" 
 
"Stow your sarcasm, young feller," Cappy shrilled. "You know dad-blamed 
well it isn't a question of health or politics. It's the fact that in my 
old age I find myself totally surrounded by the choicest aggregation of 
mental duds since Ajax defied the lightning." 
 
"Meaning whom?" 
 
"You and Skinner." 
 
"Why, what have we done?" 
 
"You argued me into taking on the management of twenty-five of those 
infernal Shipping Board freighters, and no sooner do we have them 
allocated to us than a near panic hits the country, freight rates go to 
glory, marine engineers go on strike and every infernal young whelp we 
send out to take charge of one of our offices in the Orient promptly 
gets the swelled head and thinks he's divinely ordained to drink up all 
the synthetic Scotch whiskey manufactured in Japan for the benefit of 
thirsty Americans. In my old age you two have forced us into the 
position of having to fire folks by cable. Why? Because we're breaking 
into a game that can't be played on the home grounds. A lot of our 
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business is so far away we can't control it." 
 
Matt Peasley leveled an accusing finger at Cappy Ricks. "We never argued 
you into taking over the management of those Shipping Board boats. We 
argued me into it. I'm the goat. You have nothing to do with it. You 
retired ten years ago. All the troubles in the marine end of this shop 
belong on my capable shoulders, old settler." 
 
"Theoretically--yes. Actually--no. I hope you do not expect me to 
abandon mental as well as physical effort. Great Wampus Cats! Am I to be 
denied a sentimental interest in matters where I have a controlling 
financial interest? I admit you two boys are running my affairs and 
ordinarily you run them rather well, but--but--ahem! Harumph-h-h! What's 
the matter with you, Matt? And you, also, Skinner? If Matt makes a 
mistake, it's your job to remind him of it before the results manifest 
themselves, is it not? And vice versa. Have you two boobs lost your 
ability to judge men or did you ever have such ability?" 
 
"You're referring to Henderson, of the Shanghai office, I dare say," Mr. 
Skinner cut in. 
 
"I am, Skinner. And I'm here to remind you that if we'd stuck to our own 
game, which is coast-wise shipping, and had left the trans-Pacific field 
with its general cargoes to others, we wouldn't have any Shanghai office 
at this moment and we would not be pestered by the Hendersons of this 
world." 
 
"He's the best lumber salesman we've ever had," Mr. Skinner defended. "I 
had every hope that he would send us orders for many a cargo for Asiatic 
delivery." 
 
"And he had gone through every job in this office, from office boy to 
sales manager in the lumber department and from freight clerk to 
passenger agent in the navigation company," Matt Peasley supplemented. 
 
"I admit all of that. But did you consult me when you decided to send 
him out to China on his own?" 
 
"Of course not. I'm boss of the Blue Star Navigation Company, am I not? 
The man was in charge of the Shanghai office before you ever opened your 
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mouth to discharge your cargo of free advice." 
 
"I told you then that Henderson wouldn't make good, didn't I?" 
 
"You did." 
 
"And now I have an opportunity to tell you the little tale you didn't 
give me an opportunity to tell you before you sent him out. Henderson 
_was_ a good man--a crackerjack man--when he had a better man over him. 
But--I've been twenty years reducing a tendency on the part of that 
fellow's head to bust his hat-band. And now he's gone south with a 
hundred and thirty thousand taels of our Shanghai bank account." 
 
"Permit me to remind you, Mr. Ricks," Mr. Skinner cut in coldly, "that 
he was bonded to the extent of a quarter of a million dollars." 
 
"Not a peep out of you, Skinner. Not a peep. Permit me to remind _you_ 
that I'm the little genius who placed that insurance unknown to you and 
Matt. And I recall now that I was reminded by you, Matthew, my son, that 
I had retired ten years ago and please, would I quit interfering in the 
internal administration of your office." 
 
"Well, I must admit your far-sightedness in that instance will keep the 
Shanghai office out of the red ink this year," Matt Peasley replied. 
"However, we face this situation, Cappy. Henderson has drunk and gambled 
and signed chits in excess of his salary. He hasn't attended to business 
and he's capped his inefficiency by absconding with our bank account. We 
couldn't foresee that. When we send a man out to the Orient to be our 
manager there, we have to trust him all the way or not at all. So there 
is no use weeping over spilled milk, Cappy. Our job is to select a 
successor to Henderson and send him out to Shanghai on the next boat." 
 
"Oh, very well, Matt," Cappy replied magnanimously, "I'll not rub it 
into you. I suppose I'm far from generous, bawling you out like this. 
Perhaps, when you're my age and have a lot of mental and moral cripples 
nip you and draw blood as often as they've drawn it on me you'll be a 
better judge than I of men worthy of the weight of responsibility. 
Skinner, have you got a candidate for this job?" 
 
"I regret to say, sir, I have not. All of the men in my department are 
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quite young--too young for the responsibility." 
 
"What do you mean--young?" Cappy blazed. 
 
"Well, the only man I would consider for the job is Andrews and he is 
too young--about thirty, I should say." 
 
"About thirty, eh? Strikes me you were about twenty-eight when I threw 
ten thousand a year at you in actual cash, and a couple of million 
dollars' worth of responsibility." 
 
"Yes sir, but then Andrews has never been tested----" 
 
"Skinner," Cappy interrupted in his most awful voice, "it's a constant 
source of amazement to me why I refrain from firing you. You say Andrews 
has never been tested. Why hasn't he been tested? Why are we maintaining 
untested material in this shop, anyhow? Eh? Answer me that. Tut, tut, 
tut! Not a peep out of you, sir. If you had done your Christian duty, 
you would have taken a year's vacation when lumber was selling itself in 
1919 and 1920, and you would have left Andrews sitting in at your desk 
to see the sort of stuff he's made of." 
 
"It's a mighty lucky thing I didn't go away for a year," Skinner 
protested respectfully, "because the market broke--like that--and if you 
don't think we have to hustle to sell sufficient lumber to keep our own 
ships busy freighting it--" 
 
"Skinner, how dare you contradict me? How old was Matt Peasley when I 
turned over the Blue Star Navigation Company to him, lock, stock and 
barrel? Why, he wasn't twenty-six years old. Skinner, you're a dodo! The 
killjoys like you who have straddled the neck of industry and throttled 
it with absurd theories that a man's back must be bent like an ox-bow 
and his locks snowy white before he can be entrusted with responsibility 
and a living wage, have caused all of our wars and strikes. This is a 
young man's world, Skinner, and don't you ever forget it. The go-getters 
of this world are under thirty years of age. Matt," he concluded, 
turning to his son-in-law, "what do you think of Andrews for that 
Shanghai job?" 
 
"I think he'll do." 
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"Why do you think he'll do?" 
 
"Because he ought to do. He's been with us long enough to have acquired 
sufficient experience to enable him--" 
 
"Has he acquired the courage to tackle the job, Matt?" Cappy 
interrupted. "That's more important than this doggoned experience you 
and Skinner prate so much about." 
 
"I know nothing of his courage. I assume that he has force and 
initiative. I know he has a pleasing personality." 
 
"Well, before we send him out we ought to know whether or no he has 
force and initiative." 
 
"Then," quoth Matt Peasley, rising, "I wash my hands of the job of 
selecting Henderson's successor. You've butted in, so I suggest you name 
the lucky man." 
 
"Yes, indeed," Skinner agreed. "I'm sure it's quite beyond my poor 
abilities to uncover Andrews' force and initiative on such notice. He 
does possess sufficient force and initiative for his present job, but--" 
 
"But will he possess force and initiative when he has to make a quick 
decision six thousand miles from expert advice, and stand or fall by 
that decision? That's what we want to know, Skinner." 
 
"I suggest, sir," Mr. Skinner replied with chill politeness, "that you 
conduct the examination." 
 
"I accept the nomination, Skinner. By the Holy Pink-toed Prophet! The 
next man we send out to that Shanghai office is going to be a go-getter. 
We've had three managers go rotten on us and that's three too many." 
 
And without further ado, Cappy swung his aged legs up on to his desk and 
slid down in his swivel chair until he rested on his spine. His head 
sank on his breast and he closed his eyes. 
 
"He's framing the examination for Andrews," Matt Peasley whispered, as 
he and Skinner made their exits. 
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The President emeritus of the Ricks' interests was not destined to 
uninterrupted cogitation, however. Within ten minutes his private 
exchange operator called him to the telephone. 
 
"What is it?" Cappy yelled into the transmitter. 
 
"There is a young man in the general office. His name is Mr. William E. 
Peck and he desires to see you personally." 
 
Cappy sighed. "Very well," he replied. "Have him shown in." 
 
Almost immediately the office boy ushered Mr. Peck into Cappy's 
presence. The moment he was fairly inside the door the visitor halted, 
came easily and naturally to "attention" and bowed respectfully, while 
the cool glance of his keen blue eyes held steadily the autocrat of the 
Blue Star Navigation Company. 
 
"Mr. Ricks, Peck is my name, sir--William E. Peck. Thank you, sir, for 
acceding to my request for an interview." 
 
"Ahem! Hum-m-m!" Cappy looked belligerent. "Sit down, Mr. Peck." 
 
Mr. Peck sat down, but as he crossed to the chair beside Cappy's desk, 
the old gentleman noticed that his visitor walked with a slight limp, 
and that his left forearm had been amputated half way to the elbow. To 
the observant Cappy, the American Legion button in Mr. Peck's lapel told 
the story. 
 
"Well, Mr. Peck," he queried gently, "what can I do for you?" 
 
"I've called for my job," the veteran replied briefly. 
 
"By the Holy Pink-toed Prophet!" Cappy ejaculated, "you say that like a 
man who doesn't expect to be refused." 
 
"Quite right, sir. I do not anticipate a refusal." 
 
"Why?" 
 
Mr. William E. Peck's engaging but somewhat plain features rippled into 



64 
 

the most compelling smile Cappy Ricks had ever seen. "I am a salesman, 
Mr. Ricks," he replied. "I know that statement to be true because I have 
demonstrated, over a period of five years, that I can sell my share of 
anything that has a hockable value. I have always found, however, that 
before proceeding to sell goods I had to sell the manufacturer of those 
goods something, to-wit--myself! I am about to sell myself to you." 
 
"Son," said Cappy smilingly, "you win. You've sold me already. When did 
they sell you a membership in the military forces of the United States 
of America?" 
 
"On the morning of April 7th, 1917, sir." 
 
"That clinches our sale. I soldiered with the Knights of Columbus at 
Camp Keamy myself, but when they refused to let me go abroad with my 
division my heart was broken, so I went over the hill." 
 
That little touch of the language of the line appeared to warm Mr. 
Peck's heart considerably, establishing at once a free masonry between 
them. 
 
"I was with the Portland Lumber Company, selling lumber in the Middle 
West before the war," he explained. "Uncle Sam gave me my sheepskin at 
Letter-man General Hospital last week, with half disability on my ten 
thousand dollars' worth of government insurance. Whittling my wing was a 
mere trifle, but my broken leg was a long time mending, and now it's 
shorter than it really ought to be. And I developed pneumonia with 
influenza and they found some T.B. indications after that. I've been at 
the government tuberculosis hospital at Fort Bayard, New Mexico, for a 
year. However, what's left of me is certified to be sound. I've got five 
inches chest expansion and I feel fine." 
 
"Not at all blue or discouraged?" Cappy hazarded. 
 
"Oh, I got off easy, Mr. Ricks. I have my head left--and my right arm. I 
can think and I can write, and even if one of my wheels is flat, I can 
hike longer and faster after an order than most. Got a job for me, Mr. 
Ricks?" 
 
"No, I haven't, Mr. Peck. I'm out of it, you know. Retired ten years 
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ago. This office is merely a headquarters for social frivolity--a place 
to get my mail and mill over the gossip of the street. Our Mr. Skinner 
is the chap you should see." 
 
"I have seen Mr. Skinner, sir," the erstwhile warrior replied, "but he 
wasn't very sympathetic. I think he jumped to the conclusion that I was 
attempting to trade him my empty sleeve. He informed me that there 
wasn't sufficient business to keep his present staff of salesmen busy, 
so then I told him I'd take anything, from stenographer up. I'm the 
champion one-handed typist of the United States Army. I can tally lumber 
and bill it. I can keep books and answer the telephone." 
 
"No encouragement, eh?" 
 
"No, sir." 
 
"Well, now, son," Cappy informed his cheerful visitor confidentially, 
"you take my tip and see my son-in-law, Captain Peasley. He's high, low 
and jack-in-the-game in the shipping end of our business." 
 
"I have also interviewed Captain Peasley. He was very kind. He said he 
felt that he owed me a job, but business is so bad he couldn't make a 
place for me. He told me he is now carrying a dozen ex-service men 
merely because he hasn't the heart to let them go. I believe him." 
 
"Well, my dear boy--my dear young friend! Why do you come to me?" 
 
"Because," Mr. Peck replied smilingly, "I want you to go over their 
heads and give me a job. I don't care a hoot what it is, provided I can 
do it. If I can do it, I'll do it better than it was ever done before, 
and if I can't do that I'll quit to save you the embarrassment of firing 
me. I'm not an object of charity, but I'm scarcely the man I used to be 
and I'm four years behind the procession and have to catch up. I have 
the best of references--" 
 
"I see you have," Cappy cut in blandly, and pressed the push-button on 
his desk. Mr. Skinner entered. He glanced disapprovingly at William E. 
Peck and then turned inquiring eyes toward Cappy Ricks. 
 
"Skinner, dear boy," Cappy purred amiably, "I've been thinking over the 
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proposition to send Andrews out to the Shanghai office, and I've come to 
this conclusion. We'll have to take a chance. At the present time that 
office is in charge of a stenographer, and we've got to get a manager on 
the job without further loss of time. So I'll tell you what we'll do. 
We'll send Andrews out on the next boat, but inform him that his 
position is temporary. Then if he doesn't make good out there we can 
take him back into this office, where he is a most valuable man. 
Meanwhile--ahem! hum-m-m! Harumph!--meanwhile, you'd oblige me greatly, 
Skinner, my dear boy, if you would consent to take this young man into 
your office and give him a good work-out to see the stuff he's made of. 
As a favor to me, Skinner, my dear boy, as a favor to me." 
 
Mr. Skinner, in the language of the sporting world, was down for the 
count--and knew it. Young Mr. Peck knew it too, and smiled graciously 
upon the general manager, for young Mr. Peck had been in the army, where 
one of the first great lessons to be assimilated is this: that the 
commanding general's request is always tantamount to an order. 
 
"Very well, sir," Mr. Skinner replied coldly. "Have you arranged the 
compensation to be given Mr. Peck?" 
 
Cappy threw up a deprecating hand. "That detail is entirely up to you, 
Skinner. Far be it from me to interfere in the internal administration 
of your department. Naturally you will pay Mr. Peck what he is worth and 
not a cent more." He turned to the triumphant Peck. "Now, you listen to 
me, young feller. If you think you're slipping gracefully into a good 
thing, disabuse your mind of that impression right now. You'll step 
right up to the plate, my son, and you'll hit the ball fairly on the 
nose, and you'll do it early and often. The first time you tip a foul, 
you'll be warned. The second time you do it you'll get a month's lay-off 
to think it over, and the third time you'll be out--for keeps. Do I make 
myself clear?" 
 
"You do, sir," Mr. Peck declared happily. "All I ask is fighting room 
and I'll hack my way into Mr. Skinner's heart. Thank you, Mr. Skinner, 
for consenting to take me on. I appreciate your action very, very much 
and shall endeavor to be worthy of your confidence." 
 
"Young scoundrel! In-fer-nal young scoundrel!" Cappy murmured to 
himself. "He has a sense of humor, thank God! Ah, poor old narrow-gauge 
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Skinner! If that fellow ever gets a new or unconventional thought in his 
stodgy head, it'll kill him overnight. He's hopping mad right now, 
because he can't say a word in his own defense, but if he doesn't make 
hell look like a summer holiday for Mr. Bill Peck, I'm due to be 
mercifully chloroformed. Good Lord, how empty life would be if I 
couldn't butt in and raise a little riot every once in so often." 
 
Young Mr. Peck had risen and was standing at attention. "When do I 
report for duty, sir?" he queried of Mr. Skinner. 
 
"Whenever you're ready," Skinner retorted with a wintry smile. Mr. Peck 
glanced at a cheap wrist watch. "It's twelve o'clock now," he 
soliloquized aloud. "I'll pop out, wrap myself around some rations and 
report on the job at one P.M. I might just as well knock out half a 
day's pay." He glanced at Cappy Ricks and quoted: 
 
"Count that day lost whose low descending sun 
Finds prices shot to glory and business done for fun." 
 
Unable to maintain his composure in the face of such levity during 
office hours, Mr. Skinner withdrew, still wrapped in his sub-Antarctic 
dignity. As the door closed behind him, Mr. Peck's eyebrows went up in a 
manner indicative of apprehension. 
 
"I'm off to a bad start, Mr. Ricks," he opined. 
 
"You only asked for a start," Cappy piped back at him. "I didn't 
guarantee you a _good_ start, and I wouldn't because I can't. I can only 
drive Skinner and Matt Peasley so far--and no farther. There's always a 
point at which I quit--er--ah--William." 
 
"More familiarly known as Bill Peck, sir." 
 
"Very well, Bill." Cappy slid out to the edge of his chair and peered at 
Bill Peck balefully over the top of his spectacles. "I'll have my eye on 
you, young feller," he shrilled. "I freely acknowledge our indebtedness 
to you, but the day you get the notion in your head that this office is 
an old soldiers' home--" He paused thoughtfully. "I wonder what Skinner 
_will_ pay you?" he mused. "Oh, well," he continued, whatever it is, 
take it and say nothing and when the moment is propitious--and provided 
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you've earned it--I'll intercede with the danged old relic and get you a 
raise." 
 
"Thank you very much, sir. You are most kind. Good-day, sir." 
 
And Bill Peck picked up his hat and limped out of The Presence. Scarcely 
had the door closed behind him than Mr. Skinner re-entered Cappy Ricks' 
lair. He opened his mouth to speak, but Cappy silenced him with an 
imperious finger. 
 
"Not a peep out of you, Skinner, my dear boy," he chirped amiably. "I 
know exactly what you're going to say and I admit your right to say it, 
but--as--ahem! Harumph-h-h!--now, Skinner, listen to reason. How the 
devil could you have the heart to reject that crippled ex-soldier? There 
he stood, on one sound leg, with his sleeve tucked into his coat pocket 
and on his homely face the grin of an unwhipped, unbeatable man. But 
you--blast your cold, unfeeling soul, Skinner!--looked him in the eye 
and turned him down like a drunkard turns down near-beer. Skinner, how 
_could_ you do it?" 
 
Undaunted by Cappy's admonitory finger, Mr. Skinner struck a distinctly 
defiant attitude. 
 
"There is no sentiment in business," he replied angrily. "A week ago 
last Thursday the local posts of the American Legion commenced their 
organized drive for jobs for their crippled and unemployed comrades, and 
within three days you've sawed off two hundred and nine such jobs on the 
various corporations that you control. The gang you shipped up to the 
mill in Washington has already applied for a charter for a new post to 
be known as Cappy Ricks Post No. 534. And you had experienced men 
discharged to make room for these ex-soldiers." 
 
"You bet I did," Cappy yelled triumphantly. "It's always Old Home Week 
in every logging camp and saw-mill in the Northwest for I.W.W.'s and 
revolutionary communists. I'm sick of their unauthorized strikes and 
sabotage, and by the Holy Pink-Toed Prophet, Cappy Ricks Post. No. 534, 
American Legion, is the only sort of back-fire I can think of to put the 
Wobblies on the run." 
 
"Every office and ship and retail yard could be run by a 
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first-sergeant," Skinner complained. "I'm thinking of having reveille 
and retreat and bugle calls and Saturday morning inspections. I tell 
you, sir, the Ricks interests have absorbed all the old soldiers 
possible and at the present moment those interests are overflowing with 
glory. What we want are workers, not talkers. These ex-soldiers spend 
too much time fighting their battles over again." 
 
"Well, Comrade Peck is the last one I'll ask you to absorb, Skinner," 
Cappy promised contritely. "Ever read Kipling's Barrack Room Ballads, 
Skinner?" 
 
"I have no time to read," Mr. Skinner protested. 
 
"Go up town this minute and buy a copy and read one ballad entitled 
'Tommy,'" Cappy barked. "For the good of your immortal soul," he added. 
 
"Well, Comrade Peck doesn't make a hit with me, Mr. Ricks. He applied to 
me for a job and I gave him his answer. Then he went to Captain Matt and 
was refused, so, just to demonstrate his bad taste, he went over our 
heads and induced you to pitchfork him into a job. He'll curse the day 
he was inspired to do that." 
 
"Skinner! Skinner! Look me in the eye! Do you know why I asked you to 
take on Bill Peck?" 
 
"I do. Because you're too tender-hearted for your own good." 
 
"You unimaginative dunderhead! You jibbering jackdaw! How could I reject 
a boy who simply would not be rejected? Why, I'll bet a ripe peach that 
Bill Peck was one of the doggondest finest soldiers you ever saw. He 
carries his objective. He sized you up just like that, Skinner. He 
declined to permit you to block him. Skinner, that Peck person has been 
opposed by experts. Yes, sir--experts! What kind of a job are you going 
to give him, Skinner, my dear boy?" 
 
"Andrews' job, of course." 
 
"Oh, yes, I forgot. Skinner, dear boy, haven't we got about half a 
million feet of skunk spruce to saw off on somebody?" Mr. Skinner nodded 
and Cappy continued with all the naive eagerness of one who has just 
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made a marvelous discovery, which he is confident will revolutionize 
science. "Give him that stinking stuff to peddle, Skinner, and if you 
can dig up a couple of dozen carloads of red fir or bull pine in 
transit, or some short or odd-length stock, or some larch ceiling or 
flooring, or some hemlock random stock--in fact, anything the trade 
doesn't want as a gift--you get me, don't you, Skinner?" 
 
Mr. Skinner smiled his swordfish smile. "And if he fails to make 
good--_au revoir_, eh?" 
 
"Yes, I suppose so, although I hate to think about it. On the other 
hand, if he makes good he's to have Andrews' salary. We must be fair, 
Skinner. Whatever our faults we must always be fair." He rose and patted 
the general manager's lean shoulder. "There, there, Skinner, my boy. 
Forgive me if I've been a trifle--ah--ahem!--precipitate 
and--er--harumph-h-h! Skinner, if you put a prohibitive price on that 
skunk fir, by the Holy Pink-toed Prophet, I'll fire you! Be fair, boy, 
be fair. No dirty work, Skinner. Remember, Comrade Peck has half of his 
left forearm buried in France." 
 
At twelve-thirty, as Cappy was hurrying up California Street to luncheon 
at the Commercial Club, he met Bill Peck limping down the sidewalk. The 
ex-soldier stopped him and handed him a card. 
 
"What do you think of that, sir?" he queried. "Isn't it a neat business 
card?" 
 
Cappy read: 
 
+---------------------------------------------------+ 
| RICKS LUMBER & LOGGING COMPANY | 
| Lumber and its products | 
| 248 California St. | 
| San Francisco. | 
| | 
| Represented by | 
| William E. Peck | 
| If you can drive nails in it--we have it! | 
+---------------------------------------------------+ 
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Cappy Ricks ran a speculative thumb over Comrade Peck's business card. 
It was engraved. And copper plates or steel dies are not made in half an 
hour! 
 
"By the Twelve Ragged Apostles!" This was Cappy's most terrible oath and 
he never employed it unless rocked to his very foundations. "Bill, as 
one bandit to another--come clean. When did you first make up your mind 
to go to work for us?" 
 
"A week ago," Comrade Peck replied blandly. 
 
"And what was your grade when Kaiser Bill went A.W.O.L.?" 
 
"I was a buck." 
 
"I don't believe you. Didn't anybody ever offer you something better?" 
 
"Frequently. However, if I had accepted I would have had to resign the 
nicest job I ever had. There wasn't much money in it, but it was filled 
with excitement and interesting experiments. I used to disguise myself 
as a Christmas tree or a box car and pick off German sharp-shooters. I 
was known as Peck's Bad Boy. I was often tempted to quit, but whenever 
I'd reflect on the number of American lives I was saving daily, a 
commission was just a scrap of paper to me." 
 
"If you'd ever started in any other branch of the service you'd have run 
John J. Pershing down to lance corporal. Bill, listen! Have you ever had 
any experience selling skunk spruce?" 
 
Comrade Peck was plainly puzzled. He shook his head. "What sort of stock 
is it?" he asked. 
 
"Humboldt County, California, spruce, and it's coarse and stringy and 
wet and heavy and smells just like a skunk directly after using. I'm 
afraid Skinner's going to start you at the bottom--and skunk spruce is 
it. 
 
"Can you drive nails in it, Mr. Ricks?" 
 
"Oh, yes." 
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"Does anybody ever buy skunk spruce, sir?" 
 
"Oh, occasionally one of our bright young men digs up a half-wit who's 
willing to try anything once. Otherwise, of course, we would not 
continue to manufacture it. Fortunately, Bill, we have very little of 
it, but whenever our woods boss runs across a good tree he hasn't the 
heart to leave it standing, and as a result, we always have enough skunk 
spruce on hand to keep our salesmen humble." 
 
"I can sell anything--at a price," Comrade Peck replied unconcernedly, 
and continued on his way back to the office. 
 
For two months Cappy Ricks saw nothing of Bill Peck. That enterprising 
veteran had been sent out into the Utah, Arizona, New Mexico and Texas 
territory the moment he had familiarized himself with the numerous 
details regarding freight rates, weights and the mills he represented, 
all things which a salesman should be familiar with before he starts out 
on the road. From Salt Lake City he wired an order for two carloads of 
larch rustic and in Ogden he managed to inveigle a retail yard with 
which Mr. Skinner had been trying to do business for years, into 
sampling a carload of skunk spruce boards, random lengths and grades, at 
a dollar above the price given him by Skinner. In Arizona he worked up 
some new business in mining timbers, but it was not until he got into 
the heart of Texas that Comrade Peck really commenced to demonstrate his 
selling ability. Standard oil derricks were his specialty and he shot 
the orders in so fast that Mr. Skinner was forced to wire him for mercy 
and instruct him to devote his talent to the disposal of cedar shingles 
and siding, Douglas fir and redwood. Eventually he completed his circle 
and worked his way home, via Los Angeles, pausing however, in the San 
Joaquin Valley to sell two more carloads of skunk spruce. When this 
order was wired in, Mr. Skinner came to Cappy Ricks with the telegram. 
 
"Well, I must admit Comrade Peck can sell lumber," he announced 
grudgingly. "He has secured five new accounts and here is an order for 
two more carloads of skunk spruce. I'll have to raise his salary about 
the first of the year. 
 
"My dear Skinner, why the devil wait until the first of the year? Your 
pernicious habit of deferring the inevitable parting with money has cost 
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us the services of more than one good man. You know you have to raise 
Comrade Peck's salary sooner or later, so why not do it now and smile 
like a dentifrice advertisement while you're doing it? Comrade Peck will 
feel a whole lot better as a result, and who knows? He may conclude 
you're a human being, after all, and learn to love you?" 
 
"Very well, sir. I'll give him the same salary Andrews was getting 
before Peck took over his territory." 
 
"Skinner, you make it impossible for me to refrain from showing you 
who's boss around here. He's better than Andrews, isn't he?" 
 
"I think he is, sir." 
 
"Well then, for the love of a square deal, pay him more and pay it to 
him from the first day he went to work. Get out. You make me nervous. By 
the way, how is Andrews getting along in his Shanghai job?" 
 
"He's helping the cable company pay its income tax. Cables about three 
times a week on matters he should decide for himself. Matt Peasley is 
disgusted with him." 
 
"Ah! Well, I'm not disappointed. And I suppose Matt will be in here 
before long to remind me that I was the bright boy who picked Andrews 
for the job. Well, I did, but I call upon you to remember. Skinner, when 
I'm assailed, that Andrews' appointment was temporary." 
 
"Yes, sir, it was." 
 
"Well, I suppose I'll have to cast about for his successor and beat Matt 
out of his cheap 'I told you so' triumph. I think Comrade Peck has some 
of the earmarks of a good manager for our Shanghai office, but I'll have 
to test him a little further." He looked up humorously at Mr. Skinner. 
"Skinner, my dear boy," he continued, "I'm going to have him deliver a 
blue vase." 
 
Mr. Skinner's cold features actually glowed. "Well, tip the chief of 
police and the proprietor of the store off this time and save yourself 
some money," he warned Cappy. He walked to the window and looked down 
into California Street. He continued to smile. 
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"Yes," Cappy continued dreamily, "I think I shall give him the 
thirty-third degree. You'll agree with me, Skinner, that if he delivers 
the blue vase he'll be worth ten thousand dollars a year as our Oriental 
manager?" 
 
"I'll say he will," Mr. Skinner replied slangily. 
 
"Very well, then. Arrange matters, Skinner, so that he will be available 
for me at one o'clock, a week from Sunday. I'll attend to the other 
details." 
 
Mr. Skinner nodded. He was still chuckling when he departed for his own 
office. 
 
A week from the succeeding Saturday, Mr. Skinner did not come down to 
the office, but a telephone message from his home informed the chief 
clerk that Mr. Skinner was at home and somewhat indisposed. The chief 
clerk was to advise Mr. Peck that he, Mr. Skinner, had contemplated 
having a conference with the latter that day, but that his indisposition 
would prevent this. Mr. Skinner hoped to be feeling much better 
tomorrow, and since he was very desirous of a conference with Mr. Peck 
before the latter should depart on his next selling pilgrimage, on 
Monday, would Mr. Peck be good enough to call at Mr. Skinner's house at 
one o'clock Sunday afternoon? Mr. Peck sent back word that he would be 
there at the appointed time and was rewarded with Mr. Skinner's thanks, 
via the chief clerk. 
 
Promptly at one o'clock the following day, Bill Peck reported at the 
general manager's house. He found Mr. Skinner in bed, reading the paper 
and looking surprisingly well. He trusted Mr. Skinner felt better than 
he looked. Mr. Skinner did, and at once entered into a discussion of the 
new customers, other prospects he particularly desired Mr. Peck to 
approach, new business to be investigated, and further details without 
end. And in the midst of this conference Cappy Riggs telephoned. 
 
A portable telephone stood on a commode beside Mr. Skinner's bed, so the 
latter answered immediately. Comrade Peck watched Skinner listen 
attentively for fully two minutes, then heard him say: 
 



75 
 

"Mr. Ricks, I'm terribly sorry. I'd love to do this errand for you, but 
really I'm under the weather. In fact, I'm in bed as I speak to you now. 
But Mr. Peck is here with me and I'm sure he'll be very happy to attend 
to the matter for you." 
 
"By all means," Bill Peck hastened to assure the general manager. "Who 
does Mr. Ricks want killed and where will he have the body delivered?" 
 
"Hah-hah! Hah-Hah!" Mr. Skinner had a singularly annoying, mirthless 
laugh, as if he begrudged himself such an unheard-of indulgence. "Mr. 
Peck says," he informed Cappy, "that he'll be delighted to attend to the 
matter for you. He wants to know whom you want killed and where you wish 
the body delivered. Hah-hah! Hah! Peck, Mr. Ricks will speak to you." 
 
Bill Peck took the telephone. "Good afternoon, Mr. Ricks." 
 
"Hello, old soldier. What are you doing this afternoon?" 
 
"Nothing--after I conclude my conference with Mr. Skinner. By the way, 
he has just given me a most handsome boost in salary, for which I am 
most appreciative. I feel, however, despite Mr. Skinner's graciousness, 
that you have put in a kind word for me with him, and I want to thank 
you--" 
 
"Tut, tut. Not a peep out of you, sir. Not a peep. You get nothing for 
nothing from Skinner or me. However, in view of the fact that you're 
feeling kindly toward me this afternoon, I wish you'd do a little errand 
for me. I can't send a boy and I hate to make a messenger out of 
you--er--ah--ahem! That is har-umph-h-h--!" 
 
"I have no false pride, Mr. Ricks." 
 
"Thank you, Bill. Glad you feel that way about it. Bill, I was prowling 
around town this forenoon, after church, and down in a store on Sutter 
Street, between Stockton and Powell Street, on the right hand side as 
you face Market Street, I saw a blue vase in a window. I have a weakness 
for vases, Bill. I'm a sharp on them, too. Now, this vase I saw isn't 
very expensive as vases go--in fact, I wouldn't buy it for my 
collection--but one of the finest and sweetest ladies of my acquaintance 
has the mate to that blue vase I saw in the window, and I know she'd be 
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prouder than Punch if she had two of them--one for each side of her 
drawing room mantel, understand? 
 
"Now, I'm leaving from the Southern Pacific depot at eight o'clock 
tonight, bound for Santa Barbara to attend her wedding anniversary 
tomorrow night. I forget what anniversary it is, Bill, but I have been 
informed by my daughter that I'll be very much _de trop_ if I send her 
any present other than something in porcelain or China or 
Cloisonne--well. Bill, this crazy little blue vase just fills the order. 
Understand?" 
 
"Yes, sir. You feel that it would be most graceful on your part if you 
could bring this little blue vase down to Santa Barbara with you 
tonight. You have to have it tonight, because if you wait until the 
store opens on Monday the vase will reach your hostess twenty-four hours 
after her anniversary party." 
 
"Exactly, Bill. Now, I've simply got to have that vase. If I had 
discovered it yesterday I wouldn't be asking you to get it for me today, 
Bill." 
 
"Please do not make any explanations or apologies, Mr. Ricks. You have 
described the vase--no you haven't. What sort of blue is it, how tall is 
it and what is, approximately, its greatest diameter? Does it set on a 
base, or does it not? Is it a solid blue, or is it figured?" 
 
It's a Cloisonne vase, Bill--sort of old Dutch blue, or Delft, with some 
Oriental funny-business on it. I couldn't describe it exactly, but it 
has some birds and flowers on it. It's about a foot tall and four inches 
in diameter and sets on a teak-wood base." 
 
"Very well, sir. You shall have it." 
 
"And you'll deliver it to me in stateroom A, car 7, aboard the train at 
Third and Townsend Streets, at seven fifty-five tonight?" 
 
"Yes, sir." 
 
"Thank you, Bill. The expense will be trifling. Collect it from the 
cashier in the morning, and tell him to charge it to my account." And 
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Cappy hung up. 
 
At once Mr. Skinner took up the thread of the interrupted conference, 
and it was not until three o'clock that Bill Peck left his house and 
proceeded downtown to locate Cappy Rick's blue vase. 
 
He proceeded to the block in Sutter Street between Stockton and Powell 
Streets, and although he walked patiently up one side of the street and 
down the other, not a single vase of any description showed in any shop 
window, nor could he find a single shop where such a vase as Cappy had 
described might, perchance, be displayed for sale. 
 
"I think the old boy has erred in the co-ordinates of the target," Bill 
Peck concluded, "or else I misunderstood him. I'll telephone his house 
and ask him to repeat them." 
 
He did, but nobody was at home except a Swedish maid, and all she knew 
was that Mr. Ricks was out and the hour of his return was unknown. So 
Mr. Peck went back to Sutter Street and scoured once more every shop 
window in the block. Then he scouted two blocks above Powell and two 
blocks below Stockton. Still the blue vase remained invisible. 
 
So he transferred his search to a corresponding area on Bush Street, and 
when that failed, he went painstakingly over four blocks of Post Street. 
He was still without results when he moved one block further west and 
one further south and discovered the blue vase in a huge plate-glass 
window of a shop on Geary Street near Grant Avenue. He surveyed it 
critically and was convinced that it was the object he sought. 
 
He tried the door, but it was locked, as he had anticipated it would be. 
So he kicked the door and raised an infernal racket, hoping against hope 
that the noise might bring a watchman from the rear of the building. In 
vain. He backed out to the edge of the sidewalk and read the sign over 
the door: 
 
B. Cohen's Art Shop 
 
This was a start, so Mr. Peck limped over to the Palace Hotel and 
procured a telephone directory. By actual count there were nineteen B. 
Cohens scattered throughout the city, so before commencing to call the 
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nineteen, Bill Peck borrowed the city directory from the hotel clerk and 
scanned it for the particular B. Cohen who owned the art shop. His 
search availed him nothing. B. Cohen was listed as an art dealer at the 
address where the blue vase reposed in the show window. That was all. 
 
"I suppose he's a commuter," Mr. Peck concluded, and at once proceeded 
to procure directories of the adjacent cities of Berkeley, Oakland and 
Alameda. They were not available, so in despair he changed a dollar into 
five cent pieces, sought a telephone booth and commenced calling up all 
the B. Cohens in San Francisco. Of the nineteen, four did not answer, 
three were temporarily disconnected, six replied in Yiddish, five were 
not the B. Cohen he sought, and one swore he was Irish and that his name 
was spelled Cohan and pronounced with an accent on both syllables. 
 
The B. Cohens resident in Berkeley, Oakland, Alameda, San Rafael, 
Sausalito, Mill Valley, San Mateo, Redwood City and Palo Alto were next 
telephoned to, and when this long and expensive task was done, 
Ex-Private Bill Peck emerged from the telephone booth wringing wet with 
perspiration and as irritable as a clucking hen. Once outside the hotel 
he raised his haggard face to heaven and dumbly queried of the Almighty 
what He meant by saving him from quick death on the field of honor only 
to condemn him to be talked to death by B. Cohens in civil life. 
 
It was now six o'clock. Suddenly Peck had an inspiration. Was the name 
spelled Cohen, Cohan, Cohn, Kohn or Coen? 
 
"If I have to take a Jewish census again tonight I'll die," he told 
himself desperately, and went back to the art shop. 
 
The sign read: B. COHN'S ART SHOP. 
 
"I wish I knew a bootlegger's joint," poor Peck complained. "I'm pretty 
far gone and a little wood alcohol couldn't hurt me much now. Why, I 
could have sworn that name was spelled with an E. It seems to me I noted 
that particularly." 
 
He went back to the hotel telephone booth and commenced calling up all 
the B. Cohns in town. There were eight of them and six of them were out, 
one was maudlin with liquor and the other was very deaf and shouted 
unintelligibly. 
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"Peace hath its barbarities no less than war," Mr. Peck sighed. He 
changed a twenty-dollar bill into nickles, dimes and quarters, returned 
to the hot, ill-smelling telephone booth and proceeded to lay down a 
barrage of telephone calls to the B. Cohns of all towns of any 
importance contiguous to San Francisco Bay. And he was lucky. On the 
sixth call he located the particular B. Cohn in San Rafael, only to be 
informed by Mr. Cohn's cook that Mr. Cohn was dining at the home of a 
Mr. Simons in Mill Valley. 
 
There were three Mr. Simons in Mill Valley, and Peck called them all 
before connecting with the right one. Yes, Mr. B. Cohn was there. Who 
wished to speak to him? Mr. Heck? Oh, Mr. Lake! A silence. Then--Mr. 
Cohn says he doesn't know any Mr. Lake and wants to know the nature of 
your business. He is dining and doesn't like to be disturbed unless the 
matter is of grave importance." 
 
"Tell him Mr. Peck wishes to speak to him on a matter of very great 
importance," wailed the ex-private. 
 
"Mr. Metz? Mr. Ben Metz? 
 
"No, no, no. Peck--p-e-c-k." 
 
"D-e-c-k?" 
 
"No, P." 
 
"C?" 
 
"P." 
 
"Oh, yes, E. E-what?" 
 
"C-K--" 
 
"Oh, yes, Mr. Eckstein." 
 
"Call Cohn to the 'phone or I'll go over there on the next boat and kill 
you, you damned idiot," shrieked Peck. "Tell him his store is on fire." 
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That message was evidently delivered for almost instantly Mr. B. Cohn 
was puffing and spluttering into the phone. 
 
"Iss dot der fire marshal?" he managed to articulate. 
 
"Listen, Mr. Cohn. Your store is not on fire, but I had to say so in 
order to get you to the telephone. I am Mr. Peck, a total stranger to 
you. You have a blue vase in your shop window on Geary Street in San 
Francisco. I want to buy it and I want to buy it before seven forty-five 
tonight. I want you to come across the bay and open the store and sell 
me that vase." 
 
"Such a business! Vot you think I am? Crazy?" 
 
"No, Mr. Cohn, I do not. I'm the only crazy man talking. I'm crazy for 
that vase and I've got to have it right away." 
 
"You know vot dot vase costs?" Mr. B. Cohn's voice dripped syrup. 
 
"No, and I don't give a hoot what it costs. I want what I want when I 
want it. Do I get it?" 
 
"Ve-ell, lemme see. Vot time iss it?" A silence while B. Cohn evidently 
looked at his watch. "It iss now a quarter of seven, Mr. Eckstein, und 
der nexd drain from Mill Valley don't leaf until eight o'clock. Dot vill 
get me to San Francisco at eight-fifty--und I am dining mit friends und 
haf just finished my soup." 
 
"To hell with your soup. I want that blue vase." 
 
"Vell, I tell you, Mr. Eckstein, if you got to have it, call up my head 
salesman, Herman Joost, in der Chilton Apardments--Prospect 
three--two--four--nine, und tell him I said he should come down right 
avay qvick und sell you dot blue vase. Goodbye, Mr. Eckstein." 
 
And B. Cohn hung up. 
 
Instantly Peck called Prospect 3249 and asked for Herman Joost. Mr. 
Joost's mother answered. She was desolated because Herman was not at 
home, but vouchsafed the information that he was dining at the country 



81 
 

club. Which country club? She did not know. So Peck procured from the 
hotel clerk a list of the country clubs in and around San Francisco and 
started calling them up. At eight o'clock he was still being informed 
that Mr. Juice was not a member, that Mr. Luce wasn't in, that Mr. Coos 
had been dead three months and that Mr. Boos had played but eight holes 
when he received a telegram calling him back to New York. At the other 
clubs Mr. Joust was unknown. 
 
"Licked," murmured Bill Peck, "but never let it be said that I didn't go 
down fighting. I'm going to heave a brick through that show window, grab 
the vase and run with it." 
 
He engaged a taxicab and instructed the driver to wait for him at the 
corner of Geary and Stockton Streets. Also, he borrowed from the 
chauffeur a ball peen hammer. When he reached the art shop of B. Cohn, 
however, a policeman was standing in the doorway, violating the general 
orders of a policeman on duty by surreptitiously smoking a cigar. 
 
"He'll nab me if I crack that window," the desperate Peck decided, and 
continued on down the street, crossed to the other side and came back. 
It was now dark and over the art shop B. Cohn's name burned in small 
red, white and blue electric lights. 
 
And lo, it was spelled B. Cohen! 
 
Ex-private William E. Peck sat down on a fire hydrant and cursed with 
rage. His weak leg hurt him, too, and for some damnable reason, the 
stump of his left arm developed the feeling that his missing hand was 
itchy. 
 
"The world is filled with idiots," he raved furiously. "I'm tired and 
I'm hungry. I skipped luncheon and I've been too busy to think of 
dinner." 
 
He walked back to his taxicab and returned to the hotel where, hope 
springing eternal in his breast, he called Prospect 3249 again and 
discovered that the missing Herman Joost had returned to the bosom of 
his family. To him the frantic Peck delivered the message of B. Cohn, 
whereupon the cautious Herman Joost replied that he would confirm the 
authenticity of the message by telephoning to Mr. Cohn at Mr. Simon's 
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home in Mill Valley. If Mr. B. Cohn or Cohen confirmed Mr. Kek's story 
he, the said Herman Joost, would be at the store sometime before nine 
o'clock, and if Mr. Kek cared to, he might await him there. 
 
Mr. Kek said he would be delighted to wait for him there. 
 
At nine-fifteen Herman Joost appeared on the scene. On his way down the 
street he had taken the precaution to pick up a policeman and bring him 
along with him. The lights were switched on in the store and Mr. Joost 
lovingly abstracted the blue vase from the window. 
 
"What's the cursed thing worth?" Peck demanded. 
 
"Two thousand dollars," Mr. Joost replied without so much as the quiver 
of an eyelash. "Cash," he added, apparently as an afterthought. 
 
The exhausted Peck leaned against the sturdy guardian of the law and 
sighed. This was the final straw. He had about ten dollars in his 
possession. 
 
"You refuse, absolutely, to accept my check?" he quavered. 
 
"I don't know you, Mr. Peck," Herman Joost replied simply. 
 
"Where's your telephone?" 
 
Mr. Joost led Peck to the telephone and the latter called up Mr. 
Skinner. 
 
"Mr. Skinner," he announced, "this is all that is mortal of Bill Peck 
speaking. I've got the store open and for two thousand dollars--cash--I 
can buy the blue vase Mr. Ricks has set his heart upon." 
 
"Oh, Peck, dear fellow," Mr. Skinner purred sympathetically. "Have you 
been all this time on that errand?" 
 
"I have. And I'm going to stick on the job until I deliver the goods. 
For God's sake let me have two thousand dollars and bring it down to me 
at B. Cohen's Art Shop on Geary Street near Grant Avenue. I'm too 
utterly exhausted to go up after it." 
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"My dear Mr. Peck, I haven't two thousand dollars in my house. That is 
too great a sum of money to keep on hand." 
 
"Well, then, come downtown, open up the office safe and get the money 
for me." 
 
"Time lock on the office safe, Peck. Impossible." 
 
"Well then, come downtown and identify me at hotels and cafes and 
restaurants so I can cash my own check." 
 
"Is your check good, Mr. Peck?" 
 
The flood of invective which had been accumulating in Mr. Peck's system 
all the afternoon now broke its bounds. He screamed at Mr. Skinner a 
blasphemous invitation to betake himself to the lower regions. 
 
"Tomorrow morning," he promised hoarsely, "I'll beat you to death with 
the stump of my left arm, you miserable, cold-blooded, lazy, shiftless 
slacker." 
 
He called up Cappy Ricks' residence next, and asked for Captain Matt 
Peasley, who, he knew, made his home with his father-in-law. Matt 
Peasley came to the telephone and listened sympathetically to Peck's 
tale of woe. 
 
"Peck, that's the worst outrage I ever heard of," he declared. "The idea 
of setting you such a task. You take my advice and forget the blue 
vase." 
 
"I can't," Peck panted. "Mr. Ricks will feel mighty chagrined if I fail 
to get the vase to him. I wouldn't disappoint him for my right arm. He's 
been a dead game sport with me, Captain Peasley." 
 
"But it's too late to get the vase to him, Peck. He left the city at 
eight o'clock and it is now almost half past nine." 
 
"I know, but if I can secure legal possession of the vase I'll get it to 
him before he leaves the train at Santa Barbara at six o'clock tomorrow 
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morning." 
 
"How?" 
 
"There's a flying school out at the Marina and one of the pilots there 
is a friend of mine. He'll fly to Santa Barbara with me and the vase." 
 
"You're crazy." 
 
"I know it. Please lend me two thousand dollars." 
 
"What for?" 
 
"To pay for the vase." 
 
"Now I know you're crazy--or drunk. Why if Cappy Ricks ever forgot 
himself to the extent of paying two hundred dollars for a vase he'd 
bleed to death in an hour." 
 
"Won't you let me have two thousand dollars, Captain Peasley?" 
 
"I will not, Peck, old son. Go home and to bed and forget it." 
 
"Please. You can cash your checks. You're known so much better than I, 
and it's Sunday night--" 
 
"And it's a fine way to keep holy the Sabbath day," Matt Peasley 
retorted and hung up. 
 
"Well," Herman Joost queried, "do we stay here all night?" 
 
Bill Peck bowed his head. "Look here," he demanded suddenly, "do you 
know a good diamond when you see it?" 
 
"I do," Herman Joost replied. 
 
"Will you wait here until I go to my hotel and get one?" 
 
"Sure." 
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Bill Peck limped painfully away. Forty minutes later he returned with a 
platinum ring set with diamonds and sapphires. 
 
"What are they worth?" he demanded. 
 
Herman Joost looked the ring over lovingly and appraised it 
conservatively at twenty-five hundred dollars. 
 
"Take it as security for the payment of my check," Peck pleaded. "Give 
me a receipt for it and after my check has gone through clearing I'll 
come back and get the ring." 
 
Fifteen minutes later, with the blue vase packed in excelsior and 
reposing in a stout cardboard box, Bill Peck entered a restaurant and 
ordered dinner. When he had dined he engaged a taxi and was driven to 
the flying field at the Marina. From the night watchman he ascertained 
the address of his pilot friend and at midnight, with his friend at the 
wheel, Bill Peck and his blue vase soared up into the moonlight and 
headed south. 
 
An hour and a half later they landed in a stubble field in the Salinas 
Valley and, bidding his friend good-bye, Bill Peck trudged across to the 
railroad track and sat down. When the train bearing Cappy Ricks came 
roaring down the valley, Peck twisted a Sunday paper with which he had 
provided himself, into an improvised torch, which he lighted. Standing 
between the rails he swung the flaming paper frantically. 
 
The train slid to a halt, a brakeman opened a vestibule door, and Bill 
Peck stepped wearily aboard. 
 
"What do you mean by flagging this train?" the brakeman demanded 
angrily, as he signaled the engineer to proceed. "Got a ticket?" 
 
"No, but I've got the money to pay my way. And I flagged this train 
because I wanted to change my method of travel. I'm looking for a man in 
stateroom A of car 7, and if you try to block me there'll be murder 
done." 
 
"That's right. Take advantage of your half-portion arm and abuse me," 
the brakeman retorted bitterly. "Are you looking for that little old man 
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with the Henry Clay collar and the white mutton-chop whiskers?" 
 
"I certainly am." 
 
"Well, he was looking for you just before we left San Francisco. He 
asked me if I had seen a one-armed man with a box under his good arm. 
I'll lead you to him." 
 
A prolonged ringing at Cappy's stateroom door brought the old gentleman 
to the entrance in his nightshirt. 
 
"Very sorry to have to disturb you, Mr. Ricks," said Bill Peck, "but the 
fact is there were so many Cohens and Cohns and Cohans, and it was such 
a job to dig up two thousand dollars, that I failed to connect with you 
at seven forty-five last night, as per orders. It was absolutely 
impossible for me to accomplish the task within the time limit set, but 
I was resolved that you should not be disappointed. Here is the vase. 
The shop wasn't within four blocks of where you thought it was, sir, but 
I'm sure I found the right vase. It ought to be. It cost enough and was 
hard enough to get, so it should be precious enough to form a gift for 
any friend of yours." 
 
Gappy Ricks stared at Bill Peck as if the latter were a wraith. 
 
"By the Twelve Ragged Apostles!" he murmured. "By the Holy Pink-toed 
Prophet! We changed the sign on you and we stacked the Cohens on you and 
we set a policeman to guard the shop to keep you from breaking the 
window, and we made you dig up two thousand dollars on Sunday night in a 
town where you are practically unknown, and while you missed the train 
at eight o'clock, you overtake it at two o'clock in the morning and 
deliver the blue vase. Come in and rest your poor old game leg, Bill. 
Brake-man, I'm much obliged to you." 
 
Bill Peck entered and slumped wearily down on the settee. "So it was a 
plant?" he cracked, and his voice trembled with rage. "Well, sir, you're 
an old man and you've been good to me, so I do not begrudge you your 
little joke, but Mr. Ricks, I can't stand things like I used to. My leg 
hurts and my stump hurts and my heart hurts----" 
 
He paused, choking, and the tears of impotent rage filled his eyes. "You 
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shouldn't treat me that way, sir," he complained presently. "I've been 
trained not to question orders, even when they seem utterly foolish to 
me; I've been trained to obey them--on time, if possible, but if 
impossible, to obey them anyhow. I've been taught loyalty to my 
chief--and I'm sorry my chief found it necessary to make a buffoon of 
me. I haven't had a very good time the past three years and--and--you 
can--pa-pa-pass your skunk spruce and larch rustic and short odd length 
stock to some slacker like Skinner--and you'd better--arrange--to 
replace--Skinner, because he's young--enough to--take a beating--and I'm 
going to--give it to him--and it'll be a hospital--job--sir--" 
 
Cappy Ricks ruffled Bill Peck's aching head with a paternal hand. 
 
"Bill, old boy, it was cruel--damnably cruel, but I had a big job for 
you and I had to find out a lot of things about you before I entrusted 
you with that job. So I arranged to give you the Degree of the Blue 
Vase, which is the supreme test of a go-getter. You thought you carried 
into this stateroom a two thousand dollar vase, but between ourselves, 
what you really carried in was a ten thousand dollar job as our Shanghai 
manager." 
 
"Wha--what!" 
 
"Every time I have to pick out a permanent holder of a job worth ten 
thousand dollars, or more, I give the candidate the Degree of the Blue 
Vase," Cappy explained. "I've had two men out of a field of fifteen 
deliver the vase, Bill." 
 
Bill Peck had forgotten his rage, but the tears of his recent fury still 
glistened in his bold blue eyes. "Thank you, sir. I forgive you--and 
I'll make good in Shanghai." 
 
"I know you will, Bill. Now, tell me, son, weren't you tempted to quit 
when you discovered the almost insuperable obstacles I'd placed in your 
way?" 
 
"Yes, sir, I was. I wanted to commit suicide before I'd finished 
telephoning all the C-o-h-e-n-s in the world. And when I started on the 
C-o-h-n-s--well, it's this way, sir. I just couldn't quit because that 
would have been disloyal to a man I once knew." 
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"Who was he?" Cappy demanded, and there was awe in his voice. 
 
"He was my brigadier, and he had a brigade motto: It shall be done. When 
the divisional commander called him up and told him to move forward with 
his brigade and occupy certain territory, our brigadier would say: 'Very 
well, sir. It shall be done.' If any officer in his brigade showed signs 
of flunking his job because it appeared impossible, the brigadier would 
just look at him once--and then that officer would remember the motto 
and go and do his job or die trying. 
 
"In the army, sir, the _esprit de corps_ doesn't bubble up from the 
bottom. It filters down from the top. An organization is what its 
commanding officer is--neither better nor worse. In my company, when the 
top sergeant handed out a week of kitchen police to a buck, that buck 
was out of luck if he couldn't muster a grin and say: 'All right, 
sergeant. It shall be done.' 
 
"The brigadier sent for me once and ordered me to go out and get a 
certain German sniper. I'd been pretty lucky--some days I got enough for 
a mess--and he'd heard of me. He opened a map and said to me: 'Here's 
about where he holes up. Go get him, Private Peck.' Well, Mr. Ricks, I 
snapped into it and gave him a rifle salute, and said, 'Sir, it shall be 
done'--and I'll never forget the look that man gave me. He came down to 
the field hospital to see me after I'd walked into one of those Austrian 
88's. I knew my left wing was a total loss and I suspected my left leg 
was about to leave me, and I was downhearted and wanted to die. He came 
and bucked me up. He said: 'Why, Private Peck, you aren't half dead. In 
civil life you're going to be worth half a dozen live ones--aren't you?' 
But I was pretty far gone and I told him I didn't believe it, so he gave 
me a hard look and said: 'Private Peck will do his utmost to recover and 
as a starter he will smile.' Of course, putting it in the form of an 
order, I had to give him the usual reply, so I grinned and said: 'Sir, 
it shall be done.' He was quite a man, sir, and his brigade had a 
soul--his soul----" 
 
"I see, Bill. And his soul goes marching on, eh? Who was he, Bill?" 
 
Bill Peck named his idol. 
 
"By the Twelve Ragged Apostles!" There was awe in Cappy Ricks' voice, 
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there was reverence in his faded old eyes. "Son," he continued gently, 
"twenty-five years your brigadier was a candidate for an important job 
in my employ--and I gave him the Degree of the Blue Vase. He couldn't 
get the vase legitimately, so he threw a cobble-stone through the 
window, grabbed the vase and ran a mile and a half before the police 
captured him. Cost me a lot of money to square the case and keep it 
quiet. But he was too good, Bill, and I couldn't stand in his way; I let 
him go forward to his destiny. But tell me, Bill. How did you get the 
two thousand dollars to pay for this vase?" 
 
"Once," said ex-Private Peck thoughtfully, "the brigadier and I were 
first at a dug-out entrance. It was a headquarters dug-out and they 
wouldn't surrender, so I bombed them and then we went down. I found a 
finger with a ring on it--and the brigadier said if I didn't take the 
ring somebody else would. I left that ring as security for my check." 
 
"But how could you have the courage to let me in for a two thousand 
dollar vase? Didn't you realize that the price was absurd and that I 
might repudiate the transaction?" 
 
"Certainly not. You are responsible for the acts of your servant. You 
are a true blue sport and would never repudiate my action. You told me 
what to do, but you did not insult my intelligence by telling me how to 
do it. When my late brigadier sent me after the German sniper he didn't 
take into consideration the probability that the sniper might get me. He 
told me to get the sniper. It was my business to see to it that I 
accomplished my mission and carried my objective, which, of course, I 
could not have done if I had permitted the German to get me." 
 
"I see, Bill. Well, give that blue vase to the porter in the morning. I 
paid fifteen cents for it in a five, ten and fifteen cent store. 
Meanwhile, hop into that upper berth and help yourself to a well-earned 
rest." 
 
"But aren't you going to a wedding anniversary at Santa Barbara, Mr. 
Ricks?" 
 
"I am not. Bill, I discovered a long time ago that it's a good idea for 
me to get out of town and play golf as often as I can. Besides which, 
prudence dictates that I remain away from the office for a week after 
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the seeker of blue vases fails to deliver the goods and--by the way, 
Bill, what sort of a game do you play? Oh, forgive me, Bill. I forgot 
about your left arm." 
 
"Say, look here, sir," Bill Peck retorted, I'm big enough and ugly 
enough to play one-handed golf." 
 
"But, have you ever tried it?" 
 
"No, sir," Bill Peck replied seriously, "but--it shall be done!" 

 
THE END 

 
LESSONS FROM THE GO GETTER BY Andy T. Hansen  
 
LESSON 1: Believe in yourself.  
Mr. Peck provides a great reminder that we all need to believe in ourselves. If 
there is anyone who could consider themselves down and out it is a war vet with 
a leg limp and only half of an arm on one side. However, Mr. Peck does not let 
this get him down. He approached his first meeting with Cappy Ricks with all the 
belief in the world, and sold himself to the business owner by refusing to take 
no for an answer. 
 
LESSON 2: Act with determination.  
Throughout the book Mr. Peck displays his determination time and time again. 
From the beginning of the book when he was so determined to get the job that 
he had already had business cards made, to later in the story when he refuses 
to take no for an answer and vows to do whatever it takes to obtain the “blue 
vase” for Cappy. Mr. Peck is a man on a mission, determined to deliver the “blue 
vase” to his employer. 
 
LESSON 3: Don’t take “No” for an answer.  
Time and time again Mr. Peck reaches a point where it seems as if he is being 
told “no.” He meets resistance in many situations in his pursuit of the “blue 
vase”, but rather than packing it in and going home he finds ways to rethink his 
approach and create a new path towards the “blue vase.” 
 
LESSON 4: Tell yourself “It Shall Be Done.”  
This is the saying that Mr. Peck shares with Cappy, a saying that he picked up 
from his commanding officer, who just happens to be an old employee of Cappy 
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Ricks. It is the belief that even in times when you don’t know how to do 
something, you say “it shall be done” and then work to find a solution to the 
problem. It may not be easy, but if you truly believe you can achieve something 
your mind will help you create a plan to achieve it. 
 


