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OW, if you were about 50 years old
*and hailed from Jacksonville, Ill.,
( you'd walk right in and grab him by
Yhe hand and announce:
| “Bill, I've come all this way to Nebraska
Yo say we’ll make a President of you.”
' And William J. Bryan would grip yours
with a grip trained to the bone-breaking greet-
ings of horny-fisted campaigns, while he an-
swerea? .
“Why, Tim, you old Illinois friend, come
on down-po dinwer!”’
And you could go back home afterward
wondering how Bill Bryan, who was one of
the kids way behind you older boys at school,
ever could have come to be a ‘‘foremost Amer-
ican,’ a rich man and a candidate for Presi-
dent of the United States. Why, you hadn’t
more than shaken hands with him before you
saw he was the same old Bill, just as you are
the same old Jim, for all his foreign curios and
high-grade farm stock.
ell, we can't all come from Jackson-

ville, Tl., ‘where Mr. Bryan went to school.

Mnd the rest of us can’t all come from Salem,
where he was born; or even from Lincoln, in
Nebraska, where he is now regarded as “a
Jeading citizen.”

| jnd yet, wherever you came from, if you
mere to go to the Bryan farm, ncar Lincoln,
‘merely to “pay your respects,” the greeting
iyou would receive would be of the same type,
and the impression of the simple, homely man
would be no different from that renewed in his
.o0ld associates. He would rise up in your eyes,
s in theirs, as Bryan, the commoner.

i\ Why not take the trip to Nebraska and
See this great commoner, just as he.is, today?

NE comfort about this way of visiting is that we
don’t have to be so formal. No soclety nonsense
of sending up a card, and waiting until Mr, Bryan
comes in from the fields and slips on a clean col-

lar and a laundered shirt, with attached cuffs, before he
\Bives us welcome,

The Bryan we want to see today is the man who
Srew up, back there in Illinois, where, for all his tather’s
position as cireuit judge, the son lugged his lunch basket
o school with the rest of the boys, and sneaked bites out
Pt his extra apple when the teacher wasn't looking.

That was, the boy who worked, session after session,

for the elocution prize, getting licked at first, but stick-
Ing to 1t until, having captured second place with "‘Ber-
fardo del Carplo,” of grandiloquent memory, he turned
% and wrote some of the things he had thought out him-
#lt, on “Labor,” and landed the first prize.
' He was the same boy who grew nto the amblitious
manhood of 22 years, doing the hardest and most old-
fashioned work of all, farming. What has become of the
fumer Bryan used to be in the days when he rustled
®t dn the cool summer mornings, with candid galluses
biked high on uncompromising collar bone, to the urgent
ratory of rural INMinofs?

“Hi, there, Bill! Don't forget the chickens before you
Aos the corn.”

What has become of him? Why, here he s, a quarter
o & century lmtea, still remembering tbe chickens, with
Mv galluaen spremd more broadly over shoulders that
& padded more comfortably, but with his close-woven,
Surable farmer's breeches tucked into the cowhides, as of

He leans an affectionate h#nd upom the door of the
¥p-to-date chicken run, while he gewés fondly through
the modern perfections of its wire m: at the occupants
‘Ms'hou‘ind?].u“.i 1 ted {t—myself,” he re:

e that —inven! i -
Marked, with !.hael (;lolrrll a?toihe tarmer véha has been born
10 regard his farm as a congregation doés its church—a
'..“,“:°'=°d %‘;n!h‘l‘mly improved to the limit of his re-

skill,

As we "’Hﬂl-o over with him for a study of the Poland
inag we can afford to indulge ourselves in a quiet grin
over the anomaly of a gtatesman absorbed in the raising
o Ieistered  pigs—until we remember that it took a

h"'“ of the callber of Cincinnatus to retire to his farm

*n Rome no longer needed his directing mind.
iy lcg We can secretly wonder over his emhuallgl:mdfﬂ’l:
Sodre of handsome polled Jersoys and shnbr ll“»-lu.{iu
" m° 1£9we and a couple of duly reg1sh’re((1i \;f»“":m[
Vorn all the sorupulously ker( stock recor ‘ldl S A
Wi Y; and the heart-whole interest in 'b(;‘m : hg i

“'le‘m'lll private letters so fre: uenltl‘ splity o

th, glance at the big corn crib, plc

>

out the paints
® horses in the stable, consider the enduring soliit v of
the ¢W cement fence posts, and let the eve rauge over
reading 153 acres of the model farm to which th
o8 farmboy has at length attained, with the o
ol neighborly in the distance, we ‘can oven

¢ this I8 the real man, or merely a kld-il. [

Ao farmer, who can maie eneugh money by lectur-

4nd editing to let a farm manager put on the (mpos-
Tils of modern improvements.
4 pere would have been no room for the doubt if we
™ there w the cement posts were going in. The
the imself was on the job, helping in lhoﬂ?l!‘lln of
by pi-holes for the shéer love of the hard, familiar
Be s boyhood had made of him.
Yery acre of this farm o Bry.n'r has been builded
7|!h the shrewdness of the practical farmer, under
Iy Piration ‘of the soil-loving naturc that was orlgi-
Yhorn in him, It was so more thau thirteen years
vinga SN 1€ put into its firnt five acres the first modest
o 59 he was able to hive out of his law practice. It
: hlﬂ When, from time to tlme, he uldeg to them the
tow, 8 e &equired until, {n 1901, he wud ready to quit
® t W0 of Lincoln as a residence and to make his home
I: Browing farm at Falrview, four miles away.
*? Was making réal money by that thne; and he was
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in a position to live in a real home—one that should con-
form to his tastes, instead of the dwelling which sup-
plied simply his needs.

The house cost him $30,000 before he got through, for,
like the farm proper and its live stock, it was designed
to have every modern convenience, from its own auto-
matic water supply to Its own gus plant,

And Farmer Bryan did in reality that which, to every
other farmer, has thus far been mere hyperbole: he
treated his llve stock as well as his own family.

In plain and literal fact, he bullt the stable first, and
built it so well and so commodiously that the ambitious
among human beings could be content to live there,

Then, promptly, he and his family did live there. The
house, unfinished, was no more to be left to contractor
and workmen then than’the cement posts were to be left
to hired labor later. The boss was bound to be on the
Job, as usual,

80, In lieu of other homestead—the original frame
dwelling of the place having been already torn down— K
Farmer Bryan and Mrs. Bryan and the children and
the bulldog all moved into the barn.

3 Farmer Bryan, keeping a weather eye, morning, noon
and night, upon the progress of the filne new home,
pitched in between ll_mes on the work of the thirty acres
that made up the farm, and he took the boss' own care—
which no hired man's ever equaled—of his four head of

horses, his two cows and the calf and the hundreds of
chickens that constituted the animal population.

As for the plgeons and the bulldog, they belonged to
William, Jr., and even his father couldn't have wrested
their guardianship from that son of his dad.

Many another family might have been satisfied,

alist, or the man of affairs chatting at his ease, or,
when nced is—as it usually fs—working like a beaver
in his oflice in the basement.
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like the Bryans, to live, for the time, in the barn de-
signed for the cattle. Bullt of brick, two stories In
height, it had been reared more substantially and fit-
ted more solldly than whole suburbs of two-story
dwellings now occupied, to their complete ambition, by
thousands of people, Bast and West.

Upstairs there were three sleeping rooms, used by
the family, with a fourth to spare for any guest who
stayed overnight. Downstairs Mrs. Bryan took pos-
session of the harness room, with the cooking stove
and the calm efliclency that Is so peculiarly hers—
which, of course, transformed the harness room into
the kitchen,

The walls dividing the rooms being solid as rock
and the fittings being in hardwood, all that was need-
ed to make a modest mansion out of the new barn
was & fine parlor.

Mrs. Bryan saw to that. She took the whole car-

barn, and applied a
“gg:lfmg::;dml‘n r‘i‘t“lw.1'{'x'rnolfahltl?;:"s—brlg'h:l rugsp%n the
cement floor, draped curtains at the windows, stands
of bookw and pleces of statuary here and there, and
plenty of the big, cozy chalrs that make American life
really worth living.

REALIZED HIS LIFE DREAM

When FFarmer Bryan came home to his barn, after
plugging at the crops in the fleld all day, he could
rest up In the handsomest and biggest sitting room
and parlor outside of Lingoln, Neb.—and that was go-
ing some in barns, for Camegle was trying to show
New York city what he could do in the way of draw-
ing on Fifth avenue under the friendly auspices
of tarift.

st last, the house was completed and the
owper could changa his domicile from the stable

with its twenty-two rooms, he had the

%mo ﬁo had been hoping for and working for

all his the homest: that is the alluring vision

w 80 many farm hoys cityward when, like

{m, them 08 0 . and leavés them, un-

'™ anded there, j 18 for the rest of their
hat brings us to our formal visit, as prés. ’

sumably respect ble {f Inguisitive strangers, to the

Mr, and Mrs, iiryan who Illve in Fairview.

They went (raveiing abroad, you know, some years
back. That was the (Ime when the United States
learned, from the fmpressive reception accorded him
In Asia and iSurope, that In Mr, Bryan it possessed a
“foremost American.” The United States, which has
a habit of making hard the ways of its prophets in

thelr own country, has thought twice as much of him
ver since,

b {‘he tour, ecrowded with honors such as might have
been thrust upon another Grant, sent back Mr. Bryan
endowed with strange statues from Japan and rare
vases from China and fine pleces of bric-a-brac from
Burope; but it could not send back any other man
than the one who started from Nebraska.

In his home he is still the same cheerful, paternal
tamily head, the energetic professional man whose
wlthd’;‘AwM from the law has broadened him into the
requirements of other Illberal vocations, the heart
host whose welcome s as whole-souled as it is genial.

An hour earller he was Bryan the farmer, with an
eye alert for every hint of nature, from the languor of
a hen to the feel of the wiud on his cheeks.

Now he is the scholar, the friendly conversation-

There are three porches girdling Fairview, but it is
rarely that they fultil their prime purpose of supply-
ing a piace for the refreshing rest ang the loafing that
Whitman found so Inviting to his soml, Fairview and
its owner and its owner's wife are too busy for those
passive Llisses,

Everybody gets up at 5 in the morning. Farmer
Bryan hustles down to the big desk in the basement
office and works at being Editor Bryan, or Author
Bryan, or Correspondent Bryan, or more of the Protean
Bryans which his multifarious activities thrust upon
him,

Mrs. Bryan, mecanwhile, 1s ordering the affairs of
the houschold, laying out the work of the servants,
settling the program of the day as far as the detalls
of the evening meal, and otherwise planning and
contriving to escape, with credit, from her house-
wifely duties in order to give her husband the ald he
needs 80 much and depends on 8o greatly,

The beautiful domestic life of the late Willlam
McKinley, so unlversally held (n reverence for the
manner In which a husband’s devotion maintained, in
spite of the incessant activities of his career, a con-
stant, hourly companionship with his wife, i dupli-
cated in the Bryan famlly, with this difference:

Mrs, McKinley's 1llness permitted of little more
than her keen sympathy with her husband's affalrs;
Mrs. Bryan's health and special training make her

r,mncully an actlve partner in all her husband's
ahors,

She studicd law that she might remain upon his
intellectual level. She studled the typewriter that
she might be his confidential secretary. She supple-
mented her collegiate training with a lifelong hablt
of reading that she might be in continuous touch with
the literature, the arts, the questions and the affairs
of tha day. g

Here, then, {8 one key to the mystery of the dis-
posal at YTairview of the 300,000 letters that are ad-
dressed to Willlam J. Bryan every year,

But oaly the flying hours and minutes of her busy
day can Supply their hints of the resourcefulness she
has brought to bear upon the handling of the thou-
sands of letters that are sent to her personally, upon
the ways and means she found to establish and build
up the Jocal Sorosis branch for women and upon the
varied avenues of distribution that claim charity’s
tithe, of one-tenth, annually from her husband's rn-
come,

The truest, most intimate, most complete compan-
fonship of which the fondest couple Ims%vcr drenr:ned
is that of the Bryans, husband and wlfe.

In play as in work, they are together. Her pleasure
s riding—and there {s the secret of Parmor Bryan's
growling love of good horseflesh, Sometimes he can
be seen driving Into Lincoln in his regular farm
wagon, a farmer of the farmers, as occasion calls. But
his carriage turnout |s with a spanking team equip-
ed with the sllver harness that has heen aspired to
I_oyl“esvery farmer and every woman who ever held the

And his happlest hours are astride General, the
(horouﬁhred charger presented to him by United
States nator W, J, Stone, of Missour!, riding over
the Nebraska roads as comrade to his wife.

I'his does seem to come pretty close to knowing
all there 18 to be known about the private character
of the foremost American whom we are discovering
for ourselves, after so many years of violent panegyric
and equilly violent diatribe.

But there Nave been expert farmers, before the

year 1908, who were expert skinflints,
as there have been excellent husbands
and fathers who were execrable em-

What sort of a *“boss” is Bryan?

in leave the farm with the comfortable as-
: that the farm help is not dropping off to sleep
s half dead with the labor of keeping the blood-
stock elc ntly alive, as happens on many a so-

called model farm, where the beasts are treated bet-
ter than the humans, Bryan's people at Falrview ap-
pear to 'be chronically content,

But lie s a real boss, a boss of the kind we read
about, over there in Lincoln, where he publishes the
Commoner. Let us drive to Lincoln and do that time-
honored act of cruelty, Interview the editor.

They're politely sorry at the Commoner
the editor—The Editor—isn’'t in.

It's very unfortunate that, when we bade Mr.
Bryan good-bye in the oak-fitted library at Falrview,
we omitted to tell him to hurry over to Lincoln, so

g]dultl we might Interviéw him in his capacity as The
or,

Best we can do now Is to interview his employes
and learn what they think of him. Some of us be-
Ing newspaper people ourselves, we know it'll be the
same old story: the old man’'s getting cranky, when
he isn’'t too uppish to speak to anybody; he's always
eplleptic about expenses; nobody can do a thing to
satisty him; and he never did know the difference
between a box of “pi” and an m-dash, anyway.

office;

A “COMMONER” IN TRUTH

Is it the same old thing? Not according to the
working force of Editor Bryan's Commoner. One be-
gins to find exceptions to the rule of newspngar
“kickers" when the circulation has climbed up be-
yond the 160,000 mark without the ald of sworn af-
fidavits, and when the annual Proﬂts are in the neigh-
borhood of $50,000. A force like that i{s usually hus-
tiing so hard that it hasn't time to spare for either
kicks or panegyrics,

There are half a hundred people on the Com-
moner force, far fewer than would be needed for such
a paper, with such a circuletion, if Editor Bryan ran
his own composing and press rooms. But the setting
of the type and the actual printing of the paper are
mechanical detalls which he has done by contract
with some Lincoln firins, so that the number directly
in his employ 18 limited to the restricted editorial
staff and the business and circulation departments,

It I8 true that they see little of him. Politics, lec-
turing, farming—the countless ocations of his life
—leave him more nearly the editor in the abstract
thi the majority of men who have made a success
of journalism by the sheer force of thelr thinking
and writing and by their capacity for the selection
of capable assistants,

But when the “boss" does come to the office, the
sobriquet of ‘“commoner,” which has attach {tselt
to him, becomes apparent In its full significance.
There {s no trace of the boss in his attit 01 there
fs even no trace of that paternal alr which is the last
remnant of authority usually preserved by the type
of boss who remains most popular,

The relations between KEditor Bryan and the
Commoner's workpeople are those of complete and
unaffected equality. Any of them {s free accost
him, socially or on a business topic; and the talk
that follows might be one between a couple of friend-
ly foremen or clerks.

That subtle undertone of condescension, or of
gntronnso, or of conscious authority, common to all
usiness enterprises elsewhere, is noticeably, absent.
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There is about it neither affectation, long-headed
policy, nor even any intentional abdication of the
forms of authority.

The simple, {lluminating fact {s that the business is
organized on a basis which, while it is far from being
the altruism hoped for by selfish incompetence In
some far millennjum, gives the laborer all, and more,
of the hire which is his due, than he ordinarily ree
ceives under current conditions,

The wages pald are higher, by 25 per cent., than
those of any other publishing house in the city.
The regular Lincoln rates for untrained girls is $3 a
week; the Bryan rate is $4. That relatively high
wage scale is maintained right up to the managing
editor.

Nobody works more than eight hours a day, with
seven hours as the limit for Saturday. There are

busy seasous for the Commoner's force, as there are
for all other forces; but no employe feels it jncum-
bent to stay for extra time under pain of disfavor.

Additional service is supplied by the volunteers,
of whom there are always Ylenty. pérhaps because
of a spontaneous loyalty, perhaps because extra time
earns a 50 per cent. increase in wages. The regular
holldays are all allowed, and two more per year are
thrown in for luck and good fellowship.

Ordinary mortals ought to be falrly well satisfled
with such a “hoss"; and Lincoln, Neb,, is composed of
ordinary mortals like the rest of us.

A thoroughly consclentious criticaster might find
a trace of paternalism about those two extra holi-
days. One of them comes In the summer, when Mr,
Bryan inyites everybody who works for him to a
picnic at Fairview. The other comes in winter, when
a special entertainment is provided for them at his
home or at that of his brother. Thus far, however,
nobody in Lincoln has discovered in these two hos-
{)‘nnlmes anything more objectionable than a good

me.

He charters a specfal trolley car for the trip tq
Fafrview and plays the host as he plays the “boss,’”
frankly a companion and as frankly a friend.

If there is any game or contest during the rlcnlc
he is as likely to be in it as tho most energetic kid
among the boys, and, if during the winter visit half
an hour threatened to drag heavily, he {s ready with
stories abouc the Jap bronzes at the front door or
about the things he saw {n Furope that have all the
vivid charm of description which the most graphic
cinematograph views must lack.

So things go rather happily under Bryan, the
“boss,” just as they do under Bryan, the farmer. His
aternalism |s reserved for the walls of the Falrview
ome, ére his oldest daughter, Mrs. Ruth Bryan
Leavitt, was allowed to marry her artist when she in-
sisted on )mvinr,r him; where his second daughter,
Grace, now 17, {s Indulged in her studious bent b
being given the advantages of a well selected schoo
in irginia, and where Willlam, Jr., was assigned
to the urbuﬂdln relglmen and blsclpllng of an In-
diana military schoo

The summer brings the family most closely to-
ether. As Its head approaches his half century in all
gho strength, health and kindly dignity of manhood
matured Into its prime, the homestead in this new,
western world, for all {ts modern externals, strangely
reproduces the oldest and most perfect Ideal ever at-
tained by man-the ideal of the Yatrlnrnhtl 11fe, in the

ts years, lived in the
calm happiness of the ancient, biblical simplicity,
without fenr and, before a worid at last Teverewy
without reproach. = .. . Lant
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