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    A young man learns that in America’s new cities, desire is not merely felt but financed, and the price of ambition is calculated in ledgers as surely as in the human heart.

The Financier, published in 1912, opens Theodore Dreiser’s Trilogy of Desire with a portrait of Frank Cowperwood, a prodigy of numbers and nerve in post–Civil War Philadelphia. Dreiser, an American novelist associated with literary naturalism, builds a world where markets, municipal bonds, and street-railway schemes define the rhythms of daily life. The premise is straightforward and gripping: a talented broker discovers how power flows through money, and how money flows through institutions and people. Without announcing a moral lesson, the novel invites readers to watch a mind trained for opportunity test the limits of a rapidly modernizing society.

Dreiser’s naturalism gives the book its classic force. He favors cause-and-effect analysis over ornament, tracing how environment, temperament, and chance shape human outcomes. In The Financier, that method means careful attention to the mechanics of speculation, the protocols of banking, and the way public and private interests intersect. His sentences move like ledger entries that suddenly spark into drama, showing how an apparently impersonal system becomes intimate once reputations, favors, and risks are at stake. The effect is not didactic but diagnostic: the story reveals how character expresses itself through action when pressure mounts, opportunities appear, and consequences arrive.

The novel’s classic status also rests on its ambition to make high finance narratively legible. Few earlier American works had rendered the business world with such granular detail and narrative drive. By placing a financier—not a reformer or a moral exemplar—at the center, Dreiser widened the range of serious fiction, proving that corporate life and urban politics could sustain epic storytelling. The Financier stands alongside Dreiser’s other major achievements in realism, yet its focus on money’s circuitry gave later readers and writers a new map of American power, one that extended beyond drawing rooms and factories into the bargaining rooms of a modern city.

Its influence can be felt in the evolution of the business novel and in subsequent portrayals of entrepreneurial protagonists in American fiction. Writers interested in social realism, institutional conflict, and the ethics of success have found in Dreiser a model for how to dramatize systems without losing narrative momentum. The Financier showed that the balance sheet could be as narratively potent as the love letter, and that city charters, bond issues, and private credits could generate plots as compelling as family inheritances once did in earlier literary traditions.

Equally important is the book’s documentary texture. Dreiser establishes the built environment of Philadelphia—its banks, exchanges, offices, and drawing rooms—alongside the routines by which money is borrowed, lent, and pledged. He depicts negotiations as performances, and contracts as scenes where personality meets procedure. This emphasis does not reduce human motives to cash alone; instead, it reveals how pride, vanity, loyalty, and desire are mediated by valuation. The prose lingers over processes—auctions, calls, clearances—so that readers grasp both the theatricality and the technics of finance, and understand why that apparatus exerts such magnetic power on a gifted mind.

The book’s themes endure because they reach beyond any single episode of boom and contraction. Ambition, appetite, calculation, and self-justification appear not as vices uniquely tied to an era but as perennial human tendencies that find new expression when the tools of finance grow sophisticated. The Financier asks what success means when institutional rules can be read creatively, and how personal integrity fares when public money mingles with private interest. It considers the theater of reputation—how standing is built, leveraged, and defended—and the cost of living by a creed that equates worth with measurable gain.

Dreiser’s setting enhances this inquiry. In the decades after the Civil War, American cities expanded rapidly, capital pooled in unprecedented ways, and municipal governments became brokers of infrastructure and influence. Philadelphia’s political networks, business clubs, and families formed a matrix in which opportunity and risk thrived. The novel does not treat history as background decoration; it treats it as pressure. Rail projects, bond markets, and city contracts are not mere props but engines that drive choices and test loyalties, creating a credible portrait of the Gilded Age’s promise and peril.

At the center stands Frank Cowperwood, a character inspired in part by the career of nineteenth-century financier Charles T. Yerkes. Dreiser presents Cowperwood not as an allegory but as a study in focused will: numerate, poised, and alert to patterns others overlook. His gift is not simply greed; it is perception—the ability to see movement where others see stasis, to recognize leverage points in a crowded field. This portrait resists moral caricature. The novel allows readers to consider how talent interacts with circumstance, and how a culture that rewards daring also invites boundary testing.

The Financier’s durability is also a matter of tone. Dreiser rarely sermonizes; he observes. That posture gives the book analytical clarity and invites multiple readings. Some approach it as a cautionary tale about the seductions of power; others study its procedure as a primer in institutional dynamics. Scholars of American realism and naturalism have examined its structure and methods, while general readers return to its momentum and specificity. Whatever the angle, the novel sustains attention because it never pretends that complicated systems absolve individuals of choice, nor that choice exists outside systemic constraint.

For readers new to Dreiser, this novel offers a way into his broader project: to chart the American pursuit of success without disguising the forces that shape it. The pages reward close attention to detail—the handshake bargains, the whispered counsel in private offices, the shifting sentiments of crowds. They also reward philosophical curiosity, as the narrative suggests how technology, law, and custom create a moral weather in which characters must navigate. The book’s craft lies in the fusion of narrative excitement with social analysis, making it both a compelling story and a study of power in motion.

The Financier remains contemporary because the questions it poses have not faded. When public and private interests interlock, how should responsibility be measured? When markets promise mobility, what becomes of fairness, restraint, and trust? Today’s debates over regulation, corporate influence, and the culture of speculation echo the world Dreiser renders with such authority. His novel endures as a classic not for predicting specific events, but for revealing recurring patterns of behavior and belief. It speaks across eras to anyone who senses that ambition, once unleashed within intricate systems, will test every definition of success.
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    The Financier, published in 1912 by Theodore Dreiser, opens his Trilogy of Desire and traces the early ascent of Frank A. Cowperwood, an ambitious operator in post–Civil War Philadelphia. In a style associated with American naturalism, Dreiser presents finance, politics, and personal appetite as entwined forces shaping character and fate. The novel follows Cowperwood from youthful curiosity about money and exchange to a determined pursuit of influence, portraying the city’s brokerage houses, banks, and municipal offices as interdependent arenas. Without prescribing moral judgment, the narrative examines how opportunity, calculation, and circumstance encourage bold strategies while exposing the risks that accompany rapid accumulation and public visibility.

Cowperwood’s aptitude emerges early as he learns the routines of banking and the mechanics of markets. He gravitates to the trading floor, mastering price movements, time loans, and arbitrage. Dreiser shows him absorbing institutional knowledge from older men while teaching himself to read the mood of the exchange. Even as a junior clerk and broker’s assistant, he proves skilled at spotting discrepancies and acting swiftly, translating observation into profit. The portrait is one of restless intelligence focusing on financial instruments rather than traditional commerce, with early successes convincing him that control over credit and information, rather than goods, is the surest path to power.

With confidence and capital, Cowperwood establishes his own brokerage and cultivates relationships that link public money with private speculation. He works closely with the city treasurer, handling municipal funds and underwriting bond issues, and seeks to align with Philadelphia’s political bosses who shape access to franchises and contracts. Dreiser details how influence is traded alongside shares, and how proximity to public accounts can amplify a private firm’s leverage. Cowperwood’s strategy centers on liquidity, speed, and discretion, placing him at the nexus of bankers, politicians, and traders while intensifying scrutiny and dependence on continued market calm.

Dreiser pairs this rise with a study of domestic and social life. Cowperwood marries Lillian, whose gentler temperament contrasts with his relentless drive, revealing the distance between aesthetic refinement and acquisitive ambition. As his wealth and confidence expand, he becomes romantically involved with Aileen Butler, the spirited daughter of a powerful contractor and political figure. This attachment offers glamour and defiance but also precarious exposure, since it touches the interests and pride of entrenched allies. The liaison complicates alliances, adding a volatile human dimension to dealings already governed by money, reputation, and the carefully managed appearance of propriety.

Cowperwood’s operations broaden to include street-railway securities and other urban enterprises, where control of franchises promises outsized gains. He coordinates loans across banks, supports quotations, and times purchases to steer sentiment, all while projecting stability to investors and officials. Dreiser renders the texture of business life in ledgers, calls, and meetings, showing how confidence becomes both a strategy and a commodity. As profits mount, Cowperwood displays success through art, comfort, and architectural plans, using taste to signal permanence. Yet every display sharpens the contrast between cultivated surfaces and the precarious scaffolding of credit sustaining them.

External shocks disturb this carefully arranged system. A major urban disaster beyond Philadelphia—whose economic ripples tighten credit and unsettle markets—pressures collateral values, heightens lender caution, and exposes the fragility of short-term financing. Dreiser depicts the chain reaction through hurried consultations, suspended loans, and anxious depositors, as political sponsors recoil from risk to protect themselves. Public funds once treated as pliant become a source of peril, and the same networks that enabled swift expansion transmit panic just as efficiently. In this atmosphere, questions of accountability intensify, and Cowperwood’s room to maneuver narrows under converging financial and political demands.

Scrutiny turns formal as investigations probe the handling of municipal deposits and the mingling of public and private interests. Indictments follow, and the courtroom becomes a second exchange where arguments, testimony, and reputation are traded under the gaze of the press. Dreiser emphasizes process—procedural steps, legal tactics, and the choreography of influence—while charting the strain on Cowperwood’s household and on Aileen, whose defiance carries personal cost. Political factions maneuver behind the scenes, seeking to assign blame usefully. The outcome remains uncertain within the narrative’s analysis of how law, image, and interest intersect when markets falter.

Throughout, Dreiser’s naturalism frames individuals as shaped by environment, appetite, and institutional pressures rather than abstract ideals. The novel treats money as a system of signals and obligations that rewards nerve and timing but erodes sentiment. Cowperwood embodies audacity and focus, while those around him—bankers, politicians, family—reflect competing codes of caution, decorum, loyalty, and ambition. Dreiser’s granular attention to transactions, schedules, and negotiations underscores a theme: economic life is procedural, not romantic, and the city is a machine in which favors, credit, and secrecy are as tangible as steel and stone.

Concluding this first volume of the Trilogy of Desire, The Financier offers a sustained inquiry into success, responsibility, and the porous boundary between public trust and private gain. Without relying on melodramatic revelation, it shows how prosperity depends on confidence that can reverse suddenly, and how personal desires can imperil carefully built systems. The book’s enduring significance lies in its unsentimental portrayal of American capitalism’s formative era, inviting readers to weigh the costs of ambition and the ways institutions mold—and are molded by—determined individuals, setting the stage for further developments explored in the subsequent volumes.
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    The Financier is set largely in post–Civil War Philadelphia, a major American city where commerce, municipal government, and finance intertwined. Its time frame spans the 1860s into the 1870s, years marked by war finance, speculative booms, and severe contraction. Dominant institutions include city treasuries, banks, private brokerage houses, urban utilities, and a vigorous local press. Protestant churches and a strong rhetoric of middle-class respectability shaped public life, while courts and juries arbitrated the frequent disputes of a rapidly monetizing society. The novel’s world reflects a city proud of its Quaker heritage yet thoroughly engaged in national markets for bonds, railroads, commodities, and urban infrastructure.

The American Civil War transformed financial practice. To fund the Union effort, the federal government issued greenbacks beginning in 1862 and marketed massive bond programs. Jay Cooke, a Philadelphia financier, organized national bond sales that created a mass market for government debt. War contracts stimulated industry and transportation, embedding financial intermediaries into everyday economic life. Dreiser’s portrayal of brokered deals, municipal deposits, and bond trading echoes this environment, where public credit and private profit often ran together. The narrative’s emphasis on liquidity, confidence, and the moral ambiguities of speculation mirrors a culture that had learned to valorize risk-taking in the service of national growth.

The National Banking Acts of 1863–1864 recast American banking. By tying bank-note issuance to holdings of U.S. bonds and establishing nationally chartered banks, they created a more uniform currency and a federal regulatory layer, though enforcement and standards varied. City clearinghouses coordinated payments among institutions, and call loans linked local markets to New York money conditions. Municipal treasurers often deposited public funds with private institutions, blurring public and private boundaries. The Financier dramatizes that porous line, showing how credit networks, collateral, and reputation could determine a trader’s fate long before comprehensive securities regulation or modern conflict-of-interest statutes existed.

Municipal governance after Philadelphia’s Consolidation Act of 1854 expanded the city’s political machinery. Ward leaders, council committees, and contracting practices shaped who received access to franchises, deposits, and public works. While reformers periodically campaigned against patronage, the era tolerated arrangements in which brokers handled public funds and utilities courted council favor. Newspapers documented recurring scandals over deposits, street improvements, and gas or transit contracts. The novel reflects these structures rather than singular cases: deals hinge on influence, city officials choose favored intermediaries, and the electorate’s moral judgments collide with customary practices that many businessmen considered normal, even necessary, to get projects financed.

Rapid expansion of railroads and urban utilities defined the period. Rail lines proliferated after the war, financed through stock and bonds underwritten in eastern cities. Within Philadelphia, gas lighting companies and horse-drawn street railways sought franchises and rights-of-way, promising modernization while vying for monopoly privileges. Investors speculated in these enterprises, anticipating steady returns from captive urban markets. Dreiser situates his financier within that atmosphere, attentive to how control of municipal services could translate into enduring revenue streams. The book’s attention to franchise politics and the valuation of quasi-public assets channels a broader national story about infrastructure capitalism in the late nineteenth century.

The Panic of 1873 was a defining shock. Triggered in part by the collapse of Jay Cooke & Company after overcommitment to the Northern Pacific Railroad, the crisis shut down the New York Stock Exchange temporarily and cascaded through banks and businesses. The downturn ushered in a prolonged contraction often termed the Long Depression, with failures, unemployment, and falling prices across several years. Dreiser integrates this rupture as a structural force, illustrating how a liquidity crisis can expose perilous leverage, entangle courts, and turn public sentiment against earlier darlings of growth. The novel’s arc echoes the abrupt reversals characteristic of the period.

Monetary policy was fiercely contested. The Coinage Act of 1873 ended the standard silver dollar, angering advocates of bimetallism who labeled it the “Crime of ’73.” Debates over greenbacks, deflation, and specie resumption culminated in the Resumption Act of 1875 and a return to gold redemption in 1879. Creditors generally favored hard money, while many debtors sought inflationary relief. Tight money environments intensified bank runs and forced liquidations. Dreiser’s financial scenes register these pressures: prices sag, collateral values shrink, and character reputations rise or fall with shifting doctrines about what constitutes “sound” money and prudent banking.

Law and procedure mattered in the fallout. The federal Bankruptcy Act of 1867 provided mechanisms for insolvency that were widely used during the 1870s crisis, before repeal in 1878. State criminal statutes governed embezzlement and misuse of public funds, and juries weighed intent against common business practice. Pennsylvania’s courts became arenas where commercial custom confronted codified law. The Financier tracks indictments, receiverships, and appeals as instruments that could redistribute power as much as mete out justice. In doing so, the book mirrors a transitional legal order still clarifying corporate liability, fiduciary duties, and the boundaries of acceptable speculation.

Philadelphia’s economy combined mercantile traditions with industrial might. The city was home to locomotive production, shipbuilding, and textiles, and maintained one of the nation’s oldest securities markets, the Philadelphia Stock Exchange. Its financiers traded railroad shares, municipal bonds, and commodities, sometimes at a remove from New York but deeply connected by telegraph and correspondent banking. Dreiser’s focus on local brokers, neighborhood banks, and public deposit practices captures Philadelphia’s distinctive blend of parochial ties and national reach. The city’s pride in sober business habits coexisted with a robust appetite for leverage when opportunity beckoned, a tension the novel scrutinizes.

Victorian respectability shaped social expectations. Philadelphia’s Quaker heritage emphasized probity, while a rising bourgeoisie displayed its success through real estate, club memberships, and philanthropy. Elite Americans increasingly collected European art in the late nineteenth century, importing Old Masters and contemporary works via dealers and auction houses to signal taste and standing. The novel’s interest in collecting reflects these patterns, where cultural capital buttressed financial capital, and aesthetic judgment became another arena for competition. Dreiser thereby links market ambition to a broader culture of display, suggesting that reputations were crafted in parlors and galleries as much as on trading floors.

Technological change accelerated information flows and speculation. By the 1860s the telegraph knit together regional exchanges; the stock ticker, introduced in the late 1860s, transmitted quotations at speed; and daily newspapers expanded financial coverage. Standardized commodity contracts and grain elevators supported arbitrage across distances. Office practices—double-entry bookkeeping, ledgers, and clearinghouse balances—governed the mundane yet decisive mechanics of credit. Dreiser’s scenes of rapid decision-making and margin calls reflect a world in which minutes mattered, rumors traveled through wires and print, and a mispriced asset could erase years of careful accumulation.

Labor conflict and class anxiety intensified after 1873. The Knights of Labor, founded in Philadelphia in 1869, grew during the 1870s, seeking broad worker solidarity. The Great Railroad Strike of 1877, sparked by wage cuts, spread across multiple cities and underscored the fragility of order when employment collapsed. Though The Financier centers on capital and city politics rather than unions, it is set against these tensions. Depressed wages and idle factories haunt the background, reminding readers that financial failure radiated through workshops and rail yards, and that public anger toward speculators formed part of the period’s political mood.

Immigration and urban diversity reshaped the city. Mid-nineteenth-century Philadelphia saw large Irish and German communities, while free Black residents and migrants from the South sought opportunity despite discrimination. Neighborhood identities influenced hiring, politics, and policing. Domestic service, shopkeeping, and artisanal trades filled the urban economy beneath the elite’s financial sphere. Dreiser’s settings—brokerage offices, newspaper rooms, affluent homes—imply this mosaic, even when the narrative’s vantage remains upper-middle-class. The social mix heightened anxieties about respectability and order, making scandals in finance or private life resonate far beyond the individuals involved.

Gender norms were stringent, and family law was evolving. Married women’s property reforms had improved women’s control over assets in many states by mid-century, yet economic dependence and moral scrutiny persisted. Divorce, though legally possible, carried heavy social penalties; adultery could ruin reputations and influence juries or political careers. The Financier touches these realities with restraint, showing how personal relations intersected with business reputations. Men in public life could find financial backing evaporating not only from market losses but from perceived moral lapses, a reminder that credit was partly a social judgment reinforced by clergy, clubs, and the press.

The urban press wielded great power. Philadelphia newspapers such as the Public Ledger and the Inquirer chronicled finance, politics, and scandal, blending reportage with editorializing that shaped civic opinion. Investigations into municipal contracts or banking practices could tip public sentiment, while sensational coverage sold papers in a competitive market. Dreiser’s narrative recognizes newspapers as actors in their own right—amplifying rumors, framing trials, and translating complex financial matters into digestible moral tales. The resulting feedback loop between markets and headlines underscores how information, slanted or sober, became a force alongside law and liquidity.

Ideas about success and morality were contested. Social Darwinism, associated with figures like Herbert Spencer and popularized in the United States by writers including William Graham Sumner, suggested that competition sorted the worthy. At the same time, the Gospel of Wealth, articulated by Andrew Carnegie in 1889, urged elites to deploy fortunes for public good. Dreiser’s naturalistic bent places his protagonist within these competing ideologies, emphasizing environmental pressures and appetite over sermonizing. The book observes how rationalization can cloak predation and how public benefactions might coexist with hard-edged tactics, reflecting the era’s uneasy synthesis of moral rhetoric and market practice.

Theodore Dreiser, born in 1871, came to fiction after journalism and controversy surrounding his first novel, Sister Carrie (1900), which met resistance from moral guardians. By the time he published The Financier in 1912, the Progressive Era had advanced regulatory reforms, antitrust prosecutions, and muckraking exposés of corporate power. Dreiser drew on documented careers of Gilded Age magnates, notably the Philadelphia- and Chicago-based traction entrepreneur Charles T. Yerkes, as a model for his protagonist’s rise and scandals. Research into financial practices and city politics informed a narrative that blends biographical parallels with a broader anatomy of American capitalism’s formative decades. The parallels remain interpretive rather than exact biography, emphasizing systemic forces over individual uniqueness. This wording might be too long; we need to ensure factual accuracy without overclaiming precarious details. We'll reframe precisely. We'll re-write this paragraph to be safer and concise. (We must remove meta.) Let's rewrite accurately: Dreiser born 1871; Sister Carrie controversy; Financier 1912; Progressive Era; Dreiser drew on careers notably Charles T. Yerkes as loose model; yep.

We need to correct the 16th paragraph accordingly without meta remarks. We'll produce a proper paragraph.

Paragraph 17: Concluding critique.
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    Theodore Dreiser (1871–1945) was an American novelist, journalist, and essayist whose career bridged the Gilded Age, Progressive Era, and the rise of modernism. Identified with literary naturalism, he pursued an unsentimental portrayal of urban life, economic striving, and the pressures of social class. His major novels probe how desire, chance, and institutional power shape individual destinies within an industrial society. Though his prose style often drew debate, his ambition and sociological depth made him a central figure in the twentieth‑century American novel. From his first book to his late work, he treated success and failure as products of environment rather than simple morality.

Born in the Midwest and educated in public schools, Dreiser briefly attended Indiana University before leaving during the 1890s to work. He learned his craft in journalism, reporting for newspapers in Chicago, St. Louis, Pittsburgh, and other cities, before moving into magazine editing in New York. Reading widely in European realism and naturalism, he absorbed formative influences from writers such as Émile Zola and Honoré de Balzac, as well as scientific thought associated with Darwinian determinism. American realists like William Dean Howells also helped shape his sense of social observation. These influences oriented him toward fiction attentive to material forces and social contingency.

Dreiser’s debut novel, Sister Carrie (1900), marked a turning point in American fiction with its frank depiction of urban ambition and consumer culture. Its publication history was troubled: the publisher released it reluctantly, publicity was muted, and moral objections shadowed the book. Although it reached readers only gradually, Sister Carrie established the themes that would define his career—economic aspiration, sexual politics, and the collision between personal desire and social constraint. During the same period he continued magazine work to support himself, refining a documentary sensibility that informed his later prose. The early controversy reinforced his commitment to naturalistic representation.

After a period of relative silence in fiction, Dreiser returned with a productive run in the 1910s. Jennie Gerhardt (1911) deepened his portrait of vulnerability and power. He launched a business‑world saga with The Financier (1912) and The Titan (1914), examining speculation, corporate maneuvering, and the ethics of acquisition; these novels would later be linked with a posthumous conclusion. The Genius (1915), a Künstlerroman about artistic ambition, encountered censorship pressures and fueled ongoing debates over propriety in literature. Alongside the novels, he published short fiction in Free and Other Stories (1918) and profiles of working men and professionals in Twelve Men (1919).

The 1920s brought Dreiser’s most celebrated achievement, An American Tragedy (1925), a sweeping study of class aspiration, crime, and the machinery of justice. The novel’s scale, psychological attention, and critique of social stratification drew wide acclaim and strong sales, cementing his reputation. He also produced travel and reflective prose in other years, including A Traveler at Forty (1913), A Hoosier Holiday (1916), and Dreiser Looks at Russia (1928), which surveyed a society organized under different economic assumptions. Film adaptations broadened his audience, as the themes of ambition and fate translated powerfully to the screen and reinforced his standing as a chronicler of modern American life.

Dreiser was a persistent critic of moralism, genteel literary standards, and the inequities of industrial capitalism. He defended frank treatment of sexuality and urban poverty, frequently challenging censorship campaigns that targeted his books. His skepticism toward organized religion and interest in scientific explanations of behavior aligned with his naturalist method. During the Depression era he engaged public debates about labor and economic justice, and his visit to the Soviet Union informed essays that compared social systems without romanticizing their limits. Across fiction and nonfiction, he argued that environment, money, and institutional power bear decisively on human choice.

In his later years Dreiser lived primarily in California, continued to publish essays, and returned to the financier saga he had begun earlier. He worked on its conclusion, The Stoic, which appeared posthumously in 1947. He died in 1945. Despite periodic criticisms of his stylistic roughness, his novels exerted a lasting influence on the American social novel and on writers drawn to structural analyses of opportunity and constraint. Sister Carrie and An American Tragedy remain staples of classrooms and public discussion, and continued film adaptations sustained his visibility. His legacy endures in debates about ambition, inequality, and the ethics of success.



THE FINANCIER
Main Table of Contents






Chapter I



Chapter II



Chapter III



Chapter IV



Chapter V



Chapter VI



Chapter VII



Chapter VIII



Chapter IX



Chapter X



Chapter XI



Chapter XII



Chapter XIII



Chapter XIV



Chapter XV



Chapter XVI



Chapter XVII



Chapter XVIII



Chapter XIX



Chapter XX



Chapter XXI



Chapter XXII



Chapter XXIII



Chapter XXIV



Chapter XXV



Chapter XXVI



Chapter XXVII



Chapter XXVIII



Chapter XXIX



Chapter XXX



Chapter XXXI



Chapter XXXII



Chapter XXXIII



Chapter XXXIV



Chapter XXXV



Chapter XXXVI



Chapter XXXVII



Chapter XXXVIII



Chapter XXXIX



Chapter XL



Chapter XLI



Chapter XLII



Chapter XLIII



Chapter XLIV



Chapter XLV



Chapter XLVI



Chapter XLVII



Chapter XLVIII



Chapter XLIX



Chapter L



Chapter LI



Chapter LII



Chapter LIII



Chapter LIV



Chapter LV



Chapter LVI



Chapter LVII



Chapter LVIII



Chapter LIX




Chapter I

Table of Contents

The Philadelphia into which Frank Algernon Cowperwood was born was a city of two hundred and fifty thousand and more. It was set with handsome parks, notable buildings, and crowded with historic memories. Many of the things that we and he knew later were not then in existence — the telegraph, telephone, express company, ocean steamer, city delivery of mails. There were no postage-stamps or registered letters. The street car had not arrived. In its place were hosts of omnibuses, and for longer travel the slowly developing railroad system still largely connected by canals.

Cowperwood’s father was a bank clerk at the time of Frank’s birth, but ten years later, when the boy was already beginning to turn a very sensible, vigorous eye on the world, Mr. Henry Worthington Cowperwood, because of the death of the bank’s president and the consequent moving ahead of the other officers, fell heir to the place vacated by the promoted teller, at the, to him, munificent salary of thirty-five hundred dollars a year. At once he decided, as he told his wife joyously, to remove his family from 21 Buttonwood Street to 124 New Market Street, a much better neighborhood, where there was a nice brick house of three stories in height as opposed to their present two-storied domicile. There was the probability that some day they would come into something even better, but for the present this was sufficient. He was exceedingly grateful.

Henry Worthington Cowperwood was a man who believed only what he saw and was content to be what he was — a banker, or a prospective one. He was at this time a significant figure — tall, lean, inquisitorial, clerkly — with nice, smooth, closely-cropped side whiskers coming to almost the lower lobes of his ears. His upper lip was smooth and curiously long, and he had a long, straight nose and a chin that tended to be pointed. His eyebrows were bushy, emphasizing vague, grayish-green eyes, and his hair was short and smooth and nicely parted. He wore a frock-coat always — it was quite the thing in financial circles in those days — and a high hat. And he kept his hands and nails immaculately clean. His manner might have been called severe, though really it was more cultivated than austere.

Being ambitious to get ahead socially and financially, he was very careful of whom or with whom he talked. He was as much afraid of expressing a rabid or unpopular political or social opinion as he was of being seen with an evil character, though he had really no opinion of great political significance to express. He was neither anti — nor pro-slavery, though the air was stormy with abolition sentiment and its opposition. He believed sincerely that vast fortunes were to be made out of railroads if one only had the capital and that curious thing, a magnetic personality — the ability to win the confidence of others. He was sure that Andrew Jackson was all wrong in his opposition to Nicholas Biddle and the United States Bank[1], one of the great issues of the day; and he was worried, as he might well be, by the perfect storm of wildcat money which was floating about and which was constantly coming to his bank — discounted, of course, and handed out again to anxious borrowers at a profit. His bank was the Third National of Philadelphia, located in that center of all Philadelphia and indeed, at that time, of practically all national finance — Third Street — and its owners conducted a brokerage business as a side line. There was a perfect plague of State banks, great and small, in those days, issuing notes practically without regulation upon insecure and unknown assets and failing and suspending with astonishing rapidity; and a knowledge of all these was an important requirement of Mr. Cowperwood’s position. As a result, he had become the soul of caution. Unfortunately, for him, he lacked in a great measure the two things that are necessary for distinction in any field — magnetism and vision. He was not destined to be a great financier, though he was marked out to be a moderately successful one.

Mrs. Cowperwood was of a religious temperament — a small woman, with light-brown hair and clear, brown eyes, who had been very attractive in her day, but had become rather prim and matter-of-fact and inclined to take very seriously the maternal care of her three sons and one daughter. The former, captained by Frank, the eldest, were a source of considerable annoyance to her, for they were forever making expeditions to different parts of the city, getting in with bad boys, probably, and seeing and hearing things they should neither see nor hear.

Frank Cowperwood, even at ten, was a natural-born leader. At the day school he attended, and later at the Central High School, he was looked upon as one whose common sense could unquestionably be trusted in all cases. He was a sturdy youth, courageous and defiant. From the very start of his life, he wanted to know about economics and politics. He cared nothing for books. He was a clean, stalky, shapely boy, with a bright, clean-cut, incisive face; large, clear, gray eyes; a wide forehead; short, bristly, dark-brown hair. He had an incisive, quick-motioned, self-sufficient manner, and was forever asking questions with a keen desire for an intelligent reply. He never had an ache or pain, ate his food with gusto, and ruled his brothers with a rod of iron. “Come on, Joe!” “Hurry, Ed!” These commands were issued in no rough but always a sure way, and Joe and Ed came. They looked up to Frank from the first as a master, and what he had to say was listened to eagerly.

He was forever pondering, pondering — one fact astonishing him quite as much as another — for he could not figure out how this thing he had come into — this life — was organized. How did all these people get into the world? What were they doing here? Who started things, anyhow? His mother told him the story of Adam and Eve, but he didn’t believe it. There was a fish-market not so very far from his home, and there, on his way to see his father at the bank, or conducting his brothers on after-school expeditions, he liked to look at a certain tank in front of one store where were kept odd specimens of sea-life brought in by the Delaware Bay fishermen. He saw once there a sea-horse — just a queer little sea-animal that looked somewhat like a horse — and another time he saw an electric eel which Benjamin Franklin’s discovery had explained. One day he saw a squid and a lobster put in the tank, and in connection with them was witness to a tragedy which stayed with him all his life and cleared things up considerably intellectually. The lobster, it appeared from the talk of the idle bystanders, was offered no food, as the squid was considered his rightful prey. He lay at the bottom of the clear glass tank on the yellow sand, apparently seeing nothing — you could not tell in which way his beady, black buttons of eyes were looking — but apparently they were never off the body of the squid. The latter, pale and waxy in texture, looking very much like pork fat or jade, moved about in torpedo fashion; but his movements were apparently never out of the eyes of his enemy, for by degrees small portions of his body began to disappear, snapped off by the relentless claws of his pursuer. The lobster would leap like a catapult to where the squid was apparently idly dreaming, and the squid, very alert, would dart away, shooting out at the same time a cloud of ink, behind which it would disappear. It was not always completely successful, however. Small portions of its body or its tail were frequently left in the claws of the monster below. Fascinated by the drama, young Cowperwood came daily to watch.

One morning he stood in front of the tank, his nose almost pressed to the glass. Only a portion of the squid remained, and his ink-bag was emptier than ever. In the corner of the tank sat the lobster, poised apparently for action.

The boy stayed as long as he could, the bitter struggle fascinating him. Now, maybe, or in an hour or a day, the squid might die, slain by the lobster, and the lobster would eat him. He looked again at the greenish-copperish engine of destruction in the corner and wondered when this would be. To-night, maybe. He would come back to-night.

He returned that night, and lo! the expected had happened. There was a little crowd around the tank. The lobster was in the corner. Before him was the squid cut in two and partially devoured.

“He got him at last,” observed one bystander. “I was standing right here an hour ago, and up he leaped and grabbed him. The squid was too tired. He wasn’t quick enough. He did back up, but that lobster he calculated on his doing that. He’s been figuring on his movements for a long time now. He got him to-day.”

Frank only stared. Too bad he had missed this. The least touch of sorrow for the squid came to him as he stared at it slain. Then he gazed at the victor.

“That’s the way it has to be, I guess,” he commented to himself. “That squid wasn’t quick enough.” He figured it out.

“The squid couldn’t kill the lobster — he had no weapon. The lobster could kill the squid — he was heavily armed. There was nothing for the squid to feed on; the lobster had the squid as prey. What was the result to be? What else could it be? He didn’t have a chance,” he concluded finally, as he trotted on homeward.

The incident made a great impression on him. It answered in a rough way that riddle which had been annoying him so much in the past: “How is life organized?” Things lived on each other — that was it. Lobsters lived on squids and other things. What lived on lobsters? Men, of course! Sure, that was it! And what lived on men? he asked himself. Was it other men? Wild animals lived on men. And there were Indians and cannibals. And some men were killed by storms and accidents. He wasn’t so sure about men living on men; but men did kill each other. How about wars and street fights and mobs? He had seen a mob once. It attacked the Public Ledger building as he was coming home from school. His father had explained why. It was about the slaves. That was it! Sure, men lived on men. Look at the slaves. They were men. That’s what all this excitement was about these days. Men killing other men — negroes.

He went on home quite pleased with himself at his solution.

“Mother!” he exclaimed, as he entered the house, “he finally got him!”

“Got who? What got what?” she inquired in amazement. “Go wash your hands.”

“Why, that lobster got that squid I was telling you and pa about the other day.”

“Well, that’s too bad. What makes you take any interest in such things? Run, wash your hands.”

“Well, you don’t often see anything like that. I never did.” He went out in the back yard, where there was a hydrant and a post with a little table on it, and on that a shining tin-pan and a bucket of water. Here he washed his face and hands.

“Say, papa,” he said to his father, later, “you know that squid?”

“Yes.”

“Well, he’s dead. The lobster got him.”

His father continued reading. “Well, that’s too bad,” he said, indifferently.

But for days and weeks Frank thought of this and of the life he was tossed into, for he was already pondering on what he should be in this world, and how he should get along. From seeing his father count money, he was sure that he would like banking; and Third Street, where his father’s office was, seemed to him the cleanest, most fascinating street in the world.
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Table of Contents

The growth of young Frank Algernon Cowperwood was through years of what might be called a comfortable and happy family existence. Buttonwood Street, where he spent the first ten years of his life, was a lovely place for a boy to live. It contained mostly small two and three-story red brick houses, with small white marble steps leading up to the front door, and thin, white marble trimmings outlining the front door and windows. There were trees in the street — plenty of them. The road pavement was of big, round cobblestones, made bright and clean by the rains; and the sidewalks were of red brick, and always damp and cool. In the rear was a yard, with trees and grass and sometimes flowers, for the lots were almost always one hundred feet deep, and the house-fronts, crowding close to the pavement in front, left a comfortable space in the rear.

The Cowperwoods, father and mother, were not so lean and narrow that they could not enter into the natural tendency to be happy and joyous with their children; and so this family, which increased at the rate of a child every two or three years after Frank’s birth until there were four children, was quite an interesting affair when he was ten and they were ready to move into the New Market Street home. Henry Worthington Cowperwood’s connections were increased as his position grew more responsible, and gradually he was becoming quite a personage. He already knew a number of the more prosperous merchants who dealt with his bank, and because as a clerk his duties necessitated his calling at other banking-houses, he had come to be familiar with and favorably known in the Bank of the United States, the Drexels, the Edwards, and others. The brokers knew him as representing a very sound organization, and while he was not considered brilliant mentally, he was known as a most reliable and trustworthy individual.

In this progress of his father young Cowperwood definitely shared. He was quite often allowed to come to the bank on Saturdays, when he would watch with great interest the deft exchange of bills at the brokerage end of the business. He wanted to know where all the types of money came from, why discounts were demanded and received, what the men did with all the money they received. His father, pleased at his interest, was glad to explain so that even at this early age — from ten to fifteen — the boy gained a wide knowledge of the condition of the country financially — what a State bank was and what a national one; what brokers did; what stocks were, and why they fluctuated in value. He began to see clearly what was meant by money as a medium of exchange, and how all values were calculated according to one primary value, that of gold. He was a financier by instinct, and all the knowledge that pertained to that great art was as natural to him as the emotions and subtleties of life are to a poet. This medium of exchange, gold, interested him intensely. When his father explained to him how it was mined, he dreamed that he owned a gold mine and waked to wish that he did. He was likewise curious about stocks and bonds and he learned that some stocks and bonds were not worth the paper they were written on, and that others were worth much more than their face value indicated.

“There, my son,” said his father to him one day, “you won’t often see a bundle of those around this neighborhood.” He referred to a series of shares in the British East India Company[2], deposited as collateral at two-thirds of their face value for a loan of one hundred thousand dollars. A Philadelphia magnate had hypothecated them for the use of the ready cash. Young Cowperwood looked at them curiously. “They don’t look like much, do they?” he commented.

“They are worth just four times their face value,” said his father, archly.

Frank reexamined them. “The British East India Company,” he read. “Ten pounds — that’s pretty near fifty dollars.”

“Forty-eight, thirty-five,” commented his father, dryly. “Well, if we had a bundle of those we wouldn’t need to work very hard. You’ll notice there are scarcely any pin-marks on them. They aren’t sent around very much. I don’t suppose these have ever been used as collateral before.”

Young Cowperwood gave them back after a time, but not without a keen sense of the vast ramifications of finance. What was the East India Company? What did it do? His father told him.

At home also he listened to considerable talk of financial investment and adventure. He heard, for one thing, of a curious character by the name of Steemberger, a great beef speculator from Virginia, who was attracted to Philadelphia in those days by the hope of large and easy credits. Steemberger, so his father said, was close to Nicholas Biddle, Lardner, and others of the United States Bank, or at least friendly with them, and seemed to be able to obtain from that organization nearly all that he asked for. His operations in the purchase of cattle in Virginia, Ohio, and other States were vast, amounting, in fact, to an entire monopoly of the business of supplying beef to Eastern cities. He was a big man, enormous, with a face, his father said, something like that of a pig; and he wore a high beaver hat and a long frock-coat which hung loosely about his big chest and stomach. He had managed to force the price of beef up to thirty cents a pound, causing all the retailers and consumers to rebel, and this was what made him so conspicuous. He used to come to the brokerage end of the elder Cowperwood’s bank, with as much as one hundred thousand or two hundred thousand dollars, in twelve months — post-notes of the United States Bank in denominations of one thousand, five thousand, and ten thousand dollars. These he would cash at from ten to twelve per cent. under their face value, having previously given the United States Bank his own note at four months for the entire amount. He would take his pay from the Third National brokerage counter in packages of Virginia, Ohio, and western Pennsylvania bank-notes at par, because he made his disbursements principally in those States. The Third National would in the first place realize a profit of from four to five per cent. on the original transaction; and as it took the Western bank-notes at a discount, it also made a profit on those.

There was another man his father talked about — one Francis J. Grund, a famous newspaper correspondent and lobbyist at Washington, who possessed the faculty of unearthing secrets of every kind, especially those relating to financial legislation. The secrets of the President and the Cabinet, as well as of the Senate and the House of Representatives, seemed to be open to him. Grund had been about, years before, purchasing through one or two brokers large amounts of the various kinds of Texas debt certificates and bonds. The Republic of Texas, in its struggle for independence from Mexico, had issued bonds and certificates in great variety, amounting in value to ten or fifteen million dollars. Later, in connection with the scheme to make Texas a State of the Union, a bill was passed providing a contribution on the part of the United States of five million dollars, to be applied to the extinguishment of this old debt. Grund knew of this, and also of the fact that some of this debt, owing to the peculiar conditions of issue, was to be paid in full, while other portions were to be scaled down, and there was to be a false or pre-arranged failure to pass the bill at one session in order to frighten off the outsiders who might have heard and begun to buy the old certificates for profit. He acquainted the Third National Bank with this fact, and of course the information came to Cowperwood as teller. He told his wife about it, and so his son, in this roundabout way, heard it, and his clear, big eyes glistened. He wondered why his father did not take advantage of the situation and buy some Texas certificates for himself. Grund, so his father said, and possibly three or four others, had made over a hundred thousand dollars apiece. It wasn’t exactly legitimate, he seemed to think, and yet it was, too. Why shouldn’t such inside information be rewarded? Somehow, Frank realized that his father was too honest, too cautious, but when he grew up, he told himself, he was going to be a broker, or a financier, or a banker, and do some of these things.

Just at this time there came to the Cowperwoods an uncle who had not previously appeared in the life of the family. He was a brother of Mrs. Cowperwood’s — Seneca Davis by name — solid, unctuous, five feet ten in height, with a big, round body, a round, smooth head rather bald, a clear, ruddy complexion, blue eyes, and what little hair he had of a sandy hue. He was exceedingly well dressed according to standards prevailing in those days, indulging in flowered waistcoats, long, light-colored frock-coats, and the invariable (for a fairly prosperous man) high hat. Frank was fascinated by him at once. He had been a planter in Cuba and still owned a big ranch there and could tell him tales of Cuban life — rebellions, ambuscades, hand-to-hand fighting with machetes on his own plantation, and things of that sort. He brought with him a collection of Indian curies, to say nothing of an independent fortune and several slaves — one, named Manuel, a tall, raw-boned black, was his constant attendant, a bodyservant, as it were. He shipped raw sugar from his plantation in boat-loads to the Southwark wharves in Philadelphia. Frank liked him because he took life in a hearty, jovial way, rather rough and offhand for this somewhat quiet and reserved household.

“Why, Nancy Arabella,” he said to Mrs Cowperwood on arriving one Sunday afternoon, and throwing the household into joyous astonishment at his unexpected and unheralded appearance, “you haven’t grown an inch! I thought when you married old brother Hy here that you were going to fatten up like your brother. But look at you! I swear to Heaven you don’t weigh five pounds.” And he jounced her up and down by the waist, much to the perturbation of the children, who had never before seen their mother so familiarly handled.

Henry Cowperwood was exceedingly interested in and pleased at the arrival of this rather prosperous relative; for twelve years before, when he was married, Seneca Davis had not taken much notice of him.

“Look at these little putty-faced Philadelphians,” he continued, “They ought to come down to my ranch in Cuba and get tanned up. That would take away this waxy look.” And he pinched the cheek of Anna Adelaide, now five years old. “I tell you, Henry, you have a rather nice place here.” And he looked at the main room of the rather conventional three-story house with a critical eye.

Measuring twenty by twenty-four and finished in imitation cherry, with a set of new Sheraton parlor furniture it presented a quaintly harmonious aspect. Since Henry had become teller the family had acquired a piano — a decided luxury in those days — brought from Europe; and it was intended that Anna Adelaide, when she was old enough, should learn to play. There were a few uncommon ornaments in the room — a gas chandelier for one thing, a glass bowl with goldfish in it, some rare and highly polished shells, and a marble Cupid bearing a basket of flowers. It was summer time, the windows were open, and the trees outside, with their widely extended green branches, were pleasantly visible shading the brick sidewalk. Uncle Seneca strolled out into the back yard.

“Well, this is pleasant enough,” he observed, noting a large elm and seeing that the yard was partially paved with brick and enclosed within brick walls, up the sides of which vines were climbing. “Where’s your hammock? Don’t you string a hammock here in summer? Down on my veranda at San Pedro I have six or seven.”

“We hadn’t thought of putting one up because of the neighbors, but it would be nice,” agreed Mrs. Cowperwood. “Henry will have to get one.”

“I have two or three in my trunks over at the hotel. My niggers make ’em down there. I’ll send Manuel over with them in the morning.”

He plucked at the vines, tweaked Edward’s ear, told Joseph, the second boy, he would bring him an Indian tomahawk, and went back into the house.

“This is the lad that interests me,” he said, after a time, laying a hand on the shoulder of Frank. “What did you name him in full, Henry?”

“Frank Algernon.”

“Well, you might have named him after me. There’s something to this boy. How would you like to come down to Cuba and be a planter, my boy?”

“I’m not so sure that I’d like to,” replied the eldest.

“Well, that’s straight-spoken. What have you against it?”

“Nothing, except that I don’t know anything about it.”

“What do you know?”

The boy smiled wisely. “Not very much, I guess.”

“Well, what are you interested in?”

“Money!”

“Aha! What’s bred in the bone, eh? Get something of that from your father, eh? Well, that’s a good trait. And spoken like a man, too! We’ll hear more about that later. Nancy, you’re breeding a financier here, I think. He talks like one.”

He looked at Frank carefully now. There was real force in that sturdy young body — no doubt of it. Those large, clear gray eyes were full of intelligence. They indicated much and revealed nothing.

“A smart boy!” he said to Henry, his brother-in-law. “I like his get-up. You have a bright family.”

Henry Cowperwood smiled dryly. This man, if he liked Frank, might do much for the boy. He might eventually leave him some of his fortune. He was wealthy and single.

Uncle Seneca became a frequent visitor to the house — he and his negro body-guard, Manuel, who spoke both English and Spanish, much to the astonishment of the children; and he took an increasing interest in Frank.

“When that boy gets old enough to find out what he wants to do, I think I’ll help him to do it,” he observed to his sister one day; and she told him she was very grateful. He talked to Frank about his studies, and found that he cared little for books or most of the study he was compelled to pursue. Grammar was an abomination. Literature silly. Latin was of no use. History — well, it was fairly interesting.

“I like bookkeeping and arithmetic,” he observed. “I want to get out and get to work, though. That’s what I want to do.”

“You’re pretty young, my son,” observed his uncle. “You’re only how old now? Fourteen?”

“Thirteen.”

“Well, you can’t leave school much before sixteen. You’ll do better if you stay until seventeen or eighteen. It can’t do you any harm. You won’t be a boy again.”

“I don’t want to be a boy. I want to get to work.”

“Don’t go too fast, son. You’ll be a man soon enough. You want to be a banker, do you?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Well, when the time comes, if everything is all right and you’ve behaved yourself and you still want to, I’ll help you get a start in business. If I were you and were going to be a banker, I’d first spend a year or so in some good grain and commission house. There’s good training to be had there. You’ll learn a lot that you ought to know. And, meantime, keep your health and learn all you can. Wherever I am, you let me know, and I’ll write and find out how you’ve been conducting yourself.”

He gave the boy a ten-dollar gold piece with which to start a bank-account. And, not strange to say, he liked the whole Cowperwood household much better for this dynamic, self-sufficient, sterling youth who was an integral part of it.
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It was in his thirteenth year that young Cowperwood entered into his first business venture[1q]. Walking along Front Street one day, a street of importing and wholesale establishments, he saw an auctioneer’s flag hanging out before a wholesale grocery and from the interior came the auctioneer’s voice: “What am I bid for this exceptional lot of Java coffee, twenty-two bags all told, which is now selling in the market for seven dollars and thirty-two cents a bag wholesale? What am I bid? What am I bid? The whole lot must go as one. What am I bid?”

“Eighteen dollars,” suggested a trader standing near the door, more to start the bidding than anything else. Frank paused.

“Twenty-two!” called another.

“Thirty!” a third. “Thirty-five!” a fourth, and so up to seventy-five, less than half of what it was worth.

“I’m bid seventy-five! I’m bid seventy-five!” called the auctioneer, loudly. “Any other offers? Going once at seventy-five; am I offered eighty? Going twice at seventy-five, and”— he paused, one hand raised dramatically. Then he brought it down with a slap in the palm of the other —“sold to Mr. Silas Gregory for seventy-five. Make a note of that, Jerry,” he called to his red-haired, freckle-faced clerk beside him. Then he turned to another lot of grocery staples — this time starch, eleven barrels of it.

Young Cowperwood was making a rapid calculation. If, as the auctioneer said, coffee was worth seven dollars and thirty-two cents a bag in the open market, and this buyer was getting this coffee for seventy-five dollars, he was making then and there eighty-six dollars and four cents, to say nothing of what his profit would be if he sold it at retail. As he recalled, his mother was paying twenty-eight cents a pound. He drew nearer, his books tucked under his arm, and watched these operations closely. The starch, as he soon heard, was valued at ten dollars a barrel, and it only brought six. Some kegs of vinegar were knocked down at one-third their value, and so on. He began to wish he could bid; but he had no money, just a little pocket change. The auctioneer noticed him standing almost directly under his nose, and was impressed with the stolidity — solidity — of the boy’s expression.

“I am going to offer you now a fine lot of Castile soap[3] — seven cases, no less — which, as you know, if you know anything about soap, is now selling at fourteen cents a bar. This soap is worth anywhere at this moment eleven dollars and seventy-five cents a case. What am I bid? What am I bid? What am I bid?” He was talking fast in the usual style of auctioneers, with much unnecessary emphasis; but Cowperwood was not unduly impressed. He was already rapidly calculating for himself. Seven cases at eleven dollars and seventy-five cents would be worth just eighty-two dollars and twenty-five cents; and if it went at half — if it went at half —

“Twelve dollars,” commented one bidder.

“Fifteen,” bid another.

“Twenty,” called a third.

“Twenty-five,” a fourth.

Then it came to dollar raises, for Castile soap was not such a vital commodity. “Twenty-six.” “Twenty-seven.” “Twenty-eight.” “Twenty-nine.” There was a pause. “Thirty,” observed young Cowperwood, decisively.

The auctioneer, a short lean faced, spare man with bushy hair and an incisive eye, looked at him curiously and almost incredulously but without pausing. He had, somehow, in spite of himself, been impressed by the boy’s peculiar eye; and now he felt, without knowing why, that the offer was probably legitimate enough, and that the boy had the money. He might be the son of a grocer.

“I’m bid thirty! I’m bid thirty! I’m bid thirty for this fine lot of Castile soap. It’s a fine lot. It’s worth fourteen cents a bar. Will any one bid thirty-one? Will any one bid thirty-one? Will any one bid thirty-one?”

“Thirty-one,” said a voice.

“Thirty-two,” replied Cowperwood. The same process was repeated.

“I’m bid thirty-two! I’m bid thirty-two! I’m bid thirty-two! Will anybody bid thirty-three? It’s fine soap. Seven cases of fine Castile soap. Will anybody bid thirty-three?”

Young Cowperwood’s mind was working. He had no money with him; but his father was teller of the Third National Bank, and he could quote him as reference. He could sell all of his soap to the family grocer, surely; or, if not, to other grocers. Other people were anxious to get this soap at this price. Why not he?

The auctioneer paused.

“Thirty-two once! Am I bid thirty-three? Thirty-two twice! Am I bid thirty-three? Thirty-two three times! Seven fine cases of soap. Am I bid anything more?” Once, twice! Three times! Am I bid anything more?”— his hand was up again —“and sold to Mr. —?” He leaned over and looked curiously into the face of his young bidder.

“Frank Cowperwood, son of the teller of the Third National Bank,” replied the boy, decisively.

“Oh, yes,” said the man, fixed by his glance.

“Will you wait while I run up to the bank and get the money?”

“Yes. Don’t be gone long. If you’re not here in an hour I’ll sell it again.”

Young Cowperwood made no reply. He hurried out and ran fast; first, to his mother’s grocer, whose store was within a block of his home.

Thirty feet from the door he slowed up, put on a nonchalant air, and strolling in, looked about for Castile soap. There it was, the same kind, displayed in a box and looking just as his soap looked.

“How much is this a bar, Mr. Dalrymple?” he inquired.

“Sixteen cents,” replied that worthy.

“If I could sell you seven boxes for sixty-two dollars just like this, would you take them?”

“The same soap?”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Dalrymple calculated a moment.

“Yes, I think I would,” he replied, cautiously.

“Would you pay me to-day?”

“I’d give you my note for it. Where is the soap?”

He was perplexed and somewhat astonished by this unexpected proposition on the part of his neighbor’s son. He knew Mr. Cowperwood well — and Frank also.

“Will you take it if I bring it to you to-day?”

“Yes, I will,” he replied. “Are you going into the soap business?”

“No. But I know where I can get some of that soap cheap.”

He hurried out again and ran to his father’s bank. It was after banking hours; but he knew how to get in, and he knew that his father would be glad to see him make thirty dollars. He only wanted to borrow the money for a day.

“What’s the trouble, Frank?” asked his father, looking up from his desk when he appeared, breathless and red faced.

“I want you to loan me thirty-two dollars! Will you?”

“Why, yes, I might. What do you want to do with it?”

“I want to buy some soap — seven boxes of Castile soap. I know where I can get it and sell it. Mr. Dalrymple will take it. He’s already offered me sixty-two for it. I can get it for thirty-two. Will you let me have the money? I’ve got to run back and pay the auctioneer.”

His father smiled. This was the most business-like attitude he had seen his son manifest. He was so keen, so alert for a boy of thirteen.

“Why, Frank,” he said, going over to a drawer where some bills were, “are you going to become a financier already? You’re sure you’re not going to lose on this? You know what you’re doing, do you?”

“You let me have the money, father, will you?” he pleaded. “I’ll show you in a little bit. Just let me have it. You can trust me.”

He was like a young hound on the scent of game. His father could not resist his appeal.

“Why, certainly, Frank,” he replied. “I’ll trust you.” And he counted out six five-dollar certificates of the Third National’s own issue and two ones. “There you are.”

Frank ran out of the building with a briefly spoken thanks and returned to the auction room as fast as his legs would carry him. When he came in, sugar was being auctioned. He made his way to the auctioneer’s clerk.

“I want to pay for that soap,” he suggested.

“Now?”

“Yes. Will you give me a receipt?”

“Yep.”

“Do you deliver this?”

“No. No delivery. You have to take it away in twenty-four hours.”

That difficulty did not trouble him.

“All right,” he said, and pocketed his paper testimony of purchase.

The auctioneer watched him as he went out. In half an hour he was back with a drayman[4] — an idle levee-wharf hanger-on who was waiting for a job.

Frank had bargained with him to deliver the soap for sixty cents. In still another half-hour he was before the door of the astonished Mr. Dalrymple whom he had come out and look at the boxes before attempting to remove them. His plan was to have them carried on to his own home if the operation for any reason failed to go through. Though it was his first great venture, he was cool as glass.

“Yes,” said Mr. Dalrymple, scratching his gray head reflectively. “Yes, that’s the same soap. I’ll take it. I’ll be as good as my word. Where’d you get it, Frank?”

“At Bixom’s auction up here,” he replied, frankly and blandly.

Mr. Dalrymple had the drayman bring in the soap; and after some formality — because the agent in this case was a boy — made out his note at thirty days and gave it to him.

Frank thanked him and pocketed the note. He decided to go back to his father’s bank and discount it, as he had seen others doing, thereby paying his father back and getting his own profit in ready money. It couldn’t be done ordinarily on any day after business hours; but his father would make an exception in his case.

He hurried back, whistling; and his father glanced up smiling when he came in.

“Well, Frank, how’d you make out?” he asked.

“Here’s a note at thirty days,” he said, producing the paper Dalrymple had given him. “Do you want to discount that for me? You can take your thirty-two out of that.”

His father examined it closely. “Sixty-two dollars!” he observed. “Mr. Dalrymple! That’s good paper! Yes, I can. It will cost you ten per cent.,” he added, jestingly. “Why don’t you just hold it, though? I’ll let you have the thirty-two dollars until the end of the month.”

“Oh, no,” said his son, “you discount it and take your money. I may want mine.”

His father smiled at his business-like air. “All right,” he said. “I’ll fix it to-morrow. Tell me just how you did this.” And his son told him.

At seven o’clock that evening Frank’s mother heard about it, and in due time Uncle Seneca.

“What’d I tell you, Cowperwood?” he asked. “He has stuff in him, that youngster. Look out for him.”

Mrs. Cowperwood looked at her boy curiously at dinner. Was this the son she had nursed at her bosom not so very long before? Surely he was developing rapidly.

“Well, Frank, I hope you can do that often,” she said.

“I hope so, too, ma,” was his rather noncommittal reply.

Auction sales were not to be discovered every day, however, and his home grocer was only open to one such transaction in a reasonable period of time, but from the very first young Cowperwood knew how to make money. He took subscriptions for a boys’ paper; handled the agency for the sale of a new kind of ice-skate, and once organized a band of neighborhood youths into a union
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