November 28, 1940—Jesse Livermore
Jr., as he arrives at the Sherry
Netherland Hotel in New York to identify
the body of his father. On viewing his
father’s body, minutes later, he
collapsed.

Jesse and Dorothy March 3, 1926, looking
dapper at a costume ball at their mansion
"Evermore." Jesse Livermore loved
beautiful women and his wife Dorothy loved
throwing parties often for 100 people or
more.

Jesse Livermore stands on the porch of the
Breakers Hotel in Palm Beach where he
took a large apartment every winter. He
traveled to the Breakers in his private
railway car and had his yacht sent down to
Palm Beach ahead of his arrival.

Jesse Livermore sits before the
bankruptcy referee on May 15,1934.
Livermore always paid his bankruptcy
creditors back when he got back on his
feet, even though he was not legally
responsible.

Livermore’s mansion "Evermore" at King’s
Point Long Island. The dining room table
sat 46 for dinner. There was a barbershop
in the basement with a live-in barber. His
300-foot yacht was anchored in the back
yard. The mansion was the scene of many
grand parties—finally auctioned off—June
27th, 1933.

Jesse Livermore Jr., March 23, 1975, as he
is led from his home to police car after
shooting his dog, attempting to kill his wife
Patricia, and sticking his gun in the chest of
a NYPD police officer and pulling the trigger.

Jesse Livermore "The Boy Plunger" of
Wall Street and his wife of twenty
months set sail to Europe on the S.S.
Rex after his 1934 bankruptcy. Before
boarding Livermore said, "I hope to
relieve my mind of some of my troubles."

Jesse Livermore, the legendary "Boy
Plunger" and "Great Bear of Wall Street" in
his office in 1929 just after the "Crash"-when he went short the market and made
over 100 million dollars. His powers were
at their highest. His life slid downhill from
here--ten years later he would kill himself.

Jesse Livermore, third wife Harriet, and his
son Paul—as they arrive in New York on
December 8, 1935, after leaving the bedside
of Jesse Jr., who had just been shot by his
mother.

Jesse Livermore loved beautiful women.
This caused him much grief during his
life. He is pictured here with his third
wife Harriet during a party for eighty
people in their ten room apartment on
Park Avenue.

Paul Livermore, Dorothy Livermore, and
Jesse Junior in front of the Livermore
mansion. Both sons were very handsome.
Jesse Jr., started having sex with his
mother’s friends—without her knowledge—
when he was fourteen—the same age he
started drinking.

Livermore was subject to deep black
depressions all his adult life, during success
or failure. This photo was taken on
November 26, 1940, two days before "The
Great Bear" of Wall Street took his own life.

After shooting her son, Dorothy
Livermore stands in a Santa Barbara,
California courtroom waiting to be
arraigned. She is before Judge Ernest
Wagner on a complaint of assault with a
deadly weapon with intent to kill.

Under Sheriff Jack Ross, District Attorney
Percy Heckendorf and Sheriff James Ross
are looking at the spot they believe Jesse
Livermore Jr. was shot by his mother in
her home in Montecito California. He was
actually shot on the staircase.

Jesse Livermore, Dorothy Livermore and
friends at their vacation home in Lake
Placid. Livermore hunted and played golf
here.

The Breakers Hotel in Palm Beach on
fire March 18th, 1925. Dorothy
Livermore sent the bell boys back to the
apartment to save her 24 pieces of
Louis Vuitton luggage from the flames—
and the bell boys did it.

Bradley’s Palm Beach "Beach Club"—the
longest-running illegal gambling casino in
America’s history. Ed Bradley, the
"greatest gambler" in America, and Jesse
Livermore, the "greatest stock speculator"
in America, were fast friends.

Jesse Livermore and Ed Kelley, his friend,
on Livermore’s yacht after a day’s fishing in
the launch. Livermore had a passion for
fishing. Being on the water gave him a
chance to think. He often came up with
"great market ideas" on the ocean.

Dorothy Livermore and a friend in a
white wicker Pedi-cab on the grounds of
the Breakers Hotel. This was a common
means of transportation at the
"Breakers" in the twenties and thirties.

This portrait of Dorothy Livermore,
Ziegfield showgirl, was commissioned by
her husband Jesse before she was twenty.
The jewelry is all real. The pearls, valued
at $80,000, were stolen during the Boston
Billy home invasion robbery of their
mansion. She built a brewery in the
basement during prohibition and
personally delivered the beer in her Rolls
convertible to their rich and famous friends.

The beautiful Ann Livermore, Paul’s wife—
she is a singer who appeared with the big
bands, and such singers as Tony Bennett
and Frank Sinatra. She still sings in her
home town—Las Vegas.

Publicity photo of the handsome Paul
Livermore, Jesse’s youngest son. He
appeared in a number of movies and
various television series before moving
to Hawaii.

Patricia and Jesse Livermore Jr.—during
their happy times on the way to Hawaii.
Jesse Jr. would later fall into deep
alcoholism and physically abuse Patricia
until he finally tried to kill her.

Jesse Livermore was a handsome and
powerful man who cherished his secrecy
and his private life. He moved in silence and
mystery and was like catnip to women.

The original Anita Venetian with a 40-foot launch tied
along side. Livermore loved yachting. In all there were 3
Anita Venetians—the last one was 300-foot long.

Jesse Livermore and his wife Harriet on November 27, 1940, at the
Stork Club, Livermore’s favorite night club. Looking distant, pale and
wan, he would commit suicide the next day.

REMINISCENCES OF A STOCK OPERATOR by Edwin LeFevre The Sun Dial Press,
Inc. Garden City, New York Copyright 1923, by George H. Doran Company

REMINISCENCES OF A STOCK OPERATOR

to Jesse Lauriston Livermore

Reminiscences of a Stock Operator

Chapter I

I went to work when I was just out of grammar school. I got a job as quotation-board
boy in a stockbrokerage office. I was quick at figures. At school I did three years of
arithmetic in one. I was particularly good at mental arithmetic. As quotation-board boy I
posted the numbers on the big board in the customers' room. One of the customers
usually sat by the ticker and called out the prices. They couldn't come too fast for me. I
have always remembered figures. No trouble at all.
There were plenty of other employees in that office. Of course I made friends with the
other fellows, but the work I did, if the market was active, kept me too busy from ten
a.m. to three p.m. to let me do much talking. I don't care for it, anyhow, during business
hours.
But a busy market did not keep me from thinking about the work. Those quotations did
not represent prices of stocks to me, so many dollars per share. They were numbers. Of
course, they meant something. They were always changing. It was all I had to be
interested in the changes. Why did they change? I didn't know. I didn't care. I didn't
think about that. I simply saw that they changed. That was all I had to think about five
hours every day and two on Saturdays: that they were always changing.
That is how I first came to be interested in the behaviour of prices. I had a very good
memory for figures. I could remember in detail how the prices had acted on the previous
day, just before they went up or down. My fondness for mental arithmetic came in very
handy.
I noticed that in advances as well as declines, stock prices were apt to show certain
habits, so to speak. There was no end of parallel cases and these made precedents to
guide me. I was only fourteen, but after I had taken hundreds of observations in my
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mind I found myself testing their accuracy, comparing the behaviour of stocks to-day
with other days. It was not long before I was anticipating movements in prices. My only
guide, as I say, was their past performances. I carried the "dope sheets" in my mind. I
looked for stock prices to run on form. I had "clocked" them. You know what I mean.
You can spot, for instance, where the buying is only a trifle better than the selling. A
battle goes on in the stock market and the tape is your telescope. You can depend upon it
seven out of ten cases.
Another lesson I learned early is that there is nothing new in Wall Street. There can't be
because speculation is as old as the hills. Whatever happens in the stock market to-day
has happened before and will happen again. I've never forgotten that. I suppose I really
manage to remember when and how it happened. The fact that I remember that way is
my way of capitalizing experience.
I got so interested in my game and so anxious to anticipate advances and declines in all
the active stocks that I got a little book. I put down my observations in it. It was not a
record of imaginary transactions such as so many people keep merely to make or lose
millions of dollars without getting the swelled head or going to the poorhouse. It was
rather a sort of record of my hits and misses, and next to the determination of probable
movements I was most interested in verifying whether I had observed accurately; in
other words, whether I was right.
Say that after studying every fluctuation of the day in an active stock I would conclude
that it was behaving as it always did before it broke eight or ten points. Well, I would jot
down the stock and the price on Monday, and remembering past performances I would
write down what it ought to do on Tuesday and Wednesday. Later I would check up
with actual transcriptions from the tape.
That is how I first came to take an interest in the message of the tape. The fluctuations
were from the first associated in my mind with upward or downward movements. Of
course there is always a reason for fluctuations, but the tape does not concern itself with
the why and wherefore. It doesn't go into explanations. I didn't ask the tape why when I
was fourteen, and I don't ask it to-day, at forty. The reason for what a certain stock does
to-day may not be known for two or three days, or weeks, or months. But what the
dickens does that matter? Your business with the tape is now not tomorrow. The reason
can wait. But you must act instantly or be left. Time and again I see this happen. You'll
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remember that Hollow Tube went down three points the other day while the rest of the
market rallied sharply. That was the fact. On the following Monday you saw that the
directors passed the dividend. That was the reason. They knew what they were going to
do, and even if they didn't sell the stock themselves they at least didn't buy it There was
no inside buying; no reason why it should not break.
Well, I kept up my little memorandum book perhaps six months. Instead of leaving for
home the moment I was through with my work, I'd jot down the figures I wanted and
would study the changes, always looking for the repetitions and parallelisms of
behaviour learning to read the tape, although I was not aware of it at the time.
One day one of the office boys he was older than I came to me where I was eating my
lunch and asked me on the quiet if I had any money.
"Why do you want to know?" I said.
"Well," he said, "I've got a dandy tip on Burlington. I'm going to play it if I can get
somebody to go in with me."
"How do you mean, play it?" I asked. To me the only people who played or could play
tips were the customers old jiggers with oodles of dough. Why, it cost hundreds, even
thousands of dollars, to get into the game. It was like owning your private carriage and
having a coachman who wore a silk hat.
"That's what I mean; play it!" he said.
"How much you got?"
"How much you need?"
"Well, I can trade in five shares by putting up $5."
"How are you going to play it?"
"I'm going to buy all the Burlington the bucket shop will let me carry with the money I
give him for margin," he said. "It's going up sure. It's like picking up money. We'll
double ours in a jiffy."
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"Hold on!" I said to him, and pulled out my little dope book.
I wasn't interested in doubling my money, but in his saying that Burlington was going
up. If it was, my note-book ought to show it. I looked. Sure enough, Burlington,
according to my figuring, was acting as it usually did before it went up. I had never
bought or sold anything in my life, and I never gambled with the other boys. But all I
could see was that this was a grand chance to test the accuracy of my work, of my
hobby. It struck me at once that if my dope didn't work in practice there was nothing in
the theory of it to interest anybody. So I gave him all I had, and with our pooled
resources he went to one of the nearby bucket shops and bought some Burlington. Two
days later we cashed in. I made a profit of $3.12.
After that first trade, I got to speculating on my own hook in the bucket shops. I'd go
during my lunch hour and buy or sell it never made any difference to me. I was playing
a system and not a favorite stock or backing opinions. All I knew was the arithmetic of
it. As a matter of fact, mine was the ideal way to operate in a bucket shop, where all that
a trader does is to bet on fluctuations as they are printed by the ticker on the tape.
It was not long before I was taking much more money out of the bucket shops than I was
pulling down from my job in the brokerage office. So I gave up my position. My folks
objected, but they couldn't say much when they saw what I was making. I was only a kid
and office-boy wages were not very high. I did mighty well on my own hook.
I was fifteen when I had my first thousand and laid the cash in front of my mother all
made in the bucket shops in a few months, besides what I had taken home. My mother
carried on something awful. She wanted me to put it away in the savings bank out of
reach of temptation. She said it was more money than she ever heard any boy of fifteen
had made, starting with nothing. She didn't quite believe it was real money. She used to
worry and fret about it. But I didn't think of anything except that I could keep on proving
my figuring was right. That's all the fun there is being right by using your head. If I was
right when I tested my convictions with ten shares I would be ten times more right if I
traded in a hundred shares. That is all that having more margin meant to me I was right
more emphatically. More courage? No! No difference! If all I have is ten dollars and I
risk it, I am much braver than when I risk a million, if I have another million salted
away.
Anyhow, at fifteen I was making a good living out of the stock market. I began in the
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smaller bucket shops, where the man who traded in twenty shares at a clip was suspected
of being John W. Gates in disguise or J. P. Morgan traveling incognito. Bucket shops in
those days seldom lay down on their customers. They didn't have to. There were other
ways of parting customers from their money, even when they guessed right. The
business was tremendously profitable. When it was conducted legitimately I mean
straight, as far as the bucket shop went the fluctuations took care of the shoestrings. It
doesn't take much of a reaction to wipe out a margin of only three quarters of a point.
Also, no welsher could ever get back in the game. Wouldn't have any trade.
I didn't have a following. I kept my business to myself. It' was a one-man business,
anyhow. It was my head, wasn't it? Prices either were going the way I doped them out,
without any help from friends or partners, or they were going the other way, and nobody
could stop them out of kindness to me. I couldn't see where I needed to tell my business
to anybody else. I've got friends, of course, but my business has always been the same a
one-man affair. That is why I have always Played a lone hand.
As it was, it didn't take long for the bucket shops to get sore on me for beating them. I'd
walk in and plank down my margin, but they'd look at it without making a move to grab
it. They'd tell me there was nothing doing. That was the time they got to calling me the
Boy Plunger. I had to be changing brokers all the time, going from one bucket shop to
another. It got so that I had to give a fictitious name. I'd begin light, only fifteen or
twenty shares. At times, when they got suspicious, I'd lose on purpose at first and then
sting them proper. Of course after a little while they'd find me too expensive and they'd
tell me to take myself and my business elsewhere and not interfere with the owners'
dividends.
Once, when the big concern I'd been trading with for months shut down on me I made
up my mind to take a little more of their money away from them. That bucket shop had
branches all over the city, in hotel lobbies, and in near-by towns. I went to one of the
hotel branches and asked the manager a few questions and finally got to trading. But as
soon as I played an active stock my especial way he began to get messages from the
head office asking who it was that was operating. The manager told me what they asked
him and I told him my name was Edward Robinson, of Cambridge. He telephoned the
glad news to the big chief. But the other end wanted to know what I looked like. When
the manager told me that I said to him, "Tell him I am a short fat man with dark hair and
a bushy beard!" But he described me instead, and then he listened and his face got red
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and he hung up and told me to beat it.
"What did they say to you?" I asked him politely.
"They said, 'You blankety-blank fool, didn't we tell you to take no business from Larry
Livingston? And you deliberately let him trim us out of $700!'' He didn't say what else
they told him.
I tried the other branches one after another, but they all got to know me, and my money
wasn't any good in any of their offices. I couldn't even go in to look at the quotations
without some of the clerks making cracks at me. I tried to get them to let me trade at
long intervals by dividing my visits among them all. But that didn't work.
Finally there was only one left to me and that was the biggest and richest of all the
Cosmopolitan Stock Brokerage Company.
The Cosmopolitan was rated as A-1 and did an enormous business. It had branches in
every manufacturing town in New England. They took my trading all right, and I bought
and sold stocks and made and lost money for months, but in the end it happened with
them as usual. They didn't refuse my business point-blank, as the small concerns had.
Oh, not because it wasn't sportsmanship, but because they knew it would give them a
black eye to publish the news that they wouldn't take a fellow's business just because
that fellow happened to make a little money. But they did the next worse thing that is,
they made me put up a three-point margin and compelled me to pay a premium at first of
a half point, then a point, and finally, a point and a half. Some handicap, that! How?
Easy! Suppose Steel was selling at 90 and you bought it. Your ticket read, normally:
"Bot ten Steel at 90-1/8." If you put up a point margin it meant that if it broke 89-1/4
you were wiped out automatically. In a bucket shop the customer is not importuned for
more margin or put to the painful necessity of telling his broker to sell for anything he
can get.
But when the Cosmopolitan tacked on that premium they were hitting below the belt. It
meant that if the price was 90 when I bought, instead of making my ticket: "Bot Steel at
90-l/8," it read: "Bot Steel at 91-1/8." Why, that stock could advance a point and a
quarter after I bought it and I'd still be losing money if I closed the trade. And by also
insisting that I put up a three-point margin at the very start they reduced my trading
capacity by two thirds. Still, that was the only bucket shop that would take my business
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at all, and I had to accept their terms or quit trading.
Of course I had my ups and downs, but was a winner on balance. However, the
Cosmopolitan people were not satisfied with the awful handicap they had tacked on me,
which should have been enough to beat anybody. They tried to double-cross me. They
didn't get me. I escaped because of one of my hunches.
The Cosmopolitan, as I said, was my last resort. It was the richest bucket shop in New
England, and as a rule they put no limit on a trade. I think I was the heaviest individual
trader they had that is, of the steady, every-day customers. They had a fine office and the
largest and completest quotation board I have ever seen anywhere. It ran along the
whole length of the big room and every imaginable thing was quoted. I mean stocks
dealt in on the New York and Boston Stock Exchanges, cotton, wheat, provisions,
metals everything that was bought and sold in New York, Chicago, Boston and
Liverpool.
You know how they traded in bucket shops. You gave your money to a clerk and told
him what you wished to buy or sell. He looked at the tape or the quotation board and
took the price from there the last one, of course. He also put down the time on the ticket
so that it almost read like a regular broker's report that is, that they had bought or sold
for you so many shares of such a stock at such a price at such a time on such a day and
how much money they received from you. When you wished to close your trade you
went to the clerk the same or another, it depended on the shop and you told him. He took
the last price or if the stock had not been active he waited for the next quotation that
came out on the tape. He wrote that price and the time on your ticket, O.K.'d it and gave
it back to you, and then you went to the cashier and got whatever cash it called for. Of
course, when the market went against you and the price went beyond the limit set by
your margin, your trade automatically closed itself and your ticket became one more
scrap of paper.
In the humbler bucket shops, where people were allowed to trade in as little as five
shares, the tickets were little slips different colors for buying and selling and at times, as
for instance in boiling bull markets, the shops would be hard hit because all the
customers were bulls and happened to be right. Then the bucket shop would deduct both
buying and selling commissions and if you bought a stock at 20 the ticket would read
20-1/4. You thus had only 3/4 of a point's run for your money.
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But the Cosmopolitan was the finest in New England. It had thousands of patrons and I
really think I was the only man they were afraid of. Neither the killing premium nor the
three-point margin they made me put up reduced my trading much. I kept on buying and
selling as much as they'd let me. I sometimes had a line of 5000 shares.
Well, on the day the thing happened that I am going to tell you, I was short thirty-five
hundred shares of Sugar. I had seven big pink tickets for five hundred shares each. The
Cosmopolitan used big slips with a blank space on them where they could write down
additional margin. Of course, the -bucket shops never ask for more margin. The thinner
the shoestring the better for them, for their profit lies in your being wiped. In the smaller
shops if you wanted to margin your trade still further they'd make out a new ticket, so
they could charge you the buying commission and only give you a run of 3/4 of a point
on each point's decline, for they figured the selling commission also exactly as if it were
a new trade.
Well, this day I remember I had up over $10,000 in margins.
I was only twenty when I first accumulated ten thousand dollars in cash. And you ought
to have heard my mother. You'd have thought that ten thousand dollars in cash was more
than anybody carried around except old John D., and she used to tell me to be satisfied
and go into some regular business. I had a hard time convincing her that I was not
gambling, but making money by figuring. But all she could see was that ten thousand
dollars was a lot of money and all I could see was more margin.
I had put out my 3509 shares of Sugar at 105-1/4. There was another fellow in the room,
Henry Williams, who was short 2500 shares. I used to sit by the ticker and call out the
quotations for the board boy. The price behaved as I thought it would. It promptly went
down a couple of points and paused a little to get its breath before taking another dip.
The general market was pretty soft and everything looked promising. Then all of a
sudden I didn't like the way Sugar was doing its hesitating. I began to feel
uncomfortable. I thought I ought to get out of the market. Then it sold at 103 that was
low for the day but instead of feeling more confident I felt more uncertain. I knew
something was wrong somewhere, but I couldn't spot it exactly. But if something was
coming and I didn't know where from, I couldn't be on my guard against it. That being
the case I'd better be out of the market.
You know, I don't do things blindly. I don't like to. I never did. Even as a kid I had to
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know why I should do certain things. But this time I had no definite reason to give to
myself, and yet I was so uncomfortable that I couldn't stand it. I called to a fellow I
knew, Dave Wyman, and said to him : "Dave, you take my place here. I want you to do
something for me. Wait a little before you call out the next price of Sugar, will you?"
He said he would, and I got up and gave him my place by the ticker so he could call out
the prices for the boy. I took my seven Sugar tickets out of my pocket and walked over
to the counter, to where the clerk was who marked the tickets when you closed your
trades. But I didn't really know why I should get out of the market, so I just stood there,
leaning against the counter, my tickets in my hand so that the clerk couldn't see them.
Pretty soon I heard the clicking of a telegraph instrument and I saw Tom Burnham, the
clerk, turn his head quickly and listen. Then I felt that something crooked was hatching,
and I decided not to wait any longer. Just then Dave Wyman by the ticker, began: "Su-"
and quick as a flash I slapped my tickets on the counter in front of the clerk and yelled,
"Close Sugar!" before Dave had finished calling the price. So, of course, the house had
to close my Sugar at the last quotation. What Dave called turned out to be 103 again.
According to my dope Sugar should have broken 103 by now. The engine wasn't hitting
right. I had the feeling that there was a trap in the neighborhood. At all events, the
telegraph instrument was now going like mad and I noticed that Tom Burnham, the
clerk, had left my tickets unmarked where I laid them, and was listening to the clicking
as if he were waiting for something. So I yelled at him: "Hey, Tom, what in hell are you
waiting for? Mark the price on these tickets 103! Get a gait on!"
Everybody in the room heard me and began to look toward us and ask what was the
trouble, for, you see, while the Cosmopolitan had never laid down, there was no telling,
and a run on a bucket shop can start like a run on a bank. If one customer gets suspicious
the others follow suit. So Tom looked sulky, but came over and marked my tickets
"Closed at 103" and shoved the seven of them over toward me. He sure had a sour face.
Say, the distance from Tom's place to the cashier's cage "wasn't over eight feet. But I
hadn't got to the cashier to get my money when Dave Wyman by the ticker yelled
excitedly: "Gosh! Sugar, 108!" But it was too late; so I just laughed and called over to
Tom, "It didn't work that time, did it, old boy?"
Of course, it was a put-up job. Henry Williams and I together were short six thousand
shares of Sugar. That bucket shop had my margin and Henry's, and there may have been
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a lot of other Sugar shorts in the office; possibly eight or ten thousand shares in all.
Suppose they had $20,000 in Sugar margins. That was enough to pay the shop to
thimblerig the market on the New York Stock Exchange and wipe us out. In the old days
whenever a bucket shop found itself loaded with too many bulls on a certain stock it was
a common practice to get some broker to wash down the price of that particular stock far
enough to wipe out all the customers that were long of it. This seldom cost the bucket
shop more than a couple of points on a few hundred shares, and they made thousands of
dollars.
That was what the Cosmopolitan did to get me and Henry Williams and the other Sugar
shorts. Their brokers in New York ran up the price to 108. Of course it fell right back,
but Henry and a lot of others were wiped out. Whenever there was an unexplained sharp
drop which was followed by instant recovery, the newspapers in those days used to call
it a bucket-shop drive.
And the funniest thing was that not later than ten days after the Cosmopolitan people
tried to double-cross me a New York operator did them out of over seventy thousand
dollars. This man, who was quite a market factor in his day and a member of the New
York Stock Exchange, made a great name for himself as a bear during the Bryan panic
of '96. He was forever running up against Stock Exchange rules that kept him from
carrying out some of his plans at the expense of his fellow members. One day he figured
that there would be no complaints from either the Exchange or the police authorities if
he took from the bucket shops of the land some of their ill-gotten gains. In the instance I
speak of he sent thirty-five men to act as customers. They went to the main office and to
the bigger branches. On a certain day at a fixed hour the agents all bought as much of a
certain stock as the managers would let them. They had instructions to sneak out at a
certain profit. Of course what he did was to distribute bull tips on that stock among his
cronies and then he went in to the floor of the Stock Exchange and bid up the price,
helped by the room traders, who thought he was a good sport Being careful to pick out
the right stock for that work, there was no trouble in putting up the price three or four
points. His agents at the bucket shops cashed in as prearranged.
A fellow told me the originator cleaned up seventy thousand dollars net, and his agents
made their expenses and then pay besides. He played that game several times all over
the country, punishing the bigger bucket shops of New York, Boston, Philadelphia,
Chicago, Cincinnati and St. Louis. One of his favorite stocks was Western Union,
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because it was so easy to move a semi active stock like that a few points up en-down.
His agents bought it at a certain figure, sold at two points profit, went short and took
three points more. By the way, I read the other day that that man died, poor and obscure.
If he had died in 1896 he would have got at least a column on the first page of every
New York paper. As it was he got two lines on the fifth.
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Chapter II

Between the discovery that the Cosmopolitan Stock Brokerage Company was ready to
beat me by foul means if the killing handicap of a three-point margin and a point-and-ahalf premium didn't do it, and hints that they didn't want my business anyhow, I soon
made up my mind to go to New York, where I could trade in the office of some member
of the New York Stock Exchange. I didn't want any Boston branch, where the quotations
had to be telegraphed. I wanted to be close to the original source. I came to New York at
the age of 21, bringing with me all I had, twenty-five hundred dollars.
I told you I had ten thousand dollars when I was twenty, and my margin on that Sugar
deal was over ten thousand. But I didn't always win. My plan of trading was sound
enough and won oftener than it lost. If I had stuck to it I'd have been right perhaps as
often as seven out of ten times. In fact, I always made money when I was sure I was
right before I began. What beat me was not having brains enough to stick to my own
game that is, to play the market only when I was satisfied that precedents favored my
play. There is a time for all things, but I didn't know it. And that is precisely what beats
so many men in Wall Street who are very far from being in the main sucker class. There
is the plain fool, who does the wrong thing at all times everywhere, but there is the Wall
Street fool, who thinks he must trade all the time. No man can always have adequate
reasons for buying or selling stocks daily or sufficient knowledge to make his play an
intelligent play.
I proved it Whenever I read the tape by the light of experience I made money, but when
I made a plain fool play I had to lose. I was no exception, was I? There was the huge
quotation board staring me in the face, and the ticker going on, and people trading and
watching their tickets turn" into cash or into waste paper. Of course I let the craving for
excitement get the better of my judgment. In a bucket shop where your margin is a
shoestring you don't play for long pulls. You are wiped too easily and quickly. The
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desire for constant action irrespective of underlying conditions is responsible for many
losses in Wall Street even among the professionals, who feel that they must take home
some money every day, as though they were working for regular wages. I was only a
kid, remember. I did not know then what I learned later, what made me fifteen years
later, wait two long weeks and see a stock on which I was very bullish go up thirty
points before I felt that it was safe to buy it. I was broke and was trying to get back, and
I couldn't afford to play recklessly. I had to be right, and so I waited. That was in 1915.
It's a long story. I'll tell it later in its proper place. Now let's go on from where after years
of practice at beating them I let the bucket shops take away most of my winnings.
And with my eyes wide open, to boot! And it wasn't the only period of my life when I
did it, either. A stock operator has to fight a lot of expensive enemies within himself.
Anyhow, I came to New York with twenty-five hundred dollars. There were no bucket
shops here that a fellow could trust. The Stock Exchange and the police between them
had succeeded in closing them up pretty tight. Besides, I wanted to find a place where
the only limit to my trading would be the size of my stake. I didn't have much of one,
but I didn't expect it to stay little forever. The main thing at the start was to find a place
where I wouldn't have to worry about getting a square deal. So I went to a New York
Stock Exchange house that had a branch at home where I knew some of the clerks. They
have long since gone out of business. I wasn't there long, didn't like one of the partners,
and then I went to A. R. Fullerton & Co. Somebody must have told them about my early
experiences, because it was not long before they all got to calling me the Boy Trader.
I've always looked young. It was a handicap in some ways but it compelled me to fight
for my own because so many tried to take advantage of my youth. The chaps at the
bucket shops seeing what a kid I was, always thought I was a fool for luck and that that
was the only reason why I beat them so often.
Well, it wasn't six months before I was broke. I was a pretty active trader and had a sort
of reputation as a winner. I guess my commissions amounted to something. I ran up my
account quite a little, but, of course, in the end I lost. I played carefully; but I had to lose.
I'll tell you the reason: it was my remarkable success in the bucket shops!
I could beat the game my way only in a bucket shop; where I was betting on
fluctuations. My tape reading had to do with that exclusively. When I bought the price
was there on the quotation board, right in front of me. Even before I bought I knew
exactly the price I'd have to pay for my stock. And I always could sell on the instant. I
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could scalp successfully, because I could move like lightning. I could follow up my luck
or cut my loss in a second. Sometimes, for instance, I was certain a stock would move at
least a point. Well, I didn't have to hog it, I could put up a point margin and double my
money in a jiffy; or I'd take half a point. On one or two hundred shares a day, that
wouldn't be bad at the end of the month, what?
The practical trouble with that arrangement, of course, was that even if the bucket shop
had the resources to stand a big steady loss, they wouldn't do it. They wouldn't have a
customer around the place who had the bad taste to win all the time.
At all events, what was a perfect system for trading in bucket shops didn't work in
Fullerton's office. There I was actually buying and selling stocks. The price of Sugar on
the tape might be 105 and I could see a three-point drop coming. As a matter of fact, at
the very moment the ticker was printing 105 on the tape the real price on the floor of the
Exchange might be 104 or 103. By the time my order to sell a thousand shares got to
Fullerton's floor man to execute, the price might be still lower. I couldn't tell at what
price I had put out my thousand shares until I got a report from the clerk. When I surely
would have made three thousand on the same transaction in a bucket shop I might not
make a cent in a Stock Exchange house. Of course, I have taken an extreme case, but the
fact remains that in A. R. Fullerton's office the tape always talked ancient history to me,
as far as my system of trading went, and I didn't realise it.
And then, too, if my order was fairly big my own sale would tend further to depress the
price. In the bucket shop I didn't have to figure on the effect of my own trading. I lost in
New York because the game was altogether different. It was not that I now was playing
it legitimately that made me lose, but that I was playing it ignorantly. I have been told
that I am a good reader of the tape. But reading the tape like an expert did not save me. I
might have made out a great deal better if I had been on the floor myself, a room trader.
In a particular crowd perhaps I might have adapted my system to the conditions
immediately before me. But, of course, if I had got to operating on such a scale as I do
now, for instance, the system would have equally failed me, on account of the effect of
my own trading on prices.
In short, I did not know the game of stock speculation. I knew a part of it, a rather
important part, which has been very valuable to me at all times. But if with all I had I
still lost, what chance does the green outsider have of winning, or, rather, of cashing in?
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It didn't take me long to realise that there was something wrong with my play, but I
couldn't spot the exact trouble. There were times when my system worked beautifully,
and then, all of a sudden, nothing but one swat after another. I was only twenty-two,
remember; not that I was so stuck on myself that I didn't want to know just where I was
at fault, but that at that age nobody knows much of anything.
The people in the office were very nice to me. I couldn't plunge as I wanted to because
of their margin requirements, but old A. R. Fullerton and the rest of the firm were so
kind to me that after six months of active trading I not only lost all I had brought and all
that I had made there but I even owed the firm a few hundreds.
There I was, a mere kid, who had never before been away from home, flat broke; but I
knew there wasn't anything wrong with me; only with my play. I don't know whether I
make myself plain, but I never lose my temper over the stock market. I never argue with
the tape. Getting sore at the market doesn't get you anywhere.
I was so anxious to resume trading that I didn't lose a minute, but went to old man
Fullerton and said to him, "Say, A. R., lend me five hundred dollars."
"What for?" says he. "I've got to have some money."
"What for?" he says again.
"For margin, of course," I said.
"Five hundred dollars?" he said, and frowned. "You know they'd expect you to keep up a
10 per cent margin, and that means one thousand dollars on one hundred shares. Much
better to give you a credit-"
"No," I said, "I don't want a credit here. I already owe the firm something. What I want
is for you to lend me five hundred dollars so I can go out and get a roll and come back."
"How are you going to do it?" asked old A. R. "I'll go and trade in a bucket shop," I told
him.
"Trade here," he said.
"No," I said. "I'm not sure yet I can beat the game in this office, but I am sure I can take
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money out of the bucket shops. I know that game. I have a notion that I know just where
I went wrong here."
He let me have it, and I went out of that office where the Boy Terror of the Bucket
Shops, as they called him, had lost his pile. I couldn't go back home because the shops
there would not take my business. New York was out of the question; there weren't any
doing business at that time. They tell me that in the go's Broad Street and New Street
were full of them. But there weren't any when I needed them in my business. So after
some thinking I decided to go to St. Louis. I had heard of two concerns there that did an
enormous business all through the Middle West. Their profits must have been huge.
They had branch offices in dozens of towns. In fact I had been told that there were no
concerns in the East to compare with them for volume of business. They ran openly and
the best people traded there without any qualms. A fellow even told me that the owner
of one of the concerns was a vice-president of the Chamber of Commerce but that
couldn't have been in St. Louis. At any rate, that is where I went with my five hundred
dollars to bring back a stake to use as margin in the office of A. R. Fullerton & Co.,
members of the New York Stock Exchange.
When I got to St. Louis I went to the hotel, washed up and went out to find the bucket
shops. One was the
J. G. Dolan Company, and the other was H. S. Teller & Co. I knew I could beat them. I
was going to play dead safe carefully and conservatively. My one fear was that
somebody might recognise me and give me away, because the bucket shops all over the
country had heard of the Boy Trader. They are like gambling houses and get all the
gossip of the professionals. Dolan was nearer than Teller, and I went there first. I was
hoping I might be allowed to do business a few days before they told me to take my
trade somewhere else. I walked in. It was a whopping big place and there must have
been at least a couple of hundred people there staring at the quotations. I was glad,
because in such a crowd I stood a better chance of being unnoticed. I stood and watched
the board and looked them over carefully until I picked out the stock for my initial play.
I looked around and saw the order-clerk at the window where you put down your money
and get your ticket. He was looking at me so I walked up to him and asked, "Is this
where you trade in cotton and wheat?"
"Yes, sonny," says he.
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"Can I buy stocks too?"
"You can if you have the cash," he said.
"Oh, I got that all right, all right," I said like a boasting boy.
"You have, have you?" he says with a smile.
"How much stock can I buy for one hundred dollars?" I asked, peeved-like.
"One hundred; if you got the hundred."
"I got the hundred. Yes; and two hundred too!" I told him.
"Oh, my!" he said.
"Just you buy me two hundred shares," I said sharply.
"Two hundred what?" he asked, serious now. It was business.
I looked at the board again as if to guess wisely and told him, "Two hundred Omaha."
"All right!" he said. He took my money, counted it and wrote out the ticket.
"What's your name?" he asked me, and I answered, "Horace Kent."
He gave me the ticket and I went away and sat down among the customers to wait for
the roll to grow.
I got quick action and I traded several times that day. On the next day too. In two days I
made twenty-eight hundred dollars, and I was hoping they'd let me finish the week out.
At the rate I was going, that wouldn't be so bad. Then I'd tackle the other shop, and if I
had similar luck there I'd go back to New York with a wad I could do something with.
On the morning of the third day, when I went to the window, bashful-like, to buy five
hundred B. R. T. the clerk said to me, "Say, Mr. Kent, the boss wants to see you."
I knew the game was up. But I asked him, "What does he want to see me about?"
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"I don't know."
"Where is he?"
"In his private office. Go in that way." And he pointed to a door. I went in. Dolan was
sitting at his desk. He swung around and said, "Sit down, Livingston."
He pointed to a chair. My last hope vanished. I don't know how he discovered who I
was; perhaps from the hotel register.
"What do you want to see me about?" I asked him.
"Listen, kid. I ain't got nothin' again yeh, see? Nothin' at all. See?"
"No, I don't see," I said.
He got up from his swivel chair. He was a whopping big guy. He said to me, "Just come
over here, Livingston, will yeh?" and he walked to the door. He opened it and then he
pointed to the customers in the big room. "D'yeh see them?" he asked.
"See what?"
"Them guys. Take a look at 'em, kid. There's three hundred of 'em! Three hundred
suckers! They feed me and my family. See? Three hundred suckers! Then yeh come in,
and in two days yeh cop more than I get out of the three hundred in two weeks. That
ain't business, kid not for me! I ain't got nothin' agin yeh. Yer welcome to what ye've
got. But yeh don't get any more. There ain't any here for yeh!"
"Why, I…"
"That's all. I seen yeh come in day before yesterday, and I didn't like yer looks. On the
level, I didn't. I spotted yeh for a ringer. I called in that jackass there" he pointed to the
guilty clerk "and asked what you'd done; and when he told me I said to him: 'I don't like
that guy's looks. He's a ringer!' And that piece of cheese says: 'Ringer my eye, boss! His
name is Horace Kent, and he's a rah-rah boy playing at being used to long pants. He's all
right!' Well, I let him have his way. That blankety-blank cost me twenty-eight hundred
dollars. I don't grudge it yeh, my boy. But the safe is locked for yeh."

- 18 -

Reminiscences of a Stock Operator
"Look here " I began.
"You look here, Livingston," he said. "I've heard all about yeh. I make my money
coppering suckers' bets, and yeh don't belong here. I aim to be a sport and yer welcome
to what yeh pried off'n us. But more of that would make me a sucker, now that I know
who yeh are. So toddle along, sonny!"
I left Dolan's place with my twenty-eight hundred dollars' profit. Teller's place was in
the same block. I had found out that Teller was a very rich man who also ran up a lot of
pool rooms. I decided to go to his bucket shop. I wondered whether it would be wise to
start moderately and work up to a thousand shares or to begin with a plunge, on the
theory that I might not be able to trade more than one day. They get wise mighty quick
when they're losing and I did want to buy one thousand B. R. T. I was sure I could take
four or five points out of it. But if they got suspicious or if too many customers were
long of that stock they might not let me trade at all. I thought perhaps I'd better scatter
my trades at first and begin small.
It wasn't as big a place as Dolan's, but the fixtures were nicer and evidently the crowd
was of a better class. This suited me down to the ground and I decided to buy my one
thousand B. R. T. So I stepped up to the proper window and said to the clerk, "I'd like to
buy some B. R. T. What's the limit?"
"There's no limit," said the clerk. "You can buy all you please if you've got the money."
"Buy fifteen hundred shares," I says, and took my roll from my pocket while the clerk
starts to write the ticket.
Then I saw a red-headed man just shove that clerk away from the counter. He leaned
across and said to me, 'Say, Livingston, you go back to Dolan's. We don't want your
business."
"Wait until I get my ticket," I said. "I just bought a little B. R. T."
"You get no ticket here," he said. By this time other clerks had got behind him and were
looking at me. "Don't ever come here to trade. We don't take your business.
Understand?"
There was no sense in getting mad or trying to argue, so I went back to the hotel, paid
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my bill and took the first train back to New York. It was tough. I wanted to take back
some real money and that Teller wouldn't let me make even one trade.
I got back to New York, paid Fullerton his five hundred, and started trading again with
the St. Louis money. I had good and bad spells, but I was doing better than breaking
even. After all, I didn't have much to unlearn; only to grasp the one fact that there was
more to the game of stock speculation than I had considered before I went to Fullerton's
office to trade. I was like one of those puzzle fans, doing the crossword puzzles in the
Sunday supplement. He isn't satisfied until he gets it. Well, I certainly wanted to find the
solution to my puzzle. I thought I was done with trading in bucket shops. But I was
mistaken.
About a couple of months after I got back to New York an old jigger came into
Fullerton's office. He knew A. R. Somebody said they'd once owned a string of race
horses together. It was plain he'd seen better days. I was introduced to old McDevitt. He
was telling the crowd about a bunch of Western racetrack crooks who had just pulled off
some skin game out in St. Louis. The head devil, he said, was a poolroom owner by the
name of Teller.
"What Teller?" I asked him.
"Hi Teller; H. S. Teller."
"I know that bird," I said.
"He's no good," said McDevitt.
"He's worse than that," I said, "and I have a little matter to settle with him."
"Meaning how?"
"The only way I can hit any of these short sports is through their pocketbook. I can't
touch him in St. Louis just now, but some day I will." And I told McDevitt my
grievance.
"Well," says old Mac, "he tried to connect here in New York and couldn't make it, so
he's opened a place in Hoboken. The word's gone out that there is no limit to the play
and that the house roll has got the Rock of Gibraltar faded to the shadow of a bantam
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flea."
"What sort of a place?" I thought he meant pool room.
"Bucket shop," said McDevitt.
"Are you sure it's open?"
"Yes; I've seen several fellows who've told me about it."
"That's only hearsay," I said. "Can you find out positively if it's running, and also how
heavy they'll really let a man trade?"
"Sure, sonny," said McDevitt. "I'll go myself to-morrow morning, and come back here
and tell you."
He did. It seems Teller was already doing a big business and would take all he could get.
This was on a Friday. The market had been going up all that week this was twenty years
ago, remember and it was a cinch the bank statement on Saturday would show a big
decrease in the surplus reserve. That would give the conventional excuse to the big room
traders to jump on the market and try to shake out some of the weak commission-house
accounts. There would be the usual reactions in the last half hour of the trading,
particularly in stocks in which the public had been the most active. Those, of course,
also would be the very stocks that Teller's customers would be most heavily long of, and
the shop might be glad to see some short selling in them. There is nothing so nice as
catching the suckers both ways; and nothing so easy with one-point margins.
That Saturday morning I chased over to Hoboken to the Teller place. They had fitted up
a big customers' room with a dandy quotation board and a full force of clerks and a
special policeman in gray. There were about twenty-five customers.
I got talking to the manager. He asked me what he could do for me and I told him
nothing; that a fellow could make much more money at the track on account of the odds
and the freedom to bet your whole roll and stand to win thousands in minutes instead of
piking for chicken feed in stocks and having to wait days, perhaps. He began to tell me
how much safer the stock-market game was, and how much some of their customers
made you'd have sworn it was a regular broker who actually bought and sold your stocks
on the Exchange and how if a man only traded heavy he could make enough to satisfy
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anybody. He must have thought I was headed for some pool room and he wanted a
whack at my roll before the ponies nibbled it away, for he said I ought to hurry up as the
market closed at twelve o'clock on Saturdays. That would leave me free to devote the
entire afternoon to other pursuits. I might have a bigger roll to carry to the track with toe
if I picked the right stocks.
I looked as if I didn't believe him, and he kept on buzzing me. I was watching the clock.
At n 115 I said, "All right," and I began to give him selling orders in various stocks. I
put up two thousand dollars in cash, and he was very glad to get it. He told me he
thought I'd make a lot of money and hoped I'd come in often.
It happened just as I figured. The traders hammered the stocks in which they figured
they would uncover the most stops, and, sure enough, prices slid off. I closed out my
trades just before the rally of the last five minutes on the usual traders' covering.
There was fifty-one hundred dollars coming to me. I went to cash in.
"I am glad I dropped in," I said to the manager, and gave him my tickets.
"Say," he says to me, "I can't give you all of it. I wasn't looking for such a run. I'll have
it here for you Monday morning, sure as blazes."
"All right. But first I'll take all you have in the house," I said.
"You've got to let me pay off the little fellows," he said. "I'll give you back what you put
up, and anything that's left. Wait till I cash the other tickets." So I waited while he paid
off the other winners. Oh, I knew my money was safe. Teller wouldn't welsh with the
office doing such a good business. And if he did, what else could I do better than to take
all he had then and there? I got my own two thousand dollars and about eight hundred
dollars besides, which was all he had in the office. I told him I'd be there Monday
morning. He swore the money would be waiting for me.
I got to Hoboken a little before twelve on Monday. I saw a fellow talking to the manager
that I had seen in the St. Louis office the day Teller told me to go back to Dolan. I knew
at once that the manager had telegraphed to the home office and they'd sent up one of
their men to investigate the story. Crooks don't trust anybody.
"I came for the balance of my money," I said to the manager.
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"Is this the man?" asked the St. Louis chap.
"Yes," said the manager, and took a bunch of yellow backs from his pocket.
"Hold on!" said the St. Louis fellow to him and then turns to me, "Say, Livingston,
didn't we tell you we didn't want your business?"
"Give me my money first," I said to the manager, and he forked over two thousands,
four five-hundreds and three hundreds.
"What did you say?" I said to St. Louis.
"We told you we didn't want you to trade in our place."
"Yes," I said; "that's why I came."
"Well, don't come any more. Keep away!" he snarled at me. The private policeman in
gray came over, casual-like. St. Louis shook his fist at the manager and yelled: "You
ought to've known better, you poor boob, than to let this guy get into you. He's
Livingston. You had your orders."
"Listen, you," I said to the St. Louis man. "This isn't St. Louis. You can't pull off any
trick here, like your boss did with Belfast Boy."
"You keep away from this office! You can't trade here!" he yells.
"If I can't trade here nobody else is going to," I told him. "You can't get away with that
sort of stuff here."
Well, St. Louis changed his tune at once.
"Look here, old boy," he said, all fussed up, "do us a favor. Be reasonable! You know
we can't stand this every day. The old man's going to hit the ceiling when he hears who
it was. Have a heart, Livingston!"
"I'll go easy," I promised.
"Listen to reason, won't you? For the love of Pete, keep away! Give us a chance to get a
good start. We're new here. Will you?"
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"I don't want any of this high-and-mighty business the next time I come," I said, and left
him talking to the manager at the rate of a million a minute. I'd got some money out of
them for the way they treated me in St. Louis. There wasn't any sense in my getting hot
or trying to close them up. I went back to Fullerton's office and told McDevitt what had
happened. Then I told him that if it was agreeable to him I'd like to have him go to
Teller's place and begin trading in twenty or thirty share lots, to get them used to him.
Then, the moment I saw a good chance to clean up big, I'd telephone him and he could
plunge.
I gave McDevitt a thousand dollars and he went to Hoboken and did as I told him. He
got to be one of the regulars. Then one day when I thought I saw a break impending I
slipped Mac the word and he sold all they'd let him. I cleared twenty-eight hundred
dollars that day, after giving Mac his rake-off and paying expenses, and I suspect Mac
put down a little bet of his own besides. Less than a month after that, Teller closed his
Hoboken branch. The police got busy. And, anyhow, it didn't pay, though I only traded
there twice. We ran into a crazy bull market when stocks didn't react enough to wipe out
even the one-point margins, and, of course, all the customers were bulls and winning
and pyramiding. No end of bucket shops busted all over the country.
Their game has changed. Trading in the old-fashioned bucket shop had some decided
advantages over speculating in a reputable broker's office. For one thing, the automatic
closing out of your trade when the margin reached the exhaustion point was the best
kind of stop-loss order. You couldn't get stung for more than you had put up, and there
was no danger of rotten execution of orders, and so on. In New York the shops never
were as liberal with their patrons as I've heard they were in the West. Here they used to
limit the possible profit on certain stocks of the football order to two points. Sugar and
Tennessee Coal and Iron were among these. No matter if they moved ten points in ten
minutes you could only make two on one ticket. They figured that otherwise the
customer was getting too big odds; he stood to lose one dollar and to make ten. And then
there were times when all the shops, including the biggest, refused to take orders on
certain stocks. In 1900, on the day before Election Day, when it was a foregone
conclusion that McKinley would win, not a shop in the land let its customers buy stocks.
The election odds were 3 to i on McKinley. By buying stocks on Monday you stood to
make from three to six points or more. A man could bet on Bryan and buy stocks and
make sure money. The bucket shops refused orders that day.
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Chapter III

It takes a man a long time to learn all the lessons of all his mistakes. They say there are
two sides to everything. But there is only one side to the stock market; and it is not the
bull side or the bear side, but the right side. It took me longer to get that general
principle fixed firmly in my mind than it did most of the more technical phases of the
game of stock speculation.
I have heard of people who amuse themselves conducting imaginary operations in the
stock market to prove with imaginary dollars how right they are. Sometimes these ghost
gamblers make millions. It is very easy to be a plunger that way. It is like the old story
of the man who was going to fight a duel the next day.
His second asked him, "Are you a good shot?"
"Well," said the duelist, "I can snap the stem of a wineglass at twenty paces," and he
looked modest.
"That's all very well," said the unimpressed second. "But can you snap the stem of the
wineglass while the wineglass is pointing a loaded pistol straight at your heart?"
With me I must back my opinions with my money. My losses have taught me that I must
not begin to advance until I am sure I shall not have to retreat. But if I cannot advance I
do not move at all. I do not mean by this that a man should not limit his losses when he
is wrong. He should. But that should not breed indecision. All my life I have made
mistakes, but in losing money I have gained experience and accumulated a lot of
valuable don'ts. I have been flat broke several times, but my loss has never been a total
loss. Otherwise, I wouldn't be here now. I always knew I would have another chance and
that I would not make the same mistake a second time. I believed in myself.
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that is, to lose money. And I am only right when I make money. That is speculating.
They were having some pretty lively times those days and the market was very active.
That always cheers up a fellow. I felt at home right away. There was the old familiar
quotation board in front of me, talking a language that I had learned before I was fifteen
years old. There was a boy doing exactly the same thing I used to do in the first office I
ever worked in. There were the customers same old bunch looking at the board or
standing by the ticket calling out the prices and talking about the market. The machinery
was to all appearances the same machinery that I was used to. The atmosphere was the
atmosphere I had breathed since I had made my first stock-m
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I played more carefully and did better for a while. As soon as I was in easy
circumstances I began to live pretty well. I made friends and had a good time. I was not
quite twenty-three, remember; all alone in New York with easy money in my pockets
and the belief in my heart that I was beginning to understand the new machine.
I was making allowances for the actual execution of my orders on the floor of the
Exchange, and moving more cautiously. But I was still sticking to the tape that is, I was
still ignoring general principles; and as long as I did that I could not spot the exact
trouble with my game.
We ran into the big boom of 1901 and I made a great deal of money that is, for a boy.
You remember those times? The prosperity of the country was unprecedented. We not
only ran into an era of industrial consolidations and combinations of capital that beat
anything we had had up to that time, but the public went stock mad. In previous flush
times, I have heard, Wall Street used to brag of two-hundred-and-fifty-thousand-share
days, when securities of a par value of twenty-five million dollars changed hands. But in
1901 we had a three-million-share day. Everybody was making money. The steel crowd
came to town, a horde of millionaires with no more regard for money than drunken
sailors. The only game that satisfied them was the stock market. We had some of the
biggest high rollers the Street ever saw: John W. Gates, of 'Bet-you-a-million' fame, and
his friends, like John A. Drake, Loyal Smith, and the rest; the Reid-Leeds-Moore crowd,
who sold part of their Steel holdings and with the proceeds bought in the open market
the actual majority of the stock of the great Rock Island system; and Schwab and Frick
and Phipps and the Pittsburgh coterie; to say nothing of scores of men who were lost in
the shuffle but would have been called great plungers at any other time. A fellow could
buy and sell all the stock there was. Keene made a market for the U. S. Steel shares. A
broker sold one hundred thousand shares in a few minutes. A wonderful time! And there
were some wonderful winnings. And no taxes to pay on stock sales! And no day of
reckoning in sight.
Of course, after a while, I heard a lot of calamity howling and the old stagers said
everybody except themselves had gone crazy. But everybody except themselves was
making money. I knew, of course, there must be a limit to the advances and an end to
the crazy buying of A. O. T. Any Old Thing and I got bearish. But every time I sold I
lost money, and if it hadn't been that I ran darn quick I'd have lost a heap more. I looked
for a break, but I was playing safe making money when I bought and chipping it out
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when I sold short so that I wasn't profiting by the boom as much as you'd think when
you consider how heavily I used to trade, even as a boy.
There was one stock that I wasn't short of, and that was Northern Pacific. My tape
reading came in handy. I thought most stocks had been bought to a standstill, but Little
Nipper behaved as if it were going still higher. We know now that both the common and
the preferred were being steadily absorbed by the Kuhn-Loeb-Harriman combination.
Well, I was long a thousand shares of Northern Pacific common, and held it against the
advice of everybody in the office. When it got to about 110 I had thirty points profit, and
I grabbed it. It made my balance at my brokers' nearly fifty thousand dollars, the greatest
amount of money I had been able to accumulate up to that time. It wasn't so bad for a
chap who had lost every cent trading in that selfsame office a few months before.
If you remember, the Harriman crowd notified Morgan and Hill of their intention to be
represented in the Burlington-Great Northern-Northern Pacific combination, and then
the Morgan people at first instructed Keene to buy fifty thousand shares of N. P. to keep
the control in their possession. I have heard that Keene told Robert Bacon to make the
order one hundred and fifty thousand shares and the bankers did. At all events, Keene
sent one of his brokers, Eddie Norton, into the N. P. crowd and he bought one hundred
thousand shares of the stock. This was followed by another order, I think, of fifty
thousand shares additional, and the famous corner followed. After the market closed on
May 8, 1901, the whole world knew that a battle of financial giants was on. No two such
combinations of capital had ever opposed each other in this country. Harriman against
Morgan; an irresistible force meeting an immovable object.
There I was on the morning of May ninth with nearly fifty thousand dollars in cash and
no stocks. As I told you, I had been very bearish for some days, and here was my chance
at last. I knew what would happen an awful break and then some wonderful bargains.
There would be a quick recovery and big profits for those who had picked up the
bargains. It didn't take a Sherlock Holmes to figure this out. We were going to have an
opportunity to catch them coming and going, not only for big money but for sure money.
Everything happened as I had foreseen. I was dead right and I lost every cent I had! I
was wiped out by something that was unusual. If the unusual never happened there
would be no difference in people and then there wouldn't be any fun in life. The game
would become merely a matter of addition and subtraction. It would make of us a race of
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bookkeepers with plodding minds. It's the guessing that develops a man's brain power.
Just consider what you have to do to guess right.
The market fairly boiled, as I had expected. The transactions were enormous and the
fluctuations unprecedented in extent. I put in a lot of selling orders at the market. When I
saw the opening prices I had a fit, the breaks were so awful. My brokers were on the job.
They were as competent and conscientious as any; but by the time they executed my
orders the stocks had broken twenty points more. The tape was way behind the market
and reports were slow in coming in by reason of the awful rush of business. When I
found out that the stocks I had ordered sold when the tape said the price was, say, 100
and they got mine off at 80, making a total decline of thirty or forty points from the
previous night's close, it seemed to me that I was putting out shorts at a level that made
the stocks I sold the very bargains I had planned to buy. The market was not going to
drop right through to China. So I decided instantly to cover my shorts and go long.
My brokers bought; not at the level that had made me turn, but at the prices prevailing in
the Stock Exchange when their floor man got my orders. They paid an average of fifteen
points more than I had figured on. A loss of thirty-five points in one day was more than
anybody could stand.
The ticker beat me by lagging so far behind the market. I was accustomed to regarding
the tape as the best little friend I had because I bet according to what it told me. But this
time the tape double-crossed me. The divergence between the printed and the actual
prices undid me. It was the sublimation of my previous unsuccess, the selfsame thing
that had beaten me before. It seems so obvious now that tape reading is not enough,
irrespective of the brokers' execution, that I wonder why I didn't then see both my
trouble and the remedy for it.
I did worse than not see it; I kept on trading, in and out, regardless of the execution. You
see, I never could trade with a limit. I must take my chances with the market. That is
what I am trying to beat the market, not the particular price. When I think I should sell, I
sell. When I think stocks will go up, I buy. My adherence to that general principle of
speculation saved me. To have traded at limited prices simply would have been my old
bucket-shop method inefficiently adapted for use in a reputable commission broker's
office. I would never have learned to know what stock speculation is, but would have
kept on betting on what a limited experience told me was a sure thing.
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Whenever I did try to limit the prices in order to minimize the disadvantages of trading
at the market when the ticker lagged, I simply found that the market got away from me.
This happened so often that I stopped trying. I can't tell you how it came to take me so
many years to learn that instead of placing piking bets on what the next few quotations
were going to be, my game was to anticipate what was going to happen in a big way.
After my May ninth mishap I plugged along, using a modified but still defective method.
If I hadn't made money some of the time I might have acquired market wisdom quicker.
But I was making enough to enable me to live well. I liked friends and a good time. I
was living down the Jersey Coast that summer, like hundreds of prosperous Wall Street
men. My winnings were not quite enough to offset both my losses and my living
expenses.
I didn't keep on trading the way I did through stubbornness. I simply wasn't able to state
my own problem to myself, and, of course, it was utterly hopeless to try to solve it. I
harp on this topic so much to show what I had to go through before I got to where I
could really make money. My old shotgun and BB shot could not do the work of a highpower repeating rifle against big game.
Early that fall I not only was cleaned out again but I was so sick of the game I could no
longer beat that I decided to leave New York and try something else some other place. I
had been trading since my fourteenth year. I had made my first thousand dollar98 hen I
was a kid of fifteen, and my first *en thousand before I was twenty-one. I had made and
lost a ten-t
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Chapter IV

Well, I went home. But the moment I was back I knew that I had but one mission in life
and that was to get a stake and go back to Wall Street. That was the only place in the
country where I could trade heavily. Some day, when my game was all right, I'd need
such a place. When a man is right he wants to get all that is coming to him for being
right.
I didn't have much hope, but, of course, I tried to get into the bucket shops again. There
were fewer of them and some of them were run by strangers. Those who remembered
me wouldn't give me a chance to show them whether I had gone back as a trader or not. I
told them the truth, that I had lost in New York whatever I had made at home; that I
didn't know as much as I used to think I did; and that there was no reason why it should
not now be good business for them to let me trade with them. But they wouldn't. And the
new places were unreliable. Their owners thought twenty shares was as much as a
gentleman ought to buy if he had any reason to suspect he was going to guess right.
I needed the money and the bigger shops were taking in plenty of it from their regular
customers. I got a friend of mine to go into a certain office and trade. I just sauntered in
to look them over. I again tried to coax the order clerk to accept a small order, even if it
was only fifty shares. Of course he said no. I had rigged up a code with this friend so
that he would buy or sell when and what I told him. But that only made me chicken feed.
Then the office began to grumble about taking my friend's orders. Finally one day he
tried to sell a hundred St. Paul and they shut down on him.
We learned afterward that one of the customers saw us talking together outside and went
in and told the office, and when my friend went up to the order clerk to sell that hundred
St. Paul the guy said:

