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WOMAN never knows what aha

A can do until aha la pat to tha test.
Tba teat came to Suaan Daniels

comparatively early in her married life.
Ber huaband was In business down-
town. Be had contracts with most of
the bis; shoe concern a, A fair number
of persona who bay ahoes wear out
the aoles before the uppers are Im-

paired, and find It advantageous to have
the ahoes repaired rather than buy new
ones. Sometimes there la an imperfec-
tion In the upper, and an artistic bit
Of msndlng will make the ahoe as good
as new or nearly ao.

Mrs. Daniels' husband bad bis work-
shop In the heart of the business dis-

trict and shoe people sent their repair
Jobs to him. Bis workmen half-sole- d

and heeled, or full-sole- d and heeled, or
patched tha uppers, or made such al-

terations aa were necessary, and the
shoes went back to the dealers. The
ahoe men trot a- stiff price and Mr. Dan-

iels sot a, fair price. Be did such
large Tolume of business that he made
a arood deal of money. Millions of
shoes axe sold in New York each year.
Tens of thousands are repaired. Mr.
Daniels had the work of a majority of
the bis; companies whose stores are
scattered about Manhattan, Brooklyn
and The Bronx.

But Just when things seemed brig-li-t

est for him in a business way his health
failed. A physician told him he couldn't
stand the rigors of the winters In New
York. Be went to Florida. When he
returned in the Spring; he seemed a lit-

tle better, but that Summer he had to
go to Saratoga, and the next winter he
had to go to Florida again, and the
next Summer he had to go to the Ad-
irondack. Then he died.

Illness is an awful drain-- Winters
In Florida and Summers In Saratoga
and the Adirondack are Tary expens-
ive. A business, so matter how well
organised, will go to pieces unless it
has a directing bead who watches alter
Its affairs with care and intelligence,

The first Winter that Mr. Daniels
went to Florida Mrs. Daniels went
to the shop. She knew nothing
about business, and her husband's line
had no particular attraction for her.
She thought, however, she might be of
some use. If the business did not go
on and did not make money the physi-
cians' bills could not be met. the nurses
could not be paid and ber husband
could not atop at the hotels where he
would receive the best of food and at-

tention.
Mr. Daniels was opposed to her going

to the shop, but she was so insisted
that he humored her. She might do
some good and she couldn't do much
harm, he thought. It eased her mind
a bit to think she was doing something

BY JAMES FRANCIS DWTER.
JOHN BLINKER sat in his

MR. upholstering establishment in
avenue and worked

industriously upon a 'mahogany settee
he was recovering for a wealthy cus-
tomer. As ha hammered he pondered
over the limited field which the busi-
ness of an upholsterer presented to a
man of energy and ambition, and the
survey stirred dissatisfaction within
his mind.' Mentally he blamed his fath-

er for choosing such a narrow path for
his footsteps; aloud he ridiculed him-

self for following the trade for so many
years without seeking a higher post
that the very, discontent within him
was certain proof of his ability to fill.

"Bard work brings a man in little,"
he murmured, smiting a tack with un-

necessary force. "I should have been
put to a Job thafd give me a chance
to earn money by speculatln' or some-thin- 1

like that."
As he uttered the observation he

turned, and discovering that a gentle-
man had entered the shop, he dropped
his hammer and advanced to the little
counter. The stranger was a well-dress- ed

man with a ahrewd clean-

shaven face from which two gray eyes
critically surveyed Blinker as he ap-

proached.
Oood morning, sir," said the upho-

lsterer cheerfully. "Very fine morn-
ing."

The visitor nodded slightly. "Mr.
Blinker?' he inquired.

Mr. Blinker bowed. "At your serv-tc- e.

sir." he answered.
The visitor puffed quietly at a cigar,

tha fragrance of which Informed the
upholsterer that it was not of the
nickel variety by means of which he
soothed his own discontent.

"Is there anything I can do for you?"
said Blinker.

The stranger leaned across the count-
er and answered In a low tone: "I have
an Important commission for you. Mr.
Blinker, that is if you care to under-
take it."

The upholsterer stood to attention.
"I'll be pleased to undertake It," he
said, eagerly.

"That's good," murmured tha other.
Thafs very good."
Again he smoked in silence, regard
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for the general welfare. She never had
kept books and could not tell good
leather from bad. It was better for her
to be at the office and nominally, at
least, acting as the head of the es-

tablishment, she believed, than to re-
main at home brooding over her hus-
band's illness and wondering how he
was getting on among strangers In
the South.

After a time she learned how to keep
the accounts and gradually ahe picked
up a little knowledge about the other
enda of the business. Ber husband had
an excellent foreman, a conscientious,
able, good man. who was devoted to his
employer and who sympathised with
the efforts of the wife to do what little
she could to safeguard the business.

Mr. Daniels resumed charge of af-
fairs after his first Winter in the
South, but had to give up within a few
months and go away. The second Win-
ter his condition waa so serious that
all the details were kept from him. so
he would have no business worries to
bother about. That second Winter. Mrs.
Daniela learned so much of the office
and shop work that she felt compe-
tent to assume control In full. She
kept the books, looked after the cor
respondence, directed the work of the
employee, made collections and did
everything Just as her husband had
done. She worked many hours a day.
saved every penny she could, and prac-
ticed the most rigid economy down-
town and uptown.

There was greater and greater need
for earnings. Illness is very expensive.
It is excessively so when physicians
of the highest reputation are called
and everything that medical skill and
love can suggest is done to save or
prolong a life. When Mr. Daniels died
nearly all the money that baa come
from the business was gone. She had
nothing left except the business, and
its value was dependent entirely upon
how she managed It. There was noth-
ing that might be termed a plant, and
what worth there was to the estab-
lishment consisted of that elastic and
sometimes intangible thing known as
good will.

It is 11 years sine Mr. Daniels died.
The 11 years have) taught much to the
widow. ' It was not long after her hus-
band's death that ahe had reason for
fright. There were some) other persons
In the repair lino who looked with
rather jealous eyes upon the trade her
husband had built up. They thought it
waa a good opportunity, now that he
was dead, to get hold of it. They did
not believe) a woman was fitted for
such a business. They knew what she
got for her work from the big shoe
companies, they knew about what It
cost her to make repairs, and they
could give) a pretty shrewd guess as
to how much profit she was making.
She did all her work by hand. She be-
lieves there is no comparison between
the virtue of hand sewing and machine
sewing. Hand work costs more than
machine work, and the men who want-
ed to set the trade away from her
knew they could do the repairs cheap
er, and that they could afford to under-
bid her. They went to the big com-
panies and submitted proposals. The

ing the tradesman the while as if
weighing up his capabilities for the
work he had in view. The silence made
Blinker uneasy, while his imagination
so startled him by outlining taska that
were above hla ability that the vis-

itor's next remark came as a welcome
relief.

"They tell me," he said, pleasantly,
"that you are the best judge of fine
furnishings in Manhattan."

Blinker's facial area became a cor-
rugated stretch of smile wrinkles. "I
know a good piece when I see It," he
gurgled.

"I believe that," said the stranger.
"Although I do not wish to make use
of your knowledge in this instance. I
want a man who has judgment, and
with that judgment has an eye that can
tell a Chippendale from a woodblock.
Do you understand?"

Blinker nodded. Be felt relieved at
knowing that the task was in his own
line of business, and stooping hur-
riedly he opened the little gate lead-
ing into the ahop.

"Won't you take a seat in the of-

ficer he murmured.
The stranger thanked him and

walked Into the tiny office that reeked
of glue and spirit varnish. Be sat
down opposite Blinker and placed a
long white hand on the upholsterer's
knee.

"This is not an ordinary purchase,"
he said; "it is a job, as I said before,
that calls for tact and judgment. I
want you to purchase a chair from a
lady who is residing in this block, and
there are some little difficulties to
overcome. First, we must find a way
of obtaining a view of the chair so that
we can make an offer without exciting
suspicion, and that in itself is a diffi-
cult Job. Secondly, the lady, in all
probability, has no desire to sell the
chair, and as I am prepared to offer a
high price for it, I want a man who
ran allay her suspicion by finding
something about the chair that would
give an excuse tor the high figure. Do
you aee what I meanT"

Blinker nodded. "Ton mean to bluff
her about the points," he stammered.
The mystery was affecting Blinker's
nerves, and his breath came In short
gasps.

The visitor slapped him playfully
on the back. "You understand," he
laughed, "and let me tell you right
here. Blinker, that if you swing the
deal there is $100 in it for you."

He allowed this scrap of informa-
tion sufficient time to soak into the
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figures they presented must have) been
quite attractive, although the com-
panies had a rake-o- ff under their eon-trac- ts

with Mrs. Daniels that should
have been satisfying. There must be a
lot of profit in the shoe business If the
margin Is as large on the sale of a new
shoe as it is on the repair of an old
cae.

The companies charge ,the customer
$1.25 for half-solin- g and heeling. Mrs.
Daniels did the work for the . com-
panies for 85 cents. The companies
charged their patrons $1.60 for full
soling and heeling. Mrs. Daniels did
the work for the company for 90 cents.
That was not all. She did all patching
for the companies for nothing. The
gentlemen who wanted to take Mrs.
Daniels' business away from her cut
the price on half-solln- g and heeling to
70 cents or lower. Their price for full
soling and heeling was cut proportion-
ately. Mrs. Daniels urged upon the com-
panies the value of hand repairing over
machine repairing and explained that
the profit to her under the contracts
was only reasonable. She was willing
to shave her figures a little, but not
to the extent necessary to meet her
competitors. Some of the companies
considered the subject at length, and
then Informed her that if she did not
meet the prices of the other bidders
they would take their work from her.

In a business way this ultimatum
Mrs. Daniels the most des

upholsterer's brain before disturbing
him with other details, then he turned
to the much-scarre- d desk and opened
a packet of papers he took from his
pocket.

"This chair." he said, impressively.
"Is the property of a lady named Rex-for- d

living in the Riverdale apart-
ments" The upholsterer gave a little
gurgle of astonishment and the other
stooped sneaking.

"What is it?" he asked, as Blinker
moistened his dry lips.

"Did you say 'Rexford.' sir?"
The stranger nodded.
"Well," gasped Blinker, swelling

with the Importance of the news he
was going to convey, "she is a cus-

tomer of mine now."
The other stared for a moment, then

he sprang forward excitedly and
grasped the upholsterer by the shoul-
der. "Do you mean that?" he cried.
"Is she, tell me?"

His excitement was' contagious. The
round eyes of Blinker bulged danger-
ously from their sockets as he stood
up and made a rush Into the shop.

"There!" he shouted, holding up a
small Vernls Martin cabinet. "That's
hers! She had it brought hers yester- -

I forced upon i
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perate situation she ever had to en-

counter. By giving up hand work and
putting in machines she could cut the
price to her competitors' level, but she
would lower the grade of her work. If
she persisted in sewing by band she
would lose the contracts and the bulk
of her business and probably would be
forced to the wall. She Is mild of voice,
and not strong physically, but she has
a lot of courage. She stuck to her
standard. She let the contracts go.

It was mighty hard ana uphill work
for a long time after that. Possibly
there were times when she thought it
would have been better If she had sub-
mitted. It Is bitter to have to discharge
men who have worked for you for years.
It Is difficult sometimes to meet the
pay rolls when there Is the greatest
need of showing a good front. Not all
the shoes companies deserted her, how-
ever, and some of those that abro-
gated their contracts sent a little work
to her. There were a lot of old cus-
tomers, too. These were men who had
given their trade to her husband long
before she had ever been In the office.
They wanted their shoes repaired In
the way, which had been
the custom of the house from its es-

tablishment. Best of all, however, there
was a dealer down. In the Wall-stre- et

district who makes shoes for bankers
and brokers, millionaires and men of
much money.

Ton cannot get a pair of shoes In

day and gave me special instructions
about the way it was to be fixed up."

"Why why," stammered the strang-
er, "this is splendid! Don't you see?
Why, man, this will give us a chance
to get Inside to have a look at the
chair I want! Do you understand.
Blinker? You must carry this into
the flat carry it In yourself, and then
you've got a big hope of spotting the
chair and making an offer."

"That's so,"' gurgled Blinker; "If I
get Into the house it will give me a
chance to look around."

"Can you take that cabinet now?"
asked the stranger. "You can? Then
let us get down to business."

He sorted the papers with trembling
fingers and selecting one upon which
a big upholstered chair was carefully
drawn in pen and ink, he handed it to
the tradesman.

"This is itl" he cried. "Study that
well. Blinker.. You can't mistake that
back, can you? Not another like it in
the land. It's upholstered in antique
velour, and the arm-res- ts are uncom-
mon, see!"

Blinker studied the drawing care
fully. "1 guess I'd know that chair If
I met it," be murmured, nanaing dsc
the sheet. "Just tall me what I have
got to do to earn my hundred, an'
we'll go ahead."

The stranger took a large roll of
bills from hi pocket and placed them
on the desk. His manner showed in-

tense excitement, and the mind of the
upholsterer wondered greatly as he
stood by. .

"This," cried the cnair-eeeKe- r, strip
ping a 1100 bill from the roll," is your
commission if you get the goods, and
here is the bunch to bid with."

He thrust the roll into the fat hands
of Blinker, who held it at arm's length
and stood waiting.

"How .hltth will I go?" he asked, as
the visitor leaned back in his chair as
if exhausted with the strain.

"How high?" he cried, springing up
and gripping the upholsterer by the
arm. . "Bid up to that limit! There's
three hundred there three hundred.
Blinker! Don't offer that at first, but
go up to It, man I Do you understand?
Don't mess it up. You've, got the
chance to see It and get it, and there's
the money for you if you bring it
back."

Blinker had removed his apron while
listening- to the Instructions, and now
the excited stranger put the small cab-
inet into his arms and rushed him to
the door. ' breathing words of caution
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his place for less than 15. Usually the
pries is nearer $10. You wouldn't sup-
pose so, but those bankers and brokers
have their shoes repaired just as regu-

larly as do the men who have to count
their nickels and dimes. The shoe man
of Wall street gave his repair work to
Mr. Daniels, and he has continued since
Daniels' death .to give the work t Mrs.
Daniels. No one ever has been able to
win his trade away from the woman
who sticks to the way of
repairing shoes.

If the men who schemed to get the
contracts of the .companies away from
Mrs. Daniels thought they were getting
rid of a competitor when they succfeded
in getting the contract trade, they were
mistaken very much so. - They ware
happy for a time, but not for long.
They had lots of complaints ledged
against them. The shoe companies, 'too,
had a good deal of trouble. Mrs. Dan-
iels didn't know anything about this,
the was bending all her energies to
building up a private trade that would
fill a little of the hole made in the
volume of business she had lost. ' It's
a hard and a slow process to develop a
private business in her line, but it is
enduring once it is obtained..

She met every customer, looked after
ev-r-y piece of work, kept every prom-
ise and never allowed a faulty job to
leave her shop. She studied shoes and

and advice as to the best way of mak-
ing tha bids without exciting the sus
picion of the owner.

Half an hour passed before Blinker
returned, and when he entered the
shop the stranger seemed to divine
with a single glance the fact that
his mission had been unsuccessful, and
Blinker immediately started to splut-
ter out excuses for his failure.

"It wasn't my fault," he gasped. "I
offered her the whole lot, the entire
$800, but shs wouldn't sell."

The stranger groaned.
"She says she'll have to see her hus-

band," continued the excited trades-
man, "and he won't be home for two
days."

The chair hunter collapsed. "Two
days!" he cried. "She might as well
have said two years! I'm going to
Europe tomorrow going tomorrow.
Blinker!"

He looked ao miserable that the up-

holsterer started to pour out fresh ex-
cuses.

"I did the best I could, sir," he stam-
mered. "I really did. I tried all sorts
of ways when I saw the chair it's in
the drawing-roo- sir but she was
stubborn."

The visitor took the roll of notes that
was handed to him and rose wearily.

"I know you did your best. Blinker,"
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she studied how people walked. She
used her brains. She worked early and
late, and slowly but surely she made
progress. She had to be very econom-
ical at this time. Every dollar had to
be watched, but when she was on se-

cure ground at last she gave evidence
of the fact that her vision was broad-
ening. She saw opportunities for de
velopment, and she prooeeaed to laae
advantage of them.

There are a lot of athletlo clubs In
New York and vicinity. There are a
great number of gymnasiums. Gentle-
men who go in for physical culture
and who have ideas on the line of
what they call the manly art of

are fond of swatting a punch-
ing bag now and then. A punching
bag will stand just about so much of
ill treatment, and then it will protest
by bursting a seam or ripping Itself
open. Mrs. Daniels let all the athletic
club managers, all the gymnasium in-
structors, and all the other people in-

terested in punching bags, know that
she could doctor a sick punching bag
until it was fit 'for a bout with Jim
Jeffries, Jack Johnson or any one else.
As proof of the correctness of her
statement she has stitched thousands of
punching bags back to usefulness.

Traveling bags have a habit of get-
ting cut, or bruised or burst. She en-

tered the field of repairing traveling
bags.

There are hundreds' and hundreds of

he murmured, "and I'm going to rive
you $10 for your effort. If I can put
off my trip for two days ill come
back and see what I can do then. It's
my bad luck. Blinker, Just my bad
luck."

He waved the upholsterer's .thanks
aside, shook his hand warmly, and then
with a somewhat dejected air walked
off down the street.

Blinker returned to the shop, and,
still holding the $10 bill in his hand,
sat down to consider the happening.
Now that his excitement had cooled It
seemed like a dream to him. The chair
was' worth at the outside $25, and he
rubbed his head as he searched lor a
reason why a sane man would offer
$300 for it. Then there was the $100
commission. The upholsterer was con-

fronted with a mystery that he could
not fathom.

Be walked np and down the shop,
vainly seeking a solution. The anxiety
and disappointment displayed by the
stranger convinced him that there was
something mysterious in the incident.
Why did he want the chair? Blinker
asked himself the question a thousand
times, but his weary brain had no an-

swer. Be felt sure that it wasn't senti-
ment that Impelled him. Something in
the" shrewd face of the man told him
that he was a person foreign to senti-
ment, and yet there was no other ex-

cuse for such wild extravagance. The
upholsterer was adrift on a sea of
doubt. '- - -

"There's somethin' in It." he mut-
tered. "There's somethin' about that
chair that I'd give a dollar to know,
somethin'"

Be stooped and picked up a slip of
paper that. a puff of wind swept from
the desk in the little offioe, and he
whistled softly as he did so. The slip
was the one bearing the pen and ink
sketch of the chair, but now it was
the writing upon the other side of the
sheet that attracted his attention. The
slip had evidently been part of a let-
ter, and as Blinker held It close to his
face he read the following:

"Traced the chair from the Goth-
am Storage Company, and there Is
absolutely no doubt about it. Mrs.
Rexford bought it at a sale held
there on January 15, and she still
holds It. The back opens by a
secret spring concealed In an acorn
of the central carving, and the six
thousand dollars drawn by Quain-le- y

on the day before his death are
hidden there. Make every effort to
obtain possession of It. Spare noth-
ing. Get it, get It, 'The money Is
there and '

f Bunker gasped. His first impulse

thousands of baseballs used in tha
United States each year. - Some of
them get ripped er torn before they
have been used an hour. She makes a
specialty of restoring baseball covers to
their original condition.

It was natural, perhaps, that other
branches of the sporting business
should come to her. She has ene de-
partment now for the repair of baseball
shoes, golf shoes, rowing shoes, bowling
shoes, running shoes. She probably
does more work of this character than
any dozen other persona Catchers'
gloves, fielders' gloves, footballs and
anything or everything in the leather
line In sporting games she repairs. She
has taken up, too, repair work in rub-
ber footwear, but mostly, se far, in
rubber soles and rubber heels.

Mrs. Daniels Is as proud of her busi-
ness as if she was the head of a great
and fashionable establishment In Fifth
or Malison avenue. She prides her-
self not only on being the only woman
In her line in America, but of doing
the biggest business of any one In that
field. She has her offices and her shop
on the fourth floor of a big skyscraper
In Fulton street. Each year shows a
larger and larger business done by her.
She gets a moderate amount of trade
from the big shoe companies, but she
is so secure In ber private trade and
In the business of dealers outside of
the big companies that now she is se-

rene. She repairs from 15,000 to 60,000
shoes a year. The number of punch-
ing bags, traveling bags, baseballs,
baseball shoes, baseball gloves, golf
shoes, rowing shoes, bowling shoes and
the like that ahe makes over in the
course of a year would fill a wars-- .
house. She is at home in the offlse or
in the shop. She knows leather and
she knows shoes. She has a lot of
workmen and she treats them well. She
Is prosperous and fairly independent.
She is a thoroughgoing business woman
of today, but she has become one from
necessity and not from choics.

As she looks back now, Mrs. Daniels
realizes that, in clinging to the stand-
ard that was and hon-
est, she did the wisest thing of her
business career. It meant years ef
struggle, times of despair, but it was
the right and the only way. Bad ahs
been weak enough to try to meet com-
petition by Installing machines, and
doing machine work, she probably
never would have had the measure of
success that has come to her in cling-
ing to the better method. She has
won respect and confidence, and has
made herself seoure.

Ber business is a queer ens for a
gentlewoman, but she has given an
humble example of business enterprise,
business courage and business honesty
that maysserve as a guide to many oth-
er women who are entering the varied
fields of business in these days.
(Copyright 1(12. by Richard Splllane.)

was to restore the letter to its proper
owner, and he dashed to the door and
looked down the street in tha direction'
taken by the stranger. But the chair
seeker had disappeared. The excited
upholsterer rushed to the corner of
the block, but he found no trace of
his visitor, and walking in a semi-stup- or

he turned back toward the shop.
Suddenly he stopped. A question had

sprung into his mind and his brain
grew dizzy. Why hurry after the stran-
ger? The information on the slip of
paper was already known to him, and
he would only be annoyed at finding;
that Blinker had become possessed of
his secret.

The upholsterer moved slowly toward
his shop. He glanced at the paper in
his hand and sighed deeply.

"Six thousand dollars!" he muttered.
"Six thousand dollars! It isn't his and
it isn't hers. It belongs to the first
one as can get It" He gave a little
cry of joy and fear and raced madly
up the street.

It waa 1 o'clock that afternoon when
the gray-eye- d stranger who had vis-
ited Blinker's establishment some four
hours previous rose from a longue in
a apartment in Sixty-four- th

street and opened the door in
response to a long ring. A pleasant
faced woman brushed past him with a
smile, and the man whistled softly.

"Great Scott!" he cried, closing the
door and following the woman into an
Inner room: "Is the deal over ao
quickly, old girl?"

The woman laughed. "You must
have acted your part well today," she
said. "He was back with two friends
directly after lunch, and I hooked
three fifty out of them. I paid the
landlady for the full month, and I
was out of the house before they had
carried the chair down to Blinker's
shop." ,

The man picked up the roll of bills
that she tossed over to him, and count-
ed them carefully.

"Selling chairs is a profitable busi-
ness. Nell," he murmured softly. "Bow
many does this make for the month?.
Five! The devil! Do you know, old
woman, this country is ruined by the
desire of the working people to get
rich quickly, and in their endeavors
to do so they use every questionable
method that fate brings before their
eyes. I think we'll open a bottle and
drink success to Blinker's find."

(Copyright, Shortstory Pub. Co.)
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