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THE SELFISHNESS OF MEN IN PUBLIC.

By Clara Kern Barliss.

At operas and theaters It |s as often men as
women who enter late and depart early, or who
converse during the most Interesting portions of
the productions, It is not men—nelther Is It
women—but it is beings of the mascullne per-
suasion who emit shrill, ear-splitting whistles by
way of manifesting thelr approval during pub-
lle entertalnments,

At the falr In St. Louls two women and thelr
escort were sltting on & bench by the Terrace of Btates.
The gentleman left his place for a moment to procure &
program, depositing his overcoat and art catalogue in the
vacant space. lmmediately a man and two women came
up, and all three attempted to crowd into the bench. At
the protest of the first women the man passed on to a
vacant seat not three feet away, remarking as he did so:
“There are hogs everywhere.” KEvidently. But he seemed
to be mistaking the exact entity of the animal In this case.

It was a bilg man who sat sldewise In the car with
his knee on the seat, occupylng space for two, while women
stood In the alsle heside him all the way to the falr grounds.

And it was not a feminine conductor who thought It a
good joke to carry a woman three blocks beyond her des-
tination, beeause, in her Ignorance of metropolitan nsages,
she was trying to slgnal the motorman imstead of him to
stop the car.

A story was recently current to the effect that Rabbl
Hirseh one day rose to give his seat in the car to a woman
when an aglle man slipped In ahead of her. The rabbl's
countenance expressed hls sentiments, and the intruder
aald: “You louk as If Juh‘\: ke to eat mwe,” Lo whilch tle
venerable Jew replied, "I ean't, my friend. [ am a Jew.'

Though the surpassing politeness of American gentle-
men’ may have bred In women a hablt of assuming prece-
dence in superficial trifles, It 18 probable that when It comes
to genuine altrul8m and conslderation of others women
are no whit inferfor to men. How could it be otherwise,
“belng so fathered and so husbanded 7"

HARDSHIPS OF THE RAILROAD MAN.

By P. E. Conley.

There are few things bigger than $100 & month
at that stage of a young man’s career. With
this In view It {s little wonder that rallroads do
not have to look far when they wish to hire
employes. The rallroad microbe Inoculates thou-

et

siinds of young Americans anuually with a de-
sire to go rallroading, Added to the glaring at-
tractions of excitement, travel, and good pay,
there |s also present the element of danger which
Is sure to attract the adventurous spirit.

The earllest age at which & young man can enter the
service Is 21, The princlpal dangers that beset the brake-
man are from tralns made up of cars of uneven helght
and from overhanging viaducts and bridges. It Is no hard
task to fall when running over the top of such & traln In
motion, and often tralnmen are swept from thelr cars by
overhanging obstacles,

As for promotion, the brakeman ecan rise to the position
of freight conductor, where his pay will be 8 cents per
mile. He may become r passenger conductor, where his
pay will ba about $150 per month. If he eares to stay at
the work long enough It I8 possible for him to become
yardmaster, tralnmaster, superintendent, or general man-
ager even, but the many objectionable features of the work
are scarcely Inviting men capable of such advancement to
the calling.

At his acceptance as apprentice he wlll be required on
most ronds to make the first three or four trips without
pay. Then he is placed as a member of a crew during a
probationary period of six months, During this period he

must busy himself studying the signals, system of air
bakes, and the other things that he will be required to be
proficlent in when his final examination la to be held.

The examinee must bs absolutely sound as to physical
condition, his hearing must be good, and his eyes will be
glven a closer searching and testing than any other exam-
Ination in the world will put him through.

The technical examination 1s even severer In propor-
tion than the physical. The brakeman must be famlillar
with every kind of signal to be found on the road.

On the air brakes he is questioned as closely, Me must
know how to trace alr through different plpes and valves,
must know the effect of different pressures on different
speeds and different tonnage, In short, he must know the
alr brake from end to end and just what it ought to and
will do.

The pay of freight brakemen is 2 cents a mlle. The
monthly pay will run from $85 to $115 per month, accord-
Ing to the mileage made. Eighty-five dollars & month will
perhaps be a general average for freight brakeman over
the country. Passenger brakemen earn leas.

TOILERS OF CIfIES SHOULD 6O WEST.

Br Charles Ulrich,

The lively, go ahead towns along the frontler
of the Dakotas, Nebraska, Kansas, Wyoming,
Colorado, and New Mexico, offer boundless op-
portunitiea for gritty men who are determined
to throw off the shackles of slavery “bossism"
imposes, and to work for themselves. While
capltal 1s a deslderatum not to be desplsed, yat it
Is worthy of note that nearly every man who
rose 10 wealth and prominence in the Western
Btates started In without a dollar. It la the faculty of
selzing opportunities as they present themselves and mak-
ing capital of them that counts in the race for wealth. In
the Btates mentioned the opportunities are plentiful. and
it lles with the first comers to pick them up and profit
thereby,

Enterprising young men with new Ideas concerning the
operatlon of stores, carrying large stocks of first-class
goods, well dlsplayed, and who know how to keep trade
after they have won It, are bound to suceeed. The chances
for dolng business on the side, as It were, trading for
stock, poultry, selling farming fmplements where the man-
ufacturers have no established agencles, buying and sell-
Ing of graln, ete,, are numerous,

Ordinary labor, while not so well pald In the smaller
towns, enoys the advantage of cheaper cost of living. The
workman, If he s enterprising, will soon have a cow about
his place. Then he wlll get a cream separator, add three
or four more cows to his herd of one, and presently he will
be selling his cream for $35 & month, a sum amply suff-
clent to meet famlly expenses should his regular employ-
ment fall him. One thing brings on another (n village life,
but generally they have a golden lving If competently
handled by the man who knocks at fortune's door,

DIYORCE IS DEBT REPUDIATION,

By Jeannette L. 6ilder, Novelist and Poet.

Divorce is rooted In selfishness and grounded

In dishonesty. A desire to hayve everything one

wants, no mutter what the cost, soon brings a

refusal to bear anything with or from the one to

whom a promise of fidelity in all clrenmstances

has been given. And then comes the dlshonesty.

An honest man does not repudiate his business

responsibilities nor refuse to pay his gambling
debts.

Then why should be be consldered honest In repudla-

ting his domestic llabilitles or refusing to pay the debt in-
curred In the great lottery?

good

have

THE LIVING MUSE

Hornee ealls no more to me,
Homer in the dust-heap les;
1 have found my Odyssey
In the lightness of her gles,
In the laughter of her eyes.

Orvid’s page Is thumbed no more,
E'en Catullus has no eholee!
There Is endless, pracious lore,
Such as I ne'er knew before,
In the music of her volee,

Breath of hyssop steeped In wine,
Breath of violets and furze,
Wildwood roses, Greclan myrrhs—
All these perfumes do combine
In that maiden breath of hers.

Nuy, I look not at tha akles,
Nor the sun that hillward slips,
For the day lives or It dies
In the laughter of her eyes,
In the music of her lipa!
—Harold MeGrath in the Bookman.

A FOOTLIGHT FAVORITE.
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OW they cheered!
H Molra Croysdale forgot she
had ever left the stage. Her
breath came in quick little gasps for
a few seconds; thls, after all, was life
—the old life which brought a new
excltement with every movement, set
the nerves tingling with the consclous-
ness of youth und beauty and made
the world bright with the oy of living.
It wns something to be queen of
musical comedy and return to such a
triumph as this! Her powers of con-
quest had not waned, and, like a true
woman, she felt gratified. Then her
heart went out to the thousands who
were cheering themselvea hoarse, and
the tears almost came to her eyes.
Who said the public were flckle? Bhe
loved them every one, They never for
got their old favorites.
Molra reflected as she bowed her
acknowledgments that she was not old
as years ago—neither had she lost her

looks—but they would
cheered her just the same If she lhad
been old, and—yes, ugly. She wap
sure of It

After all, she had only been absent
from the boards a matter of two or
three years. She remembered her
friends told her she would soon tire of
married life and wish to retorn to the
stage.

Well, they were partly right. She
wasn't really tired of Dick—oniy
just a little bit bored with too much
humdrum happiness. It was a fit of
the stage fever that had selzed her,
and she longed to feel the thrill of
popularity again.

She wanted to compel the admira-
tlon of others ns she had done in the
old days; to provoke thelr laughter and
their tears, to win smliles and ap-
plause. How could Dlek understand
what sll this meant to & woman—an
nctresa? ]

In their qulet country home he had
been content to live as a simple, sport-
leving gentleman since thelr marriage,
Hae forgot how much the fascination of
the theater entered Into her life.

But now she was In the midst of it
all again, and London was ready to
worship at her shrine aas it had dono
before.

“A perfect, a complete triumph,”
sald the manager afterward. “Aren’t
you glad I persuaded you to return?”

“Not quite complete,” thought Moira,
but she did not say so. She was wish-
ing Dick had been In front—that
would have made her perfectly happy.

At the Bavoy, where they made up n
theatrical supper party later on, she
recoveredd her spirits, but now and
then her thoughts would revert to a
stately old home In Yorkshire, and she
wondered want ek was dolng, Had
he been for his usunl stroll around the
grounds that evening with Prince, his
favorite collle?

- - . L] L] L] [ ]

The days went by very qulickly, and
all London was drawn to ghe Folly
Theater by the news of Moira Croye
dale's return. For a time Molra felt
quite happy—except that thers were

no letters from Yorkshire, 1t was tou
bad of Dick—he might at least have
written.

Now that the excitement of her reap-
pearance had dled away, Molra had to
admit that she was beginning to feel
rather fatigued. After the bracing air
of Yorkshire, London sgesmed stufty.
To be cooped up In a theater every
night except Sunday was viry trylng.

Not for a moment would she have
admitted that she did not love the
stage as much as ever, but It began t.
dawn upon her that she loved Dick
even more than she did the theater,
Else why did shie miss him so much?

She refused ull Invitations to supper.
Several notes, the handwriting of
which she recognized, she burned un-
opened. A certaln peer who occupled
the same seat nightly at the theates
begun to make limself notlcenble,

Moira threw his bouquets Into a cor-
ner of her dressing room and burst
into tears. She would not have done
80 4 few years ago. Then she looked
at herself In the glass. Yes, she was
beginning to look much paler.

In Yorkshire, she reflected, she had
never even rouged. There was nothing
artificlal about Dick, and there was
nothing artificlal about Yorkshire,

Next day, Molrn made up her min|
suddenly, sent u note to the thenter
and took a north expresa from King's
Cross,

The journey was a long one, and
owing to a breakdown on the local line
dusk had set In before Molra had
reached her destination, From the sta.
tlon to the hall wos not far, and Molry
enjoyed the walk. Bhe wanted to ke
Dick by surprise.

It was n stately old resldence, and
as Molra passed 1up the drive the trees
which sheltered the house seemed to
rustle In the night breezo as if earry-
Ing a mesaage of welcomo to her,

The front door was wide open and
the cheery gleam of fire In the lbrary
was reflected In the windows. A spirit
of rest seemed to relgn everywhero,

Molira .WM inte the “bml’r As
noiselessly as she could,

Dick was seated In a big armchalr

gazing moodily into the fire. Then he
got up and Moira watched Mm take
her photograph from the manteiplece
and pors over It in the gledm of the
firelight.

Prince, the collle, roused himself on
the hearthrug, and poised his head at-
tentively,

“What |s it, old man?' sald Dick,
“Hus she come back? It's the fiftleth
tHime you have done that to-day.”

Molra crept softly into the room, but
Prince's glad bark had betrayed her.

“IMekl  Aren't you pleased to see
me?" was all she could say, and the
next minute she was sobbing llke a
wayward child on a young and stal-
wart palr of shoulders.

“Pleased,” sald Dick, with a little
laugh as he kissed her fondly; “I
should think we are! But we knew
you'd smoon come back, dldn't we,
Prince ¥’

And the collle looked as pleased as
his master.

“Then you do forglve me, Dick?”
asked Molra.

“Forglve you, darling,
of you than ever.”

“Then why dldn't you
share my triumph on the opening
night? Oh, Dick, If you could only
have seen them?"

“Molra, dearest, *I was thers.”

Molra gave a glad Mttle ery.

“But 1 was such a selish beast,”
condtinued Dick, “that | dldn't want
you to know, for fear you'dl get me to
stop In town, and then youn wouldn't
leave the thenter. Can't yon see,
Moirn,"” he sald passlonately, “that I
want you for mysalf, | am Jealous of
even the public’s love for you, I want
yon AlWays LY INY BlUE, SHY You Woi L
go hack!"

“] don't think 1 want to now,” sald
Moira, nestling ¢losely to him, "love 18
hest, after all.”

And London was left to wonder why
the Folly Theater lost Its favorita
again so suddenly.—Indlanapolis Sun.

I'm prouder

come and

EMPLOYS 1,600 PERSONS,
Yet Not Many Years Ago He Walked
London Footwore and Hungry.

The success achleved by John
Pearce, the prince of London cheap
caterers. (v truly marvelous, To-day
he employs 1,0
persons, while at
one time and that
not long ago he
wilked the sireets
of the metropolis
footsore and hun-
Bry.

Meurce was born
In the slums of

Hoxton DS years
: ngo. When a chlld
JUHN PEARUE. his father died,

leaving the mother to carry on the
struggle for a family of hungry chil
dren. One room was all she conld af-
ford in which to rear them, and their
poverty wus acute. At the age of B
years John hired out to a pleture mak-
or at 62 cents a week, At the ege of
18 he was working for a buollder at
the princely wage of 73 cents a week,
Une day he got drunk-—the only time
lie ever touched liguor lu lis life—and
lost his Job, Then he worked for a
pastry cook for two years.

In bls lomg tramps to and from
work DPearce observed how grent was
the need among casunl and other Ia-
porers of good and cheap food. It sug-
gested oo opportunity for him to be-
come hls own master, He hired a cos-
termonger's barrow at 25 cents a
week, bought a bumble urn and a few
c¢rocks and set out to earn his fortune
a8 & cheap and pernmbulating eaterer.
fIe did not even dream then that he
was laylng the foundation of a colos-
sal busluess, It developed slowly at
first.

At the end of slx months he was
able to turn his shilling-a-week barrow
Inte what he cnlled “a gutter hotel”
With the knowledge of carpentry and
paluting that be had learned at the
pullder's and of cooking that he had
mastered at the pastry cook's, he made
the stall so attractive that his receipts
grew untll they sometimes reached $30
a day. For thirteen years he stood by
his “gutter hotel," at the end of which
time he had saved $G.500, With that
he bought the lease of lils first colfeo
shop. [t was a success from the start
and his business kept on Increasing
until to-day he  conducts  elghty-one
restaurants, In not one of which Is a
drop of lquor soll, Before he branch-
ed out Into husiness for himself he
“got religlon” and regnlarly dovoted
one-tenth of his Income to charity.
The glving away of n tithe of his in-
come he has always alnee regurded as
n #acred olllgation,

Some [dea of the extent of his busi-
nesgs may be galned from these fig-
ures: In his eighty-one houses the nn-
nual  econsumptlon  of  fresh  meat
nmonnts to 2,016,000 pounds; of hacon,
225,000 pounds; of flour, 1,000 tons; of
potatoes, 1,300 tons; of milk, 265,000
gallons, and 4,250,000 eggs.

Never Touched Him,

Goodley—Poor fellow! His story
was very affecting, wasn't It?

Hardurt—Yes, but it dldn't affect my
pocketbook.—I'hiladelphla Fress,

When people nnj' to you, when you
are In trouble, “What ean 1 do for
you?" ba equally conslderate and say

“Nothing,
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i THE GRAY TERROR. §
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A gruesome tale is told by the Pitts-
burg Dispatch of the bringing of the
body of the late Mayor of SBeattle from
the Interlor of Alaska. M. A. Mahoney,
who had charge of the body, started
alone from Falrbanks to draw the cof-
fin over the snow road by sledge. Two
days out of Falrbanks he was cross-
ing a level bit of country over which
the trall made way through forests of
glant pine and fir. With the first shad-
ows of night there came a long, low
wall. It was followed by another and
another, each unmistakably nearer.
The man, standing on & lonely Alaskan
trall, hundreds of miles from the near-
est habltation, and with a burden on
his hands that he had sworn to bring
safely to clvllizaztion, knew what It
meant. It was the cry of the wolf.

Mahoney realized that if he remain-
ed on the trall he would never live to
see another day. He knew that thres
long days and nights must pass befors
ha could hope for human help. He had
coversd a vast streteh of territory that
day, and he was exhausted; but he
must not think of sleep,

He turned off into the woods, and
under the shelter of the pines bullt a
hig fire, It was well he acted quickly,
for he had scarcely fed hls dogs and
snntehed a morsel of supper hlmself
when the wolves arrived.

All night long that lonely camp was
surrounded by a row of gleanming eyes.
Mahoney sat alone, the coflin for his
seat, with every nerve strained. Once
nature took revenge, and his heavy
eyes drooped,

While he dozzed the fire died down,
anid Mahoney woke with a start. A
gaunt gray wolf was poking his nose
very near to hlm. The man hastened
to throw on more wood, and the beasts
slunk away untll only the gleam of
thelr eyes told that they were keeping
waleh,

With the mornlng sun the wolves
vanished, and Mahoney once more took
up the trail. Not once all day did he
see a slgn nor hear a sound from the
pack that he knew was sllently fol-
lowing. With the sunset, however,
came the long, blood-cardling wall,

The second nlght was a fight agalnst
sleep, He tisd a plne-knot to his right
hand. As he dozed off, the flames
would burn and waken him. As the
day before, the wolves departed with
the dawn, and gave no slgn until even-
ing. Then for a third night Mahoney
went without sleep,

The wolves, thelr hunger {nereasing,
grew bolder, and ecrept closer and
closer. Every now and then one would
Jump forward and snap at the feet of
the sllent wateher. Then Mahoney,
with a blazing brand, would strike at
the glowing eyes and drive back his
foe, When morning came, the man,
hulf-crazed with fear and loss of sleep,
once more took the trall, and at noon
came to a road-house, where he was
enred for. He slept steadlly for elght-
een honrs, then resumed his Journey.

SCIENTIFIC DUSTER.

A Woman's Bcheme to Suppress the
Deadly Germ,

Tha cult of the modern housewlfe
forblds the use of the erstwhile uni-
veraal feather duster and favors wool-
en pollshing mits, or fabrle dusters
of some kind, sllk ones most of all
One of the fabrle dusters recently in-
vented by a New York woman s bullt
up of a densely woven fabric of a
comparatively hard, long nap or
threads. This 18 doubled upon Itself,
and a center tube, or pocket, formed
by & double line of stitching, over

THE BANITARY DUST CLOTH,

which s stitched a tape relnforcing
strip. The weft threads are compara-
tively soft and form the duster prop-
er by the removal of the warp threads
ne far as the stitching, produelng a
fringe. Into the completed tube a
stick of convenlent slze Is placed, with
n portlon extending beyond the dus-
ter proper to form a handle, When
the tube of fabric Is mounted upon
the handle It furnishes a convenjent
dusting devlce that will effectively op-
erate over n large surface. When the
fabric becomes solled or loaded with
dust It may be readlly removed from
the holder and beaten or bolled to
sterillze It. The loose, soft charncter
of the fabric Is such that it rendlly
tukes up the dust and retalns it

Might Corner lcw
“A New York man insists that the
world has four corners.”
“He shouldn't talk so lond, One of
those billlon-dollar syndlcates may tuke
a4 notlon to corner all the corners”—
Cleveland Plain Dealer.
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