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. fright and frenzy, begging him not to force

.
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INHUMAN TREATMENT OF A GIRL ON
THE STREETS OF ST. LOUIS.

+

Pauline Hesser Tells How She Was
Beaten, Almeost Denuded and
Forced to Run for Her Life,

& —

Bt. Louis Republic.
The outrageons assault upon Miss Pauline

Fesser, which took place on Memorial day
on Geyer avenue, between Twelfth and
Ninth streets, has already been productive
of several things. Among them a petition
to the Governor, an Indignaat public senti-
ment against sueh mob demonstrations and
the sending to the Reform School of three
young Bohemian girls who confessed to
taking part in the assault upon the un-
fortunate domestic. If the efforts of C. K.
Reach, of No. 2314 Hickory street, who has
represented himself to Miss Hesser to be

an attorney of many years experience, are
successful, there will be another develop-

ment to the assault upon that young wom-
an. That will be a damage suit against

the city of St. Louis for a large amount of
money.

Milss Hesser is a tall and Intelligent. look-
ing young woman of twenty-three years.
She has been for some time in the employ
of her present mistress, who lives at No.
5082 Cabanne avenue, and who treats Miss
Hesser as a member of the famlily. The
young woman's parents are both dead, and
the only relatives she has in 8St. Louls,
where she has lived many years, are two
married sisters and an uncle. Since Me-
morial day, when she met with the most
exciting, the most humiliating and the most
hasardous experience of her life, Miss Hes-
ser has been laboring under severe nervous
{liness, which is the natural result of her
frightful experience. Her story of the af-
falr was given in these words:

“I had not been on a Transit car since the
strike, but the lady who employs me rode
on them frequently without fear or mo-
lestation. I took the Tower Grove-avenue
car down town, and rode to my sister’s
home without any unusual experience,
About 4 o'clock I started home. At Twelfth
and Calhoun, as the Tower Grove car In
which I was riding crossed Calhoun street,
I saw a great crowd of men and women
and children running toward the car. It
frightened me, and I got off the car. Up
to this time I had not thought anything
about the strike, but as I got off it occurred
to" me that the crowd was going to attack
the car. I started to walk across the street
to the sidewalk, when all the men and
women in the crewd rushed at me as if
they were going to kill me. I was panle-
stricken, and did not have any idea why
they were after me. I turned around to
the crowd, and, seeing a woman in the

front, sald to her: ‘Nor God's sake, what
s the matter?

“ ‘Matter enough, —." she sald, call-
ing me a vile name. ‘You are a scab, riding
for money.’

“Then, the whole crowd took up the cry
‘Scab! Secabdb! Paid scab! Soak her! Kin
her! We'll teach her to ride on scab cars!
These and many other expressions they
hurled at me. My legs trembled beneath
me. 1 was frightened almost to death, 1
felt that I would faint. But, fearing that
they would kill me, I steadied myself and
tried to speak.

# T am no sead,’ I =aid. ‘If you speak of
riding for pay, I do not understand you. I

my fare and am simply riding to my
me. I—'
MEANT TO KILL HER.

“But the oaths and jeers of the men and
the vile epithets of the women stopped me.
I could not be heard. Several In the crowd
rushed toward me, and again I thought my
time had come. In a second my whole life

passed before me, and I gave myself up for
lost. I remember I had one regret, that I
must die on the street. I suppose every one
likes to dle at home, surrounded by their
friends and relatives. Well, I thought my
death was about to come, and I wished that
the crowd would let me go home to dle. I
can talk about it now very composedly,
but it was awful then. I never saw such

flendish, viclous faces as were turned
toward me at that moment. It was like a
Kk of dogs after a rabbit. The thirst for
lood was in every eve. I believe I owe my
life to-day to the mercy of God and my
own frantic efforts to escape. I verily be-
lieve that had I stood there another second
I should have been killed. I belleve that
mob meant to kill me.

“But it is not In the nature of woman
to stand still and recelve injury. Either she
will faint or run. I was too badly fright-
ened to faint. I thought it meant death to
faint and I ran. A great brawny man
caught my skirt as I turned to flee and
tore it from my body. At the same instant
another man—about elghteen vears old, 1
should judge—satruck me on the head. The
blow was heavy and it felled me. Then the
erowd closed in around me and some of
the boldest pushed through the ring of
women who were closest to me and started
for me is if to kill me. Again terrov lent
me strength and somehow I got up and
broke through that crowd again and ran
for dear life, the howling, jeering, cursing
crowd following me and throwing stones
at me.

‘T ran sast on Calhoun street to Eleventh
street. Then I ran south on Eleventh street
to Geyer avenue. Then I ran east on Geyer
avenue towards Tenth street. As I ran
several men struck me. A rock or two hit
me In the back, but if they hurt I did not
notice the hurt. Always there was that ery
of ‘Scab' Damned secah' Kill the scab! in
my eara., I ran as one runs from death
and the terror greater than death.

*A great brawny woman =tood in an open
doorway on Geyer avenue with her arms
resting akimbo on her hips. Her face ex-
mo.od the pleasure she felt in the scene. |

to pass her as I ran and she reached
out one of her big, bare arms as [ passed
and struck me a heavy blow behind the ear
with her fist. The blow stunned me and
knocked my hat from my head, but I did
mot fall. In a secoOnd T was running azain.
Then & man made a grab for my under-
skirt. A plece of the lace in which it was
trimmed eame off in his hands and he fell
behind me. I must have run very fast,

“The men seemed to be running as hard
as they could, but I managed to keep ahead
of them. A thousand ideas flashed through
my head, but they were all about what the
mob would do to me If they ever caught
:swith me. I knew they would try to pull

my remaining skirt. If they did I
thought I would let them kill me. I can
remember thinking as 1 ran, *‘Better death
than such shame!" Then another man
grabbed at my shirt walst. It was flimsy
stuff and the wonder 1= that it did not come
Off in his hands. But fortunately it held.

“By this time I had reached Tenth and
Qeyer. On the northeast corner I saw a
grocery store and saloon. It was the place
owned by Herman Schumacker. T ran in
through the side door., on Tenth street,
without a moment's thought. The mob
was a little way behind me. The grocer
saw the mob and told me I must not stay
In his store.

DRIVEN FROM HER REFUGE.
“T pleaded with him as I never pleaded

with any man before in all my life. 1 al-
most put my arms around his neck in my

.#ne out into the street into the hands of the
‘wicious mob. But he was obdurate. ‘You
ean't stay In here, lady.’ he said. ‘You can
go out either way you want to, but you
‘must get. out.” I looked both ways, and 1
‘#aw that some of the mob had surrounded
“#he back door, as well as the front door.
That moment was the most dreadful of all.
% had found refuge for a moment, but only

I must throw myself into
of those frightful men and wom-

It Was no use to beg, but I did
tears and prayers | pleaded with
not o make me go out Into the
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was one man spoke u?—o little, young-
looking man, who did not seem to be more
than twenty-one years of age. ‘I will stand
by your side,” he saild. ‘Come out with me.’

“Then we two stepped into the street.
My protector started to speak to the mob,
but before he had uttered three words the
mob was upon me. A man struck me in
the face. 1 ran again. Stones, curses and
Jeers followed me. The mob ran also. 1
ran east toward Ninth and Geyer. 1 heard
my young protector behind me cry out to
the crowd, 'Don't hurt her, men. Remem-
ber she is 8 woman.' Then I hearé him no
more, I didn't see him again for some
minutes, but I think he followed me as fast
as he could in the erowd and, true to his
promise, did all that one map without arms
could do to save me from shame and in-
Jury. »

“On the corner of Ninth and Gever there
i a grocery store. Next to it is a butcher
ghop. In there I ran. The butcher saw me
with my hat off and my skirt gone, my halr
nanging loose and terror in my eyes. ‘What
is the matter? he cried. *“The mob!" I
answered, gasping for breath, for my last
strength was about gone. "The mob are
after me! Don’'t you see? They say I am
a scab!" Then I saw on the butcher's face
that he was not as the other men. He did
not waste any time on words. He did not
wailt for any further explanation. Already
the mob was surrounding his shop. ‘Run
through that back door and upstairs!" he
cried, ‘then you will be safe!” 1 obeyed
without a word. I found the stairs on the
outside of the building and ran up them.
I*ut the door was locked and 1 could not
get In. Then 1 sank down on the landing,
my strength all gone. ‘Death has overtaken
me at last,” I thoyght. The mob rushed
into the back yard from the street. They
had found out that 1 was attempting to
escape upstairs.

“Several men threw stones at me. Three
giris ran up the steps and tried with might
and main to pull my remaining skirt oft
my body. 1 resisted them with all the
strength I could muster. They were de-
termined and viclous young women. They
called me vile names as they pulled at
my skirt. I identified them later in court
and they were each given two years in
the Reform Schoel for their part in the
affalr. But there were men who did as
much and more, and I hope the officers
will catch them.

“1 was stfuggling with the girls when
two men ran up from below and struck me
with their fists. One of the men struck
me on the ear. I am positive of that, and
[ could identify the man who gave me
that blow. I cannot say where the other
man hit me, and I doubt whether I ghould
be able to point him out if 1 saw him in a
crowd agalin.

“Then my rescuer came in the shape of
a woman, an elderly, Kkind-faced woman
with a great deal of determination in her
expres=ion. She ran upon the landing and
stood by my side. ‘Men, stop this,” she
cried. “If you be men, stop hurting this
woman. You shall not touch her again. I
will not allow a woman to be hurt or
ghamed by such hoodlums as ye are!”

“Her volce was loud and trembled with
her indignation. Much to my astonish-
ment the crowd withdrew. They had evi-
dently had all the pleasure out of me they
wished for. Then my young protector ap-
peared and expressed his deep regret for
the occurrence and his own ability to pro-
tect me. The lady who defended me from
the mob took me Into a room upstairs,
where I remained until the police came.
Then I went to the Third district sta-
tion, where I remained until my brother-
in-law, Mr. Kramer, came for me. He
took me to the home of Miss Alma Sorg,
a friend of mine, who lives at No. 804 Barry
street. There I spent the night, returning
to my home here next morning."”

“DOPED” HIS COFFEE.”

Queer Experience with a Too-Solici-
tous Old Landiady.

New Orleans Times-Democrat.

“A week ago,"” sald a New Orleans physi-
cian the other evening, “I felt convinced
that I had stumbled across one of the big-
gest sensations of the day. S8Since then the
case has developed in an entirely unantici-
pated direction, but all the same it makes
a pretty good story. I'll tell it to yocu in a
few words: One of my patients is a bache-
lor business man who has been lodging for
a number of years in a quiet old mansion
not a great distance from Lee circle. His
landlady is a delightful, motherly old crea-
ture who has learned to take as much in-
terest in him as if he was her own son,
and altogether he is very comfortably
fixed. About three weeks ago he came to
me looking decldedly {ll and complained of
a singular stomach disturbance. He said
that a distressing feeling of nausea set in
every morning, accompanied by a severe
headache. It would wear off gradually dur-
ing the day, and he would go to bed feeling
first class, but next morning the same thing
wouiu be repeated. I knew him to be a
man of temperate habits, and was a little
surprised. Still I attached no great impor-
tance to the matter and dlsmissed him with
some simple remedy. In five or six days
he came back looking much worse, and
told the same story, declaring he couldn't
eat and wag rapidly losing strength., Then
I took up the matter seriously, made close
inquiry into his diet and so on, and, to be
frank, 1 immediately suspected polsoning.
He told me the first thing he did on
awakening was to drink a cup of coffee,
prepared by his old landlady herself, and I
onended him greatly by asking him to
quietly pour the contents of the cup into
a bottle next morning and bring it to me,
‘Why, you don't think—' he began, brist-
Lng up. ‘Keep cool,’ said I; ‘I think there
may be something wrong with the coffee
pot; that's ail. Bring me the bottle and
sav nothing to anybody.’

“Next day he came around with the cof-
fee.” continued the doctor, “and admitted
that for once he had missed his regular
attack of nausea. I made a chemical
analvsis of the stuff and found a consider-
able guantity of a famliliar drug, harmless
enough as occasional medicine, but certain
to produce the gravest gastric disturbances
if persisted in. While I had half-expected
something of the kind, I was deeply shocked
and don't mind admitting I was also
considerably excited. The drug could not
possibly have got into the coffee by ac-
cident, and as no one else about the house
had suffered, it looked very much like a
deliberate polisoning plot against my pa-
tient. He himself was so horrified and up-
set that he was simply Incapable of giving
sane advice, and I was forced to take the
matter into my own hands. The upshot of
it was that 1 paut on my hat and went
around to have a guarded talk wita the
landlady. I knew her only slightly, and she
looked greatly surprised when 1 asked to
see her alone. ‘Mrs. . I sald, with-
out any preface, ‘who makes Mr. 'S
morning coffee? When 1 asked that ques-
tion I thought the old lady would faint.
Her face went as white as paper and her
hands began to tremble so violently she
could hardly control them. ‘I make it my-
self doctor,” she managed to reply. “What
do vou put in it besides coffee? I asked.
She looked at me appealingly and burst
into tears. Then the whole absurd, pitiful
atory came out. The dear old lady is a
Prohibition fanatic, and in some way—the
Lord only knows how—she conceived the
idea that her lodger was gradually going
to the dogs through strong drink. As a
matter of fact, he is a man who drinks
very, very moderately and was never
drunk in his life—it doesn’'t happen to be
his weak spot. But she felt certain, she
said, that the habit ‘would grow,” and when
one of her old lady friends told her in strict
confidence of a preparation which would
‘destroy the craving' and could be admin-
istered in secret in coffee she decided it was
her duty to give it a trial. The rest you
know. She told me this between sobs, and
I relieved her greatly by bursting into a
roar of laughter. It was really too funny.
At the same time it had its serious side,
and when I explained the risk she had been
running she was as badly frightened as
she ever will be in life. My patient was
furious at the outset, but he realized on
reflection that the act had been prompted
by the kindliest solicitude, and he was gen-
vrous enough to treat it as a joke. One
thing is certain, however—he will get un-
doped coffee in future.”

Famouns Bad Boys.

June Success,

Andrew J. Freese, who taught John D.
Rockefeller, Marcus A. Hanna and other
youths who have since become famous, has
this to say of his “‘boys:"’

“John Rockéfeller was one of the best
boys I had. He was always lite, but
when the other boys threw hic clubs
at him, or attempted any undue familiari-
ties with him, he would stop smiling and
sail into them. Young Hanna—Marcus A.
Hanna—who was aiso a pupil, but not
nearly so good a boy. learned this, to his
cost, more than once, and did lyoung
Jones, the nt Nevada or. 1 have

had several very distinguished
g b

ne.lndmpfnw
D. Rockefeller. 1 Edward Wolcott, the
Colorado senator, later on, but

bad
nies the tinm
1 .#.I‘.‘M-,'.'I. ‘ .'

>
it
"'_f

SEER RS L

hsm-a._;

; e 1 A
ALL) ANV LIAINADL
s S e i

A TE ST

MILLIONAIRES OF LONDO

MOSTLY AMERICAN AND. AFRICAN,
AND ARE NOT VERY WELCOME,

-

Printed and Talked About in a Way
That Must Be Decidedly Painful
to Refugees from Publicity.

y-
London Malil.

“We are not a rich aristocracy.,'” wrote
Lady Warwick seven years ago. “We are,

many of us deadly poor, little better than
splendid paupers.”

Are these splendid paupers, long owners
of rural England, and worthy sustainers
of the traditions of a noble race, giving
way to American manufacturers, to South
African speculators, to German merchant
princes?! Our old aristocracy absorbed the
Rothschilds and Bentincks of previous
generations and made them part of itself.
The new millionaires threaten to absorb it.
From Skibo Castle, near Dornoch Firth,
down to Norres, by Cowes, the cosmopoli-
tans of capital are selzing some of the fair-
est spots of our land.

These millionaire invaders are so enor-

mously rich that théy are indifferent to the
fancy prices asked for great estates. At

least one of them, Mr. Astor, has an in-
come of a million a year, secured in ground
rent and rallway bonds. When he wanted
Cliveden he could afford to bid high enough
to tempt even the multi-millionaire Duke
of Westminster, The £200,000 he is said to
have paid for that estate represented only
about a fifth of his yearly profits.

Mr. Carnegie’'s income equals that of Mr.
Astor. Quite half a dozen of the invaders

count thelr vearly gains at from £200,000
to £500,000. The men who make £200 a day
are quite a host,

It must be a very extraordinary English
estate which cannot now be rented for from
£2,000 to £3,000 a year. The upkeep of such
a place will cost from £6,00 to £10,000 a
year more. Even the poorest millionaire,

the man who is not making more than
£50,000 a year, can afford this.

Meanwhile in at least one case the man
with a family history of 8% years behind
him has to bury himself in a £60 a year
semi-detached villa in some quiet town near
T.ondon. The rent of his old mansion goes
to satisfy mortgages, leaving him perhaps
£50 a year for himself. This is no fancy
picture.

WHERE THEY COME FROM.

Most of our millionaire invaders come
from America and South Africa. Among
the best of them is Mr. Andrew Carnegie.
Scotch by birth, American by adoption, he
started life on four shillings a week and is
now worth £40,000,000. He found America
a good land for earning money, but he
loves to spend it in the land of his birth.
The traditions of his people drew him back
to Scotland. At first he rented Cluny, but,

watching his chance, he secured the great
estate of Bkibo Castle at a bargain. He
Joves to act the part of the laird. Simple,
quiet, modest, kindly, all his neighbors like
him. A year ago he startied the world by
declaring that he means to distribute all
his money before his death. “The man who
dies rich dies disgraced,” says he.

Mr. Willlam Waldorf Astor is a scion of
an ancient house that achieved wealth In
the United States. Inheriting an estate
worth over £20,000,000, he found the lot of
the rich American too hard to be borne.
He hated the publicity given to his small-
est acts, so he came to England for peace.
After renting Lansdown House, he gecured
a town residence in Cariton House Terrace,
and bought the beautiful cstate of Cliveden
from the Duke of Westminister. He trans-
ferred all his business !nterests here, build-
ing an office on the Thames Embankment,
which is nothing but a gigantic strong-
room. HIis office is probably the most
charming and best guarded building in
the world, and deeds valued at $100,000,000
are sald to rest there.

Mr. Astor's one personal aim is to avold
publicity; his one great business Is to in-
vest in real estate. Day by day he goes
down to his office, almost with the regu-
larity of a clerk. He has a passion for
building, and many of the new office build-
ings between the Btrand and the Thames
are more or less under his control. His
love of solitude has caused him to forbid
boating parties the old privilege of landing
in Cliveden Woods. He is a cultured man
of letters, and his son was one of the most

popular boys at Eton and Captaln of the
Boats.

The Bradley Martins have made them-
selves a place in English society, and have
annexed a house in Chesterfield Gardens
and a Highland estate at Glen Urquhart.
Nearly thirty years Mr. Bradley Martin,
a young lawyer of good family, met his
future wife under romantie ecircumstances
at & Vanderbilt wedding. They were mar-
ried within two months, and some time
afterward the wife's father died and left
a fortune of $10,000,000. With the part of
this' money that came to them the Bradley
Martins crossed the Atlantic and set down
to conquer English society. They took one
of the costliest deer shootings in Inverness-
shire. One daughter married an earl. The
Bradley Martins scored their real triumph
when they devised the most costly and ex-
travagant fancy dress ball of modern

times.
“JADED PLUTOCRATS.”
Some of our American millionaire invad-
ers come here for rest. Of this type is Mr.
James R. Keene, for long champion bear

on the New York Stock Exchange. With
the practically unlimited capital of the

tobacco and oil trusts behind him he ma-

nipulated the markets almost as he pleased.

In six great deals in sgix years he won
$13.000,00. Now, with a sorely tried ner-

vous system, he comes here for peace and

quiet, which his own hustling country can-
not give him.

Mr. Jogseph Pulitzer, owner of the New
York World, belongs to the same class.
From the bottom of the ladder he has got
to the topmost rung. HIis newspaper pal-
ace, twenty-two storles high, is one of the
sights of New York city. To-day, amid
his greatest triumphs, he comes away to
London for some months each year. He
seeks the quietest town house he can find,
and settles there. He suffers perpetually
from insomnia. But he still looks a very
younz man, and his business power |is
greater than ever. He forgets nothing, and
extracts from every man all he can tell
His one recreation is music. Tall, thin, full
of quick movement, his figure is familiar
at many concerts, He will never talk of
money matters, but a few years ago his
annual income was estimated at £200,000.

Mr. Marshall Field, the merchant prince
of Chicago, loves Warwickshire, where he
is well known in hunting circles. He has
retired from business now, but he was long
the Whiteley and the Lipton of the Windy
City. The designs alone of his great store
cost $100,000. Ten thousand shopmen called
him master and 10,000 gsmall retailers
cursed his enormous business as being
their ruin. For he was the most enterpris-
ing, the most relentless, the most success-
ful of monopolists. Some of the millions
made in Chicago now find their way here.

Apart from South Africa, our own colo-
nies send us few millionaries, but those
who do come make thelr way. It would be
kard to call Lord Mountstephen an inva-
der, for he was born in Scotland. Yet
Canada is his own land, and his name will
ever be connected with the making of the
Canadian Pacific Railway. In town he
lives not far from Mr. Astor; in the coun-
try he has a home near Lord Salisbury.

Lord Strathcona Is another Scotchman
who found wealth in Canada. He went out
to the wild West as an agent of the Hud-
son Bay Company, and soon fought his
way to the top. Although high commis-
eioner for Canada, he has as many inter-
ests here as over the water. His splendid
services during the present war are fresh
in every mind.

SOME FROM AUSTRALIA.

Not many millionaire Australians now
arrive here. Best known of them is Mr.
W. K. D'Arcy, who owes his wealth to one

|

paupers.” He has lived In

time now,

A few weeks sinece another great Austral-
ian set out for London. The rallway sta-
tion at Adelaide was almost blocked by the
crowd that assembled to see him off, and
the chief justice of the colony led the
cheers of farewell. Numbers went down
to the boat to catch a last glimpse of the
great man, and as a sort of tip the million-
aire gave £10.000 for educational purposes
before his departure. Mr. George Brook-
man has not sought publicity since he has
been in London. Yet he is one of the rich-
est men at the Antipodes, and he and his
brother are little kings in the mining world
of South and Western Australia.

The stranger millionaires from South Af-
rica are a host. in themselves. Have they
not almost wholly absorbed Park Lane?
There is, for instance, Mr. J. B. Robinson,
who lives in Dudley House. Born in Natal
ﬂtotg-ﬁve years ago, he started life as a
wool buyer, and then took to farming. He
prospered greatly, and numbered his cattle
by the thousand. Then came the diamond
rush, and Mr. Rebinson was one of the
first in the field. He was one of the luck-
fest, and In six weeks made £10,000. Soon
he had a considerable fortune. Then came
the discovery of the Witwatersrand gold
flelds. He was first there, and bought for
a few hundred pounds land that turned out
to be worth many hundreds of thousands.
Men thought him mad as he invested there,
but their laugh changed in a very few
days. In 1892 he came to London,-and has
since made this his headquarters. Long the
ally of Presldent Kruger, he at last turned
against him, worn out by his obstinacy
and folly. His ambition is said to be to
leave each of his children a million. He
has a large family.

A KING OF DIAMONDS.
Only a few hundred yards from Mr. Rob-

inson lives Mr. Alfred Belt, who is as rich
as the Rothschilds. In politics he has al-
lied himself with Mr. Rhodes, and has been
one of the greatest workers for our empire
in South Africa. Yet by birth he is a Ger-
man. The son of a great Hamburg mer-
chant, he went to South Africa as a lad to
study the developments there. He studied

to such good effect that he made millions,
acquired a predominant Interest in the dia-
mond trade and secured a llon's share in
the gold fields. He Is =0 qulet, gentle, retir-
ing in appearance, that when folks first
meet him they cannot credit the fact that
he Is the cleverest financier of the day.

To mention Mr. Beit calls up his senior
partner, Mr. Jullus Wernher. Mr. Wern-
ner looks more the typlcal South African.
He does not openly participate in politics
like Mr. Beit, but fro:n his palatial offices
in Bishopsgate street he does more than
many give him credit for. Neither of these
multi-millionaires has shown the desire to
make a mark in society. Soclety has come
to them, but they have not gone to it. Mr.
Wernher now occuples Luton Hoo, Mme.
De Falbe's charming place.

But to tell of them all would be to fill
columns. There are triumphant cosmopol-
itan speculators like Mr. Von Andre and
Mr. Mosenthal, princely German merchants
like Sir Ernest Cassel, happy lovers of ad-
venture like Mr. Frank Thompson.

There are political “bosses’’ and patrons
of sport such as Mr. Richard Croker, of
New York city; sober American bankers
like Mr. A. J. Drexel, of yatching and mo-
toring fame; social leaders such as Mrs.
Ronalds and Mrs. Mackay. Have we not
fortunate financiers like the brothers Neu-
mann or Mr. Sydney Goldmann, who mar-
pled Lord Peel's daughter; Mr. Mendel, the
great promoter, and lucky Mr. Plet Mar-
als, owner of so many Transvaal ground
rents? The list is unending.

CAMPS FOR BOYS,

Elaborate Plan for Solving an Annual
Parental Problem.

Louis Rouillon, in Review of Reviews.

How to provide hoys from nine to nine-
teen with the conditions that make for an
ideal summer outing is a problem deserv-
ing of as careful study as any other prob-
lem of modern education. Parents and
teachers are allke Interested in {ts wise
solution; both have much at stake; for, as
goes the summer, it may almost be sald,
s0 goes the year.

The summer-camp idea thus concelves
the problem and its solution. The aim is
to afford the boy a thoroughly wholesome
outdoor life during the summer months
under conditions that will contribute, in
the largest measure, to his spiritual and
physical growth. The requirements are
that he should have the constant comrade-
ghip of other boys, the sympathetic com-
panionship of strong men, the freest op-
portunity to wander over fleld and moun-
tain—to swim, fish, row; to exercise every
true impulse of his nature freely and with-
out restraint. Aside from exceptional ecir-
cumstances, as the necessity for making up
school work in which he may be deficient
and for which no other time is avaftiable,
he should be kept away from text-books.
Thigs does not include reference to books
on geology, botany or kindred sciences,
that should at this time be most meaning-
ful to him because of his natural and free
contact with these sclences,

The conditlon of the problems are, we
believe, most nearly met by the summer
camps for boys that are now established
in different parts of the country. These
camps fall into three quiet clearly marked
groups; the natural science camp, the
camps conducted in connection with the
boys' branches of the Y. M. C. A., and the
camps for the sons of the well-to-do
classes. * * * The general plan of the
camp’'s material equipment includes a large
building, with a great open fireplace bullt
of native rocks, furnished with tables and
chairs, a plano, and a carefully selected
library of up-to-date books for boys. A
photographic darkroom Is partitioned off,
also a storeroom for boat furnishings, fish-
ing tackle, ete. This building is the focus
of the camp's interest. It serves as a
dining hall, and in the evening presents a
picture of happy good fellowship in its
group of young men and boys gathered
about the fire of blazing logs, telling
stories, singing songs to the accompaniment
of banjo, guitar and plano, and sharing in
the prevailing spirit of comradeship.
Clustered about this building are the tents,
each accommodating seven or eight boys
and one of the camp counselors. The lat-
ter is the speclal adviser of the group in
his charge, and the responsibility for their
well-being rests primarily on him. The
equipment further includes a number of
boats, a dock and a swiniming raft. Minor
buildings are a kitchen and an icehouse.
The government of the camps is invested
ir a camp council, composed of the director
and his assistants, The question of discl-
pline hardly enters into the problem, be-
cause of the naturalness of camp life, pos-
sessing, as it does, none of the restrictions
of the more artificial school life.

The “Christ of Oberammergan.”

London Malil.

Radiant is the word to describe Anton
Lang, off the stage as well as on. He is a
young man of singularly holy life, or he
would not have been chosen as Christus,
It struck me in observing many types on
this vast stage at Oberammergau that the
mothers of these people must have thought
of the Passionssplel before the Dbirth of
their children—their thoughts, their pray-
ers, helping to create the types needed.
And more especially is this true of Anton
Lang, the new Christus. Josef Mayer may
have given the part more stern dignity,
more passion; yvet he could not have min-
gled his strength with lovable sweetness,
as this man does. And Josef Mayer, lead-
ing the chorus, Kingly In bearing, was to-
day more the perfect type of Moses than
Christus. He exactly resembled the Moses
of Michael Angelo; and when strong sun-
light fell upon him from above, giittering
on his crown, his white beard, his robe of
white, he was like a statue of snow and
silver. And speaking of the sunlight—I had
never realized before how marvelous an ef-
fect it could give until I saw this huge open
stage, where the winds of heaven blew the
players’ garments, and birds sang over-

piayed a great part in soclety for some
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NIGHT REFUGE IN A GREAT CITY
FOR WOMEN WHO ARE STRANDED.

@

An Institution Where No Questions
Are Asked—Help Extended to Dis-

couraged People and Its Results.

_.

New York Evening Post.
There are nearly a dozen places in New
York city exclusive of the public institu-

tions where needy women can get shelter
and assistance free of charge. There are

the “Horaes for Respectable Young Girls,"”
the “Female Assistance Societies,” *“‘Shel-
ters for the Friendless” and so on. There
are also Magdalen asylums and houses of
refuge. Of all these well-planned charities
there is only one in which the clause "No
questions asked' figures as a main factor
ir the admission of inmates. At this one, a
plain, unpretentious looking brown stone
house at 144 West Fifteenth street, 12,108
women, admitted without inquiry even as
to their name, were sheltered and fed dur-

ing this last year. The place Is known as
‘“The Night Refuge for Friendless Women."

Its beneficlaries get word of it through
the police, the postmen and such citizens

as have had their attention called to it.
The woman who founded it, who has in-

duced others to help her support it, is not-
ably unworldly, liking to keep her good
offices in the background and to work quiet-
ly and silently among those whose benevo-
lence she has aroused. She is not a rich
woman. In the twenty-one years since
starting her peculiar charge she has never
asked or had from the city one penny to-

wards the support of the home, but has
secured all funds by personal exertion.
Checks for rent, barrels of provisions,
boxes of groceries and bales of clothing
etuffs are constant contributions from mer-
chants whose hearts were touched that
there should be women actually in want of
food and a shelter in the very midst of the
city’s plenty.

The whereabouts of this lodging place
where no questions are asked is posted
plainly on the wall beside the sergeant's
desk in every police station. When women,
hungry and with no place to go, apply at
the police station for shelter they see the
card: “Night refuge for women. Open all

night for the reception of those who need
succor. No cards or letters necessary to
secure shelter and food.”” On winter nights
more than a dozen women, one by one,
often apply at the police station as a last
recourse. In the summer there are not so
many. The city is not so crowded then and
conditions are easler.

FOR THE HOMELESS.

Of the numerous police stations those on
the west side regard this refuge for women
applicants as an incalculable good. Many
a homeless woman is given car-fare to
West Fifteenth street from distant parts
of town, and once within the influence of

the matron at the refuge, the applcant is
not allowed to go until her state is bettered
by substantial meals, warm clothing, and
the feeling that she has friends to depend
on. She is free to use the place as a haven

while she goes out in search of employ-
ment, even if it takes weeks for her to find
work. If she chooses to unburden her woes
and it turns out that she has friends at a
distance who could help her, she is assisted
to make the necessary money for her pass-
age to them. If it proves that {ll health was
the cause of her troubles, she is placed in
the right hospital for her complaint, and
the refuge matron acts as sponsor for her.
If the woman has fled from a brutal or
drunken husband, or from any manner of
family injustice, she is given advite and all
possible ald. Only one description of out-
cast is debarred the shelter, and that is the
woman who is noisily drunk and who would
be & menace to the peacefully inclined. The
sergeants at the statlons do not send this
kind to the refuge.

‘““There are two facts ever present in my
mind when I see these women,” said the
mistress of the home. *‘One that it is very
easy for a woman who has not much
money nor the capacity for earning money
to get through with what she has and
come to the verge of desperation; the
other, that a sensitively constituted woman
would almost rather starve than run the
gauntlet of questions as to what brought
her to this pass. Poverty is a deadly sting
to delicately organized people. Once they
give their name and declare their .dentity
as paupers, they feel that a brand is upon
them. Hundreds of women have stayed in
our home whose names I do not know,
whose reticence I respect. They stayed
there and picked up the courage and physi-
cal strength to start on again. 1 asked
them nothing. Sometimes, months after,
when they were working and removed from
want, they have gent me some remem-
brance, may be a little sum of money for
the home, or only a letter of gratitude,
giving me assurance that the help had not
fallen on stony ground.

THEIR SECRETS RESPECTED.

“I am a pretty good judge of character,
as every one who comes much in contact
with people gets to be. I can usually tell at
once the grade of life my lodgers come
from. Shabby clothes, soiled hands, un-
kempt hair, distracted looks cannot dis-
gulse the gently born woman, and there are
such here frequently. Enough of them tell
us their story for us to gauge the rest, and

when I see a woman of refined instinct tak-
ing the help offered to her thankfully, but

bearing her trouble in silence, reserving the
name and identity that she fears her con-
dition would sully, I understand, and would
no more l.r{ to probe into her past than I
would touch a wound not yet healed. We
have had women here who became ill pure-
ly from the reaction after their long slege
of worry before declding to appeal for
help. And some have come here after seri-
ous illnesses In hospitals, discharged too
soon. They broke down after only a short
term of work, and had nothing to support
themselves on, having pawned one posses-
sion after another, until abject destitution
made them think of suicide. Then I get
them, and seeing them brighten, take
heart, and start life fresh again is ample
reward for any exertion.”

This night refuge is in reality only one
branch of a more comprehensive charity. It
was inevitable that out of the hundreds of
women housed so informally there should
be some peculiariy interesting. Wild giris,
running away from uncongenial homes, im-
patient of restriction, or because of dis-
putes with parents or guardians, would
come, .when stranded, to the refuge, and
afterwards be moved to tell their story.
These girls need proper quarters until a
reconciliation can be brought about. Wom-
overworked and ill come to the home, and
women from all trades and vocations and
those with no vocation, but who had come
to New York seeking work and failed in
the quest. All these were inciluded in the
“homeless, friendless” class that appea
for hospitality. Little by little the lodging
plant was enlarged, and now it embraces
the two houses on Fourteenth street di-
rectly back of the refuge. These houses,
however, are not kept open all night. The
inmates may have come in, in the dark, by
the Fifteenth-street entrance, but they find
means for a livelihood, and opportunities
for bettering themselves on the Four-

teenth-street side of the . which
has ntly been purchased ou t and
dedicated permanently to its present pur-
pose.

EMPLOYMENT FUND.

at the night refuge help prepare meals
and comforts tﬂ'thm_ In the
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[oo Many Suits

That's the fix we find ourselves in, and have
" adopted Herolc Measures to dispose of the stock
by July 1. Here’s how we propose to do it:

$6.78 for all Tailor Suits that were $14.00.
$12.80 for choice of Suits that sold early at $25.00.
$25.00 takes any Tailor Suit in the house. Bear
in mind, you can get any of our fine novelties at
% this price, and some were $55.00 and $60.00.

HALF PRICE—Now for Silk Waists. Only about a hundred
left, and they go at these figures: .

$3.98 for finest Taffeta Silk Waists; were $6.75.
$5.00 best quality Taffeta Waists; were $9.75.
$7.50 takes pick of Waist, up to $15.00.
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Artistic Furniture
For .

e " 0 00

_June Wedding Guits

Our successful JUNE CLEARING SALE, with its hundreds of GREAT
VALUES, affords an unmatched opportunity to the purchaser of the
higher grade furniture, so desirable for gifts. Values unprecedented,
not only these few here mentioned, but throughout our large establish-

ment.

A beautiful inlaid mahogany desk, was $50, sale price....... $35.00
A finely hand-carved solid mahogany library table, was $75, now.$55,00

A solid mahogany hand-carved
FOUR-POSTER BED (a
correct reproduction) reduced

from$70 to.....vvovvveen.. $49.00

A solid mahogany Napoleon
Bedstead, pure in design,

was $75, sale price ......... $588.00

A latest design brass Bed, very
elaborate, marked down from

TR B0 s hions B e, DAY

A mahogany colonial Dresser

cut in price from $115 to.... $88.00

A fine Flemish Sideboard, with
china cabinet top, a good

value at $80, sale price...... $55.00 .

Féne Parlor Furniture, odd Chairs and Rockers.

Tables at greatly reduced prices.

We merely extend to you an invitation to call.

the rest.

Parlor and Librat:y

Our prices will do

Selling Ageats for the celebrated New Iceberg Refrigerators (the best made) special prices this week

Sander & Recker..

219, 221, 223 E. Washington St. Directly Opposite Courthouse.

night. Last year the home found 3,000 situa-
tions for its women, 4,000 found employment
for themselves, and more than a thousand
were sent to friends or to their former
homes. The others came and went; no ques-
tions were asked of them.

One bitterly cold day in the winter of 1576-
77 Mrs. Susan M. Osborne, hurrying to her
home through a by-street on the West Side,
saw two giris huddiing for sheilter in a
doorway. Something in their forlorn aspect
stopped her, and she turned back and spoke
to them. They were two sisters from a
Connecticut town. They had come to New
York to find employment and had falled.
They were penniless and had no place to
g£0. The people at the lodging house where
they had had a small room might have let
they stay had they known, but they were
ashamed to ask. They ve up the room
and came away, leaving their trunks. With-
in the hour the two women were under
Mrs. Osborne's roof. Within a week they
had, through her, found work, and out of
that chance encounter sprang the purpose
to make the befriending of hapless women
a life work.

The home started three cots in two small
rooms over a stable. The three beds were
constantly occupied. For the three women
taken in nightly many others had to be
turned from the door. The furniture was
scanty, there were cups without handles,
knives and forks the worse for wear, but
during the first year and a half many a
stranded spirit found succor in those plain
rooms. Step by step the work grew. In
four years' time it was possible to rent a
large house at $1.700 a year. To-day the
charity owns its homestead, all through the
quietly exerted influence of one woman.
The working matron of the refuge who
takes such a motherly Interest in its af-
fairs was a young girl when she cooked the
first meals for those first unfortunates.
Many of the women whom the house shel-
ters now were then not born, but there is
much more need of it now than there was
twenty years ago, and that knowledge
prompts the founder to invoke more and
more interest for her sympathetie charity.

PROBLEMS IN TIES,

Women's Neckwear Puszsling to the

Trader.
New York Evening Sun.

“We are not making as many ties for
women this year as we have Iin other
seasons,” said the forewoman in one of
the big necktie factories, the other day.
“Even when the mannish tie was most
popular, it didn't pay to cater to the wom-
an's trade. For one thing, a woman will
seldom spend as much on a tie as will a
man, Fifty cents she considers a big price,
whereas 5 cents is a small price for a
good man’'s tie. When stocks were worn,
for instance, we tried making a specialty
of them. The cost of making them was
just twice the cost of making an ordinary
tie, aside from the amount of material they
required. But a woman wouldn't stop to
think oy all that, and it didn’'t pay to make
them up.

“Neckties seem like simple enough things,
but the truth of the matter is that greater
nicety is required Iin their making than
in making a dress. Every tie and every
niece of a tie are carefully cut by pattern,
that is, in first-class houses. Take the silk
Tecks or four-in-hands, the made-up kind.
They must be cut so that the pattern of the
silk is just balanced in the various pleces,
end it is a nice little bit of work to put
the ties together.

“One of the features of the trade is the
steady, unvarying demand for made-up ties.
You may think that they are out of date
and that no man will wear a tie that he

doesn’t knot himself, but if so you make
a mistake. There is a certain conservative
class that clings to the old style. We only
make the Tecks and the puff tles to order,

and they bring a very good ce. There is

a great demand, too, for little made
bows that fasten by a band at the back of
the neck.

take any Inexperienced workers here, and
yet even 80 some of the women who work
at tle making never s0 they can make
& good bow. Those who have been working

here for three years I consider new hands.
Some« of the women Rave been at work here

;
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both. An Ascot tie. you know, can be either
a flat or a puff. Well, here is a flat made
of nothing under the sun but plain whita
pique, that, nevertheless, will cost at re-
tail about $1.25. That is because it costs to
have the work done. A first-class worker
might make five dogen of the bow ties In &
day, but a fiat takes longer than a bow.
There's all the difference in the world in
the way the women work. One may make
five or even six dozen difficult ties in a day,
while another who seems to work just as
hard will only turn out two dogen, and
while one earns perha $18 a week, the
other will hardly make or § In the same
length of time.

“The English squares, or the handker-
chief ties, that were so much worn last
summer are about as new as anything
again this year. They are simple enough
in the making, but it is the amount of silk
they require that makes them expensive,
You can hardly get a good one for less
than one dollar, while some of the best
ones are worth 8 and #4 each. They are
made up In striped silk for this summer.

“The more expensive ties are all made
from imported sllks, Some of the silk
costs at wholesale 34 or $ a yard, and when
five yards will barely make a dozen ties
that brings the mere cost of the material
well up. The imperial i& expensive on that
account when made of good silk.

“The ‘Tantivy croot' is a tie that the tie-
makers welcome. It was worn last year, 1o
be sure, but this year it is a little different.
It is a simple long plece of white cotton
cheviot, and even a moderate worker
thinks nothing of making five dozen a day.
This sort of tie takes the place of a collar
and tie, too, and it is worn by women, or
men either, when they play golf. It s
made of striped material, just as most of
the summer ties are.

“A new sort of material for tles comes
also In stripes. It is a silk and linen mix-
ture, and it is very expensive. Even the
little bat-wing ties are worth from 5 cente
to 75 cents each. The great beauty about it
is that it will wash like a plece of cotton,
and the colors will not fade. It comes in
the delicate shades, like blue and white or
pink and white.

‘“The standard colors for neckties ars
black and white. Thoere are more of tha
plain black and the plain white ties sold
than of any other shades, and the back and
white mixtures come next in order. Some
houses make a specialty of manufactur-
!n.s_' these three sorts of ties.

Stripes are really making their last ap-
pearance for a time in neckwear. The
colors are still rather bright. but all that
will change in the fall. Rich, dark eolored
silks of set designs are what you may
;;p::}“t:? see then, 1tor dthat i= what tha

urers are already making up for
the fall trade. .

. ere is one int that few f
and that is how?tt)o buy a lst.rlng"ﬂtkl: ’l‘:o l;:
the collar. The ties are numbered Just as
collars are. For a very short bow to fit a
12%-inch collar you will need a 28%-inch
tie. A thirty-one inch tie will be right for a
fourteen-lt:ch co:!ar. For the i::gn who
owns up to a sixteen-inch collar, buy
thirty-three tie.”

Dependable Women.
Boston Transeript.

We all admire heroism, and we a
as likely to find the genuine nruchul:l:‘ltu:
so-called weaker sex as In the stronger,




