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A NOTEL THAT SHEL-
TERS BLASTED ROPES.

) MEN, TOO, WHO DIED
‘WITH THEIR BOOTS ON.

AND BRAVE

“THE LOCKED OUT.”

Keyless Young Women Tell What Happened
When They Couldn’t Wake the Sanitor.

“Wild BIY’ Hayoook, Whe Ceuld Kill the
Man That Had the Drop on Him—Jack
Burke’s Last Fight—The ‘“‘Dead Man's
Shet”—Quick Work With a Revolver.

Col. Jack Crawford has been writing
for the Chicago Inter Ocean his recollections
of some of the brave men and “bad” men
of the plains a generation ago. He's a rich

The Mas That Might Have Been & Mil
lHenaireo—-Brether te an M. P.—A
o NihiMst—A Man
Hater, but & Lever—The

Ot Acoquntant aud His Beeks.

The House of the Gray Lives can be found
in nearly every big city. It is a hotel

.nlr‘-‘ =

where for a few cents & man, once 'a favor-

“A few months ago while I was man now out in Oregon and a good story-

The conversation started in the dining
room around the table where there was a
feminine luncheon in progress. The key-
note of this conversation is properly so
called. The diamond t of & young
bride began it. The t was in the
form of a key, an ordinary doorkey, but
there was history attached which is not
always the case with diamond pendants,
unless the checkbook is history. '

“Jack took my doorkey," she explained,
*and had one made just ifke it in gold
studded with diamonds. You wmee,” she
went on with as near an approdch to ‘a
blush as the modern life permits, “we were
locked out. one might, and that was the
time he proposed.”

Thers were a number of young women
at the table who immesdiately determined
to get locked out at the earliest possible
opportunity.

“Speaking of being loocked out,” sald an-
other, * I wonder if there is & man 6r woman
in Manhattan, who has not at some time or
other experienced that weird feeling. As
for flat dwellers and apartment holders—
well, if all the storfes oquld be gathered
together, they would make a volume big
as the Enoyclopedia Britannica.

“As for the janitor of the flat, I honestly
believe,” and she looked about for oon-
firmation of her theory, “that if a janitor
oould prove by medical certificates that he
was afflicted with imsomnia he could get
any amount in a museum. There is only

gaes to bed about § o'clock. Between 9 and
10 you can wake him easily, principally
because one never wants to. After that his
sleep . becomes heavy in direct ratio; by
midnight he could be carried feet first out
to Greemwood and buried with brass bands
and fireworks. He would know nothing
about it and would strenuously deny its
possibility the next day.

“The last time I was locked out,” she
went on, “was after a party at a fgiend's
house. It was rather an informal affair
and informal affairs, you know, end any old
time. I reached home under the escort
of a man friend somewhere in the neighbor-
hood of 1 o'clock and felt in my pooket
for the key.

“As it , 1 had an equipment
that night three pockets—unfeminine,
wasn't it?7—a hand bag and a purss. 1
searched each one of them; I went even into
the toes of my slippers which I carried in
the bag.

*Meanwhile I kept up a running conversa-
tion, for 1 hated to frighten the man until
I learned whether there was any need.
At last I said weakly:

* ‘I think I've lost my key.'

* ‘Did you look in your pocket? he said,
with startling originality. A man always
speaks of feininine pockets in the singular;
1 wonder why?

*I was glad that he had been unaware of
my Delsartean contortions so far; it showed
that my oconversation even under trying
ciroumstances has holding powers.

“‘I have been through everything,':
1 allowed.

*He thought a moment.

* ‘I'll wake the janitor,’ he sald at length.

*Really, men aren't so bad. Think of
a man of his age and experience showing
It - really  brought

that childlike trust!
tears to my eyes. Then I remembered
be lived at a hotel and 1 could under-

stand his sttitude. ‘
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ite of fortune, can get a clean bed and life-
sustaining food and at the same time gave
his self-respect. _

In such a place ‘the human doou ments
are as plentiful as the guests. These docu-
ments range through all the passions from
~comedy to_.trigedy. Only two are sel-
dom seen thero—they are hope and am-

But, of them all, tragedy reigns suprmee.
It is not the stirring tragedy of romance
that makes event after event follow in
quiok succession, to legd to a death well
worth the dying. It is the tragedy of
hopes and ssared ambition; it is the
most pitiful of all tragedies, for there noth-
It is the great waiting

man oome in
about him that st
familiar, though I

1 seen him before,
He h-d.%mngad a good deal. Finally 1

recogni m.

L t.l dox&':. know why he is livi
ried to en

me‘t.shh such a

haven't tried it since.’ I

by some sohool of corre-

how it all came about-is

ysteries that we

teller, as his narrative proves:

The notorious "bad man” of the Western
frontier is becoming a rarity.
the scout, the cowhoy, the stage driver and
the pony express rider, the old-time brig-
ands and desperadoes have almost disap-
. Boores were killed in bloody bat-
ties with frontiersmen, many died in ter-

feuds, others have been captured and
tamed by the stern

The passing of thée “bad men” meant much
to thgse of us who blazed the trails from the
Missouri River to the Pacific Ocean, and all
the early farers in the wild Weet had their
hardships, deprivations and hair-ralsing ex-
periences. All the men of those days of neces-
elty were ‘rugged, keen, fearless men, for
it took a steadfast heart to push forward in
the face of the dangers, and a fearless one
to meet and put down the rel
both red and white, that the trail-breakers
met

escort, and the other two, still twined, fol-
lowed us, 80 .the procession started.

“We went down the steep stairs, found
the door at the foot unlocked and then
threaded our way in the sepulchral gloom.
You all know what a place the basement
of an apartment house is.

“We lost ‘our way once or twice, there
were so many rooms and alleys, but finally
reached the stairs, went up and I opened
the door for my, convoy. That is the worst
experience I have ever had.”

“It isn't & marker to mine,” said a baghe-
lor. maid who lives in a red and black apart-
ment filled with copper and brass. °I

There was somethi

EH

lessons of stone walls and

ing ever happens.'
place for the end .

“This isn't 80 bad when you get used to
it," saild a weary-looking man, as he took
his seat in the, restaurant of the most typi-
cal of these hotels in the' Western world's
*] hear a lot of these fellows
kicking about it; but what do you expect
when you pay only 20 ceats for your room
and 18 ocents aplece for your meals?

“I have probably been used to as good
living as any one here, but I'm not com-
In faot, i{f I hadn't wanted to
be independent, I should be living in a way
that these people don't even dream of.

“You know they say that Andrew Car-
negie made forty millionaires from the
heads of departments in his concern when
he started his big profitsharing plan.
Well, if I hadn’t been determined on being
my own boss I should have been the forty-

“I was in his employ for years. I started
bookkeeping department
kept at it until I was in charge of a big

“But I always had more independence
than common sense, and I was not satis-
fled. I wanted to be my own boes. So
far as I could see, at that time, I might work
like a slave all my life and never be any-
thing but one of Carnegle's men.

“Camegie offered to raise my salary
when I resigned. In fact. he made me a
very good offer, and would have put me in
charge of one of the big departments—
but, as I say, I wanted to be my own boss.

*I started in doing a little real estate
business in ‘Pittsburg. My friends all
called me a fool, but I had got this idea
in my head and I couldn't get it out; or,
rather, 1 did not want to get it out, for I
And the first year or

but their reversea have
aluxury, 8till, the force of habit
upon them, and they
as closely as they have ever done, though
in a far different manner.

The transient boarder is the newspaper
He hasa not been there long eno
ow that it is not necessary to

ot one of th

still follox the news

One of the bravest and coolest men I ever
knew was the famous “Wild Bill," whose
name in the family Bible {s written Willlam
It is not Hickock, as often seen
spelled. T knew “Wild Bill" as well as I ever
We were together a great
deal. He was a powerfully built man, his
oye was like an eagle's and he was absolutely
fearleas of danger while performing his
duties as United States marshal in the days
of the Kansas Jayhawkers, and later in deal-
ing with the Indians and bad men on the

" “He knew a thing or two about janitors
and never suggested such a thing as at-
tempting to -waken mine. In faot I be-
Heve that {s actually the last thing that a
genuine apartment dweller in New York
ever thinks of doing.

“He returned and sat on the stairs and
Finally I suggested that
he waken the man in the apartment over
mine, crawl through his window and slide
down the pipes to my window.

*I didn’t think he was very enthusiastic
and that surprised me, because, as a general
thing, he is bubbling over with new ideas.
I had to talk t6 him a long time before
I convinoed him that was the only thing

morning &nd takes it
morn
to muf

No sooner has he opened the sheet than
some one walks carelessl
the chair nearest to him.
or more, the reader may sit there, but the
man who is waitin

of experience have taught him what will

hnmn.

transient will finish reading, sit

few minutes and then walk

the paper into his vacated r.

Then the other will

hour's comfort with his favorite journal.
Th fifty times every

up and takes knew any one.

'or half an hour
talked it over.

“Wild RiN" was daring to an extrome,
thought only of his duty and he fulfilled it
alwayn. He was honest and tender hearted
and I have seen him give up his last five-
momhgwngs dollar bill to ald some poor immigrant who
Sunday paper often finds three or four this Jatien B8 efien
others waiting
section, as he

was starving. By
changed places with the sufferers.

One time “Wild Bill* and myself were riding
along the trail from Sidney to Deadwood
through the buffalo swales.
rible ocountry,

“He woke the man up. I heard the curs-
ing; it was something flerce and I had met
that man on the stairs and thought what
a gantle, meek-mannered-looking creature
he was. I had left my window open and
there really wasn't much difficulty for a
climber, and my social experience had
taught me that the majority of young
men are climbers.

*I wish you could have seen him, when he
finally turned the latch and opened my
door for me. He was pale and gasping
for breath and I had to dose him with
whiskey and valerian.

*“I nearly lost one of
It seems that the one thing
man could not do was to
ecights and depths—exocept
and only the week before
psed while he was hangin
some pictures from a step lgdder for

man.
heard of his midni
on my behalf, you i
quarter of an hour. Onlyinh
:n hour m&:thul.
nowing a man who couldn’'t hang
ictures for her could slide down pi
or another woman. She would have
me sit on the stairs all night
her superiority as a charmer.

“My Waterloo,” said the yo
woman, “was on aocount of the
ters and I went out for hl. ltdmll ub{:\:‘t‘ half-

joor ¢l and

t I had forgotten my key, ‘but
what matter?” I thought, ‘I'll get back
before the janitor his bea

rly devo .
ime, and that,
chief end of man at the House
of the Gray Lives.

The taciturnity of men who have fallen
to this level of life is well illustrated by
the case of a man who left the hotel simply
because his own brilliance ca lo
uestion him about his better years.

was known among the guests that
ak many languages.
g was they did not
know until one day an immigrant, f
arrived from Europe, tried to make himse
understood to thon hotel l“und.l:: ‘u:l::
e spoke a
re had ever heard.
teveral of the gusets who had travelled
extensively and
gues tried to converse wi
him, but all their efforts were useless.
Finally, the man of many

the lmr‘:x?on'nt

It was a ter-
infested by a motley gang
of cut throats and all-around bad men
rode on until we came to a little dugout where
a man named Reddy Kelly kept a saloon.
It wasn't a pretentious place. The roof was
supported by a post in the middie of the
room; a simple rough plank served as a bar.

A bucket of water and one demijohn of
whiskey composed the entire stock in hand.
Kelly himself was a picturesque character,
He wore a flery beard
and a slesveless rad flannel shirt. We all
him very well and when “Wild Bill®
rode up we tied our horses to a small
fir tree outside and went in to get a drink.

1 stepped in first and walked to the oppo-
site side of the post supporting the roof.
“Wild Bill" stepped up to the bar, leaned
on his left elbow, and began talking to Reddy

& man of brawn.

my best friends, too. failed dismally.

that no one t

thought I was right.

lan, was
80 ssemed to justify me. he Wm

speak, they entered into
conversation and the difficulty waas solved.

lan, is that?”
a M' replied
*I never hurdrhit except in certain remote
alked away and would say no
more.

For hours he would sit and talk in French

with the librarian of the hotel.
versation was usuall

All of a sudden, as If he had leaped through
the floor a man jumped before “Wild Bill"
without any warning.
a revolver. He got Bill and myself in line
and neither of us dared move.

“Hold up your hands,” the fellow shouted
to Bill with a string of oaths, which formed
the dialect of the bad men of those days.
“I am going to kill you, Bill."

Bill without a move, quietly looked at the
intruder, and then said to him: “Why, my
man, you do not want to kill me in cold
blood. Have you thought about this matter?
1 don't know you nor your reason for wanting
to get me out of the way.”

“Well,” sald the stranger, “I'm going to
kill you because you've strung up too many
of our fellows, and now it's your time, Bill."

The threat didn’t feaze the cool-headed
marshal. He gazed steadfastly
other man's face and then said:
I never thought of that before, but
1 suppose it is a necessary thing.
you want to put me out of the way."

“Yea, and I'm a-goin’
growled the stranger.
revolvers were not eighteen inches from
Bill's face, but he never flinched
not move or the fellow would have killed
Bill before I could jump aside and shoot
saw the muscles of Bill's back grow taut, the
cords stood out in his neck and his feet seemed
to sink into the rough floor

Bill gared into the man's eye for a minute
and then gave a terrible warwhoop, throw-
ing the man's attention from his aim for an

He ducked his head a foot and like
of lightning whipped out two great
the bullets were
and every one of the twelve leaden
piaroed the man's body, literally cut-
When Bill gave his un-
y#ll the intruder Ared one shot, but it
In & minute the
e blew away and the man la

Bill turned to Reddy Kelly and
:on this carrion, Red, a |

apother drink, walked to our
out along the trail to Dead-

never ill say & word about
affray and | said noth

In each hand he held

a jealous woman the interpreter.

“A bﬁ ocontracto!
building operation
an option on a
He came to nee me
over, and the resu
cent of my money into the sche

*“Yes, it went to pieces.

Just to prove

wanted.
talked the whole thing

t was that I put every o Dais oad the

the stranger's
Srian

e had ever been to college.
- Tl arves

all the months he was in the hotel,
z admissions he made
own life, exoept onoe

when he confessed to having spent years in
wandering in out-of-the-way corners of

When he was asked whether it was for
business or pleasure, he simply smiled and
me of domil;ou .
curiosity of a up of o
men 80 ru{um tg':; wa

the linguist at all times of the day and tried
engage him in conversation orde!
lead ﬂ!dually up to personAl questions.
Then he disa

After he had gone the old men began to
compare notes and that is
story was set afloat.
the fact that every
English included, was
foreign accent.

these were the
with reference to h

had difference of n
just before I went out in a huff with Tat-
ters. It was only a slight difference;
something about spring bonnets, if 1 pmd .S

plty ¢ to do it right,”
The muzzles of both

their favorite game eve
that time.  With mo:t'
all they bn: $

become one
them from thinking too much unt

how a rather wild
They called to mind

he spoke,
with a slightly
re certain that he was not Ameri-

lish, French, Spanish or Italian.
His aocoent had been notioed in all these

muncc. Then his con
t wandering
way o?nmu”:f"tbo earth, cou
knowledge of a Siberian

4

# they came u

ha!
in out-of-the-
ing him in two

wravest man and
most desperate | ever saw was &
His name was Ju

, and _he was the boldest man In the
orious “Billy the Kid's" gang of despera-

Ooes
I first_ran across Burke in FI Paso, Tex ,

11
5

abits of the banditt, | ha
bad mwen throughout the
Lad never found

My meeting wit

i
i

i

ontier Nlates,
aver man than Burke
i was extraordinary. and not accom panied
ost comforting circumstances

ran noross ab old friend, Red
e told me he was Koing to open &
w bullding that nght and wanted me (o
eaperadors en.
would aid him
remained i the building until late
here was & varied throng these
wors wivl descripn ons
avady Tellowe
, when all the varly «
the back siairs. whioh
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(¢} ﬁo w, Jack,” he
and the old woman to hko'!» out o
rly. . lola to to pa
'or a little while. Ve me my gun
mattress up u er the window. re
, but I'll take a few ﬂon! me
L) la not your t, .ik TAW -
have n;n. lc.:u“lo_ ive Keep out
a:’ 4 :uch it wko! lb:
not think he coul
live five minutes, s took the old woman
and got her out t‘{‘ arm's way. In another
minute the Winchester began spitting fire.
For twenty minutas the battle képt up furi-
ously, ? at many shots were ln& from
aces o ing outside, and Jack watched
he little s of smoke and then sent a bul-
et straight to the mark,
At last his firing ceased for A moment, and
1 thought :L'f‘ Tn over with him. Then I
wly lay his cheek against his
slowly close one eye, and
the trigger. His aim was
t a small knot hole in a sawmill 200
ards away. The bullet went ogallht to
gomc. a8 [ learned afterward. en Jack
fired his last shot—it was what we ocall the
de man's shot, and Is always ' true—he
called me.
I; ran to :ldm :l d 2’ sald: "atntlch m‘-'l‘rlntl
o an, a off my boots. 0
to cﬂ‘e My rg lne' not Jutmnurka.
No one ever shall kfiow who I am. My father
{s a wealthy New York State man amnd my
family knows nothing of me. 1 do not want

them to I‘nov.
The fellow then let his hands fall, his head
draf to one side and was dead. He

ha n game to the fi "

hen all was gquiet I walked about the
region to take a look at the rtlo ground.
Jack had killed five men. The last one fell
at the “dead man's shot.” The firat shot fired
at Jack came from the knot hole In the saw-
mill and from_ there came all the time the

flercest fire. Jack alm at the place
several ti but that last shot went to the
target, an re, inside the ng I, T found a
desperado with his whole head blown off.

I saw Jack Burke deoenu‘ buried. 1 have
never said a word about the battle and th’
only message that ever went out was a amal
despatch to the newspapers, whioh read:
“Jack Burke, the grea nuupondn with
‘Billy the Kid,' has been kil n a brawl with
other members of the brigand gang.”

] was a witness also of the passing of two
other members of “Billy the Kid's" gang. One
evening in the apring of 1881 I rode into El
Paso from Los Tancos and Paso Norte, It
was 9 o'clock when I reached El Paso and I
was travel worn .’::.d started at once for my
living place. On t 'i.’ly I met Pallas Stude-
mire, the marshal of Paso, e was born
a Texan, was a man of rare ability, full of
resolution, and faithful to his duty.

The hills not far away were Infested at
that time with a part of the notorious gaug
of desperadoes, every man of them a desperate
highwayman. When [ met 8t mire he
sto! me and asked:

“What are you coin’ to do to-night, John?"

“I've just ridden in from Del Norte," I sald,
“and [ am ti and &m going hoolr.

“Got your m‘n with you?” asked Dal.

I told him 1 rd it.
4}ulck y with me, then,” ulf the
marshal, “I'm going to capture (‘mpbe 1 Jnd
Btern, two of ‘the kid's' gang. ‘re des-
perate lads, and [ hear they are in upper
end of the town now. I wish you would llfnrd
my rear so that 1 am not attacked. [I'll do
the shooting. It's not your job, but I don't
want to be shot in tmok. will you go?”

1 went, and we ra up the middle of the
street, Dal with hispair of 418 and
revolver, “O'd Betsy." We walked rapidly
and I had to admire the oool courage, not to
say daredeviltry, of the young marshal. He
scemed perfectly confident of getting his men
and he want along the street in full view of
the crowd, both hands at his revolver belt

We had walked scarcely a distance of two
blocks when the ball onmd. The two dea-
F""d"” um from behind the old Grand

entral Hotel, then an ado house, and
brought their Winchesters down upon Dal.
Both wrapons spoke, but the balls went above
the target. Without flinching or batting_an
eye or showing the least fear on earth, Dal
whipped out both revolvers. They spoke al-
most simultaneously. Camgball lurched for-
ward with a great uely bullet hole directly
between his eves. Bafore he had struck the
ground Stern was sinking into a heng. shot
through the head. Dal ru-de up to the men
and found them.both dead.

It was the quiokest work | ever saw. Bu
how it v§« the men fired high 1 never cou
understand. Both were dead shots,

DAY OF THE STAGE STAR.

Last Steck Compaay st & High-Clas Thea-
tre Soen to Disappear.

With the disappearance of the Empire
Theatre stock company next season New
York will be without a representative of
thia kind of troupe in any of its high-class
theatres.

Two stock companies giving two repre-
sontations daily are prospering famously
at cheap prices; but the stock company
plan seems impossible nowadays at the
first-class theutres.

The public pays higher prices for novelty
to-day than for anything else. New plays
may not be nearly so good as old ones,
but even the persons who have never seen
the old dramas would rather pay high
prices for the new ones.

Thus it happens that the high-priced
theatres all over the country have been
able to hold their own against the cheap
stock companies. In the latter the plays
may be as well acted or nearly as well.
They are not new, but more or less familiar.
The public demand being for novelty in
the first place, it wanta the new plays even
at high prices. 8o the managers are able
to compete successfully with the stock com-
panies.

But they began to find it difficult two
years ago to maintain their superiority
#0 long as they had to depend a play.
prhyhth-u\lqhth-m stock
ocompanies, not the star. 8o the high-priced
attractions even when they had good plays
began to realise that they must also have
wars

Then the manufacture of stars begar
Pretty young women with no partioular
talent or experience and young men who
happened to be tall enough and good leok -
ing enough found thetmeelves stars in
plays that they sucoseded in making very
popular, whereas if they had been merwly
aoting one of the 1 los in the play they might
lhave made very Litthe lnpression

Even in the case of sstablished sook
oompanios ke e Empire and the Lyceum
this noed of & sar was folt the minuie the
aoton ft the home theatre  When Daniel
Frobmas took bis ovmpany on He travels
two voare ago he made the leading oot ross
the war, aid the two laading players i the

ouinpany have hees sare fur w

supacie whensver (he Livupe loft (b
lutiee Lhime Lie

The  Bangase  compmny w the 1on

[PTHELONEWOMAN WOULDBAY

taurant, and they look so, as their friends

away,” he said. “You order thé dinner
and by the time it's on the ubb;“l"‘ﬂ“m_w

and sat down. But she had hardly reached

to her.

the place, don't you know.”
and waited near the door for her husband,

noon and 1 had been at an afternoon ser=
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SHE MUST GET AN FSCORT ON. =,
BROADWAY AFTER 5 O'CLOCK.

That’s the Rule in Many Restaurants, and
Very Angry It Makes Respeetable O
Vietime—Sympostium of Experiences ,
of Three Women Who Had Tried It

*I know that restaurants and  hotels T
have to be strict,”she told the other women, ¢
“but there is such a thing as dizcretion.®
And she told thys story:

She went to an eminently
Broadway restaurant early the other m§
ing with her husband. Both she and . -
her husband are as respectable as the res-

5,

ot it

XKiAe
TRt

oy

will testify. It was only a few minutes after *’
8 o'clock when they reached the door.’ "
Then her husband remembered that he had -
forgotten to deliver a message to & friedd '
who has an office a couple of blocks sway.” *
He thought of it as he stepped inside tb": .
door, and mentioned it to her, Ay

*I guess I'll go and see that fellow right. ..

back.” ]
He went osut and she walked to a table &

her chair when the head waiter went up

“I am very sorry, Miss,” he said, “but u?t-
will be impossible for you to get & meal 3
here. It is against our rule to serve any %
ladies after 6 o'clook unless they are ate
tended by men. You see, we have to—" '

*Why,” she said, “what do you mean?
My husband has just gone up the street & 7
moment on an errand. I want to order = * ¢
dinner so as to save time. He'll be baclw’

before it is served.” ' o
“Yes, that is very well,” saki the s

*but we don't know anything about t ‘

We have to preserve the character of

“You. I nee,"said she, and she walked ous

Then she left dealing ‘with the restayrans. .
man to him, and she has reason to beliews '}
that his treatment of the subject was vigors. -
ous and tl\omufh. -

“And I'm mighty glad too,” she said. :
*But didn't I ery, though?” 4 $

*I had ap experience,” said the second .
in the group. “It. wasn't quite so bad, '
although goodness knows that I '.how
at the time that nothing could be worse. ™

“*Being a single w?m.n. I didn't have
husband. In fact, I didn't even have &
man escort. It was on a Sunday after-

.

vice at one of the churches in Fifth avenue’
with another girl. When 1 got out we
felt famished and the thought of a board-
ing house supper of the night sors
made me set my face 18t ﬂoln’ clear .
over to Brooklyn without anything 4}0‘& p
So we went into a restaurant where had
taken luncheon. “ 3

“The waiter said just about the same -
thing to us, and you can imagine how hoyri= .
fled we felt. But we swallowed our p
and instead of crying, as we felt like doing,
we laughed it ‘off and went to another
restaurant. There they don't demand
male escorts after 5 o'clock.”

The third woman had had her experience, .
too. She is a schoolteacher and the school=
room has made her used to crises.

“I had somewhat the same experience,®
she said. “I got into one of those places
and I was very hungry. The waiter told me
that I couldn't be served because I didn't
have a man with me.

“‘Oh, that is your rule, is it?" I asked.
"\\'i‘ll any sort of man do?" | \

- ‘u'l- g -

*I went right out of that rﬂ\furr.nnd
walkad ov;'r‘to the nearest A. D. T, mes-"
senger oftice. There 1 hired for one hour,
a boy who was glad to sit opposite me at.
the table and eat a r for which I paid, .
80 as t0-be my escort. was the teen H
(R T T s ol

.In my life, but
on long therefore hg wi i-:
man. . A

“I never had more fun at .dg:er
did with that dear little chap, mat
and talked in his queer
my sidea fairly ached with lau E
the restaurant people never even object
to my escort. &
*“But,” asked the schoolteacher, “why
don’t some restaurant people have sense?®
And the; other women said 8o too. 3

NO. 7'S PRINCIPAL TO Rl'flll'..

James Frank Wright Has Reen Teaching
Nearly Half a Century.

Principal James Frank Wright of Pub-
liec School 7, at the corner of Chrystie
and Hester streets, will retire before the
clowe of the year, after nearly half a oen-
tury as a teacher., He began teachingin 1855,
at Hudeon, N. Y. Inspeaking of his earlier
experiences Mr. Wright says:

“In 1885 I received an offer of $800 a year
at Hudson and a promise of $%00 if I suc-
oeeded in governing a very tough lot of
boya. 1 succeeded, but when I asked for
the promised increase the trustees pleaded
poverty and I returned to New York.

“In 1858 I entered Public School 20,
in the Tenth ward. The neighborhood
was then populatad mainly by CGermans
and Irish  In 1888 | was appointed vioe-
prinoipal and in 1873 principal of Publie
School 7

“In a cane in the school bullding s pre-
served the tattered flag tat waved om
the roof of the rickety school building
during the Civi' War T remoniber well
the days of the Draft Riots, for | came near
losing my life

*My father came to visit me one day,

]
:
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and we started 1o drive to the Park along
Fifth aveuue Near Fortieth stroet we e,
the ricters, who had just burned o colored

orphan a= lum
"They surroninced us and selned x'
L

poeketbook and my father's watch
were really i danger of our lives, whes
ot a8 lender . yelbed 1 kuow that man;
ol usn’t har L sl we v ale
w10 e on

The loader was ) Bewsisjer AN
B pmmend bt the ent dday and b sanid

o you bnow | oseved o lie?

I thanked i wod wien Turties sane
vw’u«m found vt tha' Lo had mastakon
e L e obitar of the Trish Amerivas,
whan | ok b owmertaid el

PThe satundd widoh b bovts 1o semuw o
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