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Howard Jeffries, banker's son, under 
me evil influence of Robert Underwood, 
a fellow-student at Yale, leads a life of 
<Us«lpation, maples the daughter of a 
gambler who died In prison, and is dls-
^ned by his father. He tries to got work 
ana falls. A former college chum makes 
a business proposition to Howard which 
requires $2,0w cash, and Howard is broke. 
£«>bert Underwood, who has been re
pulsed by Howard's wife, Annie, In his 
college days, and had once been engaged 
to Alicia, Howard's stepmother, has 

: apartments at the Astrurla. Howard de
cides to ask Underwood for the 12,000 he 
needs. Underwood, taking advantage of 
nls Intimacy with Mrs. Jeffries. Sr., be
comes a sort of social highwayman. Dls,-
covering his true • character Bhe denies 
Hf** the house. Alicia receives a note from 
Underwood, threatening suicide. Art 

for whom he has been acting as 
commissioner, demand an accounting. He 
"Root make good. Howard Jeffries 
calls In an Intoxicated condition. He asks 
Underwood for *2,000 and is told by the 
latter that he is in debt up to his eyes. 
Howard drinks himself into a maudlin 
condition, • and goes to sleep on a divan. 
A caller is announced ana Underwood 

.. draws a screen around the drunken 
steeper. Alicia enters. She demands a 

Kromlse from him that he will not take 
.1®' Porting to the disgrace that 

would attach to herself. Underwood re-
, . ruses to promise unless she will renew 

n®r patronage. This she refuses to do. 
Underwood kills himself. The report of 
tne pistol awakens Howard. -He stumbles 
oyer the dead body of Underwood. Reali
sm* his predicament he attempts to flee 
ana is met by Underwood's valet. How
ard Is turned over to the police. Capt. 
Clinton, notorious for his brutal treatment 
of prisoners, puts Howard through the 

.. r third degree. 

%•" CHAPTER X.-^Contlnued. 

Annie sat timidly on a chair In the 
background and the captain turned 
again to the doctor. 

0 "What'B that you were saying, doc* 
tor?" 

"You tell me the man confessed?" 
f Crossing the room to where Howard 

sat. Dr. Bernstein looked closely at 
him. Apparently the prisoner was 
asleep. His eyes were closed and his 
hea<i drooped forward on his chest. 
He was ghastly pale. 

The captain grinned. v.V: 
"Yes, sir, confessed—In tho pres

ence of three witnesses. Eh, ser
geant?" 

"Yes, sir," replied Maloney.* 
"You bftard him, too, didn't you, De-

laney?" 
"Yes, captain." 
Squaring his huge shoulders, the 

, captain said with a self-satisfied 
chuckle: 

"It took us five hours to get him to 
own up, but we got it out of him at 
**rtM 

r / " T h e  d o c t o r  w a s  s t i l l  b u s y  w i t h  h i s  
>> examination. 

"He^ seems to be asleep. Worn out, 
I guess. Five hours, yes—that's your 
method, captain." Shaking hiB head, 
he went on: MI don't believe in these 
all-night examinations and your 'third 
degree* mental torture. It Is bar
barous. When a man is nervouB and 
frightened his brain get! so benumbed 
at the end of two or three hours' 

/ QUQBtiohing on the same subject that 
y ' he'e liable to say anything, or even 

- believe anything. Of course, you 
. know, captain, that after -a certain 

time the law of suggestion commences 
•{. to operate and—" 

The captain turned to his sergeant 
and laughed: 

"The law of suggestion? Ha, ha! 
That's a good one! You know, doctor, 
them theories of yours make a hit 
with college students and amateur 
professors, but they don't go with us. 
You can't make a man say 'yes' when 
he wants to say 'no.'" 

Dr. Bernstein Bmlled. 
^ "I don't agree with you," he said. 

"You can make him say anything, or 
believe anything—or do anything if 
h6 is unable to resist your will." 

The captain burst into a hearty peal 
of laughter. 

"Ha, ha! What's the*' use of 
^chinnin'? We've got him to rights. I 

tell you, doctor, no newspaper can 
say that my precinct ain't cleaned up. 
My record Is a hundred convictions 
to one acquittal. I catch 'em with 
the goods when I go after 'em!" 

A faint smile hovered about the 
doctor's face. 

"1 know your reputation," he said 
sarcastically. 

The captain thought the doctor was 
flattering him, so he rubbed his hands 
with satisfaction, as he replied: 

"That's right. I'm after resultB. 
None of them Psyche themes for 
mine." Striding over to the armchair 

.where sat Howard, he laid a rough 
hand on his shoulder. [ * < 

"Hey, Jeffries, wake up!" 
Howard opened his eyes and stared 

stupidly about him. The captain took 
him by the collar of bis coat. ' 

"Come—stand up! Brace up now!",, 
Turning to Sergeant Maloney, he 
added, "Take him over to the station. 
Write out that confession and make 
him sign it before breakfast I'll be 
right over." 

Howard struggled to his feet and 
Maloney helped him arrange his col
lar and tie. Officer Delaney clapped 
his hat on his head. Dr. Bernstein 
turned to go. 

"Good-morning, captain. I'll make 
out my report." 

"Good morning, doctor." 
Dr. Bernstein disappeared and Capt. 

Clinton turned to look at Annie, who 
had been waiting patiently in the 
background. Her anguish on seeing 
Howard's condition was unspeakable. 
It was only with difficulty that she re-
•trained herself from crying out and 
rushing to his side. But these stern, 
uniformed men intimidated her. It 
seemed to her that 'Howard was on 
trial—a prisoner—-perhaps his life was 
in danger. - What could he have done? 
Of course, he was innocent, whatever 

. the charge was. He wouldn't harm a 
fly. She was sure of that But every 
one looked so grave, and there was a 
big crowd gathered in front of the 
hotel when she came up. She thought 
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"Sitting There Crying Your Eye* Out Won't Do Him Any Good." 

she had heard the terrible word "mur
der," but surely there was some mis
take. Seeing Capt. Clinton turn in 
her direction, she darted eagerly for
ward. 

"May I speak to him, sir? He is 
my husband." 

"Not Just now," replied the captain, 
not unkindly. "It's against the rules. 
Walt till we get him to the Tombs. 
You can see him all you want there." 

Annie's heart sank. Could she have 
heard aright? 

"The Tombs!" she (altered. "Is 
the charge so serious?" 

"Murder-^that's all!" replied the 
captain laconically. 

Annie nearly swoomed. Had she 
not caught the back of a chair she 
would have fallen. 

The captain- turned to Maloney and, 
in a low tone, said: 

"Quick! Get him over to the sta
tion. We don't want any family 
scenes here." 

• Manacled -to Officer Delaney and 
escorted on the other side by Ma
loney, Howard made his way toward 
the door; Just as he reached it he 
caught sight of his wife who, with 
tears streaming down her cheeks, 
was watching him as if in a dream. 
To her it seemed like some hideous 
nightmare from which both would 
soon awaken. Howard recognized 
her, yet seemed too dazed to wonder 
how she came there. He simply 
blurted out as he passed: 

"Something's happened, Annie, dear. 
I—Underwood—I don't quite know—" 

The policemen pushed him through 
the door, which closed behind him. 

CHAPTER XI. \V:f 

Unable to control herself an; 
longer, Annie broke down completely 
and burst Into tears. When the door 
opened and she saw her husband led 
away, pale and trembling, between 
those two burly policemen, it was M 
if all she cared for on earth had 
gone out of her life forever. Capt. 
Clinton laid his hand gently on her 
shoulder. With more sympathy in bis 
face than was his custom to display, 
he said: N 

"Now, little wiman—'tain't no kind 
of use carrying on like that! If you 
want to help your husband and got 
him out of his' trouble you want 16 
get iiusy. Sitting there crying your 
eyes out won't do him any good." 

Annie threw up her head. Her eyes 
were red, but they were dry now. Her 
face was set and' determined. The 
captain was right. Only foolish wom
en weep and wail when misfortune 
knocks at their door. The right sort 
of women go bravely out and make * 
fight for liberty and honor. Howard 
was innocent. She was convinced of 
that, no matter how black things 
looked against him. She would, not 
leave a stone unturned till she had 
regained for him his liberty. With 
renewed hope in her hestft and reso
lution in her face, she turned to con
front the captain. 

"What has he done?" she demanded. 
"Killed his friend, Robert Under

wood." 
He watched her face closely to dee 

what effect his words would have on 
her. 

"Robert Underwood dead!" ex
claimed Annie with more surprise 
than emotion. 

"Yes," said the captain sternly, 
"and your husband, Howard Jeffries, 
killed him." 

"That's not true! I'd never believe 
that," said Annie promptly. 

"He's made a full confession," went 
on the captain. 

"A confession!" she echoed unease 
ly. "What do you mean?" 

"Just what I say. Your husband 
has made a full confession in the 
presence of witnesses, that he came 
here to Underwood's rooms to ask 
for money. They quarreled. Your 
husband drew a pistol and shot him. 
He has signed a confession which will 
be presented to the magistrate I his 
morning." 

Annie looked staggered for a mo
ment, but her faith in her husband 
was unshakeable. Almost hysterically 
she cried: 

"I don't believe it. I don't believe 
it. You may have tortured him into 
signing something. Everybody knows 
your methods, Capt. Clinton. But 
thank God there is a law in the 
United StateB which protects the in
nocent as well as punishes the guilty. 
I shall get the most able lawyers to 
defend him even if I have to sell my
self into slavery for the rest of my 
life." 

"Bravo, little woman!" said the cap
tain mockingly. "That's the way to 
talk. I like your spunk, but before 
you go I'd like to ask you a few ques
tions. Sit down." 

He waved her to a chair and he sat 
opposite her. 

"Now, Mrs. Jeffries," he began en
couragingly, "tell me—did you ever 
hear your husband threaten Howard 
Underwood?" 

By this time Annie had recovered 
her self-possession. She knew that 
the best way to help Howard was to 
keep cool and to say nothing which 
was likely to injure his cause. Boldly, 
therefore, she answered: 

"You've no right to ask me that 
question." 

The captain shifted uneasily in his 
seat- Ha knew she was within her 
legal right. He couldn't bully her 
into saying anything that would in
criminate her husband. 

"I merely thought you would like 
to assist the authorities, to—" he 
stammered awkwardly. 

"To convict my husband," she said 
calmly. "Thank you, I understand my 
position." 

"You can't do him very much harm, 
you know," said the captain with af
fected jocularity. "He has confessed 
to the shooting." 

"I don't believe it," she said em
phatically. 

Trying a different tack, lie asked 
carelessly: 

"Did you know Mr. Underwood?" 

She hesitated before replying, then 
indifferently she said: 

"Yes, I knew him at one time. Ha 
introduced me to my husband." ""fi'i 

"Where was that?" 
"In New Haven, Conn." 
"Up at the college, eh? How long 

have you known Mr. Underwood?" 
Annie looked at her Inquisitor and 

said nothing. She wondered What he 
was driving at, what importance the 
question had to the case. Finally she 
said: 

"I met hlm'once or twice up at New 
Haven, but I've never seen him since 
my marriage to Mr. Jeffries. My hus
band and he were not very good 
friends. That is—" 

She stopped, realizing that she had 
made a mistake. How foolish she had 
been! The police, of course, were 
anxious to show that there was ill 
feeling between the two men. Her 
heart misgave her as she saw the 
look of satisfaction in the captain's 
face. 

"Ah!" he exclaimed'. "Not very 
good friends, eh? In fact, your hus
band didn't like him, did he?" 

"He didn't like him well enough to 
run after him," she replied hesitat
ingly. 

The captain now started off in an
other direction. 

"Was your husband ever jealous of 
Underwood?" 

By this time Annie had grown sus
picious of every question. She was 
on her guard. 

"Jealous? What do you meant 
No, he was not jealous. There wa> 
never any reason* I refuse to answer 
any more questions." 

The captain rose and began to pace 
the floor. 

"There's one little thing more, Mrs. 
Jeffries, and then you can go. You 
can help your husband by helping us. 
I want to put one more question to 
you and be careful to answer truth
fully. Did you call at these rooms 
last night to see Mr. Underwood?" 

"I!" exclaimed Annie with mingled 
astonishment and Indignation. "Of 
course not." 

"Sure?" demanded the captain, eye
ing her narrowly. - s 

"Positive," said Annie firmly. ,;v5 
The captain looked puzzled. 
"A woman called here last night to 

see him," he said thoughtfully, "and 
I thought that perhaps—" 

Interrupting himself, he went quick
ly to the door of the apartment and 
called to some one who was waiting 
in the corridor outside. A boy about 
18 years of age, in the livery of an 
elevator attendant, entered the room. 
The captain pointed to Annie. 

"Is that the lady?" 
The boy looked carefully, and then 

shook his head. 
'Don't think so—no, sir. The other 

lady was a great swell." 
"You're sure, eh?" said the captain. 
"I think sq," answered the boy. 
"Do you remember the name she 

gave?" 
"No, sir," replied the boy. "Ever 

since you asked me—" 
Annie arose and moved toward the 

door. She had no time to waste 
there. Eveyy moment now was pre
cious. She must get legal assistance 
at once. Turning to Capt. Clinton, she 
said: 

"If you've no further use for me, 
captain, I think I'll go." 

"Just one moment, Mrs. Jeffries," 
he said. 

The face of the elevator boy Bud* 
denly brightened up. 

"That's it," he said eagerly. "That's 
it—Jeffries. I think that was the 
name she gave, sir." 

"Who?" demanded the captain. 
(TO BE CONTINUED.) ''i 

Stand up (or Convictions .pi 

The World Has Little Respect for the 
Man Who Seemingly Has No 

Mind of His Own.; : 

There are many men who seem to 
have no convictions on any subject. 
If they have any they give no sign. 
They only smile and are silent That 
is probably better than to be verbose 
and violent Vanity of opinion is as 
bad as to have none at all. In a real 
simon-pure conviction, there are mod
esty and courage both. Truth Is In 
the quiet voice, since it does not de
pend on vainglory or rant ' 

But a real man will say his Bay 
when the time comes, not for contro
versy—for that is not profitable, but 
to show his-hand and what he is. A 
man's personal Influence is stronger 
than his argument, and he is false to 
the truth that Is in him if he does 
not show that 

We have great Issues before us— 
moral, political, social—which every 
man should think about and under
stand, and be ready to take a stand 
upon, and take it But there are 
many who don't do this, who are nega
tive or cowardly and only smile or 
grin when one of these subjects is 
mentioned. They seem to think that 
to disagree with another is a great 
offense. It is an offense not to dis
agree if one really does, for if an er
ror goes unchallenged. It is strength

ened. When a man says such a thing 
Is right and you think it isn't, say BO, 
quietly and earnestly, and let It go at 
that 

The worst mollycoddle Is tile man 
who believes a thing is true and neg
lects to say so, when it Is called in 
question. The world would go back
ward if all were like him.—Columbus 
Journal, 

A Free Translation. 
"Gentlemen of the jury," continued 

the earnest young lawyer, "the case 
before you hangs upon that old Latin 
maxim—'FalBus In uno, falsus In omni
bus.' Now, gentlemen, what does that 
mean? It means, gentlemen, that It a 
man will tell one lie, he'll tell a whole 
omnibusful of lies." SsT* 

— fey-
Why He Hurried. 

First Boy—Where yer goto' In such 
a rush? 

Second Boy (on the run) Fire 
alarm! >• ST1 

F. B.—Where? 
S. F.—Boss said he'd Are me 'if'*! 

wasn't back from dis errand in ten 
minutes, 

Si 
- -;a 

Uncle Ezra Says ' 
"A good many people hev the cour

age uv their convictions, while a good 
many more hev the courage of their 
assumptions." 

Bill Jones Had Prize Story§? 
——- * 

Evidently "the Boys" Knew SI Perkins 
' and They Couldn't Swallow 

Bill's Yarn. 

It was at the cross roads' grocery, 
and the boys were trying to outdo 
each other til swapping- fish stories. 
The' big fish that swallowed the little 
fish on the hook; the lost watch found 
In a pickerel's stomach; the flsh that 
got a jag; Iho minnow that swan 

through the bunghole of a barrel and 
grew so big he couldn't get out and 
all the other venerable yarns had been 
told, but old Bill JoneB had remained 
silent 

"Give us a story. Bill," said some
body. 

"Don't know nothing that would 
stand up with them you've told," said 
Bill. "Strangest thing that ever hap

pened to me was when I lent Si Per
kins my hull darn flshln' outfit" 

"What was that?" they exclaimed. 
"Oh, nothing, 'cept that SI returned 

everything all O. K., and had given my 
rod a coat of varnish!" 

Then the meeting broke up.—From 
the Outer'* Book. 

How Far Can You 8eef Vji 
What Is the farthest limit , to which 

the human vision can reach?; Power 
ta^jils book, "Tho Eye and Sight," 

ves the ability to soe the star, 

Alcor, situated at the tail of the Great 
Bear, as the test Indeed, the Arabs 
call it the Test star. It Is most ex
ceptionable to be able to see Jupiter's 
satellites with the naked eye, though 
one or two cases are recorded, the 
third satellite being the most distinct 
Peruvians are said to be the longest 
sighted race on earth. Humboldt re
cords a case where these Indians per
ceived a human figure 18 miles away, 
being able to recognize that it .was 
human and clad In white. This la 
probably the record lor far sight 
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EW YORK.—-Tommy on 
the third express ele
vator — Tommy with 
the Arcanum button 
in his coat lapel—whis« 
pered out of the cor
ner of his mouth: 
"That clerk on the 
eighteenth floor haa 
cut out the young 
lawyer on the twenty-
third and he's going 
to marry the b'lack-
eyed typewriter on the 

eleventh just after Easter. She's the 
second one In her family to make a 
match in the building—Fifteenth? 
YeB, sir and her sister is going to 
step into her shoeB—Twenty-five. All 
out—and I'll bet she'll be lucky, too." 

Skyscraper gossip at the rate of 
660 feet a minute as the elevator 
runs. And in a Boclal settlement of 
7,000. A thousand typewriters under 
one roof! A thousand, so they say. 
Who could count them? A battalion 
of cashiers, secretaries, clerks, tel
ephone operators, manicures. A hive 
in which there are more women and 
girls- than there are in Vassar or Bar
nard college, for the average of four 
women to six men holds good in all 
the big ofllce buildings. An establish
ment where ambition and romance 
and integrity and cunning have ofllce 
and telephone numbers end energy 
and brains look out across the long 
corridors, where trickery In over-
haste for the nimble dollar may be 
dodging shadows—a business commu
nity screened behind its own individ
ual doors and with its name in the 
directory, in- a way sugg/stlng the 
towering hotels with their-rooms, en 
suite and single, peopled by those 
whose names appear on the register. 

Several regiments of alert human 
beings matching wits for money—big 

by the number of stories, the doors 
are opened. Straightway and strange
ly, too, without creating a gap any
where in the city, a multi-commercial, 
financial, legal and what-not, etc., fam
ily moves In with thousands of busi
ness children, and they call it "our 
building." 

As many people under one roof as 
there are in some cities, more than 
there are in some townships, as many 
as there are in some counties, living 
along miles of walled-in streets and 
avenues. At eight in the morning 
they are avenues of silence and there 
are 2,222 unlocked doors. At 8:45 
the family comes marching in, a hun
dred to the minute, and the elevators, 
forty horsepower to the car, are run
ning a floor a second. Elevator men 
ride further every day than motor-men 
on trolleys. They beat the guardB in 
the elevated. The total daily runs of 
all the elevators in New York exceeds 
a transcontinental trip. There may 
be some veteran in the business who 
knows what it 1b to have covered ten 
times the distance around the globe In 
a car. 

A wholesome sisterhood of woman 
here, but scarcely a brotherhood of 
man. Sisters In a family of thou
sands chat and whisper and babble 
and drop off into rival establishments. 
At lunch hour they leave a thousand 
desks, meet again and babble and 
whisper and chat; and again when 
the rolltop of authority is slammed 
down and the typewriter batteries 
have become silent. They chat, but 
never about business, for which qual
ity the woman who Bits at a man's 
buBlnesB elbow is commended more 
than she will ever know. The gossip 
of fiction, the sphinx of business. 

One never goes shopping for legal 
advice, for bonds, for architecture or 
civil engineering. There are no popu-
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With a roof promenade and dancing there Is a setting as romantic as a 
beach or a moonlit park. 

wits and little wits;—and watching 
for great stakes or smal^—control of 
railroads and corporations and for 
fortunes and civic honor# and for 
words of praise and favors and high
er rungs In the long ladder of pro
motion. 

While law and brokerage and pro
moting predominate, the Industries of 
the skyscraper are diversified widely. 
One may buy a machine for taking 
the temperature of the water at the 
bottom of the sea or .wings for flying 
machines, flour for health bread, or 
blades for sawing walrus teeth. Fruits 
from Brazil are sold direct and rub
ber from the Orinoco is purveyed 
from lump samples. A doctor has a 
consultation room and a dentist waits 
at hiB tip-back chair. Agents of for
eign governments drop in to order lo
comotives or contract for crops of al
falfa or outputs of shoe factories. Be
tween basement and sky one may ne
gotiate for almost everything. 

And, by the authority of the super 
intendent, never a week without a ro
mance. ' 

They dig a hole in ground that is 
worth more a square foot than a farm 
and more for any odd inch than it 
coats to buy a horse and a cow, and 
three normal cellars down they bolt a 
foundation to nature's very backbone 
and build in Bteel toward the clouds 
two feet a day until the plans say 
stop. By and by, when a hundred 
thousand dollars have been multiplied 

MEETING PLACE OF DANDIES 

The Old Bell Tavern of Pall Mall-
Nell Gwynne's Home In Old ' ••• 

, London City. 

/ The ancient thoroughfare of Pall 
Mall, which in its. checkered history 
has witnessed BO many outward 
changes and with whose very stones 
one might almost say are bound up the 
social records of a bygone age, its 
romances and tragedies, its amuse
ments and scandals, Is about to under
go another transformation. 

The Old Bell Tavern, standing at 
the corner ot what used to be called 
John street, but which is now prac
tically Included in St James' Square, 
adjoining, is doomed to go the way ot 
many another building which, while it 
survived in that region, formed an in
teresting link between the past and 
the present After having served the 
agreeable purpose of a house of re
freshment for centuries the tavern Is 
to be removed and in its place, in due 
course will uprise an automobile Bhow 
room quite lu the modern style. 

lar shades In real estate or spring 
styles in Btocks. So along these in-, 
door avenues business is largely con
versational. In reaching out for money 
the stenographic, telephonic and tel
egraphic agencies are forever kept 
busy. Tlie streets of Canandaigua or 
Port Jervls or Stamford do not ring 
with half the hellos that go over the 
building wires. Seventy-seven, on the 
seventh, talk to Philadelphia, while 
eighty-eight, on the eighth, hold the 
Boston wire. Washington and Albany 
whisper without Interfering with Bal
timore and New Haven. 

And letters! Twenty-three times a 
day bushel bags are filled at the mail 
boxes—two bushels of letters an hour, 
forty-six a day, and never any let up. 
Except for an occasional club note or 
a post-card with a sentimental pic
ture and vague initials, all strictly 
business—letters for money. 

You can't measure prosperity un
der these conditions. With a barroom 
or a barber shop or vaudeville house 
it 1b different You can see the cus
tomers go In. Who knows how many 
patrons, clients, accounts or whatever 
they may be, opened the second doos 
from the elevator on the seventeenth 
floor? How much did they add to the 
bank account of the man whose name 
Is in gilt on the glass? No one knows. 
No one can know. It would be easier 
to estimate the catch of a Gloucester 
mackerel sloop riding in the off-shore 
fog. Men go in with money and come 

Among all the notabilities who 
made Pall Mall their home Nell 
Gwynne' will always assert her own 
place in the imagination of the ro
mantic. Tradition has not always 
spoken accurately as to the precise 
locality of the mansion which the 
royal favorite inhabited, but it Is now 
pretty well accepted that the house 
occupied the site on which now stands 
a part of the Army and Navy club. 
The residence sometimes erroneously 
attributed to her was actually Inhab
ited by another notable personage, 
Moll Davis, a young actress whose 
professional career, we are told, pre
sented certain features similar to 
those of Nell herself. But this house 
on the north side of Pall Mall was 
not the only one which Nell Gwynne 
tenanted in the thoroughfare. In 
1671, as we are told, she crossed to 
the park side of the street. 

Who can dqubt then that in the days 
before the club became an institution 
the Old Bell, Btandlng in the very 
thick of It all, was a favorite resort of 
the citizen who walked abroad? There 
men supported their port, discussed 
•ho latest scandal cf the day, tore 

oat without it; others oome out With 
an idea and return with a check. 

Except In a general way there Is no 
great concern among those whosel 

'names are not on the/ doors. Books] 
are kept for failure as well as for suc-i 
cess. A stenographer's notebook may 
suggest Increased revenue or it may 
not 

Business Is not always pressing. 
Men find time to fall in love between^ 
9 a. m. and 6 p. m. just as they do 
elsewhere between seven and eleven 
In the evening. 

With a roof promenade and florists' 
booths and candy Bhops and the latest 
waltz on tuneful strings in the res
taurant, and forty women—mostly un
der twenty-five—to every sixty men, 
including slim youths in gay haber
dashery and tired business persons, 
and corridors which if placed end to 
end would stretch along Fifth avenue 
from Madison Square to Forty-second 
street—with this combination one can 
see that there Is a setting for the 
romantic as good, perhaps, as a beach 
or a moonlit park or a lake with lily-
pads and canoes. 

Even now they are arranging for 
the early spring hops on the roof. 
These hops are naturally Informal, but 
every little movement has a meaning 
of Its own. When from an adjoining 
roof one sees a youth and a white 
shirtwaist leaning on the parapet it is 
evident that the young man's fancy 
has turned to the thoughts long asso-
dated happily with the vernal season. 

The candyman is the first aid to 
skyscraper Cupid. A small package 
of cream peppermints first; later 
chocolates; then a pink tor a rosebud 
from the glass case ne%r the door, 
and In order the large box of choice 
sweets, rlbbon-tled. The elevator man 
—Tommy or any one of the others-
whispers of the engagement. All very 
pretty and proper. 

Four girls in one suite of offices 
were married within two years. 
Twenty and odd floors produced thirty 
brides between Maytlmes, and ot 
course there were presents from the 
man in the private office and mantel 
ornaments or silver spoons from a 
subscription list all along the line 
down to the ofllce boy. It has come 
to pass with our changed metropoli
tan conditions that the sofa by the 
parlor window and the gas a faint 
blue flicker are no longer absolute 
essentials. Lovemaklng thrives among 
ledgers and law books and ticker tape, 
and Cupid has a seat at the typewriter 
and loops a telephone receiver over 
his curly head. 

Many of us are becoming unfamiliar 
with the beauties of our fair city. 
Living, for example, on the ninth floor 
and working on the fourteenth, a New 
Yorker cannot be said to be directly 
in touch with Manhattan Island. One 
comes down from the upper realms 
of an apartment house, disappears in 
the subway and emerges therefrom 
only to return to the familiar upper 
atmosphere ot the office building. The 
dally routine is describing a letter 
"U," the connecting link correspond
ing to the subway. 
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EFFECTS OF INTENSE LIGHT 

Fatigue of the Retina Depends Mostly 
? "* on the Amount Received by 

That Organ. 

It is not so much the Intensity of the 
light focused on the retina is it is the 
quantity received by that sensitive 
organ that causes retinal fatigue or 
worse. In the great snow fields of the 
arctic regions the natives protect their 
eyes from the glare of the Bnow by 
goggles made of hollowed pieces ot 
wood in which they have made small 
holes to look through. This, says the 
Optical Review, reduces the quantity 
of the light which passes into their 
eyes with consequent relief from the 
glare. 

So, too, If we look through a min
ute pinhole disc at the sun we can en
dure the very bright light much longer 
than when we lopk with the naked 
eyes. It we look at a dlBtant electrlo 
arc light there is no retinal fatigue, 
while If we look at the same light from 
a short distance there Is great dis
comfort, and yet the two retinal Im
ages are of equal brilliancy, only In 
the first case this Image 1b very much 
smaller than in the second case; ttft 
Is the quantity of light Is very much 
different 

Then there is the flaming electrlo 
light which Is now to be found in all 
of the large cities of the country. This 
light is much less brilliant than that 
of the arc light and yet its size Is so 
great that thlB more than makes up 
the difference, and it is therefore very, 
glaring and uncomfortable to look at 
In skiascopy it Is posslbleito use a, 
very intense light if it Is made small 
in area, and for the reasons above 
stated. 
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Preachers Free on This Boat 

Preachers will be carried free on 
the Mississippi river steamer G. W. 
hill owing to a request made by the 
late Capt. G. W. Hill, who died several 
weeks ago at his home In Alton. He 
was one of the owners of the steamer 
and said that it had always been his 
custom to carry preachers free on 
any steamer ot which he was the in
dividual owner, and he wanted his 
boat to accord the same privileges to 
clergymen as long as it bore his name. 

Captain Hill said that he began that 
custom on tho first steamer he owned 
and operated, which was on the Des 
Moines river in Iowa in the early '60s. 
While pn a trip down the river from 
Fort DeB Moines, now Des Moines, he 
found that one of his most prosper
ous looking passengers was a preach
er. He at once refunded the tare, 
which was $10, and ever afterward ha 
made It a rule to carry preachers onj 
the complimentary list.—St. Louis Re
public. 

reputations to tatters. A school for 
gossip the place doubtless was just 
as much as a shrine of Bacchus—a 
haven of good cheer in daylight and 
dark. One can picture the company 
that was accustomed to gather under 
the oaken beams of Its low pitched 
roof—the men vrtio could quaff their 
wine and retail their story "with an 
air." So too can one bring to mind 
the changing clientele ot the tavern 
as fashions altered and society mi
grated further westward and north
ward, until a time was reached when 
"gentlemen's gentlemen" furnished no 
Inconsiderable proportion of its daily 
or nightly customers.—London Tele
graph. ... 

Passing of Applejack. 
Applejack Is a back number In Penrn 

sylvania. There was a time when th< 
good old Presbyterian deacons ami 
elders of York county made enough ol 
applejack—as they said—"to suppl} 
themselves and the rest of the congre< 
gatlon," but that time is gone. It It 
almost gone In New Jersey also, th« 
last of the applejack producing state* 

l CHANGE 
IN WOMAN'S 

LIFE 
Made Safe by Lydia E. Pinkham'i 
Vegetable Compound. 

Graniteville, Yt—"I was ffimfni 
through the Change of Life and suffered 

from ner vousnesa 
and other annoving 
symptoms, and X 
can truly say that 
Lydia E. Flokham'a 
vegetable Com. 
pound has proved 
worth mountains of 
gold to me, as it 
restored my health 
and strength. I 
never forget to tell 
my friends what 
Lydia E. Pinkham'a 

egetable Compound has done for ma 
luring this trying period. Complete 

restoration to health means so much 
to me that for the sake of other suffer-, 
ing women I am willing to make my 
tronble publio so you may publlsn 
this letter."—Mrs. Chas. Bakclay. 
B.F.D., Graniteville, Vt. 

!No other medicine for woman's Qla 
has received such wide-spread and un
qualified endorsement. No other med
icine we know of has such a record 
of cures as has Lydia E. Pint-hum'. 
Vegetable Compound. 

Por more than SO years It has been 
curing woman's ills such as inflamma* 

carrying women Bafely through th* 
period of change of life. 

Mrs. Pinkhara, at Lynn, Mass-
Invites all sick women to write 
her for advice. Her advice Is freck 
and always lielpfuL 

M p  f i g  
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FITS 
CURED 

Send for Free Book giving fall par> 
tlculara of TRENCH'S REMEDY 
the World-famousCurefor BpUejMy 
and Fits. Simple home treatment. 

25 YEAR9 SUCCESS 
Price. J3.85 or 16.86, duty and 
post free. 1,000 testimonials 
in one year. 

Trench's Remedies, Ltd. 
1S7 SI. Jaws CkMheis, Tereale, Ciirii 

BATCIITC Fortun.g are made In patents. Pro-rHIfiHIi tectroorldeai. OurMpagnbookfro* 
Vltiffarald A Co.. Box It, WMUngton, D, 

How He Averted a Duel. 
The fdllowing Is told of former 

Senator Joe Blackburn of Kentucky: 
In the days of his youth the Ken-

tucklan was asked by a friend to sec
ond him in a duel. He consented, 
and at sunrise the parties met at th* 
appointed place. Now, It was thla 
Kentuckian's duty to say the last 
words touching the terms of the duel. 
But, although he faithfully performed 
this duty, the duel never took place. 

A murmur of "Why not?" Invari
ably goeB around whenever this storr 
is told, whereupon the answer is aa 
follows: 

'For the very simple reason. When 
Joe finished speaking it was too dark 
for a duel."—Harper's Magazine. 

Eggsactlng. 
Dr. J. S. Slack, the English food ex-

Pert, s&ld in a recent lecture in Do-
luth: 

The secret of health Is two meals 
a day with an occasional fast. But 
people won't avail themselves of thla 
superb Becret. It Is too unpleasant— 
like the fresh egg. 

'A gentleman, after cutting the top 
off a soft-boiled egg, summoned the 
waiter and said: 

' 'Walter, take this egg back to the 
kitchen, wring its neck, and grill It for 
me."* , ^ , ^ 

-- - Saving Trouble. 
The husband of a fashionable wom

an, whose gowns are at once the ad
miration and despair of her feminine 
acquaintances, was discussing the 
cost of living with a friend at the 
Union League the other night 

"By the way," ventured the friend, 
"—er—don't you have a good deal ot ' 
trouble keeping your wife dressed in 
the height of style?" 

The woman's husband smiled and 
then shook his head, emphatically. 

"Oh, no," he said, "nothing to speak 
ot. Nothing—nothing to the trouble 
I'd have If I didn't" 

COFFEE HEART '# 
'' ,'Very Plain In 8ome People. 

A great many people go on Buffering 
from annoying ailments for a Ions • 
time before they can get their own 
consent to give up the indulgence 
from which their trouble arises. 

A gentleman in Brooklyn describes 
his experience, as follows: 

"I became satisfied some months 
ago that I owed the palpitation of the 
heart from which I suffered almost 
dally, to the use of coffee, (I had been 
a coffee drinker for 30 years) but I 
found it very hard to give up the bev
erage. 

"One day I ran across a very sen
sible and straightforward presenta
tion of the claims of Fostum, and 
was so impressed thereby that I con
cluded to give it a trial. 

"My experience with it was unsat
isfactory till I learned how it ought 
to be prepared—by thorough boiling 
for not less than IS or 20 minutes. 
After I learned that lesson there was 
no trouble. 

"Postum proved to be a most palat
able and satisfactory* hot beverage, 
and I have used it ever since. 

"The effect on my health has been 
most salutary. The heart palpitation 
from which I used to suffer so much, 
particularly after breakfast, has dis
appeared and I never have a return ot 
it except when I dine or lunch away 
from home and drink the old kind of 
coffee because Poetum is not served. 
I find that Postnm cheers and Invig
orates while it produces no harmful 
stimulation." Name given by Fostum 
Co., Battle Creek, Mich. 

Ten days' trial proves an eye opener 
to many. 

Read the little book, "The Road to 
Wellville," in pkgs. "There's a Re^ 
son." 

JCrer read tile iko?« letterf A a«w 
-one appears from time to time* They 
are gen«i»% tra% aad fall of " 
latereat* 

<1 
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