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refugees, who has been able to
) way from the first, told me of
his experience with the old cobbler.

“When I took my shoes to him,” said
the fugee, “I found at least fifty
pairs ahead of mine. He was pegging
stoMdly away at a rate which showed
me that it would be days before I could
get my shoes if they had to wait until
that astonishingly long - line was
mended. My feet were actually on the
ground, the soles of my shoes had been
worn to nothing. To expedite matters
I offered to pay Corley double price if
he would mend the shoes that day.

“*Can’'t do it he replied; ‘there are
at least forty ahead of you.’

“*But,” T insisted, “what's that got to
do with it? They are not paying you
double price.’
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“*No,” he replied slowly, ‘and I ain't
askin’ it.’

“*And a whole lot of them won't
pay at all’ I insisted.

“Corley laid down his hammer and
looked me squarely in the eye.
“*That,” said he, ‘needn't consarn ye
all. I pay for my stock.””

And s0 the old man worked oan all

at
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through tne harsh months of May and
June, putting shoes on feet that would
otherwise have been naked. And of his
monopoly the gains were eaten up by
the free work that he gave, so that the
end of his opportunity left him poorer
than he had begun.

Two blocks below him, down the
hill to Fllimore street, men forgot the
calamity, forgot the misery of its vic-
timg, forgot the horror of the fire in
the mad rush to retrieve their losses.
No opportunity was lost to squeeze the
Jast nickel from what opportunity of-
fered. Rents soared to dizzy heights;
the man with building matenial to sell

exacted~the last cent that could be
got for it; Jabor . insisted wupon the
highest wage. It was a mad rush

in whicii every man, so far as possible,
looked to the other fellow to make
his losses. And all the time up
his poor little tent in Alamo, gentle
old Pat Corley gave his services free,
and with them free material that of-
tentimes he stinted himself in bread
get.

Stinted himself in bread? will be
asked. How about the free rations
issued by the Relief Corporation?

Sinple enough: Pat Corley didn’t ask
or receive free rations from the Relief
Corporation or anybody else. He made
his little store of hoarded dimes and
quarters carry him through the calam-
ity, and out of them he purchased the
stock with which he mended free of
charge the shoes of his fellow-suf-
ferers.

All the assistance that the old cob-
bler has received from the Relief Cor-
poration is the use of his tent and one
blanket. Poor as he is' he has been
self-supporting from the first.

Has Always Paid His Way.

A visit to the old cobbler's tent shows
the completeness of his poverty. His
scant stock, the empty fruit and oyster
cans that are put to a hundred and one
uses, the candles in the empty bottles,
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the dry bread on his table which had.

made up the meal which he was just
finishing, all proclaimed his neces-
sity.

“"Have you ever applied to'the Relief
Corporation for assistance,” Mr. Cor-
ley?" one visitor asked.

“Why, no,” he replied. “I've
plied to nobody. Why should I?”

“But there has been a large sum of
money subscribed for the-relief of the
poor of San Francisco who were in-
jured by the fire,” the visitor insisted.
“Don’t you feel that you are entitled
to some of it?”

Again came the same shake of his
head. He could not understand that
he is a fire sufferer, or that the money
was given for his relief. X

“I've mever been a beggar,” he said

ap-

in a let-that-be-an-end-of-it Yone o
voice. “I've always earned my way.”
“Did you experience any difficulty in
getting stock during the months fol-
lowing the fire?” was asked.
“Why, no,” he replied. “Why should

i? 1 paid cash for all I got. It was
good stock, too. Better, even, than I
wasg able to get before the fire.”

Pat Corley is a most unsatisfactory
subject, for the go-by-rule-only re-
lief worker to tackle. The | average
business man would probably look
upon him as a’ trifle off in his head.

Perhaps he is, from the business man's
standpoint. But a psyvchologist of some
prominence once detfined the perfectly
sane man as he who forgets self and
thinks of others—meaning, of course,
the comfort and, wellbeing of others,
Curious, 'too, the perfect gentleman has
been defined ¥in precisely the same
terms. If the definitions count for
anything., Pat Corley is the sanest of
mortals and the first of gentlemen.

Could You Help Tom?

“Is there not,” Mr. Corley,”
his visitors asked, “anything
can do for you?”

The old man's face lighted up eager-
ly. “There is,” he said. “In the third
tent from mine Tom lives. Tom worked
for the Red Cross for two months, but
he didn’t receive his pay. Tom is in a
bad way. Tom is. His wife is sick—
consumption she's got; and Tom is
down .on his luck. He's an Irish boy,
but born in San Francisco, and more
American in his ways than I. Can’'t you
do something for Tom?”

“But Mr. Corley,” insisted the visitor,
“we want to do something for you.
Tell us something about yourself.”

“There ain't anything to tell,” was
the reply. “My father and mother are
dead, over in Ireland. My wife is dead.
I haven't a friend but Tom.”

“But I happen to know,” answered
the visitor, “that every man, woman
and child in Alamo who is worth con-
sidering is your friend.”

The calm, blue eyes of the old cob-

one of
that we

bler opened with genuine astonish-
ment.

“Why, they don't even know I'm
here,” he said.

Thy visitor looked into the kindly

face "of the self-sacrificing old man,
and dashed a suspicious moisture out
of his eyes as the thought came to mind
that the kindliest' fate that can come
to Pat Corley is that death may claim
him before infirmity and the Alms-
house van. S
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JEWELS WHICH MAY

T 18 perhaps only the wom'en that
wear mourning who fully realize the
rigorous change which must then be
made in their jewelry as in the de-

tails.of their gowning. Once, however,
the Aattention is quickened toward
mourning jewelry it is surprising how
numerous and beautiful are the orna-
ments from which selection may be
made.

Invariably, with the present styles of
dressing, a brooch is used for day time
wear. In the evening, however, Its
place perchance is taken by a pretty
little dangler or lockef of some sort.

The daintiest mourning brooches for
young women are made in floral de-
signs. They are of gold, entirely cov-
ered with dull black enamel, and are
lightened with tiny chips of diamonds.
The wild rose design is particularly at-
tractive wheén its petals are turned over
a little and outlined with diamonds,
and the stamens and pistil of the center
are also tipped with sparkling chips.
Violets and pansies, either with the rose
diamonds or entirely covered with dull
black enamel, are also appropriate to
wear during the first six months of
deep mourning. Without the stones,
such ‘brooches cost fifteen to eighteen
dollars, while with the diamonds they
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vary in price from thirty dollars up-
ward. according to the number and
quality of the stones. It is quite possi-
ble, however, to have stones that have
formerly been used in gay bits of jew-
elry set in the plain black brooches.
The cost of having this done in a mod-
erate way is about five dollars.

A few women, even while wearing
crepe, chose a “double violet” broech,
enameled with deep purpie and showing
as a drop of dew at its side one good
sized diamond. Others adhere closely
to the black enameled “double vio-
lets.”

Lockets are again much worn by
those in mourning, taking fashionable
precedence over bangles. Usually they
hang from an almost imperceptible
neck chain to about fifteen inches below
the collar. The black enamel with

-which they are covered is more often

of glossy than dull finish, end it is re-
garded ps smart to have the wearer's
initials marked on it with small dla-
monds. A late wrinkle, moreover, is to
have these lockets heart-shaped in out-
line and astonishingly large. Some are
seen fully three inches in diameter.
Mourning jewelry, perhaps more than
any other, is chosen with regard to
sentiment. These lockets, therefore,

have been especially designed to hold*of hair,
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photographs and miniatures. Heavy
black bracelets are in favor with thoses
wearing mourning.- They may be efther
enameled on gold or else of cut onyx.
Sometimes wealthy women have dan-
gling from them on a short chain a
single diamond of considerable siza
and value. Often & mysterious effect
is produced by the stone as its light
flashes from the depth of a black
gown's folds. That it is there is a
certainty, but its ralson d'etre is not
so well deflned.

Diamonds set in platinum are quite
in good form for wearing in even the
deepest mourning. Sentiment and
common sense, however, need not ba
lost sight of in donning mourning
jewelry. Women whose costumes are
indlcative of grief should never orpa-
ment themselves profusely.

The old and quaint idea of wearing
the hair of a relative in a bit of Jew-
elry is dgain in vogue. For so doing
the most charming device is the crys-
tal heart. It is made of beveled erys-
tal set in platinum and surrounded
with from thirteen to fifteen medium
sized dlamonds. On the underside of
the erystal the initials or coat of arms
of the wearer should be done in silver.
At the very back is placed the lock
This is lald ia loosely



