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I was a rattling good stenographer,
I am very stylish, with a swell pom-
padour, and there was not a girl In
the office thal could put up as fine a
display of catchy toggery. My clothes
wore  simply  stunning, 1 am not
ashamed of my walk, and my siyie 1s
something everybody admires, [ sup-
pose because everybody apprecintes a
real lndy whon they =ee one, 1 was
the real thing in the offiee, and what-

over | sald, went., His Nibs admired
my work, although he called me
down somctimes, judt, of course, to
show who he was, | have great In-
dividuality in all things and while
he intimated many times that my
gpelling  difftors from the dietionary
and that the places | found for eom-
mag and question marks and capital
letters were declilodly  injudicious, 1
know that he seeretly admired my

Judgment.

I helieve heartily in individuality.

1 choosa my hals to bring out my
profile, and | have my skirts eul to
bring out the lines of my figure, |1
have a pood figure, and it {8 much
admirved When | go by most every-
bady turns and looks after me for
hlocke,

Sometimes, though, I am thought.
losg, 1 suppose, hecause 1 have so
many things on my mind, One day
when 1 was called for dictation 1 left

my gum on a chalre instead of putting
it in the waste basket, And the high
Mogul, HKe the stupld creature he s,
Zum

sat on it, When he got up the
stnck (o his trousers, and the chair
stuck to the gum, Not realizing what

conld bo the matter, 1 laughed. Along
with boing styvlish, T have a sense of

bumor, Ho 18 a puffy man and not
at all considerate for a real lady’s
feelings.,  He swore at me, Deing a

lady, | sald nothing in return, becausae
I coulin't think of anything to say.

If 1 bad It to do over 1 would tell
him a few, He ealled me to his offiee
and sent for the cashier and told
him to pay me my week's salary in
advance.  He was very polite.  He
wis Lrying, you sce, to fix it ap for

swearing at me, |
Then he told me that he did not need
my services and, furthermore, that 1
nead not expeet o recommendation
from him. He knew he couldn’t get
anything bul those dreadful, frowzy
stenographers that persist so in jlv-
ing, and he wanted to place me in

fook the money.

-

I am very stylish,
such a position that 1T would be ecom-
pelled to come back and work for
him. When he s=aid goml-bye he fair-
ly smiled in his efforts to make it up
with me,

1 bowed coldly to him and tucked
the money away for the chiffon boa
that I had been planning on.

I boarded with Mrs. Milling, whe
used to be a stenograpber herself be
fore she got married. But she lost

sghe
rents

g0 much style that T guess
coulidn't get a position, go gho
ot a eduple of rooms in het

had one of them She s a woman
without tact, Most women have a it
tle tact, but Mrs, Milling has none.
Sie hag a way of hurting her board-
ers feolings.  She asks them for her
voney,  And, mind you, not once or
iwiece or three times, but she keeps
on agldng until #he gets it, Really she
i8 without shame,

Althoueh 1 wore my chiffon hoa
and made quite a splash, there were,
somoehow, many of thoge sloppy
creatures willine to work for half
nothing that there was no place open

=0

for a Iady Weeks passed, and [
coulidd get pothing to do, Then Mrs.
Milling got on her ear and got go in-
sulting that | deelded to leave her
rather then lose my temper.  But,
mind yon, she wounldn’t let me go
unless 1 left my trunk, and she
wouldn't let me stay with my trunk

unless 1 paid her, She threw signifi-
cant lints at me. She had her bhrazen
nerve along  with  her allvight, all-
right, 8he saild she thought a strong,
healthy young lady that could eat the
three square meals she saw me put
away could eertainly help her with
the housework and work ount what 1
owed her, 1 was up against a fierce
proposgition.  She got out an old cot-
ton wrapper for me and [ was floored,
I went into the Kitehen, It was my
tragedy, 1t was dreadful,

The only things 1 can cook are po-
tatoes, 1 flatier mysell on having a
clover way ol cooking them, 1 boil
them not unt!l they are done, but un
til people are ready for them. As
people were ready for them some-
times after 1 put them on the stove
or hall an hour alter they had fallen
to pieces, my cnrcer in the kitchen
was really interesting.  Mrs. Milling
fairly caved around and what she did
to me was aplenty,

It was at this thme | hecame inter-
ostod in the janitor. The janitor was
unmarried and young and as bhig as a
trolley car, | met him in the laundry.
o wore lovely ties, and when he was
dressed up and on the street he was
a swell pleea of furniture. He had a

dignificd, persunsive way about him
and he was just a dear.
I knew from the way that he

smashed lids on the garbage ecans and
shoveled old raz-men oul of the base-
ment and yelled at delivery boys and
hogsed the moving vans at the side
enfrance that he was a man very
mueh above his job. Ile seemed not
only to own the Merling flats here on
earth, but be intended to take them
with him when he died, He seemed
to have a deeded right to the freight
clevator and light shaft. All the folks
in the bullding fell all over them-
selves to prove that they not ony re-
spected bhim as friemd and brother,
but revered him as high Mogul. The
railrond clerk in the top flat was
afraid of him and would have named
the baby alter him if it hadn't been
a girl, A lady in the second flat
named her dog after him. So when
we called “BilL" it was the dog alone
that unsually responded.

At this time I was going with Char-
ley Tapper, the drug elerk. I never
liked Charley, He had no money and
he was an allround fourfilusher. But
he put up #=uch a swell front that we

paired off nleely, and 1 rather en-
joved being seen with him. But the
janitor had him skinoed to death when
it came to looks, 1 bezan to think
that Il the janitor and I could walk
around the block together or out to

the park in onr Sunday togs we would
certainly make a hit. No one need
know that bhe was a janitor. You
wonld never guess it unless you were
told, You would have planked down
your dollars that he was a trust mil-
lionaire. He looked just like one, The
only difference was he didn't have
the money.

The servanits In the hnildings were
dafly about him. A big Swede girl made
sky-blue sofa pillows for him. A pudgy
German girl waited on him with
needle and thread, sewed on his but-
tons and hung around him like a lit-
tle poodle. A swmall, pasty-faced |

flat, 1|

.girl

Irieh girl loaded him with snapshots
and tintypes of herself, Desides, he
had the affecti:=ate ‘rlerest of cas-
ual  washwomen and scrubwomen
that infested the bullding, Everyvone
gseemed to crowbar after him with
brazen gall. Among other things, ho
was a cold janitor. He had a strong
gense of propriety and talked a greal
deal about (hé weather. He never let
one of them know where she was at
He had them all guessing.,

Now [ am clever. | have heen in
terested in clothes as far hack as [
can remember, and | have good ldeas
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The janitor,
Of course, not all the time, but most
generally, 1 am awfully clever, I
think the only way to win a man’s
affections 8 to make hita walt on
you a lot and be sort of girlishly
thoughtless about aszking him to do
so. 1 did not make sofa pillows for
him nor sew on his buttons nor be.
stow my picture upon him. Ilnt 1 had
a regular method of keeping him in

terested in me. [ would whistle for
him through the speaking tube and
ask him to come up. When he huad

climbed three flights of steirs (o our
kitehen door I wonld ask him for the
correet time, Then 1 would my
watech at whatever time he =sald |t
was,  And when I would tell him
that was all I wanted he would smile
in the queerest way and_anyone conld
see that he respected me more and
more. By the time he reached the
basement I wonld whistle down to
find out if the ifceman had come vet,
Then in a few minutes 1 would
whistle down again to find out if he
piease wouldn't send up some more
steam. And after a while T would
call him up again and ask him if he
would come up and turn on one of
the radiators. When be was around
I would prattle to him. 1 am a goord
talker, and whlen 1 want to 1 ean he
very entertaining, 1 told him abou!
my profession, how much of a lady
I am and how 1 have my mother's
ideas and my father's walk. And he
would smile and be so interested.

I have a pleasant sense of humor,
and the janitor got so he would joke
with me. The pasty-faced Irvish girl
turned green. My refined ways are
the despair of most everybody and 1
made those Kitchen mechanics fairly
hum.

I was in the laundry one day wlen
the Irish girl came in and disputed
impertinently over my right to the
clothesline at that particular hour on
that partienlar day, §She stated that
she would take a fall out of me, 1 am
not a coward, and I stood my ground
bravely. In other words, she didn't
faze me a hit, and 1 dared her to
come on. She doubled up her fists
and made for me. She landed an up-
per-cut on my jaw like a man. Mos!
girls make for your hair with one
hand and for your eyes with the oth-

sot

er, s0o that 1 was not prepared for
her unladylike attack. But 1 man-
aged to get away without leaving

more of myself with her than my neck
ribbon and a few strands of my hair.

The janitor had heard my screams,
and knowing my voice, of course, he
came to the rescue. But the Swede
and a serubwoman butted in.
When I started to faint i{n the jani-

tor's arms my dress caught on the
gerubwoman's bucket and the Swede
made a grab for me. But nevertheless
I keeled over against the man’s blue-
jeaned bosom and tled my breath up
in knots and let them have a few
gasps at a time,

As I said, T am very clever, It
took a long time for me to he re-
stored. In the meantime, they car-
ried me to the freight elevator in the
back part of the basement and they
laid me in it with a gunnysack under
my head, 1 began to sob., Then they
pulled the ropes and the elevator
went up into such a cold draught of
air that 1 began to sob In earnest.
My earnest sobs do not sound nearly
o pretty as my imitation sobs, |
learned how to =ob at the theater. |
learned a great deal about clothes and
everything at the theater., When 1
hand ont my imitation sobs 1 seem
somehow to be delivering the real
so0ls.

They pulled the rope again, and the
elevator went up and up. It shot
past Mrs, Milling's flat, It shot past
all other flats and [ was brought face
to face with the skylight., [ was
alone with the gunnysack, and it was
cold and dismal and lonesome. |
crled and sobbed as if my heart would

break, Back doors opened inquir
ingly and closed heartlesgly. Finally
they let it down a few feet, Just as

I was growing hopeful they raised ft

again and left it midway between
two flats. Then they gave it a vi
cfous jerk and bLrought it down a

fow feet more, It was dreadful. They
lct it down and then jerked it up and
let it down in a ziz-zag fashion. They
were as deaf as posts to my cries.

Jugt abhout the time the last breatlh
was leaving my body they returned
me  to  the basement, 1 rose and
stepped from the elevator to wreak
vengeance upon my tormentors. The
principal object that I was after was,
of eourse, the Irish girl, I Intended
to wipe the floor up with her.

[ found them all in the laundry
with the janitor standing guard.
They were all gigeling. Mrs. Mill

ing was there too. 'To all appearancesg
¢he also had been laughing. A lady
can never trust another of her own
sex. She then told me that my ae
count with her was square and thaf
I eould take my trunk whenever |
jfiked. 1 left them then and there, It
is best for a true lady to take no no-
tice of such trash. 1 dressed up and
started ont with my chiffon boa to
get anything 1 eould find. I have a
courageons spirit.

A gentleman at once saw my worth,
and 1 am now head lady in a res
taurant, 1 have a date to-night with
Charley Tapper, He is such a manly
feilow and has sueh a quantity of
sense. We are going to swell out in
our glad rags and go to a show.

Mme. Loubet’'s Simple Nature,

The late Mme. Loubet was 90 years
old. One of M. Loubet's first thoughts
on being named president of France
was to send her a photograph en-
larged to lifesize, in a handsome gilt
frame, to be hung up in her parlor—
thiis on learning that the old lady
preferred to remain as she had lived
on her farm rather than to come and
share the splendors of the Elysee, Re-
plying onee to a friend who congratu-
lated her on her son’s elevation, Mme.
l.onbet raised her eves, and, pointing
to a portrait, remarked: *“No doubt
vou knew my hushand. In my old age
I have the happiness of thinking tha'
my son resembles him."”

The Passing of Italics.

The great davs of italies were in
the '30s of last eentury, when the Lon:
don Figaro began its criticisms of
polities, the drama and society. Then
every other word was italicised, and
the effect to-day is as though every
other word were a shriek. Until the
women retained the habit of un
derlining all but the prepositions and
conjunetions in their letters, and
there are still many women journal
ists who cannot get along without
the stimulus of italies. But in reality
a writer needs ltalics about as often
as he peeds a Turkish bath
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