“I went to Philadel-
phia and entered n
school of acting.”
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she would earn her own living.

Philadelphia, a leeder in the younger

IS8 MARION HONEYMAN WOOD, one of the most beautiful girls in

society set and member of one

of the wealthiest old Quaker families in that city, determined that

She answered

advertisements for nurse girls

and waitresses, was in turn a telephone operator, a seamsiress, a hospitel nurse
and companion, and now ‘hase gone on the stage.

Miss Wood is the deughter of Edward Randolph Wood, of the Philadelphia
Board of Tredc; niece of George Wood, director of the Pennsylvania Railroad;
niece of the wealthy Wood Brothers, of the Wood foundries; sister of Miss
Juliana Wood, a Philadelphia belle; cousin of Mr. Jesse Tyson, of Baltimore,
and of Edmund Randolph, of New York; cousin of the illustrator, M. Louise
Wood, who was a favorite pupil of the late Whistler, and cousin of Eleanor
Wood, superintendent of the Johns Hopking Hospital. '

Why Miss Wood chose to be a wage-earner instead of a society girl, and
what ker cxperiences as @ working girl hav been, she tellg in a characteristic
way on this page.

Miss Wood is living plainly at @ boarding house No. 113 East Seventeenth
street, New York, and sccretly misses the butler and other luxuries of her
Aome at Philadslphia.

How a Rich Youbg Society Girl,"
Nisappointed in Love, Sought

%rgetfﬂlness

- Nurse, Then as Telephone Girl, Seamsiress,
Companion, Housemaid, and Aciress

as a Hospital

By Marion Honeyman ®Wood.

ANY a girl who did not need to work
M has been a wage earner because she
thought it was every one's duty to
be useful, I had no such high and noble
purpose. I had done what is much more
common than for rich girls to earn their
own living, fallen In love with the wrong
man. I am one of the vast army of girls
who have been disappointed in love, only it
hurt me a little more than most of them.
1 could not laugh and forget him when I
found the man I had worshipped was a cad.
Six months of nervous prostration was the
price I paid for my disillusionment. When I
was well again I looked about to see what
life held for me, and there seemed to be
nothing there but a great emptiness, and I
decided that to endure life at all I must
take up some kind of work in which I could
Jose my own heartache in helping others.
That was the reason I entered the Penn-
sylvania Hospital as a pupil nurse. That
it was no mere whim of mine, but a set-
tled purpose, is proved by the fact that 1
kept my post there for two years.
Expelled for Slapping a Patient,

I was expelled at last because I slapped a
patient. Don’t judge me until you hear the
story. The Pennsylvania Hospital Is In the
.Second Ward, and most of the patients sent
there are the refuse of thé city. The wo-
man 1 tried to discipline was a negress
nearly twice as large as myself. I wanted
her to lie down and go to sleep, and. she re-
fused point blank and called me a “dirty
dog” besides.

1 argued gently with her; but with every
word she got angrier and angrier, and
threshed about so that she nearly displaced
a bandage. I tried holding down her knees,
put she lunged about in bed as a ship
tosses about in a stormy sea. When she
had wasted nearly a half hour of the time
I should have given to other patients in
the ward, and I had tried everything, from
moral suasion to force, I gave her a sound
glap on the cheek, and she quieted down,
meek as a meek old lamb, and turned over
and went to sleep. When the doctor made
his rowgfis I told him about it, and he
scolded (*he negress for making trouvble.
Ang there the incident would have closed
if 1T hadn’t months afterwaid turned cham-
pion for another nuise who got into trouble
with the directors for slapping a refrac-
tory patient.

Because She Helped a Girl.

She came to Mme and begged me to inter-
cede with the directors for her.

“You know, Miss Wood, that you have
friends on the Board, and your faily Is
influential. You have a ‘pull’ and I
haven't.” ‘

Prudence whispered *“No.” and I shook
my head: but the n e perzisted and 1
was soiry for ber. I wrote a note begeing

them to give her another chance, and say-
ing that 1 had slapped a patient myself.
Instead of helping the girl I was expelled.
Had I not confessed in writing that I had
slapped a patlent? I sued the hospital, be-
cause I contended my dismissal was sum-
mary and arbitrary and without a .proper
hearing. The case is still in the courts.

I received no sympathy at home.

“rpwag none of thy business. Thou
shouldst mot have interfered,” said my
father.

“Since you are not in sympathy with my
fight against the hospital, and since I am
\determined to fight the hospital, I will go
on earning my living,” I answered.

Meanwhile, a dear, wily old uncle of
mine sent for me and sald: “I’'m very
sorry that thou hast begun suit against the
Pennsylvania Hospital, but if thee is de-
termined, and if any of these lawyers,” he
handed me a slip with the names of five
prominent attorneys, ‘“tell thee that thee
has a case, I will give thee the money to
fight it.”

“Why, Uncle George, how perfect of
you! I never was so astonished in my Iife,
1 thought you didn’t approve of lawsuits.”

1 clapped my hands and hugged him de-
lightedy, he all the time looking as Iinno-
cent as a new-born babe. Two days later
I would have treated him quite differently
if I had caught him. He had been to every
one of those lawyers and ‘retained” them
to tell me I hadn’'t any suit against the
hospital.

Answered Advertisements.

Then I set about answering advertise-
ments in earnest.
friends and asked them. to hire me as
child’s nurse. One of them wavered a lit-
tle and as she would have taken me to
her country place at Wallingford, where
my cruel Uncle George lived, my hopes
gsoared to the sky. It would have been
such exquisite revenge to meet Uncle
George some fine morning, myself In cap
and apron, and trundling a perambulator.
I went to my old negro nurse and told her
to watch for a letter for me and bring X
to me as soon as it arrived. I said I
expected to be engaged as a child’s nurse.
Aunt Caroline wept and wailed untll I
wanted to box her cars. But she might
have spared those tears. The woman did
not send for me. I think my family must
have been active with telephones and cabs
while I was out.

“I answered several ‘ads’ for mald of all
work, or housemald, but no one would
engage me because I conld not give refer-
ences. At last I went to a doctor whom
1 know and asked him for a~!character.’

<haracter,” he sald, “‘dre Xou crazy,

1 went to several of my

and is
Still
“Under
Treat-
meni-"

Miss Wood ?”

“No, but I need
work,” I said. “Please
give me a reference.”

“What kind of a
reference?’ ,

“Say that you know
I am honest and so-
ber and industrious.”

“Ridiculous !” he
grunted, but I insist-
ed. Iie wrote some-

“We made dresses
for several of my
friends and a trous-
seau for an old
chum of mine.”

thing an1 I thanked
him. When 1 got to

the corner I read it.
What do you sup-
pose he had written 2"
“Miss Marion Wood
woman whom
Jears.”

Is a charming ycung

I have known socially for

Knowing that
Miss Marion
Ann Weod,
maid, 1

this
Wood

recommendation of
would not help Mary
who wanted to be a house-
tore up the note inking how
Svha. . iwml 15,Lu’ thinking how

Couldn’t Get a Proper Reference.

A Jewess on Gerard avenue, who lived
next door to a friend of my family, ageeed
to take me without previous expec
tecanse I was willing to work for $:
week, $2 less than the other housen
wages. I was to clean the silve
brass and keep the halls and parlor clean,
and scrub the front doorstep. I thought
what fun I'é have winking at my friend
next deor over the bucket. She asked for
a reference and I gave her the address of
a typewriter I knew., I went to her house
io axk her if that would be agreeable, but
ner mothey said:

“No, 4deed! The idea of referring any
one to 1 ¥ bome for a housemaid! Think
of such a *hing! Why, I wouldn't allow
Florence to nssociate with such people!”

To prevent ambarrassment to the type-
writer 1 wrote ‘he woman on Gerard ave-
nue that I had ~ ork. Too bad! For the

“Through my faom-
ily or persoenal ‘puil’
{ zot work ai the
Central Tele phone
Oifice.”

“I went (o scveral
of my friends and
asked them to hire

chiid’s &,

times they would talk about families I
knew and mix up the relationships fright-
fully. Often I would impulsively begin to
set them straight, then remembered my in-
Incognito just in time. :

I began to grow pale and thin in the close
alr and long hours from 8 to 6, of Mme.
0’'Brien’s workshop, and a friend sald, “You
must get away from that place, It's kill-

g you.” She asked me to go away for
the Summer with her. I concluded to go.

Through my family or personal “pull,” 1
ot work at the central telephone office in
Philadelphia at nine cents an hour. I would
have received eleven cents an hour if 1
had staid a little longer. But when I had
been there four months and two weeks and
had been promoted to handling intricate
long distance calls, I was offended because
all of the night operators, of whom I was
one, were reprimanded for sewing at the

ghore. Once my charge turned on me whea
I was in the surf with her. She clutched
my throat and pushed me under the water,
and although I am a good swimmer, I was
helpless with her big thumbs against my
windpipe. A man swam out and saved me:
Then it was that I concluded to do what
I had always wanted to do, since they would
not have me at any of the hospitals, because
I had been expelled from the Pennsylvania.

I went to Philadelphia and entered &
School of Acting. Last Spring I appeared
as Constance in the school performance of
“Young Mrs. Winthrop” in the Garrick
Theatre, of Philadelphia.

The next week I came to New York and
was snubbed and turned down as an um-
known by the managers and agents, but I
got a ‘stock engagement at Sherbrook, Can-
ada, and have just finished the Summer
season there. I might have signed with a
Broadway company if I had been willing te

1 was willing to work for $3 a week, $2 less
than the other housemaid’s wages.”

EAMSTRESS!
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same afiernoon she called
had intended to hire et
*1 liked Mary Ann’'s
than any girt that L:
tisements™
mother.
About

and said she
‘Appearance better
answered the adver-
she said to the  typewriter's
that time ! remembeTed the little
seamstress who came to the house to sew
by the day. I flew to her and asked her
whether I might give her name as a refer-
ence.

“Certainly, Miss Marion,”” said the dear
little thing. “I'm sure you're very eclever
at needlework.”

So 1 answered an advertisement for sew-
ing girls. The mistress of the place was
an Irishwoman, who thought I wouldn't

do until I told her that I would work for
four dollars a week. Then she concluded
that 1 would suit admirably, in fact, that
[ was exactly the girl she wanted.

1 worked there for four months and
Madame O'Brien sald I was quite ‘‘tasty”
and had “‘good ideds of style.” We made
dresses for several of my friends, and a
trousseau for an old chum of mine. I was
always expecting to be sent down stairs to
let some of them in, but that never hap-
pemed, perhaps because our mistress always
gent a girl who wasn’t busy to answer the
door bell, and 1 always seemnd to be busy.

The girls drdn’t mince matters when they
talked about Philadelphia soclety. They
said they were “an awful low lot.” Some-

office and flirting with the maintenance
men.

Now, the maintenance men were an un-
shaven, grimy, smelly lot, and 1 resented
the charge against my fastidiousness. So,
after being a central girl for four months
and two weeks at $4.98 a week, I resigned.

Through an acquaintance made at the
hospital I was engaged as companion at
$30 a month. )

“Your hospital experience will serve you
in good stead,”” said my friend. “The case
is one of nervous prostration.’

Those were six strenuous weeks when I
was companion t@ that clouded intellect.
Part of fhe time we spent in a dreary. silent
country home, the rest in a marsh near the

isdmon_
" Hoxerike
Voo~
’FHOTOSF%?HSF

\\sy D&kv1s &9

wear men’s clothes. but my poor family!
1 dared not do it for their sake,

This morning came a letter from my Qua-
ker aunt in Philadelphia :

“Since thee is determined to work, Mar-
ion, do thee quit the stage and come home,
and I will set thee up in a fine, respectable
business, a steam lauuadry.”
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