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THE AUTUMN OF LIFE.

The old man sits ftt his cottage door,
In the gleam of the dying day;

His heart is calm as the silent shore,
"When the winds liave passed away ;

His thoughts as still as the fragrant hreczo
That whispers of peace to the acure seas.

His is the beauty of earth and air,
The glow of the twilight hours;

He feels that glory every where
Is breathing from woodland flowers,

And his heart grows young, though his years are old.
At tlie wondrous sight of the sunset gold !

For memory comes with a gentle hand,
And bearelh on Fancy's wiugs

His thoughts to her own immoral land,
Where the Past forever sings

Ofjoys that brightened the fair days fled,
Ere friendships faded with friends long dead.

And the past, though sad, for the love that has gone,
Is sweet to the old man's mind ;

Like th birds that sang in those years, have flown
The hopes he hath left behind ;

Yet Memory brings from each bygone day
Some gift of peace for his lonely way !

And the children love that old man dear,
As he sits in the twilight there,

Listing a music they cannot hear,
From the sea and the voiceful air;

And gather around, like gladsome flowers,
As he tells them tales of the vanished hours.

And so the Present is made more bright
By the lessons the Past hath taught;

As the East reflects the wondrous light
Of the West, by sunset brought;

And though his vision is growing dim,
God maketh his pathway bright to him.

His age is place; yet he joys to think
That a deeper than earth can know

Shall be his, when his tranquil soul shall drink
Of the balmier twilight glow.

In that happier home, where his thoughts at last
Shall yearn no more for the distant Past.

D. R. W.

THE TREASURE ATGRAN QDIVIRA.

CHAPTER I.

In one of the loneliest passes or canons of
New Mexico was the hamlet of Blue Creek.
A spur of the huge Rocky Mountains, starting
from the main ridge, stretched for several miles
into the plains, a confused mass of hills and
ravines almost impenetrable, save that here and
there passes, opened by some convulsion of a
remote age, gave a road to the traveler, and
usually a channel for the stream. The streams
there were often called creeks in the upper part
of their course, rivers in the lower ; thus, fifty
miles down, Blue Creek was called the Little
Ute River. In places, this canon spread to a
great .breadth: the huge rocks withdrew for
perhaps a couple of miles on each side of the
turbulent waters, while here and there they
approached so closely, and the ledge between
their base and the torrent became so narrow,
that logs were fastened to the margin, to make
the road at all practicable for vehicles.

Although the mountains through which the
Blue Creek foamed were but tributary to the
great chain of the Rocky Mountains themselves,
the sides of the canon often consisted of tremen-
dous precipices, with nearly a thousand feet in
sheer straight descent, and the ravines which
cleft the sullen mass at intervals were as gloomy
and awe-inspiri- ng as any on the continent.

Much of the country around was rich in gold,
and several times reports of great deposits near
Blue Creek had been spread ; but the result was
always disappointment, as the precious metal
had never been found in remunerative quantities.
The population wa3 therefore very scanty, and
for thirty miles along the creek no town or
city they were all towns and cities at start-
ing existed of importance equal to the settle-
ment which bore the name of the stream itself;
and this consisted of six or seven houses, built
of adobes or the unbaked brick of the country.
The plateau on which the hamlet was built
was of considerable extent, and being easily
irrigated by a couple of small mountain streams,
which ran across it, and then fell into the creek,
might have produced great quantities of vege-
tables; but there was no market for them, and
the residents had no heart to cultivate them.
The residents, indeed, were scarcely the men to
delight in steady toil in field or garden ; their
antecedents had rarely qualified them for such
a life. Fitful starts of exploring for gold, a bear
or "silver-lion- " huntthe puma is the silver
lion in New Mexico some felling of timber for
the nearest towns : these were the pursuits by
which the men lived : while the women there
were but three made a little butter, which,
with such eggs as they could spare, they sent
for sale by any passing vehicle.

In the principal house which was twice as
large as any of the others, and was possibly in-
tended for a store or an hotel by the sanguine
builder lived Josias Tate Sy Tate, in ordinary
parlance with whom dwelt his grand-daught- er

Annie, a girl of some twenty years of age; Sy
being a lean, hard-lookin- g, weather-beate- n fel-
low of something more than threescore, but as
tough and resolute as the youngest man in the
Creek. He lived a quiet enough life there.
There were few to quarrel with him ; but he was
not a popular man in his little circle. Western
society, especially when represented by such
communities as Blue Creek, is not squeamish;
and of the few who had their "location" there,
scarcely any would have found it salutary to
reside where police officers were known, or where
the law took an uninterrupted course. There-
fore trifling offenses, peccadilloes which arose
from a too sensitive nature, such as murder, or
from too keen an appreciation of the beautiful,
such as horse-stealin- g, were not considered to
lower a man's character. But Sy Tate was
morose and silent, holding himself aloof from
those around, except in matters of business;
was known to be a dangerous man to offend,
and an unforgiving enemy. Yet even these
things might have been pardoned; but there
was a vague rumor untraceable, perhaps, but
m every man's mind, though none spoke of
it in Sy's presence that he had once been a
renegade among the Indians, had lived many I

years in their villages, and had been concerned ;

in some ot the most appalling massacres which
had ever occurred on the frontier.

This alone was enough to render him a marked
and avoided man; and in a large community,
he would probably have been shot by some
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drunken avenger of his supposed crimes; but
here there were none who cared to risk their
lives in purposeless quarrels, and Sy was useful
in his way. He was fearless beyond even
Rocky Mountain daring; and for hunting the
bear or silver lion, no one for a hundred miles
around could pretend to the experience and
judgment of Sy Tate, while he was the best
gold prospector in the country. So, even though
he was hated, or at the least disliked, he was
safe.

If there were one person in the little settle-

ment who held Sy Tate in no apparent dread,
it was Annie, his grand-daughte- r; indeed, by
the consent reluctant and sullen enough, no
doubt that he always yielded to her wishes,
she seemed to have the ascendency over him.
Annie had no companion or friends. There were
but two other women at the Creek, and these
were much older, and of a coarser and rougher
mould altogether. Annie had the robust strength
and fearless activity of a dweller in the wilder-

ness. She could shoot well, ride bareback horses,
drive a wagon, or scale a steep ravine with as
cool a head as the oldest miner. She had also
been to school in Santa Fe for some years, and
could read and write, and embroider in a man-

ner which not only excited the envy of occa-

sional lady visitors, but also the admiration of
the stray Indiaus who came up the Creek, and
who were especially clever at such work. She
had a few books too, and' occasionally bought
others; Andy Macgregor, the regular freight
teamster, whose ox-wago- ns toiled slowly through
the canon about once in three months, being her
agent for the supply of these treasures, to pur-

chase which she sent by him feathers from her
fowls, and skins. Sy would probably have pro-

hibited this wasteful luxury, had he dared; but
it was plain he dared not forbid it ; so Andy
brought the novels, the illustrated papers, and
the "poetry-books- " unchecked.

The day8 and years rolled on with a dreadful
monotony, as judged by the standard of cities,
or indeed of civilization; but the days were
neither long nor dull to those who dwelt in
the mountain wilds. The bright exhilarating
mornings of New Mexico, with the sun, that
rose in unclouded splendor for months together,
the sights and sounds of the wilderness, were
enough for them ; while lonely and exposed as
their homes might have seemed, yet of all crimes
in the "West, teeming though the district was
with utter lawless characters, that of house-

breaking was the least in vogue, as if detected,
it meant death to those who attempted it.

It was in the spring-tim- e of the year, when
Annie was returning after a long ramble over
the hills. She carried a light rifle ; but no game
had fallen to her weapon that day; nor was
she much disappointed, as she had set out more
to satisfy a restless desire for change than in the
hope of sport. Nevertheless, as she passed a
certain hollow, where one of the mountain
streams already mentioned formed a broad and
deep pool, a resting-plac- e before it rushed hur-

riedly down its steep channel to join the Blue
Creek, she remembered that the best mountain
trout of the district were to be found there,
and determined to take some home. She car-

ried the necessary lines, &c, in a pouch, and
a wand could easily be cut from a bush to
serve for a rod. So, slinging her rifle across her
shoulder, she swiftly descended the almost pre
cipitous slope, which would have tried the
nerves of a town-bre- d maiden, occasionally
swinging herself to a lower ledge by the aid of
a shrub, until she was by the side of the pool.

There were many bushes and trees such as
love the neighboorhood of water growing there,
and she sought to find a suitable branch. An
enormous block of stone, which at some distant
date had fallen from a neighboring rock, lay
letween her and a bush which seemed adapted
for her purpose. She stepped quickly round
the block, and seizing a slender bough, drew it
towards her. She had opened her knife, when
close at her feet proceeding from the earth
itself as she at first imagined a voice suddenly
said: "Thank heaven! here is a human being
at last."

The girl's nerves were too firmly strung to
be easily disturbed: yet she uttered a slight
exclamation, and sprang back in alarm.

"Do not be alarmed," continued the voice.
"I am so far from being able to harm you that
I sorely need help myself."

She had recovered her coolness ere even this
short speech was finished, and saw that the
speaker was a young man, dressed plainly
enough, but yet as a woman would instantly
determine in a style which no miner or drover
of that country ever affected ; a pleasant-lookin- g,

handsome young fellow. He was seated,
apparently at his ease, in a nook of the rock,
while by his side was a rifle.

"How did you come here?" asked the girl;
"and what help do you want?"

" I really can hardly tell you how or why I
came here," returned the stranger. "The im-

mediate cause was that I slipped while coming
down the hill just in front of us, and have hurt
my foot, so that I cannot stand upon it. I began
to think I should remain here until morning, or
perhaps till doomsday, until I saw you come
round the end of this rock. Do you happen to
know where Blue Creek is?"

"Yes," said Annie. "I live there."
"Thank fate!" exclaimed the stranger, "fori

may hope it is not very far. Do you think they
can send a wagon for me ? I was going there j

when I met with this unlucky tumble."
"I don't know whether anyone could come,"

returned Annie thoughtfully. "We have but
few citizens there, and most of them were away
to-da- y. Yet you shall not be left here. 1 will
go across at once it is not more than two
miles and will return with our light wagon."

"It will be dark very soon will it not?" pur-
sued the stranger.

"No," replied Annie, with a glance at the up-

lands, on which the rays of the descending
sun still glowed. "Yet it may be dark before I
get back: but there will be a fine moon, early.
Anyhow, stranger, if it were black midnight, I
could drive through the pass. You will not
mind my leaving you alone?"

"I am too glad to have seen you to know that
I am found, to care for any thing now," responded

the young man. "I may as well mention, per-

haps, that I was directed to a Mr. Sy Tate, by the
landlord, of the hotel he called it an hotel, and
he was, I believe, a Colonel at Caroline Town.
You may possibly know Mr. Tate ?"

" He is my grandfather," replied the girl. There
was a moment's hesitation before she replied,
which the stranger did not notice, while a deep-

ening of the color in her brown cheek was hid-

den by the gloom of the ravine in which she
stood. "I am Annie Tate."

" Indeed ! " exelaimed the other. "Then I am
really fortunate. Fray, do not wait any longer
with me, as I should not like you to travel
through such roads in the dark. I shall not feel
the least uneasiness.during your absence.

The girl smiled assent; but without further
speech turned away, and in another instant had
disappeared.

"I will never despair again," muttered the
young man. "Things looked as badly for me, I
fancied, as it was possible ; and I am sure I saw
a bear cross yonder ridge. I had made up my
mind to a single combat with him; perhaps it
would not have been a single combat, by the
way, for Mrs. Bruin and the young ladies and
gentlemen of the family might have made a free
fight of it What an Amazon! I mean Miss
Tate, of course. She carried a rifle, and I do be-lio- ve

a revolver also. It was a good job for me,
no doubt, that she was such a resolute, adventur-
ous young party. But if her grandpapa at all
corresponds, I shall have struck a nice little
family.

The stranger had plenty of time to meditate;
for the absence of Miss Tate was prolonged so
greatly that the last golden tinge had disappear-
ed from the highest hill-pea- k, the yellow glim-

mer of the moon had shown above the eastern
range, and then the bright shield itself shone,
nearly at its full, in the sky, making every crag,
every tree, brilliantly visible; but the low-lyin- g

hollow where the traveler had fallen was in pro-

found shade; and despite of his resolution, he be-

gan to grow nervously alive to real or imagined
sounds, as of soft and stealthy footfalls, which
seemed ever and anon to reach his ear. These
might be the tread of bears, of mountain lions
another name for the puma; or of Indians, still
more dangerous, abroad that night. He looked
more than once at the lock of his rifle; and far
oftener than once, strained his ear to listen for
the roll of a wagon.

At last it came the wagon, not the roll ; for
on that soft natural road, the wheels produced
scarcely any sound; and coming in a somewhat
different direction from that in which he had ex-

pected to see it, the vehicle turned the side of the
huge block under which he was lying, and rolled
out before him with a suddenness which startled
him. Two persons were in the wagon., One was
Miss Tate ; the second was a man whose swarthy
features, and afterwards his speech, declared him
to be a Mexican. This latter bore a lantern, and
being a stout, powerful fellow, was able to assist
the injured man until he stood up-righ- t; then,
almost c . ,. :s, while his
fair com . " other, the
stranger .?.. I'vt r 0f the wag-
on, upon a tiwifeoi?g a... . a e Mexican
easily em l him his ,,- -

"You v. sit "he frirai e," said the
girl, "and ' .1 ices. I will
drive."

With this they started off; and the young man
soon found that the precaution in reference to
" bad places " was by no means an idle one.

During his rambles in the West, he had seen
and ridden over many bad roads; but this track
had no right to call itself a road at all; and how
any horse could face such dips, could climb such
ascents, or how any vehicle made by mortal work-
men failed to be knocked to pieces, our stranger
was at a loss to conceive. His injured foot, how-
ever, claimed too much of his attention, to allow
him to be very particular about the road. Having
lain so long in one position, the first pain of his
injury had been succeeded by a dull numbness,
unpleasant to bear, but the exertion of moving
to and getting into the wagon had partially
restored the circulation, and now a pain set in
which was almost sickening in its agony. He
bore it as well as he could; but the Mexican,
who was watching him closely, spoke, as they
crossed an opening where the moonlight fell
strongly upon his face: "Say boss! haven't vou
got no whisky in your flask? You've got a flask,
I reckon?"

"I had a little when I fell," returned the
stranger; "but I drank it."

" Guess you'd better have some of mine," con-
tinued Jose, drawing a bottle from his pocket,
and extracting the cork cup or glass he had

tt WW k -none. Xou're looking pretty bad, I tell you."
The stranger hesitated; but Annie, who had

turned half round on the seat, and had listened
to the dialogue, resumed her authority: "Drink
it, stranger. If Jose tells you to do so, it is right.
He is the 'cutest Mexican in these parts; and you
look like swooning you do. Drink some."

Thus commanded, the young man drank at sev-

eral gulps for the spirit was raw and fiery such
a quantity as Jose deemed requisite; and although
the pain was not abated by this, he felt himself
better able to endure it.

After a tedious ride over what might have been
ten miles, rather than two, so toilsome was it, if
not actually dangerous, they arrived at a broad
level space, green and pleasant enough, skirted
by precipitous hills, rising from one to two thou-
sand feet; and here, irregularly-scattere-d in the
centre of the area, were a few small dwellings,
looking very black in the moonlight which sil-
vered the landscape. Three or four men were
visible, as they leaned against a rude fence,
smoking; and this was the settlement at Blue
Creek, this was the bulk of its population.

A tall, harsh-feature- d man came forward as
the wagon stopped, and intimated in tones well
suited to such an exterior : " I am Sy Tate. What
did you want with me?"

"I was advised by Andy Macgregor to call
upon you," returned the stranger. " He will be
here to-morr- with my satchel, I expect. He
thought you might be able to accommodate me
for a day or two. I am sure I have reason now
to hope you can."

"And who mought you be?" was the inhospi-
table reply.

" My name, if you are asking that," said the
stranger, "is Elkley Gerald Elkley. I come
from Boston. I am Boston born ; but have lived
most of my life in Europe. I am on a tour of
pleasure in the West. I trust you can give me a
few days' rest."

"You say Andy Macgregor knew you were
coming here?" returned Tate. It was curious to
notice that immediately he had asked this ques-

tion, he glanced furtively at Annie, and seemed
a little disconcerted by finding her eyes fixed
searchingly on him.

The stranger answered in the aflirmative.
"Wal, I don't know," continued Tate. "We

have no fitting place here for cripples or sick
men. You can't have a doctor here. Old Doc.

Jemmis at Camp Water is the nearest medicine-
man, and he is nigh on a hundred miles away,
and is always drunk."

" Never mind Doc. Jemmis," said the clear de-

cisive voice of the girl. "Jose here can set a
limb if needed; but I don't think this hurt is so
bad as that. We can take you in, stranger, till
you are well, Jose shall be your doctor. If you
are rich, you can pay Sy Tate for the trouble and
expense. If you are poor, we will keep you until
you are well, for nothing. That's the way out
West. Am I right? These last words were ad-

dressed to the listening group, which now in-

cluded a few more men, and two women every
one, in short, who lived at Blue Creek.

A low assenting murmur rose from the men ;

while one of the women spoke aloud: "Ye're
right, Annie Tate. No man, Sy Tate or any other,
shall send a sick stranger from these roofs, to die
on the mountains. If he would not take him in.
we would and shame him."

Sy in his turn grumbled something which
might have been meant in exculpation ; it was
evidently intended as a welcome as well, as he
turned to the door, and signified to Jose to lift
the stranger from the wagon. This, with the
assistance of a couple of the bystanders, was soon
done; and Gerald Elkley was placed on a couch
in a rough, unpapered, unpainted, but by no
means uncomfortable room, where Jose skillfully
and tenderly bathed his foot with some potent
lotion, and then bound it tightly in bandages.

When left to himself, he decided, as he recalled
the interview with Mr. Sy Tate, that all was not
absolute peace and tranquility even in so remote
a spot as Blue Creek.

To be continued.

BRITISH RAILROADS,

There are 18,000 miles of railroad in Great
Britain and 93,000 miles in the United States.
The capital invested in the former is $3,539,000,-00- 0

and in the latter $4,900,000,000. The cost
per mile of the British system is $196,000, and
of the American $52,700. The net earnings
of the American system are $255,000,000 and of
the British system $156,000,000. The most strik
ing feature of the above figures is the remarkable
discrepancy in the cost for each mile of road in
the two systems. It is not likely that a single
line in the United States represents the expendi-
ture of $196,000 a mile, which is the average
cost of British railroads. The great cost of
British railroads is caused by their fine road-
beds, costly stone bridges, long cuts, heavy fills,
and massive stations, and the large sums paid
for right of way into large towns and through
rural districts where ordinary lands are held
sometimes as high as a thousand dollars an acre.

The largest dividend paid by any British rail-
road last year was lO per cent, returned by the
Maryport and Carlisle line, operated by the Great
Western Company. It is a small road, only 41
miles long, and with a capital of about $3,500,-00- 0.

Of the great English lines the most pros-
perous is the Northeastern, which last year paid
8 per cent, on almost $100,000,000 of ordinary
stock, which now sells in the market at about
$172 for each share of $100. Like the United
States, Great Britain is now passing through an
era of railroad consolidation. Six corporations
the London and Northwestern, the Great West-
ern, the Great Northern, the Midland, the North-
eastern, and the Caledonian control already
8,338 miles of single and double track and
$1,840,000,000 of invested capital. It may be
roughly stated that half of the whole railroad
system of Great Britain is under their manage-
ment. One of them alone the London and
Northwestern Company controls an invested
capital of $500,000,000, and each of them has
absorbed twenty or thirty subordinate lines,
great and small. So far as can be judged, how-

ever, this swift and wide consolidation is neither
alarming nor distasteful to the British public.
The newspapers speak rather approvingly of it
on the plea of improved service, and no cry of
'irtMnTAltrJ' line Vkio-- Tnccrk

A correspondent of the New York Evening
Post, who gives in his letter these and other in-
teresting facts concerning the British railroads,
attacks the idea prevalent "in this country that
trains on them run with much greater speed
than is the case on the railroads of other coun-
tries. The famous "Flying Dutchman" on the
Great Western Railroad makes the run from
London to Exeter, 194 miles, in four hours and
fourteen minutes. With four stops it attains a
speed of almost 46 miles an hour. A train on
tLe Great Northern road, the " Leeds express,"
does better. It makes the distance from London
to Leeds, 187 miles, in four hours almost 47
miles an hour, with four stops. The train car-
rying the Irish mail to Holyhead over the Lon-
don and Northwestern line and dubbed years
ago "The Wild Irishman," has now sunk into
comparative obscurity, with its rate of a little
less than 40 miles an hour. The competition
over several of the great lines to the populous
Scotch cities leads to some fast schedules. The
morning express on the Great Northern road
makes only four stops along the line from Lon-
don to Edinburgh, 395 miles, and flies over the
whole distance in nine hours, with an average
rate of almost 44 miles an hour; and on the Mid-
land line the night Scotch express runs the 425
miles to Glasgow with a speed of 401 miles an
hour. These are the four swiftest trains in Eng-
land, and, as will be seen, the Leeds express, with
its rate of 47 miles an hour, is the fleetest of all.
Three out of the four trains probably beat the
running time for the same distance of any other
roads in the world. They are all, however, far

outstripped for a shorter distance by the train
on the Pennsylvania Railroad which leaves Jer-
sey City at 4:10 p. m., and makes the run of
about 88 miles to Philadelphia in 100 minutes
with one stop, at Trenton. The fifty-tw-o and
eight-tenth- s miles an hour made by this Ameri-
can train is probably without parallel in the
schedule time of any railroad company on the
globe.

A PLEA FOR THE FALLEN.
Go into any of our great cities and walk up

and down the streets, looking upon either side,
and you will see the gaudy attire and flash
manner which mark the wanton. Visit the
places of vice and wretchedness which abound
and yon will find somebody's sisters, danghters
wives yea, and mothers, too rolling in the
gilded coach of sin, on toward the palace of
destruction. Death, as footman, stands behind
ready to open the door when the short, unsatis-
factory journey shall have been ended ; and then,
at last, a weary, stricken heart ceases its throb-
bing, and the grave closes over a life which
might have been made beautiful and loveable had
there been more of forgiveness, of sympathy, and
of Christian charity in its surroundings. If
there is one class above another deserving com-

miseration it is that made up of these social
lepers these sisters, daughters, wives, and
mothers of somebody.

Once they were pure and of spotless reputa-
tion, some of them, perhaps, the pets of society.
Doubtless they were all once loved by kindred
hearts; but, alas! as in the case of our first
parents, so it proved with them; the tempter
entered into .the Eden of their lives and they fell,
never to rise again. They fell, and with the
mark of a sin upon their foreheads of a sin for
which the social world knows no atonement
were driven forth from homes and friends to
wander up and down the toilsome paths of life
seeking rest, yet finding it not ; objects of pity,
yet scoffed at and spit upon by even the beggars
met upon the streets they walk with aching
hearts and we ary feet. Famishing, not only for
kindness, but oftentimes for food, they look in-
to the future with heavy, hopeless eyes, to see
not one single ray of hope or sympathy for
them.

It may have been the gnawings of hunger that
first led them aside from the path of virtue; but
society, the well-fe- d portion of it atleast, makes
no allowance for this weakness of thje flesh that
prompts people to sin rather than die of starva-
tion in a land of plenty. Surely surely these
pariahs of our social system, whatever the cause
of their falling, are made to do bitter penance for
their violation of the Divine and moral law ; and,
although they repent in sack-clot- h and ashes, yet
there is no release from the bondage in which one
false step places them. In all the world there are
few who will say to them, like One of old, " Go
and sin no more;" but there are multitudes
ready to "cast the first stone." For them there
is no remission of sin. The stain is upon them ;
they are accurst, and the Christian matron and
virtuous Christian maid, as they pass one of
these, their poor, fallen sisters draw their garments
more closely about them, lest her touch prove
contaminating to their purity. Little care they
that beneath the gaudy dress or faded frock there
throbs a human heart yearning for sympathy,
for one kind word even little care they, for they
are pure ; they never sinned ; they have no need
for a Saviour. Let the Master judge! Thus it
is with the victim, and the victor over her rides
in his coach, mayhap, and joyously mingles in
the society where Christian men and women meet
as the peer in social position of the best of
them. The matron who so scornfully passes
his victim on the street invites him to her
home; the maiden permits his company and
attentions, while her parents, (good churchly
people, as the world goes) approve her course ;
and all of them well know his history. We fre-

quently hear it suggested of such a one, "Oh, he
was only sowing his wild oats." But stop, friends,
and think of it. "Sowing his wild oats?" What,
then, shall the harvest be when the souls oi his
victims rise up in judgment against him ? That
the evil alluded to is widespread all will admit.
That its growth should be checked, if not alto-
gether eradicated, none will deny; but how may
this desirable object be accomplished? We have
societies for the prevention of cruelty to animals
and children ; we have societies for theprevention
of vice : but they either have no application to, or
else fall short of what is needed, so far as regards
the class under consideration. Why not organ-

ize an association, having for its object the incul-
cation of the commonest principles ofhumanity
of even-hand- ed justice to woman as well as man

of Christian charity ? If the recognized leaders
of society in its different grades would so band
themselves together and would treat with but one-ha- lf

the contempt and loathing they lavish upon
their poor wrecked sisters those who sought and
wrought their ruin if they would but give such
to understand that society's doors would be closed
against them as well as their victims, they would
bring to bear a most powerful engine to aid in
suppressing the great evil preying upon our race
and sapping the very foundations of our boasted
civilization. Men love themselves too well to
choose to be poorly thought of. Call it self-respe- ct

or what you will ; there is a feeling in each
man's nature which causes him to dread social
ostracism to fear the loss of the good opinion
and regard of the circle in which he moves, more
than loss of fortune, and some even fear it more

than they do death itself.
Then let the social laws be reconstructed upon

tie basis of morality, and apply the gauge of vir-

tue to both man and woman. Wherever vice

appears let it be discountenanced promptly, posi-

tively, persistently. Be just to all, but at the
same time be merciful, charitable, and forgiving.

Remember that while some are strong and capa-

ble of successfully resisting temptation, there are
yet many others who are weak, and who of nec-

essity must yield to the allurements of vice.
Admonish the erring by precept and example,
and encourage the fallen ones who would again
pick up the thread of a pure life by kindly acts,
sympathizing words, and forgetfulness of their
past. Then we shall have more truer, manlier
men and fewer degraded, unwomanly women,

and the world in which we live and move will be

the better for it.


