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All communications for this papor should bo accom
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F A T H E R  A N D  C H I L D .  

You-ore so helpless and I so strong. 
Oh, but the way is so lone, so long! 
Would I might faro with you thus alway, 
Down to the dusk of your latest day; 
"Wee little wanderer out of the dawn, 
"Would I might walk with you on and on. 
Even as no1*', in the day's decline, 
Holding your frail little hand in mine. 
Guiding youl steps o'er each rugged mile, 
Greeting wit?) kisses your childish smile. 
Kissing the Mars from your dimpled 

cheek— 
I  am so strong and you arc so weak! 

You are so helpless—am X so sirong? 
Oh, but the way is so lone, so long! 
Would you might fare with me thus al

way, 
Down to the dusk of my latest day; 
Brave little waif of the vanished dawn. 
Would you might walk with me on and 

on, 
Even as now, in the day's decline, 
Still with your warm little hand in mine, 
Guiding my steps o'er each rugged mile. 
Soothing my fears with your trustful 

smile, 
Kissing the tears from my with'rinir 

cheek— 
You are so strong and I am so weak! 
—E. O. Laughlin, in Youth's Companion. 
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CHAPTER I.  

KIDNAPPED. 
"All  about the Kidnapped Mill ion

aires!!  Record Extra!  All  about 
the Great  Mystery!!  Kecord Extra!" 

Hundreds of newsboys poured from 
an alley and dashed into the human 
currents which surge at  the conflu
ence of Nassau street  and Park Row. 
In a moment the air  was aflame with 
the red headlines of the "Record Ex
tra."  I t  was not necessary to buy 
a paper.  The type was so large that  
i t  told the news to the passerby.  

For a week the Wall  s treet  boom 
had been the sensation of New York 
and of the country.  The perpetual  
excitement which reigns within the 
shadow of Trinity church had per
meated office and counting room. I t  
was the whispered topic of conversa
t ion among clerks,  and the noisy sub
ject  of debate in hotel  lobby and 
corridor.  The jargon of the Stock 
Exchange was incorporated into met
ropoli tan English.  The tales of for
tunes made to the clicking music of 
the t icker,  aroused the cupidity of 
thousands,  who saw in the whirl  of  
"speculative frenzy the prospect  of 
wealth without work.  Newspapers 
fed the flame and vied in displaying1  

and narrat ing the golden exploits  of  
magnate and operator.  

On this  Tuesday morning headlines 
and text  covered the front  page of 
the New York Record and proclaimed 
the following story:  

KIDNAPPED!!! 

Four Multimillionaires Mysteriously 
Missing!!! 

Palmer J. Morton, Andrus Carmody, 
Simon Pence and R. J. Kent 

cannot be found!! 

Fears that They have been Kidnapped, or 
have met with Foul Play. 

Excitement on Wall Street. 
"Palmer J. Morton, R. J. Kent, Andrus 

Carmody and Simon Pence have mys
teriously disappeared. They did not ap
pear at their oflices this morning. In
quiry by telephone at their houses dis
closes the astounding fact that though 
expected they did not come home last 
night. Various rumors are in circulation, 
but at this writing nothing is known, 
except that these four great capitalists 
have completely disappeared. Their com
bined wealth is estimated at $750,000,000." 

The street  crowds received the 
news calmly.  They did not  believe 
i t .  Put  they bought the papers.  

The news came by the way of Wall  
s treet .  Strange nmftrs had been in 
circulat ion al l  the morning.  A 
t j< nse of impending trouble perme
ated the crowd of brokers which 
clustered around the standards on 
the floor of the Stock Exchange.  
The curl)  brokers on i iroad street  
were uneasy,  as t l iey waited for the 
hour of ten.  The market ,  opened 
strong and then sagged.  I t  was a 
few minutes past .  eleven o 'clock 
when the t ickers in a  thousand of
fices stopped in their  task of record
ing quotations.  

There was a splutter  of dashes on 
the tape.  Customers gathered 
around the pedestals .  There was 
news coming.  Tliey anticipated the 
announcement of an important ,  fai l
ure.  I t  had been rumored that  a 
Consolidated Exchange house was in 
trouble.  The following message 
spread i tself  along the tape:  

"11:07 a.  in.—Palmer J .  Morton,  
R.  J .  Kent,  Andrus Carmody and 
Simon Pence have not  appeared at  
their  ofl ices.  They did not  return 
to their  residences last  night .  Rela
t ives are alarmed and have notif ied 
the police.  They were last  seen at  
a  conference held at  the otl ice of 
Palmer J .  Morton at  four o 'clock 
yesterday afternoon. No trace since.  
Foul play is  feared." 

The murmur of the Stock Ex
change swelled into a roar which re
verberated above the rumble of 
traffic and the unrest  on the streets .  

This was the morning of the third 
of May, memorable in the records 
of Wall  s treet .  

CHAPTER IT. 

TWO NAPOl, SONS OF JOURNALISM. 
Robert  Van Home was the owner 

and editor of the New York Record.  
He was a  leading l ight  in a  mueli-
eri t iciaed school of journalism, He 

was the exemplar of the theory that  
the modern newspaper should "do 
things"—to quote the idiomatic ex
pression of Mr.  Will iam Chalmers,  
his  managing editor.  

Robert  Van Home was the mil
l ionaire son of a  departed mill ion
aire father.  His mother died in his  
school years,  and at  the age of 20 
he found himself  the sole owner of the 
immense Van Home estate,  roughly 
est imated as having a value of $20,-
000,000.  His catt le roamed on a thou
sand hil ls  in New Mexico and Texas.  
The dri l ls  of his  mining machinery 
were boring into the rocks in scores 
of productive mines in Colorado,  the 
Dakotas and Montana.  With the tra
dit ional  "Van Home luck" his agents 
had been among the first  to str ike i t  
r ich in the snow-swept valleys of the 
Klondike.  At an.opportune moment 
he had invested a  small  fortune in 
Tennessee iron lands,  and before this  
story opens had smiled at  the con
fusion of those fr iends who eluded 
him as the purchaser of a  "gold 
brick." 

Soon after  the death of his  father,  
Van Home bought the New York 
Record;  a  paper which had survived 
a  checkered career in the arena of 
metropoli tan journalism. From the 
first  issue under the Van Home man
agement the Record was a  publica
t ion which could not  be ignored.  
Like Minerva i t  sprang into l ife full-
grown, and panoplied in new and 
start l ing armor.  I t  commanded at
tention and received i t .  There was 
no escape for the public.  Unless one 
were blind,  deaf and dumb he could 
not  remain unaware of the fact  that  
the Record was being published.  

Mr.  Will iam Chalmers,  his  manag
ing editor,  was a tal l ,  smooth-shaven,  
clear-cut  young man, who had passed 
his 35 summers.  He had acquired no 
gray hairs  in the accumulation of a  
vast  and varied fund of experience.  
He was possessed of an easy confi
dence;  was handsome without know
ing'  i t ,  and had that  grasp of every 
detai l  of  the newspaper business 
which made him invaluable as an ex
ecutive.  He had traveled in every 
part  of the globe;  had interviewed 
section hands on rai lroads and em
perors in palaces;  knew the lan
guage of the slums and the graces 
of a  court ;  could report  a  murder 
case or  dictate a  message for a presi
dent.  

Mr.  Van Home thoroughly under
stood the great  reading public to 
which his paper made a bid for sup
port .  I t  wished to be amused.  The 
Record amused i t .  I t  wished to be 
thri l led.  The Record thri l led i t .  I t  
hungered for sensations.  The Rec
ord had a never-ending supply of sen
sations.  I t  clamored for pictures.  
The Record had them. I t  stood 
ready to print  instantly reproduc
t ions of photographs of past ,  pres
ent  or  future events.  

Mr.  Walter  B. I lestor was a fr iend 
of Robert  Van Home. He was a  
young man with a fortune and a 
hobby. His hobby was journalism. 
His fortune was conservatively est i
mated at  $30,000,000,  and he was in a  
posit ion to Indulge in any fancy 
which at tracted him. The New York 
Record under the Van Home man
agement dazzled him. I ts  method 
of handling great  news events ap
pealed to Ilestor.  At one t ime he 
contemplated" founding a ri \*l  pa
per,  and surpassing,  if  possible,  the 
bewildering strokes of enterprise 
which were displayed in the pages 
of that  paper.  On reflection he de
cided i t  meant too much work.  He 
realized that  the management of a  
great  newspaper entai led an enor
mous amount of detai l .  Though pos
sessed of much energy and persist
ence,  Walter  B. I lestor was intro
spective enough to realize that  he 
was not f i t ted for the task of su
pervising a metropoli tan newspaper.  
He therefore abandoned the idea.  

He had no diff iculty in forming a 
close acquaintance with Robert  Van 
Home. Tliey were fel low-members 
of several  clubs,  and both were f i t ted 
by wealth and education to move in 
the same s-oeial  circles.  I lestor lost  
no t ime in confiding his ambitions to 
Mr.  Van Home, l ie  wished to make 
his mark in the world as a journalist .  
Mr.  Van Home readily perceived 
that  I lestor was a genius in his  l ine 
of thought,  and action.  The ambi
t ious amateur would l isten to no 
proposit ion involving pay for his  
services.  All  he asked was a  chance 
to plan and execute those journalis
t ic  commissions which gave play to 
his genius as an init iator and to his  
skil l  as  a  writer .  

Mr.  Vail  Iforne was delighted to 
accept.  Ihe volunteer services of the 
bri l l iant  but  errat ic Walter  ]! .  Hes-
tor.  At the t ime this  story begins,  
I lestor was about 32 years old.  He 

I was a member of a  New York fam
ily which traced i ts  wealth and an
cestry to the sixteenth century.  His 
fortune was an independent one;  
and,  though his tastes were expen
sive,  he did not  l ive up to his income. 

I t  would take a volume to recount 
f l i t  journalist ic exploits  of Walter  
15. I lestor.  l ie  buil t  the splendid 
steam yacht the "Shark," and em
ployed i t  in his.  worldwide search for 
sensational  news,  l ie  took 200 pas
sengers from a sinking l iner,  and 
was decorated by four governments 
for bravery.  In every war the 
"Shark" was in the foreground. I t  
was Ihe I lestor yacht that  ran the 
batteries at  Havana and escaped 
from the harbor with valuable news 
and information.  At every signal  of 
trouble I lestor and the "Shark" 
were sure to be oil  hand long before 
the representatives of other papers 
were aware that  news was brewing.  
At his  own expense he established a  
system of espionage on all  the courts  
of Europe.  I lestor was known in 
every palace of royalty,  and in a  few 
years became recognized as the most  
bri l l iant  newspaper correspondent in 
the world.  

At tlie time this story opens Mr. 

Res<or had returned to New York 
after  a  cruise in Phil ippine waters.  
He was interviewed by all  the news
papers,  and his portrai t  flashed 
from hundreds of prints  in al l  parts  
of the country.  He was proud and 
happy of his  success.  His mind was 
ever alert  for  some scheme which 
would emphasize his  fame. He re
garded his foreign tr iumphs as but  
stepping stones to some great  coup 
which would immortalize his  name. 

I lestor was disappointed when he 
learned that  Mr.  Van Home had de
parted recently on a  secret  mission 
to Europe.  At f irst  he thought of 
joining him, but  finally decided to re
main in New York for a  t ime and de
vote his  energies to matters of local  
interest .  Hestor was greeted warm
ly at  the clubs,  and found himself  a  
popular hero.  He was welcomed at  
the theaters and some of his  news
paper exploits  were made the subject  
of a  topical  song and rendered with 
great  success at  a  leading vaudevil le 
hall .  For some t ime he had led a  l ife 
free from care in company with con
genial  spiri ts ,  who were glad to shine 
in his  reflected fame. 

At the office of  The Record Mr.  
Hestor had a luxurious private room, 
as befi t ted his  rank as the special  
envoy of the paper.  One afternoon 
he received a  message from his old 
fr iend Sidney Hammond, stat ing that  
he would be in the ci ty for two days,  
at  the end of which t ime he would be 

HESTOR WAS DELIGHTED TO HEAR 
FROM SIDNEY. 

compelled to make a western tr ip on 
important  business.  Hestor was de-* 
l ighted to hear from Sidney Ham
mond, and at  once arranged a, theater  
and supper party in his  honor.  

A party of eight  occupied the Hes
tor box at  the opera and thoroughly 
enjoyed "La Boheme." Walter  B. 
Hestor and Miss Edith Le Roy; Sid
ney Hammond and Miss Olive,  his  
sister;  Mr.  Converse and Miss De 
Neuvil le;  Mr.  Blake and Miss Mere
dith,  consti tuted the merry group,  
which at  the conclusion of the opera,  
mingled in the fashionable mob, and 
after  the usual  delays and annoy
ances found themselves in carriages 
speeding- toward Fifth avenue.  

There was a crush of carriages in 
front  of Delmonieo's .  I t  was the 
night hour when New York at tains 
the height of i ts  feverish activity.  
The avenue was alive with swift-mov
ing equipages.  An army of lackeys 
was busy receiving the arriving 
guests.  Inside the massive doors,  the 
strains of an orchestra throbbed in 
an air  of heavy perfume. The glare 
of l ight  from thousands of electr ic 
globes was reflected from glass and 
marble,  but  subdued by palms and 
masses of roses.  

A table had been reserved for Mr.  
Hestor and his guests—brave in i ts  
array of l inen and flowers,  and i ts  
gl i t ter  of cut  glass.  As Mr.  Hestor 
entered the hall  he was recognized 
by scores of fr iends and for a few 
moments held an impromptu recep
t ion.  

When this  social  duty was ended.  
Miss Edith Le Roy took prompt 
charge of certain detai ls—as was the 
wont of this  vivacious young woman. 
Mr.  I lestor had seated himself  next  
to Sidney Hammond. Miss Le Roy 
had no idea of consenting to such an 
arrangement.  

"You are the host ,  Mr.  Hestor,"  
she said,  "and you must take the 
head of the table.  Miss Meredith 
will  s i t  a t  your r ight ,  and Mr.  Ham
mond will  take his place next to her.  
1 am not going to permit  you and 
Mr. Hammond to monopolize each 
other 's  conversation.  1 can trust  you,  
Miss Meredith,  to keep Sidney and 
Walter  from entering into any dis
cussion of their  dreary schemes for 
reconstructing the universe." 

The dinner went on merri ly amid 
a general  conversation in which a  
l imitless number of topics were in
troduced,  discussed,  and dismissed.  
Terrapin followed bouil lon,  and can
vas back ducks were served with some 
rare old Burgundy. The spacious 
dining halls  had in the meantime be 
come crowded, and the orchestra en 
countered a noisy r ival  in the laugh 
ter  and conversation which mingled 
in a harmonious blend from hun
dreds of tables.  Dainty preparations 
of shell  f ish gave place to a salad,  
followed by a glace,  which Miss Le 
Roy pronounced "a dream in old 
rose." While the ladies di-cussed 
bonbons,  the gentlemen l i t  cigars or  
cigarettes,  and wooed the god of Nic
otine with al l  the ardor which fol
lows the enjoyment of so sumptuous 
a repast .  

While Miss Le Roy was energeti
cally defending her favori te French 
author from an at tack unwitt ingly 
made by Mr.  l i lake.  her plans so care
fully arranged at  the opening of the 
dinner were disrupted by Sidney 
Hammond, who readily persuaded 
Miss Meredith to change places with 
him. Miss Le Roy smiled her scorn 
when she discovered this  duplici ty 
and promt ply announced a social  
boycott  against  the ungallant  Ucsior 
and Hammond, who already were ab
sorbed in a  quiet  conversation ou a 

topic which seemed of special  inter
est  to them. 

Sidney Hammond was a  college 
mate of Walter  Hestor.  He was the 
stroke oar in the famous crew which 
humbled the pride of the rival  uni
versi ty.  I 'nl ike many of the athlet ic 
heroes of the inst i tut ions of learn
ing,  Hammond combined the frame of 
a  muscular Apollo with the brain of 
the scholar.  He was even more a hero 
with the professors than on the cam
pus.  The text  arid reference books 
prescribed in the curriculum served 
but  to st imulate his  thirst  for  re
search.  Though abundantly able,  
through the generosity of his  father,  
to enter  into al l  of  the pleasures of 
the gilded class,  "l ie performed the 
rare feat  of remaining a  studious re
cluse and retaining his populari ty.  
During the years spent in college 
he was an intel lectual  and physical  

(maehine,  seemingly incapable of men
tal  or  bodily fat igue.  The few 
friends who enjoyed the privilege of 
his  apartments found him the best  
of  hosts ,  with a  well-appointed side
board and the choicest  of cigars.  Ex
cept on rare occasions Hammond did 
not  permit  these social  relaxatons to 
intrude on his t ime, and his fr iends 
grew to know just  how long Sidney 
would,  tolerate their  company in 
preference to his books.  

Hestor sipped a  glass of wine;  
knocked the ashes from his cigar,  
and extended an enameled cigar case 
to Hammond. 

"How long does our famous cor
respondent intend to remain in New 
York?" asked Sidney Hammond. "I t  
must  seem dull  here after  what you 
have been through." 

"It  seems good to be here," replied 
Hestor.  "I  am going to quit  roaming 
around and stay in this  country for 
awhile.  I  believe there is  more big 
news on the tapis here than anywhere 
in the world.  I  believe there is  some 
sensational  news about the trusts  if  
i t  could be obtained and properly 
handled." 

"They are gett ing big enough and 
bold enough to at tract  at tention," 
said Hammond. "There will  be plen
ty of news about them some day." 

"How do you l ike the Record's  
leading editorial  to-day?" he asked.  

"The one about the big steel  com
bine,  do you mean?" 

"Yes." 
"Candidly,  I  cannot say I  l iked i t ,"  

said Hammond, after  a moment 's  
pause,  "I  suppose Will iams wrote i t .  
I t  sounded l ike his  stuff .  Will iams is  
a  good writer ,  and there is  no better  
man on local  issues,  but  I  am afraid 
the trust  problem is beyond his 
depth.  He denounces trusts .  He 
might as well  denounce the Galveston 
disaster .  He has treated The Record 
readers to an entertaining but not  
novel bi t  of  t rust  invective.  I  pre
sume i t  is  what they want,  but  what 
good does i t  do? l ie  proposes no 
remedy." 

[To Be Continued.] 

CLAY PIPES AS CHARMS. 

Tliey rued (o Be Offered to the 
Fairies by the Country 

Folk of I£nglnntl .  

In nearly al l  local  museums in 
England the visi tor  may see very 
t iny clay pipes,  generally broken oft '  
a t  the stem, that  he is  told,  after  
inquiry,  are "fairy pipes," says Stray 
Stories.  

Often enough, gardeners and peo
ple excavating for house foundations 
turn these pigmy pipes up and keep 
t l iem as curiosi t ies without knowing 
what they are.  Most of these people 
say:  "Our ancestors must  have 
smoked very t iny pipes—pipes that  
hold only a  mere whiff ."  

In reali ty these pipes were never 
meant to be smoked. All  the early 
tobacconists  in this  country sold 
them to satisfy a demand of the su
perst i t ious.  In country places in par
t icular  the fr iends of any dead man 
who had been a  smoker would fi l l  the 
small  bowl of one of these pipes with 
tobacco and put i t  on the coffin as 
the lat ter  was lowered into the grave,  
or  they would simply throw the pipe 
on to the grave.  

Again,  wherever a  so-called "fairy 
r ing" appeared on the turf  in the 
country place,  the simple folks,  to 
appease the fair ies and pigmies who 
had made the r ing during their  
revels,  and to soothe the impish l i t
t le  people,  would place fairy pipes 
full  of  tobacco on t l ie  spot .  

The pipes were made small  part ly 
because they were intended for pig
mies,  and part ly because in those 
days t i le  merest  pinch of tobacco was 
a luxury of price to the poor farm 
laborer or  small  farmer.  

Duvet '* Alulucify.  

A lady of Cape Town, on meeting 
Dewct for the t irst  t ime,  cried:  
"Oh! general .  I  am so pleased to meet 
you—or should 1," she added naively,  
"address you as ex-general ,  as  the 
English have i t?" "Ex-general  wil l  do,  
madam. You see,  1 am a l lr i t is l ier  
now, and as the English are so fond 
of prefixes and affixes to their  names.  
[  must  be one of them. 1 am ex-
general  to-day.  Who knows, some 
day 1 may be excellency!" and De-
wet is  said to have laughed at  .his  
own audacity.—San Francisco Argo
naut.  

Sut*li  u  11 rave Boy. 

"I  say,  didn' t  1 see you running 
down the street  yesterday,  with Bil l  
Bounce after  you?" 

"Y-e-s."  
"What did you run away for?" 
"1-1 was only running so as to 

get  him away from his home, so as 
his mother couldn' t  sec him lightin ' ,  
but  by the t ime he was out  of sight  
of his  house we got in sight  of our 

j house,  and then,  as my mother 
j would see me if  I s topped to hit  l i im, 
I I  went in so as to be out  of temp« 

tal ion."—Stray stones.  

Rescuing tJpe Blacklisted 
Womei} of England ^ aft 

J The Work That Is Being Done at the Farm Home fop 
2 Inebriates of Lady Henry Somerset as Told by Herself 
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O GREATER problem faces 
the people of my country 
than how to arrest  the 
alarming increase of in
ebriety among women. 
The English people cannot 
be blind to the fact  that  

England stands in the unenviable 
posit ion of being almost  the only na
t ion that  has a drunken womanhood. 
Woman has been special ly associated 
hitherto in England with the sale of 
intoxicants,  and the fact  that  her 
presence is  to be found in every 
drink-shop has caused the safe
guards that  surround her in other 
countries to be set  aside;  but  the 
hour has come when more people 
have begun to think,  and i t  is  to this  
arrest  of thought that  1  believe we 
owe the legislat ion that  has been 
granted during the last  few years.  
Some t ime ago,  short  penal  sen
tences were the only means by which 
habitual  drunkenness was dealt  with.  
I t  was looked upon wholly as a 
moral  crime, and men had ceased to 
remember that  from a moral  crime 
i t  passed into a  physical  fai l ing,  that  
the habitual  drunkard was utterly 
unable to resist  the craving he had 
created when he came face to face 
with temptation,  and that  conse
quently when the term of imprison
ment was over,  the wretched inebri
ate went back to his former l ife as 
certainly as he was turned once more 
upon the world.  

I t  was in order to meet this  great  
evil  that  the Farm Colony at  Dux-
l iurst  was started,  but  since that  day,  
now nearly eight  years ago,  the eyes 
of many have been opened.  The *lia-

cottages are simply furnished with 
just  such utensils  as every self-re
specting laborer ought to have at  
home—clean,  dainty and preit*"«-
and the women take immense) pvide 
in what,  they call  "om1  l i t t le  homes." 
The occupation that  is  given to them 
is almost  entirely out  of doors,  for  
we have realized that  we are combat
t ing an evil  which is  not  only moral ,  
but  which is  physical  also,  and that  
therefore i t  is  absolutely necessary 
to give them an antidote for the poi
son which has destroyed their  l ives.  
Nothing better  can be found than 
the wholesome outdoor work on the 
lawns,  among the flower-beds,  in the 
vegetable garden,  and in the forcing-
houses;  and the way in which the 
women who have come to us utter  
wrecks are buil t  up,  the manner in 
which they regain their  youth,  and 
the brightness which once more be
comes theirs ,  proves that  our theory 
is  correct .  Early tomatoes and cu
cumbers are grown for the market  
under the superintendence of a  lady 
gardene* from Swanley.  All  the 
vegetables for the colony are grown 
by the women themselves,  and I  
think that  wc shall  be able to prove 
that  gardening is  not  only a health
ful  occupation,  but  a  good opening 
for the industries of women. 

We have had most encouraging 
cases,  we have also had some bit ter  
disappointments;  but  I  may safely 
say that  when the women leave us 
i t  is  sometimes impossible to be
lieve that  they are the same who 
came to us 12 months before,  and 
part ing with the patients is  so sor
rowful a scene that we realize jit 

THE PRETTIEST LITTLE COTTAGES IN THE WORLD. 

bi tual  inebriate act  has beeii  several  
t imes amended,  and this  year we 
have at  last  arrived at  the point  
where the drunkard is  no longer free 
to ruin his own l ife and the l ife of 
those who belong to him, but  his  per
sonal  l iberty is  sacrif iced for the 
benefi t  of  humanity at  large.  The 
great  question comes,  however,  what 
are we to do with them? And this  is  
where the homes at  Dtixhurst  have,  
1  believe,  been a pioneer w,ork.  

Our Farm Home consists  of a  col-
only vil lage,  buil t  on the slopes of the 
hil ls  of  Surrey,  a  breezy,  upland 
farm, overlooking the beautiful  
plains that  stretch away for miles on 
ei ther side.  The strong,  bracing air  
and lovely woods have al l  lent  them
selves as the best  possible surround
ings for our vil lage set t lement.  Here 
the l i t t le  thatched cottages,  bright  
and smiling,  nestle as though they 
had been buil t  for  many a year,  
forming a tr iangle round the green; 
while on one side stands the l iospi-
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tal .  and opposite the church,  and in 
another meadow the long building'  
fai led the "Children's  Nest" faces the 
vil lage.  Far up the road in i ts  own 
grounds is  the Manor house,  which 
has been opened as a sanatorium for 
ladies.  The most important  feature 
of the scheme is  the arrangement for 
the recognit ion of Ihe individual  
among the patients.  Each l i t t le  cot
tage contains from seven to ten in
habitants,  and a nurse sister  who 
superintends the small  family.  We 
long ago realized that ,  to deal  with 
large bodies of people suffering from 
one disease—a disease both menial  
and moral—was to court  fai lure.  The 
influence of thought would be far  too 
strong to be overcome, and i t  was 
impossible to contemplate housing 
so many people together who were 
l ikely only to harm one another,  
l 'ar t  of the success of the scheme has 
unquestionably been due to this  sv.--
teni  of dividing the colony into these 
small  sections,  where normal home 
l ife can be maintained,  and where 
each individual  feels  herself  of  im-
poUauce in 2ier  own wna.1] circle.  The 

any rate that  happiness has come to 
them during their  s tay with us.  
When we met together at  Easter-
t ime to celebrate the resurrection 
fest ival ,  many women who had left  
asked leave to come back.  In one 
instance,  a  woman was to come with 
i ier  husband,  another was to bring 
two or three children,  and the eager
ness with which they desired to be 
with us showed that  their  residence 
with us had been something more to 
tl iem than mere hospital  t reatment 
—it had brought to them an under
standing of the happiness of beingf 
eared for,  and the realization of 
home. Individual  dealing with the 
women, the influence of individual  
character ,  individual  happiness,  and 
individual  thought,  must  111  the end 
tel l  for  nothing but good.  I  think 
we even care in the colony what the 
patients wear on Sundays;  we notice 
their  new bonnets and their  new 
dresses,  and all  sorts  of fr ivolous 
things that  go to make up our own 
home life,  and I  do not think that  
when we speak of these so-called l i t 
t le  things i t  makes the prayers of 
those who join together on Sunday 
in our church any less devout.  

Since Duxlmrst  was open,  county 
council  reformatories have been start
ed in various places where women 
are committed under the amended 
act .  These are doing excellent  work,  
and we flat ter  ourselves that  much of 
the experience gained at  Duxhurst  
has been very useful  in their  con
struction and organization,  but  the 
class that  come to us can find n 
home there.  Tliey are the wives of 
art isans who earn small  wages;  wo
men who perhaps have not  been 
taken before a magistrate,  but  whose 
homes arc desolate through drink;  
servants who have lost  their  charac
ters and consequently their  s i tua
t ions;  young women who, on account 
of hard work and late hours in shops 
and other places of business,  have 
begun to drink and are ruining tl i .eir  
l ives at  the very outset .  All  these 
come to us voluntari ly,  s tay a year,  
and put themselves of their  own free 
will  under restraint;  and the let ters 
we get  from husbands and brothers,  
fathers,  mothers and sisters are 
hfarlrending. Their willingness to 
pay al l  that  they can towards t l ia . . ;  
maintenance of the inmate,  and thei* 
eagerness to cure those who arc 
bringing wretchedness and degrada
tion into their  l ives,  show us daily 
the necessi ty for such a home. In 
one year we refused 3,000 cases, and 
since we opened we have been 
obliged to deny over 10,000 women 
admittance for want of room. I t  is  
"nowever.  cheering to know, that  oui  
medical  man gives i t  as  his  experi
ence that 05 per cent, of our 
are standing well today. ' 


