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THE AGE AT WHIGH
GIRLS SHOULD MARRY

John Strange Winter, Isabella Mayo and Sarah Grand in the American Queen.

By John Winter,

Personally, I believe in early marriages,
always providing, of course, that the girl
marries the right man. 1 think that
everything tells for an early marriage
and nothing reasonable can be urged
against. We are accustomed to hear a
great deal of the enjoyment of youth.
We are told by some people that it is a
pity to curtail girlhood. Now, what is
there about giflhood that it is a pity to
curtail? It is a period of probation. It
is a time when a girl is on her gromotion.
It {s a half life at best. I think that when
‘] marries young, that is from 18 to
95, according to her temperament and po-
sition, and always supposing. that she
marries a husband whose age is contem-
porary to her own (for surely nothing
can be more against the original inten-
tion of marriage than a difference of a
generation between husband and wife)
she has a better chance of bringing
healthy children into the world. If she
waits eight or ten years she usually weds
a husband eight or ten years older than
she wou!d have cheosen in her youth.
She gains nothing by this; on the con-
trary, she gives up, it is true, a few pleas-
ures, or stay, she may have to give up a
few pleasures, for what does the Ameri-
can girl enjoy that the American young
woman is shut out from? She takes cer-
taln responsibilities upon her; after all,
they are natural responsibilities and
would come no easier to her in ten years’
time—quite otherwise. Then there is an-
other argument in favor of early mar-
rlages. It is that mother and children
will be young together. I have heard a
great deal sald lately of the advantages
of women marrying as men do, at from
o 40; but a woman who marries when
s over 30 will probably have daugh-
:r¢ growing up and wishing to be taken
into the world at the most trying period
of a mother’s life. How much better if
Ler daughters in their turn are married
and can go about the world on their own
account before that time arrives.

'There is another thing in favor of early
nearriage. It is that it is much easier to
tuke up a new life than when hablts have
become very set. This applies as much to
nmen as to women. I know that some
critics may take me up and say, ‘“What
chance cof enjoyment has a young -wife
in middle class life? 1t is very well to

Strange

speak of the pleasures of the young
married woman of soclaty, but it is not
s¢ impeortant to legislate for her. We
want to know where the pleasure of the

young married girl in the humbler class-
es comes in.”” Weil, I think any reason-
able person will admit that it comes in
in exactly the same proportion as that in
the upper classes. Your girl In middle-
class life has no.such brilliant time, a
few dances 1n the winter, a few visits to
the tbeater, a very small amount of pri-
vaie visiting. If you take a girl who is
in an ofiice or store, what wonderful
pleasure does her life afford? Her mar-
ried sister is spokén of as a drudge in
or Kitchen, but even granted that

NUrsery
she does the greater part of the labor
in vy and Kkitchen, is that more

drudgery than store hours? Nursery and
Litchen, presumably the care of one or
two small children and the suvervision
of a servant, do not take up t? :
four hours which compose a < i
were no. married and were empicyed in
f the .large stores her hours at
the least would be from 9 to 6.
Surely in nine hours a young wife might
supervise the preparation of her hus-
band's dinner and wash and dress the ba-

bies,
There are very few old malds nowa-
days. They have all become bachelor

woemen, but even so the married woman
has the best of it. She has a status and a
dignity ‘hat no unmarried woman ever
gets. If she be poor, and by woor I mean
of the class which cannot ai¥ord to keep
its daughters in idleness, she does not
nave to work harder, and at all events
she is working for herseif, and to work
for herself is to take away half the
drudgery of labor. So I say that the
sooner young girls marry the better, al-
ways provided that both physically and
morally they are really growan up, and
mest important of all that they marry
the right man.

By Isabella Mayo.

I do not think that any person’s educa-
tion, even in the merely intellzctual sense,
shou'd ever be regarded as complete,
therefore 1 think it is undesirable that
gny gir! should marry until she has left

her college ceurse far behind her. This
teaches her only the use of educational
irstrumeuts, and she should surely have
had time for some wvraciice before she
invelves another in her experiments.

is well if the intending bride has done
some practical work of the kind which
invites « cism rather than. flattery. It
is excellent if she has had some experi-
ence ip earning money. That Is the best
way to learn its value and to acquire a
sense of economic independance.

ertainiy no girl” should marry until
she can | garded as competent to judge
for he the character and past his-
y of the man she marries. But looki
‘ts In the face, one is compelled to say

o
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hat some of the marriages most reckless
In this respect are contracted open-eyed
by women between thirty and forty-five.
[s it not somewhat singular that these

i as to the right age for marriage,
preparation for marriage, and

character and the a cedents of the
pouse are so often discussed solely from

's standpt ? Is not this a
> aceepted theory which

‘e never entertained,
ortant ele-
nan than in that
1¢ idea! There s,
always will be, a

been, and

rtural equali between the
e it is not recognized it re-
It persisted through the

y of man’s supremacy; it will

pite the new pretensions of
macy. The essential unity

of human natture underlies the sex line.

By Sarah

Grand.

'his is one of the questions which peo-
ple are prone to consider by the light ot

their own personal experience. Ideas on
the subject of the age at which girls
shhould marry vary considerably. When

wives and daughters were the goods and
chattels and men had the principal say

n the matter, Iittle girls were cruelly | yacht,” sald Mr. Elsmere. ‘It was in

forced to marry at the beginning instead | the summer of 1886, I think. Capt. Dean,

of the completion of the change from | of the revenue cutter Hamilton, had In- | control and evident
NANINININS IS I o~~~

A5 A CHILD.

Cieorge Dewey was born in Mont-
pelier and comes of a race of gen-
liemen and fighters. In every war

. terests make thein ths

At the old Norwich university in
Vermort, which the boy entered at
fourteen, he got his first military
training.

He was compelled to stand guard

childihood ~ to  womanhood. They were
made wives, that is to say, while they
were still far from being perfectly de-
veloped women physically, and wers ut-
terly Immature mentally, with all their
natural womanly instincts which are the
only safe guide in the matter still in
abeyance. Fortunately the Iniquity and
absurdity of this have been thoroughly
exposed, and now if parents attempted to
pitch forth their little daughters of from
twelve to sixteen inte matrimony as
they did with impunity not so very long
ago, the whole world would cry shame
upon them.

The whole tendency of the modern edu-
cation for girls is to prolong their girl-
hood. The ghastly doctrine that 'this Is
necessarily a wicked world, in whica
misery must be our portion, no longer
finds general acceptance. It is a favorite
axiom with us nowadays that every age
has its pleasures, or should have, with a
fair chance—childhood, girlhood, woman-
hood—and to get the full value out of
each. Our intelligent girls begin to have
ideas of thelr own on the subject of the
disposition of their lives, prompted, no
doubt, by mothers of a new order. They
do not care to be put off with half an
education and hustled into matrimony
while they still should be doing their
school course. They like to enjoy as they
go along. They combine recreatlon with
study, and delight in everything, and it
is not until they have had the founda-
tion of a good general education that they
begin to be serious on the subject of
matrimony. Serlous is quite the right
word for their attitude. The meaning of
life has begun to interest them and they
pause to Inquire. What they demand in
a husband is comrade, friend and lover—
a superior in attainments and talents by
all means—if possible. The girl knows
quite enough to see the advantage of that,
but none who must appreciate her, and
all round for what she is worth, and help
her to the full development of such.

She decidedly objects to marry an ex-
tingulsher, who would tell her that her
proper place is In the nursery and kitchen,
with an inflection on the werds that tell
her that the nursery and kitchen are more
worthily regulated without mental ad-
vancement, and the care of them neces-
sarily precludes any further degrece of
cultivation. To such a suitor the modern
girl replies, **Not for m2, my good man.
[ am a versatile being, ir whom are in-
finite possibilities, and T mean to make
the most of myself, By so doing I make
the most of you, too, and of evary ona
with whom I come in coniact.” Thinking
thus of herself, the modern girl grows
gradually more self-respecting. She recog-
nizes the full indelicacy of beéing brought
un as wares for the market, to be dispos-
ed of to a suitor, and se=s no sense in it,
cither. Let the suitor come and (ind her.
She knows that 2 woman's life i1s no long-
er considered a failure simply because she
does not marry, and this makes her not
only independent, but somewhat deflant,
the position being still sufficiently new
to be wondered at and not wholly ap-
proved.

The pendulum, however, swings toward

approval. We have considerabiy less jeer- !
ing at old malds than formerly, and we |

frequently nowadays hear of
women whose independ o0

single
and fuller in-
ryvy of many a
married sister, whose heualth has suffered
and liberty been circumseribed by what
are only too often -the thankiess cares of
married life

Early marriage means early aging for
women, and one consequence of prolonged
girlhood is the postponement of married
life. Women preserve their youthfulness
now much longer than.used t{o be the
cese. The modern girl marries later in
life than her predecessor. She feels there
is no hurry, and takes plenty of time to
look about her, The healthy mindesd
would generally prefer to marry, but just
at what age it is difficult to determine.
It seems to me that the only possible an-
swer to the question is the most obvious,
namely, when she arrives at years of dis-
cretion. This happens at various ages,
according to the character of the girl.
Some girls are sensible women at nine-
teen, and some are never sensible at all.
The Amelia Sedley sort of girl is-a sur-
vival of the chattel period, and as she
never acyuires the sort of discretion which
is a safe conduct through life, it makes
no difference at what age she marries.
She Is the clinging sort of a ecreature,
who looks about for a man to lean upon,
and generally finds one—for men, in the-
ory, still prefer her. When they are cap-
tured, if they do not suffer the fate of
the cak smothered by the ivy, but sur-
vive to tell the tale, they still cling to
the thepry, but they spend the leisure
Lours of thelr married life at the club.

My own experience as to the age at
which girls should marry is the well-edu-
cated, self-reliant, modern niaid does well
to marry &as soon as she finds the right
man. A good husband will heip even a
very voung. girl to maxke a success of
marriage, but I think that a girl of the
old-fashioned type runs a great risk of
making a mistake, both in her choice of
a husband and in the matter of marrying
at all, if she marries before twenty-
five.

| WHEN DEWEY FIDDLED.

He Was a Captain Then, and a
Commeodore Danced a Jig.

NEW YORK, Sept. 30.—Thirteen years
ago, when he was only Capt. George
Dewey, the victorious Admiral lltked to

play the fiddle. He called it a ‘‘fiddle,’
too, not a violin, though, c¢f :course, If
Admiral Dewey still retains his musical
accomplishment he must go down in his-
tory as ‘“‘proficient on the violin” Instead
of “handy with the fiddle.” Luis Elsmere,
who is one of the most aective of the
committee which is arranging the Dewey
testimonial fund performance at the
Metropelitan opera house next month,
told a story about Capt. Dewey and his
fiddle at the Fifth Avenue hotel the other
night which will be recalled by many
naval officers, as well as by the flddle
player who is returning to mcet a na-
tion’s glorious welcome.

“We were laying off between Camden
and Smith’s island, a party of us on a

AS A CADET.

Morgan,
leader.

AS A

“Dewey a hero? Why, we knew
that years ago,”” said Col.
a prominent (Confederate

Col. Morgan was on the biat that

vited us aboard his ship for dinner, and
when we climbed on board he told me
it was his birthday, and he wanted to
celebrate it properly. To that end he had
invited a few brother officers, and he in-
troduced us to Capt. George Dewey, who
had no ship at that time, as I remem-
ber, and to Capt. Taylor, Lieut. Miller
and two or three others. We were just sit-
ting down to the table when an orderly
reported a signal from the shore.

“Capt. Dean went out on deck, and
when he returned told us that Commo-
dore McGowan, of the revenue cutter
Service, had signaled, and a boat had
been sent ashore for him. Everybody
went on deck, and the commodore was
piped over the slde with all the honors.
He was seventy-four years old and pop-
ular. He's dead now.

“‘Come aboard to get something good
to eat,” roared the commodore In a deep
bass volce when Capt. Dean and the
others had shaken hands with him. The
captain told him he couldn’'t have comae
at a better time, and told about his
birthday celebration, so the old commo-
dore was given the place of honor at the
table, and Capt. Dean asked him what
he'd have to drink. He named over
everything his sldeboard contained and
when he had finished Commeodore Me-
Gowan sai@ sententiously:

*Giny “

“He filled a large water goblet half
full of gin, then pour=d in some water
and sipped at this till the dinner was
fairly under way. Then his glass was
empty, and Capt. Dean remarked:

““Won’'t you have another, Commo-
dore?

“‘I didn't come here to be insulted,
Dean,” shouted the commodore, his face
getting red as ke jumped from the table.
‘Damn it, sir; what do you mean by in-
sulting me before all your guests? It's
outrageous, sir.' The old commodore's
face was purple now.

“Capt. Dewey and the rest of us laid
down our knives and forks and stared in
astonishment. The old commodore had
taken an awfully stiff drink, but no one
had appeared to notice it, and certainly
his host, by all the laws of hospitality,
was bound to take cognizance of the fact
that his glass was empty. Dean was as
much astonished and disconcerted as any
one else, and he began to make all sorts
of apologies, at the same time disclaim-
ing any intention of insulting his euest.
Capt. Dewey and some of the other officers
got around the old commodore and tried
to mollify him. Finally he consented to
resume his seat.

“ ‘What was the matter, Commodore?
asked Capt. Dewey. ‘What did Dean say
that was out of the way? I didn’t hear
it, I'm sure.’

“‘Dean!” roared the commodore. ‘You
cught to know better than to ask a gen-
tleman if he won’t take another. That’s
no way to show hospitality. If you want-
ed to see my glass filled, why didn’t you
say, “Let's take a little something to-
gether, commodore.” ’

“‘That’s what I should have sald,
commodore,” said Capt. Dean at once.
‘I acknowledge it. Now,” and he reach-
ed for the bottle, ‘let's take a little some-
thing together, commodore.’

‘* *With pleasure, captain,’ grunted the
old man, and he filled up his glass with
another gill of gin.

“The dinner went on without any fur-
ther excitement, and when we finished
everybody was in high good humor, and
the old commodore was the jolliest of the
lot. We all went on deck, and Capt.

» Dewey got a fiddle and began playing a

‘hoe-down.” The old commodore threw
off his coat and danced, and the way he
threw his feet around was a caution.
He had the fiddle player pretty well ex-
hausted before he quit. When the com-
modore had rested for half an hour and
taken one more drink of gin he left us,
saying, ‘You boys are too young for me.’
We piped him over the side with all the
honors again and then. everybody went
after Capt. Dean with the query:

‘“‘Won’t you take another,
dore?”

“It was a joke in the navy for years.
Dean heard it wherever he went. I won-
der if Admiral Dewey will ever forget
that afternoon?”

commo-

DEWEY'S LIVER.

He Still Possesses All of It, Notwith-
standing the Popular Impression.

LONDON, Sept. 30.—There has been
much talk in the English as well as the
American press about Dewey’s physical
condition. Many accounts of the opera-
tlon performed by Sir James Nicholas
Dick, K. ‘C. B., have been printed which
to a medical man’s mind are not less
than weird. For instance, the statement
that Admiral Dewey lost a part of his
liver during this operation ~has’' been
gravely given
tions. No man has ever had any part of
his liver removed and lived.

The writer was fortunate enough to
spend an evening with Sir James Nich-
olas Dick this week. This distinguished
surgeon has for many years held an hon-
orable position in the British navy; has
recently retired on the age limit, and
now has a fashionable clientele in the
West end of London. He is a genial,
pleasant-faced gentleman, of stocky
buld, with a ecropped fron-gray beard,
and a bald head. He looks much young-
er than the sixty-five years which he
acknowledges. He sald:

“It was in Malta when Dewey was a
captain that I operated on him, and it
s unquestionably true that if I had de-

layed my work a very short time Dewey

would not have been at Manila. Death
would have been certain.

“‘Of course, the story that I removed
any part of his liver is utterly absurd,
although I can readlly understand how
a lay reporter might make such a mis-
take. Nowadays when we can remove
kidneys and stomachs with practical im-
punity, an operation on the llver does
not seem Impossible.

“Dewey’s trouble had been produced
by long residence In the tropics, where
he had been stationed for several vears.
Liver disecases are much commoner in
hot climates than in the temperate zone.
I was inspector general of the Marine
hospital service,and was called in con-
sultation by Dr. Webb, the American
ship's surgeon. The case was puzzling
and obscure, as such affections are likely
to be, and Dr. Webb had failed to make
a diagnosis. T asked for the privilege of
introducing an exploring needle, and the
future admiral smilingly told me to go
ahead. The use of this needle !s ex-
tremely palnful, but he scarcely wincad.
The wisdom of this method of procedure
was proved in a few moments, when I
discovered pus.

““An absecess of the liver
tremely dangercus thing, and Dewey's
was a bad case. I drew out at least a
pint of pus before I stopped. Tf Dewey
had not been promptly treated he would
certainly have died.

‘“Dewey made a model patient., He
endured his pain like a stoic, maintaining
absolutely complete composure under the
severest agony. I have never known a
man to stand suffering better. Of course,
I had no idea then of the glory that
would come to him In a few years, but

is an ex-

I was deeply impressed by the man’s self-
intellectual strength.”

“LEFT.”

James

place in solemn publica-
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Dewey married when a young
man Miss Susan Goodwln, daugh-

ter of the “Fighting Governor’ of
New Hampshlrc.

o

The A]A\)l'agic'(")f

HOW A RIVAL WAS REMOVED.
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Pepe was at the bottom of it all, of
course! And it all began with his mis-
gulded attentions to pretty Anita at the
cock fight that Sunday, and the (natur-
ally) spirited fight afterward between
Gertrudis, the wife of Pepe, and Anita
herself. It was a hair-tearing, ear-split-
ting fight, at that, at the which flve gen-
darmes, one mounted officer, and count-
less rejoicing peons assisted, the former
men of peace for the separating of the
shrieking combatants, and the latter for
approving cheers and shouts of ‘“Anda,
QGertrudis!” and ‘“Bravo, bravo, Anita!
Buen muchacha!” In one of the ‘“front
rows,” 80 to speak, grinned and capered
the shameless Pepe, cheering the two im-
partially on to victory, cigarette in mouth,
and sombrero tilted rakishly over his left
ear. It afterward developed that he had
bet as much as a ?eso on Gertrudis—and
won 1it, of course! Trust even a peon
to be the best judge of his wife’s fighting
capacities and staying powers.

The two were finally separated, Anita
badly mauled and pounded, and minus
soveral tresses of dark hair, but Gar-
trudis little the worse for wear, and still
thirsting for blood. And as she was
clearly the provoker of the fight, and still
desired to pound her adversary, prison
for five days was declared her fate, while
Anita, after a severe reprimand, was
found not guilty; not that the latter
wculd have minded free board and lodg-
ing for a few days, being a lazy girl at
best, and not over fond of her mattress
making. But to poor, plain-faced Ger-
trudis it was quite another thing—she
was the bread winner of the family, and
only this morning had she brought home
the accumulated clothes of the Senora
Ames. And, worst of all, what sins would
Pepe not commit during her absence from
him? It was indeed hard lines for Ger-
trudis, and, weeping and calling on. Dios
and la Virgen, she was led along to
Belem, her best flesta skirt dragging in
the dust and blue rebozo all askew. But
what mattered appearances, under the
circumstances, and what would become
of that graceless Pepe while she was In
prison?

Meanwhile, rejoicing in the thought that
there would be no scolding spouse to greet
him that night, and utterly careless of
the trouble that he had wrought, Pepe
proceeded to turn himself loose—himself
and peso! And oh, the fun— the thor-
oughly glorious time that you can have
in Mexico with just one dollar, if you
happen to be a peon of bibulous habits,
with, moreover, a well depeloped taste
for cock fighting and cheap roulette!

Between the cock pit and the ‘Haunt
of Peaceful Men” pulque shop did Pepe
vibrate, together with his companions,
until late that night, winding up in the
Zocalo with a free-for-all fight. Several
of the companions were arrested, Pepe,
with his usual luck, escaping He had a
broken head, a blackened eye, and two
centavos In his pockets, wherefore he
counted himself well off. In that frame
of mind he lurched homeward, to sleep
vl middav.

Now, it is a mood thing to have a
roval spree.oecasionally. Still better is
it to have no scolding wife to face after-
ward. But, as Pepe found, when he
arose, hungry and tired, after his
‘sleep-off,” it is worst of all to have
no nice hot chocolate and pan du'ce and
cigarettes: awaiting one, after thess lit-
tle events! :Angd, with all her faults and
jealousies, Gertrudis had been ve:y good
and patient in such matters. But, Ave
Maria Purissima! why had she left ab-
solutely nothing in the house to eat?
There was not even a cold tortilla! Poor
Pepe groaned and swore as he unavail-
ingly hunted in every nook and corner—
no bread, no money—nothing! This was
entirely too much; he would have {to
work or steal something at this rate,
Diablo! Perhaps he could flnd some-
thing to pawn and thereby tide over the
dark days until Gertrudis returned to
her washing; good thouzght, there were
the clothes of the American lady, which
Gertrudis had only yesterday brought
home. . They were very valuable and
could be disposed “of to good advantage,
gracias a Dios?

An hour later Mrs, Ames’ pretty Ameri-
can-made shirtwaists dangled from the
rope in old Muguel's pawnshop, while
her husband’s shirts and collars fluttered
conjugally at their side. A dollar and
10 cents had been the rake-off, and Pepe
and the smirking Anita were soon cele-
brating their good luvk and the occa-
slon!  Such a supper, at that—hot tore
tillas, mole, chili, carne con chili, pollo
with onions, and = pulque—what better
could a duke ask? = And then later cigar-
ettes for both, and, Guadalupe, where
gambling and more cock fights were in
progress. Of course there would ba lit-
tle money left by night, but—there was a
great deal of the Gringos’ washing vet
on hand, and Mrs. Ames' pretty lace pat-
ticoats would bring, as Anita sagely cal-
culated; at least another dollar or two.
“But old ‘Miguel was. a thief and a man
without shame, who never gave full
value for such things. Without a doubt
the Inflerno would be his fate!”

Gertrudis’ .sentence had been for five
days. Tea minutes after her release she
had reached the huge tenement house
which she called “home,” and was
hurrying through the patio to her own
door. With the accustomed versatility
of a Latin, and the never-failing faith-
fulness of ‘a. despised wife, she had for-
gotten Pepe's sins, the fight, and her
own imprisonment; her one thought was
of the graceless Pepe, and his pruspective
delight over the cigars and dulces which
she had stopped en route to buy. How
glad he would be, poor fellow, and what
a good ‘supper she would cook for him
that night! “After all, it was not his
fault that the muchachas would admire
him, and flirt with him—good-looking
husbands are always subjected to such
trials and molestations! And, of ccurse,
men must have their fling and some fun
occasionally. Yes; if he liked, he should
go out to the pulque-shops this very
evening and have a gocd time and enjoy
himself. IForithere had been no money
during her absence, and Pepe would be
very sorrowful. Ah, yes, she would be
good to him. . For supper it would be
well to have mole, and dulces de pina,
and pulque compuesto, and—

What could be the matter with the
door? . It was unusually hard to open,
and some of.the women of the house were
snickering slyly as poor, panting Ger-
trudis. wrestled with the wooden bolt. But
their mirth was wasted on her; perhaps,
she thought, agonizedly, Pepe had suc-
cumbed entirely from faintness and star-
vation, and was even now sick or dying.
Maria Sanctlssima! she would never for-
give herself, for there had been three dol-
lars in her purse, and Pepe had not even
a cent, Under her savage Jerks the rot-

AS A CHILD-LOVER.

A correspondent who
admiral in the East before his re-
turn begged from him a message
for a young American lady.

ten old door soon gave way, and she

| rushed into the room, sobbing with fear

and calling imploringly for Pepe.

Pepe was not there, and the room was
empty—distressingly bare, in fact. Be-
yond the gaudy celling, bare walls and
tiled brick floor nothing remained—of a
verity was the place ‘‘swept and gar-
nished!"” To be sure, the tattered picture
of “La Virgin” still hung on the wall,
and underneath it flickered a cheap
“mariposa’ light, in a small olla—there is
amofig the peons a superstition that it is
not lucky to steal pictures of the Virgin!
But the table and cheap chairs were gone,
also the ollas and blue plates and cups
that had been the joy of Gertrudis’ heart
—even the pot of violets that she had so
faithfully tended in the deep-barred win-
dow. A cyclone could hardly have swept
the room cleaner, and Gertrudis stared
aghast. What could have happened? The
rent she had pald in advance, so thatPepe
could not have changed houses while she
was away. It never occurred to her that
Pepe had deserted her; he had been too
dependent upon her for that—without the
money from her washing he would not
have had eevn food! Dazed, stupldly
wondering and tired, she flung herself
down on the cold bricks and wept bitter-
ly. She had hoped and expected to find
Pepe awalting her, and now—

Some one tapped softly at the door, and
the withered old porteress, Manuela,
came in, her face very sad and sympa-
thetlie, for Gertrudis had been good to
her, while every one knew Pepe to be a
worthless creature. And, as delicately
as a better woman could have done f{t,
she broke to Gertrudis the news of Pepe's
elopement with Anita, that ‘“‘muchacha
del diablo,” and the shameless fashion in
which they had take nall the furniture
and washing to the pawnshop—yes, even
the clothes of the American senora and
her husband. Later, when the old woman
hobbled down stairs, she informed the as-
sembled group of curious women that ‘“la
pobre” had taken the news well—of a
truth, she had not wept even a single
tear! Who would have thought {t?—and
all the furniture gone—not even a petate
to sleep on, or a cup out of which to take
one’s chocolate. And all the clothes of
the American lady gone—how could they
ever be pald for? Alas, poor thing! But,
then, she would never heed warnings
against Pepe. And now, after all, with-
out a mat or a cup for her chocolate!

> - L - * - L

Many weeks had passed since the loot-
ing of Gertrudis and the elopement of
Pepe and Anita, and (oid Manuela to
the contrary notwithstanding) the wal-
uable clothes of the American senora had
been redeemed by Gertrudis, and she
Lad once more a hed to sleep on and a
cup to drink her chocolate from. Not
only this, but another pot of violets had
been brought for the window; in one
corner a green-and-yvellow parroi scold-
ed and shrieked from his tin cage, and
opposite him Lung a rew and brilliantly
colored plcture of the Virgin. Th3 room
had regalned its former clean, bright
took, and every one said how much hap-
pler Gertudis should he, now that she
had no shiftless husband to support and
fetch home, drunk and quarreling, from
the pulcue shop. To which Gertrudis
essented, Indifferently: ‘Yes; Pepe had
been worthless, and Anita was welcome
to him.”

The alsence of the shameless ones was
not for long, however; it is difficuit for
a peon to stay away from his native
town.
had been quletly bhiding her time. - For;
this- had she toiled by night and é&ay:
over the washing stones, hoarding and
saving her every centavo. She had an-
ticipated the return of the sinners and
lcng since made plans accordinngly. If
one does keep a silent mouth in one’s
head, 1t does not mean that one will fore-
go the revenge so dear to the heart of
any slighted woman, peon or otherwise.

Late one Saturday evening old Manuela
appeared, almost bursting with news.
Bhe had come to tell Gertrudis that Pepe
and Anita had réturned, poor and almost
starving—in fact, Pepe had cndeavored
to borrow a few centavos from her to
buy their supper. They both looked. so
abject and starved that it would have
been a charity to give them seme money
or supper, but such wretches deserve to
starve—aid not Gertrudis think so?

After the old woman had departed,
Gertrudis sat quletly, her face very ugity
to look at, until it was dark; then she
muffled her face in a tapalo, took all her
meney (as much as $10) and went stealth-’
ily out of the house and down the Calle’
de les Fescaditos. It was a bad street
and not safe for any woman, at that time
of night, but Don Eduardo, the magician,
Hved in house No. 15, and Gertrudis
wished to see him; littie dld dark or lone-
Iy streets matter to her.

e was an ugly, repulsive-looking In-

dian, thiz Don Eduardo, with his tlat
tace and yellow, Chinese eyes. But no
cne questicned his powers, and people

of many classes and degrees went to
him for love charms and marriage charims
and other charms too dark and mysteri-
ous to speak of. For one of the latter
sert Gertudis had now come--it was full
time, she thought, for vengeance! She
had brought with her ten sllver dollars
and a very fearful heart; what if Don
Yiduardo refused to give her what she
wanted? But she went away with an
empty purse and two small flat packiges
carefully hidden in her dress. one of
them containing queer, dried herbs, with
a villainous ordor, while the other was
mwerely o bottle of colorless, innocent
looking lquid—Don Eduardo had given
it no name!

In the great plaza of San Juan, beyvond
the Alameda, you will find, upon looking
carefully, a most remarkable collection
of Indian-made dolls. They are of man-
ta, cotton-stuffed, painted with funny
Indian pigments, and -of the most as-
tonishing make-up. For 6 cents you
can buy an elaborately: tilmaed and
sombreroed peon gentleman; a clown in
tight, silver-buttoned trousers and
braided jacket; buccaneers and bandits,
with flerce mustaches and murderous
swords; or even, if you like, up-to-date,
check-clad Englishmen, with ecan's,
knickers, monocles and deerstalker-
caps. Or, if you are purchasing a lady
doll, you can find anything from a man-
tillaed Spanish lady of high degree to
the strong-minded American person in
bloomers and spectacles; or a criada-girl,
in rebozo and cheap skirt.

Toward these dolls Gertrudis aimlessly
wended her way the morning after his
visit to Don Eduardo. She had been
buying her dinner, and had only stopped,
as she told the doll-vender, to get a doll
for Manuela's grandchild—the poor little
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Thousands have trled from time fmme-
morial to discover some efficacious rem-
cdy for wrinkles and other Imperfections
of the complexion, but none had yet suc-
ceeded until the Misses Bell, the now
famous Complexion Speelalists, of 18 Fifth
Avenue, New York City, offered the pub-
lic their wonderful Complexion “onlc.
The reason 0 many falled to make this
discovery before is plain, because they
have not followed the right principle.
Balms, Creams, Lotions, etc.,, never have
a tonio effect upon the skin, hence the
faflures." : , :

The Misses Bell's Complesion Tonic
has a most exhilarating efféct upon the
cuticle, absorbing and earrying off all im-
rurities which the blood by ifs natural ac-
tion s constartly forcing to the surface
of tha skin. It is to the skin what a vital-
izing tonic is to the blood and nerves, a
kind of new lifz-that immediately exhil-
grﬁgo%gﬁ,d_ gtrengtliiens wherever.applied.
Ita‘tonie effect s felt almest Immediately,
and it speedily ‘banishes forever from the
skin, freckles, pimples, blackheads, moth
patches, wrinkles, liver spdte; roughness,
oilineas, eruptions, and dfsecolorations of
any kind. - Vi

In order that all may be. beheflfed by
thelr Great Discovery, the Misses Ball will,
during the present month, give ¢o all
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FREE

THIS OFFER ALMOST SURPASSES BELIEF.
An External Tonic Applied to the Skin Beautifies |
It as by Magic. AR

THE DISCOVERY OF THE AGE

A WOMAN WAS THE INVENTOR,

cailers at their parlors one trial boitie
of their Complexion Tonic absolutely free;
and In order that those who cannot 'call
or who Itve away from New York may ba
benefited, they will send one bottle to
eny addrees, all charges prepaid, on the
receipt of 25 cents (stamps or sliver) to
cover cost of packing and dellvering. Tha
price of this wonderful tonic is $1.00' per
bottle, and this liberal offer should be em-
braced by all.

The Misses Bell have just published
their new book, “Secrets of Beauty."”
This valuable work is free to all desir-
ing it. The book treats exhaustively o'
the importance of a good complexior!
tells how 2 woman may acquire beau
and keep it. Special chapters .on ti
care of the hair; how to have luxurian
growth; harmless metheds of making the
hair preserve its natural heauty and color,
even: w ad e age so instructfona
hew -to baunish superflueus halr from the
fuce, neck and.arms without injury t7 the
skin. ‘This boock will be mailed to a-.y ad-
dress on request.

FREE Trial Bottles of Wonderfu! Tom.
plexion Tonle free at parlors, or 25 cents
(cost of packing and mafling) to thosa
at a distance.

Correspondence
dress

cardially, sollcitad.. Ad-

THE MISSES BELL, 78 Fiith Ave., New York City

THE JMSSES BELL'S TOILET PREPARATIONS

ARE FOR SALE IN THIS CITY BY

thing was ailing, and a doll might amuse
her. It happened that there was just
the doll to please the child—at least so
Gertrudis thought—a highly colored doll,
in bright pink skirt and blue reb:zo;
price, 6 centavos. The doll seller sl'ppzd
the change’ inté her purse, and sald a
cheerful “adlos,” as Gertrudis unconcern-
edly thrust the doll in with her frijoles,
and went off briskly homeward.

That night, her door carefully barred
and rebozo draped over the chinks, Ger-
trudis proceeded to unstuff the doll, re-
pleing the cotton stuffing with the dried
herbs that Don Sduardo had given her.
Then she carefully sewed it up asgalin,
replacing the skirt, blouse and rebozo,
and then laid it down on the floor while
she fanned the charcoal fire in  her
brasero, and, over the glowing coals,
heated countless small pins in a tiny
earthen pan. = Thesze she escuck viel u:ly,
one by oune, into the poor doll, uniil a
vile smell arose, and the room was so
full of smoke that old Manuela could be
heard making inquiries outside. Ger ru-
dis hastily hid her doll and flung paper
on the coals, for it would not do to bz
found out. X

Five days later again appeared Man-
auel with wonderful news: Anita was
very ill—so ill that she declared herself
to be dyving; red-hot pains continualy

she could neither sleep, rest, drink, o:
eat. Not that there was much to eat,
for that shiftless, lazy Pepe would neith-
er work nor steal, but at the same time
it was terrible!
and, for her own part, believed it to
be merely malaria, but Anita wou'd nor
have it so, crylng that she was b.ing
punished for her sins, and begging <on-
tinually for Gerirudis, that she might
make peace with her.

But next day, when Manuela appaared
with reports of Anita's centinued suf[&:r-
ing and urgent desires to see Gertrudis,
the latter was herself ‘ill anu unable 1o
go out of her room, complaining also of
streng pains. And between the two sick
women on her hands, Manuela was so
busy and so important that she scarce
knew which way to turn first, and was
obliged to compound a certain tea pf
orange leaves on the brasero in Gertrudis’

to buy some tortillas for her own din-
ner. “The olla of tea was ready, except
that it had not been boiled enough; and
vsould not the good Gertrudis reach over

shot through and tortured her body, anda ,

She had been sent for, !

room, the while she rushed into the street |

lljnnheimer Bros., ASolcf. » Agents, _Stﬁ._l_’auiz _Mivnn_‘.

and stir it occasionally while she was
ocut?’ Of course Gertrudis would, with
pleasure.

The night before, following Don Ed-
uado’s directions, Gertrudis had ecarefully
buried. and’ 'prégerved the ashes of the
pink-skirted doll, Pought® s0 many days
sgo for the benefit of old DManuela's
grand-child; the ashes were to hand, .and
upon Manuela's disappearancce Gertrudis
hastily produced the little bundle of ash-
es and the bottle of white liquid, care-
fully stirring it into the olla of orange-
leaf tea. She thoroughly mixed up. the
entire decoction and smiled maiiciously;
it looked exactly like innecent tea, and
would surely have good effect! The fair
Anita would steal the husbands of nHo
more women after this!

People of Amnita's class in Mexico pare-
ly are fed dainties when they are ill or
cying, and to Anita was given nothing
more than plain tortillas and the orange-
leaf tea that old Manmuela (and Gertrud-
is!) had chariiably made for her, Pepe
being too busy drowning his sorrows In
the fiowing bowl to think of aught else;
But even this light diet did not seemx to
agree with the sick girvl, for

soon_ after

partaking of it she was writhing and
shrieking in agony., her face blue and
tortured and lips torn, biiten throuzh
and bleeding. None of the women datred
to stay and nurse or hold ber, for it was
whispered that she was tormented .and

¢ the devil was punishing her even bzfore

death for her sin in stealing away--an-
other woman’'s husband. So she died all
alone, and the foreign doctor who gland-

ed casually- ut the poor distorted body
gave a death certificate reading ‘“‘acute
colic,”” which was accepied by every.ede
but Gertrudis and Don Eduarde, whe

Krew better.

Now, the incomprehensible part of the
story lies in the fact that after the death
of Anita, Pep returned to Gertrudis and
was cheerfuily, nay » lovingly recetved!?
Life and death and sin count for little,
perhaps, in tropical lands, wherefore Geds
trudis had forgotten Anita, and Don Ed-
vardo, and the herb-stuifed doll. - Pépe
is petted and lectured and worshiped just
as of yore, and will doubtless break forth
again at any time, just as in the c¢ase of
Anita. This Gertrudis knows well. Méan-
while, she slaves for him and is happy,
so what does it matter, after all?

—G. Cunyngham Terry in the Argonaut,

San Francisco, September, 1899,

AS A COMMANDER.

The great admiral is as dignified
and self-possessed In the cvises of
war as at his Washington ciubs.
remembar that at

_AS A VICTOR.

An Englishman,

or o

Germans ) shortly after his great

EIGHT PHASES OF ADMIRAL DEWEY’S IUFE TOLD IN ANEGDOTAL PARAGRAPHS.

Maj. G.
Younghusband, tells in his volume,
“The Philippines and Roundabout,”
conversation with Dewey
victory.

AS A VERMONTER.

J. Dewey never forgets his home.
Before he left Manila he said:
“I want to go away up-to.my na-

tive village in Vermont—Montpe-
lier. I would Hke to get & .recep-

»f the past two hundred years a
[owey has been in the fight—
sturdy, resolute, black-eyed, un-

pompromisingly warlike.

Eut George childhood
there are other than
fighting qualities in this virile race.
As a boy his chosen playmate and
friend was his sister Mary. The
iitle girl was usually a princess in
fanger, the boy a warrior.

Once little Mary Dewey waded
put into the river up to her knees.
Fhen George, with a wild yell,
flashed after her, brandishing a big
stick with which he beat the water.

He threw his left arm around her
@nd escorted her to the shore. Then
little Mary offered this interesting
explanation: “I was being rescued
from a feroecious alligator by my
brother George, who came just in
thine to save me.”

Dewey’s
ghows that

: ‘

——t

?
;

so often that his face became fa-
miliar to the passers-by. One day
an old gentlcman said to him: “My
son, you have a nice-face. Why do
you.do things which make punish-
ment necessary?”’

And the youngster replied: “I
don't mind telling. you, sir, that's
the way I get the exercise I need.”

As a boy he entertained the youth
of Montpelier by boring a hole in
a log in the Dewey backyard, fill-
ing it with gunpowder and lighting
a fuse,

As the first explosion was unsat-
isfactory, George waved back the
other adventurers with the remark,
“One man’s life is enough at a
time.”

The remaining powder exploded
directly in his face. He ran to a
rain tub, plunged his head in the
water, and asked anxiously: “Does
it show much.” >

L~

ran down the United States steam-
er Mississippl. Dewey was on the
sinking boat.

Years ago Dewey established a
reputation as being one of the few
fine small-sword men in the navy.

“It has been the weapon par ex-
cellerce of the knight and gentle-
men for a thousand years,” he gnce
sald. “It is the knightliest and
noblest of weapens. With its rec-
ord of chivalry the white arm
comes down through the ages, the
last legacy of the dead days of
romance and beauty to the twen-
tieth century.”

As a lleutenant he was so fear-
less and self-respecting that he
once dared to rebuke his admiral
for swearing excessively. “Ad-
miral,” he said, “I will not allow
you or any man living to address
me in the language you are us-
ing.”

His rival was Commander Rhind,
who bad made some headway in

Miss Goodwin's affections, when he ¢

was complietely routed by Lieut.
Dewey. Mrs. Dewey 1lved only five
vears.

The other famous romance of the
admiral’s life is his'infatuation for
Miss Virginia Lowery, now the
Duchess de Arcos. The duke is
therefore entitled to some meastre

of distinction as belng the ibnly

man who ever beat Dewey. “3

When George Dewey fisst ﬁnew'

Miss Lowery he was a subofdinate
naval officer with a smalbrsalary.
Miss Lowery was a beautifub girl,
the belle:of Washington. Thespres-
ent duke was Count Brunetti.
Miss Lowery’s father discouraged
hotn suitors; Dewey, bedamse his
career was not made; thel count,
because he was a forelgnew:. |
But Miss Lowery - married: the
count. i : §i* Sh

[

““And how old,” asked the admiral

with interest, “is this young lady?"”

“Ten,” sald the correspondent.

The kind old sailov laughed hear-
tily and sald: “By George, that's
enterprising; I'll write something
for her.” ¢

Which he did after the -corre-
spondent had shown him the fol-
lowing: :

When you reach Manila, please
give my love to Dewey and tell
him T think he did bravely. I wish
you would tell Dewey, too, that
I'm a Vermonter. Please write me
a letter with something Dewey
wrote in it. —Ruby Stone.

Dewey's devotion to his only
child has aroused in his son a feel-
ing little short of worship.

When the commodore sailed for
the East his son felt the same con-
fidence that he felt when a child.

“I knew before the battls that he’
would win,” said young George.

after his father's great victory..

that if they did not, as neutrals,

adhere to the laws of neutrals he
should fire on them.

“Buat that, ‘sir, would mean war
‘with Germany,” said the horror-
stricken Gérman. admiral.
. *“1 am perfectly aware: of the
fact,”’, the' American. commander
replied suavely. p

What his men most dread are his
crushingly ironical rebukes. The
admiral never flies into a passion.”

But he knows that it hurts his
men to be called “farmers.” Once
when he, as’'a captain, was com-
mandihg a vessel in the Mediter-
ranean, some awkward bungling
nearly lost the vessel a spar. '
~Dewey turned mildly %o the of=
ficer of the deck and said: Wil
you kindly tell me what was the
) matter just now with the agri-

L

) cultural population o6n the maintop-
d sall yard®’ ik = e § il wr

)

Here is the major's aecount of it:
“Talking of the rewards open to
a successful commander {in the
service of .a republic, 1 asked Ad-
miral Dewey what his reward
would be for his naval victory, and
added that he would have been
made & peer under a monarchy.
“ “Yes, 1 suppose I would have
been,” he remarked simply;. ‘but
I have been very amply rewarded,
for I see from the papers that the
senate has voted me a sword of
honor, though, mind you, I have

not heard a word about it myselfl «§

And my friends tell me they hope
to secure my promotion ' to the
rank of rear admiral. T am only a
commodore now, and perhaps they
wilf give me a mddal, too. Besides,
every one has been most kind, to
me, and you won't credit the num-

I have recefved.'™ "' -

ber 'of flattering little presents’ tha}

tion up there in the town hall 'Wm
the city fathers. A

“This day i{s a happy one far me.
When I reach home I shall go st
to -my. brother’s home at Montpe-
Her, Vt., where 1 was ‘born and
raised, and. where I shall be &hlej
to rest myself thoroughly.”~

And again he said: “One of the
things-that touched me ‘the most,
among all the many expressions of
warm -feellng’ from the people at’
home, was the .raising® of ja sub-.
scription in my hnative state to
bufld ‘a bronze statue .ol me, to
be placed in the Montpelier state
house, opposite the statue of Ethan
Allen, .7

“Many,_a time, as a boy, have I
looked ‘at that statue of Ethan Al-
len. in wonder and admiration. 1
feel that no greater compliment
could be pald me than.the erection
“of my ‘statue in .§uch a_.place—my
own village, you know."” e
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