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["how to cure the discontented girl!
I *

i>y dohothy dix—new york.american. I

L J
In thousands of well-to-do house-

holds the question of the hour is what
iu uo witn the daughter who grad-
uated from school last June, and who

is restless and discontented because she
has nothing to fill in her time and ab-
sorb her energies.

There seems to be no niche for her
—this girl who is equally removed
from the fashionable butterfly and the
grub of the counter and the type-

writer.
Her father has not money enough

to launch her in society that spells
itself with a big S, and that is an ar-
duous profession of itself, and he has
too much money for her to need to
earn her own livelihood. Wherefore,
the girl falls between the two stools
of the perpetual ga.vety of the society
girl on the one hand, and the absorb-
ing interest in an occupation of the
working girl on the other hand, into
the slough of boredom.

The discinline of the schoolroom
is still upon her. She is accustomed
to doing definite things at definite
times, and so she finds the pointless
days that have no special duty, nor
tasks, nor amusements in them pret-
ty trying, and she makes them trying
for her family.

It is during this period, before the
giil breaks herself of the habit of in-
dustry and acquires the saving fem-
inine habit of laziness, that she docs
rash things. She becomes stage
struck, or has a mission to raise the
poor, or marries a drunkard to re-
lorm him. just to have something to
do. and an object in life.

Teach Her Cooking.
I have often wondered whv parents

who are confronted with this prob-
lem of a trirl who is miserable be-
cause she is idle do not settle it by
the simple expedient of giving her a
few lessons in the things that slu-

really needs to know.
She has been fairly well-tauglit in

books. Why not teach her some of
the practical affairs that will be of
use to her to the longest days she
lives?

It her father and mother would do
their duty by her a girl’s first year
out of school could not only be made
mighty interesting to her. but it could
be made to almost assure her hap-
piness and prosperity in the world.

Why should not the mother teach
the girl who is pining for something
to do how to keep Every
woman knows that the best and hap-
piest thing that can be done to a girl
is to marrv some good man and have
a home of her own. and every mother
hopes for this fate for her daugnter,
but. she does nothing to prepare her
for the career to which she aspires.

It ought to lie considered as dis-
graceful ignorance in a noung wo-
man not to know how to cook as not
to know how to if ad. The happiness,
the health and the prosperity of a
family denend noon the woman who
is at tiie head of it. knowing how to
purchase the right kind of supplies
for the table, have them properly pre-
pared, and generally knowing how
to administer the affairs of the hous~
economically.

Yet the woman who has had tr
learn how to do this through bitter
experience and mistakes and failures

does not even take the trouble to
teach her daughter how to pick out
tender meat manage a servant or
clean up a room.

i

Teach Her Sewing.
Every girl should be taught how to

sew.
A woman may or may not have

need for the knowledge she imbibes
in school of the differential calculus,

j but she is dead sure to need clothes,
and if she knows how to make them
with her own hands she is mistress
of the situation, no matter what hap-
pens.

If she marries ari ch man, she is
fitted to cope with the arbitrary and
exorbitant dressmaker, and if she
marries a poor man she need nevei
be pitied by her richer sister, for her
own skill will supply her lack of mon-
ey.

The oniy independent woman ip the
world is the one who knows how to
make her own gowns. The balance
of us are slaves who grovel and crawl
before modistes who put us off. and
lie to us. and cheat us. but to whom
we are bound to defer because of our
ignorance.

It is one of the most shameful facts
in the world that the homes in this
country arc full of idle, restless, dis-
satisfied women, who complain that
they have nothing to do, while at the
same time their poor, hard-worked
fathers and husbands are toiling over-
time to pay these same women’s dress-
making hills.

There is nothing about construct-
ing a frock or a shirt waist that a
girl of average intelligence can't
learn, and no woman has a right to
consider herself well-educated unless
she knows how to sew.

Business Pointers.
The first year out of school is also

the psychological moment in which
her father ought to teach his daugh-
ter something about business, and at
least common commercial uses.

The average woman doesn't know
how to send a telegram without mak-
ing it a thousand words long, or else
leaving out the sense of it.

She doesn't know which is the
business end of a check, nor how to

g*« money in or out of a bank, and
she ham no conception of the im-
portance of signing her name to a pa-
per.

It would do every girl in the world
goocj to take at least an elementary
course in practical book-keeping in
her father’s office, and to spend some
time in close contact with the actual
grind of business and see how money
is made.

She would have more respect for a
dollar, and be less willing to throw j
it away on foolishness, if she saw I
with her own eyes the toil and labor ;
and strain and anxiety (hat it took .
to get it.

Girls are not taught a single thing |

about business, vet they live in a j
world where their very cultivation de- !
pends upon (heir knowing something!
about it. and when you look at the i
matter fairly it is pretty shabby
treatment that a young woman should ,
be started out in life with neither the j
feminine acomplishment nor the

masculine knowledge which ought to
bo given her.

It i s time that mothers an (Leathers
wake up to a sense of their duty to
their daughters, and then we should
hear no more of the discontented girl
with nothing to do.

Adventures of Sherlock
Holmes.

(Continued from Page Two.)

predominated in him. The swing of
his nature took him from extreme
languor to devouring energy; and, as
I knew well, he was never so truly
formidable as when, for days on end.
he had been lounging in his arm-chair
amid his improvisations and his black-
letter editions. Then it was that the
lust of the chase would suddenly come
upon him, and that his brilliant rea-
soning power would rise to the level
of intuition, until those who were un-
acquainted with his methods would
look askance at him as on a man
whose knowledge was not that of oth-
er mortals. When I sa him that af-
ternoon so enrapped In the music at
St. James’s’ Hall I felt that an evil
time might he coming upon those
whom he had set himself to hunt
down.

“You want to go home, no doubt,
doctor,” he remarked, as we emerged.

“Yes, it would be as well.’
“And I have some business to do

1 which will take some hours. This
business at Coburg Square is serious-”

“Why serious.”
“A considerable crime is in con-

templation. I have every reason to
believe that we shall be in time to
stop it. But today being Saturday
rather complicates matters. I shall
want your help tonight.”

“At what time?”
“Ten will he early enough.”
“1 shall be at Baker Street at ten.”

“Very well. And, I say, doctor,
there may he some little danger, so
kindly put your army revolver in your
pocket.” He waved his hand, turned
on his heel, and disappeared ill an
instant among the crowd.

1 trust that I am not more dense
than my neighbors, but I was always
oppressed with a sense of my own
stupidity in my dealings with Sherlock
Holmes. Here I had heard what he
had heard, I had seen what he had
seen, and yet from his words it was
evident that he saw clearly not only
what had happened, but what was
about to happen, while to me the whole
business was still confused and gro-
tesque. As I drove homo to my house
in Kensington I thought over it all,
from the extraordinary story of the
red-headed copier of the “Encyclo-
paedia” down to the visit to Saxe-Co-

burg Square, and the ominous words
with which he had parted from me.
What was this nocturnal expedition,
and why should I go armed? Where
do? 1 had the hint from Holmes that
were we going, and what were we to
this smooth-faced pawnbroker’s as-
sistant was a formidable man—a man
who might play a deep game. I tried
to puzzle it out, but g;ive it up in des-
pair, and set the matter aside until
night should bring an explanation-

It was quarter past nine when I
started from home and made my way
across tiie Park, and so through Ox-
ford Street to Baker Street. Two han-
soms were standing at the door, and
as T entered the passage, I heard the
sound of voices from above. On en-
tering his room I found Holmes in
animated conversation with two men

one of whom I recognized as Peter
Jones, the official police agent, while
the other was a long, thin, sad-faced

! man, with a very shiny hat and op-
! pressively respectable frock- coat

“Ha! our party is complete,” said
Holmes, buttoning up his pea-jaeket,
and taking his heavy hunting crop
from the rack. “Watson, I think you
know Mr. Jones, of Scotland Yard?
Let me introduce you to Mr. Merry-
weather, who is to be our companion
in to-night’s adventure.”

“We’re hunting in couples again,
doctor, you see,” said Jones, in his
consequential way. “Our friend here
is a wonderful man for starting a
chase. All he wants js an old dog
to help him to do tjie running down.”

“I hope a wild goose may not prove
to be the end of our chase,” ob-
served Mr. Merryweather gloomily.

“You may place considerable con-
fidence in Mr. Holmes, sir,” said the
police agent loftily. “He has his own
little methods, which are, if he won't
mind my saying so, just a little too
theoretical and fantastic, but he has
the makings of a detective in him.
Tt is not too much to say that once
or twice, as in that business of the
Sholto murder and the Agra treasure,
he has been more nearly correct than
the official force.”

“Oh. if you say so. Mr. Jones. It
is all right,” said the stranger with
deference. “Still, I confess that I
miss my rubber. It is the first .Sat-
urday night 'for seven-andrtwenty-

years that I have not had my rub-
ber.”

“I think you will find," said Sher-
lock Holmes, “that you will play for
a higher stake tonight than you have
ever done yet, and that the play will
be more exciting. For you, Mr. Mer-
ry weather, the stake will be some
130,000; and for you. Jones, it will he
the man upon whom you wish to lay
your hands.”

“John < May, the murderer, that,

smasher and forger. He is young
man, Mr. Merryweather, hut lie is at
the head of his profession, and /l
would rather have my bracelets bn
him than on any criminal in London.

"He’s a remarkable man, is young
John Play. Ilis grandfather was a
royal duke, and lie himself has been
to Eton and Oxford. His brain is as
cunning as his fingers, and though we
meet signs of him at every turn, we
never know where to find the man
himself. He’ll crack a crib in Scot-
hmd one week, and be raising money
to build an orphanage in Cornwall the
next. I’ve been on his track for
years, and have never set eyes on
him yet.”

“I hope that I may have the pleas-
ure of introducing you tonight. I’ve
had one or two little turns also with
Mr. John Clay, and T agree with you
that he is at the head of his profes-
sion. If is past ten. however, and
quite time that we started. If you
two will take the first hansom, Wat-
son and I will follow in the second.”

Sherlock Holmes was not very com-
municative during the long drive, and
lay hack in the cab humming the
tunes which he had heard in the af-
ternoon. We rattled through an end-
less labyrinth of gas-lit streets until
we emerged into Farrington Street.

“We are close there now,” my
friend remarked. “This fellow Mer-
ryweather is a bank director, and per-
sonally interested in the matter. I
thought it as well to have Jones with
us also. He is not a bacl fellow,
though an absolute imbecile in bis
profession. He has one positive vir-
tue. He is as brave as a bull-dog,
and as tenacious as a lobster if he

gets liis claws upon any one. Here 1
we are, and they are waiting for us.”

We had reached the same crowded
thoroughfare in which we had found
ourselves in the morning. Our cabs
were dismissed, and, following the
guidance of Mr. Merryweather. we
passed down a narrow passage and
through a side door, which he opened
for us. Within there was a small
corridor, which ended in a very mas-
sive iron gate. This also was opened,
and led down a flight of winding
stone steps, which terminated at
another formidable gate. Mr. Mer-
ryweather stopped to light a lantern,
and then conducted us down a dark
earth—smelling passage, and so, after
opening a third door, into a huge
vault or cellar, which was piled ail
round with crates and massive boxes.

“You are not very vulnerable
above,” Holmes remarked, as he held
up the lantern and gazed about him.

"Nor from below,” said Mr. Merry-
weather, striking his stick upon the
flags which lined the floor. “Why,
dear me, it sounds quite hollow!” he
remarked, looking up in surprise.

“I must really ask you to be a little
more quiet,” said Holmes, severely.
“You have already imperiled the
whole success of our expedition.
Might I beg that you would have the
goodness to sit down upon one of
those boxes and not to interfere?”

The solemn Mr. Merryweather
perched himsellf upon a crate, with a
very injured expression upon his face,
while Holmes fell upon his knees upon
the floor, and, with the lantern and a
magnifying lens, began to examine
minutely the cracks between the
stones. A few seconds sufficed to sat-
isfy himself, for he sprang to his feet
again, and put his glass m his
pocket.

“We have at least an hour before
us.” ho remarked; “for they can
hardly take any steps until the good
pawnbroker is safely in bed. Then
they will not lose a minute, for the
sooner the do their work the longer

time they will have for their escape.
We are at present. doctor—as no
doubt you have devined—in the cellar
of the city branch of one of the prin-
cipal London banks. Mr. Merry-
weather is the chairman of directors,
and he will explain to you that there
are reasons why .he more daring crim-
inals of London should take a consid-
erable interest in this cellar at pres-
ent.”

“It is our French gold,” whispered

the director. “We have had several
warnings that an attempt might h»
made unon it.”

“Your French gold?”

“Yes. We had occasion some
months ago. to strengthen our re-
sources. ami borrowed, for that pur-
pose. 30,000 napoleons from the Bank
of France. It has become known that
we have never had occasion to unpack
the money, and that it is still lying in
our cellar. The crate upon which 1
sit contains 2.000 napoleons packed
between layers of lead foil. Our re-
serve of bullion is much larger at pres-
ent than is usually kept in a single
branch and the directors have
had misgivings upon the subject.”

“Which were very well justified,”
observed Holmes. “And now it is
time that we arranged our little plans.
I expect that within an hour matters
will come to a head. In the meantime.
Mr. Merryweather, we must put the
screen over that dark lantern."

“And sit in the (lark?”

“I am afraid so. I had brought a

pack of cards in my pocket and I
thought that, as we were a partie
carree, you might have your rubber

1 after all. But I see that the enemy's
preparations have gone so far that we
cannot risk the presence of a light.
And, first of all, we must choose our
positions. These are daring men, and
though we shall take them at a disad-
vantage, they may do us some harm
unless we are careful. I shall stand
behind this crate, and do you conceal
yourself behind those. Then, when 1
flash a light upon them, close in swift-
ly. If they fire, Watson have no com-
punction about shooting them down.”

I placed my revolver, cocked, upon
the top of the wooden case behind
which I crouched. Holmes shot the
slide across the front of his lantern,
and left us in pitch darkness-—such an
absolute darkness as I have never be-
fore experienced. The smell of hot
metal remained to assure us that the
light was still there, ready to flash
out at a moment’s notice. To me, with
my nerves worked up to a pitch of
expectancy, there was something de-
pressing and subduing in the sudden
gloom, and in the cold, dank air of the
vault.

“They have but one retreat.”
whispered Holmes. “That is back
through the house into Saxe-Ooburg
Square. I hope that you have done
whas I asked of you Jones?”

“I have an inspector and two offi-
cers waiting at the front door.”

“Then we have stopped all the
holes. And now we must ho silent
and wait.”

What a time it seemed! From com-
paring notes afterwards it was but an
hour and a quarter, yet it appeared to
me that the night must have almost
gone, and the dawn be breaking above
us. My limbs were weary and stiff,
for I feared to change my position,
yet my nerves were worked up to the
highest pitch of tension, and my hear-
ing was so acute that I could not only
hear the gentle breathing of my com-
panions, but I could distinguish the
deeper, heavier in-breath of the bulky
Jones from the thin, sighing note of
the bank director. From my position
I could look over the case in 1 lie di-
rection of the floor. Suddenly my
eyes caught the glimmer of a light.

At first it was a lurid spark upon
the stone pavement. Then it length-
ened out until it became a yellow
line, and then, without any warning or
sound, a gash seemed to open and a
hand appeared, a white, almost wom-
anly hand, which felt about in the
center of the little area of light. For
a minute or more the hand, with its
writhing fingers, protruded out of the
floor. Then it was withdrawn as sud-
denly as it appeared, and all was
dark again save the single lurid spark
which marked a chink between the
stones.

Its disappearance, however, was hut
momentary. With a rending, tearing
sound, one of the broad, white stones
turned over upon i*s side, and left
a square, raping hole, through whicli
streamed the of a lantern. Over
the edge there "eeped a. clean-cut-
boyish face, which looked keenly about
it. and then, with a hand on either
side of the aperture, drew itself
shoulder-high and waist-high, until
one knee rested upon the edge. In
another instant ho stood at the side
of the hole, and was hauling after him
a companion, lithe and small like him-
self. with a pale face and a shock of
very red hair.

“It’s ali clear,” he whispered.
“Have you tiie chisel and the bags.
Great Scot*! Jump. Archie, jump,
and I'll swing for it!”

Sherlock Holmes had sprung out
and seized the intruder by the collar.
The other dived down the hole, and

(Continued on Page Six.)

A Dollar Saved is a Dollar Made.
THE SECURITY LIFE AND ANNUITY COMPANY,

•

in addition to its special policy forms, writes all the standard forms of life and endowment policies. It has a
distinct advantage on account of higher interest rates and the smaller amount added for expenses. These advantages
make a difference in rate at age thirty on a twenty-payment, participating, life policy of $5.88 per SI,OOO, which is
equivalent to a cash advanced dividend of over 20 per cent. Or the insured may secure the advantages by buying a
fifteen-payment life policy from the Security Life and Annuity Company for about what the companies on a 3 per cent,

basis charge for a twenty-payment policy of the same kind.

THE SAVING OF FIVE PREMIUMS
sets forth the distinct practical advantages which higher interest rates and smaller expense loading secure for our
policy-holders. In addition to this big saving for the policy-holders we are keeping our money at home. The State is
sending out over $3,000,000 annually for life insurance, which goes into the North and Northwest to turn their wheels
of industry. This amount kept at home annually for twenty-five years, and improved at 6 per cent., would amount to
the enormous sum of $174,450,000. With the hearty support of the citizens of North Carolina, in a large measure
the Home Companies can stop this great outflow of money from the State.

We want to sell to 10,000 men in North Carolina a 20-payment

life policy for 91,000 and save for them $58,800 annually, or
1 r

i $2,293,200 for ail, in 20 years; and keep $11,203,200 in the
" State . S7G.QO, earning 4 per cent, willaccomplish the same in life

insurance as 9100 earning only 3 per cent.
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