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j A REVEREND RASCAL.
I It would be a callous Caucasian, indeed, who
I could feel no interest in the case of little Ma
I Ho, the white child found in a den of the Sah
1 Francisco Chinatown a week or two ago.
1 It appears that Ma Ho fell into the tender
I care of the Children's Home-findin- g Society of

Berkeley, California, a few years ago. The
mother of the waif had been divorced from the
father, and the agents of the society bluffed her
into giving: up the child!. Shortly afterward,
"Rev." W. H. Brayton, president of the society,
sold the child for the very modest sum of $10

, to a Chinese gardener named Mah Hing, and
' she was taken to one of the squalid dens of the

underground Chinatown, where she has been im--

i mured until very recently.
But fate, which had shown much of unkind-nes- s

to little Ma Ho In the midst of other vicis-
situdes, her original name has disappeared had
not the harshness to condemn her to the un- -

horrors of womanhood among theIspeakable A glimpse of her was caught one
happy day by some kind soul, and Miss Donaldlna
Cameron,- - head of a r 'sslon for the rescue of
women and girls, white or yellow, from slavery in
the Chinatown of San Francisco, raided the den
of Mah Hing, and, with the assistance of a police
officer, was able to capture and resore the child.

The Slegel affair vas still stirring In the minds
of the public, and the Incident created a little
more than ordinary interest. An Investigation
was made to discover in what manner a white
child had fallen into the hands of orientals, and
it then transpired that "Rev." W. H. Brayton.
was the responsible party. He not only ac-

knowledged to it, but admitted that he had turned
four other white babies over to the hands of
Chinamen during the past few years.

To call Brayton a scoundrel would be a gross
superfluity of language. He has lived in Cali-

fornia long enough to know in what regard a
woman or a woman-chil- d is held by the Chinese,
and if he did not know that the ultimate fate of
Mah Ho and of the other female whitej children
sold by him to the Chinese was a slavery of the
most horrible description, he oughtto be in a
home for the feeble-minde-

But it would appear that Brayton Is not only
no simpleton, but that he has a very clear eye for
the main chance. Investigation discloses the
fact that he was the "Home-findin- g Society for
Children''; that the agents of the society worked
for him on a commission basis; that the pro-

ceeds of their beggings, minus this commission,
were turned over to him; that he handled all the
funds and that they were banked in his name;
Chat he engineered the whole machinery of the
society; and that the board of directors were
merely dummies, who knew nothing of the In-

ternal workings of the delectable institution to
which their names lent a tinge of

The more Intelligent of them had dropped
their membership in the organization, and Bray- -

lv ton refubetl to give the names of the officiating
I members when requested to do so by a reporter

for one of the San Francisco dallies.
r There is no law to cover the case, and Bray- -

I ton stands en his "rights," secure in the idea that
J he is absolutely immune from punishment. This

unctuouB rascal who, if his title of "reverend" is
not bogus, has stolen the livery of heaven to
serve the devil in, has collected a great sum
of money from the charitably disposed people of
the coast, who gave under the impression that
the money was to be used for the support of
homeless children, and has actually sold those
children Into a slavery far more horrible than that
to which the blaok .men and women were con-s'gne- d

in ante-bellu- days. And yet his insti-
tution still stnnds in the town of Berkeley that
classic community, which Is proud to call itself
"the Athens of the Pacific," and he Is stlil en

camped within it3 walls; still doing business at
the old stand.

There was a day In California when, if the
law failed to cope with a peculiarly atrocious case,
summary justice was executed by the short cut.
One memorable instance was when Casey and
Cora were hanged by the vigilantes in. 1856, for
the shooting of mes King of William, an edi-

tor of those days who scored the disorderly and
disreputable elements in the community, and who
did not mince his words in so doing. God forbid
that We should countenance the taking of human
life by lynch law; but We do think that if there
are such things as tar and feathers in the state
of California that there is some going to waste so
long as "Rev." W. H. Brayton remains unmolest-
ed In Berkeloy, and permitted to do business as
head of the Children's Home-findin- g Society.

California is ashamed of the old "Chinese-must-go,- "

n days, but ,say the worst
of Dennis Kearney, and then It cannot be gain-

said that he was worth a regiment of the scurvy,
flea-bitte- llea-soule- d manlnklns who now infest
the shores of San Francisco bay.

A HUMID JURIST.
Whatever physiological and psychopathic facts

may develop as a result of the examination of
Harry K. Thaw for insanity, there is no .longer
much doubt as to the location of the bladder of
Judge Isaac Mills, who tried the case. It Is evi-

dently situated In close juxtaxposltion to his
eyes.

Other judges have been celebrated for divers
qualities for absolute impartiality under all cir-

cumstances, for legal acumen, for penetration Into
the hidden workings of law cases but Judge
Mills certainly holds the belt In one regard; he
is the champion weeper of the American bench

at least In this generation.
The tear-duct-s were on tap at all times: he

wept at the testimony of a witness; he wept at
her distress; ho wept during the peroration of
Thaw's attorney's closing address. The record of
his flow, in miner's inches, is not given by the
Associated Press which occasionally overlooks a
bet but the daily story of the trial reads like the
weather reports from Chagres, where it rains
every day. Without any desire to be suspected of
levity, and without any pretensions to a contempt
of court, we would seriously advise the Irrigation
congress executive committee to extend an invita-
tion to Judge Mills to be present at their Spokane
convention with an address on how to water arid
lands by means of tears.

The London Chronicle says that the American
opinion of coffee as understod in the English
home is not high, and how the coffee of the Eng-
lish lodgings is esteemed may be understood from
the following traveler's tale: It was his first
morning in London "apartments," and his land-
lady came up with the breakfast, and, as ho be-

gan the meal, opened a slight conversation. "It
looks like rain," she said. "It does," replied the
American, "but It smells rather like coffee."

Congressman Livingstone, of Georgia, was
standing outside the Senate Finance Committee
room when the delegation of young women hos-

iery workers from Phidadelphla left that room, af-

ter an audience with Senator Aldrich. Senator
Smoot, who is a Mormon from Utah and a mem-

ber of the Finance Committee, left the room in
the lead of the young women. "Who are all
these young women ? asked a man who watched
the procession curiously. "Smoot's wives," said
Livingstone, laconically.

"Consistency Is a lost art," says a newspaper
heading. Consistency never was an ai , it's in-

consistency that calls for the hand of the artist.

TREASURES

An Incident in the Life of Mr. Nicodemus Bopp. M

By Joseph Strong. H
Mr. Nicodemus Bopp was a man of no spo- - M

cial Importance to anyone but himself and hlB 'M
employers, for he was a very good salesman and
drove a thriving trade for his firm in white goods j

in a most difficult territory. But apart from his
business connection he was of no particular im-- h M
portance, as I have said, to anyone but himself. M
Not that he was unpopular; people liked him M
really, for he wasn't at all a bad fellow; he simply
didn't count. M

Like most little men for he M
was short and had acquired a slight paunch he M
was a busybody, a benevolent busybody, and like M
all little people, inclined to flesh M
and to a kindly meddling in affairs which are M

none of their concern, he walked with a strut. M

Everybody knows at least one specimen of the 'M
Nicodemus type. I know several, and each one M
of them Beems somehow to bear a family re- - M
semblance to all the others. My present sped-- M
men was pink and bald, with weak blue eyes M

veiled by thick-lense- d spectacles. He had a ;j
'large nose, and separated from it by a very short

upper lip, was his thin, smooth-shave- n slit of a H
mouth, smugly indented at each corner. Then a H
small, dimpled chin, and a short, fat neck, and M
I've described him for you. You find, don't you, M
that Mr. Bopp reminds you of someone you know? M

Nicodemus was always well dressed; his linen, M
of course, Immaculate, his boots spotless and M
bright. A successful traveling salesman, and Nlco- - M
demus was one, cannot afford to neglect his per-- M
sonal appearance. The busy season was at its
height, the time of year when the country mor- - 'M
chant comes to the big city to replenish his jH
stock of wares, and Nicodemus was making his M
dally round at the hotels in search of stray cus- - 'M
tomers from his territory, who might otherwise M
elude him. M

It was in the Carrington, the hostelry chiefly M
patronized by the visiting buyers, that Nicode- - M
mus, strolling round the looby, his hands behind lM
his back, peering benevolently about him, espied a M
face. It was a man's face, thin and sallow, and M
Nicodemus wondered where he had seen it before. jfl
It wasn't a customer, of that he was certain; 'JM
where could he have seen that where ah, yes! 'M
he had it now! Europe! Bad Ems that was M
it. Bad Ems, where Nicodemus had spent two M
months of the previous summer on. account of H
his diabetes. H

"Met him at the hotel; name's Langenmantel; jH
remember he spoke good English; seems all alone; M
probably doesn't know a soul In town; go up and H
introduce myself again; recall Bad Ems; guess H
he'll be glad of someone to talk to; might be H
able to help him out In some way." Thus Nlco- - H
demus to himself; then he strutted off to accost H
the stranger. H

The sallow man had turned and was walking M
toward the desk when he felt the touch of a H
finger on his arm. With a violent start he faced M
about and heard the small lady-lik-e voice of Nlco- - M
demus addressing him. M

"I beg your pardon; your name Is Langemantel, M
I believe?" H

The stranger grew pale. M
"Ah, you you know me, then?" he managed M

to jerk out. "Forgive me if I started when you fl
spoke to me so suddenly. He forced a laugh. "My JH
nerves are bad, you see.'' fl

"Oh, yes; I know you," from Nicodemus. "I
never forget a face. We met at Bad Ems last M
August in the Hotel Continental. Very likely M
you've forgotten, hut my memory for faces and H
names is excellent." jH

The stranger had again recovered his compos- - 'M
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