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CHAPTER X.—(Continued.* 
At Inst, in due time, the first golden 

lump was brought to light; and the 
bailiff, putting on a pair of glasses 
With silver rims, examined it as if he 
was trying to find a Haw In a title 
det<l. 

"Yes; that is butter," said he. He 
thrust his hanil into Ills breast and 
drew forth a very ohl netted purse, 
with copper rings. 

"There!" said he, offering her six pen
nies. one by one. "Nobody ought ever 
do anything for nothing; and you have, 
told me the truth; and for that it is 
worth while to pay high." 

Tlio man looked so pcor and so shab
by. and to have so extravagant an 
estimate of the value of six pennies, 
'that she handed them back again. 

"Thank you," she said; "you are 
very kind—but I'm glad enough to 
iliave saved my poor cream." 

'True — true," said he, absently 
counting the pennies back Into the 
Ipurse. "What would , you waal for 
wages, if you came here?" 

"I wouldn't want any for myself— 
lonly shelter and meals. But I have a 
imother . She Is not really my 
'mother But she has been one to 
me for years; and I call her so—now. 
IBhe is Mrs. Graith, sir; and yesterday 
•be was mistress here—where I want 
(to be maid." 
| "What—the mother of that foolish 
[young scamp " 
! "No," said Susan, whose shyness be-
eame at once a thing forgotten, "of 
Oliver GraJth, If you please. Yon are 
{here to take your better's goods; not 
tto call names." 
1 She had never found out that she 
toad a temper; but she knew it now; 
knd the bailiff knew it, too. He also 
pad shown signs of a temper; but, find
ing himself faced, his scowl relaxed, 
jand he gave a grunt Instead of a 
Xrowl. 
' "Ah, he suddenly exclaimed, while 
Susan was clearing the churn, "you are 
daughter Of Lancelot Ambrose of Red-
'ruth—I see it with my eye! You are 
the daughter of that runaway thief, 
iwlio " 

Up to this moment I have labored 
tinder the belief that Susan Ambrose 
was the gentlest of girls, as incapable 
<o£ anything unladylike as any duchess 
iln the land. I could no more have 
Icould have dreamed of her failing to be 
btanch to a friend. And then, what 
blade it a thousand times worse, the 
'bailiff was old enough to be her father, 
was also a head shorter and much 
weaker than she, and did not look fit 
jto be touched with a pair of tongs— 
'much less by a woman's hand. 

In short. It was his ear, instead of 
;her fingers, that tingled; and his 
hat was off at last and soaking In a 
inilk-pail, leaving nothing behind but 
a bald and philosophic crown. 

CHAPTER XI. 
"Ah! She is a tigress—a tigress!" 

he cried, glaring at her and wringing 
his hands. "She has come here to 
murder me. Take my hat out of the 
m lk; it will spoil!" 

i -lie was already ashamed of herself, 
|1 i.t she could not leave her work un
done. 
: "Will you beg my father's pardon?" 
tasked she. 

"Yes," said he looking at her hand 
.and rubbing his ear. 
I "And Oliver Graith's for " 
] "For calling him foolish and scamp, 

•oh, yes; he is a most respectable, most 
wise young man." 
| -'Then here is your hat," said she. 
•lifting it by its extreme edge out of the 
bail, and wiping it with a duster. 
U.nd—good-day." 
i "Wait a minute, though! You are to 
look after my dairy, and you shall have 

ill yon can make by it—no; I will give 
ou even the whole half of what you 

.'can make by it, for your wage." 
| "Your dairy?" she asked, almost let-
-)Ong the hat fall into the churn, 

i "Whose else's?" he asked, sharply. 
-"The truth! Do not say I am not 
Nicephorus Bedrosian, because I am. 
And you know!" 

"The new master of the farm?" 
"Of the farm—and of you!" 
She returned to Mrs. Graith with her 

train in a state as if it were she who 
had her ears boxed, and not he. 

Tom Polwarth had not returned from 
Redruth by the time she got back; 
though the butter and the rest of the 
business had kept her long. Mrs. 
Graith had finished clearing up, and 
was standing at the door of the 
smithy, looking up and down the 
street, shading her eyes with her hand. 

"Oh, my dear!" she cried; "where 
,have you been this age? If anything 
happened to you, it would be worst of 
all!" 

"Nonsense, mother!" said Susan; 
"what should happen to me? I've got 
some good news. I've got a place, at 
first asking. I'm a dairymaid. And 
what better could one be?" 

"Where?" 
"Only think—at Z|on Farm!" 

•"Oh—oh—oh!" cried the widow. 
"'And you that should have been mis
tress—all! No, don't tell me that; I'd 
•sooner work my fingers to the bone. 
•Oil, what would Oliver say?" 

Susan had never thought of Mrs. 
•Graith taking the news in that way, 
and her face fell. But she said, pres
ently, with a kiss: 

"Just what I said to him; make the 
best of things as they are. You 
musn't fret about that, dear. Think 
—I might have had to go miles away; 
and now I shan't be outside a walk, 
:and I shall be with you a dozen times 
.-a day. I don't expect to live there; we 
anight have a cottage together, and me 
go out to my work while you see to 
things at home. Dear mother, I shall 
ibe miserable if—" 

"I knqwp-if I, am. There, then, I 
iWW't bfc'*^ofr<nre~a-dear,-good girl, 

Susah; and if only—" 
"Oliver would come home? But be 

will, mother; I know that, too." 
Just then came the most timid of 

taps on the door, as if a mouse were 
wanting to enter and doubted, whether 
the cat might not be Inside. 

"Come In!" cried Susan. 
It was Tom Polwarth, red fully as 

much from bushfulness as frpm exer
cise. 

"I've sold your mare," said he. 
"Times are bad Just now 'round Red
ruth, but I've made thirty pound. And 
here's the money, mistress, all in gold. 
They wanted me to take a note of 
Ambrose's, but " 

"You've done splendidly, Mr. k'ol-
warth!" interrupted Susan, hastily. 

"Thirty pounds! why, it's a fortune 
and I've got a situation." 

"You've got a situation, Misi. Stt 
sanT" asked Tom, a little blankly. 

"But who are they?" asked Mrs. 
Graith. "You haven't told me who 
they are " 

"I dare say they're very nice people 
when you come to know them," said 
Susan. 

"No. They can't be very nJce, Su
san. Nobody could be nice who'd turn 
Oliver out of his own." 

"What!" cried Tom; "you don't say 
you've taken a place up at Zlon 
Farm?" 

"As dairymaid. And I'm to have 
half what I make." 

"Save us! If you haven't taken ser
vice with Old Nick!" 

"Why, what In the world do you 
mean? I didn't quite catch the old 
gentleman's name, but it was a long 
way longer than that—though It did 
begin with something like Nick, now 
I call It to mind." 

"Old Nick—that's what they call him 
up at Redruth. He's not an English
man; nor yet a Frenchman. He talks 
to himself at times in a sort of jabber 
.that sounds like a horse that's took all 
of a sudden to swear. He came to 
Redruth all at once, from nobody 
knows where. He don't look like a 
man. He looks round the edge of a 
penny piece, and don't spend enough 
In the town to feed a fly; but he has 
a house filled up to every ceiling with 
lumps of gold so close that a midge 
couldn't creep between." 

" 'Us he, they say, that broke Am
brose's. I've heard tell of Old Nick 
of Redruth these twelve months—and 
now he's here! Miss Susan—don't you 
trouble about money. I'll Just work 
the skin off my bones sooner than you 
go there. 

"Horrible!" excaimed Mrs. Graith. 
"What Is he—this man?" 

"Some say he's the Wandering Jew. 
Some say he's a—wizard. And there, 
I reckon you be." 

"Susan," said Mrs. Graith, with de
cision, "you will have nothing to do 
with this horrible man!" 

"Oh, I know how to manage wiz
ards," said Susan, very meekly, look* 
lng at her own hands. 

CHAPTER XII. 
It Is not, as a rule, the act of a wis* 

man to go to sleep when he la alone 
with a man who has injured him. But 
Oliver Graith, though he had attained 
the age of responsible/ manhood, had 
not yet attained the age of wisdom. 
So it was hardly his fault that he 
failed yet again to go to sleep in one 
world and to wake up in another. 

Oliver awoke and rubbed his eyes. 
Yes; he had not dreamed that he was 
on board the Lively Peg; he had not 
dreamed that he was in company with 
Susan's father; and so, no doubt he 
did not dream that he was also in 
company with the young gentleman 
who had been in command of the 
press-gang. The young gentleman did 
his best to look stern as an admiral. 

"You're a smart fellow!" said he. 
"A man that can slip out of a boat's 
crew, and take a header Into the sea 
in the middle of a channel fog, ought 
to serve King George. What's this 
cutter? And where's the rest of the 
crew, besides you two? No, no, it's 
no use your squinting at the water. 
You don't give me the slip twice the 
same way." 

It was true enough that Oliver had 
cast one rueful look at his friend the 
sea; for he knew what he was in for, 
and it was bitterly hard to be carried 
off against his will Just when fortune 
had so miraculously tossed into his 
hands the wherewithal to buy back 
the farm, make everybody happy. 

"No, sir," said he; "I don't belong to 
this cutter, nor she—poor thing!—to 
me; »and I'm a farmer, when I'm 
ashore. . I came aboard, as I suppose 
you did, seeing a vessel in distress." 

"All right, my man. Never mind 
what you are 'ashore. You're sailor 
enough at sea. As for this man here, 
as seems damaged, we can land him." 

"No, sir—don't do that! exclaimed 
Ambrose. "I'm not• so much dam
aged as that comes to. I'm not a sea
man like him, but I can help the pur
ser—I understand accounts. I don't 
want anything better than to serve the 
king!" 

"Why you talk like a land lawyer!" 
said the little midshipman, looking 
over the big man. "A rum thing—a 
land lubber rigged out in Jack's old 
clothes wanting to keep the ship's 
books. But it don't do to be particu
lar these times." 

In an hour from his throat's escape 
from being cut in his sleep, both 
Lancelot Ambrose and Oliver Graith 
were on board the Seamew, a fine 
frigate somewhat short' of hands by 
reason of desertions and scurvy, and 
on her way the Admiralty alone knew 
whither. 

(To be continued.) 

RACE WITH A MOOSE. 

Mr. Jndklns' Odd Kxnerlence oa a 
Highway in Maine. 

Ernest G. Judktns, bookkeeper for 
the Kineo company, had a remarkable 
experience with a bull moose on the 
carriage road to Deer Head Farm, two 
miles from here, early in the week. 

Mr. Judkins was taking a morning 
ride, galloping along a level stretch, 
when the bone came to a sudden stand
still with a jolt and a snort. Looking 
ahead Mr. Judkins saw a large bull 
moose feeding on the tender sprouts 
of the bushes growing by the roadside, 
not sixty yards away. The moose ap
parently did not see the horse and 
rider. 

Mr. Judkins' first impulse was to 
ride the moose down, but he thought 
better of this and hooted to attract 
the animal's attention, and possibly 
frighten him from the road so that he 
could proceed, but the moose fed calm
ly on. At the end of a few minutes 
the beast moved down the road in 
search of more food, and Mr. Judkins 
followed at a respectful distance, hoot
ing until his throat was hoarse. This 
process was repeated over half a mile 
of road. 

At the end of that distance the 
moose faced about and began feeding 
toward the horse and rider, casting an 
unconcerned look in their direction 
every now and then, and Mr. Judkins' 
steed did the backstep for a few rods. 
This was a little too much for the 
horseman, and, becoming impatient, 
he shouted to attract the attention of 
the moose, plunged spurs into his 
horse and made for the big animal. 

With the first leap of the horse the 
indifferent attitude of the moos i chang
ed to one of concern, .and, turning 
abruptly about, he started down the 
road at a clumsy trot. This gave a new 
and more interesting phase to the sit
uation; and urging on his horse Mr. 
Judkins proceeded to have his share of 
the sport, only hoping that the moose 
would keep to the road. The moose 
obliged in this particular, and the 
horse, being a good one, entered Into 
the spirit of the race, but try as he 
could the distance between him and the 
fleeing animal did not lessen material
ly. 

"I never saw anything like It," said 
Mr. Judkins to the NeW York Sun cor
respondent. "That great, ungainly ani
mal trotted on ahead, as clumsily as a 
razorback, and maintained his head 
with apparently no effort whatever, 
while my horse legged It for ail that 
was In him. I had heard that moose 
had speed, but when I started after 
that bull I would have laid ten to one 
that I would overhaul him Inside of 
200 yards; that I could have ridden all 
around him." 

After a race covering fully half a 
mile the moose turned into the forest 
and disappeared. 

GREAT BLACKFISH CATCH. 

Blackpool claims to. be the 
ed town In England. 

light. 

laueiM School Left Stranded on 
Shore by the Ebliing Tide, 

One day in November several years 
ago the good people living on the Mass
achusetts bay shore at the north end 
of Cape Cod were wrought to the high
est pitch of excitement by the arrival 
of an immense school of blackfish, 
which were on the flats chasing bait 
as the small fish they feed on are called, 
and gradually working inshore. The 
news spread like wildfire, says a writer 
in Outing; village stores were hastily 
closed, schoolboys deserted schoolrooms 
and even women flocked to the shore. 
The flats along the coast make out 
from half to a mile and a half practi
cally level and almost dry at low tide, 
where at high tide is four to eight feet 
of water. No school of blackfish so 
large as this had ever been heard of. 
And by good luck the tide was ebbing. 

Hastily the boats were launched, 
each taking a half-dozen men and boys, 
those now rowing being armed with 
sticks and pieces Of board. In a quar
ter of an hour they were In position, 
in half-circle and to leeward of the 
fish. 

"Close In now," came from the "com
modore," "and make all the noise you 
can!" And they did, fairly churning 
the water with boards and sticks. The 
thousands of squid and herring on 
which the blackfish were feeding as
sisted in this movement by getting Into 
shoal water as far as possible so that 
the blackfish could not follow them. 
The result was inevitable; the fast-
ebbing tide soon began to leave the big 
fish In such shoal water that It was 
difficult for the larger ones to swim. 
Gradually the circle of boats grew 
nearer and nearer and in two hours 
90 per cent, of the entire school was 
stranded on the flats. For weeks after 
the villagers were engaged in cutting 
up and trying out the oil. The total 
catch netted some $25,000, many of 
the fish weighing two t»ns apiece. 

Sign You Photograph*. 
Often in looking over a collection of 

photographs at some relative's or 
friend's home, whom you are visiting, 
you will see a picture the original Of 
which you think you have known or 
met, and on making inquiry you are 
informed by the possessor of the pic
ture that they do not know whose 
picture It is, as it had been given to 
another member of the family and 
they, not being present, you are unable 
to get the desired information. When 
giving one of your pictures to a rela
tive or friend you are apt to consider 
it unnecessary to write your name on 
the picture, because the recipient 
knows you so well. , But we should 
remember that we know not how soon 
the party receiving our picture may 
leave this world, and, the picture pass
ing to other hands, the identity of the 
original is thus ofttimes lost. This 
should be avoided by making it a prac
tice to always write your full name 
and address on the back of your pic
tures before giving them away. Then 
to which ever end of the earth they 
Ihay go, or into whose ever bands they 
may fall. It will be an easy matter for 
one to know upon whose picture they 
are looking. 

Logical Candidate. 
Josh—They say he's the logical can

didate. Elias—Shucks! There's half 
a dozen of 'em kin argy as good as he 
kin!—Puck. 

Never ask a man how he likes mar
ried life In his wife's presenoe if you 
want to hear, the truth. . 

When a' woman can't think of any
thing else to do she washes her hair. 

BUSINESS HONESTY IS GOOD POLICY. 
By Join Waaamaker, Mr York Marckant. 

If a young man starts out In Ufe 
with the determination to be abso
lutely honest, to be successful he 
must know that the people he dwells 
with are honest. Otherwise he will 
not cut much of a figure in the busi
ness world, At least, he will have to 
devise a plan which will Insure hon
esty on their part when he is dealing 
with them. In business this quality 
will be valuable. And the most diffi
cult step In the progress of an honest 
business man Is to continually let his 
possession of this quality be general-

JOHK wanamakeb. ly known. Many an honest man falls 
because he is a poor advertiser. By systematic honesty 
and by exercising judgment in its display most young 
men will succeed. As a business quality it has to be built 
up, and when proficiency Is demonstrated the value , is cre
ated. This Is business honesty. 

Honesty in motive, word, deed and impulse is the purest 
quality in the world. Business honesty Is a good policy. 
I would advise the young man to take this route. It may 
be longer and more rocky, but its reward is commensurate 
with the labor. 

As to just what the term "honesty ,ln business" ex
presses, that would be hard to say, though it clearly does 
not Involve some branches Included In the sentimentalist's 
Idea of honesty. It would take a long time to define the 
exact meaning, and then the value of its application would 
be doubtful. Of course different men have different codes, 
but mine would be based on the golden rule as strictly as 
It could be applied to business. 

COLLEGE TRAINING FAVORS WOMAN'S MARRIAGE. 
By Hr% 6. C. Horn land. 

The old question of the relation between col
lege training for women and the marriage rate 
has come up anew, suggested by data contained 
in the general register of the University of Chi
cago. After having revised it I find that of the 
583 women who have graduated from the uni
versity In the last ten years only 105 have mar
ried. This leaves 82 per cent of them still un-
wedded. The percentage of single women, more

over, seems to hare a tendency to Increase. 4U of the three 
women who graduated ln.'83 married. Not one of the nine 
In next year's class wedded. In '95 three out of eighteen 
married, and the proportion of the succeeding classes was 
twelve out of forty-two In '96, twelve out of fifty-one in 
H7, seventeen out of sixty-three in '98, twenty out of sev-
enty-nlie In *99, eleven out of eighty-nine In 1900, nine out 
of 101 In '01, and In '02 nine out of 128. In considering 
these figures several things should be kept In mind—the 
peculiar conditions at the University of Chicago during 
Its early years, the number of women who left before 
completing the college course In order to get married, 
the youth of recent graduates, and the significant statistics 
upon the destiny of college women which have been gath
ered by educators and by students of sociology. 

The statistics which Mary Roberts Smith, associate 
professor of sociology in the Leland Stanford, Jr., Univer
sity, collected a short time ago show that the college wom
an marries two years later in life than the non-college 
woman of her family, and that the age of marriage for 
both has been growing steadily later during the last thirty 
years. The average age at which the college woman 
marries Is 26 and that of the non-college woman 24. From 
the same inquiry It was learned that professional life for 
women after graduation has had little Influence upon the 
marriage rate; before marriage more than one-half of/the 
college women were engaged in teaching and nearly three-
fourths were employed outside their homes. 

Prom statistics gained by a canvass among college and 

non-college women of the same social station It appears 
that the marriage rate corresponds closely between the 
two classes. In other respects, the odds seem to be la 
favor of the college women.' Of the college women who 
marry, according to Professor Smith's figures, three-fourths 
marry college men, a destiny which befalls only one-half 
of the non-college women, while 65 per cent of the college 
women who marry, as compared with 37 per cent of the 
non-college women, marry professional men.. 

The percentage of births of children per years of mar
riage is slightly larger among college women than among 
non-college women of the same families, and the former 
have a larger percentage of male children than the latter. 
There is no measurable, difference In health between the 
two classes either before or after marriage, or In the health 
or mortality of their children. 

IMAGINATION IS THE OZONE OF LIFE. 
Br B. B. U*MM. 

MAGINATION and fancy were once synonymous 
terms, but their meaning has been differentiated. 
This distinction is admirably stated by Emerson: 
"Fancy amuses; Imagination expands and exalts. 
Imagination is the vision of an inspired soul, but 
as the soul is released a little from its passion 
and at leisure plays with the resemblances and 
types for amusement and not for Its moral end 
we call its action fancy." 

Imagination is the stellar system moving on in silent 
grandeur; fancy the transient meteors flashing athwart the 
sky. Imagination Is the eagle soaring on eager wing, the 
lark whose song filters down from the skies; fancy is the 
humming bird flitting from flower to flower, the butterfly 
fluttering In a field of fragrant clover. 

Religion, clad In holy vestments, with her shining face 
lifted to the sky, is powerless without the aid of this crea
tive faculty. All conceptions of the divine being, all Ideals 
of sainthood, all apprehension of Immortal life, all visions 
of paradise, are pure products of a chastened and reverent 
imagination, rejoicing to become the handmaiden of piety 
and instrumental In assisting man to apprehend and 
achieve his exalted destiny. All the flowers of Immortality 
bud and blossom in the perennial garden of 'Imagination, 
luminous, with the "light that never was on sea or land," 
and watered by penitential tears. 

The ideal is fife's ozone; without it we sicken and per
ish. But the ideal exists only by virtue of the Imagination, 
without whose vivifying force life would degenerate Into 
mere existence. Imagination, in its best estate, is the star 
of Bethlehem, guiding the sincere seeker to the ever blessed 
manger cradling the Christ; perverted, it becomes as ignis 
fatuus, luring Its deluded victim to remediless ruin. 

ATHLETICS HURT WOMEN. 
• • Br president tltot of Harvard. 

Women will never compete with the 
men's colleges In athletics. I see abso
lutely no possibility of that ever taking 
place. Women do • not seek the com
petition, and it would be of no ben
efit to them. 

Women were not originally Intended 
for such violent exercises as man, and 
some things they go Into must strain 
them. For a woman, to put the shot 
Is preposterous. There may be women 
living who are made In such a strange, 

pbesident elioi. unnatural way that it is not injurious 
for them to put the shot, but for the majority of women It 
would be enough to hurt them for life. 

Boating Is also bad for women. Women's colleges do 
not have crews to any great extent, but the women who 
do go Into boating will not last long in their athletic life. 
Women's athletics are a good thing In moderation, but 
for them to try to do all that their brothers do is a mis
take. They can never attain to what the men are doing 
and will only hurt themselves In the attempt 

THE HOUR. 
The slow, sweet hour that shrines the 

setting sun, ' 
Or that which broods above the summer 

noon 
Perfect in golden beauty—gone too soon 
After its vanished sisters! Or the one 
Long looked for, when the heavy day is 

done. 
That comes dim-lighted by the rising 

moon 
And fragrant with the roses born to 

June, 
To whisper sorrow past and joy begun— 
Nor this, nor any, do I name the best; 
But if an hour shall come that sees us 

meet. 
That brings thee close, thou, all un

known, yet mine, 
Stranger, yet most myself! Above the 

rest— 
Above the one which finds us at Love's 

.feet— 
I'll set It, token of the Power Divine. 
—Century. 

S John Lowell was leaving his 
room at the Grand Central, en 
route for Washington, he heard 

wild, piteous sobbing; looking down 
the corridor, he saw a beautiful young 
girl, wild-eyed, lashed to a board borne 
by two disreputable-looking men, fol
lowed by a stout female. 

"Help, help! Oh, sir, in God's name, 
listen! Tell Robert Durham they are 
carrying me off again!" cried the girl, 
as they hurried past. 

"Poor thing! What a sad slghtl So 
young and pretty! What name did she 
gay?" mused Lowell, on his way to 
the station. 

The train was speeding along, and 
the passengers In the vestibuled car 
had settled comfortably for the even
ing, when the door of a stateroom 
was suddenly thrown open and the 
same young girl, en dishabille, rushed 
into the aisle. 

"Will no one in this car help a poor 
girl? They are carrying me to an 
asylum, and I am not mad. Some
one tell Robert Durham! Save me from 
these fiends!" 

Just then the woman appeared, lift
ed the girl in her arms and bore her 
roughly Into the stateroom. 

The passengers crowded around the 
conductor. "What does it mean?" ask
ed Jack Lowell. 

"It's a diabolical thing, that no one 
dares to tackle," answered the conduc
tor. "That girl Is the daughter of the 
rich pork packer, David Drake, of 
Chicago. Edith and a poor chap nam
ed Durham got engaged at college, un
known to the father. When he iteard 
of It he vowed If she didn't give Dur
ham np he'd shut her In an Insane 
asylum till she came to her senses. 
The girl was as stubborn as the old 
man and he did shut her up. She got 
away and was on the point of marry
ing Durham, when the old man lit 
down on them and shut her np again. 
She got out again, and now they are 
taking ber back with those toughs as 

EVIDENCE Or WOMAN'S INDEPENDENCE 
IN ATTITUDE OF LAW TOWARD WIVES 

N
O more significant evidence of woman's increasing independence is 
afforded than the changed attitude with which the law regards her 
status after marriage. To realize the radical reform that has been 
effected in this regard during the last fifty years we have only to Re

call the "marriage protest" of Lucy Stone, the famous advocate of equal 
suffrage. Upon her marriage in 1855 to Henry B. Blackwell, both she and 
her husband signed a "protest" against "such of the present laws of marriage 
as refuse to recognize the wife as an Independent, rational being, while they 
confer upon the husband an Injurious and unnatural superiority, Investing 
him with legal powers which no honorable man would exercise, and which 
no man should possess." Among the laws protested against were those giv
ing the husband the exclusive control and guardianship of the children; the 
sole ownership of the wife's personal estate and the use of her real estate, 
unless previously placed In the hands of trustees; the absolute right to the 
product of the wife's Industry, and, finally, protest was made against "the 
whole system by which the legal existence of the wife is suspended during 
marriage, so that she neither has a legal part In the choice of her residence 
nor can she make a will, nor sue or be sued In her own name, nor Inherit 
property." Then the newly married couple cited this as their creed: 

"We believe that personal Independence and equal human rights can never 
be forfeited except for crime; that marriage should be an equal and perma
nent partnership and so recognized; that married partners should provide 
against the radical injustice of present laws by every means In their power." 

It Is gratifying to observe how, during the last half century, the various 
unfair discriminations which were the objects of Lucy Stone's "marriage pro
test" have been removed from the statute books and iaws substituted which 
embody the long-Iooked-for justice. Different States have special laws, but 
throughout the country the principle holds good that a married woman, 
without the consent of her husband, may receive, hold and manage property 
and sell or bequeath it, as she sees fit In most States, too, she may make 
contracts in her own name and incur liabilities.—Housekeeper. 

keepers. No one dares do a thing. 
Durham is too poor to fight Drake's 
millions—just a struggling doetor— 
how it will end I don't know." 

"It's a beastly outrage! Who Is the 
chap?—decent sort of a fellow?" 

"He's all right, only poor. The old 
man pays enormously. Bribed the 
doctors to swear that she was insane. 
What can anybody do? Money is pow
er, who can fight it?" i 

Lowell followed the conductor out. 
"Where's that Durham to be found? 
By Jove! I can't sit by and see a thing 
like that going on." 

"He lives in Baltimore." 
Jack Lowell was a young fellow 

with money to burn. He spent most of 
his time in hunting up novel ways of 
burning it. After this, he might have 
been seen constantly going back and 
forth from Chicago to Washington. 
One day, the conductor stopped him 
and said: "Well, they have managed 
to kill that Drake girl. I hope they are 
satisfied." 

"You don't say so. Tell me all about 
it." 

"Taken ill with diphtheria, and died 
In two days. We took the body home 
last week. Old man all broke up. I 
suppose Durham will take It hard." 

"I dare say he will. How sad!" 

One evening, about six months later, 
three people boarded the westbound 
train—a handsome young couple and a 
handsome young man. 

"Good evening, Mr. Lowell; taking 
another western trip"!" asked the con
ductor, while he eyed the young couple 
attentively. 

"Yes. Let me introduce Dr. and Mrs. 

Durham. I think you have seen the 
lady before." 

The conductor gasped. "I thought I 
carried your corpse home six months 
ago!" 

Mrs. Durham laughed. "It wasn't 
mine, thanks to our good friend Mr. 
Lowell." 

"And you ain't dead! Does your 
father know?" 

"We are on our way to see poor old 
dad, who is helpless from a stroke. 
He forgave us after we were married." 

"Well, I'm glad it ended ail right" 
said the conductor, as he moved away: 
"Helpless! Good enough for him! 
Lowell's a brick! Greek met Creek 
that time," he chuckled.—Indianapolis 
Sun. 

Unsuitable Climate. 
The owner of a small yacht has la 

his employ a Finn who acts in the 
double capacity of cook and deckhand, 
and whom he had always regarded as 
single. The other day the Finn admit
ted that he had a wife and two boys 
in Finland, for whom, he proudly 
boasted, he recently purchased a nine
ty-dollar house out of his earnings as 
a sailor. 

"Why doesn't your wife live over 
here?" asked his employer. 

"Veil, sir, she don't agree with the 
climate!" was the response. 

Sportsman (wishing for fresh fields 
to conquer)—I should like to try my 
hand at big game. Fair Ignoramus— 
Yes, I suppose you find it veiy hard to 
hit these little birds!—Punch. 

Be true to yourself, and you do not 
need to worry about what the neigh' 
bora think. 

M ' »T 

The District School or Spotless To 
/hen the fall season opened, 

pnncipal of the District School dlvid 
ed the year's work Into eleven classes, 
and asked that the head of each de
partment should put Into verse the 
first lesson of the year. The" result 
was very interesting, and we are glad 
to reproduce it for the amusement and 
instruction of our many readers. 

CLASS I. 
THE ALPHABET. 

AN MT head or NA J 
Cau learn the Alphabet to sny, 
But U C It takes the clover II 
Of one who Is • little VVV 
To C that when recited true 
The Alphabet's dirty through and tbrought 
But take thla Q, the Alphabet 
A Terr thorough cleaning will get 
If U will UUIJD Sapollo. 
For It flnda dirt ao EZ foe. 

The, Proof. _ _ 
«be D efgh I Jklmnopq H t T uvw* T I 

CLASS II. 
SPELLING. 

PROPER enough, no doubt. 'twould bs 
If you spelled "cleanliness" with C; 
But a better way to spell It I know, 
Just 8—A—P—O—L—I-O. 
For that famed soap dotli work a spel 
And Icada to Cleanliness so well 
That all pronounce the two the same— 
Identical meaning though different nam* 

CLASS III. 
READING. , ^ 

THE short word READING, If twisted, 'tig 
said, ___ 

Will prove we GAIN by all we've RED; 
But READING Is such n valued thing 
Its merits In no EAR I'll DING. 
For he on learning's road uniHt lag• 
Who falls to RIDE that gentle NAG. 
I'll Juat point out one handy rule:— 
You'll always And there Is A POOL 
Wherever there's SAPOLIO, 
And so for water need not go! 
Each combination has the same letters as 

the word READING. "18 A POOL" baa 
the same letters as SAPOLIO. 

CLA8S IV. 
PUNCTUATION. 

WHEN you have put coal on (:) the Ore, 
Perhaps you, too, dame up with Ire, 
And with an exclamation mark (!) 
Tour hands are now a shmle too dark. 
But then may come a (,) happy thought 
Of wonders which that soup has wrought. 
Whose widespread use through a period (.) 

long. 
Beyond all question marks(?!??) It strong. 
So you ditto (") the course you always g« 
Ana make a dash (—) for SAPOLIO. 

CLASS V. 
ARITHMETIC. 

TO MULTIPLY your pleasure .each day 
SUBTRACT all dirt that comes your wa; 
But to do this, yon ought to know, 
You first must ADD Sapollo. 
Which will DIVIDE by 3 your moll 
And require but a FRACTION of fori 

toll; 
For "the Rule of Three," as may be seen. 
Ia DIRT plus SAPOLIO equals CLEAN! 

CLASS VI. 
GEOGRAPHY. 

IN life, whatever Is your SI'UBRE,-
'TIs safe to STATE,dirt will appear; 
And this must quite annoying be, 
For dirt Is no delight to SUA. 
But though it be piled MOUNTAIN high, 
•Tls PLAIN thst It will (|Ul( k!y fly, 
•If you've a notion (AN OCKAN) to OBEY 
And follow what the wisest say: 
And all of them SayPOI.Ko. 
For that makes ev'rythlng clean as snow. 

CLASS VII. 
HISTORY. 

WHEN crusty old DIOtj 1CNES went oa 0 
daytime chase. 

With lighted lantern held before his phil
osophic face. 

He did not seek an honest man as histo
ries declare, 

But searched for a dishonest man, and 
Bought him everywhere. 

For a dishonest grocer hail palmed off oa 
him some soap 

That failed to clean Ms lantern and at 
night bad made him grope. 

Bo now he sought that rascal man 'rou. 
Athens, high and low. 

To make the man refund the coin or. 
SAPOLIO! 

CLASS VIII. 
PHYSIOLOGY. 

DO not give EAR to counsel "bad. 
For ev'ryone NOSE that makes one sad. 
The worst advice that TONGUE can tell 
la, "Take this soap, 'twill do as well." 
Just put your FOOT down firm and 

strong 
And tell the cterk his RRAIN Is wrong, 
And you've experience quite In point 
To put his statement OUT OF JOINT. 
Just NAIL his Ilea and let him know 
Your HEART, la set on SAPOLIO! 

CLASS IX. 
MUSIC. 

IT Is a matter of general NOTE 
That Into house or FLAT will float 
Dost and dirt to tnke their place 
In a fashion that's Impolite and BASS. 
For never mind how SHARP yon are 
Their sly Invasion yon cannot BAR 
Unless the proper KEY you know, 
Which Is, of course, SAPOLIO— 
Tbe soap that brings you REST right 

soon, 
And keeps your bouse or FLAT la 

TUNE! 
V, • ' 

CLASS X. 
ALGEBRA. 

LET Housewife equal X plus E . X-|-H 
Let E the sign for Sapollo be; • 
For Dirt let minus X be had; —X 
Then all these symbols we will add, • 
The X and minus X drop out 
(Aa anyone can see, no doubt) 
And leave what mnat the housewife 

pler«o— 
The bapi . symbol we call ease. 

CLASS XI. 
SHORTHAND. 

THE cleverest hands, both short and lei 
Are far too clever to purchase wrong; 
Bo they buy the soap with the little sfaoit > 

hand— 
A soap that dirt cannot withstand. 
For the soap with stenographic speed 
Is the sort of cleaner that people need 
To handily handle In handsome hands. 
Hand Sapollo only meets the demands. 

Mother's Dear Little Son. 
He Is a cherub, tl:o first born in a 

young household, lint even cherubs 
sometimes become "lVr.fnnt terrible," 
and this one In particular was the re
cent cause of his mother's downfall. 
The story may servo as a warning to 
mothers to keep the nursery door 
closed when they have company in the 
parlor. This mother had a caller 
down stairs, and with true maternal 
interest she could not let ber go until 
she had gone up to get her young 
hopeful to' bring him I'.own for dis
play. Not waiting for the nurse to get 
the child ready, she snatched a towel 
from the rack and resorted to a meth
od which all mothers at some time or 
other indulge in. Even then it might 
never have leaked, out if she had not 
in her mad haste left the nursery door 
ajar. But as It was. the woman wait
ing below. while she listened to th^J 
baby's prettyi prattle, was lilgtijl 
amused at hearing tlr.s:> flute-like balf 
tones float down the stairway: 

"I sajr'nO, mamma." Mother's low 
voice was heard in remonstrance. 

"I don't't4re. Tbmpany or no tom-< 

pany. I won't have my face washed 
wif spit!" 

Leopold's Chln?so House. 
King Leopold of Belgium has Just 

Imported a beautiful little Chinese : 
house as a curiosity. After much trou
ble it was acquired for him by the 
Belgian Consul at Shanghai. Tbe 
house is a marvel of beauty. It is 
carved from top to bottom lu splendid 
wood. The rooms are large, and all 
furnished in Chinese style. Tbe house, 
which will travel in pieces to Belgium, 
Is to be set up in the park at Laeken, 
where the'king has his country house, 
and has already erected a Chinese pa
goda and a Chinese tower. The love 
of Chinese things was a craze of the 
Georgian period In England. We stilt 
see traces of it in the pagoda la Kew. 
Gardens, and In much of tbe early 
Chippendale work. Every lady of those 
tlines had fier black boy,- her Chinese 
grotesque figures, and her little spi 
lei. 


