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SPARROW WISDOM. 

ji When suna are soft and winds arc strong, 
And hawks and owls break out in sons, 
* little bird of dusky feather 
Trills in the dooryards all day long. 

: His best is but a slender sound 
That ripples from the spongy ground 

• Scarce louder than a locust's shrilling, 
But laughing children love the sound. 

-With sweet, pursed lips they watch their 
guest 

Of the barred coat and ashen breast, 
Or touch, with curious, awestruck finger, 
The small eggs in his hair-lined nest: 

Tea! and when twilight shadows creep 
Jflo wrap the world in softest sleep, 
Prick up their heads from snowy pillows 
fo catch his love-notes drowsy deep. 

They, too—the trustful, bright-eyed band 
Of cottage children o'er the land, 
What are they but a flock of sparrows 
Who claim crumb from every hand? 

Their prattling voices down the street 
To loving hearts are music sweet. 
And half the paradise of mothers 
Ib in their dimpled knees and feet. 

Not every garden-plot has room 
To hold a tree of peerless bloom. 
No revery spreading tree can shelter 
A bird of wondrous voice or plume. 

But from the humblest door-step, still 
There comes a twitter and a trill: 
There's none too poor to coax a sparrow 
To take his breakfast from the sill. 

The artless folk of earth and air, 
Thank God, they flourish everywhere, 
And none escapes the Father's knowledge, 
The hidden counsels of His care. 
—Dora Read Goodale, in Youth's Com

panion. 

THE MISSISSIPPI 
BUBBLE 

By EMERSON HOUGH 

AutbOT of "The Story of the Cowboy,'' 
"The Girl at the HalfwayHouse,"Btc. 

I Copyright, 1902, by Emerson Hougli.) 
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CHAPTER L . 
' THE RETURNED TRAVEI.ER. 

"Gentlemen, this is America!" 
The speaker cast upon the cloth-

covered table a singular object, whose 
like none of those present had ever 
seen. They gathered about and bent 
over it curiously. 

"This is that America," the speaker 
repeated. "Here you have it, bar
baric, wonderful, abounding!" 

With sudden gesture he swept his 
hand among the gold coin that lay on 
the gaming table. He thrust into the 
mouth of the object before him a 
handful of louis d'or and English 

f '' sovereigns. "There is your America," 
•i v said he. "It runs over with gold. No 

man may tell its richness. Its beauty 
jou cannot imagine." 

"Faith," said Sir Arthur Pembroke, 
tending over the table with glass in 
eye, "if the ladies of that land have 
feet for this sort of shoon, methinks 
we might well emigrate. Take you 
the money of it For me, I would see 
the dame could wear such shoe as 
this." 

"Bah! Pembroke," said Castleton, 
rushing up the shade above his eyes 
till it rested on his forehead, "'tis a 
child's shoe." 

"Not so," said the first speaker. "I 
give you my word 'tis the moccasin of 
my sweetheart, a princess in her own 
right, who waits my coming on the 
Ottawa. And so far from the shoe 
being too small, I say as a gentleman 
that she not only wore it so, but in 
addition used somewhat of grass there
in in place of hose." 

The earnestness of his speech in no 
wise prevented the peal of laughter 
that followed. 

"There you have It, Pembroke," 
cried Castleton. "Would you move to 

„ t / • a land where princesses use hay for 
t'y-~ ' ' hosiery?" 

' " Tis curious done," said Pembroke, 
-i "-'musingly, "none the less." 

"And done by her own hand," said 
the owner of the shoe, with a certain 
proprietary pride. 

Again the laughter broke out. "Do 
your princesses engage in shoemak-
ing?" asked a third gamester as he 
pushed into the ring. "Sure it must 

••••/•?" " ' be a rare land. Prithee, what doth the 
, . king in handicraft? Doth he take to 

• eaddlery, or, perhaps, smithing?" 
"Have done thy jests, Wilson," cried 

- Pembroke. "Mayhap there is some
what to be learned here of this new 

• j ^ world and of our dear cousins, the 
French. Go on, tell us, Monsieur du 
Mesne—as I think you call yourself, 
eir?—tell us more of your new coun
try of ice and snow, of princesses and 

Ki v little shoes." 
"Tell ye more—and if I did, would ye 

believe it? What if I tell ye of great 
.<'r: rivers far to the west of the Ottawa; 

of races as strange to my princess' 
people as we are to them; of streams 

' ; whose sands run in gold, where dia
monds and sapphires are to be picked 
up as ye like? If I told ye, would ye 
believe?" 

Tho martial hearts and adventurous 
. aouls of tfre circle about him began to 

«how in the heightened color and 
V' closer crowding of the young men to 

the table. Silence fell upon the group. 
^ ; "Ye know nothing, in this old rot

ten world, of what there is yet to be 
found in America," cried Du Mesne. 
"For myself, I have been no farther 
than the great falls of the Ontonea-
£rea—a mere trifle of a cataract, gen
tlemen. into which ye might pitch your 
tallest English cathedral and sink it 

•x beyond Its pinnacle with. ease. Yet I 
have spoke with the holy fathers who 
have journeyed far to the westward, 
«ven to tho vast Messaseba, which is , 
well kDown to run into the China sea 
upon some far-off coast not yet well 
charted. I have als:o read the story of 

™ ̂ 'Kenn, who vat far to the west of 
Me for Ui.Vf.fcjy /ittir, Did not the latter 

*» the suu 
' that 

see ana pursue »u« titu m thir flgtit. the 
giant unicorn, fabled of Scripture? Is 
not that animal known to be a creature 
of the east, and may we not, therefore, 
be advised that this new country takes 
hold upon the storied lands of the 
east? Why, this holy friar with whom 
I spoke, fresh back from his voyaging 
to the cold upper ways of the northern 
tribes, who live beyond the far-off 
channel at Michilimackinac—did he 
not tell of a river of the name of the 
Blue Earth, and .did he not himself 
see turquoises and diamonds and em
eralds taken in handfuls from this 
same blue earth? Ah, bah! gentle
men, Europe for you if ye like, but 
for me, back I go, so soon as I may 
get proper passage and a connection 
which will warrant me the voyage. 
Back I go to Canada, to America, to 
the woods and streams. I would see 
again my ancient Du L'hut, and my 
comrade Pierre Noir, and Tete Gris, 
the trapper from the Mistasing—free 
traders all. Life is there for the liv
ing, my comrades. This old world, 
small and outworn, no more of it for 
me." 

"None of ye know the west," went on 
the coureur. "Your Virginia, we know 
well of it—a collection of beggars, 
prostitutes and thieves. Your New 
England—a lot of cod-fishing, starving 
snivelers, who are most concerned 
how to keep life in their bodies from 
year to year. New France herself, sit
ting ever on the edge of an icy death, 
with naught but bickerings at Quebec, 
and naught but reluctant compliance 
from Paris—what hath she to hope? I 
tell ye, gentlemen, 'tis beyond, in the 
land of the Messasebe, where I shall 
for my part seek out my home; and 
no man shall set iron on my soul 
again." 

He spoke bitterly. The group about 
him, half amused, half cynical and all 
ignorant, as were their kind at this 
time of the reign of William, were 
none the less impressed and thought
ful. 

CHAPTER II. 

AT SADLER'S WELLS. 

Sadler's Wells, on this mild and 
cheery spring morning, was a scene of 
fashion and of folly. Hither came the 
elite of London, after the custom of 
the day, to seek remedy in the reputed 
qualities of the springs for the weari
ness and lassitude resultant upon the 
long season of polite dissipations 
which society demanded of her vo
taries. Bewigged dandies, their long 
coats of colors well displayed as they 
strutted about in the open, paid court 
there, as they did within the city 
gates, to the powdered and painted 
beauties who sat in their coaches wait-

'"T1S CURIOUS DO.NE." 

ing for their servants to bring out to 
them the draft of which they craved 
healing for crow's-feet and hollow 
eyes. Here and there traveling mer
chants called their wares, jugglers 
spread their carpets, hear dancers gave 
their little spectacles, and jockeys con
ferred as to the merits of horse or 
hound. Hawk-nosed Jews passed 
among the vehicles, cursed or kicked 
by the young gallants who stood about, 
hat in hand, at the steps of their idols-

carriages. 
Back of Sadler's little court the coun

try came creeping close up to the 
town. There were fields not so far 
away on these long highways. Wan
dering and rambling roads ran off to 
the westward and to the north, lead
ing toward the straight old Itoman 
road which once upon a time ran down 
to London town. 

It was on one of these less crowded 
highways that there was this morning 
enacted a curious little drama. The 
sun was still young and not too strong 
for comfort, and as it rose back of the 
square of Sadler's it cast a shadow 
from a hedge which ran angling 
toward the southeast Its rays, there
fore, did not disturb the slumbers of 
two young men who were lying be
neath the shelter of the hedge. Strange 
enough must have been the conclu
sions of the sun could it have looked 
over the barrier and peered into the 
faces of these youths. Evidently they 
were of good breeding and some sta
tion, albeit their garb was not of the 
latest fashion. The gray hose and the 
clumsy shoes plainly bespoke some 
northern residence. The wig of each 
lacked the latest turn, perhaps the col
lar of the coat was not all it should 
have been. There was but one coat 
visible, for the other,' rolled up as a 
pillow, served to support the heads of 
both. The elder of the two was the one 
who had sacrificed his covering. The 
other was more restless in his atti
tude, and though thus the warmer for 
a coat, was more in need of comfort 
A white bandage covered his wrist, 
2nd the linen was stained red. Yet 
the two slept on, well into the morn, 
well into the rout of Sadler's Wells. 
Evidently they were weary. 

Far down the roadway there rose a 
cloud of dust, which came steadily 
nearer, following the only vehicle In 
iiCtt, probably the only one which bad 

n' 

passed that morning. As thiu little 
dust-cloud came slowly nearer it might 
have been seen to rise from the wheels 
of a richly-built and well-appointed 
coach. Four dark horses obeyed the 
reins handled by a solemn-visaged 
lackey on the box, and there was a 
goodly footman at the back. Within 
the coach were two passengers such 
as might have set Sadler's Wells by 
the ears. They set on the same seat, 
as equals, and their heads lay close to
gether, as confidantes. The tongues 
of both ran fast and free. Tall and 
well-rounded, vigorous and young, not 
yet 20, adored by many suitors, the 
Lady Catharine Knollys had rarely 
looked better than she did this morn
ing as she drove out to Sadler's, for 
Providence alone knew what fault of a 
superb vital energy. Her eyes sparkled 
as she spoke, and every gesture be
tokened rather the grand young crea
ture that she was than the valetudi
narian going forth for healing. Her 
cheek, turned now and again, showed 
a clear-cut and untouched soundness 
that meant naught but health. It 
showed also the one blemish upon a 
beauty which was toasted in the court 
as faultless. Upon the left cheek there 
was a mouche, excessive in its size. 
Strangers might have commented on 
it. Really it covered a deep-stained 
birth-mark, the one blur upon a peer
less beauty. Yet even this might be 
forgotten, as it was now. 

The companion of the Lady Cath
arine in her coach was a young woman, 
scarce so tall and more slender. Dark, 
where her companion was fair, and 
with the glossy texture of her own 
somber locks showing in the individual 
roll which ran back into the absurd 
fontange of false hair and falser pow
der, Mary Connynge made good foil 
for her bosom friend; though honesty 
must admit that neither had yet much 
concern for foils, since both had their 
full meed of gallants. Much seen to
gether, they were commonly known as 
the Morning and Eve, sometimes as 
Aurora and Eve. Never did daughter 
of the original Eve have deeper fem
inine guile than Mary Connynge. Soft 
of speech—as her friend, the Lady 
Catharine, was impulsive—slow, suave, 
amber-eyed and innocent of visage, 
this young English woman, with no 
dower save that of beauty and of wit, 
had not failed of a sensation at the 
capital whither she had come as guest 
of the Lady Catharine. 

"0 Gemini!" called out Mary 
Connynge, as the coachman for a mo
ment slackened his pace. "Look! We 
shall be robbed!" 

The driver irresolutely pulled up his 
horses. From under the shade of the 
hedge there arose two men, of whom 
the taller now stood erect and came to-' 
ward the carriage. 

" 'Tis no robber," said Lady Cath
arine Knollys, her eyes fastened on the 
tall figure which came forward. 

"Save us," said Mary Connynge, 
"what a pretty man!" 

vhe face of Will va% n&Mliy ofto.ej 
complete proof of this assertion. Ha 
had slept ill enough, and in tha morn
ing light his face showed gaunt and 
pale. Here, then, was a situation most 
inopportune; the coach of two ladies, 
unattended, stopped by two strangers, 
who certainly could not claim introduc
tion by either friend or reputation. 

"I did but wish to ask some advice 
of the roads hereabout," said the elder 
brother, turning his 6j-es full upon 
those of Lady Catharine. "As you ses, 
we are in ill plight to get forward to 
the city. If you will be so good as ta 
tell me which way to take, I jihall re
member it most gracefully. Once in 
the city, we should do better, for the 
rascals have not taken certain papers, 
letters which I bear to gentlemen in 
the city—Sir Arthur Pembroke I may 
name as one—a friend of my father's 
who hath had some dealings with him 
in the handling of moneys. I have 
also word for others, and make sure 
that, once we have got into town, we 
shall soon mend our fortune." 

Lady Catharine looked at Mary 
Connynge and the latter in turn gazed 
at her. "There could be no harm," 
said each to the other with her eyes. 
"Surely It is our duty to take them in 
with us." 

"William," called the Lady Cath
arine Knollys, "open the door for Mr. 
Law, of Lauriston!" 

The footman sprang to the ground 
and held open the door. Therefore, 
into the coach stepped John Law and 
his brother, late of Edinboro', some 
time robbed and afoot, but now to come 
into London in circumstances which 
surely might have been far worse. 

So in the merry month of May, with 
the birds singing in the trees, and the 
scent of the flowers wafted coolly to 
their senses, they came on apace to the 
throng at Sadler's Wells. There it 
was that John Law, finding in a pocket 
a coin that had been overlooked, 
reached out to a vender and bought a 
rose. He offered his flower with a 
deep inclination of the body to the 
Lady Catharine. 

It was at this moment that Mary 
Connynge first began to hate her 
friend, the Lady Catharine Knollys. 

CHAPTER III. 
JOHN LAW OF LAURISTON. 

Unconsciously the coachman obeyed 
the unvoiced command of this man, 
who stepped out from the shelter of the 
hedge. Travel-stained, just awakened 
from sleep, disheveled, with dress dis
ordered, there was none the less abun
dant boldness in his mien as he came 
forward, yet withal the grace and de
ference of the courtier. It was a good 
figure he made as he stepped down 
from the bank and came forward, hat 
in hand, the sun, now rising to the top 
of the hedge, lighting up his face and 
showing his bold profile, his open and 
straight blue eye. 

"Ladies," he said, as he reached the 
road, "I crave your pardon humbly. 
This, I think, is the coach of my lord, 
the earl of Banbury. Mayhap this is 
the Lady Catharine Knollys to whom I 
speak?" 

The lady addressed still gazed at 
him, though she drew up with dignity, 

"You have quite the advantage of 
us," said she. She glanced uneasily at 
the coachman, but the order to go for
ward did not quite leave her lips. 

"I am not aware—I do not know—," 
she began, afraid of her adventure now 
it had come, after the way of all 
dreaming maids who prate of men and 
conquests. 

"I should be dull of eye did I not see 
the Knollys arms," said the stranger, 
smiling and bowing low. "And I 
should be ill advised of the families 
of England did I not know that the 
daughter of Knollys, the sister of the 
earl of Banbury, is the Lady Catharine, 
and most charming also. This I might 
say, though 'tis true I never was In 
London or in England until now." 

As though it were another person, 
Lady Catharine heard herself murmur, 
"And you, sir?" 

"I am John Law, of Lauriston, Scot
land, madam, and entirely at your 
service. That is my brother Will, yon
der by the bank." He smiled, and the 
younger man came forward, hesitating
ly, and not with the address of his 
brother, though yet with the breeding 
of a gentleman. 

The eyes of Mary Connynge took in 
both men with the same look, but her 
eyes, as did those of the Lady Cath
arine, became most concerned with the 
first speaker. 

"My brother and I are on our first 
journey to London," continued he, with 
a gay laugh which did not consort 
fully with the plight in which he 
showed. "We started by coach, as gen
tlemen; and now wo come en foot, like 
laborers or thieves. 'Twas my own 
fault. Yesterday I must needs quit 
the Edinboro' stage. Last night our 
chaise was stopped, and we were asked 
to hand our money to a pair of evil 
fellows who had made prey of us. Ia 
short—you see—we fared ill enough. 
Lost in the dark, we made what shift 
we could along this road, where we 
both are strangers. At last, not able 
to pay for better quarters even had we 
found them, we lay down to sleep. ! 
have slept far worse. And 'tis a lovely 
morning. Madam, I thank you for this 
happy beginning of the day." 

mm 

'• CHAPTER IV. 

THE POINT OF HONOR. 

"Tell me, friend Castleton," said 
Pembroke, banteringly, "art still ad
hering to thy country drink of lamb's-
wool? Methinks burnt ale and toasted 
apple might better be replaced in thy 
case by a beaker of stronger waters. 
You lose, and still you lose." 

"May a plague take it!" cried Castle
ton. "I've had no luck these four days. 
'Tis that cursed lap-dog of the duchess. 
Ugh! I saw it in my dreams last night" 

"Gad! your own fortune in love mus: 
be ill enough, Sir Arthur," said Beau 
Wilson, as he pushed back his chaii 
during this little lull in the play oi 
the evening. 

"Ah, then, you admit that there Is 
some such thing as a talisman. I'll 
not deny that I have had one these 
last three evenings, but I feared to 
tell ye all, lest I might be waylaid and 
robbed of my good-luclt charm." 

"Tell us, tell us, man, what it is!" 
cried Castleton. "Sept et le va has not 
been made in this room before for 
many a month, yet here thou comest 
with the run of sept et le va thrice in 
as many hours." 

"Well, then," continued Pembroke, 
still smiling, "I'll make a small con
fession. Here is my charm. Salute it!" 

[To Be Continued.] 

BOUND BY REPUTATION. 

A Trninra Which Receives Sub* 
•tantiatlon In an Experience 

of Mnrk Twain's. 

Holmes discovered that "it is a very 
serious thing to be a funny man," and 
one of the younger New England poets 
is said to liave warned a beginner in 
literature never to publish humorous 
verse if he wished to make and keep 
a reputation as a serious poet 

A story, perhaps apocryphal, which 
is told of Mark Twain, illustrates the 
theory that a humorist's reputation 
debars him from all other kinds oi 
credit, Bays Youth's Companion. 

Mark Twain is a lover of Browning, 
and reads him aloud with excellent 
power. Once he read several passagei 
to a company gathered in the house 
of a friend. Among the guests wera 
some young ladies. One of them 
laughed during the reading. Afterward 
she condoled with Mark Twain for th« 
soberness of his audience. 

"I was so sorry for you!" said she 
"The others did not seem to see the 
joke in it. I suppose you wrote ii 
yourself; it was a skit on Browning 
wasn't it? I understand about as much 
of it as I do of most of Browning." 

The humorist explained humbly thai 
he had tried to give the words ai 
Browning wrote them. 

Such Ijtnornnce! 
Two Scottish highlanders, being in 

Glasgow for the first time, were having 
a walk through the city. Turning a 
corner, they were much surprised tc 
see a water cart wetting the street 
Not having seen anything of the lciiid 
before, Tougal, under a mistaken idea, 
ran after the cart and cried to the 
driver: "Hey, man—hey, man, yei 
losin' a' yer water!" His friend, an
noyed at Tougal's want of knowledge, 
ran after him, caught him by the arm 
and said, rather testily: "Tougal, man, 
Tougal, dinna be f howin" yer igno
rance. D'yer no see it's to keep th« 
laddies off the back o' the calrt?" , 

lit Wai fteal Rode. 
Miss Searleaf—This is a portrait ol 

my great-grandmother. It is by one 
of the oid mastere. 

Mr. Biff bang—Indeed! Andthenexl 
one? 

"Oh, that is a portrait of myself al 
the age of ten." 

"Also by one of the old masters. I 
presume."-—ClBcjBoatl Enquirer. 
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The Value of Hobbies 
* - -ij.y ^ 

By BEATRIX BUCHANAN,* V , 
Noted English Writer for Girls. 

DWADAYS hobbies may be considered the 
ion, and nearly all young folk, both boys and -fj 
girls, indulge in some special work during tiieir|| 
hours of recreation. §j 

Now, I am a believer in hobbies, and am o£*4*? 

the opinion that the rising generation of our day ; 
are much happier than their grandparents were 
when young, because they so seldom suffer from. ̂  
that enemy to happiness, ennui, and the explana- % 
tion is to be found in hobbies. A cultivated taste 
for some special work may perhaps, too, prove . 

of real monetary as well as mental benefit to a girl in the years to cointe, , 
and I know now of one of our best authorities on lace and china who-
would never have achieved anything in her very interesting profession, 
had she not studied the history of lace and china making as a hobby iit > 
early girlhood. 

A girl with a hobby is never dull, her hours of holiday can be always-
employed, and she has ever the knowledge that she is exerting her best, 
faculties in a good direction. ^ "» T" " 

A hobby has many advantages, and differs from a talent insomuch-, 
that it can be acquired. For instance, it is impossible to teach a girl lack
ing any natural gift to draw, paint, or play well any instrument, but-
an ordinary person of average intelligence can acquire the art of 
photographing, of sewing, of cookery, of athletic exercises such as swim
ming, rowing, bicycling, etc. With regard to the non-athletic hobbies, 
these open up such a wide field for choice that every and any girl can. 
find something she would like to do. One young friend of mine has 
become wonderfully clever in the making of artificial flowers, which she-
fashions so beautifully that it is hard to tell them from the real blossoms. 
Her work could be turned into money if necessary, so hard has she 
endeavored to make it a success. 11 ~ , 

Yes, I am an advocate of hobbies, but there is another side to the-
question which I should like to touch upon. It is one thing to adopt a I 
hobby and another thing to stick to it. Many young folk have a habit v" 
of taking up some pursuit for a time and then tiring of it and letting it. 
drop. This in itself is a bad practice, and although I am not adverse ; 
to being, to a certain extent, a "Jack of all trades," I do not at all approve 
of being "good at none." A smattering of knowledge of many pursuits, 
is extremely trying to those who dwell in the same house as the "smat-
terer." Young people who are smitten with these "crazes," as they must i 
be called, require the best part of the house to themselves, and the tem- . 
pers of the elders, not to mention the domestic staff, are apt to be tried to-
snapping point. One month the rooms are scattered with all the imple
ments of the photographer, the next botany holds the affections and 
much vegetable matter is imported from garden and woods indoors, and: 
so on. No, my humble advice is, attain a fair knowledge of one particu
lar pursuit, study it from all points of view, and in all its branches, and 
then when you feel you have a mastery over it, by all means take up-
another, and by the time youth's golden days are past you will have a. 
store of knowledge, practical and mental, which will prove a real joy; 
to you. , , , 

The Church and Charities 
By REV. JOHNSTON MYERS. 

HE church ought to take care of its own charities. The; 

greatest reason why it does not is that there are so many 
auxiliary societies, such as the Y. M. C. A., the Associated, 
Charities and other institutions of a similar character. " >*"! 

Take the modern social settlement work and the char
itable enterprises maintained by them as especially strik
ing reasons why the charitable work should be done by 
the churches. These social settlements are almost without 
exception negative in religious influence, and yet they 
take from the church many people who would ordinarily 
go with it and would give their time and money to the 
charities which it advances. 

; These organizations diminish the church influence 
because many people are taken up with them, through their originality or 
unique features. Every accession to such an organization is a distinct 
loss to some church. On this account the churches do not do the work 
which they were designed for and ought to do. 

The social settlements do not carry on church work and the influence-
of religion that the church could give is not felt through its efforts. In 
giving money to aid them and all of their efforts toward helping them, 
persons lose sight of the religious nature of charitable work. 

There is no doubt that there are hundreds of people who would join, 
a church in its charities if they were not led off by these other organiza
tions that, as I have said, have a negative religious influence. As condi
tions are now, the churches have not enough money and not enough, 
people aiding them to carry on an extensive charitable work. But char
ity work should be done by the churches. .. *\ 
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Womarts Business Career : 
By MRS. LOU WALL MOORE, 

, _ Who Has Won Renown as a Sculptor. 

T is largely a question of salary which draws a woman into» 
the business life. It is nearly always a question of salary, in, 
the beginning—or the lack of sufficient salary, rather. Of' 
course the broader opportunities and education now open to- Iff 
women give them a chance to show what is in them, married!;, r* 
and unmarried women alike. But I believe that marriedi^"'^' 
women usually work to help out the family income, to pro- . * 
vide educational and other advantages for their children, or 
to supply themselves with the artistic and intellectual pleas- r 

ures and enjoyments that every cultured person longs for,. 
but which the moderate income will not nowadays supply. And ambi- ^1 

tion plays a large part in this condition also. The desire for financial; 1 
independence and some form of expression is inherent in all women, as* . 
all men, and marriage does not change this. ~ %;** 

I believe that no woman should leave her little children unless she- 1V-
can supply (hem with care every whit as loving and intelligent as her-
own. But think of the women with no children or whose children anv ,ss: "l 

grown' Many a woman, under such circumstances, failly starves fc.\ X 
(Tie opportunity of artistic expression, and becomes morbid and unhappy..^ 
We must all accomplish something if we are to fulfill our natural end„-^ 
And, while it seems to me that every married woman must decide for 'jj, 
herself whether she may rightly take up outside interests, I am fully 
convinced that every adult individual, married or unmarried, should pos

sess reasonable possibilities of self-support, and I believe that many 
social ftrobkuas will eventually be settled ir this and bo other way4 \t 
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