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 CHILUREN'S CORNER

(COSTINUED.)

evident something :
| helpfal changed in willful Corny.

| day and night, whenever his friends
Anxious to report himself alive,| o b0 recounting adventures by

J |
tmm!# no more boasts of skill and |

| courage that summer,
= more wild hunts, and gave u

set out on no|
hui
ywn wizhed 8o cheerfully that it was
had worked a

He liked to tell the story of that

B

and relieve his mother’s sosiety, he i and land; but he never zaid mu*'_h'
on till he struck the path, | 4 ¢ the hours on tha ledge, always
and soon saw, not far away, the old | 0 that Chris shot the beast, and |

eabin Abner had spoken of. Just|
before this happy momeut he had|
heard a shot fired somewhere in the

forest, and as he burried toward the| e ind,  Those who ki |
sound be saw aer animal dart i0to | o o0 him best observed that he was | sure that we have not missed
;f"“‘h-r than ever of nibbling check- l!ldsihi[liics of u}h‘u:hir;]l'l- in the

Whether it was o rabbit, wood-| o ry leuves, that he dido’t mind cut

the hut, as if for shelter.

chuck, or dog, he had not scen, a8 a)
tarn in the lkﬂh ]nft'\'t:llbl‘*i i I'h.‘ﬂfll
view; and hoping it was old Buoff|
looking for him, he run in, to find |
himself face to face with a cata-)
mount at last!

There it was, the big, fe ce cit,|
crouched in a corner, with fiery eyes, |
growling and spitting ut gight of an fl
enemy, but too badly wounded to|
fight, a= the blood thut dripped from |
ite neex and the tremble of 1ts limbs
plainly showed. |

“Now's my chance! 1 don’t care)
who shot it. I'll kill it, and own its |
skin, too, if I pay my last dollar fo |
it,” thought Corny: and catching up
a stout bit of timber fallen from the |
old roof, he struck two guick blows, |
which finished poor puss, who guve
ap the ghost with a savage snarl,
and a vain effort to pounce on him.

This achievement atoned for ull
the boy had gone through, and only
waiting to be sure the catamount
was quite dead and past clawing, he
flung his prize over his shoulder, and
with renewed strength and spirit
trudged along the woodland roud
toward home, proudly imagining his
trinmphal entry upon the scene of
suspense and alarm, -

“] wish I didn’t look so like a
gcarecrow; but perhaps my rags will
add to the effect. Wont the girls
laugh at my swelled face, and scream
at the cat! Hope there’s a house not
very far off, for I don't believe T can
Jug this cat mnch further, I'm so
starved and shaty.”

Just as he paused to take breath
and shift his burden from one shoul-
der to the other, a loud shout start-
Jed him, and a moment later several
men came bursting through the
woods, cheering wildly as they ap-
proached.

It was Abuoer, Chris, and some of
the neighbors, setting ont again on
their gearch, after a night of vain
wandering. Corny could have hog-
ged them all and cried like a girl;
but pride kept him steady, though
his face showed his joy as he nodded |
his hatless head witﬂlu cool “Hullo!”

Chris burst into his ringing langh,
and danced a sort of wild jig around
his mate, as the only way in which
he could Htly express his relief; for
he had begn bowed down with re-
morse at his imprudencs in lettin
Corny go, and all night had rushe
up and down seeking, calling, hop-
ing, and fearing, till, almost exhaust-
ed, he looked nearly as dilapidated
us Corny.

The tale was soon told, and receiv-
ed with the most flattering signs of
interest, wonder, sympathy, and ad-
miration,

“Why on earth didn’t you tell me?
—I’d a got up a hunt for you wuth
havin."—You oughtn’t to have gone
off alone on a wild-goose chase like
this. Never did see sucha chap for
gettin® inter scrapes,—and out of
"em too, I’'m bound to own,” growled
Abner.

“That isn’t a wild goose, is it?”’
proudly demanded Corny, pointing
to the catamount, which now lay on
the ground, while he leaned against
a tree to hude his weariness; for he
felt ready to drop, now all the ex-
citement was over.

“No, it’s not, and [ congratulate
you on & good job. Where did you
shoot it?” asked Abner, stooping to
examine the creature.

“I didn’t shoot it; I broke my gun
when I took that header down the
mountain, I hit the catamount a
rap with a club, in the cabin where
1 Fonml it,” answered Corny, heartily
wishing he nced not share the prize
with any one. But he was honest,
and added at once, “Some one else
had put a bullet into it; 1 only fin-

the fight.”

“Chns shot it, then; he fired not
long ago, and we saw the critter run,
but we were too keen after you to
stop for any other game. Guess
you’ve had emough of catamounts
for once hey?’ and Abner laughed
as he looked at poor Corny, who was
& more sorry spectacle than he knew,
—nlfged and rough, hatless and
shoeless, his face red and swelled
with the poisoning and bites, his
eyes heavy with weariness, and in his
mouth a bit of wild-cherry bark,
which he chewed ravenously.

“No, I haven’'t I want thisone,
and I'll buy it if Chris will ler me.
I said I'd kill one, and I did, and I
want to keep the skin; for I ought
to have something to show after all
this knocking about and turning
somersanlts half a mile long,” an-
swered Corny stoutly, as he tried to

“shoulder his load again.

“Here, give me :ge varmint, and
you hang on to Chris, my boy, or
we'll have to cart you home. Youv'e
done well, and now you want a good
meal to set you on your feet again.
Right about face, neighbors, and
home we g0, to the tune of Haul
Columby!

As Abner spoke, the procession set
forth. The tall, hearty man, with
the dead animal at his back, went
first; then Corny, trying not to lean
on the arm Chris put round him, but
very glad of the support; next the
-good ers, all talking at once;
while old Buff soberly brought up
the rear, with his eye constantly on
the wild cat.

In this order they reached hom
and Corny songht his mother’s con-

for some hours. What went on in
het room, no one knows; but whea

 sleep _lndfood, clad in eclean
hes, his wounds bound up, and
in-leaves dipped in cream
afflicted coun

)

usualiy ended by sagely advising his
hearers to Jet their mothers koow |
when they wanted to goon a lark)

being langhed at for liking to wenr |

a bit of pine in his button hole,

that the skin of the catamount,

hardly won, lay before

[uill-‘.lill the moths ate it up.
e ENIL)
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Trsworuy, N. C., M. Eprrog.—I |
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e in your i :
> |Il|n- moue are miesed. let the belt be

am 1nterested very
valuable pader, especially the young
folks corner. And as |
so many questions asked 1 will now
ask one.  When was the University
of N. (‘.. l"l';_{li] r.N uilt‘:.‘ll'(l i{.IHl who
constitnted the fiu'll]l}".’
wishing vou and your paper much
" Your unknown friend,
Lintie O. Warrs.

BUCCeES

Tyrell County.

Corumata, N. C, May 19th 1893,
M Epitok.—For gome time 1 have
been looking admiringly on the
voung folks column, and have de-
laved until now to usk for admit-
tance there. 1 hopel may be wel-
come, althongh 1 may not proeve very
interesting to you all. T am a little
boy twelve years of age. My papa
takes your valuable paper and is
pleased with it. Tgo to school all
the ti:ae but our school will close
15 of June. I have two sisters
younger than myself and one older,
my oldest «ister takes music lessons
and Iikes it splendid. I will ask a
question. When was Texas annexed
to the United States? Wishing TiE
(CAvcAsiAN much success, I am

Yours truly,
WaLTER OWENS,
Union County.

Moxkror, May 16th 1893, Mz.
MARION BUTLER, SIR.—As8 you re-
quested the little girls to write you a
letter 1 will write you a few lines.
I am a little girl nine years of age,
live three miles from Monroe. My
grand papa takes TaE CAUCASIAN
and he aud papa both think it the
best paper they ever read, and 1 think
g0 too. I love to read the childrens’
letters, I hope they will write more
of them. I will answer Lillie Kerrs’
question. Negro-slaves were first
introduced into the English colonies
in 1620, 1 will ask too questions,
first, in what year was the Capitol of
North Carolina burnt down, second,
and what did the present one cost? 1
will close wishing you and THE
CAUCASIAN much success.

Your little friend,
Mavup G, SECREST.
Moore County.

JoNEessoro, N. C., May 20th ’93.
Mi. Eprror—I am a girl of fifteen
years, | live in Moore county. My
father is a farmer. He takes THE
Cavcasias and I like to read it,
especially  the Children’s Corner.
I will answer the (uestion asked by
Lizzie K. Langdale. The battle of
Lexington was fought April 19th
1775, 1 hope that my answer is cor-
rect. Wishing much success to THE
Cavecasiay, I am  Your friend,

Marrie BROOKS.

Union County.

Srour, N. C,, May 28th, 1893.
Mk. Evtror.—I think it great pleas-
ure to write to your paper; papa has
been taking your paper for some
time and like it very much. I am
a farmers boy 13 years old. 1 will
answer P’anl Crumpler’s question.
The first window glass was used in
1694, Yours truly,

Joe Haywoob.
Bad Religion and Bad Polities.

A man's politics is no better and
no worse than his religion. Good
politics is good religion and good re-
ligion is good polities. Those who
canuot harmonize their creeds with
these truths are worshiping false
gods, and the sooner their idols are
smashed the better it will be for
humanity.—Omaha Toecsin.

In other words the man whose
religion is good will not steel votes.

Are You Any Good at Puzzles?

The genious who invited the “Fif-
teen” Puzzle. “‘Pigs in Clover” and
many others has invited a brand new
one, which is going to be the great-
est on record. There is fun, instruec-
tion and entertainment init. The old
and learned will find as mueh mys-
tery in it as the young unsophistica-
ted. This great puzzle is the proper-
ty of the NEw York Press CLus,
for whom it was invented by Samuel
Loyd, the great puzzlist, to be sold
for the benefit of the movement to
erect a great home for newspaper
workers in New York. Geunerous
friends have given $25,000 in prizes
for the successful puzzle solvers.
TEN CENTS scnt to'* Press CLus
BuiLpixé Axp  CHArITY Fusp,”
Temple Court, New York City will
get you the mew mystery by return
mail. tf

STATE OoF OH10, Ci7Y OF TOLEDO,
Lucas CounTy. 88,
FrANK J. CHENEY makes oath that
he is the senior partner of the firm
of F. J. Cuexey & Co., doing busi-
ness in the City of Toledo, Coun
and State aforesaid, and that said
firm will pay the sum of ONE HUN-
DRED DOLLARS for each and ev-

eured by the use of HALL’S CATARRH
Cure. FRANK J. CHENEY.

_ Sworn to before me and subseribed
in my presence, this 6th day of De-
eember, A. D., 1886.

{ sEaL } A. W. GLEASON,
-~ Notary Pubhe.

Hall’'s Catarrh Cure is taken intern-

ally and acts direetly on the blood

and mucous surfaces of the system.

Y

for testimonials, free.

80 |
his study |

have seen |

| will close |

ery case of Catarrh that canmot be

WONAN'S P

~Many talk ahout woman's sphere
As though it had a limit
There s not & place in exrth or heaven,
Tiwere s not & task 1o mankind given,
There s not 8 Blessing or a woe,
There s not a whisper yes m! u;:h
s not o Life ac or birth,
Tl?fql::t has a !eulaer'n_w-j:ght of worth,
Without a woman in it

EARLY SUMMER MODELS,

A Novel and Frotty Cape—Fit and Trim-

waln g of the Sewson’s Skirt.

Before we give up the cloak which

ew and | is belted in at the buck, let us muake |

any

Certain it is that the newer

and | and pretty coschman cape affair 1s

inclined to get erooked, and  won't

stay on unless we are hitwching at it)
all the time, or else have 1t secu rely

tight by the collar around &  some-
what choked threat. The usual

| fastening is just a belt or a string,

Now, |

and it ties around the \naii-!_. x
yis i& where the best possibilities of

long and instewd of fastening it
aronnd the waist, bring it to |
front crossing the breast, and going
to the back aoain and fastening at
the inside of the cloak collar at the
buck. This holds the cloak securely
even if it is all open. It coaxes it

very

OF VARIED USEFULNESS,

into pretty folds, too, when you let
it fall loosely back the crossing straps
make the soft skirt worn with the
plain skirt more snug and pretty,
than its own belt unassisted could
do. When the cloak is fastened it is
like any other cloak, except perhaps
that it fits in the back a little more
exactly than does the usual belted-in
cloak. This, of course, is becanse
the fastening at the top as well as
below in the back holds it better.
Made of some serviceable plaid o1
check stuff as was the garment of
this sketch, with a generous and
practicable hood, the hood and cloak
both well lined, it will prove an
especially good garment for the trip
to the Fair, that we are all of us
going to take. When we want a
change of dress we can let the cloak
be open; when we want another
change we can wear it shut; yet an-
other alteration we can accomplish
by wrapping it close about us, and
in all ways it will be pretty.

The second picture shows a use-
ful and charming toilet. ‘I'he front
can be either gathered in, or left
quite loose, the latter is preferable
for morning wear, while the other
method looks more dressy, The
sleeves are trimmed to the elbow with
guipure. Any shade can be placed
under the guipure, but green is ex-
ceptionally fashionable just mnow.
The skirt is a tailor made one.  The
little jacket would look well trim-
med with ball fringe.

A few years ago it was considered
a necessity that the greatest attention
should be given to the making and
fitting of the bodice of a gown and
the skirt, in comparison, was of no,
or very little consequence. But at
the present time the importance of
the latter cannot be over-rated. The
fashionable voluminous skill is
looked upon with a feeling akin to
horror by those whose purses are not

NATTY OUTDOOR COSTUME.

very elastic, for in some of these as
much as twelve yards of material are
necessary in order to give them the
requisite fulness at the foot, but to
those who wish to be thoroughly sty-
lish this skirt is indispensable. It
should fit quite closely over the hips,
aud the fulness commences at the
knees, whence it falls in graceful
folds, the interlining of muslin giv-
ing it the necessary outward flow.
Instead of this, or the horsehair cloth
some dressmakers use 4 roll padding
formed of cotton-wool, encased in
linen, inside the dress at the foot,
which answers the same purposec.

There is almost endless variety in
the trimming for skirts, and the

ty | woman who cannot find something

to suit her must be very difficult to
please. A most becoming style for
ta’'l slender figures is to have three
bands of velvet about three inches
in width at intervals; namely, one at
the hem, the second at the knees,
and the third ar the hips. Another
popular method is to have seven or
eight rows of ribbon or velvet in
oot with a wide one and terminating
at the knees with quite a narrow
band. Crossway bands of silk are

 graduated widths beginning at the

‘much in favor,
s kil

I They Lack ine sense of Humor.

| feeling, and he has

| OT.

the |

|

Mr. Henry Furpiss bas found it
unprofitable work to caricature wora-
en. He save that in the few times

lin which he has _\'i-lded to the

has raised much ill|

decided that !
' women as & rule ack sense of &um-!
This is true, aod it is o re- |
gretted. There sre comparatively |

few writers of humor among women,

tem ptation he

tempt to collect their work for rep-
resentation in Chicago, and no con-|
al,h','un-;g olies.

A man said the other day touch-
'y1g this, that in riding out and n|
daily on a suburban train for }'t_ﬂfq
he had never yet secli & woman
buy one of tbe comic weekiies,
through they sold by dozens to lbt-'i
'men  truvelers |
It would be int-resting to kuow
'what link wi=s nz from the|
female mentality which deprives |
her of this boon, for it is noth- |
ing short of a boon to be able l.n!
see the funny side of life. It h“]l"’f
‘over many hard places and lubri-|
| cates many creaking joints in domes- |
[tic machinery. ‘

It would l"“f" for the scientist
to diagnose the difliculty, 1f possi- |
Ible, and undertake to lessen o
| remove it.  In the meantime, sisters,
be as joyous as you can.—New York |
Times. |'
|

18

Advice to Younz Ladies,

A country girl gives eredit to a
celebirated doctor for the following
very prudent advice to the young
ladies of his flock: “T'he buxom,
bright-eyed, rosy-cheeked luss who|
can darn a stockig, make her own
frocks, command a regiment of pots
and kettlos, chop wood, milk cows|
and be a lady witkal ‘“4n compauy,”
is just the sort of a girl for me
or any other worthy wan to mar-
ry. But youn, ye wasp.wasted, put-
ty-faced, consnmption mortgaged,
music-murdering, novel-devouring
daughters of fashion and 1dleness,
you are no more fit for matri-
mony than a pullet is to look af-
ter a family of 14 chickens. The
truth is my dear girls, you waut
more liberty and less parlor, more
exercise and less sofa, more pudding
piona, more frankness, and less
mockmodesty. more food and less
fashion. Loose yourse)f a little
enjoy more liberty and less restraint,
and become something as lovely and
beautiful as the God of nature
designed.”—Ex.

Den't Scold,

Mothers, don’t scold. You can
be firm without scolding your
children; you can reprove them for
their fault; you can punish them
when necessary, but don’t get into
the habit of perpetually scolding
them. It does them no good.
They soon become so accustomed
to fault-finding and scolding that
l;hey pay no attention to it. OUr,
which often happens, they grow
hardened and reckless in cousequ-
ence of it. Many a naturally good
disposition is.ruined by constant
scoldingd, and many a child is driven
to seek evil associates because there
is no peace at home. Mothers, with
their many cares and perplexities,
often fall into the habit unconscious-
ly; but it isa sad habit for them
and their children. Watch your-
selves, and don’t indulge in this
unfortune and often unintentional
manner of addressing your child-
ren. Watch even the the tones of
your voice, and above all, watch
your hearts: for we have divine
authority for saying that “out of
the abundance of the heart the
mouth speaketh.”

——

The Ldeual Family.

The first great essentials of the
ideal home and the ideal Ffamily
are constant love, confidence, devo-
tion, unselfish, willingness to spend |
and be spent in the seruices of one
another "The ideal home is one
where the children shall sayv—When
we marry and have homes of our

' well nigh resistless.

ag our father and mother love each
other.” It is where the sons are
taught respect for all women, by
the deference and kindness of their
father to their mother; it is where
daughters learn from their mot her’s
patient example how beautiful a
thing wifely and motherly affection
is, learn the beiuty of daily, un-
selfish devotion to the good of sll.
It is one where the atmosphere of
love and kindness is so all-pervad-
ing that it softens every privation,
ennobles every humble duty, and
stimulates counstantly all noble and
unselfish aims.—Selected by Lois.

What Lady Macheth Caldwell Thinks
About It.

We don’t like this language in a
report submitted to the Southsen
Presbyterian General Assembly one
day lust week:

he session must absolutely en-
force the injunction of Secripture
forbidding women to speak in
churches (1. Cor., xiv., 34), or in
any way fa'ling to observe that
relative sub_ rdination to men that
is tanght in 1. Cor, xi, 13, and
other places.

It is all right to prohibit the
sisters speaking in the charches—
they get to speak encugh elsewhere
and they’ve no business talking in
public execept among thewmselves;
but the General Assembly report
should have left out that reference
to “that relative subordination to
wmen.” It is seriptural, of course,
but it is distinetively Pauline, and
Paul was a bachelor and a tolera-
bly vinegary one. We hold that it
isn’t nice to be constantly remiud-
mg women of the duty of subor
d‘mntlon, and it isn’t always safe,
either.——Charlotte Observer.,

DO YOU WANT TWO PAPERS?

We wili send you for one year
CAUCASIAN and any of the {ullov?iﬁ;
Ba.pera for the amount opposite: :

akota Ruralist, $1,75.
People’s Party Paper, $I'75.
Iowa Farmers’ Tribune, $I'75
National Watehman, $1:35:

—

send you two papers one ea
Address iy

THE Cavcasiay,
Goidm. N. C.

own, we wish to love and be loved |

| titled to bread to eat. He is entitled to

For the above amounts we will .

It is noy in

order to inquire “what
e s qu “yhat

steal, to starve, to beg,

IN MODERN BABYLON.

THE CURSE OF POVERTY IN ACITY OF
TODAY.

| stand in the poor

er comes the

fine ciothes, lod

and vearuings an

the sra:n of sin. God sees it

keeps the account. and 1 would i

'hummduhm.thunmthm;

The Seventh of Rev. Thomas Dixen, Jr.'s,
Pewerfal Sermons on the Gates of Hell |
of the Present Time—3Men and Women
Dead to Hope. :

New Youxg, June 4. —Rev. Thomas

| as has been demonstrated 1n the at- | Dixon, Jr.. preached today the seventh |

of the series of germons on the **Gates of |
Heil In Modern Babylon.™ The subject
o tolay's sermon was “The Curse ¢
Puverty in the Modern City.” The text
chosen was from Proverbs =xx, 8, %
“(3ive me neither poverty mnor riches;
foen] me writh the food that is nesdful for

| wre. Jest | be fall. wd deny thee, and say,

W ho 1a the Lord? or lest 1 be poor, and
steal, and use profanely the pame of my
God ™

There is & poverty that is respectable. |
There is a poverty that is the mother of
rreatness. It is not of this poverty that |
| speak today. The cradles of the poor
have been those that have rocked the
greatest men of the earth. DBut by this
we measn & decent poverty in which there
his been coarse food and coarse cloth-
mz and yet food enongh to keep hun-
ger from the door, clothes enongh to
keep the cold froin the body. Poverty
that meuns banger and cold and naked-
ness and s 18 o enrse and only a curse.
it 1s this =hadow that falls across the |
streets of the city as nowbere else on the
varth today. There are poor people in
the country. but they are millionaires in
all that constitutes a life as compared
with the poor of the city, -

It 1s a continnous amazement to ma
that people should leave the country and
crowid into the city, the city which Car-
lyle graphically described, “The great,
foul city. rattling, crawling, smoking,
stinking. a ghastly heat of fermented
vrick work, pouring out poison at every
pore.” And yet they come in tens, in
hundreds, in thousands, in tens of thou-
siunds every vear, crowding the already
crowded trades, crowding the already
crowded dens in which human beings
live like beasts. They leave clear skies.
They leave pure air. They leave kindly
frienda, sympathetic neighbors. They
leave earth, in other words, for hell, and
still they come,

Could not some kind angel whisper to
them when they make up their minds to
leave the old country home that they
are taking their departure from earth
and hope and descending to the lower
regions! The only possible explanation
is that they are ignorant. They do not
know the ¢ity. They do not know what
it is. They do not understand until it is
too late to retrace their steps. It is sim-
ply impossible with language to ade-
quately convey to the average anind the
facts in the condition of the life of the
thousands who live in our cities. Their
poverty is indescribable; their wretched-
ness something unthinkable,

The poverty of the city is an open door
to the deepest hell, and through it dafly
erowd countless thousands.

First—Because poverty in the city
means loss of a home. Thereis nohome
life among the poor of the great city.
The word home is stricken from the lan-
guage of man. The poor live in a den.
They exist in a tenement, and the tene-
ment life, with its attendant horrers, is
constantly on the increase in our great
cities. In New York city it has swallow-
ed up all the other life practically. The
tenement has, like a huge monster, de-
voured the home. It may be said that
New York city lives in the tenement;
that New York city lives in the second
and third class tenements. One million
three hundred thousand people in this
city exist in second and third class ten-
ements. This constitutes the people.
The landlords are an insignificant fac-
tion. People who live in separate houses
are not ef the people; they are the ex-
ception. To every so called house in
the city of New York there is an average
of 10 dwellers. London averages seven,
In what is known as the tenement house
district there are no fewer than 276,000
fruilies packed together. In this guarter
it goes without saying that the death
rate reaches its most horrible height,
and public morality touches a depth of
degradation before which philanthro-
pists and Christians and evangelists
stand aghast. Poverty and disease and
crime are the portion of these people.

Second—Such poverty is the open door
to theft because the wages are so low
that the temptation to wrongdoing is
“Give me not pov-
erty!” cries the ancient seer, *‘lest I
steal.” How hundreds and thousands of
pecple in the cities, with their wages,
can keep [roin stealing is amiracle. Peo-
ple are entitled to bread. A man is cer-
tainly entitled to existence. He is en-

enongh clothes to keep him from freez-
mg He is entitled to a house to cover
his head, and he has a right to work.
But these things are denied hundreds
and thousands of people today in the
city. A woman was discovered the other
day who had starved to death. Men
commit crime daily that they may get
the comforts of a penitentiary, the lux-
ury of a stay on Blackwell's island.
Shopgirls enter their life full of vain
hopes. They do not expect to be drud
all their lives. They work during the
leisure season from 9 to 18 hours a day—
many of them in basements lighted by
gas and electricity. In the crowded sea-
sons they put on blue glasses. The only
comfort they have is the fact that they
have company in their misery. During
the busy season tbey work regularly 11
and 12 hours, and during the rush till 10
and 11 o'clock at night. The shopgirl’s
income is barely enough to farnish food.
It is not enough to furnish clothes. She
does her best to imitate the rich whom
shesces. The fine lady who bends over
the counter is studied with minute eare.
She has roud the stories of working girls
marrying rich uobles. She dreams of
meeling this man of paper and
lifted from ber poverty and grind. 3
HELEN CAMPBELL. :
As Mrs. Campbell has so truthfully
said, she knows far better what consti
tutes the life of the rich than the rict

ever know of the life of the poor, She
imitates where she can. Her cheap shoe
hasa E'rench heel, her neck its tin
collar, _ Gilt rings, bracelets and ban.
gles, Irlz:led bangs, cheap ings of
¢very order swallow up her earnings.

is an age ofcheatmd‘;windle—it is :I:
age of imitation. She knows

kEnows its power.

the daily press, in the

which is Ler daily pabulum.

mghit:eoonﬁnm for weeks and months,
months *hen i

and Hfo hacomer i hen into the years,

vision of the girl. &pehln o~
of work and the terrible alter

| exhanstion of a1l ite encrgies,

| desdening 10 every sense—monotonons to

| to he'l. because the children born into it

| the great ecity of New York, bnt those

| the heart of a stone.

days. The bed wasan old mattress on a

| elothes of those who bave

and in i!.lJ
weakness it is the prey to every whlgpﬁr ,'
of evil. ln the reaction from such grind-

ing todl the effort at amusement peoes |

| sarily becomes a dissipation, Howcan'we |

expect pun who work with mc_h unceas- |
ing and despairing energy to avoid saloons
and concert halls and dens, where “.""»'i
f2-3 the onlv brightness in human life? |
And this i+ the Lrightuess of the glate Ufl'
hell. into which they are soun to fall |
Ten. 12, 18 and 15 and ever 18 l;uqrs.
men and women work in this great city
and in other cities, and work at tasks

the verge of despair. _
Fonrth—Such poverty is the gateway

are doomed before their birth, and the

roneration that rises has less of hope than |

the generation that dies, Our statint‘i-
crans tell us that 20,000 children work in

who know the facts tell us that in the
grent ity of New York alone there are
100,000 little pinched forms that work
for duily bread and are glad to get work
—work at the ;wriud when children
must grow or die. Their little faces are
pinched and shriveled and wrinkled un-
til they are an army of little old wmen
and women, to look into whose pinched
faces is enongh to draw the tears from
What wonderful
litile creatures many of them are! They
never complain—they tuke itas a mat-
ter of coursa.

A little fellow discovered in Boston
recently by a charitable institution gave
the matron an account of how he got
along for a week after his mother had
died and his drunken father had kicked
him out. *“Where did you sleep?’ she
asked. *“We lived out in Roxbury,” said
he, “and I knowed a place out that way
where a man kept three pigs in a real
warm and snug pen, and I slept there
three nights.” “You slept with the
pigs?” asked the matron. “Oh, yes,
mum: it was real nice and warm there,
But the next night I found the man had
moved away and taken the pigs and pen
and all, 1 lost 'em.” *“And what did
you do then®' *I kind of snooped round
and got into an empty old house. 1
found a lot of papers on the floor and
got into_tpepapers and folded them up.
They were nico and warm. I sglept there
two nights. Next night I got in a junk-
ghop on some rags.” *“What did you do
for something to eat™” *“Why, ] staid
round the markets and got oranges and
apples and things the fruit stands throw
away, and I knowed where there was
restrants and boarding houses where
they put things into the swill barrels
that's plenty good to eat.”

There are from 50,000 to 60,000 of these
little waifs drifting on the black, turbid
waters of this great city's life, and every
city has its proportion. Is it any won-
der that we have tramps and idlers, and
that the gang of toughs is soon devel-
oped, and that they graduate into the
hardened criminal, desperado, highway-
man and assassin?

PANTS SEVEN CENTS A PAIR.

Fifth—It is the gate of hell because
of the hard life of the women. Woman
is the mother of civilization as well as
the mother of man. Womanhood is the
index to life. If it be degraded, life is
degraded. If it is steeped in sullen de-
spair, life will show its fruits. If it be
hard, life will be hard. 1f the life of
woman leiads to hell, hell is nigh to ha-
manity. Two hundred and fifty thou-
sand women work at hard tasks outside
of domestic service in this great city.
Three hundred and forty<hree trades
are open to women, the census taker
tells us. They are, as a matter of fact,
simply subdivisions of old trades—sub-
divisions caused by the divisions of la-
bor. Added to this is the additional
horror of unpaid labor. There is not a
single one of these tradem in which wom-
en work in which they are actually paid
a just return for their labor, Because
they are women they are made to do the
work which meun could not do better
for from one-half to one-third the remu-
neration men would receive.

Needlewomen make pants for 7 cents
a pair and use their own machines, find
their own thread. They make shirts for
85 cents a dozen and find their own
thread and machines, They make ging-
ham waists for boys ut 2§ cents each, and
itis impossible to make more than a
dozen in 14 honrs at a sewing machine.
And 14 hours at a sewing machine, with
a woman's hands and a woman's nerves,
means that life is being ground out at a
pace that makes the thing little short of
actual murder. Cloakmakers can earn
but 60 to 70 cents aday. We find 16

hours of #0il unrelieved by a single gleam
of light or hope or cheer, and the net re-
sults of this concentrated despair and
misery is £3.50 a week. And half of this
is taken to pay for the miserable den in
which the work is done. Two families
live in single rooms. Twelve people are
found sometimes in a room 13 feet square.

Many of the women who work in this
underworld of horror are dying to hope,
and when woman with her ceaseless
passion of life, her undying love, with
ber quenchless heroism, ceases to hope
it is time for your social economist, it is
time for your preacher, your politician,
your philosopher, to hasten to find the
rause. One of this army of a quarter of
a million women recently said to Mrs.
Campbell:

“1don’t see how anybody can much
longer keep eoul and body t{)gather."

“We dqn't." said one of the other wo-
men, furning suddenly. “I got rid of
myt' :(i:l lggt m such as it was. Who's
go e ink about souls, grindi
away here 14 hours a day to t;mrnnd:)‘;lst
contract goods? "Tain’t equls that count.
[t's Lodies that can be driven and half
starved and driven still 1ill they drop
in their tracks. I would try the river if
I was not driving to pay a doctor’s bill
for my three that went with the fever.
Befort_a that I was driving to pat food in-

i

said apologetically; *
better tiines ahead.”

“Yes, the kind you will
next room. Takea look in
ﬁﬂiﬂlmﬂ me That we are

In the next room was found
'@mﬂg;ll::ddlod s ol _
finishing the last of a dozen, which, when
taken back, would give her mnn:;
fire and food. She lzad been ill for three
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dry goods box in the corner, and save for

shopgirl's shoes, evesl, Dig
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There are 60,000
in the gt}"w

alono—an army of 6
know where they will lay their

that do not
heads to-

his

bis child rathe :
:‘E-rml Is it not possible, in g
these frequent horrors, they h“rh,. :n
pruanpted not by inmh,\‘-. but Lyt he-
spair of love, by the { her and mother
that stood om the brink end peercd 1,\:-111-
the awful abyss and preferred to k

| their own rather than to deliver them to

s Lieell they saw openl before them?
"';in-.h poverty is necs ssarily the moth!;
of desipair—despair gria and sullen m
stupefying. The man who fights w i:.h
hunger becomnes o uunu!ﬂ. Isit nut‘!n t-
ter todie a wan than to die s brute? hludl
thess desperate peopie reason? hulcl.de
becomes a luxury, The death of a child
under such conditions is s joy, not & sor-
row. They sre gathered to the potter's

one on top of the oiber in the great
black trenches, but they will not Le
roused in the gray lWi‘ll,’,{E'.t uf the ‘lllt.ll'!l-
ing to dull. ceaseleas toil. Their little
Ledies molder together in the grave, but
their hitle stomuchs do not cry ior bread
and for meat and for drink.  Their nttie
fuces do not grow pinched and wan any
longer. There are some things worse
than death. Thore are some things worse
than the potter's ficld. It is the living
potter’s field—it is the iving death,

A pitiful case of destitution recently
came to light near New York, A police-
“man of the Thirty-third precinet was pa-
trolling his beat on-the outskirts of the
city when in a Jonely spot in the woods
near llunt's point he came upon aman
and woman and three chiliren stretched
on the bare ground. The man and the
woman were asleep, but the children
were awakeand groaning.

When the man was awakened, he said
he had no home, no means of subsistence,
During the winter and spring be had
earned a scanty hving as an oyster open-
er, but at- the close of the scason was
thrown out of work. He fell sick, and
the little money he had saved was soon
spent. Then the owner of the house in
which he lived turned him out. He
tramped round, trying to find work, but
failed. His wife and children had no
ghelter, and he had not a cent to find
them lodging. Not knowing where to
go, they went y the woods, where
they slept for thn e nights. It was three
days since they had eaten a scrap of food,
They were taken by the policeman to

they devoured ravenonsly.
THE SUBMERGED SIXTH,
In a year in New York city there were
39,670 deaths - 7,059 died in hospitals, in-
sane asylums and workhonses, That is

“submerged tenth!™ This s the sub-
merged sixth.  And this only represents
those who actually die. Those who are
living in death cannot be numbered. In
the great city of London there are more
than 300,000 souls that lumg on the biwmk
of this guif, vhose life is a nightmace,
Beneath the:. opens the pit of starva-
tion. Stll farther down are 300,000
more, actually starving, where hunger
gnaws day and mght and every hour in
the day is an agouy. No oue is better
entitled to speak on this subject from
actual life than is Mrs. Campbell. She
has given her whole life to this work

among the poor. I wish to quote herex-
act words as to what she knows of the
! conditions of the poor in this city:

**We pack the pooraway in tenoments
crowded and fonl beyond a1  hing
known even to London, whose bitter
cry is less yours than ours. And we have
taken excellent care that no foot of
ground shall remain that means breath-
ing space, or free sport to a child, or any
green growing thing. Grass pushes its
way here and there, but for this army of
weary ‘workers it is only something they
may lio under, never upon.

““There is no panse in the march. As
one and another drops out the gap fills
instantly, every alley and byway hold-
ing unending substitutes. Itis not la-
bor that profiteth, for body and soul are
alike starved. It is labor in its basest
and most degrading form—Ilabor that is
@ curse and never a blessing, as true
work may be and is. It blinds the eyes;
it steals away joy; it blunts all power,
whether of Liope or faith; it wrecks the
body, and it starves the soul: it is waste
and only waste, Nor can it below
ground or above hold” fructifying power
for any humansoul. It is as student,
not as professional philanthropist, that 1
write, and the years that have brought
experience have also brought a convie-
tion, sharpened by every fresh series of
facts, that no words, no matter what
power of ferver may lie behind, can
make plain the sorrow of the poor.”

King cho of Bavaria is now a hope-
less maniac, In his lucid intervals only
he realizes his terrible position. But his
chief amusement scems to be shooting
peasants. It seems to amuse the mad
king to kill the peasants, Of course
they do not let him really kill them, but
they dress up a man asa peasant, and
hg passes before the window, and the
king scizes the rifle which has been load-
ed with the paper shell, fires at his vie-
tim, and the victim instantly falls with
dramatic effect and dies in great agony.
The king looks on with the utmost glee
at the result. What a horrible amuse-
mend even for a maniac! And yet this
18 practically the results of the kings of
our economic world, They may be mad
—it is the most kindly interpretation to
put upon their actions—and yet the re-
sults of their work is the slaying of the
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There are few things that wro s e

sponge. A large sponge is alwiny

to say, lu(fm :ll{u.u one I”..‘rﬂllu. tu .e\-".'r}' ElX | m)l[ll“"h:lt {.x]muulvu ill‘lll, und wing §
whe died in this great city died in a pub- | pocomes odorons, as it som times o
lic iustitution, and nearly 4,000 of them | yeier o little use, one hesitatos 1o ting
who thus died were thrownin the pot- | it awav at onee, expecting to restom §
ter's field for barial. Talk about your { This is & very difficult mattor to aoe

plish. Repeated scaldings will oftentd
to makea sponge sweot and ot asitw
originally.

The best way (do is 10 take cund
it ut first. If the sponge is {red fre
soapsuds and hung where it will peis
each time after it is used, it will sidb
come sour. Iun order to do this v
the soap out with warm watir e
using it and rinse it in cold wwe
Squeeze it as dry as you can with &
hands, but do not wring :r,‘m ™
would break the fibwers, '

It is a good thing to dry spouss
summer in the bright sunshine, lnvegg
ter they must be dried by artificia b
and for this reason special curo oot ¥
taken to rinse them clean after wi
them. Itisa great nustake to sl
sponge up in a close box, ¢ven thongts
may be one of solid silver. A spo@
shut up in this way with the least dasg
ness i sure to acquire an impure odos
titee, The best place to keop s spod
is on a hauging earthen trayoris#
open basket of wire near the Dathis
where it can dry and is alwuys o®
ient.—New York Tribune. |
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The Cashmere Shiawl
In the glittering bnt clilly sslow? de
Versailles doubtless it wis (or combs y
that Josephine wore the cashnere sty 'i‘
that the Egyptian expedition intros gy
into France, and which ber lnshe
with his characteristic regard forf
rights of others, pulled from ber sl
ders and put npon the blaze of o N g
fire. These properly folded, or any /Sg8
narrow piece of good fabiric, worn#
long scarf, will add flowing lines W5
front of the figure and short hornrigge
ones not too rigid to the buck. :

A good critic says of it: ~Tower?

a proof of grace, and it imparts g7
elegance, especially to a tall wouss
the old portraits by Sir Joshua 56
olds, by Gainsborough, by Stus ¥
Copley—further back, in the &%
days, by David—the scarf Las bees ™
effectively used, the long, straight ®
drawn tigittly across the suall off
back, passing over the elbows and &
ping down in front as low u= the ¥
or lower.. Nowadays one sees them
by ladies who have relatives in the
who send them: scarfs of cripe or %=
hair, and occasionally thoe Frest
proach the scarf in the style

or antumn wraps. It woull only #
half a dozen ladies who have repst
for good dressing to pers'.n'-.--utf}' :
the scarf for others to recognize 148
and elegance.”—Harper's Dazal.

Mrs, Rider Haggsrd:

There is a current statement
ing Mr. Rider Haggard to the ofed
his firet wife was Miss Carroll of *
more. Ihave seen it in The 5%
Cbicngo Evaning Journal andcﬂB
pers, It is an error. As his -'
wrote a few days since to that &
the latter paper, but the editor v
courteous enough to insert wy o8
tion, Perhaps you will be so K
allow this 1o appear in print in 77
amus. Mr, Rider Haggard hos oulf
onee married, to Migs Louisa A8
of Ditchinglugn House, Norfolk, ¥
alive and well. The lady whom "5
newspupers 8o very ungallantly & o
terrible and ageless beauty” W™
to and divorced by another me®
the- family. —Andrew Haggard ¥
York Sun.

A New Souree of Revenu® Z23
A gentleman who called at 8 7 &
newspaper office asked the e/ g ¥
“What has becowe of yonr office
““He has quit the business.”
“Bounced him?" .
“No; he just gquit. Heis nch
“Money left him in a will”"
“No, but be had the right 7

’:_:r
}

Scene—A luxurious nursery

~ Leo (gloomily)—I'm tired of P
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