“FETTERS OF GOLD.”

to a sofa and sat down. He notiped
how the softly shaded electrie lamp
drew out the rieh tints In her hair,
“I=-1 have something to tell you,”
ghe gald, gently, “ahout Kathleen. 1
thought, ns the girl's father, that you

wounld, perhaps, bo Interested”—

Bt My KATHARINE RENELL. ==

He lnughed,
“Kathleen heraelf has never be-

—

He gat alone in the big luxurionsly
furniahed library. The room was op-
pressively still, but from without,
through the closed donble doors,
eame the fnint strains of a languor-
oup wallz,

A grim smile curled slowly round
the corners of hila mouth. It veally
was rather comie to make one's exit
from the world io the sounds, not
of a "Marche Funebre," but of dance
musie!

He touched almost affectionntely
the revolver lying on the table in
front of him. It wns expensive, the
best of Its kind, like evervthing else
#n thig expenzive house, it would not
‘Blunder, it would do its work well,

Just one pull at the trigger, and
then—ah!—reaplta from  misery,
freedom from care—elernal  sleap.
He teaned back in hig chalr and his
eyes straved, half mechanically, to
the little Sevrea clook on the mantel-
plece. Half past eleven. In another
thirty minutes—at midnight—he had
made up his mind to die.

Leanlng bLack  with hall  elosed
eoyes, he thoneght over his past life,
It s said that the <ring—and he,
surely, was praetieallr that—some-
times ece thelr whole llvey pass be-
fora them In full review, and now
BRe was seeing his. He saw it all
from the very bexinning, The child-
Rood in his grandmother's log cabin
on the bleak Irish bog; the fight, as
A lad of sittesn, to England, beecanse,
m his miserable homo he had Dbeen
trealed worse than a dog; the pov-
erty, the hardships, the marriage,
when he was barely twenty, to a girl
ol seventeen, and then, Inst ps if the
young wife had acled an a mascot—
as, laughingly, In those days he had

often toid her that she had—the
gradual turning of his lnek, IHe had
Metruck ile,” as the vulzar saying

expressed it, and the man who had
been little Liotter than a bogmar at
twenty hed, at forty, become a mil-
lonalre.

A milllonaira! Tle opened his eyos
and glanced—the grim gmile still on

his face-—round the eplendid room.
Who wonld have thought that the
poor, Dbeaten, half-slarved little

grohin of the log cabin was going to
bMlossom ont, some day, Into n busl-
pess geniun? And who wonld have
thought, too—and the smile grew
grimmer—that the man who had
provad himself to have such a splen-
fid talent for organization, such na
wonderful “grip” of his trade, would
be a fool at gambling, and fritter
Mg vast fortune away?

His fAngers strayed again to the
woeapon whica was to bring him his
freedom. To-night nobody knew any-
thing; to-morrow it would ba in all
the papers that John Dolan, the mil-
Hlonalre, was ruined,

His ruin had heen creeping upon
him steaithilly for years., He had
gambled —fonlighly, heavtlessly, reok-
lesely. He had seen evervthing, all
the waney that e had striven for, in
swesnt and blood, slipping from his
grasp—and he had not cared! And
why had the wealth, which he had
spent the best years of his manhood
In striving for, proved such dust and
ashes to him that, when he lost It,
he did not mind?

A look of intense bitterness crept
Into his eyes. Ah! he had loved her,
the pretty village maiden he had
made his wife! They had been happy
e the poor little poverty-stricken
home—happier far than he, at any
rate, had ever been [n Grosvener
sgquare. And then? Then the money
find begun to come in, and they had
drifted apart. Mary had such a big
house now to attend to—she had her
visitors, her gayeties, her numerous
roundz of what she called her “duty"
ealls. It takes thres genorations to
make a gentloman, they say: it only
takes about three vears, he reflected
Ball humorously, half bitterly, to
make a lady. He had never beon a
gentieman—never would be one, he
knew—and he remembered his sud-
den feeling of amazement, of shock,
when he had seen his wife on the
oecasion of her presentation at court.
Mary, at twenty, had been shy, nwk-
ward, a typieal country miss, nothing
more; at thirty, she had the ease and
graclousness of a Young quean. She
had carried herself . superbly; her
{ittle head-—on which the diamond
fyra had seemed to him to twinkle
with mocking derisive eyes—was
poised proudly on the slender thront.
Blhe wors her court train, her feath-
5, a5 il she had been accustomed
%0 such gorgeous ralment all her life.
Mary had very soon adapted herself
to the role of grand dame.

And then the children! In the cot-
fage home they had been a never-
ending source of delight. Well he
remembered how he eame back in the
evenings tired from his work, they
would meet him In the doorway,
these four belngs whom he loved;
the baby crowing on Mary's shoul-
der; Harry, the boy; Molly, the eld-
est girl, clinging to her skirta, Then,
after tea, they wounld gather round
the fire, and, with Mary xitting be-
slde bim, her soft arm round his
meck, they two would talk eagerly of
the business which he had just in an
Bumble way begun to start, and make
plans—halfl jokingly—of the won-
derful things which they were going
to do “when they got rich!" Harry
“'mti should

good
the

trayed tho slightest Interest In, or
affection for, mo since she was ten
years old.  Why ghould 1 be interest-
ed in hep?®™

1t was rathier a eruel taunt; to tha
wirl’s own mother, but Mary Ignored
it. Bhe egat very stlll, gazing atraight
bafore her, and he saw a tebder ma-
ternal look etenl over her face,

“Young Vanderveldt has proposed
to her to-night., Bhe hus just told
m> I hope—I hope the dear child
will be happy."

“There 1s small doubt of that, ile
has tone of money, hasn't ha? ™ Again

coma to him, his son
guffer in the same way. Molly and
Haby—the darlings, they were 5o
prettyt—they shounld have the love-
Heat frocks that money could buy,
thay had sctually been reallzed!
Hurry had had a good edueation,
and, in his firgt term nt Harrow, he
hnd realized bitterly that his son de-
apised him. He was “"eommon,” and
Haryy was a gentleman—made 8o by
lila gold; and now that the Harrow
daya wera over and a erack regiment
hnd been entered by the idle, good-

should not

3 ed, The laugl - sounded
[or-nothing Youtg wan, who would :“lll]‘“n!:ill.dtnrdl] ¢
never have had the bLraing or the|” I;Ir “wil"n.lnr;kr"l it Wm.  There
energy to make the fortune which . i e

was a halt puszied, hnlf reproachful

expression In the lirge grey eyes,
“Why do vou talk lke that, Jolin?

Why do vou look so white, so—eo—

odd?"
Hia laughter had died down, but

his father had, ho knew that he was
desplsed still more,

Molly and Baby—Iathleen she
was called now—had had the "love-
lest frocks that money could buy."

They had inherited their mother's it 1eft & lingering smile—cruel, mock-
beauty, while “poor papn's  bour- ing—on his Hps.
geolse,” as they ealled it, had been he aald,

“You Interrupted me,”
harshly: “your entrance just now was
—wns (11 timed."

“What were yon going to dao?” The
clear, steady eyes were still fixed on
hig face, There wins something about
Mary to-nlght—nher stiliness, her gen-
tleness—which, somehow, lrritated
him. It acted on hig already over-
strung nerves as a match applied to
a torch. With n sort of bravado—
defiance—he withdrew the revolver
from behind his back and brandished
It In front of hor face.

“Blow my bralns out!"™ he erled.
It was cheap melodrama, but he had
expectod Mary to be Impressed by It
e had oxpected hor to scream-—pos-
sibly, faint, Instead, however, she
gat quite still. Only the sudden
whitening of her face, the sndden 1t-
tla eateh in her breath, betrayed that
she had even heard at all. Then,
auddenly, she got up from her seat,

fortunately left out. Molly wns mar-
rled—to the eldest son of n peer;
Kathleen, the younger girl, was ex-
peeted to make an equally brilliant
mateh, There had been a rieh young
American at her foet all the season:
In the few hurried conversations
which, In her whirl of sacial distrae-
tions, Mary found time to have with
him, she had told him that it was
“fo bring the thing to a eatlsfactory
elimax" that this ball was being
given to-nlght.

Well, they were well provided for
—those whom he was leaving hehind.
IT they were going to be laft help-
legs he wonld not have done it
would not have recklessly gambled
awny his  fortone, wonlid mnot have
thrown away his Hlfe—huyt they weoroe
left with eettled prospects.  Harry's
money had heen settled on him when
he cnme of age; nobody eonld touch
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Young Man, Be a Farm-Owning Farmer,

P

Bishop Fitzgerald, of the Methodist Eplscopal Church,South,says: ¢
“The land owners of a natlon will rule {t. There has bheen no ex-
ception to this In the world's history up to date. When the people
of the Bonth sell and leave their lands and huddle together in large
masses ns employers aad operatives, their numbers may be in-
ereased but their quality deteriorated. The man who reads only the
daily paper, and falks only the small talk of the passing hour, will
never think like Thomas Jefferson or spenk ke Patriek Henry, The
life of a farmer is capecially favorable to a noble manhood, Men
living thus on thelr own farms tnke time to think. They aleo pre-
serve their individuality, The sharpening process takes away Just
80 much of breadth. Ton much grindstone proves especinlly fatal to 4
thin matarial,  The great Amerieans have been in the most instances
country braid. Hold on to your lands. Put In some of your spare
time in lmproving them. There Is no fairer land on earth than
this, Don’t go farther to fare worge,"

This {8 the truth plafnly told. No belter advics was over given
by any man. Many of our youug men will live to regret the day they
forsook the farm of thelr fatherd for the elty.
3.q..qo.-.u-cqcooooocono---OOOO-OOOOQOQI----oqqoec-c.o.---Qnoonoc-qooo-
that: the girla would have wealihy “Why?" she asked,
husbande, and Mary— HMe wns amazed—nand, perhaps, a

A shadow fell acrosp the stern, | trifle disappointed—at her coolnoss,
prave face. Mary waos a beautifol | Then o thought struek him. Mary
woman, she was falrly young—under | thought that he wns snddenly strick-
fifty stitl—she would marry again: | en with madness, and her attitudo of

Doubtless after the first shock was | calm collectedness was tho one which
aver, sho would be glad to be. re-|she considered wisest to adopt toward
leased from the “common’” husband [a lunatie. Well, Le would gshow her
of whom, he had guessed long ago, | that his desperate words and action
she was ashamed. had not been the ldle ravings of a
The ¢lock on the mantelpiece | maniac—that he was In deadly ear-
chimed out 12. Without a moment's | nest,
hesitation, he stood up. With his He lald the revolver down on the
right hand he raised the revolver to | table, and caught hold of her hands,
lig temple. “Beceuse I am rulned!™ he sald.

The door op:ned, and his wife | The small hands, within his trem-
came into the room, bled, but still Mary did not flinch—

Qulck as lightning he hid the dead-  8till the lovely, gontle eyes wera fixed
Iy revolver behind his back. Anx- calmly on his face.
fously, he sgearched her face, No, “Ruined!™ he repeated, and his
she had not seen the revolver, hmd | Voice was low and hoarse. “Tucy
not surmised what he was golng to think I am a millionafre, the people
do. dancing and feasting to-night {n my

“John, 1 have come to fetch vou. houge. To-morrow, the whole world
Is 1t not rather rude for you to hide | Will know that my money is lost! I
vourselfl In heve, away from all your aufla beggar! *
guests?”  She came slowly toward But how have you lost 1t7"
nim, Yes, Mary was certainly a| He let go her hands suddenly, and
most beautiful woman—a young |threw his out with a gesture of de-
looking woman, too, In her white spair. He.did not notice that, direct-
brocade dress, diamonds shimmering Iy her hands wera relensed, che
on her meck and in her hair, she|Snatched up the deadly weapon on
looked almost like one of her own the table and concealed it behind hor
daughters. And yet—he had loved back,
her best In the sun bonuet and pink “Gambiing! Oh, you dldn't know
trock. that I was a gambler, did you® For

He looked at her angrily. Why [Lhe last ten years I have been fritting
hnd she interrupted him? And then | my hard earned money away. I gam-
he almost laughed. Good heavens! |bPled on t ; stork excharge, on the
He must loathe this “too, too solld |turl, at Lionte Carlo—those annual
flesh” of his, indeed, to-be in such n | Visita which 1 pald there, when I al-
hurry to make an end of his life! | ways would go alone, were simply to
Me was only delayed only a few min- | Indulge my awful passlon—and I al-
utes—he could kill himsell directly | ways—always—Ilost!"”
she had gone ngain, “But why In the name of heayen,

“1 hate my guests,” he answered. did you do ft?"

He spoke roughly. “What do they She did not treat him to tears,
come for? To feast in my house, |abuses or reproach. She simply stood
drink my champagne, and laugh at|there ealmly, aad looked him stralght
me behind my back directly they have | in the face.

lefi!” Almost unconsclously, he hung his
“John! T wish you would not talk |hiead. Before, he had not been In

-
v
.
.
.
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llke that, You won't come to the|the least ashamed of himself. He
ballroom, then?” had thought his conduct—taking in-
“No.* to consideration the fact that hie was

unhappy in his home—perlectly jus-
tifled. Now—well, some people
might think that to ruin your wife
and children by gambling, and then
bring further disgrace on them by
committing suleide, the action of a
brute and & cad,

“Because—oh, because I was mis-
erable, reckless, mad—I did not ear
what 1 did! A man must go some-
where to find amusement, happiness,
and I—1I found no happiaess In my
own home!*
“Oh—John!"

“Why not?"

She looked up at him. He soft-
ened a llttle at the sweet wistfulness
of her face, After all, they had loved
each other once.

“]—1 am busy. I have something
else to do—just now.”

He elutehed Teverishly at the weap-
on behind hls back, What a merey
that she had not seen It!

She gighed, It seemad to him—or
was it fancy?—that the wistfulness
on her face deepened a Hitle. A
shadow fell scross it,

“That Is what it has been for years,
: . ad

Fwomeaen

“You remsmber the old da¥, whed
woe wera poor, how we longed to get
rich? We did got rich, and I learned
to curse—yes, cnrte—Lhe money
which forged fetlera of gold around
my neck! What was money ta me,
do you think, when my ehildron and
my wife—ah! capecinlly my wife!—
ware dnlly drifting away from me?
You desplacd me! You, Mary, were
able to take your ploce in soclety—
adapt themselves to their
gourronndings far mora easlly than
man do—and I-—1 was not, Ho, how,
I am best ont of Lthe way,”

The low, degperate volee broke off
In o kind of sob, He moved to the
table for the revolver—yes, he would
do It now, In front of the woman
who had cented to love him—

The weapan was not there.

With n fispee  oxclamation he
turned to his wife. Mary was breath-
Ing heavily, her face was denthiike,
two ttle erimson drops—=she had bit-
ten her under lip till the red blood
trickled down her chin,

“Have you ever thonght, when you
hnd done this dreadful thing—the
ohildren are provided for—what waa
to become of —of —mo?"

“You are a beautiful worzan, Mary.
I know plenty of men who admire
you—you will marry nagain.”

Bhe made no reply—Iit was aa If

she treated the vemark with econ-
tempt, 8She asked him something
elae.

“When all your debts are pald—all
vour affalrs wonnd up—shall 1 have
any money?"

“Very little."

She drew clote to im. He heard
the soft rustle of her gown; a faint,
subtle perfume of violets wafted
across his face.

“We llved—on ‘very little'—once.”

He glanced at her, sharply. When
had he seen that look belore on
Mary's face—that look of tender hap-
pinegs—of love? Ah! he remems-
boered! On that summer evening,
years and years ago, when he had
asked her to he hig wifle.

“And we wera happy—-too ®

He stood as one struck dumb, gaze
Ing at Mary's radiant faece, her shin-
ing eyes,

“Far happler than we have ever
bean since wo were rich.*

The silence in the room was in-
tenap. The tloking of the little elock
on ths mantelpiece—the only sound
which broke the stillness—was like
the beating of n heart

Buddenly, he felt a goft arm round
his neck.

“John!—yon never knew it, yon
wera  always so busy, You never
seemed to have time to lalk to your
poor little wife—but for years [—I1
have hated the money, too, It was
all right for the children—they were
young and had never known anyvthing
elae; but we—we were old folks, old-
fashioned "—she smilled—"and, what-
ever [ might have appeared outward-
1y, T conld never gquite throw off the
past, You thought the new proaper-
Ity mnade me drift apart from vyou;
woell, T thonght It made you delit
apart from me. You were alwnys go
oceiipled with your busginess, yonr
affairs, which I was too slupid to un-
derstand. Bot now the money s
lost, and T am glad—yes, glad! —for
to mea, ton"—and there wes n #ob In
the low, tender volee—*It has been
fetters round my neck, John!—ah,
my husband!—whom I have always
loved better than any one else In the
whole world!—Ilet us go back to the
little cottage—Ilet us begin lfe over
again.”

She put the revolver back on Lhe
table—she knew there wns no more
need to hide It—and both the soft,
clinging arms were round his neck
now, And he was zobbing, with his
gray head on her breast—sobbing
like a child,

Yes, he would take up hia life
agnin—that 1life which he had so
nearly thrown away—and, once maore,
he would be happy, with the happl-
ness which only love ean give.—The
Bystander,

Misfires of Young Idea,

Alr usually has no weight, but
when placed in a baromeler it is
found to weigh about fifteen pounds
to a square inch.

If & small hole were bored In the
top of a barometer tube the mer-
cury would shoot up in a column
thirty feet high.

A right angle is ninety degrees
Fahrenheit.

Hydrogen s
and lngolvent.

A cuckoo is a thing that turns
from a butterfly into n moth,

Horsepower is the distance a
horse can carry one pound of water
In an hour,

The earth revolves on its own
nzls 365 times in twenty-four hours.
This rapid motion through space
causes (tg sides to perspire, forming
dew.—University Correspondent,

coloviese, odorless

Fellow Charchmen.

The late Rev. Dr. John Hall was
once walking home from >Jreaching
at a Sunday night meeting out in the
country. In the moonlight he saw
a man lying drunk In the guiter, and
going up to him gave him a shake,

“Here!" he said; “it’s a shame for
a nice, respectable looking man like
you to be Iying In the gutter.”

The man opeued his tipsy eyes and
saw the long, black cont.

“Are you n minister?” he asked,

“Yes,"” sald Dr, Hall, "“come, get
up'n
“Presbyterian?™ queried the ineb-
riate.

“Yes," was the answer, somewhat
fmpatiently. “1 am.”

“Then,” sald the other, “help me
up. 1 am a Presbyterian myseit,”—
Philadelphia North Amerienn,
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Fatal l.lidicu.le.'

By Winifred Blaclk.
WELLENOWN and successful physician killed himsell In Penme
sxlvanis the other day because he coulin’t stand the ridicule of

hig friends, !
The physlelan had become Interested In an invention made

by an lgnorant cobbler and he backed the cobbler to a goodly
amount of money,

h Invention turned out to be a failure, the cobbler who had
dreamed of belng & milllonaire went back to his cobbling and the physiclan
who had belteved in him and his invention tried to go on with hia work.

But his friemnds wouldn't let him,

They had top govd & chance to have some fun with a sensitive fallow crede
ture—eo they hail I,

The n|m'$nr gtool the Jokes and the twittings and the satirical cnnmtnl-'
tlong of Ws friends—lovely name, that word friend, lsn't t? It means 80
mueh In n cage ke this—as long as be conld and then he killed himself to got
out of the sound of thelr satirical laughter.

I wonder if the friends who laughed this man to death sent a wreath of
:'lnmm or a broken column of immortelleg to the funernl of the man they mar

ered.

What & lot of savages there are left fn the world, after alll

There are some peopla who never lnugh except at some one's else dig.
comfiture, embarrngsment or distress,

Nothing 18 so funny to them as n look of disappolntment and chagrin on
the face of one they know.

Strange [dea of humor, lsn't 107

Of course, It s folly to pay nny attentlon to the satirieal laughter of a
mean-splrited acquaintance who loves to gee yon wrlthe under his sarcasm,

A really atrong man would have laughed at the people who laughed at him,

A really gtrong man would have stood the jokes as long as he cared to,
and then he would have glven the Jokera some kind of a llittle surprise part
of thelr own which would have kept them too busy to give them time to lau
80 hard at him,

A redlly gront nnlure doea not eara much what the ordinary man or wome
an thinka of him,

A really big man does what he thinks s right and leta the world laugh
or cry or frown or fiatter him,

This man who died was, of course, wenk and oversensitive, but for that
very reason 1 think 1 should hate to be one of the people who drove him to an
unhappy death; wouldn't you?—New York Amerjcan.
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A Canadian Northwest

Town As It Really I

By Clifton Johnson,
HE vlllage whers [ stopped was just up abovoe the Canadian lne,
It had beep recommended to me as “quite o husy little burg” but
1 could not see that It was very different from other amall saw-
mill towns 1 had observed from the car window as I went North,
There was the same cluster of woodsn stores, saloons, churches,
lodging houses and botels, and n dribble of residences for a mile
ubont, The dwaelling that reached a full magnifcence of two
stories was a rarity. Most poople were content with one story, and the house
was small at that, Newnesg and rawness wore very ppparent, and thers was
a good deal of the makeshift about the dwelllngs. All the home premises were
enugly fenced, and the cows and horses were turned loose to browse in the
publie ways dnd along the rallroad tracks and out Into the surrounding wilds
to sult themselyes
A large sawmlill had burned the year before and had not been replaced.
Many workera had therefors moved away, atd certaln ganloons and lodging:
houses had closed thelr doors ns a consequence These bulldings were now
Httle short of rulnous, with shattered windows and other marks of neglect and
mlsuse that gave the place a touch of melancholy and decay. On my first
day, ag 1 at In the hotel office | made Inguiry about conditions, and one man
turned to another and sald: “Well, Bill, the town's bavin' a ltile bit of a
boom Just now, aln't 1L
“Yes,” replied Bl "It booms nights,
difference dayiimes"
“Why Is It that your vacant bulldings look =0 shaky? 1 asked.
can't Lie old."”
“1 suppose” respopded BU, “It's because It aln't the hablt of the country
to bulld substantial. Even a nlce appearin’ bullding is apt to be cheap and
thin-walled. The paint [s-about all there 18 to It"—Thes Outing Magazine,
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The Rapid Increase

¢of Suicide
Sidney Reeve,

HE sulclde rate of New York Siate had become, in 1900, 3.6 times
what It was In 1860, by 1904 thls multipiler had risen to four.
Indlana’s rate, although generilly lower than any of the others,
Is Increasing more rapldly than any of them. From 1860 to 1900
It had multiplled Iteelf by three and twothirds, In four yedrs
more this ratio had rlsen to seven and one-third! In other
worids, during each of the first four years of the new century,

Indiana's sulclde-rate had Increased by an amount almost equal to the entire

sulelde-rate Tor 186060 It I8 to be remembered, too, that thls refers, not to the

number of suicides, which would naturally increase with increasing popula-
tion, but to the number per thousand of population.

It 1s impoasible to say just how far Indiana Is better or worse than her
neighbors In this respect, for the statistics are not equaily complete for all
But to prove that this siate Is not exceptional in its showing, the statistics for
ten eastern States and several hundred citles scattersd all over the land, aver-
aged together, show that the increase of sulcide-rate during the first four years
of the century was 6.5, 4.4, 10.0 and 88 per cent, per annum respectively, a
remarkably steady increase, averaging 7.3 per cent, per annum. For tha four
years taken together, Indlana’s increase wis almost exactly aqual to the aver
age for this Inrge territory above mentioned. Dut the following year, for which
there are no avallable dala from the larger territory, Indiana’s rate Jumped
43.6 per cent. further, and during the first half of 1907 was 55 per cent, greater
than It was In 1304!

During thesze first four years of the century, Boston, alone among the
clitles, showed a decrense In sulolderate Yet fromn even this oasis In the
desert of despair comfort Is denled us, for the result was even then [fty per
cent. higher than It had been In 1880.—From the World To-Dday,
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Who Governs Korea ?

By Prince Ito Hirobumi.

N the solution of the Korean pretlem, a man always asks this
question: What power {5 it that exercises the dominant control
over that people? What force ls [t that is controlling the poll
tics of the Koreans? Moreover, what iz that invisible power
{which one sees In every couniry controlling the life of & race)
that shapes the destiny of the Korean? 1Is [t religion, or 1s it
customs and habits?

In my Jjudgment the majority of the Koreans are governed by the Chinese
learning and the Chinese code of c¢thies. Beyond that, [ do not ses any ine
fiuence that has a partienlar power over them. In the [nterpretation of wir
tues,—politeness, righteousness, truthfulnéss, faithfulness, affection, and so
on,—they find their criterion in the teachings of Confucius and Mencing, Even
among the highly educated class of Koreans education stops with the Chinese
scholarship. Beyond that there is nothing Even thoze who style them-
selves scholars are by no means scholars in the professional anil speeialized
senze, When you ask what are the thoughts and idens which govern this
class, you will find that they are much like those young men in the closing
days of the Shogunate in Nippon, who were governed by a few pamphlets and
patriotie poems written by the thinkers of the time. They look npon Nippon
a3 a barbarous country, they regard themselves as the olvilized and ealighten-
ed race. As for thes common people and the farmers, they have no education
or culture whatevér—Harper's Week!y,
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Woman’s Independence

ITH the household as it ls now made up, It |5 not paychologically
n good thing for one person to be dependent upon the will of an-
other and solely attached to his ioterests. No matter bow per
fecily a woman [s educaled in the schools, she will not keap pace
with men unless she has some concerns for which she Is primar

ily responsible. This does not amount to saying that she must
be financially independent, or a bread-winoer, though thers s no
to that.  But her life demands some first-hand renction to the worlg
of her character and iatelligeace. Undér the prossure of natu

I've heard it; but I don’t see much

“They

ob,
for the |
selectlon man made a tardy alliance with woman and the home in primitive

used woman as a
bought her cheap
er assoclated with her, {
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bought ber dear; bui he has really u:ll—_ :
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