POOR DOCUMENT

THE FRUITS OF TOIL

By NORMAN DUNOCAN, in McClure's.

WWWO

ong. ago, when young Luke Dart,
Boot Bay trader, was ambitious for
‘e tronage, he said to Solomon

iegof Ragged Harbor, a punt fish-
3ol

Bmon, b’y an’ you be willin; r
at ‘wou with twine for a cod-trap.
trade with me, b’y, I'll trade
»n-yoU, come good times or bad.”
olomon was youhg and lusty, a
ghty youth in bone and seasoned
1scle, lunged like a blast furnace,
arageous and finely sanguine. Said

“An’ you trust me with twine for a
‘ap, skipper, I'll deal fair by you, come
ood times or bad. I'll pay for un,
tipper, with the first fish I cotches.”
Said Luke Dart: “When I trust, b'y,
tr\:st. You pays for un when you

n." !
‘t was a compact, so, at the end of
< season, Solomon builded a cottage
the Man-o’'-War, Broad Cove

ad maried a maid of the place.
months of that wintér he made

.p, every mnet of it, leader and

¢h his own hands, that he might

hat the work was good to the

ot and splice. In the spring he

. the stage and the flake and

he skiff; which done, he waited

1 of fish. When the tempered

.12e he hung the net on the

vhere it could be seen from the

##“of the cottage. In the even-

e sat with Priscilla on the bench
door and dreamed great dreams,

he red sun went down in the ska

: shadows crept out of the wild-

1an, dear,” said the young jolo-
ride, with a slap of his great
*twill be a gran’ season for fish
A

h'y,” said Priscilla, tenderly;
be a gran’ season for fish.”
Solomon sighed, “’twill that—

.

handy t’ three hundred an’ fif-
s I owes Luke Dart for - the
mused Solomon. i

not much,” said Priscilla, smil-
aen you has a trap.”

;pa.y un all up this year,” said

i

1 said she, echoing his confid-

pay un for a trap, dear,”
3 Solomon, “an’ have enough
. t' buy a 2]

she cried with an ecstatic gasp,
¢ machane!”

he roared. “Sure, girl!”

. the beginning of that season,
\e fish ran in for the caplin and
s were set out, the ice was still
Z off shore, drifting vagrantly
1e wind; and there came a gale
right, springing from the north-
great, vicious wind, which ga-
‘he ice in a pack and drove it
in upon the land. Z
on dragged the trap from the

Great holes were bru in

s, head rope and span line were
to pulp, the anchors were lost. :
seven days and nights it took
te the nets whole again, and in
me the great spring run of t:odI

by. So in the next spring So-
was deeper in the debt of sym-
¢ Luke Dart—for the new twine |
r the winter's food he thad eat-l
t of an evening when he sat on
1wch with Priscilla he looked
¢h the glaoming shadows gather- |
»r the harbor water and hanging
en ‘the great rocks to the golden
or approaeching, and dreamed
asly of the fish he would catch
trap. :
scilla, dear,” said Solomon Stride,
ng his iron thigh, “they be a fine ;
» fish down the coast. 'Twill bea
season, I'm thinkin’.” |
re, b'y,” Priscilla agreed; o twill |
sran’ cotch o’ fish you'll have this

'l pay Luke Dart this year, I1
you,” sald Solomon, ke a boast- !
oy. “Usg’ll pay un twice over.”
will be fine t’ have the machine,”
she, with shining eyes.
¢ the ealico t’ use un on,” said he.
i1 so, while the night spread over-
these two simple folk feasted up-
| the sweets of life; and all that !
Jesired they possessed, as fast as :
could form wishes, just as though
mnch were a bit of magic furni-
0 brig dreams true—until the '
advancing, thrust the red and
£ the sunset clouds over the rim |
sea, and it was dark.
ive us goa in,” said Priscilla.
is year,” said Solomon, rising, “I
ain’ t’ cotch three hundred quin-
» fish. Sure, I be—this year.”
‘will be fine,” said she.
hanced in that year that the fish
_utterly; hence, in the winter
ving, Ragged Harbor fell upon
of distress; and three old women
one old man starved to death—
five children, of whom one Wwas
1fant son of Solomon Stride. Nei-
n that season, nor in any one of
\irteen years coming after, did
nan catch three hundred quin-
f cod in-his trap. In pure might
jy—in plentitude and quality of
th—in the full, eager power of
— he was great as the men of
ime, a towering glory of the
race, here hidden; but he could
atch three hundred quintals of
In spirit—in patience, hope, cou-
ind the fine will for toil—he was
but, good season or bad, he
not catch three hundred quin-
»f cod. He met night, cold fog,
and the fury of waves in their
in their swift assault, in their
crushing descent; but all the cod
suld wrest from the sea, being giv-
nto the hands of Luke Dart, an
»st man, ylelded only sufficient pro-
an for food for himself and Priscil-
only enough to keep their bodies
-m and still the crying of their sto-
_achs. Thus, while the nets of the
rap rotted, and Solomon came near to
aiddle age the debt swung from $700
~ $7, and back to $78, which it was on
svening in spring, when he sat with
lia on the sunken bench at the
and dreamed great dreams, as he
hed the shadows gather over the
sr water and sullenly hang bet- -
the great rocks, rising all round-
wonder, b'y,” said Priscilla, hov 1 o
be a good season—this year.”
e exclaimed Solomon.
1
e think it, b'y?” wistfully.
man,” said he, impressively,
cotch a hape o’ fish in the trap
ear. They will be millions o’ fish
gay,” he went on excitedly. They
vre woman. 'Tis oan’y for us t

! ed right hand.
and more, of which I may set down six |
separate periods of stervation, in which |

and children |

cold, |

take un out. I be goain’ t' wark hard
this year.”

“You be a great warker, Solomon,”
,said she; ‘my, but you be!”

Priscilla smiled, and Solomon fmiled
and it was as though all the labor and
peril of the season were past, and the
stage were full to the rbof with salt
cod. In the happiness of this dream
they smiled again, and turned their
eyes to the hills, from which the glory
of purple and yellow was departing to
make way for the misty dusk.

“Skipper Luke Dark says ¥ me,” said
Solomon, “that ’tis the luxuries that
keeps folk poor.” L

Priscilla said notking at all.

“They be nine dollars again me in
seven years for cream o’ tartar, 'said
Solomn. “Think o’ that!”

“)y,” said she, “but ’tis a lot! But

we be used to un now, Solomon, ‘an’ we

can’t get along without ant’

“Sure,” said he, “tis good we're not
poor like some folk.”

In thirty years after tkat time Solo-
mon Stride put to sea 10,000 times. Ten

thousand times he passed through the:

of that coast. Hunger, lurking in the
tickle rocks to the free, heaving deep
for salmon and cod, thereto compelled
by the inland waste, which contributes
nothing to the sustenance of the men
shadows of days to come, inexorably
drove him into the chances of ,the con-
flict. Perforce he matched hirgself 10,-
000 times against the restless night of
the sea, immeasurably and unre-
strained, surviving the gamut of its
moods because he was great in stren-
gth, fearless and cunning. He weath-
ered four hundred’ gales, from the grey
gusts which come down between Quid
Nunc and the Man-o’-War, leaping
upon the fleet of the summer tempests
swift and black, and the first blizzards
of winter. He was wrecked off the
Mull, off the Three Poor Sisters, on
the Pancake Rock, and again off the
Mull. Sevén times he was swent to
sea by the offshore wind.
times he was frozen to
punt; and of these, eight times. his
feet were frozen, and thrice his fester-
All this he suffered

thirty-eight men, women
died—all this with all the toil,
despair, loneliness, hunger, perit
disappointment therein contained.

And so he came down to old age—with
a bent back, shrunken arms and filmy
eyes—old Solomon’s Stride, now prey
for the young sea. But, of an evening
in spring, he sat with Priscilla on the
sunken bench at the door, and talked
hopefully of the fish he would catch
from this punt.

“Priscilla, dear,” said he, rubbing his
thand over his weazened thigh, “I be
thinkin’, us punt filshermen’ll have a

”

and

Priscilla was not attending; she was

' Jooking into the shadows above the har-

bor water, dreaming deeply of a mys-
tery of the Book, which had long puz-
zled her; so, in silence, Solomon, too,
watched the shadows rise and sullen-
ly hang between the great rocks.

“golomon, b’y,” she whispered, “I
wonder what the seven thunders ut-
tered.” ¢

« Mg quare, that—what the seven
thunders uttered,” said Solomon. “My
woman, but ‘tis!”

wepn® he set his right foot upon the
sea,’” she repeated, staring over the
graying water to the clouds which
flamed gloriously at the edge of the
world, * ‘an’ his left foot on the earth

wepn cried with a loud voice,’” said
he' whispering in awe, “‘as when a
lion roareth; an’ when he had cried,
seven thunders uttered their voices.” ”’

«+gaven thunders uttered their
voices,’ ’ *sald she; “ ‘an’ when the gev-
en thunders had uttered their voices, I
was about to write, ‘an’ I heard a voice
from heaven sayin’ unto me, Seal up
those things which the seven thunders
uttered, an’ write them fot.”"'®

The wind from the wilderness, cold
and black, covered the hills with mist;
the dusk fell, and the glory faded from
the heights..

“Oh, Solomon,” she said, clasping her
hands, “I wonder what the seven
thunders uttered! Think you, b’y ’‘twas
the kind o’ sins that can’t be forgiven?”

“Sh-h-h, dear,” he said, patting her
gray head, “thinkin’ on they things'll
capsize an’ you don’t look out.”

««An’ seven thunders uttered their
voices,’ ” she said dreamily.

“Sh-h-h, dear!” said he. “Leave us
goa in.’

Twenty-one years longer old Solomon
Stride fished out of Ragged Harbor. He
put to sea five thousand times more,
weathered two hundred more gales,
survived five more famines—all in the
toil for salmon and cod. He was_ a
punt fisherman again, was old Solom-
on; for the nets of the trap had rotted,
had been renewed six times, strand by
strand, and had rotted at last beyond
repair. What with the weather he
dared not pit his failing strength
against, the return of fish to Luke Dart
fell off from year to year; but, as Sol-
omon said to Luke, *‘livin’ expenses
kep’, up wonderful,” notwithstanding.

“Y be so used t’ luxuries,” he went on,
running his hand through his long gray
hair, “that ’'twould be hard t' come
down t’ common livin.’ Sure, ’tis sugar
I wants t' me tea—not black-strap.
'Tis what I 'arned,’ 'he added proud-
1y, “when I were a trap fisherman.”

« #Pig all right, Solomon,” said Luke.
“Many’s the quintal o’ fish you traded
with me.”

“Sure,” Solomn chuckled;
take a year t’ count un.”

In course of time it came to the end
of Solomon’s last season—those days
of it when, as the folk of the coast say,
the sea is hungry for lives—and the
man was 81 years old, and the debts
to Luke Dart had crept up to $230.80.
The offshore wind, rising suddenly, with
a blizzard in its train, caught him alone
on the Grappling Hook grounds. He
was old, very old—old and feeble and
dull; the cold numbed him; the snow
blinded him; the wind made sport of
the strength of his arms. He was car-
ried out to sea, rowing doggedly, think-
ing all the time that he was drawing
near the harbor tickle; for it did not
oceur to him then that the last of eight

“ ‘twould

. hundred gales could be too great for

him. He was carried out from the sea,

jwhere the strength of his youth had
been spent, to the Deep, which'had been

a mystery to him all his days. That
night he passed on a pan of ice, where
he burned his boat, split’ -+ by splinter,
to keep warm. At dawn he lay down to
die,

Eighteen |
the seat of his |

The snow ceased, the wind changed;
the ice was carried to Ragged Harbor;
Eleazar, Manuel spied the body of Soi-
omon from the lookout and put out and
brought -him in—revived him and took
him home to Priscilla. Though the
winter the old man doddered about the
harbor, dying of consumption. When
the tempered days came — the days of
balmy sunshine and cold evening
winds—he came quickly to the pass of
glittéring visions, which, for such as
die of the lung trouble, come at the
end of life.

In the spring, when the Lucky Star,
three days out from Boot Bay, put in-
to Ragged Harbor to trade for the
first catch, old Skipper Luke Dart was
aboard making his last voyage to the
shore; for he was very old, and longed
once more to see the rocks of all that
coast before he made ready to die.
‘When he came ashore, Eleazar Manuel
told him that Solomon Stride Ilay
dying at home; so the skipper went to
the cottage under the man-o’-war to
say goodby to his old customer and
friend -~ and there found him, prop-
ped up in bed, staring at the sea.

“Skipper Luke,” Solomon quavered,
in deep excitement, “be you just come
in, b’y?” .

“Jss—but an hour gone.”

“What be the big craft hangin’ off
shoare Eh—what bé she, b'y?”

There had been no craft in sight
when the Lucky Star beat in. “Were
she a fore-an'-after, Solomon?” said
Luke, evasively. y

“Sure, noa, b'y!” cried Solomon.
“She were a square-rigged craft, with
all sail set—a /great, gran’ craft — a
quare craft, b'y—b’y— like she were
made o' glass, canvas an’ hull an’ all;
an’ she had shinin’ ropes, an’ she were
shinin’ all over. Sure, they be a
star t’ the tip o’ her bow-sprit, b'y, an’
a star t’ peak o’ her mainmast—seven
stars they be, in all. Oh, she were a
gran’ sight!”

“Hem-m!” said Luke, stroking his
beard. ‘‘She’ve not come in yet.”

«She were bound down  north t'
the Labrador,” Solomon <went on
quickly, “an’ when she made the Grap-
plin’ Hook grounds shé come about an’
headed for the tickle, with her sails
squared. Sure she ran right over the
Pancake, by, like she weren't there at
all, an—how’s the win, by

“Dead off shore from the tickle.”

Solomon stared at Luke. ‘She were
comin’ straight in agin the wind,” he
said, hoarsely. ‘““Maybe, skipper,” he

went on with a little laugh, “‘she do
be ‘the ship for souls. They be many
things strong men Knows nothin’
about. What think you?”

“Ay—maybe; maybe she be.” -

“Maybe—maybe—she dd 'be invisible
t' mortal eyes. Maybe, skipper, you
hasn’t seed her; maybe ’tis that my
eyes to be opened t’ such sights. May-
be she've turned in — for me.”

The men turned their faces to the
window again, and gazed long and in-
tently on the sea, which a storm cloud
had turned black. ‘“Skipper Lauke,”
gaid Solomon, with a smile as of one
in an enviable situation, *’tis fine t'
have nothin’ again you on the books
when you comes t’' die.” s

“Sure, b'y,” said Luke, hesitating
not at all, though he knew to a cent
what was on the books «against Solo-
mon’s name, “’tis fine t’ be free 0’
debt.”

“Ah,” said Solomon, the smile broad-
ening gloriously, “ 'tis fine, I tell you.
'Twas the three hundred quintal I
cotched last season that paid un all up.
'mwas a gran’ cotch—last year. Ah,”
he sighed, “‘'twas a gran' cotch a’
fish.”

«Jgs—you be free o’ debt now, v'y.”

«What be the balance t' my credit,
skipper? Sure I forget.”

“Hem-m,” the skipper coughed, paus-
ing to form a guess which might be
within Solomon’s dream; then he ven-
tured: “Fifty dollars?” :

“Iss,” said Solomon, “fifty an’ moare,
skipper. Sure, you bLas forgot the
eighty cents.”

“Pifty-eight,” eaid the skipper, posi-
tively. “’'Tis that. I call un t' mind
now. ’Tis 58-iss, sure. Did you get
a receipt for un, Solomon?”

“] doan’t mind me now.”

“T'm-m-well,” said the skipper. “T'll
send un t' the woman the night—an
order on the Lucky Star.”

“pifty-eight for the woman!” said
Solomon. «Pwill kape her off the
gov'ment for three years, and she be
savin’. 'Tis fine—that!”

When the skipper had gone, Priscil-
la crept in and sat at the head of the
bed, holding Solomon’s hand; and they
were silent for a long time, while the
evening approached.

“3 be goain’ t’ die
said Solomon at last.

“Iss, b’y,” she answered;
goan’ t' die?”

«pig  not - hard,” said
«gh-h-h,” he whispered, as though
about to impart a secret. ‘“The ship
that's hangin’ off shoare, waitin’ for
me soul, do be a fine croft—with shin-
in’ canvas an’ ropes. Sh-h! She do be
t'other side o° Mad Mull now—yv'altln',"

Priscilla trembled, for Solomon had
come to the time of visions — when
the words of the dying are the words
of prophets, and contain revelations.
What of the utterings of the seven
thunders?

“gure the Lard he’'ve blessed us,
Priscilla,” said Solomon, rational
again. ‘“‘Goodness an’ marcy hag fol-
lowed us all the days o’ our lives, Our
cup runneth over.” '

“«praise the Lard!” sald Priscilla.

“Sure,” Solomon went on, smiling
like a little child, “we’'ve had but ele-
ven famines, an’ we've had the means
o’ grace pretty reg’lar, which is what
they hasn’t t* Round *Arbor. We've
had one little baby for a little while.
Jss—one dear little baby, Priscilla; an’
there’s them that’s had none o’ their
own, at all. Sure we've had enough t’
eat when they wasn’t a famine—an’
bakin’ powder, an’ raisins, an’ all they
tkings, an’ sugar, and rale good tea.
An’ you had a merino dress, an’ I had
a suit o' rale tweed—come straight
from England. Ah, the Lard he’'ve
favored us above our deserts. He've
been good t' us, Priscilla. But, oh,
you hasn’t had the sewin’ machane an’
you hasn’t had the peachstone to
plant in the garden. ‘'Tis my fault,
dear—'tig not the Lard’s. 1 should ’a’
got you the peachstone from St.
John’s, you did want un so much—oh,
so much! ’'Tis that I be sorry for,
now, dear; but 'tig all over, an’ b 4
can’t help it.”

«pig nothin,’ Solomon,” she sobbed.
“Sure, I was Joakin’ all the time.
'Twouldn’t ’a’ growed.”

“Ah,” he cried, radiant,
joakin' ?”’

“Sure,” she said.

Priscilla held his hand a
after that — a lonsg, silent
which the soul of the man
to release itself, until it was
by a thread.

“Solomon!”

The old man seemed not to hear.

the night dear,”
“you be

Solomon.

“was you

long time
time, in
struggled
held but

“Solomon, b’y!” she cried,

T is quite

from.

do not purge or strain.

truth of some things.

really have but which has been
Whatever your trouble, do you find it stubborn to t

you sometimes almost discouraged ?
Try doctoring your bowels. Don
day skipped, and so on,
think you may be all right, you may be all wrong.
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that you have healthy bowels.
_ Likely
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as not it is the cause of something
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likely you are doctoring for the wrong thing. Or perhaps you are taking medicine for a trouble you
brought on by that common ailment—constipation.
reat? Do you wonder why you do not get curedl? Are

’t imagine because you seem regular, or maybe once a day for a time, then a
Everybody needs a gentle laxative occasionally. Where you

else you are suffering

LAXA-CARA TABLETS

One after each meal acts upon the intestinal canal gently but surely, cleaning it out cox"npletely.

LAXA-CARA TABLETS.
Try them and know that there is one sensi
the seat of the trouble you are suffering from. They will do

This gives every other bodily function a free and healthy action.

been obstructed before. Even though you are what you imagine reasonably regular,

It allows Nature to take her

course, where she has

that is no sign yow do not need

ble and effective cure for clogged bowels. The chances are that is
you good, anyway, and will probably show you the

\YOUR DRUGGISTS SELL LAXA-CARA TABLETS FOR 35 CENTS PER BOX, OR SENT POSTPAID ON RECEIPT OF PRICB

FR_ANK WHE ATON, FOLLY VILLAGE, N. S.
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“Iss?” faintly,

She leaned over him to whisper in
his ear.

“Does you see the gates o’ heaven?”
she said. “Oh, does you?”

“Sure, dear; heaven to be—""
Solomon ‘had not strength enough to
complete the sentence. 3

He opened ‘his eyes and turned them
to her face. There was a gleam of a
tender smile in them. .

“The seven thunders,” \ she said.
«Phe utterin’s of the seven thunders—
what was they, b'y?”

“+An’ the seven thunders uttered
their voices’” he gasped, “‘an’ the
seven thunders said—said—'"’

The light failed; all the light and |
golden .glory went out of the]
sky, for ‘the first cloud of' a tempest
had curtained the sun.

«eaAn’ sald—' " she prompted.

« An¢ uttered—an’ said—an’ said—"""
“Oh, what?” she moaned. -

Now, in that night, when the body
of old Solomon Stride, a worn-out hulk,
aged and wrecked in the toil of the
deep, fell into the hands of Death, the
gea, like a lusty youth, raged furiously |
in those parts. The ribs of many !
schooners, slimy and rotten, and the;
white bones of men in the offshore ;
depths, knew of its strength in that :
hour—of its black, hard wrath, in:
gust and wave and breaker.

Eternal in might and maglignance
is the sea! It groweth not old with
the men who toil from its coasts. As
it is written the life of man is a sha-.
dow, swiftly passing, and the days
of his strength are less; but the sea .
shall endure in the might of youth
to the wreck of the world. .

SOME WOODEN FANCIES.
*®.

(From the Brooklyn Eagle).
As a souvenir for a wooden wedding
anniversary a salt cellar of wood with
pyrographic ‘decoration is novel and
acceptable.

Wooden nutcrackers, the handles
carved in fanciful imitation of fruits,
birds and animals, are utilized for
wooden wedding gifts, !

The latest in souvenirg for wooden
weddings is a wooden shoe, or prefer-
ably a pair of them. As a matter of
fact, wooden shoes are acceptable
gifts for den or bachelor apartment
decorations at any time, and are used
as whiskbroom holders. They are Or-
namented with pyrographic work and
their air of solidity appeals to the mas-
culine sense of fitness. ‘Whiskbrooms
or flat backed clothes brushes slip
eagily into the recess, for large sized
shoes are employed in this way, and
such holders are a welcome relief from
the ribbon decked contrivances that
are more of a success as dust catchers
than brush holders.

“Knock down’ furniture it is called
by the trade. Its most general mani-
festation is in the form of cranes in
various sizes and of weathered oak.
Chains of different lengths depend
from the arm of the crane and to
these are attached steins, wooden keys
and coffer cups and jugs. -
“you must have a crane in the Dutch
room or the den or on the porch if you
really want to be up to date,” says a
woman who knows. ‘When it is incon-
verient to have the crane arm pro-
jecting it can by a simple process of
manipulation be taken down altogeth-
er or swung close to the wall. This
explains the designation “knock
down.”

Mottoes adorn the newest of the
cranes. It is the thing nowadays to
have a motto somewhere in evidence
in the home. Not the old time, “God
Bless Our Home,” put something in
the order of “It’s Always Morning
Somewhere in the Wworld,” “Well,
Here's Hoping,” “A Health to You,”
etc. ]
These mottoes are inseribed on hang-
ing collarets, on pipe racks and plate
racks, as well as on cranes. For the
Dutch room is a novelty in the form
of book rack or weathered oak, sur-
mounted by @& windmill. An appro-
priate inscription etched with the py-
rographic needle decorates one side.

Plate racks of weathered oak are to

POLIGEMEN IN JAPAN
RARELY, IF EVER, SWILE.

The Husband Is the Real Head of |

a Japanese Family and Rules
With Iron Hand.

TOKIO, Japan, June 1. — The Japan-
ese policemn in Tokio, as in most oth-
er Japanese cities, are uniformed like
the army, with the same messenger
boy kind of caps, and wear swords,
in the use of which they are said to
be very expert. The - trimmings of
the uniform are, however, another co-
lor from that of the army. They are
very little fellows and act as if they
regarded themselvés as being on a
pedestal above the ordinary citizens,
as if the whole dignity of the force
was centred in each individual mem-
ber. They seem to consider smiling a
weakness beneath their dignity. ¥
have never yet seen a Japanese Po-
liceman smile, or appear to have any
conversation or social intercourse with
the ordinary native. e always wears
a severe expression /that perhaps may
be intended to strike terror to evil-
does and majestically struts around
with a sort of “monarch of all he sur-
veys’” air, g

We see many Japanese women in
the streets, aM dressed in native coOs-
tume, but mainly of the middle or low-
er classes, apparently, and rather
coarse-featured. We see some patri-
cians, with delicately moided features,

‘ but the number is few as compared

with the others, and these few seem
usually to dress in delicate shades of
grey, fawn color, etc., * which seems
very appropriate to tneir delicate fig-
ures and refilned faces. The court wo-
men and others of the upper classes
usually wear European costumes, es-
pecially at formal functions or public
assemblages, but we seldom saw any
thus dressed. Those who do wear
European dress usually have accorded
to them by their husbands much of
the respect accorded HEuropean women,
while usually the Japanese wife is lit-
tle better than a slave in many res
pects, compared to the lordly being
who honors her by making her his
wife.
IN JAPAN WOMEN MARRY YOUNG
The Japanese girl and her people as

well consider it a disgrace to be unmar-
ried after reaching 20 years of age

ed in the matter. Neither are those of
her husband. The parents attend 1o

wife for their son, without consulting
the wishes of the young people, who,
as a rule, readily fall in line as re-
gards arrangements of this nature
which their elders make. Sometimes
the same method is pursued in our
country, but rather more “sub rosa.”

After marriage, however, the lord
of the household is indeed lord, and the
wife must humbly cater to his every
wish and must also metaphorically
bow down to his parents and consult
with their every wish, just as is said
to be done in our country by the young
husband as regards his mother-in-law.

OBEDIENCE THE KEYNOTE OF
WOMAN’S LIFE,

But obedience is the keynote of the
Japanese woman's life. Before mar-
riage she must be obedient to her fa-
ther. After marriage such obedience
is transferred to her huskand and
her husband’'s' parents. Waen she be-
ferred to her son. Should her hus-
band turn out to be all
she must not complain, but accept it as

vorced “shame shall cover her to the
latest hour,” to use the language of a
Japanese book on this subject.

EROUS.
Among the causes which enable the
husband to claim a divorce are dis-
obedience to her father-in-law, or

be had in four tier effects, with hooks
below for cups and pitchers.

mother-in-law; jealousy, disturbing the
harmony of kinsmen, bringing trou-

and her inclinations are not consult-;

little matters like the selection of a!

comes a widow, the obedience is trans-:
that is bad,!

a dispensation, for should she be di-

CAUSES FOR DIVORCE ARE NUM.

ble on her household by talking too
much, stealing, and a few other things.
The above are actual causes for ai-
voree, and the parents of the husband
can order the wife around like a ser-
vant and, she must obey their orders
or run the risk of the the enduring
disgrace “of a divorce, and a case of
this kind occurred lately, in which the
divorce was ' granted because the wife
disagreed with the husband’s parents.

As the brothers-in-law and sisters-
in-law of the Japanese wife are the
brothers and sisters of her husband,
they deserve all her reverence, and
she must cherish and be intimate with
the wife of her husband’s elder broth-
er, while she must especially rever-
ence the elder brother himself. Should
her husband be dissolute, she may ex-
postulate with him in a quiet and easy
way, but she must neither nurse or
vent her anger. She must arise early
in the morning and go to rest at night
late, and must be busy with her house-
hold duties all day, instead of indulg-
ing in any occasional siesta.’ She must
not be irreverently familiar with the
gods, nor should she be constantly oc-
cupied in_ praying. It is enough for
her to perform her wifely duties pro-
perly and she can then let prayer alone
without losing the protection of
the gods.

Her visits to her paternal house
should be rare after marriage, and she
must not be filled with pride at the re-
collection of the splendors of the pa~-
ternal house, or make that the sub-
ject of her conversation. She must
sew her father-in-law’s and mother-in-
law’s garments and prepare their food.

All the above are taken from a na-
tive Japanese authority on the subject
of wives, their duties, etc., Wwhich
goes on to state that the five worst ma-

by yelling and shouting °

ladies that afflict the famale mind are
indocility, discontent, slander, jealousy
and silliness, and that these five mala-
dies permeate eight out of every ten
women, and that the worst of them
all and the parent of the other four
is siiliness. Just imagine the remarks .
that would follow an assertion of this |
kind if made by an American husband
to his better half. i
And yet the women we see in the
| gtreet seem about as free and happy
as if they were not the subject of all
this. Many seem quite jolly, especial-'
lly the younger ones, with their some-!
| times gorgeous raiment, powdered
| faces, painted lips and their intricate- |
| ly arranged hair, to which I have be-!
fore alluded, for they will sit the,
| greater part of the day in front of
| their little mirror stand, which is,
placed on the floor, while the strolling
“prigger’”’ oils and greases their hair to :
a glossy blackness, and then arranges
the wonderful shapes of roll
! and puff that cause us admiration as;
we pass, ornamented as they are,;
with any number of combs, hair pins,
flowers, etc., and which creation of
art lasts some days, for the Japanese
| woman does not wear any head cover-
| ing in cases of this kind, and at night
she pillows her neck, instead of pil-
lowing her head.
The elder women, in bringmg’ﬁome
the family marketing, stop and chat
! with each other on the street at con-
| siderable length, as do gimilar women
in European countries, with about the
same amount of garrulousness, as if
they were not subject to all the Te-
gulatiopsg I have cited, or did not care,
| and the latter is probably the case.

— >
SIX KILLED.

| OKLAHOMA cITY, O. T., July T—
| A waterspout, accompanied by terrific
wind, passed through Clinton, Okla-
homa, and vicinity at midnight last
night, in which six persons were killed
and several injured.

Reports from points in western Okla-
homa tell of great damage by floods.
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.1 lost my notebook one day,” said
the novelist, Will Levington Comfort.
«] gearched the house over for it. From

room to room I went, examining every

i

A BEAR STORY.

—ge iy
Bruin Held the Fort for Ome Long

Day. !
o e
Here s a bear story & lttle out of

the ordlnary, which comes from a
small lumbermen’s settlement in Ore-
gon, The ‘superintendent of"
Fhe mill started out one Sunday.
morning to hunt bears. He contigu-~
ed his quest till late In the after-
noon, but bears dKin't seem to be .
around mach. Pinally, he came to 'the
bank of a river, and there he sat down !
to think. )

Before him a fallen tree reached out :

into the torrent. Iie wanted a drink, .
so laying down his gun
on the -trunk among the ..
there he stopped to drink. Then
rose, wiped his mouth and turmed to,
crawl back.

Suddenly he heard a snort, and look-

ing up, he saw a large brown bear at ; .

the shore end of the tree trunk. The:
bear was seated almost on the gun, '
and regarded the hunter with a caligy
contemplative twinkle in his
black eyes.

There was only one thing to do, an@
that the superintendent did. ¥
down on his end of the tree to tire ouf
the bear. But the bear’s occupation
was not very tiring, and the end of ax
hour found him still there. b

The hunter then tried to scare hin‘
“shoo,”  and&
other strange words. But the bear ob<
jected to being “shooed” at, and, with
an angry growl, started out on the tree
trunk to tell the hunter so.

The trunk was too thin, howevers
and the bear stopped halfway. Then he
deliberately reached down his paw and
began splashing water on the man out
among the limbs. As it was winter
this new development in hostilities was
not particularly pleasant, so the lum=;
berman made no more demonstrationss
Finally, the bear returned to his post
on the bank.

Toward evening bruin suddenly rose,
aniffed the air, then turned and Und
ted off. The man, stiff from the co
crawled on as fast as he could and se-
cured his gun, Just then two men fromy ;
camp appeared. It was they who had -
raised the siege. The bear escaped. p

Any form of advertising will prove profibe
able if it is properly applied.—Kate H. Grigs
wold, Rditor, Profitable Advertising.
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WORSE AND MORE OF IT.

«I can’t imagine anything - worse,’*’
snorted the cranky man, “than & visi¥
from one’s wife’s relatives.’

«Just imagine you lived out Weat.”

“Out West? How do you mean?”’

he crawled out.
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«Out in Utah. Can’t you imagine e ;

visit from one’s wives’ 'relatives?”

Made from the world’s
1est wheat e niwnas
by the world’s best
milling methods — the
best family flour in the
world. Makes the best
bread—the best biscuits

—the best pastry.

corner, and at the end of two hours’
. hunt I found the book.

« By Jovel' I exclaimed,
why

‘T wonder

1n?”

« ‘Maybe,’ said a cousin of mine, ‘it
{s hecguse, after we find what we are
hunting for, we end ov= =6

s
svcht ”

it is that one always finds a thing; i
in the very last place one looks for ¥

Never spoils a baking.
Get it from your Grocer.
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