
Look at the Map.
State of Oregon, Yamhill County. 
Here you will find the most pro- 
ductive section in the World. 
Land is cheap, offering special in
ducements to fruit raisers and 
dairymen.

Look at the Map.
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McMinnville, Yambill County. 
Here is the County seat. Here is 
published THE TELEPHONE
REGISTER, Monarch of home 
newspapers, accorded first place 
in all the Directories.
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JO CLOSE 0UT_
-

Desiring to close out our busi
ness we will sell everything 
now in stock at cost. This 
stock, as our customers well 
know, contains everything in

THE GROCERY LINE.
Canned Goods 
In Endless 
Variety

Crockery and 
Glessware.

MILLSAP & SON.

yy. F- DIELSCHNEIDEH

& Watchmaker 
and Jeweler. 

Dealer In All Kina« of Watch««, Jewelry, plated Ware 
Clack« and Spectacle«. MCMINNVILLE. OR.

(’ALBREATH & GOUCHER,

PHYSICIANSAND SURGEONS,
( Office over Bralv’s Bank. )

McMinnville, - • - Oregon.

J D. BAKER,

SURGEON AND HOMEOPATHIC 
PHYSICIAN.

Office Upstairs in the Garrison Building.

RAMSEY & FENTON,
I

ATTORNEYS AT-LAW.
McMinnville, .... Oregon.

Office, Rooms 1 and 2 Uuion Block.

J. P. TURNEY,

SURGEON AND PHYSICIAN.
Specialty of surgery and diseases of women 

Union Block McMinnville. Oil

J. C. MICHAUX,

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEGN.
LAFAYETTE, OREGON

Jan, 21. ’88.

yy. E. MARTIN

Han the Finest Halcmn in the City and 
keeps the liest Brands of Wines, Liquors 
and Cigars. Billiard. Pool and Card rooms 
in connection. Pabst Millwaukee Beer on 
draught.

McMinnville

TRUCK AND DRAY CO.,
CARLIN A COULTER. Proprietors

Goods of all tiescriptions moved and care
ful handling guaranteed. Collections will 
be made monthly Hauling of a.I kinds 
tone cheap.

THE COMMERCIAL STABLE
Gates & Henry, Props,

McMinnville, - Oregon.

1i

Livexy, Feed and Sale !
Everything New

And Firstclass.
Special Accommodations for Commercial 

Travellers
Corner Second and E Streets, one block 

front Cooks hotel.

J. W. COWLS. LEE LAUGHLIN E. C APPERSON 
Pmldent. Vice Pre«ldent. Cathler

McMinnville, Oregon,

Paid up Capital, $50,000.
Transacts a General Banking Business, 

Deposits Received Subject to Check 
Interest allowed on time deposits.

Sell sight exchange and telegraphic trans
fer. on New York. San Francisco and Port
land.

Collections made on all accessible points. 
Office hours from 9 a. m. to 4 p m.

PHOTOGRAPHS

UlAMTCn Wide-awake workers every- 
nRH I LU where for -SHEPP S PHOTO
GRAPHS of the WORLD.” the greatest 
book on earth; costing $ 100.00«i: retail at 
13.25, cash or installments; mammoth illus- 
• ■ trated circularsand term free
\MLUp V daily output over 150.) vol- 
V>IUI I Vumes. Agents wild with suc
cess. Thos. L. Martin, Centreville, Texas, 
cleared .
*711 in 
9 days: •
O., *23 in 40 minutes; Rev. J. Howard Mad
ison. Lyons, N.Y., *101
in 7 hours; a bonanza nt tnn III nr I ri 
magnificent outfit only Ul IIIC WUIIU 
*1. Books on credit. Freight paid. Address 
Globe Ptblishtno Co. 723 Chest nut st. Phil
adelphia, or 358 Dearborn st. Chicago, III

SILK , 
DRESS è -r-m-rs-n diFREE

We will give away abso
lutely free of cost, an ele- 
rant black or colored silk 
Jress pattern of lfi yards 
tn any young Indy in eve
ry town in America, who 
is willing to introduce 

among her friends “The [Household Pilot”
a large 8 page. 40 column illustrated house
hold and farm journal, one of the best, 
now in its 14th year. We make this great 
offer in order to introduce our paper at 
once into many thousand new homes. Be 
sure to send 25cents for the paper one rear 
on trial and sample of silk to select from. 
Pilot Pub. Co , Center St , New Haven, t't.

CITATION.
In the County Court of Yamhill ........|y

Slate of Oregon.
In th<! matter of the last will and testa

ment of Joel Stowe, late of this count!. de
ceased.

To Robert A. Stowe. Mary M Macv,Car
oline Snell, Margaret Taylo’r. Joel E. St owe 
Francis M. Stowe, Nancy E. Roberts, Eliza
beth Streeter. Missouri B Smith. Lain M. 
Woorlv, Marion T. Roberts, ltuth A Groves 
Elizabeth E. Brower, Marvel T. Stowe, 
Robert L. Stowe and Sarah Thompson, the 
devisees and heirs at law of said Joel Stowe 
deceased.

Whereas. Isaac Lambright, sole exe< uto 
of the last will and testament of said .lod 
Stowe, deceased, lias filed in the above 
named county court hisdulv verified petition 
praying said court to make an order there
of duly licensing and empowering him as 
such executor to sell all the following de
scribed parcel of land belonging to the es
tate of said decedent, so that the proee.als 
thereof can lie divided according to the 
provisions of said will, to-ivit: The East 
half of the following described pan el of 
landto-wit: Beginning at a point 150 feet 
south of the north and west junction of 
First and A streets of the town of McMinn
ville. Yamhill county, state of Oregon, 
thence south along west lineof said A street 
H6 feet: thence west 201 feet; thence north 
Wfeet, thence east 204 feet to the place of 
beginning, and whereas said cotintv court 
has ordered that said petition be heard hv

I
___________________________  _______
said court at the usual ¿»lace of holding 
said court, in the courthouse in said town 
of McMinnville, in said county and state, 
on Tuesday, the 3rd day of January, 1893, 
at one o'clock p m. of sahl day, ami di
rected this citation to be issued and served 

| in this proceeding:in this proceeding:
Now, therefore, in the name of the state 

of Oregon, you and each of yon are hereby I 
cite 1 and required to be and appear at the ■ 
time and place above appointed for hear 
ing said petition and then and there show 
cause, if any exists, why the said prayer of 
said petition should not he granted.

In testimony whereof we have hereunto 
set our hands and caused the seal of said 
court to he affixed on tins the 9th day of 
November, A. D. 1892.

WM. GALLOWAY.
EH HENDBICKS, County Judge, ■ 

Clerk of said County
Ramsey Fenton, Att’ys for said Estate. 

(Nov. 17-19.)

DECISION.
Speaking of patent medicines, the 

judge says: “I wish to deal fairly 
and honorably with all, and when 
I find an article that will do what 
it is recommended to do. I tun not 
ashamed to say so. I am acquaint
ed with Dr. Vanderpool (having 
been treated by him for cancer), 
and have used his blood modicine, 
known as the S. B. Headache and 
Liver cure, and while I am seven
ty-five years old, and have used 
many pills and other remedies for 
the blood, liver and kidneys. I 
must say that for a kidney tonic in 
Bright’s disease, as an alterative 
for the blood, or to correct the ac
tion of the stomach and bowels it 
is a very superior remedy, and 
beats anything I ever tried. ’

J. B. NELSON. Yakima, Wash,
At 50 cents a bottle, it is the poor man's 

friend and family doctor.

öeslcQcd Dy Glwnnes
CHAPTER III.

Silas Jordan's startling announcement 
caused more than one cheek topale with 
untold apprehensions as they glanced 
toward the women, who had during the 
siege clung together in intense terror, 
all but Lois Gilbert and Martha Severy. 
They had helped their defenders, had 
stool by them with a bravery that had 
the effect to strengthen and encourage 
tlie men.

“It's ther sad truth,” said the old com
mander, breaking the silence and point
ing to the scanty remainder of the 
powder.

It was terribly true. They would be 
unable to withstand such another attack 
as the Cheyennes had been waging 
against them that night.

“What can we do?” appealed one of 
the settlers.

“I didn't count on no sich long siege 
as ther imps kep’ up,” said old Silas 
rather huskily. “1 thought our pow
der’d hold out till we uns conld clean 
’em cl’ar out.”

"Here, boys,” he continued, speaking 
cheerfully, “I’ll divide up wot powder 
thar is equally among we uns, an when 
ther Injuns come swoopin liack yer'll 
hev ter do ther best yer kin under ther 
existin sarcumstances.”

Lois Gilbert's keen ears had canglit 
enough of the dialogue between the set
tlers to comprehend the situation.

As old Silas dealt out an equal quan
tity of the powder to each man, a daring 
plan entered her head.

“Mr. Jordan.” she said, approaching 
the commander and placing a hand on 
bis arm, “I want permission to leave 
the blockhouse.”

“Ter leave ther blockhouse,” he re
peated, gazing down into her resolute 
dark eyes.

“Yes, sir; 1 want to return to our 
shanty.”

“Ther Cheyennes hev found it out an 
hev destroyed it 'fore this. Besides 
thar's too much danger ter 'low yer to 
go now.”

“I realize the danger and I am re
solved to go,” she returned, “It’s noth
ing in the shanty I want.”

“Wot do yer want ter go for. Lois?” 
“Powder.”
“Powder!” broke simultaneously from 

the lips of every settler.
“Yes. I know the situation here. No 

need to disguise it from me. Father has 
a whole can of powder which he got for 
blasting rock. Before leaving the shan
ty I hid it with our goods up in the rocks, 
where I know tho Cheyennes won't find 
it. I will go and fetch the powder.”

“If we uns hed it thar’s leetle doubt 
but we line con’d keep ther Injuns off 
fer er long while,” said old Silas. “But 
yer not goin, Lois.”

“Yes, I am,” resolutely.
“If ther Cheyennes don't git my scalp, 

I.ee Hutchins would take it sure if I 
'lowed yer ter reel: yer life thet erway,” 
answered old Silas, trying to jest.

“I don’t intend that any one shall lie 
scalped,” replied Lois. “You need the 
powder, and I am going after it.”

“Yer kain't go er foot, Lois, an no one 
will darst go over ter ther bluffs ter 
ketch yer pony. Ther Injuns air be
twixt we uns an ther critters.”

“You have a boat, Mr. Jordan,” she 
said quickly.

“Yes.”
"I know how to manage a boat as 

well as a pony. I can go down the 
river and back again in a very short 
time.”

“It'd be mighty good to hev thet pow
er o’ Mose's, but 1 kain’t spare a man to 
send after it, an I kain’t see yer take 
ther venture, Lois.”

“The chances are if any one would at
tempt to fetch it he’d either be captured 
or killed by the Cheyennes,” remarked 
oue of the settlers.

"Yes,” approved old Silas. "Better 
stick together an take our chances here 
at the fort.”

“You need not oppose me, for my 
mind is made up. I shall go,” and the 
girl’s face flushed with the spirit of her 
brave resolve.

“I know that we cannot afford to 
spare a single man from here. But I 
know where the powder is, and I can 1.« 
spared. Think of the innocent lives 
that depend on the success of my ven
ture, then help, don't hinder, me.”

It required considerable time for Lois 
to overcome the opposition to her start
ing on her perilous mission. Mrs. Gil- 
liert clung to her. reluctant to see her 
depart.

At last she struggled from her 
mother’s embrace, and wrapping a dark 
shawl about her shoulders followed old 
Silas out of the blockhouse.

The clouds in the east were thicken
ing and obscured the light of the as
cending moon.

Outside the cabin they listened. No 
sounds came from the group of trees 
down the hill, back of which the Chey
ennes had retired.

They were holding a new council or 
taking a respite from the obstinate con
test.

Satisfied tnere were no Indians prowl
ing around, old Silas and Lois crept 
down the opposite side of the hill to
ward the river.

Jordan found the skiff where he kept 
it concealed among the rocks. He was 
not long in launching it, and when Lois 
hail seated herself in the boat he handed 
her her father’s revolver, saying:

“God bless yer, Lois, and send yer 
6afe back!”

“He will; never fear,” she answered 
in full faith.

Lois Gilbert was no stranger to the 
water. All her life her parents had 
lived along some stream and she had 
learned to handle the oars with much 
skill.

Silas Jordan lay on the bank for some 
time watching the girl as she urged the 
little skiff up the Arkansas.

When she was out of sight he crawled 
back to the cabin, where his presence 
might be needed at any moment.

As the -skiff bore her farther away 
from the blockhouse a feeling of loneli
ness and dread crept over her.

It was strangely quiet out on the river. 
Only the occasional cry of some night 

bird along the shore, or the dismal yelps 
of coyotes far off on the prairies, broke 
the awful stillness which had succeeded 
the confusion of the attack on Jordan's 
hill.

Every stroke of the light oars carried 
her farther and farther away from her 
friends.

Finally she realized more forcibly the 
full .danger of her position.

Every lone tree and clump of bushes 
that loomed up dimly on the banks on 
either side of her in her imagination 
must reveal a lurking redskin.

She kept on, however, and strove dili
gently to drown all thought of peril to 
herself in thinking of the great danger 

of the settlers at Jordan's should the 
siege be renewed with as much force as 
the Cheyennes had displayed in the 
«rly part of that night.

“Why should I fear?” Lois asked her
self. "He is risking his life for others. 
Why should not I?”

The thought encouraged her, and she 
urged the skiff forward with all possible 
speed.

It was more than three miles by the 
river to the Gilliert shanty, but Lois 
made the trip without encountering any 
adventure worth recording.

When she stepped from the skiff, 
which she left at the foot of thd bluffs, 
all her old courage seemed to return.

She did not, however, lay all precau
tion aside. Sho reconnoitered the path 
before her very carfully as she went to
ward the cave where the goods had been 
concealed.

She had prepared to see her sod home 
in ruins. Imagine her surprise when 
its rough dark outlines arose before her, 
standing undisturbed in its rocky uiclie.

The Indians had not yet lieen there, 
oi else they had considered the rude 
habitation of too vast insignificance to 
destroy.

Reaching the iittle cavern up among 
the bluffs she displaced the rocks at the 
entrance with great cautiousness. Tak
ing out the can of powder she hastily 
transferred it to the skiff.

With a grateful heart Lois was push
ing the little boat away from the shore. 
Suddenly the clouds overhead parted for 
a moment, letting the moon jiour a 
shower of silvery rays across the licsom 
of the Arkansas. The next moment a 
savage whoop from the opposite bank 
rang wildly out on the night air.

With a sudden terror Lois realized 
that she had lieen detected by a lurking 
redskin.

Almost immediately an arrow whizzed 
through the air dangerously close to the 
girl’s head.

Filled with alarm though she was, she 
did not lose command of herself.

Grasping the oars firmly in her well 
trained hands, she pushed dauntlesslv 
forward down the river.

If she had but one enemy to contend 
with she felt pretty confident of her own 
ability to protect herself. Her father's re
volver, carefully loaded, lay by her side 
and she knew how to discharge it.

She dared not, however, hope for so 
easy an escape. It was not at all likely 
that rhe Indian who had spied her was 
alone.

Glancing over her shoulder as she 
plied the oars she caught sight of three 
stalwart Cheyennes running rapidly 
along a saml bar which extended for 
some distance into the stream.

Another glance sufficed to show her 
that they were trying to unloosen a large 
canoe which was partly imbedded in the 
heavy sand.

The canoe was ono which her father 
nad made and had been carried by the 
last rise of the river to the bar on the 
opposite side. Having no immediate 
use for the canoe he had not taken the 
time to reclaim it from where the waves 
had stranded it.

Little the Gilbert family, who had 
enjoyed many trips down the river in 
its rude cavity, dreamed that it would 
ever serve their enemies as a craft in 
which one of its members would lie 
pursued.

Lois observed with a feeling of thank 
fulness that the Indians were flounder 
ing about in the sand, as if in a hopeless 
condition of getting the canoe launched.

“They're in the quicksand at the edge 
of the bar!” she cried to herself, shoot
ing another glance toward her foes.

“All the better for me! I'll have a 
good start before they get ont of that 
sand.”

With a courageous heart Lois sent the 
skiff, with its doubly precious cargo, 
bounding like a frightened bird over the 
water.

Two arrrows sped after her, but she 
was already too far from the vexed war
riors, struggling on the verge of the 
quicksand, to prove an easy target.

A curtain of dense clouds again swept 
across the moon's face, rendering ob
jects along the river dim and uncertain, 
and greatly increasing the vexation of 
the Indians.

Not for one moment did Lois Gilbert 
Blacken the speed at which she was urg
ing her skiff forward.

The quicksand on the bar opposite her 
home and where Mose Gilbert had once 
had an unpleasant extierience might betrii-iid her in ui... -jeiuiW
for a short time, bi, s..e ...icw they 
wu oi be able to extricate themselves 
ami secure the canoe. All too soon they 
would be hurrying after her.

In the meantime, though, she put forth 
every effort to make as great headway 
as possible la-fore th 3 pursuit actually 
began.

She was not wrong in her lielief that 
the savages would be able to free them
selves from the quicksand.

She had not. proc<>eded far around a 
small bend in the river when the un
mistakable dip. dip of a canoe’s paddles 
fell on her ears.

“They’re really after me -now in earn
est,” she told herself. - Well, I'm a 
good way ahead, and 1'11 try to keep that 
way.”

Taking a deep breath, she bent to her 
task with renewed energy.

The little boat seemed fairly to fly 
along over the water, but fast as it 
went she could still hear the dip, dip of 
her enemy’s paddles as they came stead
ily onward after her.

The moon was dimly visible now be
hind a mass of filmy clonds and object? 
were becoming faintly discernible.

Lois glanced back to ascertain if pos 
sible how near her pursuers were.

She conld just make out the dull oui 
line of the long canoe and its dusky oc
cupants as they swept around the bend. 
She could not, however, estimate the 
distance lietween herself and them, 
though fear made it seem less than it 
actually was.

The sharp eyes of the Cheyennes saw 
the skiff with its solitary occupant far 
ahead of them, and uttering a chorus of 
savage whoops, which echoed wildly 
from bank to bank, they shoved the 
canoe forward at an impetuous rate.

Lois realized that it must be a race 
for life with her there on the Arkansas, 
where she had spent several careless 
afternoons in the very craft now pursu
ing her.

Even in that time of peril she could 
not help thinking of one particular af
ternoon in June when Lee Hutchins, 
mounteel on his jiony, had ridden along 
the bank as she idly floated, not far 
away, in the old canoe. They had con
versed little, but it had left an indelible 
impression on her mind.

But the yells of the pursuing Indians 
drove her happy memory away. Shut
ting her lips firmly, she strove to force 
the skiff along with all the vigor which 
she was able to command

Work as she did to keep ahead, she 
began to see that her foes were surely, 
if slowly, gaining on her.

Presently the arrows began darting 
after her, confirming her greatest fears 
tliat with every dip of their paddles tlie 
enemy was drawing nearer.

“I’ll not give up till I have to,” Lois 
observed to herself. “If the moon 
would only stay hid!”

But it showed no disposition to do so, 
an<l two or three times she was obliged 
to dodge the arrows of her exulting 
foes.

She dared not relinquish the oars a 
second to risk a shot from the revolver 
at her side. It might do no good, and 
would doubtless give the Indians a dan
gerous advance.

It was very toilsome, as well as terri
fying. Great drops of sweat stood on 
her forehead, and the muscles of her 
arms ached from the unnatural strain 
placed upon them.

She was beginning to feel strangely 
weak and nerveless. And she was two 
miles from Jordan's; she could never 
reach it now. Despair seemed suddenly 
to have swallowed all her courage.

But she did not relax her hold upon 
the oars, and the race continued a little 
longer.

’•Whiz!" an arrow came hissing 
through the air. It pierced a fold of 
her dress, but left her untouched.

The canoe was almost upon the skiff, 
and as the Cheyennes ''«held the success 
of their last arrow they set up a tri- 
uinphant shout.

A moment more and Lois lielieved her 
doom would lie sealed.

“Pang! Pang!” came two reports in 
rapid succession from among the bushes 
on the right bank of the river.

Instantly two sharp cries of mortal 
agony arose from the canoe, and two of 
the braves with a heavy plash fell head
long into the water and were swept from 
view.

The remaining Cheyenne began pad
dling frantically for the other bank, 
when another broadside from the cotton
wood bushes caused the canoe to cap
size and left him struggling in the swift 
current in the middle of the stream.

Another quick report put an end to 
the Indian's struggles, and he found a 
grave with his companions.

Lois had watched this tragic play 
from the skiff, where she sat as oue sud
denly changed to stone.

Who conld her deliverer be? Doubt
less Silas Jordan or one of the settlers 
from the blockhouse, she thought.

She was soon, however, allowed to see 
her mistake as a manly form arose 
from concealment among the bushes 
and stooil revealed in the subdued moon ■ 
light on the bank of the Arkansas.

"Lee! Lee! ’ she cried, unable to con
trol herself.

“Lois, my darling!” and he stretched 
out his strong arms toward her.

She pushed the skiff toward him, 
obeying a force which she conld not re
sist.

In another moment the young ranch
man held her half fainting form to his 
breast and pressed his lips to her brow.

One moment of this bliss, then Lois 
released herself and told her lover what 
had brought her ont on such a perilous 
mission.

“You are a dear, brave girl, Lois,” ha 
said tenderly as he started the skiff to
ward Jordan’s.

“Tell me, Lee, how you happened to 
be here?” she asked, her face glowing 
from the gentle fervor of his praise.

“I warned the Plum Creek settlers 
and helped them fortify themselves in a 
large dugout. Then 1 started over to 
Jordan's,” he returned.

“Oh, Lee! What made you venture 
alone again cut on the prairies?” she 
cried,

“Wasn’t sciuo one at Jordan’s dearer 
than all the work. .. ..... .a-.eit
softly. "How coal i I ..as from
you. Lois, when 1 knew such fearful 
danger threatened? 1 had done my duty 
at Plum Creek, and must return to de
fend the one I love."

“It was your love that saved me. Lee.'
"Thank God that I was here to de

fend you!" he murmured. "It was sun 
set when I started back from Plum 
Creek. 1 hail only gone jiliont four miles 
when I almost Hide into a little camp of 
Cheyennes down in a ravine. They had 
been slaughtering cattle and were pre
paring for a big supper. Before 1 could 
retreat I was seen, and three of the party 
gave chase. My jiony was fagged ont 
and I knew 1 could never escape on it. 
So I abandoned the pony and ran down 
a deep gully, and by hiding often man
aged to elude my pursuers. It took me 
a good while to reach the Arkansas, but 
when 1 did 1 started as fast as 1 conld 
for Silas Jordan’s, where I hoped to find 
yon safe. Suddenly I heard the redskins 
yell out up the river. At first I thought 
they had discovered my trail and were 
after me. 1 concealed myself and waited. 
Presently the moon came out clear 
enough for me to see the race between 
you and those villains. When 1 saw 
that the pursued one was you 1 feared 
there had been a massacre of the settlers 
and you had fled to the skiff for refuge. 
I made up my mind to save you or die 
with you.”

“God is good,” said Lois, laying a 
hand on Lee’s shoulder.

They reached the cabin safe, bnt 
scarcely had they received the congratu
lations of their friends on their remark
able escape when tlie Cheyennes, with 
loud whoops, rushed forward to renew 
the siege.

No doubt they hoped to find the set
tlers drowsy and off their guard during 
the hours between midnight and dawn 
and counted on an easy victory. But 
the brave action of Lois Gilbert in
spired those pioneers with fresh energy 
and courage, and the powder which she 
had risked so much to bring enabled 
them to fight back the cneinv with a ve
hemence which was plainly a surprise 
to them.

Despite the olistinate resistance which 
tlie Cheyennes encountered in the set
tlers, they kept up the siege at intervals 
for several hours. Finally they with
drew to the cottonwoods, where a short 
conference was held; then they rode 
rapidly away over the prffiries.

About noon the next day Mose Gil
bert and a party of armed settlers ar
rived. They reported that the Chey
ennes had crossed the river and were 
hurrying northward, leaving great de
struction behind them. '

It was some time after the events re
corded in this story that the Cmeyennes 
were forced by starvation to surrender 
to the troops of a fort in western Ne
braska, and peace was at last restored.

Mose Gilbert found his cattle all 
right when the Indians were gone, but 
they poorly compensated for the great 
loss of his child, whose heart had been 
won by the young ranchman.

Lee Hutchins and his brave wife have 

a comfortable home in one ot the grow
ing towns of western Kansas. The 
young Hutchinses, of whom there are 
several, never tire of listening to their 
father relate tlieir mother’s exploit on 
the Arkansas during the Indian out
break.

THE END.--- ------ ---------------ARE WOMEN DISHONEST?
THEY FIB AND SMUGGLE AND

WILL NOT PAY THEIR DEBTS. tity. No deposit over $1000 or under 
$200 was to be taken.. No guarantee 
was offered as to the responsibility or 
solvency of the institution. No expla
nation was made of its operations, of 
the nature of its investments, the 
source from whieli it derived tlie inter
est on its deposits; Yet that interest 
was s per eent a month or 90 per cent a 
year.

“When tlie newspapers, began to in
quire into Hit- matter, when they dis
covered and proved tliat Mrs. Howe 
was a notorious “crook,” when they 
fortified a damnatory evidence as to 
her character by opinions ns to her 
methods from business men, and by 
the testimony of able financiers that 
two and two make four, have always 
made four and never will make any
thing else than four- when . the news
papers did J liis good work, were they 
cheered on anil heartened by tlie wom
en of Boston? Not a bit of it. They 
cried out tliat the male critics were 
only jealous at a female success ill 
financiering which they could neither 
understand nor equal, they even urg
ed tliat gallantry should have prevent
ed such brutal attacks on a bank run 
by ladies for ladies.] {And so it went on 
until the inevitablelcrasli came, land
ing Mrs. Howe in jail and depriving 
thousands of women of their hard- 
earned savings.”

The conduct of the women de]K)sit- 
ers to whom tlie writer refers in a man
ner so disparaging to the gentler sex 
hus had a recent parallel in the insane 
blindness of men—members of the 
countless “mutual lienefit associations” 

j “benefit orders,” and so forth, of whose 
i wreck the newspapers liave told in the 
i last few years—notably such .a concern 
i as tlie Iron Hall. Tlie depositors in 
Mrs. Howe’s bank trusted in impossi- 
ble promises made by a woman whom 
they lielieved honest. The members of 
the Iron Hall accepted an impossible 
scheme put forth by its promoters, 
whom they lielieved honest They re- 

| tained tlieir blind faith up to the last 
moment; many of them retain it still, 
and attribute the order's disaster to 
anything but tlie evident cause.

Another notable example of this sort 
of blindness in matters financial is 
tliat of General Grant’s connection 
with tlie unfortunate partnership tliat 
brought him to financial ruin. No 
one questions tlie personal honesty of 
the dead soldier. Why then should 
the affair]of Mrs. Howe’s hank be cited 
to prove tlie general dishonesty of 
woman, and why does tlie writer refer 
to it with a spirit of triumph as if giv
ing proof that precludes further ques
tion?

Resting on his argument in this 
case, however, lie proceeds to show up 
another phase of woman's alleged dis
honesty—Her dishonesty of statement. 
“It is hard to make a woman realize 
that tlie object of argument is truth. 
not victory, and therefore she dishon
estly disallows the truth that makes 
against her side. David said in his 
haste tliat all men are liars. He might 
have said tlie same tiling of women at 
his leisure, it is not tliat they are 
merely illogical, but they consciously 
take unfair advantages, mistake their 
adversary's position, suppress facta or 
distort them when they cannot lie sup
pressed and close their eyes deliber
ately when convincing argument is 
brought against them. Their insinceri- 

I ty in argument is shown by the fact 
that they£nlways lose] their tempers. 
Don’t tell me thatjmen also lose their 
tempers in an argument. Home men 
do. They are not intellectually sincere. 
Now, no women are intellectually sin- 
c?re.

“And tliat is why they are all hypo
crites. The hypocrisy may be of a 
very charming and kindly sort, it may 
lie a concession to male weakness, it 
may lie a bid for male admiration; 
nevertheless it exists. And lieing a he 
it must eventually lie swept out of tlie 
higher and truer life of tlie future.

“No woman deals honestly with her 
emotions, her passions, her desires. 
She has to veil them under a conven
tional simper. Is tlie faculty of con
cealment Indeed neecsary to tlie preser
vation of womanliness? I doubt it. 
Woman as God made her is lietter 
than woman as she fancies man wants 
her to lie. Perhaps lie really wants her 
to be so. He is wrong. Woman is 
wrong in humoring him.

“Because some men consider^candor 
; unfeminine, and all women acquiesce, 
I social and even home life liecomes a 
network of lies. Men avowedly keep 
women in the dark on the plea that 

j they are not strong enough to bear tlie 
light. Women, on their side, hold 
that men must Im* managed by diplo 
matic wiles, must Ik* cajoled, humored, 
hoodwinked; tliat they, themselves 
must maneuver for what they want, 
not to take it boldly nor openly ask 
leave. And hence tlie husbands of 
these delusive creatures always fee] a 
certain uneasiness; they know* they are 

i deceived, but not the where, the when 
1 or the how; they cannot put their tin- 
I ger on the spot, but they are conscious 
of what they cannot prove."

Husbands of wives and sons of moth- 
I era, can these things lie true?

-------------------------
The life saving service of this country 

! lias a great deal of work to do. with its 
long coast line and numerous vessels 
Last year there were .‘¡37 disasters, in 
which lives of 2,570 people were invol
ved, and $8,284,525 worth of property. 

| Of the lives at stake, 2,550 were save«!, 
and $7'111,005 worth of propertv.

j Dr. Miles' New Heart Cure *t Drnzgiete.

Dishonest Men Get into the Penitentiary, 
but Woman Sins in Kittle Ways ami 
Manages to Keep out of Jail.

—
“Is woman dishonest'.’"
This is a startling query, and yet it is 

one to which the New York World 
gives liberal space. I f a similar ques
tion were asked about man, tlie 
thoughtful answer would lie an em
phatic yes, and it would lie accompan
ied by an expression of astonishment 
that any doubt on the subject should 
have entered the questioner's mind. 
Tiie defaulters, tlie burglars, the petty 
thieves and the swindlers constitute a 
very small percentage of tlie thirty odd 
millions of tliis country's male imputa
tion. That man in the main—the 
American [man— is honest in purpose 
and act, there can lie no question. Be
ing honest, then, must lie not. be tlie 
product of an honest mother? For, 
from his mother lie gets his moral 
bent—his fundamental ideas of right 
and wroug.

“In the matter of honesty, as in 
other moral matters,” says the writer 
in the il’orM, “woman is lietter titan 
man until her reasoning (lowers fail 
her, and then she is worse. Man is 
dishonest in tlie broad and open way 
that leads to the penitentiary. Woman 
is dishonest in all the thousand and 
one minor matters which do not come 
in for such stern condemnation from 
the law or from Mrs. Grimily. Man is 
always black or white; woman is al
ways just a little “shady.”

This is a sweeping assertion, and how 
a nation of “shady” mothers can pro
duce a nation of men of whom even a 
proportion are “white” is problem to 
which there is no logical answer.

Tlie writer continues: “The highway- 
mer and the burglars are, with the 
rarest exceptions, men. Of course it 
may lie urged that woman is physically 
and mentally unfitted for such heroic 
desperadoism. This is true. Vet. is 
also true that a woman lias a keener 
moral sense here as elsewhere, within 
those limits where her mind can recog
nize tiie moral law Outside of that 
area she is utterly without conscientious 
scruples.

“Tlie most moral and exemplary 
Christian woman—a woman who 
who would not steal a dollar 
tliat belonged to John Smith under 
any stress of temptation—will steal $100 
out of Uncle Sam’s pocket by some 
cunning evasion of im]»ort duties. She 
will do this, not only without feeling 
any moral humiliation, but with an ab
solute moral exultat'on, if she is suc
cessful, as of one who lias cleverly out
witted a knave. If unsuccessful, she 
quarrels bitterly in giving up her 
smugglings,’.looking on the act of con
fiscation as a^highhandeil bit of rob
bery. She will even smuggle articles 
and fabrics that are worthless for the 
sheer love of smuggling. She can nev
er lie made to understand that smug
gling, like highway robbery, is a crime.

“It is a truism tliat women never 
pay their gambling debts, a truism 
which lias been pointed out by so as
tute an authority ns Itarry Lyndon, in 
the autobiography written by Thack
eray. ‘The, truth must lie told,’ says 
this prettr chevalier of tlie gaming ta
ble, ‘that, tlie ladies love to play cer
tainly, but not to pay. The point of 

I honor is not understood by the charm
ing sex, and it was witli tlie greatest 
difficulty, in our peregrinations to the 
various courts ot northern Europe, that 
we conld keepjheni from tlie table, 
could get tlieir money if they lost, or, 
if they paid,¡prevent them from using 
the most furious anil extraordinary 
means of revenge., And lie submits a 
number of illustrative instances.

“Worse than this, women, nice wom
en, good women—ladies, in short—iliva. 
riably client at cards, so far as the lim
its of tlieir intelligence will allow. But 
as those limits are not very extensive, 
they cheat in tlie most simple, open 
and barefaced manner, trusting for 
success to tlie chivalry of the men, 
whom they know full well they cannot 
hoodwink.

“But let ns drop these details, these 
special] cases in which women are dis
honest,” continues tlie writer, “and at
tack the question as a whole. Let us 
not depend upon mere ipse <li.ilt» but 
on actual and undisputed facts.

“A concrete instance ¡that really is 
an instance—1. e., an instance that is 
not a mere accident, liable to happen 
to either the one sex or to the other, 
but an instance that is luminously 
characteristic of the mind anil con
science of one sex and is grotesquely 
incongruous with the whole make-up 
of man, mental as well as moral—such 
an instance is worth whole columns of 
assertion and invective. And such an 
instance in full-orbed completeness, is 
presented by the story of the marvel
ous swindle known ns the Ladies' De
posit of Boston. The swindle in itself 
was such a swindle as none but a 
woman could conceive, anil none but 
women could be swindled by. Tlie 
conduct of its victims was such that 
had they been men, they might have 

i been adjudged fit candidates for an 
1 asylum on the score of unbalanced 
1 minds, while on the score of unbal- 
I anced consciences, that asylum might 
! almost have lieen the insane ward of a 
! prison.

“It was a dozen years ago that the 
Ladies’ Deposit attracted the hilarious 
attention of the civilized world. The 
years pass and the public forgets. Let 
us briefly refresh the public mind.

“Tn tlie year 1879 one Mrs. Sarah E.

Howe set up a savings bank in Boston 
under the name of the Ladies’ Deposit 
Company. Boston, it will be remem
bered, is the modern Athens. Boston 
women make frantic eflbrt.« to live up 
to the intellectual atmosphere that en
virons them. Tlie Ladies’ Deposit 
Company was established as a bank by 
women, of women and for women. No 
male otllcer, official or dejsisitor was 
allowed to desecrate its feminine sane-

TIGHT EIT ’TWEEN DECKS.
THE MONTEREY A FIGHTER. BUT 

NOT A COMFORTABLE HOME.

One Man Whose Warm Plaint Cau»e<l a 
Change in the Elevation of the Top. and 
Another Who Han Good Reason to Dis* 
like^I'nproteeted Hau *epipe«--Coil Boilr 
era an Steam Raisers.

A number of the navy officers order
ed to the Montorey have Imnmi inspect
ing tlieir quarters liiiriiig.thcpast week 
while the big guns liave beeu iu course 
of mounting, and frowns have disfig
ured their usually good-looking and 
good-natured features. And they have 
reason to frown, for outside of the cap
tain and the three or four staff' officers 
not a man in the vessel will lx* fairly 
comfortable, and if lie lie long of limb, 
and of more than tolerablej girth—like 
Lieutenant Carlin for instun.x*—he will 
lx* likely to find some serious'difficulty 
in securing nx>m for tlie necessary op
eration <>f changing his raiment. As for 
swinking a cal by the tail, tlie only 
place to accomplish tliat feat will lie on 
the bridge or tlie gun deck, says tlie 
San Francisco /•'jeatainer.

The arrangement,(or disarrangement) 
of tlie living rooms lias lx*en made sub
ordinate to the ship’s Interior lx*ing 
stufledjwith engines, hydraulic ^forces, 
water-tight bulkhetuta, electric-light 
plants, and other things necessary to a 
coast defense monitor. Some of these 
things, theengini*s principally, cannot 
lx* ¡lowered or raised, so ns to make 
room. Consequently the .rooms liave 
Ixfen laid out wherever a bit of deck 
space could be found, and the result is 
a most startling Chinese puzzle. Of 
course Captain Kempfl'and the doctor 
and the paymaster are all right. The 
captain has to maintain the dignity of 
the country, and must have a ]xirlor to 
do it in, but even now iiejis reduced to 
the extremity of taking his meals In 
that same parlor. The staff’ officers 
have only one room each, but they can 
stand in the center of that nxmi ami 
outstretch their hands without coming 
closer than ten or twelve Indies to 
touching the walls on either aide. But 
the watcli and line officers will have to 
keep their elbows close to their sides to 
avoid bumping when they go cruising 
al on t their dens. Tills is as it always 
has lx*en and always will lx*, as long as 
the men who plan and apportion the 
room« on shii»s nre staff’ officers. Tlie 
unfortunates in the line and on watch, 
who do all the work alxiard ship, have 
no voice in the selection of quarters, 
and if they are blessed witli an exten
sive wardrobe they are put to sad straits 
to care for tlieir lielonglngs. On the 
old wooden ships it was not so bad; 
there was room to spare for all; bnt 
witli the new cruisers space liecame 
valuable, and on such fighting ma
chines matters of inches an* not too lit
tle to consider.

On the Monterey, witli but a small 
portion of one deck to davote to living 
accommodations, and that below water 
every available foot has lieen utilized, 
with the result tliat an irregularity has 
been obtained that would be delightful 
if navy officers were dwarfs and fond of 
novelty and darkn<*ss. Tlie quarters 
are more like playhouses than any
thing else. The .-eilings are but a shade 
over six feet high, and the twistings 
anil angles of tlie walls in avoiding the 
companion ways, turret foundations, 
stanchions, etc., are calculated to he 
alarming.

Some of the rooms perhaps by chance 
have been lixMited under deadlights set 
inthe deck. They are only «even inches 
In diameter and are over three inches 
thick, but still a glimmer or suggestion 
of light comes through. Most of them, 
hower, escaped the deadlights, and the 
darkness of Erebus is a mild compar
ison. Unless on the bridge or detailed 
for deck duty the Monterey ixxiple will 
eat, drink anil liave their Mug cither 
as moles do or in a ]x*r]x>tual glare of 
electric lights, which is expected to be 
conducive to optical Injury if long pro
longed.

Most of tlie Monterey’s officers re
ceived tlieir assignment with Joy, be
cause they will draw sea pay and live 
in port, bnt tlie arrangement of their 
quarters as viewed by most of them for 
the first time has dampened this con
siderably. They have a hiqx*, however 
and that is that the Ixiard of officials 
detailed for tin* trial trip on the Itttli 
and the passing of judgment iaay be 
induced to see tilings witli their eyes 
and reeommend a lot of change* that 
will aedound materially to their com
fort.

That there will be some changes is 
positive, but w hether they will Include 
the comfort of the officers or not is a 
question which will not be settled be
fore the end of the month. The sailors 
are not so Imdiy off-. They liave a fair 
amount of hammock room, for there 
are not many of them, considering] tlie 
Monterey’s tonnage, and the average 
Jacky, used to living ’tween decks,does 
not growl if his hammock does not 
bump that of his nearest neighbor.

One change has already been made, 
ami that is in the altitude of the top on 
the Monterey's single maat. It is an 
iron dice-box sort of an affair, intended 
to mount a machine gun, and shelter 
tlie lookout. It wasTastened well aloft 
until the first time steam was raised for 
a dock trial. A man wax in the top at 
the time, but he came down in a hurry 
and afterwards estimated that if the 
Monterey bad been under forced 
draught und be had had no means of 
exi-ape he Would have been cooked 

i through in about the same length of 
i time that it takes to do u canvas-back 
to tlie taste of a well trained clubman. 
Something of an idea of the intensity 

i the Monterey’s fires can be obtained 
from her smokestack, which is a double 
concern, with flat sides, eight feet wide 
and a round end thickness of four feet. 
When first located tlie top came on a 

r'onclnded on fourth page.


