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By ELLA WHEELER WITOCOX -

Twenty-flve years ago any girl of 13
could be trapped and led into yile Houses,
and there was no law to protect her.

The lnw of England, aw It stood ut that

time, recognized i
that & girl one day
over 11 year old

WaAR legally a woe
man, and was fully

competent o con-
mant to her own un-
doing. The law s
it then stood put &
positive premium
upon the corruption
of very young
children by roefus-
ing to let them give
evidente agninst
men unleas Lhey
oowld suatialy the
Judge and jury thai
they understood the
natire of an oath,

An soon as the child was over 12 years
of Age sha could be invelgled Into an
flidggnl house without any possible Hopa
of redress, because Il she had consented
to go Into the house she was Beld to
have consented to everything else, al-
though she might at that time be, and
probably was, absolutely Ignorant of
what vice meant.

The law today protecta girls to the age
of ¥; It has raised the nge of consent
from 13 to 16, admits the evidence of
ehlldren, even If Lthey are not able to
satiafy the Judgo and jury that they un.
defstand the natiure of an oath, and it
has !ncreased the pains and penalties In-
fligted upon all thoss who attack girls,
whether by ubducling them' abroad or at.
tacking them &t home.

This change Ip the laws came about
through dne mad, W, T. Stead, who dled
on the Tihwnle.

The white alave traffic is a world-wids
trade In young girlsa for immoral pure
poses, out of which enormous profils sre
made. Theéy are captured by false ad-
vartisements, offaring employment as
Roverneases, sccrelaries, companions, ser-
vants, ete, and by making acquaintance
with girls alone In streets or trains or
busses. wo. . .

It is estimated that only five girls In
every hundred know what they are doing:
thy re ninsty-five are girls who

er heavd of such things, girls just Jike
your owm daughters, who, but for the
white slave traffic, might have bhecome
happy wives and mothers. If they wanted
to be bad there would bo no becessity for
this trapping business.

Twenty-five yoars ugo it was rogarded
as improper, unclean and highly Inde-
corous (o ‘speak about the white niave
trade In polite circles. Today, kKings and
queens, princes and princesses attond con-
ferences for the disocussion of this ques-
ton, |

Bafore Mr. Biead died he wtote =
pamphlet, “"Why 1 Went to Prison In
185" It is Interesiing reading. Known
A* A Ereat philanthropist and preformer,
he was urged by good people to try Lo
bring about & change in the laws of Eng-
land on this sabject.

A commission of the House of Lords
had reported upon the question and
strongly recommendod that an act of Par-
lHamont should be passed to copa with the
two cancers that were <ating into the
bady pelitie. Mr. Gladstone's ministry—
Sir Willlam Harcount belng then homne
sebretary —recognized the urgbney of the
demand, and introduced a biil giving ef-
fect to the recommendations of the com-
mittee, but there was no molive power
behind It. It was strongly opposed by a
small group of men who seemed almost
to have a personal interest In preventing
the strengthening of the law sgainst the
cofruption of weak and lnnocsnt girls
Nelther politioal party saw any moans of
making capital out of It, awmd the result
waa thet session after pesalon the bill
wap introduced In due course and then
included In the massacre of the innocents
at the end of the session.

Then the plot was lald to bring such
disgrace on the laws of England that a
change would be forced by public ocen-
sure. So Mr. Btead was Induced to act
the part of a procurer; and a weak and
wicked mother sold her daughter, aged
12 to him for 3 pounds—$ii-btelleving
that her daughter was to go into an In-
famous house. The daughter was indesd
taken to A house and witnesses and
trained nurses and physicians were on
hand o rescue her and attest 0 her
lwaving the house as chaste as she en-
tered iU, but the story was published in
full in the Mall Mall Gasette In an articls
by Mr. Stead called “The Malden Tribute
of Modern Habylon." It brought a per-
fect storm upon the heads of wll con-
terned, but a worse stormm of censure
on Eanglish laws Mr, Stead mn.uuuu-!
sent the rescued girl away from hber
wicked mother and he was therefore ar-
rested for abduetion and Imprisoped

Mr. Btead says of thls incident: " After

1 know a girl with s smile,

“comely."”
white column of her neck, nor any

gold.” But the girla with ‘‘golden”

worldl  Only one chap confesses;

trénsferred at once to Holloway ns a
first-class misdemeanant. The remalnder
of my sentence—two months and four
days—{ served out at Holloway, where 1
edited the Pall Mall Gasette from No-
vember, 156, to Japuary, 88"

Milllcent. Garrett Fawcett has lssued
an appeal to all frienda of Mr. Stead and
to all friends of clean womanhood to use
their influsnce to help pmes the oriminal
law amendment bill now propossd.

It s well known that this bill deals
with the white slave trade and provides
additional moural protection for the
young. A depulation about the bill
wWiited on the home seoretary a fow
weeks ago; he expressed approval of the
measurs, but held out no hope that the
sovernmeant would taks It up,

She closes her appeal with these words:

From her crisp metallic
hair to the straps of her slippers she {8 what folks call
But it lsn't the crinkle in her hair, nor the

things—amall eare and a beautifully turned wrist and
a head with real |deag In It and & warm heart—that call
men to her like yellow-jackets to a honey jar!
bas such blue eyes,” offered one chap.
miles of girls with blue-bluer eves!

tier than she would make a glittering girdle around the
“l don't know what
it is, but whatever it is, and whatever you are—man,

In the Web of a Woman's

“ Svmile
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of these fortunats | gmile.

books and begin

“She

But there are
“"Her hair is mo
halr who are pret-

woman or little kid—youn
bring your heart on a platter!™

It's hér amlle!
All the angels in Paradise get out their song '
The sullen little |

She Is onoe of those women with

when she does samile.

kid can't hold out against It to save his alim little stem
of & neck, The woman who is over-lfond of masculine
camaraderie and snlffs at the friendship of her own soft
sox, who Is tinctured with the bitterness of envy of all
falr women, flops right over Into the cholr that sings
her pralses after 'bout hall a dozen smiles. All child-
hood wreaths its armg ‘round her walst and its heart
about her Image when she stops and smiles, But man

answer right up to it and

A . .
= Fhchifn® S
~—the grouchlest one of them all—glows like & kitten In | gossamer threads. And, caught by the wings snd
the sunshine when her eyes crinkle and the red of her | toes, and tummy and nose, are countiess little pink
a | mouth curls away from the snow of her teeth; the bash- | loves—struggling and thrashing, caught coming
fulest one spreads the gay wings of his fanoy under the | for honey—blinded by the great light of her smile

[ sun; it's her smile!

ffornia valley In blossom-time!
straight Into the amazing marvel

“It s & quéstion of urgent nationsl fm.
portance, The bill, If passed, would pro-
tett and sheiter the weak agnlust morul

Injury, yuite as truly as the lifeboats
sheltered them, on April 16 against
physical injury. If our countrymen can

and do rise to herolam In the face of
rhysionl danger, surely they can rise to
a triffing sacrifice of parliamontary time
It would be the finest of all mamoridls
to Mr. Stend and the other men who have
racrificed themasolves In the Titanle, if
Parllument passed this bill to save chil-
dren and young womcn from worse than
doath,

“I reapectfully and earnestly appoeal to
men in the constituenclies to lose no time
In writing to thelr members Lo urge them
to Induce the government to take up the
bMIl and pases it during this sesslon.”
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A Widow in Distress—Some

Advice

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX,

Dear Miss Folrfax: | am a yYoung
widow, 3 years of age, and for the last
ihree yours & man has been trying to in-
duce me o marry him. I refussd him
repeatedly, telling him that I did not in-
tend to marry any onea He induced me
to promise that If ! ever married 1
would marry him. Bome time ago 1 met
A man whom I love very much and mar.
ried him. Bince then the other man haw
become & wreck and says he cannol live
without me ! love my husband very
muoch and he loves me’ but 1 cannot be
happy knowing that the other man s

& long trial, for which the archbishop of
Canterbury, Cardinal Manning and Blahop |
Temple, John Moriey, Mr. Balfour, Lord
Lopeburn  (thea Eir Robert Rell), Mr.
Labouchers, Mrs. Butler and many!
others wore aubpoensed for the defense
1 was convicted, together with my eol-

lengue, Mr. Mussabin Mr. Bramwell
Boath and Madame Combe were |
scqultied. Madame Mourez was sent for

eix months to priscn. where she died
The trial, whith was reported o all the
lvading paperw of the worid, brought out
ull the facta of the cass, so that every
sviutement which | pow make can be
verified by reference to the flles in tha
Hritish museum. The moment | was
copvicted there was a great agitation set
n feot. The government was besleged
with petitions and protesta. Telegrams
rained in upon the home office, the prime
winister and the queen, and after I had

feenn thiee days in Coldbath prison Lord |

Fallabury, on his own motien without
walting tor the consent of the fudge wha

bad sectenced me, ordered me 1o be

unhappy on account of me He wsays
that If T would let him see me pometimes
it would make it essier for him. Please
advise me If It would be right If 1 should
let him see me.

8o, If you should see him sometimes it
would make It sasler for him—would It?

Well, how about making It casler for
you?

Apd then the man you've married—
what about him?*

You've promised to love and honor him
Do you think you would be honoring
him 1if you saw this other man just be-
cause the other man wants you to do so?

When you married your husband you
#ave Up every sentimental obligation you
ever owad or might, eould, would or
should owe to any other man on sarth—
as long as that husband is alive and you
live with him.

This man who s anxious to have you
think about him when he knows You sre
married and ought te forget him lam't
worth anybody's thought—f{or a singie
minute

If be was he would try 1o help yo

not try to harm you. He knows peor-
foctly waell that he is asking you te do
somelthing ¥You have no right to do at all
—pomething which will get you iInto
trouble Just a» wsure as you evem con-
sider It for a minutes.

Who ia he that he dares presume 50
far?

When you marrted your hushand you
were through onte and for all with this
man—don't see him sgeln et all-if you
can help it

Don't riak & good home and a woud
husbund for the aake of & valn fool who

wants 10 make you appeatr aa silly as
he is,

IS8 PATTERBON neods no in-
troduction to the readers of thiy
wewap per as onc of the fove

most newepaper writers of the day, A«

she hus achieved her muccias entively un-

aided through lwenty years of devotion lo
her work, one cowld hardly chooss a more

efficient person 10 instruct and adviss a

girl who is going oul in the world tu sarn

her own lving, And incidentady Misa

Patterson virtually tetls her own work-

ing lite story. —EDITOR

By ADA PATTERSON

You are 17 and you must find work to
live It la & commonplace situation to
everyona save you, you and your mother,
wha, If she I8 wise and tender, lles awake
many & night agonlsing over |L.

You are the fifth wmirl, One of svery
fiva girls In the United Staten works for
her own living, and, in greater of less
degres, helps othera to live, So you see

Jou mre not alone. You
quite usual,

You must earn your lving, and 1 who
have enrned mine for twenty years, write
this becauss 1 want to hslp you  Of
course In twice Len years of earning my
rent, my food, my clothing, that with
which to pay., my dootors and dentlsts
and my savings fund for that time when
I will bd able to earn loss than 1 do
today, perhaps less than you will tomor.
row, 1 have learned soame truths about
the mirl who wanis to get on and who
erem

Are you murprised to leamn that most
important s what you think about 17
No, not what others think about you or
what you are planning to do, what you
yourself think about it What s the
diiference betwean the parsons you lks
atd those you dinlike? 1t Ia what they
think about things, fsn't IL**Think that
over, for It s true. What we Lhink about
anything b our attitude toward It and
1:1! Important s sttitude. Our thoughts

are, In fact,

warmth of her laugh like a grateful butterfly under the
It's as real an the color on the
cheek of a pedch—Iit's as soft as a sigh—as luring as
the last-plucked siring of & harp—as tender as a Cal-
SBometimes when I look

the world grows dim and fades, and before the dearness

of her face o web grows—a golden ralnbowed web—and
it rays out from the smile of her mouth in a thousand

Bristolboard,

of her soft, soft amile

—amiles do,

The Girl, the World and the Devil-The Fifth Girl |

are our charscler and belleve me, dear
little  Misy Boventeen, wupon charscter,
rather than bralss, dopends success.
Sturdiness, lnamility to be beaten, hope-
fulness, belief In the best, thess are our
character, becnuse Lthey are our thoughts.
You it 1a most important what you think
about this work finding snd living mak-
ing.

Think your own thoushts about It, and
neo thet they are right thoughts. What
your molther thinks about it. She s ter-
rifled, and really thinks that the world
out beyond your curtain shades s a
place of carnags, of awful, death-dsal-
ing battie. It lant quite that. Take my
word. 1 have been In it for twenly years
Not what Mre. Brown, who Hyes around
the cormer thinks about t. Her's are
thoughts of dark suspicion. Out In that
world, Mre. Hrown, belleves, every man
has cloven hoofa and every woman
hard heart. Don't accept Mrs Brown's
thoughts, Looking at the werid throulh
& arack In the parior shutiers, her vislon
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anicure Lady

By WILLIAM F. KIRK,

4 resl war with them Mexican fellows™
#ld the Manleure Lady. “That js about
jall the talk I have heard up to the
house for ihe last weak, and 1 am get-
llllll kind of scared and nervous about

The Window

)

By WILLIAM F. KIRK.

Out of the window the baby peered

At a world that was blg and green and welrd;
Out of the window and far away

He looked on the morn of a summer day:

His big blue eyes seemed to widen and yearn
For the marvellous Truth he was yet to learn.

Wonderful world!

From his baby chalr

It seemed lke & garden bicoming there.

With eyea that knowledge had hurt and daged

I stood and locked where the baby gazed,

And » million sights came to leer al me,

Sights that the baby could not see:

Sighta of sorrow and sights of slp,

Marring the world I had wandered in.

From the window [ turned with g heart like stone,
Leaving the baby to gaze alone.

ItL My fathar's father fought In the civil
|r¢b1'l!km, (Ueorge, and gol ona of his

illonury Ridge. 1 used to see him hob-
| bling arcund the houss when | was &
Hitle kid and I couldn't help thinking
when | wean his wooden leg that war
| was sverything Mister Bherman aald it
|was | suppose the scars of war is hoa-
orable soars, George, but you got to ad-
mit that there aln't much class to one
of them old fashionsd wooden legs, big
in the calf and lttle In the ankul and
|no instep on them

| “Every time the old gent gels a little
Ht up he telis that he is of fighting
stock, and you would think to
'¥0 on that his ancestors all went to West
| Point aoud served Uncle Bam all over the
| world, Hia ol man was the only one
that ever smelled gunpowder and he
didn’t come out of I with no flying
colors except the wooden leg, as I was
eaying T think he got that leg shot
off In the only baitle he was ever In
| But the old gent la full of the war fever

now and he has evenm gol brother Wil- | And

| fred talking war and stralesy. Willred
| wouldu't make much of & boy In blue,
with that gentle. shrinking poet nalure
(of hia, but he thinks that If war broke
out with Mexico he would be right down
there with bells on. 1 don't belleve they
would take bim for & soldier at all on
account of his lamps belng weak and

hear him | the Head Barber

===_=l=l_=ﬂ-ﬁ

his meall siss beltig asnlnst him, but
betwesn him and the old gent all we hear

“I hope to goodness we don't never have  legs shot clean off al the batile of Mis- |“‘"" Is war, war, war.

{ "It kind of grates on
(@irls, becsuse we ain't
| hature. and the only fun
gels Is kidding the life out of Wiltred
Iwnm he tells how he would charge the
Taniparts of the snemy and save the
lrounlrrl flag. We told him |ast night
that the only thing he could charge wus
‘.l-la board bill, and Mayme found a war
poem that he had wrote and was Kolog
(to send 0 the Washington Heights Flour
|and Feed Courler. This is how it oes,
| George. "

“Don't read

mother wand wuas
of & fighting
me and Mayme

It s long” msald

“Me and the Missus
had & few words befors 1 left home this
mmorning, and I doo't feed none like listen.
ing Lo poelry.”

"It aln't much, George. Listen:
"Obh. Maxioo. thou land of heat

And eactus thorns and cree Lhings,
You most assuredly will be E:‘t
If Uncle Sam on you his soldiers flings
I shall voluntesr for the Btars and Hiripes
And fight ke a hare our N 10 save,
If your navy with ours ? ¢!

world will I done my
Arwﬁl”u;r ‘ma! will th- revVea
my han are olded on m
& g+

“He aln't giving himeelf any the worst
of it In thet poem,” said the Mead Bar-
ber. It sounds kind of foollsh to me.”

“To me, too,” sald the Manicure Laady.

"Foits all ge's flighty.”
L

in this web also, my friend,
Have you ever thought to look? Maybe you have
& gresat one ¥ you'd let it come oftener.
body can't entangle the world with the
their mouth—>but they draw closer all human kind

——giddy with ity beauty*
This isn't ke it.

lag" neons longer to be able (o put it on plain white

I must “scratch for a I

7

It It was like |t you'd be tangled up
How do you smile?

{

smiles of
NELL BRINKLEY.

I8 narrow. The businéss world lan't

hades,, though Its soute momenis,
teropersture resembles L The
world, on the whols, oorresponds
with the family and and
friendship oirele. You will find about
the same ratio of good and
the folk you meel. Warking for ' your
living is mot & sinister in
It & hoavenly state. Like
triends, it has Its
The business wo
pluce, nor an Imposaible

to sell. That s what being & business
girl means. The buriness world s &
market place orf & shop Btop at

the next maurkel place,

it. The man who has semothing
has placed his goods Lhere and

columnt of figures and make them bal-
ance, Perhaps you ook or scrub,

“Show your basé guods,” says the mer-
ohant. . .

“Do your besi work,” say I The world
wants ‘geod work and will pay for it
Dun't semtiméntdiise. Leave your emo-
tions st home. Go ciear-eyed and oalm
pulsed to market. You have something
to sell. Make your sales. Polish yous
Euods. Bl thém, Thoss ars the right
thoughts mhoup husiness iife. '




