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For the Woman’s Journal.
THE MOTHER’S INSPIRATION.
BY MCMASTER.

Had I no little feet to guide
Along life's toilsome way,

My own more frequently might slide,
More often go astray.

But when I meet my baby's eyes,
At God’s own bar I stand,

And angels draw me toward the skies
While baby holds my hand.

GOODWIN SANDS.

BY WILLIAM CANTON.

Did you ever read or hear
How the Aid (God bless the 4id !
More earnest prayer than that was never
prayed.)
How the lifeboat 4id, of Ramsgate, saved the
ZLondon Fusilier?

With a hundred souls on board,
With a hundred and a score,
She was fast on Goodwin Sands.
(May the Lord
Have pity on all hands —
Crew and captain—when a ship’s on
Goodwin Sands!)

In the smother and the roar
0f a very hell of waters—hard and fast—
She shook beneath the stroke
Of each billow as it broke,
And the clouds of spray were mingled with
the clouds of swirling smoke,
As the blazing barrels bellowed in the blast!

And the women and the little ones were
frozen dumb with fear;
And the strong men waited grimly for the

ast ;
‘When—as clocks were striking two in Rams-
gate town—
The little 4id came down.
The Aid, the plucky did—
The Aid flew down the gale
‘With the glimmer of the moon upon her
sail;

And the people thronged to leeward; stared
and prayed— 3
Prayed and stared with tearless eye and

breathless lip,
‘While the little boat drew near.
Ay, and then there rose a shout—
A clamor, half a sob and half a cheer—
As the boatmen flung the lifeboat anchor out.
And the gallant 4id sheered in beneath the
ship, -
"Neath the shadow of the London Fusilier.

“We can carry maybe thirty at a trip.”

(Hurrah for Ramsgate town !)

“Quick, the women and the children!”

O’er the side

Two sailors, slung in howlines, hung to help
the women down—

Poor women, shrinking back in their dismay,

As they saw their ark of refuge, smothered
up in spray,

Ranging wildly this and that way in the
racing of the tide;

As they watched it rise and drop, with its
crew of stalwart men,

When a huge sea swung it upward to the
bulwarks of the ship,

And, sweeping by in thunder, sent it plung-
ing down again.

Still they shipped them—nine and twenty—

(God be blessed!)

When a man with glaring eyes

Rushed up frantic to the gangway, with a
ery choked in his throat—

Thrust a bundle in a sailor’s ready hands.

Honest Jack, ¢ understands—
‘Why, a blanket for a woman in the boat!
“Catch it, Bill"”"
And he flung it with a will;
And the boatman turned and caught it, bless
him!—caught it tho’ it slipped,
And even as he caught it, heard an infant’s
cries,
‘While a woman shrieked, and snatched it to
her breast—
“My baby!”
So the thirtieth passenger was shipped!
Tywice, and thrice, and yet again
Flew the lifeboat down the gale
‘With the moonlight on her sail—
‘With the sunrise on her sail—
(God bless the lifeboat Aid and all her men!)
Brought her thirty at a trip
Thro’ the hell of Goodwin waters as they
raged around the ship,
Saved each soul aboard the London Fusilier.
If you live to be a hundred, you will ne’er—
You will ne’er in all your life,
Until you die, my dear,
Be nearer to your death by land or sea!
‘Was she there?
‘Who ?—my wife?
‘Why, the baby in the blanket—that was she!

For the Woman’s Journal.

BOUND.

BY HONOR E. WOULFE.

i

Boats were gliding down a stream; a
stream at times calm and beautiful, and
again rough and unfair.

In the foremost boat were a man and
woman. They were talking and laughing,
and seemed very happy. He was sitting
at her head and a little above her, his
hands hanging idly, for the current was
carrying them. She lay at full length in
the bottom of the boat, and the fair and
rounded symmetry of her limbs, with the
storm-browned wood for a d

relief. Her lips were of that form made
for kisses, and her hair changed color
under the light of either the sun or the
moon. The man gazed upon her, and he
knew that she was beautiful.

They passed a bed of flowers growing
on the bank.

“Oh, I want them, I want them!”” she
exclaimed, clapping her white tiny hands
as a baby or child would do.

He steered the boat over to them, and
leaped on the shore to gather some. The
boat rocked gently on the waters and
drifted a little, but she lay there wholly
unconscious of it, and played with the
network that stretched above her and
around her and under her, and was
securely fastened to the side.

He came back with an armful of the
flowers, and threw them in the bottom of
the boat. She laughed a rippling Jaugh
that went over the waters and echoed
back again. She forgot the network
around her, and played with the flowers,
and held up the tips of her fingers to be
kissed.

Soon another bed of flowers attracted
her, and, as before, she clapped her hands
and called for them; but he frowned and
said, “You cannot have them; they are
not good for you.”

She pouted, a very tiny pout: ‘“You
wore one yesterday.”

“Ah, yes, but I am a man. It is dif-
ferent; they are not good for you.”

In a very little time the lips were again
smiling and the fingers running through
the network. She looked up at him,
slight curiosity in her face. ‘What is
this for, this network? "

“To protect you. I put that there be-
cause I love you. It will keep the storms
from you, and the rain and the hot sun.
It is a custom to put this protection about
our women, we are so solicitous for their
comfort.”

She looked up at him and smiled, never
realizing that she was bound.

The boat passed on, and others came in
quick succession, and drifted on with the
current. In every boat was a man, and a
woman bound; and in some of the boats
were children.

.

The evening sun rested on the waters.
White clouds, like immense sea-birds,
covered the sky. A boat bearing a man
and a woman and a child was slowly
drifting. The child’s dark curls hung
over her white shoulders, and her eye-
lashes were darker than her hair.

They passed a bed of flowers. *Oh, see
the beautiful flowers! Please get them
for me,” the woman cried; but the man’s
face grew sullen and dark, as he said,
“Have I not told you often that you can-
not have those flowers? They are not
for you. All the women that have gone
in the boats before have done without
them, and I will not be the first to break
the custom by gathering them for you.”

Angry tears were in her eyes, and she
clinched the little hands that lay under
the netting. Then she said, “Unbind me,
and let me out to get them for myself.”
He looked at her surprised, amazed. Of
such open rebellion he had never dreamed.

““Hush, hush!” he said, in a low con-
strained voice. “I would not for the
world they heard you in the other boats.
It is disgraceful. Why can you not be
contented, like the others? They never
wanted any but what the men have brought
them.”

Her lips parted sarcastically. ‘“How do
you know they are content, that they
never want more? Perhaps they are
afraid to tell what they want; or perhaps
they think it useless.”

“You are very unthankful for the kind-
nesses I lavish upon you.”

“I would rather have freedom.”

“How strangely you talk! Any one
would think you were a prisoner.””

“I am bound.”

“Ah, no, you are only protected. And
if you would lie quiet as I advise, you
would not feel the cords.”

*Still they would be there.”

““What matter, if they did not hurt?”

“Ah, but they would hurt, thinking of
the injustice of it.”

“Itis not unjust. It is the custom.”

“That does not make it right.”

““We know what is best for you.”

“You cannot know.

“Why?”

“Because you are men. We are women.
You can only understand the wants of
men.”

“Your mind is wandering,” he said.
“I will go for a stroll on the shore. Per-
haps you will be rational when I return.”

“Well, go,”” she answered bitterly. It
is ever thus you put me off. But the time
will come when you will be compelled to
listen to the voice of reason.”

He was gone before she had finished,
and the little girl came and laid her cool
cheek against the woman’s burning one,
and they wound their arms around each
other. Then the woman whispered with

looked like an unsurpassable work in bas-

terrible i between her closed
teeth: ‘Never let them bind you tight!

‘When they go to put the net over you,
raise yourself up as high as you can, and
they will place it that much higher. Then
watch how they tie the cords, and some
night when you are left alone, undo the
cords, and seize the oars, and go down
the stream as fast as you can. They
may catch you—no doubt they will—but
no matter, you will have had a little of
the glorious life of freedom and the heroic
pleasure of breaking the bonds.”

The child’s arms closed tighter and
tighter around the woman as she prom-
ised: “I will, I will. If ever I get the
chance, I will break the bonds.”

L.

It was midnight, and a boat rocked on
the wind-tossed waters. A man and a
woman and two children, a boy and a
girl, were in the boat. Flashes of light
leapt from the angry sky, and disclosed
living clouds of black, full of suppressed
wrath. The man at the oars strained his
eyes in the vain effort to find a port of
safety, and drops of perspiration stood on
his brow.

The children each suggested a different
course, and cried in their fright. The
woman leaned on her elbow and scanned
the water. Her lips were white and set,
as much in anger as in fear, as she now
directed to the right and now to the left.

“Oh, if I were only free! I could help
you guide the boat.” She moaned and
beat at the net till her hands were blis-
tered.

“Oh, no, no!” he quickly answered,
“‘the work would be too rough for you; I
could not think of letting you do it. It
would kill you.”

“Ah, why will you talk sophistry in
such a time as this? You know well that
work does not kill half so many as idle-
ness does. How do you know my strength?
You have never tested it. You have never
encouraged or tried to help me to develop
into anything but what I am, a woman
bound. Ido not mind it so much in the
sunshine, but when the storms come,
these cords seem to cut through the flesh
into my heart, when I see my children in
danger and you trying to steer the boat
alone, when I know two are needed for
the work, and I am compelled to lie here
bound. See even now how the storm rages
and roars about us, and the children cling
crying to my skirts! They know as well
as I do that I am bound, and that my
promises of protection are lies. They
know that I have not the power to pro-
tect them, since power to protect myself
is taken from me.”

There was bitterness and sarcasm in her
voice, and he answered her bluntly:

“It isn't your duty to protect; it is
your duty to guide. They have been
under your care and teaching. If you
had done your duty, they would know
what to do when this storm came. They
would lie flat in the boat, and cease their
screaming.”

“Ah, yes; I tried to inculcate that
theory; but when the storm came they
forgot all my teachings. How vain to
think that I could guide when the danger
came, guide without protecting! It can
never be done. It is only a make-believe,
a shift of responsibility, a mockery. It
can never be done.” She turned to the
man with that look in her eyes you see in
the gazelle or the mother deer when the
hunter catches the fawn.

“Undo these cords,” she pleaded. ‘“You
must undo these cords. I want to help
my children. Quick, quick! Or, if evil
befall them, I will curse the day they
were given into my keeping. Unbind me!
Unbind me!”” She clutched and tore at
the netting till some of the cords broke,
but they were red in her blood first. No
one saw it, for the storm still raged. The
boy and the girl tried to help her, but
their hands were weak, and they knew
when the daylight should come the ones
in the boats following would laugh at
their futile efforts.

A great gust of wind caught up the
boat. and hurled the children away from
the woman, down to the stern. The boat
seemed about to capsize. They climbed
to the high edge and clung to each other
in terror, The woman saw them—a mo-
ment—and sent a shrill scream over the
stormy water. The next moment the
treacherous wind again caught the boat
and hurled it in the opposite direction,
plunging the children into the black
water. One wild cry, and two bleeding
arms stretched into the unseeing night,
and all was quiet again.

The fury of the storm abated, and the
wind, having spent its force, travelled
with less noise and speed; transmitting
sound along theriver. The woman in the
boat rose up on her elbow. Her face and
hands were smeared with dry blood, and
her hair was white. The manhad dropped
the oars and sat dejectedly, his head
drooping forward. There was something
uncanny in the woman’s voice, for it could
be distinctly heard even at a greater dis-
tance than the fleet wind could carry it.

Every boat stood still in wonder, and con-
sternation and thought, as she cried out,

“O women, why are you so blind, and so
senseless, and so cruel? Why do you
bring children into the world to be like
yourselves, bound? The shackles on your
own limbs should teach you mercy and
consideration. If you are denied the
right to protect your offspring, how dare
you bear it and turn it loose to the caprice
of the heartless storms? You are told
your mission is to teach and to guide; but
what avails your guiding and teaching
when you have to abandon your subjects
to the alluring and treacherous snares of
an unknown sea? It is then your voices
are needed to counsel, your hands to re-
strain, and your love to protect. But you
are bound; you cannot follow. For us
there may be no hope of freedom. The
bonds are very strong, and we are weak.
But for the ones that must follow, there
is hope—nay, there is certainty, if only
you now do your duty. Lift your voices
up loud and strong and ceaseless, and war
against this bondage; make it odious, till
the ones that tighten the cords will see
the wrong they do, and blush for the
blindness of the past. Make it odious,
till the new ones to be bound will fight
and rebel, and die before they submit to
this cruelty that ages have sanctioned, and
that church tenets under the unchallenged
cognomen of Christianity have pampered
and succored and spread.””

The woman ceased speaking, and the
man by her side still sat with his head
bowed. In most of the boats the women
were raised up, intently listening. The
men and the children too heard her
words. Some of the faces were blank and
some were sarcastic, and others were sad
and thoughtful.

After a few moments, the woman spoke
again; but her voice was hoarse and could
scarcely be heard: ‘‘Believe all that I say.
I do not speak at random. I know the
servileness of bondage, and I know what
1 could have done had I been free. I had
two children, a boy and a girl. I taught
them, and warned them against all kinds
of danger. They were very attentive to
my counsels while the sun shone, but in
the storm, in the rapidity of the shock of
danger, they forgot all, and were lost to
me forever. I could have saved them
had Inot been bound—my God, my God!
had I not been bound.”

The woman covered her face with her
hands, and low moans came through the
delicate fingers. The man looked around,
half bewildered, for a moment or two.
Then he took a knife from his pocket,
and slowly opened the blade, and one by
one deliberately cut the cords that bound
her, and, gathering the net that had en-
wrapped her, he cast it into the water.

The woman’s face was covered, so she
did not know that she was free until he
put his strong arms around her and lifted
her up, and set her by his side. She
smiled at him through her tears, and
wound her soft arms about his neck.

“You are breaking an old, old custom,”
she said. *Are you mot afraid they will
scorn you?”

“I will not mind their scorn,” he an-
swered stoutly. “The light has come.
Through all these years I have been blind,
and you have borne the burden patiently
and alone; but now I will help you; I will
make what reparation I can. I will work
hard to help you make others free.”

For answer she took one of his hands
and held it in both of hers; and the boats
glided on. But strange unusual murmurs
were heard all over the waters.

1v.

Morning awoke. The sun danced a
myriad of fantastic figures on the water,
darting in and out and over the boats.
Flocks of birds swooped down to dip their
bills in the water and then be off again.
The place was rife with sound, and ani-
mated and earnest conversation was heard
all about.

The occupants from a cluster of boats
talked across to each other. Others joined
them. The few grew into an army that
thickly studded the space, until little
room was left between.

They were discussing the bold and im-
passioned utterances they had heard in
the early morning, and the later speech
by the man who had unbound the woman
with the white locks and blood-stained
hands.

One girl’s voice was heard above all the
others, and soon every eye was on her.

She stood gracefully poised on the seat
of the boat, her back foot firmly set, indi-
cative of d. ination and d
force, while the front foot lightly rested a
little to the side, as if on the alert and
ready for any action. She was not a fully
developed woman, but a chrysalis on the
banks of the river Transformation, ready
to cross at the first signal. She resembled
the early pink blush on a spring peach ere
the sun’s rays have had time to change it
to the deep red of the later summer.

“I for one will never be bound,” she
said; and her voice was clear as the water
on which her little boat stood. “I will
never be bound. No one has the right to
bind me. Every soul in the world should

be free, and no one should hold jurisdic-
tion over another. If any one should try
to bind me, do you know what I would
do?” Her flashing eyes swept the throng.
“I would take this boat and turn it over,
and I would dive down to the bottom of
the water, and wind my arms around
something there, even though it were a
monster, and I'd cling to it as long as
there was any breath in my body; and then,
when I could hold on no longer, I would
not care if my body floated to the surface,
for then no one would want to bind me.
Oh, I should stifle, suffocate, die, if I
were bound. I must be free! free! free!”
She changed her weight to the forward
foot, and waved her bare arms exultingly
in the air.

From boat to boat there ran quick
glances of wonder and alarm and admira-
tion, but no word was spoken, until, as if
by one impulse, a shout arose from the
women: ‘“We, too, want to be free. We
demand that you cut these cords. You
had no authority ever to place them here.””
And a few male voices joined in, saying:
““It is only just they should be free. We
have overstepped the law.””

In one of the boats an old man arose
and demanded silence. Then he turned
to the girl, who still stood balanced on
the seat of the boat, and said, “Who is
with you?”

““No one,” she answered.

‘“How come you to be alone?”

“I will tell you.” She sat down on the
seat and eclasped her hands across her
knees, and her eyes wandered over the
water, and above to the blue sky, as she
began.

“A long, long time ago, a man sat here,
and a woman was with him, bound. But
one day he went off to the mountains to-
gather something, and he never came
back. Then the woman cried and cried,
for she had no way to help herself. Often
the boat ran ashore, and we had to sit and
wait for the water to carry us out again.
And sometimes the boat struck hard
against a rock or a piece of drift-wood,
and then the woman would cry in terror;
but I only laughed, for I did not know the
danger. As I grew older I discovered that
I could row, and I loved the work; I loved
to see the boat dart here or there as my
will and muscles dictated; so when the
woman told me that some day they would
take the oars away, I was angry, and rowed
all the harder and faster. I tried to break
the cords that bound her, but I could not,
for I had nothing but my teeth to work
with, and though the cords were silken
and soft on the outside, I found a hard
steel wire between, and it broke my
teeth; so I had to leave her bound. One
morning I found that she and the net had
disappeared, and there was no trace of
either, except a decayed spot in the wood
where she had lain so long. At first I
was terribly frightened to think that I
was all alone; but I was more alarmed at
the thought that perhaps some one would
capture me and bind me as she had been
bound. So every day I steered away out
to the edge of the water where I could be
alone; then at night, when it was dark, T
came in among the crowd. So have I
lived, and so am I going to live.”

Her eyes came in from their distant
travel, and rested steadily on the old man.

He looked about uneasily, and after a
little nervous cough, thus addressed the
girl:

“I am sorry, very sorry, for the state of
your mind and for the unfitting words
you have so boldly spoken. I am sorry,
too, that the women and the children have
heard you. Such deviation from long-
held sacred custom cannot but have a cor-
rupting influence. Know now that what
you call bondage is only protection; what

Extremely Nervous

Barely Able to Crawl Around—
Now Perfectly Cured and Doing
Her Own Housework.

« was extremely nervous, barely able
to crawl around, with no strength or am-
bition. I could not sleep, would have
very bad spells with my heart, and my
stomach was in a terrible condition. I
had dreadful neuralgia pains in my side,
and would be dizzy. In the midst of
it all I bad malarial fever. I was mis-
erable for months after; could not sit up
over half an hour without being all ex-
hausted. At last one of my neighbors
wanted me to try Hood’s Sarsaparilla. I
was persuaded to do so and in a little
while could eat and sleep better. This
encouraged me to continue. I have now
taken five bottles, and am perfectly cured.
Iam doing my housework alone.” MRS.
FRrED TURNER, Barre, Vt. Be sure to get
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Sold by all druggists. $1; six for $5.
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2. Because it is not

3.
Because it is made

acup.

alter Baker & Co.’s

1. Because it is absolutely pure.

which chemicals are used.
Because beans of the finest quality are used.

the exquisite natural flavor and odor of the beans.
Because it is the most economical, costing less than one cent

Be sure that you get the
BAKER & CO. Ltd., Dorchester,

FOR USING

made by C%he so-called Dutch Process in

by a method which preserves unimpaired

genuine article made by WALTER
Mass.” Established 1780.

more would you have than we are willing
to give?”

“I would have freedom.”

‘“You want to be like us?’’

‘“No. I want to be only myself, but
unbound.”

“Ah! you would quickly see your error.
You would cease to be a woman. Your
voice would grow harsh and your cheek
rough, and your limbs would lose their
roundness, and the wind would crack
your hair. Ina word, you would become
as a man.”

““What? Has the Creator made such a
bungle of nature that the light of His sun
will change one of a species into another,
and that the only way to keep them dis-
tinct is to hide one away in the dark-
ness? I cannot believe it! I cannot be-
lieve it.”

The girl stood in the bottom of the
boat, her arms folded across her breast.
The old man leaned against an oar. In all
the boats the children and the men were
eagerly straining their necks fora glimpse
of the speakers. Many of the women
were clamoring to be free, and trying to
tear the nets that enveloped them.

A young man with a few masterly
strokes of his oar brought his boat close
up to the girl’s and directly in front of
the old man, and, without asking permis-
sion to speak, he said: ‘‘Hear me, all ye
here on the water. I can no longer fol-
low this old man nor his old doctrine.
My conscience and my reason are against
both. There is no logic in either. He
says, unbind the women and they will
grow like men. That is proven a false-
hood. Look at this girl. She has always
been free. Is she like a man? Are her
arms sinewy and unfair like ours? No!
Look for yourselves. How beautifully
the wrists taper, and how graceful the
curves of the upper arm! See her hair.
Has the wind cracked it? Oh, no, it has
only made it glossy and wavy and silken.
Show me the one among you whose limbs
are half so lovely. Where is the round-
ness that can compare with the chiselling
of her fair form? Ah, freedom has not
made her a man, it has only added firm-
ness to the beauty that bondage would
never have allowed to develop.”

He turned to the men: ‘“How would
you like to be bound? Suppose that we
could change places for a while, how
would you like it? For shame! Cut the
cords. Let every man take out his knife
and cut the cords of the woman with him;
then will all be out of bondage. Then
will the kiss you receive be that of free-
dom and not of slavery.”

There was much argument now on every
side, but all over the water at little inter-
vals could be seen an unbound woman
arising.

The young man pulled his boat along-
side the girl's. The two boats touched.
He stood up and addressed her thus:

“I have something further to say, but it
concerns not the crowd, but you. Have I
your permission to speak?"’

“Speak,” she said; and her eyes fell
from his to the bottom of the boat.

‘‘You are beautiful; but it is not of that
I came to speak. Your voice is clear and
firm and sweet, and your eyes see far into
the distance. If ever terrible storms come,
the kind that toss and lash the boats to
Pieces, if you were by my side, your sweet
voice to counsel and your eyes to help
me, I know that my oars could vanquish
the waves, no matter how high nor how
hard they came. And through the valley
and up the mountain sides we would go
hand in hand, to gather the flowers and
the rare specimens of ore that are scat-
tered all around. Will you come?””

She lifted her eyes from the bottom of
the boat and held out her hand to him,
saying, “I will come.”

He took her in his arms and kissed her
there before all the crowd,

In the evening they were seen wander-
ing together hand in hand, and the moun-
tains and the valleys were peopled with
men and women and children gathering
flowers, and chasing butterflies.

Together the men and the women wove
wreaths and laughingly crowned the fair
brows of the children. And when they
went back to the boats, the nets and the

No vestige of bondage was left, but in-
stead triumphant, sweet smiles on the
faces of happy women, and an expression
of noble justice in the eyes of the men.

All that night the harmony of music
was heard. Free voices filled the air with
grand choruses, and high up in the
heavens an invisible choir sang a Te
Deum of praise.

Velasco, Tex.

———————

STATE CORRESPONDENCE.
NEW_YORK.

ALBANY, N. Y., APRIL 10, 1897,
Editors Woman's Journal :

Hon. Charles R. Skinner, State Superin-
tendent of Public Instruction of New
York State, in his annual report recently
submitted to the Legislature, pays a high
compliment to women engaged in educa-
tional work. Of the women school com-
missioners he says:

It is a pleasure to commend the pains-
taking and efficient work done by women
who have held and are still hoiding the
office. Although the duties must be irk-
some and often unpleasant, these faithful
women have not flinched, and have given
to their brother officers an excellent ex-
ample of faithful and intelligent service.
As a great majority of our teachers are
women, a woman’s sympathy among
them is felt and appreciated as a helpful
influence. There was no mistake made
when the law declared women eligible to
hold the office of school commissioner,
and it is to be regretted that women are
by constitutional provision debarred from
voting for candidates for that office.

Under the head of “The Interest of
Women in Schools,” Mr. Skinner gives
generous praise to women workers, as
follows:

WOMAN SUFFRAGE LEAFLETS.

The following Equal Rights Leaflets are
for sale at cost at this office.

Cheques and money orders sent for Leaf-
lets should be made payable to “Massachu-
setts Woman Suffrage Association.”

Price of Single Leaflets, 15 cents per hun-
dred of one kind, postpaid.

Price of Double Leaflets, 30 cents per hun-
dred of one kind, postpaid.

No Leaflets sold in numbers less than one
hundred, except that samples of forty dif-
ferent Leaflets are sent by mail for 10 cents.

Address oNLY Leaflet Department,

OMAN’S JOURNAL OFFICE,
0STON, Mass.

SINGLE LEAFLETS.
Eminent Opinions on Woman Suffrage.

oman Suffrage Catechism, by Lucy
Stone.

‘Why the W. C. T. U. Seeks the Ballot, by
Mary B. Willard.

The Ballot for the Home, by Frances E.
‘Willard.

Song Leaflet.

Woman Suffrage in Wyoming.

Wyoming Speaks for Herselt:

Objections to Woman Suffrage Answered,
by Henry B. Blackwell.

The Nonsense of It, by T. Wentworth
Higginson.

he Bible for Woman Suffrage, by Rev. J.

'W. Bashford.

Municipal Suffrage for Women, by Ednah

. Cheney.

Municipal Suffrage for Women, No. 2, by
Ednah D. Cheney.

How to Organize a Suffrage Association,
by Mary E. Holmes.

A Duty of Women, by Frances Power
Cobbe.

The Elective Franchise, by leading Suf-
fragists.

Henry Ward Beecher on Woman Suffrage.
Woman Suffrage Man’s Right, by Henry
‘Ward Beecher.
How to Win Woman Suffrage, by Henry
B. Blackwell.
Twelve Reasons Why Women Want to
Vote, by Alice Stone Blackwell.
Straight Lines or Oblique Lines ? by T. W.
Higginson.

oman Suffrage and Municipal Reform,
by Henry B. Blaste ol
Value of the Workingwoman to the State,
by Harriette A. Keyser.
Legislative Advice.
Colorado Speaks for Herself.
‘Why Women Should Have the Ballot, by
Katherine Conyngton.
DOUBLE LEAFLETS.
No Distinction of Sex in the Right to
Vote, by the Hon. John D. Long.

Mrs. Livermore on Equal Rights.
Plain Words on a Forbidden Subject, by
Eliza Sproat Turner.
ow Women Voted in Colorado, by Hon.
Jas. 8. Clarkson.
Freedom for Women, by Wendell Phillips.
Equal Rights for Women, by George Wil-
liam Curtis.
The Gains of Forty Years, by Lucy Stone.
Fair Play for Women, by George Wm.
Curtis.
Lucy Stone, by Alice Stone Blackwell.
Woman Suffrage, by Rev. James Freeman
Clarke.
Women and the State, by Geo. F. Hoar.
Women’s Cobperation Essential to Pure
Politics, by Geo, F. Hoar.

Dr. Gregg on Equal Rights.
Mrs. Wallace on Equal Suffrage.
Dr. Jacobi on Woman Suffrage.

I am glad to add my p testimony
to the excellent work that women are
now doing as State superintendents,
teachers, school cos issi b

of a Line of Study.
The Test of Woman Suffrage in Colorado,
by Mrs. Helen G. Ecob.

Signs of the Times, by William Lloyd
Garrison.

Hon. William Dudley Foulke on Equal
Rights.

Fhe Military Argument, by Alice Stone
Blackwell.

Jesus Christ the Emancipator of Women,
by Rev. C. C. Harrah.

Presidential Suffrage, by Hon. Edwin C.
Pierce.

A True Story, by Mrs. Carrie Lane Chap-
man.

A Solution of the Southern Question, by
Henry B. Blackell.

A Humble Advocate, by Will Allen
Dromgoole.

Will the Home Suffer? by Mabel E.
Adams.

MEDICAL REGISTER.

College of Physicians & Surgeons.

i women.
Rules of Assoc. Am.
17th year, Sept. 16, y

wition in part for clinical service (20,000

Med. calls in "o5.

Send for catalogue.
rst regular co-educational college in New

Med. Colleges.

Engl:

e

Hospital.

irst medical college established on the
principle of co-education.

AUGUSTUS P. CLARKE, A.I1., M. D.,

517 Shawmut Ave.,

Please mention this paper.

Tufts College Medical
School,

BOSTON, MASS.

FOR MEN AND WOMEN,

Is the only regular co-educational medical
college in New England whose Diplomas are rec-
ognized by the Mass. Med. Society.
Will commence its next regular course of lectures
in its new and thoroughly equipped building, corner
of Shawmut Ave. and Rutland St., on
Wednesday, Sept. 29, 1897.
For further i ion or address

st regular college to the Boston City

Dean,
Boston, Mass.

ARMENIAN POEMS.

Rendered into English Verse

e RN
ALICE STONE BLACKWELL.
Boston: Roberts Bros., 1896.

This volume contains sixty Armenian
poems, most of which have never before
been put into English. They represent a
variety of authors, ranging from the tenth
century to the nineteenth.

The work is admirably done.—Boston Post.

A valuable addition to our poet lore.—Piladzl-
phia Press.

The poems are of the
Henry Somerset.

I think your translation of the poems admirable.—
Dr. Cyrus Hamlin.

You have done a piece of good literary work.—
M. Julia Ward Houe,

Miss Blackwell seems to have brought to her work
Daily

greatest interest—Zady

rare intelligence and excellent taste.—Bastors
lournal.

I have read with much pleasure your translations
of the Armenian poems, especially my brothers—
Prince Guy de Laisignan.

T have read some of the poems carefully, compar-
ing them with the Armenian originals. . 1 he traus
Iation is very faithful.—Dr. M. S. Gabricl, editor of
Bpons,

We feel that much of the original spirit is left, and
we are grateful for this introduction to authors, some
of whom have evidently high poetic powers.—Sax
Francisco Chronicle.

Contains many choice bits of verse, and is ample
evidence that the spirit of poetry is the same the
world over, whether in sunny Italy, ,pastoral England
or persecuted Armenia.—New York Journal.

Miss Blackwell has succeeded in carrying over
much of the native fire into her translations, . » »
These verses give us a very high opinion of the liter-
ary capacity of the race which produced them.—Cor-
gregationalist.

. Miss Blackwell has caught, we believe, the Armen-

ian literary spirit. Whatever these poerms may have
n in the original, they are certainly gems in the

English dress in which she has clothed them.—Bos-

ton Darly Advertiser.

That a second

Chas. Paine Thayer, M. D., Sec’y,
74 Boylston St., Boston, Mass.

SARAH A. COLBY, M. D.

ESTHER W. TAYLOR, M. D.

OFFICE AND RESIDENCE:
226 Ferry Street., Malden, Ilass.

The Drs. give their attention to both GENERAL
and SPECIAL practice.

Specialty : DISEASES OF WOMEN

Office hours from 10 A. M. to 3 P. M.
Saturday and Sunday excepted.

Woman’s Medical College of Pennsylvania.
N. College Ave. and 21st St.,
PHILADELPHIA.

rior advai
to the clinics of the public Hospitals,

CLARA MARSHALL, M. D., DEAN, N. Col. Ave.
and 21st St., Phila.

of boards of education, and in many other
lines of educational work. To good ex-
ecutive ability they add an earnestness of
purpose and conscientious devotion to
duty which may well be emulated by their
brothers. It is my sincere desire to en-
courage the advancement of women to all
positions to which their inclinations and
ability may direct.
It must be very gratifying and helpful
to the thirty thousand women teachers in
New York State, to have a man so appre-
ciative, broad-minded and just, at the
head of her great educational system.
H.M. A,

—————

KANSAS.

MUNICIPAL ELECTIONS IN KANSAS.
Editors Woman's Journal :

The city elections in Kansas are just
over, and reports are in from dozens of
cities of every class. It should always
be kept in mind that the nearly 300 cities
in Kansas include what in other States
are often called villages, so that munici-
pal suffrage in Kansas gives partial suf-
frage to a larger number of women than is
generally supposed.

The first Monday in April, the day on
which elections in third-class cities occur,
was fair, and the papers reported ‘‘the
woman vote heavy.” The following
day, election day in first and second class
cities, dawned dark and rainy; the rain
fell faster and the mud grew deeper as
the day wenton. I feared that this down-
pour might cause the woman vote to make

had been made in the third-class cities
blessed with fair weather on election day.
But it didn’'t! The women went out in
cabs and hacks, or in rubbers and mackin-
toshes; they left their spring bonnets at | !
the rain. I said to a group of women
Wwaiting their turn to enter the booths: i
“Bless me! you women must be a strong-
minded lot to come out to vote in such
astorm! Haven't you heard that it isn’t
becoming? "’

A bright young woman spoke up with a
trace of indignation in her manner, and
said: “I have heard nobody say any-
thing about the unbecomingness of my
tramp down town this morning to take
my place behind the counter.”

Another ejaculated: “Stuff! Pity if
Wwe couldn’t come out once when the

Julia Ward Howe, Mary A. Livermore, Helen E.

trial to new subscribers, $1.50.

and Reading Rooms, $1.25.

question that I know."—Clara Barton.
or in the world.”—Englishwoman’s Review.

a poorer showing in the larger cities than tling for the rights of humanity.’—Mary A. L7
more.

far better, a

‘woman’s work, worthdand Vll:loryx. Ithnls
i i in this noble office and ministry. Its style is pure
osihblgiad thelgmbiolias, and doflad! and its spirit exalted.” — Fyances £ Willard,

tence, and has built up for itself a solid and un-
blemished reputation.”—/uliac Ward Howe.

A Cash Commission Paid to Agents om New

or individual, getting up a club of 25 new
subscribers to the WoMAN’S JOURNAL at $1.50
each, the WomMAN’S JOURNAL will pay a cash

The Woman's Journal.

Founded by Lucy Stone.

A Weekly Newspaper, published every Satar-
day in BosToN, devoted to the interests of woman
—to her educational, industrial, legal and political
equality, and especially to her right of suffrage.

EDITORS :

HENRY B. BLACKWELL,
ALICE STONE BLACKWELL.
ASSISTANT EDITORS:
FLORENCE M. ADKINSON

CATHARINE WILDE.

OCCASIONAL CONTRIBUTORS:

Villard, Alice Wellington Rollins, Mary Put-
nam Jacobi, M. D., Frances E. Willard, Laura
M. Johns, Lillie Devereux Blake, Elizabeth
Stuart Phelps Ward, Harriet Prescott Spofford,
Dr. Emily Blackwell, Dr. Lelia G. Bedell, Dr.
Alida C. Avery, Adelaide A. Claflin, Candace
Wheeler, Baroness Alexandra Gripenberg,
Prof. Ellen Hayes.

Sample copies FREE. One year on
Reg-
ular price per year, $2.50. To Libraries
Address

WOMAN’S JOURNAL, Boston, Mass.

““The best source of information upon the woman
‘“The best woman’s paper in the United States

“‘Itis an armory of weapons to all who are bat-
ver-

““Itis an exceedingly bright paper, and what is
just one. " 1 could not o without

““Josiah' Allen's Wife (Marietta Holly).
*THE WOMAN'S JOURNAL has long been my out-
ook upon the great and widening world of
10 peer

women’s papers now in exis-

JOURNAL, 3 Park Street, Boston.

Dr. Sophia C. Jones,

No. 2 COMMONWEALTH AVE.

OFFICE HOURS:
MONDAY, WEDNESDAY and FRIDAY
From 10 A. M. to 4 P. M.
TUESDAY, THURSDAY and SATURDAY
at Residence,
298 ASHMONT ST., ASHMONT.

Limited number of patients received
into the family.

THE LAW OF

Married Women
in Massachusetts

By GEORGE A. 0. ERNST of the Suffolk Bar.
Second Edition (JUST READY), 12mo. Cloth,
$2.00 net.

Though called a second edition, this is practically
a new book, nearlyevery line haying been 1e-written
and much that is new introduced.
CONTENTS—I1. Introduction. 2. Agree-
ments to Marry and other Ante-Nuptial
Agreements; Breach of Promise of
Marriage. 3. Marriage. 4. The Right
of a Married Woman to Her Person.
5. The Right of a Married Woman to
Her Children. 6. The Right of a Mar-
ried Woman to Support From Her Hus-
band. 7. The Right of a Married Wom-
an Under the Pauper Laws of Settle-
ment. 8. The Right of a Married Wom-
an to Property and to do Business with
Her Husband and others. 9. Separa-
tion by Divorce. 10. Separation by
Agreement. 11. Separation by Death
and its Effect upon Property. 12. Rights
of Burial.

For Sale at the Office of the WoMAN's

Subscribers.

TWENTY DOLLAR PREMIUM.

Manuscript STANDS a good
Your
stamps. CRESCENT LITERARY CO.,

chance with us. Enclose two

Jackson, [lich. !

To any Suffrage Association, W. C. T. U.,

different kinds, postpaid, for 10 cts. Addres:
C. WILDE

WOMAN SUFFRAGE TRACTS.

A full set of Woman Suffrage Tracts, forty

cords had disappeared.

(Continued on Eighth Page)

premium of Twenty Dollars.

» WOMAN’S JOURNAL Office,

estin;

of a literary society in Washin
onthat
of

c
many learned and famous folk there,
Society has in its
men and women.
realm to almost

spirit of the originals, has bee
ful in giving in English forms t
ing series of noteworthy poemis from the literary
stores of a long-suffering people.—Eugialo Commer-
cial.

A most interesting p
nius. . . It is a real service to let Americans and

lon. James Bryce.
‘The poems
tend through
man’s_life—love, hate,
Miss Blackwell’s work has been well done, and she
has brought to it rare intelligence, taste and Ppoetic
ability.—Boston Times. .

A collection of poems revealing unexpected beau:
ties. . . . Itisapparent that the translator has not
sacrificed the spirit. The lines are full of rich similes,

are pleasantly melodious, and altogether the
translator’s venture into an almost unknown litera-

has been a most successful one.—Chicago Post.
The great sympathy everywhere aroused for the
Armenians will heighten the interest in their poetic
literature, and their poetry is, of itself, worth atten-
fon. Almost every note is touched ; foti:
love, religion. The volume offers a poetic study of
very curious interest.—Lilian Whating, in Chicago
Inter-Ocean.

“These poems reveal as bya search-light the deegest
?ualities of the Armenian character. 1hey show
orth an ingrained heroism and an ardent aspiration
worthy of the martyr people of this so-called Chris-
tian century. No generous man or woman can read
them without instinctively desiring to send help to a
people capable of :howms 50 lofty and sentiment so
tender.~ Frances E. Willard.

A volume of Armenian poems is now issued, and
it gives a new idea of the romantic nature of the
Christian victims of Turkish rapacity and bigotry.
The poems show an unusual love of nature, and are
full o? tender and delicate sentiments. 7T

are not, s increasing evidence shows, a half savage,
ignorant, immoral race, but a fine-tempered and fn.
telligent body of men and women—A.: V. Commer
cial Advertiser.
“*Beautiful1” is the exclamation of a pleased read-
er, laying aside this collection of poems. They
breathe a Eemle fragrance. The soul is broader be-
cause of their perusal. They speak with a strange
ascination. New inspiration is gathered from these
simple yet \vonderrully\ profound gems of poetic liter-
ature. .. . The work has been well done, and we are
delighted toflace this treasure in our library.—Ba/ti-
more Method:st.

There are sixty poems in the volume, by some six-
teen different authors, but they all breathe a common
spirit of devotion to'their native land, an ean
Cphnstian faith, and intense pride in their ancient race,
Miss Blackwell seems to have admirably preserved
the spirit of the original in her translation, and she
has produced atimely and most interesting collection
of poems, which are_evidently of yery considerable
merit in their original form.—Caméridge Tribune.

These poems are truly Oriental in the fire of their
passion and the splendor of their lmagerla -5 e
can_better understand the Song of Solomon’ after
reading such verses as these. A tinge of Sadness
colors many of these exquisite goems, for they have
been written in a land desolated by fire and aword,
But, beyond all else, they breatha a spirit of the

urestand most exalted patriotism, and are all aglow
with love of truth and liberty.—Christian Work.

General A, W. Greely writes from Washington,
D. C.: “I spoke on this subject (the Armenian
estion) before the Parish Union I Souls’
hurch la

tions of the beau
Song,’ ‘Mother Araxes,’ etc., whi
praiséd. An Armenian was m
ing for copies of these songs, wi
country back vividly to his mind an
The poems expressing the hopes, fears, sorrows,
aspirations and ideals of this people have a double
interest ; that of literature and that of life, . . - The
melancholy earnestness and true poetic feeling found
in such verse will commend it to a wide and sympa
fhetic crcle of seaders, who may learn from this lite
rary source, as from nowhere clse, i e

of
b raits an of the Armenian
folk. And the qualities that come out in the poems
are such as to quicken one’s admiration and increase
one’s sympathy.—Hartford Courant.

e poems are interesting as revealing, to a hither-
to un_e%:lalled extent, the poetic genius and character
of this betrayed and Suffering people, i
less surprise many to find that Armenia has both a
classic literature and a rich fund of nineteenth-cen-

; that her poets have written with a vigor
of thought, a delicacy of imagination, and & ditect
simplicity of expression, such as characterizes the

3 oetry of any country; that the verses are inter-
g in themselves, for the same reasons that the
Bosnian and Servian poetry is interesting.—Chris-

tian Register.

Miss Alice Fletcher writes concerning the meeti
Dt ¥ read

occasion several of your beautiful translations
nian poems, and was delighted with the i

membership some of our
. ~Armenian poetry was a new
all, and stirred an interest in the
(Armenian) people’in a new manner, along new
lines.””

PRICE, $1.25, Postpaid.
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Woman’s Journal Office, Boston.




