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the publishers the privilege to use the tract in
full in my article. They very kindly granted
me this privilege. I am therefore concluding
this appeal by giving you the complete text
of Mrs. Benson’s tract. As stated before, . T
wish this subject might be taken up and agi-
tated among our holiness people until a real
reform might be wrought. Let us begin with
the little tots before they are of school age,
and never permit one of our little girls to play
with other children nor begin her schoo!
career without the protection of proper dress.

The Purity of Little Girls

Annie Miller was helping Mrs. Burnett with
the children’s spring and summer clothes. She
had sewed with her two weeks in the fall,
and had been so industrious and so clever
with her needle that Mrs. Burnett had engaged
her long ahead of time for the spring sewing.
A friend had told her of the young seamstress,
and something of her life. Annie was an jn-
mate of the Crittenton Home ; and though her
baby was three years old now, she still stay-
ed on, being a great help to the matron in the
sewing room of the institution. And because
she was a quiet, well behaved girl, she was
allowed to work out for a week or two now
and then to make a little extra money for
herself and child. '

Mrs. Burnett had grown very fond of Annie;
the girl, she could see, was refined, well edu-
cated and had been reared in a decent home.
And Annie appreciated Mrs. Burnett’s kind,
friendly attitude, and did the very best work
she could for her. One day as they sat in the
sewing room, putting the finishing touches
on the little girls’ gingham and linen dresses,
Mrs. Burnett glanced out of the window at a
car which had stopped at her next-door neigh-
bor’s gate. “Look, Annie, there is Nina Wil-
son,” she said. “Isn’t she the loveliest thing ?”
A slim, graceful girl was coming up the walk,
and both women watched her with interest
until she disappeared in the house.

“Nina makes me think of a dainty rosebud,
unfolding before my very eyes,”  said Mrs.
Burnett.

“Does she live in the next house? I don’t
remember to have seen her before.” said
Annie.

“No, this is her uncle’s home. Ning 1s the
daughter of Judge Wilson who lives over on
Avenue B. She is an only child, and her par-

- eénts value her as if she were made of gold,”

said Mrs. Burnett with a smile.

“A pure and lovely girl is worth more than
her weight in any earthly treasure,” said
Annie quietly.

“That is what Mrs. Wilson thinks; and she
is the loveliest mother, my ideal of what the
mother of a sweet young girl ought to be.
She is interested in everything which touches
Nina’s life, and yet is scrupulously careful as
to what those things shall be. She doesn’t for-
get that the girl is young and sees to it that
she has a proper amount of pleasure with
those of her own age. But not one bit of loose
or careless behaviour is allowed. There are
no auto rides at night, and no gatherings of
any kind without the presence of some grown
person.”

“How old is she?” asked Annie.

“She is sixteen, a girl’s loveliest age, when
she is unfolding so beautifully into woman-
hood. And yet it is perhaps the most critical
period of her life, too, when, more than any
other time, she needs the tender, watchful
care of a wise mother. Oh, Mrs. Wilson has
been such a lesson to me in this respect. When

my. own little daughters have reached Nina’s
age, I intend they shall be guarded in just
the same way,” said Mrs. Burnett.

There was a little pause; then Annie looked
at Mrs. Burnett and said, “Why wait until
they are budding into lovely .young girlhood
to bestow all that watchful care upon them,
Mrs. Burnett? Why not give it to them now ?”

“Why, they are nothing but children,” ex-
claimed Mrs. Burnett in surprise. “They do
not need it now; that is, not in just the same
way.”

“I know that is how most mothers look at
it, but T also know that it is a Very grave mis-
take,” said Annie sadly. “We have a habit of
looking at childhood as a time of carefree,
happy innocence and forget that the devil is
just as busy putting temptations into the
paths of children as of grown people.”

“Oh, T know children are tempted to tell
stories and deceive their parents, and even to
take things which do not belong to them:
but surely, Annie, you can’t think that the
question of her virtue touches 2 little girl’s
life as it does an older one,” said Mrs. Burnett.

“Perhaps not; yet I do mean that the ques-
tion of a little girl’s purity is often at stake,”
said. Annie. “I believe that many a girl who
falls when she is sixteen or eighteen or twen-
ty, in spite of the tender, watchful care of
her mother, would have been saved that ter-
rible step if her mother had given her the
Same protecting care when she was siX, or
eight, or ten years of age.”

Mrs. Burnett looked at the young woman'
in silence, too much surprised to speak.

“Listen, Mrs. Burnett,” said Annie, “you
know that I have a little fatherless child at
the Home. But you don’t know any of the
particulars of my story. Painful as it is, I am
going to tell you that story, hoping that it
will put you on your guard about your own
little girls. My mother was a good woman;
but she did not see that from the time a gir!
begins to play with other children, every year
of her life is a critical one. No; like you, she
thought that the very innocence of childhood
would see me safely through those early
years; and then, with the dawning of young
womanhood she became tenderly solicitous
and on her guard. But it was too late. I had
started wrong when I was eight years old.”

“How terrible!” cried the other woman.

“It is not necessary to conclude that I was
an unusually depraved child. I wasn’t. But I
did have the intense curiosity about life’s
mysteries that other children have; and since
I was allowed to play freely and for long
hours at a time with little neighbor boys and
girls, in the orchard, the woods lot and the
large barn on my father’s place, we children
had ample opportunity to say and do a great
many things our parents never dreamed of.
And yet,” said the girl, with a bitter smile,
“I have heard the mothers in our neighbor-
hood congratulate themselves that we child-
ren had such a safe place to play as father’s
big old barn, with its many stalls and loft
full of sweet clean hay.”

Here Mrs. Burnett made a sudden motion
as if to rise from her chair; and her eyes
glanced uneasily out of the back window
toward the garage, a favorite play place for

the children and their friends. But she sank

back again as Annie continued her story.
“Of course, we knew we were being very
bad children; but the devil whispered that it
didn’t make much difference what children
did when they were so young, that we would
not even think of such naughty things when

we were older, but would be sweet and pretty
and good like the grown young ladies we
knew. This went on, now and then, for several
years. By the time I was twelve years old I
began to realize it wasn’t so easy to be a
Sweet, pure young girl as I had thought. I
truly wanted to be, but the memory of those
ugly things back there beat me down. I felt
that T could never be like girls whose child-
hood had no black Spots, because they had
been better cared for. ‘What’s the use of try-
ing to be sweet and pure now ?’ T asked my-
self, ‘I am different, and nothing can alter
the fact. I grew reckless, and you know the
rest of the story.”

The girl was weeping by this time: and as
she wiped the tears from her eyes, she cried
out, “Oh, that mothers would realize how
priceless is the modesty and purity of little
girlhood! If they did, they wouldn’t be so
careless of it, or take so much for granted.
They seem to think that the child’s chastity
is a question of the future. But it isn’t true;
it is a question of now. And because parents
do not see this, children are left together in
the most unguarded way, and sin js much
more common among them than you have any
idea of. I want to say another thing, Mrs.
Burnett, which may cost me your friendship,
and that is that the dresses you have made
for Dorothy and May are not modest. Oh, I
know that they are in the style; but I believe
with all my heart that the devil gets up the
styles for little girls these days. I am not so
surprised that worldly people should e gov-
erned by such fashions; but the thing I can’t
understand is that you Christian mothers will
fall right into line, and send your little daugh-
ters out half naked because it is the style.
There is May, twelve years old, and large for
her age. It is Very natural that she should
still be just a child in your eyes, but she does
not look that way to other people. She is de-
veloping rapidly and may at any time pass
from childhood into young womanhood. Yet
between her socks and the short dresses we
have just finished for her there is 1 stretch
of big bare legs, reaching half way to her
waist, Dorothy’s are even worse. Neither of
them have sleeves in their little frocks and the
necks are cut very low. Of course, Dorothy
is only six years old; but, Mrs. Burnett, how
can you expect  her to 8row into a modest
young girl when all her life she has been used
to exposing the Jarger part of her body to
the gaze of the public? People have lots to
say these days about the immodest dress of
women and young girls: but I think the most
indecently clad Creature among us is the
average little American girl, whether she is
six or twelve,” cried Annie, her eyes bright
with intense jeeling. [“I hive heard but one
minister speak on this subject; the others are
busy crying out against the insufficient dress
of older girls and women. But this man sajd
the trouble with the grown ones began back
in childhood ; that he didn’t see how it was
possible to produce gz generation of modest
young women from a crowd of half-clad Iittle
girls; and that when a mother thoughtlessly
followed the styles of today in dressing her
little daughter, she was making her exposed
little body a target for the white slaver by
the time she was six years old.”

A silence fell btween the two women. Mrs.
Burnett was grave and thoughtful, and the
excitement had died out of Annie’s face. At
last she said quietly: “The time wil] come, [
Suppose, when my little girl will learn from
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