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was sltting In my cozy parlor, one
evenlng last month, when the door
opened and young Mrs. Hapless
came in. We call her “young Mrs, Hap-

less' because bher husband’s mother
lives In the village also, If I had not
been accustomed to her appearance |
should have supposed some dreadful
thing was the matter, She bad on an
old callco wrapper which never was
pretty, but by frequent washing bad
become faded and streaked; half the
buttons were gone, the sleeves and
wialst In rags aod the skirt torn, Her
halr was “done up” In a hairpin serew]
she wore no collar, and over her head
she lhad pinned a faded plaid shawl
whieh 1 had seen more than once doing
duty as an apron while she washed
dishies.

She nodded to me withont n smile
and, sinking down on a chalr, lovk
dismally round wy pretty room, 1w
used to her ways, so only said “Goou-
evening.”

After o few moments she begnn In a
fretful volee to speak.

“Oh, Mrs. Sununy, how comfortable
vou do look! You never have auy trou-
bleg, do you?"

A shiver ran through me as I thought
what my troubles had been, but I
knew the little woman had come to
enealk of herself, 50 1 just sald, gqulctly:

“Doesn't every one? Don't yout”

“1? Oh, I am full of trouble! But
where |s your husband this evening?
He {s elways at home."

“Oh, no, not always,” 1 answeral.
““This evenlng he has gone to a political
meeting, and there are other evenings
when he goes to two dilferent lodges he
Lelongs to."

“But surely, Mrs, Sunny, you don't
Hke him to go to lodges? Why, 1 think
they are horrld! Nobody knows what
they do.”

I laughed, she looked so tragle.

“Well," I sald, *“I don't want to
know, for 1 suppose I should not under-
stand. T urged him to go to this polltl

cal meetlng because he wanted to,”

“Urged him to go! Well, 1 eall that
gqueer! Why, I coaxed John"—John (g
her husband—"to stay with me, and we
tad a quarrel, 1 think a man ought to
find pleasure In his home sometimes,
but John goes ont every evening; he
goes to his mother's often.”

“You never accompany him¥”" 1
asked.

“Oh, dear, no, I'm too tiredd. Why, 1
haven't been to see Mother Hapless for
# whole month., She's dreadfully smart
and has everything just so; it's jusi
spolled John. He seems to think every
one ought to be ke his mother; he
doesn't say much, but he just looks
around so, and then goes clearing off a
<halr to slt down. He hardly says any-
thing but to ask If supper 1s ready, and
then, soon as It Is over, he puts on hls
hat and I never see him tills bedtime,
and not then often, for I go to bed
‘cause I'm lonesome."”

I could not but pity the forlorn little
wife, left alone all the day and even-
ing; but I knew that she made no home
for her husband, while at his mother's
hie found everything bright, the hounse
onderly, and the still pretty mother
prettily dressed amd only too glad to
have her boy with her. I had often
pitled his wife, even while I blamed
her. However, now that she herself
had broached the subject, 1 felt that I
might offer some advice and assistance,
80 1 said:

“Would you like me to help you to
keep your husband at home?"

She opened her big brown eyes as she
answered:

“Of course, I would. 1 often wonder
why Mr, Sunny seems to really enjoy
his home so much.”

I proposed going over to her house,
and with a blush she consented, saying
wearlly:

“It doesn't look like yours."

No, it did not, I acknowledged to my-
self as we entered the sitting room,
pagsing through the dining room on our
way, where the supper dishes were
spread on the table, just as she had
dumped—I can think of no more fitting
term—them after they were washed,
There was no table in the middle of
the sittlng room, but on a small one In
a corner an oil lamp burned with a
one-sided flame, which partly smoked
the ehilmney. Every chair in the room
had something on It, for Mrs. Hapless
sald she had been looking over her
“dresses and things."” There was a lit-
ter of scraps, spools, pincushions and
other paraphernalla for sewing on the
table, two fashion magazlnes, and a
paper pattern unfolded; the fire was
low and the room chilly. 1 suppose
the contrast to my own made It appear
more uninviting to me, and I could not
but wonder where John could have
BAT,

I cieared part of an old dress off a
chalr and sat down by the almost cold
gtove; then I asked the poor little shift-
less woman If I might tell her a story.
8he looked as If she thought we crazy,
and sald, hesltatingly:

“Yes."

“it Is the story of my own life,"” I be-

{ easy enough,
' keep no servant; a woman came every

gan. “l1 was the daughter of & man
who never could stay in one place, so
we were always moving; if it was not
from one town to another it was from
one house to another; therefore I grew
up with no sense of renl homelike feel-
ing. [ marrled very young, and was
charmed to find that my husband not
only took me to a snug home, but also
thut he owned the house and expected
to llve In it, as he sald, always.

“At first we were very happy; the
novelty of having a home of my own
gave to housekeeping a charm, [ had a
neat tea rable, flowers, plenty of light,
musle and everything as In our court-
Ing days, and Henry seemed as pleased
to be with me as he had been before
we were married,

*“As long as summer lasted all was
We had agreed that we'd

day and did the rough work and I did
not mind the rest. But when winter
came L gradually left off using my best
things on the table: it wns too much
trouble, and as my hands chapped easli-
ly I left the dishes for the woman to
wash, and that menant to break; so 1
bought common white ware. 1 saw
Henry make a wry face, but I took no
notice,

*1 had kept the sitting room bright

with flowarae my :‘i-ngn open and books
scattered about, for Henry often read
aloud; but the cold was Intense, and 1
had generally spent my winters South,
80 1 felt too miserable to care for any
of these things, Often I did not change
my dress, and after supper would wrap
myself In a shawl and go to sleep on
the sofa; then Henry would go out—at
first 1 did not notice how often—but
when I did I upbralded bhim for leaving
me alone, and took to asking every time
he came or went where he had been or
where he was golng. As he was out so
often I did not light the big lamp, so
there was no brightness,

*I had never cared in the first days
of my married life to ask any friends
to call in the evening, but in my lone
liness and annoyance [ lnvited several
young people, When my husband
found that out he also stayed In and
seemed to enjoy the company. Then
the demon of jealousy entered my soul
Every time Henry spoke to a girl, sang
with her, or played a gnme, 1 sulked for
hours, or, perhaps, days. No man will
endure that, and every good girl re-
sents such a suspiclon from his wife;
80 soon I was agaln left to my long,
lonely evenings,

“My husband was never unkind, but
he seemed quite Indifferent to me. Just
then the bric-a-brac craze began, and
for want of better ampsement I col-
lected a lot of useless stuff, made crazy
patchwork cushions and chalr backs,
hiad little gllded tables scattered round,
and all the other fads of the day. When
Henry trled to move about he was al-
ways knocking down something, and
I flew to the rescue with a cross or
peevish word to him. He never an-
swered, but he kept more and more
away from home, :

“I was out of health and out of spir-
its; but he seemed not to notice, and 1
thought he did not care to know. No
one can tell what my dlsmay was when
one day he came home and began hast-
lly packing a trunk, telllng me that
hls business would take him away for
two months, and I bad better get some
friend to stay with me durlng his ab-
gence,

“1 did so, and a very kind and judi-
clous friend she proved to be. She
soon found out the state of affalrs, and
also that I loved my husband passion-
ately, while he seemed to be slipping
away and forgetting me, He wrote
once a week, a cold, short, duty letter,
and I did not write at all; I could not.
1 felt as if my heart were breaking,

“After elght weeks had dragged thelr
weary length along Henry wrote that
be would be at home on such a day.
The day came, and I was In a nervous
fever of antleipation when, without
any warning, a nelghbor rushed into
the house to tell us there had been a
fearful rallroad accldent, and many
were killed. It was the traln on which
we expected Henry!

“In my wealk, over-wrought state the
shock was too great, and before many
hours had passed I was lylng almost
at my last breath, and the little baby
from whose advent I had hoped so
much was dead. For two days 1 knew
nothing, then I opened my eyes to see
my husband by my side, love and anxi-
ety In the dear face and eyes, I was
too weak to think, to remember the
accldent, to know or to feel anything
but the joy of his presence, and 1 fell
asleep with my hand held In his,

“I was young, and the happiness of
seelng how much Henry loved me was
my best tonlc, We began new life with
my good friend for an adviser, She
spoke kindly and openly to each of us,
nnd the result was that we tried to pht
ourselves in each other's place, I once
more made home attractive, and know-
Ing that after a day of bard work a
man needs relaxation and amusement,
I tried to make him find It In his own
house, The friends who had been driy-

en away by my jealousy were kind
ewvugh to forgive and forget. At this
duy I doubt if there is 4 happler home
anywhere than ours. Henry goes to
his lodges, secure that 1 trust him, and
therefore he has no temptation to re-
main over hours for fear of an unpleas-
ant scene on his return.”

Mrs. Hapless listened Intently to me,
and when I had finished she sat down
on the floor at my feet, rested her tired
head on my lap, and cried. 1 patted
the untidy bhalr and let her have her
cry out. She made no promises, but
as | was coming away she squeezed my
hand and thanked me.

Since then 1 have often run over there
in the afternoon and helped her *‘tidy
up. This evening I have just come
from her house, and this Is what [ saw:
A large lamp with a plok shade burn-
Ing on the center table. Books, maga-
zines, the evening paper ready to be
taken up. On the small side table were
cards and games. Near the low rocker
placed for Mrs, Hapless gtood a neat
sewing basket stand. On the opposite
slde of the table a comfortable arm
chalr was drawn up for “Joln,” while
his slippers were warming near the
well-heated stove. Two or three pots
containing fowering plants stood on
the slde window sill. In the dining
room was set a pretty, orderly table,
with nlce china and bright silver, lamps
with ground glass shades throwing a
subdued light over all, From the
kitchen came an appetizing odor, The
hall was Dbrilliantly lighted, and the
little wife, as she accompanied me to
the door, looked sweet and womanly
in her neat dress. The rippling hair and
gpft curls on her foreliead sechied (o
catch a dancing light; her eyes were
bright and happy as she shyly kissed
me and whispered In my ear:

“John has been at home every even-
ing this week,"—Hearthstone,

Comfort and Healthfulness of Their
Woven Straw Sandals.

“I may seem to be quarreling with
my bread and butter,” sald an uptown
chiropodist to one of his best custom-
ers the other day, “but in my huwmble
and somewhat professional opinion the
most sensible of all men in the matter
of footwenr I8 the Chinmuan. Did yon
ever notlee his feet? 1 don’t belleve
there Is such a thing as a corn or bun-
lon in all China. Chiropodists would
starve to death there so far as the re-
quirements of the masculine foot are
concerned. Whatever the deformities
inflicted on the feet of women ln Ching
may be, the men certainly enjoy sound
and comfortable understandings. Look
at the Chinese lnundrymen here In
Washington; they stand at thelr work
elghteen hours a day. No class of
workingmen I know of spend so many
hours on thelr feet as they do. Yet they
never break down there, and physieally
they are a wonderfully healthy race,

“Simple living and freedom from the
nervous pursuitsof our civilization wny
have something to do with it, but 1 at-
tribute their exemption from foot wenk-
ness and disease to the kind of house
shoe so universally worn by them. |1
have a palr that 1 have worn for sev-
eral years, and I wouldu't wear any-
thing else for genulne Indoor comfort
They are woven of straw and seaweed
and soled with horsehlde, There Is a
thick sole of straw above the leather,
and through this the air can eclrculate
freely, keeping the muscles of the un-
der part of the foot always cool. The
laundrymen, you notice, are usually
barefoot, which ig an added advantage
in the matter of healthfulness, There
is about as little material In the uppers
as is consistent with the ldea of a shoe,
and this 1s just enough to keep the thing
on the foot, This upper, too, is woven
loosely of seaweed, so that the air can
have access to the foot, Nowhere does
this shoe pinch or In the least degree
press the foof.

“These are the indoor shoes of the
Chinaman, On the street here In the
Unlted States nowadays he wears very
commonly the leather shoes or boots
of American manufacture, That Is one
of the ways In which he Is becoming
Americanized. But the outdoor cloth
shoe of China is a great deal worn also.
That, lke the Indoor shoe, I8 very
thick and soft In the sole, and the foot
{8 never ploched or stralned by it. The
healthlest footgear ever known prob-
ably was the sindal of the Greeks. It
had no upper, and, as you will see In
statuary, the feet of men and women
waere Ideally perfect, All the sandal
afforded was a protection from the
ground. ‘“To him who wears sandals,’
say the Arabs, ‘It 18 as If the world
were shod with leather The China-
men geems to follow out this motto, and
his shoes are merely soles and noth-
Ing more. But the great secret of the
excellence of his Indoor shoe Is the half-
inch straw hole.”"—Washington Btar,

1n the Blood.

Mra, Gossipell—"So young Mr, Bene-
diet has taken a wife. Dear me! and
only 24! What could have Induced him
to take such a course?"

Mra, Gosslper—"My dear, I fancy it
runs In the blood. I hear that his father
and mother before him were married.”
—Judge.

We have heard of several, but never
knew a man who could enjoy a joke on
himself.

In: wvery family, when kin come they
are referred to as "Mother's guesta™

MRS, JOSEPHINE RUFFIN.

Against Whom the “Color Line'" Was
Drawn at Milwankee,

At the conventlon of the National
Federatlon of Women's Clubs at Mil-
waukee the “color line” was drawn and
now the guestion of the eligibility of
colored women to white women's clubs
is being discussed throughout the land.
The “color line” question was precipl-
tated In this way:

Sonie months ago the secretary of the
pational federation sent to the New
Era Club, of Boston, an Invitation to be
presentedd  at the Milwaukee conven-
tion, The president and founder of this
club is a colored womnn, Mrs, Josephine
Bt. ', Ruffin, and believing that the in-
vitation was extended in good faith
she went to Milwankee to attend the
convention, The oflicers of the federa-
tion had not known that the New Era
Club was one for colored women and
when Mrs, Rutlin appeared at the con-
vention there was opposition to her and
her club from the Southern delegates
and from Southern women living in the
North.

The “bosses™ of the convention sought
to shelve the annoying question by re-
trning the fees of the New Era Club
on the plea thar the Board of Dirvectors
had not approved of the action of the
President in having accepted them. By
this act the atfiliation of the New Era
Culbh with the federation was denied
and Mrs. Ruffin found herself without
the right of representation. She Is de-
termined, however, to have a more for-
mal decigion in the matter and has
taken legal advice. The question wil)

MItS, JOSEPHINE BT. P. RUFFIN,

come up ngaln at the next blennial con-
vention and the Massachusetts State
Federation, with which the New Era
Club Is athliated, will support Mrs,
Rutlin, as will ,doubtless, other North-
ern clubs. This may lead to a breaking
up of the federation.

Mrs, Ruthin, who is thus the leading
figure In this interesting situation, Is a
woman of good education and of great
abllity. She ls alimnost white in color
nnd few wounld suspect her of having
the blood of the black race in her veins.
She Is a native of Boston, Before she
was 16 she was married to George 1.,
Ruftlin, who was one of the handsomest
and ablest colored men In Boston, e
was a graduate of the Harvard Law
Behool, served several terms ln the City
Counell, two terms in the Legislature,
and when Gen. Benjamin F. Butler was
Governor he appointed Mr, Ruffin to a
Judgeship in Charlestown, Boston, giv-
ing him the distinction of belng the
tirst colored man to occupy a position
on the bench north of Mason and Dix-
on's line, Judge Ruffin's prominence
early gave Mrs. Ruffin an opportunity
to see much of life, and before she was
80 she was identified with many move-
ments concerning her sex and race.

Bazaclty of the Bage,

“Ilello, ; found that honest man
yet? nsked Alexander, guizzleally,

Bet your cothurns,” replied Diog-
enes, grufly.

“Well, 1 suppose you've sold wyour
lantern, then,” commented Alexander,
“Say, why don't you whitewash your
tub with the proceeds?”

“Not by an amphora full, T havent,”
retorted Dlogenes, emphatically, and
Ignoring the hyglenic suggestion. “But
1 have contracted for a dozen more and
hired a day and a night watchman.”

“Why, what for?” erled Alexander,

“Because I'm not going to have him
play any ‘trusted employe’ tricks on
me, 8andy," explained Diogenes, sage-
Iy shaking his bhead.—Philadelphia In-
qulrey,

Looking for Rest.

“Charley, dear,” sald young Mras.
Torkins, I want to go to the ruces
agaln.'

“What for?"

“It will be a rest after you and father
have been tulking finance, as you do by
the hour. I want to hear about ‘8 to 5
and ‘D to 3' and ‘10 to 1’ and all the rest
of them; anything In fact except ‘16 to
1." I'm so tired, Charley, dear, of hear-
ing the same numbers over and over
agaln."—Washington Star,

A Parisian Notoriety.
Isabelle, the fower girl of the Jockey
Club, a Parisian notoriety of the second
emplre, dled recently In a Parls hos-
pital in great destitution,

A #elf-closing door spring adds to the
anger of the angry man who wants to
slam the door.

Pretension 1sn't natural; nature never
pretends,

WILL HONOR HEROIC DEAD.

Confederates Will Erect a Memorial
at Richmond, Va.

The recent convention of Confederate
veterans held at Louisville voted to ac-
cept with thanks the offer of $100,000
made by Oharles Broadway Rouse of
New York, formerly a soldier of the
Confederacy from Virginia, for the pur-
pose of erecting a memorial to the Con-
federate dead at Richmond, Va. The
Memorial Committee reported that it
had secured pledges of $124.437.55 in
addition, and that the prospect of rais-
ing an amount sufficient to make the
total, Including Mr, Rouse's donation,
$300,000 was excellent. Upon these rep-
resentations Mr. Rouse has authorized
the Confederate Veterans' Assoclaiion
to draw upon him for the amount
pledged by him at any time it may be
thought advisable to begin the work.
The Confederate Memorial Assoclation,
which has the enterprise in hand, hes
elected Judge George L. Christlan of
Richmond, Va,, as its treasurer, and
the memorial is to be built In Rich-
mond, the heart-clty of the Confed-
eracy and the place where, for four
years, the polleles and 'illtum were
evolved in consequence of which the
South was enabled to make so memor-
able a struggle against inevitable de-
feat,

The definite arrangements for the
construction of the memorial do not yet
appear fo have been completed by the
association, but General J. Q. Under-
wood, the Secretary and superinten-
dent of the work of ralsing funds, has
prepared plans (with the approval of
0LI0 Wewbeds of (e executive com-

PROPOSKD CONFEDEHATE MEMORIAL.

mittes), and these plans were presented
at Loulsville,

General Underwood says of hils plans:
*“I have designed a memorial rotunds
with 1 mausoleum dome aund rooms for
each State, wherein relics, records and
various* other arclilves may be safely
kept for all time to come, and I have
further designed suitable hanglng
space for a portralt gallery of renowned
Southern leaders, and I personally pur-
pose to bestow upon the people of the
South twenty or more magniticent por-
tralts, full slze, in oll, of distingulshed
Confederate oficers, hoth eivil and mtli-
tary, as soon as a sultable place shall
have been made to recelve them, And,
besldes, 1 also present to you for In-
spection statue models of Presldent
Jefferson Davls and General Robert B.
Lee, the clvll and military heads of tho
historie Confederacy, for the manufae-
ture of which In bronze I, Indlvidually,
propose to rilse the requislte money,
and, as In the case of the portralts, to
donate the same to the assoclation, to
be pluced on either slde of the grand
flight of steps to the portieo of the sald
proposed memorinl bullding, provided
such meets with your approval,

“The maximum estimated round cost
of the design [ propose Is $300,000, not
Including statuary and portralts, and
calenlating upon the buflding site belng
donated. With the amount ralged,
those due, others promised and antiel-
pations reasonably based upon the
backing I have demonstrated, I am con-
fident of being able to secure nt least
$500,000, and If my designs are ap-
proved and authority given me to prog
ceed In accordance therewlth 1'11 obll-
gate myself to construct the memorial
bullding as deslgned, with such mod-
Ifieations a8 may be found necessa ry to
sult the bullding slte to be selocted
and other essentlal requirements of the
case In every partieular.

“My general plan Includes thae plae-
ing by each State of two statues, elther
In bronze or marble, as may hereafter
be determlned, to sult Inside finlah of
nuditorinm rotunda, and that the sey-
eral States shall select their lieroes to
be lmmortalized, each State bearing
the expense of such statuary (from $10,-
000 to $12,000) representing Its  own
heroes, but the portico statues and two
equestrinn statues of Generals J, 1, B.
Stuart and N, B, Forrest I propose to
secure by money to be ralsed from out-
side friendly gources and already have
assurances of materinl asslstunce for
that purpose.”

How She Got It

A little girl who had been told not to
ask for anything to eat at a nelghbor's
came home with 4 face very suggent-
ive of lunching. When nsked by her
mother why slie hnd asked for somo-
thing, she snid:

“But, mamma, I dldn't ask Mres, G,
I just looked at ber and sald: ‘Can't
you see how hungry 1 am? "—New
York Truth,

There Is nothing as stale as an old
story, yet balf of them are com-
menced: “You have probably heard It,
but,” ete,

Some men celebrate every day, about
nothing.
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