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Captaln Abraham Hose and Angellne,
his wife, have lost thelr lttle homa
through Abe's unlucke; purchnss of Tena-
Ny Gold mining stock.  Thelr household
goods sold, the K00 auction money, all
thay have left, will place Abe in the Old
Man's home, or An ?r In tha 014 Ladies'
home. Both ate self-sscrificing but Abe
decldes: "M{ dear this Is the fust tlipm
U've had a chance to take the wust of IL"

CHAPTER |l—Continued,

Under the pink rose a soft pink
flush bloomed on either of the old
lady's cheeks. Her eyes finshed with
unconguerable pride, and her squars,
firm chin she held very high; for now,
indeed, she was filled with terror of
what “folks would say" to this homs
leaving, and It was a bright June after-
noon, too clear for an umbrella with
which to hide one's face from prylng
nelghbors, too late in the day for a
sunshade,

Angy {ucked the green-black affalr
which served them as both under her
arm and swung Abe's flgured old car-
petbag in her hand with the manner of
one getting out on a plessant journey.
Abe, though resting heavily on his
stout, crooked cane, dragged behind
tlm Angy's little horsehair trunk upon
a creaking, old, unusually large toy
express wagon which he had bought
ut some forgotten auction long &go.

The husband and wife passed Iuto
the garden between borders of box-
wood, beyond which nodded the heads
of Angy's carefully tended, outdoor
“children”—her roses, her snowballs,
her sweat-smelling syringas, her wax-
like bleeding-hearts and her shrub of
bridul-wreath,

"Jest a minute," she murmured, as
Abe would have hastened on to the
gate. Bhe bent her proud head and
kigsed with furtive, half-ashamed pas-
slon a fluffy white spray of the bridal-
wreath, Now overtopping the hus-
band's silk bat, the shrub had not
come so high as his knee when they
two had planted it nearly a half-cen-
tury ago.

“You're mine!™ Angy's heart cried
out Lo the ehrub and to every growing
thing in the garden, “You're mine. 1
planted you, tended you, loved you
into growing. You're all the children
1 ever had, and I'm leaving you." But
the old wite did not pluck a single
flower, for she could never bear to see
# blossom wither (. her hand, while
all she sald aloud was: “I'm glad 'twas
Mis' Holmes that bought in the house.
They say ehe's o great hand ter dig
in the garden."

Angy's volce faltered. Abe did not
angwer. Something hnd caused =
swimming before his eyes which he
did not wish hls wife to see; so he
let fall the handla of the express
wagon and, bending his slow back,
plucked a sprig of "old-man.” Though
he could not hnve,expressed his senti-
ments in words, the garden brought
poignant recollections of the hopes
and promises which had thrown their
rose color about the young days of his
marriage. His hopes had never blos-
gomed into fulfilment. His promises
to the little wife had been choked by
the weeds of his own Inefficlency.
Worse than this, the bursting Into
bloom of seeds of selfish recklossness
in himselt was what had turned the
garden of thelr life into an arld waate.
And pow, In their dry and withered
old age, he and Angy were belng torn
up by the roots, flung as so much
rubbish by the roadside.

“Mother, 1 be dretful sorry ter take
vew away from your posles,’ mutiered
Abraham as he arose with his green
sprig in his hand.

With shaking fingers, Angy sought
% pin hidden beneath her burque, "Fa-
ther, shall 1 pin yer ‘old-man' In yer
buttonhole?” she guavered. Then as
he stooped for her to arrange the
posy, ehe whispered: 1 wouldn't care,
cept fer what folks must eny. Le's
aurry before any one sees us, [ told
syverybody that we wa'n't agwine ter
sreak up till termorrer mornin'”

Fortunataly, there wins o Way noross
ots to the Old Ladles' home, an un-
‘requented by-path over a field and
through & bit of woodland, which
would bring the couple almost unob-
terved to u slde gate,

Under ordinary circumstances Ange-
ine would never have taken this path;
for it exposed her earafully patehod
ind newly polished shoes to gcratches,
ser fragile, worn sllk skirt and stiff,
white petticoat to brambles. Mare
tver, the drageing of the loaded little
wagon was more diflenit here for
Abrabam. But they both preferred
the nurrower, rougher way to facing
the ctrious eyes of all Shoreville now,
the pitylng windows of the village
street.

As the couple came to the edge of
the woodiand, they turned with one
pecord and looked back for the lnst
glimpee of the home. Hiasing gold:
red against the kitchen window famed
she aftarnoon sunlight.

"Look a' *hat!" Angy crled eagerly,
a8 one who beholds a promise in the
skies, “Jest ses, father, we couldn't
‘3’ made out that winder this fur at
all ef the sun hadn't struck It jest so.
1 declar’ It seems almost as ef we
could see the rocker, tew, It's tew bad,
Abe, that we had ter let yer old rocker
go. D' yew remember—1" she Iald
her hand on his arm, end lifted her
gaze, growing clouded and wistful, to
his face, “When we bought the chalr,
we thought mebbe some day I'd be
rocking a leetle baby in it ‘Twas
then, yew ricollee’, we sorter got ln
the habit of callin' each other ‘father’
| wonder ef the young
‘uns had come—"'

“Le's hurry,” Interrupted Abe, al-
most grufly. “Le's hurry.”

They stumbled forward with bowed
headié In silence, untll of a sudden
they wera startled by & surprised hall
of Tecognition, and looked up to find
themselves confronted by & bent and
gray old man, & village oharacter, &
harmless, slightly demented public
charge known aa “Ishmael” or “Cap-
taln Rover."

“Whar yew goin’, Cap'n Ross?"

The old couple had drawn back at
tha sight of the gentle vagabond, and
Angy clutched at her husband's arm,
her heart contracting at the thought
that he, too, had become a pauper.

"'m a-takin’ my wife ter jine the
old 1adies over thar ter the hum," Abe
answered, and would have pasded on,
shrinking from the sight of himself
as reflectad In poor lshmael

But the “innocent” placed himeel! in
their path.

*Yew aln’t a-goin’' ter jine "em taw?"
he bantered,

Abe forced a laugh to his lips in re-
gponse.

“No, no; I'm goln' over ter Yaphank
ter board on the county.”

Again the couple would have pasaed
on, thelr faces flushed, their eyes low-
ered, had not Ishmnel flung out one
hand to detain them while he plunged
the other hurrledly into his pocket,

“Here." He drew out a meager hand-
ful of nickels and pennies, his vacant
gmile grown wistful. “Here, taks it,
Cap'n Rome. It's all T got. 1 can't
count it myself, but yew can, Don't
yew think It's enough ter set yew up
in buslness, o yew won't have ter
g0 ter the poorhouss? The poorhouse
ia & bad place. I was there last win-
ter. I don't llke the poorhouse.”

He tambled on of the poorhouse.
Angy, panting for breath, cne hand
against the smothering pain at her
heart, was trylng, with the other, to
drag "father" along. “Father' was
shoking his head at Ishmael, at the
proffered nickels snd pennies—eshak:
ing his head and choking, At length
he found his volee, and was able to
smile at his would-be benefactor with
even the ghost of a twinkle in his eye.

“Much obliged, Cap'n Rover; but
yew keep yer money for terbascy 1
aln't s0 high-toned as yew, 17 take
real comfort at the poorhouse. d'long;
thank yer. 8'ong."

Ishmael went on his way muttering
to himself, uuhappily jingling his re-
jected alms; while Angy and Abe re-
sumed thelr journey.

As they came tb the gate of the Old
Ladles' home Angy selzed hold of her
husband's arm, and looking up Into his
face plended enrnestly:

“ather, let's take the hunderd dol-
lars fer & fambly tombstun an' go ter
the poorhouse tergether!™

He shook her off almost roughly and
lifted the latch of the gate.

"Falks 'l say we was crazy, mother.”

There was no one In sight a8 he
dragged in the expreas cart and lald
down the handle, Before him was a
long, clean-swept path ending appar-
ently in n mass of shrubbery; to the
left was a field of sweat corn reaching
to the hedge; to the right a strong and
sturdy growth of pole lima beans; and
just within the entrance, beneath the
sweeping plumes of a weaping willow
tree, was a shabby but inviting green
bench.

Abe's glance wandered from the
bench to his wife's face. Angy could
not 1t her eyes to him; with bowed
head she was latching and unlatching
the gate through which he must pass.
He looked at the sun and thoughtfully
made reckon of the time. There were
still two hours befors he could tuke
the train which—

"Lot's go set deown a spellafore—"
he faltered—"afore we say good-by.”

She made no answar. She told her-
gelf over and over that she must—
simply must—&top that “all-ofa-trem-
ble” fealing which was going on inside
of her. Ehe stepped from the gate to
the bench blindly, with Abe's hand on
her arm, though, still blindly, with
exaggerated care she placed his car-
petbag on the gross beslde her,

Ha lnid down hig cane, took off hia
high hat mnd wiped his brow. He
looked at her anxiously. Bull she
could not 1t her blurred eyes, nor
could ahe check her trambling,

Seelng how she shook, he passed his
arm around her shoulder., He mur-
mured something—what, neither he
nor she knew—but the love of his
youth spoke in the murmur, and again
fell the sllence,

Angy's eyes cleared. She struggled
to speak, aghast at the thought that
life {tself might bo done before ever
they could have one hour logether
agaln: but no words came. So much—
yo much to say! BShe reached out her
hand to where his rested upon his
knee. Thelr fingers gripped, and each
felt n senue of dreary cheor to know
that the touch wan speaking what the
tongue could not utter,

Time passed swiftly. The silent
hour sped on. The young blades of
corn goesiped gently along the fleld
Above, the branches of the willow
swished and swayed to the rhythm
of the soft south wind,

“How still, how still it la1™ whis

pered the breeze,

*Rest, rest, rest!” was the lullaby
ewish of ths willow.

The old wife nestled clossr to Abra-
ham until her head touched his shoul
der. He lald his cheek agalnst her
hair and the earefully preserved old
ponmet. Involunterily she ralsed her
hand, trained by the years of plneh-
ing cconomy, to lift the fragile rose
into & safer position. He smiled at her
action; then his arm closed about her
spasmodically and he swallowed
lump 1o his throat.

The afternoon was waning. Gradu
ally over the turmoll of thelr hearts
stole the garden's Junetims spirit of
drowsy reposa, !

They leaned even closer to each
other. The gray of the old man's hair
mingled with the gray beneath Ange
line's little bonnet. Slowly his eyes
closed, Then even s Angy wondersd
who would wateh over the slumbers of
his worn old age in the poorhouse, she,
too, fell suleep.

CHAPTER IIl.
The Candidate.

The butcher's boy brought the tid-
ings of the suction sale in at the
kitchen door of the Old Ladies’ home
even while Angy and Abs were lln-
gering over their posles, and tha lo-
mates of the home were waiting o
recelve the old wife with the greater
sympathy and the deeper spirit of
welcome_from the fact that two of
the twenty-nine members had known
her from girlhood, away back in the
boarding-school days.

“Yop," sald the boy, with one eye
upon the stout matron, who was eritl
cally examining the meat that he had
brought. “Yop, the auction’s over, an'
Cap'n Rose, he— Don't that cut sult
you, Miss Abigail? You won't find
& better, nlesr, tenderer and more
julcler plece of shoulder this side of
New York. Take It back, did you say!
All right, ma'am, all right!” His face
assumed a look of reslgnation: these
old ladies made his life & martyrdom.
He used to tell the “fellers” that be
spent one-half his time carrylng orders
back and forth from the Old Ladies’
home. But now, in spite of his mesk-
pess of manner, he did not Intend to
take this cut back BSo with Machls
velllan ekill he hastened on with his
goeslp,

“Yap, an' they only rlz one hundred
dollars an’ two cents—one hundred
dollars an' a postage-stamp, I guess
{t's all up with the cap'n an' the Old
Men's. [ don't see "em hangin' out no
"Walcome' slgn on the strength of
that."

“You're & horrid, heartless little
boy!" burst forth Miss Abigail, and,
flinglng the disputed meat on the
table, she sank down into the chall,
completely overcoms by sorrow and
indignation. “You'll be old yersell
soma day,” she sobbed, not noticing
that he was stealthily edging toward
the door, one eye on her, one on to-
morrow's pot roast. “I tell yew,
Tommy,” regaining her accustomed
conflding amiabllity, as she lifted the
corner of her apron to wipe her eyes,
“Miss Hille will feal sgome kind o' bad,
tew, Yer know me an' her an' Angy
all went ter school tergether, although
Miss Ellle is so much younger'n the
reat o' us that we call her tha baby,
Here! Whore—"

But he was gone, Blghing heavily,
the matron put the meat In the lcabox,
and then made her slow, lumbering
way into the front hall, or community
room, where the sisters wera gathered
fn & body to await the new arrival,

"Waal, eay!” she supplemented,
after she had finlshed felling her pltl
ably briet story. ‘“thar's trouble
ernough to go around, hain't thar?”

Aunt Nuncy Smith, who never be-
leved in wengigg her heart on her
sleeve, sniffed and thumped her cans
on the floor,

“You young folks,” she aMrmed, her
gelt having seen ninety-nine winters,
while Abigail had known but a paltry
gixty-five, “yew allers go an' out yer
pity on the skew-ges. 1 don't see
nothin’ to bawl nn' beller erbout. 1
say that any man what can't take
kere o' himself, not ter mention his
wife, should orter go ter the poor
house."

But the matriarch's voice quavered
even more than geual, and as she fin.
{shed she hastily bent down and felt
in her deep skirt pocket for her snuff-
box. "

(TO BRE CONTINUED)

Legal View.

A Clevelund uttorney took the Medl
terranean trip & month ago. It was
hig first tme across the water, and
he stated on his return that he would
have had a perfectly glorious time but
tor the eilly questions asked him by
customs ofcials. 1t wan on the pler
at New York that his woes came to a
elimax, The ofMeer looked up In
amazemant “Open  your trunk,
please,” commanded the custom-house
oficer. "Have you anything In there
but personal property!” he continued,
“What do you mean by personal prop-
erty ™ countered the lawyer. “For
heaven’s sake, don't you know what
personal property fa?* *1 thought 1
did," answered the attorney. “And [
onn assure you that there ls no real
estate in my trunk"—Cleveland Plain
Denler.

Profound Consular Advica

The American commercial repressnt-
atlve abroad should say what he
mesans. We have just been reading a
consular report from the Ugands dis-
trict, Africa, which Informs us that
“human beings scquire the wsleeplng
slckness from biting fles” If this Is
really a fact, tha obvious adrice ls:
Substitute bestles or roaches. Doa't
bits flea; swat them!—Judgs

MAKING CORNED BEEF

RECIPE THAT IS RECOMMENDED
BY AN EXPERT.

Meat From Fat Animals Better Than
Than From Poor—Proportion of
Salt I1s a Highly Impor
tant Matter.

The pleces commonly used for corn-
Ing are the plate, rump, crose riba and
brisket, or in other words the cheaper
cuts of ment. The loin, ribs and other
tancy cuts are more often used fresh,
und since there {8 more or Jess waste
of nutrients in corning, this Is well
The pleces for corning should be cut
into convenient-sized joluts, say, five
or aix inches square. It should be the
aim to cut them all about the same
thickness so that they will make an

#ven layer {n the barrel.

Meoat from fat animals makes
choloer corned beef than that from
poor animals, When the meat is thor
oughly cooled it should be corned as
goon 88 possible, s any decay in the
meat 18 1ikely to spoll the brine during
the corning process. Under no eir
cumstances should the meat be brined
while it is frozen.

Weigh out the meat and allow eight
pounds of salt ‘to each 100 pounds;
sprinkle a layer of salt one-quarter of
an inch in depth over the bottom of
the barrel; pack in me closely ap pos
sible the cuts of meat, making & layer
five or six inches In thickness; then
put on & layer of salt, following thut
with another layer of meat; repeat
untll the meat and salt have all been
packed in the barrel, care being used
to reserve salt enough for & good layer
over the top. After the package has
gtood overnight, add for every 100
pounds of meat, four pounds of sugar,
two ounces of baking soda and four
ounces of saltpeter digsolved in a gal:
Ton of tepld water, Three gallons
more water should be sufficlent to
cover this quantity, In case mors or
less than 100 pounds of meat s to be
corned, make the brine In the propar
tion given. A loose board cover
welghted down with a heavy stone or
plece of iron, should be put on the
ment to keep all of it under the brine,
In case any should project, rust would
start and the brine would spoll in &
ghort time.

1t is not neceasary to bofl the brins
except In warm weather. If the meat
has been corned during the winter and
must be kept Into the summer geason,
it would be well to watch the brine
clogaly during the spring, as it In more
likely to spoil at that time than at any
other senson. If the brine appears (o
ba ropy or does not drip freely from
the finger when immersed and lifted,
it should be turned off and new brine
added, after carefully washing the
meat. The sugar or molasses in the
brine has a tendency to ferment, and,
unless the brine {8 kept in & cool
place, there {s sometimes trouble from
this source, The meal should be kept
in the brine twenty-elght to forty days
to secure thorough corning.—Andrew
Boss, Agriculturist, University Farm,
8t, Paul.

German Pot Roast.

Poll slowly In salted water enough
to cover it, a pieca of lean beef welgh-
Ing about three pounds. In the water
with the besf boil a small carrot, oné
onlon, two slices of turnip and a leaf
or two of cabhage untll they are tens
der. Remove the vegetables and lot
the meat simmer until all the water
has cooked nway, allowing the meat to
brown well, turning it frequently. Then
chop half a cupful of fat salt pork
finely and add to it a cupful of flour
and miik to maka a batter as for pan-
cales. Roll the ronst around in the
batter and return It to the kettle, Pour
& lttle water in the bottom of the ket-
tle and place in o hot oven to brown
the crust well, Serve with n gravy
made from the liguid remaining In the
kettla when the roast Is done.—Moth-
or'a Magazine.

Sugar Cookles.

Two pounds sugar, one cupful buts
ter, one egg, one cupful clabbered
rroam, one teagpoonful goda, one tea.
spoonful vanilla extract, one teaspoon.
ful lemon extract, one teaspoonful
baking powder; flour to roll soft. Mix
an for eake, beating soda Into the
sream and sprinkle sugar over the top
and bake in very slow aven. If the
dough fa allowed to stand 15 to 20 min.
utes before being rolled and the board
and rolling pin are well floursd they
can be handled much softer than would
be imugined and a better cooky will
resuli.

German Hamburg Steak,

Take one pound of hamburg steak,
bhalf & loaf of stale bread which has
been sonked In hot water and the wa-
ter preseed out, two cold bolled potas
toes which have been run through tha
maoat chopper, one small minced onlon,
ealt and pepper and two oggs.  Mix
all together, shake into small round
ciles and fry In hot fat—Mother's
Magasine,

Ironing Towels.

Many persony [ron towels, fold them
and put away before (hey are thor
oughly dry. This Is an error and
wometimes leads to results not #x-
pected. In their dump condition there
I8 & mold whieh forms on them, one
varlety of which s very Injurious to
the skin,

Tomato Short Cake. \
Cover large layers of split short-
erust with eream of tomato sance or
prepare unatrained tomatoes the same
aa for ssuce and serve over the crust.
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OLD-STYLE WEDDING CAKE
The Kind That s Thick With ll'ﬂnlt—I
The Paper Lining Keeps
It From Burning. .

Frult for this should be prepared in
advance as follows: 8ix cupfuls of
currants, washed, dried and ploked.
Three cupfuls sultana ralsins, three
cupfuls of citron, cut in fine strips,
one-half cupful candied lemon peel,
two cupfuls of almonds blanched and
cut In shreds. In a warm bowl mix
four cupfuls of butter and four cupfuls
of sugar, granulated or confectioner's,
beat thess together until very lght

CRSETS OF

ol
Cheerfully Worn by Women of
the Middle Ages.

Ag Is the Case Somstimes Today,

Their Thought Was “Adything for
the Fashionable Figure"—In-
strumenta of Torture.

Greek and Roman women knew &

devics for compressing their walsts

nol beat them.

splced:
nutmeg,

Two teaspoonfuls each
mace and cinnamon,

Break ten eggs into mnother bowl, do| which was, In some Ways, on equivas

lent of the modern corset. Old Homer

Cover & waiter with a blg sheet of | 1ells of Juno “wearing a girdls with &
paper; sift four pinta of flour over| huyndred fringes,”

this, add the fruit and the following|would doubt that these girdies were

and those who

of | pulled ae tightly ua stays may read

onelin Terence, the great Roman writer
tablespoonful each of cloves and all-|of comedies, a description of & bells

spice. Mix these together and stand
aside ready for use: Have ready ina
Mitle pltcher onehalf pint best
brandy. Selsct a deep cake tin and
grense with butier, line it Inalde with
hite -paper and on the outside and
Enf.l.om with four or five thicknesses
¢ very thick wrapping paper, which
you must tie on. Have your oven hot
and the fire banked so it will not burn
put quickly, Now beat the butter and
pugar once more, add the eggs two at
# time, beating the mixture after esch
nddition. When the eggs are all
, turn in the flour and fruit with
randy, mix thoroughly, pour into the
repared cake tin, cover with several
thicknosses of brown paper and bake
eight hours keeping the oven steady
pnd clear.

Remove from the oven and allow it
to stand on tin sheet until quite cold.
fce with a thin coat of white lolng
op and sides and stand in a cool oven
to dry, then glve it a sescond coat of
‘thick feing and ornament according to
fancy. An lclng made of white of
egg, & fow drops of cold water and con-
fectioner's sugar ‘s the best for the
thick feing.

THINGS TO KEEP IN MIND

Four Hints That Will Be Found Wall
Worth While Pasting In Your
8crap Book.

Not & crumb of bread should be
wasted! Hard crusts can be dried In
the oven and turned into brown bread
crumbs, Stale pleces soaked with boll
ing water and a little milk make ex:
cellent bread pudding.

To Keep the Fire~When you have
finished with the kitchen fire for cook:
{ng purposes take some fine coal dust,
put it in a strong brown paper bag,
damp it and put it on the top of the
fire. The latter will burn slowly for
hours.

To Kesp the Yolks Fresh.—Yolks of
eggs oan be kept fresh for many duys,
Put about three tablespoontfuls of wa
ter Into a basin, drop In the yolks and
leave in a cool place. .

The Cook Book—A small plece of
glaan placed over a cookery book when
lying open on the table keeps it open
and enables the cook to read the recipe
without handiing the book with sticky
fingers. A glass from a photo frame
or small picture would do.

How to Keep Your Cake.

Cakes that contaln a great deal of
frult and spice or nuts develop a flne
flavor as they are kept—in fact, o nut
cake 15 not at Its best for at lenst &
week after baking, and & cake that
contains much fruit and spice is better
when It {8 at least a month old.

If you pack a cake fresh from the
oven In brown sugar, It will keep
freeh almost as long as you wish—for
two monthe, or even mors,

Another plan I8 to take & cake still
warm from the oven, and lce it lightly
with any simple, quickly made leing
Just scraped over the surface; or brush
it over with a heavy sugar sirup, then
get it in the cake box with a Jelly
gluss or other small vessel half filled
with water, or two or threa green ap-
ples cut into halves or quarters. The
water or the molsture of the apples
keeps the cake from becoming dry.—
Youth's Companion.

Delicious Qyste,

lad.
Take one quart of small oys
ters, ona pint of celefiy,’ two table

gpoonfuls of French salad dressing and
one cup of mayonnalser Parboll the
oysters in thelr own liguor, remove
from the fire and allow them to #tand
in the liguor until cold. Drain and
add the French salad dressing. When
resdy to serve comblne the celery
and the oyaters, ndd the mayonnalse
und garnish with cutled celery.

L
Devlled Oniens.

Minee six cold bolled onlons fine,
make o thick savce of one teaspoonful
flour, one tublespoonful butter and
two-thirds of a cupful of mille Ta
this add the minced onion and fAnely
mashed yolks of two hard-bolled eggs,
vne teaspoonful chopped parsley and
a seasoning of salt and paprika. But.
ter seallop shells, fill with the mix.
ture, sprinkle with bread crumbs and
brown.

Grandmother's Indlan Pudding,

Hoald one cupfil of sweet milk and
wtir Into this enough corn meal W0
make stiff, sbout like bread. Add one
cupful of molasses and let the mixture
coma to a boll. Salt well and splee
with ginger and clonamon, Bake two
and one-half to three hours. Two oup-
fuls of quartered sweet apples added la
an improvemeont.

To Save Tumblers,
It & knife is placed under a tumbler,
boiling milk or water can be put o
without danger of breaking the glas.
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Carnavalet in Parls.

a8 “not belng a young girl Hke one
of our own, wWhose mother compels

her to tighten her body so that she

may have a small walst."

The rest of Europe, recelving this

@ centurles went by/to turn it into
3 veritable Instrument of torture
Thera were corsats of stilt, unylelding
leather, cramping the tomo into rigld:
ity. And, worse still, fashion fnally
dictated a corset of metal, Bome ax-
amples are to be seen in the Muses
One I8 made of
fron cross-bars mecurely riveted to
gether, Others were forged out of
two sheets of metal with holes
punched to make them lghter.

In the fifteenth century Bpain be

E:ylo from the Romans, proceeded ai

came mintress of the world and set

its fashlons, Then came into vogue

the Spanlsh basguine, s long, tight cor

set made of strong linen and fastensd
to & busk of wood or metal. The
menace to health supplied by these
monstrosities caused Henry 1 of
France lssulng an ediot prohibiting
thelr nse. Montague, frank old pagan
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that he was, could not forbear a word
of admiration at the way in which
the women voluntarlly endured in or
der to be In fashlon, “In order to
make thelr bodies Spanish,” he wrote,
“what hells will women not, suffer!"

Two centuries ago a writer of the
times upon dress, told of seelng at
the Itallan opera o slnger '“whosa
waist wno painful to look at, for the
lower part of her figure appeared
like the monsteious appendage of a
waap, united to her body by s slender
ligament.” IHven In the nineteenth
contury there wns a Parlsian aciress
in the musie halla of London with a
wilst 8o tiny that spectators are sall
to have been In constant expectation
that she would enap In two.

At Ninety Walks Ten Miles a Day.

Fourteen years ago two doctors of
Binghamton, N. Y, told Willlum" W,
Homingway that he hadn't more than
a year to live. 8ince that time he has
attended the funerals of both. and now
has pasged his ninstisth birthday,

Y just made up my mind to fool
‘am." he says, "1 started walking, The
first fow moutha | walked nearly two
miles o day. Now, unloss the weather
is bad, I seldom go les than ten miles,
and have often walked as much as
twenty."

Doctors sometimes stop Mr. Hem-
ingway on the street and urge him
not to overdo his exerclae.

“1 don't know when to stop,” he
eonfosnes, "1 get up in the summer
usunlly at four o'clock., Cold weather
keeps me In bed half an hour longer.”

Twins.

“1 don't like lo gee warring armled
enll too persistently on Providence.
It savors of arrogance and self-right-
cousness, Providence may lake re-
venge."

The spenker was Bishop Lincoln L.
Miles of Duluth, He went on:

“Thera was once a young conple
that expected a vislt trom the stork.

The husband was anxious that the

stork bring a givl; the wife wias ans-
jous for n boy., DBeing very religlous,
both besought Providence morning,
noop and night to srant his or her
desire,

“And Providenoo hoard. Providence

granted both prayers."

Clever,
"Miggins I n clever story teller”
"Wy, he les been telling the samoe

wtary for yoears!"

"You, But he keeps you llstening.
Every now and then he manages
to think up another, beginning and

make you belleve It's going to be &
new one"




