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Captaln Abrsham Rose and Angelins,
hls wife, have loat thelr little home
ahrnu:h Abe'n unluck{ purchass of Tena-

Yy Gold mining stock, Thelr household

wold, the 3100 muction money, all
sy have left, will place Abe in the Old
an's home, or Angy in the Old Ladlos’
ome.  Both ure self-sacrificing but Abs
ocides: My donr this ln the fust time

"ve had A chance to take the wust of IL"
Tha old coupls bld gond-by to the little
house. ‘Terror of “what folks will say"
pends them nlong by-paths to ths gate of
tha Old Ladies' homa,

CHAPTER 1lI—Continued.

Now the Amazonlan Mrs, Homan, &
widow for the third time, made sturdy
retort:

“That's Jeat llke yew old malds—al-
ways a-blamin’ the men. Yew kin jest
bet I never would have let ona of my
busbands go ter the poorhouse. It
would have mortiled me dretful, It
must be a purty poor sort of & woman
what can't take the care of one man
and keep a roof over his head. Why,
my second, Olivar @, used ter say—"

“Oh!" Miss Hllle wrung her hands,
“can’t we do somethin't”

“I could do s-plenty,” monrned Miss
Abigail, “ef [ only had been eavin',
Here [ git a salary o' four dollars &
month, an' not one penny lald awsy."

“Yew terglt,” spoke soms one gently,
“that it takes consid'able ter dress a
wmatron proper."

Aunt Nancy, who had been sneezing
furiously at her own impotence, now
found her spesch sgain.

"We're a nice set Ler talk erbout
dewin' somethin'—a puaasel o' poor ole
oritters like us!” Her cackle of em-
bittered laughter was interrupted by
the low, cultlyated volee of the balle
of the hame, "Butterfly Blossy."

“We've got to do something"” sald
Blosay firmiy.

When Blossy spoke with such de
clslon every one of the sisters pricked
up her ears, Blossy might be “a shal-
lar-pate;” she might arrange the
golden-white hair of her head as be
fitted the crowning glory of a young
girl, with puffs and rolls and little

ourls, and—more than one alster sus-
+ pected—with the ald of “rats;" she
might gown hersel! elaborately in the
mended finary of the long ago, the
better years; she might dress hor
lovely blg room—the only double bed-
chamber In the house, for which she
had pald a double entrance fee—in all
sorts of gewgaws, lttle ormaments,
hand-paintad plaques of her own pro-
dueing, lace badgpreads, embrolderad
aplashers and pillow-shama; she might
eovun permit harsel! a sultor who came
twice & year more punctually than the
Une-storms, to sak her withered little
hand In marriage—but her heart was
in the right place, and on oceasion she
had proved hersolf a master hand at
“fixin’ things"

“Yes," sald she, rising to her feet
and filnging out her arms with an elo-
quent gesturs, “we've got to do some-
thing, and there's just one thing to do,
girla: take the captaln right here—
here"—ahe brought her hands to the
Inees on her bosom—*to our hearts!"

At first thore was silence, with the
ladies staring blankly at Blossy and
then at one another, Had they heard
aright? Then there came murmurs
and exclamations, with Miss Abigall's
volce gusping above the others:

“What would the directors say!”

“What do they always say when we
ask & favor?™ demanded Blossy.
“*How much will It cost? It won't
ocost & cent.”

“Won't, eh?” snapped Aunt Naney.
“How on earth be yew goln' to vittle
him? [ hain't had a second dish o
peas this year."

“Bome men eat more an’ some less,”
remarked Sarah Jane, as liltavored a
spinster s ever the sun shone on:
“generally It means so much grub ter
80 much welght"

Miss Abigall glanced up at the cell
ing, while Lazy Dalay, who had re-
fused to tip the beam for ten years,
surrepttiously hid an apple into which
she had been biting,

“La's have ‘em welghed,” muggested
a widow, Ruby Les, with a pretty,
well-preserved little fnce and figure,
“an' of tergether they don't come up
to the heartlest one of us—"

Misa Ablgnil made basty Interrup-
tion:

“Gals, balnt yew never notleed that
the more yew need the more yew git?
Before Jenny Bell went to live with
her darter 1 didn't know what 1 should
dew, for the 'taters was gittin' pooty
low. Yew know she used tor eat
twenty ter a meal, an’ then look bun-
gry st the piatter, An' then ef old
Bquare Ely didn't come a-<drivin' up
one momin' with ten bushel In the
farm wagon! He'd been savin' 'em
fer us all winter fer fear we might run
short In the spring. Gals, thar's one
thing yew kin depend on, the fore
sightadness of the Lord. I haln't afrald
ter risk ws-stretchin’ the board an’
keap o' thirty tor pervide smals for

thirty-one. Naow, haow many of yew
I8 willin' ter try {t1*

Every head nodded, "I am;" every
eye was wet with the dew of mercitul
kindness; and Mrs, Homan and Barah
Jans, who had flung plates st each
other only that morning, were ob-
served to be holding handa.

“But haow on arth be we a-goln' ter
sleep him?" proceeded the matron un-
easlly. “Thar baln't n extry corner in
the hull place. Puttin' tew peopls In
No. 30 1s out of the question—it's jest
erbout the size of a Cinderella shoe
box, anyhow, an' the garret lesks—"
Bhe paused, for Blossy was pulling
at her sleave, the real Blossy, warm-
hearted, generous, self-deprecating.

“l think No. 80 ia just the coxlest
littla place for one! Do lét me take it,
Miss Ablgail, and give the couple my
great big barn of & room."”

Aunt Nancy eyed her susplcloualy.
“Yew aln't a-gwine ter make a fool o'
yerself, an’ jump over the broomstick
ag'ln®™ For Blossy's old sultor, Bam-
uel Darby, had made one of his seml-
annual visits only that morning.

The bella burst Into hysterical and
self-consclous laughter, ns sha found
oevery glance bent upon her.

“Oh, no, no; not that. But I con-
feas that I am tired to death of this
perpetual doveparty. 1 just simply
can't live another minute without &
man in the houws.

“Now, Miss Abigall” she added Im-
periously, “you run across lots and
fatch him home."”

CHAPTER IV,

One of Them.
Abl but Abraham had aslept that
night as if he had been drawn
to rest under the compelling shelter
of the wings of all that flock which in
happler days he had dubbed contemp-
tuouely “them alr old hens” Naver
afterward could the dawed old gentle-
man remember how he had been per
suaded to come into the house and up
the atairs with Angeline. He only
knew that In the midat of that heart-
breaking farewell at the gate, Miss
Ablgall, all out of breath with running,
red in the fnce, but exceedingly hearty
of manner, had suddenly appeared.
“8hoo, shoo, shoo!” this stout angel
had gasped. “Nmow, Cap'n Abe, yew
needn't git narvous. We're as harm-
less as doves. Run right erlong. Yew
won't see anybody ternight. Don't
say a word, It's all right. Bsshl!
Bhoo!" And then, lo! he was not in
the county almshouss, but In a beau-
titul, bright bedchamber with a wreath
of Immortelles over the mantel, alone
with Angy.
Afterward, It all seemed the blur of
a dream to him, & dream which ended
when he had found his head upon &
oool, white plllow, and had felt glad,
glad—dear God, how glad!—to know
that Angy waa stlll within reach of
his outstratohed hand; and so he had
fallen maleep. Bul when he awoke
in the morning there stood Angeline
in front of the glass taking her halr
out of curl papers; and then he slowly
began to realiza the tremendous
change that had come Into thelr lives,
when hls wife committed the unprece
dented aot of laking her crimps out
before breakfast. He realized that
they were to eat among strangers, He
had become the guest of thirty “wom-
en-folkn.” No doubt he should be
called “Old Gal Thirty-one.” He got
up and dressed very, very slowly, The
bewildered gratitude, the Incredulous
thanksglving of last night, wers as far
AWAy a8 yestorday's sunset. A great
seriousnees sottled upon Abe's lean
face. At last Lo burst forth:
"One to thirty! Hy-guy, I'm In fer
it!" How had it happened, be won-
dered. They had given him no time to
think, They had swooped down upon
him when his braln was dulled with
angulsh. Virtually, they had kidnaped
him. Why bad they brought him here
to accept charity of & women's lnsti-
tutlon? Why need they thus Intenaity
his sense of shame at his life's fall-
ure, and, above all, at his fallure to
provide for Angeline? In the poor
house he would have been only one
more derelict; but here he stood alone
to be stared at and pitled and thrown
o slckly-satiafylng crumb. With a
sigh from the very cellar of his being,
he muttared:
“Aye, mother, why didn't yow let
me go on ter the county house! That
alr's the place fsr & worn-out old hull
like me. Hyguy!" he ejaculated,
beads of sweat standing out on his
forehead, “I'd ruther lay deown an'
die th'n face them alr women
“Thar, thar!" soothingly spoke
Angy, laying her hand on his arm,
“Thar, thar, father! Jest think haow
dretful 1I'd feel s-goln' deown without
yer."
“8o you would!" strangely comfort-
ed. “So you would, my dear!" For
her sake he tried to brighten up, He
Joked clumaily as they stood on the
threshold of the chamber, whispering,
blinking his eyes to make up for the
lack of their usually ready twinkle.
“Hol' on & minute; supposin’ [ fer
git whether I be 8 man er & woman?
Her love gave (nspiration to her an.
swer: “I'll lean on yar, Abe."
Juet then thers came the loud, im-
perative clanging of the breaklast
bell; and she urged him to hurry, as
“it wouldn't dew"” for them to be late
the first morning of all times, But ha
only answered by golng back lnto the
room to maks an anxlous survey of
his reflection in the glass. He shook
his hesd reprovingly at the bearded
countenance, as if to say: “You nesd
not pride yourself any longer on look:
Ing like Abrabam Lincoin, for you
have been turned Into a miserabls ald
woman."
Picking up the hair-brush, he held
It out at arm's length to Angy. “Won't
yow aslick up my bair a lestle bit

mother?” he seked. somewhal shame

facedly. *I can't see extry well thia
mornin’* |

“Why, Abal It's slicked ex slick st
It kin be naow.” However, the old
wite reached up as he bent his ul!.|
angular form over her, and smoothed;
again his thin, wet locks. He laughed
& little, self-mockingly, and she,
laughed back, then urged him Into the
Ball, and, slipping ahead, led the way'
downstairs. At the first landing, which |
brought them Into full view of the
lower hall, he paused, pospessed with
the mad desire to run away and hide,
for at the foot of the stalrway stood
the entire flock of old Indlaa. Twenty:
nine pairs of eyes were lifted to him
and Angy, twenty-nine pairs of lpe
were smiling at them. To the end of |
his days Abraham remembered those|
smliles. Reassuring, unselfish and
tender, they made the old man's heart
swell, his emotions go warring to
gether.

He wondered, was grateful, yet he
grew more confused and afrald. He

stared amased at Angellne, who||

seemed the embodiment of sslf-posses

slon, liiting her dainty, proud Ilittle| [
Bh‘ =

gray head higher and higher.
turned to Abraham with a protecting,

motherly lttle gesture of command |-

.

. T

for him to follow, and marched gak| k.

lantly on down the stairs. Humbly,
trembling at the knees, he came with
gingerly staps after the little old wite,
How unworthy he was of her now!
How unworthy he had always been,
yet never redllzed to the full until thia
moment. He knew what those amilesd
meant, he told himself, watching the
uplifted faces; they were to soothe
his sense of shame and humiliation,
to touch with rose this dull gray color
of the culmingtion of his fallures. Ha
pessed hls hand over his eyes, flarcely
praying that the tears might not comae
to add to his disgrace,

And all the while brave little Angy
kept smiling, until with a truly glad
leap of the heart she caught sight of
& blua ribbon painted In gold shining
on the breast of each one of tha
twenty-nine women. A pale blue rib
bon painted in gold with—yes, pesring
her eyes she discovered that It waa
the word “Welcomel” The forced
smile vanished from Angeline's face
Her oyes grow wet, hor cheek white.
Her prond flgure shrank. Bhe turned
and looked back at her husband, Not
for one Instant did she appropriate
the eompliment to hereslf. “This ia
for youl” her spirit ealled out to him,
while & new pride dawned In her
working face,

Forty years had she spent apologis
ing for Abraham, and now she unden
stood how thess twenty-nine generous
old hearta had raised him to the pedes-
tal of a hero, while she stood a heroins
besids him, Angy it was who trembled
now, and Abe, galnlng a manly cour
age from that, took hold of her arm
to steady her—they had paused on a
atep near the foot of the stairs—and,
looking mround with his whimsical
smile, he demanded of the bedecked
company in general, "Ladles, be yew
'spectin’ the president?

Caokle went the ormcked old volces
of the twenty-uine in a chorus of ap
preciative laughter, while the old
heads bobbed At one another as It to
say, “Won't he be an acquisition?
And then, from among the group there
cams forward Blossy—Blossy, who had
sacrificed most that this should come
to pass; Blosay, who bad sat till mid
night painting the gold-and-blus rib
bons; Blossy, the pride and beauty
of the home, In a dellcats, old, yellow,
real lace gown. 6he held her two
hands gracefully and mysteriously be
hind her back as she adranced to the
foot of the stalrs, Looking steadily
in Abraham's ayes, ahe kept a-amillog
until he felt as If the warmth of a
belated spring had beamed upon him.

“The presldent!” Her mellow, well:
modulated volce shook, and she
lnughed with a mingling of generous
Joy and tender pity. "“Are we expect
ing the president! You dear, modeet
man| We are welcoming—you!"

Aba looked to Angy as If to say,
*How shall I take 1t and behold] the
miracle of his wife's bosom swelling
and swelling with prids In him. He
turned back, for Blossy was making &
speech. His hand to his head, he
bent his good ear to listen. In terms
postical and touching ehe described
the loneliness of the life at the bomse
as It bad been with no man under
the roof of the house and only a deat
and-dumb gardener who hated her sex,
in the barn. Then in contrast she
painted life ss it must be for the sls
ters now that the thirty tender vines
had found a stanch old oak for thelr

clinging. "Me? querled Abraham of
llmself and, with another slleni
glance, of Angy.

(TO BR CONTINUED,)

Puritan Jury,

That the Puritan fashion of nomen
clature produced some vory odd re
sults s very genorally known. The
London Chronlele recalls that James
Broma, in his “Travels Over England,
Scotland and Wales,” published 1in
1700, gives & copy of & “Jury Return,
made at Rye, Bussex, in the Late Re
belllous Troublesome Times."

The names of the 11 good men and
true were: Mesk Brewer, Graceful
Harding, Killaln Pimple, Barth Adama,
Weepnot Billing, More Frult Fowler,
Hope-for Bending, Return Bpelman,
Fly Debate Roberts, Stand Fast on
High Stringer, Be Fualthful Jolner, and
Fight the Good Pight of Faith White,

Origin of “Uncle Sam.”

The name Uncls Bam was first used
in Troy, N. Y., in 1813, when some
goods bought for the government and
marked U, 8. were inspected by Bam
uel Wilson, a government employs,
whose nickname was Uncle Sam
The similarity of the initials suggest
od the adoption, and the familiar ple
500 was s0on created

miles in direct line northwest
of Parls, and considerably less
than one hundred miles from
the scene of the present savage
struggle In northeamstern France, sits
In peace and cares for thousands of
the wounded alllea In her hospitals,
writes E. N, Vallandigham in the Phila-
delphia Record. She belleves her
noble old eathedral, with {ts fantastic
aplre of lron openwork shooting more
than 450 feet beavenward, safe from
the fate of the lovely structure at
Relms, less than 160 miles distant.

The bombardment of Rouen would
mean the ruin of some of the noblest
and oldest ecoleslnstio structures in
France, but Rouen has muintained her
serenity on her beautiful site beside
the Beine in these lust months and has
sent forward again to the front many
& soldler nursed back to lite and
health, Her anclent churches, some
of them worn, as it wers to the bone,
by centuries of wind and rain, have
bean even more frequented than usual
by these praying Normans, and her
lovely little street shrines have attract-
ed more and more the plous glances of
the passers-by,

Looks Its Age.

Rouen is one of the few old Ruro-
pean citles of considerable size that
really look thelr ago. 8he has accom-
plishied the seeming marveol of modern-
izing her political and industrial life
without throwing off her medleval
garb., Here dwell 126,000 or 130,000
people, forming an active modern com-
munity, with the public appointmenta
and convenlences of a twontleth cen-
tury city, yeot thousanda of them live
In bouses from 260 to 600 years old,
and the reglon round about seems to
the traveler enriched at every step
with the dust of centuries,

Hardly elghtmiles away, approached
through the magnificent publle forest
of Roumere, covering 10,000 acres, is
the perfectly preserved twelfth cen-
tury Norman church of St George da
Boscherville, while at every turn ene
meets In the city ancient towera and
lovely remnanis of old eccleslastical
architecture. Rouen long ago outgrew
Its walls, though a bit of the old de-
fenses that actually defied Shake-
speare’s Prince Hal almost exactly 6500
years ago still stands,

Broad, new thoroughfares have pene-
trated the very heart of the old town,
yet everywhere the middle nges crop
sut, and there remnin at least n score
of old streets wo narrow that the over-
hanging upper stories almost meet,
while there Is peant room for pedes-
iriang to pass one another below, The
narrowest streots have no aidewnlk
whatever, while {o many others, busy
and erowded, the footway s less than
lwo feet wide.

Remains of the Normane.

It Ia, of eourse, not Celtie Rouen, the
seat of a bishopric more than 1,600
years ago, that now survives, but
rather Norman Rouen, which is only
1,000 years old. How those tall, erazy-
looking, half.timbored houses, huddied
ko that the sun in some tases never
penetrates to the narrow streets and
alleys between, have escaped destruce
tion by fira all these centuriea who
shall guesa? Much of Rouen's me-
dievalism has sought to hide Itself be
hind a superficlally modern front.
What looks llke a weatherboarded
housa, at most 60 years old, turns out
when one pries a bit to be a fifteenth
or sixteenth century survival, with
heavy, hewn beams and perpendicular
timbers forming more than half the
wall,

Commonplace houss fronts show
qualnt old carvings such aa went to
decorste the dwellings of the more fm-
portant burghers of the Qfeenth cen-
tury. All sorts of modern cocupations

GOﬂ@ﬂ Rouen
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are carried on In houses bullt long be-
fore such occupations were known to
men, Inns that bid for the custom of
the tourist still retain the ¢ld central
oourt where plays were enmscled with
the well-to-do looking on from the
hotel balconies, the common folk from
what we should now eall the pit, then
the ronghly cobbled inn yard itself,
Buch Inns have the oddest, unexpected
stalrways, the queerest red-tiled hall-
ways, narrow and dusky, great beams
showing beneath the plaster, windows
a glngle pane wide betweon the per
pendicular timbers and fireplaces, now
nearly bricked up, but once open and
generous, with blazing logs belore
which basked the tired travelers of
600 years ago.
Normans of Today.

In moeting the Normans of today at
they go about thelr anclent capital
one feels anew the marvels of thel
history. One fancles in watching the
common pedpla of Rouen that one see:
in these descendants of Duke Rollo's
sea-wolves & persislence of the traite
that made thelr ancestors the mosl
dreaded pirates of their day, the foun
ders of kingdoms In widely sundered
parts of Europe, The women In par
tieular have o high distinction In face
and figure. Girle walk with & sin
gularly charming grace, with the air ol
possessing the earth that they tread
and carry thelr heads proudly, as U
recalling the rough glorles of thelr
race for 1,000 years. Beauty of ling
and expresalon Is the dower of many
women In Norman Rouen, and hoth
men and women are quickly responaive
to courtesy from a stranger,

A lively and nctive race aro these
Normans of Rouen and its environs,
Clder, thelr favorite drink, is served
at the sfmpler sort of Inny Instead of
wine and at all restaurants and drink
Ing places, Somellmes It comes to the
table hardened by many weeks in the
barrel; sometimes It nppears artificial
ly colored red, heavily sugared and
strongly charged with (ts own or other
gases. A substantinl Juncheon of
bread, cheess, salted butter and a quart
of clder may be had at some of the
suburban villages for about twenty
cents, and excellent 18 1t In all re:
apocts,  Perhaps this drink has saved
the Normans from stronger liquors,

Joan's Memory Honored.

The slums of Rouen show us repel:
lent human manifestations ag one can
find In almost any city, and waterslde
lonfers are sometimea desperate look-
Ing characters, though, perhaps, this
Impression 18 due partly to thelr
aqualld dress, unghaven faces and un-
fumillar dialeet Somo of the women
who inhabit the lofty old rulns on the
edge of a sewerlike eanal In one of
Rouen's worst quarters would furnish
excellent models for the painter of
Norman criminal life. But the human
flotsnm and jotsam I8 seemingly a
small proportion of the population. fn-
deed, Normandy seems to have pro-
served the Ideals and virtue of an older
France, Here, If anywhere, the Influ
ence of ealnted Joan's careor s power
fully felt, and the eity where she suf-
fered flery death does penance by
puying her peeuliar honor,

The spot In the publie street whers
ghoe bravely met martyrdom In her
fresh and lovely glrlhood I8 marked
for all beholders, and her statue grects
one at every turn, while the anclent
chyrches vie with one another in per
petuating her memory. If one s some.
timea inclined to think that the Frenoh
undervalue maldenhood one must re
member that the supremely popiilar
herolng of the nation was a slalnless
girl who died joyfully for her country
the crueclest of deaths at the age of
eighteen. Joan's spirit marches today
with the French armles defending the
frontiers of the well-beloved land,

ON THE LINE GF DEATH

WHAT THE FIGHTERS IN EUROPE
ARE SUFFERING.

Correspondent at the Front Tells of
Conditions That FPrevall in the
Trenches—Desclation Marks
Path of War.

At the end of the village the road
climbed again from the ravine and
emerged on open flelds,. A wall of
timber, dark and impenetrable as the
woods round an old chateau, rose at
the farther end of these fields—the
road cutting through It like a tunnal—
and on the brow of the ravine, com-
manding the road and the little plain,
was o line of trenches. Here evident-
ly they had fought,

We walked on down the road. Below
the northern horizon, where they wers
fighting now along the line of the
Alsne, rolled the sullen thunder of
artillery, as it had been rolling sines
daylight, writes Arthur Ruhl In Col-
Her's Weekly. And the autumn wind,
cold with the week of equinoctial ratn,
puffing out of thickets and across re-
vines, brought, every now and then,
the horrible odor of death.

Ahead, to the right, one caught the
glint of French infantry’s red trousers.
A man was lying there, face down-
ward, on the fleld. Then across the
open apacte appearsd another—and an-
other—they were scattered all over
that field, bright as the red popples
which were growing in the stubble and
an still,

They were In varlous positions. One
lay on his back, with one knee ralssd
like & man day-dreaming and looklng
up at the sky. Another was stretched
stift with both hands clenched over his
chest. One lay In the ditoh close be-
side us, hig hend jammad Into the
muddy bank just as he had dived there
in falllng; another gripped a eup iIn
ons hand and a spoon In the other, as
if, perhaps, he might have tried to
feed himself In the long hours after
the battle rolled on and left them
there,

All these were French, but just at
the edge of the thick timber was a
heap—one could soarcely say of Cler
mans, 8o utterly did the gray sodden
faces and sodden gray uniforms merge
into anonymity. A squad of French
soldlers appeared al a turn (o the
rond, Two officers rode beside them,
and they were just moving off across
the flelds earrying shovels Instead of
rifies. Looking after them, beyond the
belt of timber, one could see other par-
tles liks theirs on the distant slopes
to the left, and here and there smoke.
Two more French soldlers appeared
pushing & wheelbarrow fllled with casts
oft arma, With the boyish good nature
which never neemato desert these Mt
tlo mon in red and blue, thay stopped
and offered us a fow clips of German
cartridges, They were burylng their
own men, they sald, burning the Ger-
mand, The dead had been lylng here
for nearly a fortnight now whils the
battle line rolled northward, eclear
across France. . . , Through the
coquettish lttle towns along the
Marne, through the chumpagne eoun-
try and the country fust west of ft,
where we now were—evarywhore were
deserted, perhaps domolished, vil-
lnges; the umllent countrymide with
dead horses, blts of broken shell,
mashed bleyeles or artlllery wagons
along the road; and the talnted wu-
tumn wind.

An Oriental Meal,

There was nothing in the meal that
looked or even tasted lke an Ameri-
can dish. The meat, folded up lnto
small squares, was cooked In oriental
Ways, unikmown to American cookery,
while Lhe little rice concoctions, rollad
up In grapeviue leaves, were s dell-
clous as eplnach, and the tiny sum-
mer squash, filled with an appetising
stuffing, made a plensing dish. Pantry,
choeso and sweets were also different
from the customary American dellca-
cles, and, lastly, the great Turkish
pips, with ita long smokecooling tube
filled with Porslan tobacco, replaced
the Amerfcan cigar. The bill of tare,
writtén in Arabie, backward, as la the
custom with that Innguage, looked
llke a stenographer's notebook.—Na+
tional Magasine,

Hare Lip Hereditary.

William F. Blades of the Eugenlos
Record office, Cold Bpring Harbor, L.
L, 1s making a speclal study of hare
Up and cleft palate, In which be is
carrylng on breeding experiments with
severn] harellp stralng of Boston ter-
rlers. He finds that both hare lp
and cleft palate are highly hereditary
in both man and animal, but he has
been unable to dotermine In what way
they are Inherited. Mr. Dindes finds
great diffeulty in getting rollable sta-
tstles, owing to the fact that many
persons do thelr best to concesl alight
cases of hare lip angd cleft palate, sspe-
clally if these have been partlally or
complately remedied by operation.

Now Live Fifteen Years Longer,

The averago length of life In the
United States In 16 yoars greater now
than It was 36 years ngo, necording to
& slatement made by Dr. Vietor O.
Vaughn of the University of Michigan,
president of the Amerlcan Medioal ae-
sociation, in an address before (he City
club at 8t. Louls,

Crime ho characterized as a discase,
dus to heredity and environment, and
the way to eradicate crime was to
troat It as a diseass and to disinfect its
breeding

places,
Doctor Vaughn said the death rate
from tuberculosis had decressed 4
per oent aince 1880,

—A




