Marital Philosophy Coarsely Express-
¢o, Yet Conveyed 2 Subtie Sense
of Meaning.

“Harry © she said, and there were
w bhat a novelist would call tears in her
voice as she spoke, »] don't believ.
you love me any longer.” 1

“Dora. be replied, ~‘don’t be foo!-i
ish.” -

“Thore'" she exclaimed. “There’s
evidence of the truth of what 1 said 1
Don’t be fooliish® Did you ever speak
toc me in that way before we were

married”™

“No my dear, I did not” he ad-
mitted.

“Then.” she said, reproachingly,

<@y slightest wish wase law; then you
never sat around like a dummy smok-
ing a cigar and reading & paper when
1 was in the room; then you geemed
anxious to please me, and were ever
on the watch to do some little favor
for me.”

“It {8 true,” he admitted.

“You were pever lary then” she
went on. “You were full of life and
spirits; you were energetic.”

“Quite true,” he said.

“If vou loved me now as much as
you did then,” she persisted., *'you
would strive as much as ever.”

“My dear,” he sald i{n that calm, dis-
passionate tone that makes the aver-
age wife want to get a poker or &
broom, "did you ever 8see a boy trying
to get an apple or a pear that was a
little out of his reach?”

“Certainly,” she answered; “but

“He keeps jumping and jumping un
til he gets it, doesn't he?”

*“Of course.”

“Rut does he continue jumping after
he has got {t?”

“Certainly not. There's no need of
{ $

“Well.” he said, as he turned to his
paper again, “you're my apple; and T
don't see any reason why 1 should

- heep on jumping any more than the
boy.”

. She didn’t say anything: but she
thought and thought, and the more
she thought the more undecided she
became whether she ought to be an
gry or not. )

Lucky Error.
“Printers’ errors are usually annoy-

- ¢ng, but a printer's error saved the

The speaker
the English

lite of my best triend.”
was Cosmo Hamilton,

" writer, who is in New York. He con-
-————tinued: -

“Horace Hamfat is an actor. Rich
today, he was poor and a failure up
to the age of forty. His Ilfe up to

———that age was Raued in the provinces on
~——=—two Or three quid a week A quid, by the

i way,

- and his sult made but
©ress.

is $5. Well, one Saturday in
Manchester, Horace Hamfifs show
wen?: up, the manager fled and Horace
for three days lived on bread and
dripping. Then a letter came to him
from a London admirer, inclosing $50.

“The admirer forwarded, also, an
ftem from a theatrical page that Hor-
ace himselt had written—'Horace
Hamfat is starring in Manchester’
Dut the typesetter had made this item

‘ :i' read. truly enough:

“‘'Horace Hamfat is starving Ir
Manchester.”” SO

- Worth It
Many months had passed since first

" he met the sweet, sweet girl. He loved

ner dearly, DUl ne was woeiuily suy,
slow prog-

Flinally, it was the girl who decided

. _to improve the shining hour and add

" trifle to the pace of the proceed-
{ngs. To meake up her mind was to
act, and the very next time the young

“ynan called she pointed to the rose

that adorned his buttonhole.
 "I'lIl give you a kiss for that rose,”
she blurted out.

A crimson, guilty flush overspread
‘the young man's face, like the light ot

.. Mhe setting sun. There was, however,
- @o hesitation on his part, and he

‘clinched the bargaln. Then he grab

__ibed his cap and proceeded to rush
" ‘froin the room in double quick time.

“And where are you going?’ she

- jusked in great surprise.

‘ “Oh,” he answered tremulously, “I'm
-Just off to the florist’s to buy up his
stock of roses!” o

_~ Relic of Cider Barrel Campaign.
© A relic of the “cider barrel” cam
.paign of Willlam Henry Harrison, ir

= 1840, 18 owned by 8. M. Unger, 221$

North Pennsylvania street. A cam
paign medal, worn for many years by

" Henry M. Ward, a veteran of the Civl

war, has been prssented to Mr. Unger
who will give it to one of his sons
-whose grandfather, on Mrs. Unger's
slde of the family, was James T. Har
rison of Virginia, related to W. H
‘Harrison and Benjamin Harriscn. The
medal! shows a profile of W. BR. Har
‘rison on one side and the lsgend
“Major QGeneral W. H. Harrison}
born February 9, 1773 The otheg
-slde shows an ol log cabin, at thé
- 'slde of which stands a cider barrel
" On that slde of the medal are the
‘words: “The People’s Choice in ths
_Year 1840."—Indianapolis News.

o

" Bacon’s House.
TLovers of Basoa will bé grieved to
| that his bouse at Gorhambury
,iu falling to reck amd ruin. It has
/boen more or less of a ruin for years
‘past, but oa revisiting it the other
. day after a lapse of some years |
_Jgound “ooe of the Roman statues
gone and of the other one only the
#qrunk remained. One of the Roman

P &~ J

_thing is done promptly the whole

tutiding will fall to pleces. It is to
" tve boped that Lord Verulam will take
_#teps to preserve the house of bis i)
testrious aocestor. — Correspondence
doodon Daily Graphic : :
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‘waning a Clean Breast of I1t"” Has
Saved Many a Man and Woman
From Insanity,

The relief of making “a clean breast
of it'" Who of us is there who has
pot cxperienced 1t? 1f we huve done
something which we conslder shame-
tul or degrading or horrible we find
that we are suffering until we can tell
1t all to some one else, comments a
magazine writer. The murderer, to
take an extreme instance, is harrowed
and crazed by his crime (in many
cases) until he has confessed all,
whereupon be finds & measure of relief
and 18 more ready to meet his doom.
It fa with the mind, as with the body;
If vou take & poison into your body
you suffer until the poison is drained
off: if you take a poison into your
mind you suffer until it is extirpated.
Or to put it differently; a physical
wound refuses to heal until the poison:
is cleaned out, and the longer you walt
the worse the poison becomes, until
possibly, It threatens your life. 1t i8
just so with the wounds of the mind,
and in extreme cases, where there is
no relief, the ‘poison’ becomes 80 bad
that it endangers the reason, leads to
insanity. ’

Some of the insane are merely suf-
fering from some terrible experience,
some chock, some emotional impact,
which they pnever shared with others;
which they locked up in their breasts;
which grew steadily worse until it
transformed thelr whole nature. Why
is it that so often a man living alone
in some shack out on the prairie, or
some woman alone in & farmhouse, be-
comes insane? It is simply because
there is no outlet for the emotions,
tor the shocks and worries, the fears
and terrors, “no one to tell it to.”

A curious fact is that we are trou-
bled not so much by the things we
“remember”’ as by the things we have
“forgotten,” the things stowed care-
fully away in the unconscious part of
the mind. We go through some
shameful experience which we feel i8
too distasteful, too degrading, to tell
any one else, we try to forget it: we
suceceed: {n time. But there it is, un-
derneath, like hidden poison, working
on us whenever it gets a chance, try-
ing always to break through, to come
into the light.

“But Insanity, after all, is not al-
ways.the outcome; bad nerves, neuras-
thenia, unrest, unhappiness, are the
more common finalities. We see all
about us people who are leading
maimed and crippled lives, quarrel-
some, bitter, dejected, nervously in &
flutter. The trouble with many of
them is that they have never had com-
plete expression for their painful ex-

mental poison of the past. 5

Simple . Food.

“I should like to call aitention to the
wisdom of the simple life. First, let
us have pure, wholesome, and nutri-
tious foods, not deteriorated in any
way, and free from any manipulation
in the way of added Injurious sub-
stances of any description; and, sec-
ondly a diet of simple food, avoiding
complex dishes and multiplicity of
courses, but securing a sufficient varie-

_ ty to minister to the legitimate wants
of the palate.

The frying-pan too
often takes the place of the spit, and
while some fried dishes may be tol-
erated, it is not a method of cooking
that may be generally recommended.
If this simpiicily were comvined wiil
proper attention to the quantity of
diet. frequency of eating, and proper
mastication, each individual would be
Xept in a condition best suited to en-
able him to perform the special func-
tions in life to which he devotes him-
gell. Too great hurry in eating not
only makes digestion more difficult,
but also robs the meal of its social
opportunities of conversation. The
masticating of the food should receive
special attention, especially all starchy
substances.”—Woman's Home Com

panion. -

Peninsular War Centenary.

Mr. Arthur Keyoer, the British con-
¢ul for Seville, in his annual report,
says: During the Napoleonic wars
Cadizs was the onmly town in Spain
which successfully resisted the French
invaders, and when at last a parlia-
ment was constitated in 1812 it as
sembled in this town, where it was
proclaimed constitutional, thus ending
the periol of absolute rule. In com-
memorstion of this event and in ful
filment of a promise then made by the
government, which owed its existence
to the patriotism of Cadis inhabitants
and to the assistance rendered to
Spain by the British and Portuguese
armies under Wellington, congress has
declded to devote the sum of 1,500,000

ment in honor of the allies and to de-
fraying the cost of centenary cele-
bration of an {nternational nature.
Half the above amount will cover the
cost of the monument, and the remain-
der will be applied to festivities to
which representatives of the United
Kingdom, Portugal and South Amert-
can Republics will be invited.

g

Queer Luncheon.

An elderly, roly-poly sort of man
has been seen to consume a lunch ev-
ary day for a week that takes the
prise for oddity. The waitress brings
to him a plate of French ice cream
and a dowl of hot milk, the bowl be-
ing covered with a saucer. DBetween
small spoonfuls of the ice cream he
ladles out a littls of the milk into
the ice cream and thea a little of the
milk into another bowl, testing its

_lemperaturs the while with sips. By
the time the mflk bas become suffi-
clently cooled to suit his idea of the
proper temperature at which to drink
it the ice cream has been comsumed.
He never orders anything else for his

noonday meal—New York Press.
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pesetas ($280,000) to erecting a moau-

FIND RELIEF IN cd;u—h-sgsmn ! TRAM?’ MET pgg—;‘: IATCH

KNIGHT OF THE ROAD HAD NO
MONOPOLY OF HUMOR.

Forced in the End to Be Content With
Sniting t-e Savory Stew He
Had Hoped to Sample, He
Went H.s Way.

The weary tramp sauntered 1dly
along the highway. It had beenn a
beautifully lazy day, just suited to the
uses of a dolce far nirnte poet like
himself, and his distaste for effort
increased as he passed along His
only inconvenience was that some-
thing within told him that he was
hungry. 1t was probably h‘s stomach,
since it had not been overburdened
with food for several days—not be-
cause there was not plenty of it to be
had, but because be had sturdily ad-
hered to his anti-laboring principles.
Wwork he considered disgraceful and
he was not going to fasten a blot of
any kind on his escutcheon by accept-
ing any kind of a job If he could help
it. It was a favorite theory of his
that the world owed him a living, and
he maintained that an honest world
would voluntarily come and pay its
debt and not force him to dun it like
a common garden day laborer with
elther an ax, a spade, or hoe. It was
pretty near dinner time as he drew
near to the farmhouse, and, pausing
before the kitchen window, he leaned
gracefully against the sill and com-
plimented the lady of the house, who
stood within, upon the delicate aroma
of a veal stew that stood simmering
upon the kitchen stove.

“Pretty good stew you have there.”
said he, sniffing its fragrance with all
the alr of a connoisseur. “‘Reminds
me of the kind my mother used to
make.”

“Ya-as,” returned the lady of the
house, who had a nice sense of bumor.
“It's stew good for them as ain't willin’
to work for it.”

*All the same,” said he, “1'm a man
of taste, and I wouldn't mind havin’ &
taste o’ that.” .

“Ye can have it,” said the lady of
the house pleasantly, “when ye've
earnt it. Can you saw that wood?”
.. The tramp shivered. but answered
promptly.

“You'll excuse me, madam.” said he,
with an uneasy glance at the wood-
pile, “but 1 must correct your English.
1 bin a student of English all my life.

" "What you should have is, ‘Can you

see that wood,” not saw.”

“Thank ye, perfessor,” said the lady,
amiably. “It's so long since 1 went to
skule that my grammar air a leetle
weak, and[acceptthe correction. Can
"you see that wood?”

“] sure can,” replied the weary
tramp. My eyesight is as sharp as
my appetite.”

“Wa-al, eat all ye want of it,” said
the lady genially. ““There’'s a pile of
it, and more where it come from.”

“But | can’t eat wood,” retorted the
tramp. .

“No, perfessor,” replied the lady,
“but 1 thought mebbe ye had an axe
with ye, so's ye could help yoursell
to a chop as ye went by.”

Whereupon the hungering hobo re
sumed his way, cursing the day that
wumor was invented. —Judge. S

Drew the Line at David.

Sir Frederick Wedmore, a wel
known art critic, has published a most
interesting volume of memories, 10~
which he tells good things about in-
teresting people whom he has met.

One of the best stories is that of
‘Queen Victoria and her statement that
she “would not meet David.” She
evidently champloned Bathsheba. The
story runs thus:

“In some such terms as the follow-
ing, Lady Southampton felt herself
inspired to address the queen one day:
tPo not you think ma'am, one of the
satisfactions of the future state will
be, not only our reunion with those
whom we have loved on earth, but our
opportunities of secing face to face sC
many of the noble figures of the past
—of other lancs and times? Bible
times, for instance. Abraham will be
there, ma'am; Isaae, too, and Jacob
Think of what they will be like! And
the sweet singer of Israel. He, too.
Yes, ma'am, King David we shall see.
And, after a moment’s silence, with
perfect dignity and decision, the great
queen made answer, ‘I will not mee
meet David! "—Public Opinton.

Give Credit to Suspenders.

*“Notice what a difference the first
nip of cool weather makes in the car
riage of most men?’ a prominent phy-
sician asked the other day. “See how
their shoulders are thrown back, thei
‘chins thrust forward and the genera
elasticity of their step? ‘“Yes, I've
noticed 1t.” his ecompaniom replied
“Cold weather certainly braces a man
up.” “You are right there,” the doc
tor replied, “but there is something
that plays a more important part than
the mere fact that the air is cold.
What? Suspenders? Yes, sir!. Sooa
as the weather gets cool a man wears
a vest. Thbat means that he lays his
beit aside and resorts to suspenders.
No man can walk erectand with that
alr of alterness without them. The rea-
son Is simple. The natural way to
walk is with the chest thrown out and
the allowance drawn in. When a man
wears s belt he cannot do-that because
his trousers will slink down and be
will be very uncomfortable geaerally.
‘When his trousers are suspended from

_ his shoulders he can walk naturally’

She Knew Better.
Maud—"“Jack s to be an esasy
going fellow.” —"EKasy-going!
You never had him call on you eve
rings; one can never get him to go.”

—

_came out to the whaler.

ia supporting twe

ELOND ESKIMOS LONG KNOWN
Old Revenue Cutter Captan Jays
Stories of Burning Mountain
Were Laughed At

Tacoma, Wash.—Captain Irancis
Tuttle of the revenue »ervice, retired,
savs that for thirty yeuars or nore
stories of Stefansson s_blond Fskimo
tribe have been teld by old time
whalers who were sometimes driven
into Bankland by fce floes  Whalers
were laughed nt when they described
Eskimos with red huir seen in the far
porth.

In the early ninet'cs Captain Tutl
tle, commanding the cutter Bear, met
the whaler Ballene, commanded by
Captain Bert Williams, now restding
at Irondale. Willams told Tuttle of
a strange tribe In Bankland which
Some of
them went aboard. Wililams could
not understand thelr language and
learned little about them. From his
winter quarters Williams could wsee
a burning mountain of coal. The na-
tives led him to a place where he cb-

tained enough coal to supply his ves- |

gel that winter. By signs they made
Willlams understand that the great
mountaly had been burning for 200
Years. Captain Tuttle belleves Wil
llams is the man of whom one tribe
told Stefansson.

During his thirty years of gervice
on the Alaskan coast Captain Tuttle
heard of blond tribes from other
whalers, but the stories were general
ly given little credence.

GIRL ON TRIAL WINS SUITOR

Pays Fine of Gir! Convicted of Theft,
- Propozes Marriage and Is
Accepted.

New York.—Eva Rioux, the demure
¥reach-Canadian girl who spent four
strenuous days in the superior conr?
at Bridgeport defending he rgelf
against a charge of theft preferred
by Mrs. C. E. Page of New York and
Sound Beach, is to become a bride
within 3 week or so.

Her trial resulted in a fine belng
imposed. A man who is said to be
the owner of two Connecticut the-
aters sud who listened to all of the
evidence, paid ber fine ard then pro-
posed marriage. His name is not di-
vulged. He s forty-five and a bach-
ejor. :

Miss Eva was all smiles when seen
in the office of Mrs. T. Carnello. who
had befriended her at the time of the
trial.

“Ooul,” she replied to the question

“whether she was to be married. Then

in broken EngTish she expressed pleas-
ure, saying she had written home to
get her parents’ consent, and {f they
agreed the marriage would take place
at once. The man who i8 to marry
her has already taken steps to reopen
the case In the superior court an¢
have Miss Eva's reputation cleared.

ASKS DIVORCE, HAS A GUARD

8t. Louls Woman Who Sues Husban¢
. “Protected by Pollce—Escorted

.-~-To and PFrom Home.

St. Louts, Mo.—Every morning for a.
week a policeman called at 1422 Bem-
pie avenue, and after ringing the door-
bell, met Mrs. Dells Monica Black
and escorted her to the nearest street
car line. There he put her aboard a
car, tipped his cap and went his way.

Every evening & poiiceman wei M.
Black as she got off the car, returning
from her work in & ‘dovnwwn mill-
nery bouse, and saw her safely to her
door.

Mrs. Black’s reasoa for asking the
police escort was revealed when she
filed a divorce suit against Charles
E. Black, proprietor of a drug store

ORI

" at Arlington and Ridge avenues.

Mrs. Black told a reporter that she
belleved it necessary to protect her-
self on her way to and from her home.
Black has refused to make any state
ment about the case, except to
he has hired a lawyer. -

AGED COUPLE IN BOX CAR

Former Missionaries 8hare Priva
tions and Hardships—Are Found
in South Dakota.

Jamestown, N. D.—8haring priva
tions and hardships with her husband,
Mrs. K. W. Shepp was found in a box
car in the Northern Pacific yards barn.

She and her husband were traveling
from South Dakots to ldaho, and had
intended going the entire distance in
the car in which they had loaded their
few belongings. Cold weather, how-
ever, made the trip hard, and they
were suffering greatly because of their
scant protection from the elements.

Both are more than sixty years old
They were formarly missionaries. o

WATER TO CHRISTEN SHIP

New York W. C. T. U. Urges Libatior
From Nisgara for Battleship

o New York. -

' Ao:deum. ¥. Y.—The New York

state conveation of the Woman's

Christian Temperanoce union forward-
ed a resolutiod to the secretary of

!_«he mavy., asking that the pew battle

ship New York de christened with
water taken from Niagara falls If
the request is grantsd the unjon will
fernish the water and the receptacle

Boy of 18 Supports Famlily.

Irwin, Pa.—Joseph Nellis, a fifteen-
gear-old boy employed in a mine hers,
younger sisters and

a brother in & shanty which he has
rented. The boy's father recently dis-
sppeared. The mother is dead. Jo
seph has a hard time, but be refuses

nll offers of ald.
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PRIEST’S GHOST STORY

BEGAN WITH THRILLS, BUT

ENDED VERY TAMELY.

All the Material for Really Excellent
Experience With Spirits Seemred
to Be There Until the Touch of

Materialism Develoned.

s

Doctor Walsh, lecturer and nerve
ppeciulist, tells the following story
tn one of his series of talks on ghosts,
dreams, premonitions. After thls tale
ft will be unnecessary to say that the
doctor has never seen a ghost himself.

An -old clergyman dwelling alone
with his housekeeper and her sister
in a rather lonely part of a little coun-
try town was awakened late one night
by a loud riog at his front doorbell.
In a moment the priest was outof bed
and preparing to go on what he ex-
pected was a sick call summons.

Again very shortly came another
ring at the bell. Surprised that the
housekeeper, who slept on the ground
fivor. had not answercd the door he
went out into the hall and down the
gtairs. There standing at the open
door was the housekeeper and her sis-
ter looking out into empty space. The
two astonished women turned to him.

“There I8 no one there, father!™
they exclaimed.

“When it rang first 1 went to the
door and found no one,” went on the
elder, “then when it rang again we
were both near the door and opened
it immediately and there was nothing
around.”

As they were speaking the bell rang
again and the women In slarm clung
to each other. Boldly the priest
opened the door—stlll no one in sight.

It was a clear starlight night and
the house stood in an empty space.
Very cautiougly he explored every por-
ticn of the grounds, piazza and house,
but not even a footprint could he find.
As he was entering the door after his
gearch the bell rang again, and as he
was in full view of the bell he was
toreed to admit that no visible human
agency rang it. He had great dif-
ficulty calming the frightened women
and returned to his room in a puzzled
frame of mind. Just before getting
into bed he glanced at his watch and
raw that it was 2 o'cloek..

The rext day he learned with great
rorrow and also with some uneasiness
that the vicar of the neighboring town,
who was a lifelong friend of his and
_of whose lllness he had pot beard, had
died at 2 o'clock the night before.

After that po mysterious doorbell
ringings were heard until the night of
the day of the vicar's funeral. Wear-
ted out with grief and the funeral, the
old priest had retired early and was
sleeping soundly when be was awak-
encd by Xnocks at his door and the
voice of his frightened housekeeper.

“Father' Father!” she was crying.
“Didn’t you hear the doorbell ring?
\We've gone to the door and there’s no
one there! The house must be
haunted. Tomorrow the first thing in
the morning we will leave.”

Cutting still the woman's crying
came another ring at the bell. Quick-
ly the priest was up and down stairs,
looking at his watch on the way down.
It was 2 o'clock. As he opened the
door clear and shrill the bell clanged
out again.

“So the bell rings itself, does it? he
mused after a good look around. “Well,
then, the trouble must be in the bell”

Late as it was he went to work pry-
ing the bell from the door and found—
the ghost! A family of mice had
built a snug little nest for themselves
there and their entrances and exits
had been the cause of the bell's ring-
ing. The late hours they kept was
no doubt due to their natural timidity

o Good Word for Corseta.

It is not often that a dogtor has
much to say in favor of the corset,
but two Berlin medical men, Professor
Felix Hirchfeld and Adolf Loewy, have
just come forward in championship of
that sorely abused garment. True, their
smivocacy is of limited and qualified
character, but so far as goes it is guite
wholehearted, for they have satisfled
themselves that for a certain type of
physique that is especlally prone to
consumption the use of corséts may
act as a preventive of that disease.
The structure in question is described
as “paralytic thorax,” the speciflc
characteristics of which appear to be
length and flatneas of the chest. The
two Investigators carried out exhaus-
tive experiments on the respirations
of persons of this class, simultaneous-
ly following the movements of the
diaphragm by means of Roentgen rays.
The result they arrived at was that
whereas the corset diminished the
depth it increased the frequency of
their patient's breathing, so that the
total amount of alr taken into the
lungs within a given time remained
the same,

Freedom to Say What One Likes.

The only way to be agreeable and
sweet 15 to avoid being disagreeable.
The first act in the play of self-im-
provement problem is to be as civil to
home folk as you would be to strang-
ers. Let Joose swest thoughts and mus-
zle and choke off the unkind ones.

The second asct is the same. And
80 is the third and fourth.

If one is determined to look for
fights they surely will ind more than
they are looking for, because a lot of
them will be looking for them.

To take life oalmly is the only way.

People are seldom Insulted as deep-
1y as they fancy, and even if they are
silent it is 50 much more effective than
scrapping.

The freedom to say just what is
thought to heme folks has brokeu up
more homes than drink or {nfidelity.
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LINGERS ALWAYS IN MEMORY

Fortunate is the Man That Can Recall
the Love 8howered on Him by
Grandmother.

The Women's Home Companion con-
talns an impressive article on grand-
mothers, in which the author gives the
following description of her own

grandmother:

A bride at fifteen; a widow with
tour little children at thirty; flung

. from wealth to poverty by the Civil

war: confronted with the necessity
to ecarn her own and ber children’s
living in a day when women had In-
4eed cause to cry out for better op-

' portunities, and through it all strong,

patient,

~of hers?—the

serene, the uncouquerable
soul,

“\What could be braver, what could
b richer, than her life?

“What could there be in =l human
experlence to surpass that young love
love that one hears,
with ‘aching throat and blurred eyes,

in the single volce of some throbbing

i violin when the lights are low and

.

every coarser instrument is hushed?
Ah, that is the pure romance, StArry,
exquisite—feeting, If you will—but oh,
how gweet!

“And then—motherbood. The wo-
tman of today. with a large and lovely
charity, would mother the wbole world.
13ut she—she mothered her own. And
will any woman say that to mother
one's own Is the lesser joy, the in-
ferfor vocation?

“Then death—the death of ber hus
band. And I thiok there can be no
sharper test of courage, no deeper call
for heroism, than the requirement to
smile into one's children’s faces, to
make life a happy thing for them.
when their father lles dead. That s
a task to shake the heart of the
staunchest: yet she did it

“Soon afterward, the war and finan-
cial disaster: the old, old story of the
gouthern wife and widow; the home
Aesecrated for her by the presence of
boarders: the skiliful needle put to
such unwonted service; all the pititul
shifts of unequipped, sensitively bred
poverty. These things she did too—
and smiled.

And then she lost her first-born, her
only son. And she smiled stlil, for the
children who were left,

“As bher remaining children grew up
around her, the stress lightened
There was marriage, there was birth
happening about ber again-—renewals
of life.

“What would childhood be, indeed.
without grandmothers? Of course we
love our mothers and fathers best:
we always assert that stoutly, but—
well, there's something about a grand
mother!” ’ :

Wishing for Longer Days.

Most women at home would be sur
prised to learn that there are quicker
ways of doing ordinary things than
they are used to. But efficiency ex
perts who work wonders in cutting
out waste motions in factories, so that.
hard-headed business men are willing
to pay them big money for their ser

vices, throw up their hands in horros--—

when they observe how women at home
let the precious time slip througb
their fingers, and wond¢r where she
day has gone.

Among the improvements they sug
gest is that women use the clock more,
agreeing with themselves get cer
tain things done by certain times, and
having certain hours free for culture
devotion and recreation. The neces
Bily ol Kecping 0 & scurauic momas
the invention of many short cuts, and
puts something of that delightful
game spirit into the most commob-
place tasks.

Now don't talk it over with some
negative-minded person who muddles
your good intentions with whining ob
jections, but just go ahead and do it
If it works, then tell your neighbor.
Perhaps she would like to bave som¢
spare time too.—Delineator. i

Effect of Paint on Corrosion of iron.
According to the rather surprising
results obtained by two German chem-
ists, M. Liebreich and L. 8pitzer, who
were experimenting with paiot as »
preventive of the oorrosion of iron, ft
seems that one ocoat of good paint or
varnish is much superior to two or
more coats. In their experiments a
second coat proved absolutely detri-
mental. The experiments consisted in
painting well polished steel bars with
one or more coats and suspending the
bars over bolling water for four days.
Half of the coating was then removed
and the bared metal well covered with
vaseline to prevent oxidation. In each
case where only one coat of paint had
been applied the bars remained as
brilllant and rust free as belore the
test, but in the case of two or more
coats, corrosion had taken place. The
investigators will not commit them.
selves as to the explanation of this,
but it may be that a coating of several
layers provides a less flexible cover,
more liable to erack, thus allowing
oxidizing agents to pesestrate to ths
metal surface. :

. Caught Geagull on Salmon Red.

1 have sometimes read accounts ot
birds taking the fiy of a fisherman,
dbut 1 do not remember having beard
before of any one ocatching a seagull
when salmon fishing. .

This bappened here at Dunkeld to-
day, and the lady who was fishing not
only hooked the seagull but after play-
ing it for a quarter of an hour landed
it.

The lady was barling for salmon in
the Tay just below Dunkeld bridge,
spinning with & minnow from a boat,
when the seagull swooped under the
water and flew off with the mimnow.
The gull made very good play,. and 1t
was only owing te skiliful handling
that It was eveatually “netted.” It

was of course takem off the hook and
dew away none the worse.—The Fleld.
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