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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

All communications for this paper sheuld be accom:
panied by the name of the author: not necessarily for
publieation. but asan cvid.nee of good faith on the
part of the writer. Write only on one side of the pa:
per. Be particularly careful in giving names and
dates to have thelettersand figured plain and distinet,
Yroper names are of ten difticult to decipher, because
of the carcless manner in which they are written,

PEACE WITHIN THE SOUL.

I fled to Horeb's mount
Care-worn, perplexed—
Great passions tore my soul,
Fierce conflicts vexed—
I fled, to be alone and hide, apart
From man, the storm that tore my weary
heart.

I heard the whirlwind's rush,
And felt the power
Of Nature's mighty breath
In my lone hour;
But it was nought to that tempestuous
sweep
Of frenzied storm that stirred my inmost
deep.

The earthquake rent the hills,
The mountain rocked,
Earth moaned in agony,
Beset and shocked;
But fiercer than the earthquak®s mighty
roar
The inward conflict that my bosom tore.

I saw from riven rock
The flames arise,
And Heaven's blinding flash
Fall from the skies;
But stronger than the lightning'k blasting
fire,
Durned my own' surging heart with fu-
rious ire.

These wonders passed from view,
And then I heard
The ‘‘still, small voice' of Love,
And knew my God!
Upon my ear the gentle accents stole—
I bowed in awe, and Peace came to my
soul.
—Elias D. Smith, in N. Y. Observer.
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ff] MPUDENCE, T call it,” said the

l fair young widow Marston,
“when you know I start for London
to-morrow. Marry you, Sim Parker!

You! Why, I may be a ‘ladyship’ be-
fore I come back with all that
money."”

“You may. Some folks 'lows as
yYou mayn’t,” said Mr. Sim Parker,
totally unmoved by Celinda’s scorn.
“You've sold up everything?” :

“Everything,” said Celinda, decided-
ly. “Everything, even the cow and
the—pig. Chub cried for the pig;
but the cow and the pig were 20ld in
one lot because they're such friends.”

“But s'posin,” delicately hinted
Sim, “when you gets to London there
ain’t nothin' in this yer yarn about
them millions?”

“I can't suppose anything of the
sort. No one but a—groundhog like
you, Sim, would think of such a
thing.”

“l may be a groundhog—ground-
hogs is very good eatin’ when you
can't git nothin® else—but you're
spendin’ all the money you've got,
after you've paid off the late lament-
ed’s mortgage, juss to fetch theseyer
millions. How do you know they're
yours?”

“How do I know? Sim Parker, you
make me tired. I—I feel it, I tell
you. Wasn’t my maternal great-great-
grandfather a Fraser; and ha\'cu_‘t I
all the papers proving iy descent
from the Frasers of Ochiltree?
There's a matter of four millions
waiting for nre. Pounds, mind you,
not paltry dollars. All 1 have to do
is to go over to London, walk into the
Bank of England, say, ‘I’ve come for
the money,” and they’'ll give it to me
straight off, or I'll know the reason
why. 1 reckon to stay just two days
in London, and then home again. 1
want to buy the Judge’s place when
1 come back.”

“You're going to take the baby
with you?”

“Chub? Of course 1 take the dar-
ling with me. You don’t suppose 1'd
go without him!”

“And you won’t take me?”

“To London, or marry you?”

“Both.”

“Neither, thank you. T don’t think
you could live up to the Fraser
millions.”

“You've sorter set folks’ backs up,”
delicately hinted Sim, “with theseyer
high-falutin’ notions of yours. They're
glad you're goin'.”

The youthful widow {urned upon
him with a glorious light in her beau-
tiful black eyes. *“And you, Sim?
You're—you're not glad?”

“See that tree?” asked Sim, point-
ing to an ancient rock elm which
leaned crookedly against the side of
Celinda’s pretty little house—the
house she had just sold.

“Of course 1 do? What has that
got to do with it?”

*You'll find me leanin’ agin it when
you come back; that's all.” The
young fellow’s blue eyes impressed
her with a sense of power. Her own
fell beneath his masterful gaze.

“Croak away,” she said, scornfully.
“If I've meed of you when I come
back, 1'll ask for your forgiveness.”

“That’]ll do me,” said the impertur-
bable Sim. *“That'll do me, your—
your ladyship.”

“Her ladyship” made him a pretty
courtesy, and held the infant Chub,
aged two and a half, more closely to
her. “You’'ll be a lord when we get
the money,” she said ecstatically to
that sleeping cherub; *“and I'll dress
you up with a gold crown.”

“Take my advice, sonny,” said Sim
to the interesting infant, “and don’t
have nothin’ to do with it. You’ll have
a heap more fun with the pig. 1
washed him a-purpose yesterday.” He
laboriously produced a document
from his pocket. “I've brought you a
letter.”

“What for?”

“It's for a big Canadian lawyer
seitled in Tondop—Hiram Gould, I've

sent him fifty dollars and told him
to give you a show, for the-money.”

“You dared to do that!”

“Of course. I reckoned you
wouldn’t take me along. Somebody's
got to take you round and give you
a good time.”

Celinda was touched. “You mean
well, but you're so ignorant, Sim.”

“I'm not too ignorant to know
you're the prettiest girl in the Ottawa
valley:d = -

“You mustn’'t. I'm nos a girl, Sim,
I'm a widow.” _

“If wishin® could have made you a
widow, you wouldn’t have waited all
this time. He was a bad lot.”

“He was,” calmly acquiesced Ce-
linda. “Most men are. That is why
I want the money to be independent
of them. 1 wonder who bought my
house, Sim?”

*1 wonder.”

“If you're very good, when I come
back I'll get you to manage things
for me.”

“I'd rather mamage you,” said the
fervent Sim.

“Don’t be so familiar.
I'm a great lady.”

Sim shrugged his shoulders.
use sayin' nothin’? ,

“No us

Sim’s lips worked a little. “Celinda,
you're layin’ up a heap of trouble for
yourself.” : -
“When I want you to get me out
of it, I'll tell you,” she said,
haughtily; and went into the house?
There was a big but unsympathetic
procession to see Celinda start from
the wharf next day. Four Cornerites
vaguely resented Celinda’s airs and
graces, and did not believe that she
would get the money. But she looked
so radiant and confident that even
the case-hardened editor of The Four
Corners Gazette offered 1o adopt
Chub until she came back. Celinda,
haughtily conscious of the hostility
of her former {riends, was coldly
distant, and rather resented Sim’s
accompanying her to Montreal.
But when the boat was slowly
“tugged” out from the wharf, and she
saw Sim's handsome' face receding in
the distance, Celinda, conscious of
certain misgivings, took the radiant
Chub down to her ‘cabin: and cried.
over him a little. The story of her
being the heiress to the Fraser mil-
lions was noised about all over the
ship. For the last two years Celinda
had industriously studied up the
family pedigree, and there was not
a flaw in the evidence. As far back
as 1750 Fraser of Ochiltree’s eldest
son had emigrated to Canada. When
Fraser of,Ochiltree died his son had
never claimed his money, which pre-
sumably continued to accumulate,
One of the Montreal papers said il
amounted to four millions. All Ce-
linda had to do was to prove her
identity, and bring back the money.
She wanted to settle down in the
Judge’s house, and show people what
she thought of them. But when the
vessel got outside Quebee, Celinda
would have given all the Fraser mil-
lions to be back at Four Corners.

But in time she recovered. Chub
(he declined to be seasick) made wio-
lent love to the captain, whom he per-
sisted in looking upon us a parent,
greatly to that worthy’s embarrass-
ment. He was a marriéd man, and
told Chub so0; but Chub only laughed
and gurgled, and wanted him to *‘tiss
mummy”—a proposal which sent a
blush to the young widow’s pretty
cheeks.

When Celinda reached Liverpool the
captain obiained permission from the
owners to take her up to town, and
leave his first officer in charge. Ce-
linda had refused to marry the first
officer four times, the second officer
twice, the third ofticer thrice, but they
none’ of them bore malice, except to
pity the captain for being a mar-
ried man. “You see,” said the first
officer to his companion in misfor-
tune, “we can afford to look down on
him, because he's out of it—married;
Now, if the widow comes_back with
us for the return trip, we can go on
proposing until she gets tired out and
takes one of us. It looked at first as
if the old man had the bulge on us,
but yow jist wait until he goes'home
and tells his wife all about it.”

I1.

Sim Parker went into what had
once been Celinda’s pretty house, and
gazed at it with an air of satisfaction.
IEverything was just at it had been
before Celinda went away ‘to fetch
the hypothetical four millions. Chub’s
cradle, already aired, stood in one
corner. Sim gave it a thoughtful
push with his foot, and set it rocking.
Some interesting works of art on
the wall shone in fresh frames. The
rooms had been repapered, and the
kitchen ceiling whitewashed. At the
sale Sim had been the only bidder
for five photographs of the late un-
lamented Dick Marston. With a cer-
tain delicacy he took them into the
kitchen and put them in the stove,
as if he thought they would thus
rejoin the pérson whom they por-
trayed. The “hired girl” wore a new
frock, presented to her by Sim. Ce-
linda’s little pig, no longer an out-
cast, in spite of his piteous entreaties,
had been serubbed by Sim into a state
of pinky perfection, in case CHhub
wanted to “love him.” The black and
white cow looked out from her stall
and lowed to a pretty little black and
white calf which had mysteriously
appeared upon the scene. The calf

Remember

“No

in brass letters.

“*So far, that’s all right,” said Sim,
as he went .qaround the veranda, and
noticed a belated humming bird hov-
ering over the big fuchsia in its green
tub. “Now, if parson and his wife
will only come along in time, Celinda
Il get here just after dark, and no-
body be any the wiser.”

He looked at a telegram from his
agent In Montreal, and smiled. Then
he frowned.

“I dunno,” he mused. “I dunno as

it’s fair to Celinda to force her into
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wore a collar with the” word “Chub””

bad.” i

He heard the whistle of the nigh‘t
boat as she fussed up to the long
wharf. “I'd like to wring the neck
of that whip-poor-will,” mused Sim,
taking his position against the tree

me feel that lonesome, it gives me the
chills.”

The inhabitants of Four Corners
were all in doors enjoying their even-
ing meal, and the stage, after vainly
waiting at the wharf to bring up
passengers, crawled empty into Four
Corners.

“Juss s0,” said Sim, placidly, con-
tinning to  smoke. “Juss so. She
ain’t goin’ to come up in the stage,
and have half the place rushin’ ont
to jeer at her. Not much. No sir.
Not much. By and large, Celinda's
pretty cute.”

“Are you there, Sim?” asked a
pleasant voice, as the parson’s wife
approached a tree.

*You bet I'm here, Mrs. Clarke.”
said Sim, with a smile; “but it’s sort
of lonesome.”

“You=—you'll be very gentle with
her,” hesitated the minister’s pretty
wife. “You'll be very gentle with her,
Sim. '[rue love is'never harsh or un-
kind.”

Sim nodded cheerfully. “You bet
I'll be gentle. Minister in there?” He
pointed to the little parlor, in which
the lamp shone brightly,

“My husband? Yes; he’s very hun-
gry. Sim. Don’t be longer than Jou
can help.”

“I've got a deputation of our ‘lead-
ing citizens’ hiding behind the barn,”
grinved Sim. “Had to pay old Parker
$10 afore he'd come, and Chris Jim-
merson $5; but they've learned their
speech.”

*You're a good man, Sim,” said the
little lady; angd tripped away to join
her husband.

Presently, as Sim stood leaning
against a tree, a slight figure stole
timidly through the dusk. In its
arms it carried a bundle. A sob rose
to its lips as it looked at the cosy lit-
tle house. Then it turned sadly away.
Chub, who was weary, began to cry.

“L wouldn’t go if I were you, Ce-
linda,” said Sim, softly.

Celinda gave a little sob also, then
choked it back. “I—I wanted just to
have one look at it again. I might
have known you'd be here, Sim.”

“Of course,”™ "kaid Sim quietly.
“Didn’t 1 say so?”

“They laughed at me,” faltered Ce-
linda. “I went to the Bank of En-
gland with Mr. Gould, and they were
quite satisfied with my proofs. The
only diflicity was that there wasn't
any money. It had never been lodged
at the bank at all, and no one knew
what had become of it.”

She turned away bitterly.

“Where are you going to put up,
Celinda ?”

“Anywhere—anywhere. I'm going
into the bush,” she said fiercely. *1
haven’t a friend left here. It serves
me right, I—I'm only grieving for
Chub’s sake.” .

« I wouldn’t do that if T was you,
Celinda. Here’s your own house wait-
ing"for you all fixed up cumferable.”

“My-—own—house!” -

“Of course.” Sim took Chub’ from
her tjired arms.  “Your own house
Celinda. Shall 1 carry the little feller
in for you?”

“But I sold it.,”

“Well, I bought it back for you.
You've no call to thank me,” said
Sim.

*You! You!” She knelt at his feet,

Sim held Chub with one hand and.
raised her with the other. “I'll go
away if you don’t want me,” he
whispered brokenly. “Only, . there’s
a deputation waitin’ to welcome you
back, and parson’s in the parlor.

jrace up, Celinda. Brace up.”

“Sim, dear, will you forgive me?”
she whispered, and kissed him with a
heart and a half. “I've been wicked,
so unkind, so brutal to you.”

.

“You've kissed 1me,” said Sim.
“Kissed me! That answers every-
thing.” ;

He led her proudly to the house as
she wiped away her tears. Once inside
Celinda *“braced up” and received the
greetings of the parson and his wife
with shy cordiality. *“Would you
please marry us, and then we’ll have
supper,” she said, with characteristic
degision; and the parson understood.

“The deputation” staggered in as
the brief ceremony finished, “You kin
git out agin,” said Sim. - “You've been
asleep behind the barn.”

“Ain't slep’ a wink. Wansh ecarn
ten dollars,” hiccoughed old Parker.
“We, the undershined—" He looked
helplessly round.

“Citi—citizens,”
mergon.

“We, the' undershined—"

“Well, yvou kin juss go and shine
somewheres else.” g3id Sim. “I'm a
married man, I am, and I can't have
two cranks like you foolin’ round.”

After making three unsuccessful
attempts to find the door the depu-
tation withdrew,

“We'll take them home,” said the
parson, making a sign fo his wife.
And they followed theé devious foot-
steps of the deputation,

Outside, the river murmured at its
own sweet will.  All the happy souls
who had ever loved shone down upon
them with radiant, starlit eyes as Sim
placed sleepy Chub within the empty
cradle. Slowly, slowly Celinda turned
and hid her face upon his breast,—
Black and ‘White.

hiccoughed Jim-

Bubbles. i ‘

Detectives help some people to live
chased lives,

The dude is nothing more than a
fancy walking stick.

With a  competent  accountant,
mistakes are out of his reckoning.

Some people get  along on cheek, |
some*rely on their chin, and others

i
|
i
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keep a stifi upper lip,—Philadelphia |
Bulletin,

it. TReckon she'll be feelin' pretty |

he had mentioned to Celinda. “Makes |

THE “HARTFORD" AND THE
Find James D. Johnston, Commander of the “Tcnnessce.”

I *TENNESSER” AT MOBILE.

Though short lived no vessel of the confederate navy gave a better ac

count of herself than did the Tennessee,

Alabama river, and was placed in co

mander James D. Johnston in command.

bar with the Tennessee for the pur

She was built at Selma, on the
mmission on April 1, 1864, with Com-
An effort was made to cross the
pose of surprising and disabling the

blockading fleet, but the effort was unsuccessful and it was not until Au-

gust 5 that the vessel was engaged in action.
The vessel w

gut’s attack on Mobile.

This was the date of Farra-
as fought in that battle until she be-

came unmanageable beeause of her steering gear having been shot away

when she surrendered to the Ossipee

of Farragut's fleet.

FOREIGN GOSSIP.

On the new municipal map of Paris,
which is 25 yards long and nearly 20
yards wide, every detail of the town is
shown, and$8.500 houses are recogniza-
ble.

Figures by the registrar general
show that the old superstition against
marrying in May still prevails in Scot-
land, where most weddings take place
in June and December,

Yenetian gondolas are black, in con-
sequence of a law passed 500 years ago
compelling uniformity of color. It was
passed to restrain the extravagance of
ornamentation then prevailing.

Against the orders of the French gov-
ernment that the Bretan tongue is no
longer 10 be taught in Brittany, the
bishop of Quimper has commanded the
clergy to continue preaching)in that
language.

Government returns show that out
of every 400 persons in England and
Wales in Jamuary nine were paupers,
while in London one in every 40 was a
pauper. But the increase of pauper-
ism has not been commensurate with
the distress,

The sterilization of meat in Belgium
is yearly gaining in importance. The
object of this innovation is toreturn to
the trade under the form of a whole-
some. product, meat which otherwise
would be unfit for consumption.

AS THE CHINESE SEE US.

The Caucasian Isx Regarded by Them
ay They Are Regarded
by Us.

It is good for us to remember that
we of the western races, who ecall
ourselves civilized, and sometimes
force our civilization on the ecast,
are regarded by some ecastern na-
tions as barbarians. Mr. W. A, Pick-
ering writes in his book, “Pioneer-
ing in Formosa,” an account of a
visit to a Chinese gentlemen. Al-
though Mr. Pickering tells of their
conversation from his own point of
view, one can also see the point of
view of the Chinaman.

What perplexed him most about
Europeans, or “barbarians,” as he
quite innocently called us, was our
amazing energy. Why should we
trouble ourselves so much, and take
80 much pains about anything on
carth? To the phlegmatic literary
Chinaman this was incomprehensi-
ble. Was anything worth such fuss
and bother? We had at great risk
and difficulty made an expedition in-
to the interior to see the aboriginal
tribes. What was the good of going
to see savages?

I unfolded the mysteries of steam
as a propeller. I told them of our
machinery. They seemed not to be
impressed., Some of them had seen
and traveled on a steamer. Yes, but
that was not much; to invent these
material things, was that worthy of
a man's intelleet?  Such novelties
were mersly mechanical,

I told them somewhat of the stars,
of our scientific conclusions., This
appealed more to them. Then I quot-
ed to them passages from their own
sacred classics, They approved of
me.

Later, as I lay wakeful on my bed,
1 heard, th¥ough the thin paper par-
titions, my baost and cronies consid-
eving their strange visitors,

“Strange creatures, these barbari-
ans!”

“Aye, indeed they are.”

“Fhat Pi-ki-ling (Pickering), he's a
strange baybarian., Where did he

| lenra to speak the language of men

(Chinese) 2"

“Ie’s elever for a barbarian, He's
pimost a man."”
“Ile has not the eyes of a man,

They arve round. like the rest of the
waimalsy not turned up at the cop-

P Jers, as we men have them,”

“Well, he is a clever barhauran.'

I And the discussion ended,
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DEER TURNING WHITE.

Indians Say It Is Due to Their In.
creasing Terror of Life In
the Woods,

A party of scientific men from Cor-
nell and Johns Hopkihs universities
and several naturallsts from the de-
partment of agriculture at Washing-
ton are coming to Maine this summer
for the purpose of studying the effect
of fear upon the physical development
of wild animals, states the New York
Sun.

Prior {o the appearance of the white
men in North America all mamals con-
formed to the laws df natural selection
as promulgated by Darwin and his suc-
cessors, Timid amimals were so col-
ored as to fit the environment in which
they lived. Hares were brown in the
summer to correspond to the shaded
woods in which they roamed, but with
the approach of winter they put on
white overcoats to match the snowy
surface of the country. Deer, moose
and caribou, which were rusty red set
off withwhitein summer, coated them-
selves in dun gray suits as soon as the
snow fell, thus better avoiding the
gaze of prowling wolves, bob cats and
panthers. Aged Indians of the thrae
tribes which inhabit Maine say that
the albino form of deer was unknown
in the woods until half a century ago.
When asked why these freaks amorg
the herds have changed their coats, the
wise Indians shake their heads and re-

ply:
“Heem bin lak heem was some
scared. Some mans heem geet mooch

scared an’ heem hair bin turn same'’s
all white. What for ze deer no bin so
ze same way 2"

According to reports brought in by
men who spent much time in the Maine
woods last summer, all the Indians
have noticed the remarkable Tncrease
in the number of albino deerin the last
five or six years, and they have rea-
soned the question out among them-
selves until they have come to the
conclusion that a white deer is either
a deer which has been very badly
frightened at some time in its life, or
is the offspring of deer which have
been scered equally effectively.

A year ago last winter Nick Socka-
lexis, a hunter of the Abenaki tribe,
spent. the cold months trapping for
fursalong the West. Branch, making his
headquarters in an abandoned camp
close to the tracks of the Bangor &
Aroostock railroad. Wishing for com-
pany, he caught a small female deer in
December and kept her in the canp
hovel during the winter. She grew to
be very tame, but, in spite of all that
Sockalexis could do, she became terri-
fied and shook with fear every time a
train went past,

Oneday,when he wished toadcustom
his pet to the noise, the hunter tied her
out to a tree nedr the track. When he
came <in from his traps av night he
found that her coat had changed to
snowy white with terror. He kept the
deer in the hovel until Jume before
turning her loose to runin the woods.
In May she gave birth to two healthy
fawns, both of which were snow white
and very beautiful. The Indian is sure
that the change in color wasdue to ter-
ror awakened by the noise of the
trains, and that the physical symptoms
of fear implanted in the mother were
inherited by her offspring. To inves-
tigate this Indian hypothesis the sci-
entific men are coming to Maine next
month,

Helpless Infant.

“Have you decided on a name for
the baby yet, Tanksley 2"

“Yes; we've named her for my new
automobile.”

“What 2"

“Ilact. YWe eall her Gasosens.”—Chi
ciago ‘Veibune,

It Taukex Money
It takes mouey (o vojee the opinion
| of a lawy :r—Chicago Daily News,

boi-
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WARM WEATHER WEAR.

Light Materials for Summer Gowns
That Are Now Mach in
Demand.

The approach of summer wehther
has increased the demand for thin
materials and ready-to-wear wash
gowns. Old-fashioned French per-
cale, one of the most attractive nn.d
serviceable cottons ever worn, 18
among the materials used for shirt
waists and shirt waist suits. It has
a satin smooth surface which is not
affeeted by repeated washings. The
patterns, too, are good, as a rule.
Some of them are very old, notably
the diamond pattern in gray and
pink, reports the New York Post.
The gowns of former days are also
recalled this season in the sprawling
flower designs seen in muslins and
organdies.- Only tall, slender, women
can wear these patterns gracefully.
Stout figures are exaggerated and
short ones made to look dumpy in
them. But for those who can stand
them, the huge roses, popples, trail-
ing wreaths and baskets spilling blos-
soms are very effective.

Many of the popular voile gowns
arc trimmed with painted lace. Cream
or white lace with part of the de-
sign followed in color to match the
gown, or with black to give accent to
a light material, is used. The paint~
ing is a simple matter, as common
watercolors may be employed for the
purpose. Pin the lace over a piece of
clean white blotting paper and apply
the paint with a camel’s hair brush.
It should be done before the lace is
put on the gown.

A pongee petticoat has a deep
flounce of embroidered pongee in an
openwork pattern, done in green silk.
Under the flounce is another of green
taffeta, and there is a quilling of the
taffeta heading the outside flounce.
The effort to introduce fuchsias for
hat trimmings has not been very
successful. The flower is too obvious,
its colors are too bold to suit re-
fined tastes.~Once in awhile a hat is
trimmed with them to good advan-
tage. An ivory white importation
has a band of violet velvet around the
crown and a wreath of {wo-toned
purple and pink fuchsias, rather
primly arranged below thevelvet,and
drooping at the back. Another hat is
of red maline in full folds over the
frame. Its only decorations are bands
of red velvet ribbon which are
brought over the high crown of the
hat, and a wreath of red and purple
fuchsias under the brim. Here the
flowers are really effective. as they
fall pendantwise on the hair of the
wearer.

"ULCERS OF THE LEG.

Common Ailmest Among Persons
Who May Be Otherwise in
Good Health,

A surprisingly large number of per-
sons suffer from “sores” of one sort or
another along the course of the shin-
bone or ankles—sores which persist-
ently refuse to heal.

These persons are often, although
not always, in a very fair state of
health otherwise, and the fact that a
scratch or the bite of a mosquito mag
have had such a sequel not infrequently
affects them with surprise, if not with
alarm, says Youth's Companion.

It is true that diseases of the blood,
the liver and other organs are gome-
times, responsible for uleers on the ex-

other evidence-of the existence of such
diseases is seldom wanting.

Ulcers are most common on the leg
because the return circulation is here

flow of blood from the feet is accom-
plished by the force of the blood driven
by the heart, in this case, downward.
Muscular activity aids the return flow
of blood, and hence should be recom-
mended to sufferers from this disorder,
An active circulation is essential to the
rapid healing of any wound or sore,
since it is only by this means that the
waste matters are carried away faster
than they accumulate, and rebuilding
material supplied to repair the diseased
tissues.

In stout or elderly persons, by whom
active exercise is not so easily accoms
plished, the circulation may be promo-
ted by the use of aelastic stocking or
bandage. Either of these devices in-
creases the local activity of the circula-
tion by the support which it affords
the return vessels, which are thus com-
pressed to smaller caliber. But the
elastic stocking or the bandage should
be only tight enough to effect the pur-
pose for which it is designed, and not
so tight as to interfere with the out-
bound eclrenlation. Such an effect
would be evinced by a bluish or dusky
tint of the skin of the foot.

Bandaging should be begun below
the ankle so asto encircle both thisand
the instep. An elastic stocking should
likewise be made leng enough to in-
clude these. g

Uleers of the leg are properly treated
by applications of healing cintments or
other medicaments, such as would be
suitable were they situated elsewhere;
but, from the nature of their location,
support to the blood-vessels from the
toe to the knee is also demanded, and
stimulation of the circulation of the
part is invariably required.
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Sammer Salad.

Use only the tender heart leaves of
three heads lettuce, arrange in a border
around a shallow platter; pick over one
bunch water cress, slightly chop it,
and place in center of platter, bestrew
with radishes sliced thin as possible
without peeling, one onion sliced and
ringsseparated, add one cucumber; the
last three ingredients should bhe added
in alternate layers, Chill ingredicnts
before preparing salad. Pour ovey all

French dressing just before serving.
~—Housekeeper,

tremities, but when that is the case’

most impeded by gravity. The return -
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