Old Lady
Number

solemn moment of waiting with bowed
heads. Aunt Nancy's trembling voice
arose—the voice which had jealousiy
guarded the right of saying grace at
table in the Old Ladies’ home for
twenty years—uot, however, In the cus-
tomary words of thanksgiving, but In
& peremptory “Brother Abe!"
Abrabam looked up. Could she pos-
elbly mean that he was to establish
himsel?f &8s the head of the household
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CHAPTER IV—Continued.

But what was this? Bloesy, leading
all the others in a resounding call of
*“Welcome!” and then Blossy drawing
her two hands from behind her back.
One held a huge blue cup, the other
the saucer to match, She placed the
cup in the saucer and held It out to
Abrabam. He trudged down the few

teps to recelve it, unashamed now of

e tears that coursed down his
wcheeks. With a burst of delight he
‘perceived shat it was a mustache cup,
wuch as the one he had always used
'at home until it had been set for safe
Ikeeping on the top pantry shelf to
awalt the auction, where it had
ibrought the price of eleven cents with
(half a paper of tacks thrown in.

And now as the tears cleared away
be saw, also, what Angy's eyes had al-
‘ready noted, the inscription in warm
erimson letters on the shining blue
side of the cup, “To Our Beloved
Brother.”

“Sisters,” he mumbled, for he could
@0 no more than mumble as he took
his gift, “ef yew'd been gittin' ready
for me six months, yew couldn't have
done no better.”

CHAPTER V.
The Head of the Corner.

Everybody wore their company man-
ners to the breakfast table—the first
time in the whole history of the home
when company manners had graced
the initial meal of the day. DBelng
pleasant at supper was easy enough,
Aunt Nancy used to say, for every one
save the unreasonably cantankerous,
and being agreeable at dinner was not
especlally difficult; but no one ehort of
& saint could be expected to smile of
mornings until sufficlent time had
been given to discover whether one
bad stepped out on the wrong or the
right side of the bed.

This moraing, however, no time was
needed to demonstrate that everybody
in the place had gotten out om the

(i s & welcome sight indeed to see
mdn{ownmamnndm-m
lshment!”

! “Why don't he come In?" gquestioned

fully, contemplating her homely coun-
tenance, over which this momrming’s
mood had cast a not unlovely trans-
forming glow.

“Why, the scalawag!” He frowned
90 at the face In the window that it
fmmediately disappeared. “Yew don't
mean ter tell me he's sot ag'in yew
gala?! He must be crazsy! BSech a
handesome, clever set o' women I never
did see!™

Sarah Jane blushed to the roots of

guill that she had hidden under her
wings; while there was an agreeable
lttle stir among the sisters.

“Bet deown, all hands! Bet deown!"™
enjoined Miss Abigall, fluttering about
with the heaviness of a fat goose.
“Brother Abe—that's what we've all
to eall yew, by unanimous
vote—yew set right here at the foot
of the table. Aunt Nancy always had
the head an’ me the foot; but I only
kept the foot, partly becus thar wa'n't

by repeating grace? “Brother Abe!”
she called upon him again, “Yew've

many a year;
fer thirty!™

Amid the amazement of the other
sisters, Abe mumbled, and muttered,
and murmured—no one knew what
words; but all understood the over-
whelming gratitude behind his inco
herency, and all joined heartily in the
Amen. Then, while Mrs. Homan, the
cook of the week, went bustling out
into the kitchen, Aunt Nancy feit that
it devolved upon her to explain her
action. It would never do, she thought,
for her to gain a reputation for self-
effacement and sweetness of disposi-
tion at her time of life.

“Son, I want yew to understand one
thing nasow at the start. Yew treat
us right, an' we'll treat you right
That's all we ask o' yew. Miss Eille,
pass the radishes.”

“I'll do my best,” Abe hastened to
segure her. "Hy-guy, that coffee smells
some kind o' good, don't it? Between
the smell o' the stuff an' the looks
o' my cup, 1t'll be so temptin® that I'll
wish I had the neck of a gi-raffe, an’
ocould taste it all the way deown.
Angy, 1 be afrald we'll git the gout
alivin' so high. Look at this here
cream!"

Smiling, joking, his lips Insisting
upon joking to cover the natural feel-
ing of embarrassment incident to this
first meal among the sisters, but with
his voice breaking now and again with
emotion, while from time to time he
had to steal his handkerchief to his
old eyes, Abe passed successfully
through the—to him—elaborate break-
fast. And Angy sat In rapt silence,
but with her face shining so that her
quiet was the stillness of eloquence.
Once Abe startled them all by rising
stealthily from the table and seizing
the morning’s newspaper, which lay
upon the buffet.

“l knowed It!" caviled Lazy Dalsy
sotto voce to no one in particular.
“He couldn’t walt for the news till
he was through eatin’'!" But Abe had
folded the paper into a stout weapon,
and, creeping toward the window, de-
spatched by a quick, adroit movement
& fly which had alighted upon the
screen.

“l hate the very sight o' them alr
pesky critters,” he explained half
apologetically. “Thar, thar's another
one,” and slaughtered that,

supposin’ yew ask It

askt & blessin' fer one woman fer |

CHAPTER W

Indian Summenr.

Miss Ablgail had not banked In wain
on the “foresightedness of the Lord."
At the end of six months, instead of
there being a shortage in her accounts
because of Abe's presence, she was
able to show the directors such a
balance sheet as excelled all her pre-
vious commendable records.

“How do you explain it? they asked
her

“We cast our bread on the waters"
she answered, “an’ Providence jost
kept aeendin’' out the loaves." Again
she sald. *'T'was grinnin’ that done
it. Brother Abe he kept the gardener
good-natured, an' the gardener he jest
grinned at the garden sass until it was
ashamed not ter flourish; an' Brother
Abe kept the gals good-natured an'
they wa'n't so niasy about what they
eat; an’ he kept the visitors a-laughin'
jest ter see him here, an' when yew
make folks laugh they want ter turn
around an’ dew somethin' fer yew. 1
tell yew, ef yew kin only keep grit
ernough ter grin, yew kin drive away
a drought.”

In truth, there had beeu no drought
in the garden that summer, but almost
a double yleld of corn and beans; no
drought in the gifts sent to the home,
but showers of plenty, Some of these
came in the form of freah fish and
clams left at the back door; some in
lusclous fruits; some In barrels of
clothing. And the barrels of clothing
solved another problem; for no longer
did their contents consiet solely of
articles of feminine attire. “Biled
shirts” poured out of them; socks and
breeches, derby hats, coats and negll-
gees; untll Aunt Nancy with a humor-
ous twist to her thin lips inquired if
there were thirty men in this estab-
lishment and one woman,

“I never thought I'd come to wearin’
a quilted silk basque with tossels on
it,” Abe remarked one day on being
urged to try on a handsome smoking
jacket. "“Dew I look like one of them
sissy-boys, er jest a dude?”

“It's dretful becoming,” insisted
Angy, "bewtiful! Aln't it, gals?™

Every old lady nodded her head
with an alr of proud proprietorship,
as If to say, “Nothing could fail to
become our brother.” And Angy nod-
ded her head, too, In delighted ap-
proval of thelr appreclation of “our
brother” and “my husband.”

Beautiful, joy-steeped, pleasure-filled
days these were for the couple, who
had been cramped for life's smallest
necessities 80 many meager years,
Angy felt that she had been made mi-
raculously young by the birth of this
new Abraham-—almost as If at last
she had been given the son for whom
in her youth she had prayed with im-
passioned appeal. Her old-wife love
became rejuvenated Into a curlous

“My, but yew kin get ‘em, can't
yow ™ spoke Miss Abigall admiringly.
“Them tew be the very ones 1 tried
ter ketch all day yiste'day; I kin see
as a fiy-ketcher yew be a-goln' ter be
wuth & farm ter me. Set deown an’
try some o' this here strawberry pre-
sarve."

But Abe protested that he could not
eat another bite unless he should get
up and run around the house to
“Joggle deown” what he had already
swallowed. He Jeaned back In his
chalr and surveyed the family: on
his right, generous-hearted Bloasy,
who had been smiling approval and en-
coursgement at him all through the re-
past; at his left, and just beyond
Angy, Miss Abigall Indulging in what
remained on the dishes now that she
discovered the others to have finlghed;
Aunt Nancy keenly watching him from
the head of the board; and all the
other sisters “betwixt an’ between.”
He caught Mrs. Homan's eye where
she stood In the doorway leading into
the kitchen, and remarked pleasantly:
“Ma'am, yew oughter set up a pan-
cake shop in "York. Yew could make
a fortune at it. I hain't had sech a
meal o' vittles sence I turned fifty
year o' age.”

A fiattered smile overspread Mrs,
Homan's visage, and the other sisters,
noting it, wondered how long it would
be before she showed her claws in
Abrabam's presence.

“Hy-guy, Angy,” Abe went on, “yew
oan't belleve nothin’ yew hear, kin
yer! Why, folks have told me that
yew ladies— What yew hittin’' my
foot fer, mother? Folks have told
me,” & twinkle of amusement in his
eye at the absurdity, “that yew fight
among yerselves like cats an' dogs,
when, law! 1 never see sech a clever
lot o' women gathered tergether in
all my life. An' I belleve—mother, I
hain't asayin’ nothin'! 1 jest want
ter let 'em know what I think on ‘em.
I believe that thar must be three hup-
derd hearts In this here place 'stid o'
thirty. But dew yew know, gals, folks
outside even go 8o fur 's ter say that
yow throw plates at one another!"”

There was & moment's silence; then
a little gasp firet from one and then
from another of the group, Every one
looked at Mrs. Homan, and from Mrs.
Homan to Sarah Jane. Mrs. Homan
tightened her grip on the pancake
turner; Sarah Jane uneasily moved
her long fingers within Feach of a
sturdy little red-and-white pepper pot.
Another moment passed, in which the
alr seemed filled with the promise of
an electric storm. Then Blossy spoke
hurriedly—Blossy, the tactielan—
clasping her hands together and bring-
ing Abe's attention to herself,

“Really! You eurprise me! You
don't mean to say folks talk about us
like that!"

“Blander Is a dretful longle
critter,” amended Miss Abl(lﬁ. :;:la
ing and sighing In the same breath,

“Sary Jane,” Inquired Mrs, Homan
sweetly, “what's the matter with that
pepper pot? Does it need Allin't™

And 8o began the reign of peace i

mixture of proud motherlove and
young-wife leaning, as she saw Abe
win every heart and become the cen-
ter of the community.

“Why, the sisters all think the sun
rises an' sets In him,” Angy would
whisper to herself sometimes, awed
by the glorious wonder of it all.

The sisters fairly vied with one an-
other to see how much each could do
for the one man among them. Their
own preferences and prejudices were
magnanimously thrust aside. In a
body they besought their guest to
smoke as freely in the house as out
of doors. Miss Abigall even traded
some of her garden produce for to-
bacco, while Miss Eille made the old
gentleman a tobacco pouch of red flan-
nel so generous in its proportions that
on a pinch it could be used as a chest
protector,

Than Ruby Lee, not to be outdone
by anybody, produced, from no ome
ever discovered where, a motherof-
pearl manioure set for the delight and
mystification of the hero; and even
Lazy Daisy went so far as to cut some
red and yellow tissue paper into
squares under the delusion that some
time, somehow, she would find the
energy to roll these into spills for the
lighting of Abe's pipe. And each sad
every sister from time to time conirib
uted some gift or suggestior to her
“brother’s” comfort.

(TO BE CONTINUEL )

How the Raln Bores Holes.

When rain falls it does not actually
soak Into the earth, but bores its way
in, forming tiny tubes, says the Reho-
both SBunday Herald. These tubes are
80 small that it would be impossible
to insert a bair in one of them with.
out bursting its walls, Sometimes the
tubes are bored down to a depth of
four or five feet. When the surface
dries the water evaporates from the
tubes, just as it would from a pipe
If the tube is twisted it takes longer
for the water to evaporate.

If one takes & rake and stirs the
ground after each rain he breaks the
tops of the tubes and the water wil
stand in them for montha, In this way
the farmers of the West, on semiarid
lands, store the rainfalls one year
and ralse & crop of wheat every other
year, there being sufficlent water in
two years, but not enough in one, to
raise & crop.

Church, State and Poor.

A book on “The Church, the State
and the Poor” has been written by an
English vicar. The book Is compre
hensive, tracing the subject of preref-
ormation days. The author regrets
that during the growth of collectivism,
under which he classifies what s
called “Christian  soclalism,” the
church has trusted too much to the
state to better the conditions among
the poor. Now there is a revival of
interest in the welfare of the poor on
the part of the church. The writers
contention is that & firm bellef in the
Ohristian creed is the only inspiration
and guide to any effort to solve “the

the Old Ladies’ home,

problem.”

By CARL S8CHURZ VROOMAN.
PON entering Italy every trav-
eler l¢ confronted by a ques-
tion, upon his answer to which
depends in large measure the
success or fallure of his trip,
That question is: “What are you will-
Ing to omit?"

Not in & lifetime can one see every-
thing, and If his stay fs Amited to &
few short months he must be discrimi-
nating during those monthe or disap-
pointed at the end of them. The most
rational plan, therefore, would seem
to be to devote approximately half the
allotted time to ome ecity in order to
know at least one small region intl-
mately. With the insight Into Itallan
life and the sympathy with the Itallan
spirit thus gained, the rest of the
country ought to prove an open book
which can be glanced through, even
hurriedly, with both delight and profit.

Of course when It comes to declding
which city shall thus be studied at
leisure and made the key of the rest
of Italy, one can only say, as did
Schopenhaver when told that the Jews
were God's favorite race: “Tastes
differ.”

Florance Inspliring.

Venice rising from the sea, clad in
mystery and beauty, Venice with her
unrivaled school of colorists, truly is
o name to conjure with. On the other
hand, from the standpoint of universal
history, present day politics and com-
parative art, Rome's advantages are
{ncomparable, But It 1s to Florence,
the home of Giotto and Dante, of
Petrarch and Boccacclo, of Bavonaro-
la and Michael Angelo, that one should
o to find the most intimate and char-
cteristic expression of the soul of
taly.

On arriving In Florence one 18 apt
kt first to be not so much inspired as
dazzled and bewlldered by the art
treasures on all sides, Every church,
hospital, orphanage, monastary or mu-
&nclpnl bullding is crowded with price-
ess frescoes and adored with inimi-
table creations in marble and bronse.
On every crumbling wall or celling
where to early Itallan or renalssance
artists had been given a few square
yards of avallable space, one s amaszed

To his myriad disciples, however, on
all matters, from a knotty guestion in
history to a judgment on art, he ls
consulted as final authority. His as-
terisks are their guiding stars. Where
he puts two stars there they pause
and sdmire; where he puts no stars
darkness relgns for them.

A more ! blunder, ho 3
than that of these consclentious “star
gasers” {s made by sightseers who, in
thelr efforts to take a short cut to cul-
ture and see galleries wholesale, deliv-
er themselves body and soul Into the
hands of the misinformation dispens-
ers commonly known as guld those

-
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blind leaders of the blind.

The hordes of these disgusting crea-
tures who haunt the museums,
churches u«nd galleries of Europe are
made up for the most part of the ref-
use of the more difficult or more
crowded professions. They are dis-
abled day laborers, hotel waltera out
of a job, retired cab drivers or other
unfortunates.

On the Wrong Side,

I once heard of a gulde, provided
by & well-known tourist company at
Paris, who, after having conducted a
party two-thirds through one of the
rooms of the Louvre, explaining about
every fifth plcture as he went, sud-
denly stopped, consulted some notes
and sald:

“l beg pardon-—you'll please retrace
your steps. ['ve—er—made a slight
mistake. I've explained the wrong
gide of the room.”

The statement, “1 don't know any-
thing about art, but I know what 1
like," is one which seems to come au-
tomatically to the lips of the initiated
traveler on finding himself called upon
to discuss pictures with an artist or
art critle. These knowing creatures
dread this little prefatory remark as
much as a sea ocaptain does that
equally absurd query of passengers:
“Captain, how many times have you
crossed?” A famous Scotch artist, on
hearing this artistic credo for about
the four hundredth time, sald, “Dinna
say thot! Dinna say thot! The beasts
of the fleld ken as mooch!”

Nevertheless, whatever profession-
als may say to the contrary, the attl-
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This can be done most agreeably by

reading the annals of old Florence, the
legends of her saints, the tales of her
warriors and statesmen, the wild bo-

hemian lives of her artists, the marvel-

ous history of her workmen gullds, the
“divine” and human comedies of her

and the story of the life and

ing the {lluminating little series of

volumes on the “Italian Painters of the
Rensiesance” by Mr. Bernard Beren-

pon.
With these writers and numerous

{esser lights avallable for olcerones
1t is diffoult to undarstand the willing-
ness of so many travelers to limit
themselves to the prosaic, not to say

archale guidance of Basdeker, Un-
questionably tho omnipresent if not
omanisclent Basdoker makes & valuable
pervant, but 1 can afirm from expe-
rience that he makes & bad master,
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tude involved in this hackneyed phrase
is the oaly rational attitude for the be-
ginner. It is a form of mental honesty
without which any real esthetic devel-
opment is Iimpossible. By knowing

nous in the lives and works of all
great masters of Italy—the fact tha

Michele, and it took Ghiberti twenty-
one years to make the gates of the
baptistry at Florence which Michael
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