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MRS, GALLUP'S TRIBULATIONS

BY M. QUAD,

T THE dinner
table Mrs, Gal-
Inp had rea-
marked that u
hinge was off
the hen house
door, the rain-
barrel needed a
new hoop and
the woodshed door wonldn't shut, and

~ @t three o'clock in the afternoon Mr,
Gallup came home to tinker things.
e found the kitehen door open and
walked in and looked around for Mra.
Gallup, but she was not to be seen.
Ile had gotten hammer and nails from
the woodshed and was about to go ont
to the hen house, when Mrs. Gallup
faintly called him from the downatairs
bedroom. Mr, Gallup stood irresolute
for a moment, and then went into
her. She was lying on the bed witha
towel around her head and the family
RBible in her hands.

“So my prayers hev bin answered!”
slghed Mrs. Gallup, as she feebly
opened her oyes.  “‘Samuel, [ prayed
that you might git here in time to kiss
me on the chin and say good-by, and
you are here. I hov just three minutes
to live!"

Mr. Gallup onght to have been very
much startled and upset, but he
wasn't. Ile soratched his head and
made a purring sound and took the
cumphor bottle off the burean and
sniffed heartily at its contents.

“You'd bin gone about an hour"
&ald Mrs. Gallap, in » stronger voice,
*and 1 was jest sayin’ to mysslf that
T'd probably live twonty years yet,
svhen the Lord sonddenly ealled me.
Yes, Samuel, a warnin' was sent me
that ‘1 must ‘prepar’ to spread my
golden wings and flap from alith
away. 1 was lookin' right at the cloek
when it stopped with a sort of whirr,
and at the same minit that big yaller
bowl in which I make enstards fell off
the table and broke all to smash.
That's exactly what happened to Mrs.
Jackson und Mrs Sraallman  afore
they died, and Elder Spconer said it
was the Lord’s way of tellin' 'ein that
they'd better git ready fur everlastin’
bliss. Samuel, don't you want to kiss
my chin and proicise me you won't
take s ssecond wife 'till I've bin dead
o year?'

Mr. Gallup evidently didn't He
took a second saiff st the camphor bot-
tle, and then turned and went out into
the kitchen and fro thence to the
woodshed, to find an old bootleg from
which to cut & hinge for the henhouse
door. e found what he wanted, and
wius ready to go about his work when
Mrs Gallup appeared. She had left
the Bible behind, but the towel was
still tled around her head, and she had
alipped her feet into her shoes without
tying them up.

“I'm sorry that I shan't be here to
get your supper, Samuel,” she smid, as
she leaned up against the kitchen
door; “it'll be the first supper I've
misssed fur twenty-one years, but
when s person s called, she must go.
You'll hev to make out on cold vittles
for once, and as I'll be lyin' dead in
the house, mebbe your appetite will be
sorter blunted. Who do you think
you'd like to hev sit up with the corpse
to-night, Samuel? 1 did think I'd like
tohev Mrs. Teachoutand Mrs. Gregory,
but botih of 'em are awful eaters and
great hands to look around through
closets and drawers. Mebbe you'd bet-
ter git Mrs. Watkins and Mrs, Tyler.
They won't want much to eat, and
they are sich gossips they won't hev
time to look around.”

Mr. Gallnp walked down the path
leading to the barn and turned aside
10 the henhouse. One of the leather
hinges on the door had worn out, and
he was koocking the pioces off with
his hammer when Mra. Gallup arrived.

SNIFFED HEARTILY AT ITS CONTENTS,

Although in a dying condition, ahe had
#one back to the bedroom for the
eamphor bottle, and by its aid had
ventured forth.
“Samuel,” she began as she sat down
on an old box with her back to the
‘structure, “‘the Lord giveth and the
Lord taketh away, and we can't help
-ourselves, I'm about to be tookin'
I've got my summons, and be-
fore you hev fed the hogs and milked
the cow I shall be flappin' my angelic
wings. 1 cam out here to tell you
three or four things before I expire.
Mrs. Johnson owes me seven cggs and
two drawin'sof tea, and no matter how
much she eries at my foneral you don't
want to lot her off. Mrs. Sam White
-owex me starch and pepper and bakin’
powder, and even if she leads the sing-
in’ you want to make her pay her
debts. Home wives wounld go right on
‘and die and never think of these
things, but that ain't my way. Mrs
Hopkins has my quilt-frames, and Mrs.
‘Greely has had one of my flatirons fur
~three weeks. After the funerai—after

my mortal remsains hev bin lald
away—!"

And thers Mra, Gallup, who had
gradually been working up to i, broke
down and began to sob and thrust the
end of her red noss into the mouth of
the bottle in her hand. The putting on
of the hinge was a trifling matter, and
Mr. Gallup had finished and was ready
to tackle the rain barrel when Mrs
Gallup broke down. He walked away
leaving her in tears, but she tollowed
after and sat on the washbench to cons
tinue:

“If I could hev lived a couple of
weeks lcnger, I could hev put upa lot
of erabrapple preserves and made a jar
of tomater sass, but the Lord knows
best. Shall you break down at the
funeral, Samuel, or only shed a few
tears and heave a few sighs? It won't
muake any difference to me, but folks'll
be watchin' you, you know. If yom
burst out eryin' you'll git more sym-
pathy and they'll say you thought
move of me. Her you decided on
about how much you'll pay fur my
grave-stun, Samuel?"

Mr, Gallup had picked a rusty iron
hoop up oot of the grass and was busy
driving it over the barrel, and even if
he heard her he did not think best to
apswer.

“There's—there's another thing 1
wanted totalk about,"” said Mrs Gallup,
as she wiped her eyes and choked back
her sobs. *‘I've bin dyein' my hair fur
the last five years. If they don't hey
hair dye up in Heaven I don’t know
what I'm goin' to do. An what about
night eaps, Samuel? I've worn one fur
the last twenty years, and if they don't
supply 'em to angels I shall have the
enrache as sure’s you're born. You ars

“SAMUEL, YOU WATCH OUT FOR TRAMPS.™

a Justice of the pence and orter know
about these things and I wish you'd
tell me.”

But Mr, Gallup didn’t. He straight.
ened up and cast a glance at Mrs. Gals
lup, but he had nothing to say. She
sobbed three sobs and shed fourtees
tears while waiting, and when it was
apparent that he had no opinion to ad
vance she said:

**Mrs. Debee says if she was to die
and ebee was to marry agin she'd
come buck as a speerit and haunt his
wife, but that's not my way. You kis
git one ns %oon as you please arter I'm
gone, and [ won't never bother her. I
s'pose you'll paint the kitchen floor fur
her, and if she wants the pigpen white.
washed twice n year you won't say s
word. There's another thing about
angels, Samuel. When they are tookin'
sick in the night what's done fur 'em
and who does it? And 1 was thinkin'
only this mornin' that I never tried te
fly in all my life, and that I'd probably
break my neck unless I was interduced
to some angel who'd show me how to
flap my wings,”

Mr. Gallup had driven on the hoop
and he now moved over to take the
“sag” out of the woodshed door. Mra
Gallup squoze out six tears, took »
bearty snuff of the camphor, and rose
up to say:

“Mebbe the clock stopped because it
was run down, and mebbe the wind
blowed that yaller bowl off the table,
and perbhaps the Lord hasn't sent fur
me arter all. Would you be disap
pointed, Samuel, if I was to live on,
and you couldn’t eolt around and go te
the circus and marry a young gal? 1
'spose you would, but I'm in the Lord's
hands. If Ife ealls fur me to flap my
flappin’ wings and soar away I'll hey
to go, but if He decides that I kin stay
on 'till arter I've made my cucumber
pickles and apple-butter it hain't fm
me to rebel. I guess I'll go in and
look around and see whether I'm goin’
to die or not."

Mr. Gallup didn't know when she
went, being busy at the door. He had
probably forgotten that such & woman
existed when she called to him, half ap
hour later, from the kitchen door:

“Samuel, you watch out fur trampe
and tin-peddlers while I ran over and
tell Mrs. Robinson that I'm goin’ to set
emptins to-night and she kin hev ali
she wants to-morrer if they don't sour
on me!"—Detroit Free Press.

He HEnew Enough.

The esteem in which the sailor’s ealls
Ing is hLeld in Massachusetts coast
towns is indieated by a true story that
comes from Gay Head, a primitive com-
munity on the island of Martha's Vine.
yard.

A teacher was wanted at the village,
and a sailor, with Indian blood in his
veins, applied to the town committee
for the position. He had to paus an ex-
aminativn by the committee, and
trembled at the ordeal, beingsadly un-
learned in book lore.

The chalrman began the examina-
tion:

“Mr, ——, what is the shape of the
earth?”

*It is round, sir,” the candidate an-
swered.

“How do you know?"

“Because I huve salled around It
three times.”

“That will do, sir!™

He reccived his ‘‘certificate” ws =
teacher without another guestion be-
ing asked.—Youth's Companlon,

~—In 1880 over $2,000,000,000 worth of

property was legally exempt from tax-
ation.

WOMAN AND HOME, |

BADGES OF MATRIMONY.

Worn by Women Everywhere, Lxcept In
the Unlted States.

Americans are the only women in the
world who do not exhibit some sign of
matrimony. Of course those who fol-
low in the wake of European etiquette
would not appear with theirdaughters
wearing n hat without strings, but the
oniversal American woman buys what
she likes, regardless of whether it be
matronly or not and, what is worse,
bgr daughters will sclect articles of
dress only suitable to married women.

In no other country is this the case,
Among the Germsns the badge of a
married woman consists cf a little cap
or hood of which she is very proud, and
*donning the cap” is the feature of the
wedding day among the peasants of
certain localities.

The married women in Littlo Russia
are always seen, even in the hottest
weather, with a thiele cloth of a dark
hue twisted abouttheir heads. In New
Guinea a young woman lets her hair
hang asbout her shoulders, but when
she is married this is cut short. In
Wadal the wsves color their lips by
tattooing them with iron filings; in
parts of Africa, the married women
perforate the outer edges of their ears
sud their lips and stick rows of grass
stalks In them; and among a certain
Mongolian tribe of people, the Manthes,
the women wear suspended from one
ear o little basket full of cotton, to
which a spindle ls attached. Thus in
every country, savage and civilized, but
our own, there isu sign or symbol of
some kind that distinguishes the matron
from the spinister,—8St. Louis Republie.

NOVEL SEWING CASE.

The Cilever and Uscvful Desalgn of an In-
genious Woman,

That necessity is the mot< *of in-

vention is the most trite of say’n:+s, but

it was the neeessity of an unfbrivnate

bachelor which prempted clever
woman not long ago to dcvb\} 8 most
Ingenions means for his reliefland, in-

cidentally. for the comfort of a consid-
erable number of persons who are not
bachelors. The man In  question
was painfully endeavoring to thread
a needle, and confessed that his
occnsional button sewing was a
dificult operation, because of the
effort to thread the  needle.
So his friend put her wits to work and
by themext day she had evolved a most
valuable “bachelor's friend,” as she
called it. The scheme is as simple as
it i ingenious. Its designer has be-

THE CASE OPEN,

stowed them upon many another than
the one for whum her efforts were first
nodertaken.

The materinls required for the
“friend” are o little over a half yard of
ribbon, two and one-half inches wide,
and a yard of half-inch ribbon match-
ing or contrasting in color. lalf a
yard of the wide is not quite enough,
though one-sixteenth more will suffice.
A bit of collar canvas, a picce of flan-
uel, & peper of number seven needles,
and a spool ench of white thread and
black silk, with a rubber band, com-
plete the list. Cnta piece of the can-
vas ten inches long by an inch and
three-quarters wide; cover one side
evenly with flannel, und on the other
baste the broad ribbon, folding the
edges over end feather-stitching them
to the flannel. Cut from a visiting
card four circles the size »f n spool end
and cover from the broad ribbon,
working an eyelethole in the center of
each circle. Sew these circles, two in
ench end, as shown in the illustration.
it ® spool in the little niche thus

TUE CASE CLOSLD,

mnade in each end, passing the narrow
ribbon through the spool and eyelot-
holes and tying it on the top in a sin-
gle bow, or securing it at either end in
a bow that is sewed fast to the spool
ribbon.

The needles are placed in the flannel,
with e¢yes and points alternating;
throngh cach row of eyes is passetl o
continuous thread from one of the
spools, and when it is necessary to sew
ancedle is found threaded and ready.

The second sketeh shows the case
slosed, with a rubber band holding it.
=N. Y. Times.

Trunks as Veranda Scats.

If your country house is unpreten-
tious in size and there are moere ‘trunks
to be stored sway than there are rooms
‘o neccommodate them, lot one or two of
them stand on the vesanda. Unpack
tham first, and if they are round-topped
trunks have a carpenter to make a flat
board cover to put over the rounded
top so that they may be upholstered
and made into 3 comfortable scat.
Denim {s the best materinl to use for
this purpose, as its wearing eapacity is
great. The top of the board cover
should be cushioned comfortably and
then o deep valance of the denim hung
from the cover to the botrom, entirely
screening the trgnk from view.

* Can Get Along Without Water,

A carp taken out of the water may be
(kept nlive for over twelve hours by
placing a plece of bread. soaked in
brandy, in ita mouth.

VIOLET NECKTIE CASE.

Bomething Useful for Gentlemen of Fas
tidious Tastes.

A very dainty gift for o gontleman is
s neclketie cose, and the one described
cannot fail to please the most fastidious
taste. The materials required are vio-
let-polored plush and cream-colored
satin, each twelve by twenty-one
inches, and one and a half yards of
two-inch eream color ribbon, and near-
ly two yards of silk cord. Cut one end
of both matergls as shown In the illus-
tration, sew (ho two pieces together

NECKTIE CABE.

witn layers of wadding, sprinkled with
sachet powder between, snd finish the
edge with the silk cord.

Turn the vevers back at one end and
fasten the point to the case,

Turn two inches of the other end
down over the revers and sccure at
each end nnder a bow of ribbon; place
& bow on the point of revers.

A bunch of violets should be either
painted or embroidered with Asiatic
filo o the satin revers before putting
the pletes together.

The neakties are to be slipped in at
the end.—Good Housekeeping.

ABOUT CAKE-MAKING.

Bome Hints Which lousewives Would De
Well to Remember.

There are many people who think
they have fulfilled their duty as calce-
bakers if they present a light cake.
Yot o light cake may be ns complete a
failure as o heavy one. It may be per-
fectly risen, yot hard or dp» and
feathery, like s0 many baker es,
suggesting nothing but sawdust. A
perfect cake is deliente and moist in
texture, and of such constitueney as to
fulfill the old housewife’s phrase and
“melt in the mouth.” No cakes made
by baking powder are quite as tender
and moist as those risen with cream
tartar and soda or with eggs nlone, It
is easy cnough to make s cake tough
by overbeating nt one stage or nnder-
beating at another. Where butter and
sugar ure used, they must be thorough-
ly creamed together, and the well-
beaten yolks of the eggs added. The
milk must now be put in by degrees. If
it is poured in too rapidly the cake will
surely curdle, ord it is impossible to
moke a cake of flne grain from a
curdled mixture. When the cake has
reached this stage the whites of the
eggs must be beaten to a stiff froth,
but not to too tough o froth or the eake
will have & leathery constituency.
A large majority of cakes are
spolled at this stago by toughening the
white. It is nusafe to use any of the
patented beaters, becanse with such a
beater it is nn easy matter to beat the
egr © too much. The old-fashioned
whisk, or spoon, of fine wire, which
costs about five or six cents, is the
safest and best egr-beater. Patented
beaters are invalunable for beating salad
dressing and for many other purposes,
Beat the whites merely long enough
for them to cling to the inverted whisk
Add them to the cake after the flonr,
folding them in with a slender wooden
spoon, which is used by all the best
cakema'ters to stir cake. When the
whites of the eggs have been put in the
oven should be ready. There shoulil
be a strong body of fire, but the heat
should be turned off so that the oven fs
only moderately hot. Put in the cake
carefully, and take care that it raises In
the pan before it begins to brown.
When it is fully risen, incrense thie
heat. A loaf of ordinary eake of av
erage sizo will bake in forty or fifty
minutes. Loaf eake will take an hour
or an hour and a quarter. A pound
cake ought to bake very slowly for two
hours, and frait eake should be baked
four hours.—N. Y. Tribune.

Forelgn I'articles In the Eye.

As the summbr i3 the season of travel,
and aecidents to the eye are apt to oe-
cur from dust and cinders, a simple
remedy for removing foreign particles
from the eye will be found useful,
Oculists are not always procurable in
small places, so it is well for the tourist
to provide ngainst accidents, A small
package of flaxseed will be found use-
ful. If cinders or dust render the cyo
painful, place a flaxseed udder the lid
of the eye and close it; the mueilage
which exudes from the seed alleviates
the irritation, and the objectionable
particle is apt to attach itself to the
golatinous secd, so that swhen it is re-
moved the cinder or particles of dust
are also removed.—Godey's Magazine.

Gores Well with Creamed Chlcken.

Potato pufl is delicious with ereamed
chicken. Toone pint of hot mashed
potato add one teaspoonful of salt, one
tablespoonful of pepper, half that quan-
tity of selery salt, and hot mille enough
to moisten well. When partly cool ndd
the yolls of two eggs beaten well and
then put in the whites beaten stiff,
Bake ten minutes in o hot oven and it
comes out in o golden brown meringue
that Delmonico might euvy. That is
an especially good way to serve old pos
tatoes that have to be cut up a good
deal in paring them.

A Palnfal Possibiity,

Will—If you are so much in love
with that little angel, why don't youn
propose to her?

Gus (moodily)—I have seen voth her
father and mother, and I can't be sure
that she won't grow to look like one or
tue other of therm.—N. Y. Weekly,

A Gouod Guoss.

l‘hp!l.
“What is it, Johnny?"
“I read & poem in my school reader

which spoke of ‘dogs of high degree.'™
“Well?"

“Papa, does that mean Blye ter
riers?” — Pittsburgh Chrenicle « Tale
gram,

“LODVE!" & sad-2ped axommm cried,
Drouped her wearp bead and stgired,
“Had 1 not despised this lowe,

4 had bren & huppp bride:

Loue! § sumid “torere mine ™ she coted,

Haolding kigh her prettp petd,
“Miat were e withont this lous?
Wooed and mon, to-morrom aedd

Loue! tis all fn 001" siye sxtd,
Kafls Lea, in Pall Mall Magasing

A Promisiag Chlld.

Mr. Manhattan Beach—What are you
reading, Mamie?

Mamie (nged cleven)—Only one of
those French novels

“You should not read them. It is
not proper for you %o read such books.™

“But I am not reading it for my otwvn
good. I am just looking through it to
sce if it is a proper book to have lying
around where mammn might pick it up
and read it."—Texns Siftings.

A SLIGHT MISCALCULATION.

Herr Heveewnyte — Good hevings,
Rachel, der baby veighs more as I do
mwynselluf!—Judge.

Anothor Pattern Altogothen
o wes hondy with his pen,
And "twas every now and then
That tho bankers' paying tellers bhe'd
porplex;
Nut he maede his boldest swipes,
Goiting only vgly siripos,
Whore hod fondiy hoped o gather

poetty cliecks
—Chicago Record

Profitable Maplis.

Friend~I should think having such
dull pupils to teach would drive you
wild.

Musie Professor—I like dull pupils.
De poarents neffer dink does tear chil-
dren haf no musie in dem. Dey plame
de biano, und den 1 zells dem new
vons.—N, ¥. Weekly.

A Mean Joke,

First Doctor—That was a mean joke
some one plaved on Filkins.

Second Doctor—What was that?

First Doctor—Why, some one tele-
graphed him to hurry to Ningara Falls
to remove o cataract, and he never
tuinbled till he go there.—N. Y. World.

Explained It.

Little Dot—I don't see how cows can
enl grass,

Little Dicl=—I ‘spose when they is
young tho mother cows keeps saying to
thelr ehildren: “If yon don't cat grass
you shan't have any pie."—Good House-
weeping.

The Colnagoe Question.

Wallace—Even the women have
tackled this - coinage question. My
wife and o lot more have formed a club
to discuss it.

Ferry—IH'm. My wife hasn't got

any further than to demand sixteen
hats to my one.—Cincinnati Enquirer,

FROM TWO POINTS OF VIEW.

Miss Bluestocking — Books are my
children.

Mrs, Ilomelove — Children are my
boolts.—Fllegende Blnetter.

The Only Way.
Drownswoud=How have yon mannged
to keep your coolk such o long time?

in a zesteurant.—Drooklyn Life

Flattehouse—We take all our meals

Not in His Calenlation.
Park Commissioner — You are mok
malking that new bicycle path wide
enough.
Sorveyor—Pshaw! It's wide enoagh
for ten bicycles to ride abreast.
Park Commissioner—It's wide enough
for the bicycles. But it isn't wide
enough for the bloomers.—N, Y. World.

An Interrupted Dlessing.
Thackeray tells of an Irish woman
g of him who, when she saw Ifim
put his hand In his pocket, oried outt
“AMay the blessing of God follow you
all the days of your life,” but when he
only pulled out his snuffbox she imme-
diately added: “And npever overtake
you."

A Religions Broker.

Jinks—Smithson strikes me as belng
e sort of religlous broker, but I'm
blamed if I ean tell whether he's a bull
or a bear.

Filkins—Why not?

Jinks—DBecause he's long on coun~
tenance and short on works.—Harlem
Life. -

1mprovident.

“Tow long have you been a Pullman
porter?” said the kindly gentieman.

“Two yeah, sah."

“And still working?"

“Yaas, indeed.”

“Dear me! How Improvident yom
must have been!"—Oaldand Times,

Well Bred.

“That dog is pretty well bred, ain'
he?" asked the man, leaning over the
division fence.

“Well bred?” echoed the dog's owner.
*I should say he is well bred. Why,
that dog won't eat his meals at all une
less he has his collar on.” — Detrolt
Tribune.

ECONONMY IN THE COUNTRY.

Young Mrs. Gotham (her first suxn
mer cxperience)—0, we could not pos
sibly use as much s six quarts of milk
aday. Couldn't you reat me the little
noe instead of its mother?—Vogue.

Hyglenle Ttem.
Teacher—So you cant remember the
names of the great lakes. Can't you
keep them in your head?
Johnnie—No, ma'am. If T was to
kecp them lakes in my head I might
have water on the brain.—Texas Sift-

ings.

Sulting the Aetlon.

“Jamie,” sbarply ecalled out his
mother, *you'se been loafing all day.
Batan aiways finds somo work for idle
hands to do. Take this basket and
bring in rome kindlings."—Chieagu
Tribune.

A Neoded Rest.
Clara—/ have been to the seashore,
resting.
Aunty—Huh! What have you been
resting from?
Clara—Why, from sitting around st
home. of course.—N. Y. Weekly.

Very Weolcome by Comparison. .
“Why did yon mect that book ped
dler so effusively? You never saw him
before, did you?"
“No. I thought at first he was a bill
collector."—Chicago Times-Herald.

A New Malady.

“How did all the people in this town
happen to be affiioted with St, Vitad
dance?”

“They're not. That's the bicyola
dudge.”—Deotroit Free Prosa.

Prudent.
She—Ia it well, do you think, to tell
the truth about your f-isnds?
Tnc—‘xu—htnll‘m they're gona.
~Tru

o\,



