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“O’ course I did,” answered the one
addressed. “I seen him as dost as I
am to you, Mary Mulligan. He come
up to Toozy Ann Bugle’s door an’ was
talkin’ awful strong to her, an’ she a

tellln* him as how he were dead an*
gone an’ she’d have nothin’ more to
do with him. Then he begun stormin’
away 'till Eddie Casey come out an’
druv him off, sayin’ he didn’t want no
old corpses botherin’ round the Ave-
nue. This morain’ he told me brother,
Jimmy Kennedy, he’d come back
have the law of ’em an’ get his rights.”

Without saying a word to his wife
or giving the slightest hint of his in-
tentions, Mr. Bugle had simply

walked away one fine morning and

never come back. Toozy Ann the pop-

ular rendering of her baptismal name
Arethusa Annita—shed tears, as be-
came her sex, and, after fruitlessly

visiting the morgue several times and
mentioning the matter at the police
station, settled down to do as best she
could alone.

As year after year passed by and
her husband did not return, Toozy Ann
gave up all idea of ever seeing him
again, and consulted Father Peter of
the chapel, and a legal gentleman who
collected rents on the avenue, as to
whether she might marry again. She
was told that according to law, in

seven years she might consider her
husband dead and have all the privi-
leges of widowhood, and also claim the
few hundred dollars life insurance that
had been carried by him for her ben-
efit.

The necessary formalities having

been complied with. Toozy Ann, who
had been made “executor” as she
called it, accepted the attentions of
Mr. Eddie Casey of the coal yard; the
wedding day wr as set, and the guests,
who included all the inhabitants of the
Avenue, bidden to the festivities.

So when the long-lost Mr. Bugle had
unexpectedly turned up on the night
before, his return was looked upon
with great disfavor by the Corinthians,
who considered that they had not only

been defrauded of a wake by the un-
usual manner of his decease, but
might also be deprived of a wedding

by his untimely resurrection.
After the unexpected visit of her

deceased husband,, poor Toozy passed
a wakeful night of tears and perplexi-
ty, and was glad to welcome Father
Peter at a nearly hour in the morning.

“Oh, Father Peter, it’s a sinful trib-
ulation I’m in,” wailed Toozy Ann.
“Here I am, the widow of a corpse and
him not dead nor buried, but cornin’
back and wantin’ his property. The
coort said he was dead an’ he himself
says he’s livin’ an’ cornin’ round every
blessed minute to have his rights.
With Eddie Casey wantin’ to beat him
with a club, an’ when I have me new
clothes all bought an’ elegant new fur-
niture for me sittin’ room presented
to me by me new husband an’ every
one an’ all invited;” and Toozy wept
copiously into the corner of her blue
checked apron.

“My daughter,” said the priest sooth-
ingly* “it’s a painful thing to have a
deceased husband return in the mortal
flesh, and especially a great tribulation
to those about to marry with the bless-
ing of the church. Moreover, it may
be I’ll have to get a dispensation to
complete the bans.”

“Thank your reverence,” said Toozy,
whose-lamentations had prevented her
from hearing distinctly. “If you’ll get
me the dispensary I have .the band
already. Didn’t I engage a dago to
bring himself an’ another Eyetalian
with his fiddle for the dancin’. An’ to
think o* me in me beautiful white—”

A tremendous uproar at the street
door interrupted her, and running with
Father Peter to the window, she saw
the defunct and her betrothed strug-
gling about the pavement, surrounded
by most of the youthful Corinthian
court population, who encouraged
them with shrill hoots and shouts of
derision; while Toozy’s canary In the
window burst Into Joyful song, as if
thanking heaven for a fight.

“Come out o’ that, ye hyena!" shout-
ed Eddie Casey. “What do ye want
rubberin’ !n where ye don’t belong
for?”
‘ “Let me go, you thief!” angrily re-
torted Mr. Bugle. “I want me prop-
erty, an’ me wife what’s been longin’
for me for seven year an’ more.”
{ “Longin' for ye, ye old deserter!”
piped up the little sparrow-faced wom-
an, who had edged her way into the
front row. “It’s a good riddance ye
wor. An’ yer dead—dead as Noah in
the ark. There’s Father Peter in the
windy, ask him if ye ain’t a jsorpse.
Him an’ the coort says yer dead an’
burled* long ago.”

“The coort be dam!” ejaculated the
deceased one. “What did I die of?
Where’s me stlficate if I'm a corpse?
Where’s me hearse? Ye’re all crazy
an’ want to defraud me o’ me rights.
But ye won’t do ut. I’ll have ye all in

Jail for purloinin’ me property, 7 will!”

He made another rush for the door
and the scuffle threatened to become
general, when a policeman elbowed
his way through the crowd, and seizing
Eddie Casey and Mr. Bugle by their
collars, demanded:

“Now then, what’s this here trou-
ble? Can’t you people be decent and
behave yourselves? You’re up to more
devilment than the whole ward put to-
gether.”

Whereupon he hauled the two away
to the station, where they were put
under bond to appear before the mag-
istrate in the morning, for a settle-
ment.

The result may be gathered from
the account given by Toozy to the
Corinthians at her wedding supper,
which took place according to sched-
ule the following evening.

“Is he dead sure enough, Toozy
Ann?” asked one of the guests.

“Sure he was when he walked out
o’ the court,” answered Toozy. “We
was all up there together, an’ when
the judge come in everybody stood up,
an’ he orders them to bring out the
criminals for trial.”

“Finally me old man, me first hus-
band I would say, stood up and says
he’s defrauded out of his property an’
his only wife. An’ the lawyer of the
coort asks him where he was for seven
year an’ better, and does he know he’s
dead accordin’ to law.”

“‘I were just seekin’ my fortune,’
says he, ‘beyond the seas,’ he says,
‘an’ I see no signs of me disease,’ he
says.

“Then they asks Father Peter tn he
dead or no, an’ Father Peter says to
the best if his knowledge an’ belief an’
accordin’ to the coort he’s dead an’
buried.

“With that me old man, that is me
first one, wants to know is he dead
for certain; an’ they tells him he is,
sure enough.

“So he says, ‘How can ye arrest a
corpse? Where’s the coroner?’ says

•he. ‘He’s the only one to dale with
the remains of the departed,’ he says.
‘An’ how can ye touch me, even if I
do murder or arson or any other crime,
bein’ dead?’

“When he said that the policeman
looked kind o’ scart, an’ one o’ them
whispers to another ‘What is this,
anyhowr ?’ An’ the judge scratches his
little chin whisker an’ looks in a big
book; while the lawyers all whispers
together. I felt kind o’ creepin’ me-

. self to think maybe I was hanted, an’
Father Peter he crossed himself, an’
none of them could say a word.

“Then me old man, that is me first
venture, calls out to them, ‘You’re a
lot o’ fools, anyhow!’

“‘Contempt o’ coort!’ hollers the
judge.

“ ‘lt ain’t!’ shouts me old man. ‘How
can a dead one make ye more con-
temptible than ye are already? Look
in yer big book ag’in an’ answer me
that,’ ho says. ‘lf I’m dead I’m dead,
an’ no one can be executed for the
same crime twict.’

“Upon me word I felt proud of his
lawr eddication before all them smart
lawyers, for he put awful hard pro-
posals to them altogether. Then he
turns to Eddie Casey settin’ there kind
o’ scornful, that is me present hus-
band, and says he, T wish ye joy o’
me wdddy, an’ w'hen ye’re married may
it be a wake over me mortial cadaver’
—whatever he meant by that I don’t
know, but it sounded bad—‘an’ drink
a glass to the health o’ the dead an’
gone,' he says. An’ with that he
walks out o’ coort, an’ no one dast
stop him nor say a word. It was like
they was all—what’s the word again?”

“Drunk,” suggested one of the com-
pany.

“No, not drunk. Par—pary—”

“Paralyzed.”
“Yes, that’s It. An’ the Judge told

Father Peter he could marry us ac-
cordin’ to law an’ no harm done. So
me an’ Eddie Casey got married any-
how.”

“Here’s long life to the corpse!”
cried Eddie Casey, raising Ills glass of
steaming punch.

And all joined in the toaut.
(Copyright, 1906, by Dally Story Pub. Cos.)

The Stormy Equinoxes.
“The popular belief that storms are

more frequent about the time of the
equinox, or when ‘the sun crosses the
line,’ in March and September, re-
ceives some slight degree of support
from the recent Investigations of Eu-
ropean scientists,” states an expert of
the weather bureau. “In southwestern
Europe March is the stormiest month,
while in the British islands and Nor-
way, January takes the lead *ln that
respect; but, considering Europe as
a whole, it appears that storms pre-
ponderate .near the seasons of the
equinoxes.” *

Neither in France nor in Austria
are. children ever permitted to be re-
ceived into workhouses. They §ro
boarded out with peasant families.

WHEN EGGS ARE SCARCE.

Ways In Which Housekeepers Can
Economize In Their Uuse.

The housekeeper expects eggs to be
high at holiday .time, just when she
wants to make extra good things, but
to offset this condition the cold weath-
er allows more sugar and fat in food,
and the lack of eggs is not quite so
serious as it might be. When eggs
are nearly 40 cents a dozen at the be-
ginning of September, as they were
this year in the large cities, the price
has a decided Influence on the daily
menu. The first point in which to be-
gin economy of eggs is In serving
them as a substitute for meat. Some-
thing at less cost can temporarily be
taken by giving the matter a- little
thought, although eggs are so staple
a part of the usual breakfast as to
come first to mind.

When eggs are scarce it Is not nec-
essary to make ten egg sponge or
angel cake; neither is it wise to scrimp
too much by using baking powder to
take the place of eggs. If a recipe
calls for a certain number, do not take
out one or two and expect to have a
satisfactory result, for the proportion
of materials has been changed. It is
greater wisdom to select a recipe in
which the number of eggs is smaller.
“No egg cake” is seldom satisfactory,

but there are many good cakes made
with but two eggs. Raised hot breads
can for a time take the place of muf-
fins and other breakfast cakes made
with eggs, yet even here It may not be
wise to entirely omit them, for a pan
of light, feathery muffins will all be
eaten, but if made without eggs two
or three of the cakes are likely to be
wasted. It takes but a small per cent,

of waste in this way to turn cookery

that was intended to be very economi-
cal into extravagance.

SKIRT-HANGERS EASILY MADE.

Set Makes an Acceptable and Suit-
able Gift for Bride.

A set of clothes-hangers makes an
acceptable gift for a bride, a traveler
or a college girl. The set consists of
waist and skirt hangers—a dozen of
each. The best waist-hangers are
those of coppered wire, found at any
furnishing store. They should be
wound with narrow ribbon, finished
with a tiny bow at each shoulder end.
The skirt-hangers are easily made at
home. Take an inch strip cf pine
wood, Cut it into eight-inch lengths.
Wind these also with ribbon. Screw
into ;the middle of the upper edge a
fairly large-sized brass cup-hook, and
two cup-hooks of smaller size near the
ends of the lower edge to hold the
loops of the skirt-band. Many closets
now are provided with a small brass
rod fastened across at a convenient
height. The hangers are hooked on
this. Closets sometimes have a shelf
running across for the entire length.
In that case three large cup-hooks can
be screwed to the under side, to hold
any sort of a rod, from brass to broom-
stick. It is astonishing what a num-
ber of waists and skirts can be hung

without crowding on a rod four feet
long.

Home-made Towels.
A nice way to finish home-made

towels is to scallop the ends, and three
inches above the scallops have a fancy
drawn-work stripe. The monogram
or initial is then embroidered, long
narrow letters being the most effective.
Huck, damask and a good weight

bird’s eye all can be done in this man-
ner, and for much less than the cost
of an ordinary towel you get a very
good quality of any of these men-
tioned materials, all coming by the
yard.

A Table Novelty.
A delightful table novelty is a little

silver attachment to fasten flowers to
a finger bowl. It consists of a tiny
rim of silver fitting over a portion of
the edge of the bowl, with loops to
catch in a fixed position a few violets
or flower buds. The effect is very
pretty.

Found Ring Lost in Ocean.
A gentleman visiting Rhoscolyn,

Holyhead, England, six years ago, lost
a valuable ring while fishing in the
bay. A few days ago a bather, in div-
ing, picked up a ring from the bed of
the sea, which has been identified
as the one lost

Was Not Doing a Thing.
“Yes, lady,” said Hungry Higgins,

“police persecution ruined me life.
Why, when I wuz first arrested years
ago I hadn’t. been doin’ a blessed
thing.”—Catholic Standard.

Useful Hint.
Some good Samaritan of a dentist

once told his patient that a pinch of
baking powder in a cup of water, used
as a mouth wash just before going to
the dentist, would make the teeth
mdch less sensitive. It sounds almost
too easy, but anything that will miti-
gate the agonies that go with the
dentist’s chair is worth while testing.

Not Altogether Smokeless.
Smokeless powder throws off a faint

haze which is clearly discernible
through violet glasses.

This remarkable woman, whose
inaiden name was Estes, was born in
Lynn, Mass., February 9th, 1819, com-
ing' from a good old Quaker family.
For some years she taught school, and
became known as a woman of an alert

and investigating mind, an earnest
seeker after knowledge, and above
all, possessed of a wonderfully sympa-
thetic nature.

In 1843 she married Isaac Pinkham,
a builder and real estate operator, and
their early married life was marked by
prosperity and happiness. They had
four children, three sons and a
daughter.

In those good old fashioned days
was common for mothers to make
their own home medicines from roots
and herbs, nature’s own remedies —

calling in a physician only in specially
urgent cases. By tradition and ex-
perience many of them gained a won-
derful knowledge of the curative prop-
erties of the various roots and herbs.

Mfrs. Pinkham took a great interest
in the study of roots and herbs, their
characteristics and power over disease.
She maintained that justas nature so
bountifully provides in the harvest-
fields and orchards vegetable foods of
all kinds; so, if we but take the pains
to find them, in the roots and herbs
of the field there are remedies ex-
pressly designed to cure the various
ills and weaknesses of the body, and
it was her pleasure to search these out,
and prepare simple and effective medi-
cines for her own family and friends.

Chief of these was a rare combina-
tion of the choicest medicinal roots
and herbs found best adapted for the
cure of the ills and weaknesses pecu-
liar to the female sex, and Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s friends and neighbors learned
that her compound relieved and cured
and it became quite popular among
them. _

All this so far was done freely, with-
out money and without price, as a
labor of love.

But in 1873 the financial crisis struck
Lynn. Its length and severity weretoo
much for the large real estate interests
of the Pinkham family, as this class
of business suffered most from
fearful depression, so when the Centen-
nial year dawned it found their prop-
erty swept away. Some other source
of income had to be found.

At this point Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound was made known
to the world.

The three sons and the daughter,
with their mother, combined forces to

WHO SHE WAS
SKETCH OF THE LIFE OF LYDIA E. PINKHAM

And a True Story of How the Vegetable Compound
Had Its Birth and How the ‘‘Panic of ’73” Caused
it to be Offered for Public Sale in Drug Stores.

restore the family fortune. They
argued that the medicine which was
so good for their woman friends and
neighbors was equally good for the
women of the whole world.

The Pinkhams had no money, and
little credit. Their first laboratory
was the kitchen, where roots and
herbs were steeped on the stove,
gradually filling a gross of bottles.
Then came the question of selling
it, for always before they had given
it away freely. They hired a job
printer to run off some pamphlets
setting forth the merits of the medi-
cine, now called Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound, and these were
distributed by the Pinkham sons in
Boston, New York, and Brooklyn.

The wonderful curative properties of
the medicine were, to a great extent,
self-advertising, for whoever used it
recommended it to others, and the de-
mand gradually increased.

In 1877, by combined efforts the fam-
ily had saved enough money to com-
mence newspaper advertising and from
that time the growth and’ success of
the enterprise were assured, until to-
day Lydia E. Pinkham and her Vege-
table Compound have become house-
hold words everywhere, and many
tons of roots and herbs are used annu-
ally in its manufacture.

Lydia E. Pinkham herself did not
live to see the great success of this
work. She passed to herreward years
ago, but not till she had provided
means for continuing her work as
effectively as she could have done it
herself.

During her long and eventful expe-
rience she was ever methodical in her
work and she was always careful topre-
serve arecord ofevery case that came to
her attention. The case of every sick
woman who applied to her for advice—-
and there were thousands—received
careful study, and the details, includ-
ing symptoms, treatment and results
were recorded for future reference, and
to-day these records, together with
hundreds of thousands made since, are
available to sick women the world
over, and represent a vast collabora-
tion of information regarding the
treatment of woman’s ills, which for
authenticity and accuracy can hardly
be equaled in any library in the
world.

With Lydia E. Pinkham worked her
daughter-in-law, the present Mrs.
Pinkham. She was carefully instructed
in all her hard-won knowledge, and
for years she assisted her in her vast
correspondence.

To her hands naturally fell the
direction of the work when its origina-
tor passed away. For nearly twenty-
five years she has continued it, and
nothing in the work shows when the
first Lydia E. Pinkham dropped her
pen, and the present Mrs. Pinkham,
now the mother of a large family, took
it up. With women assistants, some as
capable as herself, the present Mrs.
Pinkham continues thisgreatwork.and
probably from the office of no other
person have so many women been ad-
vised how to regain health. Kick wo-
men, this advice is “Yours for Health”
freely given if you only write to ask
for it.

Such is the history of Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound; made
from simple roots and herbs; the one
great medicine for women’s ailments,
and the fitting monument to the noble
woman whose name it bears.

NO MORE MUSTARD PLASTERS TO BLISTER.
THE SCIENTIFIC AND MODERN EXTERNAL COUNTER-IRRITANT.

CAPISICUM
VASELINE

EXTRACT OF THE CAYENNE PEPPER PLANT
A QUICK. SURE. SAFE AND ALWAYS READY CURE FOR PAIN.—PRICE
15c.—IN COLLAPSIBLE TUBES—AT ALL DRUGGISTS AND DEALERS. OR
BY MAIL ON RECEIPT OF 15c. IN POSTAGE STAMPS. DON’T WAIT
TILL THE PAIN COMES —KEEP A TUBE HANDY.
A substitute for and superior to mustard or any other plaster, and will not
blister the most delicate skin. The pain-allaying and curative qualities of
the article are wonderful. It will stop the toothache at once, and relieve
Headache and Sciatica. We recommend it as the best and safest external
counter-irritant known, also as an external remedy for pains in the chest
and stomachand all Rheumatic, Neuralgic and Gouty complaints, A trial
will prove what we claim for it, and it will be found to be invaluable in the
household and for children. Once used no family will be without it. Many
people say “it is the best of all your preparations.” Accept no preparation
of vaseline unless the same carries our label, as otherwise it is not genuine.
SEND YOUR ADDRESS AND WE WILL MAIL OUR VASE-
LINE PAMPHLET WHICH WILL INTEREST^YOU.

CHESEBROUGH MFG. CO.
17 STATE STREET. NEW YORK CITY
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