
86 MASSE Y-H1ARRIS ILLUSTRA TED.

MRS. KRUGER AT HOME.

noW $s WAS Wool.» ASN WON nY At'r. RtEn--A GL13iPSE OF HER

11031: 1.111. IN TiIE TRANSVAAL.

T ln wife of Oon" Pauil Kruger isa treasure '-and this by the testi-
mony of a man Who, however much lie
muay differ froni us in otherthings, nay
be allowed tiis utterance.

Wien, witi hisgoat-likebeard tinged
with hairs of gold, and his sunken cyes
lit vith theliglht of love, yuing Kruger
came a.woong, lie cane not a bit in the
fashion of the modern youth wlio offers
hand and licart, goods and chattels.
According to Boerish custom, his plea-
sure hlad been made known. Mrs.
"Ooim"iPaul, whowasthenonlygentle,
blue-eyed Miss du Plessis, came forth
timidly to grect him. in a gown so
simple that she could surely never have
expected to win a suitor through it.

And these are the words she uttered
with downcast eyes and ceieeks of rosy
red. "I can bake. stew, sec. can,
scrub." And beiold. it was enougli!
Her siitor wvas at lier feet. He, who
wvas then only Stephanus Joliannes
Paulus Kruger, took lier fromt that
moment to his heart-to hin she was
the most rarely accomplished of all
women.

Oon Paul's wife has that virtue we
call housewifeliness to a remarkable
degrec. Sorie vonien have it in addi-
tion te other excellent qualities. The
Boer woman bas it te the exclusion of
ai else. 'Mrs Kruger is, first, a vife;
secondly, a housewife; and thirdly,
nothing. Through this womîan a for-
tune of substantial proportions lias been
saved. It will be her epitaph. Future
genecrations of vives may ask: " How
did sie do it? " and the answer wili bc
the saine as on the memorable day of
ber wooing ." can bake, stew, scrub,
sce.",

Mrs. Kruger, with her husband's
fortune. miglit live in positive luxury
and. indeed, onemightsay, with almost
unequalled splendor. She might have
dnven in an cquipage, and lived in a
palace to match our Queen's own resi-
dence. She would bave none of then.

She lookcd at the black that shone
upon lier stove. and was happy. Sue
counted the irons that stood in a row,

and rejoiced. She thanked God that
there wvas plenty of clothes.line. Sue
wcas grateful for the nible fingers that
onableil her to sew.

Sue and her husband live on the
ainount allowed tiem fromt the govern-
ment for "coffe noney. " We iave all
heard of this allowance, yet few are
avare that on this coffee noney. which
has supported them for ycars, the Kru-
gers have entertained diplomats and
travellers from near and far, and no one
lias come out front that hospitable nian-
sion hungry. No one could, Who bas a
palate for good cooking, for Tanta
Kruger's is one of the best. Se is lier
own chef, and furthermore sue is lier
own butier.

On the occasions when ste bas guests,
she wears lier very best Sunday-go-to.
meeting black gown. Sue dons this
garment just before sue announces

Dinner is served."
She docs this at the last moment,

because. before that, she has been add-
ing pinches of sait to the stew. last
dustings of pepper to the soup. Then
one of ber dauglters reimains in the
kitchen -while the first lady of the
Transvaai-juist as the scorching Afri-
can sun is goingto rest-takes asecond
to wash, and dons ber single holiday
gown.

At five o'clock every morning the
little Boer houseliold is astir. It is a
little househo^ zow, for out of the six-
teen children wrho called her mother
only seven are alive.

Whiat serves as their Buckingham
Palace or W idsor Castle is a little two-
storey cottage. It lias in the parlor a
nice, nent set of black horse-hair furni.
ture that Mrs. Kruger bad on lie wed.
ding day. It bas two marble-topped
tables that came with it. The halls and
walis of this little hone are as clean as
a new. pin.

Over her littie kitclien stove at five
o'clock any morning Tanta Kruger may
be seen bending industriously. She
bas risen lialf an hour earlier in order
to light the lire, and when the President
arrives, the arona of coffee fills his
nostrils. It bas been said that Mrs.
Krnger prides herseif uipon lier coffee.
It is one of her boasts, and she is a
modest weoman. Another is that she


