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46 FIVE WOMEN.

horrified tones, "iu the name of heaven,
who and what are you t"

"Oil, heaven help me !" she Hhrieked, in a

voice that chilled our marrow—"I am old

man Bender I"

A weirii, Avild whoop rent the silence of

the sanctum—^ and the woman was alone.

There was a sound as of a risiiij.; journalist

crambling uo through the narrow eoj;y tube,

and the next instant u bare h»;ad, with a

quill over one car, burst throui^h the hatch-

way in the roof, and, followed by a complete
set of cdlronrl anntoniv, emorucd. aTid run-
i>ii>'r hr -i.' It' +. . Ttl(i V .'ll f.V*^ 1

day (puff, puff), and I can't sleep at night,

and I'm afraid I'll have to give up entirely

(puff, puff). I could hardly get out to-daj

(puff, puff, putt"). I went to GreenV)aum and
Schroder's and around to Guest s and down
to Carpenter's (puff, i)uff), and ijito Parsons'

and up to Mrs. Vooihees' (puff, putl), and
down to Wyman's and up to Wesley Jones'

and into Gua Dodge's and (puff, puff, puff)

down to the express office, and then by
the time I had made a couple of calls out on
North Hill and went to the doctor's, I was
aa tired as tlioue') I had walktd a mile (|;uff.

•iM' !;liil I

dis.ii)pe«iod dou"u t'a iightii: '

, ii/ii, and was I

sect) 110 more until the next day at tiirce
|

p.m.
We never saw the wonnm again, and wist

j

not where she is, but we smile in bitter

derision whenever we read that the police

nave arrested an old man aiisweriug the

description of old man Bender.

It was a sad scone when the authorities

took a poor man froni Happy Hollow, and
sent him out to tlie ])oor house. Tl;.; ..art

incT !)" ween tliH {'iiiv mvn av.i his t^ievp' i

dog-i, which he distfibuteil aiiioug hi.s sym- !

pa'..hizing relatives. wa« affecting in ;.1k' ex-
|

trtMOf. Nit; l»':!ie\c rn<j nuui iiaa ;i tew'
children, too, but not enough to make a fuss

about.

A bashful young man, while out driving
with the dearest girl in tlie world, had to

get out and l)uckle the crupper, and hesitat-

ingly exclaimed that "the animal's bustle
had come loose."

Five Women.
One afternoon five women went out on

South Hill in a street car. One of them was
a fat woman in a black dress, with a cameo
pin as large as a stucco ornament. She
breathed at high pressure, about 103 to the
minute. A woman with a thin, long neck,
and sad eyes, and a Paisley shawl, sitting on
the other side of the car, said, in a feeble
voice :

" Good afternoon, Mrs. Waughop."
" Oh, (puff) Mrs. Dresseldorf, (ijuff, puff,)

how do (puff) you do ?" (Puff, puff.

)

" Oh, I ain't feeling well at all. I've had
so much trouble with my lungs, and nothing
seems to do them any good. I've tried onion
gargle, and three kinds of expectorant, and
wine of tai, and two of Dr. Bolus' pre-
scriptions, and one of Dr. Bleadem's, and a
new kind of ointment, but nothing seems to
have any effect on them. How do you feel

to-day?"
"Oh," groaned Mrs. Waughop, 'Tm not

getting on at all. My asthma is worse every

become of mt, I'moUie. How are ya . this

afternoon, Mr^. l)inklcni:'.!i ?" "he conti.'iucd,

turning to the next woman, a lonesome .look-

ing female with a wart on her chin, who
smiled dismally on being addressed, and
paused in the midst of a search for a .street

car nickel in the bottom of a black reticule

as big as a hair trunk.

"I'm about half down with the chills,"

she said, Mith a prolonged sigh; "I have
such a fever every night, I don't get two
iioura' sleep out of tlio i.weiitv-ff>ur, and I'm

uAmM T'n b. A-xrh :i:A ^ .'"• •- 1 yt ^'irour;!;

with it. My eycs-iglit is fniling. t<io, aini 1

have a constant lifH'hir-lus tlml worries me
nearly to death. 1 ;iii. jhvd, Mrs. Muliig.tn,"

said Mrs. I)inkleman, turning to the fourth

"woman, "to see you able to be out.''

Mrs. Mulligan bowed feebly to the rest of

the ladies. "Indeed 1 ou'jhtn't to be out,"

she groaned, "
1 <iugli!: to on in bcii tliis

minute. I haven't had this flannel off my
throat for three weeks, and I'm afraid I'll

lose my voice entirely. I've had a misery

across 'my back since I don't know when,

and I had to have thicc tctth pulled this

blessed afternoon. I was that bad with the

rheumatiz all last week I didn't dare stir out

of the house, and I've got a felon coming on

my finger just as sure as I'm a living woman.
What appears to be the matter with your

face, Mrs. (iallagher?" she asked the last

woman in the car.

"Neuralagy of the eyes," the last woman,
who wore black glasses and green goggl«s,

remarked, in such lugubrious tones that they

cast a gloom over the entire community, and
the masculine occupants of the car wondered
if there was a well woman in America.

The Ctoblin Gate.

We once knew a most worthy man, whose
irreproachable life was at one time threatened

with mental and physical wreck, all on ac-

count of his front gate. He lived out on
North Hill, with his charming wife and seven

lovely daughters. He was a pale-faced,

anxions-looking man, who moved about and
looked and spoke ai though he rapped with


