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accomplishes her end with less coffee
than any other housewife int Pretoria,
After Mrs. Kruger has listened to a
Bible reading from the lips of her hus-
band, she has the dishes to wash, the
little house to keep clean, the beds to
make, the pots to bumnish, the i

‘Tanta Kruger loves animals, and here
is a story beanng out that affection for
dumb creatures. The people went to
her when they were erecting a statuce to
their beloved chief to ask her opinion
of the sketches, and to beg her to add

and socks to dam

And Oom Paul must be very hard on
the heels of his socks, for no writer has
ever come out of the heart of the Trans-
vaal who has not described Tanta
Kruger with a basket of stockings and
socks in her lap, les on her nose

any sugg The drawings repre-
sented him in his black coat, old-fash-
ioned top-hat and best black suit.  His
wife looked at them with delight. She
thought them beautiful. The tears
were in her big, brown eyes in the ex-
cess of her gratitude and pride  Then,

and a darning needle in her hand

1f the wife of President Kruger is not
damning stockings she is sure to be ab-
sorbed in 2 pastime equally iraportant.
Every stitch in every dress she has ever
worn, and every stitch in the dresses of
her daughters for many, many years,
this good lady sewed.

She belicves in one black dress for
best, one for every day and one for
mornings. She has two bonnets; one
she wears to church, and one she wears
to market. Her church bohnet is a
piece of her own handiwork, and it
ranks second only in notoriety to that
famous ““topper ** of her husband.

destly, she made a request. She
begged that the crown of the top-hat
might be leit hollow so that the birds
could always be able to drink from it.
And so the hollowed crown of the hat
catches the rain when it falls, and the
birds flutter around it to drink and
bathe.

This is only one of the pretty stories,
full of tender pathos, which are told of
this unique woman. There are others
that tell how her people love her, how
kind she is to everyone, and how she
worships her OQom Paul. \When hedies,
the people say she will die, too. Heis
her lord and master—her idol, her
strength.—£Lx.

The Tallest Woman.

HE tallest woman, probably, in the
world, is Miss Ella Ewing, of
Gorin, 2 little town not far east of
Kansas. Sheis twenty-six years old,
according to the family Bible, and mea-
sures eight feet four inches. Miss
Ewing was bom at Gorin, and when
twelve years old measured nearly seven
feet, but kept on growing, to the amaze-
ment of her family and the neighbors.

In her girlish years she was quite sen-
sitive about her height, because the
other children used to tease her, but
when she discovered that it was worth
fifty dollars 2 week from circus and
museum managers she took another
view of the case. She eamned enough
money to lift the mortgage from her
father's farm and retired to private life.
Miss Ewing has had several offers of
marriage, but is still.unwed.

N The Table Set for Two.

HE sunshine falls on the madow-silt,
And the day looks 1n at the open door,
The kettle sings, and the deat old wife
Gocs back and forth o'er the Xitchen oor
With plate and platter, and fork #nd spoon,
As every day she is wont 1o do.
And she lays them with a qulet grace
0a the homely tadle et for two.

Oh: the bread is Tike the sea s white spray,
And the cloth is clean as mountaln snows
From the paotry shelf to the kitchen stove
“The dear ol wife on her errand gocs.
“The morning-gloties over the porch
All In a Tiotous tangle run,
The cat lies curled asieep on & chair,
The old dog blinks at the noonday san.

But the dear old wife is sad today,

And the morming hours have scemed 0 long,
Far hetthoughtsate of the long ago,

‘When the old houte rang with mirth and songs
When the red<heeked boys and merry farls

Came trooping in through the open door,
Some wander now *neath an alien sky,

And somce will come back no more—=00 more,

There arc cmpty chairs sgainst the wall,
Aad the wide old rooms arc strangely still,
“The day is 524, though the sunshine falls
Likethesified £old on the windowsily,
And the dear old lady in her quict way
Docs the homely tasks she is woat t0do:.
Dot the tears {all fast as she sadly thinks
Of the loncsome tadle set for two,



