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TREASUEES
FOR
A

MUSEUM
by ALICE E.LESLIE

i
The large old brown chest was put in

the cellar some forty years ago. The
house was to be remodeled, and as attic
space would no longer be available, this
was the only solution for one who
hoarded. Occasionally the chest was
cleaned and, of course, everything put
back. Parting with what might prove to
be antique was a heartrending experi
ence..

Now forty years later, I decided to
have another look, and come what may.
I opened the long neglected chest. On one
side of the partition I found a feather
pillow. This might be called an antique,
for with the use of foam pillows today,
feathers are no longer a luxury. I wonder
what is now done with all the feathers

plucked from unsuspecting hens, geese,
and turkeys. One or two articles, not
worth mentioning, were disposed of.

In the other side was a very large bol
ster slip — not a mere pillow slip, but a
case for a very large bolster. Are they
still in use in America? I have found them
occasionally in Europe. This I managed
to carry upstairs. I had no idea what the
bag contained — perhaps you have
guessed — my very own baby clothes,
actually worn by me — yes, a good many
niore than forty years ago. My mother

a hoarder too — although, in later
years, as I recall, she was always giving
^way my dresses, and many new things
° P®®Ple who could use them.

here was a musty smell about the con-
5" 'be bag, so I washed long, long

. ^i'b hamburg and lace trim-
with • 'ong woolen petticoats
hanrf bands and tie strings —belly
«7niim woolen shirts so tiny they
nf dollsy* Ugh! how I must have itched.

GOOD OLD DAYS

1

There were Donnets and a small silk veil
—and I'm sure I could hardly recall at
that age, but I seem to havea feeling that
a runny nose and a pink tongue made
wet spots on the veil, that a tendency to
freeze in cold weather.

There were also two short dresses, one
a pink chambray with a hamburg yoke,
and the other a turkey red trimmed with
red and white hamburg.

It took me several days to wash and
dry these garments, for things were never
ironed when put away in the old days —
soon they were back in the bag.

Imagination is a marvelous thing and,
thank goodness, I have been endowed
with quite a bit of it — and I add to it
as time goes on. In imagination I have
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