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THE ST. TAMMANY FARMER {berries in the next lot, she elimbed
| over and wandered on, meet_ing

Covington, December 20, 1879

KITTY'S RASPBERRY FLOAT.

*Oh, mother!” exclaimed Mary
Wylie, in tones of dismay, “the
cream is all sow!”

And her handsome fuce darkenod

with positive aonoyance. It was

really too vexatious, for she had in- | your house-keeping, and rest a little | ¢¥ly arisen, involving this same

vited & score or more of young
friends for that evening, to meet her
newly arrived cousin Kitty, and of
course she ought to have ice cream.
The Wylies were rather famous for
their delicious ice cream, which
they always made themselves for
company; but the thermometer at
ninety-eight, and a thunder storm,
bad enrdled all the milk in the
dairy.

“The eske is all ready,” said
Mary, sitting down in her perplex-
ity. “But what else are we to have.
Coffee is too hot, and lemonade is
too much like a fair. Kitty, can't
you think of some little light thing,
easy to mnke, to take the place of
ice cream?”

Thus nppealed to, Kitty inquired,
thonghtfully, “Do you like float?”

“What is a float?”

1t takes eggs; mamma makes it
often for us at home, evenings.
She beats the whites of eggs up like
a snowy mourtain, and, puts in
sugar, and then she beats in straw-
berries, or raspberries, or jelly, to

= | eyed young lady walking through

up the company for me, and I heard
ber say thers were two or three

! fact was the float was & dalicions|
| thing, but, for the first instant, it
idid fall flat in months that were

| ikl Baltar snosces: A Jana ras by | more she wanted to ask, but hadn’t | made up for ice cream.

i the lot she was now in, and a black-

{it stared curiously at Kitty as she
| pussed.

I believe I like birds better than
{I do people,” was Kitty's mental
_lcmnmenl. on this; “you dear little
robins, singing so over in those ap- 1'
ple trees, I mean to go and watch |

while, for my pail is almost full.”

The apple trees were in a corner
of the lot, and when Kitty reached |
them, she found a bubbling springg
there, and rocks covered with love- |
1y lichens.

“Uncle Robert has good taste,”
she said, “to keep such a charming
little nook here.” And she sat down |
|in the shadow of a tall roek, and!
fanned berself with her hat. She
was in a mood to thoronghly enjoy
everything, and it seemed to her
that she had never seen the sky so
! beautiful before, nor such beautiful
| elouds.

“I'd like to marry a farmer!” she
said, impulsively, aloud; and to her
utter dismay, & pleasant, manly
voice, from the other side of the
rock, responded:

“Would you? That's quite a rare
! choice nowadays!”
| Kitty sprang up and started to

| run, when, of sall ealamities, in her
| haste she upset her pail of raspber-
!ries, and away they rolled in every
| direction. With* burning - cheeks

| wall.
she disappeared in the Wylie garden. |

make it a pretty color'dud Bivor it. | she began to pick them up, for it
We eat it in saucers like ice cream.” | would never do to disappoint Mary

“It soundsgood,” said Mary, with [about the float, and she threw an |
o little revival of hope, “and we|indignunt glance at the young man,
have plenty of eggs. But straw-|who now came around in full view,
berries are all gone—there are rasp- : and said he begged her pardon; he
berries, to be sure, down in the'kuew he ought not to have spoken,i
Jots. ButIburnsoifl go in the but it really seemed impolite not to |

sun, and the servants are busy—no, |
T'm afraid we can’t make it.” {
«I'll pick the berries!” said Kitty,
jumping up; “TI'd like nothing bet-
ter than a stroll in the lots, and I'm
80 brown already the sun won't
burt me.”

“But you'll be so {ired,” remon-
strated Mary, looking admiringly at
the merry brunette face, “and I
want you to look your very pretti-
est to-night, so that our young men
may lose their hearts.”

“I think I wounld rather have
raspberries than hearts,” replied
Kitty, saucily, and she put on her
hat and took a pail, and, with a few
words of direction, went down the
garden and through a gate into the
baek lot.

It was a burning July day, but
Kitty was child of the sun, and she
liked it. She had not been in the
eountry for a long time before, and
she fuirly reveled in feeling the
grass under her feet, the whirr of
the grass-hoppers. and the littlo es-
cort of brown batterflies that fintter-
ed all the time just ahead of her.

“Here are the raspberries,” she
suid to herself, as sha came to the
low stone wail; “not very many of
them, either—I suppose they pick-
ed s good many for supper last
yight, But I'll plean as I go.”

S0 she gleaned as she went, but
the berries were scares, and as the
old wall was in & tnmble-down con-

answer!

“Your politeness has spilled my
berries, you see!” she replied rather
sharply.

“Allow me,” he exclaimed instant-
ly, and grasping the pail, he began
to pick up the berries with ber.

They worked together in perfect
silence for a few minutes, hunting
the berrite among the grass, and
down in the soft green moss. One
large berry had eaught in o spider’s
web; they both reached for it at the
same time; their hends touched,
their eyes met, and the young man
smiled; and so, in spite of herself,
did Kitty.

“Do forgive me,” he raid; “vou
shall not be one berry the loser by
itl” And he rescued two on the
brink of the spring.

“I will,” apswered Kitty, “but
you maust never tell the farmers.”

After that, of course, it was absurd
to be formal, and, like two happy
young creatures in the heyday of
youth, they made a frolic of the
whole thing, and laughed over every
berry. Kitty told him what she
picked them for, and for whom, and |
hie said he was well acquainted with
Miss Wylie.

“Perhaps, then, you will be there
to-night?” she remarked, Loping in
her heart that he would.

“I bave not been invited,” he an-
swered, soberly.

“Qhn, well,” said Kitty, merrily, |

dition, and therescemed to be more

“then ['il invite you, for Mary made |

been able to see them. Won't you |
come?” : |

The young man hesitated; he felt |
as if he were sailing under false|
colors. The truth was, he and the|
Wylies were not on good terms, al-
thongh they bhad formerly been
friends. But their lands joined, and |
a dispute about bonndaries had lat-

pretty knoll with its spring and ap-
ple trees. The old ‘“mere-stone”
had been lost track of, and Mr. Wy-
lie, surveying one day after his own
fashion, found, or fancied he found,
that he had a right to the knoll
This claim young Hugh Greystone
had refused to recognize. Mr. Wy-
lie, who was hot and basty, had be-
gun legal measures, and Hugh, in-
dignant, had naturally ceased visit-
ing at the Wylie mansion.

“Of course, you needn’t eoms if
you don't want to!” said Kitty,
piqued at his hesitation.

“] do want tocome,” he answered
earnestly, “and will, if I can possi-
bly arrange it so.”

“It is raspberry foat,” said Kitty,
innoeently, in reply to a neighbor's
question. “I picked all the berries
for, it myself.”

“Yes,” snid a sharp-eyed young
lady, whom Kitty had already rec-
ognized as the one she saw in the
lane. “I saw you rifling the Grey-
stone bushes.”

“Why, Kitty!” exclnimed Mary
Wylie, with deepening color, “you
did not go out of our lot, did you?”

“I'm afraid I did,” said Kitty,
becoming embarrassed at the mis-
chievous und meaning glances that
met her on all sides, and feeling
that, for some reason, her cousin
was annoyed.

Bat just then some one passed his
saucer for a little more of the float,
and one after another began to
praise it, till at lust Mary’s equan-
ity returned. ;

Meanwhile, Mr. Wylie, who had
been sitting comfortably all the
evening out in the honey-suckle
scented pinzza, had eompany of his
own. It was Hugh Greystone, who,
coming up the puth and finding him
there, hud stopped for a talk.

“Mr. Wylie,” be said, “I've come
to sny that I buve chunged my mind
about our lawsuit. The wall is out
of repair, the mere-stone is lost, and

“I'll expect you,” said Kitty,

lightly; then she lifted the pail of|

berries and would bave said “good
worning,” but Hugh stepped in-
stantly to her side, and taking the
pail, went with her as far as the old
Then he watched her until

When he turned his back hisbrow
was knit but his lips were smiling.
After a short deliheration, he deter-
mined to'goe go Miks Wylies party,
and to pay a rgyal price forit.

“Here's your raspberries!” Kitty
exclaimed, guily, as she entered the |
house; “and now T'll it right down
and pick them over.”

“You dear little soul!” said Mary,

. |
with fervor, “you are such a eom-

fort. But I am afraid you are tired
out, your face is so flusbed.”

“Ob, I ran up the path,” said
Kitty, bending over the berries.

Together they prepared the float,
beating the egas up high and light,
and gradually addipng the sugar and
berries, till they had a great dish
heaped up like a massive mountain
with the delieacy, which was in tint
an exquisite pale purple. It wasa
house where every one liked to visit,
and Mary Wylie was a popular girl.
Kitty, locking very pigquaat and
pretty, made quite a sensation; and
she herself enjoyed the evening, the
more, perhaps, because of a certain
secret excitement that set her heart
bounding every time s new-comer
entered the door, and her first
thought was, “Is it he?”

But time passed, and he came not.
There had been dancing, and every

one was tired. Presently the cake
wag passed around, and evervone
purtook, with the pleasant anticipa-
tion that ice crenm was cowming
next. It was such a warm July eve-
ning that they were pardonable.
When the high-piled purple dish
was brought in, it was universally
noticed, for human nature does feel |
interested in what it is about to eat
at a party.

“] never saw lavender ice cream
before,” whispered one to a neigh-
bor, and Mary Wylie heard it. She
dipped it out into saucers, and,
with the electric sympathy of a

lof happy pride, “Kitty bhas just

if you are sure about your survey, I
can't say but there may have been a
imistake. In fact, I concede the
i knoll.” ;

| “That’s right, Hugh, my bey,”

]

Passenger Time Table.

For Mandeville, Madisomville
and Oid Landing.
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On Turspats, TRURDAYR and SatreDaTs,
for Mandeville, Madisonvilleand Old
Landing, on arrival of the 1 ». M.
train.

Rerorsisa :

Leaves Old Loanding on Mowpars,
Wepsespays and Fripays at 74 .,
and Mandeville at 5:30 &, a

jexcliimed Mr. Wylie, bis stiff dig-
| mity melting into hearty cordiality.

i“I'knew you would do the fair|

over."”

the parlor with the most hnpressive
kindness, making the company ail
feel that this was the honored guest
of the evening. He fluaily iutro-

like a cinnamoun rose, . At her side
he stayed, and wien Mary smiling-
Iy brought tnm some cake and float,
be proncunced the latier perfection,
and ate 1t in a state of beatitude.

Itl'espnssing this morning?”
asked, soltly.

long,” he said, half jesting, half in|
earnest.

sSix weeks later Mr. Wylie went
out one pleasant morning to repeat!

tion of his wall anew. His meas-|
urements did not eome cut exactly |
as he expected, and he was growing
i puzzled, when suddenly, in driving
a stake, he diseovered, a few inches
under the ground, the Jlong-lost
wmere-stone,

“Now we can set things right,
he exclaimed, exultantly. But his
face fell as he went on surveying,
for by the aid of the stone he recti-
fied his survey, and was dumb-
founded to discover that the old
wall had been right all the time,
and the knol was not his. He
looked up and saw Hugh Greystone
erossing the field.

“Hugh!” he called out in his has-
ty way, “come here! I've been an
old fool, and you've been a gentle-
man. The knoll is yours, sure
enough.”

“Ob, I've made you a present of
it,” said Hugh, rather grandly.
“Bat if you don’t want to keep it,
you can give it to my wife.”

“Your wife?” asked Mr.
amazed,

“Yes,” replied Hugh, with a look

ylie,

promised to be mine for life.”

So the little summer episode
reached its sweet conclusion, and by
the time the brown autumn leaves
were fluttering over the fields, in-
stead of the butterflies, Kitty be-

ostess, felt that the first taste was
followed with disappointment. The

came a lunded proprietor, and was
mistress of the knoll,

.

jthing when yon came to look it

]
Some litile friendly chat followed, |
and'then Mr. Wyhetook Hagh into |

duced him to Kitty, who “blushed |

“Why dido’t you tell me I was
Kitty |
] tlarl_\' wnde, unless preveooted
“1 had been waiting for yon too|weather or low water.
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Threa linas of stages connect with the
steamer ui Old Landiog for COVING-
LTON.

Freight wiil bo received daily at her
lnnding, New Busiu, near Magnolia
Bridge.

Baggage (only) reecived at the corner
of Cunal and Carondelet streets, on the
departure of the truin on which the bosat
leaves.

Bhippers and Passengers can safely
rely upon the above tnps being regu-
¥ bsd

For further information, apply to
W. G. COYLE,

Lfs survey, and to lay the founda-!

No. 35 Carondelet 5t,, New Orleans.

Or to WM. BADON,

Covington, La.

Across the Lake!

ﬁ THEF LIGHT DRAUGHT

Schr. ¥. M. Pippo,

Leaves COVINGTOX every Tusaday and
arrives in NEW ORLEANS on
Wednesday.
Leaves NEW ORLEANS every Saturday
8t 10 A.M., and arrives at COV-

INGTON on Sunday.

RATES OF FREIGHT:

Cotton, perbale............0u.. 25 cenud
DryBarrels ..........c..ccu0. . 25 cents
BRORE. ...t i b ses 15 cents

Cther Rates in proportiom. .




