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panfed by t vne of the author: not
publication,
part ol the writ
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fal in giving names and
and figures plain and distinet,
Litlienlt to decipher, because
essanner in whiteh they arve written.

DAYS IN THE WOODS.
How often have I sought some woodland
nook,
When worn and wearied by a restless
mood!
And there, with Nature's many-chaptered
book,
Found comfort in the wood!

‘When resting on the warm and graclous
ground
A (’nllmntss comes, dear God! thatls from
nee,
And shows me how all preclous things
abound
In Thy serenity.

Thesehar£ the hours most prized; in them 1
think,
As, in the stillness and the solemn shade,
Sweet, l&oc{p‘:\nd long are the clear draughts
rin
From pure springs in the glade,

The knotted nerves relax with ease,
The ilred brain refreshment meets,

For everywhere one looks he sces
The peaceful, quiet, calm retreats—

Retreats where birds are not discreet,
But sweetly sing just overhead;
The chipmunk shy skips to my feet,

And other squirrels, too, are fed. -

‘Wood-folks all would joln 'with me
In shunning noise and strife and toll,
And refuge find, dear wood, in thee,
Forgetting troubles and turmoil,

Then when my time of rest is o'er,
Refreshded and strengthened, from the
Woo
I face the world, and strive once more
Vallantly, bravely, as I should,
—Katherine Josselyn Christopher,
Springfield (Mass.) Republican.
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A Fair Levee

Cutter

By EDWIN J. WEBSTER

(Copyright, 1903, by Daily Story Pub, Co.)

IKE most disputes the Harrison-
L Peyton “feud” started over a tri-
vial matter. Squire Harrison claimed
possession ol a litile neck of land
which jutted out into the Mississippi.
Old Archibald Peyton said the neck of
Jand in question belonged to him. The

Mississippi is so constantly shifting its ]

banks that boundaries are confused
and it was hard to tell which wasin the
right. The courts finally decided that
the land belonged to Archibald Peyton.
And of course irascible Squire Harri-
son vowed vengeance and declared that
all intercourse between the Harrigon
and Peyton families must cease. Arch-
ibald Peyton was more than willing it
should.

Both were abstinate old men and ac-

)

“WHAT! GIVEUP MY LAND TO THAT
SCOUNDREL OF A PEYTON?"
customed to having their own way.
But in this case the edict against
friendly relations between the two
families was vigorcusly opposed by
Jack Harrison, the son of the old
squire, and by pretty Isabella Peyton.
The young people also had an ally in
the great, muddy Mississippi, which
flowed in a resistless stream in front
of bothfthe Peyton and the Harrison
plantations. And when Cupid and the
old Mississippi are in alliance it makes
a coalation hard forx the sternest pa-

rents to defeat.

The™little neck of land which had
caused the trouble was worth at the
most $5. Jack Harrison calculated
that Isabella was worth an incalulable
number of five dollars, to him at least.
He proposed to his father that as the
land was practically valueless he
should give it up and allow amicable
relations between the two families to
be resumed. The irasible squire greet-
ed this with a snort of disgust,

“What! Give up my land to that
scoundrel of a Peyton? Never while
I'm alive. Not that I have anything
against the girl. She’s a nice girl, If
she could only manage to push her
father into the river some day I'd re-
ceive her with open arms.”

But of course this wasn’t a proposi-
tion which appealed very strongly to
anyone but the squire.

Then the Mississippi began to take
a hand in the game. Iirst it bit a plece
off the extremity of the neck of land
and carried it down the river. Then it
began to eat into the banks on the
north side. Then, as the river rose
from the effects of heavy rains far to
the north, it began to creep steadily
up on the little istlmnus which con-
nected the neck of land with the main~
land.

It was plain that the big river would
soon settle the dispute as to the owner-
ship of the land by silently eating it
away and carrying it down stream,
That. would never do, thought Squire
Harrison. So he turned in with his
son and a force of men and built a levee
along the northern side of the neck of
land, where it was most exposed to the
assaults of the river. The building of
this levvee cost many times what the
land was worth, as Jack Harrison
pointed out to his father. But the
squire was obstinate. He wonld spend
a hundred times what the land was
worth rather than have it swept away
and give Archibald Peyton a chance to
gloat over the practical uselessness of
the decision which made the land the
squire’s property.

The building of the levee protected
l the neck of land, but made things hard-
er for the young lovers. Old Archibald
Peyton gave vent to numerous sarcas-
tic remarks about the business sense
of a man who would build a $500 leves
to protect a $5 piece of property. Mu-
tual friends reported these gibes to
Squire Harrison. The squire said
things unbecoming his age and dignity
and was more than ever determined
that there should be no intercourse be-
tween the families.

But, as if enraged at being checked
by the levee, the Mississippi rose higher
and higher. 14 swirled and bubbled
around the end of the neck of land. It
formed little eddies which ate away the
banks on the south side. It hurled the
full strength of its mighty current
against the little levee on the north
side. Even if the levee fell no damage
would be done to the mainland. But
with the river at almost full flood it
was certain that the slightest break in
the levee would mean the sweeping
away of the feud-causing neck of land.
And one night the break came. It
was a tiny one at first, but as the cur-
rent rushed through it became larger
and larger. An alarm was given and
Squire Harrison and his son rushed to
try and stop the break. But the river
had been given a chance and meant to
take it. The rushing waters seemed to
laugh at the efforts of the squire and
his forees to check their flow. Larger
and larger grew the break; swifter
and swifter the current. By dawn half
of the little neck was under water and
it was evidently only a question of a
few hours when the mighty river
would cover all the small piece of prop-
erty which had been productive of so
much hard feeling.

But the breaking of the levee had one
good effect. It stopped the Harricon-
Peyton feud. Both the obstinate old
gentlemen recognized that it was
rather absurd to be at swords points
over the possession of a bit of land
which was covered by 20 feet. of muddy
Mississippi. Little by little the two
families resumed their friendly rela-
tions. Before the breaking of the levee
both stern fathers would have torn
what was left of their hair at the
thought of a marriage between the
Younger members of representatives
of the families. Yet, in the end, the
announcement of the engagement met
with the most amiable approval from
both old Archibald Peyton and Squire
Harrison. Though, of course, the
squire did not dream that brown-eyed
Isabella had been guilty of one of the
most serious crimes in the state penal
code.

Soon after the announcement of the
engagement Isabella made her confes-
sion.

“If you were a judge,” she agked Jack
Harrison rather shyly, “and some one
was convicted of cutting a levee, what
sentence would you impose?”

Now among the river planters levee
cutting is regarded as a most serious
offense. So Jack responded promptly:

“Imprison the culprit for life.”

“But,” pleaded Tsabella, “that old
neck of land wasn’t worth anything
and was doing a great,a very great deal
of harm. And then,” she added in ex-
tennation, “I only made a very litlle
cut in the levee. The good old Missis-
sippi did the dest.”

But Jack decided that sentence hav-
ing been legally pronounced must
stand.

“In view, however,” he addedgin his
most judicial tone, “of the extenuating
circumstance that it ‘was only a little
cut’ T think T had better act as Jjailer
as well as judge.”

And for once a self-confessed cul-
prit seemed to have no wish to appeal
from a life sentence,

TROUBLES OF THE RICH.

Having People Abhout to Do the
Housework Is Not as Eansy
as It May Appear,

That wealthy people have troubles
which the poor know nothing about,
is demonstrated almost every day in
the home of a Cass avenue family
where a cook, dining-room girl and
chambermaid are employed. Each
employe has ideas regarding the
limitations of her duties, says the
Detrvoit. Free Press. The cook insists
that her only function is to cook.
She washes no dishes. The dining-
room girl is careful about doing
nothing except to properly wait on
the family at the table. The cham-
bermaid keeps religiously out of the
dining-room and the kitchen.

Wednesday morning the milkman
left a bottle of cream and a bottle
of milk on the windowsill. The din-
ing-room girl brought in the cream
for the coffee, but told the cook it
was her duty to bring in the milk.
This suggestion was treated with si-

lent contempt, and the sun soured
the milk.

Thursday the lady of the house, ex-
pecting some visitors, casually in-
quired of the cook if she had made
any cake.

“I didn’t know you wanted
cake.” said she, bridling up.
“That’s what you are hired for,”
said her employer.

“When you want any cake you can
speak about it,” and the autocrat of
the kitchen gave her a glare that
sent the lady of the house upstairs
in a hurry,

On the same day the family wash-
ing was done by a woman who works
by the day. After supper the lady
of the house discovered that half of
it was still hanging on the line, the
other half being in the tubs. With
the assistance of a son, she took
in the washing from the ltne and
spent an hour wringing out the
clothes in the basement, while three
strong women rested themselves in
their rooms, reading novels.

“What are you going to do about
it, when help is wo scarce?” said she.
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A WAR CANOE OF

used them for war purposes.

heads of cattle.

THE FLATHEAD TRIBE,

Find the Chief of the Tribe.

The Flatheads were formerly a branch of the Choctaw nation.
They were what is known as northwest coast Indians, and lived in
British Columbia, Washington, Oregon and Montana.
the waters of Puget sound in large canoes made of cedar bark, and
They derive their name from a custom
of compressing the heads of the male infants.
the tribe is in the Flathead valley in Montana, where the government
has set aside a reservation comprising 1.500,000 acres for their
Many of them are now well to do, possessing good farms and large
They number about 1,500.

They navigated

The present home of

use.

ENGLAND’S PARCEL POST.

The System Is Somewhat Hampered
by Regulations in Other
Countrien.

Great Britaln's parcel post, estab-
lished in England a year or two earlier
was extended to the colonies and for-
eign countries in 1885, and is rapidly
growing in favor. Unfortunately the
regulations are extremely compli-
plicated, but this is largely due to the
varying requirements of the countries
concerned, says the Cosmopolitan
Magazine.

The list of articles forbidden by the
countries of destination is amusing
enough, but the palm is assignable to
the artless announcement of our own
post office (on page 453 of the guide)
that it really will not undertake the
transmission of butter to tropical
countries!

One cannot feel surprised at the sul-
tan’s vetoing “caricatures of notable
personages.” His majesty also perse-
cutes “books, magazines and newspa-
pers,” while Egypt only excludes books
on the Mussulman religion; Spain, mis-
sals and breviaries; Germapy, social-
istic literature. In Heiné's poem,
“Deutschland,” he tells us how his
postmanteau was searched (in 1844) at
Cologne for books of a democratic ten-
dency. “You fools,” he thought, gaz-
ing at the custom house officers; “I
have them all in my head!”

The rates of postage are here and
there somewhat anomalous. Why
should it cost 58 cents to send a three-
pound parcel {o India, when the same
parcel can be sent to China for 25
cents?

The post office of the United King-
dom is celebrated for the badness of its
bargains. It loses $250,000 a year by
free railway telegrams and it has al-
lowed the National Telephone com-
pany to become a Frankenstein mon-
ster. So when the parcel post was in-
stituted it conceded 55 per cent. of the
receipts to the railway companies for
merely carrying the parcels, while un-
dertnking itself the really troublesome
and expensive labor of collecting, sort-
ing and a double delivery—first at the
railway station, afterward to the ad-
dressee. Some of these fatal feats of
negotiation make one think of the keen
and provident man of business, who, on
his sickbed, made an exceedingly ad-
vantageous bargain with his own un-
dertaker. Uitable to revoke its bar-
gain with the railways, the post officg,
obeying the 1 of “reversion to a low-
er type,” has returned to mail coaches
(horse or motor), which now run on
most of the main roads from London
and restore a little of the lost - pic-
turesqueness to the king's highway
(though the highwaymen have not yet
resumed operations). By these vehi-
cles 11,500,000 parcels a year are saved
from the rapacity of the rajlways,
whose contract ends in 1904,

In many important respects the Ger-
man postal arrangements are far su-
perior to ours. To begin with the rail-
ways have to carry all parcels under 11
pounds free. It is thus possible to
charge lower rates—so low that it is
usual for schoolboys’linen to be posted
home for the “family wash.” The max-
imum weight is 110 pounds, as against
11 pounds in England. Xor a parcel
uninsured and not weighing more than
11 pounds the postage is within a 10-
mile zone 25 pfennigs (less than 6
cents), and for any distance beyond,
in Germany and Austria, 50 pfennigs—
just half the English charge. If the
post office colleets the price on deliv-
ery it will forward it to the vendce
for a fee of frem 2 to 8 ecents. It dis-
tributes newspapers and transmits
subseriptions. finally the German
trader can send a parcel weighing 110
pounds at “post haste” to any part of
Germany or Austria for 62 cents,
3y treaty with Germany only post
parcels weighing 11 pounds or Jess
posted in Germany will be carried to
their United States destination by
United States postal service without
Jimit as to miles at the rate of 12 cents

subject to United States tariff laws
and are appraised and duty is demand-
ed on delivery {o consignee.

The American postmaster general’s
report for 1901 gives the weight of par-
cels received from Germany at 253,000
pounds. He -adds: “Other countries
in Europe are seeking parcel post con-
ventions, but it may be regarded as
questionable how far a foreign service
of this character should be extended
before a domestic parcel post has been
inaugurated. The establishment of a
domestic parcel post is a question for
congress.”

WHERE WOMEN BEAT MEN.

Presidents of Colleges and bniverst-
Ues Say They Exceed in
Scholarship.

The opponents of higher education
for women will be surprised to learn
that it is the opinion of the presi
dents of leading colleges devoted to
eo-education that girls are more aph
to learn than boys, under very sim-
ilar conditions, but whether this is
due to superior ability or to some
other cause cannot be told definitely,
says the Cleveland Leader.

The presidents of Wisconsin uni-
versity, Minnesota university, Ober-
lin college, Boston university and
Wheaton college were asked to give
their opinions. At Wisconsin it was
found that women exceeded men in
scholarship by about ten per cent.
on the average. At Minnesota it was
found that women exceeded the men
in scholarship, in science, literature
and art. At Oberlin the gverage
grade of scholarship among women
was reported to be higher than that
among men. At Wheaton college
women had been found competent to
prosecute the most difficult and com-
pheated work of a university course,
and compete on even terms with men.
At Boston university 15 of the 16 stu-
dents elected to membership in the
Phi Beta Kappa, the sole test be-
ing scholarship, were women. At
the University of Chicago during the
past ten yecars women students have
taken more prizes than men. All
this Is interesting and important, for
while it may rnot indicate superior
intelligence on the part of women
students, it surely does mean that
young women are more conscientious
and devoted to their college work
than are the young men students.
Then, again, there is the interfer-
ence of athletics with college duties.
Nearly every young man in college
to-day aspires to be an athletic lead-
er, and that extends down through
the academies and high schools also.
Too much time spent in the gymna-
sium and upon the baseball and foot-
ball field is sure to mean a low stand-
ing in scholarship. 1Is it not pos-
sible that the faculties of American
colleges are making a mistake in
this respect?

Statistics of Old Age.

Those persons who find life so well
worth living that they would not be
sorry to become centenarians, will
surely be interested in the following
statistics, which were recently com-
piled by an indefatigable French sci-
entist. Out of every million persons
who are born in the same year, 312,-
000, he says, live for 70 years, 107,000
for 80 years, and 8841 for 90 years,
Two hundred and forty-five persons
out of every million live for 97 years,
119-40r 98, 54 for 99, 23 for 100, 9 for
101, 3 for 102 and 1 for 103 years. A few
among the million may attain even
a greater age than this, and the sta-
tistician expresses this  chance in
fractions. Thus, the chance that a
man may live for 104 years is 0.3,
and the chance that he may live for
105 years is 0.1.—N., Y. Ierald.

Stervilized Meat in Belgiom.
The sterilization of meat is much
practiced in Belgium. It returns to
the trade, under the form of a whole-
some produect, meat which otherwise
would be unfit for counsumption.—N.
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HOMEMADE STRAW HATS.

How It Was Done by the Young Folks
on the Farms Many
Yenrs Ago.

An old farmer of the middle west,
Just turned 88, was leaning medita-
tively over his little red gate when
a barefooted Doy, in blue jeans
clothes and a big rough straw hat,
ran whooping down the lane toward
the creek, says Youth's Companion.
“When I was a boy, over 75 years
ago,” the old farmer said, “we had
to make our own straw hats. Little
boys had to do a lot of work in those
days. When T was ten years old I could
put a splint-bottom in a chair, just
as well as my grandmother could
do it.

“To make our hats,” he contin-
ued, *“we first had to plait the
straw. It was oat-straw, and we sat
out on the porch of our log cabin, by
a pail of water, so we could wet the
straw and keep it damp; otherwise
it would break. I was left-handed
—'south-paw’ they uscd to call me—
but I could plait as fast as any of
the other boys.

“After we had plaited or braided
about 30 yards, we tied it up with a
string, as you would tie up hoop-
iron, Then, some rainy day, when we
couldn’t work out-of-doors, my moth-
er or grandmother would sit by and
watch us make the hats. Every boy
had a big needle and a coarse, home-
made linen thread. Sometimes, but
not always, we could borrow our
mother's big, open-ended iron thim-
ble.

“We began by making a little cir-
cle of the straw plait, sewing it
through on the wrong side with long
stitches. Then we kept on, going
round and round, shaping it as best
we could, like a deep cup or basket,
to make the crown of the hat.

“When the crown was made, then
we had plain sailing, and our mother
didn’t have to waten us. LEvery boy's
hat was then left to his own devices.
He just sewed the braid together,
slightly overlapping, round and
round, until his hat was as big as
he wanted it. Then we called moth-
er o grandmother to show us how to
finish it off and tuck in the end of
the plait neatly.

“No two hats, of course, were just
alike. Some of them had quite a
comical expression—crooked crowns,
or brims out of proportfion. Never-
theless, each boy was a happy boy
when he had finished a new straw
hat for himself. If the crown was
higher than usual, other boys would
ridicule him, and say: ‘Look at the
bee-gum! look at the bee-gum!' A
bee-gum, perhaps you don't know,
was an old-fashioned hive for bees,
sometimes made out of twisted
straw, sometimes made of wood.

“To make our straw hats nice,
sometimes we would wet the erown,
after the hat was made, and mold it
over a round block or log of wood.”

TRAINED FOR A CRITIC.

She Had Rend All Her Life and There-
fore Knew Good Writing
from Bad.

Miss Marie Van Vorst, who has been
earning her living as a working girl
in various occupations in order that
she may know the actual life of work-
ing girls, contributes to Everybody's
Magazine her experiences in a south-
ern cotton-mill.  One of her fellow
workers was a girl named Bessie, who
had been at the work for ten years.

“What do you think about all day?”
I ask her.

“Why, I think-about books, I reckon.
There ain’t nothing T like so good as
reading, when T ain’t tired.”

“*Are you often tired?” This ques-
tion surprises her. She looks up at me
and smiles.

“Why, I'm 'most always tired. 1
read novels for the most part. Like to
read love stories and about fo’eign
travel.”

“What. would you be if you could
choose?” I venture to ask. She has no
hesitation in answering: “I'd love to
be a trained nurse.” Then, turn about
being fair play in her mind, she asks:
“What would you-all be?” And
ashamed not to repay her truthful-
ness, I frankly respond, “I'd like to
write a book.”

“I de-clare!” She stares
“Why, vou-all is ambitious! Did you
ever write anything?” She is inter-
ested and kindles, and leans forward,
“Look a-here! Got any of your scrap-
pings or writing here? If you don’t
mind anybody's messing with your
things, bring you serappings to me,
and I'll soon tell you if you can write
a book or not,” she whispers to me,
encouragingly, confidentially.

I thank her and say: “Do you think
you would know?”

“Well, T guess I would,” she says, eon-
fidently. “I ain’t read all my life since
I was eight years old not ta know gnod
writing from bad.”

at me.

Green Gooncherry Jelly,

Wash the berries and take off the
1ops; to six pounds of gooseberries
pour a scant pint of filtered water and
simmer until the gooseberries are well
broken; turn into a jelly bag and let
drain through; measure the juice,
then put back on the fire and beil rap-
idly for 15 minutes; draw it back_from
the fire and stir into it an equal quan-
tity of sugar sifted fine; then bhoil it
15 or 20 minutes longer, or until it jel-
lies strongly on the spoon; while boil-
ing it must be kept. perfectly free from
scum.—N. Y. Herald..

Wanted Pay in Advance,

“I hope,” said the lobbyist, “that
you will lend your support to this
weasure.”

“Lend?” said the senator. “What's

the matter? Ain't your peaple pre-
pared to pay In advance?’~-Cathollo

Staudard and Timem

REWARDED AT LAST.

Fhe Man Who ‘“Butted” Into Other
People's Affairs Got What He
Was Looking For.

Bivens is one of those men who are
always trying to make the world bet-
ter, Not a reformer, exactly, because
he has never gomne into politics, but
ready at any call to come to the front
to alleviate the woes of somebody.
Dfficiousness, some call it, but it is
scarcely that, either. In any event,
:verybody who knows Bivens has been
taying for years that some day he was
going to butt into something that was
no special business of his, and he would
get what he deserved. Everybody is
oftener wrong than right, but this
time, though, it was long coming.
Everybody was right. Bivens got it,
relates the New York Herald.

He was on a street car with about
four dozen other passengers when it
happened. The scats were all taken
when Bivens came aboard, but in the
varying changes that take place in a
crowded car Bivens found his chance
and dropped into a seat by the side
of a good looking woman. In front of
her, holding to a strap, stood a man
who to Bivens’ trained eye seemed to
be trying to attract the lady’s atten-
tion. He had probably ridden a dozen
blocks before he noticed this little by-
play, and the soul of him revolted
against the machinations of the mash-
er. Bivens was no coward. Most peo-
ple of his stripe are not, more's the
pity, and after watching until he was
sure the lady did not wish the man’s
attention, he sailed in,

“I beg your pardon, madame,” said
Bivens, good and strong, “is that man
annoying you?"”

“Yes, he is,” she responded, though
not in the grateful tones of women
usual under such circumstances, But
Bivens wasn't thinking about tones
just at that moment; he was thinking
about mashers, and he hraced the of-
fender.

“You are annoying the lady,” sald
Bivens, menacingly.

“I know it,” was the reply, so un-
abashed and brazen that Bivens was
shocked.

“You'll have to stop it,” said Bivens,
getting hot.

“"Guess not,” said the man. “I've got
a vight to; she's my wife; she's hufty
and won't talk to me. See?”

Bivens looked at the lady; she
couldn’t help smiling; her husband
laughed; so did everybody else in the
car, except Bivens: he got off and
walked home to soothe his perturbed
spirit.

EVILS OF A HOT KITCHEN.

Something Which in the Suinmere
Time Amounts Almost to a Crime
Agalinst the Family.,

A hot kitchen during the warm sea-
son is an atrocity for which there is
no longer any excuse. In the time of
the old-fashioned kitchen stove with
wood as fuel, or perhaps soft coal, the
housewife had no choice in the matter,
says Medical Talk for the Home.

To cook dinner necessitated a hot
kitchen. The fumes of cooking would
fill the whole house. Great waves of
heat were wafted from room to room.
The perspiring school children home
for lunch, the saveaty man, weary with
toil, arrive for dinner not to find a
cool house where everything is invit-
ing and refreshing, but a sweltering
oven of heated air, thick with fumes
of cooking dinner. The housewife, red
and out of patience, hurries the steam-
ing dinner on the table, and perhaps
flies add to the general discomfort.

Such surroundings do not constitute
life in the best sense of the word.
While camping out a person might en-
dure this, but such regulations are
hardly worthy to be.ealled a home.

Gasoline and gas stoves have made
all this unnecessary. Only those who
live in the region of natural gas can
avail themselves of the gas stove. But
the gasoline stove is of world-wide
distribution. Anybody can have one.
The dinner can be cooked and at the
same time the house is kept cool. By
a little care and ingenuity on the part
of the cook neither heat nor disagree-
able odors need to disturb the peace
of the household.

Keep the kitchen cool and clean, In
the middle of the day serve a cool din-
ner. Invent something that can be
eaten cold. Hot dinners are very un-
wholesome during hot weather. A

lunch of cold sliced meat, plen-
ty of fruit, berries in their sea-
son, iced tea, and the like,
make a midday meal more ac-

ceptable and healthy than steaming
hot food. A hot kitchen on a hot day
is almost a crime against the family.
Do not allow any such thing to occur
for your own sake. It makes the chil-
dren fretful and the husband frets and
converts the most even-tempered
housewife or kitchen girl into a ter-
magant.

Get a pgasoline stove at once and
Jearn how to use it. You are absolute-
ly safe. The few accidents that have
occurred in times past were due eith-
er to defective stoves or gross care
lessness and need never occur again.

Buttered Noodles,

The fine noodles are nice served as a
vegetable with meat or fish. Have a
heated, covered vegetable dish beside
the fire and a pot of boling salted wa-
ter ready. Throw in a handful of the
noodles, stirring them carefully with
a fork to separate them. When thor-
oughly heated through skim them ont
and place in the heated dish, season
with a little warmed butter and cook
another handful, and proceed in the
sume manner until yon have cooked
the derired quantity. Sprinkle {the
top with browned buttered crumbs,
or grated cheese may be used instead
and the dish placed in 1he oven to

prown the cheese,—Wgshington Star,
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