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“Where every man shall die,” Al Boldbawi
teth how there l:hu,vma Bolomon

of ‘India, and there passed them by
Axvael, Angel of Death, on shadowy plumess
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8o asked be of Ihe king, and Bolomun T
Made answer, “It is Azrael, who calls
The souls of ‘men.”  “tie seemed,” whispered the

&r.inoa.

*To have an errand unto me; bid now
That one among thy demon ministers .
Waft me, upon the swiftest wing that beats,

To India, for I fear him.” Solomon

Issued command, and a swift Djin sprang forth

Bearing the prince aloft, so that he came

To Coromandel ere the fruit—which fell
_Outof th ‘touched the marble floor.

oo oy
upon’ xaid to Bolomon,
*1 looked thus earnestly upon the ﬁnu .
. In wonder, for my Lord spake, ‘Take his soul
In Tndia;:’ yet bekold he talked with thee
Here in Judma! Now, see, he hath gone
There where it was commanded he should die.”

Then followed Azrael. In thath |
Dlod.of lh:!rt. dl:lu in :Indh. :“ e peiacs
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CLOUK. WORK.

“My1? no!” eaid Mra. Poysett, laughing at tho
very idea; *‘wo ain't.afraid to stay in the house
one night 'thout men-folks. Be we, Lindy?"

I guees not,"” eaid black-eyed Linda, cheor-
ily, washing her hands as a preliminary to put-
ting the bread in the pans.

“Frank says, when Jobhn wrote him to come
and staya day over in Boston: ‘You'll be
afraid, mother, with all Lindy's presents in the
house.” And he was real put out at first be-
cause I woulcn't have some of, the neighbors
come in to sleep.’”

“Well, I don’t blame you, ef you feel's ef
you could sleep—on’y two women folks,” said
the caller, sharp-featured Miss Haines, wi'h

rominent elbowa and emphatically-clean cal-
co. ‘It 'ud on'y amount to makin’ up a bed for
nuthin".” X

*‘Yes,"” Mra. Poysett went on, accompanying
the slicing of apples for pies with the regular
swing of her rocking chair, while she now and
then placed a particularly thin and inviting
rleoo of the fruit in her mouth, ““that’s what 1

hought Ten—'leven—Lindy, when you go
into the other room, I wish you'd strike that
clock round. It alri’kea one too many.”.

“Yes'm,” eaid brisk Linds; and then, trying
to extricato the recipe for composition cake
from iucvitable dreams about her wedding day,
she forgot the clock—and made an incident for

his story.

“Your presents are handsome, Lindy;
there's no mistake about that,” said the visit-
or, turning the conversation skillfully to the

uarter toward which the town interost was
ust then tendiug.

“Yes,"” answered Linda, blushing a little.
Bhe had grown used to blus‘uing of late.
“People have becn very kind to me,

“No more'n vou doserve,” said Miss Haines,
oracularly, and with an emphaeis that left no
room fordenial. *‘Folks eay to me, ‘John Wil-
ley's beon pret'y stiddy to go out West and
make a home, 'n’ then come back 'n’ marry
the girl he's been with ever sence they was
child'en.” But I say to ’em, ‘No oredit to him.
No more'n he'd orter done. Lindy's pure gold,
and he's got the sense to see it.’"” And she
finished her eulozy on the doorstep, perhaps
to av8id having the matter uted,
while Linda went back to her cooking
fable, laughing, and still gratefully
rosy over the sense that everybody in gen-
eral was far too good to her. It was a case of
the smooth running of deep waters. Bhe and
Jobn Willey had been prosaically faithful to
each other for years before he asked her

romise to marry him. Eighteen months ago

e had gone West to set up in business as a
carriage builder, and now, having prospered,
was coming Eaet for his wife. ithin two
daye’ journey of home he had written to ask
Frank, Linda's brother, to meet him iz Boaton
for a day’s sight-seeing and an evening at the
theater. Perbaps you would say that the ideal
lover should have hastened to his lady on the
wings of the wind, or with all the power of
steam: but Linda thought differently.

“Tt was just like him—wasn't it, mother?’—
she said that very morning, after Miss Haines
bad gone, *“to think Frank would be the better
for a chavge. I'd rather have him go to Bos-
ton for a good time than see John one day
sooner. And I'm sure nobody could speak

. strorger than that, could they, mother?”

*I don’t know what I shali do without you,
Lindy,” said the mother, rather irrelevantly,

utting down the knife to wipe away a furtive
&n with Ler apron. *I'm sure Idon’t know.”

Linds was at her side in an instaut, with a
tear of her own, and the two women kissed,
laughed, and went on with their work, as they
had done a huuvdred times within the lat
fortnight. For Mrs. Poysett had the equable
temperament that sometimes accompanies
rolundity of form and a double chin, and
Linda, beeides being sensible, could not keep
miserable very long at a time. Thus you per-
ceive that circumsiances were rondering it as
easy as poasible for them to weather the gale
of coming separation.

Meauwhile, everybody in the township was
not rotund and possessed of double chins, not
all the houses were keepers of now and shining
wedding-gifts, and, strange to say, not every-
body was happy. Pete Haydon, who lived down
in pan lanc, was poor and savagely discouragod.
He made shoes ordinarily, but that winter there
were no shoes to be had. His was a fine and
practiced hand; he cou!d do all sorts of jobs,
“from cleauing & watch 1o building a chimney,
bat nobody eaw tit to bave making or mendiog
done. Tbere bad ouly been four or five
ypieces of work sioce fall for Tinker Pete, for
none of which could he in conscience ask more
than fifteen cents. His wife fell sick, the
children’s clothea were too shabby for school,
and justthen some one tapped him on the arm
and tempted hum.

One morniug & atranger strolled into town
and stopped at Pete's little shop to ask his
Wway. ﬁe was traveling to Southfield, so he

aaid.
* ‘**Where had he been?”

“QOh, anywhere,” airily and jauntily; “trav-
about the country. Might take up with
work eomewhere, if I found any worth deing.”

“Haid timss,” said Pete, looking moodily at
the little red stove. ‘*‘What's your trade?”

“I've been = sailor,” said the man, filling bis
pipe—a process Pote watched greedily, for bis
own lobacco box was omdpty. “Twenty years
before the mast. I should have been a captain
before this time—~but there’s jealousies. SoI
got rick of 1t I call myself a landsman now.”

“You dou’t have the look of a sailor,” said
Petv,.his eyes traveliug from the shabby fur
cap and the dark face with rather narrow, bold
black eyes down over the shabby suit of
brown.

The man gave a slight start and glanced at
*‘You don’t think 82? Well, I've
been on Jand some time now. Balt water's easy
to shake off. What might your name be?”

“‘Haydon—Pete Haydon."

“And mine's Job Whettlee. Queer namo,
ain’t it? Don’t beiieve there's another like it
in the country. Good dsy, mate. If I'm round
this way again I'll look in on you.”

And he did.

One day, as Pete was soldering & milk-pail
for Mys. Burge, this time whistling a little, hav-
inz work to whistle over, the man came in
without waruing of rap or voice.

*“Thought you's twenty-five mile away afore
this,” eaid Pete, plying bhis iron. “Takea
seat.”

“Things don’t please me much over that
way,” said the fellow, pompouely, again bo-
gnnin to cut his tobaccy, perhaps as a cover

his fartive glances. *‘I may stay ronnd here
a spell. Perhaps I'il do a bit of work on some-

y's farm.” :

“Can’t get it,” said Pete, briefly, viewing his
ocompleted job with approval. *‘Ain’t no farm
work to be bad just now.”

“Well, doing chores, I mean—light work.
I'm pot paricular how little I do for my
board,” with & coarse laugh. 3

“Folks do their own work round here,” said
Pete. “Some of 'em have got money enough
to pay, but they’re able-bodied, as it happens,
snd" on’t want a hirod man roand in the win-

ter.

“Seems a pity—don’t it?—that things can't
be equally divided, so that you and I could
have our share,” said the stranger, puffing in-
dustrionsly at his plli)e but not forgetting to
watch the tinker. *I should like to help my-
self to somebody’s pile; now, shouldn’t you?
Honestly epough, of course, man. Yon
needn’t jump. I mean, suppose the young
follow that owns the big farm over there—
Poysett—should’ say, ‘Whettles, take half m
bank stock. I don't need 1t all;’ do you think
should ey ‘no'?”

Of course the tinker laughed at the fanciful
notion. He was a sunny-tempered fellow; it
bardly needed = very bright thing to provoke
his mirtn. .

Where Whettles stayed at night was a mys-
tery. Sometimes Pete suspected he might have
slept in & barn, he turned up so tousled in the
morning; often he guessed that Torpln, the
saloon keeper, had given him a lodging, from
the fumes that lingered about his shabby per-
son. He had monoy at times, for again and

lﬂn ha treated Pets to s cheering glass or
whisky. ‘Pete was not us d to frequanting the
valoon; he did not in the least apyrove of it;
but it happened that about lgl'q timo this
ovil' bird of prey.sou¢ht’ his ‘company moro
persistently than did any more respactable per-
son.  And Whotties, was a sociable foliow;
he could toll:more’ stories in haif an hour

than any six“of "the  hohest people Pete
knew takan together, - Ho was; 80 Solo con-
cluded, no 's enemy but his own. Itwould

take mure tinie than’ yon are willing to give,
and a deeper knowledge of mental intricacies
than I ees,  to detail the process through
whioh Pete was brought to the pointof prom-
ising to creep into the Poysett farm house and
rifle the old desk that stood between the. sit-
ting-room windows. The groocer's bill was
growi:g longer, his wife was palor, and she
worried him by entreaties to let Whettles alone
and forsake Toppan's; the aggregate of such
stiaws i¢ not small ' :

The opportunity came, fitting the mood as
exactly as if the mood had made it  Frank
Poyaett was going to Boston to moet John Wil-
ley; the ‘“‘women folks" would be alone.

“You take Poysett's,” eaid Whettles; *you
kaow the lay of the land there; and the same
night I'll try Turner’s, over on the hill. We'll
meet somewhere about 1, down there under
the big elm, and divide. After that I'll make
tracks across lots and take a train somewhere;
nobody'll think of you.” :

Tinker Pote was equally sure of nobody sus-
eclivg him, He had always been honest—this
e thought with a pause—and, being a sinple-

minded sort of fellow, he never caloulated the
effect in other people's eyes of having been
seen with Whettles.

“But s'pose iy courage gives out,” he said
uncertainly, “Idon’t know's I can do it, after
all. It's easy enough to gt in, but what if
somooody should sete me?’ Il mightend in
what'a worse.”

“‘Man alive!’ said Whettles, impatiently.
“Afrsid at your time of life? Well, here's
what I'll do. They go to bed esrly; you can
have it over by midnight. Now, I'll come back
that way, and if you're there and afraid to stir,
T'll go in and do it myself. But, mind, I don't
oxpect you're going to back out. If Ihave to
do all the work, I get all the pay.”

*‘Ob, I mean to do it fast enough,” said Pete,
dogueedly. *'Things can't be much worse off
than they are now.”

“And if I ain't there by 12, you'll know
somethin’s bappened aud I can’t come; so
you'll hava to go on your own hook. But be
sure you're at the big trec by 1.

Whettles, like many another skillful tactician,
did not tell his cat*paw all hie plans. He had
no intention of doing what might be doue for
him. It was only politic to assure Pete of
helping bim out should his courage fail for
fear, uuder too great dread, that he might
break away from the planaitogethor. Whettles,
who had as little right to this name as to many
another article he had possessed at various
timee, was as truly an arrant coward as a vil-
lain. All his ill deeds,and they were numerous,
had been done, as far as he could manage 1t, at
the expense of somebody else. If the robbery
at Tarner’s seemed feasible without too much
danger, he would keep his word; if not, there
was at !und the excuse of having been watched
or provented, and Pete could be coaxed or
gentmti mlnto sbharing what spoil he had from the

ovsetta'.

That evening Mrs. Poysett and Linda had an
ear y tea, and, having done tho in-door work,
sat down for one of the quiet talks that bad
grown 80 pracious because they were 8o soon
to conse. The jouraey to Illinois was so long,
and Linda's beginning a new life such a serious
matter, that it scemed the two would never
have done talking it all over. Henry, the near-
est neighbor’s boy, had shut up the bara loog
8go, the milk was strained, and the pails were
washed.

“I've laid out & dozen o’ them coarss crash
towels for your dishes, Lindy,” said Mra. Poy-
sett, “Yes, I know you've got a lot o’ new
ones; but you can’t have too many o' such
things. There ain't any such thing as bein’
extravagant about keepin’ vour dishes clean
aud shiny. Your grandmother Poysett used to
say she belioved I'd like a cloan towel to every
cup. Lindy, how glad I am that you ain’t got
tolive with » mother-in-law!” A husky sigh
of reliof was here Mrs. Poysett’s tribute to the
momory of the woman who had made the firat
ten years of her matried lifo a discipline,

“To think Jobn and Frank will be here to-
morrow night at 7 o’clock!" said Linda dream-
ily. We'il bave quinoe for supper, won't we,
Mother?”

“Yes; and I guess we'd better be abed just
as early a» we can get there. You be fastenin’
up, and I'll wind thaclock.” Mrs. Poysett did
tbat in the dark, for Liuda had taken the lamp
into the kitzhen. “Eight! Well, I declare,” said
the good lady as the clock struck after she had
grogrd her way up staira. *‘And it's right, foo;
for Lidy put it rouud this morvin’. Seems to
mo it took you a good while,” she went on, as
Linds came in with the lamp. *‘I don’t b'lieve
but what you went througl some extra fasten-
in’ up, now wu're alone.”

**Not a bit, mother,” raid Linda, with a smile
cut g'hort by a yawn. . “I stopped to put the cat
out.

“I always thivk of what your father said,”
mused the old Jady. “It was after the Hamp-
stead murder. We never’d had our doors fast-
ened in the world till then, aud as soon as news
of that come, everybody was scarad to death,
and your father put a button on the back door.
And the first night he turned it, he laid awhile
thinkin’, aud then eays he, ‘If therc's only a
waoden button betweeu me and death, I guess
I'll trust io the Lord and not the bution.’ BSo
he woent down stairs and tursed it back again.
What a lot of hair you have got, Lindy, and
how quick you braid it!”

When Pete crept up to the house at 10, the
women had been soundly asleep for two hours.
He tried the kitchen windeow; it had no faston-
ing, and went up noiselrssly. He stepped in
and stood trembling. The clock in the next
room ticked with appall’ng loudness. His knees
smote together, but it required as much coar-
age now to flee as to remain. Parhaps for ten
minutes—perhaps hours, judging by his own
exaggerated reckoning—he stood in fear: and
then, as tho clock ticked on steadily as if 1t bad
no reference to him, his heart-beats grew faiut-
er and his courage crawled back.

He crept toward the sitttng-room door on his
hands and knees. There stood the old desk,
with its high epind'e-legs, half of it an exagger-
ated shadow and balf throwa into light by a
shait from the moon. Probably the key wasin
the lock. He had seen it thore himeself a dozen
times—had seen Frank bring ina fat ro!l of
bills’after selling his oxen, toss them in there
a::d put down the cover without turmwng the
koy. ‘I'here had been no robberies in Belburn,
and 80 people trusted more in human nature
and less in steel and wood. But the sitting-room
was 8o light! He should never dare go in there;
the very thought of haviog his ehadow thrown
on the wall, distorted like tliose of the tables
and chairs, gave bim auother sick:ning spasm
of fear. What if there were only women in
the house? Buppose one appeared? where
should he hide nimself? He was not athief by
nature or training. He would crouch down in
a corner and wait for Whettles, He bhad been
there agee, when the clock pave warning; ages
longer, and with an -larming preliminary whir
it struck twelve. He s'arted up with an after-
impulse of gratitude that he had not shrieked.
When had the hour before siruck? It scemed
incredible that he could have slopt, but it must
have been 8o, or, what was more probable, he
had been too absurbed to hear it. It was time
for Whettlea. He crept back to the kitchen
window and waited in the co:d dreught of air.
Minutes passed, each seeming ten. He began to
grow angry. Did the fellow mean to play him
false and not come at all? As anger rose, his
courage to do the deed ebbed. 1 do not believe
conscience asserted itself very strongly. Life
was harder than it had been even one day
before, and there was no flour in the house
now. He was still bitterly at odds with life, but
the after-effects of the whisky Whettles had
had given him were nervousness and irresolu-
tion. The clock gave wnruing for another bour.
False, friondly old clock, if he could have seen
your face he would have koown it looked ten
minutes of midnight then; instead, he bolieved
it wounld strike one. Too late for Wherstles,
Perhaps ho was now at the old elm; he would
hurry thers and bring him back to do his
share of the work. He closed the window
behind him and hurried off to the rendezvous.
There was no one there. At thut moment the
relief of having been prevented from sin
overbalanced every other feeling. Bome-
thinog muet have happened to Whet-
tles; perhaps ho had been caught; perhaps he
wou cf say that his accomplice was waiting for
him uoder the elm! He started on a swift run
for home, to find bis wife waitiog for him in
the moouiight. N

She was too thankful at findiog him sober to
worry at the lateness of his coming. Beinga
woman of tact, she did not guestion, but went
to sleep, while Pete lay till daybreak in a cold
bath o? fear, expecting & rap and summons to
jail at every tapping of bough or anapping of
froat-bitten nail.

Whettles had linzered about Turner's, a great
housoe over tho hill, in the hope that the guosts
—for there was a party that night—would take
thelr leave. But no; the house was lighted
from chambers to parlor, and sloighs came in
atoad of gl-;ing away. He walked up and down
in the orchard, cursing himssif to koep warm.
Later and Later, and the sinking and dancing
of shadows on the curtains did not cease, Heo
would hurry over to the Poysotts' and sce if

the cats paw had done his work there. H:
stole up to the designatad window, as Pete had
dove. "No one was there. He  listenei, and
whistled softly. ' The olock struck 1.. He had
no idea it was eo ‘late.  Poto must bs waiting
for him at the olm. And so he, too, hurried
away. 2

But it was only a mammoth lacs-work of
shadow under the elm. Wheru was Pote? The
master villain, himself puzzled, reflected a mo-'
ment. Perhaps the reilow bad the money aud
was himself hiding it at home, Lucky thought!
He would go to the house and call him up, in
spite of disturbing wife and childron. Tuenif
he should refuse to share! ' Ho took the road,
and, ruslng Toppan's saloon, noticed & dim
lightin the bar-room. 1t was rather unususl that
it should be theraso late, but he bad koown it
to hsprn before.~ He had just about money
enough for a dram. He tapped, and then tried
the door; it was unfastenod, and he went in
lightly. A man in a great-coat rose from his
seat by the stove aud swiftiy, dextrously pin-
ioned bim. Toppan, himself, aiways on the
winning side, was there reu&y to help, and
Whettles was airested for his Iast crime,

Mrs. Poysott and Linda were afoot early the
:_oln morniog, putting the house in holiday

m.

“I deolars if 'tain’t an hour earlier 'n I
thouglt,” said Mrs, Poysctt as she came down
into the sitting room, where the liltie air-tight
was already doing its ardentbest. *‘Lindy, you
difg’t strike that clock 'round yesterday, atter

all.

“No, mother; I forgot it,” laughed Linda.
“I should forget my head, nowadays, if
"twasn’t fastoned on.)’

“I'll tell you what it is,” eaid the'wmother,
boginning to spread the breakfast-table, *I'm
jnst about out o' paticnce with that clock
strikin’ the hours away afore they get here, 1t
seems malicious, tryin’ to hurry you off. Now,
perhs}m its ouly half a day's job or so; let's
send for Tinker Pete and have him come up
and fix it.”

8o the chore-hoy was dispatched for Pete.
He camo like a culprit, uucortsin whether the
messago was feigned 1o cover susnicion of him
or not. But no one could look into Mrs. Poy-
sett's clear eyes for a moment, or hear Linds's
laugh, with even a lingering fear that either had
anything to conceal. When they dosoribed tue
clock’s malady, I am inclined to think Pete was
a8 near being faint with surpriee as ever man
was in bis life, and I thiuk he touched the worn
old clack-case reverently, thankiug it for keep-
ing his desds honest, however ho had sinned in
thonght. He stayed to dinner, and Mrs. Poy-
sett put up a pail of goodies for the children.
On his way home he heard the newa: Whettles
had been arrested and taken away on an early
train. Again he walked in fear aud trembling}
his hair grew ueed to standing on end in those
days. He ex?octed an interview with Nemesis
concerning his intanded crime, but, whether
justly or unjustly, Nemesis stayed away.

The wedding? It was & very quiet one, and
the haopy pair went away next morning, fol-
lowed by blessings and old shoes. Frank had

ad such an extravagantly good time in Boston
that he felt he could only counterbalance it by
lunging into work doegar than ever Bo he
gan cu:t ng the timber in the old wood lot,
and hired Tinker Pete to chop there every day
till spring. .

“GRAN'MA AL’A'S DOES.”

I want to mend my wagon,
And has to have some nails;
Juet two, free will be plenty—
We're going to haul our railsg
The splendidest cob fences
Wo're makin' ever was!
I wis’ you'd help us find 'em—
Gran'ma al'a’s does.
My horse's name is Betsey:
Bhe jump'd and broked her head;
Iput her in the stable
And fed her milk and bread.
The stable’s in the parlor—
We didn’t make no muss;
I wis’ you let it stay there—
Gran'ma al'a’s does.

I's goin’ to the cornfleld,
To ride on Charley's plough}
I 'spect he'd like to have me,
I warts to go just now.
Oh, won't I gee up awfal,
Avd whoa like Charley whoas .
I wis' you wouldn’t bozzer—
Gran'ma never does.

I wants some bread and butter;
I'se hungry worstest kind;
But Taddle rcusin’t have none,

'Canse she wouldn't mind.
Put plenty sugar on it;

I tell you what, I knows
It's right to put on sugar—

Gran'ma al’a’s does.

—~—
FOR THE LITTLE FOLKS,

The Two Little Teachers,

Louis was eatiug his broakfast cakes one
morning, when mother went to the door to see
about the milk.

“Louis,” sho said, as she came in, “Isaw a
model of the suspeansion bridge out on the end
of the front porch.”

Louis had scen the Brooklyn bridge, when
he was in New York, and the workmexu far up
and out among the wires, looking iiko epiders
in aweb, and he bad quite s curiosity to seo
the model of euch a structure. 8o, of course,
he ran ount, and papa walked along, too, to
have a look at the Jong epider's web stretched
from one post to the other, holdiog a drop of
moisture from the fog in the center.

“That was what suggested the suspension
bridge to Sir Samuel Brown,” said mother, as
they sat down azain at table. “He was walk-
ing slong his garden path one dewy morniog,
Lust like this, studying how to build a cheap

ridge across the Tweed. Right across his
path, asif to stop his progress, hung a little
spider’s rope, heavy with dew. ‘Why notmake
a bridge like that, and hang it on ropes or
chains?' he though& The more he studied it
over the plainer grew the plan, and so suspen-
sion bridges were invented, and have become
such a great success. The little spider was the
teachor God sent to give & lesson to the great
engineer.”

*‘Another great inventor,” eaid papa,
“learned a lesson from an insect not half so
sharp as the spider. It was the poor, little
ship worm that taught Sir L Braonel how to
build his Thames tunnel. He saw how the little
creature, with his shield upon his head, per-
forated the bard wood, now in this
direction and now in that, and when his
track was made he covered all the sides with
a kind of varnish., Copying hir workon a
large ecale, be built a shield, under which he
was able to dig into the earth uonder
the river, and so his great tunnel was built.”

Papa took from & cabinet in the room & bit of
ship’s timber that had been riddled by tuis lit-
tle borer, and showed it to Louis, and pointed
out the fact that however close the walls lay
to each other, thoy never ran into each other.
It was quite a little lesson ia philogophy for a
seyen-year-old, but the web and the specimon
helped to impress it quite deeply on his mem-
ory. When he saw a spider’s rope bridge ever
aftor, he would be quits apt to think of the
valuable invention which it once suggestod.

A Brave Chinese Baby,

He was littlo more than a baby, certainly not
more than three or four yecars old; and the
queer wide clothes he wore made him look eo
short, at first sight, it seemed a miracle he
could walk at al. He was all alone in the
house ; in fact he was all alone in the village.
Every other house but his was shut up tight,

the door locked, aud all the people
Rgone away fishing. What a ' predica-
ment, to be sure, for a four-year-old

boy to be left in! The more I think of it,

the more I think he was one of the very |

braves: fellows over born. Many a man bas
got a great namo for being a hero without

aving shown half tho ocourage that this
little chap did when he toddled into the street
to meet us.

It was a Chinese fishing village, on the shore
of the Pacific ocean, a few miles from Monte-
rer, in California. There are soveral such
villages on tuat coast, and, to Americans, they
are verg curious places to see.

The door of the brave baby's house stood
wide opon, and, as eoon as he heard the sound
of our carriage wheels, he came running to see
what was coming. We stopped the carriage
and got out. He looked atus fora minute
with a steady gaze, thon turned around, and
waddled back as fast as his fat little lega would
carry him into the dark recesses of his
house. We thought he had ran away to hide.
Nota bit of it In a few soconds, back he
came, holding up tous a big abalone shell,
tightly grasped in both his chubby hands;
then he laid it on a bench by the door, waddled
back, got another, brought it out and laid it
down; then still another.

In all the houses in the fishing villages there
are gout basketa of these abaloneshells kopt to
sell to travelers, and the baby had, no doubt,
ofteu seen his guother bring them out and offer
them to pooplo%min by. 8o hothoughtthey
might be what we h come for. As nhe held
out shell after shell toward us, he fixed his
queer, narrow, slanting lttio eyes on us with
an expression of soxiety and inquiry that was
pathuic. Whon hoe saw that we did not waut

ho shells, he weut back again. still farther into

the rocesses of the cabin, aud, bringing outa
tin dipper with a little water in  it, offured that
o us,

“"hs air {s vibrant with subtle essence

Of somo ethorial, permsating presence—
Till though beyoud my visual beholding
I'm fully conscious of its sweet enfolding!

n{’vﬂllng spirit ylelds to the onthralment,
nconscious wholly whenco the {nfluence

streams—
And prays kind hoaven may send s second fustall-

ment, i
Though flesting as the gorsamer of dreams!

Exuberant nature's generously exhaling
Her inuer lite in aromatic aales,

_Till in the ecatacy of its inLaling

The swaetest antecedent memory pales!

‘With receptivity my spirit lingers
*Mid the enchantmonts of thase glad aboundings,
And with its covetous, ontstretched, grasping

fingers .
Beeks perpetuity for its surroundings.

But, as the roslest dawn must fade away
Before tho prosy brilliancy of thie day,

Bo all theso hazy, idealistic dreams *
Glve place to life’s more realistic schemes.

[ And, logically searching, I soon find -

!;htt cauuisg nyhnwoot do‘ll‘rlonulz:: of l::;ld—

'was Cupid—who, conspiring with m: o,

Touched lrﬁvo'l nerve center ind thrlﬁod @rough
my life. :

-

Loy

CARRADINE'S LOVE.

Carradine sat alone at his eavel, painting:
and as ho painted he thonght. Eight years be-
fore, when he was a poor struggling boy, just
entering on that race which must be run by
every aspirant 1o art and its honors, thera hap-
pened to him eomething which ngither time
vor toil had ever been able to cfface from his
memory. As ha was passing along the streets
a wroath of fragrant foses suddenly fell on his
bead, and looking wp in wonder, he beheld,
reaching out from the embroidered draperies
of an overlianging window, a child, with fairy-
1I'ke proportione, with great dark eyes and long,
curling black locks, who sto d emiling aud
throwing him kisaes from bher curved lips,
co'ored like a pomegraoata, While she
8'i‘'l gazed, a nurse had come forward and
drawn the child awwy: the curtsins were
closed, and ho raw tho little crea'ure no more.
Such was the vision that the artist ha carried
e longin his memor{; in his memory only,
for he had vo second eglimpee of the chil
That very day an accident ocenrred which kept
him a prisoner in his room for several weeks,
and wben next he went out the bouse was
emp'y, and a placard with great flaring letters
announcing it for eale stared him in the face,
from the same window in which the litt'e
white-robed clf had st od waving her hand
and swiling to bim. In courss of time nther
faces appeared there, but they wero strange
ficev, and among them was never the one for
which he looked.

Now, as Carradine sa% painting alone,  he
thought of all this; of the strugglo that had
ended at length in success; o’ his hard, un-
friended boyhood, and of the beautifnl chi'd
with her fragrant rose crown, which had
teemed almost liko = prophecy. That rose
wreath, dry and withered now, was all that was
loft to him of the fair vision; but when that
morning, in turning over an old portfolio, he
had come upon it by chance, it sroke to him of
that by-gone dsy just as eloTwntly a4 when its
blossoms wero fresh and ful

- “Eight years ago,” he said, thoughtfully, let-
tiry the shriveled circlet slip through his
A zeraslowly. ‘“‘She must be sixteen now—if
sho lives. If? No, I do notdoubt her lLiving
presence—somewhera, I wonder where she is
now, and what she is like at «ixteen ?”

With that he placed" the wreath besido his
easel, and began to paint. The face, as it grow
on his canvas, presented a young girl in the
dewy morning blush of first youtb, with shad-
ows in the great dark eyes and a balf »mile
about the bright curled lips, like an embodied
summer sun shower. It was thus that the ar-
tist piotured his idesl of the child woman,
whose infantile look and smile for eight long
years had been his own dream of love.

Oarradine had not had an easy life. An or-
yhm from bis earliest years, poor and un-

riended, he had studied hard for the means to
gratify that inherent idolatry for art which was
always clamoring to find expression in form and
coloring. He had fought an1 he had won; but
now, at twenty-six, ho 8'ood in the p'aco which
he had gained for himself almos! as much
alone at the very heart ae he had been eight
years before, when the child's gift came to him
as s prophecy.

It was not tbat ho was friendless. There
were men who liked and sought him, women
who would gladly have taught bim {o forget
his loneliness in their affection. But though his
nature responded rapidly to un{ kindness, there
was one chord, deeper than all, thal remained
untouched, and from the sweectest glances his
thoughts went back to the inknown chuld that

smiled down on him 8o long ago.

The idesl head became his great source of
onjoyment, and a dreamy softness shaded his
dark-grey eyes, as line by line and tint by tint
took him back into that past, which, all life-
less as it was, seemed to him, in those mo-
ments, more real than the busy present. Yet
now, in reviewing that one bright vision of his
memory, it was not so much the lovely child
that he eaw in fancy, as the beautiful girl
whose face, with fuller depth and sweetness,
looked out 1t him from his own canvas,

Instinctively, he hardly knew why, he dis-
liked to work on this picture in any other pres-
enoe, and he devoted to it only his hours of
solitude. 8o it happened that it was nearly
finished when by some chance, a friend dis-
covered him bending over it, too absorbed to
hear any aporoach. As the door opened, Car-
radine rose hastily, turning his easel to the
wall, 80 as to conceal the face upon it. This
little stratagem, however, was destined to be of
no avail. Having been marked by thein-
truder, one of those cordial, well meaning pro-

le, good natured to a degree, but with little

alfcncy of perception—the action at once
aronsed his curiosity.

“Ahs, master painter,” he eaid, with & lauch,
“Jet us seo what it is that you work at by your-
self till it steals away your eyes and ears. Only
one peep!”

With that, he laid his hand on the frame, and
receiving no forbidding word from Carradine,
turned it'around. The next moment he was
loud in praise.

“‘But who is it, Carradine? If it is a porirait,
tell me where to find the ori‘ginll, and I will, if
it is a soven days’ journey!

Carradine smiled.

“If I my=e!f knew where to find such an
original I should not be here to tall you, my
good friend,” hLe answered evasively.

“Ob, a fancy sketch,” said the other, mis-
led, as the artist had desired. “I might have
saved myself the trouble of asking. No real
flesh and blood facs ever looked like that—
more shame tonature, I say, Of courso you
will exhibit it, Carradine?” *

“No!” answered the painter, quictly.

“No!” repcated the other in surprise. “But
my dear fellow, you muet, or I xhall betray

our secret, and you will have & swarm of vis-
ftorubworse than a plague of Egypt, let in upon
ou.

y varradine besitated. A chance word In his
friend's speech bad suggested a possibility
that made his heart leap in spite of sober rea-
son.

“You are right,” he raid. “I shall send the
ploture for exhibition. It will be better so.”

After his visitor had ieft him alone again,
Carradine bent low over his easel, gazing into
the lovely, upturned face, until it began to fade
into the gathering twilight.

“Jt—it!” he murmured to himse'f, half un-
conscionely. “But it cannot be, Yot I will
send it—aod perhaps—""

And so the picturo was eent, in due rime;
and 1t seemed aimost as if Carradine'’s soul
had gone with itand drawn lim to foliow.
Hour after hour, and day after day, he sat in
the gallery, scrutinizing eagerly every face
amid the visitors, whom taste or fashion had
brought to look at tho now celebrated artist's
latestsuccess. Every night ho went away un-
satisfied, and every moruving he returned with
hope springing afresh.iu his heart,

St:1l, the objectof Lissearch, whatever it may
have been, does not appear; and one day, dis-
couraged at last, I'o resolved to go no moreon
eo fruitless sn errand, Bhutting himself in his
studio, he began to paiot, but, strive as he
would, he could commaud neither hand nor
faucy. Finally, tired of repeated failure, he
abandoned work, and yielded to an impulse
which drew his steps in the customary uirec-
tion.

When bo entered tho small eide room in which
his picture hung, he found but two persons
within, a yonog man and a girl

Carradine could not sce the faces of these
two, but, with an earnestness for which he was
at o loss to account, he followed their retreating
figores a8 they moved elowly toward his pic-
ture.  But the next moment an oxclamation of
-stonishmount burst from the lips of the young
D,

“Why, hore ia your portrait, Lilia! What
does it mecan? Who 2anthe painter be¥”

V-ith that hie hurried out to purchaso a cata-
ome. Carradino advanced quickly to the girl.

“I am the paintor,” he eaid.

She turned and looked at liim with one steady
raze from thore glorious ¢yex thut had haunted
HE kvlei-mﬂ for so many years. Thea she
noke:

“You painted that pic'ure® an1 how?”

“from remembranco,” ho answered, It

iy o nly tribute to the litsle unknown prin-

cess who crown+d me onco witn roses. Dues
sho, too, remember 1t¥" . ‘
For & momen. doubt was in har face; but as
he looked fixedly at her it vanished in cer-
tainty. A smilo just tonched her bright lips.
*'It was you, then, on whom I forced my
roses? A prinosss who gave away honors uu-
asked. How often I have w mderad since—"
Bhe stopned, turned to the canvae, snd added
abruptly, *‘but I was a child then, and here—"
“Here you are & woman,” said Carradine,
eomJ:Ietlng the unspkoken sentence. *It 1s so
hard to understand? The same power that
kept the child in my heart showed mo into what
she would ripen.”
8he did not lnok at him now, butat the p‘o-
ture, as she asked him in a low voice, ‘‘und
whom am [ to thank for such an honor?”
“My pame is Hubert Carradine,” he an-
swered, and saw at once that it was no unfa-
millar word to her. ‘“And yours? Through
all these years your face has baunted me al-
ways, but your name I never know.”
Msho hesitated & moment, then turned to
m.

‘“You mever knew my name? Then think
of me still as you have thought of me through
all these years,” sho waid, a half emile linger-
ing about her mouth, but never lighting the
great dark that was shaded by some subtle
sadness. The look, the tone, transported
Carradine beyond all remembrance of place
or circumstance, into the unreal realm of
llnltmmion in which his wish was supreme
raler.

‘1 have 'hon?bt of you always as my life and
my love,” he said, half consciously, his dreamy,
deep gray eyes glowing upon her face. She
blushed suddenly, and then paled in an in-
stant, - Just then her former companion en-
tered the room.

“Iam Leilia Auvernay,” she said hastily,
‘‘and this is Cecil Wyndham, my—my betrothed
husband.”

Nut another word was said. As the young
man approached Carradioe fell back a step and
looked at the two. His was a fair, handsome
face, 8o little marked as yet by time, that it
would be hard for an unpracticed eyo to con-
Jecturs with what lines the shaping character
would vet stamp it. Nevertheless, with one
keeu gaze Carradine estimated both present
and futare. :
She said a few low,spoken words to her com-
panion, who vrcsont'l,v moved toward Carra-
dine, and addressed him:

_"l’ have the honor of speaking to Mr. Carra-
dine, the painter of:this picture?"”

Carradine bowed without speaking.

“Will you pardon me for askingifitis a
fancy sketch ¥ continued Mr. Wyndham.

“Partly so, but suggested by the faco of a
little girl,” answered the artist. i

*‘But the likcness is 8o very striking,” mut-
fered the young gentleman. *‘I must bave it at
any rate. Of course you will part with it—at
your own price?”

*‘Tho picture is not for sale,” said Carradine,

uietly, still regarding the young man with
that cool, stesdy gaze which had already caused
him to betray a hesitation, almost confusion,
very unlike his usual easy confidence. He
seemed to have an 1ostinctive knowledge
that the artist was measuring him, and to
shriok from that measurement with uncon-
scious dread. C

Carradine saw Leilin Auvernay once more
before she returned to her homs ina distant
town. Then ke touk bis picturo from the acad-
emy wallsand bungitin bis studio, where his
eves could find it whenever he looked
away from his work. For he did not give up
work; yet, auong themselves, his friends pro-
nounced him an altered man, and marveled
what had caused so subtle a difference. Al-
ways silent, he now seemed to live in an ideal
world of his own; and, whatever he might oc-
tupy himself with, thero was that in his man-
ner which appearod to im )ly that it was only a
temporary diversion unti: the coming of some
eveut for which he was waiting.

Bo passed half s year, at the end of which
there came a letter to Carradine. It was very
brief, but it wa3 enough to assure him of that
which he had been almost unconsciously ex-
pecting.

The latter was from Leilia Auveroay. He
went to her at once. Bhe met him with a
laughioglightin her oyes sucn as ha had not
seen there when she stoo1in the gallery be-
tide her betrothed husband; a light which re-
called the merry child who had “smiled down
on him so loug ago.

‘““Mr. Carraline,” she said, ‘I told you that
my fortune was gone, but Idid not tell you
how utterly it bad been swept away. I am
nothing better than a beggar.” Will you take
mefor one of your students, for charity's
sake?”

He looked searchingly into her smiling face.

“And Mr. Wyndham?” he asked, in a low
voice.

She laughed without 8o much as a flush of
emotion.

*Mr. Wyndham has gone with the rest of my
worldly possessions. Did I not say that I bad
lost everything? You ser, Mr. Carradine, that
I am not of as much worth now as my picture.”

The words, as she said them, did not scem
bitter. He took her hands.

‘‘Leilis,” he said, *‘does your lpss make you
unhappy?”

“Do I'look s0?®"” she asked, gayly. *-As for
the marriage, it was my father's wish, and to
gratify h's dying request [ consented—bafora I
knew my own heart——." Here, a quick, vivid
color shot into her cheek, but she went on:
“Tuero never was love on my side; and on his
—well, money 18 more tuan love—with some
natures, I do not wish to blame him.”

Carradine’s grasp tightened on her bands.

“Leilia,” he said, ‘““once your answer put a
bar betwsen us when I epoke words that were
surprised out of my heart. Would it be so
now, if I should say them ouce more? My
love, my hfe, will you come to me?”

““Will I come!” she repeated, looking up in
his eyes and drawing nearer, until his arms
silently fo!ded about her.

And so Carradine fonnd his love at last.

A Homestead Decision.

Washington Dispatch to the 8t. Louis Globe-
Democrat: In the case of the homestead entry
of Mre. Graham on lands claimed by the Hast-
inga & Dakota railway, tho commiasioner of
the general land office has awarded the land to
the tormer. The case has been taken up on
appeal and 18 now before the eccretary. Itis
understood that the decision bas already been
written and is favorable to tho setiler aud
against the railroad company. The attorneye
for the road have asked for a delay of the de-
cirion to produce an additional argument. A
law was passed during the war allowiug a mau
in the army to make an entry while in the ser-
vice, with the ides that the land should be oc-
cupied by some member of lis family. In
1866 the entry in question was made, while
Grabam was in the service. The graut to the
road was also made in 1866. The company
claim that as the land had never been occupied
by auy member of the Graham family at that
time the land would inure to the grant. Itis
beld, on the other hand, that the tlling being
legal, and upon the face of it fair, it took the
land from the operations of the grant. The
case has been called up by Mr, Strait at differ-
ent times, and he bas endeavored to secure an
carly decision. He says he is for the sottler
every time.

Another Report ot Arthur’s Engagement.

New York Truth publishes a atory to the effect
that President Arthur has bocome smitten with
the charms of Mjss Sackyille West, the dsugh-
tor of the British minister, who is heir presump-
tivo to his brother, Lord Sackville. e paper
discusses the event of the marriage, and com-
ments also upon the personal charms of the
lady. Miss West is not yet of age, says Truth,
but to beauty and grace of person sho adds the
dignity and presence of a much older woman.
Miss West's grandfather was Lord De La
Ware, a descendant of Delaware of Edward
the Third's time. In the event of the mar-
risge, President Arthur will travel abroad
at the end of his term, and perbaps reside
pormanently at Paris or London. After stating
that the stars and stripes and union jack are
likely to ontwine ecnsationally in a matrimonial
way, Truth goes on to show that the president
of the United Btates is a British subject under
British law, and if the preeident ever resided
in England he would by courtesy of the court
tako precedence with the sovereigns. Miss
West is a daughter of s Spanish lady of good
family, but reduced fortune, whom the British
minister married while at the British legation
at Madrid. Truth does not say when or where
the marriage is likely to take place.

Improvements in Dakota Cities.

The record of improvements in various Da-
kota cities the past soason gives the magnifi-
cent total of $5,549,175. The list is as fol-

lows:

AN OLD MAN'S STORY.

FOR THE PIONEER PRESS.
You wers harsh with Jecnie to-day, J
And you fllled her oyes with tears. v
You struck a blow at her heart-strings
« _ That will leave its mark for years.
Yes, mon are thonghtless and cruel,
Though strong to lead and control,
And the hauds should be tender that fetter
A woman's sensitive soul. g

I had passed the romance of youth, Joe,
Wher I won my fair, {ounz bride,

And my wisdom had quite forgotten
The dreams of life's sweet spring-tide.

I was wrapped in plans for the fature,
Winniog riches, hoases and lands,

And I chilled the joyous creature
Whose fate lay in my hsnds.

How could I know that her youag ho
‘Was bailding its castles, too?

That the spell of her girlish fancy
Its glamour o'er me threw?

And each word of rebuka I uttered
Strack keen on her wifely pride,

Till the hopes of life's radiant mornic:d
Faded aud withered and died.

For Ihad a man’s one model,
Boe must learn my mother’s ways,
And all my life I had heard, Joe,
There was tiaught so harmful as praise,
That the lying breath of flattery,
Bpoke in its subtle thrill,
And father and mother looked on, Joe,
‘While X taught my wife their will.

Soa xsr went by unheeded
. __And Katie was growing old.

There were tiny lines on her forehead,
That a tale o1 suff'ring told.

Little I dreamed I had carved them
With my ceaseless words of blame;

That her burden of cheerless labor
‘Was crushing her slender frame.

One morning, how well I remember,
Bomething was left undone.

Mother was hurt and offsuded,
Father was sullen and glum.

I said there was never more quiet
Nor comfort for my life,

And the saddest day in my hist'ry
‘Was that which made her my wife,

Then up to the fleld I hastened,
But the day was dismal and chill,
And the lonesome wind of tue autumn
Bwept keen o'er the crest of the hill,
My heart it was fi.led with anger
As I turned the sodden loam.
*I will be obeyed,"” I muttered,
*‘And master of my home!"

Dut atill as I trod the farrow
I thought of her winsome way,
And the wealth of love she lavishes
On me, 50 old and gray;
Of the heavy weight of labor
That lay on her shoulders frall
How her eyes were sad and hopo‘eu
And her cheek was thin and pale,

The blackbirds chanted above me
A requiem in tho trees,

And » breath of dim foreboding
Came shivering on the breeze,

And at last iny heart relented ;
Yieidiog 10 love's fond way

I left my plow in the furrow
And homeward went my way.

*“Katie!l” I called in the kitchon,
And “Kautie" I called in the hall,
But a cricket chirped in answer
Blowly, and that was all—
Ouly the pive of a blackbird
And the solemu caw of a crow
And the scream of a locomotive
In the village down below.

Across the fleld I hastened

With echoing avxious cry
When cauglit on u flaautiog briar

A fragment smote my eye.
Ouly a duinty ribbon

Wiich bad bound a golden tre
A bit of snow-white ribbon

And a scrap of crimson dress.

Then a presence stood beside me

And chilled my yery breath,
Numbing my throbbing pulses,

For the presence it was Deathl
Blindly its lead I followed,

In my heart one fierce, mad prayer
As w puff of pearly vapor

Rose up 1a the murky air.

Bha stood where the rocks loomed
Over the rack below,
Her clasped hands raised to heaves.
Her blue eyes wild with woe,
Trembiing, sinking, swaying,
I heard her frenzied cry,
Ard I caugnr her to my bosom
As the train went thundering by,

Oh! wondrous love of woman,
Undimwed by sarrow or pain,
Ready to ope death's portals
To free me from my chains.
Clasped in my arms, I bore her
Back to our uowe, forlorn,
And there, in tho uush of twilight,
Our little child was born.

- God reigos! In this far, dim fature,

Perhaps there is peaco for mo.

Her face all tendsr, torgiving,
Io heaven, at last, I may see.

Through years of lonely waiting
Ireap what I have sown.

Yes, Joe; 'tis your mother's story,
Waose life paid for your own.

SBARAH D. HOBART.
—_— -

HOME AND HOUSEHOLD.

An Afternoon in the Boston Cooking School.

Bosroy, Jan. 15.—I arrived at the door of
No. 15813 Tremont street atthe hour of the
lecture on Thursday afternoon, climbed sev-
oral flights of stairs—in Boston everything is
up suveral flights—paid the admission fee of
50 cents, and took a seat in the *“‘kitchen.” It
is a long, narrow room, a platform at one end,
raised, on which the visitors sit in chairs. Be-
low is a long 1able, around which some of the
ladies can sit, aud on which Mra. Lincoln
works beforo the class. At the other end of
the room is a small stuve, several cupbuards,
tables, asink with hot snd cold water, ote.

Two or three assistants were there
to wait upon Mrs. Lincoln and belp
her in cooking the  various dishes.

the doors of the room are painted in a pretty
drab color, and the panels a dark redd:sh
brown, on which are paiuted flowers—a calla
lily on one; narcissus, daisies, wheat, etc., on
oters. Mrs. Lincoln n.upcn.re(i when the room
was filled with some forty ladies. Bhe is a
pleasaut-faced, sweet-voiced woman of me-
dium height and size, with an uir of cozy
“homeness’ about her that]at once makes you
feol at home in hor kitchen. She was envel-
oped in a huge apron that covered her whole
dress, and had sleeves. Her hoad was adorned
with & dainty cap, made of a fanoy handker-
chief, skillfu ly “puckered” to form a head-
dress. She moved about her work in an easy,
assured mauner, and £oon siguified, by riogiug

a bell, tbat the uour for beginniog
was at band She then read the
following recipes, copies of which we

found in our seuts. Resding them one ata
time, and working them out before us and
cooking them:

Braised Calf’s Heart—Wipe and stuff with cracker
crumbs, seasoned highly with salt, pepper, thyme
and onions, and moistened with melted butter: lard,
dredge with salt and pepper; put in a small brais-
ing pan, and halt cover with brown gravy; bake
one hour, or until tender, basting often; serve with
sauce made as for any browned gravy, and seasoned
with lemon or vinegar and chopped pickles.

Braised Beef—Four to six pounds of beef from

the round or face of the rump: trim and tie in
shape: rub well with salt, pepper and flour; cut
two onions, one-halfl small carrot, one-half small
turnip fine, and fry them till light brown in salt
pork fat or drippings; skim them out into the
braisiog pan, then brown the meat all over
in the same fat, addi more if needed.
Pat the meat in the pan, add one quart bolling
water, and a tablespoon mixed herbs; cover closely
and cook in the oven four hours, basting often
(every twenty minutes): turn over after two hours;
when tender take.up the meat, remove the fat
from the gravy. ald more salt and pepper, and
thicken with flour cooked in butter; cook ten
minutes and strain over the meat, or serve with
horseradish sauce.
Larded Grouse—Singe, clean, wash, and wipe
dry; lard the breast and legs; truss: dredge with
salt and pepper: rub with soft butter; dredge
with flour; bake in very quick oven twenty min-
utes it liked rare; thirty if well done: serve hot,
with bread sauce: garnish with parsley.

Bread Sauce—Dry and roll one cap of stale
bread crumbs; sift; bol! the fine crumbs (about
one-third cap) with one pint milk and one table-
spoon salt, and one-half salt-spoon pepper. Fry the
coarse crumbs (two-thirds cup) in a tablespoon hot
browned butter, stirring lightly with a fork till they
absorb all the butter and are separate. Put the
white sauce og the pllturdnd sprinkle the brown
crumbhs over the grease and sauce.

Horseradish Sauce—Four tablespoonfuls grated
horseradish ate the roots, because when pur-
chased grated it is half turnip) four tablespoonfals of
powdered cracker, half cup cream, one teaspoonful
powdered sugar, one uupoontui salt, half salt-
spoon pepper, ons teaspoon made mustard, oue
tablespoon vinegar, or enough to give it a good,
sharp taste; mix altogether and heat over hot
water—set in the top of the tea-kettle,

Brown Sauce—Melt one tablespoon butler in an
omelatte pan (or spider): when brown a table-
spoon of flour: when well mixed pour on gradually
a half a cup of stock, or hot water, letting it boll
uatil it thickens; season to taste with salt, pepper,
one tablospoon chopped cncnmbo;f)leklu.

An Omelstte—One tablespoonful milk to every
egg used, and salt and povper to taste; put your
yolks into the bowl in which you are to make it;
beat the yolks till thick and lemon colored, and
add salt and pepper, then the milk; and beat tho
whites till stiff ond dry (use an egg beater), and
cut them carefully into the yolks with your spoon:
do not stir them, just barely cover the whites with
thoyellow; when whites are stiff, let stand a mo-
ment, and then run a knife around the dish, and
they will pour out in & moment without leaviag a
bitin the dish; butter just begunto brown in
your spider when you pour your omelette in:

then whon brown on edges it will be brown on the

Mandan........ $240,000| Watertown, 75,000
Grand Forks.... 500.000(Scotland.. 80,005
Jamestown...., 800,000{8pringteld ,000
Yankton. ++  343,000{Cbamberlain..., g 35,000
Fargo.... .. 1,044,009| Parker... X Y
Mayville........ 130.000|Canlnn ........

Sionx Falls..... 575,000 Howard.... .... 000
Wahpeton...... 178,225/Milbank........ 40,000
Castlewood..... 40,000 |Flandreau . 100
Madison, .. 20,000 000
Vermillion 76,000{ ramhall, 000
Pierre...... 75,000| Larimor

St. Lawren: 61,000

Mitchell ........ 500,000 1
Bismarck....... 175,00/Elk Point...... 45,000
finron, .o oo 190,000 Aloxandria, .ooq  GO032
Aberdeatueies .. 170,000

bottom; set your skillet for a momeut in the

'] oven to-dry the top of the

ran & knife around “the si
:ﬂr:‘ it lightly over half.
A

I was greatly exercised to know what “hraisine™

as the work went on. “Brafsiug” fa ocoo
n & tightly covered dish in the ovén. 'l'htohirnch
« utcoals on top of the cover so that the

::osnd hllm o:t on eﬂ.‘!m- side Th‘?’o

evenly aud present a very pre upsum
when taken t‘romI the oven, being crisp and brown.,
‘We were all given a taste of the various disheas!
some that were cooked

the sam by the |
in the morning, were served tz n'o" oold, I‘l‘hﬁ:‘

T W e e
ser ones ro .
use in tasting, the l:l:m foolish - ns
had to use their flogers, primitive fashion.:

the deliclous odors which for some tims filled the |
room_were asufficient appetizer, if the' sight of!
Mrs. Lincoln’s beautiful dexterity was not enoagh ,
fn itself. Ileft about 5 o'clock, feeling fully con-

vinoed of two things; first,that cooking can be made!
a “thing of beauty and a joy forever,” rather

the tedious, monotonous martyrdom it now so often

is; and second, that I would come Saturday to the
extra demonstration lecture on bread made without:
t:ugxlng. which Mrs. Lincoln said she consideced '

'Y

Dinuer Tabln Fanecies.

To be in thoroughly good form at dinner is the.
very inflorescence of civilized life.  Like many
other regulations of social life, dinner table!
etiquette is arbitrary, but not to know certain!
things is to argue yourself unknown so far

as gociety life goes. To take soup pushing:
the sponn from rather than toward yourself;!
to touch the napkin as little as povsible; to|
accept or decline what is offered inatantly and:

uietly; these and other trifles characterize

the well-bred diner-out. 71he uttempts to

introduce too much color n dinner - table;
decorations are rather declining. The finest!
white damask still holds the preference, and the!
center piece of plush or velvet under the lace is

little used now. Fewer flowers, too, are seen,

and those in very low forms. The dessert plates
come in deep tones in Dresden chiva, and:
d’oyley on which the finger bowl rests should |
be immediately removed with the bowl on|
reaching tho guest. The latest fashion in ice-|
cream plates is the Bohemian glass in oval!
form with small handles. Menu cards, band-:
painted, hold the preference, but many arei
seon on tinted cardboard, with engraved vign-'
etto in one cornerand the date in another.

A Deliclous Bandwich.

To make wonderfully appetizing sandwiches
proceed in this way: Take oqual quantities of |
the breast of cold boiled chicken and of cold
boiled tongue. Chop them very fine: 8o fine in |
fact that you cannot distinguish the scparate
particles. Add a good large half teaspoonful
of celery salt, a pinch of cayenne pepper and
four tablespoonfnls of Mayonnaise dressing. !
This quantity of condiments will be enough to |
season the breast of one large chicken and an ¢
equal quantity of tongue. When this is per-
fectly cold, spread some thin slices of bread
with butter and then with this mixture. Do
not prepare them till you are about ready to
serve them. If you wish to take sandwiches
for a lunch when traveling, be careful not to
make the dressing quite so moist as you would
if they are to be eaten at home. he better |
way, if you do ot object to the trouble, is to .
put the salad filling in a small glass jar, and
spread the sandwiches as you need them.

Kitchen Keramlics.

Directions for making mock-turtle soup:
Take part of a calf’s head, remove the brains,
rinse the head in several waters, and then let
it soak in cold water for an hour. Prepare
four qusrts of beef stock, put this in a large
soup-kettle, put the head in, and let this cook
slowly for an hour and & half, Then take the
head out, let it get cold, and then cut all the
meat from it and rcturn bones and meat both
to the soup. Fry in bautter, till brown, a large
onion which you have sliced very thin; add
this to the soup, with some pices of carrot,
turnip, parsley, if you can obtain i,
some ceclery, and any herbs, such
88 8ag06 or summer savory, if you like them in
soup. The secrot of success in making this is
to cook it long enough, and it should be cooked
slowly. The scum should beskimmed uff at an
early stage in the preparation of the dish, aud:
the soup must be strained before it is served. '
One authority on this soup eays that a lemon
sliced and added to ita few mintes before re-
moving from the fire is an improvement. This
soup can be made ina large quantity, as it
keeps well, and is thought by some cooks to be
better the second or third day. B.

A sense of responsibility may be cultivated
in children at an early age, and unless carried
to excess, and burdens are laid upon young!

it is a wise and heipful plan for a mother to
pursue, Let the boys learn to take care of
their own peculiar property—for instance, let
it be their duty to sea that when they come in |
with their skates they are dried and rubbed, if]
there is an suspicion of rust on
them, with a tlannel cloth with a little oil’
on it (kerosene is excellent for this pu rpose.)
This is but one of the many little scts tuey can )
porform which will be of henefit to them, and,
a8 a general rule, children who have somethiug,
todo are happier, and have, as we say,'
better dirpositions than those who are left to!
follow their own behests entirely. !

An oyster omelette may be anew dish to!
some cooks, and I can assure them that it will:
be a favorite if the family like oysters. Stewa!
dozen oysters in their own liquor, if possible,
if not, use a very little watar; roll two or three'
lumps of butter the size of butternuts in flour, ;
and put in and let it come to a boil; salt it well
and add black or cayenne popper to suit your
taste. Take out the oysters and chop tliem,
and, if nece+sory to make it thick, add a little
flour to the sauce, then put the oysters in, and
set the sauce pan in which they are on the
back part of the stove. Beat your eggs unils
very light, and add to them two tablespoonfuls
of cream or rich milk; fry in a well-buttered
frying-pan. When done, remove to a hot
platter or a doe% plate, and pour tha oyster
vauce over it. Bsrve while hot.

Here is o novel and pleasing way to prepare,
a dessert. Iiis especially adapted for the chil-!
dren’s birthday dinners in those happy bouse-
holds where such days are kept in joyous fes-
tivals. Make a small hole in the end or side of
a number of egg shells. Through this prur
out the ege. Fill the empty shells with hot
pudding made of cornstarch, arrowroot or
Irish moss. When cold break off the shells;
serve on small saucers, and surround the egg-
shaped pudding with jelly or jam. If you wish
to take vo much trouble, divide the pudding .
two parts, and add to one a tablespoonful of:
grated chocolate, and in this way color part of
the eggs. Sugar and cream, flavored with van-
fll_ln., i3 a very nice sauce with this kind of pud-’
ing.

A good breakfast dish can bn prepared from
the remains of yesterday's dinver, providing
that consisted in partof roast mut'on. Chop it
fine, and put it m a eaucepan with a cup of
gravy or of soup stock, season with pepper and
#alt, and scatter over ii, stirring all the time, &
tablespoonful of flour; let the moat heat gradu-
ally, and, when “boiling bot,” set the pan on,
the back part of the stove, and poach some.
epgs to serve with the meat. When the eggs'
are done, put the meat on & platter, and lay the
oggs around the edge. With fried tatoes,
muffins and good corfee, a wholesomo breakfast:
may be provided at small expense.

Everybody who cares for the sick knows how
dificult it 18 to remove or put on the knit
wrapper; it seems as if the invalid needs to as-
sume aldmdes that would be almost impossible
toone in robust health. A balf hour's work,
with needle and thread will suffico to change a,
pair of these garments and make them more
comfortable. Cut them open the entire length,
then put on a facing on one side and z plaiton
the other; at proper intervals put on somse
small porcelain buttons and make the button
boles, and you will be surprised when this is
accomplished that you mever thought of doing
80 before. %
“Frvorite” pudding is made by beating three
eggs very light, the whites and yolks together;
flavor with the juice and grated rind of a lem-
on and half a teaspoonful of grated nutmeg; to
this add one cup of grated bread crumbs, one
cup of finely chopped apple, one cup of Eoglich
currants and one and a half cuvs of sugar; stir:
these :lgoronsly until ‘well mixed, then pet in s
batter Jn:dding dish and boll for at least twa
hours and a half. BServe with any good. sauce,
or with cream and sugar alone, or cresm and
sugar with s wineglass of sherry stivred. in.

Good gravy can be made at any time if i’?
have some nice pieces of eold roast meat. &
them in a sauoe pan, aud pour about.a pint of(
boiliog water over them: cover the sauce gnn.A
and let the meat and water simmer on. the back;
of the stove for an hour or more; then strain it
through a fine sieve, add butter, pepper and
salt; ghickeu with fluar. It lamb» or mutton,
make the foundation of the gravy, flavor ik,

i

is |
butter, take oune or two thin slices of poxk, and
fry them. When they aro almost d_nnqﬁpnt the
pieces of parsnip in a {ryivg-pan withthe pork,

added to gi ve flavor tq tha fat

and “larding” meant, but was speedily enlightened

shoulders that ought not to be borne by them, i

{

with a teaspoonful of Worcester saucs, or wuh;
the same quaantity of parsley, chooped flne. .

Cold bo'led parsnips, cut in slices and fxiad
in butter, make a good side dish, If the family.
arge, and it is of importsnce to ecorpmize’

and brown them. A Inmp of buater mbqj

PSSP —




