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EAD RECKONING

CHAPTER VII.

Left alone, Miss Primby mechanically
reverted to her embroidery; but it is
to be feared that her doing so Was
little better than a pretence. She bit
her unger-lip very bard o help her
inn conirolling ber nervous emotion
which she had much ado not to give
way lo.

True to her promise,
more than a few minutes away.
ghe came back she looked paler than

Clara was not

When Spoke again. Then turning to Dr

The man saluted and went ; ana pre-
sently Simeox appeared in his stead.

Drumley drew a little nearer Mrs.
Brooke. ‘‘Without wishing in the
least, ma’am, ta doubt what you have
tald me about Mr. Brooke's departure,”
he said, “I comsider it my duty to
search the premises,” :

The piece of music Clara was holding
fell to the ground. “Tos=arch the pre-
mises | she exclaimed as she stooped
to pick it up. She deliberately replac-
ed the music on the piano before she
wm-
ley Awith her most digmified air, she
said,: “You forget, sir, that you have

before, but ber eyes were extraordin- ppt yet eplightened me as to the na-

arily bright and luminous.
*Is he safe, Claral Ob, tell me that
he is safel"

“] hope and trust so; more than that

I cannot say. The police may arrive
to

You must try.
aunty,

at any moment.
look brave and nnconcerned,

dear. You mneed not speak unless you,

like, but leave everything to me.""

“Very well, dear. I kKnow that
ghall be too nervous to say a wor
But what are you going to tell
police i -

‘T am going to deceive
aunty, aunty, surely in such
I shall be forgivem "

Suddenly Margery’'s unkempt head
was proiruoded through the archway.
“hey've come, mum,"” she gaid in a
stage whisper.—""They've stuck three
men in front of the house and two at
the back.”

Ars. Brooke nodded, and the bead
vanished. :

“Now, aunt,” said Clara, “let us both
try to look as if nothing was thel mnt-
ter.” So saying she sat dowm to the
piano and began to play 2 waltz in a
minor kKey. -

Presently in came DBunce,
very white and scared, carrying
salver with a card om 1t.

Mrs. Brooke took the card amd rea
aloud: **“Mzr. J. Drumley, Buperinten-
dent of Police.”—What can he want
here at this hour of the evening?”

1
d.—
the

them.—But oh,

looking
a

she said.—"You had better show him
in, Bunce.” And with that she Te-
sumed her playing.

She ceased playing, however, when

the portiere was pushed aside and two
men came forward, one a little in
advance of the other.

As Mrs. Brooke rose and confronted
them, the first man made a stiff mili-
tary bow, while the second carried a coun-
ple of {ingers in his forehead.

‘“T“o what may 1 attribute the honour
of this visit 1" asked Clara in her mosb
gracious tones.

Bolh the men were evidently discon~
ceried. This pale beautiful apparition
with its great shining eyes was some-
thing they had not expected to meet.

“You are DbIrs. Brooke, 1 suppose,
ma'am 7’ said the first mam after an
awlkward pause. |

Clara smiled assenf. '

#] am Buperiniendent Drumley wof
the King's Harold police, and this is
one of my sergeants. But our busi-
ness is with Mr. Brooke, and not with
you, ma'am."

“Quite so. But I hope your errand
is mot an unpleasant one §"

“I am sorry to say it is a very un-
pleasant ome,"

“May I ask the mature ol it

“If you wiil excuse me, ma'am, I
would rather not enter into particu-
lars—al least nmot just now. As 1
said before, our business is with Mr.
Brooke. May 1 ask whether he 1s at
home 7"

“He is not at home,” answered Clara,
“It is a pity you did not arrive a
little earlier.,”” She comsulted her
waich. My busband leit home about
five-and-twenty minutes ago. His in-

tention was to walk across the fields to!

Woodberry Btation and catch the up-
train to London.”

The two men stared at each other,

for & moment or two and then hegan
to talk in eager whispers. Clara, who
wus close by the pinno, turned over a
leaf of music and struck a cord or two
i an absentrminded way.

In rushed DMargery panting once
more, and to all appearance breathless.
Shwe made believe not to see the two
constables. 'O mum,"” she cried, “what
do you think? He let me carry his
bag all the way through the park, and
at the gate he gave me a bright new
sixpence. I wanted {o carry it to the
station; but be wouldn't let me,
wish be had—he'd got mor'n a mile
o walk. But a nmew silver sixpence |
O crumbs 1" Margery ended with one
of her most eldritch amd uncanny
laughs. The sergeant of police, who
wns rather 8 nervous man, jumped in
his shoes ; ha had pever heani
like it before.

For a moment Mrs. Brooke stared
at the girl in blank astonishment;
then a look flashed from Margery's
eyves into hers and she understood.

“Of whomm nre you speaking, girli"
asked Drumley stermnly. 3

“0 lor! I didn’t see you, sir.—Why
who should T be speaking of but Mus-
ter Geridl 1" i

“She refers to my husband, Mr. Ger-
ald Brooke,” remarked Clara.

The iwo men retired down the room
a little way and talked in low tones.
T ain't so sure that this is anything
more than a clever dodge,” gaid Drum-
ley.” “and that theHFent we want isn't
still somewhere. However, you had
better take Momlipson with you and
drive as hard as you can o Woodberry,

Siat'on.” ™e London irain will be
gone before you gelt there; but you

can set the telegraph to work and

make whatever enquiries you may €

think necessary., You've got the de-
geription 1""—The sergeant nodded.—"Of
course you've got to bear in mind that
e may be disguised. Do the best you
an. and then hurry back.—Send Sim-'
mx to me. I'll bave the house thor-
oughly searched while you are away."”,

a cause ! wa

I I

anything!

Mr. Drumley laughed the laugh of
discomfiture. "I think mnot, B Mrs,
| Brooke—much obliged to you, all the

out with as little apnoyance to Yyou

‘ture of your business at Beechley Tow-
ers."”

. "It is my painful duty to inform you,
ma'am, that the Baron von Rosenberg
was murdered this afternoon in his
own grounds at Beaulieub.”

“Murdered! The Earon von Rosen-
‘berg!” exclaimed both the ladies In
a breath. :

0 aunty, that was a capital bit of
'make-believe on your part!” thought
(Clara to herself. Themn, after a pause,
to Drumley: /'We are excessively
'shocked, sir, at your tidings. The DBaron
'was a visitor at the Towers, and was
highly esteemed both by my husband
‘and myself. Still, you must excuse me
for saying that I fail to see in what
this dreadful tragedy conmects 1t-

seli with Mr. Brooke."

“It's a very disagreeable thing for

me to have to break it to you, ma'am ;
but the fact fs that Mr. Brooke is sus-
‘pected of having shot the Baron. The
'evidenre p against him is very strong,
‘and—and, in fact, I hold a warrant for
his arrest.”

“A warrant—for—the arrest of—my
husband | You must be dreaming—or—

ml‘l‘_

““Not at all, ma'am. As] said before,
,the evidence against Mr. Brooke—cir-
‘eumstantial, of course—is very strong.
If you would like to see the docu-
ment” r—

“] will take your word for it.—My
hushand the murderer of the DBaron
von Rosemberg! Impossible! There i3
some incomprehensible mistake some-
where.” . :

“I hppe so, with all my heart,” ans-
wered the superintendent drily. “'Still
I have my duty to perform.”

“0Of course. i1 dom't blame you for
one moment. I only say there is a
grievous mistake sowenhere. You wish
to go over the house—l think that is
what I understood you to imply ¢"

"By your leave, ma'am.”

Without another word, Mrs. Brooke
rang the bell; them, erossing the roon
with her own hands, she drew aside the
portiere that shrouded the archway and
fastened it back by means of a silver
chain. The hall beyond was now light-
ekl up by three ur feur lamps which
lshedd a chasiened radiance over the
scene. More lamps lighted up the gal-
lery. The portraits of the dead and
|gone Croftons, male and female, seem-
ed to bave retired further into the soli-
tude of their frames, as though the
ll-'m:u.pligh‘t. were distasteful to them.
\"The leaves of the tropical plamts mass-
ed here and there shone plossy green;
in that eoltened sheen the helmets and
‘euirasses of the mem-ai~arms who kept
iwaich amd ward at the foot of tihe
|staircase gleamed lilce burnished silver.
| “Bunce,” said Mrs." DBrooke, wlhen
'that functionary responded to the
|suImons, ‘‘you will, be good enough
o take a- light and sho wthese gentle~
'men over the whole of the house. You
'will allow ithem 1o emier every room
‘without exception that thiey may wish
to examine. Notivinr must be kept
back from (hem.” She made a little
bow to Mr. Diamley, as dismissing him
‘and his companicn, and then composed-
ly re-emtered the room.

“Hang me, if I ain't bhali-inclined to

“Hapgr me, if 1 ain't haif inclined
to thimk sha's humbugging me, aiter
all,” =aid Mr. Lrumliey to himself as
he followed thoe marjordomo.

Oh, the slowh exquisite torture of the
‘half-hour that followed, which seemed,
indecd to lengtien itsell out to several
lhours. To this day, Clar
ol it without a shudder. From where
'she was seated sho could see siraight
‘acToss the hall to the staircase beyond;
'no one could go up or coms down with-
oul her cognizance.
| “Clara, dear, 1 had no idea you had
half so much perve,’” said Miss Primby
in a whisper.

“Don’t speak to me, aunty, please,”
l'she whispered back, “or 1 shall breax
down.” Then to herself: “Will this
torture never come bto an end !

It did come to an end byv-and-by. Mr.
Drumley and his man, preceded by
Bunce, came slowly down the staircase,
‘They were mei in the hall by two
lother men who had searched the
l ground-floor and cellars. It was evident
lthat in both cases their pe
'bhad been unsuccessful.

A minute or two later in marched the|

sergeant. His journey to the station
bad been equally iruitless of results,
excepl in so far as sel ting the tele-
grapi 1o work was concerned.
rs. Brooke went forward to the
'group where they stocd in the centre of
the hall. “Well i’ she suid interroga-
tively, and with a faint smile. “Have
you succeeded in finding Mr. Uroakei”
“No, ma'am ; I am bound to say that
‘we have not."” _
*“] hope yon have not lorgot
'Y tald you when you first asked
for him,” was the quiet reply. “iut
can I not offer you a little refreshment
‘afier your arducons duties{”

ten what

same.~Come, lads; it's no use wasiing
our time here any longer.—Mrs. Brooke
ma’am, I had a very disagreeable duly

to perform; I trust you will hear me

as possible.”

“You have beenm most considerate,
Mr. Drumnley, and my thanks are due
to you,"

A minute Inter the men wure
Then Mrs. Brooke rang the Lell

ordered®all the lamps i the hall ex-

gone

2 never ithinks:

srquisition |

ﬂﬂd- 1 less to e

and came slow-
fell back with
had

down from his pedestal
ly forward. BMargery
a cry ol terror, for npoi even
been in the pecret.

But Clara rushing to ber husband,
posted up his visor and clasped hun
in her arms. “Saved! saved!" she
cried in a voice choked with the emo-
tiovn she could no longer resiraiin.

“For a little wiile, my darling, per-
chance only for a little while,” was the
mourniul response. S

CHAPTER VIIL :

We are at Linden Villa, a pretty hit-
tle detached house, standing in Ils WD
grounds, in one of the north-western
i suburbs of Lomidon, and the time iS5
the morning of the day after the mur-
der of the Baron von Rosenberg. I'wo
people are seated at breakfast—eorge
Crofton and his wife Stephanie. bor,
' Mr. Croftom’s protestations and objur-
[gal.im].:a notwithstanding at the inter-
view between Limsell ,and Clara
|Bl'mke=. he had thought fit within a
| month after that date to u ake an offer
' of his hand and heart to Mademoiselle
 Stephanie Lagrange, an offer which
huetil been duly accepted. And, in truth,

a far more suitable wife for a man
like George Crofton than Clara Brooke
could possibly have been.

Mr. Crofion presented a somewhat
seedy appearance this morning; there
was a worn look sbout hiseyesand his

| hand was scarcely as steady as it might

past. Mrs. Crolton, whe was one of
those persons who are always blessed
with a hearty appetite, having dis-
posed of her cutlet and her egzg, Wis
now leaning bacic in an  easy-chailr,
feeding o green and gold parrakeet
with tiny lumps of sugar, and sipplng
at her chocolate between times. She
was attired in a loose morning wrap-
per of quilted pale blue satin, with a
quantity of goft lace round her throat,
and looked exceedingly handsome.

“Steph, 1 think 1 have told you be-
fore,” said Mr. Crofton in a grumbling
tone, ‘“‘that I don’t care to have any
of your old eircus acquaintances call-
ing upon you here. 1 thcought Yyou
had broken of fihe connection for good
when you became my wiie."”

“Oue voulez-vous, cher enfani ¥’ ans-
wered Bteph without the least trace
of temper. “You introduce me to no
society ; you scarcely ever take wme anjp-
where ; four or five times a week you
don’t get home till past midnizht—this
morning it was three o'clock when you
crept up-stairs as quietlly as a burgelar.
What would you havel” e

George Crofion moved uneosily in his
chair, but did not reply. ‘‘Besides,"”
resumed his wife, “it was only dear old
Euphrosyne Smith who came to  seo
me. She looks eighteen when she 18
on' the corde, but she’s thirty-four if
she’s a day. I've known her for five
vears, and many a little kindness she
has done me. And, then, although, of
course, 1 shall pever want to go back
to the old life, 1 must say that I like
to hear about it now and again and
to know how everybody is gefting on.
Can you wonder at it, now that you
leave me so much alome?’

“Tor 'all that, Steph, 1 wish you
would break off the commnection.” Then,
after a pause: ‘I know that of late
1 have seemed to neglect you a little;
but if I have done so, it has Deen as
much for your gake as my own."

“Ah, ves, I kmow: cards, cards, al-
ways cards.”

“What would you havef—as a cer-
tain person sometimes says. 1 know a
little about cards; I know nothing
about amything else that will bring
grist to the miﬁ. I bought my expert-
once im the dearest of all schools, and
if I try to profit by it, who shall blame
me 7"’ |

“Which means. that you are teach-
ing others to buy their experience in
the same way." )

“Why not?’ he hanswered with a
|laugh. “It is a law of the universe
thiit one set of ecreatures should prey
on another. Iwas very nice picking for
i{hs kites once on a time; now 1 am'a
icite mysell. The law of metempsy-
chosis in such cases 18 a very curious
on."’

“T dom’t ¥now what you mean when
you make use oi such outlandish
words,” said Stephanie with a poul.

“Qn much®*the better; learned wo-
men are an abominaiion.”

At this juncture a servant brought
in the morning papers. {rofton selz-
ed one of them, & speriing journal,
and pushed the other across the table.
He was deep in the mysteries of the
latest odds, when a low cry from his
wife caused him lo glance sharply at
her. BVhat's up now, Steph?”’ he ask-
e?d. “It would be a libel to say you had
touched the rouge-pot this morning,
because there ien’'t a bit of color in
vour cheeksl ;
|© “What is the name of thal place In
|the country where your uncle used to
live "' she asked.

““Beechley Towers."

“Amd the name of that cousin to whom
yvour uncle left his properiy ¥
| “Gerald Brooke—confound him !—Iiut
| why do you ask #"
¢ Por scle reply she hamded him the
fnewspaper, marking a ca2riain pas-
sage ns she did so. JIf Mrs. Crofton was
startled by something which caught
| her eye in the paper, her feelings were
as nothing in ecomparison with those ol
her husband as his keen glance took
lin the purport of the paragraph in
| question. It was, in faect, little more
th=:n a paragraph in the form of a brief
'telegram, forwarded at a late hour by
'a country correspondent.

What the public were told in the tele-
grain was that the Baron von Rosens
' burgz had been found in his grounds,
shot through the heart, about seven
o'clock inm the evening; that strong
circumstantial evidence pointed to the
suppoeition that Mr. Gerald Drooke, a
near neighbor of the Baron, was the
| murderer : that he had disappeared im-
mediately after the perpetration of the
crime, and that, although he was still
at large, the police had little doubt they
would succcad in arresting him in the
course of the next few hours.

For a while, speech seemed power-
ress a tithe of what rge
Crofton felt when the words of the
telegram tnd Yurned themselves imto

cont ooy ¢ obe distinguished ; that one
but eerved, ag it were, to make thel
darkness visible. No sooner wus this|
done and the servant gone, than }Iar-!
ery onceé more put in an appearance.” |
“They're gone, mum, every man-jack |
of 'em ; and ain’t Muster Drummle in
a rare wax ‘cos be couldn’t {find Mus-
ter Geril!”
Secarcely had the
ing, when one of the men
at the foot of the

¥ - i - ;
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|

| prove your
girl finished speak-iat ength
in armour !

his brain. AWhat a sea of conflicting
emotions surged round his beart as his
mind dran% in the full purport of the
message and all the possibilities therein
implied] AVhat a vistage of the fu-
ture it opened out!

“A little rouge, mon cher, would im-
complexion.” said his wife
who had been watching him
out of her half-veiled eyes,

curiocusly .
e were to judge by your looks,

a
i ile

the ex-queen of the Huute Eoole was

hnve been. His breakfast consisted of
a tumbler of brandy-and-seda and @
ruek : it wag his usual matutinal Te~

¥

e

you mifght have committed the crime
yoursell."

R

!

_Her words seemed to rouse him.
‘Stephanie, the day of my revenge is
dawning at last!” He ground out the
words between his-set teeth. *“This
Gerald Brooke—this well-beloved cousin
of mine—is the man who came between
my uncle and me and defrauded me out
of my inheritancs.

“And the man who robbed you of the
waman you loved, whom you hoped some
woman you loved. whom you hoped one
day to make your wife."”

“How do you know that?" he gasp-
TZ. “1 never said a syllable to you about
1%.

“It matters not hoevy I know it, so
long as I do know it,” she answered,
looking him steadily in the face as she
did so, and beginning to tap her teeth
with ber long pointed nails. -

“Well. whoever toid you, told yoa n»
moere than the truth. I did love Clara
Planby. and I hoped to make her my
wife. But all that was past and gone
long before T met you.”

Shoe did not reply, but only went con
tapping her teeih the more.

“Putting aside my own f{eelings to-
wards Brooke,” went on Crofton pre-
sently, “*who has done me all the harm
that one man could possibly do to an-
other, don’t you see that if he should
be arrested and found guilty of this
crune, what a vast difference it would
make in your fortunes and mine?"”

“"Expliquez-vous, sil vous plait.”

_ "“Should Gerald Brooke die without
issue, by the terms of my uncle's will
Beechley Towers and all the estates
vertaiming to it. including a rent-roll
of close on six thousand a year, comd
absolutely to0 me—to me—comprenez-
vousf? Ah, what a sweet revenge mine
will el

“Yes; I should think it would be ra-
ther nice to live at a grand place like
Beechley Towers and have an income
of six thousand a year,” answered Mrs.
Crofton quietly. “So, if this cousin of
yours is really guilty, let us hope for
our own sakes that he will be duly
caught and hanged.”

Crofton turned to the table, and
having poured out nearly half a tumbl-
er of brandy, he drank it off at a
draughf. Excitement had so far un-
nerved him that the glass rattled again-
st his teeth as he dramic.

“DBut what could possibly induce a
man in Mr. Brooke’'s position to commit
such a erime?’ asked Stephanie pre-
sently. .

“I'nat's more than we know at pre-
sent ; we must wait for furiher partic-
ulars.—By the way, I wonder who and
what the murdered man mwasf The

Paron von Rosenberg they call him. T
never heard the name before.” ;
‘T knew the Baron von Rosenberg

some years geo—in Paris,” answered
Stephanie witﬁ: just a trace of height-
ened color im her cheeks. “He was a
man between forty and fifiy years old,
and said to be very rich.—I never liked
him. Tndeed, 1 may say that I had
every reason to hate him. A nd now he
is dead! Cest bien—c'est tres bien."

(To be Coniinued.)
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About the House.
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SUNDAY COOKING.

In most homesthe Sumday dinner is
looked forward to esthe principal meal
of the week, and consequently the house-
wife is kept busy all Sunday morning
preparing a number of extraor fancy
dishes. She must necessarily give up
church, and when the meal iscoverand
the dishes wuashed she feelsas if aday's
work bod beem dome. 1t may nol  be
just the most salisfactory thing to
sit down to very simple Sunday dinner,
but one will svon become accustomed to
Lt. :
In a home wilere there is help or
wihemn there are vne or more dauvghters
whoare old emough to help, each one
can take turns in making the Sunday
dinner. In thils wuy the molher may
bove ber much needed rest and a nice
dinner can be prepared. One mother
whe bas {wu daughters has found this
an admirable plan, and she only pre-
pares the dinner every third Sunday.
The girls acquire a confidence in them-
selves and learn considerably. ‘Dheir
mother enjoys Lhese days of rest, and
she does mot worry or belp about the
worlk, either, “Let them learn how,”
she says, “they cannot always have me
with them,” And the girls =ay they en-
joy it, too, for they do and cook just
what they please,

But th: mother with a family of little
ones, who never gels a chance for rest
ol week days needs her Sunday,and if
she wanis to attend church she canncot
prepare a great dinner., There areany
number of things which may be pre-
pared on Saturday. Usually the baking
is done then and there 1s fresh bread
with biscuits and cakes. A pot of beans
is prepared on Saturday afterncon and
warmed for Sunday breakfast., The des-
serts for Sunday are also made on Sat-
urday, and a few that are easily pre-
pared and which are good cold are
given below. When fresh fruit iste be
obiained, nothing makes nicer dessert
and is more quickly prepared. Served
with rich cream amd sugar any of the
berries, peaches or bamanas are deli-
cious. Potatoes may be served in a
number of ways which only take a
short time if partially prepared on Sat-
urday. It is customary Lo have a roast
of some kind for Bunday, but this re-
quires hours of attention. If cold meat
is mot relished, some kind which may
be fried will only take a short time
to prepare. Chickens may be par-
tially fried on Saturday se that ten

or fifteen minutes on Sunday will fin-
ish them. Saturday roasts may be
aliced cold for Bunday evening, and
the chicken or turkey for & salad may
be chopped on Batur , ready for the
dressing on Sunday. There are canned
lobster and salmon which may also be
enjoyed bn Sunday and which areal-
woys ready. Soups may be cooked on

As for fresh

on Bunday.

nothing is so easily prepared- o a let«
tuce salad. The lettuce may be washed
and picked over in the morning and left
in cold water to keep crisp until needed.
Most canned wvegetables require only
ten or fifteen mmnmutes to cook. Fresh
asparagus if tender requires but fifteen
minutes and radishes may be cleaned
the day before or in the morning.

If the housewife is really desirous
baving Sunday for rest she can with a
little forethought serve the Sunday din-
ner in about half an bour from the time
she commences to get it. There will
then be no overhealed tired mothen
who cannot enjoy what has taken her
all morning to prepare. Shecan have
it as early or late as she desires becausa
there is no roast to spoil from bewng
over-done, and no elaborate dishes
which must be served as soon as ready
for the table. She will have more time
Lo spend with her husband who is away
every other day, and if she chooses Lo go
tochurch or to visit a friemnd,she has
nothing to worry or detain her.

A few desserts which may be made
on Saturday and served cold for Sunday,
dinner are herewith given:

Blanke-Mange.—~Two tablespeonfuls of
cornstarch ; four table nfuls cold
milk; two tablespoonfuls sugar; ona
pint of boiling milk and ngiuc.h of salt.
Make the cornsiarch smooth in the cold
milk; pour it into the boiling milk,
stirring constantly until it thickens.
Add the sugar and salt and also some
kind of flavor. Your into a mold to
cool. Serve cold with cream or f{ruit
juice, ¢

Cocoanut Pudding.—Put a pint of
milk into a saucepan; moisten three
tablespoomfuls of corn-starch in a lit-
tle cold milk and add to the boiling
milk ; beat the whites of four ﬁg'ii:i to
a stiff froth, add a small cupful of su-
gar to the pudding, with the eggs;
stir over the fire for two or three
mimutes, add two cupfuls of grated co-
coanut flavor with wvanilla, and turm
into a mold to bharden. Serve cold,
with vamilla sauce. '

Bamana Cream.—This is a simple des-
sert. Peel the fruit amd rub it through
a coarse sieve, add as much cream as
you have fruit, and a pinch of salt. Ta
one pint of this mixture put two ouncea
of powdered sugar. Beat this with &
whip umtil it is light and frothy. Pile
the mixture in glasses, and sprinkle
blanched and powdered almonds oven
the top. In the center of each place w
candied oherry.

Bamanas and Whipped Cream.—Pare
and slice thin half a dozen bananas; lay,
them in a pretty dish, and sprinkle wit
half a cupful of powdered sugar and
four tablespoonfuls of orange juice. Let
them stand in a cold place an hour on
mora, and serve with whipped cream.

Rhubarb Blanc Mange.—Prepare riu-
barb as for sauce, stew: until in a pulp,
sweeten and thicken with corn-starc
which has been dissolved in cold water:
The amount of corn-starch used depends
upon the juicimess of the rhubarb. Pour
intomoulds while hot. Serve when celd
with sweetened cream or whipped
creaan. This is delicious. ;

Fruit jelly is delicious and isalways
servedcold.  Muke asmuch jelly from
gelatin as is desired and flavor 1t witly
lemon. In the bottom of a wet mold
put a layer of sliced fruit, either
lananas, berries or vranges and poux
the gelatin over. This may be made 1D
layers if desired, but each layer of jelly
must be allowed to stiffen before more
fruit is put on. BServe with cream. Di-
rections for making the jelly are on
every box of gelatin. IL makes a nice
dessert amd is guickly prepared.

Apples' may be cooked Inmany wiys
and are always acceptable wheni nicely
sorved. Instead of baking them wilh
the skins on, pare and core them. IMill
the cavities with sugar and pour very
little water on them. When baked len-
der remove to a pretty dish. Serve cold
with sweetened cream flavored with a
little vamilla. If apples are tasteless ns
usually is the case so late as now, 2
little lemom juice makes a greal differs
‘ence in their flavor. S

Here are two waysof serving the po-
tatoes cooked Saturday: ,

Siewed Polatoes.—Put into a frying
pan a small piece of butter, a little
varsley chopped fine, salt, pepper and a
llul[ cupful of cream. letLhis’ come to
a boil ; add cold boiled potatoescut into
dice, and let the cream boil up well
around them, then add another small
piece of butter and serve. :

Potato Cakes.—Work into each pint
of cold mashed potato a tablespoonful
of butter, two eggs beaten light, and
salt to taste. Mnke into calkes; roll in
egg, then in cracker-dust, and fry in
hot butiter or lard. Serve at once.

STRAWBERRIES.

Strawberry Foam.—Wash, hull nnd
cut, or mash slightly, one cuplul of
sirawberries. Beat the whites of two
eges till stiff, add bwo heaping table-~

aspoonfuls of powdered sugar and the
berries, and beat until very thick and

b g

stiff. Use a broad bowl and a wire eg
beaier. Pile it lightly on a glass dis

and serve with sponge cake,
Strawberry Whipped Cream.—This is
nol frozen. Mash one quart of berries;
strain through a sieve; sweeten with
three-uuarters of a pound of white

sugar and beat well. Pour in a pinfi
and a half of rich cream and beat well
for n quarter of an hour. Serve al

onoe.
Strawberry Mousse.—Crush one quart

of strawberries and add two cupfulsof

powdered sugar. (Let it stand two
hours. Then add _one wnt of cold
water, and the juice ol one lemon,

Mix it well, and Iresze without stir-
ring it. *
Shorteake.—Into one pint of flour put
a large teaspoonful of buking powder,
and one-quarter of a teaspoonful of
galt. Bift thoroughly. Rab into the

flour four large teaspoonfuls of but-
ter. Wet with a teacupful of sweetl
milk. Bake quickly in a hot ovens
When well browned spread with butter
and berries, whole or mashed, rpover
heavily with sugar, and serve hot, pags-
ing a pitcher of whipped cream with
the shorteake cut in cubes,

Amother recipe for strawberry shorts
cake runs thus: One quart of flour
three teaspoonfuls yeast powder; one
teaspoonful salt; hall cupful best but

ter: one pint of sweel milk or waler,
Bake in four shallow pans; fill with
sirawberries lightly chopped in sugar
with a knife—not bruised but cat 1n

Baturday also,and reheatoed Il-rtlinjln:l'i One
Yvegeliiilesh,
L - {

pieces. Serve with the heated juice of
nint of berries and one cupful of

L]
EuTar.




