A LEGAL SECRET.

CHAPTER 1V —(Continued.)

Mrs. Pilkington clasps her hands
tightly tﬁgﬂthér and looks up eagerly.
* What are you telling me ?— says she
in a piteous voice. :

Sidpney answers thoughtfully: " We
have somefimes spoken togpether—
though on rare oceasions—of her whose
memory is very dear to you and to me.
We have both grieved over the loss. '
Can you bear to speak of her now ¥’

Mrs. Pilkington bows her head. The
tears are rolling down her cheeks ; she
cannot answer him in words.

 All hope,” Sidney continues, “of ever
geeing her again—though our love for
her has never lessened—died out of both
our hearts years ago. We have mourn-
ed for her as one who is dead."”

Still the tears fall fast. What better
confirmation that she acquiesces in all
that Sidney is saying?

“ More than once,” the young lawyer
yesumes, ' it has heen suggested by Mr.
Pilkington that—although it would be
Impossible to replace her—by hunting
the world over, it still might be advis-
able for you to have some companion—""

 Not to replace her, Sidney ; that can
never be."”

“ Gtill, dear Mrs. Pilkington, you
have at last comsented, A young girl
—one that no one could help loving—has
been found.”

“Jt was to please him—'

““* But—will you not see her§”

Mrs. Pilkington looks up quickly.
“ To-night # Is it my husband’s wish?”

‘It is mine.”

Something in Sidney’s voice brings a
keener glance into her eyes; she
gearches his face more closely; she
gpeaks in a soft, tremulous voice: "“She
ig some gne you love. Is she not,
dear 7"
| Yes;” and Sidney rises slowly from
his chair. “I loved her when a child.”

Mirs. Pilkington utters a surpressed

—

¥

cry.

“1 love her more deeply now. She
was—and still is—my little sweel-
heart."

Btarting up with an eager look in
her eyes, Mrs. Pilkington steps toward
the door. Sidney,-in sudden alarm, ov-
ertakes her ; and but for his supporting
arm she must have fallen.

It is past midnight now. Rosa is ly-
ing with wakeful eyes watching the
tremulous circle of light thrown upon
ber bedroom ceiling by the dim night-
lamp on her table. Her thoughts are
busy still with all that has happened
since Lthe morning. She almost dreads to
close her lids, lest she should fall asleep,
and presently wake again to find her-
gelf in her little garret in Took's Court,
as she had many a time done after
dreaming happily of her old home.

The parting with Sidney Trench to-
day at the edge of the grove has awak-
ened a feeling of sadness. Nor does the
thought that they must soon meet
again—probably on the morrow—re-
move this sense of happiness. She can-
not complain of his attitude towards
ber ; it is everything that she could
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ha_ve wished. Amny rei'f-r_em-a to their | been so irratiopal, so unjust? But so
childhood would have displeased her;|it was, What I ought to have admir-
this tacit understanding between them i?d' I dEI-Fi":?lE{L Your passionate love
—the drifting back slowly i {lor your child drove KT to desperation.
is all sh s he mi,'-'u A p,"ls*' { It Toused the demon in me. I was de-
—Is all she craves. Can their meeting termined thnt nothing, not even your
- in the old wood again, now that they |alfection for little Rosa, should come
have both reached 4 more romantic age, |}H=~.L‘;'-‘euu1d uﬁ'“{izﬁﬂt;“t']mt inl Il_‘{l.]l.i_.ri'.” he
: have unconseci DR S 3 : lastemed to add, 1t ever lessened your
= Sy S _ﬂigus'rmuhﬂj a deeper love love for me. But I imagined it did;
: 1n her heart ¢ it was more than I could endure,” The
L Rosa knows that all the guests must |[l2wyer’s voice grew weaker and more
be gone ; for there is a stillness in the Lr:‘puhlml iﬁ-l?‘}'tﬂ'rm‘;“lﬂi “frh“th "tﬁ
honsa Lhat ns . AT vas your child, though not mine, s oulc
se Lh assures her that even iLhe | have awakened my deepest sympathy.
servants have retired. But still she |But it had the opposite effect: .
feels no inclination for sleep ; her brain couldd scarcely hide my aversion. 1
is feverishly active. There is one face— bated to see you caress her ; I even hat |
L et T ed ai least to hear you speak of the
one s most distinct in the memor- | child. No other msubject—so it seemed
les of this home—which she has npot | 'm0 my madness—interested you: 1 was
yel seen; the face that has bent over E"-’Fln mm[l envugh o believe that you
: her in bygone days. iad mo love for any one excepl this
- While Rosa is af; B, child—pone even for me.
tle Rosa 1s still meditating, with | “Did I deserve this?”
_ her eyelids sinking slowly at last, her “You deserved a belter husband ; for
- door is softly opened, and an eager [ig- an evil ‘Iflhll';l"l‘!'. peized me at last,” says
; ure is comi . : : the lawyer, "and I could neot resist
\ ] I.Ilillg If}“ﬂrdﬁ !J.EI' '“-'['[h kE-E'ﬂ [hll?' “':. f t; _"lil". j i { { o t
look nd istiretche . ' JHP AL L0 . Ou nave mo n_[‘j_n :
a outsitretched arms. A face |{ hat journev e ;
band Neat : C em that journey? 1 took t{he child—I
tﬁe s?:afi:ef vE'r ans ‘Ih”ﬂmrﬁ to her in |took Rosa with me."”
child 1 St voice: "My little Rosa—my k‘”l'l.hul"{:i Een?” murmurs  Mrs. Pil-
Rosa quicklv = ington, clasping her hands. :
fooe !'lmq!; 'hk“i opened her eyes. The I took her sith me for one object.
: . she loocks up into is intense- | —4o Te - : S T
iv b EEre e L | o remove her out of your sight and
¥y beautiful, for there is expressed in | mine — . . = :
ave fand ; | mine.—And you, dear wife, never gques-
ry Ifeature wonder and adoration, |1{j S r 3 :
It is the face that she has seen a hun- | tioned my story. You believed all that
dred fimes in hﬂtr.dhre-:l,mjg‘ Seen a hun- ] told you ; you believed that Rosa was
L. lost,"” Mr. Pilkington's voice grew very
e weak mow ; bui his words are still arti-
CHAPTER V. culate and full of meaning, though
Wb does Sy : slowly ubisped. “Ft whs Cqnly then))
Bl cloel Mr. Pilkington sit so late | Whem too late, that I realized what a
e }:}:]’-?*h,”]'rﬁr}'— after his guesls are gone | fatal error I had made. Your love for
;‘” LS armchair drawm up to the fire- (e never changed: it became no
tiaf«_: grate ? It is mearly daybreak, and | greatefr, no less. It was the same true
there he is still seated, his head lean- |devotion that it always had been; it
i}lg ﬂigﬂ:inﬁrl his hand, pondering deeply. | Was expressed in pour actions more
IfI?' fir:]ﬂ eXpresses a s_lﬂrr!hﬂg change. | then in your words—the truest love
: hl”"]l ecome more wrinkled and with- { of all, —Ah, my sweet wife! how could |
ﬂ‘irlf']‘ than one would have supposed pos- | I now feel thut 1 merited the love you
i ﬁd e, Jn a few bours time, even in so|gave me? 1 saw you silemlly mourn- |
: 2 6 man. Does anything unusual vex !|ing the loss: never a word of complaint
FJE mind ¢ That would seem improbable, | escaped you. How I longzed to restore |
i or I_l}ﬂ*ﬁ-i: hg not confided all the legal |to you your child! And not many
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% l'lei P the OTTOW ﬂnﬂih_u-r Trench '@ journey to St. Albans in search of
. Wil take the semior ‘partner’s chair in ! her, with the express intention of

the ¢u:dong room ! for another Pilking-

ton bns played out his legal part, and

has taken leave once and for all of his
clienlts, Ldncoln’s Inn has seen him
- for the last time. '

Is it Lhis fact that troubles-him? No;
Mr. Pilkington puts every trust inm
Sidney Trench. He would not other-
wise have takeny this decisive step. The
Joad has been lifted off his mind. The
load of other people's troubles?  Yes:
and yet something is vexing him. His
face grows more amxious every mo-
ment ; he looks frequently towards the

r - but at last he leans back wear-

| S 5 his cbes
ily im his chair. :
And now a shadow begins 10 ga.:;'qﬂr
chadow § The

{iead i . What
' over his face apon the table

lamp burns steadily .
| close beside him. Wihat lamp comld
the cause of a shadow like that?

“I':;T Piikiogton 1s distinctly r-:_:n.-:mm_;r:
of its presence, and smies grimly. 18
it the shadow that soconer or later, ho-
& oVer all ?
TF]I';TP.:-:H‘LLH the door is opened and Mrs.
Pilkingtion steps swiftly ‘lf“t‘n'-'ﬂ'[‘l'!ﬂ “*]-E
chair and kneels down beside the vld
| lawyver and presses his hand lovingly
T both her own. Y ou L_hr}ll never "_'_’E
me sad now,"” she tells hl.un‘-jl*.nup.:_h
there are bright tears glistening N
her eyes— " for I shall mow have you
with me always—all day long | f'!'“d'
she adds in a more subdued voice, ‘dear
=a too."” ;
R?"bir. ¥]kington’s troubled look Imn-
preages. ‘'Sidney 'has ¢old yvou.— Y ol
have seen her, then (i
The wife still bending nt her hus-
bamd’s Teet, touches his hand with }EE‘T
lips. “"How good you bave been! The
news has beem broken to her so ten-
derly nnd to me ton.—And is 1t no

1 t
marvellous? She bas forgotten noth-

¥ I.H"!i :
m’l"im lawyer's exXpression hecomes
ktartled. '‘Nothing e ] =

Mrs. Pilkington looks inquiringly

into his face.

“She ha= not
inely, “how ehe,

||Hﬂ1$:

“Then J must.
to blame,”” BAYS
v'who has kept he
long years—is your

Rising slowly fro
fnre and standing before the old
Mrs. Pilkington's face expresses bl
amazement: “You!l”

1t ie pbvious from her tone, her whola
attitude, that rhe is uterly dumbfoumnd-
ed at the lawyer’s words. How can she
who has pever doubted his integrity,
credit this avowal? She has heard
more than one occasion the tradition
concerning the house of Trench, Pil-
kingion, and Trench. It flashesacross
her now. She bas heard it affirmed
that as soon as the senior has impart-
ed his legal secreis to his successor, his
brain begins to show signs of decay.
Can such a fatality have already over-
taken Mr. Pilkingtion ? It would scarce-
ly seem possible. And yet she would
prefer to believe his intellect impaired
than accept such admission from him
as truth. _

The lawyer waves his hand impa-
tiently towards a chair. *"Sit dowmn
beside me,” says he in a tome of quiet
authority, “and listen to what L have
to tell. It is a painful affairi it 1S
the secret that I have hidden—the se-
cret you would have had me keep from
Egu; but T cannot. No partner in our

use, I feel very confident, ever car-
ried a secret to his grave. It w*guld
have desiroyed our reputation. kEven
our secrefs are mot our owm.”

She egits down wilthout uttering
word. Her husband’s firm manner, his
distinet though somewhat feeble ut-
terance, is that of a man who obvious-
ly retained his mental vigour. She 1is
overwhelmed with grief ; and although
she tries to keep back her tears, she
loclkks at him throuch a mist, and the
shadow which is galhering over his
face escapes her.

1t was your wish,” says Mr. Pil-
kington, “to epare me the pain of this
humiliating task—the pain of confes-
sion. Do you think I do not fully ap-
preciate your irustfulness? Indeed, 1
do. But it has mot altered my pur-
pose; it has given me strength to
speak.” For a moment he pauses with
a still deeper loofk of thought on his
face. "It rwas jealousy—a mad jeal-
ousy that began it. That was the root
of all this trouble. How can I have

told vou,” he says doubt-
disappeared 1"

The man who isalone
he in a broken voice—
r from you for twelve
hushband "

m her kneeling pos-
man,

ank

bringing her home.

no one knew where.
fters from Abel Norris, writien
Albans, was all 1 had. I kepm
| locked in your deed-box al Lincoln’s
Jom. I never had the courage, until
Sidney discovered the old clerk, to give
this packet to you. Yon burnt the let-
ters without suspectinizr my treachery
and I could not epeak—I could nol
break the pnesvR to you them that Hosa
' wins Tound. But now you know all.”
The shadow lies darkly unenm
"Pilkington’s face, but he seems to heed

.l A ypacket of let-
from

them

rd onl |

q-

But she was gone. |

Mr. |

it mio longer. The grwa smile never
recurs ; the expression has become stern
and stony, like the faces of the sphinxes
wihich are staring at each other over
the gateway out in the summer dawm.
' There sits the old lawyer motionless,
as though overcome by sleep. Mrs. Pil-
| kington Taises her eyes slowly; the
| look is full of unchanging love and free
| fargiveness. Does he see that true
| woman's glance? No word escapes his
| lips ; his coumtenancel is as stern and
| abony as ever, and yet a tear rests up-
(on ‘his cheek [

And now a look of terror comes into
Mrs. Pilkington's face, and she utters
|a piercing cry. Still the old lawyer
| sits motiomless in his chair; still no
' wiord escapes him. His secrets are all
|mlrl at last, 5
| Sidney’s first year as Benior partner,
a vear that went quickly by, placed
|a visible line of eare upon his young
brow. ‘There nmever had been known,
in the recollection of the oldest clerk,
| such legal receptions as Mr. Trench
held in the oblong room. Other wait-
| ing-roomsa besides Lhe octagonal cham-
| ber bhad to be et apart for those whao
' had made appoimtments. 1t was as
 though clients had purposely reserved
itheir secrets from Eidmey's ear, from
|*.'f, dread of the able old lawyer—a dread
' he could well comprehend from per-
sonal expexrience in early days. .
' __One afternoon, when the trees in
| New Bquare and Lincoln’s Inn were
|again i ieaf, Sidney walked over to
 Took's Court. There sat Abel Norris,
| ab his desk in the dingy parlour, copy-
"izng documents with the same diligence
| which he had ghown when first employ-
ed by the great legal firm. Nothing
| was changed. The black cat, his oniy
companion, now lay eurled up on the
hearth-rug like b great blotch of ink/
—khe only one in the room for whHichi
thie old clerk was pot responsible.

“Well, Norrig, whem are you csning
tb pay uk a visit at the villa? Rosa
acks me the guestion every day.”

Norris shook his head. “Rosa—Miss

HOUSEHOLD.
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WHEN BARBY CAME.

A sigh, a cry!—and heaven and earth
Are joined again

A tiny life of priceless worth;
A igolden reign.

A message from Infinity;
A pledge of Love;,

A wondrous consanguinity,
All ken above.

A breath of morn: an ecstasy,
An opening flower;

A sparkle on a summer Sea;
A welcome shower.

A gleam of holy innocence
Of purest mold;

Mankind without mankind'es offense;
Unblemished gold.

A kiss of heavenly ranctity;
A stainless blush»

A cadence of rich harmony;
Love's first sweet flusp.

Such whispers of divi.er things
Are ours to-day;

hand i= it until you count twwnty ib

whil 2o, Keep the fire steady for about
fizif an hour, then let it cool di¥rwn;
it will take about an hour to hake a

common-sized loaf. Divide the loal in-
to two parts, then meold it to put into
the bsking tins. The loa® rises more
ever .y than when in one juece.

¥ iour should be kept 'm a dry, cool

lace, and always sift it befora usiag.
Vhen you buy flour always ask if 1
is made from spring, winter or mixe
wheat:; if from the former, knead as lit-
tle as possible, and keep the dough
smooth. Mixed-flour bread is kneaded
smooth. Mixed-flour bread is kneaded
a little loneer and a little firmer; win-
ter-wheat flonr is kneaded until it 18
smooth and light. '

W hen you make bread do not use too
much veast; if you do, your bread will
be coarse-grained, and is apt to sour in
warm weather. Bread is best made b
the slow process; that 1s, sponging a
night, cutting down in the morning and
molding when light again, and putting
into the baking tins and letting rise
again. Bread should rise the last time
antil it is nearly twice the bulk it was
when placed in the tins. Bread made
with milk driesup guicker than il mix-
@d with waler.

God grant the joy your advent brings
Be yours for aye.

RECIPES fOR INVALIDS.

Boiled Whiting and Egg  Sauce, —
Choose a large whiling, have it skin-
ned and curled round. Put this into a
pan of boiling water, slightly salted,
let it boil about ten minutes, or, if
very large, a little longer, removing
the scum carefully. Drain this dry and
se2ve hol with sauce, prepared as fol-
ows: Work one ounce of butter with
a tablespoonful of flour to a smooth

{ paste, and add half a pint of boiling

waler. [Let this simmer for a few
minutes, then take it off the fire, add
the juice of half a lemon and the yolks
of two befiten eggs. Stir this slowly

Gage, I should say—is very good to
think of me, gir. She has a kind heart;
she’ll never forget me, I know. Will
yvou tell her, gir, that shis is always 1
my thoughts? I miss her dreadfully
sometimes. It ain’'t to be wondered at.
Is it, Mr. Trench? Twelve years wad
a long time. It was like losing one’s
own daughter, when Mr. Pilkington
' took her from me.”” There Wwere lears
irt' the old clerk’s eyes.

“Then why not gite up Took's
Court ?” said Sidney. “You would find
gardening a more healthy occupation.
Why pot give up the law? I wish I
conld,” the young lawyer added, laugh-
ingly. “If some one would offer me
a pension, I would retire without loss
of time. What can you find in thesa
old parchments'—and he pointed tothe
cletk's desk—"lo keep you in townt”

“It's habit, Mr. Trench,” said Nor-
ris, taking up his pen. “It's too lata
' now: to change this for a rake or spade.
Nor would an idle country-life suit me,
git, after more tham fifty vears of desk-
work. This home is all I need sir, for
the short time I've still to live.”

Such was always the answer which
Sidney received whenever he spoke to
| Norris about himself. No argument
wiould induce him to forsake the pre-
cincts of Chancery Lane. The inky par-
lonr had a fascimation for him ; nei-
ther the green fields nor the prospect
of beine near Rosa would tempt him
to leave his old desk even for a single
day.

(To be Comtinued.)

L — T

PRESIDENT CARNOT'S WIDOW.

Mme. Carnot, the widow of the mur-
dered President of the French Repub-
lic, lives in the deepest retirement. She
was absolutely devoted to her husband
and she lives only in the past. Like
most French widows, she pays constant
visits to her husband’s grave, and she
has never yet gone to his tomb without
taking with her a small bunch of flow-
ers. Mme. Carnot, was the daughter
of Dupont White, a celebrated econo-
mist of British extraction. She married
the future President when she was on-
ly 17 years of age. and their union
proved ideally happy. Notwithstanding
the awful blow of her husband’s death
she proved that there was nothing pet-
ty or mean in her disposition, for she
begged that his murderer might be
treated as a lunatic, and not subject-
el to the extreme penalty of the law.

T T e
CONVICT SALVATION RECRUITS.

The latest plan of the Salvation Ar-
my (o gain recruits is to swear in con-
victs converted in prisons. Five men in
a San Francisco prison, each of whom
has several yvears to serve, joined the
army the other day with a character-
istic ceremony. ‘The exercises, which
were held, of course, in the jail, were at-
tended by a thousand people. The new
“* Soldiers of the lord " were obliged to
answer all the guestions of the extreme-
| ly severe "' articles of war ' and to sign
| Lhe customary documents The prison-
| ers had first been required to pass
| through the regular probationary per-

|

|

|
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| FILLORENCE NIGHTINGALE

|  Florence Nightingale in 76 years old
| and so brokem in health that she can
scarcely write a lebter, vet she never
| forgets lo send some message to the
- veterans of the Crimea on the anniver-.
leary of a victory, or to remember, at
Chrstmas {1ime, those who are lahorineg
| in the institulion for training nurses
| which she founded at St. Thomas® Hos-
pital soon after the ¢lose of the war.
Surgeon-General Manifold was one of
| her warmest friends, and one of the
first (o promote the employment of
women nurses in the army,

gl
THE TURK'S VITALITY.
Big stories are bzing told of the vi-
| tality of the Turz. One man shot
tkrough the stoma:h in a recent bat-
tle stayed in thiz ramks till the flight-
| iIng was over, and then marched L)
miles belore reporting tol the doctors.
Another, with a wound im each leg and
one in Lthe shoulder, kent om dukty for
| 24 hours, when anl officer noliced him
and sent ham to the hospital. The doc-
tors atiribute the quick recovery of

the Turkish wounded to their abstem-
i

]

| ipus habits,
MANY CHANCES TO RISE.
' Buicher—I need a boy about your
ize and will give you twelve shillings
woeel,
30y—"Will Thave a chance to rise?
Butcher—Yes; T want you to be here
l-:!.t 4 o'clock in the morning.
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over the fire till as thick as custard,
taking great care that it does not boil.

{Lemon Custard—Beat three eggs till
very light in color, add to themp half
a pint of waler, the grated rind &/ 2
lemon, stir all Logelher, then gradually

add the juice of the lemon. Hut the
mixtun? into a clean salt jar, stand
this in a sauctpan of bolling waler,

and stir over the fire, using « wooden
spoon, till the mixture 1s as chick as
ordinary custard. Strain into glasses,
and serve with Savoy biscuils,

Egg and Soda Water.—Beat the yolk

of one egg with one teaspoonful of
white sugar till it looks light and
creamy. Add two tablespoonfuls of

milk, stir slowly. Pour the mixture
info a tumbler, squezze in a few drops

of lemon juice and fill up with soda-
wilter. |
Invalid Chops.—Talke a loin chop,

ree it from bone, skin and fat, mince
it very finely, add a little salt and
pepper, and form it into a compacl

flat cake. Flour this thickly, and fry
till a good brown on both sides. Put
into a small pan half a gill of sirong

beel tea, and when it just begins to
boil place im it t{he cake of meat; let

it cook for a quarter of an hour, turn-
ing it over occasionally by passing a
knife under it. Take care that it does
not boil. Scatter chopped parsley over,
and serve. :

Two Good Ways to Prepare Eggs.—
1. A knowing cook of my acquaintance
will poach eggs in milk, seasoned with
salt or pepper, or stock for a change,
When the eggs are cooked and sel on

their squares of toast, the milk or
stock is thickeped, then flavored and
poured over the eggs. 2. Set half a
zill o fwater in a small saucepan, add
a gill of good gravy and a (easpoon-
ful of vinegar, set the pan over the

e
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PERSONAL POINTERS.

jt s about Some of the Most P'rominent
Folks« of the World.

The Duke of Fife keeps twelve suits

going al the same (ime, and never

wears the same clothes twice. |

Jon Ruskin wmpends his time in
plapiing bulbs and _%ulllng them up
1

the next day to see if they are grows=
ng.

Ewitzerland has issued a new twel-
ty-franc gold piece, Helvetia being re-
presented on its face, a realistic peas-

ant girl’s head. Around it are twenly-
two stars from the twenty-two cantons.

Baron Krupp, the great ironmaster
of Germany, carries evidence of
trade with him when he goes calling.
His cards are made of iron, rolled so
thin that they are said to be a great
success for social use.

Prince Maximilian of Saxony, who for
a year past has been officiating as &
Catholic priest in the slums of "hite~
chapel has heen ordered by his doclor
to leave London on account of his health
breakimg dowm.

A woman having passed an exalll-
pation in veterinary surgery in Eng-
land, the Royal College of Veterinary
Surgeoms refuses to grant her a certifi-
cate until the courts have decided that
it is legal for women to be horse doo-
{ors. She is a Scotch womam and a
graduate of a Scotch college.

Mr. Richard le Gallienne Seems anx-
ce formerly held in

ious to take the pla

London society by Oscar Wilde. (He
appeared recently on a bicycle 1n @
black silk costume trimmed  with
creamscolored lace, according to the

London Figaro, which also asseris that
his father is a respectable brewer.

Nansen's discovery of deep watler 1n
the Arctic Ocean leads M. de Lappar-
ent to infer that the Antarctic continent
is of equal extent, and has _uniL monn=
tains of a height corresponding to Nan-
sen’s ocean surroundings. From this he
goes on to deduce the theory that the
earth is top-shaped and spins, with the
South Pole for its pomnt.

A loyal Briton proposes in the Lon-
don Mail a unique method of honoring

the Queen. iIle would have the year
divided into thirteen lunar months,
twelve +of them to bear the present

names of the months, and the thirteen-
th to be called Victoria. The latier
month would consist of t{wenty-nine
days and would take in the period from
June 18th to July 16th.

Among writers the ex-newspaper
men are able to do the moest daily
work. as Robert Barr and W, L. Allen,

fire, and directly its contents boil up
stir in the beaten yolks of two eggs
Whnen the sauce thickens, pour it round
half a dozen hard-boiled eggs. Garn-
1sh the whole with sippets of toastand
chopped parsely.

A CLOVER LEAF LUNCHEON.
One of the epiértainments that can
be given without much trouble or ex-

- e T
pense is a clover leaf

funcheon, in
which c¢lover bloosoms and foliage
form the decorations. The tables had
tops cut in clover leal shape and en-
ameled tn green,; three persons were
seated al each. The cenlre pieces were
white linen embroidered n clover
leaves and their pink blossoms; the
menus wer: closer leaf 1m shape, col-
ored in the natural shades, and being
used for favors, also the name of the
guest and the mepu were inseribed 1n
gold letters. The dishes were garnish-
ed with grean, and L cream was pis-
tache, the icine of the cakes daintily
tinted with green—spinach juice 1s the
hest coloring—and the bonhons were the
same colop. Candles with green shades
dezcrited the tables. The guests should,
as lar as jmﬁﬂ:ihrlﬂ, conlorm to Lthe color
schiemne of the lunch and the hostesd
should ceriainly do so.

—
BREAD MAKING.

One of the causes ol pour bread is the
| lack of knowing whether the flour used

e . - .

|111 its composition 1s made (rom spring

| cr winter wheal, or the two mixed.
Winter-wheat flour contains more

slar:h, and the bread drieg wp quicker
than if made of spring-wheat flour ;
this conlains mors than the
| other [lour, and 13 therelore more no-
iritious, and as a consequence I8 more
Winter-wheat f{lour makes

rlualern

gronomical.

whiter bread than that made from
spring-wheal, Lthe former flour being

easily packed in the hand, as it 1sline
The latier 1s coarse, has
a yellower tint, and is not easily pack-
ed in the hand. The former is best for
bread, the latter for pastry. A mixed
flour makes very good bread, and win-

and smooth.

ter-wiheat flour will do very well if
you work 1E right. ’
Cars and attention must be taken

with Lread from the beginning to the
end of th e grocess unfil it is safely
out of the oven and wrapped 1n a clean
old tableclpih to steam and cool off
It must not be allowed Lo rise too long
especially  the last time, wihen {the
loaves are ready for the oven
lthﬂ oven hot enouzgh. If you keep your

Have |

who do 4000 words a day “with ease,

| while Sir Walter Besant does only
|about 1.000, Canon Doyle does about
| 1,500. Anthony Throllope used 1o do

never less than 1500 words, getting up
at five in the morning for the purpose,
and performing his regular wong at
the post-office all day. 1
College oarsmen will give a remarsgs
able dinner scon in London Their
guests will be four old university oars,
who have attaimed high judicial rank,
[.ord Macnaghien, bLord of Appeal in
Ordimary; Lord Esher, Master of the
Rolls. and Lord Juslices of Appeal A.
.. Smith and Chitty—Llhe last tiireecon-
stituting one-half of (he British Court

(of Appeals. The Provost of Eton al-
so an old Blue, will preside. . -
Themas Thompsen, the millionaire

philanthropist, who left lis fortune to
his wife with the proyvision that on her
death ome-half the income would go to
poor women of [Battleboro, VE., was
graduated freom Harvard College In
1817, in the class with the sminent his-
iorian, George Bancroft. His widow,
who is pow over eighiy years old, is
one of the most liberal givers of the
day to charity and eneficial enter-
prises. _

| The Emperor of Russia does not care
much for the bieyela, but his sisters are
He likes lawn tennis
hetfer. and devotes much time to it
in ‘summer ai Peterhof. He is fond of
art and eminent Hussian painters dare
frequenily invited to bring their new
piciures to his palace, where he gives
much time to their inspection. He 1s
noi talkative and usually expresses his
thanks with a smile or a gesture.

LOVER'S WAYS.

Probably there is no instance in which
any Lwo lovers have made love exactly
in the same way as any other two lov-
| ers since the world began. Alexander
| made a bonfire for Thais. Bassanio
| soft-soldered Portia with a leaden cas-
| ket. The garrulous female in the "Ara-
bian Nights” told ber husband stories.
Hippomenes had a close race for Ata-
| lanta, but he played the apple game
upon her. In the FPolynesian [slands
they win their hearts by beating their
heads with a shillelagh. Newton poked

| devoted ta it.

down the tobacco in his pipe with las
sweetheart’s finger—a warm token of
| affection. Bothwell was inclined to

Mary, and locked her up in his castle.
Cobbett’s wife caught him by the grace
with which she used her washtub; she
was never known to use it after the
wedding. Nicholas of Russia wa nted to
pop at a dinner fable, but was nervous,
<6 he imbedded aring in alump of
bread and handed it to the lady. Char-
lemagne's secretary was canght by a
snowstorm “‘sparking” the emperor's
daughter at midnight, and she carried
him home on her back, 80 that his
footsteps shouldn't be traced. 'Theem-
perotr heard of it, and saddled him on ta
: her for the rest of her life.




