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CHAPTER 1I.

All the next day Mr. Meade pon-
dered silentiy upon Sir Arthur Med-
way’'s interviey with him, until
evening came again, and the children
were gone to bed.

“The boy,” ,ie said to his wife, *‘is
nine year old; he takes a threshing
like a man, aye, and has the Irace
to be thankful for't. He knows
ready more book-learning than ever
I known all my life. He'l) tell you
the Latin for a cow or a cat smoth-

er than you'll print off your pats of
butter, Marths. 'Tis but right he
should know how he was come by
and what le've Eot to look to.

Let en choose for hisself."”

Mrs. Meade demurred at throwi
such a respensibility on a child
niie years.

' ““It's like this,’”” Meado replied:
‘Lthere’s no lawyer living, not tho
Lord Chancellor hisself, can make moe

ng
of

C

believe 1 haven't a right to a boy
I've took and bred up f om |lis
craflle and been a father to. But

Sir Arthur, he've gol a right over
the child, too, and ’tis plain ne
pPlums we can’t both hev him, and
only the Lord himself can judge he-
tween us. I've tried opening the
Bible bap-hazard, but can't light
upon what'll serve tlie turn, Only 1
colne to ‘Out of the mouths of babes
and sucklings’ twice, and it was
borne in upon me that Philip must
settle for himself,"’

The argument was unanswerable,
and in  much grief and trepidation,
DMrs. Bleade accepted the oflice of ac-
guainting Philip with tle choice that
lay before him.

“Lither tongues,”” My,
tinued, ‘“‘was never meant for
folk Martha. T never was good
putting words to what's going
inside of me. Think I can, as well
a9 any man. But darned if T can
tell what I'm thinking of. You may
mind the time it took me to come to
the point when couriing.’’

“To bo sure, Meade,"’ she replied,
with feeling, ‘1 did think you was
never goi g to say ‘mum,’ and folk
knew I was ready to say ‘budget,’
and there wus a laugh against .me
in all the country-side. ‘If you ecan’t
bring him on, Patty, you'd better
throw him off,’ Cousin Jane heve
said many a time; ‘if he had any
nouse, ke'd a known it was time to
speak up long ago,’ Whatever we
should ha’ done if it hadn't beerr for
grandmother’'s great gander, I don’t
know; kept wiverin’ *on til] now, 1
reckin.’”

“Right,””
“You’'re righ

Meade con-
men
at
on

| t, Martha, but even the
glit gander would ha’ Len nothing
without your Longue. T beat the
gander off of ye, dnd you eried and
clung on to me, and there I stood
ke a girt zote and couldn’t tell for
the life of me what to say next., It
did seem that simple to blurt out,
‘Marry me, Marthn,' all of a sudden
right in the middle of the common
with the wild gander and all  the
geese staring and hissing at us. I'a
given ye a kiss but I had to keep
iy eye on that gander gll the time,
Then you seaid, ‘Please don’t leave
me, Mr. Mcade: T'mn that fiightened!’
And that put it into my head to
say, 'I'll never leave ye, my dear, if
you'll promise to go to church with
me, afore two months are gone.’
And so 't was done, but it drove the
sweat out of me, and You was all
of a tremble in a pink Sunday gown,
and the church bells ringen,
the old gander kept on hissing and
running, so I was forced to keep my
arm round wye all the way across
common. I pever hear a goose lFiss
but T think on '"t,”" he added. pen-
sively.

T wasn't the first lead I
ye, either,”’ laughed Mrs.
brightening at these tender
tions; “but there,

gave
E\'II‘.";J.{H",
recollec-
courten is lika

a
cool hand at pastry; its barn With
some, and there are those can't do
it to save their lives. ‘Mat Meace's
that nog-headed,” Cousin Jane use:d
to say, ‘I'd rather die an old maid

than put up with such
But I thouglt

Meade has a good headpiece enough,
il he is wanting in Longue. I've
enough for both. And courten is on-
ly wanted ove g lifetime.’ **

“l don't doubt things are ordered
right,”" Mr. Meade commented; ‘“‘but
It seems a pity the courten isn’t
done by the women. I'd sooner un-
load ten wagons of flour than feel
how 1 felt for months and months
belore your grandmother's great gan-
der ran after ye. Any woman would
ha' done it that easy, yvou'd scarcely
know you'd ben through anything;
their tongues twist and turn about
like a  well-broke, tender-mouthed
filly."”

“Ah, well, 't was scon done and
over, after all,” observed Mrs, Meade

a duch chap.’
to myself, ‘Matt

regretfully; “‘fullish times they were,
1I'm sure.'’
cIt's  what ail must come to,"

moralized My, Meade:

fullish once in g lifetime is all man-

kind. You was g pretty mnaid,
Martha; not that I was one to be
took by a pretty face,”’ he added,

£evel cly, knowing

‘ that female vanity
dics  lam.

“No, my dear, I some-

nl-'

ceplied Meade, gravely; |

And |

“*bound to be |

' S002900C00000000 5O Ce P00 S000 DOODOD B

| how seemed set on ye, I dldn't know
why. Whether ‘twas the dairy, or
the cooking, or the goodness of heart
drew me on, 1 can’t rightly say. DBut
1 was that dull and drug the days
I didn’t get a sicht of yve. Bless me,
how fullish we went on !" he ex-
claimed, suddenly checking this flood
of tender ieminiscence; for he was
a man of sober thought and staid
demeanor, and knew what was due
to conjugal propriety and their ad-
| vancing years. “What was 1 a-say-
i1ig 7 Words is what I never could
handle casy. I can heft anything
you like to name with any man of
forty; but when it comes to words,
| I'm bound to make a mess on 't
| Words come natural to the
jfﬂl]i{. =0 you tell the boy, Martha. '

| Thus it came to pass that Mrs.
| Meade ascended ‘the steep creaking
| stair and went into the dim little
‘attic in the ghostly twilight, hor
footsteps on the uncarpeted boards
rousing tlie sleeping hoy.
: ““Mother,”" he cried, starting
‘I didn’t take the plums, indeed
| didn't.””
| _““Dear heart alive,”” =aid Mrs.
| Meade, ““who’s thinking of plums 2 I
|knm-.: who had them, my dear, and
1t wasn't you. You're never stinte:l
in anything that’s good for children,
S0 you wouldn’t take plums, and
you've never told me a lic, yet,
Philip."’

Philip lay back on the pillow and
wondered if the fowls had got into

up,
I

the garden when he left the gale
open.
“Boys,” euid Mrs. Meade, giving

him a kiss and carefully tucking in
the bed-clothes he had dashed aside,
“‘are made tHat lither and sprack
they can’t bide guiet long together,
thiey're bound to be in some mischief
tearing and siling clothes, upsectting
and Dbreaking things, and stabbling
all over the house. I cried terrible
when mine were took, but I do think
to meself at times there was mercy
in it. I'or however 1 could Keep the
house decent with four stabbling
about, the Lord only knows."’

“I did mean to shut the gate,”’
sald PLilip, "“'but I forgot.””

“Never mind the pate. my  dear,
but mind to shut him next time,"”

she continued,
under his chin.

smoothing {he sheet
“For a boy you've
been a good boy, and me and your
father has never repented taking
you—"" here Mrs, Meade's voice fail-
ed her and she took out her hand-
kerchief to Philip’s dismay.

“Taking me ?"' he asked, after a
pause; “‘where from 9’

“From the workhouse,” she re-
' plied. “Nobedy knew so much as

your surname when your poor moth-
er died and left ye, and. thero was
nothing for it but the workhouse, if
Matthew hadn’t come along and
thought of them we’d lost and had
it borne in upon hHim he was to take
rand breed you up in their Place,””
| Philip had =een  Lhe workhouse
| boys in their thin and poor uniform
‘at some holiday gathering in which
 they were included, he had marked
| their pinched and often vicious faces,
| had heard them use foul word polce
|he had been taken to see some one
|al the workhouse, once a man in
Cleeve had been tried for ill-treating
4 young workhouse apprentice and
he had stolen into the court to hear
the case. He wound his stout little
arm into that of the kind soul who
| had been a mother to him, and she
kissed him and stroked the thick
Fair off his forehead. Then she told
' him how Matthew had brought him
| home one night, ihat he was of fen-
tle blood and of ap origin known to
Sir Arthur, who wished to educate
him with his gwn sons.

All this, in spite of hor hushand's
tribute to her eloquence and Philip’s
|eager interest and frequent (uestion-
ing she effected not without
and much digression and repetition.
| “"But mother, what is my name?"”
e asked for at least tke ninth time
for he was tired out with eischt
L‘!.'nt-'i*:'e answers tp this importapt
question.

“My dear,”” she replied,
iﬂms brought 1o
.' chance you have of k
' Commandme
€r in her

o
=

on being
eeping the IMifth

Erave this sevep
| It's only her dying wishes vou can
obey, which is, You was to be called
Philip Randal and ask no questions”’
Philip slghed; he had long since
rdiscnvereﬂ that the whole duty of
youth consisted in not asking ques-
tions, and the whole interest and oy
of youth in doing so. He gave Mrs,
Meade's ample form a tight sgueeze
(and asked if he was to be sent  to

years,

Marwell Court to live.
““Not 1if you den’t want to go,
my dear,”” she replied, tenderly

' stroking his hair on which the bright
|silver of the moon now shimmered.
| ‘"Moo end your father wants to keep
' you had enough, but we can’t bring
ourselves to stand in your light,
\Phil.  Sir Arthur would make a
‘g‘&ntlnman and a mado man of ye."

Mrs. Meade went on to Speak of
college  education and ef expenses,
‘reaching far Into manhood, of
launching a youth in any profes-
glon.  ““Then, my dear,” she con-~
tinued, “your fetler and me are
Plain people, though comforiable,

difficult |

bay, “it's little

P ——— — — e o = =

andl we know manners ns well
mosl; and 1 will say that for

inever a bad word comos out of - his
mouth, and alwayvs takes his hat
off to his betters: and aggravating

|

|

as Cousin Jane may be, while under

| his roof he's never nothen but civil
to her. The worst he ever said Wi R
lone Christmas time when Cousin
Jane was onluckier than o er 1
knew, and said things ma me wish
the vittles might choke Ler. ‘I could
wish, ma am, Bty Mende, as
smooth as cream, ‘yvour tongue hud
n bheen imade ne longer than vour
temper, You'd ha' been a happier
woman.  She looked pretty straichit
at him, but it done her good. Your
father's a good man, my dear. You
never see him sit down to meals

catchinger than manners.

women- |

—

- —

| needlework, and there’'s nothen_

nt with your poor nmlh--]

without washing his hands. Dut he
and me haven't got the manners of
Sir Arthur and her ladyship. Ti ey re
high folk with manners to match.
There's manners and manners, same
as there's plain ° sewing and fine
no,
or scarlatina,
So  you
must think hard about it, and ter-
haps you might put it in your pray-
ers, my dear, to have a right judg-
ment."’

With these words and a final
and tucking-up, Mrs. Meace
out of the moonlit attic, leaving
Philip in a fever of confused and
agitatirg thoughts and hewillering
feclings.

He thought le should never go to
sleep; he hLeard the tall cloek on the
stairs strike ten just as his mother
left the room, Lut before her foot-
sleps had ceased to echo along the

not whooping-cough

kiss
<tole

boarded passages, with hisx arms
still: flung wide, the sud“en gweot
sleep  of childhood descenc.d upon
his tired eyves and remained there

ti'l morning.

A few days later Philip, in his
Sunday sult and cloan collar. with
hain freshly cut and an odor of soap-
suds pervading him, started for
Marwell Court in g high dog-cart,
driven by a young groom, who was
inclined to smile at the tender fare-
well which took place at the door,
Philip looked back as long as he
could sce them with g sad, half-re-
proachful feeling; he scemed to be
deserting. Dut this lowness of spir-
its was completely forgotton when
he reached Marwell Court, which he
had scen many a time from g dis
tance Dbut only onee entered. On
that occasion he was gtaying with
Cousin Jane, the wife o? a farmer in
the neighborhood, and accompar ied
her on a visit to the liouse-keeper,
who patted him on the head, which
he did not like, and gave him plum-

cake and currant wine, which le
did.

That he might ever be master of
Lthat fine building did not enter

among the many thoughts lostling
in Lkis small brain gs lLe swept up the
avenue, past one wing and reined in
before g wide porticoed entrance.
Like a dreamer, lLe got down fiom
the dog-cart and went up the steps
and through doors magically ylng
open of themselves to admit  him.,

Here were tall splendidly dressed
gentlemen in colored velvets, silk,
and gold, their hedds more floury

Lthan those of the men at the mill at
home; Kind and polite in spite of
their bewildeing splendor, No long-
er Phil Randal, the miller’s boy, but
a fairy prince penetrating to  the
Leart of some dark enchantment. he
passed through a spacious and beau-
tiful ~ hall, with a shining marhle
floor, with pictures on the walls and
white figures poised on pedestals like
wingless angels ready for flicht, wiih
rich hangings half-shrouding doors
and windows, and was almost start-
led when tke handsome lad who had
played with him in the garden at
home came bounding down the wide
soundless staircase 1o receive him.

“Hullo, Randal, here you are at
last,”’ cried Claude, bringing the
fairy prince from regions of dim en-
chantment to the solid earth with a
bounce. ‘““How are you ? Come to
my mother’s room.”’

Philip answered him in a
way and followed him upstairs
along thick-carpeted corridois to g
room full of strange flower-scents
and pale blue satin.

“Lady Geitrude's room,”” Claude
said before Le opened the door, in a
low tone that implied something like
awe.

““This is Philip Randal, mother,”’
he said, presenting him to the beau-
tiful, plainly-dressed lady reclining
by the open window.

“So you are Philip,”
looking thoughtfully at him.

““Yes, if you please, ma'am.” he
replied, respectfully: “‘and I have a
mother, too,'' he added, standing in
front of her and resting his clbow
on the arm: “‘she sent her duty to
you."’

‘S0 you are not afraid of wus 2"
she asked, smiling as Philip sup-
Posed that angels smile, and caress-
ing his reverent, upturned face with
her dainty hand, white as g lily and
s0it as a rose-leaf.

“*No, ma'am. And 1

dipzed
and

she said,

like vwyour

house, though it’s the biggest I ever

was in.

““Do you like small houses
Philip 2"

“Well, you see, I've been used to
small houses all my life,”” he ex-
Plained, “‘and just at first a big
one feels strange. Besides, I @idn’t
know that people lived in such fine
places.”’

“I hope you will be happy in our
house,’’ she said, graciously: ‘‘Claude
will show you everything. Rup AWaY
now, boye, and don’'t get into more

best,

mischief than you can help.’’
Philip kissed the hand that was
unter Ms chin with a natural uncopn-

scious grace that gave pleasure, and
the boyw left the room, Olaude with
an air of relef.

“By Jove, Philip," ks seiii whaen

| Arthur

|
|
|
|
[ ]

I

|heing 8o new

ffl‘ll‘

1””"'
| bals, ecarpenters’ tools, and g Loat.

as |they were gutside the door. “vou ve
Menrle, [ made

i conquest of her ladyship.
She can't Lear boys.” And, toking
llim to the library to Sir Arthur, he
forthwith, to Phiiip’s surpri-e,
scribed the interview with
trude, nt the recital of which Sir
smiled and pinched Philip’s
A borpy courtier,”
igmatically,

CELD .

Then sending  Claude

do- |
I-m'r:.,' (rer- ¢

!

he said, en- |

awuy, Le spoke to Philip of his ori- |

gin  and his intentions concerning |
him, as Mrs. WMeade had already
done.

“*Your foster-father,’”” he said, in

conclusion, “‘wisles you to do ex-
actly what you like best. He is
(uile ready to give up all elaims

upon you, if you like to live with us .

and share my son's education and
other advantages. There is g pony
for you already. You will g0 to
school wilh Hugh till you are both
ready  for fton. Run away with
Claude now.'’

Dismissing him with a wave of the
hand, Sir Arthur dismissed the sub’
ject as well, considering the event of
Philip’s  preferring Stillbrooke to
Marwell as too improbable to Dbe
taken into account.

The few days spent at Marwell
*ecmed months to Thilip, everything
and strange. Claude
and Hugh were capital companions,
f boy without brotlers the
younger children and the little girls,
Loo, were companionable. Tlere was
o0 much to enjoy, such vaticty of
games and pastimes, so many books,
S0 many objects of inte:est, such
space for play,
besides fizhing-rods, cricket-

Their rides in the park were e-"
lighttul; the protty  shyeved deer
starting away ficua them, tle pale
gray mass of masonry everywhere
showing itself in some new and im-
pPosing light, the large gardens, the
home farm, the harriers, all eithe:
pleased him or impre-sed his fancy.
Ee liked to go with the other child-
ren after dinner into the long draw-
ing-room, opening into o long visia
of drawing-rooms, and glorified when
he first saw it, by a blaze of sunset
falling through the tall western win-
dows; he wandered at the ladies’
glenming arms and shoulders, 1their
jewels and silken clothes, and liked
their gentle manners and refired ac-
cent.

‘““Well, Philip,’”" said Lady Ger-
trude, when he stole up to a position
behind her sofa just after dinner,
“'do you still think this a beautiful
house ? And what do you think the
most beautiful thing in it 2"

“You, ma'am,”’ he replied, without
hesitation to the great amusement
of some ladies staying in the house,
who were near.

It was a new wonder after this
glimpse of enchantment, to see the
familiar hedge-rows and fields float-
ing past him in the summer sunset
when he was driven home again.

He arrived just as dusk was fall-
ing; the lamps shone sparse and dim
in the gray streets and were reflect-
ed from the bridge in the still mill-
siream and there, under the plane-
tree, sat Mrs. Meade in her homely
familiar dress, with Jessie hali-
asleep on her knee, and there, lIssu-
ing from the pgreen shadews, wanas
Matthew himsell.

How g'ad they were see him again,
ow Jessie clung to him, and how
pleasant and cosey the homelke par-
lor seemed with the candle lighted,
the supper spread, and Sarah coming
in with smiles of welcome.

“Take your time, Phil, take yvour
time,”” his father said after supper,
when questioning him about his vie
it; “‘mind, it’s for life, so don't de-
cide in a hurry. Philip looked in
his face and then in his mother's,
and said mnothing, but in his heart
he decided once for all, ‘“I'll never
leave them,”' he thought.

(Ta be Ceontinued.)
.#.

FOOD IS TMPROVING.

i

How it Has Peen Adulterated in
Varicus Wavs

Striking testimony te the cecrease
in the adulteration in food which
has taken place in recent years is
borne by A. W, Stokes, public anal-
yst for Paddington, England, in his
quarterly report.

‘“‘In  the course of twenty-five
years,”' he says, “‘the percentage of

impure food samples has diminished |

62 per cent. to 51 per cent.”’
=2 VEDN
LO

irom
During the past quarter only
out of 125 samples were found
have been adulterated,

In the early days, savs My. Stokes
water was largely used in milk, but-
ter and lard, tea was mixed with

iron-sand and exhausted Jeaves, cof- |

fee contained as much as 90 per
cent oi chicory—and even now con-

tains in some instances 50 per cent.

Sago and sugar were formerly used |

in the manulfacture of cocoa to such
an extent that it was more fitted for
making poultices than for
Purposes.

The ence prevalent sale of jam
made from decayed fruit is now, He
declares, totally unkmown, and the
peisonous ingredients used for color-
ing sweets have also disappeared.

Bread was at one time made very
indigestible by the introduction of
alum. This form of adulteratien has
been cemplelely stamped out.

'-"—i——l-—l-" —

BEAUTY FHAT IS DPEEPER.

Don’t think it enewgh to Le a
beauty; in order to approach perfecl
tion a woman should try to improve
herself morally and intellectually, as
well as physically.

COLORS OF UNIFORMS,

Red uniforms present the best
marks for the enemy’s shot: rifle
green comes next, brown third, while
Austrian bluish grey 1s found te he

- the least iatal,

Claude even had a |

i About te
e f10LISE

WELI MADE COINPLE,
In no braneh of cookery is know-
ledge of the right way more essefi-
tial than in that whieh has to do
with making the family beverages.
Without this knowledge, the EE__)E
that cheers becomes in its wake {he
Cigestion and attendant ills. |
1o make sure of o really good wl
of coflece, one must bhave some {nf¥l-
ligent notion e! the bean itseli., &n
commerce, the following varietdes are
commonly handled and particid '
distinguished from each oLk
Mocha cofice, which cemes from ArA-
bia and is known by its smail ETRY |
beans, inclining to a gresmish tinge; |
Java or East Indian coffee, having
la: ge, yellow beans; Jamaica cofl
with beans somewhat smaller a
greeiiish; Bourben coffee, with e
low and almost whitish beans, ant

Surinam coffee, which has the far
€<t beans. Epicurean tatsp perf CH
Motha and Java, usialiy a nli‘ILHi'I]
of the two in the proportion of un'q'-"*_.
third of the former to two-thirds pf |
the laiter, after having rcasled each
kind =epn ately. 1
The great demand for coffee has Jdagd
lo the employinent of various cheap-
er articles as substitnies, nolably.
chivory. Dut all lack the most li
Pportant constitucnt of the coffee
Lbean, which is caficine. 'WTig to the
presence ol this substance, togethgr
with a vwvolatile oil, deveélopod %

roa=ting, and astringeut acids, calll
caffeic aclds, that cofee owes its ex-
hilarating and refeshing properti 4
and its power to allay hhunger ﬂ.%
thie wear and waste of the

dimish
body.
SECHET IN IIOASTING.

As much of the Mavor and aroma
of the cofliee bean is developed by
roasting, it follows that this eprn'f;
cess is oue of imiport. Unfortunatsly

home roasted coffee is alinost a
thing ef the past, and iz this My
be found the secoret of mauny a cup

of indilferent coffes, far to o prime
the bean must be [resfily roasiefl, a
virtue the ready-—roasted bLraads
rarely possess, but which is well
worth the little extra iabor it In-
volves, To roast cefiee prope: ly, the
beans must be firet pickel nver, then
waslied in clear water and {horough-
ly dried in a slow even. Whe heat
must then be increascd and the
roasting accomplished rapidly. Stir
frequently with & woaeden spatula.
When of a light browa color and the
bean becomes brittle, take at once
from the oven

When the roasting is continued bo-
yond this stage there is always morg

or less charring, which destroyes the
flavor of the drink. Some cooks stir
a lump ef sweet bulter into the
coffee at the mement it comes {rom
Lthe oven. Others recommend slirring
in a beat¢en egg when the coffes  js
sufficiently eeoled, thus removing the
necessily for further clarifying, Keop
roasted coffee in an airticht vessel
of tin or earthenware.

ISven after one has eltained bouns

of the desiied groma anfl properly
roasted the same, it yet remains to
aceuire the art of waking a whale
some and savory infusion. A skilled
cook can make a fairly good cup of

collee from a cheap grade; the ignor-
ant coeok willl couvert the choicest
bean inte an insipid and dreggy
liquid which can be dignified by no
yname, though to them it

STANDS FOR COTIINEE,

All sorts of apparatas nave Lcen
devised for mabking an infusion of
collee, some =imple, cthers vor
complex. The I'rench biggin is wéﬁ
known and furpishes the easicst and
most satixfnctory method of filtering
cofige. By ihis and simgilar - pro-
cesces the aroma, which is the life of
the drink is preserved—a thing not
possible when the erdinary method
of boiling is practiced. A stronger
drink is thereby obtailied, ‘tis true,

. o
but at the sacrifice of other ang
more desiralille preperiies. Yet,
=trange to sav, nine conks in fep

persist in beiling coflee, and wien e
pause to consider the ualure. of fhe
| drink which in too ‘many fiomes pias-
querades as coflce, we wo longer won-

der that these people depounce it
without modidecation.

| A very simple cenirivance on ilae
principle of the Ligsin can Le nade
by any housewife. It consi=ts of a

|sack of thin but finm davnel as fone

as the coffee pat s , deop,
havieg a caseing at the 1o;,
through which ds run g tale
| After putting the refuil ec
jamount of cofice grounil very fine

(1 tablespoon for each cup and 1 for

drivking | the pot is the proper allowance) intc

I'LILE bag, lower it inlo the-pot, tLurnp

]duwn the edge ever the rim of Lhie
ipot and tie securely. ®oxs~ ine boil-
iiﬂg‘ water {}1:1’:1‘ Lhe gl'{_iln.lu.!s-:. 1{_'1}n+,
| closely and eimmer on tHe back o
|the range 15 mianutes,
| A e el
IN DENMARRK AND NORWAY.
In Penmark and in Norway the

pests of sherthand wrilers at the re
Fpective pavliameuls. of those coun-
tries are chlefly occupied by women,

!it having been feund that they. as

-

| & rule, succeetled far betteér than men
'in this ferm of reporting.
SAKE RPISTULLERIES.

Bake, the faveriie alcolivlic hever-
ape of the Japanese, is distilled from
riece apnd resgmbles whisky in  taste.
There are zbout 18,806 . cake distijl-
lers in Japan, aud these sroduce bo-
tween them nearly 15,866,000 gul-
lers arauxlly,




