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; CHAPTER XVI.—{Conlinusd).

“There is one thing,” objecied Alice;
'she is always called Miss Leslock, and
I should not like to put that on my let-
ter It looks as if I slighled my father
and his name.”

For a moment the doclor hes.laled.
Here was sufficient objeclion to knock
the whole matler on Lthe head al once;
bu! he put the temptation aside, and
replied—

“If you will wr'te the leller and Jdirect

. it as you please, 1 will forward it in
such a way as lo ensure ils delivery.
INow that matter is =seltled, l¢t us have
tea. [ have just been advising our in-
volid to write to her mother, Mary,” he

- fidded, as his sister entered., “Miss
ﬁﬂptﬂn tells me she is &till living—"
y Miss Duvard looked inquirmngly at her
rother, and then doublfully at Alice,
think,"” she said, after the doclor haal
¢:xplained the slate of allairs to her,
‘that Alice would be happier with us,
ghan at Sir John Lestock's; and 1 for
/ﬁone do not approve of the letler at all.’
“Yes, bul I cannot stay on with you,”
interposed Alice, with a filushed cheek
and moistened eye; ‘I think I have been
a burden and a tnouble to you long
enough, You have beon kinder tn me
¢han any stranger ever was to another
before; and have made me feel happier
and more at home, than I ever thought
1 could [eel anywhere but with Evan.
But I am now gelting strong and well
again, and must form some plan for
my [ulure. Even if my brother were in
Ergland (and I don’t know whera ha is,
or whether he is living or dead), I
should still like to try to do something
1o supporl myself. I know a good deal
ol one thing and anothep, and | kelieve
I am quite as well fitted to be a gover-

' mness as any Mrs, Crickieth ever had, 1

f-l can teach children, and if my maother
does nolhing for me, [ should like W
go to some quiel f[amily, where they
would not want greal learning or ac-
complishments, but just what 1 have
gol. If lhere were even no salary al
first, I should not care in the least. Do
you know of any one, Miss Duvard,
who would have me? I lhink I should
fet well quicker if 1 had some settled

f; plan for the future. Do you know any
; lady requiring a governcss?”

!’ “Yes; lhere is a cousin of ours in want
ol one. And I really think, Charles,”
ghe added, “lhe mild climate would pe
of service Lo her. Only, Alice, I do not
like o part with you.”

“And I don’t like to leave you, in one
way, though I do in anolher,” eried the
girl, pulling out her hand to the lady;
who, during all Lhis time had kept her
£yes steadily fixed on her brother's {ace.
“Bul vou see, Miss Duvard, I must go;
§1 is rightl; and then, perhaps, you will
send e a leller occasionally, and—and
—youw have been so kind lo me, and [
am so graleful, and though it is not
likely I shall éver be able lo show you
how much [ feel about it, still I will try
to prove my gratitude, somelime or
other!

“Should you like to prove it now?” ask-
4d Miss Duvard, laughing*y, and yet so
ecarnestly, that her brother roused him-
\ ecll from a reverie, lo listen to (he an-
swer,

“Yes; more than [ could fell youl™

“Come here, then, and [ will show

ou how,” Miss Duvard said, drawing
dhe girl's ear close to her: “Go and tell
Charles that you love him!" she whis-
percd w.ckedly.

A burning blush came over Alice's
dace, and brow, and neck. She could
nol recover her self-possession at all,

“What did Mary say lo you?"' asked
Loclor Duvard, coming up close beside
Ler, as his sister, shaking her fingcr at
him, left the room,

“Oh! 1 don’t know—let me gol" she
exclaimed, striving {o extricate herself
from his detaining grasp; bul he would
nol let her go—he had a few words o
say to her. For he had found cut there
was a grand middle course open for
him t2> pursue; thal convenient med um
telween malrimony and' separation,
which uzually entai's lorment. and vex-
ation, and doubt, and anx’ely; and ac-
cordingly he lold her how he loved her
—how he was situaled—how he.would
deave her free, if she wished it—and free,
whether she w'slel il or rot, providing
ther mother consenled o receive her
back. |

He told her he could no! marry [ir a
time; but thal he should work with dou-
Bl zeal, logking forward to being united
to her. He spoke of a year of struggle,
and then a life of happiness; and said
a host of things, such as men in leve
do say.

And thus the end of all Charles Du-
vard’s good resolulions was. that Alice
Creplon and he exchanged promises of
unaiterable affeclion, vows of unswery-
i“,'::’ Cﬂll*lﬂﬁl"}': and lhat in place of mar-
rying al gnoe, and takine the besl and
dhe waorst of lifo* together. lhey were 59
very simple. or, lhoy thouglil. so ex-
tremely sensible, as fo agree Lo wait.
and add anoth:r instance to the numter
already extant in the worll, af (he fally
of thase P'!‘t"*-'l:"!ﬂ!lllt"I]T,L:-,' ridiculsus ”'I-TIL;E
—long engagenients, =
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CHAPTER XVIIL.

Mprs. M z naford, for weoks, had been
“not st home) Day aller day, that
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was the standing order in Maylair;
when she was out, why lhen she was
cul; when she was in, she Was “nol u'E
home!” Her carriage was scarcely evcr
visible, exeepl occasionally whirling off
tewards Brompton. She “received,” 88
usual, once a week; still sat at the head
of her hushand's dinner-lable. She had
not retired altogether into private life.
She only kept her mornings sacred from
public invasions. In vain, Mv. Mazing-
ford remonstrated, commanded—Judich
gither replied with that look which S0
irrilated him, or else dutifully staled,
that © one of the Blood Royal sne
would not appear unless it suited her
own special convenience to do s0.

And. s usual, Judith kept her w-un_hl.
[n {he cvenings she was his slave; In
the mormings, she was her own mistress
| —or rather, in the mornings, she bawed
her neck under the yoke of two slern
masters, labor and duly—and worked
a*, lheir bidding, ccaselessly.

How she did work, her pale cheeks
began. afler a lime, to lell; and th:_en
medical advice was callad in, which ig-
norant of the mentalexcriions she was
making, confessed itse!f virtually at sea,
by ordering change «f air, and horse ex-
ercise. The former, it was not conveni-
en! to Mr. Mazingford she should have
just then; the lalter, il did not suit Mrs.
Mazmnglord's fancy to take; so the lady
went on gelting paler, and lhinner, and
more interesting-looking, every day, as
befitted an authoress.

For Judith was writing. Allhough the
world did not know it, and her hus-
band had no suspicion of the fact, she
had taken up her pen again, with as
righteous a purpose as ever xra*-_cni;w-
tained by woman., She was spinning
her brains into books, to give sight 1o
her sister. Fame sha did nol wanl, her
art she did not love—but money she
required, aond money she was delerm:n-
ed to have,

So Judilh, after years of idleness, {00k
cul her papers and manuscripls once
mere, and commenced writing, thal
which she had never previously attempt-
ed, a novel.

She hed no chance of wriling a really
cood book, there, in the midd!e of Lon-
don, with her mind distracied aboul her
sisler, ,

A natural story could starcely have
been expecled from herself or her sur-

roundings; and yel th> tale was a strik-
ing one, from lhe very ignorance ihe
author displayed of all the rules and
reculations that fetter the literary hack,
who has ambled along the palh of popu-
lar opinion, L1l he has mo thought, or
care, or idea of his own—lLill he has
v come le live, and move, and have his
being, al the instigation of a’ liberal pub-
| sher, and nod <of an old-estab’i hed re-
View.

A rapid ride to Brompton, a half-hour
spenl in a darkened 1oom w th the dear
imvalid, a few hopelul earnest words of
affect:on, and lrust of her speedy r.slor-
ation to sight, and Judith hurried away
back lo-ler chamber, where she wrols?,
as those alone have ever wrillen who
g5 on blotling [oolscap against bime,
and why work with their pren as labor-
ers do with their spades. God knows
thal a plodder along the paths of liter-
ature finds those paths by no mesnns
ltavery ones. It is all very well to lake
tr. book-making for amusement; bulb to
wrile for bread, wilh idieley gibbering
bes'de you—with dealh lyng in the
next rcom—wilh thoughts a degree
blacker than your ink flowing through
your heart! this is no child's play; these
are loo oflen the realilies of literature,
as a profession!

Mrs. Mazingford knew lillle of® I'fo—
that is, literary life—or she never would
have gone In her carriage lo ask pay-
ment for a novel

Rich authors are considersd. in pub-
Lshing circles, able lo afford the risks
at'endant on bringing oul a new work
th mselves.

Her shrewd s nse, however, =0 m told
her what th: eminent firm of Noxley
aml Mobelle were driving at, They lalk-
&l of per-cenlages—bul Mrs., Moz ngford
shook her head; of subscribing a hun-
dred and fifty copies amongst her ac-
quaintances—on which suggeslion Ju-
dith at cmece put a somewhal peremplory

| veto; of clearing expenses—a plan, the

lady said, was nol to be thought of; and
then the polite publishers, being al their
wils' end, held their longues.

“l really do not see whal we can dbo,
madam,” remarked Mre. Noxlev, after a
drearw pause, during the canlinuance ol
which he had vamnly wailed [or Judilh
e speak. “"Can you think of any plan.
AMr Mabelle?”?

Mr. Mobelle was ungable
periner’s magnalion,

“*Publishing, you see,

lo aid his

IS A VEIy uncer-

ta'n affair,” remarked Mr. Noxlev, sp

tentjously; “and therefore, in o g n2ral
way. we do nol care to take the enlire
r:sk of a new work, by an author as yel

ucknown o fame. We lke to be -
ynst any great amount of 1:ss by
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e b o
a well-known mname—thal is, a nanie
which will s21ll. a book; or olsz by a cer-

fha wpiler,
sSve pontexion, madam—"
*Excuse me, sir," in@errusted tie i
haughtily, *but I do not choose 1o Lke
m: book begging aboul the world., 1

would rather go and ask each of my ac-

(gin: nwumber of copies being laken by |
NOW, amongsL your oxien-

‘quaintances to give me thirty shillings

ar once. It would, to my mind, be a
much more straightforward and inde-
pendent method of «ffect'ng my object.”

“It js so unusual a thing,” commenced
Mr. Mobelle; but Judith aga n interposed
with ,—

“I think I can pring this malter to a
point at once. [ wish lo receive remun-
eralion for my work., You imagine I am
a [ashionable lady, writing [or [ame.
Read my manuseript, and you will find
[ am a woman writing for money, I do
nel say my works is good, bul it is nol
a ‘fashionable novel’ | it is nol whal you
think it. I do nol know much about
how such things are managed, or whal
terms aulhors usually propose o pub-
lishers, but 1 should like you, if you
would noat consider me oo iroublesome,
lo read over my manuscript, and then
say whelher you can offer me anylhing
for it or nol. As to publishing on my
account, «it is & thing not lo be thought
af. If 1 were rich enough to do that,
[ should never wrile at all, Will you
otlige me by looking at the baok?”

Messrs. Noxley and Mobelle were wil-
ling lo do anything excepl pay money,
and cccordingly, after bowing the lady
cut, they placed the manuscript it Lhe
hands of their “reader,” who laid il aside
for iwo months. Al the expiration of
which time he condcscended to |slen
o various hints uncomplimentary to his
puncluality, and wenl through it in an
evening.

“We regret, madam, that the result
is unfavorable,” remarked Mr. Noxley,
with {hat unvarying wurbanily which 15
erough to drive a rejecled author oul
of his stnses, “The reader's reporh snys,
{hat although-there is much merit in the
waork il 1s scarcely complete enough as
1 whole to ensure extensive popularity,
and accordingly, although we should
be glad 1o meel your views, we fear in
this instance il is nol possible. If you
feil imclined to coniribufe even a portion
¢f the expenscs—bul, really trade is so
L.ad, and we requireé Lo be so very cave-
ful. and the matket is so overstacked,
that——"

“You decidedly refuse to accept my

book?" finished Judith, who felt her love

for the baniling rise as other people
loked coldly on il.

“Well, on the terms you propose —
Yes,”! said Mr. Noxley, with wonderful
direc!ness.

Judith beat a retreat, all colors flying,
from the publishing office, and left the
firm, thinking whal a beautiful ferma-
gamt she was, and whatl irritable folks
ali the literary genus were to deal w.th.
They did nol sce the lears rain down
Judith's face. They beheld the walers
of her soul troubled, and a momeniary
gleam of anger flashing across the
surface, but it was not given lo them
th know of the deep, dark pools lying
sullenly below, because of the ex'stence
of which the woman's hearl was break-
n g

She had staked her last throw on the
result of that day's inlerview, and lost.
They were leaving town next merning,
coing back 16 (he oll Welsh hills far
from Lill'an, oculist, publishers, every
thng and person she wanted to be near.
She was looking forward fo rent and
taxes, and payment of Dbills, and ai
sorts of nightmare horrors. She had
relied. as new beginners will, on litera-
(ure as an El Dorado, and she had scen,
az new beginners do, her land of golden
prom'se mell away and disappear.

From publisher (o publ'sher she went,
finding diflicullies increuse ul every step,
cxeun es multiply, her palence diminish

“In fine, Mr. Mason, I am wearied,”’
said Judith, as she laid her manuscripb
down on the desk of a man who wa3
newer 1o the lrade than most of those
che had tried to talk mbo buying her
hook. “I have Leen to, I should say,
a dozen places loday, and had ‘na’ for
m, answ:er al-every one of them. I do
nrol sk you to say ‘yes'; bul lel me
leave the book wilh you, o lcok aver al
vour leisure, [ really cannob lake it
away,” she added, seeing him hesilale.
“Write me what you think of it, and
whether you ean do anything for me: 1
wanl mceney—and, lherefore, il s use
less o propose my comirvibuling any-
thing to the expenses, Please send your
answer {0 Lhat addrcss.” And she wrole
AMiss Ridsdale’s direciion on a card, and
handed it to h'm. ‘Any note or Ms. left
Ihere for Mrs. Gilmore will reach me
stifcly.,” And Judilh looked so pale, and
], and care-w<rn, thal the publisher,
in a stn'e of intensa bewildermen!l and
surprise, found himsalf in a must reck-
less manner promising o read six hun-
dred pages of blolled manuscript
through, and hoping he might be able
to. accepl: il. \

“] never saw so beauliful a woman,’
he* mutiered {o himsell, as he beheld her
dreive off in . thal very carriage which

firm of Noxley and Mobelle: il sirikes
mi Lhough, there is something very in-
congrusus bilween hersell and her states
ments: and then, this confoundad manue
scrint! What a fool I wias t9 promise (o
read it—I should like to see what she
has to say [or herself, though; —and,
dimly conscious that whal the lady
thought fit fo write might be worth per-
using, Mr. Mascn locked 1ihe parcel up
in his desk. and ikl it aside, Lill he
shruld find lime lo look over ity
Meanwhile Judith and her husband
woent back o Wales, down (o the old

: : | In s=olilude she perfected herself in an
had setlled her chanees with the eminent |

| well ngan, for good news of the pati-

suspense in idleness, she took up her|
ren again, and commenced scribbling
short tales and magazine articles, and
a'l sorts of odds and ends.

In the droary winter morn ngs, when
her husband was out—in tha =omewhal
mecre cheerful evenings, when counly
meetings required his presence, or din-
ner parties, at the houses of roystering
ald squires who voled lad'es a bore, se-
curcd his absenoe from home, Judith sat
m her own especal sanclum wriling.
She had no [emale [riends, no conli-

danies, no feminine altachmenls r
amusements, There wes nol a sollary
chord in her nalure bul was cut of

tune; mot a slring which, if she venlur-
ed lo touch it ever so slighlly, did nol
vibrate forth a discord, All the pulses
of her hear! beal one sirain of misery,
al' the best feelings of her soul had been
turned into gall and bit'erness. :

If she played, the occurrences of Lhat
night came up to her mind's eye; and
often, whenm she was trilling forth her
richest melodies at the bidding of her
husband, for the amucement of his
guesls and the gratificaliom of h's own
Inordinate vanity, she felt as though
the contrast beiwixt the past and the
present, the honor, and depth, and
trulhfulness, and inlensity of the love
she had flung from her, and the shallow
(limsiness of the lthing she had laken in
it stead, would kill her,

“l cannot sing any more,” she often
sa'd, when the resistless t'de of old re-
collect’ons came swelling up and ming-
ling with the stran, “I should be very
happy to do anything you like, but
much singing pains me;"” and (hin her
hustand frowned, whlist his guests, no-
ticing the brilliant colof in Mrs. Mazing-
ford"s checks, and the way in which,
aimost involuntarily, she la'd one hand
on ke white lace Lhat coveled the [ront
of her dress, thought amongst them-
selves thal the lady was not strong, and
compared notes, and pitied her when
they went away.

“Take my advice,"” sald an eminent
London physician to her on one occa-
sion, *lake my advice, and do not sing
at all)’

He was a man who had grown white-
haired m studying the diseases of [rail
humanity; his advice was usually con-
siderasd a lhing to be regarded; and
many wauld have asked him what he
moeant by il; Judith did not, however,

“Mr. Mazingford wishes it,” she re
phed, “and T am his autcmaton. [ do
not sing, he does—I am merely his in-
strument.”

“Should you wish me to tell him I
comsider  singing injurious to your
heatth?"

“No, thank you,” said lhe lady, laugh-
ing; then seeing one, who had realiy
meant kKindly by her, turning away as if
he were annoyed, she laid her hand on
his arm, and deflaining him for a mo-
ment, added—

“You wished lo scrve me, doctor, and
[ have seemed ungrateful. You misun-
derstand my case a litlle, however; for
the pain I eomplain of it not a bodily
but a mental one. 1 can command it
less when I sing, than any olher time;
and when it catches me too tightly
here,"—she pressed her hand upon the
place—"I slop.’ -

He looked earneslly in her face, as
sh¢ paused, and gravely shook h's
head, but said, like a wise man, never
a word.

Bl EONO Lo T e A 0 E, 2 company, because the outpul of the fac-

resumed, “and in one respect vou are
right; there is consumption in our [am-
Ly  Very lew of ils members have ever
lived 1o be more than thirty, but you
need not ke afraid of its louching me;
Death s very cholece of its vielims, and
has no {fancy for the uhappy.”

SAre you 'sa?’

“Oh, fie! doglor—with all your - skill,
and power to tell by the color of my
choeks, and lhe look in my eyes, and
the expression of my face, that the taint
was in my blood—have you been S0
blind as not 1o detzct the other plague-
spol?  Did you never hear lhe waorld,
which is always liberal of k'nd remarks,
sy that the Ridsdales were born with
flrling na'ures and dizeascd lungs? (I
it should ever please God to give mo
cne hour's rest, and peace, and happi-
ness, 1 bélieve I shall then die—bul till
then vou necd not be uneasy; for 1 am
strong, very strong, much more so than
most people. So don't speak lo Mr.
Mazingford atout the singing: it does
¢ no harm, and it—pleases hm.”

Judith aropped the two last words out
a5 if she had substituted them hurried-
v for something ¢lse she had intended
{5 say, and lurning aside from the phy-
sician, wenl on her way.

The fever of «ld came back, never
agam o leave heér. Thus, pentin hand,
Judith Mazingford beguild the weary
hours of her sojourn al Wavour Hall.

art which some think comes more by
nature than by praclice, By paienl per-
scverance she” mnproved herself in the
cunning of her trade, and came o feel
at last the siranglh and the power of
her genius. Thus she wiled away Lhe
Lime L1l lhe period arrived for Mr. Maz-
irgford o resume his parliamenlary
dut’es,

With a threob of expeclalion she ac-
cempuanied him lo London, buoyed up
wilh Lhe hope of sceing Lillian almost

ent! had been [orwarded by Miss Rids-
dale every wezk, and during the whole

prison-rouse amengst the Irees, where | 5f the dreory journey up to town she
M. IiI.I'.L-i Hﬁi‘-ﬁ-_ f"n_liif“?%i'--":i 1"'—"-'1-"-'-‘-'}1 such | 1coked forward to {hat lillle gleam of
sficals of vistiors, that lhe awearied wo- | synshine at lh2 end. “If Lillians sizht
man. finding Liem—on had been the quiel- | > bul restored.” sh> mentally exzlaim-
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Il wis no _ Her | -.--I'—"*-f--n'l" that | pation, and we wiil enj v the fame and |
she had much lesure to think of literary | the profil quelly tocelheol
slters: bul wh 1 engin Mr. Muz-| She came o London buildne a'r eas-
aford’s guesis deparled, and a briel|ltes hy the way. and the first news|
S el Lae whivl of carrciages |'which mel per i thal Il an wias
hutn of himan sanlEes. cho hégan | wercal
ance: why s had nal Beard ) '”’:. d e Conld '
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: About the Farm ;
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THE CARE OF FACTORY MILK.

The conspicuous success achieved by
New Zealand dairy producls in the mat-
ler of qualily is largely due to the care
taken of the milk in that colony. Tha
remarks of Dairy Commissioner D. Cud-
die a:e, thercfore, of special in'e est 10
Conadian dairymen at this season, In
his annual report he says:

That there is urgent need [or a clean-
er and purer milk supply at a great
many of the cheese and butler faclor.esg
is freely admitted by all whoie dulied
bring them into close touch with the
dairy industry. A great deal has already
been wriltem and said on this subject,
but very little progress has bheen madae
towards improving the condition of the
milk, even in the older darying dis-
tricts., The dairymen who are careless
or negleciful in the handling of th> milk
on their farms would appear to ba quile
oblivieus to their responsibllit'es in this
connecton, or lo the bad effect which
ili-flavored milk has on the finished ar-
ticle. While many of the dairy [arm-
ers take every care to do their ulmost
L deliver the milk in a

SOUND AND CLEAN CONDITION.,

their elforts are to some exlent nulli-
fied by the way in which olhers of a
less-progressive nalure treat the milk
while it is under their control. Pro-
vided (he good and bad milk could be
made up into butter and cheese separ-
alely, the position would be entirely dif-
ferent, for the losses would then fall on
those dirce ly responsible for them, and
trat  in itsell. would soon bring about
the needed reform. This is imp2ssble,
hcwever, from a practical point of view,
as the milk received al the [aclories
and creameries has to be mixed wilh
that from the other dairy farms in lhe
neighborhood. Consequenltly, the stand-
ard of purity is lowered according lo
the amount or kind of inferfor milk re-
ceived. Of course, milk that is sour or
badly tainled is generally rejecled alto-
gether and  returned, the loss being
borne by the individual suppler con-
cerned; al the same time, it is found
absolulely necessary to lake in large
quantities of milk of a more or less in-
different character, and in many cases
lhe defects are not discovercd until the
precess of manufacture is  well under
way. It is in dealing wiih this class of
milk that the most serious difficlilties
arise,
REJECTED MILIK.

During lhe past season, large quanti-
ties of milk were rejectcd and refurned
to many of the suppliers in every da‘ry-
ing district in the colony, the amount
reaching to 6,000 pounds to 7,000 pounds
in a single day at a single factory. The
quantily of milk repected, which came
under my nolice, al one [actory,
smounted to 15,000 pounds, in three
cons-cutive days. First of all, ths is a
serious loss lo the owners of the milk;
and, secondly, it is a loss to the dairy

tory is reduced accordingly, to say no-
thing of the loss to the indusitry gemer-
ally. The amount of milk mentioned
wauld represent aver a quarter of a lon
of bulter, so il will be seen thal the loss
eniailed is a very heavy one. It is safe
to say that lhousands of pounds sler-
ling are annually being lost to the pno-
ducers owing lo the rejection of 1ilk
alone, and which, in most cases, could
be avoided simply by cooling the milk
on the farms. The urgument that dairy
farmers cannot afford to provide a sul-
ficient supply of water and Lhe necespary
ccol ng appliances does not, in my Qpins
icn, hold good. My contention is {hat,
viewed in the proper light, dairymen
cannob afford to be without these lucili:
ties for carryng on their business. Ol
course, there are some [arms in certain
dairy districts where it is very difliculf
Y obtain a permanent supply of cold
water for cooling purposes, and perhaps
a few where the only available supply
within reach is that collected from the
roofs of the farm buildings; bul suoh
places are of very limited numbe® only.

COOLING MILK.

In crder lo cool the milk progirly, it
is necessary o draw a supply i water
from a well, spring or creek, and la
ferce it up to an overheal lank, so thal
it may run through the cooler by gravi-
tation, while the m'lk is allowed to run
over the cooler direct inlo the cans in
which it is to be carried to the [actory.
\Well or spring water will usualiy give
the best resulls, because il is'cooler than
ihat drawn from streams which gie ox-
pised (o Lhe suns rays. The ereclion
of windmills will save time and labor
m pumping the water. The water can
also be used for Llhe sloek, and for tho
washing of uie [loors of lhe milking
kheds, ele.

The seiting of {he cans of milk in a
trough of cold waler is s'rongly recom-
mended o those who cannot =es [Foir
way (o adept the use of eaolers, as this
=vSstem is much belter than no exling
al all, more especially il the waler is

c.anged onee or  twice, and |ha rallk
slirted =several Limes cCa 1}".

Every cifort should be made o redues
\he lemperature of Lhe nignts milk to
() or 65 degrees, and the lower 1th® bel-
ter.  Darymen wll lind that (ke sysle-
makie and efficienl oooling of the milk

craally enhomee the value of the
bul>rend ch—cse mid fr-mit, nrevenl
I =s's by havind thesanilk re'ureed, and
i1y | mperoavae e gsod name of ooy
tairy products genevally. Thiz is =&
malter of £ s., d. in favor of Ih~ pra
Gucers, and. i adopled, Lhe profit +¢iil
1 =CAS05, ND2¢ IN cunD § a8
f<r ke oulusy mvolvad



