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ner parties for her.
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Hartleigch, meets her hali-sister Con-
stance on a stage-coach in America.
The stage is attacked and Constance
Maida leaves her for
dead and goes Lo impersonate her in
Caryl Wilton, who knew
Maida as a famous actress, meets her
at some amateur theatricals in her
portrait

He Is

l the girl he
thinks he loves, rides off and calls on
meets Mildred
Lady Gladys a rival for
Guy's aflections takes steps to un-

Time, that flew with fleet wings for
the petted heiress of the Hall, drag-
ved with leaden heels for the lonely
girl at the little coltage at Loug-
There were no picnics, no din-
hay after day
wore away, each like its fellow, and
whereas but a few dayvs ago the days
had all been joyous to her, they now

3

% By the Author ofec..
““ A Qipsy's Daughter,”

'5':- “ Another MNan's Wile,""

“ A Heart's Bitterness,”

Btc., Ete.

: PRECEDING ) folks at the Iall, and of every little
CHAPTERS.—Maida Carringford the | event which had happened there since

Sir Richard | his last visit to the cottage.
“‘And the old cat's dead, and that’s

all. Quite enough too, dame. Mi
Thorpe is bored to death.
talk of something else."’

talk about what you like.”

like a shot if he's left alone.
him till I come back.'’
With a little lnugh and a heighte

talk.

thoughts roaming here and the
aimlessly, a feeling ol repose,
novel and grateful, stealing ov
thim,

quile content.””
“Quite content!”

girhed.

sny.

But you

Let us

“Very well, my dear,’”” laughed the
dame; “‘I'm going to clear the things
away: vou and Miss Mildred can then

““Let me belp vou, dame,”” said the

girl, rising, but the dame pushed her
passionately fond of her and to bclgrntly into her chair again.

often in her presence asks leave to
Cuy, a nephew
Vil-

Sit still, my dear; he'll be ofl
Keep

ed color, Mildred arose, and taking
| up her work, went and sat beside the
' open door, but she dizl not ofier to
Guy leaned back and watched
her, his head resting on his hand, his

very

1Te nodded aned
“That’s a great thing to
look it; you look

curate, or—or—confound him!
ever he may be."”’

Thorpe,

piano. She was playing softly,

did not hear him approach.

feeling possessing him.

marry Constance.

85 | thrust it aside.

ereature, a faint shadow of
stance, with all the tenderness

stance lacked.
Was he fickle?

he did nnt,lﬂvu her.

—she's very beautiful, and some nn!'
is sure to come sooner nrlntut.ﬂ;:
e

He broke off, and. too disturbed by
the idea of a possible lover for Miss
he arose and went to the

sort of running accompaniment to
her thoughts it seemed to him, and

Guy stood looking at her, his hand
so mear her that it almost touched
her arm, a strange, wistful, troubled
He was to
marry—if he kept his promise—to
And he had been
willing to marry Constance—had giv-
en her his love; but she had coldly
Her coldness had
made him miserable, the air of mys-
tery and reserve had chilled him and
saddened him; and now, at the criti-
cal moment, he meets this beautiful
Con-
and
imeek maidenliness which to him Con-

1le could scarcely

accuse himself of that. For one
thing, he was not in love with this
swcet young creature yet. Te liked

n- | her, in o friendly way, and she ex-
erted a soothing, quieting influence
over him, but he was quite sure that
1le thought of
Constance as he looked at her, and

s he sighed.
She had not known he was s0 near,
and, looking around with a little

cr

“I am tiring you,"’
her hands dropped into her lap.

know of o> one who

gtart, was in time to see the troubl-
ed, perplexed look in his handsome

“*Not tire ; 1 e :
Mi,,at:}fi:n{;:-eg‘{]’fe }“ﬁ:;d!:m e B i face. Her voice faltered, and her
“Not in the very Ileast. I am ingers straved om the keys.

she said, and

“Don’t talk like that,’”” he said. “T}]
can compare

were dull. quite happy.” with you—""
t"t‘,,‘“thﬂ.‘d . : . "f’ﬁm Fight days had passed since Guy ‘I am very happy,” she assented | Tle stopped in confusion and she
rve Fund e e ‘600,000 | had sat in the ecasy, chintz-lined ; In a low voice. looked up at him with a frightened
chair—eight long days: and in the| “*Yes, you look it.,"” he said, |flush. Then she bent her head timid-
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n- | afterncon of the eighth, Mildred came

in at the gate, and slowly
along the hall,
to run eight days ago.

She had been
practice, and

disappointments, were

n- | she had played and sung that ultnr-&hl*ight nor too cloudy, but—""

the church.
paused beside the autumn roses.
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coming toward the cottage.

werely bow and ride on?

crisp, goldem hair, and the
bovish smile.
Would he ride past?

question,
A pleased light shone in
eves, and he sent

his
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cried,

“What a beautiful afternoon!”’

her hand, at last put out his.

put her
brown one, and

—

through her, as his
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} UGH MachAY, Darnam, Land Valu
ator and Licensed Auctioneer for the
County of Grey. Sales promptly aitended

to and notescashed,

here's the dame. Well, dame?"’

exclamation. “Is it you?
briug him in.”

| ““Jlorse and all?"’

AMES CARSON,

attended to—highest references
freguired.

' her soft eyes

““O)h, that great,
said the dame.
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by.”" said Guy.
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“Where's Miss Thorpe?”

“Oniy gone 10
child!™

“What's the matter?
‘poor child?” ™’ asked Guy, smiling.

be?"* said the dame.

—oh, this week past.”
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urnace Kettles, Power Straw Cut-
s, Hot Air Furnaces, Shing
Emery
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at Ends, Bed Fasteners, Fencing
School
Castings,
Castings and Builders’ Sup-
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Horse Power;
Saws
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E_ ed in a smile of serenc happiness.
The dame stared.

arm-chair, looking

had said and now:

gazing at her admiringly. ““What
girl it is!

gotten those rosSes in your

grew Lo peonies.
“ome, dame. don't be
said CGuy, banteringly.

tered appearance.”

“Ah, and so I will,””
dame.
isn't red now.
anvthing wrong, you two?

pirg, that you do.”

CHAPTER AXITL

some moments after the dame’s
mark, and two beautiful roscs

fusicn she had occasioned, began
lthntt&r end ask questions, and G

was compelled, as usual, to give

noon when Guy had failen asleep in’
A periect picture she made as she

very flower among flowers she looked,
girl |
turned away from the.rose-tree and |
was entering the cottage, but at that
moment there came the sound of hor-
| se’s hoofs on the gravel of the lane, | jt has
and, turning, she saw a stalwart flig-
ure, riding a great, powerful horse,

Was he going to stop, or would he
She knew,
in that moment of intense longing,
what it was that had filled her mo-
notonous life with a vague sense of
gladness—ol sweet, melancholy plea-
sure—of infinite, dream-like longings. | work.
She had been looking for the second
visit oé this young squire with the |
frank,

Suddenly, as she asked hersell the
Guy caught sight of ]l;cl‘- ' because I svmetimes
lue
Hotspur forward
with a spring, scattering the gravel

“(ood-alternoon, good-afternoon,
dropping from his horse,
and standing bare-headed before her.

She murmured something. and Guy,
who was waiting to see her put out
With'
a little twiteh of the scarlet lips, she
little hand into his great
felt o thrill run

strong fingers
and he

“What. Master Guy!"" was the glad
Oh,

laughed Mildred,
; beaming, her cheeks
Durham, Licensed pblushing like roses.
¢) Auctioneer for the County of Grey
Land Valustor, Bailiif ot the 2a0d Division |
Court Sales and all other matters promptly

r::llilhﬁﬂ

ugly Hotspur,”
“Tie him to the

*Where he can kick all the passers-
““No, he shall go in
the paddock; it will not be the first

time,”" amd he led the horse away.
When he came back Mildred had
flown.

he asked.
her room, poor

Why is she

“Why, don't you sée how pale she
“Not at all
like herse'f, she haven't been for this,

“Pale!”” said Guy, incredulously,
and looked
door

Half an hour|

were going into a decline,”” the damé am very much

“Why, bless the boy! if he|
FHave you been doing doo
You look ' white, slender fingers
as if vou were waiting for a whip-| kevs,

1 for, beautiful.
There was a profound silence lor But what can I do for her? Noth-

tled on the cheeks of Mildred, while “Says. Ah!” and he sighed,

Guy stirred his tea as if heomeant
to scratch a hole in his cup. "'i‘hen-{ and wanted someone to

the dame, ail unconscious of the con-
o

He paused suddenly,

A | look.
“Oh, you are wrong, (uile wrong
ghe said, In a startled voice.

so coutent.

not

clouded."’
“You

been

will forgive me,”’

ered her

a great deal.”’
She looked up with a

“Yes,”” she said
have travelled a great deal.”

i h'“"h}r?"
““1 searcely know. TFor one thin

fancied
voice—something American.”

the hali-troubled, half fearful loo

“1 have
slowly said.

““I thought so0.'" snid Guy frankl
| “How  strange! You know,

been in America,’’

from there?"”

“Yes, I know,"* she assented.

“1t would be singular if T had m
you there,”” he said, as if commu
ing with himself. **Were vou ever
San Francisco?'’

answered him in a low tone:

co."
“When?'' demanded Guy, cagerly.

answered:
“In July.”
“July!"" he repeated

idea that I hah seen you before.
fancied at first
cousin Constance.
we could have met in San Franc
co?"’

"“No, no,"" she answered,

fore the other day, and it must

that I am like some one you ha
scen: though,”’ she added, with

beautiful.”

She
t laugh.

stopped

leigh,” and, she_laughed again in

Feart alive!'* exclaimed the ﬂﬂlﬂﬂimnnner which indicated that she did
o' pot set much store by what he had
Why and where have you gaid. '
cheeks?"™

said, still smiling.
She arose.,

said the tp the piano.

Guy leaned his head against t

thoughtfully, unconsciously gazing at | ly and looked down.
walked | her sweet face, with its =oft, repose-
into which she used ful lips and downcast ecyves. “You
look as if the world. with all its fal-
to the church to  sities and
she had played and]scaled book to you; as if life had
sung tne musig and the hymn which been one untroubled day, neither too | flew to both their faces as she drew

he looked |

for at his
words the color left her checks, and
| she raised her cyes with a troubled

“Life
has been very hard and sad for me
till now; perhaps that is why 1 am

Not Loo bricht—ah, no, tioning in them. _
tnggbrightﬂbut Some word trembled on L‘J_I.r'ﬁ hp.|

a world of passionate longing shone|
in his eves; then he remembered Con-
stance and his promise to Sir Rich-
ard, and, as if with a sudden eflor
he let her draw her hand away, and
with tightly compressed lips he turn-]

he said
“‘but sometimes, when I am thinking
of vou''—she colored faintly and low-
head at those words—''1
have an idea that you have travelled

hesitating
glance, and then went on with her

reluctantly, *“1

““I thought so,”” he gently respond-

I de-
tected g little foreign accent in your

Onee again she glanced at him with

as if wondering if he suspected any-
thing she would not have him know.
she

course, that I have not long returned

“Yes, I have been in San Francis-

she hesitated, and then reluctantly

after her,
with a tone of pleased surprise; '‘why
1 was there in July. Do yvou know,
the first time I saw you I had an

you were like my
Is it possible that

hastily.
“I don't think we had ever met be-

' smile, “'1 do not think it can be Miss
Hartleigh, because they say she is so

““No more,”” answered Guy, hastily
and with some wehemence, and then
up significantly as the colored and went on,
opened and Mildred entered, 0| ‘hers is a diferent style of beauty
beautiful color on her sweet face, her | from yours."
eyes shining, her lips eloquently curv-

blunderingly,

him with a merry

I am unused to such compliments”’
aco the girl had been sitting in the ghe said; *“‘to any

1 indeed, so I do
“like as if she pot know what to say.

Of course I
obliged, Mr. Hart-

“That's right,” he said, cheerfully.

le| Mildred started, and looked shyly “1 wanted to hear you laugh. And

from one to the other, and the roses if you are =0 much obliged you can
show it by singing somcthing for me,

personal,”’ | will o :

“You'll be

, | complimenting me directly on my al-

1 don’t think vou deserve it,”" she
revertheless, and went
r-post and watched her, as her

glided over the
and the éxquisuwte wvoice rose

from her throat to the floor.

As she did so
| her brooch—a little silver bird—fell
She
hent, and put out her hand to recov-

aler it, and in doing so touched his

face, as he stooped also.

her hand back; but when
up her face was pale.

-t

FF
#

his fingers closed on hers.

eVes

ed aside.
With a long breath, either of reli

ure.
Guy was gone,

she heard
tearing up the lane.

The blood

He looked at the brooch for a mo-
ment, and then held it out to her in
his open palm; and as she touched it you
with the tips of the soft white hand

L.

ef

r i . uch
or regret, she lot. her fingors LU igyng qut of the window, my Jap-
] |

When she looked around afterward
and a minute later
the sound of his horse
Then the music '

o, suddenly ceased, and her face went

down and was hidden in her hands

Guy rode like a man flecing fro
some terrible temptation, but
look in those soft, melting

L

m

the
brown

k, | eves went with him and haunted him.

cheek—why had it sent the
surging through him and
heart beat so wildly?

y. possible that he loved her?

of

loth to mention the panst. And Co

ot her?

n-!
in

cottage won his heart?
had he been on the

her hand imprisoned in his?
then, he did love her. Dut
right had he to even think of her
he was pledged to another.
till that moble bea

spur's sides

gullup.

That touch of her warm hand on his
blood
made his
Could it be
He had
only secen her twice or thrice—knew
nothing of her except that she was

=

stance!'—what was to be done about
1t was true that she showed
no signs of accepting him if he pro-
posed to her; but still, he had prom-
{sed, and the promise was sacred to

“You see.’”” he Hﬂ-iflh still 5“‘mi“dﬂ A shade of white passed over her|GUV:
her hand, *'1 luw: kept my word.|face, and she looked at him with a And that thought took him to the
and very a;:mn put your l?.r ?E o | strangely searching glance. Her fin-|one of love. Did he love Constance,
Will you give me a cup of teal. » | gers paused in their task, and she|or had the sweet-faced girl at the

Why, else,
point of telling
her so at that moment when he held
Well,
what

if

e
groaned and dug the spurs into Hot-

sl

reared and plunged forward in a mad

1 As for Mildred, she could not leap

into the saddle and ride away
perplexity and embarrassment,
is-
she would go out for a walk.
matter little to her which

her
but
she caught up a white shawl and said

It

way she
took, and it was not until she had

be | gone some distance that she realized

ve | that she had turned toward
a | leigh village.
To be Continued.
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PRIMITIVE FISHING.
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tives of The Congo.

the Congo. Sometimes they

a | instruments of destruction are

once entered, can escape.

strips of palm.

ends of the strips, which come

trance. When the water

he | in this way.

Hart-

How Fish Are Clught-By The Na-

Primitive methods of catching fish
are in vogue among the natives of
poison
the water and occasionally fish with
a hook and line, but their favorite
fun-
nels, shaped somewhat like ordinary
cel- pots, from which no fish, having

A small funnel of this kind is call-
ed a ‘“‘nsoso’” and is made of thin
A fish can casily en-
ter, but as soon as he tries to get
out he finds the exit barred by the
to-
gether just inside the broad en-
is rising
and falling fish can easily be caught

Larger and longer funnels, known
a8 ‘‘nswa,’”’ are also used. They are
made of broad strips of palm or of

softly into song. branches of other trees, and are
She is not only beautiful,”” he found very eflective in rapidly flow-
thought; ‘‘she is lovely—lovably | ing rivers. First, the river is dam-

exact . account of the health of the
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What a hard world it is.

e i s

are made in it, behind which
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med, and then a number of openings

the
o content, she | ‘‘nswas’” are placed. Through the
“if she |force of the current the fish are driv-
were only suflering {from some Wrong, en into the openings, and once there
ante ] t her—to | they cannot out.

idoend and protect her, there would| Some of fish caught in these
be some comfort in that—for me. I|funnels are of enormous size, fre-
ol o s o, B 2| S R o U Sy
her fr only some one With a |boys Al earry

I I'-d-‘ e - - -i'-‘ 1
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With a sudden quiver she raised her[
to his, a half frightened ques-

g ...-House

There are probably few men living
who can fashion a compliment oF
frame a happy retort with mors
gkill than King Edward VIL ; or,
when occasion demands it, can more
effectually crush _rudeness or pre-
sumption.

Only a

blushes and confusion,
with a low bow, bade
saying, with a smile, ““When Lady
—— speaks Kings may count it »
privilege to be silent.”

On anvuner ovcasion, when A pret-
ty voung debutante, the daughter of
one of his oldest friends, was de-
ploring the fact Lthat the sun would
not make his appearance, the Prince,
' a8 he then was, smuulingly answered,
“Ah ! you see, Miss —, Lhe sun is
very human after all. le cannot

Dame Europa—‘‘Now, boys, don't all speak for the wishbone.""

brook a rival.”

This reminds one of perhaps the
most charming compliment  ever

4000644600044 00000
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QUINCES AND TEA LEAVES.

While visiting a friend I first be-
cnme acquainted with the Japanese
(quince ns an article of food, writes a
correspondent. I am not sure that
the sensation of delight which my
stomach experienced at the sight ol
quince jelly, of which I am especially
fond, did not shine forth from my
eves and give rise to iny hostess's
rather pertinent remark:

“You are fond of quince jelly, are
not?"”’

“Very,” I replied; at the same time
raising my spoon conlaining a gen-
erous portion, to my lips. “'Yes, I
am cxtremely fond of quince jelly,”
I continued, ““but I never tasted any
that could compare with this; it is
delicious.”’

“l am glad you like it,”” said my
friend. *'My experiments do not al-
ways prove satisfactory; but 1 must
acknowledge that this is one of Lthe
exceptions. Let me explain. 1 had
gome quinces givem me—a dozen or |
more—but hardly enough, I thought, -
to be of much account. As 1 stood!

anese (uince bush caught my eye.
Why not eke out with a few of these?
1f the jelly is good. I'!l confess; if
not, I'll say nothing about it.

“[ pan out and picked three of
them, and then went to work. I
smiled while peeling and cutting the
flinty things, at the surprise, pleas-
ant or otherwize, I was preparing for
the family; they never are (quite sure
of me.” And she gave a smiling
glance around the table.

““Harry brought a friend home to
tean one night; and as this was all 1
had on hand in the shape of preserve
1 was forced to use it; remembering
that if anything was amiss, 1 could
throw all the blame upon the quality
of my neighbor's quinces. I was ob-
liged to explain, but not in the way
1 had anticipated. Now 1 always
use a few Japangse quinces whenever
I make jelly. Not only do they im-
prove the flavor, but {hey also have
a tendency to make the jelly firmer
and clearer. I am careful not to use
too many as they are very tart. It
is this acid quality that brings out
the rich quince flavor; just as cur-
rants do when combined with rasp-
berries. I also have found by exper-
imenting, that Japanese quinces
alone, make a very nice jelly to eat
with meat."’

Ay friend’s culinary ideas always
are unique, and this one 1 thought
no exception. T resolved to profit
by it, at some future day, if she will
gupply me with the Japanesc quinces
which she has promised to do.

“What are vou gaeing to do wilh
these tea leaves?' 1 asked n friend,
one day. A heaping bowlful of tea
leaves stood upon tne table, and my
friend was equipped for sweeping.

“] am going to put them on
carpet,”” she answered.

“PTor the fun of sweeping them up
again?’’ T asked with a laugh.

“ls it possible you never have
heard of our grandmothers’ method
of sweeping a carpet, without rais-
ing the dust?’” she asked.

While she talked she induﬁtriaus!yi
scatiered the fragrant leaves owver|
her carpet. I watched her with much
interest, as she seized her broom and
went to  work. I noticed that Lhe
dust which otherwise would hawve;
been whirling around the room, rc~'|
mained wrapped up in the wet leaves
which at last were gathered into a
dust-pan. I also noticed that scarce-
lv any dust had settled upon the fur-
niture: and that her carpet looked as
bright as if it had been washed.

That mnight 1 began to save tea
leaves, and have saved them cver
since. It is very little trouble. 1
keep n large bowl into which I put
tlic leaves, having first thoroughly

my

many a hostess. How often after
the menu is written is an extra
course added because one guest, who
is to be present, had as many at her
dinner last month or last year?
Some women lie awake of nights to
devise a new dish which will awaken
wonder and envy in the other women
who are to dine with them. This is
egpecially true in small towns where
the same friends meet often at one
another's homes; there is<frequently
a rivalry between mneighbors which
consumes time, money and energy,
and turns the rites of hospitality in-
to an epicurcan cult.

One noted woman was taken una-
wares by a party of distinguished
visitors whose lelter announcing
their coming had somechow failed of
delivery. Thev appeared just at din-
ner time, tired and hungry. It
chanced, in the perverse way that
fate plans these things, that the ser-
vants had been given a holiday, and
the family were about to sit down
to a picnic meal of bread and milk
and raspberries. There was no fire| When the carriage overtook the
in the kitchen, and no time to cook | pedestrian, who was, at the Llime,
anything had there been; so the un-|trudging through the heavy wrain,
ruflled hostess put more bowls of | Lord Palmerston put his head out
milk on the table and another dish!of the window and shouted to
of raspberries, and the guests sat | *Soapy Sam ™ i—
down to what was undoubtledly the
simplest meal of their lives. There
was a laughing explanation of the
circumstances, but no apologies and

paid by a man to beauly. In the
old days, when it was customary for
Scottish ministers to bow to the
chief members of the congregations
as they entered the church, Dr.
Wightman, of Kirkmahee, omitted
one morning to notice the entry of
Miss Miller, the daughter of his
chief parishioner. When the young
lady reminded him playfully of his
oversight the courteous old man re-
plied, *'l1 beg Yyour pardon, 1 am
sure : but surely Miss Miller knows
that angel-worship is not permitted
by the Church of Scotland.””

For promptness and cleverness it
is doubtful whether Dr. Wilberforce's
retort to Lord Ialmerston

HAS EVER BEEN DEATEN.

It may be remembered that when the
famous DBishop and Lord Palmerston
were guests in a country house Ir.
Wilberforce eclected to walk %o
church, leaving the statesman and
other guests to drive in a closed car-
riage, as they feared the rain.

“How blest is he who ne'er consents
By ill ndvice to walk"'' ;
'to which the Bishop promptly an-

'-.m I-—-
no embarrassment. It is needless to f‘m' . : - "
say that the stranzers rated that !hm:l '_"tmldﬂ in sinfors’ waps, o<
woman's tact above the roast beef "

. 2 -
ond salad, and journeyed on to speak Where men profanely talk.

of her savoir-faire in a way to make | Lord Draxficld, a Scottish judge,
other women envious. '\ famous for his wit in retort, was
| very much annoyed one day, when
presiding over the Court of Session,
at the failure of one of his brother
“What on carth
can be keoping the man ?"" he queru-
lously asked of a fellow-judge.
“Haven't you heard,” the judge an-

CHICKEN IN JELLY.

Draw and clean a chicken and cut|judges to appear.
it up with the exception of the
breast, which should be left whole.
I'ut the pieces in a stew-pan wilth the

liver. heart. and gizzard: add two bay | swered, ‘‘that Stonefield has lost
jeaves a small bunch of parsley and|his wife ?** “‘IHas he, indeed 7 "° an-
thyme and hall of a small lemon; swered Draxfield. ““That's a wvery

pour in water to cover, season to
taste with salt and pepper and boil
the chicken very gently until tender. In much humbler eircles the temp-
When cooked take it out of the li-|tation to make an eflective retort
quor, cut the meat off the breast in | proves equally irresistible. Not
four long strips and cut the remain-|jong ago the following advertise-
der of the meat into small pieces. | ment appeared in  a Yorkshire pa-
Put the bones back in the saucepan | per :—
with half an ounce of gelatine that|

has been dissolved in a small guan-
tity of water and boil gently for fif-
leen or twenty minutes longer.
Strain the liquor through a jelly
bag and pour suflicient into a deep| On the following day appeared this
pie dish to cover the bottom. When| gjgpificant retort in the same col-
the jelly has set, arrange on top of | ymn of the game paper : =

it a device in hard boiled ecggs, put | i . : y
the largest slice of chicken in the | 1, Elizabeth Green, hovehy daciane

centre of the dish, arrange some of | that I am quiie able Lo pay my own
the other slices around it, pour inildﬂbts, now that I have got shot of
another laver of the jelly, and leave | Jomuny
it ~until set. © Then put in the re-| M. W. S. GILBERT,
mainder of the picces of meat, ar- ! _
range them tastefully, pour the re- of comic-opera fame, has a deserved
mainder of the jelly earefully over, reputation for witly _rc-lc-rt. Onpce
and put it in a cold place. When | When he was supervising 1}!.-_- rehear-
the jelly is firm dip the dish in warm |sal of “‘Drantingham Hall™ at the
water, wipe it and turn the contents | St. James's Theatre, oue of the ac-
over on a dish upon which is g fold- | Lresses who had to make a hurried
ed napkin, garnish with a few sprigs | entrance, saying, ‘'‘Stay, let me
of parsley and serve. | gpeak,”” would persist in exclaiming:
| *Stay, stay ! let me speak.”’
MEASLES. |  After Mr. Gilbert was weary of

<) correcting her he lost patience aud
The great thirst and craving for

> said : “‘No, Miss ——, you must not
cold drink usually present in measles | say that; it isn’t ‘stay, stay,” but

is often denied for fear of interfer- [gimply ‘stay’—one ‘stay’ you know,
ing with the eruption when., as a | pot a pair of stays.
matter of fact, free cold water drink- “The answer that turneth away

gude excuse, indeed ; and 1 wish we
had a' the same.”

I. Thomas Green, hereby declare
ihat 1 will no longer be responsible
for the debts of my wife, lizabeth
Green.

ing frequently results in the appear- | wrath” was never betier exemplitied
ance of the desired outbreak, the than by a French Abbe who hud of-
cooling of the internal surface nnunaifﬂnum'uUHdm and sought an inter-
ing the blood to flow outward, thus yview to make his peace with the
relies ing the intense nternal ﬂmll'-’f—'*ﬂ'!g'reut man. When Conde saw the
tion. If the skin is pale and the pa-  Abbe he rudely turned his back on
tient feels chilly, a warm or hot bath | him. ““Thank Geod,”” the Abbe said,
will often give relief, and be foliowed | “that your Highness does not at all
by the appearance of the rash. Oil-|consider me an enemy."’

ing the skin after the sponging gives | “What makes you think that, M

relief from the intense irritation Abbe ? ** the Prince asked, in sur-
which is so wearing on the nervous  prise.

system. vBecause, your Highness,”  the
o !.ﬁhhﬂ‘ artfully answered, "‘no ous
Did you see that man we pass llwuuld ever accuse you of turning

: : ' your back on an encmy."”
{uﬂ. ?;m{: ?nl:;uh‘lﬁn;:ﬂ oy ;I‘:;: ‘;:' ;';; | What could Conde do but take the
a : . ' : ' diplomatic Abbe into favor again ?

drained them through a strainer. 1
never sweep n carpet without using
them, with the exception of my par-
lor earpet, Which is very light. De-
sides keeping down the dust, the wet
lenves brighten the carpet wonder-
fully, and arc much casier to sweep
up than -salt, which also is used for
the same purpose.

e m——

DINNER GIVING.

To share another's salt was once
considered a recognition of affinity,
of common interest, of camaraderie.
Now, unfortunately, the spiritual
meaning is t.n; often fnrir;tt: ;-nd
dinner-giving is perfuncto r-

. Decidedly the reason why
it is considered a disngreeable duty
rather than

ving has become

an intimate pleasure is
umn'“'rtunitahrdll#h.r_ :

married the girl I was engaged to. |
+

AN ESTIMATE 01" SUCCESS.

And how is my old school friend
Bimson getting on ? said the man
who had returned to his native city
after a long absence.

Oh, he's doing first-rate,

IBut he was such a bright boy we
alwavs expected he would display os-
pecial ahility.

Well, I don’t know that he hasn’t
displayed especial ability.

I never hear him mentioned in
connection with any of your elec-
tions.

No : that's just the poiut. He has
shown ability to go ahead quietly
and build up a busintss. He doesn’t
have to run for oilice.

——




