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Ihe. New ank.

<Lhere is one thing you musa't
forget, T'om.”

“AVhat's that Buanae”

“Don’t forget to go to the registry
oflice and send mme a cook.  The new
rirl is gaod for nothing, and the old
one can't do everything. Young or
old man or woman, 1 don’t care, vbly
send wme up o competent covk by ten

v'elock this murnin(i:." .
esperate, »is, I'll

**Don't look 0

remetnber it. 1 wwant things i preuy
goed style  for Maxwell, he's used to
it—fond of good dinners, und I guess
I'l send you u good smavt cook,
Emma *

Mr. Thomas Maye disappeared with
areassuring nod. ~ e bhad a proverb-
ydly bad meinery, and preity Emwma
Maye keew it very well, yet in tbis
desperate emergeney she trusted him,

Duripg the t vo years she bad had
¢harge of her widowed brotbier’s fame
tly they had been blessed with the
most skilful of cooks; but Johu had
tukea a faney to cet married, and her
place  was hastily supplied by
;);lc who goon provcf\ herself incapa-
hle.

Just at tlns juncture, Mr. Maye re-
ccived tidings that his dead wife's
favarite brather, Artbur Maxwell,
inst returnel from abroad, would pay
him a visit.  From the first Emma
had been nervous overthe responsibil-
ity of ¢n'er:aining this elcgant young
man. whom she had never seen. She
was lovely and accomplished, but sbe
could nat cook ~in fact she had never
tried.

[t was T 30 o'clock when Mr, Maye
went to town. He took nothing but
a cup of caflee st 7 «'clock, and
Junched a. Lis favorile sestwurant at
11 oclock. At 830 o'clock  they
dined, and Mr, Maxwelt was expected
by the 3.30 o’cJock train.

““Lhere,” sighed Emma. whea, two
bours after lier brother's departure,
the house was i its uswal exquisite
arder, and the viands and flowerssent
wp for daner, i Tom doesn't for-
et, and it he sends up a cook, every-
thing will be nice coough.”

she did not dare think  of the pos-
abthity of Tem's having forgotten, or
that of the cook not coming for any
other reason: butl when, precisely at
1ep wreleek, the door bell mag, ase.
eret weight waslifted from ber heart,
She ran hers 3 o answer the sam-
mons. A medinn gized, welldressed
vaune m. 4 stoad at the entraoee, avd
She brightened up at sight of him.

*] aun very glad you ure so punc
tual, T was =.1aid I sheald be disap-
pointed,” she aid, leading tho way to
the kiteh'n without an instaot’s de-
Iny. “lei mesce—ten o'clock. 1
shalt have 10 =l you to wark at once
to prepare a pood dinner.  Weare
expecting compuny from Y.oudnn, my
¢ook has left me, and 1 do not know
auvthinz about cookin®  What is
your name?” litcrally Inreaving the
Young man of his hiat, and hanging it
as high out of his reach as possible.

His reply was rether faint, but she
thougot she eaught it

*Mac?  You dont leok like an
Invhman. But it decsw't make any
difference.  Are yoeu agool cock?”

The emtle aof the voung man was
rather puzzlivg I do my best,”
hie answered pleasantly.

*You ree there's nothiog in the
houre but cold chicken,” continued
Emmas. unconraiouxly wriogiog her
little hands, as hie contioued 1o ad-
dress the new ctaok, who esrtainly
listened with allentlon.  “*Bnt my
Lrothier has sent up Rome pigeons—to
be rorsted 1 suppose.”™

¢ Yesm.”

*Can you tuake coler) salad -

] think I can.”

*And Mayonuwsc sauce for the cold
chicken?”

“Yes'm,"”
::()un you make Frouch soup?”

_'Oh svell, I think you wil! do,"” be-
ginning to look relieved,

“Bo sure the vegetables are not
overdone, and the coffee good—my
Lrother isvery partioular about his
coffec. And wo will havon ¥loren-
tine pudding,” with an inquiring look.

“Yes'w, * readily.

‘The now cook was already girding
himself with ono of the white towels
that luy on the dressor, nnd casting u
scrutinizing glance at the runge Cre.

Quite reassured in spirit Emma was
tuining, when she stopped to add:

I will lay the table mysclf to day
Mac, and 1ill the fruit dishes and
vases.  Butif you give sutisfaction I
will entrust you with the key of the
china closet, aad you will have tbe
cotire care of the table.”

And with a gracious nod the young
lndy withdrew from the kitchen.

She piled the frult dishes with rosy
pears, golder oranges, and whito

rapes, filled the vases with ruscs,
ilies and ferns; set clusters of dainty
glasses fllled with amber jelly among
the silver and china, and then witha
sigh of satisfaction at the result ran
away to dress.

“I'll not go ncar the kitclien to cven
smell the dinner, 1 dont know aay-
thing abont cooking it and will trust
toluck. Ihavean identhat Macis
really capable—Is going to prove s
treasure.  Ilis dress was so neat and
he was so quiet and respectful,” con.
cluded Emma, leisurcly arranging
her baie,  °

Her new dress, with 1ts abundant
lace and cardinal ribbone, was very
becomivg, und fitted the_petite round
figuro so nerfectly that Emma felt ut
peace witk all the world.

*1 bave heard that Mr Arthur
Maxwell is very fastidious in the mat-
ter of ladies’ dress,” mused Emma,
twisting her head over her shoulder
to sce the effect of her sash, “I won.
der what his first inpression  of me
will bet  Isbould liko to bave poor
Ally’s brother Jike me.”

At length the Iast Lracelet was
clasped; the last touch given, auda re-
tining backwards from the mirrer with
aradiaot face, Fmma turned and ran
up to the pursery  to sec the children
dressed for company. and also to
speak with the boys—and it must be
confessed, flirt a little with Mr, Vin-
cent, the tutor, who was always at
her ecovice for this exercise.

There was a delightfullv savory
odor in the house, shea she came
down aud made a few additions tn
the table.

She looked at her wateh—3:05.
Then she went softly to the end of the
hal). and histened to the dively clatter
in the kitchen.  She could hear Mac
chatting pleasantly with the little
housemrid Nanny. and all scemed to
be well in that direction.

At 2:10 she repaired to the drawing.
room, nnd took » scat overlookiog the
streel.

Carriages camc, nod carriages went,
but nonc of thern stopped at the en-

trancc.

The litle girls, brave in new rib
bons, came down.

Xr, Vincent and the bLoys came
down,

My. Maya's latch-key scttled in the
door, gud the dinuer bell rang.

.“Noi comeY’ asked Mr. Maye at

sight of FEmma's disappointed face,

_"'No," she nouted, *and such a nico
dinner?™

Very strange!l” mused that gentlc
man, leading the way to the dining-
room. *I badn’t the loast dorbt,—
Why my dear fellow!” scizing by the
shoulders the new cook, who, lacting
as bmtler, had just placed the soup
turcen on the  table—-""my dear, dear
fcllow liow is this? Emma declarcd
you hadn’t come!”

That young lady grew as whilc as

tho talle cloth, and grasped a chair
for support.

“That Mr. Arthur Maxwell? I
thought it was the corai”

“'I"came carlicr than I expected,end
i timo to make myself usclul to Miss
Fwmma," laughed Mr. Maxwell, di-
vesting himself of his white towel and
}u:lwing with grnco to that youvug
ady.

“'flow could she have fallen into
such an crvor?”’

‘T wus so terribly anxious—F didn't
look at you twice. Mr. Maxwell I
bope you will forgive inel” stammered
FEmma, as red pow as shoe bad been

alc.

““There is nothing to forgive, if
dinner turns out well,” e added,
lnughing, evidently the sweetest tem-
pered mau iothe world, I learned to
cook when I was a student in Paris—
a Frenchman taught me. Lhave been
rather proud of my culivary skill,
but I am a little out of practicc now,
and am not quite surc of the Floren:
tine.

“Emmn,"” cried Mr. Maye, ‘‘what
dogs all this meant”

**Why, John, you promised to send
me & man cook.’

"Mr. Maye clasped  his hands tregic.
ally.

“Emmna, 1 forgot i.”

“Wgell, he came just at ten o’clock
agnd I thought he was the cook; I
ushered bim into the kitchen among
the pots and pans. I questioned him
as to what he knew about cooking. I
urged bim to make atl haste and serve
the diener; and—and I called him an
Trishman?” sobbed Emma bysterically.

“No offensec, Miss Emma. My
grandfather, on my mother's side—
Major ‘Trelawney—was an Jrishman,”
observed Mr. Maxwell coolly. *And
since I have done miy best, won't you
iry the soup before it is coldy™

The others stared and Emms cried,
but Mr. Mayoe laughed—laughed up-
rouriously.

“The best joke  of the season!  Sit
down cverybody!  Emma, you {ool-
ish girl, dont cry. And us for your
Florentine—Arthur, tell Nanby to
vriog it . The proof of the pudding
is in the cating, you know.”

But Mr. Arthur was so delighiful,
so winning, and so witty, 50 Kind to
liis agitated young hostess, and ho'd
cooked suer an excellent dinner—
from the pigcons to tho puddiog,
(:vcn-lhin;i’ was perfect.

By and-by Jimuna waslicrself again.

*This has taught me a lesson,® she
said.  *I will never be so desperately
situated again. I will learn to cook.”

“T,ct me toach vou,” said Arthur,

He did.

“A Daught.er Worth Hay-

ing.

*lfarvey Mills has failed " said Mrs.
Smithson, onc chilly spring cveeing,
as sho ran to sce  her next door neigh-
bor and intimate friced, Mrs. James.
+My husband just came home, aud he
says whet we supposed to be a rumor
only is s sad fact; the assignment was
made yoesterday. I threw on a shawl
and ran over to tell you. They are to
koep the house under somne gort of an
arrangement, but they have dischinrged
all their servants; now, Mrs. Jamcs,
what in the world Mills will do, with
Mrs. Mills' invalid habils, and Miss
Hclea with her dainty ways and ro-
finod Vringiog up. 15 more thanl
know,” and preily shallow Mrs.
tmithson_looked st her news-luvi
fricod znd neighbor. with thearo
an opicute regarding somis Tavorite
dish.

«] hioard about it last evening,” said
Mrs, Jamcs, adjusting tho pink ribbon
atthc throat of her black silk dinncr
dress, and this morning I presumed
upon your cousinship 30 far asto
drive over and so¢ how they wero get-
Lungﬂong.. And rcally, AMrs. Smith.

209, You will bo surprivcd when I toll

you that, althougls I expected to finds
the famlly in great confusion and dis-
tress, I never saw them in such a
comfortable way and in such good:
spirits,. Tho worst was over, of
course, and thoy had all sctiled fnto-
tho now order of things ns uaturall
ascould be. My coustn, Mrs, Milla:
was sitting as calm as you pleaso up:
there in her sunny morning room look--
ing as fresh and fresh as she ate her
tonst and sipped lier coffec,

**‘Ouy comfortable and cosy ’:{)-
pearanco is ali duc to Helena,' sald
she. *That dear child has taken the
Jbelm. I mever dreameG that she had
5o much cxccutive abllity. We were
quitc broken down at first, but she
miade ber father go over tho detaus of
his busipess with her, and they found
that by disposing of Helena's grand
piann, the paintings and slabs, and
costly bric a-brac her father often
indulged her in buying, we could pay
dollar for dollar, and so Xkeep the
house. My husband’s old friend Mr.
Bartlett, who keeps the art store, you
know, and who has taken a great in-
terest in }clena, Uought back the
statuary, vases, &c., at & small dis-
count, and Barker, who sold uas the
piano a year or 50 ago, and who is an.
other old fiiend, and kanew, of course,
fust bow we were situated, tookit
{Jack, deducting only twenty-five dol-

ars.

*fIclena has just gone into the
kitchen.  What “she will do there I
don't know; but she .ays she needs
the exercise, that she liag not attended
the cooking school bere in the city for
nothing, and so long as the mcals are
served regularly and properly and-the
bouse kept in good order, her father
and Lare not to worry.” After she
told mie that, I drew my call to & closc
and ran down to the kitchea to see
ber dainty daughter there.  And what
do you think? X found that girlat
the sink, with ler glecves rolled up,
an immense wai- proof apron on,
washing & kettle"

*Washing a kettle!" repeated Mrs.
Smithson, holding up both her roft,
white hands in unmeasured astonish.
ment.

“Yes, Mrs. Smithson, washing a
great black, creasy, iron kettle that
meat had been boiled in, and had becn
left unwashed and gummy when the
cook left.  And do you know? Ske
was Jaugling over it all, aud sayin,
to her youngest brother, who sto
near by, 1bat she really 1ikd it, for
shcrm])w felt she was making bierself
useful.”

“The idea! Liking to wash keutleat”
and the two finc ladics looked at cach
other in open cyed wonder, .

It scems  to me as if Heleos Mills
was trying 10 make the bLest of her
father's altered fortuncs, and was
simply dniu% her duty in the prem-
ises,* spoke Migs Carlton, Ida James’
new drawing teacher, who was that
cvening engaged in giving ber pupil a
lesson in drawinyg on the apposite side
of the centre table. She spokein
an carnest yet mocest way, and it
beingthe vogue io Now City just then
to patronize Miss Carleton, the pretty
and accomplishod graduate from Vas-
sar, tho two ladics looked at her
amiably, and went oo:

«Ycs, perhaps,” replicd Mrs. Samith.
son, “but how could a_girl of real na.
tive refinement (both sides of the “*old
stock’™) take so kindly te washing
pots and kettles. Thelact of it iy

I?“hnws g)ocn mistaken in &e&n
8. She never possessed .
nate geotility she has bad credit for.
But avery onc finds their lavel, sooner
or later—be, be!”

These two women, having thussum-
warily disposed of Jleclens Mills, =o0-
cially, they repeatod their belicf that
the lovely, dutifal young gitl had
now found her properlevel in their
set uplil it was common talk. in New
City. Miss Carleton in ber round of
professional calls amoug the so-called
cllic was cateriaiged in nearly every



