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never reflected anything below her
shouiders. The reat of her person she

month, and he wants to be
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the lasf
look forward to it in.”

This was true, for Miss Susan had been
engaged twelve years. She was not a
young-woman at the begioning of her
romance, and she looked older to-day

than her thirty

uncom
her sallow face. Her li
tremulously. Her sandy

:her temples and in the part,
ures were sharp, though geod and hon-
est. She was tall and

by which certsin old maids seem to an-
nounoe their estate te society at large.

She had not been quite so plain and
scraway when Hiram Green asked her
to marry him twelve years ago, althongh
she had never beén pretty. She could
not marry him then; her plain duty seem-
ed to'forbid it, and she was one of those
conscientious souls to whum violation of
daty was more painful than ‘the sacrifice
of haopiness,

Her wedding had always shone before
her—a fatdre . possibility, Today it
suddenly took shape as s present reality.
She sighed s little heavily, and looked
appealingly at her sister.

*I'm all ready,” she said, falteringly
““There won't be much to do.”’

Her sister went to the. stove and put
down her iron without answering ; then,
without getting another, she came back
to the tavle and looked at Mies Susav.

She was the older woman of the two,
and she bad been the prettier. Faint
traces of attractiveneas still lingered in
her eyes and in the corners of her mouth.
She was a widow, and she had had a great
deal of trouble. Poverty, a worthless
husband, and the death of several chil-
dren had been among her trials. They
had left her with a shrill tone in her
voice and & peesimistic way of looking at
life generally. y

*‘There’ll be enough to do,” she said
to her sister, sharply. *‘There always is
when weddings is going on. There'’s
the raisins to seed, and the citron to
cut, and the currants to wash, and the
spices to grind, and the ham to boil,
and the hull house to clean, and all
to be got through with by Thanksgiv-
ing.”

Miss Susan looked at her humbly.
She felt ashamed to be the cause of so
much unusual worz. “‘We can have
Sarah Ann Tyler in to help,” she sug-
gested, meekly.

“‘And VIl help, too,” cried a young
girl, springing up from her seat near the
window, It was she who had been
down-town and brought home the mail.
Her arms were full of bundles, and she
had been reading some letters of her
own. She was Miss Susan’s niece—her
sister’s' only child. She was very
pretty, and she looked - particylarly
sweet as she stood before her aunt with
her eager offer of help.

**T think it will be lovely,” she said.
“T’ll fill the house with golden-rod and
autumn leaves.”

Then she laughed a little and locked
mischievously at her aunt, but it never
occurred to Miss Susan that the ‘‘sere
aud yellow leat” would be rather too ap-
propriate a decoration at ker delayed
nuptia's. She was thaukful for a little
sympathy,

. “You're real good, Alice,” she said,
gratefully. “I guees we'll get through
with it somehow.”

She sighed heavily asn she left the
kitchen and went up stairs to her own
little chamber. The ceiling sloped on
one side nearly to the fluor, but the sun
came in brightly through the one win-
dow, which was an eastern one, ¢snd the
whitewashed walls were very clean, It
was a hot little room in summer, and a
cold one in winter, and never ccnvenient
at any time, but Miss Suean loved it
very dearly. Sha had lived the better
part of her life in it. She looked all
around it with a tender, mournful
glance,

““‘Seems like I couldn’t never feel to
home in any other roomw,” she murmur-
ed, and the tears started in her faded
blue eyes.

She went to the window and lcoked
out. ‘‘Westconein’s awful far away,”
she said to herself as she gazed at a big
white cloud which was sailing westward,
with a troubled look. It was in Wiacon
#in that her lover lived. but Miss Susan
always spoke of it as [Vestconsin.  She
seemed to feel vaguely. that the State
of Consin was divided into two parts,
East and West, like North and South
Dakota,

She turned back and surveyed herlittle
room again. There was a rag carpet on
the floor, and a big old-fashioned cherry
bureau stood in one corner. She went
to this, and from its encrmovs upper
drawer began to take vut little piles of
under-c'othing. These she arranged in
an orderly manner upon the patchwork
quilt which covered her bed.

“‘Some of ‘em 'll have to be done up
over again,” she said, as she examined
the garments critically; “‘but they won't
none of 'em have to be bleached.”

She had made them at ditferent times
during her long years of waiting. When
the pruspect of her marriage had seemed
nearer, as it had occasionally, she had
plied her needle. They represented
months of patient iabor. She touched
thexr almost reverently. They had been
washed and bleached occasionally as
time laid a yellowing touch upon them,
but never wora. They were infinitely |

more pathetic 1n their uselessnes than |tD¢ little brown house at the head of the | came in tha guise of

marrried
Day aod take sfie back
with him. It kingd o’ gives me a tyra.”
“Well,” said Ber sister, as she gave
asf parting thump to & towel she was
ironing, “‘You've had time enough to

were moving
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in, with that
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to Rer that she slould
wear ghem now. Bhe heard her niece
in the vext g singing .to herself as
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own faded looks.

had always dressed by faith,

of it forward, :

make it thick enough,” she said.

as she plied the brush and comb.

came home to live, and I was the only
onejma had. Then Hiram's father died,
and he had to help his ma a spell, while
the little ohildren was young. Then
when sister Alviry came home she was
that sickly I didn’t dare leave, her.
But she's perked up wonderfully this
year. [ don’'t see as any one needs me
now. I guessIcan go jest as well as
net. Land’s sake, child! you amn't a-
cutting all the hair off my head, are
you ¥’

Some long locks had fallen in her lap.
She looked up alarmed.

“It’s all right,” said Alice, reassuring-
ly. “Itisn’t exactly like mine, but I
hope you’ll like it.”

Miss Susan rose and looked in the
glass. The stiff, straight, half gray
bang which confronted her certainly was
unlike the soft yellow carls that rested
over her niece’s white forehead.

“What do you think of it, Alice ?” she
asked.

“I think it "will Jook better if you'll
curl it a little,”” wsnswered Alice, diplo-
matically.

Miss Suean looked back at her reflect-
ed imafe in grim silence. “‘Well, I
think it’s awful,” she said, solemnly.
“‘I look as much homelier than I did
before as nothing ; and I shan’t curl it
neither, 1've made a fool enough of
myself. I'm enoungh to scare a dog, and
I deserve it. Serves me right, a-

trying to prune my feathers at my age.”
Miss Susan often made a mistake
in a simple word, and frequently hit up-
on a better substitute. n the present
instant she meant ‘‘preen,” . but
“prune” was certainly more effac

tive. She had undoubtedly been ‘“‘prun-
ed.”

“I'm sorry,” said Alice, regrettully.
““Why, I don’t think it lovks so bad at
all,”

“Tain't your fault, child ; I asked you
to do 1t. There! I ain’t a-going to
think about it any more. P’r’aps they
wear bangs more out in Westconsin.
Maybe it won’t lovk so bad to Hiram.”

She put away her brush and comb with
the decision of one who leaves his foliy
behind him.

‘‘Alice,” she said, suddenly, “I want
to show you my stun-cclored silk.”

The girl watched her with much in-
terest as she unlocked a large trunk that
stood in her roum, and tock from the
bottom of it a carefully done pp pack-
age. It was her unmade wedding dress,
purchased years ago, and cared'for ever
since, 8o that it shou!dn’t crack in the
creases, It was a sort of slaty gray, but
Miss Susan, with a lofty contempt of all
geological differences, always spoke of
it as ‘‘stun-colored.”

‘‘My black silk was made up seven

amn’t never wern it, and a good black
silk don’c get out of style. Would you
have this skirt made p'ain, Alice 7’ she
asked, a few moments later; “‘or does
it inquire a flounce’?” She stroked the
shining breadths of the interrogating
silk as she spoke

‘*Are you going to trim it with any
thing 7’ asked Alice.

“*Well, I don’t know. ‘Lizabeth Mal-
lory, she had her wedding dress trimmed
with gathered ruffles o' lace—the thin-
neat stuff, just ac thin as a rail ! But I
haven’t got anything ’cept ruffles of the
same, and the marks of the stitches never
will come out, when I want to make it
over. I was thinking,Alice.” she added,
bashfully, “that I'd wear a little white
tulle, and a few white chrysanthemums,
and my cameo pin, that was ma's, ['ve
thought of it for years--narcissuses if it
happened in the spring, white roves in
the sumwer, and chrysanthemums in the
fall. Don’t you think they’ll last till
then?  That pot in  the west win-
duw's only begun to bloom,”

“Yes,”" said Alice, while snme uneceus
tomed feeling stirred at her heurt- - ‘'yes,
dear Aunt Sue, I'm sure they'll last.”
They planned the making of the im-
portant *‘stun-color” still further, and
when Miss Susan went' down-stairs her
heart was lighter than it had been st any
time since the arrival of her lover's Jet.
ter. She had forgotten all about the
| unfortunate cut of her bang, bat her

| sister gave her a comprehensive glance |

{98 she came in, and exclaimed.
| much earnestness :

“How you do lovk

‘
| 1 know,’

with

answered Miss  Susan,

Aot it awlaf ? ]

Those were busy days that followed 10

still looking at herself when heér niece
eptered.

“Alice,” she said, In a shamefaced
way, ‘‘do you think you could bang wy
-nine years warranted, as | hair like yours ¥’
she stood clatching her letter, while the| *I don’t know,” answered the girl
mising morning sun lighted | Sit down and let's see.”

She drew vut the hair-pins from the 1
thia grayish hair, and puolled a portion| marchin

“I’ll have to cut it pretty far back to

“‘Yes,” said Miss Susan ; “‘over twelve t
years, You see, I couldo’t leave jma | guestsinvited.
there at first. That was before your
father died, and sister Alviry and you|Susan—‘‘the last Monday.

years ago,” she said, cheerfully, *‘but 1 [
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little peach trees down by
ought to be drafted next spring.”
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cake.”
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the various preparations.
thinner and more anxious than ever, and
thero was a hunted, appealing expres-
sion in her oyes, as if she were more in
dread of the_future than rejoiciog -over
it.

“I dec'are to goodnese,” said her sis
ter, one morning, ‘‘you put me all out
of patience, Susan,

your wedding.
little 7

Miss Susan stood by the kitchen table,
her pan of chicken feed in her hand.
“‘Of course I'm goin’ to be very happy,”
she said, tremulously ; ‘‘but I never was
married before, and it came 80 sudden at
the last. I mistrost I ain’t used to the
idee yet.”

‘“‘And marriage is an awfal lottery,
anyway, isn'tit, Aunt Sue ?” chimed m
Alice, who had just come ‘in. She had
gone out early to do some errands.
There was a tall young man with her,
and she looked up at him saucily as she
spoke. He had been with her a great
deal lately, and had helped them all, in
many little ways, to prepare for Miss
Susans’ wedding.

‘‘Alice,”” he ssid, meaningly, ‘‘youn
stop your fooling while I spesk to your
mother. Mrs Putnam, I—I—" he be-
gan, with a visible cffort ; then he stop-
ped and cleared his threat. :

Alice laughed at him. ¢ Obh, you
great siliy !’ she said. ‘‘Mother, he
thinks you're 8o fond of weddings

that you'd like to have another in the
family. Aunt Sve, he wants to make
youa wedding present of a nephew.
There, now, see if you can’t do the rest
yourself,” and she ran off laughing, but
with her face aflame,

“I waunt to Know !” gasped poor Miss
Susan.

““Well, this beats me !" said Mrs Put-
nam.

‘I'he two old Jadies dropped their arms
| by their sides as if by common impulse,

and turned and stared fixedly at the
| young man.

He fumbled the brim of his hat ner-
vously. ‘‘You ses, Mrs Putnam.” he
began, *I've wanted Alice to marry me
| for a long time. But first she'd say yes,
{and then she’d say no, and it wasu’t
| until last evening that I got her to say
|she wounld as if she really meant it, and

to say I might tell you. So I came up
the first thing to have the matter settled
| before el.e changed her mind again.
| Alice is the sweetest girl I ever saw, but
| she does seems =0 slippery.” .
; A low, derisive laugh fleated down the

| staire,

“Why, Henry Mocrgan,” said Mra
| Patnam, ‘‘you just take my breath
raway. Alice ain’t no more fit to be mar-

| ried than a baby. She can’t make bread;
| she dou’t know a thing about, houee-
| keeping.”

““Yes, 1 do, too,” cried a voice from
the head of the stairs. ‘I can boil
eggs and make spunge-cake, and Heary

says he’s willing to live on those a-
| while,”

{  “Idon't care, Mrs Putnam,” ssil the
| young man, earnestly. ‘‘We can board,
if Alice would rather. I've got plenty to
take care of her with. You know father
left me the place and five thousand dcl-
lars besides, and they raised my salary
last spring. 1f I can only have Alice,
I'll do my best to make her happy.”

“Why, Henry,” eaid Mrs Putnam,

kindly, *‘I ain’t no objection that I know
| of.  You've aiways been reported well-
| behaved and steady. I'm sure I'm glad
{ enough to have you marry Alice, for 1
krow you'll do well by her, only I am =0
took by surprise.”

| Miss Susan had not spoken during
[ this conversation. Her eyes filled slow-
[y uuder ber rampant bang. “I yuess
| I'll go out and feed the.chickens,” she
| murmured, softly.  “Poor creeturs !’
| she said, &8s they came clucking around
iher ; '‘that’s the way they ought to
| feel, T suppose. Shoo, there! Now,
| Speckley, don’t you go and fail me; I
just need all the help I can get. So
[lovin’ and eager ! Yes, that’s the way to
[ feel.  Poor creeturs!”

| Whether the chickens understood her
| rather incoherent remarks or not, she
| certainly was comforted and strengthen-
{ed herself ; and she went back through
{the shed and into the kitchen of the
[little brown house strong to hear what-
| ever ordeal was before her, Bat the
jordeal tack an unexpected shape. It
a letter on Wednes-

the treasured clothes of some dead dar- (3treet. Two lilac bustes stoud sentinel | day morning, the day before the wed-

ling, for they, at least, have served a hu- )
maa life, Miss Susan’s never had. They |
had peen kept while she waited for
€he life that never came. It seemed

by the door, and they rustled their rusty [ding day. It

was a letter from Hiram.

leaves as if they were comparing notes | Miss Suran had been expecting him, and

over the strange proceedings,

Mure’
pecple passed between them: on

their

she said, as she took the letter, *‘This is
to tell wnen he'll come, most likely ; but

nae o

“I’ll see to that,” she gxclaimed, so
1 don’t care,” responded her aunt, |sharply that Miss Sasan, who had several [ room and shut the door.
““Of course I want to look as
good as I can,”she added,by way of apol-

as one thing she

“It’s the last Monday !” gasped Miss

She had not seemed to thrive under
She looked | passionately.

et

E ," she sa d to . Henry
you'put it, and it doesn’t fade.”

Mias 8

going to be any wedding here at all

She tried, poor soul, to extend her [Alice, llnn step pinding up that golden.
watchful care into the future, *‘Alviry,” [rod !
she said, suddenly, one day, ‘‘them

“Youn can read this letter,

It was the despairing letter of a weak
but not a wicked man.. There had been

silk had been |another woman, it seemed, who had a
made up, the minister notified, and the |claim upom him.

Alice, in their simplicity and ignorance,

trath.

*‘He's a scoundrel, a villain !” he said,
“I'would like to horee-
whip him !”

The writer spoke of this woman as
‘‘another lady,” and said, with a sortv of
pathos, that she was ‘‘cutting up awful,”
when she heard he was going to be
married.

*‘She says she'll have the law on me, ”

You go round. as if | he went on, ‘‘and I don't feel that she'll
you was waiting for your funeral 'stead of | ever let me be in peace,eyen if I was mar-
Can’t vou chirk up a|ried to you,

I wish [ was dead. There
ain’t anything I can say. I'm so ‘shamed
ofjwhat I done, I don't feel as if I could
look any, one in the face again. We had
to wait too long, Susan, that was the
trouble. If I could have married you
ten years ago, it would all have been
right. But I never meant to treat you
like this. I meant to be honest and
keep my word. I wish I was dead and
the grass growing over me. She says
she’ll shoot me, and you too, if 1 marry
you. I ain’t good enough for you. I
never was, Don’t take 1t too much to
heart, and if I can ever do anything for
you, let me know.

‘*Respectfully yours, Hiram.”
‘“Well, I never !" said Mrs Putnam ;
‘Yif that ain’t too mean! And the cake
all made, and Susan all ready ! What'll
folks say ? Ob, dear!” Aud she put
her epron over her face ard began to
ery.

“I'm ’glad of it,” said Alice, with a
sort of divination, *‘It’s better so.”

Her mother put down her gpron in as-
tonishmeunt. “Why, Alice Putnsm,
how you talk! I guess you wouldn't
like auy one to be saying such things
about you and Heory.”

The girl colored, and glanced at her

lover timidly. - “1t is different,” she
said, softly. Then she added : ““Henry,
we mustn’t be together much before
Aunt Susan now. It seems sort of in-
sulting prancing ’'round, showing how
happy we are, when she’s had such a
blow. Uet's take down all the golden-
rod, and get everything out ot sigkt, and
make the rooms look natural befure
she comes down.”
So they went to work, removing all
traces of the weddirg preparations. No
sound came from that closed chamber
overhead. At dinner time Alice went
up softly and knocked on the door.

**Wen’t you have a cup of tea, Aunt
Sue 7 she said gently. ‘‘I've brought
i you one, and a piece of pie.”

““Pat ’em down on the floor, Alice,”
answered Miss Sosan, in a clear, com-
pused voice. “Im a-ripping vp my
stun-colored silk.”
Alice went down and told her
mother. She held up both hands in
amazement,
“‘Rippinz up her stun-colored silk !”
she screamed. “‘I call that resl sinfal.
She’s just paid Sarah Ann Tyler four
dollars for making it vp, and nevar so
much as had it on her back. Seems as
it I ought to go up and reason with her.”
“I’d rip it up and cut it in inch pieces
too, 1f I was her,” said Alice defiantly.
‘‘Then you'd be sillier then usual,”
said her mother,with cool contempt.
It was after tea before Miss Susan
finally emerged. She had put back her
banz, that is she had tried to,but several
renellious locks stuck out at right angles
to ber forehead,’ as straight and curlless
as pine needles.
She walked down through the
sitting-room and out into the kitchen,
her empty plate and cup and saacer in
her hard. *‘ 1 guess I'll let them stand
till morning,” she remarked, casvally, as
‘she put them down on the table; ‘“ ’tain’t
worth while getting out the dish pan for
so few.” She passed through the shed
and out into the yard.
“I believe she's gone to the hen-
coop,” eaid Mrs Putnam, in an excited
whisper. ‘‘She always did seem to get
more comfort oat of them heus :than
anything else.”
“Don’t speak to her,” said Alice, ‘‘un-
til she speaks, and then just answer her
as if nothing had happened.”
When Miss Susan returned, Henry
and Alice were conspicuously seated on
opposite sides of ths table, Alice en-
gaged in looking at a sea-shell which had
been & parlor ornament ever since she
was born, while Henry wss poring in-
;.)ently over the family photograph al-
um,
Mrs Putman sat on the sofa hemming
a dmlgcluth, with an elaborate air of un-
Conscluusness.,
Miss Susan stood in the doorway a
moment and surveyed them. ¢l never
thonght I'd say what I'm going to,” she
said at last ; ‘it seems indecent ; but I
can’t have you sitting around this way,
acting as1f I was a piece of oracked
china that you'd got to handle mighty

“was pinbiog up golden-rod va
8. - *It's such an ohlki:.
who
was helping her; ‘Yt stays just where'

£ Sl ! ; s | it young. if you want to’ hi
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. |There was,a ocertain  terrible dl‘llt{
Ber sister had no vision of them |about her.
off to war, as the words im- | she said, ‘‘and don’t yov, one o’ you,
lied ; she simply understood what Mise | ever speak his name to me again P K
She went up the narrow stairs, and [ain’t. ,
they heard her go into her own little |as glad as anything.
Then in awe- | the cake, though, it/got ‘sach a good
more suggestions to make, was silent, | struck silenee they came together -pd
and went on stoning her raisins, simply | picked vp the fatal letter, which Alice
ogy. v remarking, after the lapse of some mo- | read aloud.
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could make it ¢nvenient, why, there’s
the ham all boill and everything ready.
Hify the minister, nor
anything ; justet things go on as they
were a-going.|] And Alice, if there'uf‘l‘]’o"""& 1 Y
anything o’ mip you want, you're wel- o years bames of HARPER'S Wk,
ccme to it, thggh judging by my bang,
Idon’t thinkpour things become wne,

didn't rip up [y black silk, and I'd like

She paused moment, and then left
them, Alice cRinate and unyielding, Hen-
Alice declared
pin that she vever could

rare and unjue chance to obtain pos-
session of t) girl whom he had loved

Her coquetry had hurt
ost driven him away in the
past,and has afraid of it in rhefuture.

hifn, and §pressed his snit with all the
Ace protesting to the last

And s{the Thanksgiving wedding
come off fexpecled in the little brown
house, orf with'a slight chauge i the

When [was over, and the hride and
e starting, Mise Susan ran
down tope carriage for a lasi good-by

*‘Donfou worry 'bout me, &tice,” she
80 glad it's you instead of

a real Poksgiving to me, I tell you
I neyeras so thankful for all my mer-
cies ' hdre, I shall feel just lik

myselff the time my bangs grow out,

now, and
mind tk you owe Heury all your al-

Wit|which enigmatical remark she
retire¢o the parch, from which she
threw fell worn prunello shpper after

J. fTuck, Cranbrook, has leased his
hotel|a Mr Zimmer, uncle of the Zim-
mer Yfs there, who will take possession
Mr Tuck has not de-

A tle of Guibourt’s Parisian Balm
appl| at night, will soon render the
Parisian balm is

Sold by all

It should be
logred as soon as possible, and to do
thjothing excels Hagyard’s Pectora|
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The Fleventh Volume of Harrrr's

PEOPLE, which begins with the .\'umbYe(r)cf’;g
d | November 5, 1889, presents an A'tractive pro-

gram. It will offer to its readers at least four
serials of the usnal length, and others in twe
or |,\!'.(\0‘. parta, namely. ““I'he Red M e
by William 0. Sioddard; “Phil and 1 he Baby,”

by Lucy C. Liliie; “Prince »
Russell Coryell ; and oty Jy Jobn

Margaret E. Sangster: two short rials
Hjalmar Ijorth Boyesen, Tv:o .;eriu:
Fairy Tales will attract the atte ntion of lovers
:,fltdh;; n;lun!--r-\lmln- ;1 namely, the quaint tales
0 v Howard Pyle, and i 4
trated b.\'}him and r:n har serise o 2T A
ent vein by Frank M, Bicknell.

be short stories by W, 1), H:)we‘l’ihel‘r:om.'m
Nélson Page, Mary K. Wilkins, Nora Perry
Hmnkcit }l’lx;rnmlt Sporofford, David Ker
d ezekiah Butterworth, S vett, Rich:

, | Malcolm Johnston, ete, PR

securcs a juvenile library, There is use
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!un-.plul('a. and pattern-sheet supplemen.tl are
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and the professional modiste, . No expense is
spared in making its artistic attractiveness of
*| the highest order. Its clever short sto
parler plays, and thoughtfu) essays satis|
lastes, and its last pAge is famous as a by get
ot wit and humor = In f1s weekly issues every-
thing is included whijch is of interest to wo-
{I‘)oq. Durmﬁ 1850 Oliver Thorne M
D?!-lx{stlne Terhune Herrick, and Mary Lowe
ctinson will respectively furnish a series of
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Meale a Day » o
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by Walter Besant and K, W. Kobinson,
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“OhjAunt Sue !" she cried,

¥ has & wunﬁ.uug S
place as the leading illustrat
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ability tu bear upon the iNust Iw
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per volume), for $7 per

‘Mother's Way,” by \

other series in a differ -

ovels will be written &

q . The brid
. Lou. Earle, of Logan,
! sann Jmo. ers, ol

, Rev Mr Wallwin, M
‘tied the nuptial knot
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Minard's Liniment Lux
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.| Live while you ¢
‘4 Keep out of the
the broiler. ~
i A silent tongue is
. A whiff of the kitel
~ better than the taste.
Merriment at meat |
for the doctor.
Bridle the appetit¢
save the stomach a tor
A lazy appetite bot
¥ mwore than an active |
o man.
v Live leisurely, unles
! to die in a hurty.

& f all the sciences n
s to the welfare o
¥ cookery.—Exchange.

Retail salesman at W
you will excuse me, I {
bought these silk haud!
have to send them at »
lsundry, If you are
can't help it if your lau

. but if you are a marrie
servant, thump this ide
that & silk handkerchi

t into a tab with otl

\ her to put them in lok
rinse them two or thre
cold water without any

: '!ont. fold and roll them
%1 but do no' let them dr,
i ; Itis a simple thing t¢
( ; . you will find that yc
% will remain soft as they
rule is observed.”
¥ - ——
. Buffalo. Waffles, —}
rice in three gills of
' melt in hot rice two
butter, sift a pound of
gond time adding to i
A Bonfals of baking po1
PPk until light, add «
nd the flour, two tea
"% and two tablespoonfi
Beat thoroughly, and
ancibee pint of milk,
© to mix these waffles pu
of milk where it will
not more thagd moderal
In baking do mot fill
full, Leave roocm for 1
- St il S

-

It is a fact that
lady ~f fashion has eng
prepossessing young w¢

- education and enviab
| whose grandfather emp!
father as his valet, Th
does mot know this, bui
~New Orleans Picayur

et
The Hebrew b:ln;rchh
DPTQ to establish a
ed in Hebrew. 4
Major Serpa Piato te
committed no act ol
he English,

Mayor Grenier

nsus of Moulﬁg. th
which ke believes no
25,000 to 250,000,

An attempt Is beiftg |
mry Irving to oppose
. H. ;Smith [at the |
estimi f :
he writs for the Be
p have been issued.
Il take place vn Janua
iting on the'l5th.
Rev A J Bray, who wi
ngregational ministel
d recently at Charing
victim of dissipation,




