“ Tt can't consals me. T won’t touch it. |

'oﬁ.’l.hqum vit_hit.l_hu.vmrg. 3

d:e)g'l’t equally doubtful, be it said.
And then, was it not a million times bet-
ter to be poer and innocent, than rich and
vulgar and sin-burdened? Finding

their sacred depths to her,
nfd.inﬁ::secret of flower or fruit ; to
leave the where every one knew and

cared for , in a way of their own, and
people who knew not

slights and caprices; and always, ev
where, to have the feeling that God ::Z
taken her at her word and would require
Uncle Reuben’s life of her at last ! Always
to have this shadow haunting ‘her in all
! And then, if spirits walked—and
old Grandmarm Tewksbury declared she
had seen them—what was to prevent Pat-
ty’s victim from confronting her whenever
he fancied the amusement ? What a trouble
and responsibility had suddenly fallen up-
on them in the shape of a fortune, which
they were incom t tospend! Should
she ever again feel like the Patience Jesso
to whom Elijah had once made love? An
then—oh, dreadful remembrance |—Elijah
had oncesaid, when she had been
him about Lu Harris, just to make sure
that he didn’t care a farthing for her, “I
shall never ask a rich woman to marry me,
Patty ; never ! And now she was a rich
woman _herself, and Elijah would mever,
ne;xukto marry her! And evenif he
should, she must refuse ; she conld never
carry a stained conscience into his home
and heart. She would not endure to hear
him call her good and innocent, and some
day to know the truth.
So the Jessop Farm was advertised and
- sold—to Elijah Gowan. Having bought
the farm, business brought him to the
house now and again, where he found Pat-

Y 3
maybe she didn’t mean it all. One always
says too much or too little ; yet it’s mighty
hard  to take a rebuff from the girl you
love ; but it’s all up now. If I wereto try
and make it up, -ge’dbe sure to think I
was hankering after the money, #ind I
couldn’t bear that.”

‘- What under the sun do you s’pose
Elijah’s going to do with the old farm ?”
asked Mr. Jessop; ‘I don’t git his idee in
bnying ofit. I told him up and down
‘twa’n’t worth mothing 1™

““ Mabbe he wants it to look at,” said
his wife, **it’ssich a putty Phce Least-
ways tain’t no affair of ourn.’

id Reuben Jessop’s fine mansion in
the city was now awaiting the arrival
of its new possessors, who were to
move in dumng the followi
In the mean time the neigh

day!” sid Grand-marm Tewksbury,
bringing over her knitting to sit with Mrs.
Jessop a while ; *‘ I knowed a family when
I was agal who heired three times as much

3 ‘goodness, they cometer want
xaﬂ,ﬂwy soul on’em! Riches takes
wings ter theirselves and flies away—unless
you. clip ’em.”

‘*Mercy !” cries Mrs. Jessop ; “‘ how did
it happen? For I feel asif we was that
rolling in wealth that it couldn’t never hev
o Sod':i th And th lik:

. id they ! they spent like
water, and Fivs dinner-parties, and evening

‘*Now that's one thing I'll put my foot
down agin.”

““Lor, ’tain’t mi good., bo"li‘hey couldn’t
keep theirselves. Every y exbected it
of 'em. When you're in Rome you must
as the i do. They went ter
honses, and they had ter hev folks
theirn—tit

et gon eyt

H

“ Lor, Roxy, you're awful sharp on ’em.
Why not leave the money, then, jest where
Uncle Reuben invested it ?”
+ “Idugno; I don’t feel safe noway. I do
believe the stocking’s best.” ’
““The stocking be 11 tell ye,
Roxy, we sha’n’t eves feel safe, if we're go-
ing on like this, till we're in our graves.’
ey had the little dress-maker, Miss
Emery, who lived out at Carter’s Crossing,
over, about this time, tvo assist in supply-
ing a wardrobe suitable for city life.
1 hope you're posted on the newest
fashions,” said Mrs. Jessop, °‘‘’cause we
don’t want to look as if we'd jest stepped
out <if the u-lk." : o
. ess I can fix you u ,” re-
tortedg;{m Emery ; X me tphngelnurnt my
trade of Mndme?ur low in the city ; and
she says to me, only the'other day, when I
was in a-puzpose for you, says she, ‘Come
in ter my rooms, Hitty, any time, and help
yourself to any hints ye can find lyinﬁ
round loose.” . And theére wasalady a
dressed ter pieces, come in, and says she,
‘I hear as how the Jessop heirs are coming
for ter live in the gld p! and as are
next-door neighboffrs, and hev allus been
in the way of seeing a good deal of the old
gentleman, I should like to find out suthing
about them.””
¢ * You've come ter the right shop, then,’
says Madame Furbelow; ‘for here’s a
'prentice of mine as worksfor Mrs. Jes-
” X "

?‘ ‘ Yes,’ says I; “and there isn't a bet-
ter woman living.’”
““ ¢ Is that true?” says she. *I've heerd
tell that they was poor farmer folks, who
murdered the king’s English, and—

“ What dees
Jesso

0

.

‘] dunno, ter saveme, I never had one
oninall myborn days. I gness Lisle
thread’ll do.”

‘“Lor! you mustn’t begin cheap like, or
folks'll say you're miserly.”

 Seems ter me folks 18 awful meddle-
some. It's rather hard, at my time of
life, ter hev ter begin ter do every thing ter
please folks as hasn’t no business ter inter-
fere. I've allus dressed ter please myself,
so fur.”

‘* But now you've got ter dress and talk
and move round generally to please Mrs.
Grundy !” put in the dress-maker.

“Lor! who's she? The lady you was
lpelkmg of "

s s one of ’em.”

a1 Goodness knows, Satty, £ 4
‘em ? w8, , I don’t s’pose
we shall be able ter dr::‘y: long breath
without their leave.”

“ Mercy, mother ! said Patty, * Miss
Emery’s hnqhing at you. Mrs. Grundy is

every body.
?‘réverybody ! Wa'al, I never! BShe's
the most wonderfulest body !” Then, after
i a’al, if that's the
case, wh're one of 'em %00, ain’t we?”
*“ Of course,” said Miss Emery, soothing-

ly.

y“I‘mgbdof that. Tt sort of makes
things equal. Turn and turn about is fair
play. And if they're bound ter tEick me
ter pieces, I can oblige 'em in the same
way, you see.”

““So you'll be really going off soon,” said
Mrs. Dwight, coming in for a farewell call.
“Well, 1 hoPo you'll never
Square Harris's fust wife was a-telling
me, one day, hew glad she was ter git back
ter si manners and steady hours,
she'd tp::et:‘lwin.t;:in_tpoaity. _Fust,
ou see, p a-giving warning, or
{- ing u chsmhnnﬁ:::.’
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be Elijah Gowan. Sweet odours, tangled
in the wind, abroad like spirits,
manifest, but invisible. One seemed to
hear nature astir and ing athwart the
silence. . Presently gm came a step,
deliberate as Fate's,along the gravel ; some

one the gate; it creaked on its
hinges as it swun, ﬁck; then the steps
came on foward the house.
“There’s your father,” said Mrs. Jes-
;.o.p; * go down udtgut on the te;;kettle&
tty—for, though they were to Tan
they had not abandoned
e & X % P.dh:ty, how?ver,
id to change her worky-day apron for a
white ruffled affair, and -moothe(ﬂ:ar hair;
for after all it might not be father. Per-
haps Elijah bad come up for adrink ; it
was well to be prepared. Her heart was
trembling in her bosom‘as she walked
slowly down stairs and waited a second
before the open door of the kitchen to gain
breath and com The shadow of a

fell in at thebroad window. Patty step-
. resolutely, d : G
smotheringa scream in her palpitating
ite throat. .
““Hulloa, Patty!” bsung outa cheery
voice ; ““is that you or your ghest ?”” ““ And
then, the colour shifting in her cheeks,
Patty had her arms about the neck of this
intruder, and wuhhcrymg' as if her heart

a
can 3 ,
*“ Yes I can; it has plagued me this goed
while,”

> #t yon go on making more and
more, nn! liali.nlyourlifo,"n lnll?
‘“It's the way of the world, child;

“Oh, don’t say

That's a prete f 1

oo 's & pretty story fora pretty gir
to tell! The young men aren’t fools, Patty,
mark my word.”

¢ Per that’s the reason,” she said,
archly ; *‘but Ican't take your -money,
uncle; and I want to make you a confes-
sion, and then you won't want Lo give it to
me. You see, we were so poor, that is,
we had to contrive so hard tom&eﬂlilgl
hold out, that mother and I both used to
—I own it—we used to feel a little
hard llnhadnomuchnd we 80 lit-
tle ; and I'm afraid—that is, I know—we

so, uncle ; and then, I

Ak o hdab

tall man blotted the patch of sunshine that |

Mrs. Jordsn and her sister to Hixon ?”” He _ otherwise
went toward her as he spoke, and held out | ever Ji
his hand. he make love to

“I—I thought they were the—the 'in ahalf
Spicers,” faltered » *“1 was such a | Ki
fool ;” and then Elijah had her in his strong
arms, and his great dark eyes was shining
into her, and bronze and pink cheek brush-
ed each other tenderly.

“ I am sb glad that Uncle Reuben came
back, and that we didn't get our wish,”
said she “ for you know you would never
ask a rich woman to marry you.”

*“Well, it never rains butit pours,”
said Patty’s mother. on being told of this
love affair. *‘If Patty likes him I'm not
the one ter stand in the way. Young men
are pretty much alike now'days, Iused
ter wish she'd do better ; but, lor, if we
had all our wishes granted, we should be
| the miserablest creturs alive.”

{ THE END.

the big swells of
vited the professio
once or

her was clandestine.

“] ean’ti i

‘ Neal Dow’s Sketch of Spurgeon.

I know a famous London ﬂeuher ; he’s
exceedingly fat ; his face is ig and flabby,
! with as much expression as if it were a
mass of dough or putty. He eats like Dr.
Johnson, the fmhi vleim swell hol\:tprth
intense eagerness as he leans over hi te.
He wants strong beer with his dinner, and
nothing less than a quart will suffice, with
a stiff glass of y after and a couple of
cigars. He says tically :—

‘T can't eat my without beer.”

This was at a teetotaler’s house ; the host
uid,l“We have none, we are temperance

°.ll

“But I can’'t eat my dinmer without

are very
dead-alive

year
thin
means a
was very d to
m Y. "
““] detest him, mamma.”

Instead of sayiag, *‘Go, then, for your
dinner where t{‘# keep beer, for you'll
have none here,” my friend lost his headin
the presence of this great London preacher,
and, looking at his wife, stammered out,

dear, won't you send for some beey 1"
. “But we can’t sexd to a grog-shop for
beer ; it will be all over town in an hour.”

London preacher, and they did so. This
| guest remained at my friend’s house _to
g:mkfutthe next day—three meals—and
oooaumedmiq that ti:‘w mqw; bottlu:!f
strong ;'8 pint y and. & pmnd
lhelry;mdmyﬁ-iandmoomly tried.
ashamed of his poltroonery that he has not
forgiven hi tothild:.i. ;
oﬁﬂu he was asked to pray,
hedid, in a tone of familiarity I never heard
and ed, and said &
without risi

“He

“I wor sooner marry the
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hal unexpectedly taken te himself
wife during a visit to London abdut two
years sincs, and Kitty called her thamma
to please him, but there was no ldve lost
botween" them.) ‘‘Why, he'sas ugflyasa

ilnﬁtﬁngaverygoodpmﬁoe."

still he did make love to her, that was cer-
tain, and she did not believe that he cared
for Caroline. Kitty did not often go to
the Laurels. Kitty’s father wasonly a re-
tired solicitor, though well off, and Mr.
and Mrs. and Miss Hughes ranked among
ord, and only in-
men and their wives
wice a year to dinner, their
daughters once or twice a year toa bail

or croquet party. It galled little Kitty to
thigk that this locmﬁhnﬂ‘mnee in their
station at Cragford was perhaps the reason
why the love that John Laurence made to
Poor little Kitty !
she bad not a very nioehtirne of it at home.

mﬁme w ou do not give
Mr. Baverstoc lmmay Lcoungemeﬁt,”
Mrs. Horton was always saying to her,
*“He will be snapped up soon, for there
few chz’l’xoel for the girlsin this

Mr, Baverstock wasa young surgeon
who had settled down in Cragford about a
iously. He wore spectacles, had
and red hair, and was not

ing object to behold. He
Enew, bt Kikky always oobbed him
> Ways snu im un-
ercifull oy or

by any

Cragford
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earnéstly and in a low voice. The
fled from Kitty’s cheek, and the
light died out of her eyes, as she saw them,
for surely only lovers walked as they did ?
They sto as they got to within three
mﬂ of Kitty’s hidm%-phoe, while Caro-
ine Hughes stooped absently to pick one
of the yellow water-iris, and Kitty heard
her say—

““Do you know, John, I never liked you
so well as I do to-day, and I thonght yov;‘
did not care for me.”

MMy dear girl, I was always awfully
fond of you. Ithink you ounght to give
me a Riss to. made up for all the unkind
things You have been ny.i:g."

She put up her face, Kitty looked
away, with a pain which almost made her
cry. Then they passed on, and were soon
lost to view, .
Kitty did not move from her hiding-
place, and went to no croquet party that
afternoen. :

Mrs. Horton almost screamed with sur-
prise an hour later, when Kitty suddenly
appeared, her muslin dress erushed, the
rose in front of her dress all faded, and her
cheeks and lips as white as the jasmine
about her head, as she stood in the win-
dow leading in from the garden.
¢ Mamma, I felt ill, and my head ached,
and I sat down in wood, and felt too ill to
go on, and I have come back.”
““Didn't you see any one "’ Mrs, Horton
asked doubtfully.
“Ihave not spoken toa soul,” she
wered, and went to her room, saying

.

oung lady, and felt I ocould devote my
ﬁfo to her.”

* And why do you e to be married,
Mr, Baverstock ?” she asked absently,
He shuffléd about uneasily, and answered
ni his squeaky voice— :

pot ﬂl, I hope—I hope the young lady
will have an affection for m-e-e-e.”

Kitty would have laughed at any ether
time, now she only stared at him, and
passed out into the garden.

She went through the gate, and wander-
ed justa little way down the lane again,
feeling as if she would give anything to
walk straight on and out of the weary
werld alto gether.

““Kitty !” a well-known voice said softly,
and John {Laurence appeared from behind a
tree, and stood beforema‘r in the dim light.
“I have been waiting here on the mere
chance of seeing you. Why didn’t you
come to-day ?”

1 was 1ll,” she said faintly.
“* My poor little girl !” and he drew her
hand h his arm. ‘“ Why, what was
the matter ?” But she shrank back.
‘“Nothing,” she sgid, drawing herself
up; ‘““only I am going home.”
“ Something is the matter, now,” he ex-
claimed. ‘‘Why, Kitty, whatis it, my
little darling "
““You have n» right to speak to me like
that,” she said, while the hopeless tears
filled her eyes, and trickled down her
cheeks. "‘%tht would your cousin say ?
—you who are and going to
married.”

“I! I'msure I'm not—at least, it's not
;:nn ¢ “r’st—t.hough Caroline is going to

“ Yes, to you,”
“Oh dear ! no ; it's to Fletcher.”
** Why,I saw you kiss her this afternoon,
and heard you say you wereawfully fond
of her.™
¢ Well, what then ¥ She’d been
me in confidence about Fletcher, and
ing me to it with my uncle, who'd
?ne ridi nohon; u.\nl:iu head,
and I was congratulati er tellin
her what he'd said, a:dns thonght I delerves
a cousinly kiss fer my pains.’
*‘ Was that it!” she said in amazement.
“Yes, it was, you little gocse”—for he
could not help seeing the state of the case
—**and, you see, I've been ing about
here on the chance of seeing you. I want-
ed to tell yon how fond Iam of you, you
little dnrﬁng,md to ask you to be my
wifé.” And then he did to Kitty what he
had done to his cousin Caroline in the

Great satisfac P:lnon whn feg in the Ameri-
can colony of is when the prom %
ment ofd thsn fishery pn.rdﬁwu mdopt PZo
: e an y
pry oo R et s o
cable despatch to the President requesting
him, for the sake of American honour, t»
pay the award promptly,

from his
.| Who has been murdered ?”

? "*“ wtly, 3
with

; 0 he zm@
tell you I m ~,“. Prefect (f

‘ou cannot see him, madame,” rcl:.;

Y
‘the old functionary, . “You
first tell me why ,&-ﬂ: an inter?i::

with him
She hesitated a moment.
*‘ 1t is about
*‘ A HORRIBLE MURDER,”
said.
urder !” cried the
desk,

she

“

then
A m ’ ri:ing

secrefary
““That alters the ca.\[.

o That I onlz reveal to the Prefe

”

rang a bell. ATdoor-keeper “steppeq

cabinet of the Prefect,” said the secretary,
A minute later the woman was ushereq
into the small room where the chief of th.
Paris police sat enthroned.
The Prefect was a whose in-
oincs the ot gl e )
uce the m e i 0B BPa

;‘i;.ﬂo were brought’ into contact with
“What is your name, Madame?” he
asked. ;
* My name is Felice Arnault, Monsieur.”
*‘ Your occupation ?”
She averted her face. Then she replicd
hesitatingly :—
*I am an unfortunate woman.”
“ Are you on the lists of the police ?”
““Oh, no, Monsiear ; ly hive with »
man who is not my hus o
“ What brings you here?
“1 am afraid a terrible murder has been
committed.”
The Prefect became visibly interested in
her words.
“A murder?’ he asked. *° Who has
been murdered ?”
“T cannot tell yon his mame, Itisa
oung man ; I only knew him under what
{hsve reason to believe an alias.”
“ Who murdered him 1"
She hesitated again ; then she said :—
“I am afraid my friend—that is to say
["the man ‘who has kept me for two years—
is the assassin.”

“What is your friend’s name ¥’
¢ Louis Casimir.”
““ Where does he live ?”
¢ At No. 21 Ruede Montfaucon.”
““What is his business?” s
“‘He is a chemist’s clerk.”
¢ Where is he employed 1" i
‘“ At the Droguerie of Martin Nadeur,
No. 417 Rue de Bac.”
While the woman had been making
these statements, the Prefect of Police had
noiselessly touched with his right foota
number of small knebs in the floor under
his desk, without her having noticed what
he was doing,
These brass knobs were conmected with
a telegraphic instrument under the floor,
In a word, the Prefect of Police had
noiselessly sent a despatch.
lows : —
¢ Arrest without dela
chemist. Residence,
Montfaucon. Employed at No. 417 Rue
de Bac. Send him here. Telegraph when
he arrives.”
This despatch reached the Chief of De-
tectives at once. The Chief of Detectives
telegraphed the order for Casimir’s arrest
to the Commissaries of Police of the

0. 21 Rue de

Arnault to tell him all about the alleged

murder.

“Ah, Monsieur,” she exclaimed, *i
Casimir had not me for some
time past, I should not, perhaps, have come
to you with

THIS DREADFUL ACCUSATION !”
““Why did he maltreat you?”
“ Because—because he is too lazy b
work, and wants me $o make money for
him.”
l‘Ah !"
*‘He brought repeatedly men late at
night to our rooms. I always refused &
have anything to do with them. Then he
would beat me with his heavy cane, Last
Wednesday he came home with a well
dressed young stranger, whom he intro-
duced to me as M. Valloni. He whisperet
into my ear, “He has thousands of francsia
his pocket. Be smart.” I refused. The
he went out with Valloni, and did not come
back for twenty-four hours. He was very
‘Look here,” he said to me, ‘I
ed cards with that young fool after we
you. I wen 4,000 cs from him and
i locket. Get us a coupleof bottle
of tean Lafitte, old /girl. You shal
have a new dress. I won't beat you any
more.” I went for the wine, and he drank
‘of it until he was utterly stupefied. Thes
I put him to bed. Every now and then he
spoke to himself, ‘I killed you—yes—]
killed you, you stupid young fool, and I
have got your money ; and no one will b
abletote{l what became of you,’ he said,
again in. Once he breathed very
heavily. unbuttoned his vest. The
bosom of his shirt was torn, and his breast
was terribly scratched. Next morning he
answered me with a of oaths.
““ He got his cane and struck me repest-
edly on the head and on the shoulders
Then he got a bottle of Cdgnae, and drank
it in less than half an hour. He became
beastly drunk agein. ‘Do you mean to ir-
timate to me :ﬂ:l murdered that young
fellow,’ he said to me, with a blasphemous
cath. ‘If you allude to him again I shall
cut your t, and—ha ! ha! ha !'—none
will be able to find out what became o
you.” This morning he beat me again, and
that is what brought me here, Monsieur.
The ' Prefect of Police kept silence for
minute or two ; then he put a number o
seemingly indifferent questions to her.
Suddenly a bell was in the adjoining
room. The Prefect lo;kn:ﬁ down upon thy
floor. The brass knobs moved for a fe
moments.
“ Please, Madame,” he said, * step in#
this room for a moment.”
He opened the door of his dtﬁn{-drof
m

After she had withdrawn he ranga
An officer led in a dissipated looking
of thirty-two or three.
* This is Louis Casimir,” said the officer,
The Prefect looked at him fer a moment

of a chair,

“J—I" he stammered.

1 'Then he uttered a profound groan, and
fainted away. ;
Hartshorn was held under his nostrils,
and he revived. He was utterly broke
Killed young Vallont  He bad taken »

i i en

ictim to in the Rue de Bs,

It was as fol- !

Lenis Casimir, |}

two
§ o .1 e -
jpoon sugar, a pinch of salt,
dfn. : flour, ‘:ﬁd enough corn-
to make a batter ; add
D heap Wlo(ﬁ,ltirthnmughly,
nd bake in dripping-pan.
- PLAIN CORN BREAD.
One pint corn meal, one of sour or but-
one egg, one tea-spoon soda, one
salt ; hkplll:drippen ‘:)r gem-pans, If
“preferred, one heaping table-spoon of su
“may be added. . s en

OORN CAKE,

One pint corn meal sifted, one pint floar, I

int sour milk, two eggs beaten hght,
“ene-half cup sugar, piece of butter size of
egg ; add, the last thing, one tea-spoon
#ods i a little milk ; add to the beaten
ﬂ the milk and meal alternately, then
butter and sugar. If sweet milk is
used, add one tea-spoon cream tartar ; bake
twenty minutes in a hot-oven.
CORN BREAD.

Take one guart buttermilk, and one
heaping pint corn meal, one tea-spoon salt,
one sugar and three eggs ; have
 the stove very hot. and do not bake in too
deep.a pan. The batter seems too thin,
bat bakes very nicely.

* STEAMED CORN BREAD.

Two cups each corn meal, Graham flour,

and sour milk, two-thirds cup molasses,

one tea-spoon sods ; steam two hours and I
a half,

GRAHAM BREAD,

Take a little over a quart of warm
water, one-half cup brown sugar or molas- |
ses, one-fourth cup of hop yeast, and one
and a half tea-spoons salt; thicken the |
water with nabolted flour to a thin batter :
add sugar, salt and yeast, and stir in
more flour until quite stif. In the morn-
ing add a small tea-spoon soda, and flour
enough to make the batter stiff as can be
stirred with a spoon ; put it into pans and
let rise again ; then bake in even oven, not
too hot at first ; keep “warm 1while rising -
smooth over the loaves with a spoon or
knife dipped in water,

GRAHAM BREAD, \

To one and a half pints of tepid water |
add one heaping tes-spoon of salt and one-
ln.lf-cn}.) of sugar; stir in one half pint or
more of the sponge made of white flour, as
in the recipe for ““Bread with Potato
Yeast,” add G flour until almost too
stiff to stir; put in'the baking.pan and let
rise well, which will take about two hours,
bake in a moderate oven, and when done,
wrap in a wet owel until cool.

QUICK GRAHAM BREAD,

One and a half pints sour milk, half cup
New Orleans molasses, a little salt, two
$ea-snoons soda dissolved in a little hot
water, and as much Graham flour as can
be stirred in with a spoon ; pour in well-
greased pan, put in oven as soon as mixed,
and bake two hours.

RYE AND INDIAN BREAD,

One quart of rye meal or rye flour, two
quarts of Indian meal, scalded ( by placing
in a pan and pouring just emough boiling
water over it, stirring constantly with a
8poon, to merely wet it, but not enough to
make it into a batter,) one-half tea-cup mo- |

two tea-spoons salt, one tea-spoon

8oda, one tea-cup yeast; make as stiff as

can be stirred with aspoon, mixing with

Wwarm water, and let rise all night; then

min a large pan, smooth the top with the

d dipped in cold water, let it stand a

ort time, and bake five or six hours, If

3 in the oven late in the day let it

all night, Craham may be used

ansted of rye, and baked as above. In the

olden time it was placed in a kettle, allowed

%o rise, then placed on the hearth before

She fire, with coals on the top of the Iid,
and baked.

RYE BREAD,

Make a sponge of one quart of warm
water, one tea-cup yeast, thickened with
rye flour ; put in warm place to rise over
night ; scald one pint corn meal: when
©ool add it £ sponge, and add rye flour till
thich enough to knead, Fnead bus little, 166
rise,mould into loaves, place in deep pie-tins
or small pudding-pans, let rise and bake :

j or, thicken the sponge with rye flour, and

proceed as above. Wheat sponge may be
used instead of rye. ¥ .
BREAKFAST AND TEA CAKES,
To make biscuit, takea part of the
mh left from bread-making when it is
y to mold into leaves, work in the lard
and any other ingredients desired, such as
b.nwer, ©ggs, sugar, spice, etc., also usinga
fittle more flour; let rise once, then mix
down and let rise again ; turn out on the
bread-board ; knead a-few minutes, roll,
and cut out with a biscuit-cutter or mold
With the hand. Place in a wel-greased
dFipping-pan, and when light bake in a
ick oven from fifteen to twenty minutes.
© make them a nice colour, wet the top
With warm water just before placing in the
oven. To glaze, brush lightly with milk
and sugar, or the well-beaten yolk of an
eg'g_swgetened, and a little milk added.
iscuit may be baked in eight minutes |
by making the oven as hot as can be with-
out barning, and allowing it to cool off
gradually as they bake; this makes them
wery light, but one has to watch closely to |
keep them from being scorched. Any kind §
of bread or pastry mixed with water re- |
quires a hotter fire than that mixed with |

Biscuit for tea at six must be moulded
t_wo hours before, which will give ample
Sime forrising and baking, Par%:er House
o fortl{)imkh;[t at eight must be made

dy at five. any think it unnecessa
knead down either bread or biscuit?;
0 as here directed ; but # attention is
gtven to the dough at the right time, and
1% 18 not spffered to become too light, it will
e much nicer, whiter and of a finer tex-

are if these directions are followed.
- Soda biscuit must be handled as little
aod made as rapidly as ible ; mix
0da and cream tartar or baking-powder in
e flour, (with sweet milk use baking-pow-
B6F or soda and cream tartar, with sour milk
da alone,) so that the effervescence takes
piace in the mixture. One tea-spoon soda
 $wo of cream tartar, or three teaspoons
paRing-powder, to every three pints of
HOUr, 1sabout the right proportion. Bake
B & quick oven'as soonas make, and they
i8e more quickly if put into hot pans.
Glems of kinds require a hot oven, but
fire should be built sometime before
bhey are gnt into the oven and allowed to
RO down by the time they are ligh® ag the
heat nec y to raise them will burn them
baking if kept up.

Soda and raised biscuit and bread or

8, when stale, can be made almost as
ice as fresh by plunging for an instant into
44 water, and then placing in a pan in

oven ten or fifteen minutes; thus

they should be used immediately.
4rons should be heated, then but-
‘with lard, ;mliu one side
1 batter, closed an id on the
‘Placed on the stove, and after a few
e s on the other side. Th
a8 long to bake as gr:l»y
delicious with a dre

depend on the -
Always buy thl; D




