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I .t unfâue spirits gohig home, be-
sqsLwa jreI ad. ood y«"ê @ad
*i wU1 ut lot tho bread- set too long,

go IMust urely bave good breed.
~~ monaiug 1 muy bread, and

1@lW~*,t bout the. «hoiiating elemont,"
>td~I~he«-'quart of it, a

~wot'#atr, 1a4 -he*abieut.- euough
!~w~iaf It osIdho.Ihad

of salt-raised
adbotter 'put

~ L~illeaont a çupri4 to
* 5U5,é» ufine, axtuiixed't.1 in.

O& ued~I ~wse n

ý,.Pu rWiek.-Paon.-

Ïti it ý I
l~ogI~t~&green 7hpllw.ag r,.woujd
hke ~oet~ad se put it dfrectly into the

oe otwould not bave a obançe to get
I ad what 1 tbojugh4 a uoo

ove», and, walting impitiently for au
heur., I opoied the ove» door as carefuày
to meo if the- bread waa cooked--Oh,
dear, whtI.tlt 1k!Gracions, 14tould
not begi»i te ton yen, what. I feit Jiko;
but I tÎc that brad out of t1%e oven
pretty qulick, aud after pouûndirig tho
bottera of the pan until I bad good big
dinges in~ it I got'the pan separated from
the >rdfand 'I hrwi he reafu
Stalff,, hiwa£n hot, down into the diteh.

1 imagine it la there yet, aud a doue»
or uo gees. bard at- it.

Tt Vas too ranch for me, and for the
llrut time I uat dow» and hadl a good

cr.It was n.o genteel, littie softt
:&ffe 'with a few tsars, but a rosi good,
gonuino, dowaright cry that wonil
have. doue crdit to any wbipped
yaunÉater. Oh, dear meol It was
awfni.
% In this plight my husband found me,

and I suupose 1 fzightened him meut ont
of hiu vîtu.

"Why' what in the world is wrong?"
uaid4 ho, but kho soon -graped the ultiae-

.1

tien, and was very anxious te comfort
me.*1

I told hirn cf my long walk te get in-
struction, how tired -1 was, and how
auxious I vas te make bread fit te est,
and the results cf my last 'effort, and
that 1 hopod the gooe that brought
that bread te the light of day would
get choked irnmediately.

AUiL kt once le burst out lsngbing, and
such a lsugh, as thongh it were a
capital joke. But it wss ne Isughing
matter te me, and 1 vag on the verge
cf tears again. At last ho àaid in bie
kindgat- voie:
*"It vas ne fanit cf yours, Nellie, and

I arn sure yen wilI succeed yet if
perseverance counts for anything; but
really, if 1 vere yen I vould write te
yonr mother, and tell her te write dowu
the minutent details and send bey ae
makes bread. -She is a superior cooek,
sud Ilarn sure -ber danghter vil ho, toc."

Well, I did Bot like te, because they
had said so ranch about rny not knowing
snything about cooking wbeni I left
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home. Ihail ne'Ter mentioned &ny of
my trials and troubles to tbem; 1
thougbt 1 would lot thomi imagine I was,
doing handsomoly. "Where Ignorance i,
blis, 'tis foily to be wiuo," I have readf'
uo 1 thouglitthere vas no. use cf themi
knowing-thoy weuld have sucb a
langh.

But 1 did«w&,ite te her, atidsucb a
nicesletter uhe,,@e# me, telliair me every
littie thing, and giwving mne lots- cf advice
and «pointer"-as* my husband celle
it--about cooking and baking the'nee<ls
cf -every-day life. Girls, always Write
or go to your mother -whep in any
dilliculty.
.I oould fil manypages with such dole-

fui happenings,. and should.be willing to
do go if I ceuld convine eue'young girl
cf the importance of practical household.
knüwledge, or make her unders4*nd
how much cf the grace and comfort of a
borne depends upon the domnestic habite
of itu mistresa.

But I wil only indulge my vanity by
saying 1 can ncw cook' dinner, wash,
iron, baico sud make bread tas- weili- s,
most women.. If anyone doubte it, sk
my husband.

A Colonial Valontine
(To a Belle in .1770)

By Jennme Botta Hartswick

Tbore's not a damsel iu ye towne
But distanced is completelie

By Polly in lier prim pgaye gowne
That fitu bier forme sce neatî je.

I would I wereye golden pinne
That claspu bier frocke securelie,

SS. I rnighte kisse hor dirnpied chinne
When downe sho lookes demurelie.

Ye littie ruffie at ber wriste
I envie for ite nearnesse

To ber faire baud, which oft bath kissed
Those folde cf puckerod Sheernesse.

And when 1 ecber ahybrowne eyes
Thro' filmy ises 2ancmnge,

Witbrn my sober Qu ~er guise
My heurte ilsnet a-dancinge.

And wheu upon ye wiudy square
By bappie chane I meet ber-

(We "tbee" aud "tbou" each other there-i
Sure language ne'er was sweeter!)

if I bebold ber eyelids faije
Beneathe my glances steadie

-I cannot belp but hope withal,
Since we are "Friends" alreadie.

Ho* often bave I longed to booke
Witbin y e aliken Shaker

That bends above ye sin in ebooke
Of this moste lovelie (euaer;

But ah, ber pietie reproves
My al.too-rdentepassion-

I feare sometimes ye Spirit moves
In very worldilie fashion.

For in this citie where ye Penn
Above ye sword bath bonor,

Ye rascals cf Kinge George's menue
Had best flot gaze upon ber;

For tho' 1 arn a manne cf peace,
And the' my bearte is tender,

I'd challenge ail ye Colonies
If need were te defende ber.

Soe, Polly, if I'm moved to-daye
By Sainte instead of S irit,

To tell my tale te thee, I pray e
That tbou will deigu to beare it;

'Tis enlie that Sainte Valentine
For thee and me discovers

That we should walk as thine and mine-
Not frienda alone, but levers.

A N ursery Tea

When I have cake and jarn endugb
For two, or maybe three,

I beg Louise or Grace to corne
To supper here with me.

But when there isn't v'ery mucb,
And yet'I'd like a gust,

l'Il tell you who's the nicest one,
The pleasanteàt and best;,

It's my dear Angelina -Ma 1,
'Cause when I move er1p

In her high chair, and set for beri
AhÏplat ndspoon and cup
And hing toeat, she sits right there

With sueh a lovely smile
And flot one bit of ap petite!

And when a long, long while
lias gone, and still she doesn't 'ýouch

A rnouthful, then I say,
"l'il eat vour share to save it,"

And le smilcs and. miles away!
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