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OHAPTER XIV,~~COLONEYL WADE'S WILL.

fPhe next morning Dorothy and Tom and
fally and Will were all sont for., Their
randfather was dylng, snd wished to geo

danghtor's obiliron onos boforo ho de-
&n‘od. 8o, with grave face and soft steps,
oy ovept into his ciok-room, and stood
aronnd bis doath-hod, and took their fivet
and Iast look of the grandiather of whom
they lind often heard bui never sscn and
wheu the evening came, COolonsl Wade was
dosd. Tom and Will and Bally went back
ta- Hampstead, but Dorothy stayed with
Rofla, who wae Jrethng, and nfraid to be
alone, It seemed so strange for those sls.
fors, together for the first fime in their lives
for threo conscontive days. Netta made
‘Dorothy wait upon ber, and Dorothy, who
qould not soxrow much for a relative she
hiad only seen onco,and Was8 secretly happy
in hor own ll);f;é was only too ready to do
jer sistet's ing.
i I don't know what I shall do 1" sobbed
tha Beauty. *No one will ever be like
dpapa to mo ; and now I shall have to
gome to that shabby house at ﬂampsteuqz
unless graudpapa hasleft me some mondy !

«But, Netta, surely you are more grieve
od to logo grandpapa than your homel

#Yesg, of conrse £ am ; but I shall so hate
always being there ; and it will ruin all my

xospeots, unless I lo} my friends visit me
bere, and then I shall be so sshamed !

#'Natts, you ought to ke ashamed of
yourselt !” said Doliy, indignsutly, * You
ought only to think ot grandpaps.”

“8o I do; but he 18 dead, and I live
aftor him, and I must think of my fife. 1f
be bes left me some monoy, of course 1t
will alter things, then I coutd go and hive
somewhere,!’

 And not come home to.us 2" Dorothy
dldn’t want her, but she was indignant.

When Colonel Wade's will wre opened, it
was found that-he had lett . grandohil.
dren, Robert and Netta Wuouward, each
fl,ooo, to his daughter Mr.. Woodward,

2,000 (which no one ever (3, voted) and
his household furniture, aud tus residue of
bis property to his sons, So the Wood-
wards-were anddenly rich (as it seemed to
&;m), aud their shabbiuees could vanish

ver.

CHAPTER XV,—aA FAMILY FIGHT.

' Tt:has saved us from rain;” Mr. Wood.
ward said, when he heard of his father-in.
1aw's logacy. * The paper wasgoing fo the
dogs. Now that we can put this iioney
into it it will take out & new lease of Life.”

' Wo are not likely to, lose it 2** his wife
saked, anxicusly.

4 Oh, no,” he answered hopefully, and so
the money was invested. Nett:'s money
wis sottled so that she could only touch
{he intereat, but Mre. Woodward had abso-
lute control over hers, and 8o, as confident
in her husband as he was in himself, she
placed it all at his disposal. '

After the funeral and all the neceseary
arrangements were over, Dorotby returned
fo Hampstead again, and -Netta-with hor;
for when the Beauty found that her pa-
gents’ ciroumstances wers improved, and
that all the belongings of her old home
were to be used in making the shabby
bouse smart, she ceased to demius.

4T shall invile all my friends to come
and see me,"” she said; * and, of course, ki

marry soon; I dare aay Bir George

Finch wouid have proposed before this but

for poor grandpapa's illnese. I shall miss

& great deal, of eourse, and shall have to

dress myself, and all that, instead of hav.
s maid.” '

% Dorothy must wait on you, dear,” her
mother said; but Dorothy’s eyesflashed.
Bhe would do anything in resson, she
thought, but she did not intend to be her
sister's servant.

They hardly knew the old house when it
was covered with Colonel Wade's oarpets,
and decorated with his farniture. Itseem.
ed another place altogether, all but the
study, and that Mr. Woodward refused to
ln_va touohed, so the cosy room and faded
chintz were left undisturbed.

¢ The garden must be dono up,” said
Netta, ¢ then the place will be much more
presentable. I should like all that tall
ataring grass aud rubbich at the end taken
away, and the grass plob in the centre
might have some more beds about it.”

* It will spoil the place. I would not
have the underwood caut away for the
world {" said Dorothy.

4 Your sister knows much betier about
those things than you do, Dorotby,” Mra,
Woodwarad said, reprovingly.

¢ But it would never be the same if once
& horrid gardener came and fiddled about
‘ig it. Ishould never care about reading

ere.

% You read too much, Dorothy, and get
all sorts of notions into your head; ‘why,
don't you do something more feminine,
some pretty fancy work, fos instance 2" bu
the tears were in Dorothy’s eyes, and she
eould not answer, “Tom did for her,

“‘I‘ow you look here, Netta,” he said,
‘it you think you are going to interfere
heto; and make'the place hot for Dolly,
ao: 1l find out your mistake. You may do

¢y work youtself, but she imu't the sort
of girl to make holes ina bit of rag and
ilow"lvmy at them, and oall it embroider-

“ Much betior than reading love-stories,
Tom, dear,” said the Beauty, in her softest
tonea;  they only put stupid notions into
one's head, and make her think she's in
love with Mr, Fuller, or he with her, which

. iH‘oIs!?kﬁxd."h

41 beliove he is much more in love with
Netta,” said Mra. Woodward. A

¢ Inlove with Nettal" exclaimed Tom,
£00 . “In love with & kangaroo,
more likely!” For one minute ihe eclour
rushed to tho Beauty's face, but she said

oothing. o

Dorothy carried the day with regard to
the garden.

# Your sister may make the houes look
mimmo as she likee,”” Mr, Woodward

, when she appealed to him, * but she

shan’t ponch on the study or the garden,
What has becoms of Faller, Dorothy 2"

# 1 suppose he has heard of our sroubls,
and has not liked to come yat,” she an.
swored. ‘1 dare say he will aoon.”

ORAPTER XVI-—IR THE TWILIGHT,

My, Woodward heosme paré proprietor
as well as-oditor, on the atrength of the
money bo invested in the papor, Another
sorvant wag-added to the establishment at
Hampstead, and Netta invited her frionda
to on.ﬂ, aud persnaded her mamma to be at
Lome one day a weok, and fixed the din.
nor-hour ab & later and more fachionahle
ono than pravioualfr. and fried to polieh up
the family gerorally. .

# Wo will have some musieal pariies in
time, snd Dorothy might learn to accom.
pany e, or to play one or {wo nloe ploces.

1 hato pieses ono has to lesrnt” sald
Dorothy rebellions, |

«8o do I,” said Tom, * I hate people
who go twiddle, twiddle, twiddiing atl over
the piano, and making it sound as if it were
a monstor rattling ita teeth.”

¢ Tom 1"

o 8o I do. Just as I hate people who
think it so fine to got up to a oertain note,
and soream thon, What is the use of it ?
It is not pretiy, and it1s not meritorioug—

“What is not?” ”klfd aAdrlan Fuller,
suddonly appoariug in the doorway.

o Tonyx inpso absl%rd, Mr. Fuiler, and will
talk about things he cannot understand.
Woe wore saying that some day, whon we
are happier, you know"—and she glanced
down ab her black dress and up at him,
with a grave expression on her sweot faoe, |
for it was very sweet—* we might have
gomo musfo.”

# You wetetalkingiof parties," said Tom,
bluntly, * only you didn's like to own it 80
goon aiter s funeral.”

«Tony, you uncouth rasoal, when will
on learn manners®” asked Mr. Fuller,
aughing.

+ | thought you would never come again,”
Dorothy said, her heart beating, and her
voice choked with shyness, for she felt that
ginos that evening before Colonel Wade's
doath, she and Adrian Fuller had been on
& different footing, but he answered quite
unoonstrainedly, ** I did not like to come
before, knowing you weze in_trouble. I
have brought you * Bchiller,” Miss Netta.”

“ What for #” aeked Dorothy.

 Why, toxead, of course, you silly ohild.”

« Lot's come into the garden,” said Tom,
who seldoni spent-an evening off tha river,
and was impatient of any roof but the sky
above his head. .

# T don't think I oan readit,” said Netta,
tusning over the'leaves of the book. “I
shall want & diotionary.”

“Yes, lot's go ioto the garden,” assented
Dorothy, * Won't you come, Mr, Faller 2"
but he was answering Notta.

#T] bring yout a dictionary fo.morrow,"
he said, ¢ and to-night you must use nie as
one, Yes, I'll come, Dorothy. Miss Netta,
shall I golyou'sshawl®” "

“No," she answered, gently, * 1 am not
very strong just now, I shall go into the
study, sud resd.” .

«égohiller? Then lét me come and be
diotionary.” )

Bhe lookad up at him for a moment.
He wns vory handsoine she thdught, She
did not wonder Dorothy liked Lim, and
there was something sympathetié in his
manner, She wished Hir George Finclt|
had been niore like him ; and she wondeied
if she ahould ever. care mitch for sny:one,
Porhaps ciroumstances had beer s little
bard on her. She hadbeenisught tothink’
of herself and care for herself; even- her
grandfather, who had imlig.llgied her in every
WAy, had yet been a se iian, and us
consciously she knew it, afid he had taughé
her to'be seifish too. She hid been brought
up to think money and position everything,
and she did think them everything, and
yet for one moment, as she looked up at
the artist,she understood her sister Dorothy
for the first time'in-herlife. -¢* But it would
never do for hér to marry into poverty,”
she thocght, * especially if Mr. Blakesley
will bave her.”

“ Don't you want to go with the others?”
ghe asked; her voice was low, and graver’
than usual.

o, he said,

L3

#Tom, we will go into the garden fo-
gother,” said Dorothy ; and she took her
brother's hand, and they went out. “I
wish I had somethiug to oare for very very
much,” she said, as they went down the
pathway—that moss-grown pathway which
Netta's influence was never fo e neat
and tidy. %' Idon't mean & human being,
but something that never changed, and one
could be guite certain of, you know.”

« Why don't you keep a boat ?”

« How can you be so absurd, Tom; I
haven't any money.”

« J'1l treat you."”

« Oh, 1o, Tom dear, a girl couldn't keep
a bont. She might as well keep & white
elephant ;" and she laughed, with a fouch
of the old fun which used to be one of the
secrefs of her poptilarity with the boys.

# Then keep & cator a parrot]” But she
was looking back at the house, and saw
that Netta and Adrian Fuller had entered
the study, and were sitting by the window
reading the Germah poet.

They carne ssuntering out into the gar-
den an hour later, Netta with a shawl
wrapped round her, and speaking in low
tones to her companion, Dorothy did not
hear what they were saying till they stop-
ped in front of her.

«\We are talking about the artist-folk,
Dorotly,” her sister £aid. ¢ Why is it, 1
wonder, that as & rule, they have such
beRutiful wives? One reldom sees an ar-
tist with an ngly oné.”

1 oan understand it,” Adrian Ialler
snswered. “ They have a greater love of
beauty than the majority of other men;
don't you remember Keats’ celebrated line,

“7 A thing of beauty lsw joy forever "

* But human beauty soou fades,” Dorothy
said, gently, ¢ There are & hundred things
that have many summeors—the aimplest
treos live and bloom, and are young with
every year that comes; but human beings

‘have only one youth, and then their besuty

goes for evér.” Netis shivered a little, and
turned away with & touch of something
;iblriaﬁng throngh her that was almost
eeling,

“T¢ must be dreadful to outlive one's
bo‘:luty in the eyes of thoss we love,” she
said.

vWLove blinds onr eyess,” he anawéred
4 benrdes, it s something to creatd a pioture

‘for the memory of others, as beauty does.”

« Must yowr wife be beautifal?" she

saked, She drew her shawlronnd her, and

4 hiard not to hate her.

stood-

waited for his anawer ; and Z()m-othi'<
¢ ‘like one'

still, her bands folded almos
walling to hear her fate. »

He looked at the two girla before him for
a moment—at Dorothy, with her blaek
dreos hatd and grim, and her pale face set
and grave, and at Netts, with the whité
cliniug drapery she loved biding her
sombro attire, and twisted round abont her
graooful figure, and with the golden brown

air forming somothing thet looked in the
dim lght alinost ke a halo round her
shapely head,

#Yes," ho answerod, “above all things
she must bo berutifal!”

———t

CHAPTER XVII,—* G0OOD BYE."

Another pix weeks, And only the segin.
ning of August! What a long sun er 1t
seemed to Dorothy ! aud yet in all p  vious
years sho had go delighted in the sunsbine,
and missed and mourned for every flower
when it day was ovor.

« How happy I was last year!" she said
to horself; “and yet I was impationt, and
wiched the time away.”

And they had been happy daye too,
though in them, as in all others, sho folt as
she folt now, waiting for comething—for
some lifb or some world she had not seen
as yot, and the key to whioh sho thought
Adrian Fuller held. ]

Colonel Wade had been but little missed.
Before the sttamer waned: Netta filled the
honse with guests; and Sir George Finch
and Major Henty, and all her admirers,
came o her; bringing her books and flow-
ers, aud making water-parties and pic-nics ;
and elderly ladies, who like the eclat of
having a protty girl ander their wing, oall-
ed to tako her for drives, ** and to-brighten"
her up a little, for shio has had a sad loss,
you kuow.” Netta was always ready, and

retty, and well-dressed; it seemed to

orothy that if she were to put on a 8ack,
or dress herself in a blankét, she would do
it graonfully, and she did not -vonder that
ghe was admired, There was & grave side
to Netta's charaoler, tno, there were many
gides, in fact, that fascinated even Dorothy
~—a time when she could, gravely and
aweetly, in a low, almost sad’ voise, talk of
her grandfather and by-gone days, or even
of the peetry and the stories that Dorothy
horself loyed, and she wounld sing (in the
twilight nsually) wild weird songs gener-
alldy. with some drcary refrain, or-simple
old ones, in & way that none who heard
her could forget. There were  days in
whioch Dorothy almost loved her beautiful
sister ; there wero others in'which she tried
Netta fascinated
Adrian Fullex completely, and roused- his
sluggish nature as Dorothy never could
have done. He was always by Her side,
roading or walking, o1 hanging over her
ohair while she flirled with-Her erowd of
admirers at her mother's “at homs,” and
whon she sang he cliose her stngs, and
pleaded for his favorite ones; snd -after-
wards, on the clear summer’ nights, bie
would wrap her in one of lief favourite
wrips, lingering to put the folds in some
way grateful to his artist eyes,and then
they betook themselves to the garden.

“Thay might have left me the garden !”
Dotothy sighed once.

Poor-Dorothy ! it was a dreary summer
for ‘her, She hated strange peopls and
visitorn; and when they oarme hid herself,
or if she appeared; was shy and awkward,
and'so allowed to remain nnnoticed., She
hatéd thesmart rooms, foo, all Joaded with'
gimorabks, and Kdpt neat and tidy; ahd
the only ofie in the house untouched—ihe
study—Netis and Adrian Faller voounpied
all the morning, for the Beauty was sitting
to tha artist, and iii the evening M¢. Wood-
m@, if-at home, sat there busy with his

ing. ‘ -
. Mra. Woodward's money had all been
risked in the piper, abd Mr. Woodward
was busy and’ anxidus. Hé whs almost
angry at the difference made i the sousd.
hold. “'We must be careful for a time,”
he said, “for remember we havé 1o wait
till the paper has had a liitle run before we
can launch out;"” but Netta and Mrs.
‘Woodward laughed at him.

¢ We must keep up an 8
Netta said, “and live in & well.
ner."”
W" gf c%m'se gvetomust.” ::sented Mrs.

oodward, ready to agree to everything,
provided she was not trodbled. 8

¢ Mammsa,” said the Beauty, later in the
day, “ don’t you think papa-could manage
to tend Sally to & boarding.school for a
yoar? Sir George was saying yesterday
that my sisters were movre picturesque than
beautifal.”

“And sxceedingly rude and ungentle-
manlike it was of Hit George then!” ex-
claimed Dorothy. ¢ Papa ean't afford to
gend Sally tosohool ; And, besides, I should
be miserable, and Sally lesrns at home and
at the Bchool of Art well enough. You
have taken Mr, Faller from me, and now
you want to take Sally "

¢ Mr, Fuller, I want you to go and {alk
to my littlo sister Dorothy," the Beauty
eaid, when he came. * She says I have
taken you from bher."”

He went over to his old playmate, but
both their tongues seemed tiéd. The old
footing had gone for over.

# 8o you are jealous of Netia,” he said.

The color rushed to har face.

“We never talk of books or anything
now,” she eaid; ‘“you make Netta your
friend.”

¢« But she is eittin% for me, remember.”

“Yes, but not all day.”

* And we &ro learning German together.
You are such a foolish child,” he added,
his eyes turning restlessly in search of
Netta. Her eyes filled with tears.

¢ T am not & child{” she said, passion-
ately; * %on always forget that.”

¢« But, Dorothy, you must be a child,”
he answered; “X have always considercd
you one;” and he put his hand on hers,

The colonr left Lier face, and then rushed
back in & torrent. Thers seemed somo-
thing terrible in his words, something that
struck despair into her heart, while her
cheeks burned with shame. Yet atill she
8 led agaiust his words.

*“But I am not a child,” she repeased,
helpleusly. *Why, Netia does not think
me one.'

% Think you what " ssked the Beauty,
eogﬁng to tlgo TONCUS,

ohild,
* No, of coures X don'l, By the way, I

gearanoe,"
red man.

‘have writen to ask your dear Mr, Blakes.
ley hore this oveninig:"

M, Blakeslay §" . -
 Yen; 80 ohoor.up Dorothy. He dacs
not think you s oifl ‘oither, I dare say.”

“ Nettn s alivays thinking of marrying,”
Dorothy said, withont moeaning it, as hex
sistor wont into the next room.

“ 8o are most _yopng ladies,” and he
{ried to langh, ¢ {Ve will como {o your
wedding, Dorothy,” he added. .

Then slie burst faiﬂy fnto tents.

“How oan.you say such things, Mr
Fuol'er! I ohall never be married—
nevor | and yow want to get ¥Id of me, T
believe, and do not oare for mo any more
than any one else Qoés; for yon know if I
married wo shonld never be friends again.”

“ Why shouldn't we ?"* he answored; “ 1
hope we should, if I liked your husband
and he me.” Then he looked at her; sho
was trembling with exoitemoent, and she
tried to return his gaze, but hereyes droop-
ed and foll, and her liﬂs quivered, *“ My
dear child,” he said, kindly, and quietly
taking hor hands, ¢ thiere is° something the
matter with you to-day ; go and lic down
a littlo while, and remember -there is-no
reason why we shonld not alwaya bo
friends, and you must not let any foolish
notions get into your silly littie head.” He
let go her hands, and they dropped nervous.
ly to her side, -

¢ Yes, I will go and lie down for a littlo
while,” she said. ** Good bye.”

He did not know how much there was
in her “good-byo”; and slis went; She
met her mother on het way mp-stairs, and
che kqtopped and put her arms around her
neck.

+Mammsa,” she said, * do kiss me. If
yon wounld only love me a8 you do Netta,
end bo proud of me 1" e

«Of conrse I love you,” Mrs Woodward
answered ; * but take away your arms, yon
ornmple me so.” The woids were onl
said as & mattor of course, and the girl felt
it, and went up to her room. - Onoe- there,
gho locked.the door, and.threw herself, face
downwards, on.the.bed; buf
ory or griéve, or eved feel very wretolied—
only thought, in a daxed sor of n way, of
all the happy by-gone hours she had spent
in the garden with My. Fuller, and of his
words when he Wished her good-bye, and

those fow oloudless days after his return.;

8he oould not believe that this was theend ;
through all the tinie that Neita had tuken
her place, she had yet fhought he was trie
to her, and she could-not believe-that he

mosnt. what he had said, only that perhaps.

hewas afraid of making Netia andgr , 88
overi ono else was, How she hated Netia
and how she envied her—Ler ‘beauty, an
brightness, and -self-povsessitn, and- every.
thing else; and shen ahetried {o remember
his words nsain, and ocould not. Byt she
remembered his look when he told hex
that she " smuat be & ohild,” and her face
burnt with ehame:

Presently a knook eame:fo the door—it
was Netta. ot

Lot me in, Dorothy, she said.” ©1I
have come to tell yoit we all think you are
lost; it is nesxly seven o'olock ;" this was
all she bad to say ; and then Dorothy rose
and amoothed her hair, sud, bathed her
face, while the Beanty sst and ﬂ;vatohod.
«T wonder if Mr. Blakesley will conde,”
she eaid ; * you know hé is ab axcelleht
matchi” Somtehow: Netia's mauner was
soft and kind that evening. Bui the tears
.w:ilxlaed up into Dorothy's brown eyes

again.

« Oh, Naits,” ahe eaid, *I sould not
marry for monsy’s dake {"

Her sister muade noanswer ill she had
had finished her toiletts,and was.ready to

o down-stalrs, then-she-turned round and

ssed her—she, Netta; who was usually so
eold, did! .

“#Love is not all, Dorothy dear,” she
sald; “perhaps it would be a good thing
if it were; and they went down-siairs,

Dorothy falt afraid and ashamed to enter
the room where Mr, Fuller was ; but when
she did, he only looked up for a moment,
and then went on with a German book he
was g over before reading it with
Neita. He never forgot Dorothy that
evening thongh, there was such a strangs
look upon the.girl's face—a daxzed, worn,
and weary look, and yeb she wag evidently
keeping s strong control over herself,

' Your faithless knight is not-coming, I

fear,” Netta said, when the daylight faded
lnnd there were no signs of George Blakes.
oy ! - .
y“He has forgotten me,” Dorothy thought,
“Even-he does not.eare for me now!” _snd
then-she went to the piauo, and, unacked,
began to play.

She did not know what she played, but
she iept on and rn—she could play well
when she liked—, fting -ali_her zoul into
her musio without knowin i
self all the time, -in the bitierness of her
henrt, what she could be living for now,
and for what reason life was given to her,
and trying io answer her own question in
the sounds her own hands made. Then
preunﬂﬁ. with a starl, she came fo &

-

 atandsti

+ Come and sing, Netta,” she said, and
rose abruptly; and when they were all
listening to Notta's sweet. voice, she stole
softly from the room, and out into the gar.
den, and on to the syoamord iree.
stoﬁped beneath its shady bradches, and
lookod up at the sky, and back at the house,
almost hidden now Ly the darkness, snd
stood on the grave of Venus, aud thought
of all the hopes and dreatus she had had on
that very spot. Then ahe went and looked
over the low fence (that bounded the gar.
den) at the dim distance, and somehow
crept along ihe fenoce till slie stood almoat
behind the sycamore-ires, but yet was hid.
den from sight by the darkness, and ihe
underwood, and the tall nodding graes and
weeds, then she put her face down ivto her
hands, and was quiet for & little while, It
was such a blessing to be alone thore where
no one could find her, It was nof for long
{kough ; ahe heard volees soon. Netia's
and Mr, Fuller's, and they oame and stood
behind hoer under the syeamore, little think-
lx‘z&how noar she was, but she Kept quite
atill, and made no sign.

“Do you remember the day you ocame
here, just after your return, Adrian " she
heard Nelia say. Dorothy winced beneath
the Iast word.  She had never called him
Adrian in her life!

#Yes, and found you in your white dreas
sitiing hore waiting for me.”

but. she did, nos.

_it, ssking her-

T e

“Iwo def H-it was tlisce or Provi.
donos,” she sald, in a low volce., X geg
you do rpuember.” e

* Oh, my darling 1" he answered answer.
ed, forvoutly, “is thore. anything in-{he
world oonngoted with you tha¥ I eould for.

ot ?” aud arm-in arm thoy sauntered back
own {hie garden path.

(T'0 be continued.)

Scientitie and Moetut,

"A RROIPR BOOK.

When you find a racipe that you think
is goodydry it, aud if satisfactory, copy i,
and send to some paper for publioation,
‘Then out out, and pasto neatly in a blank
blook. This gives you a nice book with
testod repipes in a more compaot form than
if written {0 & book. It also makes them
konown to othors, and much benoflt ia do.
rivod from exchanging information,

CURE FOR ** HAY FRVER,"”

Dr. J. 8, Holden, in.a rocont lotter to
tho Lancet, racoramends the local applica.
tion of guinine in the cure of *liny tever,”
and offers the following formula :  Quinine,
12 grains; Dilute Hydrookolio Acid, 80
.| minims ; Water to make, 6 ounoces ; Bi-oarb
Bodsa, q.8, to neutralige tho solution. Twe
ounges of this solation ia to be added o
ono ourice of hot water, and injeoted into
the nostrils at the dawn of the ocomplaint
about three times a day, for a few days.

HEZALTE VALU® OF LEMONS,

All do not know that lemous sprinkled
with loaf.suigar almost dompletély allay fe.
verish thirst, They are invaluable in the
slok-room., Invalids. aflectod with, fever.
ishiness can pafe\z consaume two or thres
lemona s day. A lemon or'two thue'taken
at “ toatime," is reodommonded as an antire
substitute for the ordinary supper.of Sum.
| mer, and will often induce a comfortable
sleep throughout the night, andgive a good
appetite forbreakfast.

TO MAKE HONEY,WINE OR MEAD.

To a gallon of water Put 2 le. of honey
and 1 1b, of sugar ; boil for an hour, putin
the whites of four eggs to clarify, and
skim it qatée olear while boiling; then put
it in]:om:zie:n sti:b, antd l:t itjtgta’::d for ‘3
week, pu a topst w oney |
make Kn worlg' then putpin a oask, addvlng‘
the poele of thrée or four lemons; let-it’
stand-fora montl; and then if.it is-not
suffloiently fine put in more honey, and le
it stand longer.

WHITEWASH: FQUAL TO PAINT,

The following recipe for whitewash sent
1 out of the Treasury Depariment to ail
lighthouge keepers, makes an artiole that
answers vn'wood, briek, or-stoné nearly s
well a8 oil paint and is much: eheaper:
Slake half a bushol of lime with boiling.
water, kuefing it coversd during the pte.
cers, Strain it and 2dd s peck of salt;
dissblve in warm water -three pounds of

otihid riee, put into boiling water and

il to & thin paste; half :a pound of
powdered Spanish whiting-and & pound of
olear glue diesolved in warm-water; mix
thess well together, and let-the wmixture
stand for several days. Keep the waeh
thus prepared, in a kettle or porable fur.
nace, when used pat it on hot, with
either painters' or'whi‘tewnh brush.

. . SIZR OF NAILS,

The origin of the {erma * 6 penny,” 10
penny,” etc., as_applied o nails, though
not commonly known, is involved in no
-| mystery wimtever, Nails bave been made
a certain number of ponnds to the 1,000
for many yesrs, and are still reokoned in
that way in England, »_10d. being 1,000
nailitd ten-pounds; and 6d. being 1,000
to six pounds, & 20 penny weighing 20

ounda to the 1,000, and having just one
Bnlf the number of nails to the 10 pounds
of 1he 10 penny; and-in ordering the buyer
oslls for the 8 pound, 6 pound, or, 10 pound
varisty, ete., until by the Englishman's
abbravistion of punfor pound, the sbbre-
viation has been made to stanl for penny
instead of pound, as originally intendeds;
and when it comes to less than onp pount
to the 1,000, such as tacke, brads, eto., they
are reckoned 6 oz., 8 0z, 12 oz., sefe., an
the manufacturer who would make less
than 1,000 nails to ten pounds for 10d.
nail would be looked n&on as & oheat, s
in former tires the differense in the cont
of the mauufacture of one pound of small
nalls' over the larger sizes was mu
greator than'now. nails are now made
and sold, the.dealer only asks for the sizes
needed by the usual designation, and the
fact that there are now but about two-
thirds of the number of nails formerly
oalled for in the pound does not legsen the

value.

v

HARD CORNS.

However fainfnl.«oan be safoly, epsily:
and promptly softened, without any dis-
comfort, by soaking the whole foot in quite
warm water for half an hour nig

and morning, rubbing in the water with
.the firger, into:the corn, during this bath.
.In a day ox two, sometimes, after the fiest
soaking, the koriel of the corn dan b
pioked out with ‘the fingbr-nail’y if this is

he. | removed there ia no dissomfort for weeks

.andanonths, if ever, after. If corns are
ttpared” with apy sharp instrnment, they
hﬁe deeper and wider root, like awegd cut
off on 4 Jevel 'with the ground, -growiog
hardér and wmore painfal. Medical works

,record oages whére persons have bled to
death from slicing off the top with a sharp

.instrument ; no one ought to run such &
risk when siinple warm water is always
suffiolent. * The hatddst corn ean be effeotn:
ally softened in forty-eight hetrs by mak-
.ing & hole in two thicknesses of buekskin,
or wath leather, loose euough to goeoi"
the eorn, bind it on the 4oe, fill it-with any
ordinary ointment, vover it -with & piece
(oiled silk, and let it- remain. Coras até
made by wearing too tight shoes, or those
80 loone that thers is a sbufiling back and
forth st everysicp, causing friotion on the
.akin, In thres cases -out of four, new
shoes'are $oo tight; this can be easily pee-
vented, if two pairs of the ord stook-
ings are worn, and thon having the shoe
fitted, or messare taken without letting the
shoeman know anything about it, w“ ;
the credit-of & “neat fit" coming from b
store is'of more importance o
the comfort of his eustomer.




