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half-ciosed eyves, as the door opens

- and Lord Delamere ecmes {n. “I am
rather grateful toc the mountain tor-
" rent, Hector;

inty reaching to-night could not |
haye been better thon this: the room

I am sure tlie place we

I8 ‘charmingly ccmfcrinile! Come
and sit dcwn!” and she
band over lLis choulder.

B

He ecomes and tukes it

in his, arnd

pats it absenrtiv, “but ire does not sit
If che could see his face, she

down,
—who is s0 kec: to notice the slignt.

est changes in ity expression—wou:d
detfet the air of grave thoughtfuiness |
There s a restless,

that sits upon it.
aimost apprehencive g’y 1n his eres,
rrd as he stands deside her chair he
seems to be lsiening: them  as  sae
turny her iread o lock at him, be
rouscs himeself.

“Yes,” he save, it seems ver:” COm-
fortable. But—i did
ecnie here, It is a pity that
cot malkc cut cur destination.”

“But why?" she says, with a smile
“Cre pilace 8 as good 2s znzilier. and
better a3 the Spunicrd. cay. I think
thie 1y deiightiul. What is it they
ere cocking, Herctcr? It is o mest
rxacperating <niedl, andg ! am awful
hungrv, Are voua sure you are not
wet, dear? ‘

‘Wet? No," he answers., as if he
bad fereotcin the sterm. “They are
eocking the will go aad
sce whit they have got,

ST, I

leky f we’get an omelette and
pcre coup. [ wunt be answerable

lor the prosencs of go 77 he 2dded.
Sghtiy, but «ith an efiurt.

Signa smiles.

“1 will forgive them e¢ven the gar-
e’ shie says, pesting dowa again.
but why should »eu troubie? Cannct
the {althfu! Sauvnders mcke tae in-
miry 2
Clhe faithfal Saunders is busy with
‘he horses,” he as he moves
‘oward the doer:

i T
Sar g,

g back, slenas with his back to
e fre, lecking down al her with a
#riage, ‘nlent ¢x-restien in his dark !
tyes.
seu secm very happy, Signa,” Le
80y, olm04t arerrozatively. ‘
"y oTn quite she repiies, I don't
know why “Because | oam getting !
meowell and becaure-—1 am afraid you

wrii be snocKed, Hecror, but 1 think
there is a griat deal of tnre Bohoem-
‘. in -me—ihis traveling and ‘rough-

L it a® yon eadi it suits me admir- |

cwwty. I ohve often envied thexe gyo-
g.es who go zbour the country in
carts a:l (overcd with brecems and
eraglies. It is the freedom, the lib-
ery of the life that ig so delielous.”
“you had betier sell the Grange, und

buy a hawkgrs vanr,” he says, with
a smile.
Sne loughs and colors. It is the

first tine - he hus referred to his prince-
iy wedding ozt and in some indefi-
nite woy it jars gpon her.

e is sllent fur o mnment: then he
fay-:

“{ think T wiil £o wnd sce how
Saunders s grting or. He may want

genice heip, and none of these gog?d
veup'e understand how to groom
horse: 1 rememter——"; then lhe

atosy shwort and Clinces al her quick-
v, but the o<t two words of ihe
gcntences have excaped her, and, with
a troubled Lroe, he leaves the room.

Trere is a lonz passage hotweon the
zuest room ami! the <deoor, 1nd at tbe
end of it he <ce. the vhort, thick set
figur. of the landlerd, a black object
between the sky and the lamplight.
The man turn- w: he hears Lord
Delazniere’s step, and, with a bow.
makes room: for him to pass, Lord
Delamere steps into the road, then
turas, and motiors tne man to fol-
low X

With a perfectlv impassive face the
landlord of the Monuntain Goat obeys,
and stands silert and attentive.

Hector stands, looking vpevond him
at the mcuntains that rise beyond the
valley, half abvently, then turns his
glance upon the lardlord.

“Do you not remember
mann”" he says, quietly.

The landlord bows, with a
emile.

“Of a certainty mv lord,” he says.

I.ord Delamere nods.

“I thongh so, nctwithstanding your
manner.”’ ’ )

The landlord shrugged his  shoul-
der. and extends his hands, palms
upward, after the manner of his ccun-
trymen.

“Soh!” hn zravely, “It was
nct for me to. push myself forward,
my lord. 1t was for me to wail and
see whether your lordship wished me
to remember. If so—good; if not—
well, then I forget!”

Hector takes a turn with a stesn
face, as if the maun’'s secrecy annoys
him, then h2 comes back to him.

“You understand,” he says, “that it
{s by the merest accident that we are
here«?"

“The man explained, my lord,” is
the brief response.

Hezior nods.

“T¥8 shall leave in the morning.
Meanwhile——" he hesitates, his soul
loathes the tasksuron him, but it is
necessarv—"meanwhile it iz my wish
that no idle gossin reaches her lady-
ship,” and he waves his hand to-
ward the window of the room in
which Signa sits. -
. The landlord makes a gesture of

me, Her:

calm

says,

- seomblete comprehension. .

*Certainly, most certainly, my
3ord,” he says. “From no one in this
ihouse of mine will her ladyship hear
ilmything of the—of that which your
Jordship wishes forgotten. Your lord-
sdlip may trust me. Tnose good fel-
Jows”—and he nods toward the com-
ithon parlor—"“will be gone in an
'Bour, and the house quiet. How shoaid
'Ser ladyship hear anything%’

' Heetor stands with his hands

”hto@hepocketsofhhtrﬂgl-
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“This is delightful!’ she Sars, with? ing jacket, his fac» dark ond trou

ro.ds out her

net  mean to!
we did |

We spall be

then le pause:, and ;

' “led, his eves fixed on the line of
mountains looming azainst the sky.

- "It ig fate,” he mutters. hal? audi-
ply. “A week earlier or later, the
; Toad would huave been open. 1 would
Zive ten vears of my life if we were
on any other spot c¢f the habitabie
. glehe!”

“Bah!”  oxeclaims the landlord,
curtly, but net at all disrespectfully,
. “your lordship troubles vourself
. without cause. All rha:}!ittle busi-

ness is done with and forgoten: even
here in Casalina things do not last
longer than nine- days and that is—
! oh, a long time gincc. Be at rest, my
i lord—trust to me.”

Lord Delamere ncds. 1"pen his face
is the look which resied there . that
. night when Lady Ronkwell tcld the
tragic stcry of his, Lord Delamere's
crime, but added to it 2 wistful appre-
hension which reveals its cause as ke
glances at the window behind him.

“Ves—yes,” he says. “thereNis no
danzer—I can rely upon vyour dis-
creilon, !lermann.” Then he pauses
for a momecent, arnd his voice drops. as
Le 2dd= abruptiy—*“And she! Where
is she?” : . ‘

The landlord shrurs his shoulders.

“Whe can say?’ he answers. “In
Paris, Rome, whers you will. Casa-
lina has not seen her since—"

“I know—I know,” interr
Deiameora, siernly.
.5 not bere?” -

"Gl a certainty, not,” replies the
iandlord. “Jhould T not have told
your lord<hip at nnce? Yes—yes!”

“That would kave been of no use.”
! he says, moodily. “! tell you that we
wele compelled to take shelter here.
The horses could not have gone hack
to Pezzia, wuere we stayed last night,
«nd there was- o piace but this to
tern to.  No matter —we leave here
to-morrow early. 1 hope to Heaven
that I have seen Casaiina for the iast
time.”

t The landlord, who

orad
*“At any rate she

has oniy half
cuught the almost inaadible aspi-ation,
i bcws and turna into the hous2, and
i Lord Delamere inakes his way 2o the
lslubles. Saunders is busy with the
| Lorses, whistling cheerfully as he dries
I their wet skins while his own ig still
! wet, and he looks

} 1iaster enters.

“They are all right?’ asked Lord
Delamere.

The man starts at the zltered veice,
which he has never heard vut with a
pleasant, cheerful ringz, but which is
now hard and stern.

around as his

overdone; that last mile or two tried
them after the dav’s journmey: but
they’ll be all right ‘*o morrow. Her
ladyship, my lord,” he adds, glancing
aprrehensively to the pale faeca shove
him-—*she’s not tir~d, my lord?" .
“No—no,” savs llecior, and his face
relaxes its sterness. “No, her lady-
chip is all right, thaalts, Savnaders.
Get in to your supper when vea have

i finished here. Tney will make vou
comfortable.”
“That's all right, my lord, thank

vou,” says the man, with true English
confidence. I know that by the con-
dition of tie stables, my ord. Stables
ciean, and plenlv of cor:i for the
l.crses, alwayvs means clean linen and
plenty of victuals for tle man.”

Hector nods.

“l1 ecame to tell vou that we start
eariy to-morrow,” he =avs, turning to
the door- I mean quits early.”

Saunders nods, his eyes on his be
lcved horses,

“Yes, my lord, I was thinking that

perhaps, we should get a dayv's rest for
’em. . There's no denying that they

are a little overdone™

“We shail lea.e here to miorrow if
they've a leg to stauid on,” le says,
witl: so strang2 a harshiness in his
tone that poor Saunde-rs colurs, and,
tcuching his hat, bends down to his
wcrk in silence.

Lord Delamere goes cut 1nto the
night again, and stands locoking into
thie darkness, As if in a vizion he sees
the peaceful village of Nortiwell, sces

i

cent Grange; in spirit he once more
steers tne boat, witi Sigrna lving at
his feet, toward St. Clare. It is all
a vision to him; even the gay, bril-
liant, bewildering Paris iife; and this
one accursed spot on wiicir he stands
seems thc only real tning. It is here
that the most tragic everts of his life
has occurred, a trazedy, tne whote
truth of whica has vt to be learnt,
{he bitter results of which have vet
to be felt. As Qe stands, tronbled and
mcedy, the place se2ins o change him

.

“Yes, my lord,” he answers. “Rather.

I'is own once desert®d, now magnifi- {

Lord Delamere.

“Fate! Fate!” he mutrers oace:

“It was fated that I should return and
bring my darling with me. A eciiance
word from one of these tipplers and
her whole happiness would Le wreek-
ed! Would to Heaven we had braved
the torrent; anything would hava Leen
Letter than being here!”

“Hector!” comes 2a voice in the
carkness. _ ' i

It is Signa’s. " He starts, and hurries
t3 the door.

“Don't stand thers, my idarling,” he
savs. chidingly; “the night air is cold.”

“And so will the supnper be,’ she re-
terts, laughingly, “if voa o not eome
in. Is anything the matter with the
horses?”

*“Thank lieaven, no!” he arswers.
fervently.

“That's devoutly unttered,” she says,
trightly. Come in now. What do you
say to a roast pheasant as well as
Ycur omelet? We have found an inn
after Dr. Johnson's heart. (Come, I am
fearfully hungry.”

He puts his arm around her, and
ibey go in. The supper, a luxuarious
ore—irust a German for gzood living
—is smoking on the table. A tidy
raid servant stands ready to wait.

“Giorious! is it not?” says Signa,
taking her chair. *“Give me Casalina
fcr a resting-place.”

He shudders, but instantly dispels
the cloud from his hrow, and makes a

I great show of enjoying the situation.

“If omly Lady Rookwe!ll or Aunt
Psodswell could see us!” says Signa—
“to sa(nothing of the Duchess 4'Ornis
—hcw surprised they would ba., After
all, a roving life is tihe one that con-
tains the most enjovment. You éon't

is -all so stale to you.
simply delightful.
Hector?”

He laughs.
“Pure Tuscany. T can reeccmmend it;
tierrmann was alvays famous for his
wine.”

Slie stares for a moment,
lavghs. :

“*Al, yes, T forgot. You have teen
here before, have you not?”

“Yes,” he says, caim!v, but his
kand trembles as he lifts his glass.

“You must take me All over the
place to-morrow,” she says, with a
tcne of anticipation in her voice. “I
am sure it is pretty. There are moun-
tains, are there not?” .

‘Yes,” he answers. “There are moun-
tains, oh, yes.” She looks at him won-
deringly.

“le there anything the matter with
the horses?” she asks.

He starts and laughs.

“Nothing. They are rather tired,
and so am I, and so shsuld you be
you have had a long journey, my dar-
ling.” &

“HBut a happy oze,” she says. “Do
You remember, or do you not, my say-
ing—the day 1 think it was when we
were in the boat saillmg to St. Clare

To me it is
What wine is rhat,

then she

posge it is because 1 am here that I am
60 happy. Do you remember?”

“l remember everything,” he says,
huskily. ““There ie ncthing that I for-
get. But come, darling, vou must be
;;red. We start early to-morrow morn-

PR a

“Eearly.” she says, open-eyed. *‘Sure-
ly not! The maid has been telling me
1z pure Tuscany that there is mot a
prettier place than Casalina: 1 wanted
you to show it to me.”

“It i{s mot worth seeing,” he saye.
almost sternly.

Signa locks ur at him with height-
ened coior. and a touch of pained won-
der in lier eves. It is the first time in
her life that his tome has been any-
thing but gentle and loving with her.

“Is anvthing the martter, Hector?”
she murmurs.”

“Matter!” he save, with a forced
latgh and a look of self-reproach. “No
dariing; nething. I am ouniy annoyed
that we should Lave been turned out
of our ccurse. el me give you some
more wine?”’

She shakes her head. still a little
hurt: and he fiils Lis own glass., and
drinks the wine with an eagerness
quite povel with him.

Then. as if with an effort. he dis-
pels the gioom that seeme to hover
over him like a cloud aad begins to
taik to her. as she loves to have him
talk: witty and gay by turns, with
every now oad then a tender word ol
love for her. .

There is an cid piano in the room—
there is aiways a musical instrument

‘.
{
|

!

|

of some kind in every Tuecan inp:
and half-curiouely ehe opens it and
touches the keys.

“Play something—sing, dear,” he
says, suddenly.

Angd she sits dewn and. touching the
keys softly, sings one of his favorite
songe. He gets up and paces the room
for a few minutes, then he seats him-
self in the shadow, and resting his
head upcn his hand. is lost in tiought.

“1 wonder how many hands have
touched this dear old thing?” she
says. I wish [ knew a Tuscan song.
What was that we heard the other
dav?” and she picks out a tune slowly,
gets it by nicmory, and begins to lilt
to it. With a suddenness that almost
startles her, he raiees his head, his
face pale, his lips ccmpressed.

frem the happy, zeod-natursd Hector |
Warren to the morose and gin-staired

vnderstand my enjovment, perhaps; it |

—that I longed to be in Italy? 1 sup--
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“Not thet,” he says. “It—there is
Bo n'msic in it. Sing something KEng-

Signa laughs softly.

“How patriotic you are te-night,
Hector! Will this do?” and tue clear
voice soarg into “Fair as a Rose.” And
his head goes down on his hand again.
Outside in the passage the whole of
th.e household is gathered to listen
with breathless enjoyment to the
Sweet voice of the young English mi-
ladi, and one of the maids neaves a
6igh and murmurs:

“Ah, but milord is a happy man!”

Milord, as he rises to light a cigar,
looks anvthing but happy. With rest-
less strides he paces the room again,
untll, with a half-emothered yawn,
Signa leamns back in her chair and
looks at him.

“My music hath no charm to soothe
the savage breats,” she says, half re-
ma&chfully. “You logk tired out, Hec-

{ think I am, and yet I am rest-
luss. 1 will finish this cigar; but vou
shali go to bed, my darling,” and he
crosses and put his arm round her
with a caress that has scmething of a
protecting air, as if some intangibie
danger were approaching her.

“Very well,” she says, “You will not
be long?”

He shakes his head, and lighting
the candle, leads the way to their

room. When he comas down again, lie
calls impatiently for anotlier bottle of
wine, but forgets it when it is
brought, and aiiows it to remain on
the tabie untouched, while he fulis to
on tre restless pacing ot the polished
fioor.

At last he stops ahrupt!'y, and put-
ting his iand to his foreiead, as if to
obliterate some painful, mental vis-
icn, murmurs:

“What has come to me? This is
worse than womanisn, this uresenti-
ment of coming evil! It is this cursed
piace. Thank Heaven, we leave it w-
morrow.” '

Then he gees upstairs. and hoelding
the canale aktove his head looks down
at the lovely face with the peace ot
sleep lying upon it, and his face
works ccavilsively withh a passionate
tenderness and awfu] appreheneicn.

“Oh! my darling!” he murmaurs,
hearsely. “I pray Heavea that the
hand, which, stretching out from the
past, lies so heavy on my heart, may
never touch you! To-mcrrow! Oh, for
to-morrow!”

CHAPTER XXIX.

The niorrow breaks with the clear
6ky of a Tuscan morning; the sun,
keenly bright, as only an autumn sun
can be, deluges the little inn, and
makes white walls and yellow thatch-
ed roofs glister. again. :

While Signa is still asleep, Hector
has risen and gone downstairs.
black cloud of the previous evening
has disappeared, gs if dispeiled by the
morning surlight Eariy as it is, the
house is still asir, and Saunders is
hiseing and whistiing about his horses.
Lord Delamere goes out to him with
an eager inquiry.

*“All right, Saunders?” he asks, eving!

the horzes critically.
“Yes. my lord. I think so0,” says
Saunders, but with a raint tone of

oubt. “They are a little stiff. I'll take

—
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} Hector nods and walks out into the
roadroad. It is s lovely view, but as
. he gazes at it no sign of pleasure or
admiration comes into his eyes; in-
stead, his face grows grave and harsh,
and he turns back hastily to see Signa
standing in the open doorway. She
looks a part of the morning, so fresh
and bright is the lovely face, so full
of vouth and grace the lithe, supple
figure. .

“What a lovely morning, Hector!
And what a pretty place! Is it really
true that we shall not be able to see
it?”

“I am afraid so,” he replies, looking
away from her. “We have a long jour-
new before us, and must start carly.
Our friend, the swollen torrent, has

our plans.”
(To be continued.)

THE LUSCIOUS
~ STRAWBERRY

A Bunch of Tested Recipes
for their Use,

to Clip Out.

Strawberries grow in Alaska and
Florida and Maine and Texas. They
follow the pull of the sunshine from
South ‘5 North across the whole coun-
try. What to do with them while in
season and how to keep up supply
when out of season is set forth in the
following array of recipes:

STRAWBERRY POPOVERS.

These popovers makse a very novei
and deliclous dessert. and, what is
better, cne that is not at ail difficult
to make. Beat three eggs ratner light.
but not quite as lignt as for cake. ana
two cupfuls of milk and beat agzaia
and then add two cupfuls of flour that
have been sifted twicg and mixed with
a saltspoonful of salt. Now bheat it
again untii it is smooth and pour into
buttered gem pans that ave  been
heated in the oven until{ thev are
warmed thorcughly. Bake in a mod-
erate c¢ven. ,When done they should
he eaten zt once after thev have heen
eplit up omne side and filled with
slightly erushed strawherries and cov-
ered with whipped cream.

STRAWBERRY BREAD PUDDING.
Thougn this d¢ish has a hiomely
name, it is realiyv a most deiicious

coniection and literally worthy "‘to set
‘before a king.” C(ut stale bread in
rather thiy slices and tcast a light
brown. Butter this very lavishly and
line the bottom and sides of a pudding
dish witn them. Fill the dish with

strawberries and heap tliem in as
thickly ags possible, placing a few

crumbled pieces of tcast umoag them
and sifting sugar all through and over
them. Bake in a moderate oven for
about half an hour. This is delicious
served veryr cold with thick cream.
STRAWBERRY CHARILOTTE RUSSE

Make 2 custard of cae quart of
milk. put over the fire with a cupful
of sugar, bring to the buiitng point and
i stir ia the Leaten yolks of four eggs.
Stir constani!y for a mowment and re-
move from the fire, Dip haif a dozen
| ladyfingers i cream aand arrasge them
in a glass dish, Pour over them o
layer of strawberries~ siightly swecot-
ened. Arrange another layer of the
berries, Pour the custard over alil.
Beat the whites of the eggs untii stiff
and stir into them fcur tablesnouns
of powdered sugar; color with a little
juice of the berries. Pile tie meringue
lightiv over tlhie top or ornameont with
a cirele of large, firm, sweet berries,
The ingxredients of the irifle must be
very codd when pat together. and it is
a guod plan to keep the disii on ice
untii served. 3

STRAWBERRY WIHiLDP,

1

|

[
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A WELLKNOWN RESIDENT OF
PORT HAWKESBURY IS RE.
STORED TO HEALTH AND
STRENGTH.

One ¢f the best known men in the
town of Port Hawkesbury, NS, is MR
Wiiliam Dutf. He has been a membet
of the municipal council for 16 yeans,
chairman of tihe echoo]l board, and
heid other responsible positions. Mn
Dutf's words, therefore, can be takem

coming from a man who has the es~
teem and respect of his fellow towans
men. He makes no eecret of the fact
that he believes Dr. Williames' Pink
Pills saved his life, and that they re-

cctored him to good nealth, afler sev-

eral medical men had failed to cure
him. Mr. Duff tells of his tliness and
cure ae follows: "“About four years
ago | was attacked with la grippe
which left me in a condition difficult
to describe. 1 was attacked with gem~
eral weakness, and a constant dull
pain in tie stomach, | became so weak
that 1 could not walk a hundred yards
without eitting down to rest. The food
I ate continually soured on my stom-
ach, My nerves were ail gone, and pal-
pitation of the heart and a fluttering
sensation all through my chest, capee~
ially at night was almost unbcarable.
1 was finally compelled to go ta bed,

" ond called in a doctor, who eaid my

Fo rthe Careful Housewife |

heart was affected, and treated me for
that trouble, After three months at-
tendance, and feeling no better 1 call-
ed in another doctor. His treatment
also failed 1o heip me, and 1 tried &
third dector. This one said there was
notning wrong with my heart, that
the trouble was due to my stomach.
After treating me for a time Le ad-
vised tilat 1 go to the hoepital at Hal-

Cifax. On a nreviovs cecceion when I
chad an attack of rheumatism |

had
been cured by Dr, Williams' Pink Pills
and 1 dccided tnatl rather thun go to
a hoepital 1 would egain try this
medicine, I got a eupniv of toe pille
and negan using them. In 2 . v weeks
1 couid feel my strength reiasninge, my
clemach wae Ziviag me leco irouble,
the paipitaticn of the heart d'wappear
od, and afier a further wee of the
pills 1 felt as well as ever | did In
my i.te. 1 can truly :av tiat 1 feel
moere thanktu! thoa words can expross
tor what Dr. Williams' Pink Pills La.e
done ter me.”

 You can get these piile from any
dealer in medeine, or bv mai at 60
cents a boX., c¢r six boxes  for $2.60

from The Dr. Willianis' Medicine Co.,
Brockviile ,Ont.
L e

The Good Time.

Prequentiy you Lear a ri¢in  mab
abieed Lecaure he clays au the Job
Loat made uim rien insteat ol spend-
ing e tine gadding about tiie earth
n eeareh of a goed time. Hut it Is
hardly fair 10 Gesulne that avar.ce and
greed promyt such actiom or evexu that
iv is lack of faith in Lumaniiy. Very
likeiy the work done represents the
goodstime fur the man who ctavg 4@t
it after all need of work lLaec pussed.
for it is c¢irtain that there are many
ideas of wiuat conetitutee  bappiness,

; and the wan wha se.ects joafing s avt

!

I

!
|

to change hie mind in time if he trics
it. oing nothing is harder than work,
and if & man has sient many years dt
work, learning little of play, work

| bring: him more exjoyment tiian the

Rub a quart of strawberries through |

a fine struiner an adid powaered sugar

to taste,

Beat tite whites of tiiree egzs ]

to a very stiff froth and mix thiz im- !

masied  berries
ook for 15

mediately wiih the
and put in a gnick oven.

cf heat in the oven, and serve as sgon
as baked. A souffle of this kind is
always more delicious if baked in a
iow baking dish,
STEAMED STRAWDBERDY PUDDING
Make a soft dough with cie cupfui
of mi'k and onc pint of flour, ia
which has been cifted two level: tea
epeonfuls of hoking powder and a
little salt. Put 4 spoonful of the
dough Into well-areased cups, then a
spoonful of struwberrics, then anotlier
of dougih. Steam for 20 minutes,
STRAWBERRY SAUCE,
Cream two tablespoonfuls uf butter,
add gradually one cup of powdered
) sugur «nd a little lemen juice,  Beat
‘iu crushed birries and setve eold, or
me't tne butter_opver hot water and
serve hot. ? ;
BERRYW BAVARIAN CREAM.
Mix oue pint of strawberry pulp
and juic3y wiik balf a cuprul of pow-
dered sugar. Cover half 2 box of geia

tine with one-fourth cuptul of coic
water and soak until soft. Aud one-

fourth cupfu! of Lot water and a.ssoive
and strain. Stir this into the fruit,
stand the bow! containing the mixture
in a pan of cracked ice and as soon
as it begins to thicken. fold in one-
half pint of cream, whipped stiff. Turn
into a mould and stand it in a cold
Place. Serve with“the whole berries.
Strawberry sandwiches may be of-
fgred at the tea tabie. Mash tie ber-
ries slightly, adding a little orange
juice and plenty of powdered sugar.
Butter thin slices of bread and spread
with the berries.
Strawberry fool is a summer day
dessert. Put two pounds of ripe gtraw-
berries into a pam with four ounces of
castor eugar. Cover closely and let
simmer for 10 minutes, stirring oceca-
elonally to prevent burning. Put the
fruit through a sieve, add enough cus-
tard to make it thick. then some
cream. Stand it on ice.

—_—eo—
The trouble with most people who

fish for compliments is that they don't

or 20 minutes, according to the degree |

g0 deep enough. ;

Lutterfly existence. - Atchicon Globe.
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5HIP O LREAMS
(Carroll O'Connell)
M:itsy mnight, stars so bright,
Dusky shades afalling,
In the distance, hidden quite,
Whip-poor-wiils acailing.

All arouand, hills profound,

- Lofty and serene,

Purple mists must have kissed,
Their soft, lyxuriant greeu

The ilittle flowers, with twilight hours,
The.r dzinty heads have drooped,
Mother Rest their slumbers blessed,

As cover them she stooped

The lauke g0 biuo h2s durkened, 'no,
And sritl so sUil it seems,

"Il flitting uight. for fairy tlighe,
In my !'ttile Ship o Dreams

Ship o Dreams, Ship o' Dreaws,
Tide me far away, ,
To the Happy Vision land,
bBring e back at break o da
—— v ——

The Hindeuburg Line.

The Germun General tSaff reviened the
Lghung on the Sonune,

And sun:iatizing the result w.'li fuces
fixed and gium,

They put it up to Hindenburg
eNneunLuL

The stout Field  Marshal  swood  aned
scratchod the corners of his head,
Where ta the awtertmeshing cogs coutinge
cusly sped.
s thing st

dritw Loe line

with fat

stop Woe've 2ot to
wntew here, ' he osald

And whervupon they started in ot onee

1o uraw o line,
According o tie regulations (oo feet
desinng

in tacl the Kaiser said it
s doubt divine

Wil owithout

YEis o dond! Tos done et Just o striet
acvorttance w.oth the lnw,

And tooting loudly all the Touions back
of it withdraw,

The while a wondering universe looka
ot osuffused with awe,

But now the British, nice cuough,  puat
vather stupld  chaps,

Have cut 1t up end brokesn it
s{wiled the mops,

You'd almost think they didn’'t Know
the thing was there, perlivg <!
--Miurice Morris, in New

N - -

Mlaking Amends.

A poor Turkish slater of Cunstantine ple,
Loing gt woik upon the 1roo! of w house,
lost pis footing and el into the nwirow
street upon oomen. The pedestrian was
Killed by the econcission, wiije the sia:
escuped Without maseriad oinry. A s

completely

[
Yurk Sun,

Of the weceased caneed r to be
artested. The  cadi 0 ntively
end in the the end gs! ter what
he had to say in nis o

Mspenser of  justic wered the
accused, Uit s even G lao- luan sa

but heaven forbid that heire should
«Vvil in my hcart I am a poor man and
know not how to make amends.

The sen of the man who had been killed
thereupcn demanded that condign pum-
isinnvnt should be inflicted ¢n the accus~
Q.

_The cad! meditated 2 few moments and
finally saia, “{t shail be 0. Then to
the slater he suid. “Thou shalt stand in
the street where the father of this youn
man stood when thou didst fall on him.

And to the accuser hes udded: “The
st alt, if it please thee, £0 up on the
and fall upon the culprit even as he
upon thy father. Allah be praiseq!"

The legislator without statistics ia
like the mariner at sea without a com-
pass.—Garfield.
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