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ANTHONY DEAN'S §
DOUBLE.....

b B 8 I I B B R B

It was undoubtedly galling. Tom
Palmer sat in a corner of the bar
of the Green Dragon, moodily nursing
his wrath, and gazing with exagger-
ated scorn at Miss Ann Tompkins.
She lounged over the counter and
curls at Anthony Dean.
Two months ago the curls had been
shaken at him. It was more than

|galling; it was wormwood to watch

her now.

Two months ago there had been no
Anthony Dean in Slumborough, and
life had been pleasant to Tom. Two
monthhs ago one blissful afternoon he
had been invited to tea in the back
parlor, and Mrs. Tompkins had hint-
ed that when Ann was married she
would give over the conduct of the
inn to her son-in-law, and gracefully
retire. Ann had smiled and blushed,
and put three lumps of sugar in his
tea in er confusion; and Tom had
gone home and asked his elder bro-
ther what he would give him for his
share in their village grocery store.
Then Anthony Dean taad come to
Slumborough, and Miss Ann, fickle
as her sex is, had thrown Tom into
despair by her utter neglect of him.
Anthony Dean travelled. There was
cause for mystery in that. In the

dr » he said.
‘a. g’m £oing on a journey,”” Apthony
sai

#l&dly and pompously, fingering
: -s@ted tic. Tom sniffed audi-
bly. ;

“Thgm.x‘e hothers who can go a
journey,” he commented.

‘““As who?”’ demanded Anthony,

_ |staring, not at Tom, but at the ar.
|ray of pewter pots, hung upon nails,

winking back at the oil-lamps.

“l1 name no’names,” said Tom,
oppressively. “But some can go
farther nor others,”’ he added, gloom-
ily; ‘“‘and no wonder, considering the
treatment folks ’as to put up with.”

“I wonder at your taking notice of
people, Mr. Dean,” said Miss Ann.
“Will you be long away?”
| ““Two months.”” said Mr. Dean. ““It
will seem like a haze until I return,”
he added, sentimentally.

- Tom said ““Ho!"" very loudly.

“What wonderful things manners
is!"”’ said Miss Ann, sarcastically.

There was no withstanding this.
Tom rose and made a tragic exit,
marred by the urgency of the swing
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‘door, which, escaping from his hand,

- Itipped his straw hat upon the saw-

d!acted floor. Groping for it, he
ard a light titter and a loud guf-
It hurt him. ;

A man followed him out. He had
‘been intently listening to the conver-
sation from behind the ambush of a
pewter pot. He was a stranger to
the village. He had the alert ap-
pearance of a man who lived by
hazards, generally losing hazards.

“I gather, sir,”” he said, “‘that you
are contemplating a journey.”’

Tom 'halted, looked at the man,
said gloomily, I am,” and = con-
tinued his way up the village main
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1 LA
German Scientist Claims to Have
Reached Success.

The German scientist Dr. Koenig, of
Hoechst, announced to a congress of
scientists assembled at Breslau that

had succeeded completely in solv-

the problem of colored photo-
graphy, which has hitherto baffiled
the most expert photographers.

Dr. hoenig said he had discovered
a perfectly simple process whereby
every shade of color in the photo-
graph object was reproduced to per-
fection in the photograph. The pro-
cess was s0 casy that anv amateur
would be able to carrv if out with
the same facility that he now takes
snapshots.

Further, it is only a fraction more
expensive than ordinary photography.

The process reveals whatever a
man wears, a black or dark blue,
whether a gold or silver watch-chain,
whether he has ruddy or pale com-
plexion, and other details to perfec-
tion.

After the negative 1s taken the col-
ored photograph can be copied in
forty seconds, and retains all  the

~ shades of color in the copy.

Dr. Koenig is to explain the techni-
cal details to the congress. Experts
‘who have investigated his claims de-
clare that the discovery is amazing.
B Y 4
Hugband—"“What  did  you
svhen you heard the chandelier
in the night?"” Wife—'?f'Why.,_ 1
thought that you had been detained
n ‘b ' again and were getting

think

Job Plotag 0B

fall

street. The man paced genially at
his side.
““Going far?"’ the stranger persisted.
“Mebbe,”” said Tom: then added,
refiectively, ‘““Mebbe not.”’ Then, in
a sudden burst of confidence, “‘It«de-
pends.”’ ;
““Ah, yes; quite true. Excuse me.”’
He pulled out the stump end of a
cigar, lit it, and smoked noisily.
“Fact is, I'm a stranger. 1 don't
know you—you don’t know me. But

'heart
tyou.”

“Ho!”" said Tom.

“You have been treated badly.”

“I have—cruel,” 'Tom sighed, heav-
ily. *“’Ere, mister,”” he said, sud-
denly, the desire for sympathy break-
ing down his reserve, ‘“what ’ud vou
call it if you were, so to say, close
to ’'appiness and 'ad it stolen from
you by a brown billycock ’at, a black
tailed coat, and a tie with pink
spots?”’ -

“I should call it,”” said the stran-
ger, pondering deeply, ‘‘cruel hard.”

“You've ’it it, mister. It is cruel
‘ard.”’ 4

‘““And you are going away?”’

going out in sympathy to
" y

“Yes,”” said Tom, gloomily. “I've
'ad enough of it.”

(l].‘al.?”

‘““As far as the Thames.” Tom

grew tragic—the more so that he had
no intention of putting his words in-
lo effect. “‘My life’s spoiled hy a
brown bhillycock ’at and hetcetras. 1
can't call it a man to come and
sneak afore me like that.””

The stranger stopped and confront-
ed Tom.

“I guessed as much. When wmy
heart went out in sympathy to you,
I said to myseli, ‘There’'s a promis-
{ing young man being sent to his
grave by—" "' >

“By a billycock 'at and hetcetras,’’
promnted Tom.

“Exactly,”” said the stranger.
“But,”” he added, suddenly, ‘““‘where’s
your spirit?”’

“IKh?"” said Tom, somewhat start-
led, *“‘Oh, 1 'ad no ’eart to finish it.
I left it on the table.”

“I don’t mean that.
pluck?”’

“Ho, I see. 1It’s like this, mister.
I says 'e’s 'ad lessons in boxing,
and I don’t want to make a mis-

Where's your

take.”’

'two pounds

i

1

t

““Naturally. But, my young friend,
instead of sinking into a watery
grave, and so leaving those two per-
fidious beings to happiness, I'd have
my revenge.’’

‘““As ‘ow?”’

“Would you do me a favor In re-
turn? A loan of—say—five pounds?—
and I can show you how to take a
very complete revenge.’’

“It’s a ’'igh price, mister.”

“Only a loan, my young friend.
Merely to help me out of temporary
difficulties.”’

‘““Some loans is as expensive ase
gifts,” said Tom. “Shall we say
as a token of hesteem
and happreciation?”’

“We will say two pounds!”
the stranger, enthusiastically.

The next day Tom and the stran-
ger were in ILondon. At the Ham-
mersmith Broadway the stranger
stopped. :

““He should be here in a few min-
utes,”’ said the stranger. ‘“He moves
from one public-house to another. I
will point hiia out, and then—if you
should happen to make it fifty shil-
lings, Mr. Palmer, you would never
regret it. A good action is always
a comforting thing to look back up-
on.”

‘““A bargain’s a bargain,”” Tom an-
swered, unsympathetically. “I'm a
grocer and I knows.”’

“I merely suggested it,’”” the stran-
ger said. ‘‘Ah, there he is!”’

Tom looked up, and his mouth op-
ened wide in absolute astonishment.

““As like a pea is to a pea!’”” he
said. The stranger smiled.

“I remarked the wonderful resem-
blance when I first entered the Green
Dragon. Might be the same man,
That concludes’ my part of the bar-
gain, and that—ah, thanks.” The

said

'stranger dived down a narrow street

towards the river. Tom remained
staring in amazement at the vendor
of bootlaces approaching him.

Except that he was dirty, ragged,
and unshaven, he might have been
the twin brother of Anthony Dean.
Except that his mouth was weak and
his eyes suggested gin, he might, have
been Anthony Dean himself. :

He came shuffling along until his
wandering eye caught Tom staring at
him. ;

“’Ullo, capting!”’ he cried, impul-
sively, adopting a facetious manner;
““studyin’ beauty in ’Ammersmith?
Think you'll know me agine?”’

“Can I ’ave a word with you?”’
Tom asked.

“Well, I ain’t got many engige-
ments this mornin’., Fact is, cap-

ting,”” he added, confidentially, ‘“Joey
Chamberlain is gone awye, an’
they’ve shut up Buckin’am Pawlace,
so I've got more time. Yuss, ver
can 'ave a word. D’jer want hany-
think in my line?”’ he added, dang-
ling the bootlaces. “‘Wot d’jer
want?”’ :
“I wants you.”

‘“Ho!”’ The request evidently stag-
gered him. ‘‘ "Olesale horder. l.ook
‘ere, capting,”” with a sudden suspi-

cion, “‘if it’s tracks I sells ’em for
wiste piper; if it’s the Harmy, I've
been rescued once this week, an’ my
‘ealth won’t stand no more.”

“I've taken a fancy to you—"

“I see yer ’'ave taiste, yer ‘ave,”’
the man said, admiringly. “It’s
mos'ly gels as does that.”” -

‘““You're—you're very like a brother
of mine—'"""

“’E must 'ave ’ad all the
of the fambly.”’

“Who's dead.’’

looks

I heard enough to-night to find my

“Drink?”’
‘“Ho! Well, yer needn't get "ufly.

Cawn’t’ be so much ‘Jike me—'Enery

;Awkins, merchant, fourteen previous
conwictions, ten bob or a munf.”
“Your name?”’
“An’ caraktur. Wull,
goin’ ter do with me?”’

what yer

of clothes—"'’"
“Tiken a fawncy to these duds as
well as me?”’
“And a bath—"
! ‘““Good mornin’, capting.” Mr.
‘Hawkins commenced to shuffle away.
“Wait a minute. "And a dinner,
and a cigar, and ’'arf a quid.”

“Fh?”’ He paused irresolutely,
“Bawth is hessenshul?”’
‘““Yes.”

‘““Ho, wull, 'ave it yer own wye.”
He resigned himself into the hands of

unpleasant point gracefully.
“I will give you these things
Saturday next —"’

on

“Is this the confidence trick cap-
ting?”’

“When you’ll come a-outing with
me to Budbury.”

“T tell yer strite, capting, I ain’t
exac'ly a Band of 'Ope member!”

“Look ’ere,”’
as possible,

there. Sce?”

“It’'s a bit dazzlin’, but I think I
secs.”’

‘““And 'arf a quid. You will 'ave to
wear some clothes T shall send vou.

bloomin’ dye in the country.”’

strolled out of Budbyry station
meet Mr. Tom Palmer.

coat, and a pink-spotted necktie.
was stonishingly like Mr. Anthony
Dean.

"It was fair day. Budbury was
'thronged with farmers and laborers.
(Mr., Hawkins surveyed the scene with
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rgradually deepening disgust.

“I'm going to give you a new suit |

Tom with a gesture of conceding an

said Tom, as sternly
“I'll give you a dinner

and a cigar now; and on Saturday
yvou're to come to Budbury., 1 shall
be there. You can have as much

to drink as you like when you gets

There’ll he your fare in one of the
pockets.”’ .
“Orlrigat, capting—we'll ’ave a

On Saturday morning Mr. Hawkins
to
He wore a
brown bowler hat, a black morning
He

the crowd he could see no one at all
resembling Mr. Palmer. He strolled
up the High Street with gathering
anger. On his way a man stopped,
stared at him. and then shouted,
““*‘Ullo, Mr, ‘Dean!”” Mr, Hawkins,
always affable, shouted back, ‘* 'Ullo
you!”’

‘““'Ullo, Mr. ’Awkins!"” said Tom,
coming round a corner. ‘‘Nice morn-
in’, ain't it?”

Mr. Hawkins wheeled round.
face suddenly broke into smiles.

““There you are!’’ he said, playfully.
“I've 'ad a hunt for you all over this
plice. Wen does the beanfeast com-
mence?”’

“Look ’ere, Mr. 'Awkins, I'm very
sorry, that's wot I am, but I've got
a lot of bizness to look to. 1sha'n’t
be able to look after you.’’

‘“ ’Ere, capting, none o' that! It's
false pretences, that’s wot that is.
You've got me dahn ’ere an’ not so
much as the price of a drink on me.
Think of .yer dead brother—'e wot
died of drink, an’ so much like me.”
Mr. Hawkins was reproachful.

“'Ere’s ’arf a quid and ’arf a dol-
lar over, and five cigars. ’Ad no
end of luck at them cokernut shies.””
Tom handed over the money and five
thin, black cigars.

““"Ave a good time—don’t stint yer-

His |

In all Twho pressed back with painful sever-

ity against the counter. ‘“‘That’s
what’s the matter!”’
“Wo all ’as our weaknesses.

thory—least-ways "Awkins,”’

Han-
Tom

"Awkins, as a friend
This is 'earthren-

for your good.
I asks you to go.
derin’ for Hann.”

“Friend! I like that!
—you snake in the grass!”

“We all 'as our weaknesses, 'Awkins
an’ I'm sorry for you, but

1shouldn’t :ave done it.”’

‘“Done it! Done what? T tell you
it’s all a lie! Never was in Budbury
but once, ten years ago.”’

“’Umbug!”’ said Miss Ann.

The- door swung open again, and a
hoarse voice called through it.

‘““Bootlices, miss?’’ it said.

Tom started and paled.

“I'll jes look in an’ see your mo-
ther,”” he said hurried to Ann, lifting
{the counter-flap.

““And leave me unprotected?”’
jan<woead  sniffing. Then she
out; “~hut thnat door! We
want no bootlaces!”’

“Orlright, miss,”” answered the
voice. Tom kept his head down and
studied the counter. The door clos-
ed, and then the voice spoke again,
inside this time.

““Bootlices, penny a pair!”’ it cried.

she
cried
don’t

self,”” said he.

Hawkins.
By a curious coincidence, in the ai-

“Wot do you think?’’ demanded Mr, |

““Good ’'eavens!’”’ cried Miss Ann:
‘and ““Well, I'm blowed!”’ said An-
thony Dean, simultaneously. In the
bar-parlor stood a man remarkably

ternoon Miss Ann Tompkins and her
mother drove over to Budbury Fair
from Slumborough in Mr. Erdale's
trap. Mr. Tom Palmer, marking the
arrival from g side street, lost the
anxious expression that had been gra-
dually clouding his face

He watched Miss
and her mother, but kept modestly in
the background. They had alighted,
and were engaged in the contempla-
tion of a small stand on which daz-
zling jewels in rings were displayed
[for sale, varying in price from six-
pence to eightpence.

“I don’t ’old with nuthin’ but di-
minds, Hann,”” said Mrs. Tompkins.
“They set hoff the ’and so. ’'Ullo!
‘What’s this?’’ she broke off, catching
sight of the slowly moving crowd.
““One of those acrebacks goin’ to
preform! ’ Come on, Hann!"’

Making excellent use of her umbrel-
la, the old lady had forced a way
for herself and her daughter into the
fourth row, when a barman deposited
a drunken man on the pavement and
returned to attend to other of his
customers.

Mr. Hawkins sat blinking his eyes
and flourishing a black cigar in weak
and undecided circles.

“Ma!’’ cried Miss Tompkins, sud-
denly, ‘““come away! It’s Mr. Dean!"’

Someone cried out that a policeman
was coming—the eflort of a vivid im-
agination—and then Mr, Palmer broke
through the crowd and went up to
the amiably-smiling Mr. Hawkins.

Mr. Hawkins hailed him with en-
thusiasm.

“Glorious dye, Misthur Palmer!”’ he
said. Then he suddenly grew grave.
“Tike a frien—irien’ly warnin’ an’

go 'ome. Tike a warnin’ from—irom
| me. I—1've - fourteem conwictions
'a'ready.”

Someone said ‘‘Shame!”’ and Miss
Tompkins made frantic but ineffectu-

al attempts to break through the
crowd and get away.
“+Mr. Tom Palmer rose to the - oc-

casion.
“TI know this man,’”’ the said, clear-

ly addressing the crowd. ““Let me
take him away.”’
“Friend of yours?”’ asked one of

the bystanders.

“Not—not exac’ly friend,”” answered
Mr. Palmer, ‘‘but ’e’s dear to one I
would spare.”’

Helping the limp Mr. Hawkins to
rise, Tom piloted him as well as he
could down a side street.

Safely in the train that evening,
Tom slapped his leg exultantly and
then chuckled audibly.

‘““Hit’s cost me a sight o’ money,”
Tom reflected, philosophically, ‘‘but
a funeral would ’ave come to more.
A fellow " can’t be buried in a re-
spectable wayv that does ’im credit
under eight pounds.””

Green Dragon swung open to admit
Anthony Dean. He carried a small

cardboard box ostentatiously in his
hand.
““Good evenin’, Miss Hann,”” he

said, cheerfully.

Miss Ann looked at him as though
he were transparent. Tom, who had
been lounging across the counter with
a sentimental smile, which falfilled
the purpose of conversation and was
by no means so exhausting to the
brain, turned and regarded him sadly
reven reproachiully.

Anthony Dean paused and stared at
them.

‘““Somebody been ’avin’ a funeral?’’
he asked.

“I was mistook in you, Hanthony
Dean,”” said Tom sadly.

“Eh?”

“Better call your mother,”’
added, in a hoarse whisper to
Ann.

“I see no call for that, Tom,” she
answered. “I think T knows my
duty, an’ do it T will, whatever per-
sons may sayv.”’

““Quite right, my dear!”’ cried An-
thony Dean, advancing to the coun-
ter. ‘“‘And that being so, I'll ’ave
a pot of four ’arf.”

Tom,
Miss

“The himpudence of persons is
owdacious!”’ said Miss Ann, address-
ing Tom.

‘““‘Better ask your mother in, Ann,”’
murmured Tom, uneasily. “It’s
painful for you, my dear.”

‘““Painful or not painful I knows my

duty.”’

“I'm thirsty, my dear,”” complain-
ed Anthony Dean. ‘“Let me "ave my
drink, and then heggsplain this con-
versation. At present I'm in the
dark.”

“Mr. 'Awkins,”” said Ann, severely,
“it’s my duty to tell you that your
room is better than your company.”

““Oh, 'Awkins, 'ow could you carry
on s0?’ supplemented Tomn.

“ "Awkins?’’ cried the astonished
traveller.

““Mister "Awkins, halias
Hanthony Dean,”” said Tom, very
slowly, and ecarefully moving a chair
in front of himn with a cautious toe.

‘““ "Enery "Awkins! What’s the
game?’’ demanded the bewildered An-
thony.

"Enery

rr

Ann Tompkins |

Two months later the door of the|

like Anthony.

| “Wull ,my stars!”’ cried Mr. Haw-
{kins, catching sight of Tom. “My
igardin hangel! Miss, I'm ’'is dead
(an’ buried bruvver wot died, an’ ‘e
'Was good to me at Budbury, an’ mide
me as top heavy as a lord, an’ sed
'e’d took after me!”’

Tom turned round.
pale and limp.

“I don’t feel well,”” he said, feebly.
“I'll get ome.”” He crossed to the
‘door quickly.
| e "Ere, capting, I'll come 'ome with
yer!” Mr. Hawkins cried, shuflling
after him.,

“I'll be hanged if vou do!” said
Tom, fiercely, and banged the door.

* L ] * * * *

“It’s for wyou,”” said Anthony,
sheepishly, opening the cardboard
ibox an hour afterwards, and dis-
playing a gold ring with a big red
stone in it.

“Oh, how lovely!’”’ cried Miss Ann.
—London Tit-Bits.

+
PERSONAL POINTERS.

Interesting Gossip About Some
Prominent People.

The King of Italy, altliough the
head of one of the greatest wine-pro-
ducing countries, is almost an ab-
stainer.

M. Bellamy,

He was very

of Paris, owns the
most powerful motor-car in the
world. The engine is 165-horse
power, with eight cylinders and three
forward speeds, the second speed be-
ing geared for eighty miles an hour.

M. Paderewski commenced to study
the piano at the age of gix. His
first tutor was unable to play the

no kno.ledge of technique.
well did the student progress with
his own natural ability, and under
the guidance of masters whose pupil
he bacame at the age of twelve, that
by the time he was eighteen he was
a Professor at the Conservatoire at
Warsaw.

Mr. F. C. Selous, the mighty hunt-
er of big game, who was at Tom
Brown’s old school—Ruby—was nick-
named ‘‘“Zealous’’ by his companions.
On leaving school he went to Swit-
zerland to learn French and German.
He rather startled the worthy Swit-
Zers on one occasion by jumping into
the Rhine clad in top-boots and
great-coat. A duck which he had
shot had fallen into the river, and
he wanted to get it out.

One of the least seli-advertised of
great men is Professor Rontgen, who
discovered the marvellous rays which
now bear his name. The professor
has never been interviewed, never
bheen banquetted, and he has even re-
fused immense sums of money offer-
ed him by publishers for a book on
what he himself modestly styled ‘‘a
new Kkind of ray.” Though sixty,
' he carries his years gallantly, and
looks more like @ man who has led
a healthy outdoor life than one who
has spent the whole of his manhood
in investigating strange physical pro-
blems.

Sit  Henry Drummond Wolff, the
distinguished Ambassador, used to
Possess g wonderiul dog. This crea-
ture was the best-mannered little fel-
low in the world. He seemed to
have assimilated the good-breeding of
the grandee from whom Sir Henry
got him in Spain. One day, it is
said, when the presence of many
guests caused Lady Wolfl to forget
his dinner, the dog, too well-conduct-
ed to whine or obtrude itself in un-
seemly fashion, went to the garden
bit off a flower, and, returning, laid
it at Lady Wolfl’s feet. The flower
was a forget-me-not.

Mlle. Marthe Dupuy, whose remark-
able volume of sonnets has just won
the coveted Sully Prudhomme Prize,
lives in an attic, When ten years
old she could neither read nor write,
but ultimately developed into a Post
Office clerk, After eight years’ ser-
vice <he retired with shattered health
and an enthusiasm for poetry. Her
book will shortly be published under
the title, ‘‘Idylle cn Fleure.”” All the
sonnets are after Virgil, Theocritus,
and Anacreon, although she knows
nothing of Greek or Latin except
what she culled from the pages of
Leconte de Lisle,

Mr. Spencer Charrington,
pluckily sat out the recent twenty-
gix hours’ sederunt of the British
House of Commons, is eighty-six,
and has represented the Mile End
division of Tower Hamlets in the
Conservative interest for ninetcen
years.
ous brewing
| great
'and a keen politician.
| will miss him
| for he is one of its most faithful at-
| tendants, and in the reading-room of
' the House there is a particular arm-
| chair which is his prescriptive right,
' and which no onc else ever dreams of
| appropriating.

The career of Sir Thomas Barham
is one that the late Dr, Smiles would
have been delighted to have held up
as an example. Many people living
in Hampstead and its neighborhood
can remember him when, as a mifk-
man, he carried his cans round the
district. But he could see far be-
yond his daily task, and in time had
a milk business of his own. Thig
was bhut the stepping-stone to con-
tinued success, and his happiest ven-
ture was the establishment of one
the big London milk companies.
which, with {ts farms convenient 1
the greatest milk market in the
world, supplied that rare thing—‘‘n
‘ong-felt want.”’ Sir George Bar-
am bas yet found time gctively 1«
interest himsell in many charitable

who so

firm, gnd, despite

of

“Game!”’ cried Miss Ann. ‘‘Not
much game, unless it's been making
game of me. Not that there was
anything. 1 never liked you: my
‘eart told me as there was somethin’
under’anded about you; but eunstom’s
custom, and a gel ‘as fo bhe civil
be’ind the bar. Game! Yes, a pret-
ty game up at Dudburv. An’ Ton
be'aved noble, ‘2 declared as it
wasn’'t yvou, but mother an’ me saw.
"I would ’ave spared vou.’’

“Budbury! What about Budbury?
Look ’'ere, you’'ve bLin lvin’ about
me!”’ Anthony faced Tom angrily,

and philanthropie objects.

s ﬂz&‘ o ;"ﬂﬁl

said, in a conciliatory manner. ““It’s |

Why, you |

|

|

vou |
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DOMESTIC RECIPES.

Venetian Cake.—One hali cup but-
ter creamed with half a cup of pow-
dered sugar; add the yolks of three
egzs beaten light, one and a half
cups of flour and a teaspoonful of
Vanilla. Blanch and cut half a cup
of almond meats and add to the
dough, which should be rather soit.
Take a small piece at a time., drop
into powdered sugar, make into a
ball an inch in diameter. Place the
balls a little distance apart on a
floured pan and bake ten or fifteen
minutes in a moderate oven. They
will look like macaroons. :

Almond Filling for Layer Cake.—
One cup of sour cream, heated to
the boiling point, into which stir
three teaspoonfuls of cornstarch, the
volks of three eggs, beaten with one
cup of sugar, the whites beaten to a
stiff froth, and add last a cup of
almaonds, after they are shelled.
Blanch the nuts, roll fine, and then
return the mixture to the fire and
cook till thick. This is a rich and
delicious filling for a layer cake.

Chicken Salad.—One well boiled
chicken; remove the skin and fat and
cut in dice; two teaspoonfuls of cel-
ery cut in dice. Put two teacupfuls
of cream into a saucepan, let it
come to a boil, stir in a tablespoon-
ful of mixed mustard, two heaped
teaspoonfuls of butter, vinegar, salt
and cayenne to taste, and last, the
well beaten yolks of four eggs. Stir
until it becomes like thick boiled cus-
tard; then take from the fire, set
the saucepan in cold water and stir
till it cools to keep it from curdling.
Toss the chicken and celery togzether
and mix carefully with the dressing.

A Good Pot Roast.—Have the but-
cher extract the bone from the rump
roast and take a few stitches to
keep the piece in shape. Place in
an iron pot with a tight cover. Put
in with it two small onions
two cloves stuck in each, a pod of
red pepper, two carrots, salt, and a
little allspice.
water over the beef to nearly cover
it. Let it come to a hard hoil, then

>DI33D33>>

for six hours. Place the beef
on a hot dish, strain the gravy, and
take off every particle of grease.
Have ready ongs
sugar browned in a saucepan,

a little flour.
over the beef.
{and arrange
better pot roast
cooked.

An Easy Omelet—This is

Cut up the
around the meat.

buys for twenty

piano, while the second had little or |
But so |

He is a member of the fam- |ies from
his | cording to the
age, is «till hale and hearty | the time of the year, as many eggs,
Parliament | in cold weather, require more
Cooked in this way the | 26,000 extra French subjects to sing
| the

and | there
 mouths
will relieve the peculiar |Tsar.”

when he does retire, | allowance.

)
{

{

&
|
{

|in color and quite stiff. Beat
 whites stiffly. Add to

grated cheese, chopped mushrooms,
is required.
i cupful more or less, of milk,

the eggs. Turn into
casserole,
oven. These little shallow casser-
oles, which are to be found in sever-
al sizes, are rather fragile affairs,
glazed, on the inside only, and soft-
baked clay on the outside. They
have a short handle, like the old-
time porringer, and are altogether
very pretty dishes. For a dish of
baked macaroni, baked beans, soft
corn bread or any vegetable au gra-
tin, they are recommended.

A Fine Flavoring.—Orange rinds
in their fresh state make a fine flav-
oring. A good extract made with-
out alcohol is prepared by Dboiling
the yellow rind of a Mediterranean or
a seedless California orange with
enough water to cover it, and
enough sugar to make a thin syrup.

and only the juicy yellow part used.
This extract, though it does not keep
indefinitely, will last as lonz as any
mild syrup. Put this ‘‘temperance
orange extract’”’ into wide-mouthed
bottles, leaving in the peelings. You
may add fresh syrup from time to
time, as you wish. When cutting up
oranges for the supper table, the rinds
may be laid aside and used for this
purpose.

Corncakes.—These corncakes, which
hail from ‘‘Ole Virginny,”” may find
favor. To make them one must cut
the kernels from the cob and pound
them in a mortar till o sort of corn
“milk’’ results. This is thickened
up with egg, sugar and triply-sifted
cornstarch till a regular cake batter
is evolved. A generous tablespoon-
ful of butter is put into an enamel-
ed frying pan and enough batter
poured in to just cover the pan.
When the edges begin to turn golden
brown the cake is ‘‘flopped’” over
with a turner in the deft fashion
which the genuine mammy posS8osses
in perfection. A minute later it is
laid on a warmed plate, sprinkled
with powdered cinnamon and rolled
over and over like a jelly roll. :

A Nice Bun.—Any good bread
dough makes a nice ‘“‘bun’ for five
o'clock tea. Simply add an egg or
two, brush the outer surface with
milk, not omitting to sugar the
dough to taste., A railsin ar a bit
of citron is a neat central arnament
*fand improves the taste.

HOUSEHOLD HINTS,

Have you tried the new way
boiling eggs by immersing them
boiling water and setting them
the back of the stove?
they are to be left in the water var-
seven Lo ten minutes, ac-
number of eggs and

in
on

time

white of the egg, instead of
hard and indigestible, is soft
jelly-like.

Glycurine
dryness of the throat that attends
bronchitis, and any illness where
much fever is present. Five drops
held in the mouth, with the
closed, as long as possible,
lieve the dryness,

Custard pie is pretty good of it-
self, but to heap whipped cream upon
it as it Is sent to the table, is to
“paint the lily,"’

To remove a cake that sticks to
the pan after it is baked, wring a
cloth out of cold water, fold it, set
the cake pan on it and after a few
minutes the cake will come out
smooth and whole.

They say that to mix the sour
milk and flour for the morning pan-
cakes over night, adding the salt,
shortening and soda in the morning—

being

with
Pour enough boiling

set the pot where it will just simmer'
out

alfi teaspoonful of
pour
the gravy over it, and thicken with
When cooked pour
carrots
A
could hardly be

made in
an uncovered casserole, the sort one
cents at Italian
groceries in any large city. Beat the
volks of the eggs until they are light
the
the yolks

or whatever variation of the omelet
Add salt and pepper, a
very
gradually, and fold in the whites of |
the buttered |
and bake in a moderate

Every particle of bitter inner white |
skin of the rind should be peeled off|
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'Britain one in every 28,000,000,

The time |
of

000,000 to
| turned out each vear.
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gning,

but no more flour—makes dvliciuusl\"

tender and melting cakes. r

A lamp that annoys—and is x-./»ullx
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PLANS OF THE BRITISH

WILL COST A HUNDRED MIL-
LION DOLLARS.

Vast TUndertaking to Reclaim
Lands in Egypt and
Soudan.

Sir William Garstin has just com-
pleted a report on the explorations of
himself and staff for the past five
years of the Upper Nile. This inves-
tigation was made for the British
Government, to find out by what
means the supply of, water brought
down to Egypt may be increased.

dangerous—by its tendency to flare
up when lighted, can sometimes be
helped by using a taller chimney. .

white of an egg will not blister.

beans, etc., that
genuine vegetable seup, do not dis-|
sipate their strength by boiling in |
water and then draining off, but use’
simply what will barely cover them, |
adding from time to time to replace!
the waste by evaporation soup from |
the soup pot, which should be kept'
simmering conveniently near. A half
hour before serving, strain out all
bones and bit¢ of meat from the lat-
ter, put vegetables in and stir in an
‘‘egg-drip’’ of beaten egg and flour,
just before turning it out’ into the
tureen. {

Tutti-frutti salad can bhe as com-
preliensive as one pleases: in fact,
the more variety that goes to make
it up the better, and canned fruit
can be substituted when the fresh
are out of season. Slice pineapple,
bananas, oranges, peaches, etc., and
arrange in layers with cherries, haiv-
ed plums, strawberries and rasp-
berries. Sugar well and let them
stand till the juice given out is a'
rich syrup. Drain this off and make
a “syllabub’”” by beating meringue
into it, then pour over fruit and
freeze.

Equal parts of tallow and tur-
pentine mixed makes an excellent po-
lish to use on oiled floors, oilcloth,
ete.

In making ketchup of any kind
never usc anything but a porcelain-
lined kettle, or one of some make
that does not impart a taste to the
Ketchup, It is wise to use new bot-
tles, and also to sterilize them by
immersing them in boiling water
and letting them stand for five min-
utes before using them. It is not
necessary to purchase bottles with
patent stoppers. The cost of the
simple bottles necessary is only a
trifle“if they are purchased in quan-
tity.

Grate breadcrumbs and brown
them slightly. ‘Allow one-half tea-
spoonful to an egg, and strew them
in when making a plain omelet.
Baker’s stale bread makes the best
crumb.

A sandwich dear to childhood is
simply bread, butter and sugar, with
a liberal sprinkling of powdered cin-
namon. = Try this for the school
lunth basket.

A piece of camphor gum is a very
good indicator of what the weather
is going to be. If when the camphor
is exposed to the air the gum re-
mains dry, the weather will be fresh
and dry, but if the gum absorbs the
moisture, and seems damp, it is 2
sign of rain.

+
HERE AND THERE.

Items of Interest From the World’s
Four Quarters.

British railway tunnels cost $1,000
a yard.

Germany breeds
every year.

A wink occupies about ome-sixth of
a second.

London sweeps up 50,000 tons
refuse weekly, '

A ton of coal produces nearly 10,-
000 cubic feet of gas.

Of every 1,000 persons born,
one lives 100 years.

King Edward’s daily post-bag con-
tains over 1,000 letters.

Nineteen per cent. of the British
nobility are childless.

The wolves of Russia devour about
200 people every year.

The annual amount of sickness
human life is thirteen days.

The railways of Great Britain give
employment to 900,000 people.

Great Britain pays $30,000,000 an-
nually for foreign poultry and eggs.

Five hundred and thirty-five thou-
sarnd men work in British coal-mines.

Over half a million people are em-
ployed in Italy in rearing silk-worms.

Eighty per cent. of Portuguese pea-
sants can neither read nor write.

Nearly 30,000 ounces of gold are
produced from the world's mines ev-
ery day. '

The people of the United States an-
nually chew £20,000,000 worth of
gum.,

Britain adds 600,000 tons
of new ships to
marine.

Fully 4,000 student ‘*duels’”’ are
fought every year in the German Em-
pire.

The total value of toys ‘““made in
Germany’’ every year is no less than
$17,500,000.

A carrier pigeon in calm weather
travels at the rate of 1,200 yards
per minute.

Nearly 30,000
without addresses
Kingdom every year.

In normal respiration the air is
expelled from the chest at the rate
of four feet per second.

In a modern battle one man in ev-
ery twenty engaged is either killed
or severely wounded.

Over 5,000 horses are killed in
Spanish bull-fights every year, while
from 1,000 to 1,200 bulls are sacri-
ficed.

A large atlantic liner must earn
something like $80,000 on each trip
before a single penny of profit is
made.

Sundays and fixed holidays excepted
$100,000 worth of fish are daily drag-
ged out of the sea by the fishermen
of Great Britain.

In firing guns in the Royal Navy
the percentage of hits is 32.3—that
is to say, the fleet as a whole makes

250,000 canaries

of

only

in

a year
her commercial

posted
United

letters are
in the

'two misses to every hit.

of | &er in every 2,400,000 is Kkilled:

_ 1iPs i heen spent
Will re- | this line,
| been adopted to protect its patrons

| general superiority of its service and

On American railways one passen-
in
France one in every 19,000,000; {n
The four principal diamond mines
the Kimberley district employ
about 8,000 persons, and from 2,-
3,000,000 carats are

Every year there are not more than

““Marseillaise,”” but every vear
1,000,000 more little

sing ‘““God Save the

are
to
#
TO CALIFORNIA.
Via Union Pacific. Millions have

in the improvement of
and all human ingenuity has

The line s
its fast trains and

against accident.
nowned for

Q-

the

[Fastest time, shertest
line, smoothest track. Tourist
sleepers a «pecialty. Inquire of ¥.
F. Carter, I.P.A., 14 Jancs Building,
Toronto, Canada; or F. B. Choate,
G. A, 128 Woodward Ave., Detroit,
Mich,

equipment.

“Were yez iver datruck be loight-
Pat?”” *“Oi don't remimber.”’
“Don’'t remimber?”’  ‘““No. A mon

To get the full flavor of the peas, ly
go to make up a bara.

Sir Willlam Garstin has proved that
at present the White Nile contributes
almost nothing to the fertilizing

A mustard plaster made with the|fl0od Which comes down once a year

to the Delta. This is derived entire-
from the Blue Nile and the At-
On the other hand, the water
that comes down during the spring
and early summer is derived from the
great lakes by way of the White Nile.
At present as much as eighty per
cent. of the vast quantity of water
that flows from Lakes Victoria and
Albert into the White Nile is lost on
its passage through the swamps be-
tween Lado and Fashoda.
WILL CUT NEW CHANNEL.

Sir William Garstin proposes to cut
an entirely new channel for the riv-
er, over 200 miles long, to the east-
ward of its present course, and thus
avoid the marsh country, which ‘‘has
an aspect of desolation beyond the
power of words to describe.” He
would also regulate the outflow from
the lakes by dams. Alternatively, if
this scheme proves to be too costly
or ditficult, he would train the chan-
nel known as the Bahr-el—Gebel by
damming the tributaries and planting
ambatch trees at intervals for hun-
dreds of miles. By either plan he be-
lieves that he could add fifty pee
cent. to the volume of the White Nile
at Khartoum.

TO REGULATE BLUE NILE.
Sir William Garstin also sketches
great projects ior regulating the
Blue Nile, at a point several hundred
miles above Khartoum. He would
also dam the River Gash, which at
present runs dry during half the year
and would thus irrigate the plain
round Kassala. ““There are,” Sir
William says, ‘‘good grounds for an-
ticipating an eventual return to pros-
perity—a prosperity perhaps ecven
greater than that which excited the
astonishment of Nero’s envoys nine-
teen centuries ago.”

TAKE FIFTEEN YEARS.

Lord Cromer says that Sir Wil-
liam’s plans should be adopted, al-
though they cannot be carried out
all at once. They would cost $107,-
000,000, of which a little over a
third would be spent in Egypt and
the rest in the Soudan. The works
would occupy from ten to fifteen
years. :

Lord Cromer expects to finish the
Suakim-Berber railway by 1906. The
schemes of Sir William Garstin, he
points out, would fertilize one mil-
lion acres and add $2,500,000 a year
to the Soudar: revenue. As to how
the capital will be obtained, Lord
Cromer is reticent. ‘A good deal
will depend,”” he says, ‘“‘upon the
ultimate results of the international
regotiations now in progress.’"

+-
NEW FIRE HELMET.

Has Light, Air, and Telephone
Connection.

The Manchester fire brigade are ex-
perimenting with an ingenious hel-
met, which protects the firemen in
their fights with the flames.

It is fitted with incandescent
lamps, an air current keeps the eyes
and nostrils free from smoke, and a
telephone apparatus enables the fire-
man to summgn aid.

The 'nelmet Nhas not yet been used
by the London fire brigade, though
they also are experimenting with =
new invention. '

Ladders have recently been acquir«
ed which are constructed so that the
firemen can quickly raise them on the
sliding system to a very great height
and direct streams of water on the
flames from the ladder tops.

These high-pattern ladders were
found of great service at the fire in
Upper Thames street just recenmtly,
when the men were able to cope with
the flames, although they shot above
the roof of the premises. :

+
ANTS HAVE FIVE NOSES.

In their antennae, or feeclers, ants
have five noses, each of which has its
own duties to perform. One nose
tells the ant whether it is in its
own nest or that of an snemy; an-
other nose discriminates between
odors of ants of the same species, but
of different colonies; a third nasal or-
gan serves the purpose of discerning
the scent laid down by the ant’s own
feet, so that it may be able t¢c re-
trace the way quite easily; a fourth
nose smells the larvae and pupae; the
fifth nose detects the presence of an
enemy. If an ant be deprived of a
certain nose, it will live peaceably
with enemies, but it it retains its
fiftth nose,, it will fight the alien tc
the death. There is a difference in
the functions of nose one and nose
five, although they appear to be
somewhat alike. This sense of smell
does not come till the ants are three
days old; if, therefore, ants only
twelve hours old are placed among
others belonging to different colonies,
they will grow up quite amicably,
and not understand that they are a
mixed lot, because they will have
grown up with ideas of scent in ac-
cordance with their surroundings.
The sense of smell to them is as im-
portant as the sense of sight te hu-
man beings. < B

V=
SALTING BABIES.

The remarkable custom of salting
new-born babies is still practised in
certain parts of KEurope and Asia.
The method varies with the differing
nationalities of the people using it,
The Armenians ofi Russia cover the
entire skin of the infant with a very
fine salt. This is left on the bhaby
for threce hours or more, and then
washed off with warm water. A
mountain tribe of Asia Minor is even
more merciless than the Armenians,
They keep their new-born babies
covered with salt for twenty-four
hours The modern Greeks sprinkle
their babies with salt; and even in
some parts of Germany salt is still
used on a child at birth. The moth-
ers imagine that this will give child-
ren health and strength and keep evil
spirits away from them.

+
A TRAVELLER’S TALE,

One day in Shanghai, when T was
feeling ill T called a Ckinaman to
me and said, ‘““Joan, do you have
good doctors in Ching?”’

“Good doctors!” he exclaimed.
“China have best doctors in wo'ld.”’

“Eudon, over there,”” I said, point-
ing to a house covered with a doc-
tor’s signs, *‘do you call him a good
doctor?”’

“Kudoneaod doctor!”” he execlaim-
ed. “‘He great! He best doctor in
China. He save my lile once!”’

“You'don't say so!”" T said. ‘“How
was it?”

“Me velly bad,”” he said, confidenti-
ally. “*Me callee 'Doctor Han Kou.
iivee some medicine, Get wvelly, vel-
ly illt  Me call Doctor Sam Sing.
ksl i AL s | 1 i

worse,

cal’
ne
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‘hat’'s bin married tin vears don't rs,
mimber sich troifles as thot.”

e,

IFudon. He no got time,
He saved my life!”’

Doctor
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