* ., through spac

i
synopsisl

Gregory's

7 i
arrives | at ~Hamliton
him absent

/
Fran

‘bome In Littleburg, but finds
oondueting the choir. at a camp meeting. -

yepalra thither in -search of him,

Joghs during the service and is asked to
Jeaye. Abbott Ashton, superinténdert of
-ch‘qnl): escorts Fran (rom the tent. He
+

d 8|1y standing on his

e wan
Ir. Gregory's

retary. takes a violent!disilke to Frsn

advises her. to. go laway ot once.

® al 8 twenty-year-old socret,

y 1n: race to

(' produced a ripple

of Fran’s mother. Fran

Mra Gre ory |, ex
: ¥rap is the of aivery dear friend
Sho s dea Sxrees to the story.

daughter

d. Fran e story.

Gregory insists on her making her

me with them and takes’ her to her

Fran declards tho secrotary mul

naggizs tactics in 8t
the G

Sho_tired

Grace decides to
n to Springfleld to invea-
s ALOTY. flars her
re

rvi
ue B 1
‘passion, he takes lbr In his arm
n walks In on them, and declares that
‘Grace must leave the house at onc
2

| every cruel tooth
me | stretched his mou

Ty
ane | anxioas, above all,
- | roundless.

n |
mellow voice, bot

Clinton's grocsry’ 3
ation leads him to seek Grace
. Fe finds her alone and
ast,  Grac

) Gresory batore ne

o'z Rpther, he I nat now lek:

e PRy feclde o flee at once.

attempt to. cxcape'during the excitement

ot @ street fair wod are forced fo enter
e lion tent to avoid Chinton.

| CHAPTER XXIll.—Continued.
! The show-girl wadé tastened in the
\central cage. The clowns ralsed the

fnder doors, and: the llons shot from |

their cramped quartpra swift as tawny
arrows. They ‘were almost sgalnst
tho slight figure; without geeming to

. ‘observe her. For'the fourth time since
noon they stood ‘erect; sniffing the air,
their bodies uncgnfined by galliog tim-
bers and chilling Iron. For the tourth
ime this dey, they were to-be put
through thelr tricks by force of fear.
“Fhiey hated thesé tricks. as they hated
the smalifcages-in which they could
not lash their tail§. They hated the
~baby carriage” |n which one was
presently to ajt; while the other
pasbed him over hm, fioor, his sullen
majesty sport fof the rabble. They
Tated the%oard upon which they-must
secsaw, while titej woman stood in the
middle, preuervl;l equllibrium,

But greater thin the llon's hatred,

was their fearof the woman: and

ftheir terror of that long serpent which

#8amson, Up}, Sameon, Up! Samson

i : Upt” .
w far ‘4t might dart
5 reml;;ea always in the
woman's hand. Theéy well koew ita
wepomons bitk, and as’they slunk from
side to side,| their gyes were ‘' updn
{ts colling biagk tongue, '
1 met o’ oo the street,”
wured Abbott, as he watched, unblink-

. Ingly. . “Sha
winl$ & sick:f}

xo matter h

mion?"

oW they're going to
ow. The biack-maned onL:‘
* mardest to mannge. I reckon, one duy,
el -just natpdally jump afout of her,
nd tear her|te pleces. Look gt hing!
It dog't belleye this girl is golug to

sed

greater than thdir fear of her wasj

sald ahe was going 10|
flénd. When did yos gee |-

e q
" Slmon sald, dlscout-

1'ef ti8n} “Batk

the womanm, im-
llow was patlent-
¢ ot the board,
t asleep. Sam-
Wi awake and
vas exposed as he
th.  In his amber
f molten copper.
Suddénly Samson wheeled about.
and made a rush for ‘his end of the
see-saw, Ho steppdd upon it. He was
conquered. His bamste to obey, evh
dently tve result dt fear and hutred,
of ‘laughter. The
other llon, feellng’the; sudden tremor
c? Sameon's weight, opened his eyes
suddenly and twitched hia taill. ‘He
was not asleep, after all.
Abbott found himisell intensely n‘ﬂ-
ous: He longed to have it all over,
to,prove his fears
Yet how were 0 many
colncidonces to bp explalned away?
Frau bad been a show-gir], a traloer of
tioas, and Abbott |distinctly remem-
bared fhat she had apoken of & “Sam-
son.” ¥Fran had jut theso movements
and this height. |He missed Fran's
volces may be dis-
pods now raised to-
may have been
o was that “sick
had possibly men-
xcuse for eacaplng?
at a subterfuge? And why this
ask which, to Simon

"Samson!” crled
pellingly. The othe:

waiting. He seemed
son, however, was

eyes was the glow

gulsed; and the b
ward the audlenc
stained dark. Wi
triend that Fran|
tioned:only as an

=3 .

The faces of the band boys had be-
come of a yellowish paleness. :
From behind the mask 'came the
voice so loud that it sounded as a
scream—""Up, Sawmson, up, Sameon—
upt” .
Then it was that Samson found his
volce. A mighty roar shook the loose-
ly-set bars ot the central «cage—they
vibrated sisibly. The romr did not
come as one short sharp note of de-
fiance; 1t rose and fell, then roge anew,
varylng in the inflections of the voice
ot a glave who dares ta threaten, fears
even while he threatens, and gathers
passion from his fear. i

At that fearful reverberation, the
audlence started up, panicstricxen.
Hitherto, the last act had been regard-
ed as a badly-played!comedy; noOw
tragedy was in the alt.

Gregory and Grace Noir at that In-
stant, became alive to their surround-
ings. Hitherto, desplsing the show, re-
bellious at the destiny -which had
forced them to attend it, they bad
been wholly absorbed In thelr efforts
to escape observation. The goaring of
the lion startled them ta & perception
of the general alarm. -

Grace clung to Gregorys “Oh, save
me!” she panted hylgeﬂcgﬂ]y.

"The volce of the woman bebind the
bars rang throughout the tent—"Sit
down!" The voice was not loud, now,
but . “Sit down,

Jeffersion, was an {anovation?

At every trick;the black-mancd lion
balked,

- When the time [came for the clown
to hand the+woman her violin he was
afrald, and withdrey bis arm with
arvelous rapidity. His grotesque dis-
guisa _could not hide his genufne uo-

Y | easiness. The members of the baud,

foo, played their Lno!es with uousual
care, Jest the slightest deviation from
routine work bring catastrophe. Noth.
ing had gone right but the seesawlog
act; but of all this, the crowd was ig:
norant.
" After the violin playing—"Now,” Si-
imon Jefferson announced. gleetully,
“therp's ouly one mors act, but it's 2
corker, let me tell] you—that's why
she's resting a minute. La Gonlzetti
ggts asteide of Bdmson—thie one that's
mad--and grabs| his mene, and pre-
tends to ride likq a cowboy. Calls her-
it 'a rough rider! Makes Samson
gét da top of that table, then she gets
va tdp of him.” |
“Blt this isn't lLa Gonizetti,” Abbott
protested, shuddering again,
~“Now you've sald something. Thal's
right. But it looks. liks she’s game—
she'll try 1t—we'd belter stand a little
farther back.
+ A band was la
“Abbott,” sald
Clinfon, barsh. f

1d upon Abbott's arm.
he' volce of* Robert
rom smothered excite-

rmen}, “You went to Gregory's house
—did you see him?”
Abbott did not hear. The refractory

lion, knowing tH
to be ridden, W
pendence. Hé
the table. The
Ing sleepily to
i I'That you,

at his time bad come
as asserting his Inde-
would not leap upon
ther lion stood watch-
ee if he would obey.

s Clinton?”  Simon's
greoting was ‘tense with enjoyment.
“Got here for [the best of it didn't
Heems' to me 1 saw Groxory
mewhere not long ago, but 1 wasn't
king about [him.” :
‘Hercules!" the imasked woman ad-
sed the gentler of the lions. “Ga
our place. | Hercules—go to your
el : o
" Hercules tarped to his blue box,
and seated himself upon it, leaving bis
tati| to take caro of ltsell.

The show-glr! was flercely nddress-

{ng|the blacks aned llon. “Now! Now!
To the table! |To the table!"
g g‘nmqon did pov budge. Facing the
Svoman of the mask, he ppened his
;mofith, revealiig the red cave of his
throat—past ‘the ivory sentinels that
‘notj only stogd| guard, but threatened,
ong could logk| down and down. This
wah 00 yawn gf weariness, but a sign
of rebelilon—alsort of noisaless roar.

The tratuer fetreated to the farthér
.side of the cage, then made & forward
rush, waving ber! whip, and ahouting
cjahgorously! }Up, Samson, up- Bam-
up!” 8hq did; not ‘pause In her

clon to Bis tace.’ )
fened his mouth, baring
but * meon-

voiceless,

ding that affairs had
It, slowly descended from
g his balf-opened eyes
pmat., Restlessly he be
efore the outer door.
fgure withdrew several
'staps, then smpote the rebelllous lion &
harp blow across’ the mouth He
“driapped at tHe Thsh. Tt stibped away
5m betwedn his.teeth. . Havitg res-
dded her whip, she shouted to. the oth-
ik tof your place"Hercales
k to your place!'-
pointlng, sternly toward
i

7
Hercules—<ba¢

| 8he stood
e box, buj

sqit across the

X [
place of exlit and.lay

| Watching her

I !

all of you, and remain absolutely mo-
tlonless, or 1 am lost.”

Grace Nolr, her eyes, closed, her
cheeks paliid, leaned her. bead upon
Gregory's shoulder, quivering coovul-
sively. )

“There, there,” Gregory whispered
In her ear, soothingly,: “everything
will be all right.”

The masked woman for the second
time addressed the terrified audience.
still not venturing to turn ber head in
thelr ‘direction: “Whoever moves, or,
speaks, or crles aloud, will be my mur-
derer. 1 have only one hope left, and
I'm going to try it 'mow. 1 ask you
people .out there to give{'me Juat this
one chance for my life, Keep absolute-
1y still” .o

Again -Bamson uttered his torridle
roar. It alone was audible. Tler above
tler, faces rose to the tent-roof, white
and Bet. The audience wae like one
huge block of stome in which only
taces have been carved.
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Rushing up to his very ‘(nce—_"Snm-
son!” she cried, lmpellingly.
Again Le seemed to feel the lash
upon bls tawny skin. |
“Samson. Up.'Samson,
—up! | :
Suddenly Samson wheeled about,
and leaped upen the table.
Fran stamped her foot at the other
lion. “Go to your place Hercules!”
she crled, with something like con-
tempt. B
Hercules slowly rose, st
self, then marched to hl
looked from Frah to th
Samson waitiog wpon the
mounted to his place, an
talt nslesp. | :
And now, st last, Fran Jooked at the
spectators, Stepping lightly to the
bars, she threw:; kisses thls way and
that, smiling “Oht” she
cried, with vibrating |earnestness,
“you people outithere—yqu can't think
bow I loye you!] You've aaved my life.
You are perfect; heroes. Now make all
the nolse you please.
“May we moye?” callg
voice from & few feet away. It was
Abbott Ashton, With eyes;like stars.
Fran looked .at him, yondering at
his thoughts, Slhe answered by an up-
ward movement Df her hand.
As though by 'a carefully rehearsed
arrangement, the audiente rose to its
feet, band boys:and all. Such a shout!
Such waving of| hats gnd handker
chiefa! Such Y gobs! Such
inar h o
pelghboring: hands! The spectators
had gone mad Witk joyful reilef,

Fran teaped 'upon tha table,
mounted Samsog.

“Now, I'm B
shouted, buryin,
mane, and lying

up, Samson

retched him-
s box. He
immovable
table, then
1 segmed to

d & cautious

and

rough | rider!” she
her hands in the
along the lion's back
in truo cowboy fashion. | She plunged,
she shouted loudly, but|
closed his- eyes and seemed to aleep.
Aftér that, making tho lions return
to thelr cramped side cages was 8
mere detal. * The show) was ended.
Fran, remalping in the empts cage,
stood at tho fropt, projepting ber band
through the bars to recelve tho greet-
ings of the crowd. Almost every one
wanted to sheke bands with ber.
“Look, look!? Simon |Jefferson sud-
denly grasped Robert Clinton's hand,
and pointed toward the tentroof.
“There they are!” -

The volce d the
band boys: “Don’t play. He can tell
you're frightened.” | .

The agitated music ceased.

Then the woman walked to the far-
cherest side ot the:Inclosure. In do-
ing 80 she was obliged to pass the
crouching form of .Hercules, but she
pretended got to know he was there;
sbe moved slowly ‘backward, always
tacing Samson. i

At last the vertical bars prevented
farther retreat. Then she lifted -her
hand slowly, steadily, and drew off her
crimson mask. It dropped at her feet.
Despite the muffied street-noizes that
never ceased to rumble from afar, the
whispering sound of the eflken mask,
as it struck the plank fBoor of the
cage, was distinctly audible.

“Grace!" Gregory whispered lo hor-
ror—“it's Fran!"

Grace started from his embrace at
the name and glared down upon the
stage. She sat erect, unsupported,
petrified.

~ery strange had hap-
reé, but it was lost to
| Jealous | gaze—one of
{ngs in the soul, which,
however mojmentous, | passes uDOb-
served in the; midst of|the throng.

“Not g0 fast!”, Grpce cautioned
Gregory. #We must wpit up here tiil
the very lasti-don’t you see Mr. Clin-
ton? Apd Simon Jefferson ls now
polnting us dut. We [can’t go down
that way—" |

“Wel" Gregory b
“We! I have nothing
Grace Nofr. 'Go to him, it you will"

Grace turned ashen pale. “What do
you mean?” ghe stammered. “You tell
me to go to Mr. Clinton?”

“I tell youito go whére you please.
That girl.yopder is my daughter, do
you understapd? Don'} hold me back!
1 shall go: toj her and.proclaim ber as
my child to [the world. Do you hear
me? That's|my Frani”

Grace phrank back {n the suspiclon
that Hemilton Gregory bad gane mad

pened up th
Clinton’s kee:
those happen!

rshly echoed.
o do witk you,

Gregory’s brow was mofstencd. ¥itk
a chilled dew. “It's Fran," be mum:
bled, “i’s Fran! Grace—pray for her!”

Fran looked Samson steadily in the
eyes, and Samson glared back fAxedly
For a few momets, this quiver be
tween life apd death remained at thi
breaking point. Had a stranger a)
that ‘moment looked under the tent:
entrance, be might have thought every

nor movement. .

Grace whlispered—"It is the hond of
God!"

Her tone was,almost inaudibie, but
Gregory shrankas from a mortal
blow; its sinister meaning was unmis-
takable. Swittly he turned to stare at
her. R
*In Grace’s eyes wae:a wild and om-
inoys glare akin to that of the threat-
ening lion. 1t was n sgvage convietion
that Fran was st last conffonted by
the, justice of heaven. B .
;;}lddeny Fran orouched forward tili
her heed was mlmjost on a level with
her waist, in so much that it was 2
physical exertion, to bold her face up-
litted. In this siuous position she
was the embodlment of power. If sbe
felt misgivings: concerning this last
.resource, there .was no look to betray
it. -8trajght toward Sameou . she
rushed, Her-body dithd and serpentiue.
her direetion uneyTing. . t

To. the. beast,: Fran-had become oane
of “thote mysteripus  fying  serpenls
which bite from.afar. He ifell the
stng of her terrijle eyes end his gaxe
grew shifty. .1t wandered away, and.

on returning, found her teetd bared,
a8 |f fecHag for his. heart:. .-
p o st

g : Jd

body asleep. There was neither sound | &

IRVING V{ S ' NO
English Actof- One o the Most Lov-
able of Men, According to Life
fopg Assaclate.

said of Irving that be

g, that he was all mind

Speal
H

It has bq}!
lacked feelln|
and no hear
Ellen Terry
tender - Ths late. Hen)
wrote of him that b
log" Grester. errors
been made. | lrving ‘knew enough of
human nature to kaow that it is fre-
questly selfidh and in many ways in-
firm, and he realized’ that “there Is no
art to find jthe mind's construction ln
the face,” but, eszentislly, he was one
of the most loviag apd Javabla af mey
when andi where
fle’ was singularly

nd

ensitive to kind-
dy; Jttleltokgp of remem-
reachpd him from W
. 1L it Werd only & triffle—

ble 3p o cravat or &

brance , thi
triendly hRn
an

clgar Cas him
with 2 grattbide almost pathetic=But
oar b 0

he-did 20! s heart upon his

i
i
H

/4= (COPYRIGHT

= , like the rest of the crowd, Do’ yol

$

Samson only |;

T ALL MIND|:

i |-passion

he fully trusted.

4
mean that you never ‘want {o sec me
‘again? Do you mean that you: want
me to marry Mr. Clinton?" i
“I do not care what you dt he
waid, still more roughly. i i
“You do not care?” she stammered,
bewlidercd. “What has happened?
You do not care—for me?”
" Bho looked deep into his eyes, but
found no incense burning there. The
shrine was cold. . [
“Mr. Gregory! And after all that
bas passed between us?, After I bave
given you my—myeelf—" It
* Gregory selsed her arm, &8 if to hoid
her oft. His eyes were burning dap-
gerously: “I saw marder in your heart
while you were watching Fran” he
whispered fiercely, “That's my dangh-
ter, do you understand? I know you
now, I know you mow., . . '
Grace stared after him with|bload-
less cheeks and 'smoldering | eyes.
Clearly, she decided, the sight of
Fran's fearful danger had unbalanced
his mind. But how could he care Bo
much about that Fran? And how
could he leave her, knowing that Rob-
ert Clinton was beginning to’ cMmb
upward with eyes tastened upon Her
tace?
But it was not-the alght of Frap's
dapger that had for ever allenated
Gregory from Grace Noir. In'an in-
stant, she had stood revealed to him
as an unlovely monster. His sensitive
nature, always abnormally alive to out-
werd impressions; had thrilled Te-
aponsively to the exuitation of the au-
dlence. He had endured the agony; of
suspense, he had sbared the universal
enthusiaem. If, in B 2ense, he wa:
‘serfes of moods, each the resuit

Grace's hlss—"1t
turned Lis love to averslon; she
appealing 2s a_justification of pers
al hatred, to the God they were both
betraying.
Grace began to’ tremblé us
watched Robert Ciluton coming
'and Hamilton Gregory descend|
Bhe had trusted foolisbly to a bro
reed, but it was not too late to
gerve the good name she had been
about to besmirch: The furnace-h:
in which rash resolves are forged, was
coaled. Gregory bad deserted Fran's
mother; he was false to Mrs. Gregory;
he would perhaps have betrayed Grace
in the end; but Clinton was at hand,
and his adoration would endure. |

Ir the meantime,.the voice of Eran
was to be heard above that’ of|the
happy crowd: *I love you all. ‘Ynu
belped me do §t. 1 should certainly
have been mangled but for you iper-
fect heroes. Yes, thenk you. .|. .
Yes, I fee! fine. . . . And, oh, men
and women, I could just feel your
spirits holding mine up till 1 was so
high—1 was In the clouds. That's what
subdued Sameon:.  He knew I wasnt
afrald. He knew §t! “And I wanted to
win out for your sakes 88 well as my
own—yes 1° did! Thank you men.
. . . Thank you, women. .|. .
Well, if here aren’t the children, {oo—
blegs your brave hearts! . . .lAud
is that your baby? My goodness| and
what a baby it is! . No, i"ta ot
a bit tired—" |
. She stopped suddenly, on feeling &
crushing grip. She looked down. a
frown forming ou her brow, but the
sun shone clear when she saw Apbott
Ashton. She gavo him a switt look, an
if o penerate his inmost thoughts,

(TO BE CONTINUED) ‘

‘sleeve” and he did not trust jmany
!persons. He had suffered much, and
‘he was longly to the last. He was
‘one of the most intellectuil persons
.that ever trod the stage, but |those
who knew him best’ could testlfy that
-his sympathy was as widé a8 the
widest experience of mankind xud as
deop a3 the deepest feolinga of com-

and tenderness t.hatj ever
poasiedsed: the hyman' heart.—William
Winter, in Colller eekiy.

The Gallant.
Judge—The lady {rom whom
stole a kisa declares hersell res
walve her demand for gumishment if
you witl ask her pardon and express
your regrat for winit bas bappened.
QGentlgmen (1o Wie offended lady)—
Yes, I G ling to beg your pardon,

you
dy to

‘dear madam, that I cannoit. ;
Mot Her Fautt, © |
Mr. Robloson— t » singular girl
you are, Miss Jon 1
. Miss Jones (coyly)—Well, that can
be. aitered, you kn-w.ﬂsu;u,
N i

But to regret that [ gavo you the kiss.

0 MAN doth safely rule.bul he
. that hath leorped gladly’ to

obes.

Not what we-would, but what we muat
Makes up the sum ‘of Hving:

Heaven (s bogh more and less than jusi -
In taking and In gving. .

Swords cleay

plow, .
And laurels miss the soldier’s brow.
SUGGESTIONS FOR BREAKFAST.

At any geason of the year frult &
a most refreshing breakfast dist
gerved as the beginning of the meal,
then a bt of bacon always makes an
appetizer whatever else there maj
be.

Oat meal cutlets.are a good SmD

Nesta—Beat as many

Eggs in

be sufficient for two. Heap tbe white
which has been salted on buttered
toast, hollow a place and'drop In the
yolk of an cgg, place on a platter, and

on each. Garnish the platter with
may be used in a pudding or cake,

Egg and Potato Relish—Select
smooth shapely potatoes and bake in
the oven. When dome, cut in halvas
snd remove the center of the potato.
Break in an egg yolk, sprinkle with
galt and season with butter, add &
teaspoon of cream and set fn the
oven. In the meantime beat ‘the
whites of the eggs to & stift froth
and add the mdshed potato, which was
taken from the centers. Heap rough-
ly over the baked egg and when well
pufted up and brown, Berve with
minced parstey sprinkled aver each.’

Breakfast Rolls—Cut a siice from
tho top of the rolls, spread with but-:
ter and. brown the shells in the oven.
Have ready* some creamed fish, fill
the shells sprinkled with parstey and.
serve hot.

Another pretty way of serving cggs
18 to cut bread idto rounds an inch’
and's half thick, scoop out tho cen-
ter, leaving a place to drop and ege.
Rub the case with butter and brown
In the'oven, then add the egg and’
get in he oven to cook. Season and
serve, . .

Mush Rings With Frult—Prepare a
pan of corn meal mush and Wwhea
cold turn out and slice, then use a
doughnut cutter to cut into ringa:
Fry bfown in bacon fat and éerve
with prunes and cream.

e fall in trying

t something,
rather than sit aull an

to do
d do nothing. .
“Cyrus Hamiin,
‘Tis an old saw, .
Chifdten and fools apeak true.
H . —John Lyly.

| 'SEASONABLE DISHES. |

Daring the grape season the juice
phould be prepared for winter and
jelly'’ made as well as other good
things which may be prepared from
grapes.

Grape Fudge—Separate the. sking
from seven pounds ot grapes, chop the
skins and add a pound of ralsins, cut
into'small pleces, a pound of walnuts,
broken in bits and seven pounds of
sugar; cook all together until; thick.
Turn Into glasses and cover as one
does jelly glasses. :

Peach Chutney.~Prepare and half
sufficient peaches to weigh, when pre-
paréd, thres pounds. Put them in a
large agate saucepan, add a pint ot
cidervinegar, and stew until tender.
Pound together in & mortar four
ounces of onfons, two ounces of garlic,
and; five ounces of fresh ginger root:
add. these to the peaches, with aix
ountes” each of raisins, white mus-
tard seed and sugar. Add two ounces
of dried chiilies, & cupful of vinegar
and, simmer ten minutes. Bottle for
winter. |
. Marmalade Tart—Line a ple piato
with | pastry and fill with peach ar
apple marmalade. Cover the top with
rings cut from peeled and cored ap-
ples.. Sprinkle with lemon jifce aud
sugar and bake a half hour, Serve
with whipped cream. '

|

_

" Lectures Him, Probably.

Wife (with newspaper)—This artl
cle says that & person speaks om an
averige about 12,000 words alday.

Hub—I've always sald that Fou were
above the averadge E—

-

Insulited. i

| Mase Yallerby—I think youih siatal
Rm very chic. . :
| Mqlinda Mokeby (angrily)—D' yoh
mean to 'sinuste dat she looks like 2
hen f—Puck.
. -

Loose Screw.
i Very elten a screw hole gets worn
00 that the scraw will not: stay im
iTo remédy this cut some narrow
‘stripe of cork and fill up the hole eom-
ipletely, and then force the Berew |
“rhig -will prove just as Wght as if
| griven into & now bole. 1 .

N

| One Little 8in.
1t ts astonishing how . soon 'the
whole conecience- begins W ufirsvel
it ajasingle atitch drops; one Tittle.sin
isduiged makes & bole you could put.

your bead (hrough.—Charles Busian.

S
i i
i

whites of eggs as there are pairs of :
people fo serve as one white will |

when enough sre prepared set in the
oven to cook. Serve with bits of:
butter and a dash of salt pad cayenne -

parsley. The extra whito not used, .

o hands that sought the

stantial dish made by using celd

cooked oat meal formed n cutlets -
and fried In bacon fat until brown oo ,
both sides. Insert a stem of parsiey



