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 BORGE is not exactly gitted with a
genius for affairs domestic; bué he
thinks he is, and that, I suppose, is
a comfortable delosion. Tt 18,
however, rather a trial to his woman
folk, whom he invariably holds responsible
for his failures.

The other day Jean was making pan-cakes,
terning them over with an egg-liff, She
had no difficalty in doiug so, but George did
uot approve,

“The proper way to turn pan-calces is to
throw them up and eatch them. Colonials
never do make them properly,” e ejaculated.

This was by no means the first time that
day that George had taken upon himself to
teach his grandmother to I mean to
cxponnd to his wife the mysteries of ecoking,
and there was o rather dangerous light in

Jean’s eyes,

“ Would you mind showing me how your
wmother turned them, dear?” she meekly
soid, '

Misguided woman !
sulphurous language is demoralising, paint-
ing masenline burns with white of egg is a
thankless task ; a mixture of batter, grease,
Fox's serge, and profanity, is not inviting in
a husband, yet all this Jean brought upon
herself in the twinkling of an eye, or, to
invent & new metaphor, it the turning of a
pan-cake.

Tt was a large pan-cake ; but beards, men’s
snits, and kitchen bhearth-rugs are very
absorbent, so we did not get any of it.

1 will say that George is not an idle man.
Sometimes I wish he were, He hates to see
women overworked and attempting things

Benzine is dear,

beyond their capacity, and so he follows us
reund, saggesting all sorts of labour-saving
devices.

I was laboriously rubbing up the hall
linoleum, George meditatively sanntering
bohind and watching me. I hate to have
men abont when I am on all fours—especially
Gleorge—and I purposely obstrueted his path
several times, and accidentally tripped Lim
twice.

“Isn’t that hard work ¥ 7

“Very,” I answered, viciously dabbing at
his feet. Whercupon exit George with a
meditative expression upen his handsome

he enquired.

countenance, only o return in two minutes
an enormous bundle m his arms,
covered with an ancient carriage rag.

“{Fet up, Kitty !” hecried. “You women
have noidea of economizing labour. Look
at that, now !” And he rushed up and dowa
the hall, pushing the bundle, his face growing
red, his long legs describing ungeomstrical
fignres in the air, his whele figure forming
now an acute, now an obiuse, now a right
angle, and finally a straight line, as he
stretched himself triamphantly, and eried:
“Liook at that! It’s donein half the time!”

I did ““look at that.” Indeed, T had been
“looking at that” all the time as | sat on
the stairs well out of the way, wondering
where the old carriage rog had been to grow
0 rich in dust, for as George rushed and
pounded up and down the ball, he seemed to
extract from it the dust of ages.

“That’s the way to do it,” he exclaimed,
“just come and try, Kitty.” 8o I, though
scenting danger, obediently descended,
grabbed the corners of the bundle, and, at
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