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TAKING THINGS COOLLY.
Some of the many instances of extraordi

nary coolness in the midst of danger and 
otherwise that have been recorded, are 
here offered to oar redears, together with 
some amusing sayings and doings. When 
gallant Ponsonby lay grievously wounded 
on the held of Waterloo, he forgot his own 
desperate plight while watching an encoun
ter between a couple of French lancers and 
one of his own men, cut off from his troop. 
As the Frenchmen came down upon Mur
phy, he, using his sword as if it were a 
shillelagh, knocked their lances alternately 
aside again and again. Then suddenly set
ting spurs to his horse, he galloped off full 
speed, hie eager foes following in hot pur
suit, but not quite neck and neck. Wheel
ing round at exactly the right moment, the 
Irishman, rushing at the foremost fellow, 
parried his lance and struck him down. 
The second, pressing on to avenge his com
rade, was cut through diagonally by Mur
phy’s sword, falling to the earth without a 
cry or groan : while the victor, scarcely 
glancing at his handiwork, trotted off 
whistling Tie Grinder.

Ponsonby’s brave cavalry-man knew 
how to take things coolly, which, accord
ing to Colonel R. P. Anderson, is the 
special virtue of the British man-of-war, 
who, having the utmost reliance on him
self and his commanders, is neither easily 
ever-excited or readily alarmed. In sup
port of his assertion, the colonel relates how 
two tars, strolling up from the Dil-Kusha 
Park, where Lord Clyde’s army was station
ed, towards the Residency position at 
Lucknow, directed their steps by the pick
ets of horse and foot. Suddenly, a twenty- 
four pound shot struck the road just in 
front of them. “ I’m blessed. Bill,” said 
one of the tars, “ if this here channel is 
properly buoyed !” and on the happy-go- 
lncky pair went towards the Residency, as 
calmly as if they had been on Portsmouth 
Hard. During the same siege, a very 
young private of the 102nd was on sentry, 
when an eight-inch shell, tired from a gun 
a hundred yards off, burst close to him, 
making a deal of noise and throwing up an 
immense quantity of earth. Colonel An
derson rushed to the spot. The youthful 
soldier was standing quietly at his post, 
close to where the shell had just exploded. 
Being asked what had happened, he re
plied unconcernedly : “I think a shell has 
busted, sir.”

Towards the close of the fight of Inker- 
mann, Lord Raglan, returning from taking 
leave of General Strangways, met a ser
geant carrying water for the wounded. The 
sergeant drew himself up to salute, when a 
sound-shot came bounding over the hill, 
and knocked his forage cap out of his 
hand, The man picked it up, dusted it on 
his knee, placed it carefully on his head, 
and made the salute, not a muscle of his 
countenance moving the while. “ A neat 
thing that, my man?” said Lord Raglan. 
“Yes, my lord,” returned the sergeant, 
with another salute ; "buta miss is as 
good as a mile.” The commander was

and, says the Prince of Orange, who was 
in the hospital, “ I was not conscious of 
the presence of Lord Fitzroy Somerset un
til I heard him call out in his ordinary 
tone : “ Hollo ! Don’t carry that arm away 
till I have taken off my ring !” Neither 
wound nor operation had extorted a groan 
from his lips.

The Indian prides himself upon taking 
good or ill in the quietest ways ; and from 
a story told in Mr. Marshall’s Canadian 
Dominion, his civilized half brother would 
seem to be equally unemotional. Thanks 
mainly to a certain Metis or half-breed in 
the service of the Hudson Bay Company, 
a Sioux warrior was found guilty of steal
ing a horse, and condemned to pay the 
animal’s value by instalments, at one of 
the company’s forts. On paying the last 
instalment, he received his quittance from 
the man who had brought lnm to justice, 
and left the office. A few moments later 
the Sioux returned, advanced on his noise
less moccasins within a space of the writ
ing-table, and levelled his musket full at 
the half-breed’s head. Just as the trigger 
was pulled, the Metis raised the hand with 
wMoh he was writing and touched lightly 
the muzzle of the gun ; the shot passed 
over his head, but his hair was singed off 
in a broad mass. The smoke clearing 
away, the Indian was amazed to see his 
enemy still lived. The other looked him 
ful in the eyes for an instant, and quietly 
resumed his writing. The Indian silently 
departed unpursued ; those who would 
have given chase being stopped by the half- 
breed with ; “Go back to your dinner, and 
leave the affair to me.”

When evening came, a few whites, curi
ous to see how the matter would end, ac
companied the Metis to the Sioux encamp
ment. At a certain distance he bade them 
wait, and advanced alone to the Indian 
tents. Before one of these sat crouched 
the baffled savage, singing his own death 
hymn to the tom-tom. He complained 
that he must now say good-bye to wife and 
etold, to the sun-light, to his gun and the 
chase. He told his friends in the spirit-land 
to expect him that night, when he would 
bring them all the news of their tribe. He 
swung Ms body backwards and forwards as 
he chanted his strange song, but never once 
looked up—not even when his foe spumed 
him with bis foot. He only sang on and 
awaited his fate. Then the half-breed 
bent his head and spat down on the 
crouching Sioux, ana tamed leisurely 
away—a crueler revenge than if he had shot 
him dead.

It is not given to every one to play the 
philosopher, and accept Fortune’s buffets 
and favours with equal placidity. Horatioe 
are scarce ; but there are plenty of people 
capable of acting like Spartans where the 
trouble does not touch their individuality, 
“ How can I get out of this ?” asked an 
Englishman, up to his armpits in a Scotch 
bog, of a passer-by. “I dinna think ye 
eon get out of it,” was the repense of 
the Highlander, as he went on his way.

Mistress of herself was the spouse of the 
old gentleman who contrived to tumble off 
the ferry-boat into the Mississippi, and was 
encouraged to straggle for dear life by his 
better half shouting : “There, Samuel, 
didn’t I tell you so ? Now, then, work 
your legs, flap your arms, hold your breath, 
and repeat the Lord’s Prayer ; for its 
mighty onsartin, Samuel, whether you land 
in Vicksburg or eternity !”

ThorongMy oblivious of court manners 
was the red-cloaked old Kentish dame who 
found her way into the tent occupied by 
Queen Charlotte, at a Volunteer review 
held shortly after her coming to England, 
and, after staring at the royal lady with 
her arms akimbo, observed : “ Well, she’s 
not so ugly as they told me she was !” a 
compliment the astonished queen grateful
ly accepted, saying : “Well, my good 
woman, I am very glad of that.” Probably 
Her Majesty forgave her critic’s rude» 
as the outcome of rnsti 
plicity.

There is no cooler man than your simple 
fellow. While Gen. Thomas was inspect
ing the fortifications of Chattanooga with 
-Gens Garfield, they heard some one shout ; 
“ Hello, mister ! You ! I want to speak to 
you !” Gen. Thomas, turning, found he was 
the "mister” so politely hailed by an 
East Tennessean soldier.

“Well, my man,” said he, “ what do 
you want with me ?”

“ I want to get a furlough, mister, that’s 
what I want,” was the reply.

“ Why do you want a furlough, my man?” 
inquired the general.

“ Wall, I want to go home and see my 
wife.”

, “ Hew long is it since you saw her ?”
1 ‘ F.ver since I enlisted, nigh on to three

exclaimed the aston- 
* Why, my good fél
in my wife for three

t rustic ignorance and sim-

“ Three months !” 
ished commander. * 
low I have not sw 
years !”

The Tennessean looked incredulous, and 
drawled out : “ Wall, you see, me and my 
wife ain't that sort,”

The Postmaster-General of the United 
States once received an odd official com
munication. The Raeborn postmaster, 
new to hie duties, writing to his superior 
officer : “ Seeing by the regulations, that I 
am required to send you a letter of advice.
I must plead in excuse that I have been 
postmaster but a short time ; but I will 
say, if your office pays no better than mine,
I advise you to give it up.” To tMs day, 
that Postmaster-General has not decided 
whether his subordinate was an ignoramus 
or was quietly poking fun at him.

Spite of the old axiom about self-praise, 
many are of opinion that the world is apt 
to take a man at his own valuation. If 
that be true, there is a church dignitary in 
embryo somewhere in the young deacon, 
whose examining bishop felt it requisite to 
send for the clergyman recommending him 
for ordination, in order to tell him to keep 
that young man in check ; adding by way 
of explanation : “ I had the greatest diffi
culty, sir, to prevent him examining me !” 
This not to be abashed candidate for cleri
cal honours promises to be as worthy of the 
cloth as the American minister who treated 
his village congregation to one of Mr. 
Beecher’s sermons, unaware that the popu
lar Brooklyn preacher made one of hearers. 
Accosting him after service, Mr. Beecher 
said : “ That was a fair discourse ; how 
long did it take you to write it ?”

“ Oh, I tossed it off one evening,” was 
the reply.

“Indeed !” said Mr. Beecher. “Well, 
it took me much longer than that to think 
out the framework of that sermon.”

“ Are you Henry Ward Beecher ?" asked 
the sermon-stealer,

•* I am,” said that gentleman.
“Well, then. ” said the other, not in the 

least disconcerted, “ all I have to say is, 
that I ain't ashamed to preach one of your 
sermons anywhere.”

We do not know if Colman invented the 
phrase, “ as cool as a cucumber but he 
makes the Irishman id The Heir-at-Law 
say : “ These two must be a rich man that 
won’t lend, and a borrower ; for one is 
trotting about in great distress, and t’other 
stands as cool as a cucumber. ” Of the two, 
the latter was more likely to have been 
intending a raid on another man’s purse, 
for the men whose “ very trade is borrow
ing ’ are usually, we might say neooessarily, 
the coolest of the cool ; like Babb Doding- 
ton’e impecunious acquaintance, who, rush
ing across Bond street, greeted Dodington 
with : “ I’m delighted to see you, for I’m 
wonderfully in want of a guinea.”

Taking out his pure, Bubb showed that 
it held but half a guinea.

“A thousand thanks !” cried hie tor
mentor, deftly seizing the coin ; “ that 
will do very well for the present and 
then changed the conversation. But as he 
turned to take leave, he inquired ; “ By- 
the-by, when will you pay me that half- 
guinea?”

“ Pay you ? What do you mean ?” ex
claimed Dodington.

“ Mean ? Why, I intended to borrow a

? lines, of you. I have only got half ; but 
m not in a hurry for t’other. Name 

your own time, only pray keep it !” saying 
which, he disappeared round the comer.

“John Phoenix,” the American humor
ist being one night at a theatre, fancied he 
saw a friend some three seats in front of 
him. Turning to Ms next neighbour he 
said : “Would you be kind enough to 
touch that gentleman with your stick ?”
“ Certainly,” was the reply, and the tMng 
Was done ; but when the individual thus 
assaulted turned round, Phoenix saw he 
was not the man betook Mm for, and be
came at once absorbed in the play, leaving 
Ms friend with the stick to settle matters 
with the gentleman in front, which, as he 
had no excuse handy, was not done with
out considerable trouble. When the hub
bub was over, the victim said : “ Didn’t 
you tell me to tap that man with my stick ?”
“ Yes,” "And what did you want?” “Oh,” 
said Phoenix, with impertarable gravity,
“I wanted to see whether you would or Lwi 
not! ”

Jack Holmes,” a man-abont-town, liv
ing no one knew how, was once under 
cross examination by a certain sergeant-at 
law, who knew his man too well. “Now, 
sir,” said the learned gentleman, “tell the 
jury how you live?”

“Well,'’ said Holmes, “a chop or a 
steak, and on Sunday perhaps a little bit of 
fish ; I am a very plain living man.”

“ You know what I mean, sir,” thund
ered the questioner. “What do you do 
for a living ?”

“ The same as you, sergeant,” said the 
witness, tapping his forehead suggestively ;
* ‘ and when that fails, I do”—going through 
the pantomime of writing across his hand 
—“a little bit of stuff—the same as you 
again. - —

“ My lad, I shall not ask tMs obtuse 
witness any more questions,” said the 
angry counsel.

“Brother, ’’said Baron Martin, “I think 
yoy had better not, ”

Here is a Mnt foryonr old friend the clown 
in the pantomime. At the burning of a 
provision store, the crowd helped themselves 
freely. One man grasped a 

uvage ; risi

Company anything. If you tMnk I do, 
why, there’s a little difference of opinion, 
and I don’t want any trouble over it. I have 
nice family, nice father and mother ; re
latives all of good standing ; they would 
feel bad to have me arrested and charged 
with dishonesty. It would kill my wife. 
She h— every confidence in me, and the 
idea that I would take a penny that did 
not belong to me would break her heart. I 
don’t care anytMng for the matter myself ; 
but on account of my family and relatives, 
if you won’t say anything more about it, 
I’ll give you say—a dollar.”

. _ mge eh___
his share of the selvage ; rising up with it 
he found himself face to face with a police
man. and with admirable presence of mind 
put the plunder into the officer’s arms, say
ing i “ You had better take care of that, 
policeman, or some one will be walking off 
with it.”

Equally ready to relinquish his loot when 
there was no help for it, was a Chicago 
negro, caught by a poultry fancier in the 
act of carrying off some of his live stock, 
and challenged with : à What are you 
doing with' my cMckens. ?'* “I wus g wine 
fer ter fetch ’em back, boss,” explained he. 
“Dere’s a nigger roun’ here what’s bin 
disputin along er me ’bout dem chickens, 
land deywuz Corchin Chyniz, an he 
said dey wuz Alabarmar pullets ; an I wuz 
jes takin’ ’em roun’ fer ter stablish my 
nollidge. Dey don’t lay no aigs, does dey, 
bees? Ef dey does, I’m raig hty shamed of 
hustlin’ ’em roun’. Aigs is scase. ”

Impudently cool as the darkey was, he 
must yield the palm for effrontery to the 
Erie Railway guard, whose interview with 
Manager Fisk is thus related in an Ameri
can paper.

“You are a conductor on the Erie, I be
lieve ?”

“Yes, sir.”
“ How long have you been on the road ?”
“Fifteen years.”
“Worth some property, I learn?”
“Some.”
“Have a very fine house in Oswego ? 

Cost you some thirty, forty or fifty 
thousand dollars ?”

“Yes, sir.”
“ Some little money invested in bonds, I 

am told ?”
“ Yes, sir.”
“Own a farm near where you reside ?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Had nothing when you commenced as 

conductor on our road ?”
“ Nothing to speak of.”
“Made the property since ?”
“ Yes, sir.”
“Beenat work for no others parties ?”
“ No ; but I have been saving money, 

and invested it from tune to time to good 
advantage. ”

“Well, sir, what will you rive to settle ? 
Of course you cannot pretend to say you 
have acquired tMs property from what you 
have eared from your salary ? You will 
not deny that you have pocketed a great 
deal of money belonging to the railway—at 
least fifty or sixty thousand dollars ? Now, 
sir, what will you give to settle, and not 
be disgraced, as you certainly will be if a 
trial is brought, and are compelled to give 
up the property you profess to own, but 
which in reality belongs to the Company ?”

Well, Mr. Manager, I bad not thought 
of the matter. For several years I have 
been running my train to the best of my 
ability. Never looking at the matter in 
this light before. Never thought I was 
doing anything wrong. I have done 
nothing more than other conductors ; tried 
to earn my salary and get it, and think I’ve 
succeeded. I don’t know that I owe the

REVEALED IN A SONG.
One of the tenderest and most touching 

of Uhland’s poems is that wMch describes 
the departure of the youth, escorted by his 
comrades, from the town where he had 
lived, and Me sad glance up to a window 
where a maiden is sitting, and his sad 
thought. “ If she could only love me !’ 
while the girl looks down with melancholy 
eyes, and thinks, “If he had only loved me!” 
And so he goes his way, and neither knows 
of the other’s love ; neither knows that 
each might have had all the heart’s desire. 
I fancy there is more of this kind ot thing 
in real life than people are inclined to sup
pose. Let me tell the story of a pair who 
might have served as living illustration of 
Uhland’s poem, but for the fortunate chance 
wMch flung them for a moment heart to 
heart, and compelled a mutual recognition 
and revelation.

Professor Rhodes filled the chair of 
Modem Languages in one of our younger 
American universities—never mind what 
its name or its whereabouts. Professor 
Rhodes knew the languages and literature 
of most European countries well, and had 
picked up Ms knowledge in rather a hard 
school He was the son of a Western farm
er, and he had been seized, very early in 
fife, with a longing to visit and study the 
old countries across the Atlantic. All such 
yeanlings his shrewd and practical father 
despised,and the father and son quarrelled, 
and young Rhodes crossed the Atlantic. 
He starved and struggled and studied in 
London and Paris and Rome and Madrid ; 
Ms hunger for the life of the old European 
lands was not extinguished by the physical 
hunger wMch often gnawed him • he 
managed to visit and live in every country 
of Europe, and to know the ways and the 
life of every capital ; he became a cosmo
politan in the matter of language, and 
could talk with almost any body any where 
in the any body's own tongue ; he took 
part in at least half a dozen revolutionary 
movements, and received several wounds, 
was often imprisoned, and once escaped 
after having been ordered for execution. 
So his youth went away, and good part of 
his manhood ; and his parents had long 
been dead ; and there were gray streaks 
showing—prematurely, indeed, but un- 
mistakeably—in his beard and mustache. 
Meanwhile he had been writing a good 
deal, and had been earning, almost without 
knowing it, a sort of literary and scholarly 
name. At length his heart yearned for his 
home, and he went back to the United 
States, bearing with him, as the profits of 
his long absence, a mastery of European 
languages and literature, some scars, some 
gray hairs, and no money. His reputation, 
however soon won for him the offer of a 
professorship at the umversity already 
spoken of. Theodore Rhodes accepted the 
offer, and soon made his mark on the place. 
His knowledge was deep, Me judgment 
bold, original, and true ; Ms eloquence was 
the long-pent-up utterance of a man who 
had been storing and concealing thought 
and observation all his life, and now, at 
last, has found listeners, snd an oppor
tunity and duty to speak out. Among the 
youthful students Theodore Rhodes be
came a sort of hero and oracle. He had 
seen, experienced, and suffered so much, 
that to them he seemed quite a venerable 
Mentor ; and indeed to himself life ap
peared all a retrospect. He was in reality 
just inside forty years ot age.

Round the university was gathered quite 
a growing community, with considerable

wMch especially suited Theodore Rhodes, 
Every new movement, every new book, 
was taken up. and discussed there ; no 
thought was proscribed, no prejudice was 
held sacred ; and the pulse of the little 
community vibrated with an active, 
healthy, inquiring life and energy. Pro
fessor Rhodes bore a high character, and 
won general confidence. A manly and 
honest nature is soon recognized by uncon
ventional and congenial people. Rhodes 
found admirers among women as well as 
men ; and for all his grizzling beard and 
his forty years, he might have easily won 
a pretty bride with a good fortune and 
willing parents. But he sought for no such 
prize. Ever so many years ago, before 
most of the pretty girls around him were 
bom. Theodore Rhodes had loved, or 
fancied he loved, a girl who, when he went 
to Europe—led thither partly by the hope 
of making name and fortune for her—mar
ried speedily a wealthy miller, and Rhodes 
thereon gave up love-making. But while 
it is in any man’s power, at any time he 
will, to give up love-making, to give up 
loving is quite a different thing. So, after 
a while, our Professor found it. I knew a 
man once who was driven from Ms early 
home by a passion for adventure, for ex
ploring, for the sea, and who spent years 
and years of enterprise and danger, 
penetrating the ice-masses of arctic seas, 
tracking up African streams, and climbing 
Asiatic Alps ; who was many times sMp- 
wrecked, and came off scot free; and who, 
returning home to pay a visit to old friends 
and scenes, lost his way one night on a 
moor familiar to his boyhood, and fell into 
a little pond or pool, and was drowned 
there. So Theodore Rhodes had gone through 
many strange scenes and experiences un
scathed of love, and came home again to be1 
stricken, as it were on the very threshold.

One of the closest friends Theodore 
Rhodes had in the little community of which 
he was now a member was Mr Louis 
Meredith, a man oi some property and 
great intelligence, who had travelled and 
had ideas. Mr. Meredith was a widower, 
and had an only daughter, Cynthia. Now 
Cynthia was really not what one could call 
a pretty girl, but she had a fine figure and 
a noble, expressive face; and she h«d a 
soul wMch sometimes spoke with wonder
ful eloquence of expression through her 
deep gray eyes. She was not the prl who 
becomes the belle of a circle ; but she was 
a woman to exercise a supreme influence 
over some few noble hearts and natures. 
Theodore Rhodes was her father’s friend, 
not hers. He came near to her father’s 
age. For a long time his intercourse with 
her was confined to a few friendly words 
when they met. Often her father and 
Theodore sat together for a long evening, 
the two men talking now earnestly, now 
gaily, over all manner of subjects; and 
she sat near with her work and listened all 
the time, and looked up every now and 
then with a bright glance of sympathy or a 
quiet word of dissent, and hardly other
wise took part in the conversation. Some
times her father would ask her to play or 
sing ; and she did so, sweetly, sympatheti
cally ; and Theodore listened and found 
himself swept away into long-unknown 
glorious regions of youth and poetry and 
romance. Gradually he and she came to 
hold more friendly and direct inter- 
commumcation, and then he became as
tonished and delighted at her fresh intel
lectual resources; her keen, penetrating 
judgment; her dear, unconventional way 
of looking at realities ; her artistic tastes ; 
her pure, refined sympatMes. At first hé 
used to think within himself, “If I only 
had such a daughter !” And then other 
thoughts dawned upon him ; and Theodore 
Rhodes woke up to find Mmself profound
ly and passionately in love.

Alas for the middle-aged Professor and 
pMlosopher ! His love burned within him 
net and inextinguishable as an anthracite 
fire ; it unsettled all his ways and thoughts; 
it came between him and his studies ; it 
scorched up the growth of his literary and 
philosophical speculations. He chafed and 
raged at it in vain. Many and

len, mid-night hours, in rain and frost and 
snow ; many a night did he outwatch the 
Bear ; many a tune did he fling himself 
down, literally prostrate, and grovel on 
the floor of his little study, in humiliation 
and agony. Neither walking nor watch
ing, nor prone and prostrate, could he con
quer his passion, or recall his old, calm, 
active self. He began to lose all interest 
in the studies that once delighted him, in 
the scholars whoee young voices and fresh 
thoughts used to gladden him. No one on 
earth, probably, suffers from the love-fever 
like your middle-aged philosopher, if once 
the contagion can seize him.

Why did he keep tMs thing as a secret? 
Could he not have spoken ? Was there no 
hope? To him there seemed no hope 
whatever—the very thought of any possi
bility of hope appeared preposterous. 
Cynthia was about half Ms age ; there was 
nothing in Mm to attract any girl ; he was 
only her father’s friend, and apparently her 
father’s contemporary ; and UyntMa, had, 
since she was little more than a child, been 
affianced to a youth of fortune who was 
now in Europe. So Theodore could only 
bear his pain, or try to bear it. He felt 
Mmself degenerating under it. He could 
not conquer it ; and the futile struggle his 
mental resources seemed all running 
to waste, and he found himself at last 
neglecting his duties. Not that any others 
could have perceived this neglect, for his 
regularity of attendance was never varied, 
and his lectures to his class seemed as in
structive and valuable as ever. But he 
felt in his own heart that he was only per
forming mechanically a perfunctory task ; 
that his soul was no longer in his work ; 
and this his sensitive conscience declared 
to be neglect, He began to fear that a 
time would soon come when actual neglect 
would begin to set in; when he should 
positively be unable to give even a 
mechanical attention to his duties. He 
shuddered as he heard of the expected re
turn of Miss Meredith’s fiancé ; and when, 
in Me presence, her father spoke of the 
young man’s speedy coming, and her eye- 
tide fell and ner cheek flushed and her 
manner seemd manifestly agitated, poor 
Theodore could hardly keep Ms agony un
der decent control. Natures less ingenuous 
than those of Louis Meredith and his 
daughter might well have found out, even 
then, his sad secret,

Affer that, Theodore Rhodes made up 
his mind he would resign his professorship 
and go back to Europe. Nothing but this 
would be of any avail—nothing but tMs 
could yet perchance stand between him 
and degeneracy. He could not fight the 
fight out. He could only leave the field.

So he went straightway, sought out Ms 
friend, and told him he was resolved on 
leaving the place, and that he had already 
drawn up his resignation of his professorial 
chair. Mr. Meredith endeavoured in vain 
to induce Mm to alter his resolution.

“ You will do me the justice,” said! poor 
Theodore, very sadly, “ to believe that I 
have a solid, good reason for what I do, 
although I can’t tell it even to you—just 
now. You may come to know it sometime. 
It is not restlessness. I have had enough 
of unrest, and would gladly linger here if I 
could.”

His friend looked at him curiously.
“Cherchez la femme," murmured Mr. 

Meredith. “Has tMs not sometMng to 
do with a love business ?”

Theodore winced. “ Well, then, it has. 
Don’t ask me any more.”

Mr. Meredith pressed his hand and was 
silent. He had no gleam of suspicion as to 
the real cause of Theodore’s determination, 
and assumed that he was going to Europe 
to find some lost love, not to escape from 
a love that looked hopeless.

“ Come home with me,” Meredith said ; 
“ let us pass the evening together before 
you take any decided step. I will not 
weary you by arguing the matter ; you 
know your own way best, my friend. But 
let us have one bright evening together 
before you positively announce your going. ”

He put his arm m Theodore’s and led 
Mm away. Of course Theodore did not re
sist ; he thought within Mmself that he 
was doing a weak and wrong thing to place 
himself again idly under the spell of a 

1 fascination ; and he di‘ 
ing accordingly.

night, al
though Cynthia’s mind was somewhat dis
turbed by the emotions which the imminent 
coming of her fiancé awakened in her, and 
although poor Theodore was looking on her, 
as he believed, for the last time. Perhaps 
the very belief that he Was to see her no 
more lent a freedom to his soul and his 
manner, for he felt that he might as well 
enjoy the present—it mattered nothing 
note.

There was a song wMch Cynthia some
times, not often, sang—a sad, sweet ballad, 
steeped in lyrical pathos and love and long
ing ; a song to penetrate to the depths of a 
sensitive soul at any time, but which Theo
dore just now especially desired and dread
ed to hear—desired with a wish quite un
speakable. He asked her to sing it for him. 
The evemng had worn on until nearly 
night, yet the lamps were not lighted. 
Summer had begun to fade ; the windows 
were open ; a faint breath of flowers was 
borne into the room ; a faint moonlight 
glimmered on the group of friends ; the 
sound of the river was heard ; it was a 
time, a scene, to sweeten and exalt even 
the commonplace itself into something pure 
and poetic. Think how it was with the 
heart of Theodore as he that sat, under 
such influences, so near the one only woman 

' whom in all his varied life he had truly 
and deeply loved, and whom he believed 
himself about to leave forever I

“ That song !” Cynthia said, in a lew 
tone. “I almost dread it—it is so sad.”

“And I, too, almost dread it,” Mr. 
Meredith said. For he lookedto Theodore’s 
departure with deep pain. These two men 
had been drawn by sympathy into a com
panionship and friendship so rare in life 
that, if it were broken, neither could hope 
for anything like it again.

“Yet sing it for me,” pleaded Theodore. 
“I don’t know why Ï wish so very much 
to hear it to-night ; but I do wish it | and 
you will not refuse me.” He was on the 
verge of saying—“this, the last time;’’ 
but he controlled Mmself, and stopped 
short.

“ You must indulge Mm, Cynthia,1’ Mr. 
Meredith said. “You can refuse Mal 
nothing, for we shall not have Mm long. 
He is going away! There, Rhodes—I 
know I ought not to have said any thing of 
that just now—but I could not help it 
Yes, Cynthia, he is going away from us.”

Cynthia turned suddenly round toward 
her father, and seemed to wait for some ex 

«hiplanation. there was aHe said nothing.
pause.

“ She has not even interest enough in 
my existence,” thought Rhodes to Mmself, 
“to ask a question about my going ! Why 
should she ?” It was nearly dark now, and 
he could not see her face.

“ Out friend is going to leave us, Cyn
thia—to leave us altogether, and return to 
Europe,” said her father, a little surprised 
at her silence, and mentally saying how 
cold these girls pre 1 They don’t know any
thing about friendsMp ! Cynthia’s lover is 
coming home, and that is all she cares 
about. I wonder would it grieve her much 
if I were going away V’

Still Cynthia said nothing ; but now her 
finger began to wander along the cords of 
the piano before wMch she sat, striking a 
low, fitful music out of them.

Theodore at last found a voice ; “Yes, 
Miss Meredith ; I find that I must go back 
to Europe ; and I shall probably not be 
here a^ain for a very long time—manyi again
?*•**! I suppose. So I do wans you to in
dulge me tine last opportunity, and sing 
me that song—if it does not distress you
very muoh.,T he could not help adding, 
with a dash of bitterness in his tone.

She replied not a word, but turned to the 
piano, and began.

Let us look at the picture, as'it is dimly 
seen in the moonlight. A great author has 
said that no picture made up of human 
forms is tree to its purpose, or any real 
purpose, if it does not without explanation 
tell some manner of story clearly. What 
story would a picture of this scene tell ton 
stranger’s eye ? A room faintly lighted by 
tile moon ; a girl with a noble, queenly

. - .................. . -, - many a figure stooping over a piano to the music of
long mile did he tramp m the lonely, sql- which she sings ; beside her, his face turn

ed sway from her, a bearded man who 
holds one hand partly over his eyes and 
clasps his beard with the other ; farther 
off, an elder man who stands near the 
window, and looks meditatively out. Not 
much to be made out of such a picture as 
that, surely. Hardly any painter’s skill 
could make it tell much of a story.

Cynthia began her song in a sweet, low, 
clear tone that vibrated through the room, 
and through the soul of at least one of the 
listeners. It wasa song of farewell to hope, 
to all that made life dear—save for the 
memory of the one eternal love. A true 
poet had given the words ; an immortal 
musican had glorified them in melody.

While Theodore listened it seemed to 
Mm as though, id, Jean Paul Richter’s 
language," Ms heart had been pierced with 
a thousand cuts, that itj might the more 
gently bleed away.”

In the midst of the song the door was 
softly opened, and a servant brought to 
Mr. Meredith a letter Mr. Meredith 
quietly rose, and, without interrupting the 
song, withdrew to Ms study. Cynthia 
sang on, apparently unconscious of his de
parture. Theodore had never looked up. 
He still covered Ms eyes with one hand, 
clasped Ms beard with the other.

The song reached its sweetest, tenderest, 
saddest place—the singer had to breathe 
the last farewell. Theodore, listening with 
all his soul and ears, heard the voice grow 
tremulous, heard it sound as if it were 
tear-fraught, and suddenly it ceased alto
gether, and then the sudden silence was 
pierced by a loud cry—and then Theodore, 
springing from Ms chair, had just time to 
seize in his arms the singer who had faint
ed in her song.

Was he to blame if he held her in his 
arms yet a moment, and allowed her head 
to rest upon his shoulder, while his heart 
beat tumultuously with wonder, hope, fear, 
and all the thousand inarticulate passionate 
emotions wMch her cry and her swoon had 
awakened within him ?

At that moment Mr. Meredith hurried 
into the room, and Theodore gave Ms 
daughter into his arms. Some agitating 
thought, it was evident, had already occu
pied the father’s mind, and left him hardly 
room for wonder.

“Poor girl!” he said in a low tone to 
Theodore. “ This fainting-fit looks as if it 
were an omen—as if she could have known 
I have cruel news for her. Rhodes ! that 
boy to whom she was engaged—to whom I 
was for so long all that a father could be— 
has married a dancing-girl belonging to the 
Opera House in Berlin ! That’s the story 
brought to me in the telegram I have in 
my Mud !”

Theodore did not remain much longer 
that night. When Cynthia began to show 
signs of returning life and consciousness, 
he felt that he had better leave ; and he 
left. But he went home with a wild hope 
glowing in his heart which lighted his way 
like a sun.

He visited the house next day, and 
found Cynthia alone, by the piano, in the 
same room. After some stammered un
meaning words, he said :

“ Miss Meredith—Cynthia !”
She started.
“ One question I must—I will ask of 

you ! Why did you faint last night ?”
Without raising her eyes she spoke in a 

low tone :
“ First tell me—why do you leave us ?’ ’
“ I felt that I must leave you—because 

I love yon !”
“And I fainted — because you were 

about to leave us—to leave me /”
Tne revelation was complete ; and the 

story is told. Professor Rhodes still re
tains his chair at the university, ana has a 
wife who shares his studies, and holds Me 
heart in hers.

A Railroad Temperance Lecture.
(From tie Burlington Haukeye.)

“ Twenty years ago,” said the passenger 
with the red ribbon m his buttonhole, “ I 
knew that man whom you saw get off at 
the last station. He was a young man of 
rare promise, a college graduate, a man of 
brilliant intellect and shrewd mercantile 
ability. Life dawned before Mm in all the 
glowing colours of fair promise. He had 
some money, when he left college. Me in
vested it in business and his business pros
pered. He married a beautiful young girl, 
who bore him three lovely children—”

The sad looking passenger sitting on the 
wood box : “ AU at one fame ? ”

The red ribbon passenger : “ No, in bi
ennial installments of one. No one dream
ed that the poorhouse would ever be their 
home. But in an evil hour the young man 
yielded to the tempter. He began to drink 
beer. He liked it and drank more. He 
drank and encouraged others to drink. 
That was only 14 years ago, and he was a 
prosperous, wealthy man. To-day where 
is he ?”

The clergyman in the front seat solemnly: 
“A sot and a beggar.”

The red ribbon man, disconsolately : 
“Oh, no ; he is a member of Congress and 
owns a brewery worth $50,000.”

Sometimes it will happen that way.

A Reminiscence of the United States 
War.—A gentleman well acquainted with 
Col. Realf, and an ardent admirer of his 
poetry, relates a story told by him while 
the two spent a night in conversation, 
criticism, and recollections, so dear to men 
of his kind, over a dozy fire and warm de
coctions. He spoke of the mght before the 
battle at which Gen. W. S. Lytle fell. 
The two (Realf and Lytle) lay together in 
the general’s tent They were both given 
to writing poetry at such times, and each 
had an unfinished poem on hand, and they 
read and criticised each other’s efforts 
humorously for some time, when said 
Lytle :—“ * Realf, I shall never live to 
finish that poem.’ “ * Nonsense,’ said I,
‘ you will live to write volumes of such 
stuff.’ “ • A feeling has suddenly come 
over me,’ continued the general solemnly,
* which is more startling than a prophecy, 
that I shall be killed in to-morrow's fight 
As I spoke to you I saw the green hills of 
the Ohio as if I stood among them. They be
gan to recede from me in a weird way, and 
as they disappeared the conviction flashed 
through me like the lightning’s shock that 
I would never see them again.’ I rallied 
him from his superstition, but the belief 
had become strangely impressed upon his 
mind, and he succeeded in so far thrilling 
me with his own unnatural fear that I 
begged him to finish his poem before he 
slept that such fine work might not be lost 
to the world. In the small hours the gen
eral awakened me from a slumber, into 
wMch I had fallen, to read to me that 
beautiful poem, wMch must live as long as 
our literature survives, beginning :—* I am 
dying, Egypt dying; ebbs the crimson 
life-blood fast.’ My eyes filled with tears 
as he read. He said not a word as he con
cluded, but placed the manuscript in his 
pocket and lay down to sleep. Before 
dawn came the call to arms. When I next 
saw poor Lytle he was cold in death among 
heaps of slain. I thought of the poem, 
and, searching the pocket where I had seen 
him put it drew it forth, and it was 
forwarded, among other things, to Ms 
friends.”—Ptttsburg Leader.

Bismarck on English Statesmen.—The 
World save :—“ Some of the most inter
esting and not least characteristic judg
ments ot Prince Bismarck find no place in 
the new volumes. Here is his view of 
English statesmen : * Whenever I come to 
close quarters with the English Govern
ment and feel its pulse, the more I am 
struck with its complete want of system- 
atio and consistent ideas. They waver, 
and you find that there has been an elec
tion, o a meeting, orr a newspaper article, 
wMch has thrown them into a panic. It is 
just the same whether Lord Beaconsfield 
or Mr. Gladstone is Minister. No Turkish 
Pashas are more afraid of the Sultan than are 
these English Grand Viziers of public opin
ion ; and, unfortunately, this Sultan is not 
less capricious or less uninformed than the 
other/ Some one having observed that 
Lord Beaconsfield was a great party leader, 
and that Mr. Gladstone was a great finan
cier, the Prince added : * If Lord Beacons- 
field really deserves that reputation, he 
must lead his party much better than he 
doee his country ; and if Mr. Gladstone’s, 
finance is se admirable, it must be conduct
ed nptm rery different principles from 
those of his foreigh policy.’’’

Extensive Fire at Hamilton.
Hamilton, Dec. 16.—Last night at 9.46 

an alarm of fire was rang from the box at 
the corner of Hannah and James streets for 
a fire that had broken out in the Mountain 
View Hotel, on the brow of the mountain, 
overlooking the city. Shortly afterwards 
the reflection was so bright that in the cen
tre of the city people could be easily recog
nized at several yards’ distance, and the 
sight presented was exceedingly pictu
resque- The building, from its elevated 
position, commanded a splended view of 
the city and surrounding district, and from 
an observatory on the north-east angle, 
Toronto and places equally distant could be 
distinctly seen with the use of the tele
scope. About twelve years ago this favorite 
resort was frequently attended by the bon 
ton of Hamilton sud tourists, but latterly 
it has been converted into a boarding 
house. For some time Mr. Henry McKee 
has been landlord of the hotel, and had 
some lodgers staying with him last night. 
The fire occurred through the cMmney 
taking fire, the flames extending to the 
third flat, where it burst through a stove
pipe hole into one of the bedrooms, and be
fore it was discovered the room was in 
flames. The brigade could not offer 
any assistance as the building was too far 
from the city, and the fire was in conse
quence allowed to bum out. From ten 
o’clock until one this morning a steady 
blaze was kept up, after which the confla
gration died out, leaving nothing but the 
mere walls standing. Some of the furni
ture was saved, but not to any extent. The 
building was owned by the Freeman 
estate, and will cause a loss of about $20,- 
000. It was partly insured. A crowd 
of roughs from Cork town and the lake 
region were promptly on hand and soon 
cleared the bar. One of the parties having 
secured a quantity of liquor, a row en
sued for the proprietorship of it, which 
ended in many disfigured faces and broken 
noses. A second alarm was sounded at 
11.30 from the box on the corner of 
Catherine and Catharine streets, by some 
frightened individual in the neighbourhood 
who believed the mountain fire would 
reach the city.

Election Disturbances in Mani
toba.

Winnipeg, Man., Dec. 13.—Reports are 
contradictory regarding the election row at 
St. Agathe. One version is that Turrene, 
the returning officer, declined to accept the 
nomination papers of Grant and Klyne, 
two of the candidates, on the ground of 
informality, and declared Taliffer elected. 
This caused dissatisfaction. That night 
Taliffer and Turrene were the guests of 
Fathers Fill on and Charbonneau. About 
eight o’clock men came to their door and 
demanded to see Turrene. They were ad
mitted, and without exhiMtieg any war
rant proceeded to arrest him. Father 
Filion and Taliffer interfered, and put the 
men out of the house. Next morning at 
half-past six o’clock, when Father Filion’s 
servant opened the door, six men walked 
in and demanded Turrene and Filion, not 
producing any writ. Father Charbonneau 
went and aroused Father Filion, Taliffer, 
and Turrene. The men then seized Father 
Charbonneau and dragged him out of doors. 
Taliffer grasped Charbonneau to draw him 
back and somebody then fired a pistol. 
Talifer drew a revolver, fired and shot a 
man named MoLane. Several shots were 
then aimed at Taliffer, one entering the 
fleshy part of Ms thigh. The men dragged 
Charbonneau to' a sleigh and drove off with 
Mm towards Morris. An alarm was given 
in the settlement and a number started in 
pursuit. One man who followed them all 
the way found Charbonneau locked up a 
prisoner in Gallie’s hotel, considerably 
bruised. Other versions claim that Taliffer 
fired the first shot. McLane is dangerous
ly wounded. Taliffer is expected in the 
city to-night. The election is to be pro- 
tested.

Winnipeg, Man., Dec. 14.—It is report
ed that Mclarie, who was shot at St. 
Agathe, is dead. Taliffer is at the St 
Boniface hospital. The arrested priest 
Charbonneau, was examined to-day at 
Morris, by the magistrates on a charge of 
resisting the officers on duty. The evi
dence of the constables is to the effect that 
the French fired first which was returned 
by one of the officers, who Mt a man sup
posed to be Taliffer. The priest Charbon
neau has been released under surveillance 
tiil Monday, when his examination will be 
continued. Father Charbonneau states 
that he believed the mob intended to as
sassinate him, and he resisted the officers as 
they did not show their warrants for the 
arrest of the other priest Filion, and the 
returning officer. It is reported that the 
local Government will appoint a Commis
sion to investigate the matter.

FATAL SHOOTING CASE.
A Peterbero’ Bough Shot by a Motel

Keeper—Fatal Termination to a Bar
room Row.
Peter boko’. Dec. 15.—On Saturday 

evening, between six and seven o’clock, 
William Montgomery, who for many years 
haa been the terror of the community, was 
shot by R. N. Roddy, a hotel keeper, in a 

‘tow. On Saturday Montgomery was in 
town and obtained liquor in several places. 
Going to Roddy’s about six o’clock, he tried 
to cause a disturbance, and abused some 
persons who were in the bar-room. Roddy 
ordered him to desist, but paying no atten
tion, Montgomery seized a tumbler on the 
counter, threw it at Roddy, and attempted 
to get over the bar at Mm, whnn the latter 
fired two revolver shots at Mm, one of 
which took effect in the right breast ard 
either passed through the lung or is lodged 
there. Physicians were soon in attendance, 
but were unable to extricate the ball. 
Montgomery suffered considerable pain 
through the night, and though somewhat 
easier this morning, died at eight o’clock in 
the evening. He was generally considered 
a desperate character, an^is only about a 
year out of the Central Prison for severely 
ill-treating a detective at Bobcaygeon. 
Roddy is m goal.

DARING ROBBERY AT ST. JOHN.
MISS, ass la Stock Certiorate* Carried sir

—Mysierloas Disappearance of Valuables
from a Broker’s Safe.
St. John, N.B., Dec. 12.—One of the 

most daring and successful robberies ever 
perpetrated in St. John was executed yes
terday afternoon, when the private office 
of Turnbull & Co., on Ward street, was 
entered and bonds, stock certificates and 
other valuable papers, in all to the value 
of over one hundred thousand dollars, were 
carried off. About 4.40 o’clock Mr. Turn- 
bull went to Ms safe for the purpose of pro
curing some papers for A. T. Randolph, 
President of the People’s Bank, Frederic
ton. On putting in his hand to take out 
the cash-box he found to Ms amazement 
that it was gone. The box contained, so 
far as known, 46 New Brunswick Railway 
Company debentures of $1,000 each ; $21,-

certificates, W___ ___
Brunswick and Maritime Bank stock certi
ficates, and other papers, in all represent
ing, it is supposed, about $100,000. None 
of the other papers or securities in the 
safe were disturbed, though there was 
about $2,000 in bank notes and some bonds, 
Ac., in a package close to the compartment 
where the gash-box was kept. For some 
days a plumber and a carpenter were en
gaged in making repairs in the office, but, 
with this exception, no stranger had access 
to the apartment where the safe was kept. 
Neither Mr. Turnbull nor any of the 
firm’s employés can fix on any exact limit 
of time within which the cash-box was 
stolen. It might have been on Monday, 
Tuesday, or Wednesday, but the fact that 
it was taken during business hoars is be
yond dispute, as the doors of the vault and 
safe are carefully locked every night, and 
the safe combination is known only to 
members of the firm and their confidential 
clerk. No suspicious persons have been 
seen about the premises, and it is impos
sible to account for the robbery.

No discoveries anent the robbery 
have yet been made. The face value of the 
bonds stolen amounts to $106,000, but 
they cannot be negotiated.

Sin
BREAD-MAKING.

TO BAKE BREAD,

Here is the important point, for the 
bread may be perfect thus far and then be 
spoiled in baking. No definite rales can 
tè given that apply equally well to every 
stove and range ; but one general rule must 
be observed, wMch is to have a steady, 
moderate heat, such as is more minutely 
described in the directions for baking 
large cakes. The oven must be just hot 
enough ; if too hot, a firm crust is formed 
before the bread haa expanded enough, 
and it will be heavy. Many test the oven 
by sprinkling a little flour on the bottom ; 
if it browns very quickly, it is too hot, but 
if it browns gradually, it is just right. An 
oven in which the hand can not be held 
longer than to count twenty moderately, is 
hot enough. When the bread is done (to 
test wMch, break apart and press gently 
with the finger ; if elastic it is done, but if 
clammy, not done, and must be returned 
to the oven), wrap in a coarse towel or 
bread cloth and place each loaf on its edge 
until cool. If by accident or neglect the 
bread is baked too hard, mb the loaves 
over with butter, wet the towel in which 
they are wrapped, and cover with another 
dry towl. In winter, bread dough may be 
kept sweet several days by placing it where 
it will be cold without freezing, or by put
ting it so deep into the flour barrel as to 
exclude it entirely from the air. When 
wanted for use, make into bread, or, by 
adding the proper ingredients, into cake, 
rusk, biscuit, apple dumpling, cMcken pie, 
etc.

GRAHAM AND CORN BREAD.
It is very desirable that every family 

should have a constant supply of bread 
made of Unbolted flour, or rye and Indian 
corn. Most persona find it palatable, and 
it promotes health. For these coarse 
breads, always add a little brown sugar or 
molassess, and the amount given in the 
recipes may be increased according to taste. 
They rise quicker and in a less warm at
mosphere than without sweetening. A 
little lard or butter improves bread or 
cakes made of Graham or Indian meal, 
rendering them light and tender. Graham 
rises rather more quickly than fine flour, 
and should not be allowed to rise quite as 
light. The fire should be steady and suf
ficient to complete the baking, and the 
oven hot when the bread is put in. A 
fresh blaze will bum the crust, while a 
steady fire will sweeten it. Graham bread 
bakes more slowly than fine-flour bread, 
and com bread requires more time and a 
hotter oven than either. Use either yel
low or wMte com, ground coarse, for mush, 
and wMte, ground fine, for bread, etc. In 
cutting the latter while warm, hold the 
knife perpendicularly. Rye is said to 
absorb more moisture from the air than 
any other grain ; hence, all bread from this 
meal needs a longer application of heat, 
and keeps moister after being baked than 
that made from other grain.

SPONGE FOR WINTER USE.
Feel and boil four or five medium-sized 

potatoes in two quarts of water, which will 
boil down to one quart when done, take 
out and press through a colander, or mash 
very fine in the crock in wMch the sponge 

. is made ; form a well in the center, into 
wMch put one cup of flour, and pour over 
it the boiling water from the potatoes ; 
stir thoroughly and when cool add a pint 
of tepi* water, flour enough to make a thin 
batter, and a cup of yeast. TMs sponge 
makes very moist bread.

BREAD SPONGE.
Six potatoes boiled and mashed wMle 

hot, two tablespoons of white sugar, two of 
butter, one quart of tepid water ; into, this 
stir three cups of flour ; beat to a smooth 
batter, add six tablespoons of yeast, set 
oter night, and-, in the morning, knead in 
sufficient flour to make a stiff, spongy 
dough ; knead vigorously for fifteen 
minutes, set away to rise, and, when light, 
knead for ten minutes, mold out into 
moderate-sized loaves, and let rise until 
they are like delicate or light sponge-cake.

BREAD SPONGE AND BREAD.
Five pints of warm water, five quarts of 

sifted flour, one coffeecup of yeast ; mix in 
a two-gallon stone jar, cover closely, and 
set in a large tin pan, so that if the sponge 
rises over the top of the jar, the drippings 
may fall into the pan. Set to rise the 
evening before baking. In winter be care
ful to s it in a warm place. In the morn
ing silt six quarts of flour into a pail, pour 
the sponge into the bread-pan or bowl, add 
two tablespoons of salt, then the flour 
gradually ; mix and knead well, using up 
nearly all the flour. This first kneading is 
the most important, and should occupy at 
least twenty minutes. Make the bread in 
one large loaf, set away in a warm place, 
and cover with a cloth. It ought to rise in 
half an hour, when it should be kneaded 
thoroughly again for ten minutes. Then 
take enough dough for three good-sized 
loaves (a quart bowl of dough to each), give 
five minutes kneading to each loaf, and 
place to rise in a dripping-pan well greased 
with lard. The loaves will be light in five 
or ten minutes, and will bake in a properly 
heated oven in half an hour. Make a well 

*in the center of the remaining dough and 
into it put one-half teacup of white sugar, 
one teacup of lard, and two eggs, which 
mix thoroughly with the dough, knead in
to one large loaf, set in a warm place about 
fifteen minutes to rise, and, when light, 
knead five minutes and let rise again for 
about ten minutes, when it should be light 
Take out of pan, knead on bread-board, 
roll about an inch in tMckness, cut out 
with a biscuit-cutter, and place in dripping- 
pan ; let rise five minutes and bake twenty 
minutes. In winter more time must be 
allowed for rising. This makes three 
loaves and ninety biscuit.

BREAD WITH BUTTERMILK;
The evening before baking, bring to the 

boiling point two quarts of buttermilk, and 
pour into a crock in wMoh a scant teacup 
of sifted flour has been placed. Let stand 
till sufficiently cool, then add half a cup of 
yeast, and flour to make a tMck batter : 
the better and longer the sponge is stirred 
the wMter will be the bread. In the 
morning sift the flour into the bread-pan, 
pour the sponge in the center, stir in some 
of the flour, and let stand until after 
breakfast ; then mix, kneading for about 
half an hour, the longer the better ; when 
light, mold into loaves, this time kneading 
as little as possible. The secret of good 
bread is having good yeast, and baking too 
hard. This makes four loaves and forty 
biscuit.

BREAD WITH POTATO SPONGE.
Pare and boil four or five potatoes, maeli 

fine, and add one pint of flour ; pour on 
the mixture first boiling water enough to 
moisten well, then about one quart of cold 
water, after wMoh add flour enough to 
make a stiff batter. When cooled to 
“ scarcely milk warm, ” put in one-half 
pint (or more will do no harm) of yeast, 
and let it stand in a warm place over tight ; 
in the morning add to this sponge one cup 
of lard, stir in flour, and knead well. The 
more kneading the finer and whiter the 
farrad will be ; pounding also with a 
potato-masher improves the bread greatly, 
and is rather easier than se much knead
ing. When quite stiff and well worked 
and pounded, let it rise again, and when 
light, make into loaves or biscuit, adding 
no more flour except to flour the bands and 
board — merely enough to prevent the 
breed from stacking. Let it rise again, 
then bake ; and immediately after taking 
from the oven, wrap in a wet towel until 
partly cold, in order to soften the crust. 
If ]f*ast and .dour are good («wenrioZ* in all 
cases), the above process will mhke good

(To bt Continued.)

A wMp with tea lashes, and a buckshot 
in the end of each, is used on refractory 
convicts in the Ind iana State prison.

MEANS OF PRESERVING HEAlJ
AMOUNT OF FOOD REQUIRED. 

Persons using little exercise require I 
paratively little animal food. As thel 

trie juice is secreted in quantity com] 
•surate with the wants of the system! 
not in proportion to the amount of 1 
taken, excess in eating not only leave 
stomach burdened witn a lead of undij 
-ed food, but prevents the 
digestion of what is actually demand 
the system. There «an be no doubt I 
excess in eating is the source of mq 
the painful affections which cut sho| 
embitter existence in man ; for he 
enly animal who has not sense eno 
discontinue eating after hunger is satil 
We eat too much, too often, and too ql 
ly. Different occupations require diffi1 
amounts of food—the labouring-man 
eat more than the student. Those wd 
not live by manual labour suffer most | 
over-eating ; most of such persons con 
three or four pounds a day, which is ! ' 
twice too much. The Rev. Sydney f 
who has said and eâten so many 
things, according to his own caleu" 
■consumed, in sixty years, forty-four! 
waggon loads of meats ; or, in other : 
by eating more than was neccssar 
health, had, during that time, ace 
starved one hundred men to death.

ANECDOTES.
To show what gluttons people ma 

consciously make of themselves, prodl 
derangements in the system which F 
cannot account for, the following cd 
aation between Abemethy and a gentil 
.farmer may be introduced. “ Do your 
good breakfast ?” inquired Mr. A ben 
“Pretty good,” answered the pal 
“You lunch?” “Yes, I take lunch 
“Do you eat a hearty dinner ?” if 

•hearty.” “You take tea, I supp 
“Yes, 1 do.” “ And, to wind up : ' 
sup, I suppose ?” “Yes, I always 
“ Why then, you beast,” said the suij 
“ go home and eat less, and there 
nothing the matter with you. ”

TMs eminent but eccentric phyj 
was remarkable for the stress he laid 
over-eating as a cause of disease ; 
fond of addressing his patients 
words as these : “ Your stomach be id 
of order, it is my duty to explain i 
how to put it to rights again ; and 
whimsical way 1 shall give you an I 
stration of my position, for I like 
people something that they will reme| 
The kitchen, that is your stomach, 
out of order, the garret, (pointing 
head) cannot be right, and every i 
the house becomes affected. Rep 
injury in the kitchen, remedy the ev 
and all will be right m parlour and 
ber ; this you must do by diet. If yJ 
improper food into your stomach, yo 
the deuce with it, and with the 
machine besides. ”

The Duke of York once consulted| 
nethy, who treated him with the p 
indifference. The Duke, astonished i 
conduct, said, “I suppose you know! 
am?” “ Suppose I do,” said the sue 
“ what of that ? If his Highness 
wishes to be well, let me tell him 1 
do as the illustrious Duke of We 
often did in his campaigns—cut off 
lies, and the enemy will quickly le 
citadel.”

Strict as Abemethy was in regard I 
diet of others, he was not very 
as to Ms own ; hence, in commoq 

• other physicians at the present 
was often asked why he did not 
what he Breached. To such ta 
would reply by reminding the inqtj 
the sign-post : it points the way, I 
not follow its course ; it is none I 
useful for that.

The exact opposites of the glut 
the hypochondriac men and 
women, who almost starve themself 
death for fear of injuring themself 
eating improper food. To such 
the advice of Sir Richard Jebb i 
recommended ; he says : “ My
will be few and simple. You must | 
the poker, shovel, or tongs, for th 
hard of digestion ; nor the bellows, 1 
they are windy ; but anything 
please.”

The above advice, both to the too f 
the too little eaters, is applicable 
countries than England, to other! 
than London, and is just as true in f 
in the last century.

THE USE OF WATER.
The celebrated French phj 

Dumoulin, in Ms last moments, wq 
rounded by several of his colleague 
were deploring Ms approaching de 
dressed them thus : “Gentlemen, I 
behind me three excellent physl 
Each of the doctors present conceiv 
self to be one of the three ; but th| 
soon undeceived, when he informe 
that the three he meant were wat<\ 
cise, and diet;

As the last t woha ve been sufficientlf 
ed of in these articles, the first l 
demand attention, as it is of great! 
tance. The application of cold 
the body is beneficial as a purifier > 
tome. It is a tree saying, that * 
ness is next to godliness ;” the anciJ 
givers recognized the intimate con 
between the former and health, and I 
a great sanitary blessing by making 
tion a religions ceremony.

The skin is the natural outlet i 
discharge of carbonaceous and effel 
tors, the retention of wMch is li; 
produce disease ; if the pores of 1 
be obstructed, the lungs have doub 
to perform in separating the 
the blood. Cold water acts also as a t 
most powerful and the most nati 
moting the circulation in the skin! 
ing internal organs, and, by its cc-“ 
reaction, increasing the vigour of I 
body. The most convenient mo 
plication is by means of i 
avoiding the sadden shock of the ] 
bath, and the greater cold of a gei 
mersion. The use of cold water I 
necessity implies that of 
however, is valuable in itself, by in 
the flew of blood to the skin, and i 
the internal congestions—the 
cause of many diseases. The 

* system, especially in old persofl 
pathizee strongly with the conditicl 
skin ; at tMs time of life, a lanp~: 
of the cutaneous circulation is a I 
cause of indigestion and ill-health. I 

The Duke of Wellington, wellt 
“Iron Duke," owed, in great 
remarkable preservation of Ms 
faculties to habits of exercise, anl 
vigorous and persevering use of \ 
ever the whole body. He he 
proved of that excellent inventio 
hair friction-gloves, wMch, by the 
ness, supply the place of strong 
friction ; to tMs he added other 
conducive to health. He lived s 
that ME cook, a master of Ms 
forced to leave for want of opp 
displaying his skill ; he never i 
nor wine ; he slept on Ms : 
cot-bedstead, thinking that when 1 
ed to turn over it wss time to 
was often early in the streets, on i 
horseback, when other persons I 
bed. The late Emperor Nicholas | 
lived in the most simple 
active exercise, sleeping, and ev 
on Ms leather camp-bedstead, 
habits ef the Emperor William 
daring the Franco-Prussian war, 
known.

THE SKIN,
The skin ip composed essenti 

layers—the tree skin, or dermis, 
tissue, modified ac creting to t 
its varient situations, and more i 
me*ted by fat and muscular fib 
cuticle, nr epidermis, external to, j 
product of the true skin, wMch it 
being, therefore, the thickest


