THE CONSEQUENGES

He and she were driving out together.
He was dark, short and stout—in fact,
some people called him fat—a sure way of
enraging her. His redeeming points were
—a pair of keen black eyes, a certain man-
ly, sensible way he had with him, and a
reliablelook. She was small and slender,
looking as if the wind might blow her away
some fine March morning, with * two eyes
so soft and brown,” and waving, natural—
not crimped—chestnut hair, falling in lit-
tle rings and spray around a white face,
delicate, but full of life and spirit,

Every body in Knipsic Farms said it was
periectly absurd. At the last sewing so-
ciety there was but one opinion. It was
an unusually full meeting, the engagement
having but just come out. They were
working on a bedquilt for the home mis-
sionary in Bariboo. Quilting is the most
social work imaginable ; it sofbrings every
oue together, and over ‘‘ herring-bone”
and ‘‘ shell” stitch the coldest hearts thaw
out. Mrs. Daniel Dodge was there, Lance
Lambert’s aunt ; and as no one knew ex-
actly how she stood on the all-absorbing
question of the day, a little preliminary
beating around the bush was necessary.
Aunt Polly Griggs boldly. openmed the
campaign like the veteran she was.

““So ce is really engaged at last,”
said she. He's flirted round so long I
didn’t know’s he’d ever settle down and git
married.”

** Oh, you know there’s always some-
think irresistibly fascinating about school-
ma’ams,” suggested sarcastic Miss Scraps,
who had not found the same fact true of
dressmakers in her own experience.

““ Well, if I am his aunt—" said Mrs,
Dodge.

Every one listened with, as Virgil puts
it *‘ erected ears,” when Mrs, Dodge said,
““if Iam his aunt.” They felt it a pro-
mising beginning. 'When people mean to
abuse their relatives they generally begin
by proclaiming the rights of kindred not

to spare a story for relation’s sake.

“If I am his aunt,” said Mrs. Dodge,
‘I must say I think he’sdriven his pigs
to rather a poor market. @ What he can
fanco in that little, pale-faced school-
ma’am is more than I can see. Her high-
flown village airs, I suppose. A pretty
farmer’s wife she’ll make !”

‘*“ Well that's jest what I was a-sayin’
to Miss Stowell before you cum in,” said
Aunt Polly. *‘Says I, Miss Stowell, you
mark my words, Lance Lambert’ll rue
the day he ever let hi# eyes run away
with his good sense. Lance is a fore-
handed, well-to-do young man, and he
ought to have a real smart, go-ahead
wife—some good, stout, capable girl,
brought up on a farm, with plain, sensi-
ble notions, like your Lesta or Phemie, for
instance. Says Miss Stowell, says she,
that ain’t for me to say, of course ; but
one thing I will say, my girls can turn
their hand to anything from making bread
to fodderin’ and milkin’ the cows. . Says
she, a farmer that marries a village girl—
and a schoolma’am at that—is a fool. They
don’t know nothif’ about work, and are
above it, and full of all kinds of extrava-
gant notions, enough to send aman to the
poorhouse !”

‘ How does his mother feel abous it ?”
queried Mrs. Jedediah Jones.

“ Oh, she don’t say much. It ism’t her
way, you know. Besides, it’s no use to
oppose Lance when his mind is once made
up. He's dreadful set.”

* Well, I'm afraid he’ll be sorry,” with
an accent on the afraid that made it sound
singularly like hope.

““ Will they live at home with the old
folks ?”

““ No; Lance has bought the Jackson
farmover at the Corners. He says there’s
no house big for two ilies,”

““ The Jackson 1 1 shouldn’t s’pose
th:.twon.ldbu}uih grand enough to suit
Laury’s idees.”

“ They’re 'ﬁ:)in’ to fix the hoase up some,
I believe.* e barns are good, and it’s
nice land for tobacco.”

Out in the other room, where the girls
were concocting calico dresses for the mis-
sionary’s children, the subject with
even greater virulence, as might have been
expected, corsidering that Lance had been
a general favourite, and in the days of his
freedom had roamed from flower to flower,
after the usual butterfly fashion of youn,
bachelors. They pitieg him ; they pitieg
her. They wondered at him ; they won-
dered at her. Poverty and sickness, ruin
and disaster, were the mildest of their pre-
dictions for this unfortunate couple.

Equal consternation prevailed in Knipsic
village, where it was rumoured .that Laura
Bridges was deliberately detérmined to
marry a farmer. No engagement had
created such a commotion since the next
to the last new minister had married Sue
Syllabub. Every body dressed up and
called on every one else to talk it over,

‘“ Is the child crazy ?” asked Mrs, Gen-
eral Sampson of Mrs. Judge Jewett, in her
most impressive mafner. “‘To throw her-
self away on a farmer ! It is true the
Bridges are not wealthy, but they are one
of our oldest families ; and Laura, with her
connections, her fine education, her -
able, lady-like manners and pretty %sce,
might have married into the very first
circles. Geurge Ledell was extremely at-
tentive to her last year, before she went off
teaching that miserable district school, and
became infatuated with this coarse farmer”
—pronounced co-os fahmah,

Then Mrs. Judge Jewett took up the re-
frain : *‘ She would have no society what-
ever. She will be obliged to work like a
%ﬁ:y slave—farmers’ wives always do.

ink of Lmn-af making butter and cheese,
apple-sauce, soft soap, sausages,  moppi
egging with hired menm, livi ospsna%;
pork!” And Mrs. Jewett shuddered at the
dreadful picture imagination thus presented
of a farmer’s life,

““Oh, it's truly dreadfal !” said Mrs.
General Sampson.

‘“ She can't endure it,” 8aid Mrs, Jewett.

““ She’ll break down finder it,” said Mrs;
Sampson. i
‘‘ She won’t live long,” said Mrs. Jewett.

Meantime, the victims, ‘‘ unconscions of
their doom,” were jogging

inspect their future home. It wasa cloudy,
bleak March tdny,ed the roads muddy, the
grass not yet turn . People who
met on the street .dﬁ?’“A < ble
day !” to their * Good afternoon !” But
Lance and Laura found it an uncommonly
niceday. I think they laboured under a
dim impression that roses were blooming
and bobolinks warbling all along the road.
The summer of youth and love in their
hearts cast its glamour on all the world
outside. ;
The old Jackson farm-house certainly
needed 0 be looked at through a glamour,
if ever house did. It was a story and a
half house, the paint worn off, mo blinds,
the fence, poor at best, now dilapi a
solitary scraggy lilac representing the
There 13 always something slightly
;hotic. in M., same lLilacs e
owering almonds, one so sees -
ing for life in the otherwise dreary

ofa s front yard. Some

once had heart to try and redeem wi

kee; i nldoa.nd mto
uv.ﬁu.f:' son out West, where he could
get twenty per cent. for on first

mchofoflsnv.n_u meagre

couj ‘were
experiment against
whose success there are so many odds—the
experiment 80 many of us would y
try over again, with the dgsm-bo t ex-
menoe that oo::. of failure, mc:lkd
ce degenerate & mere money-! -
ing machine, a *‘ keep-what-you.get-and-
get-what-you-can” sort of man, like Jack-
son ? Would the light, and hope, and love
fade out of Laura’s eyes in the years to
come, leaving her anothér Mrs. Jackson ?
Certainly, the associations of the new home
were not calculated to inspire very cheer-
ful ideas of a farmer’s life.

Fortunately, Laura was oné of those
happy ple who Iook out on life through
rose-coloured spectacles. So she immedi-
ately fell to seeing the bright side of the
Jackson house. If secretly rather dis-
mayed at the forlorn aspect of things, yet
the native energy of her character rose up
strong within her to meet the emergency.
Old Debbie, Mrs, Bridges’ washerwoman,
used to say, *‘ Laury’s all grit. Folks say
it don’t take but a small skin to hold a deal
of spunk, and that’s true of Laury, any-
how.” She possessed a latent resolution, a
power of endurance hardly to be expected
from her frail, delicate appearance.

““ This doesn’t look like a very suitable
place for you, Laura,” said Lance, as he
swung her lightly down to terra firma in
his strong hands. .

““ An original conundrum strikes ‘me,
Lance, Why are yon and I unlike Alex-
ander the Great ? Because he sighed for
other worlds to conquer, and we don’t need
it, This will furnish scope for all our
energies at present. It does look dilapi-
dnt‘egl enough. However, I am thankful it
stands upon a hill. like to * view the
hndm” O'GI.’ »

By cutting away those forlorn hemlocks
we shall get a view of the river and moun-
tains beyond, pi 2 enough to satisfy
even you. It's very here in sum-
mer, little as {on thiak it now.”

Inside, the house was more dreary still.
The papers looked all the more dingy and
faded from having been originally o g::dy
and flaunting designs and colours. re-
yellow being a durable colour, not often
requiring renewal, every room but the
parlour was painted that hue. =~ The ceil-
ings resembled the works of the old
masters in that they were very cracked and
smoky. Straw, papers, an old hat or two,
a broken rush-bottomed chair, littred the
floors. The March wind howled round the
house, rattling the windows, and wailing
down the chimneys, as if it were Mrs. Jack-
son’s ghost uttering warnings of doleful pre-
sage to her successor.

After inspecting the whole premises, and
discussing their capabilities—after Lance
had shown Laura how he intended to put
a sink in the kitchen, with pumps to bri
hard and soft water directly into it, ins
of her lugging the former by the pailful
from the well in the yard, and catching
the latter in tubs or however she could, as
Mrs. Jackson had been obliged “to do,
Jackson never having time to * fuss about
women’s nonsense”—after Laura had con-
fidentially assured Lance he was ‘ the best
old fellow in thé world,” and Lance had
reciprocated in kind, only more so, they
returned to the front-room, where, seated in
state on an old dry goods'box, they pro-
ceeded to engage in the pleasing occupa-
iion of erecting air-castles.

Let not the Yyouthful reader sneer at
this hero and heroine of mine as prosy,
tiresome, uninteresting, because their h{k
turned on pumps, furnaces, and similar un-
romantic tepics. They, too, had been
through the era of hopes, despair, moon-
light, ecstasy, rhapsodies. Now there was
a charm better than romance in the words
‘“ our house,” **we will do thus and so ;”
it signified so much to them of the future,
when they were never to be separated, the
happy home they were to share. Besides,
hath not Solomon said there is a time for
all things—a time for moonlight, and a
time for bread and butter, a time for
raptures, and a time for furnaces ?
is was how they came to talk of fur-
naces : Lance maid, * How mouldy and
musty this room smells! I wonder if
Jackson kept his cheese here! What's
[ that verse you.guote about—

“¢You break, you may shatter the vase if you

But the scent of the roses— ”,
*‘ Barbarian !” broke in Laura; “ to
deliberately desecrate Moore by such an
application ! Probably this was the best
parlour, and the sun was never permitted
to fairly shine into it more than once a year.,
New paper, paint, and whitewash, and
plenty of air and sum for a while, will
remedy it, I suspect. But that reminds
me. Do you suppose Knipsic would be
able to bear it, if we should have a fur-
nace ? It makes a house so much pleasanter
and more usable.”
‘It certainly is a great innovation. No
one in Knipsic Farms has one. The idea
of a fanner?u selling wood and buying coal
will probably be a_great shock to the pub-
lic; but, after all, I don’t know whose con-
cern it is but ours. ”
“ Aunt Polly Griggs—" mischievously
e punt Polly G -
*“ Aunt Polly Gri may * her
harp on a willow treo,“l:fuaylwemoon
cerned. I'm glad you haven't the idea,
Laura, most w;lomen seem te have, that
one’s house is altogether too good to be
used by the family, and must be kept
most of the time in solemn' state and
lwnl;;h d La urnishing
“ I believe,” sai ura, ‘‘in furnishi
a house plea.lsnel tly ot‘ﬂ?ng comfortably, but
not expensively—nothing merely for show.
Then take all syll the comfort yzu can out
ofit, I expect to do wonders with that
six hundred dollars' Aunt Dunlap left me,
to say nothing about that two hundred I've
laid up—profits of * teaching the young
idea,’ ete. 'deh -
“ How ig| it is to marry an
heiress " observed Lance.
¢ Mercenaryyoungman ! Thou shalt be
twigged by the ear for that speech !” said
Laura, suiting the action to the word, and
being id by a sound. kissing, which it
only needed the slightest provocation in the
world to tempt Lance to inflict, as Laura
oughs to have kmown—in fact, I fear, did
know.
Then Laura said there was something on
her mind, and Lance was anxious to offi-
ciate as father confeasor.
““It’sa fancy of mine, a secret desire,
that 'm afraid to tell you. I know you
will think it is really extravagant, far
far worse than the furnace. = You will be-
gin to repent of your bargain, I fear, and
think is some truth in everyone’s
forebodings about my * high notions,’ vil-
lage airs, ete. ;" for people always find out,
sooner or later, what *‘ they say” about
them, and Lance and Laura were no ex-
Laura., What is it—a
roc’s nest ?”
“ Almost as foolish, for us, I fear. A
bow-windew, if you must knew, I always
did like bow-windows, they are so ch
and sunny ; and filled with plants in the
winter, they give a room a sum-
mer-like look. Then mepetr::;ﬂ{)ﬂ' the
stiff an ity of a room, and
divids eKme Here’s a propositien in the
Rule of Three for you, ¢ founded on fact,’
as story-writers say :—As a ice of ro-
mance and imagination to a woman’s char-
acter, 80 is & bow-window to a square
room,

summer evenings. Laura took a
to New York, and made a few nodutx
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dress more or differen Jhr
husbanding Aunt Dunlap’s six b
Roaash prids in aing opbtbing SoLslD W0

onest pride in doing som to help
ward pmvidl“x:f th:ngmhnl lon:‘l'ir being
a little of a helpmeet to start with, at least,
even if she were to prdve the miserable
failure in the-emd every one predicted.
Long webs of cotton cloth grew into
sheets, pillow-cases, curtains, what not, un-
der her busy needle, ﬂs:ng in and out
through the long summer days, Also, she
found time to practice various culinary arts
in the kitchen. A bit of the summer was

ut away for winter use, in shape of onnnad
gerriel, peaches, etc. Her bread and pies
were really quite wonderful, so Lance
thought. ~ -

Esgly in October they were married, and
moved into their new home, now hndlx to
be ized in its daintiness of fresh paint,
pretty papers, new furniture, It was far
from being a faghionable or im resi-
dence ; mnothing Gothic, or Italian, or
Elizabethan about it, nnless indeed we ex-
cept Laura’s one extrav. ce—-the little
bow-window ; but it had an eminently
cozy, homelike air. The moment {ou
stepped inside, you received a comfortable,
theerful impression, as if here were a
where people were in the habit of enjoying
themselves. Entering a little square hall
— on one side was the dining-room ; on the
other, the parlour ; back of the parlour,
the bedroom. The furnace imparting a
summer temperature, the doors of these
adjoining rooms all stood open, giving good
:ilxl-, and a deal ofl roominess for so small
ahouse. The parlour Was a green
and gilt flower onsa hgl:?erdnb ground ;
the carpet, an ingrain, small chécks, green
the predominant  colour. the
bow-window the sun shome brightly in

wedding tour. A set of

shelves, bearing the united libraries of
Lance and Laura, presented an odd combi-
nation of poetry and works on Agriculture
and ‘‘ The Horse,” Then there was a
lounge which was & lounge—not a rack
contrived to exasperate the human frame to
the utgost by its knobbiness—an easy-
chair, a camp-chair, 'a shaker rocking-
chair, one or two cane-seated chairs, a
centre-table with the big lamp, books,
papers, Laura’s work-basket.

This was the family sitting-room. Look-
ing in of an evening, you weuld have seen
Lance one side of the table in the big easy-
chair, reading his paper, or chatting with
Laura, sitting opposite in her shaker
rocker with her sewing. One great ad-
vantage in marrying a farmer is, that you
have him at home with you evenings, pi
vided you make yourself tolerably agree-
able to him. even if she were
married, still thought it worth while to
fashionably arrange her hair, wear the
bright bow, the dainty collar, the little
et ceteras that really add so much to a
woman'’s attractions. Lance had too much
respect for Laura and himself too to sit
down for the eveni in his old frock,
tumbled hair, o tucked into coarse
boots, savouring strongly of the barn-yard.
He brushed his hair, donned an old coat
and slippers, and so, with a little trouble,
gained vastly in comfort and his wife’s
affections.

From their windows the light a happy
home streamed cheerfullyout over the snow,
a benediction to the passer-by. People
were fond of dropping in there for an even-
ing, it was ‘“‘so pleasant,” they said. Many
a tarmer’s boy and girl, after an evening at
Lance’s, went home thinking farming wasn’t
.ol}:ndhdterdl,md theyld wouldn’t be in
such a hurry to grow old enough to leave
for the city, if it could be as t at
home. For fashion in Knipsic Farms had
ordained an entirely di t order of
things from that iling at Lance’s. The
parlour of ev farmer must
contain a very and slippery hair-cloth
sofa, six chairs, and a huge rocking-chair

ing the same qualities in even

greater ﬁegme ; other furniture to corre-
spond, arranged at stiff angles around the
walls. This sacred apartment, as well as
the whole main part of the house, was kept
cold, dark, shut-up, suggestive to the bold
"invader who penetrate their dreary
shades only of funerals. The family lived
mostly in the kitchen, sustained, probably,
by the proud consciousness of possessing a
best parlour and hair-cloth furniture.
Passing by at night, you would think the
house uninhabited, did not a ray of l.igll:t
from way back in the L r::l.lm you. Did
company come unexpectedly, so great a
parade was made eof building fires, opening
rooms, getting out the best things, that the
unfortunate guest felt that he should never
dare come again. So Lance and Laura
were unconsciously doing missionary work
in demonstrating thata farmer’s home need
not necessarily destitute of any desir-
able comfort or refinement. That we ma;
see how the public stood affected, we wi
lift the curtain on Aunt Polly Griggs’
‘¢ east foom,” on an ocoasion of more
unusual solemnity. Ten years of meetings,
funerals, .sewing societies, tea-drinings,
having in a measure destroyed the primi-
tive lustre of Aunt Poll ’lml:ielt black al-

it was being modernized,
mScnpl baving becn summoned to aid
on this important occasion. To them, thus
momentously entered Mrs,
Stowell, deE‘c'ife in on her way to the
village tode a li * trading,” ostensibly
out of pure affection for Aunt Polly, but
really to crib a sleeve pattern gratis out of
Miss Secra This little preliminary
settled, Mrs. Stowell said :—
“ As I came down to the Lamberts, there
sat Laura at her front window, as as
life, prinked up as much as I should if
I was going to tea at the Minister’s. You
don’t suppose they've got company, do

ou ?”

o La, no,” replied Aunt Polly ; *‘ she
sets there every afternoon, fadin’ her best
carpet all out. I never heerd anything
to equal it.”
““ Nothing’s too good for some folks, you
know,” observed Miss Scraps, with a spite-
ful uIn of her scissors,
“”
i, .
wa'n’t old Miss Lambert’s wa,
“ Allow it ! My, he ﬂun{l
right.l and everything she says law and
gosnel ¥
‘“ Well, they dosay she makes a tip-top
housekeeper, better folks thought for
before they were married. Mrs, Jedediah
Jones told me ‘she gets fifty-five cents a
pound for all her butter, in Boston.”
“Fifty-five cents 1" almostshrieked Aunt
Polly, who only had fifty for hers,
“ Yes ; fifty-five cents. You see she

Mtbotn*bomchhu,
Doth not weary

So it may be Laurs did not
escape her

the discipline Life has
for every Sometimes she
dreadfull;

them only the more closely to each other
as the years went on, and the experiences
they brought were enjoyed and endured
together.

‘DISC(“’ERY OF MISSING
MUSIC.

Manuscript Works of Bach Found in an
Old Trunk and used for Padding Frait
Trees.

(From the London Telegraph, Jan. 25 )

Great excitement has been created in
German musical circles by the discovery,
in an old country mansion belonging to
the noble Saxon family of Witzthun, of a
large number of manuscript compositions
by John Sebastian Bach, hitherto believed
to have been irretrievably lost. All the
works ?rodneod by the illustrious author
of the ** Eignt an F::ltf % &
of his long and musi

eir destruction, by accident or other-
wise; they were simply -undiscoverable.
Among them were wi of t.haﬁntmnq-
nitude, in which it is believed that Bach’s
surpassing genius found its most exalted
expression, such as the Passion accordin,
to Saints Mark and Luke, and the Gran
Christmas Oratorios. A theory has long
been ventilated in the musical press
of Germany to the effect that, were
an‘exhaustive search instituted through
all the districts and places at one time or
another inhabited or visited by Bach, it
could not fail to be productive of some
profoundly-interesting discovery. ~Robert
Franz, the well-known composer, and
editor of Bach's works, detérmined to
undertake this enterprise, and set about it
in the most minute and painstaking manner
imaginable. He went from town to village,
and from vi to country house, examin-
ing garrets and cellars, and turning over

VAST ACCUMULATIONS OF INCONCEIVABLE

RUBBISH,

but in vain, until he came to Schloss
Witzthun. There, walking throngh the
park towards the house, he noticed that
the stakes to which the young fruit and
ornamental trees had been tied were
padded with paper, instead of leather and
rags, generally used in Germany to pre-
vent young trees from chafing against the
E:lu by which they are supported and

pt straight. He went close to one of
these saplings, animated, as he himself
admits, more by idle curiosity than by any
definite hope connected with the im-
mediate purpose of his mission. What
was his H, what his horror, upon re-
cognizing Bach’s well-known and beautiful
notations upon the p.gu- padding ! He
eagerly inquired of the gardemer who
was accompanying him through the
grounds whence he had obtained
these manuscripts. The man replied,
phlegmatically. ““Upin the loft under
the roof there are several trunks full of old
music, which was of no use to anybody ; so
I took it to wrap round the trees, as the
paper was thick and and did just
as well for my purpose as leather or linen

I haye been using it up for a long
ma, and am very w:f nﬁn&d with it.
There is'a good'lot of it still left.” , Franz
rushed up to the loft, and found there one
trunk, as yet unopened, which, when he
raised the lid, he perceived to be crammed
full of manuscript music. This treasure
proved to consist of no fewer than 150
violin sonatas by’ the contrapuntist.
It appears only too probable that the glori-
ous ‘‘ Passion Music,” several Christmas

Oratorios, and many other com
sitions have i mg\‘e:!:nu y the
Witzthun , happily unconscious of
a vandalism which cannot fail to send a
cold shudder ‘own the back of every
musician who b of it. . Rain and snow
have expunged from this inestimable
** padding” some of the noblest music that
ever issued from the braih of a mighty
master ; but we may heartily felicitate the
excellent musician to whom the world owes
the discovery of this splendid addition to
its collection of tone that so many of
Bach’s missing works have been saved from
the barbarous extermination with which
they were imminently threatened.

Bayard Taylor on Tennyson,

A writer in theT.Snln le:tm Argonaut,
recalling Bayard Taylor's visit to the
Pacific coast, writes as follows :—

Taylor spoke most affectionately of Long-
fellow, and dwelt upon & visit that Long-
fellow and he had made to Tennyson four
years befdre. “* After a perfect English
tea,” said Mr. Taylor, ‘‘our conversation
paturally turned on literature, and Long-
fellow asked Tennyson what ion of the
‘Idyls of the Kings’ was his favourite. ‘I
ﬁllymd it for you,’ said the poet, and be-
gan that passage describing the parting of

e s

that was as coarse as any gentleman’s
story could well be. fellow, who can
T

einyson, who suspected that
Longfellow did not relish his story, gave
the same reason before the conclusion of
our visit.”

A Pat Reply.
(From the Rochester Demecrat.)

EREES
i

station. was
y tired, and consequently a little

his mdwn-oonsp{ointed
e

be associated with the hisfory of she rise

| and progress of the Province of Ontario,

But seeing that over a dosen years have
elapsed since the sturdy little figure of the
man trotting along the streets, his good
stick tucked under his arm, softly ‘whistling
some random bars of an old Scotch melody,
has disappeared from among us, and to the
younger generation he has become at best
** magni nominis umbra,” and they wonder
how it is that the name of Strachan is so
often on their elders’ lips and his fame
lingers so long in their memories ; how he
came out here and what he did to force
himself into such prominence ; we will
gratify their curiosity on these points by
giving a brief biographical sketch of the
first Bishop of Toronto, and hope that our
description may serve as & guide and a hint
te those who are now en in seeking
for a man to fill the see once more vacant
by the death of Dr. Bethune.

Perchance when the achievements of one
strong mind and determined will are re-
called, churchmen will be led to reflect
how much may yet be done, even
making an allowance for change
of circumstances, if a true pilot
shall be placed at the helm.
Eighty years the country was but
sparsely settled between Kingston and the
Don, Toronto bay resounded to the clang
of wildfowl, for the days of commerce was
not yet; the Mi a wigwams still
lingered along the river banks, whilst
dense and almost unexplored pine forests
stretched away to the lonely shores of
Huron and Erie. Manitoba was a howling
wilderness, traversed only by the red man
and the trapper, and the very names of
great Jakes like the Winnipeg, and mighty
rivers like the Saskatchewan, were hardly
known in Canada, and not at all in Europe.
Along Toronto bay afew fishermen'’s shanties

ted the future Queen of the West ;
but the scheme of our metropolis was
already born in the able brain of our first
Governor. General Shlmooe, with a true
prescience, foresaw the coming greatness
of empire, and had alread the
site of its capital. The hearts of loyal
ishmen were sore at the successful re-
sult of the revolt of the colonies; and those
who clutig to the old flag had already de-
termined to rival, if not to extinguish, the
glory of the infant republic by building up
a nation of loyalists upon the fertile plains
of Ontario. They still commanded the
great water route which was the
natural outlet to the ocean of
the . mighty, and as yet undevel-
oped, regions of the west, and Governor
Simcoe was a worthy chief to men of such
an and ambition. He determined to
found a city as the seat of his Goverament,
and to equip it with the means of culture,
and to prepare it to grapple with a com-
merce that might grow to be gigantic.
Accordingly, he sent home for a scholar to
aid hini in setting afloat his educational
schemes. The Provincial Parliament
petitioned the home Government to endow
with Crown lands a university in the
capital, and a mar school in every
village. It was a noble ap and was
generously answered. ing for the
““ schoolmaster” to come *‘ab: ,” the aid
of friends in Scotland was invoked, and
they seriously applied themselves to the
henourable task, E‘he enterprise of Scotch-
men might lead them to brave the perils of
the wilderness, to support the hardships of
a rough and infant colonial life and to accept
the poverty of the settlers with the ho
of ing in their future ity. The
University of St. Andrew’s then contained
many prominent students, but perhaps the
choicest of the academical youth were a
group of three—Themas Duncan, after-
wanﬂ Professor of Mathematics in. his
university ; Thomas Chalmers, afterwards
one of the foremost divines in his native
land, of‘m}‘nn J;Eln fSt:x:g:ha.n. The

t inci, ol e proposed

anadian college was offered first to
Chalmers, and, on his declining it,
to John Strachan, Young Strachan had
beeﬁbom o{_hn::llo parentage, his father
an Episcopalian non-juror, was a qUAITy
foreman, his mother a staunch Presbyterian.
The father was killed by an explosion while
John was still a boy, and the orphaned lad,
through the ﬁu&ﬁe, was taken in
hand and pushed forward to the University
where his own talent and industry gained
him prizes and tutorships enough to supply
his modest wants. Enjoying the society of
men like Campbell, and his own chums,
Duncan and ers, the young student
had yet to seek work in order to support
himself.. He applied for and obtained the
mastership of the village school of Kettle,
and he used fo tell how the professor who
examined his qualifications said, ‘‘ Well,
John, yoa’re no "things, but you're the
best of the lot.” Am his pupils at
Kettle was the famous painter David Wil.
kie, and the yonngrnlchoolmuter gave the
¥onng atist his start on the road to
ame. His stipend at Kettle was $100,
and the promised stipend in*Canada of $400
was tempting to the poor student. Accord-
ingly he set out, and after a voyage in a
mﬁ brig trading from Glasgow—the
essence of discomfort even as the trip in
one of the modern magnificent steam liners
is the essence of holiday comfort—after five
months of hard fravel Strachan reached
Kingston only to find General Simcoe
vanished, and the college scheme knocked
on the head. The Home Government
had not shared the Governor's roseate
visions of the future, and thought a univer-
sity an absurd luxury for so contemptible
a colony. Here was a sad downfall of all
his ambitious hopes! Alone in a strange
land, penniless, wned, the raw Scotch
lad for a moment X that he had the
wherewithal te is passage back to
Aberdeen. . But soon the native energy of
his ﬁhnscterhmm::ed I:sehllf. b(;"l@-

ight gave him charge of hi , other
;:;qxh flocked in, and the old life at Kettle
seemed to have recommenced. Once again
the taws whistled in the air, and the
young ‘dominie stern, as all of his
craft then were stern if not brutal, literally

a | licked his Canadian bear cubs into shape.

The father of some of his pupils, the Rev.
D, Stewart, rector of Kingston, an old
Virginian loyalist, a convert from Presby-
e
e yol inie
into prelacy, and in 1803 he w:’ll%tduned.
to the parish of
Cornwall. Here conducted for many
years a school which became famous in the
vince, and zumbered amongst its pupils
g:“. senators, members of Parliament,
'“.‘.iﬁ.';' and bishops. The geutle-hearted
ii'v p Bethune gives a terrible picture of
the discipline of the school, the sound of
the lash, the wail of the shrinking culprit,
the awe-inspiring of the dominie,
small but tremendous, in flowing gown
and official wig or powdered head. Dr.
born schoolmaster, and
he never to the end of his life got free of
his pedagogic imperiousness. In after
years he would shout in the Synod to a
clerical bore as to a tiresome schoolboy.
¢ Sit doen, sir, ye're i 1
and he was terrible to cleri ing

conflagration, The old settlers, many of
them of gentle blood, were determined Tories,
and Dr, Strachan may be said to have
originated thé aristocratic Government

known.as the ‘‘ Family Compaect.”
In 1818 he was made a member of the
Council, in 1825 Archdeacon of York, in
1839 Bi of Toronto, a diocese extend-
ing from wa to the Rocky Mountains,
and from Lake Ontario to the North Pole !
The Bishop’s ideal was to make that vast
region a Conservative Church of England
nation, and with this view he fought the
battle for many years, of the exclusive right
of the Anglican eclergy to fhe clergy re-
serves and to the control of education.
How far he succeeded, and how in the
long run he inevitably failed, we have not
space to detail. The reserves were secu-
larized, and his beloved King’s College
turned into  the non-sectarian Toronto
University. @ The undaunted Bishop
founded Trinity College as a high Anglican
university, and by unflagging energy fos-
tered it into life. He has succeeded in im-
pressing his somewhat narrow conception
of Anglicanism on that insti:iion to the
present day. Bishop Straclan was an
untiring worker and he perambulated
his huge diocese at all seasons and in the
teeth of almost incredible hardships.
A young clergyman, the present venmer-
able Dean of Huron, having, as the Bishop
thought, rashly accepted a challenge to
controversy with a Dissenter, Dr. Strachan
sent for him and took him straightway on
a backwoods tour to kngck the conceit out
of his head. Before the end of the journey
the stalwart young Irishman was quite
used up, but, the tough old prelate had
only just got his second wind. It was not
only in ecclesiastical matters that the ex
Presbyterian was a power, he interfered
actively in politics and was a very influen-
tial part of the Government itself, In 1832
when Toronto was scourged with cholera
and all the cowards fled, the Archdeacon
stuck like a hero to his post, visited the

sick, consoled the dying, and relieved the
poor with an untiring and Catholic zeal
which won the eternal
spect of the . citizens.
he often lovx

titude and re-
ierce in fight,
his antagomist, and
to visit a sick op-
ponent and cheer him on to recovery
with the hope of a fresh encounter. Hos-
pitable to a fault, his modest ce Was
ever open wide to all comers, and the old
man welcomed his guests with a genuine
kindness which his somewhat uncouth
manners only rendered piquant. His sur-
roundings were not luxurious, but the old
Aberdeen boy had not beén used to soft
living ; indeed his brother gazing with awe
at the, to him, unusual state of the epis-
copal residence, inquired anxiously :—*‘Eh !
Jock, is this a’ yer own, and is it a’ konestly
come by ?”

It is pleasant to remember that the bois-
terous and often dark day ef the Bishep’s
life was blessed with a :‘liene cloula]. Liv-
ing lon, t the allotted space, the cares
::;goﬂiceg vg::-e undertaken by his old friend
and pupil Archdeacon Bethune, and the
closing year of his life was devoted to kindly
intercourse with ancient friends and stout
old opponents, and at length on the 1st of
November, 1867, the veteran Bishop fell
asleep and into the land where all
wrangling is hushed. And then was seen
how strong his hold had been on the affec-
tions of a generous people, Never -had
Canada witnessed such a funeral. Three
regiments of lined the streets,
every shop was closed, and a vast concourse
of citizens stretched from the palace to the
cathedral, icans, Roman Catholics,
Presbyterians, Methodists, Baptists united
to do common honour to his memory—and
the country which he had largely helped
to make great mourned his loss as of one
of the princes of the people. He wasa
great man, and he not only built up his
own Church till one Bishop and a
handful of clergy grew into five
bisho; and a regiment of priests,
but by his w energy and success he
helped to make possible the amazing ad-
vance of those other denominations of
which during his life he had been so
strenuous an opponent.

And now we heartily wish that our
Anglican friends may succeed in find-
ing a man who will with unfalter-
ing bhand the crozmer of the bishop,
if not the weaponof the political gladiator,
and renew the |victories of that stately
Church ‘which, Bishop Strachan loved so
well and served so faithfully and so long.

He Didn’t Pass.

Last week was examination week in
most of the schools, and the boy who
‘ passed” can easily be selected from the
boy who didn’t. One of those who didn’t
was on Saturday intrenching himself on
Ledyard street behind a snow- seem-
ingly “itli:g for'some one’s arrival, and a
man who observed his preparations in-
quired :

« Making ready to have some fun, bub?” |

“ Well, 1t may be fun for me, but it'll
be tough on the other feller,” was the
reply.

““Then you are expecting to have a
fight ?”

“T just am that! The school teacher
marked me down to fifty-seven because I
said Russia bounded e Erie on the
west, and now when her brother comes
along I'm going to bound him on all four
sides with the biggelt licking a white-
headed boy ever got.”—Detroit Free Press,

A Hill Full of Reptiles.
(From the Atchison (kan.) Patriot, Jan. 28.

Mr. J. H. Beeson, the well-known Cen-
tral Braach contractor, gave the Pairiot a
pleasant call this morning, and from him
we learn the particulars of the most re-
markable snake story we have heard.
In the extension of the Central Branch
road from Beloit to Cawker City the line

through the town of Glen Elder,
A short distance from Glen Elder, on the
Solomon River, is a steep and rocky bluff,
about _fifty-five feet high, a large portion
of which to be'blasted away to make
room for the road bed. A few days ago,
while the excavation was in progress, a
blast of nitro-glycerine caps and giant
powder tore off an unusually large part
of the bluff, and down the declivity there
came v'n'ithin%‘r d rolling a bunch of
snakes, which Mr. Beeson assures us was
almost as largé as a barrel. They were
of dxﬂ'unn';h varieties, .r‘ai:ltleques predom-
inating, with racers, ers, garters, &c.
Whengﬁrlt disturbed from tHeir warm bed
hthey were active and us, but com-.
ingout into the severe cold they were soon
comparativély harmless, and were killed b
the men without much trouble, or eov
up in the dump l:{learth and stone. - But
this is & very small portion of the story.

day and every blast, since this first
batch ap; , has brought another huge
bundle of reptiles. Every hour a moving,
wnthmq lump comes rolling down the
hills, only to separate at the foot, and what
escape the labourer’s pick and shovel crawl
off to get covered upin the dump. Thou-
sands of them have been unearthed and
h’]!?, and every blast brings thousands
mol®, rivaling in number the famous snake
den of Concordia. Not a single case of
snake-bite has yet occurred, notwithstand-
ing it is many times almost imposmble to
avoid stepping on them. Mr. Beeson says
there are no unusual monsters among them,
the great majority being as large round as
aman's wrist, and about three or three

the bluffs, and the only way th:
turned from theiroom’ is to

country visit the"
 quarries to see the snakes.

One of New Hampshire
habitants died at the
is related of him
wife, he gave notice to two
they come out and fight he

the winner. They

mﬁnwmd._novhm
ic winner is not known,

- M an awkward

MISCELLANY.

A long tramp :—A tall vagrant.

Football practice is studying play toe,

Does an intellectual savage have a menta]
reservation ?

It is the brake of day that prevents ight
from going teo far. °

Birds are not noted for courage, but
of them die game,

pardons like a mother, who kisgeg

the offense into everlasting forgetfulness,

“‘ One touch of nature,” observed the in-
ebriate as the ground rose and struck him,

China merchants never have to invite sea
captains to dine, as they always come after
tea.

man y

A shoemaker’s wife out West calls her
husband ‘‘ Sequel” because he is alwaysg
at the last.”

Ginger is not considered a very sleepy
compound, but we have all heard of a giy.
ger’s nap. )

A woman too eften reasons
heart ; hence two-thirds of her
and her troubles.

Why does the new moon remind one of 5
giddy girl? Becanse sheis too youny t,
show much reflection, i

It was a grocer who said he studied to
be agreeable, and yet some people were for.
ever complaining of his weighs.

Young swell—*“I should like to have
my mustache died.” Polite barber— ‘Cer.
tainly ; did you bring it with ycu?”

‘““Sing a Song of Sixpence” dates from
the sixteenth century, and “*Three Blind
Mice ” is in a mausic book dated 1600.*

A writer having spoken of ““a charming
young lady of eighteen springs,” a punster
suggests, ‘‘probably her name is Sofy.”

You may mend a rent ina damaged repu.
tation so that it may not show, but you
can never make the reputation quite whole
agan,

The individual who called tight boots
comfortable defended his position by say-
ing they made’ a man forget all his other
miseries.

A cynical old bachelor says :—‘ Wed.
lock is likea bird cage ; those without
peck to get in, and those within peck to
get out.’

““Yes, I'm a good dancer,” said the bar.
ber as he sheared of the blonde locks of a
customer. ‘‘See me clip the light fan.
tastic tow.”

A precocious “Scotch lass, seven years
old, when asked whether she would
or remain single, said :—*‘ Neither ; I shall
be a widew.”

‘ Where will you put me when I come to
see you at your castle in the air?” asked a
gentleman of a witty girl. ““In a brown
study,” she replied.

SuPpose the baby-carts do injure the
baby’s health? Doesn’t the baby have his
revenge when night comes and the pare.
goric 18 down stairs ?

A cerset-maker out of work thus vented
her complaint :—*“Shame that I should be
without bread—I who have stayed the
stomachs of thousands.”

That the velocipede is of heavenly origin
is evident from Milton’s lines, ‘“ With
centric and eccentric scribbled o’er, cycle
and the bicyele orb in orb.”

“Icurse the hour we were married !”
exclaimed an enraged husband to his better
half. To which she mildly replied, *‘ Don’t,
my dear, for that was the only happy hour
we have ever seen.”

At the menagerie. Visitor—‘* How old
are those elephants ?” Keeper—‘ TwentY
years old, sir.,” Visitor—‘‘Ah, I see’
they are yet in their elephantines.” His
money was refunded.

Among the things the ancients knew
about and we do not, was the art of mak-
ing beef tea out of a species of ore dug out
of the ground. Perhaps, though, it is not
lost, but gone beef-ore.

The following explanation of a legal term
is offered by a Teutonic member of the
police force :—** Ven I get me out a habeas
scorpious, I can chust so vell catch a man
where he ain’t as where he is.”

An old man who had been badly hurt in
a rul&o;‘l eollisfion, being sdnaady to sue
the y for said, ““ Well,
no, not g;n damages.d.m‘#: had enough of
them ; but I'll just sue ’em for repairs.”

It is all very well to talk about economy,
but the difficulty is to iet anything to
economize., The little baby who puts his
toes in his mouth is almost the only person
who in these times manages to make both
ends meet.

“Can a man belong to a brass band and
be a Christian ?” asks an exchange. We
see no impediment in the way. But if he
is given to practising at home, it is an utter
imguibﬂity for the man living next door
to be a Christian.

from her
mistakeg

Pedestrian (who has drop half a
¢rown in front of ¢ the blind”): ¢ Why,
you wretched humbug, you’re not blind !”
Beggar : ““ Not I, sir ! If the card says I
am, they must have given me a wrong one.
I’'m deaf and dumb.”

A bright little three-year old, while her
mother was trying to get her to sleep, be-
came interested in some outside noise. She
was told that it was caused by a cricket,
when she ly observed : * Mamma, I
think he ought to be oiled.”

¢ My dearest Maria,” wrote a recently
married husband to his wife. She wrote
back : ‘ Dearest, let me correct either
your grammar or your morals. You ad-
dress me, ‘ My dearest Maria’ Am 1to
suppose you have other dear Marias ?”

* I say, my fren’, can you (hic) tell me
where the other side of the street is ?” * Cer-
tainly—just across the way ; why do you
ask 7’ *“ Why (hic), because a minute ago
1 asked another fellow the same thing, and
(hic) he said this was the other side of the
street.”

A conceited young man, in talking with
an aged clergyman, said with a most dog-
matic air +—*‘I will never believe any-
ﬁll<iin which I cannot understand.” The
old clergyman mildly responded : ‘‘ Then,
young man, it is pmb;blep:hnt your creed
will be a very short one.”

“Do_ {ou say your prayers regularly
every lllﬁ t and morning ?” asked a symps-
thetic y of a little thlack, to whom
she had just given a trifle. “I alluz sez
’em at night, mum ; but any smart boy
can take care of hisself in the daytime,’
was the little rogue’s reply.

A little girl, when her father’s table was
honoured with an esteemed 15::“' began
talking vety earnestly at the pause of
the conversation. Her f‘s{;lier checked her

harply, saying, y is it that you
talk so mnci : g y“l‘li‘tm I've dot somzsin
to say,” was the innocent reply.

“‘ Suppose,” said a lawyer to a witness he
was trying to recently, ‘‘su I
should teﬁ yomﬁ:r I zould bring f g:::en
men of your town to this court-room who
would say they would not believe you on
oath, what would you say?’ And calmly
the witness made reply :—*‘I weuld say
you lied.” A gentle smile diffused itself
all over the court-room, and the unruffied
witness stepped down.

There had been a rumour that a lady of

t forth, ““ What! Not a word
in it?” fairly shrieked a female
lady. “ She denies
consideration she

I've been ing every

Leave me in the lurch

u’rmt& the Times,
one-line introduction,
Times mean by this?” and sent the paper

; M 1
to press. Som.hsm_u onit:e:o

to-dn,"andnotlon‘lﬂeﬂ:;{lﬂl;
Nigio-aosial queetio

that it was dangerous to handle
n{'ﬁm. ‘“With reference to this
mattar we must say that”—and then
left half a column blank.

“oven.

“ keep for weeks.

aality of all delicate cake, and
o o(!l spogge-cake, depends very
much apon its being made with fresh eggs.
T must be quickly put together, beaten
with rapidity, and baked in a ratheg quick
t is made ‘‘sticky” and less light
by being stirred long. There is no other
cake so dependent upon care and good
j ent in baking as sponge-cake. In
Mg white cake, if not convenient to
mse the yolks that are left, they will keep
antil the next day by being thoroughly
beaten and set in a cool place. To prepare
cocoa-nut, cut a hole through the meat a$
one of the holes in the end, draw off the
milk, pound the nut well on all sides to
Joosen the meat, crack, take out meat, and
set the pieces in the heater or in a cool,

, open oven over night, or for a few hours

to dry, then grate; if all is not used,
sprinkle with sugar (after grating) and
spread out in a cool, dry place, and it will
In cutting layer cakes, it
is better to first make a round hole in the
centre, with a knife, or a tin tube, al»oqt
an inch and a quarter in diameter. This
vents the edge of the cake from crumb-
ing in cutting.
CENTENNIAL CAKE.

Two cups pulverized sugar, one of butter

.rubbed to a light cream with the sugar,

one of gweet milk, three of flour, half cup
corn starch, four eggs, half pound chopped
raisins, half a grated nutmeg, and two tea
spoons baking powder.

BUCKEYE CAKE.

One cup butter, two of white sugar, fou
of sifted flour, five eggs beaten separately,
one cup sour milk, teaspoon soda, pound
seeded raisins chopped a little ; beat the
butter and sugar to a cream, add the yolks
and milk, and stir in the flour with soda
well mixed through it ; then add the white
of the eggs beaten to astifffroth, and lastly
the raisins dredged with a little flour ; bake
one and one-half hours. Use coffee cups to
measure. This makesa cake for asix-quart
pan. |
ALMOND, HICKORY NUT, OR COCOA NUT CAKE.

Three-fourths pound flour, half teaspoon
salt, fourth pound butter, pound of sugar,
teacup sour cream, four eggs, lemon flavour]
to taste, and a teaspoon soda dissolved im
two teaspooms hot water ; mix all thor.
oughly, grate in the white part of a cocoa
nut, or stir in a pint of chopped hickory
nuts, or a pint of blanched almond
pounded.

BLACK CAKE.

One pound powdered white sugar, three
uarters pound butter, pound sifted fiouy

rowned or not as preferred), twelve egas
beaten separately, two pounds raisin
stoned and part of them chopped, two o
currants carefully cleaned, half pound
citron cut in strips, quarter ounce each o
cinnamon, nutmeg and cloves mixed, wine

wine and one of bra.nﬁg;; rub butse
and sugar together, add yolks of eggs, pa
of flour, th?gpice and whites of eggs we
beaten ; then add remainder of flour, and
wine and brandy ; mix all thoroughly
gether ; cover bottom and sides of a four!
quart milk pan with buttered white paper,
put in a iayer of the mixture, then alaye
of the fruit (first dredging the fruit with
flour), until pan is filled up three or fow
inches, and then bake four hours. A small
cup of Orleans molasses makes the cak
blacker and more moist, but for this it i
not n to add more flour. Ba
three and one-half or four hours in a slo
oven.

BLACK CAKE.

One pound butter, one of brown sugan
one of flour, one of raisins, one of currants
half pound citron, tablespoon each cin
mon, ice and cloves, ten ?gn h
whites and yolks beaten separately, thre
teaspeons baking powder ; add just befo
baking a’ wineg brandy, or third cm

molasses ; raisins, chop citre
and wash and dry the currants ; mi
butter and sugar, add the eggs, and lastl
the flour in which the fruit, Bﬁ)-lices, an;
baking powder having been well mixed
bake 1n a six-quart pan four hours,
BLACK CAKE.

One pound flour, one of currants, one o
raisins, one of sugar, half pound citron
half pound chopped figs, three-fourth
pound butter, ten eggs leaving out tw
whites, teacup molasses, one of sour cre
and soda, one gill brandy or good whiskey
half cup cinnamen, two tablespoons
spice and cloves, four tablespoons jam.

BLACK CAKE.

Two cups brown sugar, one and one-h
cups of butter, six eggs beaten separately
three cupe flour (brewn the flour),
tablespoons molasses, one of cinnamon, on
teaspoon mace, one of cloves, two cup
sweet milk, two pounds raisins, two d
currants, a half pound citron, one te

n soda, two of cream tartar. Bak
:Eor:e hours.
BREAKFAST CAKE.

One cup Orleans molasses, one of brow
sugar, one of shortening (butter and larg
mixed), one of cold coffee, four of flour, oné
teaspoon soda in the coffee, one each o
cloves, cinnamon, and allspice, and ong
nutmeg. Add fruit if desired.

BUFORD CAKE.

One quart flour, one pint sugar, a cuj
butter, a cup sweet milk, four eggs, spice
of all kinds in small quantities, teasposo
-soda, two of cream tartar, half poun
raisins, half pound currants ; this quanti
will make two large loaves.

BREAD CAKE.

Three coffee cups yeast dough,
enough to bake for bread, two and
thirds cups sugar, one cup butter, th
eggs, one nutmeg ; put all together
work with the hands until smooth
pound cake. Itis very important that
should be mixed very thoroughly with i
light dough. Add raisins and as mug
fruit as desired and let it rise half an ho:
in the n which you bake. The ovs
lhmldmbont right for bread. This

made and is quite as nice as commg
=
BREAD CAKE.

Two cups light bread dough, one and on
half cups sugar, half butter, three tab
spoons sour milk in which has been d
solved half teaspoon soda, half a graf
nutmeg, teaspoon cinnamon, cup raisi
chep a little and floured ; stir all
together, adding fruit lastly, let rise b
an hour and bake ip a moderate oven.

BRIDE'S CAKE.

‘Whites of twelve eggs, three cups sug
small cup butter, a cup sweet milk, fo
small cups flour, hali cup corn starch,

ons baking powder lemon to tasi

Adding a cup citron sliced thin and dusé

with flour makes a beautiful citron cake.
CREAM CAKE,

Put two cups flour in a crock and 3
with two level teaspoons cream tarter
one of soda, make well in the centre i

. which put one cup sugar, one of
cream, one and small teaspoon
mix all quickly together, flavour with
spoon lemon ; put in pan to bake. A
“eup raisins, or currants if you like, and

!&uun.ioecsko pudding to eat hot
sauce. - Sour cream can be used insteas
‘N - I.
‘l'lgt:,o.gg:imtudof(me.

WHIPPED-CREAM CAKE.

One ctip Suge, tore tablespe

utter and four of mnw 4 head

well together, add a cup of flour in wh

been mixed teaspoon cream tartar
teaspoon Bake in rather

square dripping pan. When cake is

have ready a half pint sweet cream whip
$0 & stiff froth, sweetenand flavourto

over cake and serve while §

- ©old by setting on ice before whipping.




