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THE HOUSEACROSS THE STREET
A STORY IN TWO CHAPTERS.

CHAPTER L
It was the narrowest street imaginable, a 

a mere flagged passage indeed, protected 
by little poets and chains from suspicion 
even of being anything so vulgar as a 
thoroughfare ; and opening into one of 
those quaint old Bloomsbury squares at 
one end, and a quainter old crescent at the 
other. There was a church at the corner, 
old too, with a square Gothic tower, built 
in grey stone, green with damp, and black 
with age and soot, and abutting directly 
on the pavement, without any intervening 
space of grass or gravel to give it dignity 
and seclusion. The house stood close 
beside it, a little back in the shadow of the 
big tower, and divided from the side-walk, 
by a flight of stone steps and an iron rail­
ing : a tall, narfow, dark red building of 
the time of Queen Anne, with a ponderous 
brazen knocker, and a couple of antiquated 
iron extinguishers, set at either side 
of the gateway ; extinguishers which the 
link-boys were wont to use to quench their 
flaring torches, in the old days after their 
mistress had emerged, powdered and 
hooped, and with dainty patches set cun­
ningly on ehoek and chin, from the Sedan- 
chair which had borne her to a night's 
festivity at Ranelagh or Vauxhall ; and 
had been handed by ner brocaded and bag- 
wigged lord up the tall flight of steps afore­
mentioned.

I wonder was ever a damsel among those 
high-heelêd and delicate-featued belles of 
the eighteenth century, one-tenth part as 
lovely as she who reigned in the old red 
house when I lived over the way ! Ah 
me ! how often I have sat and watched her, 
doing nothing, thinking nothing, only 
taking in the mere sight of her grace and 
beauty, as if they were rest and refresh­
ment to the wearied mind and worn-out 
body !

I was only a London surgeon, a plain, 
middle-aged bachelor, with a large practice, 
and a big, dingy house, facing the old, red­
brick tenement over the way ; a house in 
which I snatched my hasty hours of rest, 
and devoured hurried meals, and saw ser­
vant-girls and other impecunious patients 
for a couple of hours in the morning ; but 
which had never been sanctified by a wo­
man’s loving smile, or gladdened by the 
patter of baby feet ; or made beautiful by 
the flowert, and needlework, and thousand 
and one trifles which make even the home­
liest “ home ” bo different from the mere 
house in which a man lives. The house 
across the street was of far more interest to 
me than my own.

I suppose Miss Robarts. must have been 
about one-and-twenty when she and her 
father first came to live there. She 
attracted my attention at once, a tall, slim, 
delicate-looking girl, chiefly noticeable for 
the languor of bearing and movement, in 
contrast to the noble unes of her face and 
form, as she sallied out of a morning to the 
early service at the grey old church ; the 
bloomy whiteness of her cheek showing 
whiter near her plain black dress and the 
red edges of her big prayer-book. The book 
seemed to heavy for the slender fingers 
which carried it. Doctors notice these 
things, you see ; but L am glad to think I 
began to take an interest in her, even then.

The interest grew, however, even when 
the cause for it was gone ; for, before many 
months, I saw that the sweet face, with its 
crown of nut-brown hair, looking out over 
a fence of mignionette for her father’s return 
of an evening, had gained a delicate rose- 
tint, which showed brighter for the olive- 
green background of the heavy window 
curtains, against which her small head took 
a golden tinge.

I think her father was very fond of her. 
He was a thin, stiff-looking, white-haired 
man, and used to scold her sometimes for 
coming out intothe evening air with noth­
ing on her head, when she met him at the 
door in the summer twilight ; and some­
times I could hear his voice sounding sharp 
and peevish, as he sallied forth to business 
of a morning. But you could not see his 
face when he came out with her on his 
arm on Sunday, or the way in which he 
glared at any man bold enough to lift his 
eyes to her, without telling in a moment 
that she was the very pride and joy of his 
heart.

I don’t know when I first began to watch 
for my fair neighbour, and note her doings. 
You see I had not much to amuse me in my 
own home, and gradually I grew to know 
her habits so well that it would have made 
anyone laugh to see how I watched for 
bright spring or summer mornings ; for then 
I knew she would come out on a little piece 
of leads between their house and the body 
of the church, which she had cleverly con­
verted into a garden for herself. I believe 
that in reality it was the roof of the vestry, 
but she gained access to it by a stair­
case window and a couple of steps ; and 
there of an early morning I used to see her, 
her tall figure outlined against an oblong 
patch of pale blue sky, great coarse red poteof 
yellow daffodils and big purple flags about 
her feet, sometimes her head thrown back 
and her arms lifted, the wind blowing, little 
soft locks about her brow, and ruffling the 
drapery of her simple morning gown, as she 
nailed some truant bough of Virginia creep­
er back egainst the dingy rod-brick wall 
where she had trained it ; sometimes 
standing with bent head, and beautiful 
whité hands clasped round a pot of tall 
white narcissus, drinking in the sweetness 
and fragrance with a delight which never 
guessed pt possible on-lookers. Now and 
then, too, a long slanting ray of sunlight 
would steal out across the housetops, and 
fall athwart her pretty head and the yellow 
daffodils about her feet ; or a great clang 
of bells would burst from the clustered 
grey pinnacles of the old church tower 
overhead, startling a whole cloud of spar­
rows from their nests in grimly leering gar­
goyles, or floriated niches, into the blue 
expanse above ; and all the while the roar 
of the great thoroughfares beyond could be 
heard, like the muffled beatings of a mighty 
heart, pulsing over grey house-roofs and 
church-towers and the vivid green glimmer 
of trees in the old square at the comer—a 
ceaseless echo of all the toil, and pain, and 
sin, and turmoil seething ever higher and 
higher in The great city beyond.
' That brief morning vision was like a 

little poem to me ; but it was not only 
then that I saw her.

The Robertses had a custom, unlike most 
Londoners, of not drawing down their par­
lour blinds or shutting the shutters till 
bedtime. Perhaps they had lived in the 
country, where people are not so anxious to 
shut out the sweet blue night and stars. 
Anyway, it was a habit of theirs ; and I, 
sitting in the old armchair in my dusky 
parlour over the way, and often toe tired 
after a long day’s toil even to read, used to 
find quite a home-like reflection in the 
warm glow of the parlour-window opposite 
—the old man’s white hair and her white 
dress gleaming out against the dull green 
walls, the glimmer of gold from the picture 
frjmes, and her head bent over the keys of 
flhe tall ebony harmonium, with the orange 
light from the fire mslring a Warm aureole 
about it, till the grand notes of the instru-

never did. I never even saw her glance 
across the way.

At last I came to know her.
They had been living nearly five years in 

the old red house, when one day Mr. Ro­
berts was taken suddenly ilL It was a kind 
of fit | and in their .anxiety to get the 
nearest assistance thtoy sent across to me. 
Of course I went, and it was Magdalen who 
met me in the hall, put her hand in mine, 
and saying : “ Thank you for coming ; my 
father is very ill, and our doctor is away 
on the Continent,” led me straight upstairs 
to the room where the old gentlehi&n was 
lying insensible.

By the time I came down again he wss 
not only conscious, but declaring himself 
so much better that, if I had not absolutely 
forbidden it, he would have dressed and 
gone out as usual. There were grateful 
tears in Magdalen’s eyes when she thanked 
me this time ; and, sweet as her voice had 
sounded when it floated across the street 
in Schubert and Mojart, I never thought 
the low rich tones half so full of melody as 
now when I heard them speaking—as in 
my dreams I had sometimes fancied them 
speaking—to me. It went to my heart to 
chill her gratitude by bad news, but truth 
must out where health is in question, and I 
had to tell her that I was afraid her father 
would not be quite well for some time yet ; 
and to ask if his medical, man would be 
long away.

“I don’t know—months perhaps. He 
was very ill himself when he went. Doctor, 
do you mean that there is anything the 
matter with papa—anything more than 
weakness and this hot weather ?”

There was such a look of appeal in her 
eyes that involuntarily I laid my hand on 
hers, as if I were soothing a child.

“ You know there must always be some 
cause for weakness when a man is not

end
ought" to bte taken in 

time to prevent its getting greater. I don’t 
think there is any reason for you to be 
frightened about him, but he ought to have 
advice, and the sooner the better.”

That evening I got a note from Mr. Ro­
berts asking me to call on him onthe fol­
lowing morning, and adding :

“ My own doctor is away, as you know. 
I detest his partner, and put no faith in
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naturally feeble, my dear young lady ; 
even a little cause ought to be take

with her voice, pi 
matchless Addio, or the 
a Credo by Mozart, 
glad to shut my

green 
. into one
my fancy a part of me ; as though it 
my room that held them, and she we 
it singing to me. I wander if it would have 

if she had - known ; but she

it, subdued by distance, and mingling 
" ’------ ' '■Mart'spoured out in Seh

er cadence of 
times I was

m

big wigs. If you think you can put me to I hardly thought 
rights, I shall be very glad.” eyes were still fixed

I sent word that I would do as he wish- away gaze ; only, al 
ed ; and from that day no other person 
attended him till his death. He had an 
internal malady,!
into even graver proportions than 1 had at 
first supposed. It was that which made 
him irritable and captious, and inclined at 
times to tyrannise even over the one being 
he loved, his only child ; but he was quite 
aware of it, and in his better moments 
would tell me : “I am afraid pain makes 
me testy, doctor. I was harsh with Mag-

but 
She 

gives him
back a sharp word or sour lôok.”

And I don’t believe she ever did. We 
were good friends now, and I saw her 
often and in many moods—sad, and gay, 
and playful, and dreamy—but never with 
a frown on the smooth fair brow or bitter 
words on the lips.

Yet she had known trouble in her life, 
and had been crossed in her dearest wishes 
by the old man to whom she devoted her 
life. He told me all about it one evening, 
when, Magdalen having gone to the opera 
with a friend, I was playing piquet with 
him in her stead.

The talk had turned upon her. I don’t 
think the tea was strong enough, and he 
began to grumble at her absence, I 
thought of the various sorts of tea-cold, 
smoky, and flavourless—with which my 
cook was in the habit of favouring me, and 
asked him what he would do when she was 
married, adding, with an absurd anxiety 
for tiie answer which even struck myself, 
that I supposed he did not expect to keep 
her long with him. He looked up from 
his cards, frowning.

“What do yon mean, doctor? You don’t
think-------- But, pshaw ! She sees no
one here who would take her fancy ; and 
the old affair was over long ago. I don’t 
believe she even remembers it now. Come, 
you doctors have a way of looking into 

pie’s feelings through their faces.
Vt you think she looks as well and

»rog so si
way in which she 
apology, seeming to 
an ce completely out
set me. at ease, 1
when, just as I wa 
me by saying with 
than 1 had ever see 
a frank dignity which always 
part of her nature s

“ Dr. Elliott, you were surprised to find 
me crying just now ; but I am not in any 
trouble. You look so sorry that I must 
tell you so." •

I suppose I did not look satisfied ; for 
she tried to smile and came nearer, leaning 
her clasped hands on the table.

“You were speaking to papa last night 
about my marrying. He was not so well 
this morning-—ana the idea fretted Mm. 
Pray do not do so again, ever. I do not 
mean to marry. He wants me. He could 
not do without me ; and he is tight in 
what he told you. I am quite happy, per­
fectly happy, and contented here with him 
—happier than I could be with anyone or 
anywhere else. ” •

“ Yog are young to say that, my dear,” 
I said gently.

You see I was past forty, an eld man 
compared to her ; and the tears in her 
eyes made me feel more tenderly to her.

“I am not too young to know what is 
right and good for me,” she answered. 
“My father has only me in the world, and

«I--------” Her eyes wandered out to the
green-blue of the twilight sky, and fixed 
themselves there with a strange, wistful 
look, as if she were appealing to someone 
far, far away. There was a little cheap 
ring on the third finger of her left hand. 
She covered it gently with the other, 
stroking it backwards and forwards softly. 
“ How could I have had any happiness apart 
from his ? And he has been so tender to 
me always. Other girls have mothers ;
but I----- the study of his li
that I should not miss mine, 
it would be to him now to mia 
pray, pray, never say inythii 
make him fear that he will.”

“ My dear," I said again, 
trust me. Your father tile a ( 
ter. I hope Heaven will bless 

I hardly thought she heard me, for her 
eyes were still fixed on the sky in that far- 
away gaze ; only, after a moment, a grave 
sweet smile came into them, and she held 
out her hand to me, saying :

“ Thank you, doctor ; 1 do trust you 
already. Indeed, 1 think you are one of 
the best friends I have.” And then she 
added, with a little laugh, as if trying to 
shake off the least remains of her sadness : 
“ It seems strange that we should have 
grown to know each other so well after 
only six months’ acquaintance, when for 
five years we have been living with only 
this narrow street between us, and never 
even dreaming of each other’s existence. 
Why, the one thing I knew of your house 
was that it had a brass plate on the door, 
and I don’t once recollect taking the 
trouble to look across, or to ask whether it 
belonged to a doctor or a dancing mistress, 
until the day papa had that fit. ”

Not once ! And all that five years her 
house had been the one home-spot in my 
toilsome life ! Yet, after all, it was only 
natural. What was there on my side of 
the way ? An ugly middle-aged man, and 
a dingy house. It was she who made her 
side what it was to me. Por the rest, I 
was content enough at learning from her 
own lips that she was as happy as she 
looked, and would not change her lot for 
that which had once been offered her, if 
she had had the opportunity.

“Poor lad ! But I daresay he, too, has 
consoled himself,” I said to myself as I 
went away.

CHAPTER II.

oe I And 
to him to

you may 
daugh- 

ier.‘

iy,
dently pleased him.

I answered 
words evi-

ltly pit
‘ Ha ! so I say. I am glad you agree 

with me, for it’s all owing to me. She 
wouldn’t have looked well or happy if she 
had married some ne’er-do-well who would 
have brought her to beggary, and run 
away from her in a twelvemonth. Eh, 
what do you think ? ”

“I think such a fate would have killed 
her. Was there ever—any chance of it ?”

It was not a fair question, and I hesitated 
before putting it. The old man only laugh­
ed, however.

“ Chance ! It was touch and go. She 
wasn’t twenty-one, when a fellow, a younger 
son with a heap of debts at his back, and 
not a farthing to bless himself with, fell in 
love with her, and succeeded in entrapping 
her into a promise. I was away at the 
time ; and, unfortunately, her letter, en­
closing one from him, missed me ; and she 
interpreted something in the next I wrote 
her into consent ; and positively con­
sidered herself engaged to the scamp. 
Egad ! I promise you the engagement 
didn’t last long after I returned ! She 
was under age. so that I could have claim-

wife’s death.
my poor 

She didn’t need to be forced

happy enough as it ii 
make her more so ; ”

into her duty ; and, as to the young ad­
venturer, I warrant you I didn’t waste soft 
words on him, when I showed him to the 
door. He begged hard for a last interview ; 
but I said : “No, you’ve made my child un- 

is. I won’t have you 
and I didn’t.”

Then that was the end of it ? They 
never met again ? ”

“ Never. I took her away next day ; 
and though he wrote to her on the follow­
ing day, I thought it was one of those 
cases where a father has a right to èxercise 
his discretion. The letter is there now,” 
nodding his head to a tall escritoire in the 
corner of the room. “ I am an honourable 
man, and I never opened it I dare say its 
full of ranting and love-sick vows ; but 
they’ll do no harm there, and as for Mag­
dalen—look at her ?”

Yes, she was very cpim and fair to look 
at. Yet, with the glad feeling that it was 
so, and that the girlish love of six years 
back was, as the old man said, a dream 
scarcely remembered, I could not but re­
press a shudder at the pitiless way in 
which it had been stamped out, and an 
emotion of'pity for the poor boy, who for a 
few days had thought to possess a trea­
sure, which, at that moment, I knew it 
would have been death to me to lose. And 
she ? Up in my mind rose a vision of her 
as I had first seen her, frail and white, 
with drooping head and languid step. 
Surely, she too must have suffered ; but, 
at least, it was over now—and, doubtless, 
it was for her happiness. From my 
heart—a heart still aching from the dis­
covery of how precious she was to me—I 
hoped it might be so. Mr. Roberts took up 
his cards again with a serene air.

“I hardly think Magdalen will marry,” 
he said cheerfully. “She is difficult, very 
difficult to please ; and, as you see, she 
loves me, and is quite happy in her home. 
Perhaps «when I am gone indeed . . . 
but it is your lead, I think?" and he re­
turned to the game with renewed interest 

“A man habituated to selfishness,” I

It aras early spring. There was a soft 
balmy feeling in the air. The Imre 
branches of the almond trees were dotted 
over with tiny rose-coloured buds, a few 
brave primroses were thrusting up their 
pale yellow blossoms out of tile dark brown 
mould. Women were crying “ Hyi 
cinths ! ” in the street, and tempting 
passers-by with baskets heaped with their 
tall odorous dumps of white and pink and 
creamy bells. There were birds twittering 
in the square, and a stir of new life and 
freshness all through the world ; but Mr. 
Robarts was not so welL He had been 
confined to the house for several days ; 
and I went over to sit with him one after­
noon, so that Magdalen might get out for 
a little fresh air.

“ You won’t leave him till I come back,” 
she said, lingering even after her bonnet 
was on. “Promise me, doctor. He is so 
disobedient to orders that he is not to be 
trusted by himself ; but if you-------- ”

* ‘Yes, ’'isaid, * T will stay ; don’t be afraid. 
I can promise you that or—anything else 
that you ask. ” The exceeding loveliness of 
her face had struck me even more that 
day than usual. I could not take my eyes 
off it till she was gone ; and then, as I 
turned back to the father I met his fixed on 
me. They were keen grey eyes ; and in 
that hard scrutiny I read that which told 
Me without any words that something in 
my face or toile had betrayed me, and that 
my secret was no longer my own. Well, I 
had naught to be ashamed of, and after the 
momenta shock I was man enough to meet 
his gaze fully and calmly. He was silent 
for a little ; and then said s ,

“ I have just found out something. Do 
yon know what it is, Dr. Elliott ?”

“I think so. Isn’t it that there are 
more fools in the world thaw ym were 
aware of a few moments back? 
have discovered that I care for vour 
daughter. I have known it myself for 
some time back ; but what does it matter ? 
I hoped no one would ever guess it ; and, 
after all, it is not my fault.”

To my unutterable 
hand to

unutterable surprise, he put out

caned H. I had promised to lend Magdalen 
* book she wanted, and on the evening 
following this I went across the street to 
give it to her, and, hearing she was in the 
tuning-room, passed in there unannounced. 
The next moment, however, I was sorry 
that I had done so, for, to my great sur* 
prise and distress, I found her crying.

Of course she started up at my entrance, 
brushing the tears from her eyes, and I 
don t know which of us felt most embar­
rassment. I fear I showed mine and the 
concern I felt very visibly ; for she re-

his ms
“ What is not your fault ? To tell you 

the truth, I have once or twice before sus­
pected your feelings for Magdalen ; and I 
am glad you have owned it. You call it 
a folly though. In what way ?”

“ Only that it is a folly for any man to 
stake his whole heart on something he has 
no hopes of winning.” >

“ Hem ! You are modest ; or—may I ask 
if Magdalen has already convinced you of 
the hopelessness of your affection ? ”

“ I have never so much as hinted at its 
existence to her. I should have thought 
you knew me well enough for that, Mr. 
Roberts. Indeed, I fancied that you- 

“ Wouldn’t have heard of it? Well, to 
be frank with you, when the idea first 
flashed across my mind, it did startle me; 
but I have thought over it since then ; and 
I ddn’t mind telling you that, if I were to 
give my child to any man, I would rather 
it were you than another.”

I was struck dumb with astonishment. 
He smiled again and went on :

“ It is simply this—I know you. You 
are an honourable and kind-hearted man. 
I believe you are in a position to keep her 
in tiie style she has been accustomed’ to ; 
and also that, if she were your wife, you 
would be good and faithful to her. Am I 
right, or hot?”
I rose and answered—Well, well what 

do the words matter now? But I must 
have made my meaning plain at any rate 
for he pressed my hand kindly.

“There 1 you are a good fellow, Doctor, 
and I believe you. There is one stipula­
tion, however, which I must make. Will 
you agreetoit?”^HiiM|

“Youl
to me, Mr. Robarts.

have a fancy I am not here for 
but I could not live without her,
I”Tknew she would not have left bias J hut

ton have been so wonderfully generous 
that it would be hard

&•, then. , 1

PHHB - -1L------,,,_____ ft him ; but
I promised notwithstanding. j

“ Thank you i and—don’t say anything 
to her yet awhile. I do not believe thatto her yet
she cares for you at present, or guesses at 
your caring for her, or I would not ask it ; 
but overhastiness might only upset her 
peace and damage your own cause. Leave 
her alone for a while.”

I assented ; and meanwhile I will tell 
you what I did. I set to work to beautify 
and re-fumish my ugly old house from gar­
ret to cellar ; and I got together pictures, 
and old china, and quaint Drawee, and I 
cunningly persuaded Magdalen — old

choice of
they 'should "be all according” tTh« ÜSÎ 

taste, so that the home, to which one day 
I hoped to bring my darling, should not 
repel her by its unfikeness to that she left.
I remember her saying to me one day that 
she should quite look on it as her house 
when it was finished ; and I hardly know 
whether the words gave me most pain or 
pleasure. Would she have said it if there 
had been any feelingin her heart akin to that 
in mine for bar ? And yet ahe took such a 
frank and eager interest ip it all ; and was 
so warmly cordial and trustful with me t 
I knew at least that she liked me, and how 
often is not liking only love’s prelude ? I 
had much secret doubt and fear and 
anxiety about that time ; but I look back 
on it now, and know that I was very happy 
in it all the same.

The end came sooner than any of us ex­
pected. Mr. Robarts was taken suddenly 
worse one evening in early May. A suc­
cession of fainting fits followed ; and, 
though he rallied from them, it was only 
to pain too keen for his exhausted frame to 
bear. Before midday on the morrow he 
was dead ; and Magdalen knelt weeping 
by the bed, where a few moments back he 
had tried to clasp our two hands in his 
dying fingers, and had whispered in hoarse, 
gasping tones :

“ Take care of her, Elliott. I trust her 
to you. Magdalen, remember, I—leave 
—you—to hie care.”

Ah me land it was more than “care” 
that I longed to give her then, my poor 
darling, in the first hour of her desolation ; 
but no one save an utterly self-engrossed 
coward would have spoken to her of love 
and marriage at such a time ; and it was 
enough that she did not repel tiie affection­
ate authority which, for her ^own^ood, I

child-like passivity whicÜ made her more 
than ever dear and precious to me.

“ I will wait a week," I said to myself. 
“ One week more, and then, after the 
funeral, I will speak to her. I do not 
think tiie will send me away,” and I did 
not. There was something in the look of 
her eyes when she thanked me, in the 
clinging touch of her fingers when they 
rested in mine, which, through all sense of 
my unworthiness, made me hope at last.

Mr. Roberts hsid few relations, and no 
nearer trusted ones. He had left a writ­
ten request that I would take charge of his 
papers, burn all that were not of im­
portance, and arrange the funeral and 
legal matters. It would spare Magdalen 
somewhat ; and she was to write to an 
elderly cousin in Scotland, who had long 
ago agreed to come to her in the event of 
such a contingency ; but her letter found 
her elderly cousin ill and unfit to travel 
for several days, and Magdalen would not 
go to her or leave the house till after the 
funeral ; neither had I the heart to urge it.

“You are here, and you do pll that I 
want, or that any one could do for me. I 
am much happier alone," she had said with 
a pitiful quiver about her beautiful mouth ; 
and I took her hands in mine and an­
swered :—

“ My dear, you shall do just as you like. 
If being alone is a comfort to you, no one 
shall disturb you,” and certainly I did not. 
I had to be there every day on business ; 
but very often I did not see her at all. I 
was busy with the papers I have men­
tioned ; and she rarely left her own room. 
The little garden on the leads was gay with 
spring flowers, and the ivy was putting 
forth all its fresh green shoots ; but she 
never went into it now, and it had lost all 
its beauty for me.

I was over at the house one evening turn­
ing over an old oaken cabinet where her 
father had once told me he kept most of 
his private letters. It was a wearisome 
task enough, for they had all to be looked 
through before being destroyed ; but I was 
glad to do it, for I knew that many would 
have pained Magdalen sadly ; and in course 
of time came to one, set aside in an old 
pockçt-book by itself, and without an 
envelope. I had glanced through it and 
had seen the signature before I realized 
that it had not been written to Mr. Robarts 
at all, but to his daughter, from one Guy 
Latham—the letter written by Magdalen’s 
lover, which had never been suffered to 
reach her. I don’t know much about love- 
letters, and I suppose this was not different 
to the generality ; yet I felt that I would 
rather die than that she should see this, 
the passionate appeal of a young man 
desperately in love, and furious at the 
cruelty which had separated him from its 
object. “ I know yen love me, ” he wrote. 
“ Be true to me, and neither time nor ab­
sence shall shake my fidelity. Your father 
has behaved like a brute and a tyrant to 
us ; but onlv wait for me, my angel, till I 
can make a home for you, and we shall be 
happy in spite of him,” and I, reading it, 
wondered whether, if she had seen it, she 
would have granted the prayer and gone 
on waiting for him till then. It was a 
question which was very terrible to me, 
and I shut the cabinet, and sat down to 
ponder over the letter. The doubt was 
what should I do about it even now.

Her father had kept it from her, and 
had never intended it to reach her eyes. 
It had been written six years ago, when 
she was only a young girl The young man 
had never been seen or heard of stoop. The 
probability was that he had long since for­
gotten her, and ahe—well, she had wept 
for him, and had dried her tears and grown 
happy again as she had been before he 
crossed her path. What earthly end 
could showing her this letter serve now, 
save to upset her peace of mind, add a 
cruel tinge of bitter&esa to her grief for her 
father, and perhaps stir up some morbid 
scruple as to her right to accept the new 
love which was waiting to be offered to 
her ? I thought of it all night and all the 
next day, and to all ways and lights, but 
this was the result to which I invariably 
came ; and to the end I resolved to abide 
by it. I did not destroy the letter, how­
ever; something Within me made me averse 
to doing so ; and I locked it up again with 
other papers which were to remaun in my 
keeping.

The funeral was on the following day. 
Magdalen would go, though I tried to per-’ 
suade her to the contrary,lor it was a cold, 
raw day, and I was afraid for her health ; 
but, though pale as death, she was very 
calm, and even at the grave side made no 
moan or crying, but stood there with 
looked hands rod head a little bent, a tall, 
slender figure, all black from head to foot, 
out out against the faint red color of an 
afternoon sky—a figure so solitary and pa­
thetic to its voiceless bereavement that it 
pomes back to me even now with tiie long­
ing I had then to take her to my arms, and 
•o show her that love had not left her 
alone in the world after all

“ Bet to-morrow,” I said to myself, as I 
put her and cousin Jane, who had arrived 
in time for the ceremony, into the car­
riage, “ only till to-morrow. We shall 
both know then.” Was it some mocking 
fiend which whispered to me that if she 
cared for me she would never have kept 
her face so steadily averted from mine, and 
answered me as briefly and coldly as I fan­
cied she had done all that day—the day 
Which saw the completion of the last ser­
vices I could do for her ? But what did it 
matter ! I would have served her all my 
life lose, even if Ihad known I could never 
have so much reward as a smile from her. 
Young men, when they make love, do it as 
they run and leap, for the pros they hope 
to win. With men of my age it is different. 
When we love a woman, it is not what we 
can get from her, but what we can do for 
her, that we think about.

I want to tee her on the following day. 
She was to the dining room, tiie servant 
said, and alone : and there I found her. I 
had rone to unannounced, and I must have 
startled her, for a deep crimson spot came 
into her cheek as she rose to greet me, and 
I felt her hand tremble to mine. It had 
never done to before.
tJOnid n^nIpeotJ°?’”,*he wid. » little 
formally. It is kind of you to- come,
when I have been taking up so much of 
your time of late. Cousin Jane has only 
just gone np stairs. I will ring for her,”

bill her hand to the 
bell when I etoppedber.

not ring juat yet,” I said. “Ihave 
I Wtnt to aay to you first. Do 

vou mind ? It is not a good time, perhaps, 
but I will not keep you long, and I have
waited----- - My voice was husky, and I
broke off. I did not tell her how long I 
had waited. Her sweet, soft eyes met mine 
with a questioning glance. Somehow she 
must have guessed that it was no trifle that 
I had come about, for her face had grown 
veiy white again ; yet even then the trouble 
and yearning which I could not keep out of 
mine touched her. She answered very‘t-’fcr.u may
Do you think I have foi
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keep me as loag as you like. 
I have forgotten what you 

were to papa, and that he left me to your 
care ? What is it you want to say to me ?”

She was still looking up at me. The late 
coldness which had so distressed me had 

le from her manner. It was grave 
and till of trust. I had got my opportunity 
at last, and how did I use it? Why, I let 
go her hand, turned/away from her sweet 
eyes, and, crossing the room, unlocked the 
oak cabinet in the corner, and took out 
Guy Latham’s letter. I had decided that 
it ought never to be shown her. My mind 
was quiet clear on the subject. My reason 
and my conscience were alike convinced, 
and— Well, well, I dare say I am a 
blundering, inconsistent fellow ; but I 
couldn’t help it. I could not take advan­
tage of an absent man when it came to the 
-lint, no, not even if I were to win Mag-

tien by so doing ; and so I just put the 
letter in her hand and said :—

11 have something to show you first. I 
found this among your father’s papers. It 
was written over six years ago ; but he 
thought it better not to give it von then. 
Yon will not blame him even if he was 
wrong ; for he meant it for your good. 
Do you know the handwriting ?’’

For the moment—one glad moment—I 
hardly thought ahe did ; for she looked up 
at me, and then et the paper with pox- 
tied, wondering glance. Then I looking on 
with what a sore-wrung heart net man can 
know, saw tiie blood suddenly rush up into 
her face, dyeing throat and cheeks and 
brow witii one vivid crimson glow. Her 
lips parted with a quick, shivering grasp, 
her great eyes dilated with a look half 
fierce, half tender and yearning ;^nd then 
a cloud came over them, “theif came a 
mist and driving rain,” and down came 
the tears in a blinding torrent, bowing the 
fair head, and shaking the slender figure, 
and blotting all the faded words with 
their passionate drops, as she hid her face 
above them, murmuring the name which I 
had read at the bottom of the letter ; but 
which none had heard cross her lips for 
many a weary year.

“ Guy ! My Guy ! Oh ! why did I never 
see it!”

I said nothing. What could I say—aye, 
or do either, in such a case ? When wife 
and home, and all that this world holds for 
a man has just been swept away by a 
mountain avalanche, it is not words that 

, you expect from him. He may know -that 
iu that one moment his heart has broken ; 
but what of that? Hearts break every 
day ; and mine—even then the worst ache 
in it was to see her grief and be so impotent 
to heal it. Yes, that was the worst of it, 
that passion of sorrow told me that my 
hope was vain ; I should never now have 
the right to comfort and protect her as I 
had prayed I might, and I turned my Lace 
away and crashed my hands together with 
a stifled groan for the vanishing of my 
foolish dream.

It was she who recalled me. Far more 
quickly than I had thought for she checked 
her gnef, brushing the tears from her eyes 
with the air of one long used to repression, 
and touched me half timidly on the arm, 
as though she feared I was displeased with 
her.
. “ I am so sorry," she said gently. “Dr. 
Elliott, 1 do not know what yon are think­
ing of me ; but it was the sudden shock ;
and it is so long since-------- ” Her voice
broke, and her eyes wandered to the letter 
which her other hand held pressed gently 
against her bosom. “I loved him,” she 
said, looking up at me again with a sweet 
simplicity that was above all disguise, 
“and we were parted. I do not blame my 
dear father, and it is all over now. I ought 
not to have given way so, and before you. 
What was it that yon wanted to say to 
me?”

Wanted ! Ah, but the want was past 
now. I, too, could have said : “ It is all 
over,” but looking at the gentle courage in 
her pale face, I could not But be brave mv- 
self.

“Nothing of any importance,” I an­
swered, taking her hands in mine. It was 
to be for the last time, though she did not 
know it. “ I had meant to »«k you some­
thing ; but it does not matter, and you 
have answered it, not, knowing, already. 
Let me speak of this letter instead. You 
will know I did not mean to grieve yon 
when I showed it you. What I want is to 
see you happy, my child. Only be frank 
with me ; and do not forget that you are 
in my care. I will not fail you. You love 
this—this young man. Do you know if he 
is true to you ; or where we can find him ?”

The red fire-light was on her faqe, but I 
saw it whiten through all the ruddy glow ; 
and felt her hands tremble. Yet her 
pathetic eyes never wavered in her 
straightforward glance.

“Do you not know,” she said, “Dr. 
Elliott, you are very good. I never knew 
how good till to-day ; but you cannot help 
me in the way you think. There u 
nothing now of Guy to find but his grave. 
He died five years ago, just before we 
came to this house.

“ Died 1” I must have said it ; but it 
did not sound like my voice, and the room 
reeled with me. “Yes,” she said softly, 
the tears brimming np into her eyes again, 
“it was barely twelve months after—after 

sent him away. He went to Aus- 
. The friends where we first met 

gave me news of him two or three times ; 
but it was not good news—there was no 
good news to hear.” Her lif> quivered 
even now at the remembrance ; but she 
went on. *• I suppose papa was right ; he 
was not steady, my poor Guy, and 
he grew less so after we parted. 
At first I hoped that my love 
might help him ; for he knew I would be 
true and wait till he had got on, and won 
papa’s consent. And p*pa was not unjust,
Doctor ; he would have given it if___ .
Please do not mind my crying ; but I can’t 
talk about that time. I don’t think my 
poor Guy could work or keep to anyV " 
for long, and I dare aay he had many 
temptations ; but oh 1 even when I heard 
it, I knew God had never been so merciful 
as when he took him away. Poor Guy is 
safe now. It is better so, far.”

■There was a dead silence in the room. 
Only the ashes fell with a soft rustling 
sound into the hearth, and the flames 
leaped up and threw a warm glare over the 
dim green walls, the slender figure in its 
black robes, and tender, wistful face. A 
little small rain was pattering against the 
window-pane ; and in the corner of the 
room a great basket of hyacinths gave out 
a sweet, faint fragrance. Magdalen re­
membered herself with a start, and 
eyes met.

“ I have pained yon,” she said sorrow­
fully. “ Dr. Elliott, I am so sorry. For-

f ve me. Indeed, I never meant to do so.
who owe you so much, and would give so 

much to be able to repay you, even in the 
least, for all you have done for me.”

“My deer,” I answered, lifting her 
pretty, clinging fingers to my lips, “ fore 
does notwant#epeying. I lore you, Mag­
dalen. Did not your lather tell you ? There 
is only one thing you can do for me ; but I
would not have it, though it has >---- thecue hope of my life rilthe* ye-mrnî! 
known you, except you can give it me 
freely—of your own will—my love."

And then I stopped for an answer. What 
>*wus l will not tell you. Only, if you 
think it wrong that she, so fair and beauti- 
ful, should have given herself to a dull, 
middle-aged man like me, I cannot aay any­
thing. She will tell yon if she has ever 
repented it—she, my wife, and the mother 
of my children, sitting with her hand in 
mine while I say this.

And the house acmes the street has had 
other tenante for more than ten years now. 
—AU the Tear Hound.

CAKES, PUDDINGS, ETC.
Baked Custard.—Mix a quart of new 

milk with eight well-beaten eggs, strain 
the mixture through a fine sieve, and sweet­
en it with from five to eight ounces of 

gar, according to taste ; add a small 
pinch of salt, and pour the custard into a 
deep dish, with or without a lining or rim 
of paste, grate nutmeg or lemon rmd over 
tiie top, and bake it in a very slow oven.

Soda Cake.—Half a pound of loaf sugar, 
half a pound of flour, and half a pound of 
ground rice mixed altogether ; add two 
eggs, a teacup of milk, and a teaspoonful of 
carbonate of soda , rub in half a pound of 
butter, and well work it with the hand, 
and bake immediately.

Egg Cheesecake.—Six eggs, boiled 
hard, which rub through a sieve with a 
quarter of a pound of butter ; add a quarter 
of a pound of sugar, one lemon-juice and 
rind (grated), nutmeg and brandy to taste. 
A few currants are an improvement.

Orange Cream.—Put into a stewpan 
one ounce of isinglass, with the juice of six 
large oranges and one lemon, add sugar to 
your taste, rub some of the lumps on the 
peel of the oranges, add as much water as 
will make it up to a pint and a half, boil, 
strain through a muslin bag ; when cold, 
beat up with it half a pint of thick cream ; 
put into a mould. In hot weather add 
more isinglass.

Apple Cream.—Put into a pan twelve 
tablespoonfuls of the pulp of baked apples,
tiie whiter the better, the same proportion 
of cream, beat well together with a pint 
and a quarter of lemon jelly, made with 
one ounce and a quarter of gelatine. 
Lemon-juice, peel, and sugar to taste. 
Clear the jelly with white of egg.

Portugal Cake.—Half a pound of but­
ter, three eggs, leaving out one white, 
work it well with your hands for half an 
hour, till the eggs are smoothly mixed ; 
add half a pound of sugar sifted, half a 
pound of flour dried, half a pound of cur­
rants : mix the above ingredients well 
together, butter the pans, which should be 
small, bake them in a quick oven.

Herodotus Pudding.—Half a pound" of 
bread crumbs, half a pound of best figs, six 
ounces of suet, six ounces of brown sugar : 
mince the figs and suet very nicely ; a 
little salt, two eggs well beaten, nutmeg to 
your taste ; boil in a mould four hours. 
Serve with wine sauce.

Baked Pudding.—Butter a suitable 
dish, then lay a slice of baker’s bread, then 
shredded beef suet and a few currants, 
until you have sufficient. Then take three 
eggs, a pint of new milk, a little nutmeg, 
essence of lemon, and sugar, beat them well 
together, and an hour will bake it. Add a 
little pastry round the dish.
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REFRIGERATORY PROCESS.
It is a common practice in the warm season 

of the year to cool fluids by immersing the 
bottles in which they are contained in a 
vessel of celd water. This is decidedly un- 
philosophical and bad in practice. That 
such is the esse, may readily be shown by 
reference to direct experiment. If we 
immerse a thermometer in water, and 
afterwards remove it into the air, it will be 
found to sink several degrees ; but it will 
speedily rise, and take the temperature of 
the air. But if we place a piece of moist 
cloth on the bulb of the thermometer, it 
will retain its cool state till all the water 
is evaporated from the cloth. Now this 
very simple experiment at once points out 
the process by which we may best cool the 
contents of any vessel. It should be placed 
in a shallow dish of water, and a cloth 
thrown over it so that the edges of the 
cloth are immersed in the fluid, which will 
rise by the force of capillary attraction, 
and as readily be converted into vapor by 
the warm air around, continually diminish­
ing the temperature of the vessel beneath. 
In this way we have seen wine cooled 
eleven degrees of Fahrenheit ; and if a 
little spirit be employed as a substitute for 
the water, the temperature may be lowered 
about five degrees more. It is in this way 
that the body is cooled by the natural 
prespiration, which is perpetually oozing to 
the surface of the akin through the capillary 
tubes with which iTis studded.
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tion of fat may be avoided. Dr. Bade] 8* 
recommends that the mouth shoX 

the eye. open; or, foot « 
ypfr*! J t eoroulent persons should it 
little food, and that tiie quantity of si en 
should be diminished. These precanti 1 
may be followed with discretion, bu ? 
may be dangerous to carry them too faj 

Giblet Soup.-The giblets must be *11 
cleaned and singed ; put them into « 
strong veal or gravy broth, with sha££ 
chopped very fine. Great care must £
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etov«, and ms e.sifted fine, and a httle lemon pic) » 
When the rawness of the wine and len >« 
is gone so that no flavor predominate, 
pour it into a tureen and serve hot/ 
table.

Varnish for Brass-Work.-To apirt 
of smuts of wine, put one ounce of turmerc 
powder, two drachms of best annatto and 
two drachms of paffron. Let it stand tin 
days, shaking the bottle often, and filter 
through coarse muslin into a clean bottle ; 
add then three ounces of clean seed-lac, and’ 
shake the bottle often for fourteen dayi 
The brass, if large, must be first warmed 
so as to heat the hand, and the varmth 
then applied with a brush. The varnish 
gives the brass rails of desks, ic., a 
beautiful appearance.

Spiced Beet.—One ounce of saltpetre, 
pounded very fine, to be rubbed well e 
the piece of beef ; three hours afterward» 
rub on half a pound of brown sugar ■ M 
the meat lie m this pickle for two days ■ 
then take one ounce of ground clove tUÀ per, half an ounce of nice, , few 
all well pounded ; a teaapoonful of Cayenne 
pepper mixed with the spice. Rub til ink 
the beef, particularly Into the holes • now 
and then, a little salt separately. Bake it 
in an oven, covering it with suet.

An Excellent Receipt for Bcesi 
and Scalds.—Take equal parts of olive oil 
and lime-water, which, when well mixed 
together, forms a beautiful white oint 
ment, which may be spread with a feather 
upon the part affected, and a thin rag laid 
over it. Two or three dressings will 
generally take out all the fire, after which 
apply a little healing ointment. Families 
ought always to have this remedy by 
them, that it may be applied immediately 
after the accident, as it very soon gives 
ease.

To Make Walnut Catsup.—Take the 
walnuts when proper to pickle ; beat them 
in a mortar and squeeze them through » 
thin cloth ; to every pint of liquor*add 
one pound of anchovies, two ounces of 
mace, two ounces of cloves, and the same 
of Jamacia pepper. Boil all together until 
the anchovies are dissolved, then strain it 
through a sieve. To every pint of it pnt 
half a pint of vinegar, with a great many 
shallots and garlic ; strain it again, a little 
at a time, through the anchovies, to make 
it clear. Let it stand until cold, and then 
bottle it for use.

How to Bone a Turkey.—After the
turkey has been properly dressed, ent off 
the first joint of the leg. Now make an 
incision down the back-bone from the head 
and carefully separate the flesh from the 
bone on both sides, until you arrive at the 
wings and legs. Cut very carefully round 
the joints, and insert the knife between 
the flesh and the bone, when the bone will

MISCELLANEOUS,
Calves' Rennet is said to be a good 

remedy for the cure of felons.
To Remove Grease from Cloth.— 

Take soft soap and fuller’s-earth, of each 
half a pound, beat them well together in 
a mortar, and form into cakes. The spot, 
first moistened with water, is nibbed with 
a cake and allowed’to dry, when it is well 
rubbed With a little warm water, and 
afterwards rinsed or rubbed off clean.

Damp Walls.—The following method 
is recommended to prevent the effect of 
damp walls on paper in rooms ; Line the 
damp part of the walls with sheet lead, 
rolled very thin, and fastened up with 
small copper nails. It may be immediately 
covered with paper. The lead is not to be 
thicker than that which lines tea-chests. ■

To Extinguish a Fire nr a Chimney. — 
Throw some powdered, brimstone on the 
fire in the grate, or imite some on the hob, 
and then put a board or something in the 
front of the fire-place to prevent the fumes 
descending into the room. The vapor of 
the brimstone ascending the chimney will 
then effectually extinguish the soot on 
fire.

■ The Best Means of Clearing Coffer.— 
First, take the quantity of coffee required, 
and pour on boiling water, then strain it, 
and add tiie white and shell of one egg, 
well beaten up. Boil for a few minutes. 
If a stranger be not at hand, two table- 
spoonfuls of cold water poured in the coffee 
will clear it, It must be poured out very 
gently.

A Swiss Soup.—Boil three pounds of 
potatoes, mash them well, and add slowly 
some good broth, sufficient for the tureen. 
Let these boil together, then add some 
spinach, sorrel, a little, parsley, lemon, 
thyme, mint, and sage, all chopped very 
fine. Boil altogether five minutes ; pepper 
and salt to taste. Just before taking it off 
the fire to serve add two well beaten eggs.

To Polish Sea-shells.—This requires 
much care and experience. The shells are 
first burned to get rid of tiie mn»il matter 
that remains in them. Their rough out­
side is next removed by mechanical means. 
They are then carefully treated—some with 
nitric, others with muriatic acid, according to 
their nature, until the proper surface is 
reached. This is then polished by friction, 
with leather and the hand.

A Wat of Dressing Eggs.—Boil six 
eggs hard, remove the shells, but leave the 
eggs whole ; cover them witii a rich force­
meat made with ham, pounded anchovy, 
pounded veal and bacon fat, well pounded 
together and highly seasoned ; brush them 
with the yolk of an egg, and dredge them 
with bread-crumbs or vermicelli ; try them 
a pale-gold colour, or pot them for a 
quarter of an hoar in an oven, and serve 
them up with gravy in the dish.

To Give Shirt Collars-a Glass-leer 
Look.—To one tablespoonful of starch put 
one of cold water ; beat very smooth, and 
add another tablespoonful of water. Then 
pour on boiling water until it becomes the 
consistency required. Add a little melted 
white gam ( about the sise of a pea before 
melted), and a few shreds of white wax. 
This will give the articles a clear, glassy 
appearance.

A Sauce Piquante.—Put into a sauce­
pan a wineglass of vinegar, some thyme, a 
laurel leaf, garlic, shallots, and some pep­
per. Put it on the fire until it is reduced 
to half the quantity. Add to it some 
bouillon gravy or soup, whatever you may 
have at hand. Past it through a sieve, rub 
some butter into a little flour and add it "to 
the sauce, with herbs chopped finely. 
This makes a good sauce piquante for cut-

the liquor added thereto.
A Tasty Dish for Breakfast ok 

Luncheon.—This is a very economicsl 
dish, and, if cooked well, makes a pleasant 
change. For three people take six sheep’s 
tongues, let them lie in cold water for two 
hours until all the blood has left them, 
then throw them into boiling water for a 
minute, one by one, until you can remove 
the hard skin which covers them. Stew 
them in a saucepan gently in lukewarm 
water for three hours, with three small 
carrots, two laurel leaves, cloves, a small 
onion or two, peper,’ and salt. Cut them 
in two lengthwise, remove the roots, and 
serve them with a sauce piquante.

To Pickle Mushrooms White.—Cut 
off the stalks of some small buttons, mb 
off the skins with a piece of flannel dipped 
in salt, and throw them into milk and 
water. Let them remain some little time, 
then drain them out and put them into a 
stewpan with a good handful of salt over 
them ; cover close, and put them over a 
gentle stove for five minutes to draw ont 
all the water. Empty them on to a coarse 
cloth to drain well, and leave them until 
they are quite cold. Make a pickle of 
white wine vinegar, a little mace and gin­
ger. Boil all together for a few minutes, 
and when cold pour over the mushrooms.

White Soup.—Take a scrag ot mutton, 
a knuckle of veal, and a shank bone of 
ham, a bunch of sweet herbe, some celery, a 
piece bf fresh lemon-peel, three or four 
onions, three blades of mace, a dessert­
spoonful of white pepper ; boil all together 
in four quarts of water until the meat falls 
quite to pieces. Next day skim off all the 
fat, and clear the jelly from all sediment, 
and pat it into a saucepan. Have ready 
the thickening, made as. follows : Blanch 
one quarter of a pound of sweet almonds, 
and beat them to a paste in a marble mortar, 
with a spoonful of water to prevent them 
from oiling. Mince a large dice of cooked 
veal or chicken, beat it up well with a few 
crumbs of stale bread, add to these a pint 
of thick cream, a small piece of fresh lemon- 
peel, a blade of mace in the finest powder. 
Boil it a few minutes, then add a pint of 
the soup, strain and pulp it through a 
coarse sieve. This thickening is then 
ready to be put to the rest of the soup, 
which boil for half an hour , altogether. 
Vermicelli must be added, only giving it 
time enough to grow soft before it is put 
into the tureen. Serve hot.

Stewed Beef.—Ten pounds of fresh 
beef cut from the short ribs or brisket ; 
bone it, flour it well; and put it in a fish- 
kettle ; cover it with scalding water, add 
turnips, carrots, both uncut, a bench of 
sweet herbs, tied up in a muslin, and a 
large onion stuck with ten cloves, a half a 
teaspoonful each of pepper and salt ; stew 
very slowly five hours, skimming it about 
twice ; half an hour before taking up 
throw in a dozen or more small button 
onions, or a large onion cut into eight, six 
turnips, first out into slices, then into dice; , 
when ready, take up the meat, skin off the | 
upper skin, keep tiie meat warm, thicken 
toe soup or liquor in which the meat was 
bailed with three tablespoonfuls of floor, 
.mixed smoothly in a little cold water ; add 
a little browning or burnt sugar, and stir 
the thickening into the soup ;let it simmer, 
then pour it hot, vegetables an.", all, over 
the meat, or the soup may be served 
separately. Should any of the meat to 
left, place it in a dish, put a board on it 
then a weight upon it again, and let it re­
main till cold, when it will be most delici­
ous and tender eating.

Turkish Mode of Making Coffee.— 
The Turkish mode of making coffee pro­
duces a very different result from that to 
which we accustomed. A small to”?0*1 
saucepan, with a long handle, and calculat­
ed to hold about two tablespoonfius ot 
water, is the instrument used. The 6"? 
roasted berry is pounded, not ground, *»“ 
about a dessert-spoonful is put into tto 
minute boiler ; it is then nearly filled witn 
water, and thrust among the embers ;* 
few seconds suffice to make it boil, 
decoction, grounds and all, is poured ont 
into a small cup, which fits into » “**? 
socket much like the cup of an acorn, an® 
holding the china cup as that does toe 
acornftselL The Turks seem to dr»* 
this decoction boiling, and swallow the 
grounds witii the liquid. We allow it to 
remain a minute, in order to leave tn 
sediment at the bottom. It is “WaV* 
taken plain ; sugar or cream would »
thought to spoil it ; and Europeans, alter 
little practice, are said to prefer it to t 
clear infusion drunk in France. I» eTev 
but yon will see these coffee-boilers suspen­
ded, and tiie means for pounding t 
roasted berry will be found at hand.

COMMON AILMENTS OF j 
LIVE STOCK.i _
OR PREMATURE LABOUR IN 

MARES.
__ to near sad accounts
I Jfctere and there losing foals ii 

i birth, and sometimes the loss 3 
the mares as well. From till 

„ - with which such have takes 
i successive years, and have com!

observation, after can 
j all conditions, we ha\ | 

that 99 per cent, of such lossi 
; to occur. We may therefor 

r consider the subject in a separat!

re give brief consideration to i 
r of skin diseases which come within 

j of ailments of the season, the 
sudden alternations of temper: 

rig powerfully upon the intern: 
l engaged in the digestive process and 

store and elaboration of material fol 
j up and repairing the body. Wj 

Bgoceed to explain how the process < 
order will in the end produce thJ 
t abortion or slipping the foal, ana 
' l labour.

^effects of the application of cold i 
L at the time pretematurally heats 
laps moistened, with perspiration 
hç results are mofe speedy and]
, are the contraction of superfi 
_ els, and determination or driv 
l to all large organs a large quantiti 

At the time of pregnancy tb| 
of the mother requires a gre 

_j of blood for the nourishment of th 
and under the influences of cold 

, jszi exposure, it is not unlikely th 
amount sent there may act injuriously!

St fœtus may suffer from general conges 
_ even inflammation, and thus :

_1 or complete arrest of circulatioil 
tAa place in its body. At otheJ 

l trie placenta or after-birth, througH 
i all the blood passes from the mothei 
3 offspring, may become, through tha 
I already mentioned, partially or com! 
r involved in congestion or inflammal 

j in small spots or centresl 
spreading outward, and by the 

i or confluence of many of these spots! 
opting the flow of blood entirely! 

i both these conditions the foetus ir 
rived of support, and consequently die 

l womb and must be expelled. An 
■ cause of death of the offspring is th 

mil tion of the mother as depending up 
|ie rood, shelter, and general treatme 

j the previous part of the winti 
r farmers are too careless about th| 

mid well-being of their preg 
j mid vainly imagine that, as therJ 

j be little or nothing for them to do! 
her may endure, without damage, a fail 

r’s short commons, and make up fol 
ncy when grass comes again! 

is a very delusive and destructive 
nt, for the pregnant animals, above 

fithers, requires more support at i " 
j for she has not only her own body! 

i sourish, but all her functions are ed 
1 to make blood for the rapidly-grow-J 

j "oetus and membranes inside the womb 
the should, therefore, have proper fa 
sdevery domestic comfort, so as to keep 

Ip the natural functions to a suitable 
legxseof activity ; but if she is allowed tol 

s poor, to subsist on common, coarse,! 
ndbed food, the blood becomes poor i 
"ite nourish the offspring, and it is bon 

weak, and prone to disease. If it]
■e the first few weeks of life, it may! 

r ap a sickly thing, liable to rheuma-1 
t and deformities, lameness, &c., and 

I bf more trouble than value.
I Tie general result, however, is that durJ 

early spring, more especially if the) 
r prove mild and showery, and g 

idaat, or if larger supplies of food, par-] 
)ariy of the artificial kinds, are give 

and poverty-stricken i 
to make blood too rapidly, 

j the membranes, and even the off|
; also suffer so much from the sudde 

. that acute congestion or inflamn 
a quick! y followes, and the circulation ij 

sf arrested. The offspring suffers 
1 a species of strangulation and dies! 

labour of course takes pli 
, for the dead foetus becomes i 

i body, and must be expelled. The;
^still ■another common cause of death i 

This is the effect of violence on 
kinds. All, of whatever kind! 

nd to produce the same round of con-1 
liions which terminate in the same re! 
lit—cutting off the supply of nutritiori 

’tween mother and offspring, which causes 
ith of the latter. When mares ai 

into pastures for the first time i 
i spring they are apt to play, gallop, and 

ibont Rolling on the ground is j 
> fertile source of premature labour J 

i«j men should be cautioned again 
iiwuig mares in foal to go loose too soon 

coming in from work, and mon 
ially if they are warm or are sufferm 
surfeit in its various forms. Ever: 

i the harness is removed an amount ol 
i -is sometimes set np by the! 

Ecation of cold to the parts that arq 
t with perspiration, as beneath the!
' i, collar, Ac., that no sooner does thi 

L find herself free than she mshe:
E the stable and commences to roll ml 

3 straw-yard, or pasture. Heavy work] 
[ plough or drawing loads, severe and 
L-"l moderate trotting in saddle or harness;! 

sussions received in passing through!
ays when two or more are trying to! 

! St the same time, are fruitful causes! 
«ta*ture labour by producing death of! 

. first. The connexion between! 
and offspring is broken off- 

pi'txred_and the latter dies as a con-1

labour is not as a seriou 
ted to the foal only. T1 

.ently suffers, and, if she do 
ue, the effects of an untimely birthl 

iy render htr weak and unprofitable dur-j 
» whole su lamer. It must be borne in 
il that as the time approaches fori 

‘«sal delivery a great many necessary| 
are being established, and these 

complete at the time when the 
XL Among these are the relax-] 

of tile ligaments uniting the hip bonesT 
. JB. Jsjîten the birth passage ; thd 
la tiie proper position of the foah| 
are, besides these, other importantf 

but we need not stop to noticel 
, , - -F- • It will, however, be under! 

/By this enumeration that if the foal 
dad from any cause already named, and 

of delivery is yet far distant! 
r relaxation of ligaments andf 
the foal will not be secured! 

i therefore difficult and attend! 
er. The passage it too small! 
’ >a frequently makes matters!

indeed, that the most skR-l 
practitioner may fail to save! 

by effecting early and safe de l

cWnt for the watchful agricul-l

> of 1

rithi

ned of the causes which| 
L may cause loss amo 

l feel assured if they were! 
jeneral branch of studyj 
be very much reduo 
f stock. But while we| 
the evils of impn 
animals, we must 

t excessive evils are son 
ntiy—bom of kindne 
i are even killed by it! 

i of highly nutritious food! 
accompanied with close] 
engender constipation, I 

it indigestion ot an acute! 
If the animal rolls about! 
the foetus is likely to be! 

cents in the womb and! 
take place ; but the! 

1 the mare also by causing! 
i and some portions!

[ [DAIRY REFUSE, 
t made the following re-1


