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The Bridge Between.

CMAPTER XXIX,~~DOROTHY REFLHOTS.

“J¢ 18 such a lovely morning!" sighed
Doruiuy i “ 1o one would think it was the
end of Uetober ; and I should so like to go
a0d sit a little while in the garden, with a
oloak round me. Iam so tired of hzsng
to work, and g viing nothing to do. d,
after all, I nwver shall Jiko work, and I
oannot oo its v ungo{ful virtae, unéoos 1

ain monoy by 11«0 help poorpapa, Bome-
gow," she’;md, with a sigh, I think My,
Fullers idea of happiness was the right
one—jusi enough tv live on, and nothing

o do,

b She pathered a shawl round ber, and
looked wut at the sunshiny garden, and
then struggled against her longing to go
and be quiet, and the feeling that she ought
to find other things to do,

“I am very seolfish,” she said, presontly
—vory! 1wishIocould cure ruyself. I
wonder what Goorge Blakesley saw in me
to love! Itis so odd, too,” she thought;
“but since I have tried to work and to do
better, I don's think he has oared so much
for me. His love seoms to be dying out,
and 1 do not wonder at it. 1 am very,
very solfish.”

¢ Dorothy, will you come into my stugg ”
.oalled Mr, Woodward, I wantto speak to
you, my dear! I am notwell,”

So she laid down the book she had taken
up, and threw aside hershawl, and went.

+ Come here,” Lo said, as sho entered,
t*and sit down. You have been such »

.good girl lately, dear; I don't know what
wo shonld have done without you!”

And Dorothy's heart gava a throb of sat-
sfaotion,

¢ T want to talk to you, you know,about
how things have gone lately at the offics ;
1 fear they are worse even than we imag-
ined, Hunter, the manager, in whom we
4rusted thoroughly, has been playing us
false, and the paper has gone altogether to
smish, I thought perhaps something
might be saved, but I nee now it is impos-
aible. I shall be in the Gazetto next week,
I it;ppose. and these things will have to be
so0ld.”

s fold 2"

4 Yes, dear; I have been thinking that
perbaps you snd your mother had better
go into some ohesp lodginge before the
erssh comes, Yon must comfort her as
wall a8 you can, dear, and anage every-
thing, for there is no money. The leage of
this house will be sold, of course,”

4 And ghall we never come baock here 2"

T suppose not,” he said, and turned
sadly away; aud she saw that there were
tears in her father's eyes, ¢ I wish {had
seftled your mother's money on her, and
never risked it in this business, I shall
never forgive myself as long as I live, but
I did it for the best, aud of course I have
my ohildren to think of, and I wartsd to
make some provision for you."

The woxds fell on Dorothy’s heart like a
roproach, He had ruined himself, hoping
to provide for his children, and she had
been dresming Ler life away, and Tom had
heen spending his money in pleasure. She
would make no promises, she thought, but
things should be different in future, and
she gave a long sigh, and thought how dif-
forent her life might have been,

I oonld never scparate my dreams from
1oy realities,” she thought, * and sufficient.
ly realize the latter,”

Do you think you couldfind some cheap
lodgings, dear?” Mr. Woodward asked.
#1 want your mother to be out of this
place by Satarday. It would distress her
80 to see all our things sold. You must
get some furnished rooms for us, as cheaply
s gonible, and get all your clothes away,
and you and your mother and Sally and
the boys must get there as quickly as possi-
ble. 1 wish Will could go on with his
school s little longer. There, that is all,
dear. I am very unwell; I wish I was not
obliged to go out!” he sighed.

Then Dorothy kissed her father ten-
derly, ard went to think about how she
should manage all he wished.

4 And while ho was in all this sorrow,”
she thought, *“ I was thinking of going to
read my book and idle about in the gargen.
I wish I could see Mr, Blakesley, he would
help me. Ob, to think we must loave this
house !" and she tried vainly to keep baok
her tears. * It will geem like the end of a
life to us all; for we shall never have such
happy days again!” And she thought of
the early summer days, and all the happy
hours she had spent with Mr, Fulter.
¢ Those were the happiest days of my life,"
she thought, * and they are all gone for
ever.”

CHAPTER XXX.~—DOROTRY IN THE WORKSHOP.

Dorothy weat out an hour later, and,
after a long search, found some furnished
rooms whick she thought wounld do, and
:‘lmk them, subject to hor mother's approv-
rooms, near o St. John's Wood, but the
beat she could get at the price.

oY wonder if Mr. Blakesley will come
and see us this evening,” she thought
again.  He promised {o try and get me
something—among his friends, t00.”

It was strange how she *was learning to
lean on the men she did not love. Sud-
denly, as she passed a shop, she saw, writ-
ten on a card displayed in the window,
““Wanted; & governess. A young Iady re-
gired to feach three children English,

ench, and Music* inquire,” eto,

“1 wonder if I ahouid do for that,” she
thought. And, after a long deliberation;,
she delermined to go and try. The ad-
dress given was only a little way off, and
80 it was not far to go. “I don’t know
what to say,” ske thought; and her hand
shook as she knocked at the door, and her
fool lagged painfully as sho asoended the
stairs to the little showy drawing.room to
which the servant conducted hor. Then
she remembered how often George Blakes-
loy had said that-work was always honour-
able and noble, and all her conrage oame
back, and with it & thought that almost
made her joyful—she, going to tty and
wo:k in earnest mow, and help her poor
O'o.l.iq :::I!m! 8he had found something

ve

Theeo was someihing in the manner and
$b0 fase of the guiet brown-syed girl shat

They were shabby dreary.looking | full

intqrw:id the 1sdy of the hopad, whon ahie
appeared. Dorothy was no longer the
fxsghtonod dreamy ohild, as sho sat and
told what she oonld do, and explained that
she had never been out before, but that
cirecumstancos had arisen which made her
wish to work, snd she was ready to do so.

¢ But I should ouly want you to come for
three hours in the morning, aud I onl
thought of glving twenty pounds a year,'
Mrs. Gibson eaid, half afraid that the dig-
nified lady-like girl would zcareely conde-
soend to teach the three cbildren of a poor
dootor's wife, who had a etroggle to make
things lcok better than they were. But
Dorcthy said ehe would willingly under-
take the oflice, and so, when she left, aftor
playing some anatohes on the piano to the
mother of her fature pupils, it was with the
knowledge that if, on enquiry, Mrs. Gibson
found that all Dorothy snid was true, she
was forthwith to bo installed, for three
hours daily, as the governess of the small
Gibsens. One thing she had stipulated—
i, ¢., that she should be paid woskly.

It will bo a comfort to me," she sald,
frankly, feeling it neither shame nor & sin
to confess what o many try to hido—pov-
orty; “ for [ am very poot, and this money
will bo & great help,”

How she walked home that afternoon

that her feet could soarcely help keeping
time, and walking was & trial, when she
longed to ran, as she would have done a
yeoar ago, reckless of all appearances.

¢ I am so thauk(ul,” she oried to herself,
#1 am going to work. I am no longer
human lumber, as My, Blakesley eaid. I
am going to work, and to be of use.”

This was the burden of Ler thoughts.
She had a right now to the light of the sun,
and to watoh the falling leaves, and to
breathe the fresh air of that glorious
autumn day, and to walk over the world's
pleasant paths ; for was she not one of the
world’s workers, a part of its great ma-
ohinery, necessary to others, and entering
into their views, and making them, or hay-
ing now the power of making them, better '
* And I will!" she thought, while the tears
oame into her eyes ; * and if I cannot make
one thing good and beautiful, I may make
many others just a little better, and doing
this, I shall be satisfied.”

Yes, Dorothy lad found something to
live for at last, and, unconsciously, she wae
beginning already In the world’s great
workshop to make one thing beautiful, and
that one her own life., She oaught sight of
her home, and all the light died out of her
heart, for she remembered the shabby
lodgings to which they were to remove,
Her father was out when she entered, and
her mother was sitling sadly alone, griev.
ing, a8 was her wont.

*“Do you know we are going to leave
here nex$ week, Dorothy 2" she asked.

 Yeos, dear mamma 1" and she told her
of the rooms she had taken, and Mrs.
Woodward's tears began to flow,

¢ I am sure it will killme!"” she sobbed,
‘ and yoar poor father too. It 1s such a
pity he was so thoughtless, and he is not
woll either. It is breaking his hoart as well
a8 mine. Hb is g0 serupulons, too; he will
ivo up everystick we have, and won'tlet me
ﬁeep & thing back, excepting our olothes.”
4 He is quite right, dear mamma.”
*Yes, but I don't know what will beeome
of us,” her mother said, sadly. ¢ Weshall
be starving when the winter comes.”
“Oh no, mamma; oh nol we will all
help. And, oh, dear mamma, I have got
work already,” and she threw herself down
on her knees, and put her head down on
Mre. Woodward's shoulder, and told her
about her pupils,
“And so . will help papa, and we all

ma 1" and the pent-up feeling in her heart
gave way, and the tears ramned down her
oheeks, as she felt her mother clingirg to
her; but yet it seemed as if the old welf
whisperad and reproached her with all the
past 1dle years.

“How could I be so selfish! oh, how
could I1" she thought, bitterly. *Oh, if I
could only become better I she longed, till,
in her eagerneas, the words became almost
& prayer.

“Oh, Dorothy dear!" said Mrs. Wood-
ward, an hour later, * I forgot to tell you
that Mr. Fuller came while you were out.
He has been in the West of England, but
is going abroad soon, and came to sa;
good-bye. Ho said he should write to you.”

CHAPTER XXX,~=T0M DECLARES HIMSELF,

It was a chilly evening, but they had
wrapped themselves up well, and stood for
the last time under the sycamore-tree,
Dorothy iu the midst, striving hard to keep
back her tears. ly made no effort to
hide hers, but let them fall freely, It was
their last evening at Hampstead.

« T shall get some work to do,” said Will.
“So shall 1,” said Sally.

“Bhould like to know what a shrimp
like you could do ?” Tom remarked, scorn-
S

“]1 can draw men and women,” aaid

y.
*“8o you can, darling,” said Dorothy;
“ and it 72 such a blessing to be able to eay
you can do even one thing. I wonder if
Sally could earn anything, Men and wo-
men are things we like to see, oven in
pictures.”

#Oh yes, we'remighty fond of ourselves,”
remarked Tom,

 Tom, how much are you going to give
to dad out of your'money ?” maked Will,

Nind your own business 1” was the po-
lite reply. *‘Dorothy, when do you begin
to teach your brats ¢
“You shouldn't call them brats,” re.
plied his sister. I begin on Monday.”

 Oh well, 8ally and Will, you had better
goin. You'll find Blakesley thers.”

My, Blakesley thers ?" said Dorothy,
almost eagerly.

* Yes; they'll tell him you are out here;
80 if he wents to see you he'll come."

She was_anxious to ses him to-night.
She wanted to hear what he wonld sa;
when she told him that she had got work;
but she was ashamed to confess it, even to
herself, and #0 she remained babind with
Tom. 8he pulled her warm shawl oloser
roand her, and steod waiting for him to
speak ; but he said nothing—only stood
whistling in an unessy sort of way to him-

self. 8o she sat down on the seat—the

Dorothy never kuew. It seemed as if she J'
J trod on air, as if her heart danced so wildly

will, and take care of you dear, dear mam- it

dear old rickety seat on which she would
never ait again perhaps, and begaa to day-
dream. It wae strango how much George
Blakesley ontered into hor thoughts, now
that ha had, as far as was in his power,
withdrawn himself from ber life, She was
80 auxioua that ho should see that she was
not the mere weak girl he had thought,
and that she could put some real work and
earnestness into her life, when the fime
oame that they were really ngeded, She
did not aare for him, but she kaew that his
praise was a thing worth oaring for, be.
cause he only gave it when it had been
earned; and so she waited, and tried to
imagine what he would say to her firat
roal atelp in a right direction,

“ Doll,” gaid Tom, solemuly and slowly
breaking in upon her thoughts,  do you
know I think I'm a beast.”

“Tom|" she almost soreamed, in hor
surprise,

‘8o I am, Doll.”

‘“Why ?" sho anxiously inquired.

‘* Booause, dear, the dad's ruined, and we
aro all on the hignway to the workhouse,
and you have exerted yourself, and are
going to teach brats, and Will talks about
grinding, and even Bally wants to help.
And I oan't do anything, though.I have
fifty pounds a year,”

“But why can't you 2"

“ Booause I kept that boat all the sum-
mer, and you know what a lazy lot we
were, end how you and all of us nged to
hang about.”

orothy winced beneath his words,
though there was no thonght of reproach
in them,

 And go I used to got off easily, and pay
another fellow to take some of my work,
and he's made a lot of mulls somehow, and
pow I believe I shall get dismissed—sent
off, you know. I owe a lot on the boat
sooro, and here I am. I am a regular
beast, Doll! Blakesley told me as much
when I began, but I wounldn't take it.”

“ Oh, Toru, oan't you work hard and re-
trieve 2"

1 meoan to try. I'm not going to be
outdone by & girl. I have got out of the
boat business, that's one comfort. Look
here, Doll, I shall let you manage my money
in future, and I'll pay off as fast as Ioan, and
get into something else, if I'm kioked ont
where I am, and make a good start. Ob,
here comes Blakesley, so I'd Lietter go.
Give us a kiss, Dolly, I'm glad you are
not going to be married ; we should have
missed you awfally.”

CHAPTER XXXIIL~* ANOTHER GOOD<BYE,"

“ Well, Dorothy," said George Blakesley,
in his usual quiet voiee, * are yog holding
& reception under the branches of your fa.
vorite tvee?” Then he sat down by her

told him about her pupils, He seemed
pleased, but he gave her no praise, and she
was disappointed. ¢ You can do more than
three hours’ work a.day,” he said, * and I
have heard of something that would do for
you, I think, but I do not know whether
you would have the oomge to acoept it.”
 Yeos I should,” she said.

4 It is shis. Auns Josephine is writinf a
book, something about the better education
of women, and she wauts an smanuensis.
You write a good hand, and she would only
want yon in the afternoon or evening.”
“But I should be so ashamed to go;
they must think so badly of me!” and she
turned her face away.
¢ No, they don't do tha!,” he arswered
in a low voioe. “I know it wonld be awk.
ward for you at first; the conslderation is
whether you ought or not to lose the work."”
She sat considering for a long time, and
sh’e’ answered slowly, * I ought not to lose

* Then I will speak to her about it this
evening,” aud he rose {o go.

¢ Are you going new ?" she asked. She
thought ho had meant fo sit by her side
and talk to her, as he used a month since,
but he answered almost distantly, if not
ooldly, ¢ Yes; ¥ promised to be at my aunt's
by seven ; and, Dorothy”—he turned round
and looked at her face for the first time
that evening—* I shan't see you again for
some time. I am going away for throe
months,”
 Going away ?" she said, in dismay.
“ What for?” He answered as if he re.
gented the queation, and she remembsred

Y, | euddenly that she had no right to ask it.

“On business partly,” he said, *and
artly for healih;” and then she, Yooking at
is face, saw for the firat time how worn it
had grown, and how ill he looked ; how all,
save the kind blue eyes, seemed changed;
she darted formard, and put her hand upon
his arm,

‘*Qeorge, have you forgiven— " but
she stopped, and did not know what to do,
for he stood and looked at her in surprise,
and gently erough drew her hand away
from his arm, “J will go and see Miss
Josephine to-morrow,” she said, meekly ;
“ bg‘t’ sball I not ses you again before yon
0

“No; I start for Paria to-morrow week.
Good-bye, Dorothy.”

** But you will come and eee us before
you go 2"

¢ No, I shall not have time.”

“Good-bye,” she said, coldly, turning
away to hide the tears in her eyes.

¢ Good-bye,” he said, and want.

8he returned to the seat undor the sye
more-tree, snd sat down. It was a terrible
disappointment to her. 8he thought he
would iave been pleased, and have praised
her. She felt as if hatf her efforis had been
made to gain his approval; *and he conld
not haveloved me very much,” she thought ;
“for he seoms to have forgotten all the
past, and to have ascepted the position of
an ordinary friend quite ocontentedly—I
wonder shat he_ever loved me at all,
though.” 8he sighed. * Oh, my dear old
syoaiwore, to think I chall never stand be-.
neath you again 1" And then she thought
of the morning when Venus was buried,
and all that had been since, and of the old
vexed question. * I have answered that,”

Y | she thonght, * and found something to live.

Jor ; but I wish life was not anch & weary-
ing thing—I am tired of it alresdy.” She
was so fond of the on—she felt almost
a8 if she could not leave it—there were so
many memories bound up with it, Bat
whan ehe went hdomm:t 1ast she forget

tboadmho.ud , s0d
the okd seat, aad Veaus' grave, and every.

side, and Tom went in-doors, and Dorothy | in
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ofter,

“and Itold him 1t was from My, Faller, for
I know his waitting.”

It is onlf to wish me good-bye,” said
Dorothy—*I was out whon he cams, yon
know.” Aud she pnt it Into her pooket.
Bho executod all the little household duties,
which lately she has taken on herseif, and
waited till sho esoa}:ed for the night beforo
she broke the soal of hor letter. This was
what ho said 1~

Dear Dorotny,—~You were out when 1
oamo the other day, so we did not say
good-Lyo. Yghall only be away for a foew
monthe :l\onfgh. and when I coms back my
first visit will be to Dorothy, and perhaps
sho may have forgotten the past, or all in
it that made her so angry, I think you
were quite right to be an ?v, and I shall
never forgive mysolf for all 1 said and did;
but now~-now that you are free, will you
try and forgive me ? My dear little Doro.
thy, I often think of the happy days we
spent before Netta came and bewitohed us
all, and what excellent friends wo were.

There is sush a wild sea down on this
rough Cornish coast ; you wonld delight in
it B0, We are very muoh alike, Dorothy ;
I have often thought that, and we should
both be aontent to dream our lives away in
& plaoe like this, I believe, I wish yon
woro here. How could you ba 80 foolish,
ohild—[ never forgot you—1 was only fas.
cinated, Before the spring comes I ghall
be back at Hampstead with you, and sit
ting under the syoamore-tres, Good-bye,
childo—Yours ever, Apriay FuuLeg,

Bho looked up when she had finished
readingit, Ithad made her heart beat and
her fingers tremble, and the old feeling
oame rashing back, and Netta's words with
it, that perhaps some day she should marry
him; but the new feeling conquered it.
*No," she said, *life is made for something
better than dreams,” Then she thought,
with a sigh—*Aud I have no heart. I
only love just my home people, and that is
natural, but all my other feelings seem
just to oonsist of vestless longings and
wishes, and something I do not under-
stand."

The next day thoy left Hampstead, and
in the afternoon Dorothy went to Miss
Josephine's, and became her amanuensis,

(To bo continued.)

Food for the Nerves.

The mind and the body are olosely
united, and can only act by the same
laws; whether aotion proceeds from the
nervous centres and is invirible, or from
the musonlar system, and is visibla—it is
action produced by force generated with.
« The German Professor Helmholiz
has lately brought the calenlations of the
force that has to be engendersd within
our comprehension, and if such a force
has to bo maintained, it can only be done
by nourishment of food. Food consists
not only of organio, vegetable and animal
matter; but also of air and water, and
therefore a change of air is often in.
vigorating to the nervous system. Our
ideas of the mind’s work are still very
oonfused, for all nervous action is pro-
duced by exertion or waste of force.
Grief is pervous exertion; joy is nervous
exertion ; despondeney nervous ex-
ertion; every thought is nervous exer.
tion, and all this exeriion wants main.
taining and feeding, Whenever .exhans-
tion appears, or'so oalled nervous dis-
orders, it is nothing else bui the oonse.
quence of want of nourishment. Grief
makes a greater claim on the nervous
oentres than joy, and it is excesdingl
wrong to avoid food in grief. Despond.
enoy is nothing but the result of incom.
plete nutrition of the mnerves, which give
way under outward prossure; it is only
necessary to be judioious and give good
nourishment to desponding persons, such
a8 will invigorate and prove of tonie
value, and the nervous system will re.
furn to its natural elastioity, Despond.
ency exhausts the nervous system great-
1y, for allthought is action, and despond.
ing thought wastes more forecs than
joyous thought, Nervous diseases are
the consequences of continned waste of
nervous action and incomplete nutrition,
and require mothing ut  judieious
dietetic treatment. All nervous dis.
orders and so-called Iunaoy can be greatly
affacted by diet; healthy and judicious
food moulds the character and mnourishes
the brain,

Birth of the Mosquito.

The female moaquito lays her eggs npon
the water. Finding s suitabls place, she
supports herself by her two pairs of fcre
1sgs, and crossing the hinder pair like the
letter X, she deposits the eggs one after an-
other in the support made by the legs,
putting them endwise, side by side, and
sticking them fSrmly togethar by means of
a glutinous secretion which covers them.
Whon the mass is complete, it is of the
shape of a Liny boat, consisting of from 250
to 860 ¢gge, which is set afloat and sban.
doned to its fate. This little raft floats
peraistently—it. will not sink, nor will hard
usage break it up, nor freezing destroy ths
vitality of the eggs. In a few days the
larvm, as the first stage of the insect is call.
ed, are hatohed, make their way out of the
u?tfie:d side of the egg, and go off in search
of food,

I is not one look, but the constant look-
wng to Jesus, that sanctifies und comforts.

“Tax Lord will strengthen him upon the
bed of languishing: Thou wilt make all
his bed in his sickness "—i.c., strergthen
him inwardlg, a8 the ontward man decay-
oth, 30 that he shall lie easy upon his bed,
refreshed with the Lord's inward oomforts,
while the body is languishing, Aud when
the body grows weak, when heart and flesh
fail, when death approacheth, here is a cor-
dial for the drooping spirit, “*This God is
our God for ever aad ever; He will be our
guide even unto death. God shall be the
ltren'gth of our hears, and our portion for
over.” Blessed assurance! Oh! treasnre
it ap, and praise the name of Jesues, who
died to procure the spplication of thess

mises-unto thee. “Precious in the

o
?w of the Lord is the death of His saints,”
- m kc

L?

]
thing elso ; for there, awaiting her, was & Srientitic and Msetn),
“Mr, Blakesloy teok it in,” eaid Sally, BREWIS,

Place on the firs a pint or more of
socording to the amount dosived; let i
boil & fow minates, then &dd a bit of buttyy
& pinoh of salt and fine bread oropl,
enough fo thicken 1t; heat throngh sy
servo.

A DEAUTIFUL SOARLET DYE FOR WoorLgy,

One ounnce pulverized ocochineai; two
ouncu8 oream of tartar; two ounces of
muriate of tin; one pound of oloth, Wet
the oloth in weak soapsads, Put the crean
of tartar into warm water suflleient to cory
the cloth, and hert until it boils, Then sy
in the cochineal, and aftorgards add n,
tin, and dip, your oloth instantly,

JONNNY OAKE,

Soald the meal at night; lot it gtagy
where it will keep slightly warm g
morning; then, for any ordinary fop,
quart panful, add sufficient sour milk ¢,
render tho right consistensy—generally 5
large teacupful i3 enough ; ealoratns, opy
tabtespoontul ; salt, at time of ecalding
the meal; if tho meal is very fine, do o
use boiling water,

A NICE DESSERT DISH,

Fill & quart bowl with alternato luyey
of thinly sliced apples and sugar, and ajj
half a oup of water, covered with a sanmy
held in place by & weight; bake slowly
threo hours; let it stand until coid, and
you will turn out & round mass of clearre
slioes, imbodded in firm jelly, For an ap.
companiment to a dessert of blauc mang,
rennet oustard, cold rice pudding, or eim}.
lar dishes,or even with nice bread and byt
ter, there is nothing nicer,

WHITE GINGERBREAD,

Rub half a pound of butter into ons
pound of flour, add_half & pound of foxf
sugar, which should be finely pounded ang
sifted, and the rind of one lemon very fins.
ly minced, one ounoe of ground ginger and
s nutmeog grated. Mix these well together;
make one gill of milk just warm, stic
half a teaspoonful of carbonate of soda, and
work the whole into & smooth paste; roll
it out into cakes, and bake in a moderaty
oven from fifteen to twenty minutes,

COCOANUT PIE.

One-kalf pound grated ococoannt, threy
quatters of a pound of white sugar, six
ounoes of butter, five eggs (the whites only),
two tablespoonfals rose water, one tea.
spoouful nutmeg. Cream the butter and
sugar, beat till very li; it, and add the xom
wator; then add the cocoanut with as
little and light beating ac possible ; finally,
whip in the stiffened whites of the eggs
with a fow ekilful strokes, and bake at
onge in open shells. Eat oold, with pow.
dered sugsr sifted over them. These are
very pretty and delightful pies.

SUGAR KISSES,

Beat the whites of four eggs fo a aliff
froth, stir into this one-half pound of sifted
white sugar, flavor to your taste. Lay..it,
when atiff, on heaps of white paper, each
the size and shape of half an egg, and an
inoh apart. Place the sheet on tins, and
put inte a hot oven ; when they turn a little
yellow, take them out aud let them cool
five minutes. Take two Lisses and pross
the bottoms gently together until they ad.
here, and 8o continue until all are prepared,
They are very delioato and good, ang look
handsome. .

TO COOK SALSIFY,

Anybody who is so fortunate as to have
this excellont vegetable, will doubtless like
it prepared thus:—Wash and sorape the
roots; slics thin, and boil twenty minutes;
season with butter, salt, ani peppor, and
turn into & Iarge tureen, upon Iayecs of
buttered toast ; or the soup may be served
as usual, and esten with oyster zorackers;
a bit of codfish cooked with the salicfy in-
oreases its resemblance to the bivalve be.
loved of epicures. For breakfast, cook
and maeh ; season, make up into cakes
with a little flour, and fry in butter or lard.

DRINKING ICE WATER,

Water is undoubtedly the most whole-
some baverage we can use, but thers isa
vast difference between water at a safe and
natural temperature and the ice water
which alone satisfies the abnormal crav-
ings of the American throat. Let us by
all means drink water, bat let us decline {0
engender our health and degrade ourcolves

inordinate quantities of ioe water. There
is. not & single animal—except man—
whick ever dreams of contaminating whole-
some water with ice. The ordinary water
of the hfydmnt ard the fauost satisfies the
thirst of the wildt elephant and the do-
mestio oat. Poor fallen human nature,
on the contrary, longs for ice, and gratifies
its corrupt cravings at the cost of outrage
stomachs and ruined teeth,

HOW TO BANISH FLEAS.

The Maryland Farmer gives the follow
ing useful receipt for exterminating fleas?
The oil of pennyroyal will certainly drive
these pests off; but a cheaper method,
where the herb flourishes, is to throw your
oale and dogs into a decoetion of it once &
week, Mow the herb and scatter in ho
beds of the gigs once a month, When the
herb cannot be got, the oil may be procur:
ed. In this oase, saturate strings with it
and tie them round the necks of dogs and
oats ; pour a little on the back and abont
the ears of hoge, which you can do while
they are feeding, without touching them-
By repesting these spplioations every
twelve or fifteon days, the fleas will fled
from your quadrapeds, to their relief and
improvement, and to your rellef and com*
fort in the house. Strings saturated with
the oil of pennyroyal and tied rouud the
meck and tail of horses will drive off lice+
the strings should bes saturated omce a dsy:

Lx7 us comfort onr hearts and brightes
our hopes with the swoet thought that God
loves us, and out of His love l&ringl o

ness tous. God's promise is to each

is ohildrent—*My God shall sapply s
our need.” Something lies between uﬂo‘%
ils precious falfilment. Perhaps we do 1!
TobLY S our” wante, oat i) ‘oo noedt
s our waats, bul our
Wg most learn the difference- hetwes

wanls aad needs.

below the level of the beasts by drinking |
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