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Rhine.

A soldier of the Legion lay dying at 
Algiers,

There was lack of woman’s nursing, 
there was dearth of woman’s 
tears;

But a comrade stood beside him, 
while his life-blood ebb’d away, 

And bent, with > pitying glances, to 
hear what hd might say,

The dying solider falter’d as he took 
that comrades hand,

And he said, “I never more shall see 
my own, my native land;

Take a message and a token to some 
distant friends of mine,

For I was bom at Bingen—at Bingen 
on the Rhine.-'

“Tell my brothers and companions, 
when they ifiéet and crowd around 

To hear my monrnfuL story in the 
pleasant vineyard sound,

That we fought the battle bravely, and 
when the day was done,

Full manf a cdfpse laf ghastly pale 
beneath the setting sun.

And midst the dead and dying were 
some grown old in wars,

The death-wound in their gallant 
breasts, the last of many scars; 

But some were young, and suddenly 
beheld life's morn decline,

And one had come from Bingen—fair 
Bingen on the Rhine.

“Tell my mother that her other sons 
shall comfort her old age.

And I was aye a truant bird that 
thought his home a cage,

For my father was a soldier, and even 
as a child

My heart leap'd forth to hear him tell 
of struggles fierce and wild;

And when he died and left us to divide 
his scanty hoard,

I let them take what e’er they would,
but kept my father’s sword,

And with boyish love I hung it where 
the bright light used to shine 

On the cottage wall at Bingen—calm 
Bingen on the Rhine.

“Tell my sister not to weep for me 
and sob with drooping head.

When the troops are marching home 
again with glad and gallant 
tread.

But to look upon them proudly, with 
a calm and steadfast eye,

For her brother was a soldier, too, 
and not afraid to die.

And if a comrade seek her love, I ask 
her in my name

To listen to him kindly, without 
regret or shame,

And to hang the old sword in its place 
(my father’s sword and mine)

For the honour of Old Bingen—dear 
Bingen on the Rhine.

“There’s another—not a sister: in the 
happy days gone by.

You’d have known her by the merri
ment that sparkled in her eye;

Too innccent for coquetry, too fond 
for idle scorning,

O friend, I fear the lightest heart 
makes sometimes heaviest mourn
ing;

Tell her the last night of my life (for 
ere the moon be risen 

My body will be out of pain—my soul 
be out of prison)

I dream’d I stood with her, and saw 
the yellow sunlight shine 

On the vine-clad hills of Bingen—fair 
Bingen on the Rhine.

“I saw the blue Rhine sweep along— 
I heard or seemed to hear,

The German songs we used to sing, in 
chorus sweet and clear,

And down the pleasant river and up 
the slanting hill.

The echoing chorus sounded through 
the evening calm and still.

And her glad blue eyes were on me as 
we passed with friendly talk 

Down many a path beloved of yore, 
and well-remembered walk 

And her little hand lay lightly, con
fidingly in mine;

But well meet no more at Bingen—
loved Bingen on the Rhine."

His voice grew faint and hoarser—his 
grasp was childish weak—

His eyes put on a dying look — ht
sighed and ceaseu uu speak;

His comrade bent to lift him, but the 
spark of life had fled—

The soldier of the Legion in a foreign 
land was dead;

And the soft moon rose up slowly, and 
calmly she looked down 

On the red sand of the battle-field 
with bloody corpses strown;

Yea, calmly on that dreadful scene 
her pale light seemed to shine 

As it shone on distant Bingen—fair 
Bingen on the Rhine.

An Astronomical Puzzle.
THE SOLAR SYSTEM’S STRANGE JOURNEY.

The sun, taking with him the earth, 
and all the other planets which re
volve around him, is every moment 
moving onward through space towards 
the stars, themselves members of oth
er systems, at an enormous rate. The 
object of this journey, where it will 
lead us, and what force is impelling 
it, none can tell, says W. G. Bell, in 
the Windsor Magazine. The speed is 

' terrific :
............. Yet it is significant in the

vast theatre in which the celes
tial motions take place, where space 
and time are infinite. At some future 
age, many millions of years to come, 
it may be, the heavens will not have 
the appearance they wear now.

The earth’s position in relation to 
them will have changed.

The journey we are making is to
wards Hercules, a familiar constella
tion In the northern heavens, and at-

Pleiades was once thought to be such 
a pivot, but this is now easily proved 
to be an error. This cluster is of great 
general interest, however:

Six of the stars of the Pleiades can 
be clearly distinguished with the un
aided eye, Alcyone, the brightest, be
ing of the third magnitude. Surround
ing them is a haze of light emitted by 
many smaller stars, which are too faint 
to be individually separated, but in a 
telescope or camera the cluster is 
found to be composed of upwards of 
two thousand stars.

The pace of the solar system’s jour
ney is put at something between four 
and fourteen miles a second! On the 
basis of this larger figure some start
ling calculations can be made.

The best-known star in the heavens 
is Sirius, the "dog-star.” It is the 
brightest of them all, and its distance 
has been put at 49,000,000,000,000 miles.

tractive to htose who possess telescopes The figures merely convey something
by reason of the magnificent star 
cluster found within it—the finest 
cluster of closçstars In the skies:

The evidefioq j»f this stupendous 
journey which the sun is taking rests 
upon some of the most delicate inves
tigations of astronomy.

Long ago it was found that the so- 
called “fixed" stars were by no means 
fixed in the skies, but had motions 
which in very many cases were suffi
ciently large tolfee measured. It then 
became natural fcr the inference to be 
drawn, that th5 sun'*, also, which Is 
merely a star, $hd-' n& a very large 
one, might be ■moving away in space.

This general movement suggests 
that there is some central point which 
is the pivot of the whole universe, but 
such a point has yet to be discovered. 
The welb.knowwwelmrt*r called the

approaching infinite distance:
Now, if it be the case that our sun 

is moving with a velocity of fourteen 
miles a second, it will travel nearly 
442 millions of miles in a single year. 
Consequently, if It were travelling in a 
straight line in the direction of Sirius, 
it would reach that star in about 110,- 
000 years.

In the short span of human life, no 
change can be expected to be observed 
in the appearance of the heavens, but 
the reflection is forced upon us that 
if only the human race survives, a 
time must come when, owing to the 
sun’s journey, we shall not see all the 
stars dotted over the sky in their pres
ent perspective, and some of the con
stellations will have lost the forms by 
which they are now so easily iden
tified.

Great Men and Women.

Keep the pot a-bilin\” says Sam 

Weller. Gold, Silver and Copper 

is the Enel. Be ready to do your 

part, and let no one in St. John’s 

go Hungry on Christmas Day.

Contempt for Intellect.
Juki

"Liberal Education' Ideals and Pos
sibilities,” was the subject of a lecture 
recently given by the Dean of St. 
Paul’s, London. Liberal education, he 
said, aimed directly at the improve
ment of the student, and not at the 
progress of his studies, or the advance 
of learning.

Liberal education was attacked sim
ultaneously from two sides. There 
was first the desire to make educa
tion subserve the purposes of the ad
vancement of learning, as it did In 
Germany, and, secondly, there was the 
commercial idea that education ought 
to prepare a boy for earning his living 
afterwards to the best possible advan
tage. The Idea was to furnish the 
pupil with the best possible teeth and 
claws with which to make his way in 
after life.

The examination system had done 
more than anything else to poison the 
education of . this çoufltry.. It affected

all teaching from the age of 10 till 22. 
The memory when most retentive was 
loaded with barren facts. When the 
examinations were over the mind, so 
long drawn tjght like an over-strung 
bow, sprang back and very often flung 
away a great deal of what had been 
so laboriously learnt.

The greatest enemy of all, however, 
was the ingrained contempt for the in
tellectual life. Shakespeare seemed to 
have considered that there was some 
subtle affinity between intellectualism 
and rascality, whilst in Milton's “Para- 
dite Lost" the intelligent inquisitive 
mind was that of Satan.

Liberal education must be disin
terested; it must have no motive be
yond itself. It was the spirit in which 
knowledge was sought that mattered. 
Those who wished to educate them
selves liberally should study our own 
classical literature, also history, some 
science, at least one foreign language, 
and some philosophy. . c •

What Mothers 
ShouldTeach.
The Women’s Imperial Health Asso

ciation of Great Britain has issued a 
series ot pamphlets, one of which, ad
dressed to girls, contains the follow- 
ng rules of conduct:

1. The future of our country is In
zeur hands.

2. Look your best by all means, but 
je your best also; the first attrac.s to 
begin with, but the second produces 
the most lasting effect

3. You must obey the laws of hy
giene, respecting fresh air. exercise, 
good food, cleanliness, and suitable 
clothing. A healthy girlhood is the 
best foundations for a happy life.

4. You must know about cooking, 
housekeeping, and domestic economy.

t>. You must learn about the feeding 
and care of children; this.knowledge 
does not come by instinct, as many 
suppose.

6. Remember that home-making is 
the most dignified and important pro
fession in the world.

7. Attend if you can “continuation 
classes" in personal and domestic hy
giene, including a knowledge of the 
fundamental facts df life. You can be 
innocent without being ignorant.

8. Practise housekeeping and do
mestic hygiene in your own home, re
membering that a good daughter 
makes the best wife.

9. Choose the best companions and 
read the best books you can find.

10. Accept only the best men as 
your husbands, paying as much atten
tion to their character as to their per
sonal appearance.

The Complex
ion in Winter.

In winter the complexion needs 
greater care than at any other time 
of the year. When coming in from 
the air and expecting to go out later 
again it is better not to wash the face, 
but to clean it—removing all dust with 
cream, and with a polish with fine 
chamois leather to follow.

To wash at night with really warm 
water and a very mild soap, which 
again must be sluiced off, and to wash 
it with lukewarm water and no soap 
in the morning is a good rule.

The face should be treated with the 
utmost kindness, be it added, only 
gently rubbed, and be dried with the 
softest of linen towels. Large pores 
will yield to massage, steam, and an 
astringent toilet water—but not to 
scrubbing.

The woman who can afford it may 
sluice her face with very hot rose 
water at night and cold rose water in 
the morning. As to toilet waters, the 
most simple are perhaps the best. In 
the morning, after washing, the corner 
of a towel may be dampened with 
toilet water and the face cleaned mid
day with the vaseline cream.

Treating the face systematically in 
this way produces a soft, clear skin, 
prevents wrinkles, and lessens any 
tendency to pimple.

The Bright Side 
ot Dark Morn

ings.
Wfcy We Sleep Heavily In Winter, The 

Dark Morning lias its (’onipensa- 
lions.
It is unpleasant enough to have 

to rise from bed before the day dawns 
and to perform our toilet by the aid 
of artificial light, but after all (says 
the Lancet) the night's rest in the 
winter is probably more complete ana 
more undisturbed that that of the 
summer. The sun’s rays are fuil of 
aetivties and they exert a stimulus 
upon both the mental and bodily enei- 
gies. In the short days of winter we 
miss these energising effects, and the 
inducement to rise early is not si 
strong in the winter as in the summer 

There is no light to rouse us from 
the lethargic feeling engendered by i 
night’s rest, to set the bodily am 
men.tal energies in motion, and ,3o.thn 
imposition of most of us when th< 
noming is dark Is to leave our beds 
-nost grudgingly. It is a nerfactlj 
natural outcome of the absence m thf 
aarly morning of the life-stirring 
qualities of the sun's rays.

It is a common experience that 
sleep is of a much heavier nature 
when the room is kept darkened, and 
on the other hand, the early advent of 
light will quickly awaken many 
sleepers. There are those who can 
hardly resist rising early when sun
light greets them, while there are 
others who can resist with little ef
fort any kind of inducement to rise 
early at all. The lot of the latter 
nay be a tendency to a process of | 
etiolation, a drooping of both mental I 
and bodily energies, a drowsy and un- I 
healthy condition alkn to the white
ness of the plant which is excluded 
from the life-giving rays of the sun.

Sleep is, of course, a physiological 
and physical necessity which can, 
however, be over-indulged in with de
teriorating effects.

There is, however, some excuse for 
x longer indulgence in the winter, for 
the shorter duration of sunlight would 
seem to enjoin the whole animal world 
to prolong its sleep as a kind of com
pensation for the loss of energy-giv
ing radiations entailed by the corres
pondingly short period of solar in
fluence.

Questions on 
Musical Matters.

(“Harmony,” Conception Bay.)
(a) The two oblique lines probably

mean that the figures contained in the 
previous bar are to be played again— 
a kind of "short-hand." You should
have named the piece and the instru
ment for which it is written.

(b) The line under or over a note 
means that the note must be held its 
full length but not joined to the next 
note.

(c) The figure 8 under a note means 
that the note is to be accompanied by 
ts octave below.

(d) Your last question is not quite 
Aear. Two notes of two different 
chords are often tied, as they are in 
some of the examples you give.

BATON.

Xmas Dishes.

and

A Little Boy’s 
Xmas Wish.

I like to be a little boy 
Almost all off the year,

And all the joys of other boys 
To me are very dear;

And one pair of shoes and stockings 
Can bother one a sight 

If they’re put on every morning 
And taken off at night—

But, ah! when Christmas comes along, 
With all its cold and snow,

And good Santa fills our stockings 
All hanging in a row,

I'd love to be a centipede;
’Twould sure be jolly fun 

To hang a hundred stockings up 
Instead of only one!

—St Nicholas.

M

Concords.
The man that hath no music in J 
Nor is not moved with co: 

sweet sounds.
Is fit for treasons, stratey 

spoils;
The motions of his spirit at4 dull as 

night,
And his affections dark as* Erebus; 
Let no such man be trusted.

—Shakespeare.
A good ear for music and a taste 

for music are two very different 
things, which are often confounded; 
and so Is comprehending and enjoy
ing every object of sense and senti
ment.

—G re ville.

'“Sugar Whig.
Put the white of some eggs into a 

'jasin with tablespoonful of orange 
lower water. Mix in icing sugar to a 
irm paste. Spread this over a cake, 
rsing a knife dipped in boiling water 
to smooth the sugar. Never ice a cake 
until just before it is needed.

Cream Dates
Are inexpensive, and may appear at 

dessert. Take some fine dates, slit the 
fruit down one side and remove the 
stone with a penknife, removing also 
any dry skin from inside. Fill the 
cavity with almond paste, leaving it 
to show a little, which gives the ap
pearance of the date having burst 
open.

Mincemeat.
Take half a pound each of chopped 

suet, stoned raisins, currants, chop
ped apple, and three-quarters of a 
pound of mixed peel, finely chopped. 
Also three-quarters of a pound of 
sugar, and spice to taste: Mix the in
gredients well together, and add two 
wine-glasses of brandy. If the mince
meat is kept for a long time, a little 
more brandy should be added.

Russian Toffee.
For this take a small tin of Swiss 

milk, turn its contents into a sauce
pan with two pounds of coarse brown 
sugar and a teaspoonful of essence of 
vanilla, adding a piece of butter weigh
ing one ounce and a half. Cook this 

i carefully for a quarter of an hour, 
stirring slowly, and pour on to a but
tered tin. Cut into squares, and when 
cold it should be of the consistency of 
caramels.

LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN.
(1770-1839.)

Beethoven, greatest of. musicians, 
was born at Bonn in'Germany on De
cember 16th, 1770. His father was his 
first teacher in music and the lessons 
in pianoforte and violin playing, which 
were severe, began when he was four 
years old. At eight he played In pub
lic. In 1787 he went to Vienna where 
he met and played for Mozart, who was 
then 31 years old. At first the great 
man paid little attention, thinking 
t)iat the youth was only playing a 
show piece prepared for the occasion; 
but when Beethoven begged for a 
theme and Mozart gave him one, he 
improvised on it so marvelously that 
Mozart said to his friends: “Look out 
for that young man; he’ll make a stir 
in the world some day!”

At eighteen Beethoven had not ap
proached the record of Mozart nor 
equalled that of Mendelssohn. He was 
a childish prodigy, but in a different 
sense than most of the prodigees who 
have filled the world with wonderment. 
Habits of work different from those 
of other composers were formed. 
Thoughts and plans for a multitude of 
works were conceived and either 
stowed away in his mind or noted in
bis sketch-bcoks for future develop
ment Intellect, heart, and fancy were 
filling with inspiration which burst
Into efflorescence later. "Let It be 
nine years," was Horace's advice to 
poets; Beethoven acted on it with 
more than literalness.

He went to Vienna in 1792 and be
fore long attracted the notice of many 
noble personages and also musical en
thusiasts, and in spite of his brusque 
and at times even rude manner, his 
radicalism, his eccentricities, he gained 
many sincere friends. At one house 
a nobleman was carrying on a con
versation with a lady while Beethoven 
was playing a duet with a pupil. He 
stopped playing, saying in no gentle 
voice, “I play no more for such hogs."

He begins here the restless and dis
ordered domesticity which marks him 
during the rest of his life. In the win
ter he is immured within the city, but 
when sprjng comes he flees to the 
country.

“I love the trees more than I do

man. In the country it seems as if 
every tree said to me ‘Holy! Holy" 
who can give complete expression to 
the ecstasy of the words ‘O the sweet 
stillness of the woods!”’ said lie on 
one occasion. Before he had reached 
his thirtieth year, ominous signs 0f
deafness manifested themselves_the
great affliction which, added to his 
natural bent, increased his misanthro
py and made him more suspicious of 
his friends. It is sad that so grea' a 
misfortune should befall so great a 
genius. He wrote in 1802, "From re
creation in the society of my fellow- 
creatures; from the pleasures of con
versation, from the effusions of 
friendship, I am cut off."

Can it be that Beethoven's deafn ss 
is our gain? If it hushed the amiable 
Sounds cf the external world, it also 
shut out some of its turmoils and en
abled him the better to hear the whis
pering of his own soul, of which his 
music is the eloquent record.

Beethoven was never in want, but 
his financial embarrassments were 
caused by his reckless expenditures 
when he had money, and his ill-regu
lated economies.

Dropsy was the immediate cause of 
Beethoven’s death, which took place 
on March 26th. 1829. “Plaudite amici,
comaedia finita est” were almost the 
last words addressed to his friends.
His life had indeed been a grim com
edy. It seemed as if, in sport, thi 
Fates had granted transcendent gifts 
to a mortal, and then watched to see 
how far poverty, illness, the affliction 
of deafness, family troubles, and dis
appointments in his artistic career 
would interfere with their develop
ment. “Grief," wrote Schubert, sharp
ens the understanding and strengthens 
the soul”; and,so it was with Beeth
oven. History confirms Schubert's 
words: the composers whose liv.-s are 
happiest and in a worldy sen.- pros
perous, were not among the greatest.

Beethoven was an emotional giant 
of extraordinary power and passion: a 
creature of mood and impuls- : withal 
a majestic personality with rugged 
strength and power. His music con
tains the nobTesi-expression of the 
deepest feelings of the soul and who
ever interprets it must feel it as such 
to do it justice.

Some Notable Irish Bulls.

E’en rage itself is cheer’d with music:
It wakes a glad remembrance of our 

youth,
Calls back past joys, and warms us 

into transport
—Rowe.

There’s music in the sighing of a 
reed;

There’s music in the gushing of a rill •
There’s music in all things, If men had 

ears.
Their earth is but an echo of the 

spheres.
_____  —Byron.

Rich, though poor!
My low-roofed cottage is this hour a 

heaven; ,
Music Is in It—and the song she sings,
That sweet-votoed wife of mine, ar

rests the ear
Of my young child, awake upon her 

knee.
—Willis.

Turn About 
Fair Play.

A young married woman recently 
had a novel ^experience when she en
gaged her first Chinese cook.

'’What is your name?", ene asked 
when the • preliminaries had been 
settled.

‘'My name Hong Long Loo,”’ said 
the Celestial with much gravity. '

“And I am Mrs. Harrington Richard 
Buckingham, ’ said his new employer. 
"I am afraid I shall never be able to 
remember your name—i£*s so long. ‘I 
shall call you John." ou

“All light," returned the Chine 
with a suspicion of’a smile. “Your 
namee too longee too. I callee you 
Charley."

The origin of the word “bull’ is by 
some traced to the French boule — 
"fraud," and by others to the Icelandic 
bull—“nonsense." As applied to the 
Irish bull, neither of these meanings 
suffice. The Irish bull comes from an 
agility of mind, a sort of mental 
nimbleness that is quicker than words 
and gets ahead of them, so that when 
they" come they do so with a twist that 
puts the cart before the horse, so to 
speak. Sidney Smith, writing of the 
difference between wit and bulls, says: 
“Wit discovers real relations that are 
not apparent; bulls, admit apparent 

i relations that are not real.”
At the Limerick Police Court not 

long ago a man was brought up on the 
old charge of drunkenness. "Ten shill
ings or a fortnight," said the beak. 
“Shure, yer honner. I’ve only two 
shillings m the world." pleaded the 
man in the dock. “Well, sir,” said the 
magistrate, “you must go to jail. If 
you hadn't got drunk with your money 
you’d be able to pay the fine.”

An old officer, walking to his club 
in Pall Mall. London, stopped to talk 
to a crossing sweeper, who gave him 
a military salute as he approached. 
“You have been in the service, my |

a pleasure boat running on th Ri'vr 
Suir:—"The chairs in the c ai :n are for 
the ladies. Gentlemen are : pasted 
not to make use of them til ! the ladies 
sit down."

A Kensington paper had tins adver
tisement: — “James Q’Mahony. wine 
and spirit merchant, Kensington, has 
still on hands a small quantity of tie 
whiskey which was drunk by th Duke 
of York while in Dublin."

In an Irish newspaper a h " r writ
ten by an old Indian officer of Irish 
birth defending the unheaithi; ■ ss ot 
India, contained this:—

“The way it is is that a lot of young 
officials and military officers < v :1 out 
here, and they eat and they drink, and 
they drink and they eat and they die; 
and then they write home to their 
friends saying it was the climate that 
did it."

“I think this will be admitted, said 
a man at a dinner party, "that vast 
numbers die in India." “Very true, 
was the answer, “but if you tel! me 
of any country where the people don t 
die, I will go and end my days there.

A train which was slowly wending 
its way in the south of Ireland sud
denly pulled up outside a station. The

man?’’ said.the officer. “I hove thin, ! guard shouted to the engine driver so 
>er honner. Have you been in any I that all passengers might hear: 1

Smile Where’er You Can.
When thing» dofi’t go to suit yog 

And the world seems upside down 
Don’t fvaste the time in fretting 

But drive away that frown; -. X 
Since life Is oft perplexing,

’Tis much the wisest plan » „
To beer all trials bravely,

And smile whene’er "you can. i

engagements?" “Shure, I was all 
through the Crimaza war." “Did you 
get any wounds?” “I was shot through 
me heart.” replied the man without 
the slightest hesitation. “Get along, 
fellow!” said the indignant officer, “if 
you had been shot through the heart 
you would be as dead as a door nail."
“But, shure, sir,” said the rascal, “me 
heart was in me throat at the time.”

Here are two comical bulls due 
to the Celt’s lightning rapidity of 
thought:—“Is it a son or a daughter 
your sister, Mrs. Healy, has got?” ask
ed a gentleman of one of his tenants.
“The curse of the crows on me,-but I 
don’t know whether I’m an aunt or an 
uncle,” was the quick reply.

The following notice was posted in 1 the rock of ruin

say, Jim, what are ye stoppin’ for? Go 
on out o’ that, will ye?” The engin* 
driver roared back: “Verra, man. how 
can I go on? Don’t ye see the signal's 
agin’ us?” “The signal agin’ us^!" was 
the contemptuous rejoinder. “Mbgjia 
how mighty particular yer gettin !'

At Limerick, one time, an enquiry 
was going on as to the wreck of a ship 
in the Shannon while it was being 
brought up the river by a local pilot. 
The captain stated in the course of 
his evidence that when the vessel 
struck on a rock he said angrily to the 
pilot, “You said you knew every rock 
in the river.” “Of course I do. an’ 
that's wan of thim," replied the pilot.

| introducing the captain as it were to

The Christmas Pudding.
1 lb. raisins.

> 1 lb. currants.
, lb. suet.

% lb. brown sugar. 
(4 lb. mixed peel.

‘ 6 oz. flour.
6 oz. bread crumbs. 

•8 eggs.
\k pint milk.

Vi taspoonful salt.
Nutmeg, spice and brand'-. 
Boil 4 hours. c J

The pangs, the cares, the weary toil5
it cost.

Leave not a trace when once ;be work
is done;

The artists’s human frailty m:igti(*
and lost, % J r ■

In Art’s great victory won.
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