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particular record i nmoteworthy
principally for containing a paper by

my friend, the Professor, with & poem or
two annexed or intercalated. I would sag-
gest o yoang persons that they ahould pass
owver it for the present, and resd, instead of
it, that story about the young man whe was
in love with the young lady, and in great
trouble for something like mine pages, but
bappily married cn the tenth page or there.
abouts, which, I take it for granted, will be
eontained in the periodical whers this is
found, unless it differ from all other pub-.
Licatione of the kind, Perhaps, if soch
young people will lny the number saide,
and take it up ten years, or a little more,
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from the present time, they may flnd some-
thing in it for their advantage. Thay can't
possibly understand it ail now,]

My friend, the Professor, began talking
with me one day in & dreary sort of way.
I eonldn’t get st the difficulty for a good
whils, but at last it terned ot that some-
body had been calling him an old man.—
He didn't mimd his stodents calling him
mﬂdm,hﬂmd That was a techni-
cal expression, amd he thonght that he
when he was about twenty.five. It may
be congidered ‘as a familiar and sometimes
endearing appellation, An Irishwoman calls
ber husband * the old man,” gnd he returne
the caresaing exprassion by speaking of her
a3 *'the old wommn.” Put now, sabd he,
just suppose a cage like ome of these. A
young stranger is overhieard talking of you
a3 a very nice old gentleman. A friendly
and genial critic speaks of your greem old
age as illustrating the ttuth of rome axiom
you bad uttered with referemce to that
period of life. What I eall an olid man is
& porson with a smooth, shining crown and
& fringe of scattered white bairs, seen in
the wireots on sunshiny daym, stooping as
he walks, bearing a came, moving cautieusly
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slowly ; telling old stories, emiling at
follies, living in & narrow world of
habits ; cne that remains waking when
ors have ped saleep, and keeps s
night-lamp-flame of life burning year
year, if the lamp is Dot npsst, snd
in only a careful hand held ronnd it to
prevent the paffs of wind from blowing the
flame out, That's what I call an old man.
Now, said the Professor, you don’t mean
$o tell me that I have got to that yett
Why, bleas you, I am several years short
of the time when—[I knew what waa com-
ing, and conld hardly keep from laoghing ;
twenty years ago he ased to guote it a8 oma
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Balzac gays thet men are—mogt—you know
to—the hesrta of —in shork,
mioet to be dreaded by dvennas that haye
charge of snsceptible females. —VWhat age is
thet? anid I, statistically, —Fifty-two years,
nnawered the Professor. —Balzac ought to
know, said I, if it is true that Cloeths ssid
of him that each of his storiea must have
been dug out of & woman's heart. Bat
fifty-two.is & high figare.
Stand in the light of the window, Pro-
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fessor, said 1.—The Professor took tip the
deaired pcmhnn. —Yon have white Thairs,
I said.—Had 'om any time thess twenty
yoars, said the Professor.—And the crow's-
fook,~=pes anserinns, rather.—The Frofessor
smiled, as I wantsd him to, and the folds
radiated like the ridges of & half-opened
fan, from the onter corner of the eyes to
the temples.—And the calipers, said L—
What are the calipers? he ssked, curi-
cualy.—Why, the parenthesis, sail I—
Parenthesia # said the Professor; what's
that *—Why, look in the glass when you
are disposed to laugh, and wee if your
mouth 't framed in a coople of ares.
cent lines, —eo, my boy { L.—It"% all mom-
wenge, maid the Profesgor 3 just look at my
biceps ;—and he began pulling off his voat
to show me his srm. DBe careful, maid 1:
yon can't besr expoenre to the sir, &8t your
time of life, a8 you could onoe,.—] will
box with you, satd the Profsssor, row with
you, walk with you, ride with you, swim
with you, or sit at table with you, for fifty
dollars a side.—Pluck survives stamina, I
anawered.

The Professor went off a little out of
bumour. A few weeks afterwards he came
in, looking very good-natared, snd brooght
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mie & paper, which [ have here, and from
which I shall read you some portions, if
you dem't object. He had bwen thinking
the matter over, he said,—bad read Cicere
De Senectute, and made np his mind to meet
old age half way. These were some of hin
reflections which he bhad written down ; so
hore you have

THE FROFESBE0ORE FAFER.

Thera s no doubt when old age begina
The humen body i 8 forneace which keeyps
in blast three-score years and tan, more or
leas, It burms sbout three homdred ponnda —
of carbon a year {besides other Fuel), when
in fair working order, according to & great
chemist’'s eatimate. When the fire slackens,
life declines; when it goes out, wo are
dead.

It has been ehown by some noted French
experimenters, that the amount of combue-
tion inoresses up to sbout the thirtisth year,
remaing ptationary to about forty-five, and
then dimipishes. This Iast is the point
where old age starts from. The great fact
of physical lifs ia the perpetnal commerce



