TRUTH.

Somo folks very casily strain at a gnot
and awallow a camel, The systom of
““tipping" is vory bad snd canuot bo
strongly denounced, but it is curious to
natico how somo that devounco it very
strongly whon it comes in tho way of a
quarter to a railway guard oz to an oxtra
attentive porter, have no scruples about
taking o froo pass on o rallway, though
that is merely tho way in which tho rail-
way otheials ** tip " tho newspaper men in
order to sccuro a puff or keop thom silont
about some abuso, By all means, brother
of tho quill, don't give *“ tips."” But don't
take thom either. Save your self-respoct
snd 1ndependence.

Who would be a doctor? A great
many. Tho supply scoms inexhaustible.
Tho young sawbones are legion. And
yot ono wondors that st should bo so.
What worry thoy have! How joalous
they are of ono another! How they aro
blamed! How they are tormented with
questzons and suggestins of all kinds |
How thoy are deprecizted! How they
loso their sleop ! And then that dread-
ful charge of malpractice, 80 easily irump-
ed up, so ill to definoand yot eo vexatious !
Upon the whole the doctors would need
good pay to compensate them for all their

woea.

The world is about sick of Morosiniand
his woes. What in the world is the use
of hus fussing and shrieking all round be-
causo his daughter may have married a
coachman ? If that should be the young
woman's taste why not followit? Ton
chances to one the young jarvie is tho
more thrown away of the two., Theroare
too many real troubles in tho world to
make it worth whilo to bother over a
vulgar man and woman and their family
woes. ;Sickles, the othor millionaire whose
daughter played a similar escapado is a
wiser man. His view of the situation is
as follows :

“] guess tho couploareall right. Roma
is good enough to bo tho bride of a king,
but sho has made her choice end 1t suits
hor. Imado my will 1n 1882, mving hor
£300,000, and I shan't altor it, and if
young Dleade wants $10,000 or §20,000 to
begin business withall he hac to do is to
ask forit.” It cannot bodenied that Mr.
Sickles 1f’accontric, but he i8 possessed of
agreat deal of comfoxtable philosophy too.
What can’t no cured must ba endured.

Some writers of books are zimply awful
in their conceit, presumption, and power
of insufforable borehood. Erverybody con.
nected with, at any rate, editorial work
in a newspaper knows somathing of tho
torror. A book is sent for review or not-
ico, or whatever it may bo. It is of no
uso whatover, Its posscssion is a mere
burden. Its perusal the sternest purga-
tory. Yot that copy is’thought pracious
cnough to repay for a quarter column ad-
vertisoraent, and for half or quarter of a
day or hour consumed in reading, Then
if tho notico iz not in forthwith back
comes ‘‘my gentleman” to know why this
s thus. **Dld you got my book 3 “Did
you notico my book ' “What do you
think of it " ¢Will it tako well 7 “Jt
ought to havo a good sell?” &o. Now
what can bo dono with such an anfortun-
ato mortal? Ho doos not think himself
unfoertunato, but ha ic, and tho nows-
paper man_is still more 8o, you smug

littlo wrotch, with your silly air of om-
niscionco.

Tho poor Librarian of tho Toronto Freo
Library is gotting into hot wator with
thom, and is being callod befure his bat
tors for incivility, and oll that, Wosym-
pathize with Baln immensely. Tho book
poddler adds a now torror to lifo and af-
fords a fresh attraction to tho grave. Ho
can worry a poor unfortunate to tho very
vergo of insanity and if backed by somo
fusay presumptuous oflicial, asapparently
ho was in tho caso roferred to, can mskoe
ono cry with the patriarch’s wifo ‘‘what
good shall my life botomo ?* Book ped-
dlors should be absolutely forbidden to
como within the precincts of a public lib-
rary. It was, no doubt, too bad for Li-
brarian Bain to loso his tempoer or to say
naughty things, if ho actually did. At
the samo time his provocation, we doubt
not, was something awful and may well
plead for a favourable and forgiving view
being taken of his speaking unadvisedly
with his lips. In the Parliamontary Lib-
rary of this city tickots arocopiously scat-
tered round the walls intimating that the
Librarian is forbidden to have any busi-
nes sdealings with book peddlers, &¢. Sen-
sible that was.

Prohibition in Englaund.

A good many do not know how far the
principle and practice of Prohibition has
proceeded in Britain, For instance, the
Rocl.informs its readors that in upwards
of a thousand parishes in the Province of
Canterbury, England, thore is neither a
boer shop nor apublic house. Tho effect
of the absence of temptation is declared
by thoso bost fitted to judge to bo ex
coodingly satisfactory. In 243 cases the
clorgymen of the parishes concerned tes-
tify that drunkenness’end :unsequently
poverty and crimo are all but unknown.

Ono says:—

]I am happy to say that therois no
habitual drunkard.  The absence of the
temptation of & beer shop muat largely
contribute to this happy state of things.”

Anothor testifies: —

¢Thero being no public house, or beer-
shop in this parish, is a cause of unmti-
gated good, in so far asit romoves tempta-
t.on to some distance."”

A third says:—

““There is no public houso, orboer shop
1 am glad & be able to say, in this parish.
Of thin the goodis great; the inconvon-
ience, if any, in comparison, excoedingly
small. It promotes, almost ensurcs,
gobriety and tomperance. Tho constable’s
offico i3 a sinecure, and 8 drunken man o
vory rare sight.”

While & fourth adds:—

¢¢Tho publio house was dono away with

about cleven years ago, shortly before I
became incumbent. I am =zssured that
when there was o public houso it was the
occasion of much intemperance, of much
riot and disorder, and of much poverty
and distross.”
And so on with tho rest. If the friends
of Prohibition in Canada could socure, as
thoy may, the abolition of all whiskey
solling places 3ay in & hundred townships,
or in a block of a dozen of counties, tke re-
sult would bo similar to what tho Rock
mentions, for the samo result has uni,
formly followed wherovor tho plan has
boer tried whether in Epgland, Scotland
or America. Shut out tho whiskey shop
and you shut up to a groat oxtent pover-
ty and cxime.

THE STOCK-GAMBLER'S DAUGHTER

BY IATIENCE THORNTON.

UHAPTER_I.

Why a town was ever built in that far.
away corner of Maine, was the queation
strangors always askod after a day's so-
journ. Tho farmers looking en their
rocky, sterile farms, whero o scanty living
was extracted from a soil whoro big boul-
ders disputed tho territory with poesiblo
crope, roflectod profanoly on tho wisdom
of their ancestors, who had cleared tho
virgin forest, and mado their homes on
tho bleak hilsides. Thoy also dinparaied
tho aforesaid virgin forest. “*Scruboak’n
seraggy pine's all this sil Il raise,” they
said, vindictively. When thoy were
young, and the eager, ambitious tlood
surged through their veins, they rebelled.
Surveying the berren felds, the narrow,
rocky river—for all the spare material in
that linv was thonghtfully dumped by Na-
turo into the vicious littlo stream, christ-
ened by tho natives the Adder, and by
tho raftsmon “‘tho stinging edder,” for if
thoro was a log-jam it was sure Lo como at
that town, in that stream—theso young
farmers looked about them, end hoped for
a better life whon they could got away;
but they nover cuuld get away. In timo
tho old men died, and they wore old men,
narrowed down to the limitea hovizonm,
and thoy saw thei> sons repeat tho tever
of their youth, and sadly saw the listless,
hopeless spirit of tho town settlo down
upon them, crushing effort and ambition,
leaving depressed ondurance.

Jewonkeo was, howerver, & picturesque
village.  Itlay on tho skirts of a dense
forest. The Jewonkeetans wero an un-
prolific people, and had not advanced a
quarter mile into the forest in a contury.
Thore was one wide street, rejoicing in
the titlo of “‘tho village."” A visit to ““the
village” was an opoch in the lifo of the
child of a farmer in tho outlying dis-
tricts—such farmers, by the way, were
collectively and comprehensively classified
as the **outbackers.” On this atreet a few
diminutivo stores huddled close together,
In them grocerics and drygoods reposed
sido by siao, and gowns ofton rotained
tho scont of the shelves long after they
wero made and worn. In the stores pro-
duco was exchanged for necessaries, and
happy the child who could save up his
own hen's eggs till he could buy somo of
the high-colored candy in the glass jars
that beamed so tantalizingly from the
windows. Such hard, tasteless candy, for
tho cart from the far-away manufactory
came round only twice & year. Beyond
the stores—there was no saloon or barber
shop, for the farmers made good cider and
shaved themselves—was an immenso two
story wooden structure, which was the
“‘meotin™house.” Hore the pews were
hittlo, walled-in squeres, with doors. A
big gallory ran round tho upper story,
with which the pulpit was nearly on a
level, roached by high, uncarpeted steps.
Tho minister always wore equeaky boots.
Overthe pulpit was a sounding-board,
and below a small enclosed space, where,
on a little wooden bench, sat the deacons
of the church—the mon who officiated
whon tho minister was absont.  Of late
yoars o big stove had been introduced,
and tho era of hot bricks was over. ln
the box stovea wooed fire crackled cheerily
through the long sormon, and tho red-
checked, sleopy-oyed littlo boys and girls
lookoed forward to, and watched esgerly,
tho white-hawred, stouping old soxton,
when he, with laborivus and careful noisi-
ness, added fuel to tho flame, Therheet-
ing-houso was also used for town meot-
ings and Jectures, This latter ontortain-
ment was the only relaxation permitted
in their rigidly mghteous region. Thero
was a tradition of an ungodly compuny of
mon and fomalos—with stxcss on the last
word—who had dared to invade the sol-
omn precints of tho mcoting-houso, and
who played to cmpty pews—only & deaf,
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urblind old cousin of tho tavorn-keoper's
eing present, and he had a complimont
ary ticket.

Noxt to tho church was tho snug little
Lome of the mustor, then a Lutcher's-
sliop—the owuer always officiated at hog-
killings and on similar occasions—then a
fow tumblo-down cottages; then a big
gquare whito houso with wide pinzza and
green blinds, cinbowcered in treces and
shrubbery. Boyond thus wasa like house,
but closed and desorted; next a yellow
cottage with the inevitablo green blinds.
At cither ond of the street strctched com-
fortable farms for miles round.  Across
tho Adder was a thick foroa intersccted
by winding roads that led to” somewhere.

On tho othor side of the strect, built
close to the river, its basement washed
by waters in flood timo, wasa brick build-
ing with “Bank” in big gilt letters over
the door. This was tho unly building on
tho sido noxt the Adder. The other
houses faced it, People prophesied tho
Bank would beswopt away by a freshet,
but it had stoed firm for thirty yoars,

Notwithstanding the meagre goil, and
tho old farning tools that wereso hard to
use, and the old mothods of labor—the
grass mowed by hand, the fietds planted
and weeded under the burning sun, pre-
maturoly stooping tho weary shouldera—
tho horny-handed old farmers had money
in tho Bank, and counted it in tho thous-
ands. They came in to deposit or to draw
interest in ratthng old waggons drasn by
superannuated horses, generally bay or
white, with tho woully look, frowzy mane,
and solomn gait—as regular as a clock-
tlck—that characienized Jowonkes teams.
Tho waggons had aprculiarrattletromlong
acquaintance with rocky hills, some wag-
gons were known by their individual clat-
tor. When thoy woro descending the
stecp hill at the end of the willage, the
grocer would say, **Oh, there's Mster
Thompsun a-comin’—he's got butter,”
and be ready to greet him with a “‘How’s
the world use yow, Thompson” receiving
in answos, *‘Wal, times is purty hard;
seed's harf rotted, 'n never sao sich weath-
er's we're havin'; be a hard summer.
Dunno what tho kentry's comin’ tew."”
Yet this farmer would limp over to the
Bank and deposit hus twenty-fivo or fifty
dollars that samo day.

The Baunk had been established by John
BMcCrate, a crusty old Scutchman who
camo to live in Jowonkee.  Heo saw the
need of a savings’ bank. 7dhe traditional

stocking and earthen pot were unsafe re-
coptacles for hoarded hundreds. In time
the farmerslearned to trust him, and to
respect his upright life.  They confided
their savings to him, and proudly drow
interest. Ho was thoroughly honest,
that wrinkled, hard-featured old man,
and he gavo to Jewonkee a reputation for
thrift and industry it never lost. He
marned tho protty sister of Nymphas
Stacy and lived in the big white houso,
that now stood closed und neglected. He
and his wife now lio in the stono-walled
graveyard on the hill beyond the village.

Why do people build graveyards on
hills? = Yot it is sweet to think the beds
of dear-loved dead aro touched by the
firat rays of rising sun and tinted with its
glowing kizs at aunsot!

A modest granito monument—contrast
to tho slatoc tombstenes with their winged
cherub-heads —marked the restiog pleco
of the bankor and the wife ho idolized.
They left a son, Dick McCrate—no ono
over called him Ricbard—a rollicking,
bappy-ge-lucky surt of young man, fond
of his gun and dog. He was «arly bam-

orcd by tho oft ropeated assertion *‘that
go novor could fill his father’s shoes,”
and his fow dcods of boyish recklessness
woroe construstcd and oxaggorated into

such crimes and offunces that the good
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