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windy in Yorkshire, and I had 
grown an adept in the art of find
ing sheltered nooks from which 
to sketch.

The morning I speak of was as 
windy as usual, but as I was de
termined to sketch Falcon Crag, 
and as I had waited three days for 
something approaching calmness, 
I decided to wait no longer, and 
so I collected mv drawing ma
terials and started.

It was when I was established 
behind a convenient boulder, 
small enough for me to see over, 
that the two children who inter
ested me so much, appeared. A 
sturdy little protecting chap was 
the boy, and a careful young lady 
the girl ; for she trotted up to me 
and said : “Please will you take 
care of my hat? Nurse is waiting 
on a seat, and she told me to be 
sure not to let it fly off.”

I took a big straw hat, with a 
smile, and slung it on my easel.

“Come on, Nan!” shouted the 
boy ; “look at those sea-gulls! I)o 
you see how the little ones are 
bowing? And don’t they screech, 
too?”

“They want to be fed.” I ob
served ; “that’s their mother thev 
are bowing to—the father is away 
in search of food."

"I never knew how big thev 
wire before.” said Nan, looking up 
at the mother sea-gull with wide 
eyes; “and they're quite close to 
us—aren’t they, Ned?”

The boy laughed, and flung his 
strong young arm round her pro
file cliff is," he said, in awestruck 
tcctingly, “Just look how high 
tones—“and so jagged !"

“Fancy trying to climb it!” cried 
Nan, in her shrill little voice.

“No one could,” said Ned, de
cidedly.

“Someone did once,” I remark
ed.

"Oh, who? Was he killed?” 
Two eager faces gazed round at 
me.

“It was long ago—centuries and 
centuries; there was no terrace 
here then, nor railing, nor seats. 
Haven’t you heard the story ? No? 
Well, it was before the Norman 
Conquest—ah! you know the date 
of that.'—there was a handsome 
young Saxon, named Oswald the 
Brave; he was very big and broad 
and strong, and he w as a Christian. 
One day, when he was out hunt
ing alone, a little band of men— 
enemies— set upon him. He de
fended himself bravely, but he was 
one amongst many, and at last he 
was down, and was left for dead. 
And old woman found him, and 
took him to her hut, and tended 
him till he was well. He had been 
wounded severely, and he was very

lie did not heed the news much. 
f<i|- in those da vs it was no uncom 
mon occurrence, and he was full 
of thought on his own account. 
Foi he was in love with a tair lady 
of high degree, the beautiful Kthel- 
berta, and he was far beneath her 
in position. But suddenly he 
heard the name of the old witch— 
'Mercia" and he forgot all about 
himself altogether, for it was the 
name of the old woman who had 
t< inlcd him in his danger, and 
saved his life. ‘Perhaps the time 
to repav her has come.’ he said, 
and he set about to see what he 
could do.

“It appeared that she had cured 
a raging fever by some means of 
her own, and that now a great and 
good man was stricken with the 
same fever., and she could not 
cure him. So the ignorant people 
cried tmt that she was a witch, 
and only healed bad people, for 
he whom she had cured of the 
fever was a bad man indeed.

“To Oswald the old woman told 
the same story she had told the 
others. She cured the fever bv a 
concoction made of herbs that she 
gathered at the foot of the great 
Falcon Crag, and now all the herbs 
were gone, except some growing 
half-way up the rugged side, far 
beyond anyone’s reach. Her prac
tised eye could see them against 
the sky, but who could scale those 
cruel rocks? Who could dare 
venture his life for her? And so 
she moaned and wept and wrung 
her hands, and Oswald looked 
down on her and smiled. For he 
did not know what fear was, and 
lie was a Christian.

“He went straight from the hut 
and began the awful ascent. In a 
little while men had gathered from 
everywhere, and were watching 
him in terror. Up and up he 
went, and their hearts were in their 
throats. For one false step, one 
little slip, and he would be a dead 
man. He reached the plant and 
gathered a handful, and stuck it 
in his hunting-belt. Then he be
gan to descend, and the men and 
women and little children watch
ing below' told each other that the 
descent was worse than the ascent, 
and the women wept, and the 
men’s fair faces grew pale under 
their sunburn, for Oswald the 
Brave was beloved by them all. 
At last, bruised and battered, with 
hands torn and bleeding, he stood 
before them. They crowded round 
him, almost ready to worship him, 
but he pushed his way through 
the crowd to the hut where the 
old woman still sat and wept and 
wrung her hands.

I repay you at last,’ he said ; 
and he did, indeed, for she cured 
the fever of the great and good 
man wnth the herbs, and the peo-

Outside of 
Rheumatism
The American People are the 

Happiest on Earth.

Its Causes, Effect and Cure
A distinguished Kngllsh trax filer, when 

asked Ids Impressions of the Americans as a 
nation, answered that "outside of rheumatism 
they were the happiest people on earth."

Rheumatism, the dread alike of physician 
and patient. Is "essentially an inflammation of 
the fibrous tissue-sometimes, however. In
volving, as the disease extends, other tissues 

ami most vomuionly seizes the fibrous parts 
which lie around the joints—the larger joints 
particularly —although the Inflammation fre
quently commences in the head, neck, chest or 
arms, and extends toother parts of the body. 
So long as it is confined to the extremities, 
though the pain may he intense and deformity 
ensue, but little danger to life is apprehended, 
but its constant liability to change from one 
part of the system to another, and even to at 
tack some vital organ, lias heretofore rendered 
it an alarming affection under any known 
treatment.

To rheumatism belongs two speelfie forms, 
classed under the heads acute and chronic.

As unlike as are these two forms of rheu
matism, their causes are the same and various. 
Sometimes it is transmitted—an unhappy leg
acy from parent to child and then it appears 
in its most formidable aspect ; it may also rise 
from the suppression of some eruptive disease, 
or discharge resulting from disease; but more 
frequently exposure to wet, cold, damp or 
changeable tempeiature, or the sudden checi: 
of perspiration, are the prominent causes.

But the disease is so familiar that our ex
planation cannot make it as impressive as that 
which you have witnessed, or perhaps vourself 
endured.

The most important consideration is how, 
having become a victim to it, can one rid him
self of its shackles. By the experience of oth
ers you know that change of climate will not 
cure rheumatism. Through the same medium 
you have learned that medicine can afford no 
permanent relief, and that liniments, lotions 
and salves are equally ineffective, and in many 
eases positively dangerous, driving the pains 
from one spot to another, too often diverting 
them to the heart or some other vital organ.

To sum up the whole matter, you are face 
to face with a disease which is practically in
curable by tlie old methods. No wonder you 
give way to despondency.

I)o not despair. We invite your attention 
to our new method of healing, far in advance 
of medical science, and destined through Its 
common sense principles to become the most 
popular, as it is now the greatest curative 
agent of the age.

We speak of that wonderful instrument, 
the Electropoise, and ask your careful exam- 
lnation into the cures it has wrought.

The Electropoise supplies the needful 
amount of electrical force, which is in fact 
quite small, but none the less x ery important 
and also by its thermal action causes the rapid 
absorption of oxygen. Oxygen Is that part of 
the air which when taken into the lungs puri
ties the blood, stimulates the circulation, and 
arouses the functional organs to the proper 
performance of all their functions. The Klec- 
T?J’°KW pla<3€8 the whole body in condition to 
a oxyfe?, directly- through the lungs and 
also tinough the pores. We know that if does 
this by the effects produced.

SCIENTIFIC DISCUSSION
During the session of the American Dental 

Association, held at Saratoga, at which were 
present many distinguished professors, repre- 
senting a number of the leading universities 
of the United States, among the number— 
Harvard, Northwestern, New York, Pennsyl- 
xania, Michigan, Ohio, Iowa and others, a dis
cussion of electricity as a therapeutic agent 
was introduced by a very excellent paper read 
by Prof. John S. Marshal. During this dis- 
cussion Dr. W. H. Morgan, formerly president 
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Electropoise as Applied.

pic, from calling her a witch, sud
denly changed and called her Mer
cia, the Wise Woman, and came 
to her in all their troubles and ills. 
And Oswald was rewarded; foi 
the beautiful Ethelberta heard ol 
his deed—of his risking his life fcH 
a poor, old, friendless woman- 
and was so touched by his noble
ness and kindness that she fell it 
love with him, and they were mar
ried.

“There, that is the story, and 
they say that for many years Fal
con Crag was called ‘Oswald’s 
Cliff,’ in honour of the brave 
young hero.”—Margaret Westrup

DOING AND NOT DOING.

“Sir,” said a lad, coming down 
to one of the wharves in Boston, 
and addressing a well-known mer
chant, “have you any berth on 
your ship? I want to earn some
thing.”

“What can you do?” asked the 
gentleman.

“I can try my best to do what
ever I am put to,” answered the
boy.

“What have you done?”
“I have sawed and split all 

mother’s wood for nigh on two 
years” .

“What have you not done, 
asked the gentleman, who was a 
queer sort of a questioner.

“Well, sir,” answered the boy, 
after a moment’s pause, “I ”ve 
not w hispered in school once tor 
a whole year.” ,

“That’s enough,” said ' Je 
gentleman. “You may ship 
aboard this vessel, and I hope to 
see you master of it some day. A 
boy who can master a wood pje 
and bridle his tongue must 
made of good stuff.”

HOW WILL WAS CURED.

“I don’t know what to do with 
my little boy,” said Will s mo 
“He hasn’t been well, and » 
doctor told me to take him o 
seashore and let him play al . 
in the sand; but how am I 
to make him play when he 
not feel like it.


