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# 180 MAUI OP THE BSD"What took you up to ditto Royal, 
uncle?”

"Well, as a man gets on In years,” 
said he, "there's many a duty turns up 
that the likes of you have qo Idea of. 
When you’re near forty yourself, you’ll 
maybe know the truth of what I say."

So that was all that we could draw 
from him, but young as I was, I had 
heard of coast smuggling and of pack
ages carried to lonely places at night, so 
that from that time on If I had heard 
that the preventives had made a cap
ture I was never happy until I saw 
the Jolly face of Champion Harrison 
looking out of his smithy door.

such eyes in a human head, so large "Oh, that’s the prettiest, Is It?” said 
•and black and wonderful. Boy as I she, laughing. •'Well, now, walk up 
;Was I knew that in spite of that bloat- ! to It, and let us hear what Is writ 
ed face this woman had once been very beneath It?” 
beautiful. She put out a band, with i I did as she asked, and read out : 
all the fingers going, as if she were I "Miss Polly Hinton, as Peggy In the 
Playing on the harpsichord, and she ‘Country Wife,’ played for,her benefit 
touched Jim on the shoulder. ! at the Haymarket Theatre, Sept. 14,

’I hope—I hope you’re well," she 1780?’ 
stammered. “It’s a play actress," said I.

Very well, mam,' said Jim, staring 'Oh, you rude little boy, to say It In 
from her to his uncle. such a tone,” said she. "As If a play

And happy, too?” actress wasn’t as good as any one
Yes mam, I thank you." else. Why, ’twas but the other day
Nothing that you crave for?” that the Duke of Clarence, who may
Why, no, mam ; I have all that I «-me to call himself King of England,

,aFj£.J ' married Mrs. Jordan, who was herself
That will do,. Jim," said his uncle only a play actress. And who do 

m a stem voice. "Blow up the forge You think this one is?” She stood un- 
agaln, for that shoe wants reheating.” der the picture with her arms folded 

But it seemed as if the woman had Across her great body, and her big, ! 
something else that she would say for black eyes looking from one to the i 
she was angry that he should be sent other of us. 
away. Her eyes gleamed and her 
head tossed, while the smith, with his 
two big hands outspread, seemed to be 
soothing her as best he could. For a 
long time, they whispered until at last 
she seemed to be satisfied. •

"To-morrow, then?” she cried loud

these children grow up, money or ln- 
■ terest has to be employed to force 

them Into positions and callings for 
which they are naturally in nowise » 
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iro END TO IBB MAKING OF DOC

TORS AND LAWYERS. DOES NOT ALTER 
AN NATURE.

That this *T\ the case has often been
■apply Greater Than Demand-The Cry Is Proved. "Clever rogues,” It frequently

makes. In this connection, here is a
-__. good story and appropriate to the sea-

Value of Edacatloa— son. It shows how the ruling passion 
•arse or Geuiuty—Praioo of Practice! cannot be altered by education and 
Pars alts. even religion. Preaching ait London

during his course of Lenten sermons 
Every Easter the educational mill on moral freedom, which he defined as 

grinds out more doctors, and year after b‘ ^"one ^""‘an^thelnfluence 
year more professional men In arts of circumstance and heredity, Canon 
and sciences are turned loose In On- Gore told a story which he said had
tario. Although it is known that the co™e t0 his ears recently. A hardened
supply is far greater than the demandVp'c?P°cke‘ found Umwlf

cried I^VwVmL Po'uy Hto- ' th* “^Tennyson's brook, goes -time in lis Hfehad'ltisureto?h?nk
ton of1 th£ HaymartLtMTheatm And cn ft>rever’ °* lawyers and doctors During a somewhat protracted illness 
perhaps you never he!rd the n£ne be- T°™‘° has more in proportion to her.Thereallty .ofthe loveof Oodwu vl- 
fore.” population than almost any other city lz* uP°n him, and he be-

We were compelled to confess that on the American continent. Are we all fr<£n' darkness 6^>€HLhSteil^H;û**rted
we never had. And the very name going to law, or are we all going to be ceived the Sacrament and was in ar-
af kind "hô^or8 pki* Wthe i Blck’ that there 18 such an abundant ticulo mortis, when the priest, who
country-bred fofk that we were To suPplY being provided of the gentlemen ^ reading the commendatory prayer 
^ toe^we^e a ctoas apari, to beehinM i o f the long robe, and of the black ^Y his al^eard a hoar? whisper 
at rather than named, with the wrath draught, pestle and mortar, and Latin : As the clergyman ralid hh hS L
of the Almighty banging over them prescription. , | man lay dSd^with the watch in hi!
like a thunder cloud. Indeed, hls Judg- Far be it from me to saj^one word hand. "The will," said Canon Gore
uon betore eu„ wh^ V gainst education, for daily I know the ! 'was not strong enough to restai
what this woman was and what she lack of what so many are now freely body_ ye^was'rtrongeno^gh'to^iTOtest
bail been. taught. What I wish to lay down in against its own act with the vote?” ”*3"%" “«t**;W,niusru ss,r,s‘iss.*A T4“ ot “s- and cran.

to think of me. So this is the up- of those receiving their diplomas and answers to questions at exams, are
bringing you have had, Jim, to think degrees ever being able to make a liv- sometimes "cribbed.” “ r remember,”
evil of that which you do not under- ing at their practices in law and medi- ' a certain cramming school
stand. I wish you had been in the , clne where time was of such Importance to
theatre that very night with Prince TUbat is the remedv of this over- ‘“e elder pupils that they broughtFlorixel and four dukes in the boxes ” hat Is the remedy of this over ,b ^ wlth them even tQ t^eir meils,
and all the wits and maccaronls of stocking of the professional market. and read until their turns came to be
London rising at me in the pit. If It is that the young should be taught helped to the not very recherche vl-
Lord Avon had not given me a seat that handlcraftiem, yea, even the old- an°s ! and where everybody else was. 
In his carriage I had never got the fashioned art of agriculture, is as hon- niore I®88’, sacrificed to the Moloch 
flowers back to my lodgings in York- orabIe and as noble, and demands as °r mathematics for their sakes. Misery 
street, Westminster. And now two h| h - «uccessfui nroeecu- sharpened our wits that the ordl-little country lads are sitting In Judg- a"®f“af"1 nary schoolbooks had no power to tor-
ment UDnn me” tlon- as the compounding of pills, the ment us ; we procured cribs to allment upon^ ^ Contlnued treatment of fevers, the negotiating of their problems. But the head-tester

mortgages, the drawing of leases or had a manuscript book of his own 
making testators’ wills The evil ta, from which Issued the most hatJfCi
perhaps felt more in thickly-populated questions ; it cost Infinite pains and
England than In Canada. trouble, besides Involving us in the

Subjoined are some statements start- serious offence of burglary to get theling In the extreme, from the Old Land, crib to that, but at last we Effected
and which will assuredly, in the course it. The Improvement in the work of
of a fe* years, be reproduced in this the school became henceforth very
Canada of ours, if youths are brought marked, and gave great satisfaction
up to scorn everything homely and to everybody ; the master, our par-
humble. though not genteel, for the ents and guardians, and ourselves
sake of being members of a learned were all equally gratified. There was
profession. a little too much quickness, perhaps,

consistent with prudence in producing 
our results, but their accuracy was 
unimpeachable. On one unhappy day, 
however, when every boy, as usual, 
had brought his sum to a correct 
elusion, the pedagogue was suddenly 
seized with an insane desire to see it 
worked out on the board. He had no 
suspicion, or he would not have pitch
ed upon the head of the class to exhibit 
his skill. This young gentleman had 
' fudged ’ the answer to save himself 
trouble, like the rest ; but he was how 
compelled to stoop to details, and they 
brought him to a different result.
‘ There must be a mistake somewhere,’ 
observed the master, frowning ; and 
we began to be very much afraid there 
was. The second boy tried it, and with 
only too great success ; he made it 
the same as the first. Then the mas
ter himself tried it, and arrived at the 
same terminus. * The answer in my 
book,’ he said hi an awful voice, ' Is 
wrong ; and yet you have all got that 
answer!’ ”

FROM PRINTER’S DEVIL TO 
PREMIER.

Sir Mackenzie Bowell is 72 years old. 
His father was a builder, and emigrat
ed to America when Mackenzie was 10 
years old. When 11 years old the boy 
was apprenticed to George Benjamin of 
Belleville, Ont., to learn the print
er’s trade. He became a " printer’s 
devil,” and was mischievous enpugh to 
deserve his name. His employer wàs 
an educated and public-spirited man, 
and probably had much Influence on 
the lad’s character. At 18 Mackenzie, 
having saved a little money, went to 
school for six months. He returned to 
The Intelligencer and became foreman 
at a salary of $10 a month. Nine years 
later he became sole proprietor of tha 
paper. In 1863 he was a candidate for 
office, but was defeated. In 1867 he was 
elected to the first Dominion Parlia
ment, where he has remained 
for so many years. He is 
a very hard worker, fond 
of details, energetic and restless. He 
became Premier of Canada on Dec. 14, 
1894, after the tragic death of Sir John- 
Thompson. The Queen knighted him 
on Jan. 1, 1896. Had not Sir Macken
zie’s practical experience in the details 
of hard work as a printer, ,yea he even 
once went ‘‘ on tramp," to seek for a 
Job, something to do with the develop
ment of those qualities which raised 
him to the high position he as attatn-
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CHAPTER III.•We’re In luck, Roddy,” whispered
Jim. “Here’s one, of the windows The Play Actress of Anstey Cross, 
open.” I have told you something about Fri-

“Don’t you think we’ve gone far ar’s Oak and about the life which we
enough, Jim?" said I, with my teeth led there. Now that my memory goes
chattering. back to the old place it would gladly

“I’ll lift you In first.” Unger, for every thread which Ï draw
“No, no ; I’ll not go first.” i from the skein of the past brings out
"Then I will." He gripped the sill half a dozen others 4hat were en-'

and had his knees on it In an instant, tangled with It. I was In t*o minds
, “Now, Roddy, give me your hands.” when I began whether I had enough In

It was this pride of Boy Jim’s which With a pull he had me up beside him, me to make a book of, and now I know
led to an adventure which makes me and a moment later we were both In that I could write one about Friar’s

the haunted house. Oak alone, and the folk whom I knew „
It happened in August of ’99, or it How hollow It sounded when we In my childhood. They were hard and “v!- vrrow’ ”e anf?’ered- --

may have been In the early days of Jumped down onto the wooden floor 1 uncouth, some of them, I doubt not, , 1 K88P Y°ur word, and I’ll keep
September, But I remember that we There was such a sudden boon and re- and yet, seen through the golden haze 8alcI ,shf. «®a dropped the lash
heard the cuckoo In Patcham wood, and verberatlon that we both stood silent of time, they all seem sweet and lov- „,tintx,pony 8.baf“’. The smith stood 
that Jim said that perhaps It Was the for a moment. Then Jim burst out able. There was our good vicar, Mr. rasP In nls hand looking after
last of hlm. I was still at school, but laufehtng. Jefferson, who loved the whole world, 8“e Jus* a little red
Jim had left, he being nigh 16 and X "What an old drum of a place It Is!” save only Mr. fllack, the Baptist mini- °n the white road. Then he
13. It was my Saturday half holiday, he cried. “We’ll strike a light, Roddy, ster of Clayton, and there was kindly Lrfrv” and 1 never saw his face so 
end we spent It, as we often did, out and see where we are.” Mr. Slack, who was all men’s brother, „

could stretch ourselves upon the soft, burned up we saw an arched stone «tour Rudln, the French Royalist retu- . £?8t®Y Ç™88 wayV, she 8 taken
springy chalk grass among the plump roof above our heads and broad deal gee, who lived over on the Pangdean she can hetn vnî, on » I!?* t”3 maiy5f 
little southdown sheep, chatting with shelves all round us, covered With Road, and who. when the news of a 8"® Ctt!t vo, y°ifl a^1LJ,pro™lsed
the shepherds, as they leaned upon dU8ty dishes. It was the pantry victory came in. was convulsed with You would go over and see
their queer Pycombe crooks, made in ■•m gfiow you round,” said Jim, Joy because we had beaten Bonaparte, ®fr ...
the days when Sussex turned out more ! merrily, and, pushing the door open, and shaken with rage because we had “on t want her help uncle, and Iiron than all the counties of England he led the way Into the hall I rememl beaten the French, so that after the d°i,Bt wa”t to see her."

It was there that we lay upon that bered the high, oakrpanelled walls Nile he wept for a whole day out of "“'J X,e„,,pro1 . ’ ,im’ and Y°u
glorious afternoon. If we chose to roll with the heads of deer Jutting out, and delight, and then for another one out o*ldJJ t make me out a liar. Sh&does
upon our right side the whole weald a single ^hlte bust which sent my of fury, alternately clapping his hands k with you, for it is a
would lie In front of us, with the heart into my mouth to the corner and stamping his feet Well I remem- "f'L8h?leads- „
north downs curving away in olive Many rooms opened out of this, and we her his thin, upright figure, and the -11„^“atrnwoald waBt to talk with
green folds, with here and there the wandered from one to the other the way to which he Jauntily twirled his suchas me about?” 
enowwhite rift of a chalk pit. If we kitchens, the still room, the morning little cane, for cold and hunger could 'WJxy* I caiujot say that, but she
turned upon our left we overlooked the, room- tbe dlntog room all filled with not cast him down, though we knew bt<|*”e,(?yeiY 8®t upon it, and 
buge blue stretch of the Channel. A the same choking smell of dust and of that he had his share of both. Yet av|,th 'r. ^ancle8- There s young Mas-
convoy, as I can well remember, was mfldeW. B he was so proud, and had such a grand ‘«f Stone here, who wouldn’t refuse to
coming up It that day ; the timid flock “This is where they played the manner of talking that no one dared a”d 388 a good lady. I’ll warrant, If
of merchantmen to front, the frigates, cards jlm gald i in a hushed voice, to offer him a cloak or a meal. I can ge thought he might better hls fortune __. vri w AT gvpa
like well-trained dogs, upon the skirts, "it wks on that verv table.” see hls face now, with a flush over by doing so. ’ GOLFERS AND WALKERS.
and two burly drover line-of-battle- ••Whv here are the cards them- each craggy cheek bone when the e“’ al?cle, *11 So if Roddy Stone ------- - -
ships rolling along behind them. My 7.’ h. “i h! milled a butcher made him the present of some W«I go with me,” said Jim. A Remarkable ladleatlea ef the Spread
fancy was soaring out to my father b„ya^ towel from somethin^ in the ribs of beef. He could not but take .Ot course, he’ll go. Won’t you. er liberal Views aa the ■am-
upon the waters, when a word from brown towel from something^m tne anfl yet> whlle he waa stalking off, “a8ter Rodney?” * day «tueatlen.
Jim brought It back onto the grass like it waa a pUe ofptaying cardB—forty n» threw a proud glance over hls °o It saying yes, and a remarkable Indication of the
a broken-winged gull- nacks I should think at the least— shoulder at the butcher, and he said . back I went with all my news to my spread of liberal views on the Sunday

"Roddy,” said he, "have you heard ^hlch’ had min there ever since that “Monsieur, I have a dogV Yet it was whc'dearly loved a little bit question, even to the most unexpected
that Cllffe Royal is haunted ?’’ magic game* which was played before Monsieur Rudln and not. hls dog who °b g?*8lp’ She shook her head when quarters, appears to be furnished by

Had I heard It ? Of course I had ™ag£ ga™e wmcn waa playea looked plumper for a week to come. «he heard where I was going, but she toe plea of the deputation that had an
heard it. Who was there in all the on(i ’ —here that stair leads." Then I remember Mr. Paterson, the al? not say nay, and so It was settled, interview with the Lord Provost onDown country who had not heard of * ™£der where tnat stalr JeaQ8‘ farmer, who was what you would now It was a good four miles of a walk, the subj^to of Sunday golf, says The- 
the Walker of Cliffe Royal?” "Doito go uo there Jim !” I cried, call a radical, though at that time but when we reached It, you would Scotsman The member! of the depu-
_"Do YOU know the story of It, clut^tog^t hto arm. ’“That must lead some, called him a ly'“£a”d hwse til hrôevsuckta*» 5°âey “ttle totion were Batoly-or wholly emlnent-
Roddy?” t th r0om of the murder.” some a Fox-lte, and nearly everybody “ouse ail honeysuckle and creepers, men and ministers of the Free Church,

"Why," said I, with some pride, "I “How do vou know that7” a traitor. It certainly seemed to me at a wooden porch and lattice win- whose views on Questions of the dayought to know It, seeing that my . ™"Vira?!tid thM they saw on the the time to be very wicked that a nym fows. A common-looking woman open- Wh0Se VleWa OD q OI y
mother’s brother, Sir Charles Tregellis, Ceillfi|-OhJim; you ca!setiteven should look glum when he heard of a ®d,‘hejloorfor us.
was the nearest friend of Lord Avon, nowj" ’ y British victory, and when they burned MIss Hinton cannot see you,” said
and was down at this card party when He held up hla candje> and there was his straw Image at the gate of hls 8
the thing happened. I heard the vicar _reat dato smudge upon the white farm, Boy Jim and I were among those But she asked us to come,” said
end my mother talking about It last bla8ater a^ve ut who lent a hand. But we were bound J-m-
week, and It was all so clear to me, v... beiieve your right” said he, “but to confess that he had game, though I b®” t help that, cried the woman
that I might have been there when yb“^ i-m going up to have a look he might be a traitor, for -down he “? *J™de voice. “I tell you she can’t
the murder was done." if” ’ came, striding into the midst of us, 8e« You.

“It is a strange story,” said Jim, I “ ..Don,t jim don't t cried with hls brown coat and his buckled we stood Irresolute for a minute,
thoughtfully, “but when I asked my I ,.Tut Roddy you can stay here, If shoes, and the fire beating upon hls . ^Ybe yoti would Just tell her I am
aunt about it she would give me n? y0™re afrtid.' I won% be more than grim schoolmaster face My word, how hme' said Jim at last,
answer, and, as to my uncle, he cut y minute There’s no use going on a he rated us, and how glad we were at Tell her ! How am I to tell her
me short at the very mention oflt. ghost hunt unlesl-my God ! there’s last to sneak quietly away ! You Uv- '\hen she couldn t so much as hear a

"There to a good reason for that,” f"methtog coming dôwn the stairs!” *rs of a lie,” said he. “You and those Platol shot In her ears ? Try and tell
I, “for Lord Avon was, as I have ' j beard lt too a ahuffllng footstep to like you have been preaching peace for her, yourself. If you have a mind to.” 

heard, you uncle’s best friend, and it Is the room above\md then a creSfc from nigh 2000 years, and cutting throats She threw open a door as she spoke, 
but natural that he would not wish to t then another creak, and an- the whole time ! If the money that is ?"d,there- ln a reclinlng chair at the
speak of hls disgrace.” other I saw Jim’s face as If It had lost to taking French lives were spent further end of the room, we caught a

"Tell me the story, Roddy.” I been ' carved out of ivory, with hls in saving English ones, you would have Bl mpse of a, figure til lumped together,
"It Is an old one now—fourteen years t , ,j and bla ataring eyes fixed more right to burn candles In your huge and shapeless, with tails of blackold-and yet they have not got to the bh!ck Muare of toe^ stair windows Who are you that dare to ““'^ banglnk down. The sound of

end of lt. There were four of them ouenin„. He still held the light, but come here to insult a 'law-abiding dreadful, swine-like breathing fell upon 
who had come down from London to hp® fln„era twitched and with every man?” "We are the people of Eng- our ears. It was but a glance, and 
spend a few days In Lord Avon’s old “witch the shadows sprang from the land,” cried young Master OvtngtOn, ‘benwewere off hotfoot for home. As 
house. One was hls own young .-alls to the celling As to myself, my the son of the Tory squire. You—you tor me I was so young that I was not 
brother, Capt. Barrington. Another vrees ,,ave way under me and I found horse-racing, cock-fighting, neer-do- sure whether this was funny or ter- 
was hls cousin. Sir Lothian Hume. myaelf 0_ th^ floor, crouching down well, do you presume to talk fpr the .pec- {"'bto. but when I looked At, Jim to see 
Sir Charles Tregellis, my uncle, was web8„d ^ith a scream frozen in pie of England? They are a deep, strong, how he took it, he was looking quite 
the third, and Lord Avon the fourth, behind J^m, a wi tb™ step came silent stream, and You are the scum, White and 111.
They were fond of playing-cards for ,ywl fro^n Btalr t0 atair. the bubbles, the poor silly froth that You 11 not tell anyone, Roddy,” said
money, these great people. «tBtt ’ they 8 They hardly daring to look and yet floats upon the surface.” We thought he. 
played and Ifiayed for two days and unable’to turn away my eyes, I saw a him very wlc 
a night. Lord Avon lost, and SirL dimly outlined in the corner up-
■to Ian lost, and my uncle lost, and Capt. on wbjcb tbe gtalr opened. There was 
Barrington won untU he could win no a gllence ln ,whlch I could hear my 

,,H? til__™°“hla poor heart thumping, apd then when
whfr whwf 1 looked again the figure was gone, andelder brother, which meant a gr»t thc jow creait- creak was heard once 

deal to him. It was late on a Monday m(|re upon tbe stairs. Jim sprang af- 
nlght that they stopped playing. On . . .. a—d t wag left half fainting lnthe Tuesday morning Capt. Barrington “’0a”if„L 16 S
was found dead beside his bed with hls thBut ,t -not for tong. 
throat cut. down again to a minute, and, passing

„a.nd Avon did It. hls hand under my arm, he half led
Hls papers were found burned in the and half carried me out of the house.

f nf' * yal hi’.vnifp 11 was not until we were to the fresh
in the dead man 3 hand, and hls knife n!ght alr again that he opened hls 
lay beside the body.” mouth

"Did they hang him then ?” "fan vou stand Roddy7” »"They were too slow to laying hands ,.^g ybut I’m shaking.”
^P0.11 b|m- He waited until he saw „go am j „ aa|d be, passing hls hand

thon h»dfled°U8Ht h»hl>me»w hiÜ over hls forehead. “I ask your par- 
and then he fled. He bas never been d Roddy. I was a fool to bring you 
ee/n.8lnEf’ b"1 11 18 8aJd ‘bat he reach- Qn ^uch errand. But I never be-

’•An“etoeaghost walks?” “®Xfd ln 8uch thlngS’ 1 knoW better
"There are a hundred who have seen nt?.Could lt bave "been a man, Jim?" I

asked, plucking up my courage, now 
I could hear the dogs barking

n

(Copyright, 1896, by A. Conan Doyle.)

CHAPTER II.—Continued.
re-

out.. shiver now when I think of it. '

women

K

THE CRAMMING SYSTEM.
Allan Laldlaw, writing to The Hu

manitarian, an English magazine Just 
to hand, boldly avers : “ To say that
education is better than house or lands 
or any kind of property, or the posses
sion of one great faculty, is one of the 
greatest lies ever promulgated to a ly
ing age-

" A man who has left to him a cos
ter’s barrow and a good pitch, has 
more wherewith .to gain a good living 
and a place to the wqrld than any uni
versity education can give him.

“ To say that knowledge Is a power 
that will gain a man or a woman In
dependence to a He. Knowledge of It
self is nothing without a superb fac
ulty to apply lt, and then lt must be 
concentrated knowledge of one matter 
and not a weak versatility.

“ Who are the men who make large 
fortunes? Not the men who have what 
the cant of the day calls culture ; but 
the men who exercise application in 
some narrow field of industry or spec
ulation. And among mankind at large 
the man who cannot write his own 
name, but has thousands at his bank
ers, is feared and respected, while the 
man who knows all languages, who 
loves poetry and music, and is a lover 
of books, if his pockets be empty, will 
be cold-shouldered everywhere, dis
trusted as a workman and driven to 
suicide or the workhouse.’’

” Putting aside the fact that modern 
education shows an Increasing ten
dency to draw or lure \>eov]e out of 
their natural surroundings—that thou 
sands of young men and women are In
duced by false notions to desert safe 
careers for devious and «"«^ato 
paths, to embark upon occupations 
without being certain If they possess 
the faculty which means success, or at 
least a living—lt Is certain that the 
over-education which a bad competi
tive system entails destroys the pow
ers when it comes to practice. 
EDUCATION ALONE WILL NOT 

GET A LIVING.

will get a man a living ? A good sign 
writer and house decorator has always 
a handsome living In n ■ it
ed labor? not general education, Is
what is valuaible. The reti worktog-
man can earn better and more wages 
than any professional man or artist, 
for he has little or no capital to lay 
out first He serves a short appren
ticeship, and as soon as he is out of 
that he can earn wages. Now, how 
long will it take a doctor, who has no ^practice or connections, and 
money to buy the goodwill of a prac- 
tice to earn £2 per week? An artist 
who has spent years in study and 
pounds on hls education, requires time 
in which to paint pictures, during 
which he must buy food, shelter and 
clothing Can he earn £2 per week 
unless he have a connection to paint 
family portraits or draw quick 
sketches for comic papers ? No, he 
must struggle on hopelessly for 
months and months, ultimately to die 
broken-hearted.
NOTHING LIKE PRACTICAL PUR

SUITS.

con-cannot but have an effect on .tbe age 
ln which they live. It appears that 
the Earl of Moray, the Moderator of 
the Free Church Assembly, and those 
who accompanied them, spoke to the 
Interests of that not Inconsiderable 
section of the inhabitants of Edin
burgh who dp not play golf even on 
Sundays. Tltey pointed out .that the 
golfers monopolize such a large part of 
the Braid Hills for six days of the 
week that the non-golfers can only en
joy air and exercise there on Sundays. 
Now, it appears that golfers are be
ginning to considerable numbers, to 
visit the hills on Sundays also, and by 
and by, If the practice continues to 
grow as it Is doing, they will rende? 
Sabbath meditation on the Braids dan
gerous, if not Impossible. Some, If not 
all, of the members of the deputation 
object to Sunday golf on religious 
grounds, but it was not as objectors to 
Sunday golf that they .Interviewed the 
Lord Provost ; and that Is the remark
able fact about the deputation. They 
appeared to the interests of the Sun
day walkers. It Is because the Sunday 
walkers are ln danger of being driven 
off the Braid Hills by the Sunday golf
ers that the Free Church Moderator 
and other eminent Free Church office
bearers are bestirring themselves. They 
may or may not be against playing 
golf on Sunday. That 
question. At present uu.i-
tending for the privileges of the Sun
day walker. Their contention, If we 
rightly understand It, Is that at least 
on the Sabbath day the hills should 
be left safe and quiet for thbse who 
enjoy a ramble there for the purposes 
of health, recreation or meditation. 
The golfers have six days of the week; 
let the pedestrians have the seventh. 
There seems to be a dash of reason to 
this contention, though golfers might 
say that there is a large part of the 
hills where pedestrians may Indulge ln 
Sunday meditation free from any dan
ger of a golf ball There really seems 
something to be said in the Interests 
of the mere Sunday pedestrian. There 
is some reason ln the demand that 
since the golfers get the hills on six 
days, men, women and children who 
do not golf should be able-to wander 
over the whole of them on Sunday. 
But lt to at any rate a most Import
ant and significant fact that those 
notable representatives of the Free 
Church should thus come forward as 
the champions of Sunday walkers, as 
the guardians of the sacred privilege 
of walking on Sunday as tree as pos
sible from molestation afid danger. 
The time has been when Sunday walk
ing was frowned upon as sternly as 
is Sunday golf now. It almost seems 
but as yesterday when men like those 
who formed this deputation might 
have been heard denouncing walking 
on the Sabbath day os severely as 
if there had been no precedent for it 
In Holy Writ. The dark ages are not 
far behind us; but they must be gone 
utterly when excellent Free Church
men have constituted themselves the 
champions and protectors of the Sun
day walker. It Is now regarded by 
them as not only lawful to walk 
abroad among the httla on Sunday, but 
as a privilege which Is worthy of be
ing cherished and defended against 
whatever might Interfere with Its en
joyment and benefits. t

said

We thought
him very wicked then, but, looking 
back, I am not pure that we were not 
very wicked outoelves.

And then there were the smugglers 1 
The downs swarmed with them, for 
since there might be no lawful trade 

afl England lt had all 
channel. I have been 

up on St. John’s common upon a dare 
nigh” and, lying upon the bracken, 
I have seen aa many as seventy mules 
and a man at the head of each go flit
ting past me as silently as fish in a 
stream. Not one of them but bore Its 
two ankers of the right French cog
nac, or
lace of Valenciennes.
Scales, the head of them, and I knew 
Tom Hlslop, the riding officer, and I 
remember the night they met. “Tx" 
you fight, Dan?” asked Tom.
Tom, thou must fight for It.” 
which Tom drew hls pistol 
Dan’s brains out. “T‘ ” 
thing to do,” he said afterward, "but 
I knew Dan was too good a man for 

for we tried lt out before.”
Tpm who paid a poet from Bright

on to write the lines for the tomb
stone, which we all thought were very 
true and good, Beginning ;

■ V“Not unless it’s my mother.”
“I won’t even tell my uncle, 

say she was 111, the poor lady. It’s 
erough that we should have seen her 
In her shame, without it's being the 
gossip of the village, ft makes me 
reel sick and heavy at heart.”

“She was so yesterday, Mm.’0
“Was she? I never marked it. But I 

know that she has kind eyes and a good 
heart, for I saw the one in the other 
when she looked at me. Maybe it’s the 
want of a friend that has driven her 
to this.”

It blighted his spirits for days, <uid 
When it had all gone from my mind 
It was brought back to me byhta 
manner. But lt was not to be oui. 
last memory of the lady with the 
-let pelisse, for before the week 
out Jim came round to ask me if I 
would again go up with him.

“My uncle has had a letter,” said he. 
‘She would speak with me. and I 

would .be easier if you came with me. 
Rod.”

For me it was only a pleasure outing, 
but I could see, aa we drew near the 
house, that Jim was troubling In hls 
mind lest we should find that things 
were amiss, 
at rest, however, for we had scarce 
clicked the garden gate before the wo
man was out of the door of the cottage 
and running down the path to meet us. 
She was so strange a figure, with 
some sort of purple wrapper on, and 
her big, flushed face smiling- out of it, 
that I might, if I had been alone, 
have taken to my heels at the sight of 
her. Even Jim stopped for a moment 
as it he were not very sure of himself, 
but her hearty ways soon set ug at our 
ease.

“It is, Indeed, good of you to com 
and see and old lonely woman,” said 
she, “and I owe you an apology that 
I should give you a fruitless Journey 
on Tuesday, but in a sense you were 
yourselves the cause of it, since the 
thought of your coming had excited 
me, and any excitement throws me in
to a nervous fever. My poor nerves ! 
You can see yourselves how they serve 
me ’’

I’ll
to another

betwixt France 
to run in that

He was

its bale of silk of Lyons aqd 
I knew Dan

scar.
was”Qo

“Yes,
On

and blew 
It was a sad

ed?Itit." me,
was And cannot the same moral be drawn 

from the careers of Hugh Miller and 
the late Sir Alexander Mackenzie?

“ Slow yet sure ’’ may be said to 
have been their motto, ever tolling up
ward in life’s rough, every-day—not 
academic—path, reminding me of Col- 
lyer’s stanzas of “ Saxon Grit ” :

“Why is the house still empty?”
“Because lt is in the keeping of the 

law. Lord Avon had no children, and 
Sir Lothian Hume, the same who was 
at the card party, Is hls nephew and 
heir. But he can touch nothing until 
he can prove Lord Avon to be dead.”

Jim lay silent for a bit, plucking at 
the short grass with hls fingers.

“Roddy," said he at last, "will you 
come with me to-night and look for the 
ghosts ?"

It took me aback, the very thought

that 
on the farms.

"It was a spirit, Roddy.”
"How do you know?”
"Because I followed It, and saw it 

vanish into a wall as easy as an eel 
Into sand. Why, Roddy, what’s amiss

“My fears were til back upon me, and 
every nerve creeping with horror. 
•■Take me away, Jim! Take me away!” 
I cried. .

I was glaring down the avenue, and 
his eyes followed mine. Amid the 
gloom of the oak trees something was 
coming toward us.

"Quiet, Roddy!" whispered Jim. “£y 
heaven, come whak may, my arms are 
going round it tWSTtime.”
, We crouched a»< motionless as the 
trunks behind us. Heavy steps plough
ed their way through the soft gravel, 
and a broad figure loomed upon us In 
the darkness. Jim sprang upon it 
like a tiger. “You’re not a spirit, any-

HIs fears were soon set

Alas ! swift flew the fatal lead 
Which pierced the young man’s head ; 
He instant fell, resigned hls breath, 
And closed hls languid eyes to death. Then slow and sure, as the oaks have 

(town 
From the 

day.There was no more of it, and I dare
say it is all still to be read ln Patcham 
churchyard.

One day about the time of our Cllffe 
Royal adventure, I was seated in the 
cottage looking round at the curios my 
father had fastened onto the walls, and 
wishing, like the lazy lad that I was, 
that Mr. Lilly had died before ever 
he wrote hls Latin grammar, when my 
mother, who was sitting knitting in the 
window, gave a little cry of surprise- 

“Good gracious!” she cried. "‘What 
a vulgar looking woman !”

rare to hear my mother

acorns that fell on the dim old
So this new manhood ln city and town 

To a nobler stature will grow alway. 
Winning by Inches, holding by clinches, 

Slow to contention, and slower to quit. 
Now and then falling, but never once quall-

of it.
“My mother would not let me.”
"Slip out when she’s abed. I’ll wait 

lor you at the smithy.”
"Cllffe Royal is locked.”
"I’ll open a window easy enough.”
“I’m afrtid, Jim.” T
"But you are not afraid If you are 

with me, Roddy. I’ll promise you that 
no ghost shall hurt you.”

So I gave him my word that I would 
come, and then all the rest of the day 
I went about, the most sad-faced lad , , -
in Sussex. It was all very well for W$Y. be cried. -nrnrlseBoy Jim ! It was that pride of his „Æfhman gaye, af ab°Pt °£wh2tlthe 
which was taking him there. He-would | andrihen a, 8r°wl of rage- ..j'n

a t?o because there was no one else on i £euce • he ro^re<** ”/the country side who would dare. But | break your ”e®k y?u Ion t let g .
I had no pride of that sort. I was -The threat might not have 
quite of the same way of thinking as i grip, but the voice did. Y,
the others, and would as soon have I be cried. -. ,
thought of passing my night at Jacob’s i },m..b, 6,‘-..t ‘ , ®,n ‘
gibbet on Ditehllng common as ln the ; And what s tills. Why it s Y°ubg m 
haunted house of Cllffe Royal. Still ! ter Rodney Stone as I’m a living sto- 
I could not bring myself to desert Jim, j ner . What to the world are. Y°u * 
end so, as I say, I slunk about the ; d?’bg dP,,at Cliffe Royal at this tim 
house with so pale and peaky a face ; or n*tnv
that my dear mother would have U I bad all moved out into the moon-
that I had been at the green apples j “fbt’,aPd ‘?,ere. wa?, Ubampion Harr.- 
and sent me to bed early with a dish i 3dn with a big bundle on his arm, and

such a look of amazement upon hls 
face as would have brought a smile 
back onto mine had my heart not still 
been cramped with fear.

"We’re exploring.” said Jim.
"Exploring, are you ? Well, I don’t 

think you were meant to be Captain 
Cooks, either of you, for I never saw 

ground, so I slipped out, and there such a pair of pealed-turnip faces, 
was Jim waiting for me at the smithy I Why, Jim, what are you afraid of?” 
corner. We crossed the St. John’s | If® not afraid uncle. I never was “Heaven
common together, and so past Ridden’s afraid. t But spirits are new to me . Rodney, but I think that the un- 
farm, meeting only one or two riding fortunate woman has been drinking.”
officers upon the way. There was a rVs • , _ , “Whv I cried, “she has pulled the
brisk wind blowing, and the moon kept 1 va been in Cllffe Royal, and we’ve , , dP at the smithy. I’ll find out
peeping through the rifts of the scud seen the ghost. news for you, and, catching up
so that our road was sometimes silver- * ho champion gave a whistle. away I scampered,
clear and sometimes so black that we “That s the game, is it?” said he. mu ion Harrison had been shoe-
found ourselves among the brambles “Did you have speech with it?” in» o horse at the forge door, and
and goost-bushes which lined It. We It vanished first. s . jbe street I could see
came at last to the wooden gate with The champion whistled once more. bim with the creature’s hoof still under 
the high stone pillars by the road- "I’ve heard there is something of the darm and the rasp in his hand, 
side, and, looking through between the sort up yonder,” said he, “but it’s not kneeling' down amid the white parings, 
rails, we saw the long avenue of oaks, a thing as I would advise you to med- The woman was beckoning bim from 
and at the end of this ill-boding tunnel die with. There's enough trouble with -haise and he staring at her with 
the pale face of the house glimmering the folk of this world, Boy Jim, with- :{.£ Queerest expression upon his face. 
tot"6 moonshine. out going out of your way to mix up presently he threw down his rasp and

That would have been enough for with those of another. As to young . across to her, standing by the 
me- ‘bat one glimpse of it, and the Master Rodney Stone, if hls good wheel and shaking his head as he talk- 
sound of the night wind sighing and mother saw that white face of his IVÎ tn her For my part I slipped into 
groaning among the branches. But she’d never let him come to the smithy ;{L «mith'v where Boy Jim was flnish-
Jim swung the gate open, and up we any more. Walk slowly on, and I’ll ,h„ shoe and I watched the neat-
went, the gravel squeaking beneath ! see you back to Friar’s Oak.” nsis of hls work and the deft way in
our tread. It towered high, the old j We had gone, half a mile, perhaps which he turned up the caulkens.
b®®3?' with many little windows in when the champion overtook us, and i When he had done with it he carried 

!,„7!°on g"ntecl, and with a. could not but observe that the bundle it out, and there was the strange wo- 
nî „eï,vrUnnlnÇ round three was no longer under his arm. We j man still talking with hls unde.

f,™.8 , Ay ‘be arched door stood were nearly at the smithy before Jim “Is that he?” I heard her ask.
b l-i. !Llll ™ace of U3, and on one side asked the question which was already Champion Harrison nodded.
» lattice hung open upon its hinge, - in my mind. , . She looked at Jim. and I never saw

Ing.
Let us thank God for the Saxon grit.
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A living can be gained only by serv

ing the desires of our own will and the 
desires of our fellow-creatures. The 
great mass of men must be employed 
In practical pursuits. Lads and girls 
alike, will do anything rather than em
ploy themselves menially. The oflice, 
or the shop-counter is preferred to the 
mechanical trade ,or to labor on a 

_ . . farm, or on a railway. The girls all
Some one who has letely seen Mary j^sj, to be typewriters or telegraph 

Anderson says: She Is new 37, ln the clerks or chorus girls, or stage dano- 
full flush of perfect, mature woman- era> or barmaids, rather than do do- 
hood. One not having seen her since mestic work, or to go out .to sejsvlce. 
she abai doned her professional career Every avenue of employment that is 
will observe that her tali, graceful not mechanical to overcrowded; wage 
figure to more rounded—with a slight tor intellectual labor is at its lowest 
tendency towards stoutness. Six years ebb; despalr, anxiety, poverty and sui- 
have made no changes in the beauty of cide are all round us, and superficial 
her features, except to ripen and soft- writers twaddle about the overpressure 
en them. The girlish fairness has been Qf modern life, Instead of attacking a 
transformed into a more mature wo- vicious system, which enables employ- 
manly beauty. Her vivacity of manner ers to obtain incompetency at a cheap 
—always one of her most delightful rate, rather than pay the fair price for 
characteristics—has not been modified -work done by men who possess the 
to the slightest degree; the same heart!- faculty for doing lt well, 
ness of spirit and healthy enthusiasm, | it is perefetiy true, Mr. Laldlaw 
so well remembered by those who knew I g0es on to say, that no art ln the hlgh- 
her Intimately; the same wholesome- er sense, such as music,painting, sculp- 
ness of thought; the same merry laugh ture, literature, or acting, can be de- 
—as If she laughed becaused she en- pended upon for a living; no man. 
Joyed nothing better to the world; the whatever hto native faculty, can hope 
same quickness and readiness of to succeed to these, unless he posses;? 
speech; the same animation of the eyes, a private Income sufficient to-keep him 
are unchanged, unless they be farther from the inevitable starvation which 
accentuated, and to their development the precarious nature of his earnings 
made more winsome and attractive, entail. And the same may truly be 
But of the actress nothing remains, said of every calling, clerical, legal.
Her past to her past, and unless one medical, which involves extended pre-
recalls it neither its trials nor trium-1 paration and some outlay of capital, 
phs seem to come back to her. It Is a fact that over-education id
And even when the past—her stage driving hundreds and thousands of
career—to brought up the results are young people out of trades and fields 

satisfactory, considered of labor which are sufficiently crowded 
Into paths of occupation which are

LostjIt was so .
say a hard word against anybody (un
less It were Gen. Bonaparte) that I was 
across the room and at the window in 
a Jump. A pony chaise was coming 
slowly down the village street, and ln 
it was the queerest looking person that 
I had ever seen. She was very stout, 
with a face that was so dark a red that 
it shaded away Into purple over' the 

She wore a great

She held out her twitching hands as 
she spoke, 
them through Jim’s arm, and walked 
with him up the path.

"You must let me know

Miss iiltiMs an ibe Is.Then she passed one of

How many wo
men do you know 
who are struggling 
along with burdens 

^'they were not 
» meant to beat be

cause their husbands have “ lost 
their health?”

A man’s health is an easy thing 
to lose. A little care and the right 
medicine make it easy to regain 
lost health. Neglected riispas* 
breeds death. Over "work, expos
ure, wrong eating, wrong living 
generally may engender disease. 
Symptoms vary, but by far the 
majority of diseases are marked by 
a loss of vitality, a wasting of 
flesh. The lungs and the stomach 
suffer. Disease - germs enter the 
system through these two 
gans.

Recovery means driving out the 
genus and building up strong, 
healthy tissues. The medicine that 
will do it quickest and most thor
oughly is the medicine to take. 
That medicine is Dr. Pierce’s 
Golden Medical Discovery. It 
searches out disease-germs wher
ever they exist and exterminates 
them. It is a powerful, invigorat
ing tonic. It promotes digestion, 
creates appetite, cures biliousness 
and all liver, kidney and stomach 
disorders, and so all blood di* 
eases., All medicine dealers.

and
Your

you,
know you well,” said she. 
uncle and aunt are quite old acquaint
ances of mine, and, though you can
not remember me, I have held you to 
my arms when you were an Infant.
Tell me, little man," she added, turn
ing to me, “what do you call 
friend?”

“Boy Jim, ma’am,” Said I.
‘Then, If you will not think me for

ward I will call you Boy Jim also. We 
elderly people have our privileges, you 
know. And now you wjll come to 
with me, and we will take a dish of 
tea together.”

She led the way Into a cosey room, 
the same which we had caught a 
glimpse of when first we came, and 
there in the middle was à table with 
white napery and shining glass and 
gleaming china, and red-cheeked ap
ples piled up on a centre dish, and a 
great plateful of smoking muffins 
which the cross-faced maid had Just 
carried in. You can think we did Jus
tice to all the good things, and Miss 
Hinton would keep pressing us to pass 
our cup and fill our plate. Twice during 
our meal she rose from her chair and 
withdrew Into a cupboard at the end 
of the room, and each time I saw Jim’s 
face cloud, for we heard a gentle click 
of glass against glass.

“Come now, little man,” said she to 
me when the table had been cleared.
"Why are you looking round so 
much?"

“Because there are so many pretty 
things upon the walls.” 1 . . _

“And which do you think the prêt- This was overheard at a Toronto 
tiest of them?" Club on All Fools’ Day :

“Why, that !” said I, pointing to a Alec Smart : “ Have you heard about 
picture which hung opposite to toe. It Billy D ? "
was of a tall and slender girl, with the Berserker : No ; what Is It ? ” 
rosiest cheeks and the tenderest eyes— Alec Smart ; “ Poor fellow, he can’t
so daintily dressed, too, that I had nev- : use this arm." And here Alec Smart 
er seen anything more perfect. She had I puts out hls right arm. 
a posy of flowers in her hand and an- Berserker : ” You don’t mean to say 
other was lying upon the planks of so ! What’s the trouble ? ” 
wood upon which ehe was standing. Alec Smart ; “ Because It’s mine."

nose and cheeks, 
hat, with a white curling ostrich feath
er and from under Its brim her two 
bold black eyes stared out with a look 
of anger and defiance as if to tell the 
folk that she thought less of them than 
they could of her. She had some sort 
of scarlet pelisse, with white swans- 
down about her neck, and she held the 
reins slack ln her hands, while the 
pony wandered from side to side, of the 
road as the fancy took him. Each 
time the pony swayed her head 
the great hat swayed also, so that 
sometimes we saw the crown of it and 
«ometimes the brim.

-■What a dreadful sight!” cried my
m”What Is amiss with her, mother?”

forgive me if I misjudge

your

of chamomile tea for my supper.
England went to rest betimes to 

those days, for there were few who 
could afford the price of candles. When 
I looked out of my window Just after 
the clock had gone ten there was not 
a light In the village, save only at the 
inn. It was but a few feet from the

or- 4

(

not exactly
from a conversational standpoint. *
• * Not a portrait in her surround- j choked up to overflowing, 
togs presents or suggests her as an 
actress. Of ail the hundreds of charac
ter photographs taken of her, she does 
not possess a single one.

THE CURSE OF GENTILITY.
What, then,-is the value of any edu

cation that does not render 
a woman primarily useful ? Instead 
of being useful, however, nowadays the 
tendency Is for til young men and wo
men to try and be ornamental. The 
false Ideas which have got abroad re
garding what constitutes a gentleman 
are in some degree answerable for tills.

How many successful tradesmen, 
chief cashiers, foremen of large works, 
etc., bring up their children to do no
thing, merely to dress in Imitation 
of wealthier people, and to learn su
perficial accomplishments ! Then, when

man ora
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