
In tbe Mibst of Blatmoo 15

to tho'se under his charge ended with mere
book learning* "

I quite agree with you,"' said the professor
cordially.

Thanks. Well, the trustees didn"t. I
joined the boys at their ames, hoping my
example would have an influence on their con-

duct on the playground as well as in the school-
room. We got up a rattling good cricket club.

You may not rf-member that I stood rather
better in cricket at the academy than I did in
mathematics or grammar. By handicapping
me with several poor players, and having the

best players among the boys in opposition, we
made a pretty evenly rhatched team at school
section No. 12. One day, -at noon, we began
a game. The grounds were in excellent con-
dition, and the opposition boys were at their
best. My side was getting the worst of it.
I was very much interested; and, when one
o'clock came, I thought it a pity to call school
and spoil so -good and interesting' a contest.
The boys were unanimously of the same opinion.
The girls were happy, picnicking under the

trees. So we played cricket all the after-
noon.

Ill think that was carryi*ng your theory a
Ettle too far," said the professor dubiously,

I'Just what the trustees thought when they
came to hear of it. So they dismissed me; and
1 think my leaving was the only case on record
where the pupils genuinely mourned a teacher's
departure. 1 shook the dust of Canada from

my feet, and have never regretted it. I tramped
to Buffalo, continuing to shake the dust off at

every step. (Hello ! here's your drinks at last,
Stilly. I had forgotten about them-an unusual
thing with me. That's all right, boy; charge
it to room 518. Ah! that hits the spot on a

hot day.) - Well, where was I ? Oh, yýs, at


