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THE SCHOOLMISTRESS
Itac vu a grand c lacking'' going

Reid/

Old Jimmy had come up l 
were talking, aad met her 
glance with a flattering smile

on down try the row ol cottage* that nocent admiration. See

?
=

f
lay near by the scboolhouse, an 
excited group ol women bad gathered 
together by the palling* that shut 
in the bits ol garden in front of 
them. Some who preferred the shel
ter of their owe doorway would put 
in a word now and then at the top 
of their voices with good effect. The 
sterner sex wu represented by old 
Jimmy, the lame carpenter, who. 
perched on the lowest step of the 
stile, smiled occasionally to himself 
between whifls of his beloved pipe

“I tell ye a’ I’ll no pit oop wi’ it 
ony mair. Mary McDonald's a guid 
enno’ lassie, but she’s own young to 
be a echulemistrees, an’ I’ll just tell 
Mr. McPherson so, af, an' a* the 
board, too, wi me am tongue.” •

Mrs Reid stopped for breath, and 
while she knitted away with fierce 
energy, her eyes dared any one to dis
agree with hier.

‘‘There’s ma Jeanme noo,” she went 
on. ‘‘It's naethtng bi^Jh^lancing 
noo a* the day—this dtep and that 
step. No’ but that I’m no' fond of a 
turn mesel’—when I wu a lassie," 
she corrected hastily, heedful of a 
grin on old Jimmtis lice. “Where’s 
the buik-lamin’ taiTjcome in wi* a* 
that playin’ and jumpin' aboot?"

“That’s juist whst I’m sayia’," put 
in another woman. “Mv twa laddies 
that wuna owre fond o’ their bulks 
(an’ mony's the skelpln’ they gotfrae 
me for being late at the schule), they 
juist rin a the way noo, to be in for 
the fun—the dancin’ and singin’ and 
jumpin’ aboot. It's no richt and 
proper Wha’s that ye’re say in’, 
Jimmy?" u a sound proceeded from 
the stile.

“O nae muckle, Maggie T was 
juist wonderin' il ye missed gi'en y’r 
laddies their skdpin’ every morn.” ■

“Toots, mon, juist mind y’r a in 
beesiness,” she cried, with a toss of 
her head. \> .

At that moment a voice from a 
neighboring doorway loudly called 
their attention. The blacksmith’s 
wife wu pointing indignantly to
wards the school playground.

“There’s the bairns at play noo,” 
she shouted, “an' it’s wantin’ half an 
hour yet to the time.”

“Och, och, did ye her see the like?’’ 
“It’s juist a einfu’ wute o’ time!” 
etc., etc., wu heard on all sides 
amidst much head-shaking; and deep 
displeasure wu felt for Miss McDon
ald’s want ol dignity, when they per
ceived the merry schoolmistress run
ning about with the children for all 
the world like one of them. Her 
foot u fleet u any, her red hair 
shining in the sun, she laughed and 
romped and ran about and seemed, 
wherever she went, the centre of 
tbe life and fun

easily away., 
“Pair bit la*!’ 

to himself. S
sighed old Jimmy

Monday
ling. And here she wu install

ed», whst s contrast to Mary!

On Saturday Mary certainly did go 
—and with her box, too—and u cer
tainly another arrived on
moral 
ed

Her gray hair—aa agly iron gray— 
was drawn back from a lined fore
head and partly hidden under a black
woollen cap. A pair of blue spec
tacles gave a severe aspect to such 
of her features u one could see; for 
she wore eternally a woollen cont- 

; forter wound round her neck, and of
ten pulled over her mouth and chia.

I Min Forsyth suffered from uthma, 
and her hoarse voice testified to the 
weak throat she complained of. But 
she wu an excellent teacher* aad if 
the lads and lassies missed Mary’s 
fun and laughter they certainly jot 
onopvell at their books. Miss For
syth wu strict, but though she 
Isughed seldom, ell had seen her 

j eyes twinkling behind the bine spec
tacles. The women folk were satis
fied and in spite of the teacher being 
aloof in her manner and always re
fusing to take a cup of tea with 
them in their own houses, thev looked 
upon her u a superior person, and 
were proud of what thev deemed her 
town manners Only old Jimmy rais
ed a dissentient voice.

“It’s the sonsy reid-haired lus I 
likit,” he would uy. “She wu the 
grand creetur, wi' her jowk always 
ready. Ye’ll niver git the like o’ 
her again.” And he shook his head 
with mournful defiance at the “auld 
wives,” u he styled them.

“Ye’re a’ for a bonny face, Jim
my," one of them retorted. “We ken 

; that fine. Miss Forsyth nae doubt is 
! no’ sae bonny, but she’s a gey wor
thy person, an’ she gets the bairns 
on fine, though she’s had them but 
a week. Jessie kens a’ the po'try 

: in her buik an' speaks it in gran' 
style, an’ there’s Mrs. Ferguson’s 
laddies that were sae backward, they 
are well up into the second standard 
the noo."

“I’m no' sayin',” said Mrs. Reid, 
“that the bairns exactly lost wi’ 
Mary; but she wu clean daft on ‘re
laxation,’ u she ca ed it. ‘Let the 
bairns play,’ said she to me, “an’ 

i they’ll lehrn a’ the better for it.' ” 
“Yon’s true enno’,” said Jimmy.

! “It’s Mary wu the wise-like lassie.”
“Hoots, mon! The bairns hae plen- 

I ty o' time and tae spare for play at 
their own homes Schule’s no’ a 
place for such goin's on."

“There’s no sae muckle time for 
playin’," answered obstinate Jimmy, 

all ; “when the puir wee bodies hae tae 
tramn tae the general merchant, and
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Alf ATLANTIC EPISODE
.oyage of 
Miss Wal-

What could i silly girl like that i tae fetch the milk and bread u soon 
know of book learning, of grammar , ns iver schule’s pot.” 
and history, geography and sums? “Och, indeed ! Wha wud be fetchin’ 
The mothers trembled for their oil- the things if the bairns didna?”

and thought of the lut | This wu going off the line or argu-spring,
school dame, of maturer years, whose 
rather sour-lined face and high fore
head had certainly looked the part 
more, but who had, if they had only 
knewn it, about a third of the brains 
of the red-haired, rosy-cheeked Mary 
McDonald. -

“I doubt the bairns will get little 
I earnin' from yon lassie," said a wo
man presently who had not yet spo
ken. “Jessie wu tellin* me a fine 
story of her goin’s on in the schule. 
It wu at the Bible class the other 
day. Mary wu axing questions O’ 
the littler bairns an’ she cam’ to wee 
Wutte. Mrs. Fhegusen’s bairn, ye ken.

‘who wu

no

mam.
'Wullie,'^ says Mary 
Adam?’ 'Please, mi 
wife,’ says Wullie.

Old Jimmy in the background grin 
ned widely.

“And what d’ye think the schulenii-
strsss says tae that?” coeturned the 
narrator, pausing impressively.

the first"1 and glittered on their bare heads, and

"Well, she juist lauched and lauehed,
an’ a', ■■■ MM

ment Jamie felt, but knew tvu 
use saying so. , „

“Dinna fash yersel’, wumman,” be 
said in a soothing tone, listening pa
tiently afterwards to tne flood he had 
brought down on himselfx 

But for all that Mary McDonald 
c me bacK to the school house again 
and stayed there, and this wu the 
way of it. »

Not long afterwards the school was 
“out*’ one sunshiny mid-day towards 
the end of winter. It had been a 
frosty night, but the sun had since 
taken the edge oil the keenness of the

It wu the first ocean vo: 
niothef and daughter, and 
dron, aged twenty-five, found it n<> 
whit harder tp restrain her excite
ment than Mrs. Waldron, seventeen 
years her senior. This trip to 
Europe had been the dream of both 
their lives, and the expenses thereof 
had been saved by many sacrifices 
Indeed, they had not dared- to let 
their dream come true too soon, but 
for a friend with influence in high 
places, who assured the Waldrons that 
Matilda would, without doubt, se
cure a / speedy promotion front 
grammar school to high school teach
er, if, in addition to certain special 
courses which she had been taking 
during the put few years, she would 
spend her summer vacation In studi
ous visits to European educational 
centres.

As Matilda would not go without 
her mother, Papa Wajdron had mag
nanimously offered* to close the Httle 
house in the Highlands, and board in 
town with Aunt afflaria during the 
ten weeks’ abscitiXu his wife and 
daughter. So, ^Rn his urgency, 
and all scruples di^fipated by the 
prospect of speedily bettered for
tunes, mother and daughter fared 
forth like two children on a holiday 
As a family, the Waldrons were sin
gularly unworldly, with kindly 
hearts to every creature, and un
expected or any measure save that 
with which they would mete.

The intending travellers had talked . 
their trip over many times, and pre-v £ .

for the pleasant 55" ,Çî*.
hannpn They *n*nt ,e*

pared themselves
things which might happen. They Ur. y,oMrmi 
had resolved to be so “natural” that *ri- wainron- 
the most penetrating would not suS-

quite alone, a lew yards away from 
them, and gazing absently out to sea.

She attracted her mother’s atten
tion. “Poor old gentleman! He 
seems to be of as Tittle account as 
ourselves among all these rich peo
ple," she said softly, “and he cer
tainly does not look At to travel 
alone."

The mother echoed her daughter’s 
compassionate sigti. “But he might 
resent our sympathy,” she said,-with 
charact&istic diffidence. So, (or 
delicacy, they went by on the other 
side.

But the following morning, as they 
were taking a turn on deck before 
breakfast", they saw hhn again, in the 
same place, and in the same dejected 
attitude. They lingered this time 
with sympathetic eyes on the old 
man, who seemed oblivious to all 
about him. •

“You speak to him, Matilda," urg
ed Mrs. Waldron.

"Oh, mother, you know best what 
to say."

“There, like a good girl! Young 
people can do anything. And thus 
adjured, Matilda crossed the deck.

“Good morning, sir," she said,, 
gently. “M you are alone, as we 
are, perhaps we might all go down 
to breakfast together."

He turned quickly. Were there 
tears in his dim and deep-sunken 
eyes?

“I will be bad company; I am rath
er hard of hearing," he answered, 
“and none too well; but—If I don’t 
bore you—"

“Nonsense!” exclaimed the young 
woman cheerfully. “We also are 
strangers ip this crowd, and we’ll 

ed to have you with us.” 
me present my mother,

His bow was perfect in its old-

air, ^ad as the children played the 
sunlight dazzled their bright eyes

viit: iiiusii pénétra h ii it wuuia noi sus-* , • » ^ * ,, r. »» ■
pect how awfully new and strange M,‘ *a one>

4lu, A—.. ..a he responded to th<

a (a

the scholars leached "too, till 
tefcra ran doMElJan<i wee SFallie 
■ to greet. ’ Then Mary called 

him tull her. ‘Wullie,’ says she, 
‘sin’ Adam’s the first wife, t’was he, 
then, that tuk the apple; tak’ this 
yen for a remembrance o' him.’ "

Tbe old joiner roared with laugh
ter, but the women were greatly 
shocked, and the general feeling was 
that this was the last straw. Was 
the Scripture to be made a joke of? 
Such levity was incompatible with 
book learning, and they must get rid 
of this Mary McDonald.

Mary sat in her cozy little parlor 
in deep thought. The firelight flick
ered about the room and picked out 
the gold in her red head as she lean
ed it on her hand. Presently she 
took up the poker and gave the coals 
an angry jab. “The old idiots!" she 
said aloud, and with contempt in her 
voice. She let the poker fall with a 
clatter, and clasping her hands round 
her knees rocked herselfzto and fro, 
frowning at the flame she had start
ed. “It’s Mary McDonald does this, 
and Mary McDonald doesn’t do that, 
till I'm fair sick o’ them all, and just 
weary for a sight of mother and 
little Jess I think I'll just take 
myself oil.”

A pause—while the flames leaped up 
merrily, the room brightened, and 

frowns began to melt away, 
well. I'm that fond o’ the 

bairns," she began again, “and I’ll 
just not give m to their doddering 
mothers,” she finished in quite a loud 
and hearty voice. By this time the 
frown had gone entirely, and Mary 
still gazing into the fire, began to 
smile. A minute or two after that 
sb* Was dancing round the room, 
clapping „ her hands, and altogether 
like the °"daft lassie" the old folks 
sometimes called her.

A few days after this the gossips 
of the “town" were discussing with 
much gusto a choice little bit of 
news. It seemed that Mary McDon
ald had thrown up her place in a 
huff, and was leaving the school on 
Saturday, and on Monday following 
a new teacher was coming. No one 
could exactly sav where this infor
mation had come from, and there 
wete some who maintained that Mary 
wes but going tor a holidev, and had 
psled a friend to/take her place. But 
Mes Reid would'have none of that.

“I tell't ye." ’she said in triumnh 
In h-r crony, MriS Ferguson "I tell’t 
ye thon lass had nae stabeelitv; she 
was otore young and fltchty tor such 
a Doseetion.”

"Indeed, Mrs. Reid,’’ replied the 
other, “ye speak the truth I was 
s*ria* it rngm' to Jeannle tbe more: 
Msrv McDonald,’ I said, ’l* * lass 
tret’ll come to 
fltchty/ was

nui ldi UI1, uc
a post in thfi railing, 
smiling benevolently 
and not forgetting e

Marv s fi 
“Well,

tbe frqst touched up their cheeks to 
a rosy hue. Those shaded eyes of 
the school teacher twinkled again as 
she leaned, her knitting in her hands, 
against the doorway of the school- 
house. and followed all their move
ments. The old joiner, as ueuai, 

sot far oil; be leaned aggmst 
1» the railing, pipe in mouth, 

oe the bairns, 
’orgettihg every now and 

then to throw a caustic word or two 
to some of the women folk, who had 
been tempted from their houses by 
the cheery sunlight.

"Miss Forfcyth is Juikin’ gey dour 
the day,” observed Jimmy. 1 (He 
could not see her eyes from that dis
tance off.) “N6> that she’s iver that 
blithesome, puir body, and it’s no’ to 
be wondered at conseederin’ a’ 'the 
knowledge and learnin’ the puir soul 
has tae tak’ aboot wi’ her.” "And 
what does the wumman mean,” he 
went on presently, “by coverin’ up 
the maist o’ her head wv yon now- 
sty woollen thing? She maun hae a 
gey fearsome countenance tae judge 
by the care she taks tae hide it."

"Shame on ye, mon," said Mrs. 
Reid, indignantly. “The putr wum
man has a bad throat; it’s that deli
cate she canna expose it tae the 
cauld air."

“Weel, weel, maybe we’ll hae a 
better luik at her when the summer 
comes/’ replied Jimmy, with resigna
tion.

"Hoots, laddie, tak’ care o’ versel’, 
ye’ll break yer heid," lifting up a 
small lad who had tumbled down. 
“Whisht noo, whisht." But the lad
die was bawling vociferously, and 
only stopped when the teacher bore 
him into the house in her arms, from 
which he presently emerged with a 
smiling lace and suspiciously distend
ed cheeks.

“There’s y’r dour wumman for ye, 
Jimmy," jeered Mrs. Reid. “I’m 
thinkin’ she’s tae guid to thae bairns 
they’ll he owre fond of her soon.”

“Nae fear,” said Jimmy, with a 
chuckle. “No’ the laddies onyway.” 

“James Grant, ye're a bigger fuie

were the broad ocean and the luxur
ies of a first-class passage. But 
after papa had left them with a bot
tle of - champagne discreetly covered 
with fresh fruit in the bottom of a 
basket, as a preservative against 
seasickness, and they had sent back 
to him a loving letter from Minot’s 
Light, they soon began to realize 
that their actual or possible experi
ences were of no moment to the gay 
and stylish family • groups and parties 
of friends who crowded the decks of 
the Columbia. »

Two slight, simply dressed and tim
id women whose straightened circum
stances and unfamiliarity with the 
ways of the world “stood out all 
over them," as a rich and slangy girl 
who vouchsafed them a passing 
glance, phrased it, were more than 
likely to be left severely to them
selves; though Matilda would resign 
w th difficulty some dreams too

responded to the unspoken ques
tion. , In the saloon, the head wait
er assigned these three obscure people 
who wished henceforth to sit togeth
er, to the end of a lar table; and 
between her kindly attentions to the 
lonely old invalid, and the satisfac
tion of her own appetite, Miss Wal- 
droa enjoved the distant glimpses of 
elegant people at tables adorned with 
the costly floral offerings of the 
friends who had sent them off.

On the seven succeeding days, she 
devoted herself whole-heartedly to 
the entertainment of their infirm fel
low-traveller, giving him her strong 
young arm as he slowly paced the 
deck with her, reading, betimèà;-to 
him and her mother from some 
amusing book, and 
his mind with stories of her Hebrew 
and Italian schoolchildren, now in the 
most interesting nhase of their 
making into Americans. Some
times, too, because he was so sym-

EXPOSmON
GOLD MEDAL

AWARDED

Labatt’s Ale and Porter
•URPAMtNQ ALL COMPETITORS

rf'A

The O’Keefe Brewery Go. mmo
If You wish to try the Best Bread 

Made in Toronto
Telephone Park 553 and have one of
my waggons call with a sample loaf.
it will or ~ ”Jnly Cost You 6 Cents.

H. C. TCMLIN, The Toronto Bakery,
420-22-24*26 Bathurst St TORONTO

THE BREWERY CO- Limited
manufacturers of the

CELEBRATED

White X,

TORONTO ONTARIO

ŒshÏÏ nn^Hnhnî'r/TnH4^ Poetic, she would talk to him of
more interesting log-b£»k for her fa- £• £
ther than the record of mere rounds ***•«» to make life easier for
ï^n8al“^iîl?inrîrÆanw t Hetold the Waldrons he would leave 

Lr them at Queenstown. No one .-would
meet him there. He meant to tal* Ust wZÎÎn»8 °" *** d ; his relatives by surprise, he added.

! They were lingering in delight of a 1 J"* «^1“- ^îld^known "him 
glorious sunset? after most of their 1 who had known hun
fellow-passengers had gone down to 
dinner, when Matilda noticed an el
derly and infirm-looking man sitting

i ) i .....ii—i

l!" Jimmy

than I—mercy me, what iver’s happen- 
| ■ ~ * "" m ' ■ off tae?Where are a’ the bairns 

what a fearful noise! Mon,
mon!" she cried, seizing the joiner's

there's some one killin’ a beas-arm, 
tie ”

While tifey had been talking a 
rough-looking man had come out of 
the wood above them whistling and 
shouting for a dog that refused 
to obev and slunk away as his mas
ter got nearer him The man had 
caught him at last in the field, and 
with a face red with fury, seemed to 
be thrashing the life out of the poor 
creature with a heavv' knobbed stick. 
Its oiteous cries filled the air

“Och, the. brute, the brute!’ 
the womeb.’while tbe children, 
died against the railing, gazed 
frightened eves at the horrid scene 
Then something happened.

Some one flew through their midst, 
pushing them aside as she ran—some 

the low railing In 
almost another was 

torn the

cried
hud-
wlth

“The schuletoistress 
in hoarse amazement.

“The schulemistrese!" eèhoed the 
women folk, open mouthed. \As for 
the bairns, for once in their little 
lives they remained dumb, watching 
with fascinated eyes the finish of the 
scene Miss Forsyth gathered the 
poor dog in her arms and staggered 
toward them with it, leaving its mas
ter standing where she had pushed 
him in stupefied astonishment. Ar
rived at the fence, she lifted the dog 
carefully over and prepared to follow 
—through the rails this time. Alas! 
there was a bit of barbed wire 
twisted along the top -one. Her cap 
caught; she tore herself away; then, 
at a shriek from the children, turned 
to seo—a woollen cap and an iron 
gray wig danj “
breeze A 
fell plop on

angling gracefully in the 
shining twist of red hair

shoulder.■■ then 
streamed down her back. For a se
cond she stood stock still: then,with 
a sudden movement, she tore off the 
blue spectacles, snatched the com
forter from her neck, walked up to 
the pump and pouring some water on 
her handkerchief, passed it over her 
face. The lines disappeared as if 
by magic. There, before the amazed 
eyes of every one, was the smooth 
face, tbe red hair, the blue eyes of 
—Mary McDonald.

Then Mary laughed At that the 
bairns rushed round her shrieking and 

too. Then the women folk 
to laugh, others ran up and 
ia alho, but old Jimmy's roar 

was heard above them all.
Mary is the schoolmistress still and 

is beloved by all the bairns Next to 
in their affection is a

in happy days
They were on deck at 6 o’clock to 

bid him farewell and enjoy their first 
sight of the beautiful Irish shores.

His eyes were misty as he/ pressed 
the hands of mother and daughter at 
parting.

“You’ll never lack the friend in 
need, my child,” he ibid to Matilda; 
and she reverently bent her graceful 
head at his fervent "God bless you!”

When the tug was beyond their 
farewell signals, she reached tor the 
card he ha* flipped Into her moth
er’s hands.

“Mr. Michael Maloney/' she read, 
adding: “Just a poor old Irish
man going bom* to die."

“I guessed that from the first/’ re
joined the mother, “but he must have 
been a long time in America; for he 
has no accent, and seems familiar 
with every part of the country. His 
time is short, I tear; but you can 
have the satisfaction of knowing that 
jrbu brightened a lonely week for 
Mm."

In the subsequent excitement of tra
vel and study, the conscientious ef
fort to make every moment and ev
ery penny yield their utmost to the 
ambitious young lady teacher, the 
sad eld returning exile was forgot
ten.

September saw the travellers at 
home aesln, with note-books and me
mories crammed and strength renew
ed. IM. alas! clouds are wont to 
follow f-*t on life’s gleams of sun
shine, and they found the husband 
and father seriously ill, of a disease 
which for manv months demanded un
remitting care and expensive medi
cal treatment Thev promise ol the 
Influential friend failed them, and tbe . . — —* to a

« be; to
•$» »

mother sighed toe the 1500 so reck
lessly lost, as it now seemed, in 
that too confidently ventured trip to 
Europe. *-y

The balmy June days ha<J-- come be
fore Mr. Waldron’s danger was past; 
but the physicians protested against 
his resuming work without a lew 
months’ change of air.

“Poor papa never had a vacation 
in his life,” sighed Matilda, “and 
to think of his toiling in the city 
all last summer long while we were 
off on that unlucky trip."

Their small savings had long ago 
•to*»» diverting been exhausted. The young teacher's 

salary was always spent before It was 
earned: and there were debts—a trou
ble unknown before.

The convalescent was sad and list
less. He was ten years older than 
his wile, afid nearly thirty years of 
monotonous and poorly paid clerical 
work had told on him. Again his 
unselfish will, he craved the change 
which it would be hard to bring 
about.

“We might raise something on the 
house,” Suggested Mrs. Waldron, in a 
conference on ways and means with 
her daughter. “We must get en- 

ii to pay off our little debts and 
your father comfortable at 

Beach for the summer."
The tiftkle of the bell broke on their 

planning and Matilda rose to answer 
It.

Her parents, sitting in the long 
twilight, wondered at her daisy 
The front door closed at last on the 
departing caller and Matilda return
ed to the dining-room and lit the 
lamp.

“Read It.” she said, extending a 
paper to her mother. Her eyeo 
shone but her voice trembled.

It was an excerpt from the will of 
the late Michael Maloney of Cork, 
Ireland, bequeathing to Miss Matilda 
Waldron, of Boston, 300 shares of 
stock in the C.V.* Railroad, a total 
of $30,000 at 6 per cent. "In remem
brance of her kindness to an old and 
uninteresting stranger, and to help 
her carry out her plans for the conv 
tort of her father in his declining 
years."

“The gentleman who just called, 
and who will return to meet you 
both to-morrow, Is the lawyer in 
charge .of certain of Mr Malonev’s 
interests in America. He tells me 
that the old gentleman was immen
sely rich, and has left large be- 
ouests to relislon and charity both 
in New England and in his native 
land, besides doing well bv his re
latives. But why should he have 
thought of me?” continued Matllds. 
“Anvore would have done as much as 
I did for himrx Of course, as his 
lawyer said, he Mas rather eccentric, 
as well as gWtfois. We saw the 
eccentricity of the Vtear old man for 
ourselves."

“There's only one explanation,”
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