HOW I nOSTH BRAND-NEW
FROCK COAT.
* AN OWER TrRux Tars.”

Every schoolboy (I am not roferring to
Macaulay's hypothotical schoolboy), but,
T say, overy schoolboy has heard of the
Beven Wise Men of Greece, and has, doubt-
less, liko mysclf, wondercd on what pos-
sible ground cach of these sages obtained
his high reputation for wisdom. I an
not, I bolieve, vain of my own aphoristic
ability, nor have I thought it worth while
to cultivate it to any great cxtent;
but, I do really think that at times Ihave
uttered maxims quiteens distinguished for
their political sngacity, as somo c¢* :tho
eayings attributed to the famous Seven
QGrecks of the Sixth Century, B. C. The
name of bias, for instance, has floated,
down to posterity on the streugth of his
oracular dictum that “most men are Lad.”
King Pavid hnd long before *said in his
heart, all men are liars,” and in tlo nine-
teenth century Carlyle has ventured to as-
&ert that England contains so many mill-
ions Of inbabitauts, “maistly fules.”” I
- apprecinte these remarks at their full
salue, but it is not high.

Chilo, again, another of the Scven, is
kuown to us by a solitary apophthegm,
“Counsider the End.” Now, it seems to me
that the amount of intelligence and in-

tellect required for the elaboration of -

similar saws, mottoes, adages, or what-
ever elsa we may choose to call them, is
by no means exhorbitant; and that the
most common-place individual, even in
these ‘“‘fin de siecle’” days, could dictate
kindred roflections by th. yard to a sten-
ograpber or type-writer. I doubt, how-
ever, whether he would amass a {ortune
by eubsequently publishing his Tupper-
isms.

These crude thoughts occurred to me,
when, & fevr doys ago, a fricnd mentioned
the namo of ‘he man who (iike William
Gerard Hamilton, immortalized by a “sin-
gle & cech)” delivered in 1773) became an
object of public interest after his Jeclar-
ation that ‘‘nothing succecds like suc-
cess.” Alas! for the emptiness of earth.
Iy fame! 1 kave clezn forgotten the au-
thor of this axiom, and have in vain.tried
to recall it. I will, in default, favor the
readors of “The Antido'e” with a counter-
part to the thread-bare maxim. It is as
follows: ¢ Nothing is so unsuceessful as
want of suceess.” I will, however, do more
than hand uver to the pablic this gem of
“‘Proverbial Pbhilosophy.” I will illus-
trato its truth by relating a brief episode
in oy somewhat uneventful life.

I am by prolcssion what is called &
“ representative of the press,” and I'have
always ‘taken & great pride in my calling.
In order to attain ominence in my craft
I have toiled assiduously at almost every
branch ofn ewspaper work, and flatter
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myself, that though, ns o jourvalist, I
am not an absolute genius like the late
Geo. T. Lanigan, few Canadian reporters
can describe more graphically thau my-
solf a firo or a shipwreck, a cricket match
or a horse race, o parliamentary ficld-day
or a public execution. My sorvices, there.
foro, have always been in request; the
situations that I.have held have been lue-
rative; and either in Canada or in the
States I can rely on makiong a comfortable
income, 50 long as my good health lasts.
Theso remarks may seens, and perhups are,
cgotistical ; but I wish to show that I
have always done my utmost to please
ey cmployces, and have neglected no op-
portunity of serving their interests. Nay,
mor.. On certain czeasions, contrary to
the advice of Talleyrand, I bave exhibi-
ted too much zeal in attempting to distin.
guish myself, an dit is with ono of these
tuckless occasions that my prescant truth-
ful narrative is concerned. The confession
of my weakness will perhaps lauy the
gkost uf a painful remiuiscence; at any
rate, it will serve ita o warning to others,
an dpoint the moral of Pliny's anccdote,
‘““ne sutor supra crepidam,” or as the Eng-
Jish proverb has it, ‘“A cobbler should
stick to his last.”

Some vyears ago 1here was a strike in
Montreal, ..mong the luborers on the
wharves. I forgot the particulars,and they
are ol no impuertance. The only point
which interested me was that a repectable
mau named Brown, who, during the win-
ter, had been employed about our office
in some capacity, had been * rutally beaten
by & gang of strikers b.cause he refused
to join tt'm. The assault took place at
night near the custom house, and the po-
lico bad, as usual, failed to arrest any one
ol his cowardl;y assailants. Now, it is
& motorious fact, that countless numbers
of our frail humanity believe that we pos-
888 in & phenomenal degree, talentz that
wo positively lack. Consequqntly, though
Heaven has bestowed on us merely & nap-
kin dostitute of talents, we go about in
society, flourishing our empty napkins
complacently in the face of mankind, as
though they contained samples of all
smaginablo ‘talents. This, to a limited
extont, was the case with me. My ‘“fad”
was a peculiar one. For some occult rea-
son, I had long cherished the notion that
1 was an Edgar Allan Poe at solving mys-
teries, and {hat nature had originally
moutded for a clear-headed, far-sighted,
and nimble-witted detective. In o longer
hold this opinion. 1 am content to re-
cant with unfeigned humility. and, met-
aphorically, to draw in my horns. My
belief that I was a Vidocq is what Lard
Denman onco called “a delusion, a mock-
ery and a enare;”’ aund I swallow the leck
publicly as an act of penance, to atone
for my imbecile self- complacency.

I procced now to detail the modus oper-
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andi by which my unwarrantable vanity
was crushed. Tho heating that poor
Browa had received on the wharl was
much ‘talked of in our olfice Wo raised
& subscription in aid of bis wifo and chil.
dren, and blamed the polico and deteetives
for failing to uncarth the ruffians who
had nearly murdered him. An insanc am-
bition, like some evil spirit, now suddenly
seized upon me, and goaded 1o on, at all
hazards, *to pluck out the heart of the
mystery.” 1 even went so far as to re-
bearse privately the triumphant tono in’
which, when I bad succeeded in my solf-
appointed misgion, I shouid be able to
exclaim “Bugekn;” and my casily tickled
fancy ligtened with rapturo to the loud
congratulations of my fellow-journalists.
1 was almost too excited to sleep, and a
great part of the night was passed in
mapping out tho plan of my campaign,
To a cunning strategist like myself fail-
ure scemed out of the question. The word
‘ iinpossiblo ** was for the time blotted
out of my dictionary. I was as ‘cock-
sure” of success as Macaulay was said by
Sydnov Smith to bo ‘“of everything.””

Accordingly, the morning after I had
drawn up my programme, 1 cstermined
to execute my coup d’etat without any de-
Iny. Knowing, as Hamlet eaid, that “the
apvarel oft proclaims the man,” I took
paiss 'that iy dress should not be “ex-
pressed in fancy,” but should be cminently
rcapectable. I, therfore, unhooked from
my wardrobe a new black cloth frock coat,
and when my toilet had been carefully
completed, I looked into the glass, and
noted ‘with satisfaction that there was
aothing in my personal appearance to at-
tract attention, or arouse suspicion. I
was simply an crdinary gentioman, wear-
ing & dignified black frock-cont that had
lately cost a considerable number of dot-
lars.

I will now briefly explain my plan of
action. The assault on poor Brown had
been committed near Joe Beef's Estaminet,
then fthe ‘‘ Windsor” of Common street.
Most of the men on strike wers, of course,
frequenters of his canteen; many of them,
no doubt, boarded and lodged with him.
It was from that community, that, in my
role of amateur detective, I was to glean
‘the needed information. Skillfully al-
lured by my serpent tougue, they shoald
be forced unconsciously to furnish the elue
which would cnable me to unravel the
tangled skein of the mystuy. At about
11 o’clock ot a bright summed day I en-
tered the notorious canteen, where my vie-
tory was to b2 won. I nodded carclessly
to the proprictor, and bade him * Good-
day.” There were two or three stools
in front of the counter, and on one of
ceese I scated myself, and, pulling out
my pipe, began to smoke. The huge Bon-
iface behind the bar gruffly asked -ue what
I would take, 50 I neked fu; & glass of



