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To “LA GRIPPE."
By a victim.

The tlme has come for you to leave
this house, Seventeen days ago you
folsted yoursel! ipon me, and since then
we have been together night and day.
You were unwelcome and uninvited,
und you made yourself Intensely dis-
agreeable. We wrestled, you and I, but
you attacked me unawares In the back,
and you threw me. Then, ke the un-
generous foe that you are, you struck
me while T was down. However, your
deslgns have falled. I struggle to my
feet and order you to withdraw. Nay,
withdraw Is tou polite a word. Your
cab Is at the door; get oit. But, stop,
a4 word with you before you go.

Most of your hosts, I fancy, run you
out of thelr houses wWithout first say-
ing what the¢y think of you. Thelr one
desire Is to be rld of you. Perhapts
they are afrald to denounce you to your
face. 1 waut, however, to tell you
that I have been looking forward to
this moment ever since you put me to
bed. I said lttle while I was there,
but I thought a good deal, and most
of my thoughts were of you. You fan-
cled yourself Invisible, but I saw you
gluring at me. and I clenched my {ists
beneath the blankets. I could palnt
your portrait.. You are very tall and
stout, with a black beard, and a cruel,
unsteady eye, und you have a way of
crickling your Tingers while yon exule
in your power. I ased to lic watching
you as you lolled In my canechalr. At
first It was empty, but I felt you were
in It, and gradually you took shajic,
I could hear your fingers crackling, and
the chalr creak as you moved In it. It
I 8at up In 7cnr, you disappeared, but
as soon as I Iay back, there you were
agaln. Iknow now that in 2 sense you
were a credture of My IimaZination
I have dlscovercd something more. 1
know why you secmeéd tall and stout
and bearded, and why I heard your
fingers crackling.

Fever—one of your dastard weapons
—was no doubt what sct me drawing
portraits, but why did I sce you a big
mszin with a black beard ?  Because
long ago, when the world was young;
I had a schoolmaster of that appear-
ance. He crackled his tingers too. E
had [forgotten him utterly. He haa
sone from me with the love of élimbing
for crows’ nests—which I once thought
would unever die—but during some of
these seventeen days of thirty-six hours
eaclt' I suppoiv T have been a boy agaln.
Yet I bad many schoolmasters, all sure
at first that they could make something
of me, all doleful when thcy found that

*THE BNTIDOTE®

I had conscientious ecruples agalnst
learning. Why do I morge you Into
him of the crackling flngers ? I know.
It 18 because In medlaeval times I hat-
cd him 08 I hate you. ‘No others have

I loathed with any intensity, but he.

aloue of my masters refusdd to be re.
concfled to my method of study, which
conslsted, I remémber (without shame)
in glanelng at my tasks, as I hopped
and skipped to scaool, Sometimes 1}
hopped and skippedy, but did not arrlive
at school In tlme to take solld part in
fessons, and this grieved the soul of him
who wanted to be my lustructor. 8o
we differed, as Gladstonian and Con.
servative on the result of the Parnell
Commission, and my teacher, being In
office, troubled me not a little. I con.
fess I hipted him, and whilaI sat glum-
1y in his room, whence the better boys
had retired, much solace I found In
wonderlng how I  would slay him,
supposing I had a loaded pistol, a
sword, and a hatchet, and he had only
one iHe. I schemed to be a'dark, mor-
ose pirate of fourtecn, so that I might
capture him. even at his black-board,
and make him walk the plank. .I was
Judge Lynch, and he was the man at
the end of the rope. I charged wupon
him on horseback, and cut hlm down.
I challenged him to single combat, and
then I was Ivanhoe. I even found
pleasure in concelving myxsel! shouting
*‘Cackle-fingers” after him, and then
bolting round a corner. You must sece
now why I plctured you "heavy, and
dark, and bearded. You are the school-
master of my later years. I lay In bed
and gloried in the thought that present.
1y’ I wonld be up, and fall on You like
a body of cavalry.

What did you think of my doctor?
You need not answer, for I know that
you disliked him. You and 1 avere Yoes,
and I was getting the worst of it when
he walked {n and separated the combat-
ants. His entrance was pleasant to me.
He showed » contempt for you that
perhaps he did not feel, and he uked to
take your chair. Therc were days when
I wondered at his audacity In dolng
that, but I Hked It, too, and by and
by I snay tell you why' I often asked
him to sit there. He was your ‘doctor
as well as mine, and every time he said
thpg I was a little better, I knew he
meant thnt you were a little weaker.
You knew it, too, for I saw you scowl-
ing after he had gone. My doctor is
also my frlend, and go, whieny Iiam well,
I say things against him behind his
back. Then I sce his weaknesses and
smile comfortably at them with hils
other friends—whom I also ‘discuss

with him. But while you had me down
he was another man. He beccame, as
it were a Toot taller, and!I Pelt that he
alone of men had anythlng to say that
was worth listening to. Other friends
came to look curiously at me and talk
of polfties, or Stanley, or on other friv-
olous toples, but he spoke of my case,
which was the great affair. I was not,
In my own mlnd, a patlent for whom
he was merely doing his best; I was
entirely In his hands. Y was a business,
and it rested with him whether I was
to be wound up or carried on as usual.
I daresay I ‘trled to ke pleasaht to
him—which Is not my way—took his
présceriptions as i Y rather enjoyed
them, and held his thermometer in my
mouth as though it were a new kind of
pipe. This was diplomacy. I have no
real pleasure’ln being fed with o spoon,
nor do I intend in the future to smoke
thermometers. Buit I knew thwh Imust
pander to my doctor’s weakness 1f he
was to tuke my slde against you. Now
that T am dble to snap my fisxzers at
You I am looking forward to sneering
opce more ot him. Just at this momy
ent, However, I would préfer to lay a
sword {lat upon als shoulders, and say
gratefully, ‘*Arise, Sir James.” He
has altered the faces of the varlous
visitors who whispered to each other
in my presence, and nodded at me and
suaid aloud that I would soon™be right
again, and then sald something clse on
the other slde of the door. He has
opened my windows and set the spar-
tows a-chirping agaln, and he has tur-
ned on the sunshine., Lastly, he has
c¢nabled me to call your cab. I am done.
Get out. —J. M. Barrie.

BRIEF BUT TO THE POINT.

Dr. Donne ‘had married a lady belong-
ing to a rich family without the con-
sent of her parents, and i ctasequence
wis treated with great asperity; In
lact, e was told by his father-in-law
that he was not to cxpect any moncy
{from him. The doctor went home and
penned the pithy note: *““John Donne,
Anne Donne, undone,” which hc sent
to the gentleman in question, and this
had the ctlect of restoring them to fav-
or.—Chamber’s Journal.

A GREAT LIKING.

Landlady (to boarder, who has pas-
sed hls cup 3ix tlmes)—You are very
tond of coffce, Mr. B.

AMr. Banford—Ycs, ma’am, it looks as
it X avas wheni X am willing to swallew
80 much avater for the sake of getting
a little,



