. bighly-cultivated man, and a

Parson Rusden’s Fight

g B

The Reverend Michael Rusden, cur-
ate of Rodesley, was sketching busily.
fter working hard forover an hour,
e looked at the result of his labour
with the feeling of a man who has done
his duty to his country and the world
t large.
3 "Ah%" he said, “I think I have at
last attained the true artist’s dream
and ambition—colour [" ,
There could be no doubt as to his
having done «so, inasmuch as the Lrees
be was depicting had their natural _au-l
tumpal tints portrayed in vivid crim-
son, the fields were brilliant green,
while the sea in the distance was wash-
ad in with a dazziing blue. Further-
more, a solitary figure In the fore-
ground was arrayed in golden brown,
forming, he said, u guiet resting-place

for the eye.

The Reverend Michael Rusden was
no fool. He was a good scholar, afair
preacher, an excellent musician, and
a first-rate athlete. And yet on nont
of these points was he proud. The one
thing he could not do was the ‘m}%}i
thing about which he was feverish y
pager, and even self-conscious. £
would listen to praises of his really
fine tenor voice w.th unaffected in-
difference : but, when asked to pPro-
duce his partfolio of sketches, he would
blush like a girl, and talk about them
by the hour together,

FAfter admiring his work for some
minutes, he pui up his paniing-ma=
terials with a pleasant feeling ofin-
tense satisfaction. . !

“1 dare say the Vicar will be in the
church about these repairs,” he said,
“] will go and show him my sketch.
I think he will like it.”

The Reverend Rupert a Beckﬁtl was
the Vicar of Rodesley, a fine, genial,
really
talented artist, although, from lack of
time, he had for some years pqal; ab-
juied painting. The Vicar and his cur-
ate were both about thirty-four years
of age; and they worked together on
the best of terms. Nevertheless at
times the rurate’'s sketches were &
gore trial to Mr. a Beckett, whose hon-
psty and kindness of heart were al-
ways doing ULattle over them. He
longed to say, '* My dear Rusden, you
don’t understand the first principles
of art:" but, finding that even Ul"E
gentlest eriticism burt the curates
feelings, he beld histongue whenever
practicable, generally contenting him-
self with saying that the subject of
the sketch was a very fine one.

Rodesley was a mining localily, the
population a rough one; and, :ﬂll}ﬂug_h
the Vicar was always ‘doing all in his
ixiwer to influence the men, scarce-
ly any visible improvement reward-
ed his efforts. They liked him person-
ally, but laughed at his suggestions,
ind ridiculed the idea of going to
shurch.

Half-way on the road 'to the church
the Vicar and curate met face to face.

“1 expected to find you in the ves-
lry,” =said Mr. Rusden. “I have a
pketch to show you.”

“TI shall be there soon,” said Mr. a
Beckett. “ You go on, and I will quick-
Iy {nin you." .

“I'm afraid I can’t get it out in the
street, or I would show it to you now,”
paid the curate proudly. “ I think you
will admire the young lady in the
foreground.”

“*Not a portrait, I hope?’ returned
the Vicar, laughing.

“Oh, dear, nol”

The subject of young ladies was a
standing juke with both clergymen,
neither of whom had, until a very re-
eent date, evinced any signs of matri-
monial intentions. It was thought
bhowever of late that the Vicar was
beginning to look with kindly eyes
npon a certain pretty young lady; but
the curate stood firm. He was, in fact,
a widower, and by no means disposed
to marry again. He had dearly loved
his wife, to whomn he was wedded when
only two-and-tweniy; and it was not
until her death, some five years before,
that ha ha S adoa L tﬂi-:inf_l' Hn]}'
T reviously to that he had liv-
<& af indzpendeni country gentle-
s, and  was renowned for his
strength and activity. He was agen-
uinely good man : bur, having been or-
dained only two years, he sometimes
entirely forgot that he was a parson;
and, thoungh up {o the present lime
he had done notbing unbecoming to
his cloth, he had by no means set-
tled down into a strictly clerical
groove.

He puts his portfolio down upon the
vestry table, and took out his last
gketch, placing it in the best light
in order 1hat the Vicar might see it to
the greatest advantage. The day was
very warm, anod Mr. Rusden opened
the vestry door wide, so that he could |
ge2 the peaceful graveyard full of old
frees and ancient monuments.

Presently lfe turned his back to the
door in order to look ovnce more at his
sketch, when saddenly he heard a loud
guffaw, and, locking round, he saw a|
man standing in the doorway, one of |
the roughest of the miners, whosa |
name wis (Gibson, a man delesied even
by his fellow-workmen—a hig bully
wwith low tastes, although hi= hrd re-
eeived a belter education c¢li- 1 most of |
his fellows.

e

-
gaed

““He, ha, ha!" he roared again.|
“*Well, if ever I see such a daub as|
that therel” ;

The curate's [ace flushed crimson,!
and he laughed uneasily. i
" So you don't care about it?’ he|
gaid, trying to appear unconcarned.
““Care about it!’ repeated the man,
derisively. “ Why, I ain’t quite a fool,
and I have seen them, pictures at|
South EKensington; but ali the gals|
and young feilers a-workin' there nev-|
ar turned out such a bad *un as that I*
—pointing contemptoously with his|
thumb. |
If his preaching had been railed at, |
his mavner of life assailed, his other
talents impugned, Mr. Rusden would |
still have kept his temper; but his|
weak puint bad been roughly touched, |
anc he felt his indignation burning
within him. [Ihe inan, seeing he had

' him to fight that big man !

made an impression, continued his re-
marks, and in o course a strain that
at last humnn nature broke through
professional etiquette, and the cur-
ate struck the miner a ringimg blow
on the face. The blow was returned
with interest, and a hand-to-hand
fight ensued in the pathway outside
the vestry door. :

A passing boy quickly spread the
news of the thrilling event, and =a
crowd of men assembled, all thorough-
ly enjoying the startling E["Eﬂl—'F}“I“-
Backers for both parson and miner
were found at onece, but the betting
from the first was in favour of the
parson, who displayed an amount of
science whick every secoud raised him
in the estimation of the beholders,
Both were tail strong men, but the
hrute streigthh of the miner was no
match for the skill of the curate, who
had been a famous boxer, and after a
somewhat lengthy combat was victor-
ioas, his eaupporters giving vent to
their feelings in a round of cheers.

As the laczt cheer died away, Mr. a
Beckett appsared on the scene. Gooed
heavens, could that bruised, disorderly-
looking man be bis ecurate—h's good,
gentlemanly curate who had ever
preached forbearance and kindness?
Alas| it wus even sol

Mr. Husden's temper had been g0
thoroughly aroused that it was not
until the Viear appeared thal he even
faintly realised the enormity of his
crime. At the first glimpse of Mr. a
Beckett, the full horror of the situa-
tion dawned upon him. As he wiped his
blood-stained face, he heard the Vicar
saying, * Go away, my men |"—and the
crowd at once dispersed. Then Mr. Rus-
den found bimself sitting down in the
vestry in the presence of his friend.

The curate leaned his head upon his
hands and said noth ng, for there was
nothing to say. What possible excuse
could he offer for his unseemnly, his
disgraceful conduct at the very church
doors ¥ He was not afraid of his Vicar,
but he was bitterly ashamed of him-
self—so asharued that for some five
minutes be gid not remove his hands
from his face.

There was complete silence for Mr.
a Beckeit was too deeply moved to
speak. Looking at the matter from
a priestly point of view, it seemed to
him that the honour of the Church had
heenl dragged in the dust. He said
nothing, because he feared his words
ol condemnation would be too strong.

When Mr. Rusden at last found voice
he was so penitent, his humiliation
was 80 complete, that, instead of cen-
suring him, the Viecar placed his hand
upon his shoulder and spoke a few
words of kindness, which proved a
greater punishment to the curate than
any rebuke could have been.

Then Mr. a Beckett opened the door
of the vestry, and saw that the church-
¥Yard was empty.

| Yq’u must go home, now, Rusden,”
he said, “and attend to yourself. Or
will you go to the Vicarage? Ithink
that would be best."

The curate however refused to go to
the Vicarage—he would have been
ashamed to dine with his Viear just
then, even if his countenance had not
been disfigured. He presented a sorry
spectacle and he knew it; and his one
ardent desire was to get home to his
lodgings oul of sight of every one.
Unfortunately he would have to walk
through Rodesley to reach his destin-
ation.

“l will go with you,” said Mr. a
Beckett.

Although the churchyard was emp-
ty, the etreets were not—indeed they
were usually full of people. Groups
were talking together at every corner,
and the Viecar and the curate both
knew what they were all talking about.
Mr. a Beckett put his arm within thdt
of his curate, and walked on with his
face set firm, lips tightly compressed,
head thrown slightly back. As to Mr.
Rusden, his face was incapable of
expression just then, his eyes being,
as many of the miners declared, “near-
ly bunged up.”
~ They had almost reached the lodg-
ings, when, ag ill-luck would have it,
to complete the Viecar's humiliation,
a dignitary of the Church well known
to him came riding by : but, although
he was arm-in-arm with a man who
looked like a battered prize-fighter,
Mr. a Beckett onlv held his head a
little higher and acknowledeed his
friend's salute with unusual dignity.
'On reaching his lodgings the curate
rejected all further offers of service,
and the Viear departed.

The disgrace seemed to fall upon
both eclergymen equally; but, while
the Vicar was bemoaning the terrible

scandal, . and the consequent loss of
influence he would suffer after all his |
bard work and earnest endeavour, the
curate was feeling keenly that he must
leave the neighbourhood ; and to part
from Mr. a DBecketi would be a grea
trial. Besides, when his reason for

| demimoadaline,

leaving was known,—and he was de-|
termined not to withhold the truth—|
no one would take him as curate

The day following the
was market-day, and Rodesley was|
crowded with country-folk. The Viear|

encounter!

had occasion to pass {hrough the mar-|
ket-place, on his wayv to wvisit asick|
parishioner, and at one of the flower|
and fruit stalls he met~the young lady |
who, rumour, declared, had made so
deep an impression on him.

“How do you do, Mr. a Beckett §"
she exclaimed, well pleased. * What is
this T hear about a fight between Mr.
Rusden and a miner "

‘“*Have you heard of it?’ asked the|
vicar, in dismay.

“Dh, ves—every one in the market
ig talking about it! How plucky of

Mr. a Beckett felt that this 11.@*.1.',!
though comforting, was not the right

way of looking at the maiter. .

“] was going to ask you to go out|
boating on the river this afternocon.”
he said gravely, “ but this unfortun-
ate affair has so disturbed me that |
[ feel quite disiaclined for pleasure;!

| ulnost _
 have had the audacity to g0 [0
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= ———— -

added to which, I hawve Mr. Rusden's
work to do as well as my own."

“0Oh," returned the girl, with a
smile, " don't take it to heart, Mr.
a Beckett] I am very certain that no
one will think any the worse of Mr.
Rusden:; and I am so disappointed
about the riiver.”

The Viecar said " Good-bye™ and
walked with a preoccupied air past
the pouliry and fish stalls. He could
not put faith in Miss Johnston's pre-
diction. No: he feared both his own
influence and Mr. Rusden's were gone
for ever. Of what avail was it to
préach and not practise?

To Be Contipued.
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LORD CHESHAM.

i
The Man Whe lias Decrulted S000 Rounhx
Riders In Grest Brimnin.

Lord Chesham, who has managed to
ralse with a few weeks' time a force
of some BI0) volunteer cavalry, com-
posed of men who have all receiwved
some cavalry training s one of tLhe
most popular of sporting peers in the
United Kingdom, and belongs to that
historic house of Cavendish, of which
the Duke of Devomshire 1s the head,
He 1s still on the right side of 50, and
was at one and the same time the
brother-in-lasw and the son-in-law of
the Duke of Westminster, who has just
died. For, whereas Lady Chesham 1s
a daughter of the late Duke, Lord
Chesha'm himself 18 a brother of the

widowed Duchess. Iord Chesham
served for a time in the 16th Lan-
cers, But it is with the 10th Hussars
that 1s to say, the Prince off Wales’
regiment, that his name 18 mgst close-
ly associated. Bince retiring from
acllve servige in the army he has been
Cooinel of the Royal Bucks Hussars,
one of the crack regiments of yeom-
anry cavarly in the United Kingdum,

Both Lora and Lady Chesham are far
too devoted to bunting and to other
forms of sport to spenid much of their
time 1n London, and they make their
principal home at Latimer, where the
Cavendiishes have been settfled
since the reign of Queen Kiizabeth.

KING CHARLES I.

spent a considerable time at Latimer
while a prisoner of Pariiament, and
accordeing to contemporary
was foad of looking out on the peace-
ful view from the front of the house
across the River Chess to the woods
of [‘hen-:-es._. The grand old Elizabeth-
an mansion has b2en modernized,
though with taste and discrimination.
While stately, it is essentialiy a home~
ly, cozy-looking  house, the front
charmingly clothed with creepers, It
1s full of family portraits of great
value, and of old masters, Sir Josnua
Reynolds, Titian, Murillo, etc., being
represented on the walls,

Lord Chesham was for many YEATS
master of the Bicester hounds, and has
had mumerocus bad spills, netably one
«ast year, when he was terribly hurt
by b:‘].l'hE:ﬂ wire, that buguvear of all
hunting men., He lost his eldest
daughter two years previously, a very

pretty 1lZ-year-old girl, in the hunting |

field, the poor child being thrown from
bher pony and dragged along, her foot
having been caught in the stirrup.

Lord Chesham is very weallhy, and, |

28ldes his 15,000 acres around Lati-
mer, owns a quantity of real estate in
the most high-priced residential dis-
tricts of Londga,

One of his best paying pieces of prop-
erty in the metropolis is that Burling-
ton Arcade, which is familiar (Lo every
foreigner who visits London, His con-
nection with the Burlington Arcade
was brought to light a short time
by his eIforts to purily the atmosphere
of the place toward nightfall. For,
whereas it is a popular thoroughfare
and much frequented during the morn-
ing and early part of the afternoon,
no respectable woman dared to show
her nose 1n the place after 4 o'clock.
The shopkeepers complained bitterly,
and Lord Chesham, realizing the mis-
take, both economilc as well as moral,
that he was making 1n permitting his
properiy to become known as a resort
of this kind,

GAVE STRICT ORDERS
to drive away bith men and women
who wvisited the DBurlington Arcade
merely for the purpose of meetinug one
another. In consequence of these or-
ders a Mr. George Barant, aiawyer,

ot pood family, was expelled from the |

Arcade on the ground that he had ad-
dressed insulting remarks to a lady
with whom he was not acguaitntad,
and whon he mistook for a prominen
insiead ol quietly :ub=
mitiing to this punishment, Mr. Bar-
rant was foolish enough to bring sut
against Lord Chesham [(Or damages
for his forcible ejection. Oa learn-
ing Lhrough cross-examination the

jobject for which the p’!ati:;LlI.‘I{ had visit-
| ed Lhe place, the Judge manife-ted the

chould
law over
matter, and, acLing under instroe-
{rom bench, Lhe jury :m-
mediately and without leaving the hox,
returned a werdiet in favor of Lord
Chesdanmn, at ths same time commend-
ing his endeavors to purily thiy once
notorious thoroughlare,

[{ was 1n the Burlington Arcade Lhat
Lord Euston, the eldest son and heir
of the Duke of Grafton, made thi
guaintance of the notorious Kate ( u.-_};.
whe, despite all his eiforts to getl rid

indignation that he

che

of her. remains his wife, and as such
will become ere long the Ducheis of
Grafton, while many other scions of

the British aristocracy who have been
guilty of mezalliances such as that of

Lord Euston first met thelr wives
promenading in the Buriingion Ar-
cade.

L.ord Chesham’s eldest son. a young
fellow of about 23 years ﬂuf age, E"-ril.l-
ready in South Alriea, bzing an olficer
of the crack regiment of 17th Lan-
cers,

ever |

history, |
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Signal.

Just as the lightbuoy is a signal
of danger to sailors, and the red light
to railway men,so has nature equip-
ped individuals with danger signals
of one kind or another when their
physical condition is not quite right.
1t may simply be a tired feeling, a
slight cold,weakness of the muscles,
fickle appetite or some other sign—

slicht at first—which indicates that your condition 1s not a

healthy one,

blood, or weak nerves.

If the danger signal is not heeded, serious re-
sults will follow and a complete collapse may occur. In nine
cases out of ten the direct cause of the trouble is impoverished
You need semething to brace you up

—to make vour blood rich and your nerves strong. Dr. Wil-

liams’ Pink Pills is the only medicine that can do this promptly

and effectively., They strengthen from first dose to last.

Mr. John Siddons, London, Ont., says :—*“ I can speak most favorably of

the virtue of Dr. Williams' FPink Pills.

time past | can speak most

ing and toning up the system whendebilitated.

They prove invaluable in strengthen-
Having used them for some

favorably of their beneficial results, As an invig-

orator of the constitution they are all that they claim to be,"’

Sold by all dealers or post paid at 50 cents a box or six boxes for
$2.50, by addressing the Dr. Williams Medicine Co., Brockville,

' |
THIRTY YEARS WITH CANNIBALS.

——

The Experience of the Rev, Dr. John 6.
Pton In the New Hebrides falands,

The career of the Rev., Dr. John G.
Paton, a returned missionary from the
New Hebrides, from the time that bhe

left Scotland, thirty-one years ago, to |

' his return to America is a serial story
of adventures and hardships, of escape
froin death, almost incredible. And it
'was not in the path of A conguest or
leading the serried ranks of battle
that Dr. Paton met and surmounted
dangers: and difficulties and brought
many thousands of ignorant savages
'to an understanding of the arts of
|civilization, but it was in preaching
'the Gospel that Dr. Patorr and Lis as-
'sociates wrought their work.
| Educated in the wparish school in
' Dumfries, in southern Scotland, and
Elfinishing a course of stuldy in the
classical and medical departments of
'lthae- college at Glasgow, Dr. Paton im-
mediately began work as a city miss-
ionary in Glasgow. His special [ield
| Was among the town police, and so ap-
preciative were the policemen of his
eleven years’ labor among them that
jupon his departure they gave him a
| handsome gold wateh, which he now
lcarries. Dr. Paton had established
clubs and reading circles among the
police, and it is remarked that both
Protestant and Catholic policemen
|c-t:tutribul.ﬁi to the gift. The watch
ibeara the inscription: ‘‘Presented to
' Dr. John G. Paton, city missionary, by
II the C. Division of the Glasgow Police
as a Loken of his appreciation of his
zeal in the promotion of their tempor-
al and eternal welfare, March, 1857
In 1858 Dr. Paton, accompanied by
his bride of a year, left for the mis-
gsionary field in the New Hebrides,
THE NEW HEBRIDES
are o group of islands in the South
'sea, an archipelago of Polynesia, a
|¢hain extending from latitude 13 deg.,
gouth, loagilude 166 deg., east, to lali-
‘tude 20 deg. south, longitude 170 deg.
| east, about five hundred miles long,
and adjacent to the island of Borneo.
Weeks later Dr. Paton arrived at

the Island of Tanna, onea of the north-
lern islands of the group, and landing

‘began his ‘abors, For a time the
intrepid missionaries were unmolest-
ed, but a white trader visiting the

islands made an unwarrented person-
al attack on Dr. Paten, and following
' this the savage natives plundered the
house and hardly a day passed wilh-
out some attempt upon the lives of (e
missionaries, compelling them (o leave

the islands and seek a refuge with a |

native chief in another island, When
the party landed at Tanna there was
a fine harbor, capable of accommodata
ing a large number of vessels, bul an
upheaval of the earth completely des-

troyed it, After the escape of the
party from Tanna they were given
shelter for a time with a friendly

chief, bnt the natives were hostile and
an atrempt was made Lo escape from
the island in an open boal, but a
rough sea compelled the gallunt work-
ers to land again, On the foilowing
nizht the ru | were
anii house in which they
stoppiog burned and
Paton was attempied. Dr. Paton,
speaking of the attack said:

“| deiied the natives, and appareit-
lv in answer to my prayer, a loroado
came with ineredible swiftpess and so
alarmed the natives that they ran
away and molested us no more.”

The next day the party escaped by
vessel to Aneityum, an adjo.ning is-
land, one of the missionaries and his
wife dving on board before the port
was reached from the hardships and
dangers through which they had
passed,

“The mission passed through a bap-
tism of blood in begioning the work in
South Se=a Islands,” said Dr. Paton.
““The population of the group was then
estimated at 150000, all cannibals,
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without clothing, and with no writien
language.

' On Aneityum, where

we

. R

a=gaileyd |

the lifa of Dr. |

did our first work, every widow was
strangled to death the moment hep
husband died. Child murder was
common, and children destroyed their
parents when long sick or aged.
Neighboring i(ribes were olten at wap
with each other, and all they killed
were feasted on by the conquerors,
' which was also the fate of all ship-

' wrecked sailors and strangers who fell
‘into their hands, while crimes of the
most revolting character were delighte
ed in,

FLVE MISSIONARIES

were murdered and two of them eaten
‘on Errumanga. A sixth fell by my
gide and died in comsequence of an
‘atlack upon our lives at Tanna, Mem-
|hara of the mission families and many
native teachers with their wives and
!t]]ildr&n eithar died or were murder-
ed and eaten by the heathen, Those as-
|Bocinted with me either died or were
'killed, leaviag me the only missionary

north of Aneityum living to tell the
story. |
| "It was thirty-six years ago thas

‘barely escaping with my life I found
my way to Austfralia and by a conv
siderable effort secured our first! mis-
sion schooner, the Dayspring, and
since then the work has steadily pro-
gressed and Christian® influence has
been extended to twenty-two islands,
The Bible has been translated and is
now tead in twenty-two dilferent lan-
guages and about eighteen thousand
natives have been redeemed from save
‘agery. Out of the savage cannibals,
‘among whom we were first placed, we
have eduecatad over three hundred na-
tive teachars. The high chief of one
island cheerfully gave up eleven wives
'in obedivnce to the creed we taught.”
| Dr. Paton married a second time in
1862 and now has two sons engaged in
missionary work in the islands. From
on2 he reccived a leiter contaiiing a
wonderful story, illustrating the de-
. votion of the converted natives. Ig
| appears that the «chief of an inlan

‘town on oae of the islands invited Dr,
'Paton’s son, a few wecks ago, to vicit
| him at his homwe. « The young minis-
' ter, accompanisd by one of the native
| teachers, started with the chief. They
' had not proceeded far when the chief,
| suddenly turning, levellad his rifle at
the iatrepil young mis:sionary., Div-
ining the chief’'s murderous iutent (he
converted native threw himself be-
‘tween the missionary and the rifle,
receiving the bullet through his heart,

iim
BLOODY BRITISH BATTLES.

——

Actlon of Modder River Compared Wiih
some Other Fogasemicnis.

Lord Methuen's telegram after the
'fight at Modder River told us it was
one of the hardesc and most trying in
'the annals of ihe British army. To the
ordinary mind a battle is hard and
irying in proportion Lo the danger the
spldier encounters and overcomes, aud
' the only possible gauge by which that

'danger can be measured is the loss in-
curred in overcoming it, It may be in-
| teresting to compare Lhe aciion of
Modder River with some other battles
in which the British army has been
engaged in the present century.

| Lord Methuen's force was about 0,-
|50 strong. His losses killed and
| wounded, wera 470, or 71-1 per cent,
| The other figures given below are
tuken - from a table published by
' Colone! Henderson, Prolessor bf Mili-
tary Art and History at the Staff Col-
lege, in his “Lifz of Stonewnll Jack-

son.,"
Rilled and Per-
Strength YWoundid cents_ 8
Talavera, 1809, . 20500 6,250 <0
Chillianwallah,

1 a4, - ., 15000 28388 15
Albuera, 1811, 8,200 3,90 48
Birossa, 1811, . 440 1210 27
Salamanca, 1812, . 6,,0) 34:6 13
Qualra Brasg, 1B15, 12500 Z.20% 2U
Waterlao 18135 i L | Rl
Firozsh:h
~obraon, l3ib, o - 3
Alma, i8a4, ; 22000  Zalbs
Inkerman, 1854, T 4i4 2.0/ ol
Modder River,

1859, 6,500 4T T1-3

Lord Methuen's loss in officers was;
Kilied, 4; wounded, 19; total, 23. One
battalion of Britieh infaniry entered
the action at Salamanca with 27 offic-
ers and 420 rank and file; it had 24
officers and 342 rank and file killed
and wounded.




