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which Ruott was incapable.” Beott was
incapable (let us be thankful for it), and
with  characteristic generosity credited
Byrun with " deep srated knowledge of
the human heart.” But we are not bound
to follow Scott in all his eritical pro-
pouncements, and pretend to holid at this
time of duy thut the Byronic hero—that
atugiest of ull stugey puppets—is a mira-
cle of paychalogical analysis.

It further appears, on the authority
of the sume critiv, that Scott was devoid
of " what we call literary conscientious-
ness.” " He pas pot ap eriist in the pro-
per sense of the term.” ™ His style was
of the vaxy, go as-you-please description.”
“ Buth his puetry apd his romances suffer
from the same fault—the entire absence
of cvitiral revision” BScott has heen
" superannuated ™ by the *lack of artis-
try in him.” * Some of ws who care for
furm ure irritated by Walter Seott™
Home of us who care for literature are
irrituted by Neott's censer. Boeott ™ lves
no more for the present generation,” be-
ceuse he i3 defective in “style” if it is
Ly virtee of style that authors lives.

The vat is now out of the bug, and »
eulliciently muuldy nod venerable animal
she proves to be. What is all this but
the dreary old cant about Bir Walter's
- ul:.-]p" for which, must vnforiunately,
Mr. Stevenson gave the cue £o a number
uf writers conspicugualy ioferior to him-
self?  Seott did oot trouble to pluy the
nesiduous aml meticulous ape to anyone.
Hut his styvile in point of vocabulary and
diction will bear comparison with that of
the most industrious nigglers who ever
subjected their musdic to ™ eritical revi-
sivn,” und, whotever its demerits, it
aclieves its ubject and produces the effect
aitmed ot, which is the great aud essential
thing about the means tv any end. That
his rhetorie, when ocvasion demands, is
puperk not even the dull ear of 8 Londen
eritic can probably fail to recugnise. As
for the talk about psychology, Mr, Car-
Iyle played the part of devil's advocate
on that point muny years ago, aad no
Tudern suceessor is likely to improve
upun his cfort in speeial pleading. Per-
Laps 1he Suge's stern view might have
been moditied but for the mysterious
mwiscarriags or peglect of a letter ad-
dressed by him te Sir Walter on the
streogth of his intercourse with Goethe.
In awy event, there are ho signs that

posterity hus ratified bis familiar strie-’

tures about fashliening characters from
the skin inwards. The teodency of pre-
sent-day criticism is all, we think., in
the other direction: and the isclated in-
elanve from the metropolitun press to
which we have directed attention merely
serves to emphburise what less antiguated
persons  than  tbe critic of the “ Daily

Telegraph ” would never have dreamt of
dizputing. "His remarks may be dis-
missed (with a caution} %o the later

Victorian section of the murueum for
antediluvian curiosities.—By J. H. Millar
in " Chamber's Maguzine.”

“Surgery for champugne™ There is
a sparkling incongruity in the phrase
to describe & proevss which is the [atest
development in the eflurt to keep the
popular wine to the standird of quality.
The “surgery™ iz applied after the wine
iz bottled and during the suppiementary
stage of fermentution after a consider-
able amourt of carbonoic aci] has been
developed. It has lony been reecognised
that if certain agents cam be introduced
in this stage many delects like over-
acidity. over-sweetness, or muddioess—
disrovered  through the opening of
ranple bottles—could be corrected. The
oprning of the bottles, however, involves
the loss of the gus and spoiling the wine,
su that the manufactorers bad hitherto
to It the process go on without inter-
fereme. Now  the sorgicml process
remedies this, A needle anch as doe-
tori use for Lypderinic injections, only
mnch stronger. i< droven through  the
ecork. It is furni-hed with & tiny stop-
covk., and is bled 10 & syringe conlain-
ing the rract gquant:ty of the medeine
the mine requires for i+ complete eure.
A« s0on as the nesdic has  got quite
through the cork, the stopeeck is opened
and 1be fluid from Lhe Byringre is injected.
Then the needle j= wrthdrawn, an]l the
natural elasticity of the cork emucys the
little wound to close. In orirr. Row-
ever, to preveat the gay sscaping. & thin
strip of wond saturated with parafin is
inarited into the upper part of the hobe
snd driven im, thas making the cork ma
mirt.ght ma i} was befofs K was sperated
AR, - - T -
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Wolf Tone Lynch

i

I'd back one man 1o Corkebire,

To beat tew men from Yorkshire:

Ketry wen Ageinst Dery mwen,

Aud Irwlnud sgaizmt creation
Whirpsthroo!

Tie m pity we alo't & vathm,

HEN the McLean regime of the

Benetit. Life was replaced by

the Coogan factior, smd

Michael Cwoogan, the mickel

mugnute, becume president,

the position of offie-boy fell vacamt in
the aetuarial department.

1t lay within the provinee of Mr, Fran-
eis Demmarest, the ionth assstant actuary,
to examine the oandidates, and he did
so with & certaiuty and dispatvh borm of
lemg experienve, The contest narrowed
iteelf down te fwu boys.

If there was one thing on which Mr
Demarest prided himself, it was his sense
of diplomaey, Ose of the applicants wan
named Schmidt, the otler Tyochk, and by
the eaioe token hiere was an opporiumity
to pay the compans’s mew eaeraiive &
delicate compliment.

It came over Mr. Temarest like a Hash
that Lynch's red hair, his grey eves, the
scapular-string showing above hiz collar.
would gratify Mr. Ceogan. Even o
Coogan 15 susceptible tn flattery, he
thought. und so with a satisfied grin Mr,
Demarest assigned to the bench outslae
the curdidate Lynch, whose Chrigtan
names were Wolfe Tone. ¥o much’ for
Mr. Demarest's knowledge of lrish hia-
tory.

Thé other occupants of the bench were
two in pumber, both hired by Mr. De-
marest out of eomplivent to Alr. Ae-
Leap. whose benefices in the realms of
Protestantism stand in such marked com-
trast to his business career, They were
named, respectivelyr, Westey E. Merrili
and Campbell Ashbury Pomeroy., and if &
peneral air of gaodlinese and well-mani-
cured mails count for enything. Wesley
and Campbell were of the elect.

Beuude themn. Wolfe Tonre was distinetly
unciassed. His red hair defied the brush
an! comb. while his closely bitten tinger-
neils were rimmed with a neat black

line. He sat down mext to Wesler, and
diew in g sharp breath throagh his
teeth.

“stiffs!™ he muttered. and buried his
hauds deep into bis {rousers-pocketa,

A moment later Mr. Demarcet came
out of his roont and cleared hie throat
ortentatiously.

“Wesley —Canipbell,” he said. *'thia is
the new boy.”

Mr. Demarest suffered from enlargmed
tonsils, and habitually apoke as if he
were midway in the awallowlng of food.

“What shail we call you?” he asked
Wolie Tune.
“Huli*™ Walfe Ton» ejaculated.

“What name shall we call you?” he
continued and then what he coneeived
to be a joke formulated iteclf in Mr,
Depuarest’s mind,  He launched 3t with
& grim,

“I den’t wanpt to call Woli~,
be said, “whent there in no wolf”

Wesley and Campbell broke into ehnek-
les. They ronki appreciate bumour from
& tenth assistapmt actudry pot quite ms
well me frum a minth assistapt, The
mame hrand of humour from the chief
would have l~ft their aides aching Tor a
week.

Wolfe,”

“What dows your mother call you®®
Mr. Demarest continued,

*Hed,” Wolfe Tomw growied, and glared
st Weeley and Camgpbell.

Mr. Demarest shouk his head,

“That wouldnt dn for this office.” he
said. “Hereafter we'll cail === rony.”

He grinned apmin. and then it ocrurred
to Wolfe Tome for the firet time how mueh
be wamted to kill Mr. Demarest,

“Wesler -and Camphell will tell youw
what to dn.” continued Mr. Demarest,
over his shoulder, and left Wolk: Tone
alore with his 1wn confreres.

There war an embarrassed silence for
a moment. Weslry was the drst to speak,

“Bay, Tony,” be began. He went no
farther, for Walfe Tone’s grey eyes seem-
ed to shed spurke,

“S-2-a¥," he growled, and the basefwd
timbre of his veice made Wesley shiver
—"“you wanter rut sut dat dago talk.
Me naine's Lynch—see 1™

Yeslry was tall for his fifteen pears,
but aa loosely put topether ms Wolfe
Tone was well knit. His bair eomposed
itself in two alick divisiuns over his egr-
shaped bead, and he ware a different peck-
tie every day. ln appeatance he ditfered
from Camphell only in the lemgih of his
nose amd the colour of bis eyes. Camp-

bell. however, wus ome year his senjor,
and lavished his hebdomadal six dollars
on candy for » stencgrapber in the medi-
cal department,

“Well, then, Lynch,” Wesley went un,
“sou'll ind a dust-rag in the closet in Mr
Temnarest’s office. You've potter clean
off the desks this morning.”

Wolfe Tone iooked up.

"Gotter, hey ! he ejaculated

Wesley winked at Campbell.

“Sure” he replied. *I did it yester-
day, and it’s Campbell's turn to-murrow.”

“Show me de desks,” said Wolfe Tone,
rising to hia feet.

It wus burely mine o’clock, and the ma-
jority of the clerks had not yet arrived.
Wesley led the way to the vacant desks,
for the most part old oak furmiture that
Lad been discarded by the ovter offices.
The general public rarely visits the ac-
toarial department; hence, there is mo
such show of maliogany and brass az
maukes the Henefit Life's eounting- Toom &
veritnble palace,

Westey and Campbel] usually devoted
a scant quartier of an heur to their task,
but it wus funlly ten o'clock before Wolfe
Tone returned to the beneh,

“What kept you!” Wesley asked.

Wolfe Tone sconied.

“Narter,” he seid.

“¥Why, it oughtn't to take you half an
hour to clean those desks,” Campbell des
clared, and fell to manicuring his nails
with 2 penknife,

Wolfe Tone snoried snd sat down on
the bench, while Wesley went off to ex-
amine the job, He came back snickering,
and whispered to Camybell, whéreat they
both burst out laughing.

Wolfz Toae glowered at them.

“Wot's bitin’" you'®” he demanded.

“Why,” eaid Campbell, “you cleaned
off the mk-stains.™”

There were blots on the desks that had
remgined undisturbed for months. Camp~
bell and Wesley had cootented themsel-
wves by a perinnctory rubbing with the
dust-cloth.

“2ure I did,” Wolfe Tone replied,

They laughed again

“How did you mapage it1” “esley
asked.

Wolfe Tone's lip curied
ocusely.

~Wit me spit wet I got and me finger-
na2ii=," he replied, scathingly. "I ain’t
no Willie-boy.”

Umonsciously his fists clerehed and
he glared at Campbell, who eontinued
Lis onnicuring, while his fellow exqui-
site whistled a popular melody m a tune-
kess undertone.

Wolfe Tone was casting about for mora
insulting phrases.

“An” wot's more,” he continued,
Lift de fave of bote of yezr.”

Wesley laughed nervously ga the call-
bell rang.

+That's for you,” be mid to Wolle
Tane, who jomprd from him seat, siill
glaring.

=“Why ia it fer me?” he demanded,

“\WWhen the bel! rings omece, that's for
you.” Wesley replied ; “twice ior me, and
three times for Campbell.”

It was four o'clock before Wolfe Tone
awoke to the cirrumstance that he had
amrwered the bell ot intervals of iwo
minutea doring tbe entire day. In md-
dition, the rescuroeful Wesley had or-
dered the lunch-hour to be taken by eenk

ccrutemplu-

“I kin

arity, se that it was half-past two befi
Wolfe Tone hastily partoak of bis mi
day frankfurier on .Ann-street

Even the mermml n of & iouol
teen-ysar odd will rebel at such treads
meat; and, apurred as much by 3 dull
p-mmtherq;moihmntnmn,chub
a senwe of outraged justice, he
My Demarest's yooms a few minutes aited
four o'clock.

“Say,” he sald to the tenth mm'
weteary, “dewe two guys outside nin't ag=
iwered de bell wanst to-day.”

Mr Demarest mrched his eyehrowu '.-
perciliousty.

“AR de Wesley kid nez—now—dat
yer ring wanst,” Wolfe Tone continuedy
“dut dat’s fer me, ls dut straight ™’

The tenth assistant actuary rose fromg
his seat.

“You get owtside’” he roared, “and stay
there!®

Wolfe Tore went back to the benck,
gnd Campbelt, who had cverbedrd his
complaint, edged away from himn,

“You dirty, smeaking Mick!” he mut«
tered, and then, axazed at his own temem
ity, be pulled out his pocket-knife and res
sumed his mamicuring.

Wolfe Tone jumped from fhe hench
and stood in the middle of tly floor.
Sjowly he removed his coat. The “Spiri€
of *98” shone in bhis face, blended with
the pent emotions of all that long daya
He spoke ne word, but for challenge tap=
ped UCampbell genily on the forehead.

In two minutes ithe Beuefit Life's actus
nrial offices sheliered as preity a frees
for-all fight as ever jeopardised the glussa
ware in a Chathum Square saloon, Actma
aries in every grade of assistance from
four to tweive, aided by two eievator<
men, Teatored the peuce wigh a net loss
of three wounded. So violent was tha
aunflict that the uproar pesetrated even
to the president’s oflice ftself, and just]
as the struggling Wolfe Tome, borne bes
tween two elevator-men, appeared in tha
main bhall the crowd of clerks that press«
ed forward parted respectfully to make
way for a lttle grey gentleman

“What's all this noise?™ e l.lcmnndml.
“Drop that bey.”

They stoad Walfe Tone on his feet, mm
paked from his rough usage. His dnggml
little face flushed bouly through the
bieud, some of which wus his own. Tha
little grey gentlewnan tureed to the elevaa
tor-men.

“Hring him ia bere,” he said.

Wolfe Tape struggled aprin to free
himself.

“Whisht, yer young fule!™ ocue of t.hl
men cried. “It's Mr Coogan.”

They hali carried him luto the -Dﬂl(!.
df the president, who liad seated himself
behind his mehogany desk, the personis
fication of judivial digmity,

" “Now, then,” msked Mr Coogan,
bave you been doiug?’

“There was the fuintest suspiviun of am
Trish burr in the presidemnt’s speech, and
all the trepidation :nd sbyuess fell away,
from Wolie Tone. He grasped in his left
hand the remnant of his beloved scapular,
and held together the frapments of hig
only smit with the other. As rapidly as
g agitativn permitted, e recounted the
injustices of thre duy.

I leave M ter you, Nr Coogan,” hl
oconciuded, frankly, “ii dat wuz on de
Tevel.”

The president hid a smile with hin
hand.

“What did you emy was your mamei™
ke inquired. P

“Wollfe Tone Lynch,” was the mply-
“An' dey wanied ter make it Tony, fck
short.”

Mr Coogan frowned

“1f you had any complaint, why dida'h
you cume to me?" he =aid geotly, “loua
shouldn't have fought about it."

“But dat Cumpbell kid called me X
dirty, smeakin' Muck,” Wolfe Tone re
juined, and the blaze in his eyes found am
snrwering gleam in Mr Coogan’s.

He struck the cali-bell on his desk,

“Wilson,” be uuid to the cofficer that
avswered, “here’s twenty doliars. Take
this boy out, let him wash himself, and
buy him senw decent clothes,™

He turned to the ragged little figure
with & amile.

“Hereafter you're working for me In
the office outside, be econcluded. “ARd
we'll call you Wolfe Tone Lynch.” R

Montague Glam in “Mmmeeya®
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I!’ yoe have mat tried PMourmvifle Cornk,
you have wiwod was of the 1o - 3
plessures in life. It Ja the mont rlowll
of favoured Cocods, and possesecs § Mg
Ugbtful arome.



