328

on its way northward, and feeling that, for a time, they
were safe, the pedestrians faced each other with a deep-
drawn sigh of relief. The siation-master told them to
walk back along the track till they wmet the old side-line
that used to go to Belle Ewart.  So they helped each
other to strap on their knapsacks, and virtually began
their pedestrian tour. The station-master would have
liked to detain them for explanations, but they were
unwilling to expose themselves to further misunderstand.
ing.  Walking on a railway track is never very pleasant
exercise, but this old Belle Ewart track was an abomina-
tion of sand and broken rails and irregular sleepers,
Coristine tried to step in time over the rotting cedar and
hemlock ties, but, at the seventh step, stumbled and slid
down the gravel bank of the road-bed. “ Where did the
seven sleepers do their sleeping, Wilks?” he enquired,
“ At Ephesus,” was the curt reply, Well, if they didn’t
effuce us both, they nearly did for one of us.” Coris-
tine, if you are going to talk in that childlish way, we had
better take opposite ends of the track ; there are limits,
sir.”

“That’s just what's troubling me ; there are far too
many limits. If this is what you call pedestrianizing, T
say, give me a good sidewalk or the loan of an uneven pair
of legs. It’s djslocation of the hip or inﬂmnmatory rheu-
matism of the knee-joint I'll be getting with this hop and
carry one navigation.” Wilkinson plodded on in dignified
silence, till the sawmills of the deserted village came in
sight, and, beyond it, the blue green waters of Lake
Simeoe. “ Now,” he said, ‘“we shall take to the water.”
“What ?” enquired Coristine, “on our knapsacks 1” to
which his companion answered, * No, on the excellent
steamer ~mily May.”

There was no excellent steamer Emily May ; there
had not been for a long time; it was a memory of the
past. The railway had ruined navigation. What was to
be done? 1t would never do to retrace their steps over
the railroad ties, and the roads about Belle Ewart led no-
where, while to track it along the hot lake shore wasg not
to be thought of. Wilkinson’s plans had broken down ;
80 Coristine left him at the village hostelry, and sallied
forth on exploration bent. In the course of his wander-
ings, he came to a lumber wharf, alongside which lay an
ancient schooner,

“ Schooner ahoy!” he shouted, when a shock-headed
man of uncertain middle age poked his head up through a
hatchway, and answered : « Ahoy yourself, and see how you
like it.”  This was discouraging, but not to a limb of the
law. Coristine half removed his wide awake, and said :
“1 have the pleasure of addressing the captain of the
ship Susan T'homas,” the name ho had seen painted in gold
letters on the stern,

“ Not adzackly,” replied the shock-headed mariner,
much mollified ; *“he’s my mate, and he’ll be along as soon
as he's made up his bundle. I'm waitin’ for him to
sail this yere schooner,”

“ Where is the Susan Phomas bound for 1 ”

“ For Kempenfeldt Bay, leastways Barrie.”

“Could you take a couple of passengers, willing to pay
properly for their passage?” .

“Dassent ; iv's agin the law ; not but what I’d like to
have yer, fer its lonesome, times. Here comes the old
man hisself ; try him.”

A stout grizzled man of between fifty and sixty came
walking along the wharf, with his bundle over his
shoulder, and Coristine tried him. The Captain was a
man of few words, s0, when the situation was explained,
he remarked: “Law don’s allow freight boats to take
money ofl' passongers, but law don’t say how many hands
I have to have, nor what I'm to pay ’em or not to pay ‘em,
If you and your friend want to ship for the trip to Barrie,
yow'd better hurry up, for we're going to start right away.”

Coristine was filled with the wildest enthusiasm. He
dashed back to the hotel, the bar of which wasg covered
with maps and old guide-books, partly the property of
Wilkinson, partly of mine host, who was lazily helping
him to lay out a route, ¢ Hurry, hurry!” ‘cried the
oxcited lawyer, as ho swept the maps into his friend’s open
knapsack. Then he yelled “ hurroo !” and sang :—

For the ship, it is ready, and the wind is fair,

And T am bound for the sea, Mary Ann,
Like a whirlwind he swept Wilkinson and the two knap-
sacks out of the hotel door, along the sawdust paths and
on to the wharf just in time to see the first sail set. “ What
in the name of common sense is the meaning of this con-
duct %’ asked the amazed schoolmaster as soon as he got
his bréath.

“Meaning! why, we're indentured, you and [, as
apprentice mariners on board the good ship Susan Thomas,
bound for Kempenfeldt Bay.

Brave Kempenfeldt is gone,

His victories are o'er ;

And he and his eight hundred

Bhall plough the waves no more.
But we'll plough them, Wilks, my boy. We'll splice the
spanker boom, and port the helm to starboard, and ship
the tafrail on to the lee scuppers of the after hatch,
and dance hornpipes on the wmizzen peak. Hulloa, cap-
tain, here's my mate, up to all sorts of sea larks ; he can
box the compass and do logarithm sums, and work navj-
gation by single or double entry.” The schoolmaster
blushed for his companion, at whose exuberant spirits the
sédate captain smiled, while the shock-headed man, whom
Coristine named The Crew, displayed a large set of fairly
preserved yellowish teeth, and guffawed loud and long,

“Do I understand, Captain, that you are willing to

-and a good match it was ;
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take us to Barrie in your—ah—vessel 1” asked Wilkirnson,
politely.

‘“ Aye, aye, my man,” answered the ancient mariner,
‘“ get your leg aboard, for we're going to sail right away.
Hi, you, Sylvanus there, give another haul on them hal-
liards afore you’re too mighty ready to belay, with your
stupid cackle.”

So the indentured apprentices and their knapsacks got
on board, while Sylvanus, alias The Crew, stopped laugh-
ing, and put a pound or two extra on to the halliards.
“ Wilks,” said Coristine, ¢ it'll puzzle the women to find us
out on our ocean home.”

Wilkingon saw the captain haaling at the halliards of
the after-mainsail and went to his assistance, while Coris-
tine, doffing his coat, lent a hand te The Crew, when, by
their combined efforts, the sails were all hoisted and the
schooner floated away from the pier. The lawyer walked
over the deck with a nautical air, picking up all loose ends
of rope and coiling them neatly over his left arm, The
coils he deposited carefully about the feet of the masts, to
the astonishment of Wilkinson, who regarded his friend as
a born seaman, and to the admiration of the captain and
The Crew, The schoolmaster felt that Wordsworth was
not the thing for the water ; he should have brought Fal-
coner or Byron. So he stuck to the captain, who was a
very intelligent man of his class, and discussed with him
the perils and advantsges of lake navigation. They nei-
ther of them smoked, nor, said the captain, did he often
drink ; when he did, he liked to have it good. Thereupon
Wilkinson produced what remained in his flask, which his
commanding officer took down neat at a gulp, signifying,
a8 he ruefully gazed upon the depleted vessel, that a man
might go long before he’d get such stuff as that, Then the
conversation turned on the prohibitory Scott Act, which
opened the vials of the old wan’s wrath, for making ¢ the
biggest lot of hypocrites and law-breakers and unlicensed
shebeens and drunkards the country had ever seen.” The
schoolmaster, as in duty bound, tried to defend the Act,
but all in vain, s0o he was glad to change the subject and
discuss the.crops, politics, and education. This conversa.
tion took place at what the captain called “ the hellum,”
against the tiller of which he occasionally allowed his
apprentics to lean his back while he attended to other
work. Wilkinson was proud. This was genuine naviga-
tion, this steering a large vessel with your back ; any mere
landsman, he now saw, could coil up ropes like Coristine.
The subject of this reflection was quite happy in the bow,
chumming with The Crew. Smoking their pipes together,
Sylvanus confided to his apprentice. that a sailor's life was
the lonesomest life out of Jail, when the cap'n was that
quiet and stand-off like as one he knowed that wasn’t far
away, nuther. Coristine sympathized with him. ¢ The
bossast time that ever was on this yere old Susan Thomas,”
he continued, “ was last summer wonst when' the cap'n’s
niece, she come along fer a trip. There was another gal
along with her, a regular stunner, she was. Wot her name
was I raley can’t tell, ’cos that old owl of a cap’n, when-
ever he’d speak to her, allers said Miss Do Please. 1
reckon that’s what she used to gay to him, coaxin' like,
and he kep’ it up on her. Well, we was becalmed three
days right out on the lake, and I had to row the hlessed
dingy in the bilin’ sun over to Snake Island to get bread
and meat from the Snakes.”

* From the snakes ! ” ejaculated Coristine, ‘¢ why this
beats Elijah’s ravens all to nothing.” ‘

‘ Oh, the Snakes is Injuns, and Miss Carmichael, that’s
the cap’n’s gal, says their rale name is Kinapick.”

“ Look here, Sylvanus, what did you say the captain’s
name ig? ”

Oh, the old pill's name is Thomas, like the schooner,
but, you see, he married one of the pretty Carruthers gals,
for, I tell ye, them Carruthers
gals hold their heads mighty high.  Why, the ansomest of
them married Dr. Carmichael that was member, and, of
they did say he married below him, there wasn’t a prouder
nor a handsomer woman in all the country. There's a
brother of the Carrathers gals lives on & farm out in Grey,
and he took up with a good lookin’ Lrish gal that was
lady’s maid or some such truck. That’s marryin’ below
yourself ef you like, but, bless you, Miss Carmichael don’t
bear him no spite for it. She goes and stays with him
times in the holidays, just like she does along o' the old
man here. My ! what a three days o’ singin’ and fun it
was when them two gals was aboard ; never see nothing
like it afore nor sence.”

“ By George!” groaned the lawyer,

*“ What's up, Mister ¢ turned sick, eh ? smell o’ the tar
too much fer your narves? It do make some city folks a
bit squarmish. Wish I'd a drop o’ stuff for you, but we
don’t carry none; wouldn’t do, you know.” Coristine
wad touched by the good fellow’s kindness, and opened his
flagk for their joint benefit, after which he felt better, and
The Crew said it made him like a four-year-old.

“ Hi, Sylvanus, come aft here to your dog-watch,” cried
the captain, and The Crew retired, while his superior officer
and Wilkinson came forward. The former went down
into the hold, leaving the dominie free for conversation
with his friend. ¢ It’sall up again, Wilks,” said Coristine
sadly ; ¢ those two girls were on board this very schooner,
no later than last summer, and the one that spotted you is
the captain’s niece,”

“I know,” groaned Wilkinson ; % did he not tell me
that he had a niece, a wonderfully fine girl, if he did say
it, in the public schools, and made me promise to look her
up when I go back to town! This kind of thing will be
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the death of me, Corry. Tell me, is your friend at the
helm another uncle ?”

“ Oh, no,” laughed Coristine, “ he's a simple-hearted,
humble sort of creature, who worships the boards these
girls trod upon. He has a tremendous respect for the Car-

michaels, What a lucky thing it is they didn’t come on
board at Belle Ewart! Do you think they’ll be on hand
at Barrie 7

“I shouldn’t wonder.”

“ Then, Wilks, I tell you what it is, we must slope.
When it gets dark, I'll slip over the stern into the dingy
and bring her round to the side for you ; then we’ll sail
away for parts unknown.”

“Corry, I am ashamed of you for imagining that I
would lend myself to base treachery, and robbery, or piracy
rather, on the high seas, laying us open, as you, a lawyer,
must know, to penalties that would blast our reputations
and ruin our lives, No, sir, we must face our misfortune
like men. In the meanwhile, I will find out, from the
captain, wheve his niece and her friend are likely to be,”

( To be continued.)

AT MURRAY BAY.

CURLING off the points and shallows
Tides turn out and stream away,

Winoing all the willing water
From the shoals of Murray Bay.

Flushed with pink and meshed with silver
Wide the beaches lie unfurled,

Where the Murray strives to awesten,
All the oceans of the world.

Far and faintly far to southward
Like an hamlet dim of dreams,
White the line of Kamouraska
In the mirage floats and gleams.

Where the orient waters wander
Ebbing slowly with the light,
Burning deep with purple shadows
“Cap a P'Aigle fronts the night.

Night that calmly moving onward
Fresh with breezes from the sea,

Pucing up the river floorways,
Kindles lights at Saint Denis;

Fills the land with siumber shadows ;
While for her imperial rest,

Venus sinks in languid splendour
Down her caverns in the west,

Duxcan CameBrLn Scorr,

THE FIRST SHAKESPEARE CENT “NARY,
AD. 166} : AN ARITHMETICAL

CURIOSITY.

I'l‘ is difficult to suygest any matter, however trifling,

connected in uny way with our “ great poet ” which
has not again and again been the subject of comment and
disquisition ; yet I do not remember ever to have seen
any reference to the singular peculiarity (arithmetically
considered) of the figures 1664, the first Shakespeare
Centenary. Whether those who celebrated that occasion
noticed the peculiarity to which [ refer, T must leave to
learned Sheakespeare students to decide,

[t needs not assuredly “a great arithmetician » like
% Michae! Cassio, the Florentine,” to see that 1664 is
made up of the square (16) and the cube (64) of the
number 4, And Michael Cassio can hardly fail to note,
further, that 4 itself is & squire number. The first cen-
tenary is, therefore, made up of the square and the cube
of a square number—and being thus made up it is practi-
cally unigue. These conditions have indeed been parti-
ally fulfilled three times since the beginning of the Chris-
tian era—aamely, in the dates 927, 48 and 11—where the
numbers J, 2 and 1 are the root numbers of whoge squares
and cubes those dates are respectively made up. In the
coming *‘wons of the ages” the conditions will again be par-
tially fulfilled in the years 25,125 and 36,216, where the
root numbers are 5 and 6 respectively, and similarly also
in the cases —1I spare the figures— where the root numbers
are 7 and 8. But in no one of all these cases is the root
namber itself a square number. In fact, the very earlicst
date at which all the conditions in question will be ful-
filled is 81,729, which it will be seen is made up of the
square and cube of 9—which is itself a Square number,
Shall we have to wait for that somewhat distant date to
celebrate the centenary of another Shakespeare 1

E A M.

THERE are two kinds of pity : one is a balm, the other
a poison. The first is realized by our friends, the last by
our enemies.—Charles Sumner.

To love one who loves you, to admire one who admires
you—in a word to be the idol of one’s idol—is exceeding
the limit of human joy ; it is stealing fire from heaven,
and deserves death,—Mme. de Girardin,



