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Girls and Hoys,

THE HOTTENTOTS MESSAGE.

Y DAVID KERR,

“T tell you, Matu. that T saw it with my own eyes.”

“ And 1 telr you, Klans, that I wont believe it until I see it with
mine.  Youwr eyes see ton mueh sometimes, you know. Don't you
remember teliing us how your boat b been upset by a sea-cow
[nip;-opotamus), when it was only o log that stinck 17 or
low yuu came seampering home saying that you'd been chased by
a liox'l, and after all it was nothing but Mynhe.r Jansen’s big yellow
dog.

°A lowl lnugh arose from the other Tottentots, and poor Klaas
(who certainly 2was given to telling wonderful storics) loaked very
fuolish inderd.

‘The building in front of which the Jitt'e black faced, long-armed
fellows were having their talk was 2 very goo ! sample of the ordi-
nary South African farm house. It was o long, low, white front-d
bu Iding of one story, with a thatched roof that st.ck out so far in
front aud came so low down over the windows that it quite reminded
one of the huge white, broad-biimmed hats worn by the Dutchand
Eunglish farmers of those pasts.

“Don't be tor hard upon Klass, lads.” said another Hottentot,
coming up at that moment. “You know that the white men are
workers of wonders, and that whoever goes amonyg them sees many
strange things.  Come, brother Rlaas, et us hear il akout it.”

And Klaas, a little encournged by seeing that ther  was one man
in the company who seemed inclined to beiieve hin:, bigan as fol-
ows:—

“When I was with the Dutch Christimenshe [Christians] at
Springloks Kloof [Antelope Guliy] seven years azo, they were
building a new stable, and wanted some lonyg ivon nails to finish it
So the Buas [master] told me to go and Lorrow some nails fram the
Englishmair on the other side of the spruit [water course]. 1 was
Just wondering how that was to be done—for I didnt kuvw Eny-
lish, and I was pretty sure the English Christimenshe didn’t kneaw
Hottentot— when the Baas made some seratches on a chip of woud
with a burned stick, and toll me to give that to the Englishinan,
and he would know what was wanted.”

The listeners all Jooked at cach other, as if hardly knowing
whether to belicve him or not.

*I thought he was laughing at me” conlinued Klaas, “ and at
first I didut want to go; but the Bias was beginning to look
angzry,and there was a big hambok [whip of rhinoceros <kinj hang-
ing behind the door, so I thought I'd better sttt And when I gave
the chip o the Buglishinan—believe me or not as you like—he
weint and Lrought out the nails direetly.”

There was i pause when Klaas ended, and no one scemed to
know what tosay to hisstory.

“Well,” observed at length the man who had just come up, “I
have heard that the vhite man can do such things.  Perhaps the
Baas dr w a picture of the nai.s on the wood.”

“Well, T won't bLelieve that till I sceit,” sail Matu, 2 younyg
Hotteatot who hiad but lately left his own tribe, und was new to
the ways of the white men.

*“ Maty,” cried o voice from the veranda at this moment, “take
this letter and thes- six cakes over to Mynheer Van Zecl”

“Aha¥ aicd Klaas, exultingly, as Matu came back with the let-
terin his hand and the cakes in a bag on his shonlder, * these ase
Jjust the same kind of scratches that the Dutch Christimenshe made
on that chip of wood. Now yvou'll see, brother Matu, whether I've
becen telling lies™

The words haunted Matu all the way across the bare stony plain
that lay between him and Mynheer Van Zeel's farm-house.  But
something clve haunted him still more, and that was the thought of
the eakes he was carryving.  Like ail Hottentots, he was fond of
sweet things, and the tewntation to cat one of them grew stionger
cvery moment,

But how about the letter?  Acconding to Klaas, the seratches on
the chip had told the story which they weie meant to tell. If
these semtchies on the paper had the same power it might be
awkwarl for him.

ARl at once & bright idea stiuck him.  He stopped short, thrust
the letter under a huge sione, and having satisficd himsclf that i

was quite out of sight (or rather that it had no chance of scving
what he was about) he putled out and ate une of the eakes, took up
the letter again, and then went werrily on Lis way, feedng quite
sure that all was <afe now.

The very fiist person he met on reaching the farm was Mynheer
Van Zeel himsell, who, with his broad-leaved hat pulled down over
his hard bLrick-red face, his big silver-mounted pipe in his mouth, and
a long knife stuck in the waistband of his close-fitting Luckskin
trousers, looked every inch noregular Boer farmer. le gluced
through the letier, emptied the cakes out of the hag, and then
tarned suddenly upan Matr, and roaved :

“You skellum [rogue], how dare you cat one of my enkes?”

“How do you know I ate it ?" stummeraid the Hottentot, whose
black face was almost gray with terror.

““This letter told me su” answered the Dutchinan,

“What ? even when I hid it under 2 stone before I began to
eat?” shri-ked Matu. with lus eyes stavting out of lus hendd. “Can
it see right through a s one, then?”

“Soat would seem,” replicd Van Zeol, gravely, althongh he was
almost bursting with suppressed lnnhter

“ Klaas was right,” said the Hottentot in tones of settled despair.
“The white man can indeed do wonders.”

e crouched down as he spouhe, expecting to feel the Dutche-
nuan’s whip whistling about his ears.  But Mynheer Van Zeel, avgry
as he was, was a geod man at Leart, and began to pity the poor
fellow on secing him in such trouble.

* You reaily deserve a gaod flosging,” ~xqid Le, “but I wili let you
off tLis time, for 1 think you've liid a good lesson.”

Indeed, Matu kad Leen so Frightened that he was never krown
to steal azain: and he always spoke with grat reveranee of letters
or pnp;-rs, calling them “the seratehies that know (verything”
—Tsruth. -

WOODS FULL OF BOYS.

Tt is 2 cold day when there isnot some boy wanting adv’ce from
this advies foundry, and there is no dury that is more pleasant to the
cditor than that of sctting the boys right when t ey havesymptams
of going wrang. A letter from a boy at West Alexandria, Olio, is
as follows :—

Dean Sie—TI have been a reader of your paper for some time
and have noticed your advice to boys. 1 am in a predieament to
know what to do. and I thought I would write and ask youradvice.
1 am a young man of seventeen years, am very desirous of going
into saloon latsiness, 1 have capital envugh, but my father and
mother of jeete I think I am capable of running my own affnis,
Any advise from you will be Kindly reecived by,

. Your's truly,

Now, here is a chance to save a sevenicen year old boy from al-
most sure ruin, if he will dake the medicine.  The wedicne is this:
Boy, take a shaip hatchet, Iay your vight wrist across a Luteher's
Llock and with the left hand take the hatchet and haggdedt, Ivcause
you can't do a clean jub of cuiting with the left hand, Then go
through life peddling pop-corn alls with the left hand, wather than
enter the business of selling whiskey at yourage  As a prenecorn
peddler you will be respretad, as a seventeen year olid salo -n-keeper,
vou will he piticd and dexpised, and at the age of twenty you will
Le a drapkard, or will have madea dozen other Loys drunkands, and
the friends of the othier bovs will hate you, your parents will not be
proud of you, no girl of rexpeetalility will Le scen in your company,
and your companions will Le loafers, you will le disgusted with
your-c'f, you will smell of stale lemon peel, wlhiskey and two-for-a-
nickle cigar nicotine, and you will be a s gu-post. of warning toother
Loys to take the other rond.  There, You ot more advice than you
expected, didu't you.  Well, any successful ane respectalile salwen.
keeper—and there ase successful amd respectalde men who keep
salgons, though they are as scice as ben's teeth—would give you
the same advice.  Any of them wilt tell you, if they tell you the
truth, that nincty-seven eys out of a hundred, who begin life at
your age hehind the bar of a saloun., Iecome cither diu kands, gam-
blcrs,"anicvcs loafurs, or clve they lase their hiealth, leave the basi-
ness in disgust and dic panpers You don’t wint te be an unsuc.
cessful salecon-keeper. Well to be a successful one you have got to
have ability enough to be a successful lawyer, doctor or meichant,
The men who are successful as saloon-keepers have abiity, which,



