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T THE EXHIBITION

111 the boys: and girls of Victoria

4 a holiday and a half last week,

i a great many of them attended

how. It would be wvery inter-

- to know what all those thou-
of sharp ‘e¥yes‘ saw and what
hildren thought:of the exhibition.
perhaps, got no further than
ide shows, and all the boys would
ve to see the horse races either
the fences or.the grand stand.
ber both of boys and. girls ad-
the pet animals and: saw the
chickens. . City i children are
hat afraid of the long horns of

»f the cattle, but admired the
ock parade, where the animals were
1 seen at their best at a safe dis-
Inside -no boy. could with-

the temptation: of looking at
son’s ‘electrical ‘display, nor of
both pleasure and profit from
Fewer would 'stop to look

cer’s display from the Albion

<s, but 'that too is interesting,
stoves: were made in town,

re long. the firom' to make

will, be dug- . from. . our own
and< manufacétured on Vancou-
nd.  The frult was enough to
any. boy’s mouth water—girls
-ver greedy. Such beautiful ap-

. plums, ‘and even grapes and
s do not grow in many parts of
a, and better than the’best spe-
1ens are! not found in’ the empire.
> vegetables showed what can be
> by intelligent labor on  the soil

Vancouver island; -and some of the

nland farmers came ‘over to show

at the soil of the Chilllwack valley
can produce. The girls all went up-
stairs to see what pretty things skil-
ful fingers n make, .and a good
many both boys and girls took a look
at the pictures, and admired the beau-
tiful flowers, whether cut or growing.

What idea of the resources of the
province would an intelligent young
person get from the exhibition? He
would come away with the idea that
there were a great number of very
fine farms, and that the farmers-were
both  enterprising, . industfjous, = and
intelligent. = All this and. more ‘he
would conclude,. i§ true of thé frult-
growers of .the province, and if he
thought a *little’ he would see that
where so miich has been done in a few
vears, a greéat deal more and better
work should .be ‘dofie’ in ithe  fuiture..
He would find that there were a few
manufacturers and more enterprising
merchants. This and perhaps more a
stranger would gather from the-‘exhi-
bition. - But this is very far from rep-
resenting - all the. industries of ithe
province -or even of Vancouver island.
There are many hundreds of pegple
working in the coal mines. Their la-
bor requires special training and con-
tributes greatly to the wealth of our
province. Not many miles from Vic-
toria men .are engaged in the copper
and silver mines and marble and iron
are found not f: away. There was
w sign. of their work.

Better timber does not grow in thej
word ##An that produced .om Vi
couyer island. 'There is an army of
lumbermen In the woods and numbers
are engaged in the mills in preparing
the lumber for thé builder and manu-
facturer. - Theén there are the fisherieg|
—salmon and other fish are taken In
great quantities and either preserved
or sent in cold storage to'ether coun-
tries, while there is a ‘whaling station
on the west coast.

These great industries of mining,
lumbering. and.fishing were not- rep-
resented. To give even a faiht idea
of what is being @ceomplished by the
workers in these industries -would
perhaps require more money, time and
trouble tham these ‘busy people or their
employers could spare. It used to
be thought that the only industries
pursued on Vancouver island or in-
deed in British Columbia were these.
The young people who went to the
fair know that we can, if we make
the most of our opportunities, grow
food for our miners, lumbermen and
fishermen, that farming is one bf the
greatest. of our resources, and that
among the occupations which boys
and girls should be preparing them-
selves for is the cultivation of the
ground. 4 :

THOREAU

Just ninety years ago there . 'was
born in the beautiful little town of
Concord, near Boston, in Massachu-
Setts, a very remarkable man. As a
boy Henry David Thoreau used to be
sent to the pasture with his mother’s
cows. Instead of looking upon this as
a disagreeable task it 'seems to have
been then that he learned to,see ih

ds haviﬁr
551 RS e il asponiomed pefl:

that he might study uninterruptedly
he tried a most curious experiment,

By Walden Pond, in a foreat almost
within sight and sound of the cicy, “he
built with his own hands a house for
hunself and lived there for five years,
cultivating hi§ garden and working for
a few weeks in the year at surveying
Or some other business by which” he
could -earn a little money to supply
his simple wants. In these lonely
years he obtained much knowledge of
the quiet world in which he lived. He
afterwards returned to the world of
men and became a great friend of ;the
poet “and philosopher Emerson.

Though so tender to the creatures
of -woad and alr and water, this
Strange man had little .love for men
and women. He would rather - be
alone than in the company of the
most of them. 'We only get what we
give and it is not to be wondered at
that, though men admired his learning
and his research, they did not love
him. Here we will close this short
sketch of a most interesting charac-
ter, one who dared to live as ' he
thought right in spite of the opinions
of those around him and who in his
forty-five year$ of life accomplished
much. :

i A DEADLY ANCHORAGE |

—— H
u PART L Il
\ 4/.

Bert Saxon went whistling cowards
the little slip where his boat lay with
others. One hand was in his pocket,
in the other was fishing tackle, with
lead sinker dangling carelessly. In the
side pocket af pert's jacket was a ¢in
of pait—lob-worms, dug up from the
mud when the tide was lowest. On
the back of Bert's saucy youmg head
his little cloth cap stuck somehow; Ro-.|
body quite knew by what means, least
of all Bert himself, who did not even
care. But it stuck, and that sufficed.
A cheeky-looking lad he was, of some
fourteen merry ; sumimers, who took
things .cheerily, 'and was better at
games . than booksy He was especial-
Jy:at home tpor the water, ana could
manage a boat 'with very fair “skill
One k he’lacked, however; in ‘con-
nectidn with this. Bert was no swim-
mer, and this was not by any means
2 credicable thing. All boys—and par-
ticularily all boys who are often upon
the water—should swim. ~

He reached the silp-way and flung
Jhis. tackle into the boat. Rudder ana
oars had beén left there from last
time. : <

“Givesme-a ‘hand, Jim,” he'called to
an wo0ld fellow standing mear with his
hands ‘In his pockets and looking at
nothing with all his might. . Jim leis-
urely took his hands from their rest-

the lad launch his boat.
“Thanks,” said the boy;
a whale T'll give you half.”
“All right, sir; and don’t you for-
get,” chuckled Jim, his" hi

“If I catch

_ Bert bent to his oars, and was al-.
ready some boac's length away. A
small boy came running sharply along
the water front where the fishernren’s
cottages clusteréd, and turned on :tb
the slip.

“Hi, Bert! You ‘said you'd take me
next time. Hi, Bert! Don’t leave a
fellow; you sard I could come.”

Thpre was quite a pathos of eager-
ness in the lictle chap’s voice. Bvi-
dently Bert was-a hero to him, and
the pleasure of a journey.in his. com-
fpany: Was very great. 3

The boy instantly back-watered.

“A_ll right, young un,” he cried. “Just
in time! In you Pop, and ‘don’t sink
the ship.” %

The little fellow needed no second
bidding, he was in almost before the
boat had touched che slip, his face
flushed with excitement. b

“Tll steer!” he cried, and took. the
tiller ‘handle, as' one used to it from
his cradle upward. . 5

Bert laughed good-humoredly.

“Steer away, Willy, if you want to;
but wait till we get out into the
stream, there are too many boats and
buoys about here. I'd rather do my
own steering wlth the oars tilf we get
where a hundred yards out of ur
course won’t do any harm.” 2

Somewhat crestfallen, the small Eoy
obeyed; but his spirits could not long
be kept under.

“What're you going to catch, Bert?”
he asked, whén they were gone a lit-
tle higher up “stream.

“Wish I knew,” grunted Bert, pulling
vigorously at the oars, for ‘they were
crossing a strong current of the tide,

There were many such currents-in
the harpor, which ran for miles inlanad
and abounded i1n bays and creeks,

the fields and woods and sky around
that beauty which made him deter-
mine to .devote his life to the study
of nature. Then as much as now the
majority of men spent their lives in
trying how . much .money. they could
gather togeéther. Thoreau early made
up his mind that he would, try how: lit-_
tle he  could” 1live ‘oh. "He went to
school and afterwards to the Univer-
sity of Harvard, where in those days
there were many distinguished Stu-
dents, He learned to love books; and
all his life he spent much of his time
In company with the thoughts of men
of the past, who lived for him in the
cs he loved so well. But his chief
panions were the wild creatures
at inhabited his neighborhood. You
ve read'of great mnaturalists who
e roamed the world over to find
species. of birds or animals. Tho-
reau preferred becoming thoroughly
acquainted with the habits of thosa
near him. And the wonderful thing
was that the wild creatures .returned
is love. Robert Louis - Stephenson
us that “He pulled the wood-
uck out of its hole by the tail: the
nted fox came to him for protec-
m; wild squirrels have been ‘seen to
le in "his waistcoat; he would
st his arm into a pool and bring
th a bright, panting fish, lying un-
smayed in the palm of his hand.” ‘As’
ad of twelve Thoreau made collec-
s for the great' naturalist Agassiz.
Ithough Thoreau did not care for
money, it must not be thought that he
s unable to perform the labor neces-
to earn it. He was a wery: skil-
craftsman, It is said that'a manu-
turer once offered ‘him: a situation
seeing how deterously he closed
window of a railway carriage.
there were -few things he ¢oul@: not:
and do well. But he would not
"nd his life away from his beloved
Dimals and his cherished. books. So

.where the green fields came down
close to the water’s edge; and Wwhere,
too, in many places, steep, roc;
shores rose above high-water ° magk,
the cliffs crowned by thick woodlands:
 When _the flood-tide was: taken ‘tiany
a pleasant excursion could - be made
up .one or other.of these.ereeks; but
the boatman must needs wat‘f}?Ahls
time; else, if careless, he had every
chance of being stranded upon the
mud when the tide had turned, anda
having to get ashors as best he could,
or wait impatiently' for the next ris-
ing of the wWaters.

Bert pulled up the stream some tinte
in silence, and the small boy watchéd
him, now and again taking a. furtive
hold of the tiller, and giving the boat
a-corkscrew course under the impres-
sion that he was helping. .

“That'll be enocugh, - sonny,” cried
Bert at last. “If you’ll be careful net
to help I daresay I can get Coshen
Creek gn time; but I've to go from one
side of the harbor to the other when-
ever your-hand shakes, we shan't get
much of & look in at fishing. Perhaps
T'll teach you some day.”

And with this encouragement Willy
sat still; -

Three-quarters of an hour or 8Q of
steady pulling .brought them “to the
place on Coshen Creek where Bert im-
agined he should have a good change
of ‘fish: o 2

“It's a likely ‘spot,” he said. “We'll
try here, young ‘un.’ 3

Shipping his oars, he rose, and, tak-
ing the-small anchor from the bow,
threw it overboard. The’ connecting
‘cable” Was of chein, whieh rattled
sharply over the gunwale as the an-
chor plunged downwards till the bog-
toni’ was- reached, ~when it patd’ sut
'more slowly and in irregular jerks, as

ing-place and good-naturedly helped.|;

Bert gave it-a pull, and found that
the anchor had taken a grip.

“Now we're right,” he said. ‘The
tide is good for over three hours yet,
So we'll have lots of time to catch a
tubful,” &k

They had moored some - half-doken’
boat-lengths from the shore, as the
tide then was. Rough roéks and stones,
slippery with sea-weed, sloped here to
the edge of the water. At full flood
these would all be covered, and the

water would extend another half-dozen|

lengths or =0, to whnere the low chiff
z:e, crowned with a sloping wood-

d. The weather was glorious, and
the tide flowed with swift smooth-
ness. The two boys had the place all
to themselves; they had come, out of
the track of most of the traffic.

For about half an hour Bert fished
without success, letting the line hang
over the boat's, side just sufficiently
taut for' the sinker to touch bottom,
and every now and again giving 1t -a
slight lify, to feel whether he had se-
cured anything. Oc¢asionally he drew
the line, hand over hand, and Willy,
‘wild. with excitement, would eye : the
water «in the hopes of seeing * some
lively . flash as the hooks neared the
surface.

“Got a bite, Bert?” he would cry,
and Bert, looking at his' bare hooks,
would growl, “Yes; the = bothering
crabs have been biting like fits”

But after a time luck turned, and
the small boy nearly went off his head
with delight as every now and again
some - struggling fish was dragged
from its element, and hauled into the
bpa.t, to flap its life away. Bert gave
bxm a turn at the line, and his ex-
Citement became almost painful when
a sudden series of twitches announced
thﬂ.t, a fish had come to stay.

T've got one, Bert; kicking like old
boots. It feels a regular - monster.
Here it .is. Whoa, my beauty!”

His pleasure was so great that Bert
had not the heart to tell him to throw
the undersized little thing back; so he
held his peace, and the small Boy
looked at it with a fisher’s eyes, which
magnify.

Bert rebaited
hg,ppeped to lift
bBow of the boat.

“My gracious, that's funny!” he ex-
claimed, and, letting his tackle fall,
climbed quicky over the seats.

Already the full length of chain ca-
ble had paid out, and the water ‘had
risen 30 high that the boat's nose
was exactly over the- spot where the
anchor was bedded. Indeed, the little
craft was assuming a strange atti-
tude; and, as Bert got his hand upon
the taut chain, against  which - the
strong and silent tide was rushing, he
noticed that the bow was lower than
usual in the stream,

b (Continued next Frldny'.)

SUNBEAMS

It was in a wood. The -trees: were

tal-and grew .close together.. They
Wwere newly covered with fresh green
xolvv e, for it was spring. . B T
<. When you Jooked .up thra: >
fbrﬂ.ﬁg_l_xesg'tha-e were.places w:ge g:'
could ‘see the blue sky :throuwgh-' the
leaves,
too thickly grown to see any sky at
all, or even to let the rain through
when ic was wet.
. But just .now the leaves were like a
beautiful green-pattern. traced on the
background of a soft blue 'sky. The
April sun_ was shining happily, .and
sent fong rays . of slanting light
through the branches of the trees,. and
as the wind gently swayed these
branches so0 the light as it. fell on the
ground seemed to dance lightly to and
ro.

The birds were carolling gaily, and
were very. busy building their nests.
They seemed to be everywhere—on the
ground picking up twigs, bits of straw,
oddments. of fluff,. and then flying |
back again' to the branch: ihg -+ thad
chosen for their home with whatever
they had found between their beaks.

The wood seemed very happy and
full of life with these little creatures
chirruping . and working away. It
looked very pretty too, for it was.full
of sweet-scented and bright spring-
colored flowers.

'There were great patches of ane-
mones, clumps of bluebells, and clus-
ters of delicate primroses growing un-
‘der the shelter of the stately trees.
Here and there a gay red soldier’s
button flaunted proudly from a bed of
soft green moss, whilst bits of twig
covered with grey lichen were lying
scattered .about witht the dead leaves
of last autumn, which still remained as
relics of the cold and dreary weather
that had now passed away.

In the midst of this lovely wood an
old woman, bent and tottering, and

his hooks, and &en
his head toward the

leaning on a stick, was moving slowly |

along among the trees. She had on
an old white apron, which she held by
the ends so as to make a kind of bag.
She kept stooping and picking up
twigs and sticks which she put into
her apron. When she filled it she
took it to a small hand-barrow that
was standing on the path, emptied it,
and then went in search of - more
sticks.

The old woman was very feeble, and
only worked slowly. She was : nearly
blind, too. Sometimes she wtooped to
pick up what she thought was a'stick,
and- found -nothing there. She did not
know 1it, but it was a sunbeam dancing

-in-her path.

" Presently she got very tired. ‘The
barrow was not nearly full, but ‘she
'sat: down on a tree-trunk that was
lying by the pathway to have a rest.
She sat there with both hands resting
on the knob of her stick, looking a
picture of venerable age, with her
wrinkled brown face underneath a
washed-out pink sunbonnet, and a
grey brown shawl pinned over her
bent shoulders.

“I'm ‘getting old, that's what ’tis,”
she said to herself. “I can’t work like
I used, no I can’t.”

She looked round about her and up
at the trees with the sun shining
through: iy

‘“What a lovely place it is now ‘the
spring’s coming,” she went on, talking
to: herself as™old people do. “How the
sun: comes through those trees! What
a difference a bit of sunshine  does
make, 'to be sure!” ’

She went on talking to herself, en-
joying-the air and-the sunshine, whilst
the birds went on chirruping and the
sun ‘shone, and the flowers nodded
their Hheads in the - softly pas.‘sing
breeze. N ’

Quite suddenly the light seemed to
disappear. A dark cloud had covered

the tide took the hoat along, When
the whole length was out and taut

the sun. To the old lady sitting alone
on the log in the wood the ‘world

'

Later on the leaves would be |

seemed suddenly; to have grown cold
and dark and dreary. She shivered
and got up quickly.

“I'll be getting back home,” .
said: ik

But some big-drops of rain splashed
gﬁ hier clothes, and'3she knew- that

tside the trees it must be raining
hard. g
“Perhaps I'd bettér wait a bit,”
she said, getting more under che shel-
ter of a tree: ; :

The shower lasted some time. It was
a . very heavy. ome.  The old woman
Shivered several times as she crouched
under the trees, and drew her shawl
closer around her. But just.as sud-
denly as the rain had begun so it had
stopped. The sun shone through the
trees again, and the sunbeams danced
as they had done before. It was quife
a transformation scene. 3. .

The old lady stepped out on to ‘the
path again.

“What a différence a bit of sunshine
does make to be siire” she said again.
“All the difference in the world. There
was a time when I didn’t notice
whether the sn? was shining or not;
but new—I do _the “sunshine!”

Just then the sound of children’s
voicés’ and laughter came nearer
through the wood. She stopped to
listen, and recognised the voices.

“There’s Grannie!” cried a voice,and
three ‘little boys came running down
the path to where the old woman
stoad.

“We have brought your wumbrella,
Grannie,” said the biggest of the three.
“But it has stopped raining now.”

“Yes, and we’ve. been catching the
sunbeams,” said the ‘smallest, a tiny
little chap of three. “Such fun, Gran-
nie!” §

They all laughed together at the
thought .of chasing sunbeams, and
even Grannie laughed too.

‘“You. have, have you?’  she _an-
swered. “There's nothing like sun-
beams and sunshine to make people
feel happy and well. You are my sun-
beams!”

Again they laughed together at the
thought of being sunbeams, and as
they all went home the old lady for-
g6t she was old and tired, so glad was
she to be- in’ _the sunshine.—Little
Folks.

STORIES QF ANIMALS

. The :Birthday Party :
Tim and Zip ;werte itwo handsome
and enterprising’ pet ‘coons, the ' con-
stant companipns . and.. playmates of
Ruth ‘and: Janies \Sunders.
JIf they. plithbdd ithe.cherry tree tof
gather the cheéri Tim and.Zip went
up, too, enjoying the fruit with them.
Since they could go out farther on the
branches they could reach the reddest

she

'monkeys have a language,

ill to visit the plant themselves, oth-
ers were despatched to bring the
leaves to them: ;

The story indicates not only that!
but that
some of them possess medical or bot-
anical knowledge.—Chums.

Pussy’s Long Ride :

. We often hear of dogs making long
railway  journeys unattended,
there are few railway men who are
not familiar with “Railroad Jack,” the
dog who has crossed the continent a
half dozen times, and makes frequent
visits to the south and west, but a
traveling kittén is so rare as to be
worthy .of passing notice. Point
Pleasant, N. J, is kitty’s home, and
from there she boarded the train one
day last week for New York, where
she arrived in safety. But the re-
turn was not so .easily accomplished.
It was dark and kitty did not want to
be .carried past her station. The
thought that she might be left  on
some barren sand waste no doubt
made her ‘uneasy, for at each- station,
as the brakeman opened’ the door, she
would rush to the platform: and re-
main there until- satisfied it was not
her home. At Asbury Park the same
instinet that controls the passengers
‘when the conductor cries “all out fof
Asbury Park,” must have seized kitty,
for she accordingly left the train. The
dazzling electric lights and - brilliant
store. windows decorated for the holi-
days must have soon convinced Kkitty
that she was not at home.. She may
have imagined that she was still in
New York. The train had by this time
started, but pussy’s dread of being left
overcame all other fear, and with one
bound she landed on the platform and
was once more - in the brakeman’s
charge. Pussy arrived at Point Pleas-
ant in safety and has won the distinc-
tion of traveling a distance of over a
hundred and fifty miles unattended.—
The Torch, ‘Asbury Park, N. J.

The Elephant ‘Remembered.

A veterinary surgeon told the follow-
ing story concerning the intelligence
and gratitude of an elephla.nt:.

Some years ago, he said; I was sum-

|/ moned by the proprietor of a famous

show to come to his stables to at-
tend a female elephant. The great crea-
ture had stopped on a nail,or piece
of metal, ‘which penetrated ‘her ‘foot.
She was in great agony, and long-be-
fore I reached the elephont stables I
cauldshear her trumpeting with pain.

Onentering, I found her. standing on;
three'legs, swinging the soré foot slow-"
ly backwards and forwards. I felt
rather nervous as' I approached the
beast, but the keeper told me .to have
no fear. The elephant he explained

and most luseious of ‘the cherries that

had ripened in the fullest sunshine..

If they dropped” one, instead of tak-
ing another from.the midst of plenty,
they would climb’ laboriously down to
the ground for it, _

There was not a little excitement
among the childr ogmlnngthg
an inyitation camg, tp James and
-to & -birthday.:pastyqfrom '
neighbor, John Brown. - :

about a mile distant.

The children were ready in time to
malte an early - start; as they were go-
ing- to walk across the fields.

_'They had not gone far when a noise
caused them to''look  back, &nd they
saw the two sma}ll figures of their

beloved pets not far behind. thém. H

They knew it.would never do to
take such playmates with _them, so
with a good deal of reluctance they
threw some bits of sod  and small
 sticks at the two coons, driving them
back as they thought.

it fifeie. o

was a very intelligent ereature.

As I bent down to examine the
wounded ‘foot, I felt a light touch on
my hair. Turning, I saw the great
trunk behind me and it suggested dan-
gerous consequences.

“I 'shall have to cut deep,” 1 said
to thé keeper, who thereupon spoke to

the' eléphant in some tongu wn
from ™ i R feme. taneus upknos

a way that made my blood run eold,

However, I screwed up my eourage,.

‘and again applied the knife, In a short
,time I had lanced the abscess, sprayed
the foot, and bound. it. up.
the elephant felt immediate relief, for
it relaxed its grasp of my bhair and
,drew a long breath.- . ”
Several months later I happened to
be in the neighborhood of :the show and
sought out the keeper to ask after my
former patient. ’
- She was well and hearty, he told me,
and invited me to come and see her.
On approaching® the ' elephant she

The children then went their way,’looked at-me at first with indifference,

and in the fuss and excitement of the
party forgot the animals. %k Ly
By and by Mrs. Brown anhdunged
supper. - A tray of deliclous iee cream
was brought in and distributed among

 the .guests.: . . » % led it’ to ‘me.

All’at once:the children heard peals
of laughtér from the outside, and ran
out to see what was the matter. A
strange scene mét their eyes. -

Sitting by the two freezers were
Tim and Zip solemnly helping them-
selves, dipping up the ice cream with
their -little black paws. :

Mrs. Brown stood aghast, with a
spoon in one hand and an empty tray
in the other, and the servants were
shaking with laughter,

James and Ruth/went to the rescue,  trainer attempted to touch him, the.

taking possession of thélr mischievous

then steadily and with interest. Then

' she stretcMed out her trunk and laid it
caressingly on my head. ' Finally—
wonderful to relate— she lifted her
foot, now thoroughly healed, and show-
She had not forgotten.—
Chums.

The Boy and the Chimpanzee

One dreary, stormy day a chimpan-
zee, little more than a baby, arrived
at an animal show, homesick and
frightened, after his long journey over
seas from his forest home. Crouched.
-in a corner of his cdge, he shivered
continually, making little. guttural
cries every now and then. When his
terrified animal

poor, would shriek

+with fright and work himself into such
pets, while Mrs. Brown finished serv-i%W v
ing the ice cream.—Philadelphia In-; & Rervous state that it was thought

quirer. %

€an Animals Converse?

The fact that animals converse with
each other has long been  recognized
by those familiar with their ways. A -
comical example ‘of the communica-
tion of ideas between dogs is narrated
by a naturalist. ¢

A timber merchant © left his dog—a
well-bred teérrfer—at a small country
inn while paying' some visits. When
he returned the landlady told him that
the dog was lost. It had quarrelled
with a big dog belonging to the tavern,
and had been so badly mauled that it
had run away apparently to die.

Four days later it crawled out of the
inn yard, where it had laid in hiding,
and disappeared for a ‘week. Then, to
the amazement of the people of the
inn, it returned with a dog much big-
ger than its enemy, upon whom the
two dogs . made a combined attack,
nearly killing it. ° :

It ,was found afterwards that - the
terrier had travelled over eighty miles
to coax away the big dog to assist it
in revenging itself upon the dog own-
ed by the innkeeper. ¥

Another quaint ‘instance of animal
language is related by a Dutch col-
onist. in Java. The  planters there
have suffered severely by the depre-
dations of grey monkeys, which 'de-
stroy their coffee plantations. On one
occasion it was  decided l{to poison
them with strychnine, and\according-
ly-‘their "favorite fruits, heavily dosed
with the poison, were deposited in the
monkeys” haunts. The unsuspecting
animals ate freely, and many of them
became terribly ill, yet, strange to say,
none of them died. :

It was found that on feeling . the
symptoms of poisoning, the victims
sought the assistance of some of the
older members ~“of 'their tribe, and
these old monkeys directed them to
eat the leaves pf a plant called the
“tremblekan,” and known to be an
antidote to the poison. In those cases
where the poisonéd monkeys were -too
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best to let him alone. At the end of
three days it was feared he would die,
for he refused to eat or drink any-

ing.

And then it happened that‘a little
negro' boy, the son of a Hhelper in the
show, came ‘along eating a banana,
and, noticing how unhappy the chim-
panzee looked, he talked to the poor
creature in quiet, caressing.tones, and
offered” him a piece of fruit. For a
while the chimpanzee never moved,
then, -as - the boy kept on talking, he
thrust out a small, hairy paw, took
the fruit with a jerk, and ate it raven-
ously. The trainer, who had  been
watching them, encouraged the boy ta
give the' animal another pilece. This
he ate also. After that the. boy came
daily to talki to the little “chimp” and
feed him, always; however, under the
direction of the' keeper, who at first
kept at a .distance, but after several
days joined the friend.

Little by little the “chimp” learned
to lose his fear of the trainer, and
when he found the man did him no
harm, and gave him food, he allowed
himself to be dressed in-clothes, and
taught to eat with a knife and fork
and drink out- of a mug.

But the friendship between the
“chimp” and the boy confinued. When
the former was not . performing. in
the show ring, he would sit in his
cage and watch anxiously for his boy
friend, giving little " ‘guttural cries
when he ' appeared. “Chimp” was
never so happy as when sitting with
the boy or watching him at play with
the children. He would, however, al-
low no other child to-cdme near him.
—New York Tribune. .

Recently, while waiting for an east-
botind train at a station in Saskatchéwan
a party- of eminent British journalists
had a novel experiencé. A piece of
summer-fallow close by the station was
about to be plowed. KEager to have a
try at Capadian farm work, nearly all
the journalists ftook a turn at driving
the plow. " The land thus turned over,
has been named the All-British Square.

and |.th

t 5 'out away!”.
: { .1 mage or i}uh,witm knife, -and'} -
John iived on-ifan adjoining ° farm . félt the trunk tightening on my hair in

, SELECTIONS
Instead of a gem, or even a flower,
cast the gift of a lovely thought .into
ah'e l;x;.art of a friend.—George Mac-
onald. %

Daniel. Webster’s Oxen

Of oxen Mr. Webster was always
fond, and was as good a judge of
em as could anywhere bé found. He
knew-all his own by name, kept track
of their ages and peculiarities. On his
return from Washington they were
among the first objects of his thought,
and, sometimes,” after encering the
house and greeting the members of
his family, he would, without sitting
down, ‘go out to the barn to see those
dumb members of his larger family,
going from one to the other, patting
and streking their faces, and feeding
them from' his hands. Equally fond
was he of showing them  to his gueats.
On one oceasion, as he stood thus with
a friend, feeding them with ears of
corn, his son Fletcher amused - himself
by playinig with the dog. “My son,”
said Mr. Webster, “you do not seem to
care much for-this. ¥or my part 1
like it. ‘I wouild -rather be ‘here than
in. the Senate. I find it better com-
pany.” ~Every one remembers how,
only about & week before his death, he
had them driven up into the lane be-
fore the house, in order that he might
see them for the last time. Such
glimpses as these are worth whole vol-
umes in revealing to us the real char-
acter of the ma.n.—Provl?ence Jour-
nal.

A Touching Story

is told of the good Frederick William
of Prussia years ago.- He went one
day into a nationai school, and, be-
ing fond of children, began asking
questions. He said o a little maiden,
holding up some object: “What king-
dom does this belong to?”’ ‘““The vege-
table kingdom, your majesty.” ‘“What
kingdom does this belong to?” “The
mineral  kingdom, your majesty.”
Then, pointing to himself, he asked:
“And what kingdom do I belong to?”
The maiden paused a minute, and
then, instead of giving the answer
that was expected, said: “The King-
dom of God, your majesty.” The King
was so touched that he put his hands
on the child’s head, and said: “May it
prove to-be so indeed!”

A Noiséless City
 *Berlin is said to .be the most quiet
ity in Europe. ' Railway . 'engines are
‘not -allowed to blow their whistles
within the city limits. There is no
loud bawling of hucksters, and a man

tling is subject to a fine. The courts’
have a large discretion as to fines
for noise-making. Strangest of all,
piano playing is regulated in Berlin.
Before a certain hour in the day and
after a certain hour in the night, the
piano must be silent in that musical
city.  Even during the playing hours
a fine 4s imposed for mere pounding
o, the piano—Sacred Heart Review.
koo Lnns moes et T

.One day last week I was walking
‘down Pandora street when I noticed
a flicker walking up a fir tree in her
own curious way. Presently Mrs.
Flicker flew down and, standing be-
side a stone, began doing something.
First. I supposed she was preening her
feathers but it was not that. Then I
thought perhaps flickers varied their
diet by a meal of oats, so I went over
to see. But the hill was covered with
moss and there was nothing to be seen
but several round holes freshly made.
‘What were they for? I hope some one
can tell me. .

‘Beheadings

.4 1.~ Behead a stem and get converaa-

on, !

2. Behead a dull color and get a line
of light. -

3. ‘Behead a color variegated with
Spot and get a . fruit.

4. 'Behead a company of saeep and
get a curl or nair.

- B. Behead luminous and get
wrong.

I 6. Behead whatever one believes he
has inside his skull and get a form of
“water. '

" 7. Behead to fly aloft and get some-
thing with which the boatman is fa-
miliar.

8, - Behead a portion and get a rela-
tive of the rabbit.

9. Behead great scarcity and get
the planet on which we live.

10. Behead an apparatus used in
retarding the motion of a wheel and
get a garden implement.—New York
Tribune Farmer; ’

A Sailor's’ Yarn
~ Once upon. & time I formed part of
the créw of a treasure ship bound for
the South.seas. . On the way we en-
countered a severe storm which dis-
abled all but the strait in New Zea-

not

.fccuntry for the first time,

whose wagon gearing is loose and rat- |'

south of New Zealand, a very hot-
tempered fellow, got into a serious
quarrel with one ot vne natives over
the proper way to .serve islands in the
Atlantic and island in the St. Law-
rence, and the night being Cape of
Ireland we thought it advisable to-bid
them a hasty cape of Greenland and
cape of Newfoundland for the open
sea, and we reached home . without
further adventure.—~S, A. R.

IN LIGHTER VEIN

Solved ’
Hennesy, pipe in mouth, was thought-
fully regarding a pile of new timber,
whiech lay in\his back yard:
“Oi'm building a fowl-house,” he ex-

-plained to an inquisitive friend.

A week later the fowl-house was up
and stocked with its feathered tenants,
but a thunderous hammering, Droceed-
ing from the kitchen, attracted Hen-
nesy's friend - thither.

“Building a kinnel for a dog to kape
the - thieves from me fowls at night,”
sald Hennesy in explanation.

He looked woefully perplexed next day

‘0L e the kinnel in the kitchen,”
he said, “and shure ay it isn't too big
to come through the door or ‘windy.

it smaller, or knock
a hole in the wall to get it out.”

“Phwat about the kinnel,” his friend
inquired a week later, not seeing it in
the yard.

“Shure, Oi got out of that widout
shpoilin’ the wall or the.kinnel,” said
Hennesy.  “Oi brought the dog into the
kitchen.”—Chums, ;

Little . Rodger had gone into the
and - his
grandfather had taken him out to see
a colt. '

“There, Rodger,” said- the old gen-
tleman, “did you ever see such a lit-
tle horse as that?”

Rodger never had, and -his eyes
shone; but there was one drawback.

“What's - the matter with  him,
grandfather?” he said. \“He hasn’t
any rockers.”—Selected. S

Aunty—Well, Tommy, what did yeu
learn at school today?

Tommy-—About ants. There are two
kinds—the kind that gets in the
sugar-bowl, and the kind that -lives
with their married sisters.

Said an Irishman to a telegraph op-
erator: “Do you ever charge anybody
for the address of a message?” “No,”
replied -the’” operator..  “And° do  you,
charge for signing -~ his “nude, Y
said the customer. = “No, sir.” = “Well,
then, will ye please send this? I just
want my brother to know I am here,”
handing the following: “To John Me-
Flynn—at New York—(signed) Pat-
rick McFlynn.” ‘It was sent as &
tribute to Patrick’s shrewdness.

Don’t wish for somebody's else’s chance
—look at your own. -Yeur neighbor's
chance wouldn’t fit you if you. had it:
People can do wonders with half a
chance, or next to none at all; but, big
or little, it must be their owmn, the one
God gave them. 7

WITH THE POETS

Afraid of the Dark
‘Whao's afraid of the dark!
“0, not 1,” wmaid tae owl,
And he gave a great sgowl,
And he winked his eyé
And fluffed his jowl—*“Tu-whoo!”
Said the dog, “I bark
Out loud in the dark—Boo-o00!"”
Said the cat, “Miew!
Tl scratch anyone who
Dares say that I do
Feel afraid—Miew”
“Afraid,” 'said the mouse,
“Of dark in the haouse!
Hear me scatter,
Waatever’s the matter,
Squark!”

Then the toad iIn the hole,
And the bug in the ground,
They both 'shook their heads
And passed the word ’round.
And the bird in the tree
And tae fish and the bee,
They declared all three
That you never did see
One of them afraid
In the dark.
But. the little boy,
ho had gone to*bed,
Just raised the bedclothes
And covered his head!
—Cincinnati Enquirer.

land, the island south of New Zealand,
one of the group of islands-in South-
Pacific, and myself. #

After several weeks spent in drift-
ing  helplessy about, we reached an
island with' a very rough coast, but
succeeded at length in finding a pas-,

Next morning we received a visit'
from the chief of the island dressed
in Cape of Nova Scotia and city on'
Caspian Sea trimmed with mountains
of British Columbia, and several of
the natives gorgeously attired in robes'’
of sea east of Asia, mountains of
Austyalia, sea west-of Arabia and,
Mountains of United States.

Although ' they couldn’t underatand;
our language, nor we  theirs, they .
seemed inclined to be very islands in
South Pacific, and to enjoy ourislangds
in South Pacific, and they invited us
to spend “an island in South Pacific'
with them on shore.

"Of course. we accepted this invita-
tion, and our landing having been an-
nounced by the sounding of a cape in'
South Africa, we were received by the !
chief, a very cape in Newfoundland
man, seated on a city in United States
beside his island in Guif of St. Law-
rence. )

He passed around the island in the!
Ottawa, or river of British Columbia '
pipe, and then in an island east of!

come, and gave us leave to oity in
Italy through the lake of Canada and
over the #sland as we wished. I

‘We' ‘enjoyed this privilege im- |
mensely, but, unfortunately, the islang *

Guess

'Twas the prettiest spaniel that ever
was seen,

For his coat was so silky, so long and
80 - clean;

His teeth were like pearls and his eyes
were like- jet.

sage into a safe harbor. | (No wonder that Bess was so proud of

of her pet!)
As I lifted him into my arms to caress,
I asked: “What's the name of your dog?”
she said: “Guess!”

So I guessed it was “Jerry” if not, was
it “Joe”?

But she smiled. and then laughed and
she answered: “Oh, no,”

“Perhaps it is ‘Charlie,’ or, possibly,
‘Ned’'? .

Then maybe it's ‘Rover'?”
-her.fair head. ~

So I said, “It is 'Hero, 'I'm sure; now

confess.”

But it seems I was wrong All she an-
swered was: "Guess!”

She shook

Then I tried all the names that I ever

" had heard,

Although some when applied to a dog
semed ‘absurd,

| “Napoleon” met with a look of surprise;

At "Caesar”
eyes
Then ‘I pleaded, “Do tell me.” - “Why,
auntie,” said Bess,
“I have told you three times that the
dog’s name is ‘Guess’!”

a  twinkle came into her

The night has a thousand eyes,
And the .day but one;

United States speech made us wel- ¥t the light of the bright world dies

‘With the dying sun.

The mind has a thousand eyer
And the heart but one;
Yet the light of a whole life dies
‘When love is dore.
—Francis W. Bourdillon.
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