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CANADA. TO THE LAUREATE.
(From Good Words.) .

¢ And that truc north whereof we Iatelybeard
A straiit to shameus, K Keep you to yourselves,
So loyal is too costly ! friends, your lovo,
In but a burden ; loose the bond and go.’
I this the tone of Empire ?”

) l’mn_/aon s last Ode to the Queen.

‘We thank thee, La.ureate, forthy kindly words,

Spoken for us to her to whom we look

With loyal love, across the wisty sea ;

Thy noble words, whose generous tone may
shame

The cold and heartless strain that said, *“Be-
gone,

We want your love no longer ; all our aim

1a riches that your love ean not inerease !

* Fain wounld we tell them that we did not seek-
To haag dependent like a helpless brood
That, sclfish, drag a weary mother down ;
For we bave British hearts and British bloed,
That leaps up, eager, when the danger calls !
Once and again our sons havo sprung to arms,
To fight in Britain’s quarrel, not our own,
And drive the covetous invader back,

. Who have let us, peaceful, keep vur own,

So we had cast the Brifish name away.
Canadian blood has dyed Canadian soil,

Por Britain’s Lonor, that we deemed our own;
Nor do we ask but for the right to keep
Unbroken, still, the cherished filial tie

That binds us to the distant sea-girt isle _
Our fathers loved, and taught their sons to
-"love,

As the dear home of freeman, hrave and true,
And loving fonor more than ease or gold !

Well do we love our own Cansdian land,

Tts*Breezy lakes, its rivers sweeping wide,

Past stately towns and peaceful villages,

'Mid banks begirt with forests to the sea;

Its tranquil homestends and its lonely woods,

‘Where sighs the sammer breeze through pine
and fern,

But we love, too, Britain’s daisied meads,

Her primrose-bordered lanes, her hedgerows
aweet,

Her winding streams and toaming mountun
becks,

Her purple mountains and her heathery braes,

“And towers and ruins ivy-crowned and grey,

Glistening with song and story as with dew ;

"Dear to our childhood’s dreaming fancy, since

We heurd of them from thosze whose hearts
‘were sore

For home and country, left and leit for aye,

That they might mould, in these our western
wilds,

‘New Britains, not unworthy of the old.

‘We hope to live 2 history of our own—
One worthy of the lineage that we claim ;
Yet, as our past ia but of yesterday,
We claim as ours, too, that long blazoned roll
Of ncble deeds, that bind, with golden links,
The long dim centunes, since King Arthur
¢ passed ;”
Aund we wonld thence an inspiration draw,
To inake our unlived futare still uphold
The high traditions of Imperial power
That crowned our Britain Queen on her white
¢liffs, .
$tietching her sceptre o'er the gleaming waves,
Ever beyond the sunset ! There were some
‘Who hefped to foond our fair Canadian realm,
‘Who left their cherished homes, their earthly
. all,
In the fmr borders that disowned[her sway,
" Rather than scver the dear filial tie
That stretched so strong through all the toss-
. ing waves.
And came to hew out, in the trackless wild,
New howmes, whera atill the British flag should
wave.
We would be worthy them and worthy thee,
" Qur old ideal Britain, generous, true,
The helper of the helpless. And, perchance,
8éeing thyself in onr revering ayes.
Maykeep thee worthier of thine ancient name
And power among the nations. Still we would
‘Beliove in thee, and strive to make our land
.A-brighter gem to light the royal crown
‘Whose lustre is thy children’s-—is our own.
CANADENGIS,

R
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Tales wd Shketclies,
FOR'ARD AND AFT;

OR, THE CAPTAIN'S SON AND 'THE
SAILOR BOY.
Onunn' L
‘Yortune, the great commandtess of the world,
Hath divers ways to antich her followvers 3
To: wme, she honor l’lvﬂ wit.hout dmrving H
To'other some, deserving without honor :
iomo wit—somo wealth--aud some wit'without wealth ;
o, wealth without wit—some, nor wit nor wealth.
- “*Rouse up, rouse up, my hearty | -Bear s
: hsnd ind be lively, tor- tl:at little; dovil-skin
i Mhuboen haxlmg for you this ﬁvo anin-

,here bawling for you this half-bour,

A Deantiful pioture would that forecastl®
aud its inmates have made, could they have
been tranaforred to canvay. The boy, a noble
one, as he reposed with closed eye-lids and
upturned faco, over which bright smiles were
flitting—the reflection of pleasant, hopeful
dreams--seemed an embodiment of intelligence
and innocence, notwithstanding the coarse
canvas trowsers and striped cotton-shirt which
formed his only attive. The man, with his
muscular and strongly-knit figure, his bronzed
cheeks, huge whiskers, brightly gleaming eyes,
sud determined expression of countcnance,
was the personification of bodily strength,
physical perfection and porfect self-reliance.
The one looked as if ho were a spirit from &
higher sphere, who had by chance become an
inmateof that dark, confineds triangular-shaped
and murky apartment, and appearcd oll out
of place amidst its mess.chests, bedding, and
other nautical dunnage, and its atmosphere
reeking with the odours of bilge-water, tar,
and lamp-smoke. Tho other was in keeping
with the surrounding objects ; his bright 1ed
flannel shirt, his horny hands, his very atti-
tude showed him one upaccuatomed to eage
and comfort, whose only home was a fore-
castle, and his abiding place. the beaving
ocean. )

Wearied with awaiting the result of his
verbal summons, the seaman stooped down to
awaken his companion with a shake, and 2»
he did 20, a beam of affection so softened the
expression of his countenance, and lent so
much tenderness to his eye, that with all his

en tar became really handsome; for, than
love, there is no more certain beautifier.
Though undisturbed by noise, no sooner was
the eailor-boy touched, than, true to the in-
stinct of his calling, he sprang from his rest-
ing-place, 2s wide awake, and with his facnl-
ties as much about him, as if he had always
been a stranger to sleep, and exclaimed, “Is
it eight bells already, Frank? 1 thoughtI
had just closed my peepers.”

¢ Just closed your peopers, my little lark !
I began to think your eye-lids were battened
down, it seemed such a hard pull to heave

though, for it is only four bells; but that
young scaramouch astern wants yom to take
‘him in tow. So you had better up-anchor and
-wake 8ail, Tom, for the cabin, or the she-com-
modore will be sending the boatswain after
‘you with the colt,” ‘meaning a rope with a
knot at the end, used as an instrument of
| punishment in place of the cat-o’nine.tails.

Scarcely waiting to hear the completion of

the sentence, the lad hurried’ up the ladder to
the deck, and in a few selcondj was at the door
of the cabin. Standing just inside the en-
trauce, a drizz'ing rain preventing him from
coming further, atood the youth to whom
Frank had referred by the not very flattering
appellations of devil-skin and searamouch.
There was but little difference in the age of
the two boys. . Not the slightest resemblance
or similarity, however, cxisted between them
in any other respect. ‘

The sailor-boy was large for his years, with
s figure that gave promise of symmetry, grace,
and an early maturity ; his head was in keep-
ing with his body, admirable developéd, well
balanced, and covered with a profusion of
rich, dark brown hair; his forehead, broad
and intellectual, lent additional beauty to his
full, deep-blue eyes; and with his ruddy
cheeks, giving evidence of vigorous health, he
was just such a boy as & prince might desire
his only son’snd heir to be,

The captain’s son was alight and rather un-
dersized, with a sickly loek, produced appar-
ently more by improper indulgences than
natural infirmity ; sparkling black eyes, black
hair, and regular features, added to a well.
shaped head and fine brow, would have ren-
dered him good-looking in spite of his sallow
eomplexnon, had it not been for a peevish,
disconwented, and rather malignant expreuxon

“$hat was habiteal to him,

© The physigiie of the lade did not differ more
thm their dress. The one was clothed in'a
sdit'of the most costily broadcloth, elegaitly
made, with ‘boots upon his fees, and a gold

.chain around hisneck to secure the gold watch
Ain"his pocket. The other, bare-footed, b&re-

necked, jacketless, was under no obligations
to the tailor for adding to the gentility of his
appearance. Yet any person, ever a blind
msp,. could he have heard their volcen, would
at once have acknowledged thnt the roughest
chd bore indelibly impressed upon him the
umgnu of nature’s nobility.
No sooner did the captain's son see the boy
of the fdrécutle, than he addressed him in a
tone and style that harmonised with the sneer:
ing expression of his face, * S0, you good-for:
nothing, lasy fellow, you've made me ntand
What's
the reason you did not come when I ﬁnt call
ed?’

“Why, Master Chsrlu, I wonld pot bave
kept you waiting if T had known you mted

,me.; but L. was asleep. in the forecastle, sir.,

Thus spoke, with a’ rongh vonce, but 19 ¥ :-Frpnk Adams woko me up—and I've como as.

kmd tone, s tall and powerfully built sailor;

. ho descended tho forecutlo-lndder, to .boy |
f) ImQ' “Len yens of age, who, lymg atiotshed | J

fm lg’a:;‘ Eou 2 men ‘ehé at. wc’i fu‘

, ér0 the Cofies's fthespeﬁi -
ihey made vo impression upon the boy. Wnp-
ped in the deep, sweet slumber of childhood,

- bis body fatigued, his conscience clear, and
“his mind at eage, he was enjoying one of those
u!ru\nng resta that are only permltted to the

- young and contented--the nleep that manhood
- Jomge after, but seldom expericnces.

quick as,T could.” .

¢ Asloop this time in tho afternoon Bnt
you had bettor not make me -tand and wait so
lomg) fox ypu another. time, or, I'll. tell, my-

mamms, and she'll get father to whip you.” | |

At this threat s bright flush overapread tho

‘face and neck of the sailor-boy, and for an i

stant his eyen mumed a fierce oxpreuuon tlnt

was up all night, Master’:Charles; helpitig to
reef top-sails, and lending a hand to ged up

roughness and uncouthness, the weather-beat-’

them up. You haven't had much of a snooge

the new fore-gail in place of the old one that
was blown out of bolt-ropes in the mid-watch.
This morning I could not slecp, for you know
I was playing with you until mess timo.”

** Well, Tom, come into the cabin, and let
us play, and I won’t say anything about it
this time,” said Oharles, as he walked in, fol-
lowed by his companion.

What o differonco thero was between the
apartment in which the lads now were, and
the one which Tom had Teft but a fow minutes
before. It was the difference between wealth
.and poverty, ’

The vessel, on board of which our scene is
Iaid, was a new and magnificently-finished
barque of seven hundred and fifty tons, named
the Josephine, The eraft had been built to
order, and was owned aud commanded by
Lewis Barney Andrews—a gentleman of edu-
cation and extensive fortune, who had been
for many years an officer in the United States
navy. Getting married, however, and his
wife objecting to the lobg cruises he was
obliged to take in the service, whilst she was
compelled to remain at home, he effected a
compromise between his better half's desire
that ho should relinquish his profession, and
his own disinclination to give up going to sea
entirely, by resigning his commission in the
navy, and purchasing a ship for himself. The
Josephiné belonged to Baltimore—of which
city Captain A. was a native—and was bound
to the Bast Indies. She was freighted with a
valuable cargo, which belonged to the captain,
and bad on board, besides the captain, his
wife, eo}n, and servant.girl, a crew consisting
of two mates and a boatswain, fourteen soa-
men, a cook, steward, and one boy.

Her cabin, a poop one, was fitted up in the
most luxurious style. Everything that the
skill of the upholsterer and the art of the
panter, aided by the taste and experience of
the captain, could do to make it elegant, beau-
tiful, and comfortable, had been dome. Ex-
tending nearly to the main-mast, the distance
from the cabin-door to the transom was full
fifty feet. This space was divided into two
apartments of unequal size, one of twenty, the
other of thirty feet, by a sliding bulkhead of
highly polished rosewood and superbly stained
glass,

The after-cabin was fitted up as a sleeping-
room, with two mahogany bedsteads, and all
the appurtenances found in the chambers of
the wealthy on shore. ." The forward cabin was
used as & sitting and eating-room. On the
floor was a carpet, of whose fabric the looms
of Persia might be proud—so rich, so thick,
so magnificent was it—and deep-cushioned
ottomans, lounges, and rocking-chairs were
scattered along the sides, and placed in the
coroers of the apartment.

Not far from the door, reclining on a lounge,
with a book in her hand, was the wife of the
eaptain, and the mother of Maater Charles.
She was a handsome woman, but one who bad
ever permitted her fancies and her feelings to
be the gnides of her actions. Consequently
her heart, which by nature was a kind one,
was uften severely wrang by the pangsgf - re-
morse, caused by the recollection of deeds
committed from impulse, which her pride
would not permit her to apologtse or atone
for, even after she was convinced of her
error.

As the two boys enteréd the cabin she look-
od at them, but, without making any remark,
continued the perusal of her book, whilat they
proceeded to the atter-cabin, and, getting be-
hind the bglkhead, were cut of her sight.

For some fifteen minutes the stillness of the
cabin was undisturbed ; but then, the mother's
attentlon was attracted by the loud, angry
tones of her son’s voice, apparently abusing
his playfellow. Hardly had she commenced
listening, to ascertain what was the matter,
ero the sound of a blow, followed by a shriek
and the fall of something heavy upon the
ﬂoor, reached her ear. Airmed, she rushed
into the after-cabin, and there, upon the floor;
his face covered with blood, she saw the idel
of her heart, the one absorbing object of her
affection, her only son, and standing over him,
with flashing eye, swelling chest, and clench-
ed fiats, the ullor-boy.

So strong was the struggle between the
emotions of love and revenge, a denre to as-
sist her child, and s Qisposition to punish his
antagonist, that the mother for a. moment
stood as if paralyzed. Love, however, assum-
ed the mastery ; and raising her son and preas-
ing him to her bosom, she asked, in most ten-
der tones, where he was hurt.

“1 ain't burt, only my nose is bloadmg be.
cause Tom kiocked me down, just’ for noth-
mg at all,” Blubbered out Charles.

' The mother's anxiety for hier son telieved,
the tiger in her disposition resumed her sway ;
létiting go of Charles, she geized Tom, snd

‘shaking him ‘violoritly, démanded, in' shrill,
fierce tones, how he, tke outcast, dared to ‘
- strike her.child ! . . i

Unabashed and unterrified, the uxlor-boy
looked in the angry woman’s face withoud re-
plying. - :

*“ Why don’t you answer me, you cub ! you

,wretch { you little pirate! Speak ! lpeak!
.or I'll ahake you to death » continued the

_ludy, incensed more than ever by the 'boyl
mlence.

“1 struck hun because he callod my mot]ser
[ hussy, if you will make me tell yon,” replfod
- | Tom, in @ ‘qiiet_ voice, though hjs eyo was.

bright with anger and insyjted pride.:
wras unusualito it ; but suppressing his feel- |
inge, he replied in 'his ‘sccustomed ’ tone, “I’ '

"*¢ Your mother ‘& 'huuy' Well, what ello
m-ho’ But you “shall * be h\nght how to
sttike your mastér for “speaking “tlie truth to

yom, you good for mnothing vagabond. Rua

and call your father,” she continued, !urning
to Charles, ““and I'll have this impertinant
little rascal whipped until he can’t stand.”

In & moment Captain Andrews cntered ;
and being a8 much incensed as his wife, that
a mailor-boy, a thing he had always looked
upon as little better than a block or rope’s
end, had bad fhe audacity to strike his son,
he was furious. Taking hold of Tom with
a rough grasp, he pushed him out on deck,
and called for the boatswain, That function-
ary, however, was slow in making his appedr-
ance ; and «~gain, in louder and more angry
tones, the -aptain called for him. Still he
came not ; and, spite of his passion, the cap-
tain could Lut gather .from the lowering cx-
pression of the eailor's dountenance, that he
was at the commencement of a mutiay.

Cuavter 1L

The deepest ice that ever froze

Can only o'or the surfaco closo ;

The liviug stream lies quick holow,
And flows, and cannot cease to flow.

‘Brzoy.

Accustomed to heve his commands always
promptly obeyed, the wrath of Captain An-
drews waxed high and furious at the dila-
toriness of the boatswain. Without any other
exciting cause, this apparent insubordination
an the part of one of his officers was enough
to arouse all the evil passions of his heart.
Educated under the strict discipline of the
United States’ service, he had been taught
that the first and most important duty of a
seaman waa obedience. ¢‘ Obey orders, if you
ruin owners,” was the dactrine he inculcated ;
and to be thus, as it were, bearded on his
own quarter-deck by one of his own men, was
somcthing entirely new, and most insulting
to his pride. Threo times had he called for
the boatswain without receiving any reply, or
causing that functionary to appear.

When the captain first came out of the
cabin, his only thought was to punish the
sailor-boy for striking his son; but his anger
now took another course, and his desire to
visit the boatswain's contumacy with a heavy
penalty was so great, that he forgot entirely
the object for which he had first called him.
Relinquishing his hold on Tom’s shoulder, the
captain hailed his firet officer in a quick, stern
voice, *‘ Mr. Hart, bring aft Mr. Wilson, the
boatswain.”

¢ Ay, ay, #ir,” responded the mate, as he
started towards the forecastle-scuttle to hunt
up the delinquent. ¢ Hillo, below there !
he hailed, when hereached the scuttle, ‘“you’re
wanted on deck, Mr. Wilson.

*“Who wanta me?”’ was the reply that re-
sounded, seemingly, from one of the bunks
close up the ship’s eyes.

*Captain Andrews is wailing for you on
the quarter-deck ; and if you are not fond of
tornadoes, you had better be in a hurmy,”
answered the mate,

Notwithatanding the chief mate's hint, the
boatswain seemed. 10 entertain no apprehen-
sions about the reception he would meet at
the bands of the enraged captain, for several
minutes elapsed before he made himself visible
on deck. ' )

As soon as the captain saw the boatswain,
his anger increased, and he became deadly
pale from excéss of passion. Waiting until
Wilson came within a few feet of him, he ad-
dressed him in that low, husky voice, that
more than any other proves the depthof a
person’s feeling, with, * Why have you so
long delayed obeying my summons, Mr. Wil-
son? L 14

“1 was aaleep in the forecastle, air, and
came as soon as I heard Mr. Hart call,”
plied Wilson.

But the tone in which he spoke, the look of
his eye, the expression of his countenance,
would at once have convinced a less observant
_person than Captain Andrews, that the ex-
“cuse offered was one vamped up for the dc-
casion, and not the real cause of the man’s
delay.

¢ Asleep, sir! Attend mow to the duty I
with you to perform—aud ‘be awake, - sir,
about it!—and you may, perhaps, get off
. easier for your own dereliction afterwards, for
your conduct shall not remam unpnmahed ”
answered the captain, ..

* Captain  Andrews, boy and ‘man I héve
been going to sea now these twenty-five years,
and no ono over charged Bob Wilsen with not
knowmg or doing- his duty- before, sir 1" re.
joined the bostswnn, evidently laboring un-
der as much mental excitement as the cap-
t_sam.

“ None of your unpertmence, 8ir ! Not a
word more, or T will teach you a lesson of
duty you ongbt to “havé been taught when a
boy, Where your cat sir 1" eontmued the
eaptain.

“In the rnor-bsg,” replied the boat.
swain,

~“Carge you !". ejaculated the captam, al- |
most bedide himself:at this reply, yot strivin’g.
-to maintain. his : self-poasession ;  one more
insolent word, and I will, have you triced up
Stnp that" boy, sud make..s spread eagle of
him ;.then get your cat and give him forty.” !

‘During this conversation:;betwaen the cap
itain and. the: boatewain, the: orew. had been
_quietly. gathepmg on, the lee-side of the quar-
 ter-deck, until a this )uneture €very seaman
in the lhnp, except the man at the wlxeel wu
mthm twonty feet of the excxtod speakpn
Not a'word lwl been -poken amonglt thom. B
‘but it was evident, from" the - detemimhon
imprinted upon their counténancés; *frofn
their attitudes, and from the extraordinary in-

torest they took in the sceno transpiring, that
there was sometbing more in the boatswain’s
insubordination than appeared on the surface; -

_and, whatever it was, the crew were all under

the influence of the same motive.
%% be continued.)

THE DIAMOND RING.

MR. WM. HENRY BAKER'S STORY..

Mr. Baker himself told us this story, Hg
eaid it was true; nor was this unlikely. I
have known Mr Henry Wm. Baker personally
for 2 number of years, and I a.i inclined to
think he has hitherto never in all his life
told the truth. Now it is so manifestly im-
probable that the most consistent man should
protract a long and useful career of story-telling
to such extraordinary limiitc, without at some
pertod telling tho truth Ly sheer misadven-
ture, that it is quite likely Mr, Baker may
have committed himscif in this instance. At
least the time has arvived for human nature
to assert, according to the doctrine of aver-
ages. "< Only once, gentlemen,” said Mr. B.,
““have I been deceived. Willinm Henry
keeps his eyes open, in a general way; Wil-
lism Henry also takes the liberty of seeing
out of them. He uses them as a rule, for
purposcs of observation, gentlemen. Still, I
admit I was, once, taken in by as dead a
swindle as could be, I am not' ashamed to

ownit. I made money by it, after all; but
I was swindled.
It was about a diamond ring. 1 knew

the fellow wno had it for many years in the
way of business, He¢ was a commercial tra-
veller, and always used to flash this ring about
whenever he came round on bis journeys. A
jeweller friend of mine, who happened to be
in my office when Mr. Blook called, asked, I
remember, to be allawed to examine it, and
pronounced the stoncs to be diamonds of the
purest water, telling e afterwards that the
ring was worth about weventy pounds. Mr,
Blook’s initials were engraved inside the loop
of thering : ‘R. B.;’ and beside that, it was
a ring of peculiar and rather old-fashiomed
make, Indeed, having once secen the ring,
no one would be likely to mistake it for an-
‘other, Well, Mr. Blook got into difficulties,
and went so entitely to the bad, that I never
saw or heard anything more of him. But
about two years afterwards, whilst walkmg
d .wn a back street, my eye was taken by a
ring exhibited in a pawubroker’s window,
* Mr. Blook's ring,’ I exclaimed, directly; ‘I'Il
swear to it.” It was in a tray with a number
of very seedy-looking rings, and was as dis-
colored and dirtv as they were. I went into
the shop and asked to look at it. The pawn-
broker, an old Jew, said, ‘ Yesh; I might see
his xingsh ; but he didn't know much about
ringsh himshelf. They wosh unredeemed
pledges—that’s what they wosh—and they
wosh all marked at’ ‘the monish advanced upon
them, with a very small overplush for interess
~thash all he knew.

““There was no mistake aboutit, It was:
Mr. Blook’s ring, aud had his initials inside,
But how did the Jew got it? He would soon
tell me. Referring to his book, he found it
had been pawned two ycars ago in the name
of Smith—Thash all he knew. Would I
buy? It wosh dirt eheap—-three poundsh
twelve ; and it cosht him all the monish r o

“ ‘Well, if it wosh too dear, he had ‘some
sheaper ones—beautiful ringsh he dare shay—
but he knew sho little about ringsh, yon
shee, exshept that he always advanshed too
mosh monish on them. One couldn’t under.
shtand every thing in his bishnish, you shee,
from flat-ivonsh to diamondsh.’

‘‘I bought the ring, after beating the Jow
"down half-a-crown, partly to prevent his sus-
pecting ita value, and partly—well knowing
the disposition of the  peculiar people—-to
oblige him,

‘I wore my new purchase about, with no
little inward satisfaction at having bettered a
Jew at a bargain. In my own mind, I ‘ac.
counted for its coming into his possession
somewhat in this way : Mr. Blook must have
sold the ring, when in difficulties, to some one
else. It was qmte certain Mr. Blook had'sot
pawned it at the Jew's, or he would have
known its value. The ring must, then, have
either been lost by, or stolen from a subse-
quent possessor; and the finder, or thief
(whichever it happened to be), being ignorant
of its value, took it to the Jew, who'knew no
better. ’

*“There is a certam commercial club i m onr
town, which I occasionally visit.  The mo;n-
‘bers are of an easy and somewhat hvely die-
poamon ; generally given to’ mdulge in that
phyfnl style of banter popularly 'lmown an

“chaff.’” My diamond ring csme in for a good
share of it. I cahstand chaff as well as most
‘mén ; but I put it te you, if, when you- lmow
'Yery well that' yout ‘diamonds are real; it ign’s
-& littlé annoFing for the ~haff of a while body
-of people-to assnme the character of a ‘persis-
tent disbelief in the value of your ]ewelry’

 For initance, the waiter answers the bell,~—

.« ¢Did any gentlemnn ring 7’ .
.. 4¢4Ch, yes,’ one of the,members- \vould O
tort; it was the gontleman with the pastc
diamonds.’

Rl Agsy:, there are kinds of sham brilhanh
’kuownas Irish Dismonds and Isle of Wight
‘Diawnonds. ' The club {not one or two mem‘
Bers; but thé whole body) refused to recoghize
-auch dxltmctlons, and insisted an dmgmtmg
the. wholé class of shame as ‘Bsker's Dia.

monds.’ ‘Baker's Paste’ my gems were alee

'



