TRUTH.

Onr Howng Holks,
UANOE AND RIFLE OF THE ORINOGO.

IN FIVE CHAPTERS.—CHAP, I.
OUR FIRST CROCODILE.

#Hurrah! Thero's the northeast corner
of South Amecrica | Come up hero, Ben 1”

A cheery young voice ahouted theso words
down the companion-way of a vessol juct
cotering tho Boca Grande, or *Grand
Mouth,” whict connects the Carribbean Sea
with the Gulf of Paria. The vessel was the
American brig Golden Fleeco, Capt. Arm-
atrong, sixtecn days from New York, bound
for Port of Spain, Trinidad ; and the time
was early morning in  February, not very
longsgo. The aun was just rising; tho
breezo was light but eteady, and the vessel
was carryiog evory sail to catch it. Viewed
from the stern, the low, datk hull was cov-
ered by a hugo pyramid of motionless milk-
whito canvas. She seemed to be sailing over
tho dark blue water with outatretched
wings, a8 an eaglo sails, without a flap of
his pinions,

In rerponse to theinvitation to ¢ come up
bere," Bon came up witk more haste than
ceremony.

“Where 1s your South Americs?” ho in.
quired, eagerly.

“There it is,” 2nawered the first occu-
pant of the deck, pointing weatward across
the heaving waves toward » chain of bary
blue mountains that seemed to riso abrupt-
ly from the sea,

“Thats really South Americs, is it1»
1id he who came when Ben was called,

Yes, air. That'sthe land of big game!"
cried e younger man, with enthusiasm.
“ Big boa constrictors, big crocodiles and
aot-eaters und pumas and jeguars 1"

“Hold on) hold on 1”

“Coffee’s ready, gemmen,” said the dusky
steward, protruding his woolly head from
the batchway; aund with merry iaughter
aad jokes the two friends weat below for an
eatly breakfaat,

Both were young men, full of youthful
enthusiasm, bound for the Orinoco River on
s bunting expedition, The younger of the
two, David King, was not quite twenty, but

the vther, Benjamin Cheater, was aix years | PO,

older, Both were enthusiastic travellers,
but they preferred the wilds of nature to

allthe attractions of cities. The forests
and atreams of the tropics lured them with
irresistiblo power ; this was their second
benting and exploring trip togetner. David
was au ardent amastenr naturalist as well as
Luntar and traveller, and bad learned how
$0 pay tiia expenses of each trip by the col-
lsction and axtsof natural bistory specimens,
Inthe city where he had been a college
student there was & large scieatific museum,
in which he not only learned how to collect
fpecimens aucceasfully, but had learned the
wyaterious art of taxidermy av well.

The director of the museum, Prof. Haw-
ard, who was himself a greas traveller and
ocllector, took much interest in the schemes
of “his boys,” as he playfully called the
young naturalists, who looked to him for
Mrice, sympathy and assistance; and he
aken great patas to teach David the
zirke‘. value <£ Sz.ats, birds, reptiles and
o8,

It 2eems almart atrange that auch things
thould have a market value, but they have ;
tad like precions stones, the rarest and
£nest objects are worth the moat money.
Specimens which are not well preserved are
enally worthless; but those which have
en eelected, prepared and preserved with
Will ad care ave nearly always salable,
gor.enmple: Prof. Haward Lkad advised
Jwid and Ben that the skin and sketeton of
Alirge manuteo, or *‘soa-cow,” is = orth one
buared dollars; a great ant-eafer, fifty
gﬂlm; tho skin of a large jagua®, thirty
ollara, and a capy bara akeleton, twelve
dllare, When properly prepared, croco-

EQUIPAENTS,

The two huntors wore woll equipped for
work in tho tropics. Their outfit included
a carefully aelected stock of akinning knives
snd instrumonts of various kinds, arsonical
#nap in cans, powdered alum,a barrel of
aloohol, and a large scrow-top oollecting
can, They did not carry salt with them,
for that can bo bought in nearlg every vil-
lago of civilized inhalitant on the globe,
enjamin Chestor was a man fall of ideas
and oxperiments, and his gun was the re-
sult of hus thirat for improvements. None
of his friende bad over seen anything like
it, nor had he cithor for that matter, until
it came home from the gun maker, it having
been mado exgreuly for him, It was a
double barrelled breech-loader, of which the
right-hand barrel was for shot, and the
other a rifle. As a weapon for guneral use
ina countrv of large and small gamo, it
certaioly bad its advautages.

David bad a boautifully accurate May-
nard riile, calibro 40, and a double breech-
lnading shot.gun, No. 12. Both nunters
wore also provided with revolvers, hunting-
knives and a fine stock of smmunition.
Thoy went with the intention of makinga
collection which could be sold on their re-
turn for enongh money to pay the expenses
of thelr, to them, very expensive trip. Thetr
personal means were slender, as those of
moat weatern boys are apt to be; and it was
really quite necessary that thetrip should
pay, if they ever wished to take another.

The Golden Fleece ratled proudly thmu%!l
the Bora Granse, with the bold, rock clitfs
of Trinidad rising perpendicularly out of
the deep water three mutles to eastward, and
the mountains of Vunezueia looming up
only soven miles distant toward the west.
Three hours later the veasel came to anchor
in the harbor of Port of Spain, the pretty
ospital of the island, and the passengers
hastened ashore,

in tho sights to be seen at Port of Spain
alone the travellers could have found eaough
to interest them for several weeks. Just
then, however, they hed only time for a
quick, absorbing glance at the beautiful
cocoanut groves and the gardens fall of
wounderful palms, orange and banana trees,

ferns and oleanders: at the gaily-

dressed, much-bejewelled and comely coolies
from far.oft Calcutta, the homely, hard-
working Chinese from Hong Kong, and the
wonders of the fish matrket—sharks, turtles
and curious smaller fry. For the mysterious
Orinaco lay . ar theta, and heckoned them
on. Noone could tell them what they would
find there, nor how they would find it.

$There is & boat called the feroe which
plies between this port and the city of Boli-
var up the Orinoco, and it starts day after
to-morrow, Iatein the afternoun. The fare
is twenty doliars,” Rach was David's re-
rt to hie friend after a tour of inquiry.
“All right 1’ answered Ben, *¢ We can
send our luggsge aboard of her from the
Fleece, and save the trouble of bringing it
ashore.”
¢ And the captain of the Heroe says,”
continned David, *that we ought to tuke
enough provistons from here to 1ast us while
we are in the jungle; for everything is very
desr in Bolivar, and a great many things
cannot be bought at all.”

(T0 BE CONTINUED.)

TIED TO THZ MAST.
BY DAVID KER.

S¢Tell us astory, Paps,’” chorussed balf
a dozen voices. ** Wo must have a story *
¢ Ob, you've heard all my yarns already,”
angwered Captain Martingale laughing, *If
you want a story, this geatleman will tell
you one.”
¢t This gentleman” was a tall, broad-cheat-
od man, with a thick black board which
was fast torring gray, who had como in just
before dinn.., and had been warmly wol.
comod by the Captain. A very grim fellow
he looked as he sat in tho great oaken chair,
with the fire.light playing fitfully on his
dark, besrded, weather-Lsaten face; and
Rober:, £4s otuest boy (who was very fond
of books ot vinvel and adventure,) whisper.
¢t to his brother Nick that ¢‘this man look-
ed just liko ono of tho pirates who used to
aunt tho Gulf of Mexico.”

«“smIto tell you a story?” asked tho

fle skivs are worth about three dollaze par
»%, and rough skeletons the same price.

visitor, in & deep, .curao volce, quito as
piszucal as his appoarsnce.  “1Well, then,

listen : There was ouce & poor boy whe had
no father or mother, no frienda, and no home
except the wet, dirty forecastle of a trading
schwner. He had to go about barefoot in
the cold and rain, with nothing on but an
old raggod dannol shirt and a pair of sail-
cloth trousers ; and instead of landing on
beautiful islands, and digging up buried
treasures, and having & goo% time all round,
like the folks in the story-books, he got
kick and ouffed from morning till night, and
sometimes had a sound thrashing with a
ro%o;- end into the bargain,”

b's bold face grew very blank ashe
listened. He had privately a great lon§ing
for a sailor’s lifs, and this account of it
(given, too, by a man who seomed to know
what he was talking about) was very differ.
ent from what he had druamed of,

‘Al the sallors were very rough and
ugly to him,” went on the speaker, ‘‘but
the worst of all was'the Captain himself,
He had been very badly treated himself
when he was nbod', and 20 (as some men
will) ha took a delight in ill-treating some.
body else in the same way. Many atime
did he send the poor little fellow aloft when
the ship was olliug and the wind blowing

rd, and mre thau once he beat himso
cruelly that the poor lad almost fainted
with the pair.”

¢t Wicked waetch 1" cried Bob, indignant-
ly. I hoPe he got drowned, or eaten up
by savages

“QOr taken for a slave himself, and woll
thrashed every day,’” snggested Dick.

¢ Oh no, Bob," said little Helen, who was
sitting on a low atool at her father’s foet;
¢ I hope he was sorry for being so cruel,and
got very good,"

The strange guest stooped and lifted the
little girl into his lap and kissed her. Helen
nestled close to him, and looked wonderinzly
up in his face ; for he bent his head toward
her, something touched her forehead in ths
durknesg that felt very much like a tear,

¢ Well,” resumed the speaker, after a
short pause, ¢ the schooner, heading east-
ward across the Indiau Ocean, came at last
among the Maldive Isles, where it's always
very dangerous sailing. The coral islands,
which lie in greatringsor ¢ atolla’ allaround
like 80 many strings of beads, ate so low and
flat that even in the daytime it's not easy to
dvoia running aground upon them; butat
night you might as well try to walk in the
dark through = room full of atools without
tumbling over one of them.

¢ Of course the Captain had to be always
on deck looking out, and that didnt't make
his temper any the aweeter, as you may
think. So that very evening, when the
cabin-boy had displeared him in some way,
what does he do but tell the men to aling
him up into the rigging and tie him han
aud foot to the mast. ;

¢ But the cowards were soon paid for
their cruelty. Thsy were 30 busy torment-
ing the poor lad that none of them noticed
how the sky wes darkening to windward ;
and all at once a squall came down upon
them as suddenly as the cut of & whip. In
a moment the sea all round was likea boil-
ing pot, and crash wont the ship over on
her side, and both the maats went by the
board (fcll down into the ses, that is,) carry-
1ng the by with them.

¢ It was just as well for poor Harry that

he had becxi tied {to tho mast, otherwise the
sea would have swept bhim away like a
straw. Even as it was, ho was almoat stifled
by the bursting of tho waves over his head.
He was still peering into thedsrkness to try
if he could see anything of the ship, when
there camo a tremendous crash and a terrible
cry and then dead silence.  Tho vesssl had
been dashed upon a coral recf and stove in,
and.the sea, bicaking over her, had swept
away overy man on board,
‘¢ But storms in thoac parts pass away as
quickly as thoy come; and it was not long
before the sea began to go down, the clonds
rolled away, the moon broke forth in all its
glory. Then Harry, finding that the rope
which ticd his arms had been a good deal
strained by tho shock that carricd away the
mast, managea to freco ono hand and unbind
the othorarm and his feet, Justthena
faco roso from tho water within a fow yards
of him and Harty recognized his cnemy, the
cruel Captain,

¢¢Thero ho was, the man who had abused,
starved, and beaten bhim, dying, or just
about to die, alinost within reach of safety,
Though barely t«sco his own length divided
him from the floating mast, 80 atrong was
tho eddy against which the Captain was

b:ttlinﬁ in vain that he had no moro chanco
of reac

sway., A {ow moments more, and he wovld
have sunk, nover to rise again; but the
nlﬁht of that white, ‘ghastly face, and those
wild, deapsiring eyes wore too much for
Harry. Ho flung out the rope that he held;
The Captain clutched it, and in another
minute wns safe on the mast, rescued by
the bog he had been so crucl to,”

¢ Qh—oh1” said Bob, drawing a long
breath,

“I'meo glad1” piped Melen'’s tiny voice,
“Iwas so afraid he weculd let tho poor
Captain drown.”

“About suorise,” continued the guaest,
¢ Some patives, who were out fishingina
small boat, caught sight of them snd came
to the rescue, The nfaldive islanders are
much better follows than the Malays,
farther east,and thoy took good care of them
both for a month or so, till at [last an out.
ward-bound English brig that had been
blown out of her course touched at the
island where they were, and took them off,”

¢ And what happened to them after
that?” asked all the children atonce,

“The little cabin-boy,” anrsered the
story-teller, ¢ became as emart » seaman as
overy walked a deck, and got the command
of a fine ship by-and-by; and now" (laying
hlh lz,nnd upon their father’s shoulder) here he
sits.

‘“Papa!” cried the amazed children,
¢ Were you the little boy 1"

‘“But what became of the Poor Captain
who was 80 cruel I” asked little Helen,
wistfully,

“Vynhyh\ here ke ﬂu." ;&idé be.r f:lt};‘er,
grasping the story-teller’s hand, ¢‘ and he’s
the Eelt friend I have in this world,”

He Would Rather not Tell,

Children, asa rule, do tell the truth in
situations which are often very trying to
their elders. The St. Paul Globe gives an
illustration of an embarrassing position, and
the way in which it was mastered. ¢‘For
long time,”" said a pretty society lady, ¢I
used every Sunday to teach a class of little
boys at the Mission School, which was a
branch of our church,

“There was quite a large number of
scholars, ranging from eight to fourteen
years old, and they were just as bright
and good-natured as I conld have wished,
But the first day of my taking the class I
was amused. I wanted to know the vames
of the children, where they lived, and all
about them.

¢I questioned each in turn, ard found the
answers quite satisfactory, until I came to
a bright lictle fellow about ten years old.
He told me hisnsme and where he lived,
but when I asked his father’s business, he
did not at once reply.

“I reasrured him with my brightest
smile, but he stilinslsted that he ‘gucesed
he conidn't tell mo that.’

“Ziy curiosity was roused, and I made
u}: my mind to know all about it, Thinking
of dypamiters, burglars »nd all sorts of
drsadful people, it was with some trepida.
tion thntg insisted on the truth, His con-
fession came in a whisper—

¢ My papa is ths bearded lady twice a
week at the Dime Museum !'”

The Dancing Pea.

Push & pin half-way through a gre:n
pea, making tho two ends as nearly as pos-
sible the same weight ; i, e., lot the poiut
come a littlo more than half-way threugh.
Then break oft tho stem ot » common clay
pipe, and tho toy will bo complete.

To make the pea dance, put it on top of
the pipo stem, the point of the pin aticking
down tho bore. Throw your head back, so
that the stem may be held vertically, and
blow %cntl{. This will make the pea rise;
keoF lowing harder, until the pea rises
entirely from the pipe and is supportad in
thoair. It will now begin to spin round
and round and turn over and over, all tho
while bobbing ug and down, as long as the
current of air is kept up.

Tho danco may he changed by pushing
tho pin up to its head. The pea will now
rise to the top of the pipo, and danceslowly
and with groat dippity around tho edge; or,
if the blast is a littlo atronger, it wifl spin
rapidly, unless the blower atops to laugh,
whet 1t Is apt to fall into tho opon mouth

ing it than if it had been a mile§ bol

yolow,
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