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Litevature.

o0iN BROWYN,
op
A Voiee from the Sea.

BY HARRIETTE MURRAY.
WRITTEN FOR THE QUEENS COUNTY GAZETTE.

In the year 184— a lad about eleven
years of age left his home in London, and
worked his way to Liverpool. - Friend-
less, homeless and hungry, he wandered
about the docks, sometimes receiving a
few pence for some service rendered.
With this money he would buy a bun or
a piece of bread, and in this way he Kept
himself from starvation, At night he:
crept into some sheltered corner, and
gathering his rags closer around -him,
slept the sweet sleep of childhood.

Tha boy’s forlorn app arauce attracted
the attention of Captain Love, as kind
hearted a man as ever commanded a ves-
sel.

“Well, my lad,” he said one day, when
he came across John Brown, (as we will
call him), ‘‘do you like to look at ships?
I have noticed you around here for some
days.”

John looked-up into the pleasant face
of the old captain, pulled off his cap, and
replied:

¢‘Yes, sir; I like to Jook at the ships.”

“‘Would you like to sail in one?” asked
the captain.

“Yes, sir; if I could get a chance,” was
the reply.

“Where is your home?”

“I have none, sir.”

““Are your father and mother living?’

“My futher died two years ago; my
mother is married again, sir.”

““What made you leave your mother?’

The tears rushed to the boy’s eyes; he
drew his sMeve across his face and brush-
ed them quickly away.

“‘Because, sir, they thought I was old
enough to make my own living, and there
were other little ones to feed.”

“Did you tell your mother you were
going?”’ 3

T did, sir, and she gave me this,” he
pulled a small Bible from his pocket,
“and made me promise to read some in
it every night before I went to sleep.”

“And have you kept your promise?”’

“No, sir. I have had no light to read
by; but, I always klsb it, because my
mother gave it to me.’

The captain’s blue eyes became moist,
and he said, huskily:

“‘She gave you agood compass to steer
by, my lad.” -

His thoughts flew back to a similar
promise given to his mother, who now
sleeps beneath the green sod in a lonely
graveyard in the Highlands of Scot-
land. :

He walked away a few steps, then came
back.

“Well, my lad, I will take you on
board my ship, as cabin boy, if you will
promise me to steer your life by that
book in your hand.”

John’s grim face brightened.

*‘Indeed, I will promise anything you
may ask, sir, if yuu will let me go with
you.”

“Well, come along, lad.” .

When they reached the ship, the cap-
tain .ordered the cook to give the lad
something to eat.

“In the name of ould Neptan,” ex-
claimed the cook, looking at the boy,
“*what is the Captain going to do with
sich a dirty landlubber as yerself?”

John’s eyes twinkled in his dirty face.

*I didn’t ask him.” he answered.

“Well, go and wash, you young spal-
peen, or you will never find the way to
your mouth, through so much dirt.”

**Where will T wash? Will I go to the
big wash tub?” asked John, with a comi-
cal look upon his face.

““Where is the big wash tub, you spal-
peen?”’ and the cook eyed him with aston-
ishment.

*‘The one the ship sails in,” replied the
boy, without a smile.

It struck the ludicrous side of Pat’s
nature. He could appreciate a joke,
and had the warm heart of his nation un-
der a rough exterior. A broad smile
spread over his pock-marked face, and
looking at John, he said:

*You deserve your dinner for that.”

From that time John Brown had a good
friend in Pat Mahony.

After a vigorous application of soap
and water, John presented quite a differ-
ent appearance.

The captain thought so when John, cap
in hand presented himself upon the quart-
er deck for his orders.

“My orders are,” said the captain,
looking into John's clean, shiny face,
‘‘that you go to your berth and get some
sleep.”

A look of disappointment came into
John’s face.

“Never mind, my lad,” said the cap-
tain, kindly. ‘You shall have all the

- ‘work you can do when we get to sea.”

The fact was that the captain wished
to keep the boy out of sight, until the
<lothes he had ordered for him came on
board.

John turned away with a sigh, feeling
as if a bucket of cold water had been
dashed over his ambition; or, like some
little baby sent to bed to be kept out of
the way.

“Sitting down beside his berth, he took
out the Bible and soliloquised.

T w

when he said this was a good compuass to4

steer by, he thought to himself.
He opened the Book and the first
words his eyes rested upon were these:
**My son,if sinners entice thee, consent
thou not, “*for their feet run to do evil.”

| He closed the Book, put it back int his

pocket, undressed and crept .into the
berth, repeating:

“If sinners entice thee, cnmsent thou
not.”

“T wonder who it was that said that.
How did he know that Sam Perkins coax-
ed we to steal apples for him. Tam
glad I didn’t do it, for that would have
been a sin. 1 do not know what use they
make of a compass. I will find out and
then I will know what the captain
meant.”

Thus his thoughts ran on until drowsi-
ness overpowered him, and he fell into a
profound slumber. :

How long he slept he did not know.
The bustle aud trampling of feet on deck
awoke him. Starting up he rubbed his
eyes and cried to collect his drowsy sen-
ses. :

Springing out of the berth he lonked
around for his clothes. They were no-
where to be scen.  His first thoaght was
that someone had stolen them. . He sat
down, feeling very much as if he would
like to cry. Presently the rough face of
cook appeared.

““Are ye awake, ye spalpeen; or, are ye
going to slape till the day of jidgment?”

*‘Oh! Pat, someoune has stolen my
clothes.”

““Be gorra! he was a dacent thafe, thin,
for he left ye bether ones, and ye bether
get into the new togs as quick as ye can,
if ye want to say good bye to ould Eng-
land, for the ship is on its way across the

 big wash tub.”

"Wl.ere are my clothes, I’at? Please
tell me.’ &

‘“And shure it was meself that threw
them overboard for the mermaids to dress
their babiss in.”

“Oh! Pat, did you take my Bible out
of the pocket of my coat?’

*I did; and you will find it under the
new togs. What do ye think the mer-
maids and sharks would do with the
blessed Book, without a priest to teach
thim?”

Pat disappeared, and John dressed as
quickly as he could. Kissing the Bible,
he put it into a clean pocket. In anotber
he stowed all his worldly goods, consist-
ing of a one-blade jack knife, a rusty
screw, a piece of slate pencil, some twine,
a marble, and a small mouth organ.
These articles comprised John Brown’s
stock in trade, when he started to cross
the Atlantic to seek his fortyne in the
new world.

When John presented himself upon
the quarter deck, dressed in a sailor suit
of navy blue, and holding the new cap in
his hand, the captain smiled, and said,
kindly: .

‘“‘Aye, my lad, now you are sailing un-
der the right colors. Go and look around
the ship, until I get out through these
vessels.” s

Everything was new and novel to our
young sailor.  The tall masts, with their
sails outlined against the sky, and the
sailors up in the rigging, shaking out or
shortening sail, fascinated him. He long-
ed to climb up and stand beside them.

Before many weeks had passed he
could climb the rigging, splice a rope, or
tie a boling, as fast as any sailor on the
vessel.

The crew were a nice crowd of men.
Captain Love would not employ men of
bad habits. He treated his men well, and
in return expected every man to obey his
orders cheerfully.

He gave them no grog, but supplied
them with plenty of hot coffee with their
hard tack. If his men didn’t like his
treatment, they could seek employment
elsewhere. Very few of his men, after
making one voyage, were willing to leave

im. :

He treated John with 21l the tender-
ness of a father—always ready te answer
the questions that John was constantly
plying himm with. The boy’s thiest for
knowledge, especially navigation, pleased
the captain.

When the captain was examining the
charts, he had a habit of speaking his
thoughts aloud. John would stand be-
side him while he went over the latitudes
and longitudes, capes, rocks, ete.

Occasionally he would stop with his
finger upon some place, and, looking into
the boys eager face, would ask:

‘““Aye, my lad, can you get the sound-
ings?’

“It is deep, but I think I can, sir,” the
boy would reply.

Then the captain would turn to the
chart again, and after a while ask the
salne questions over again.

In this way, John soon got quite a
knowledge of navigation, His duties
were light and he devoted all his leisure
moments to study.

In those days vessels were not built for
speed as they are now. It was four weeks
before Captain Love, with his good ship
Flora, reached her destination, St. John,
where the owners of the ship resided.

Mr. W one of the owners, became
very much interested in our young hero,
and would like to have adopted him, for
he had no son of his own.

One day Mr. W—— said to the cap-
tain:

*‘Let me have that boy,” pomtmg with
his cane to John, who was going up the
rigging with the agility of a cat,

“‘Na, na,"” replied the captain, ‘I would

rﬁav like to lose the lad.”

“I can do better for the buy than you
cw,’” argued Mr. W——

I doubt it, Mr. W——" said the cap-
tain. “*He is a real, born sailor, and you
would only spoil his life, if you tried to
make anything else out of him. But
when I et the lad taught, you can give
him a ship to sail, Mr. W——"and a
broad smile overspread the eaptain’s kind-
Jy face.

CHAPTER II.

St. John, at that time, was a busy?
stirring little, city. It had not begun to
spread out into the suburbs, as it is now.
Shipbuilding was carried on quite exten-
sively, and some very fine vessels were
laumched from the yards.

Captain Love discharged the ballast,
took in a load of timber, and was again
ready for sea.

John had received many flattering of-
fers to remat in the busy little city. He
refused them all, and again sailed away
with Captuin Love.

In fact the captain could not part with
him. The boy’s friendless condition had
fitst touched his sympathy; then his cheer-
ful, sunny disposition, together with his
strict honesty and truthfulness, had won
his heart. Or it might be that he saw
something in the lad’s face that reminded
hiur of his own dear son—now lying some-
where in the trackless ocean. But be
that as it may, his interest in John in-
creased. He made Jock, as he sometimes
called him, study navigation with him as
tutor.

Upon ‘cone occasion, after they had
spent some time in talking and the cap-
tain had been explaining the uses of the
charts and compass, John suddenly ask-
ed:

« “Will you please explain to me, sir,
how my Bible is like these charts?’

The. vld captain leaned back in his
chair, rested one elbow upon the table,
and his head upon his hand. A look of
tenderness came into his eyes, and he smd

slowly:

*I don’t know, lad, that I can explain
it to you, so that you can get the sound-
ings, for I have not studied that line: of
navigation as'much as I should. This,”
laying his hand upon the charts, ‘‘you
see, shows the islands, reefs, rocks, shoals
and head lands. They are all marked so
plain, we cannot make a mistake, if we
study them well. The compass points
due north, and by 1t we can steer our
vessel across a trackless sea. That, my
lad, is one line of navigation. This,”
taking up the Bible, ‘‘is another line.
Every child, when it is born, is launched
out upon the sea of life, and without a
‘chart or compass to guide them, they
would soon be shipwrecked upon some
dangerous place along the coast. Gud,
our own great Captain, has a bill of sale
of every vessel that crosses theisea of life;
and feels a deep interest in their welfare.
Su He gave the human race this Book for
their chart and compass with His sailing
orders wrote out plain, Some of them
He wrote with His own finger. ~ He tells
us what freight to take on ‘board. and to
see that the goods are stamped with blood
red, for that is His color. Can you get
the soundings of what I am saying, 1ad?’

‘*Aye, aye, sir. Are there many dan-
gerous places?”’

“Aye, lad; the coast is full of them
Men go on without studying the chart
until they are stranded upon some’shoal
or dashed to pieces upon some rock, and
their souls go to perdition.”

“‘Have the rocks a name, sir?”’

“‘Aye, the names are all wrote out
plain in this Bible-chart.”

“What is the name of the most dan-
gerous one, sir?’

“Ivis called ‘Intemperance’. There
are more wrecks upon that rock every
year than any other upon thig voyage of
life. It sparkles and gleams and looks
beautiful. People shout and sing in
their glee until they are caught in the
breakers and dashed on the rocks—every
wave beating out every timber of man-
hood, until demons clutch them, and they
sink into hell.”

The boy shivered.

“‘Steer away from that rock lad,” re-
sumed the captain. “I came very near
being shipwrecked upon it myself, once.
I did not study the Bible chart in my
young days, and like many foolish peo-
ple, thought I could steer my own vessel.
So I sailed madly on, without taking any
reckoning, until I heard the -roar of the
breakers, the shrieks and cries of the
wrecked creatures, as they were being
dashed to pieces.”

‘“And what did you do, sir?”

“‘Aye, lad; I brought my ship about,
and made a tack off shore, and since then
I have studied the Bible chart often, and
keep -my vessel in the middle of the
channel where the tide runs straight into
1| the port of Heaven.”

*‘And what becomes of the vessels after
they reach port, sir? Do they ever come
back?”

“Na, na, my lad. Not one ever re-
turns to tell, but the Bible chart has it
all down plain. The great Captain ex-
amines the papers and invoices to see if
they are the goods He ordered, and to
see if the captain has obeyed His sailing
instructions.”

“‘And if they have not obeyed them,
what will He do to them?”

The captain looked ints the boy’s eager,
questioning face a moment, then said,
sadly:

““The great Captain, with a wave of
His hand, will say, ‘Depart from Me;
youwould not obey My sailing orders.’
Then they are launched out upon a rea of

: er, and the old captain felt proud of his

‘pictures taken by government photograph-
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fire, where there are no soundmgs, no
harbors, no shores.”

“And what does the great Captain do
with the vessels that have the right kind
of goods on board, sir?”

The captain’s face brightened.

*It 18 wrote down in this chart book.

I will readit: ‘Well done, good and
faithful servant. Thou hast obeyed
My ordeis. Enter into thy rest.” Then
the vessel is changed, and becomes pure
white with riggings of wrought gold, and
launched out upon a sea, the waters of
which are clear as crystal, where there
are no dead seeking to be taken. Where
the bright and morning Star is always in
view; no vapor to obscure the sight; no
storms, no harricane sweep across that
sea.

“T am si <ty years old, my lad, and will
soon reach the great Captain’s Harbor,
I think my papers are good, for they are
stamped with His blood red s:al.  You
are just beginning the voyage across life’s
dangerous sea. . Study well the Bible
chart, my lad, and steer your vessel hy
the directions wrote down, therein. Keep
out from land for the coast is strewn
with wreckage.”

” said the boy, with his
“I will do the best I

“*Aye, aye, sir,
eyes full of tears.
can, sir.”

The ship reached Liverpool and dis-
charging the lnmber took in freight for
the West Indies; reached that port in
safety and discharging took in a cargo for
St. John. Thus they continued to sail
from port to port until five years had pas-
sed.

John had grown tall and broad shoul-
dered, aud as leethy as a young sapling.
The captain had always treated him as a
son, and under his taition he had made
rapid pregress in the study of navigation,
until he knew quite as much as his teach-

tall, handsome pupil.

Joln often looked back to those five
years. They ever remained a green spot
in his memory. Under the captain’s un-
tiring energy, he learned to sail a ship
across trackless oceans. He learned to
navigate his own life over a more danger-
ous sea. :

One day, upon their return voyage_to
St. John, wken they had been looking
over the charts for some time, the cap
tain looked up into John’s face with a
smile, and said:

**Jock, you know quite as much as your
master. I am going to retire and “give
the command of the ship to you.”

“T would not care to sail in the ship,
sir, if you were not master, %or you have
been both father and friend to me, sir,

always.”

A broad smile over spread the captam s
{ace.

‘‘Aye, aye, lad, and when we get into
port, you shall have the place of first
mate. How would you like that?”

‘A thousand thanks. sir,” replied Joha,
his face all aglow with pleasure. ‘It has
been my highest ambition to fill the place
of mate under you, siv.” n

““Aye, aye, lad,” and the captain look-
ed pleasad.

Upon arriving in St. Johw, the cap-
tain’s first care was to have Johu duly in-
stalled tirst mate of the ship Flora.

They took in a load of lumber and
again set sail for England. The eaptain
took his wife and daughter, a girl of thir-
teen, and the idol of her father’s heart.
She was small for her age, and had an
abundance of long, brown curls, that re-
joiced in their freedom, large, blue eyes
that were ever changing in expression.
A well shaped mouth, with an even set

of white teeth. She pos=essed her father's
determined will, as well as Lis kind heart.
Frolicsome as a young kitten, ever upon
the watch for some new object -to teeze,
finding the opportunities on shipboard
limited, she tried to work .off hor jubi-
lant feelings upon her doting old father,
who submiitted to her pranks with tlu,
patience of a martyr.

She would like to have victimized the
handsome, young mate, but he paid no
attention, whatever, to her advances, go-
ing 6n with his work, and taking no no-
tice of her, until her piqued feelings
could stand it no longer.

She jumped into her father’s lap oune
day, knocked off his har, rumpled his
hair with her fingers and at length burst
out in an indignant tone:

*“Who is your lordly mate, papa? He

puts on as many airs as if he owned the |

ship and everyone on board.”
The captain threw back his head, and
laughed merrily.
‘“He is my adopted son, and, there-
fore, he is your brother.”

(To be Continued.)

Hobson will be appallec. when he hears
that Miss Maugerite Lindley has said: *'I
hope to see the day when kissing is en-
tirely unknown. 1 wish it could be made
illegal. It is not a clean thing to do. It
should be discontinued by every think-
ing woman.”

CTIVE SOLICITORS WANTED EVERYWHERE

A for *‘The Story of the Philippines” by

Murat Halstead, commissioned by the
government as Official Historian to the
War Department. The book was written
in army camps at San Francisco, on the
Pacific with General Merritt, in the Hos-
pitals at Horolulu, in Hong Kong, in the
American trenches at Manila, in the in-
surgent camps with Aguinaldo, on the
deck of the Olympia with Dewey, and in
the roar of battle at the fall of . Manila.
Bonanza for agents. Brimful of original

ers on the spot. Large Book. Low
Freight paid.
Credit given. Drop all trashy unofficial
war books. Outfit free. Address, F. T.
Barber, Sec'y., Star Insurance Bz,
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