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desire was to stand beside the great wonder, and he as they watched the crowds pouring on ta the varions
could scucely control his impatience wihen lie fournd craft waiting ta takc tbcm off; ai thon by-and-by
his father di:,posed to linger and look around. a sirili whistie sourdcd on board their own boat, the

"No hurry, Marty boy, no hurry," rcplied the smith gangway %vas iauicd up, the ropc cast off, and the
to the boy's entreaties to go on; " we'vc got our tickets passcngers couid fcel te trenor of movcment as they
for the steamer, and site won't start for a.bove an hoiur stcamed away.
yet." la and oui among tue mighty ironclads they %vnt,

But iere his molther proved an unexpected ally. It admiring and exultant; never a man or woman but
vould be better, she thought, to go aboard and secure feit a throb of pride as tiey came close to te itige

a comfortable seat. Martin squeezed his notlcrs m
hand liard in token of gratitude, and soon they were of their land, Ithe tight of Engid."
on board the steamer which vas to carry them round IWhat %vas te bit of poetry you rccited last year at
the fleet. the school treat, Marty?» queried te smith. IAbout

It was a great day for Portsmouth. A foreign 3ritannia's bulwarks, you know.>
monlarch was to visit the fleet, and in his own yacht Martin was gazing n suent nstomshment at the
sait dovn the line of war-ships assembled to do hin enorous bulk of the great ship, but, st bis fatier's
lionour. Every train brouglitis contingent ofillustrious request, lie repeated te verse front "The Mariners of
persons-royalties from varions couttries, vith their England," cananncing,
suites, dusky Orientals, glittering with j;.wels, sturdy IBritannia needs no bulwarks, no towers along the atccp!
Colonials, politicians, soldiers, and sailors jostied one
anotlier in the notley crowd on shore, while Spithead Bravo 1 bravo 1" aid a hearty voice beside thent,
vas alive with yachts and steamers filled vith pleasure- astueboyfuîished. 'That's the soit of thing b hear a

seekers of all classes. day like tiis. CaWt you give us a bit more, my utIle
Tiere rvas mucwt ti amuse Martin ae oifs parethts enan?"

a s wdYes, dol b cried a
yotgsg girl, standing
beside rer father, eyio
lsmdjeastwspoki. . l'it
sure you remember te
hllfer verses."

'MtARTIN wAS GAZING IN SILENT ASTONISH3IENT.9

Other of the pass-
engers joined in beg-
ging for the rest of the
poemtî; the smith
glanced ;t his wife,
and, seeinîg that site
vas rather pleased

than otherwise, nodded
assent. Very red in
the face, and ratiher
indistinct as to utter-
ance at first, Martin
began to recite the
patriotic verses. It
was by no means his
first appearance in
public, for lhe vas a
prize boy at the village
school, and had on
several occasions as-
sisted vith recitations
at the sciool treats;
but this large and un-
known audience, so
different front the
crowd of well-known
and friendly faces at
honte, scemed to over-


