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A real pluéky little fellow, that!' said the
squire as he wished Mr. Draper 'good-daý.'
I saw It all,' he said. 'I was in my home
paddck myself, looking over the hedge,
whien. I saw the thing dash by; and, thinks
I, a Iretty close shave you'll bave, my boy,
if yon get through my gate ail safe - for
luckily It happen'ed to stand open. But
there, he did It, and a master stroke it was.

But here further talk was stopped by the
noise of the shouting crowd, and there was
Brown, the hero of the hour, pleased and
happy, as well he might be, and smiling to
himself at the unwonted honors lie owas re-
ceiving, not a'bit puffëd up, quite unconsci-
ous, indeed, that he liad doue anything at ail
out of the way.

Now the squire, as it happened, was a
bit of a cynic, which means he distrusted

people - thought they were all cheats and
humbugs!

So, thought he, I dareSay this young chap
is just the same; I'll just walk on and hear
what ho has ta say for himself, and if he
don't happen ta speak ta anyone I can pret-
ty soon take his measure.'

Consequently he was net a.little surprised,
on reaching the place where Brown, having
been let down from the boys' shoulders, was
again on terra firma, ta see the boy looking
fairly bewildered at ail the fuss being made
with him, and was doing ail he could ta get
away froin thèm and hiide his head among
Mr. Draper's goods; but they had 'blocked
ùp the way and would not lot him pass.
Seeing, however, that he was fairly in for it,
lie determined to try what poking fun ~at
them would do.

'I say, boys, I hate ail this row, for I'm
only a poor milk-and-water silly, don't rou'
know, and can't stand much of anything;
particularly makiiig me out so clever, when
I've cloue nôthing at all, except sitting stil1
in the chaise a nd hélding in thé pon y's head
tight. Dicln't I pull him, though ? My
wrist's quite stiff.' Then, watching his op-
portunity, he m'ade a dart into the shop door
beh.ind him and was safe with Mrs. Brewster
again, who fairly hugged him with delight.

'Ûnly-cnly-holding in the pony's head!'
criod the squire. 'Why, that was ail the
battle. And- ail on the blue ribbon. It
strikes me that we should- all be the better
for more of that and less of-of-' The
squire paused, for he was not a man noted
for his eloquence, whatever other morits'he
might have had. - 'Well, what makes the
nose blue?-alcohol!'

So you see, the 'milk-and-water' silly may
be said ta have won the 'colons,' and, indeed,
no oneO over again was heard laughing at
littie Brown for being a blue-ribbocner. On
the contrary, from that day a reformation
began in the school, and master and boys,
if na.t pledged teetotalers, are trying ta do
without beer and winÔ, and acknowledge
that they are quite as well'. wibhout it; la
fact, better, and all through 'the milk-and-
watcr siIly,' Brown.

Faithful Unto Death.
During the Ohina and Japan war, a marine

on board the 'Itsukushina' was ordered ta
stand as sentry at the outrance of the pow-
der magazine. During the hottest part of
the engagement, the ship was se steered
thait the shots of the enemy's small guns
went ln that direction. Seeing this, the sen-
try endeavored to cover the whole doorway
of the. magazine with his body, and by. sa
doing not a bullet reached the interior .of
the magazine. When the relief guard was
sent ta him he was dead, for not less than
thlrty-six bullets had struck him.-'Japau
Weekly Mail,

A Race in the Chute..
(By James Buckham, in the 'Congregation-

aliet.')

Baptiste 'Laplant, returning on snowshoes
to' the lumbering camp late one January
night, was 'startied audterrified, on coming
under a leafless ash tree, ta see 'the shadow
of a doubled-up human figure thrown by tie
moonlight on the snow amid the tracery of
bare" branches. Baptiste was big and brave,
but- lie had ail the superstition and dread
of the supornatural pecular ta his race and
class; and when he saw that human shadow
falling from above hini on the snow lie
dropped the sack of camp supplies he was
carrying on bis shoalder and uttered a sharp
cry of alarm. But a trembling, boyish voice
above him püt an end ta his terror and
caused him ta look up in amaze.

'O, Baptiste, it is only I ! As 1 cane
out to.look at' my rabbit--snares I thought
I heard the wolves howling, and it fright-
ened me so I climbed this tree, and la
coming down I. slilpped and caught on this
sharp stub.'

Baptiste Laplant put his hands on his
great hips and laughed long and loud, but
not unlindly. There was nothing but pure
amusement in his voice as he looked up and
saw that odd child, the cook's assistant,
pierced through the seat of his trousers by
a relentiess stub and hung up by the middle,
with .feet and shoulders dangling.

'Baptiste, please help me down ! ' pleaded
the boy. 'I have tried a long time ta 'pull
loose and am getting faint and dizzy.'
- 'Poor child ! I will laugh no morc,'
cried Baptiste. He sprang to the tre;
grasped its trunk* in hisbear-like h.ug, and
soon, panting -and grunting, got astride of
the limb from which the unfortunate boy
was suspended, -lifted him by main strength
from the'stub -and 'sèt him. upon his own
broad lap for a minute ta recover his
swimming senses. Almost unconsciously
the lad's arms went around the big*woods-
man's .neck and Baptiste made io effort
ta remove them.

«I an glad it was you wbo found me,
Baptiste,' whispered the boy. -'You are
se kind-the kindest af them all. The
others would never have stopped laughing
at me, and 'perhaps "woild have left me
hanging here ail night for a joke.'

'Poor *child ! " said Baptiste again. His
big' heart was touched by the boy's words
and his clinging gratitude. 'I no tell de
odders,' lie added, magnanimously and un-
selfishly, for Baptiste loved a laugh and a
joke was dchr ta his heart. My ai' hooman
sew up you' pant an' nobody know any-
t'ing about it-hein?'

'O, thank.you, tha.nk you, Baptiste ! ' cried
the boy, greatly relieved, for he dreaded the
rude, continuous hectoring cf the men should
they hear of bis mishap and what lad ta
it. ' If I can ever do anything for you,
Baptiste, I will do it if it kills me !

Baptiste laughed good-humoredly. The
idea of this boy doing anything for him
amused him exceedingly-this boy who
would climb a tree ln a tremble of fear if
he imagined he heard a wolf howl miles
away in the forest. But the lad's gentle-
nom and affectionate manner were some-
thing new and grateful ta the big, rough
Canadian. In his secret heart le hoped
that his baby boy would grow up with this
same tender, loving, clinging "disposition,
although he would wish him ta be braver

-and less like a girl.
From the hour when Madame Laplant-

less graciously known in the lumbering camp
by Baptiste's own pet name ôf ' the old wo-
man'-sewed up the rent in hie trousers and
added a motherly kiss Into the bargain.

Benny Brown. the cook's chore-boy, was a
frequent and welcome visiter at the little
log 'shack ' where Baptiste and his family
lived, apart froin the rest of the lumbering.
gang. Bemly and the toddling baby boy

became the greatest of friends, and the red-
capped little Canadian 'mightbe seen ridiiýg
pick-a-back on the shoulders of his larger
playmate at ail heurs of the day when the
latter was off duty. It was~ a great relief
te Madame Laplant te have seme one whom
she could trust with the care of ber child at
odd times, and she felt, too, that Benny's
weet, kindly, truthful character exercised

a good influence over the boy. Privately
she assured lier usband that Bonny inust
have come of some high-bred family, he was
se differen't from the rough boys one usually
meets in the woods, but how he ever drifted
te that lumbering camp in the heart of the
Maine wilderness she could not Imagine.

It was in February that the great snow-
storm fell, pillng drifts ten feet high even
in the narrow clearings in the woods. For
three. or four days 'the lumbermen were
almest housebound. Finally they managed
to clear a path te ' the chopping,' and the
work of cutting and hauling logs ta the big
chute was resumed. The ' chute ' was a
big trough of planks laid on hdavy scaffold-

. ing froin the lumber camp down the moun-
tain side ta the valley below. Instead of
hauling logs ta the-river on sleds they were
hoisted into this chute and sent spinning
and roaring down the mountain side like

great arrows down in a groove. ' By con-
stant friction the- inside of the chute had
become worn as smooth as glass, and when-
evér any part f it needad repairini ti caien
wha crawled into it had te exorcise the ut-

most care net ta lose their grip and begin
te slip, lest they should be hurled hel'plessly
down the steep slope.

At the lumber camp a. double flight of
broad steps led up ta the discharging plat-
forim of the chute. How it happened io-
body could exactly tell, but one day, soon
after the great snowstorm, the little red-
capped Canadian boy, while his mother was
busily engaged about some household duty,
managed ta slip away, climb the stairs ta
the, chute and crawl astride of a log resting
in the neck of the big trough, aill ready te be
discharged. The horrified Benny, comirg
out of the cook's quarters on some -errand,
saw his little playmate hitching along the
log and vainly endeavoring ta start it cn its
trip down the mountain. The child hal evi-
dently been imagining. what a nagnificent
coast it would be if he could only ride dovn
hill on one of those fast-flying logs ! While·
Benny, struck dumb and helpless vith her-
ror, stood watching him, the little' fellow
reached the end of the log, turned, hung
his feet over into the chute and began ta
pull at the log ! With a wild cry of warn-
ing and distress Benny flew ta the stairs
and sprang, two steps at a time, te the
platform above. But alas ! too late. Just
as he reached the platform the boy sllpped
in the polished trough, lost his hold on the
log and began ta slide, screaming, down the
incline.

In the space of a second every possible
method of rescue fiash.ed across Benny's
mind. He saw that only one thing offered
a possibility of saving his little friend-to
overtake the child in 'the chute and throw
him over into the deep-lying' snow out-
side. And te accomplish this alnost mi-
raculous -feat he must bave the assistance
of some body heavier than his own, whose
greater momentun would enable him-to
overtake the fiying little figure in the chute.
The log-there 'was no other way. Instantly
the boy struck off the hooks that leld the
great stick of timber, sprang astride of It


