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THE SERFS.

FROM THE GERMAN BY JAMES F.

CHAPTER L

coBB.

T the beginning of the present century the
kingdom of Prussia, now so vast and for-
midable, was crushed and powerless.  Her
armies had been utterly shattered and dis-
persed by Napoleon on the field of Jena, and

by the peace of Tilsit she had been robhed of more than

half her donnnions. But besidetheoppression and tyeanny
of a foreign conqueror, Prussia suffered from still worse
evils: the peasantry were ground down and shamefully
treated by the nobles 5 serfdom existed in all its horrors,
men and women bore on the estates of landed proprietors
were really the slaves of their masters ; there was no law

1o protect them, they had no liberty of action, they had

to endure every kind of hardship, and were often treated

with barbarous cruelty.

It was during this period of Prussia’s deep degradation
that a good and great man, a true patriot, set to work to
restore life and power to the state.  He saw plainly
cnough that it could only be strong where it was sup-
ported by the goodwill of the people, when the citizens
were independent, contented, and strong, and the
peasantry free and happy.  He determined, therefore, to
effect a thorough reform in the Prussian constitution ;
but the one grand measure which he proposed and never
rested till he carried out was the abolinon of serfage
throughout the whole of the Prussian States.  This he
happily accomplished m the autumn of 1807. This
famous statesmar was Baron von Stein.  Berlin has
erected a noble statue to his memory, an honour of
which he is certainly worthy.

It was late in the summer of 1807 when our story
begins. Serfdom was n full force, and no one then had
any suspicion that YVon Stemn was planning its abolitton.

In the small room of a cottage i a village of Silesia a
blooming young girl of abuut ecighteen was sitting at a
window, occupied m her work. Her face was bright and
cheerful, and as she sat there a smile played round her
mouth.  Only now and then, when she turned her head
and gazed at a very old man, who sat bent down behind
the stove, did a shadow pass over her merry features.

The old man was the gul's grandfather, and had been
blind for many vears. His decply-sunk eyes were com-

pletely closed.  Not age alone, but sorrow and trouble
too, had graven numcrous and deep furrows in the old
man’s face.

He grasped a staff in both hands, upon which, bend:
ing forward, he supported himsclf, e, too, often turned
his head towards his grandchild.  His blinded eyes
indeed could not see her. but his wonderfully heen car
seemed to take i all her movements.

Life had dealt hardly wuth the old man, and deeply
bent him down.  Once he, too —although he was a serf,
and his work and his hfe belonged to the master
of the soil alone -felt happy, for wife and children
had surrounded him, and he had not always been blind.
His wife had d:ed long since, and of all s children only
a son had been left to him.  But he had marned, and
now he, tou, as well as his wife, had been dead for vears,
and the aged man was left quite alene, with therr onlh
child, ns granddaughter.

The young girl repeatedly got up and went to look out
of the window.

“Well, what are you looking at, Marie 2 asked the
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old man, who had noticed her movements.  * What is
there outside >™

“ Nothing,” replied Maric.

“Child,. you must have some reason for going so often
to the window. Or do you think that my old ears can
deceive me? My eyes, indeed, have never seen you,
but T heard the beating of your heart when you were
scarcely an hour old. I know your inward feclings,
your heart, as well as I know my own, for one who has
been deprived of eyesight has a keen and sharp sense of
hearing.”

The girl was silent.
down on her work.

¢ Marie,” continued the old man, “ do you no longer
trust me?” :

There was a gentle reproach in his words.

“Yes, yes, indeed, grandfather!” exclaimed Marie,
springing up and going to him. She put her hand on
his shoulder.  “You know, indeed, that I trust you
always, and in everything. Heinrich was with me this
morning and promised me that he would go to the
Castle to ask the consent of the Lord of the Manor to
our marriage. e must be there now ; he may return
any moment ; anc, therefore, T was looking out of the
window for him.”

‘The old man contracted his eyebrows gloomily.
heaved a deep sigh.

“ And you believe rhat the Count will give his con-
sent?” he exclaimed. ¢ You think he will allow you to
be made happy ? Child, if so, he must during the night
have become ¢ very different man from what [ have
known him to be for so many years!”

“Istill hope we shall be happy,” the girl interrupted
him. ¢ His kind and gracious daughter has promised to
intercede for us with her father, and what can he have to
say against it?  Why should he not give his consent ?”

“Why not? Because he never grants a joy or hap-
piness to any of his serfs; because he does not carry
with him o heart possessing any feelings of humanity ;
because he treats us, his serfs, worse than his dogs.”

“You hate him, grandfather,” exclaimed the girl.

“Ye¢s, I hate him, because I know him, because T
have known him ever since he was a boy.  Even then it
was his greatest pleasure to tread down and destroy the
fruits and seeds of the poor serfs. With his dogs he
drove away trom the Castle-yard any who came to his
father to beg for his fruits.  Oh ! more than once has lus
mocking laughter penetrated to my ears, when his savage
dogs have torn down a poor peasant ! Look, now he has
become a man and his heart is still more hardened. |
often lament over my blindness, and yet I rejoice that 1
can no more see him. Yes, I hate him ; T hate his whole
race ; for no kindly blood flows in their veins. You are
young, child; you still believe what you hope for;
willingly would I sacnfice my old life, if thereby I could
purchase your happiness. Do not build any hopes on
the Count, put no trust in him. It cuts doubly deep
into the heart, when one has confidently expected a hap-
piness and nothing has come out of it in the end.”

In spite of the old man’s words the girl did not lose
her cheerful confidence ; on inner voice seemed to call
out to her, “The Lord of the manor will, nevertheless,
give his consent.”

A young man at this moment rushed into the room.
Joy and happiness beamed from his eyes. Matie sprang
up and hasteired to meet him.

¢ Heinrich! Heinrich !” she exclaimed, “ has the pro-
prictor given his consent ?”

“Yes, he has given it,” he replicd.  “ Now you are
mine, mine indeed, and in four weeks our wedding will
take place,” he continued in a tone of most joyous excite-
ment.  “I scarcely know how I have come hither from

Slightlv blushing, she looked
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the Castle. T have run so fast that 1 might be the first
to tell you this good news.”

“And was the Count fricndly with yon?” inquired
the girl ansiously,

“Friendly ! Oh, no! But now everything is indifferent
to me, since you are nune!” exclaimed the lad.  “On
my way up to the Castie I felt, indeed, somewhat heavy
at heart. You know that | am not tinud, but «till |
feared to present myself before the Count and make
my petition to him. He can be so fierce and savage,
nothing will ever make him relent.  Then the gracious
lady. hisz Gaughter, met me in the Castle-yard, nodded
kindly to me and told me not o be afraid, for she had
siud a good word for us to her father.  ‘This gave me all
my courage back again, and I stood undaunted before
the Count. He looked at me, indced, very morosely ; her
reproached me for thinking myself better than the other
lads in the witlage, and because T seemed to pride myself
on being able to read and write.  Still; T was to remem-
ber that 1 was nothing more than his serf, and that if he
gave orders 1 must tend his geese till my dying day.
Hard, mndeed, did his words fall upon my heart, but I
mastered myself and thought only of you, and in nothing
betrayed to nim the anger 1 felt at such words. At last
he became quicter and granted me his congent.  Next
Sunday our names will be published in church, and in
five weeks you will be mine for ever--—my wife 1”

In silence the old man listened to everything.
he arose, and leaning on his stick stood upright.

Full of tender affection, Mane hastened up to him
and threw her arms around him. ‘“See, grandfather,”
she exclaimed, “you did make a mistake. You told me
I was not to hope, but my heart called out so loudly
within me that I could not be deceived.”

“Child! child!” exclaimed the old man in a deep
voice as he passed his right hand over her forchead,
“God grant that T may be wrong ; still, T cannot yet
behieve in your happmess: indeed I cannot. Do you
think that the Count will ever forgive Heinrich for being
cleverer than the other serfs, because his father had him
taught reading and writing by the pastor? You don’t
know him as 1 know him. He has promiscd you a
happiness in order to wound you all the more deeply by
disappointment ; no heart beats in his breast, he knows
no compassion, no pity. Fear him, hate him, but do
not hope for anything from him !”

“You go too far, Riide,” Heinrich interrupted him.
“Neither Marie nor 1 have done him any injury that he
should bear a grudge against us.”

The old man laughed bitterly.

“Halha! He hates you because you are his serfs, as
he hates all serfs.  Done him noinjury, indeed! Ifyou
had he would have had you whipped,—whipped to death !
Oh, he knows well enough how to handle the whip
himself ! You have not tasted it yet, he has spared you
hitherto, therefore you believe that he is not cruel!
Children, look at my blind eyes—Dbut, no, no,” he inter-
rupted himself, “ T will carry it with me to the grave.
You would not believe it, you could not understand how
a man could be so inhuman ! May God preserve you
from the wrath of this man!”

Heinrich and Maric left the room. They sat down
on the bench before the humble cottage, clasping cach
other's hands.

“ Do y« u helieve the Count could really be so cruel as
to withdraw his consent and break his promise ?” Marie
inquired of her lover. “Could he have given us his
consent only in order to make us more miserable ?

«1 don’t believe it,” replied the young man.  “Your
grandfather has a strange hatred against the Lord of the
Manor and his whole family. He must at one time have
suffered some grievous wrong from him, or the old man

Now
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could never be so unforgiving, for to all other persons he
is so goou and gentle.”

“Often has my grandfather remarked that the Count
has destroyed the cntire happiness of his life,” remarked
Marie; “but what he did to him I know not.”

They talked now of the happiness of the future, of the
bright, pleasant days which they would spend in their
own peaccful home.

“ My heart is so full and happy,” exclaimed Heinrich,
“that I could shout for joy! Now no one shall snatch
you from me—no one! And if your grandfather were
really right, if the Count had only given his promise in
order to wound us the more, he shall not attain his
object. If it really come to that, then, Marie, we would
flee! Calm yourself, my dear girl ; do not be frightened.
Only yesterday 1 read in the paper which the pastor
takes that in other lands the peasants are no Jonger
serfs, that they arc as free as the citizens in the towns, as
free cven as the nobles.  We will flee then, together, to
another land. Work I can find cverywheie, and you
know that I can work. Day and night will T exert
mysclf, so that you may be comfortable.  Yes, Marie, at
my side you shall never suffer want—no, never !”

FFor years they had loved each other deeply and faith-
fully. They had played together as children, and the
bond which nad begun in the children’s hearts had more
strongly and firmly bound them together as they grew up.

At last Heinrich rose.

“I must go, Marie,” he said, as he ook the girl’s
right hand in both his own; “my father knows that I
had gone to the Castle, he is expecting me, and I do not
want to delay any longer telling him of our happiness.
I know how it will delight him, for he seemed to have
very little hope, though he did not confess so to me.”

They parted.

The girl remained standing at the house-door, to watch
her lover as he passed through the village. How proudly
and boldly the lad walked ! Yes, he was the handsomest
youth in the whole village, everyone must confess ; and
the cleverest, too. ‘Though his father was, indeed, a
serf, like all the other peasants, yet he was not without
some property. He had several horses, and the best
corn always grew upon his fields.

Thrift, industry, and prudence had done this for him.
He ranked as the first in the village, ang all that he pos-
sessed above others he had attained by his own efforts.
And no one envied him on this account, because he
readily helped everyone who applied to him. Schober
(such was his name) had not, indeed got the goodwill of
the Count, nor of his bailifl.  Both had a grudge against
him, because they knew too well that the peasants
listencd more to his words than to their commands.
Schober did not trouble himself about it, for his was a
firm, straightforward character. Much as his serfdom
vexed him in secret, he never forgot the circumstances
in which he lived, and which he could not alter. Often
when the peasants complained to him about the hard
labour and the bailif’s severity, and it only required a
word to drive them into rebellion, it was he who calmed
them down.

“Endure it, as I endure it,” he would say to them;
“we are only serfs, and cannot change our condition.
See, the bailiff oppresses me even more than you, because
he dislikes me; but I do my work with patience, and
because T give him no cause for anger he cannot punish
me.  What can’t be cured must be endured.”

His entire happiness Schober sought for in his family.
Besides Heinrich he had a daughter, and on thesc two
children all his love was centred. Tor their sakes he
would bear the hardest things himself.

“Only endure and bear it,” he often said to them.
“You are still young, and, if I am not greatly deccived,

you will sce better days than T have ever known,  Serf-
dom must some day come to an end, and you will surcly
live to sce the blessed day, though I may be in my grave
before it comes.

Three weeks had passed away since the day when
Heinrich had received the permission of the Lord of the
Manor for his marriage. T'wice had his name and
Maric’s been called in church, and the day on which

_they were for cver to be united to cach other was

approaching very near.

Schober’s house was full of bustle and activity., Pre-
parations were being made for the coming wedding,
Schober determined to spare no expense that they might
celebrate this day as merrily as possible.

“No onc can reproach me if I spend more upon it
than others can afford to do,” he said cheerfully. “What
1 possess I have earned myself by the sweat of my brow,
and it is my full, free property. When I was married
mysell it was very different, for my father was poor. 1
was wedded as quietly as possible and did not even have
a new coat to go to church in.  But T have learned that
happiness does not depend upon a coat, for I have lived
many a year happily with my wife, and a blessing has
always vested on my house.”

In old Riide’s house Heinrich and Marie were to set
up their new home.  All was alrcady made neat and com-
fortable for them there.

“Now my good girl,” exclaimed Schober to Marie, as
she entered his house and he held out his hand to wel-
come her, “one can sce by your eyes that you are to be
married in a few days, they are so bright with joy.”

“Should I not, indecd, rejoice ?” said Marie.

“Yes, indeed you ought,” replied Schober.  * Things
must be bad indeed if you put on a sad face; only keep
your cheerful spirit for later years, that is the best dowry
that you can bring to leinrich. And what does vour
grandfather say to it now? Does he still fear that the
Count will withdraw his consent ?”

“He says no more about it, but I know that he still
has that fear.”

“ Do not let yourself be troubled about it, child,” con-
tinued Schober ; “the old man has had so much sorrow
in his life, and such sad days, that he dares not hope for
any happiness. I cannot share his anxiety.  For several
days past the bailiff has been kinder to me than ever be-
fore, and I shall take care to avoid doing anything that
may annoy him.”

At that moment the bailiff entered the house.  Little
reason as Schober had to fear him, yet he could not help
an involuntary shudder at the sight of thisman. It was he
who carried into execution all the cruelties of the Count,
and urged him on to greater scverity. ‘I'o torture the
poor serfs was his greatest pleasure, and when he entered
any house in the village he always brought bad news
with him,

His appearance, too, was enough to inspire aversion,
He was ugly and the coarsest vices were stamped in his
features. Given up to drink, his eyes had a fixed,
unpleasant look. There was no pity in them. Rough,
domineering and cruel towards the serfs, to the Count he
was cringing and submissive.

His cunning eye had noticed Schober’s shudder, and
a smile curled round his lip.

“Well everything here seems already arranged for the
wedding,” he said, glancing round.  “1 hear that you
are doing everything to celebrate the day as grandly as
possible.” .

« He is my only son,” replied Schober ; “itis his wed-
ding-day, so I will do everything which can give him joy.
You would certainly do the same.”

*Indeed I should,” replied the bailiff ; “such a day
does not come every year, and when my son marrics, no
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one shall say that I have acted the miser. But 1 want
to speak to you, Schober.”

The peasant looked at him inquiringly.

“ Not here,” continued the bailiff. [ want to speak
with you alone.”

“Come into the room with me then,” said Schober
leading the way ““What have you to say 2" he inquired
when they had entered the room,

For a moment the bailiff appeared to be seeking for
words.

“Well, I will tell you without any further hesitation
what has brought me to you,” he said at last  “1 came
to you in my son’s name ; the lad has fallen in love with
your daughter, and cannot get the girl out of his mind.
I should have liked it better had he chosen a free maiden
out of the town ; however, he believes that he can only
be happy with your daughter, and T will not put any
hindrance in the way of his happiness.”

“With my daughter !” exclaimed Schober, astonished
and terrified at the same time.

“Yes, with your daughter,” continued the bailiff.
“'The lad had not the courage to come and speak to you
himself,—you know how shy he is, so 1 had to come
myself to demand your daughter’s hand for him.”

“For my Anna’s hand ?” repeated Schober.

The blood had vanished from his cheeks, with fixed
eyes he stared at the bailiff.

“Yes, indeed, with yo.r Anna. You have but the
one girl ! ” said the bailiff angrily.  “Why do you stare
at me in such amazement?” he added. “Does the
honour of being father-in-law to my son appear too great
for you? ‘The Count has promised him that he shall
succeed mc in my office, and T think that a bailiff in the
Castle here need never want to change with any burgher
in the town.”

Schober still could not master his amazement. FHis
child, his daughter, 1o whom he was devoted with his
whole heart, could he give her to the son of the man
whom he despised and hated? And was this son any
better than his father?  Did he not always look on with
the greatest joy when any of the serfs were beaten and
punished ?

“Come, give me your answer to my demand,’ con-
tinued the bailiff.

“ My daughter is not suitable for your son,” replied
Schober, trying to avoid the question.  “I do not even
know whether her heart is free, whether she could love
your son.”

“Ah! ah! that can soon be settled,” the man inter-
rupted him, laughing rudely. ** Have you so little power
over your own child that you dare not say to her, “You
must take him for a husband?” And why is not the
girl suitable for my son? I will help him to make an
excellent housewife out of her.  You have, indeed, spoiled
the girl somewhat; but my son, thank God, is not so
very soft-hearted, he will show her he has a will of his
own when she becomes his wife.  Now speak plainly— yes
orno'”

FFor a moment the peasant struggled within himself]
then he replied, calmly and decidedly, * No. T cannot
give my child to your son.”

The bailiff started back. He did not scem to have
expected this.  Fury rose within him ; however, he con-
cealed it beneath a bitter smile.

“You cannot?” he exclaiimed. “Indeed! indeed!
and why can't you? You will, at least, tcll me your
reasons. 1 am curious to hear them.”

“Yes, you shall hear them,” replied the peasant, who
could no longer repress his indignation. 1 will tell you
my reasons. My child is too dear to me, and too good,
for meto give her to your son! She is too good to become
the wife of a bailiff ; who tortures his brothers and
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sisters, and treats them with cruel harshness. Yes ; don’t
look so darkly at me: I know that you will now hate
me more than ever, but I will not, 1 dare not, purchase
your friendship at the price of my child’s misery, and
therefore 1 will never give my consent, cven were my
daughter blind enough to wish it!”

Loudly and bitterly laughed the bailiff. Coming close
up to the peasant he stood before him in a threatening
attitude, his whole rigure trembling with rage.

“And this is your decision to my request ? this is
your last word ?”* he inquired.

“Itis my last word.” replicd Schober, in a suppressed
voice.

“You shall repent it then more than any words you
ever spoke in your life !” said the bailiff, breaking out
into fury, “I will break down your pride! I will bend
your neck! Ha, ha' Your girl too good to be the
wife of my son! On your knees shall you implore me
that he shouid take her!  You are a miserable serf, and
nothing more.  This very day, if the Count orders it, I
can swing the whip over your back ; and I give you my
word for it, you shall soon make its acquaintance. Upon
your back will T write every word in blood which you
have spoken to me to-day !”

Schober’s cheeks were pale ; he, too, trembled with
excitement.

“ T know that you will revenge yourself on me,” he
replied: “do it; T shall bear it but at least you shall
not destroy the happincss of my child’s life.”

In the most vivlent rage the bailiff left the room and
the honse.

With hasty steps the peasant paced up and down the
room. ‘I'he threatening clouds which were hanging over
his head filled him with anxicty, and yet he must confess
that he could not have acted otherwise, that he could
not sacrifice his child.

An hour before, how cheerfully and happily had he
been looking forward to the morrow ! now suddenly all
his happiness secemed to be destroyed, as well as all
the peace and welfare of his family, for which he had
toiled for many long years.

He passed his hand over his brow as if to drive away
the trouble which so heavily weighed down upon him.
For himself he did not tremble ; he would bear every-
thing with composure, but for his family he was in
dismay. For many years he had known the bailiff, and
he knew how savage he was if he had been offended.
Heinrich burst into the room in consternation.

“What has happened, father?” he inquired; “the
bailiff has just left the house wild with excitement and
breathing curses !”

Schober was silent.  Should he tell his son everything
and thus embitter the joy of his approaching marriage ?
He hesitated, and yet he could not conceal it from him.
He could not tell him anuntruth.  How could he other-
wise expliuin to him what had happened?

“ Heinrich, calm yourself,” he replied, trying to com-
posc himself, while the trembling of his voice only too
plainly betrayed how deeply he was himself affected.
“You know how easily the bailiff breaks out into fury and
excitement.”

“But not without reason,” interrupted Heinrich.

Schober hesitated with the answer.

“ Father, you may trust me,” said Heinrich.  “T am
no longer a boy, and can bear what afflicts you. What

have you embroiled yourself with the bailiff about ?”
“He demanded from me your sister’s hand for his
rascally son;” replied the peasant.
“ Anna’s hand ! ” repeated Heinrich amazed.
Schober nodded.
“ And you refused his request 2”

(75 be continued.)
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NATURAL HISTORY FOR THE LITTLE ONES.

MoORE FLOWERS OF THE SEA.

ADAPTED FROM JULIA MCNAIR WRIGHT.

JELLY-FISH.

—

Some jelly-lish are the size of a dime, of a dollan
of a plate, and so on, up to the size of a huge wheel.
They are of many shapes. They are like balls, fans,
bells, bottles, plumes, baskets, cups, flowers.

And now, here is another odd thing to tell you. The
jelly-fish stays in one place, and grows fast, when he is
young, but when he has grown up he swims about
wherever he chooses. Some of the young jelly-fishes
come from an egg. Some of them come from what is
called a bud. “The egg at once fastens to some solid
thing on the sea-bottom, 1t grows into what looks like
a plant with stems and branches. On these branches
are little cup-shaped buds. These buds are so many
little jelly-fish growing on one stem.

After a time these buds open, and a young jelly-fish
breaks from the slender stem, and at once goes swim-
ming away, as happy as a jelly-fish knows how to be.

In the picture you sce one with thin, crooked arms.
He is called a saund-star, because he likes to lic close to
the sand on the sea-bottom.

The one with the curled arms, like plumes, is called
the brittle-star, because he breaks so easily. He isa
very queer fellow. When things do not please him, he
drops all to pieces. There is no other creature that
breaks itself so readily. Tt is very hard to get a brittle-
star out of the water.  As soon as it feels a net or scoop
or the upper air about it, or a pail of fresh water rising
gently around it, it breaks into many picces. On the
end of every ray isa little sharpeye.  When you frighten
Mr. Brittle-Star, off swim his legs, every one by itself,
and each has its one eye to look out for it. I never saw
anything else so queer; did you?

The star-fish scek their food as they crawl slowly
about.  Starfish are very greedy. ‘They are always
hungry. They make the fishermen much trouble by
cating the fish-bait off their hooks. ‘They also devour
oysters. When they get into an oyster-bed they are as
bad as the drill.  When an army of star-fish go 10 a part
of the coast where oysters grow, the oysters are soon

killed. The star-fish are of many bright and pretty col-
ours. Thev are green, brown, gray, red, pink, or with

several colours on the same star.

The star-fish lay a2 great number of eggs. They are
not dropped one by one into the water, or strung on
threads like chains.  They stick to the under-side of the
parcnt fish, which settles on the sand or rocks, resting
on its back, and bends up its five rays, like a basket, to
hold and protect the eggs. You see that in this state
the parent can ncither walk nor cat.  And although
star-fish are greedy, when they have eggs to take care
of, they patiently lie quict for ten days, until the eggs
hatch. )

There is a very pretty star-fish called the Sca-Egg, or
Sea-Urchin. This creature has not points or rays; it is
in the shape of a ball, somewhat flattened.

The cover is not tough and skin-like : it is hard and
shell-like.  If you look at it, you will sec that it has lines
of knobs and dots set in double rows. But do not think
that you can sce these marks as soon as you find a sea-
urchin. By no means! The sea-urchin wears a fine
thick overcoat, which hides his shell.
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WELL DRESSED.

I knew a boy who found a number of sca-cggs lying
on the beach. He cried out--“Oh! look at all the
chestuut-burrs in the water!”  The sea-egg, when it is
alive, looks much like a chestnut-burr ripe, but not open.
It is covered all over with thorns or prickles like the
burr, and the water gives it the dark-brown colour,

"The sea-urchin has hard, sharp spines, which cover all
the shell, and look like a rough coat. In the picture
you see the urchin with his shell bare, with his shell half-
bare, and with his full overcoat of quills.  Oun every tiny
knob is placed a spine, and the urchin can turn and move
his spines, in all directions, just as casily as you can
move your arm at the shoulderjoint. When the urchin
is alive, the quills stand out all about him. After he is
dead, the quills drop off.

The sca-urchin walks on his spines. But as the quills
of the urchin are all around him, like a ball-cover, his
walk is a roll! He can cling to the rocks. He can
climb up their sides. The sea-urchin grows. It has not
a soft skin as you have, yet his shell is never too tight.
It 1s made-up of a great many little plates, or scales. As
the urchin within grows and needs more room, these little
scale-plates grow larger all around.

Here is a strange thing. It takes lime from the sea-
water and builds it into more shell. It adds new plates.
I think your mother would be glad if she could find you
a coat to grow with the growth of your body.

The urchins are able to bore holes even in the hard
limestone rock. ‘They bore these holes to live in, and,
as they grow, they make the holes larger, but not the
openings.  So, after a time, they are shut into a prison
which they have dug for themselves. On the coast of
Spain you will find the racks covered with these urchins,
fixed in holes. No doubt they feel that stone walls are
safe walls. If they had wished to get away, and go and
come freely, I think they could have made their door-
ways as large as themselves.

There is much more to be learned about sea-urchins.
You will do well to study them when you can. The
longest life is not long enough in which to learn even
what is to be learned of very simple and common
things.

At our special request, one of our first scientists has undertaken
the supervision of this charming Department. A Question Box
hus been opened, and the Editor has much pleasure in asking the
co-opertion of parents through this means.  Address letters—
¢ Natural History Question Box,” Youxe Caxaiiax, Box 1896,
Montreal.

( To be Continued.)

‘oo

T'wo ciclysts were discussing the cushion tyre problem
the other day.  Both are very well known—one being
an Trishman and the other an Englishman.  After ““ go-
ing through” the various kinds of tyres, the Irishman
satd to the Englishman—*\hat kind do you ride?”
The Englishman (who should have been an Irishman)
replied : — “ I ride a solid tyre with a round hole in
it!”
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While boat-sailing cannot be taught by precept alone,
an intelligent knowledge of the theory of the art will
cnable any one, with a little additional practice, to handle
a boat with skill, freedom, and perfect safety.  ‘T'he
lmts of so brief an article wall not admit of mnute in-
structions bearing on every situation hikely to arise, yet
the few practical hints and details that follow wall, of care-
fully noted, be
found of service
to the youthful
mariner.  ‘The lat-
ter will understand
that the principles
of true seamanship
apply with equal
force to all boats,
of whatever size,
build, or rig.
These remarks will
in great part have
reference to  the
sloop — a simple
type of craft, with
a single wmast,
mainsail, and jib.

Fio. 1.

HELM.

This is a term
applied to the
steering-gear,  in-.
cluding the rudder
and tiller (or
wheel). When a
boat carries 2
weather-helm, her
head has a tend-
ency to come up
“into the wind,”
or nearer the di-
rection from which
the wind blows,
necessitating an
action of the rud-
der to keep her on
her course.  This
troublesome habit
is generally caused
by too much afier-
sail or a faulty
stowage of the bal-
last. “T'o carry a
lee helm, or an in-
clination to fall off or away from the wind (the opposite
of that just described), is even a worse trait, and should
be counteracted, of a smaller jib, a shorter bowspr, or
a larger mainsad will remedy a defect due to too much
head-sail.

When the helm is * put to starboard™ or ** port ™ (to
right or left), the tller handle 1s moved in the direction
named, but the boat's head is carried the contrary way
by the operation of the rudder.  Fig. 1 will illustrate
this point, the arrows den.ting the course the vessel will
take with each helm.  When the ooat is pressed back-
ward through the water (. . o What is called stern-board),
the action of the rudder is »eversed.

THE CAR' OF THE SHEETS.

Sheets are ropes that confine aid trim the jib and
mainsail when set.  They usaally lead along the deck to

l z:w::.c:xl o VD l

Whe Poung Canadian

the helmsman, and in squally or threatening weather
should never be so tied or made fast that they cannot be
cased or cast off at a moment’s warning. It has been
truly said that the main-sheet is the key 1o the whole
science of boat-sailing, and for that reason great care
should Le exercised in its proper management.  No
rood boat will capsize unless the sails are hampered by
the sheets. A skilled boatman will take advantage of
every change of the wind, however small, to trim the
sheets so that the smily will stand full and receive the
most favourable
pressure.

CLOSE*HAULED,
OR
BY-THE-WIND
(16, 2).

‘T'his is the situa-
tion a boat is in
when she is point-
ing as near the
direction or “eye”
of the wind (with
the sheets trimmed
flat aft) as will in-
sure her progress
through the water.
The boom is kept
at a small angle
with the keel, as
shown in the cut.
A well - balanced
craft will sail with-
in five points (56°
15) of the wind.
If the boat gets
too close, an ex-
perienced eye will
detect a ripple
along the forward
edge of the main-
sail, owing to the
fact that the wind
is pressing the
opposite side of
the canvas. When
the sail ““shakes”
in this way, the
helm should be
put up by moving
the tiller slightly
toward the side
upon which the
wind blows, allow-

ing the boat to go
off a tifle, so that the sails will stand full.  T'o keep a
craft up to her work, without letting her shake or fall off,
is one of the surest signs of a good helmsman, and many
arace has been won, or bad weather saved, by skilful
management in “beating to windward.” A boat’s sails
can be trimmed flatter aft in smooth water than in rough,
as it is impossible to sail so near the wind with & lumpy
head-sea against you ; neither will she lie so close after
reefing.

D.’x'iECTlO\iI OF [V.'!.\'D [
Fio. 3

Fic &
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BEFORE THE WIND (FIG. 3).

When the sails reccive the direct force of the wind
from astern the boat is said to be “running before it,”
or “scudding.” With a sea on, and the boat first rising
on the top of the wave, and then burying her bowsprit
under at the next moment, this will be found the most
difficult situation for steering. Great care should be
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taken not to let the main-boom jide ;. that is, allowing it
to swing around on the opposite side by the sail getting
aback (the pressure coming on the forward surface)
cither by a shift of wind or bad steering, which would
casily happen toa heedless yachtsman, Such a maneeuvre
might carry away your mast in a jiffy.

TACKING (F1G, ).

The process of putting a vessel about by working her
up against the wind, so that the latter will act on the op-
posite side. When the gear is all clear, the saits full, and
plenty of headway, give the order, ** Keady abont " then
put the helm down by pressing the tiller end a-/ee (in an
opposite direction to that from which the wind blows),
and as the boat starts itito the wind, * Zuse of the jib-
sheet ! When neatly head to the wind the jil is borne
out to leeward and held aback to assist in sending the
bows around. As the craft gets past the direction of the
wind, and the main-sail begins to fil, pass she word to
“Let drazv!” and at once trim down the jib-sheet. If
the boat gets sternway (goes stern foremost), the helm
has to be shitted. Pusbing the main-boom over to wind-
ward as soon as the jib-sheets are let go wiil aid a slug-
gish craft in this marceuvre.

JIBING, OR WEARING (FlG. 5).

This is a delicate evolution, and should ounly be ad-
opted, unless by the most experienced, in light summer
winds. When the boat will not go about by turning to
windward, the helm is put up, and she is allowed to go
off befere the wind.  With the latter pretty well on the
quarter, haul the main-boom rapidly amidships, and as
the helm is gradually shifted, the sail will take on the
other tack, and the main-sheet may be slackened. If the
boom is carelessly allowed to jibe, it will whip round
with force enough to part the sheets or snap the mast.
It is a good plan before jibing to settle or lower the peak
of the sail.

REEFING AND FURLING.

As soon as the boat begins to wet, it is a safe plan to
reef, and always before bad weather sets in.  Bring the
boat to the wind by putting the helm down, In reefing
a jib lower away on the halyards so as to tie the reef-
points beneath it, lash the outer clew to the bowsprit,
and shift the sheets. To shorten a mainsail lower it a
trifle below the boom in order to get at the reef band;
stretch the foot out by means of the reef pennant, make
fast the tack, and pass the points last (tying with a square
knot) ecither around the boom, or foot of sail, or to a
jack-stay on the boom, according as the boat is rigged.
The boat is kept hove-to (stationary), head to the sea, by
securing the tiller a.lee.  In shaking out a reef (the boat
being brought to the wind), first undo the points, then
cast off the 1ack, and lastly the reef pennant.  Always
keep to windward of the sail:

GETTING UNDER WAY,

Hoist the main sail and loose the jib; heave anay on
the cable until it is skort. If in a tide-way, cast the
boat’s head in the direction you want to go, by means of
the rudder; break out the anchor and set the jib.
If there is no tideway, cast the boat’s head with the
sails.

ANCHORING,

On the approach of a thunder-shower it is adwvisable to
go quickly to a harbor. If caught in a gale of wind,
however, on a bad shore, often the safest plan is to an-
chor at once, if you can find a good place. ILet the boat
come to the wind, haul down the jib, and as soon as she
has sternway let go the anchor, and pay out considerable
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cable before checking it; then veer away as much more
as will hold ber. FPurl the main sail and muahke everything
snug.

SOME PRACTICAL ADVICE,

Be particular about the sails being properly set @ get
the wind out of a sail if you want to manage it. Do not
sit on the gunwale, stand on the thwarts, or let go the
tiller.  If caught in a hard squall, put the helm down at
once, let fly the sheet, and lower the sail. - Do not over
load a boat ; keep weights amidships ; a laden vessel car
ries her way (progress through the water) longer than a
light one.  Indeavor always to maintain steerage-way,
and do not put the helm down suddenly or too far over.
Abstain from all reckless exploits; the best sailor is the
one who shows the greatest caution.  Be cool in emer-
gencies.  Keep the halyards and sheets clear. Do not
attempt to navigate strange waters without a chart and
compass. Jearn {o siwwim before sailing, and never play
pranks in an open boat,

“or —-

THE CAT AND THE CROWS.
BY G. T. BUCKLAND.

There is some fun in a crow, at least in an Indian
crow, even if it be a love of mischief. In Calcutta I had
a large garden surrounded by shady trees, in whose
branches many crows used to roost at night. As soon
as daylight appeared, they all flew off to their favourite
resorts, where they lived upon the garbage of the ciy;
and it must be admitted in their favour that they are
most useful scavengers. But, when sunset came, they
used to return to their roosting-place, and sometimes
they gave me an unwelcome evening serenade.  Coming
home late and tired from office, 1 used to sit on my
lawn, and a very large white Persian cat would come out
to keep me company.  ‘Then the cat and the crows used
to have a little game of their own. ‘T'he cat would stretch
itself out and flick his long, furry tail about. Some
twenty or thirty crows promptly accepted the challenge,
and quickly alighted round the cat, with the intention of
pulling his tail. Some of them hopped up in front, as
near as they could with safety from the cat’s fore-paws,
others stood at the side, and several of the best players
took their position behind the cat. They evidently acted
in concert. ‘I'he crows in front crept up as close as they
dared to secure the cat’s attention, and then one of the
crows behind the cat made a dash at the tail, which the
cat skilfully guarded by flirting it from one side to the
other. It was very seldom that a crow succeeded in get-
ting a mouthful of the cat’s fur. The cay, meanwhile,
had really an cye to business, and if onc of the birds in
front of him came within practicable distance, he made
a spring that sometimes had a fatal result, and the game
terminated among the terrified cawings and clamour of
the survivors, who saw their unlucky comrade torn to
pieces before their eyes.  But in the course of twenty-
four hours they seemed to have forgotten the mishap of
their brother, and they came again to renew their diver-
sion with the cat, who was always ready to play the
game, in which it might be said that his motto was
“Heads 1 win, tails you lose.”

SO

The first stone of Victoria Bridge, at Montreal, was
laid in July, 1834, and the first passenger train crossed
over on December 19th, 1859. The total cost was
$6,000,000.
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A NEW STORY.

We have much pleasure in presenting to-day the first
chapter of “T'HE SErrs.” a charming story of old life
in Germany, full of touching endurance and high moral
courage. After our vouny readers read it, let them lend
it to their friends.

A FORTUNE OF GOOD HEALTH.

In training up our young nation, we are t0o apt to
forget the physical-——that is, the purely physical. the
regular bouncing, cating well, and sleeping well part of
our education. ‘This can vuly be secured in youth.  In
after years we may make up for a lost year at school.
When we lose a fortune we may redeem it -buy it back
again by hard work and thrift.  But not only has a weak
physical frame a very risky chance of bettering itself in
the future, but there is one period. and only one period
in life when a stock of health can be laid in. That
period is yvouth. If our vouth slips by while we have
been neglecting our opportunities 1o build up the foun-
dation of a fortune of health, no amount of dikigence
and thrift afterwards will alter the balance-sheet against
Us,

Much is being done for us. We have sports, and
games, and romps.  The more the bhetter, and the more
in the open air the beuter. We are pleased to know
that at length our schools ate taking up the question,
not so much in providing more play as in enforcing less
work, and in recognizing the fact that what is play o
one boy or girl may be work to another, and what is
play to one boy at one time, may be hard work 1o him
at another.  Scientific committees are being appointed
all over the world where there are bovs and girls in the
question.  ‘The children are measured and weighed at
different ages and under different school regulations.
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From seven to cight years of age they grow rapidiy.
From nine to thirteen the growth is somewhat checked.
From fourteen to sixteen growth again sets in both in
height and weight.  For a given age children of well-to-
do parents grow more than the children of the poor.
All grow more in summer than in winter.  As the yearg
in school go, the number of children who suffer from
the work increases.  As the mental strain increases, the
physical power diminishes, and this is especially so with
girls, who, as a rule, are more ambitious to excel than
hoys.

These results ought to impress the mind of every
teacher and every parent.  TuE Younc CanaDpIax
wladly opens its colmans to all interested in our growing
children, and we shall consider one of our chief aims
secured if we have aroused any slumbering disregard
to this important matter.

»

We are sure all are delighted with “Ned Darrow.
There is something in him which attracts us towards
him through all his wanderings.  “Christy and the
White Dove " is a sweet story for our dear little “‘Tots,”
and the “Word to Young Canadian Skippers” comes in
very dpropos after our papers on “How to Make a
Canoe, Sails, c1e”

The Prizes for the Calendar competitions have, curi-
ously enough, been equally divided between our boy
and girl competitors.  See who gets it for August.

‘oo -

WATCH GLASSES.

In the production of common watch glasses the glass
is blown into a sphere about a meter in diameter, suf-
ficient metal being taken to give the desired thickness,
as the case may be.  Dises are then cut out from this
sphere with the aid of a pair of compasses having a
dizmmond at the extremity of one leg.  “There is a knack
in detaching the dise after it has been cut. A good
workman will, it is said, eut 6ooo glasses in a day.

-— L

APPLES FOR FOOD.

The highest medical authority asserts that cooked
apples, cither boiled or baked, are the best food for
patents in the fevered condition of small-pox, typhoid
fever, and erysipelas.  Apples are now considered to
comain far more brain food than other fruit or vege-
table, and to be much more nutritious than potatocs,
which enter so largely into the component parts of every
meal. At present apples are principally used in the form
of puddings, pivs, 1arts, and sauces, and are also caten
raw, in which state they are more wholesome than when
mingled with butter, eggs, and flour.  But they are very
delicious when simply baked, and served at every meal,
and, substituted for pickles and such condiments, they
would surely be found beneficial.  Sweet baked apples
arc a most desirable addition at the breakfast and tea
table, and are far more healthful, appropriate, and sus-
taining than half the dishes usually ¢steemed essential at
such times.  Served with milk and bread they make the
best dish that young children can partake of, and are
very satisfying in their nature. Baked apples without
meat are far more substantial food than potatoes can
possibly be made.
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MABEL ON MIDSUMMER DAY.
“ Arise, my maiden, Mabel,”
‘The mother said ; ¢ Arise,
For the golden sun of midsummer
Is shining in the skics.

“ Arise, my little maiden,
For thou must speed away,
To wait upon thy grandmother
“This livelong summer day.

“ And thou must carry with thee
‘T'his wheaten cake so fine,

‘This new-made pat of butter,
‘This little fask of wine.

“And thou canst help thy grandmother;
"I'he table thou canst spread—

Canst feed the litde dog and bird ;
And thou canst make her bed.”

_—— ged c——

A fond mother in South America, having heard that
the cholerm was coming along the coast, sent Lier boys to
a friend in the country to escape it.  After a few days
she received a note from her friend, saying —* For any
sake come and take your boys away, and send along the
cholera instead.”

— Y'Y S,

JAPANESE “ ENGLISH.”

Japanese “ English” is among the most curious of all
known species of the language. A firm, dealing in fish-
ing tackle, having sent a circular to a merchant in "Tokio,
Japan, reccived the following communication :—

“Drar Sik ¥ Yours, — We should present to your
campany the bamboo fishingrod, a net-basket, and a
rect, as we have just convenience ; all those were very

* rough and simple to you laughing for your kind reply

which you sent us the catalogue of fishing-tackle las, etc.
Wishing we that now at Japan there it was not in pre-
vailing fish gaming, but fishermen, in scarcely there now,
but we do not measure how the progression of the germ
of the fishing game beforchand. Therefore, we may yield
of fecling to restock in my store, your countrie’s fishing-
tackle, cte.  Should you have the kindness to send a
such farther country’s even in a few partake when we
send the money in ordering of them, should you?
“1 am yours, yours truly .

It would appear that the writer, through a * yiclding
of feeling "—- whatever that may be — is inclined to give
an order.  Also, he hopes for a development of sport in
the form of “fishing game” in Japan.

Writing of Japan reminds us of the prospectus of the
Cooli Contracted Company, which was recently issued
from the town of Yokohama in that region. ““The ob-
ject of the company,” it appears, “is to evacuate an cvil
conduct of the coolies, which had been practised many
vears, while we will reform their bad circumstances.  As
the object is the above, we will open the works very
quickly and kindly as we possible, without any measure
more or less.”

The company further promises to undertake such busi-
ness as “wransactions of general goods relating to marine,
land, and house removal---a accompanying man in going
and coming of funeral rite and marriage ceremonies.”

THE CIRCUS SEASON.

AN AMATEUR PERFORMANCE IN THREE ACTS,
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In a village in the South of Scotland, an apprentice
joiner expericnced great difficulty in getting up in the
morning, and it was his habit to start work at seven
o'clock instead of six.  One morning his master remons-
tratcd with him, and told him that he would cither have
to start work at six o'clock or leave. ¢ What!” replied
the lad, “ye wadna hac me comin’ doon here sleepin’,
wad ye?”
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THE YOUNG CASTAWAYS.
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N half an hour more he knew the contents
of the box. He had cut and 1orn away
one end of u, amd reaching in found a
dozen or more pastehoard packages.

He drew one forth and liv the candle,
cagerly surveying the price. 1t was a package of oat-
meal.

He pulled a wry face at the prospect of a dry meal,
but he was hungry, and the knowledge that he could not
starve with such a prohfic store, made him feel relieved
and happy again.

But an hour later a new demand caused him untold
anxiety.  An intolerable thirst had seized him. At first
he grew alarmed, then he reficeted that although the pro-
bability of the storage of water below decks was very re-
mote, some of the numerous casks and barrels around
might contain some thitstsatisfying liquid.

His first effort on a small cask held tightly in place by
other parcels around i1, was a fmlure. e bored a hole
in the head of the cask. A uny stream dripped from it,
astrong pungent odour penetrated the hold.

“Liquor!”™ he cjaculated, as he hastily plugged up
the tap.  ** Better no water than that.”

Ned was not discouraged.  He immediately selected
onc of the largest barrels. It was with some difficulty
that he penctrated the head. A few drops fell on his
hand, and then as it became avgmented 10 a small stream,
he applicd his lips to the orifice.

“Water!” e gasped, tumultuously, a grateful sob
escaping him.

It was water, brackish and bitter to the taste, warm
and unpalatable, but it assuaged his thirst. e stop-
ped the stream with a wooden peg. and sat down con-
tented.

The water was undoubtedly mineral water from some
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spring in  California, and its unpleasant taste Ned
ascribed 1o possible medicinal qualities represented by
the presence of strong chemical elements.

Day and night were alike to the imprisoned lad, but
he ealeulated that several days must have passed when
the monotony of his existence was broken upon by ¢
number of strange and startling episodes.

Twice the ship had stopped in some port, as he
could determine from the motion of the same.  He
hoped 1hat she was about to unlvad her cargo, but the
hold was apparently not visited.

It was, seemingly, about a day after the last stop of
the ship, that Ned noticed that her course became more
crraue, She seemed to progress more rapidly, and at
times would twist and roll so that he was several times
flung clear across the narrow space he occupied.

He could hear the chains rattle and the timbers strain
and creak, and he feared at one mighty lurch of the
schooner that the cargo would topple over and crush him.

*There must be a terrible storm raging,” he mur-
mured, concernedly.

Ned was unable to sleep, and was quite ill from the
motion of the Neptune, which seemed to be struggling
with a violent gale at sea.  He suddenly felt a percep
tible noisture on the slippery floor. Tt increased toa
slight flood a few moments later.

At first he feared the barrel of water was leaking, but
he found the peg intact.  Then, as the water became
ankle deep, he uttered a cry of awful dread.

There could be but one reasonable theory as o the
presciice of the water.

‘The Neptune had sprung a-leak, and the water was
fast filling the hold.

Death ina new form menaced him.  In the face of
this peril, hopelessly abandoning himself to his fate, Ned
Darrow fell 1o his knees and prayed long and fervently
for courage and deliverance.

Suddenly he started, and fixed his cye on the blank
darkness before him.  Abruptly before his vision a dim
chink of light scemed to appear.

It grew in luminous radiance, it outlined a square
space in the wall of merchandise. A box was with.
drawn from its place, and Ned, transfixed with joy, saw
two rough faces appear beyond the opening.

A LONELY WRECK UPON A LONLIER SHORE.
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He did not speak, but stood staving curiously, breath-
lessly, at his deliverers.  One of them held a lantern,
while his companion was pulling the boves aside and
flinging them behind him. :

“It must be here,” Ned heard him say.  *Drat a
templiance captain, anyway !

“Yes,” growled his companion.  ““ Ie¢ expeets us to
weather a storm like this without a drop of spirits.”

“Ridic'lous,” commented the other. ¢ He's had the
keg of liquor put way back here”

Ned shrank back and watched the men closely.  He
saw one of them reach the cask he had found the liquor
in, and drag it from its place.

“I've got it,” he cried, triumphantly.  * Now to smug-
gle it ondeck. Weneed it more than the fever sufferers
at Panama, eh, Jack ?”

‘I'he other chuckled serenely. Ned saw them creep
away from the spot, dragging the cask with them.

He climbed to the opening the men had made, he
crept over a mass of merchandise in their very tracks.

They disappeared through an opening into the for-
ward part of the ship, and the lantern was extin-
guished.

Ned, following in their wake, felt the breath of a chil-
ling blast on his face, he heard the shricking tempest
without.

It held no terrors for Ned Darrow at that momemt.
His long imprisonment was terminated @ the voyage in
the dark, amid the horrors of the hold, had come to an
end at last.

CHAPTER XIV.

IN DEADLY PERIL.

On the deck of the Neptune a weird and terrible
scene was in progress.

Like datkness and havoc suddenly transforming a
sunny, smiling Iandscape into gloom and ruin, the transi.
tion trom safety to peril, froms enjoyment to dread, had
come with fateful rapidity over Professor Ballentine and
his students.

‘The voyage, for several hundred miles down the coast
from San Prancisco, had been unmarred by one un-
pleasant incident.  The Neptune had stopped at two
ports, and then set snowy sails for the broad waters
off shore, bound for a South American port and
return,

The days glided by like a dream, until one morning,
as he came on deck, the Professor found Capiain Bare
too busy to speak to him, and. with a serious face, con-
sulting the barometer and compass.

The sea was chopping and ugly, the sky gray and
overcast, the ship close-reefed and alimost  notionless.
‘There was an owinous moaning of a high breeze to the
windward, while quick, stern orders were issued to the
crew, who obeyed silently, with anxious faces.

The Professor discerned a difference in the ensemble
of the deck to the evening before.  He looked intently
at the captain as he came hastily forward and addressed
him.

“You will keep the young gentlemen bhelow until
further orders, if you please, Professor Ballenting,” said
Barr.

“There is danger, then?” asked the Professor, an-
Mously.

“There will be,” replied the captain, pointing to a
low bank of clouds in the west. “ A storm will
soon break upon us.”

The Professor did not impart the information he had

received to the boys in the cabin. Tt was not long,
however, before he realized the truth of the captain’s
prediction.

Soon the tempest broke upon the schooner with tee-
rific futy.  “The wind whistled through the rigging, and
drove the ship before it like 2 being sentient with mortal
terror. For the fist time since leaving the land, the
passengers knew foul weather.

V'l through that day the boys were kept close prison-
ers s the cabin,  When night fell the usual merriment
of the evening hour was absent. “T'he boys clustered to-
gether in little knots, anxiously discussing the situation,
or lay in their bunks, sick with the rolling of the ship.

Professor Ballentine ventured up the cabin stairs
shortly after dark. ‘I'le wind had nisen to a hurricane,
The mainsail was in tatters, while huge waves lashed
over the deck of the ship.

Captain  Barr, weather-beaten and  hoarse-voiced,
shook his head ominously as the Professor gravely
inquired: --

“Is the storm abating any, captain?”

“It’s getting worse, and 1 fear we are in for 2 ume of
it,” was the depressing reply.  ““T'he mainsail is gone,
and the crew are worn out. I just had to send two men
below.”

What Captain Barr had said was no exaggeration.
‘The ship was suffering terribly from stress of weather.
Half the «rew had gone below exhausted, and only Ben
Banks, the old mate, and the captain worked with the
energy the needs of the hour required.

Twice the men had demanded liquor to revive
their spirits, and as often they had been sternly
refused.

“Let the cook get you hot coffee.  No liquor in a
time like this.  You'll need all your wits before morning,
if I don't mistake,” said the captain.

He heard the grumblings of the crew, but he was un-
alterable in his decision. He did not dream, however,
that the sailors had determined to obtain the coveted
drink ; that while he was manfully breasting the tempest
two of the number had gone into the hold and secured
the hidden cask of spirits that was a part of the
cargo.

When the relief crew came again on deck, however,
he knew the truth. Not a man of them was fit for ser-
vice. They were reckless and mutinous, and refused to
obey orders unless he put for shore.

“Avast, ye lubbers!” yelled the captain, wild with
rage at the condition of his men.  “ Drunk when ye are
neceded, uscless when any minute may send us to Davy
Jones’ locker! Below, 1 say, you worthless cautle, or
I'it flog you with a belaying pin! Wil carry her
through alone, Ben Banks, and iron those lubbers for
mutiny at the first port, as sure as my nane’s Dick Barr!
Hear them singing and drinking below, and the ship in
peril.  They must have reached the hold and got the
cask for Panama. Steady! A light ahead t”

“Where away 2”7

“On the larboard. The shore, too. We are
doomed !”

Captain Barr scized an axe and cut loose the ngging
overhanging the side-of the ship, so that 1t dropped mto
the sea.

Then, as a second mass of spars fell to the deck, the
shore faded, the lights of the land disappeared, and the
schooner flew forward at terrific speed.

The crash of the timbers had brought Professor Bal-
lentine again ondeck.  He clung to the mil of the hatch.
way, his face white with anxiety.

“Go below ! shouted the captain.  “You can do no
good here.  Every soul of the crew is drunk, and we
are at the merey of the waves.  When Ben Banks drops
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at the wheel the schooner’s gone, for there ain't a lubber
aboard sober enough to help him.”

« / will help him.”

A form had sprung wysteriously from the neighbour-
hood of the forecastle, the fuim of a boy, hatless, coat-
less, with disordered attire and disheveled hair.,

“You?" ericd the captain, amazedly  **Who are
vou; where did you come from 2"

Professor Ballentine stared wildly at the uncouth figure
before them, clinging 10 the ril for support, adjudging
the appearance of the new comer a delusion of the
senses.

For it was Ned Darrow.

CHAPTER XV.

A TERRIBLE NIGHT.

Well might Professor Ballentine be amazed, to be sud-
denly confronted by the boy he believed to be safe at
home in the academy at Ridgeland.

For the moment he was speechless, while Captain Barr
turned sharply on Ned.

“A stowaway, ¢h?” he muttered.
this is man’s work.”

“Please let me help you, sir,” pleaded Ned. “T'm
strong and willing, and 1 know 1 can help that poor old
man at the wheel yonder.”

“Go lively then, and get swept overboard, the first
big wave”

Ned Darrow ran across the deck and managed to
reach the wheel.

He slipped and fell twice, but regained his footing,
and astounded grim Ben Banks with the words—

“I'm to help you, sir.”

“Take hold,then.”

The delighted Ned grasped the handles of the wheel
with a hearty will.  He heard old Ben chuckle and
utter something about “the idea of that chick doing
anything; he’d soon get tired of i

But he soon changed his mind.  Ned worked man-
fully. 1t was the overbalancing effect of his cfforts that
s0 lightened the mate’s labours that his grizzled face
beamed more kindly in the flare of the ship’s
lantern.

“You're getting wet through, 1ad,” he said.  “ Go and
get a coat and hat. There won't be much let up to
this tor a time. Pm thinking.”

Ned tumbled across the deck to a box indicated by
the mate, and sceured a stff coat and hat.

He presented a comical appearance as he donned the
articles, several sizes too large for him, but they were
weather-tight and protecting.

About 10 return to the wheel, Ned paused with a cry
of affrighted recollection. e hastened to the spot
where the captain stood.

“He must come below; heis one of my scholars,”
Professor Ballentine was saying at that moment.
“H¢’s got the pluck of asailor all the same.

it, my lile man 2" inquired the capuain.

“Oh, sir! I forgot to tell you, but the ship’s a-leak.”

Captain Barr looked startled.

“You don't mean it, lad ? ™ he uttered, huskily.

“Yes, sir.  IUs in the hold, where T was hidden.”

The captain hastened to the forecastle, with an omin-
ous face.

A buge wave sent Ned into the lec scuppers as he
spoke. Professor Ballentine’s face was white with ap-

“Get below;

What is
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prehension until he saw Ned reach the mate’s side in
safety. “Then he went down into the cabin.

Ned resumed his place at the wheel, a post from
which he never flinched for many an hour.

Captain Barr had managed to arouse some of the
sailors, and the pumps were rigged.  The men, however,
worked without discipling, and in a state of mutinous
inebricty drank and worked only as they deemed  their
own safety demanded it

It was a serious instance to Ned Darrow of the soul-
deadening power of drink,

Captain  Barr stormed and worried, and at last came
to the mate.

“It's no use, Ben Banks,” he said.  “Those lubbers
won't work, and they’re talking about pulling off in the
long-bhoat.”

The mate snorted angrily, and gave the wheel an
extra twist, as if he was torturing the recalcitrant sailors.

“ Look away, captain!” spoke Ben. *The crew are
up {o mischief.”

Sure enough, half a dozen of them were loasing the
davits of the long-boat.  They laughed at the captain
when he ordered them back to the pumps.  Liquor had
made demons of them.

“You cowards, will you leave the passengers to
perish 2"

“You look to them and yourself, Captain Barr,” was
the defiant response.  “ We didn’t ship except to carry
cargo, and the ship’s been doomed an hour since.  Take
the other boat if you want to. We'll trust to the open
water now.”

Ten minutes later the long-boat, containing cvery
member of the crew, fell astern, and the last thing
dropped into it was the half-filled cask of liquor.

“Poor wretches ! wmuttered Barr,  * Their boat can't
live an hour in that angry sea.”

During all these occurrences the boys in the cabin
were for the most part unconscious of their real peril.
More than one face had blanched, however, when the
ship lurched and rolled, and they saw the Professor,
pale and concerned, waich the cabin door as if momen-
tarily expecting an announcement from the captain that
all was lost.

Ralph Warden added not a little to the Professor’s
cares.  He was wild with terror at times, and be-
moaned aloud the adverse fate that had sent him
into peril.

There was no sleep on hoard the Neptune that night,
for the Professor kept the boys around him, ready for
any contingency.

On deck, all through the night, the captain, the mate,
and brave Ned Darrow, saw tne ship plough the waters
like a rocket.

Every sail was gone, vet the wheel was never deserted.
It was about four o'clock m the morning that Ben
Banks uttered a groan of dismay.

The wheel chain bhad broken, and the rudderless
wreck suddenly tossed in the arms of the storm hke a
play-thing.

The desperate fight for life and safety had termi-
nated. They were at the mercy of the storm now.

“Shc’s struck !

As Captain Barr uttered the ominous words, the
schooner crashed upon some rocks, while cvery tim-
ber shivered and bent as if bemng crushed to
picces.

“Land ahead!” sang out Bauks, staring through the
darkness.

“The boat!™ cned the captain.  “We'll beat to
picces on these breakers in five minutes,”

“Aye, aye, sir!” and the mate sprang forward to
exccute the order.
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‘Yhe next few moments were like hours of agony o
Captain Barr.

One by one, amid the howling tempest, the darkness
and the peril, the boys were led across the deck and
dropped into the life-hoat by the captain.

They buddled together in mute terror, blinded by the
salt waves, not even noticing that Ned Darrow was
among them.

Poor Professor Ballentine tried bravely to control his
anxious emotions for the safety of his charges.

“Hold this line,” called Ben Banks to Ned, as the
last one of the passengers reached the life-boat.

He clambered again on deck to fling some provisions
and water into the boat, not trusting to the apparent
proximity of land.

At that moment the ship freed herself in .« mighty
swoop of the waves, and slid back nto the sea.

Ned Darrow released the cable.

“Cling to the boat for your lives!” he cried to his
terrified companions, as the waves, mountain-high, car-
ried them shorewards.

CHRISTY AND THE WHITE DOVE.

FANNIE M. JOHNSON.

HRISTY BROWN was often a rather lonely
2 litde fellow, though he was one of a large
family. He was mach younger than the
others, and they always scemed to be so
very, very busy.

It was only a year since the family bhad moved from
the village to this large, beautiful Maplewood farm.
There were sunny meadows through which a pretty,
laughing river, breaking out from the dark woods above
the farm, rippled between the green banks over the
yellow sands and white pebbles. ‘There was a lovely
orchard, and pastures where berrics grew ripe and sweet,
and hills from whose sumimits many fair views were scen.
Christy would have been perfectly contented and happy
here if only there were some one who could stop to talk
and play with him a little more.

The Browns were all very fond and proud of their
new home.  There was only one draw back—it was not
wholly paid for; and all the grown-up members were
urying  their hardest to pay the balance of the deb.
Father Brown and the boys were working on the farm
from morning to night. Mother Brown and Sue were
just as busy, making cheese, packing butter. canning
fruits or preparing berries for market.  They couldn't
possibly stop to answer a little boy's questions. Even
Delia and Julia, the twins, who were twelve years old

e
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Into the darkness and gloom of the night the sinking
schooner and the life-boat separated, faded suddenly
from view, on that wild waste of waters.

Captain and mate saw that the Neptune was fated.
They lashed together a few boxes, launched the frail
raft, and trusted themselves to the merey of the angry
waves.

The Neptune drifted about two knots over a rocky
bottom, came to a stand-still, and fell over on her
side.

‘I'he storm abated as the hours wore on.  ‘The moon,
sinking from sight bencath the horizon, gleamed through
the breaking clouds.

‘I'he desolate coast showed no signs of life. The
staunch old Neptune, stranded and dismantled, alone
broke the monotony of the rugged scene.

And as the day dawned, only the shattered ship told
of the wild experience of the night previous- a lonely
wreck upon a lonelier shore.

( 70 be Continued. )

and six years older than Christy, had their share of work
to do during the school vacation ; and when it was done
they were off to see the Herrick girls, who lived on a
farm just over the hill, or the Herrick girls were over to
sce them. Either way, they seldom scemed willing to
have Christy around.  Delia and Julia would have been
surprised and indignant if any one had said they were
not fond of their little brother.  Indeed, Julia sometimes
proposed that they should take him along with them, as
they often used to do when they lived in the village ; but
Delia was very prompt and decided about it.

“Now, you know, Julia Brown,” she would say, “it
would spoil all our fun.  He’s so little and chubby that
he can’t keep up, and we should have to keep stopping
and waiting for him and helping him over all the fences,
and the girls won't like it one bit if we are always and
forever bringing a boy along.” So Christy was usually
left behind.

Christy was sitting out under the apple-tree near the
sitting-room window one day just after dinner, and as the
window was open he heard the twins talking about a
picnic they were going to have with the Herrick girls
and Katie Mayhew in the grove on the Herrick farm.
He learned that Joe Herrick had put up a swing for
them in which two could swing at once, and that there
would be berries with sugar and cream, and real lemon.
ade. and the twins were going to carry a sponge cake
which mother had baked that morning.

In his honest little heart Christy couldn’t realize the
he was te be left out of so much pleasure.  He was often
disappointed nowadays, but his faith in his sisters always
returned.

“1 ‘spect they forgot to tell me about it,” he said.
“ But when they get ready to go, I'll go.”

He remained under the apple-tree, waiting and expect-
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ing to sce them come out at the front door. A great
bird soared over the tree and Christy watched it skim-
ming the air till it disappeared from sight beyond the
hill.  Then a flock of sheep passed down the road, and
he got up and leaned over the fence looking after them
ull they were out of sight. When he went back to
his seat under the tree, the talk in the sitting-room had
ceased, and, pretty soon, looking over the fields, Christy
saw the twins climbing the stone wall across the mowing
lot.

“Why, they went out of the side door and never told
me at all,” he said. “Then he began to cry, but stopped
directly, and started to run after them.

The artist has made a quaint study of Christy as he
looked that summer day in the comfortable but rustic
costume that little boys in the country wore at that time.
His plump feet and ankles were bare below his linle
blue jean trousers, and he wore a round, long-sleeved
apron of blue-checked gingham, starched and ironed
smoothly, for Mother Brown always kept her little boy
clean and tidy, however busy she might be.  His big
straw hat, set far back on his head, made a frame for his
innocent face—a round bud of a mouth, a litthe nose
sprinkled with freckles and big brown, honest eyes.

Christy was not think-
ing at all of his looks ¢
his clothes as he scrambled
over the fence, and ran as
fast as his little legs would
carry him across the lot
after the girls.  They were
so far in advance that
Christy could not possibly
have overtaken them if
they had not stopped to
pick some raspberries
which were hanging, ripe-
red, on a bush by the pas-
ture-wall. ‘They were start-
ing to go on when Christy
appeared before them, rosy
and panting from his hard
run.

“\Why, Christy Brown!”
said Delia, rather sharply.
“What did you follow us
for?”

“1. -1 wanter go to the
picnic,”  panted  Christy,
“along with youand Julia.”

“But you cant go”
said Delia.  “We cant
possibly take you this
tume.

It's a girls’ picnic.  ‘There
won't be a boy there—not
a single boy.”

The tears gathered in
Chiristy’s eves.

“T'll be real good.
he pleaded.

Julia’s tender heart veproached her when she saw
Christy’s tears.

“Pon't cry, Chrissy-boy,” she said soothingly. “We'lt
bring you some nice things from the picnic.  Go back
home, like a good little boy, and T'll give you my china
weather-man when 1 come home to-night.”

“Yes, go right along back,” chimed in Delia, de-
cidedly. *“‘We can't let you go. Now if you make a
fuss about it F'll 1ell mother how you hother us.”

Christy turned back with a dreadful pain and dis-
appointment swelling in his heart.  He could hardly sce

I won't make a bit of trouble,”
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where he was going, the tears came so fast.  While the
twins hurried on their way he stowly stumbled across the
pasture, crept over a wall, tumbled down the other side
into a bed of brakes and ferns, and lay there, sobbing,
broken-heartedly.

‘The breezes fanned his hot little cheeks, bees went
humming and buzzing over his head, and across the
ficlds came the sweet odors of ripening apples and new-
mown clover. By and by Christy’s grief grew a little
lighter and he began to think of Julia’s promise to bring
him something nice from the picnic. He wondered
what it would be.

‘Turning over on the brakes he half-opened his eyes,
then opened them wider and wider and sat up.  ‘There
on a stump only a few feet away was perched a beautiful
white dove, holding its head on one side and watching
him with one bright cye.

“ Pretty birdie, pretty birdie !” said Christy, reaching
out his hand and speaking very softly, quite expecting
that the dove would fly away, Instead of that, it hopped
from the stump and came nearer and nearer.  Plainly it
was very tame.  Christy looked about, and sceing a
cluster of berries hanging from a bush by the wall picked
them and reached out bis hand to the dove.  The pretty
bird hopped nearer and
nearer and began to peck
them from his hand.
Christy was delighted.
He was very fond of pets,
and there were none on all
the farm excepting the
sober gray cat and Jinrs
speckled calf.

“T will carry the pretty
bird home and pechaps
some rainy day papa will
make me a dove-house,”
he thought.

But when he tried to
take the dove, it fluttered
out of his band and
skimmed away several
rods across the field.
Christy followed, stepping
carcfully to avoid frighten-
ing it.  Hec had almost
caught it again when it
made anotier flight, and
again  Christy followed.
50, led by the bird, Christy
crossed the field and
rcached the edge of the
wood —the great, dark
wood where he had never
yet been.

Once he held the dove
for a few minutes in his
hand. "He smoothed its
soft feathers, felt how its
little heart fluttered, then took off his hat and placed
the bird init; but it quickly rose, spread its wings and
flew into the wood--and into the wood Christy followed.

The trees in the meadow were casting long shadows
toward the East when Mother Brown blew the big
dinner-horn 1o call father and the boys up to supper.
Fvervthing about the farm-house was tidy and sweet.
The breeze fluttered the white window-curtains and
lifted the corners of the table-spread in the big sitting
room where a tempting supper was waiting.  There was
cream toast and stewed chicken, and cherry sauce, and
some of Mothers splendid gingerbread, fresh from the
oven.
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“It looks very nice, but T don't believe 1 can eat a bit
of supper, T had so much cake and lemonade this after-
noon,” said Delia.

The twins had just come home from the picnic.
Father came up through the garden with his rake over
his shoulder. He stood it up heside the kitchen dour,
then washed his hands and came in to supper.  ‘The two
oldest boys soon followed him into the house,  The rest
of the family were all at the table when }im, who was
usually the last, came slowly around the corner of the
house, holding something in his hand which threw out a
shower of drops as he shaok it over the door-step.

“What have you got there Jim?” asked Sue.

“Christy's hat,” said Jim, giving it another shake, “1
should like to know how it came into the river.”

Mother Brown, who was just dipping out a spoonful of
toast, dropped thie spoon and looked around auickly.

“Christy’s hat! Why, where fs Christy ?” she asked,
with a sharp ring in her voice.

“I'msure 1T don’t know,” said Jim, *“1 saw his hat
floating by in the river and fished it out. I haven't seen
Christy himself since dinner-time.”

“Hasn’t he been with you this afternoon in the meadow,
Henry?" asked Mother Brown, turning to her husband.

“Why, no, I haven't scen him for several hours,” he
replied, laying down his knife and fork and looking
from one to another of the children.

“ Girls, don’t you know where he is?” he asked, ap-
pealing to the twins.

“No, sir,” answered Delia and Julia together.

“Where did you see him last 2” inquired the mother.

“Why, just as we were going to the picnic,” replied
Delia, “he started to follow us.”

“And we sent him back,” added Julia.

At the look of startled reproach which the mother
gave them, a great fear came into the hearts of the
twins. Then in a moment the whole family rose from
the table, moved by one impulse, and followed the
mother, who had rushed f{rom the house and was
hunting and calling for Christy.

Little brother, little brother, where are you hiding ?
Not under the apple trees where the lonely litile child
had so often sat watching the drifiing clouds and the
soaring birds ; not in the garden where his chubby fect
had daily pattered ; not in barn or loft or meadow or
orchard or in any of the familiar places could be seen
the little brown head, the round, innocent face, above
the blue-checked apron.  Hunting, calling in vain
through all the familiar places, father, mother, brothers
and sisters hurried in distressed alarm, and then, im-
pelled by a dread fear, turned toward the river—the
sunny, laughing, dreadful river.

Hand in hand the twins followed, the tears stream-
ing down their cheeks and great sobs choking them as
they run.

“0, Delia, if we'd only let him go with us,” cried
Julia.  “Poor little Christy !”

“It was all my faul,” sobbed Delia.  “You would
have taken him, only for me.  If we only find bhim alive,
I'll be so good o him next time, Il never send him
Lack again t”

The river lapped softly over the white pebbles, the
trees stretched longer and longer shadows toward the
hills and from tree-top to tree-top the birds were twitter-
ing in their nests.  Little brother, little brother, where
are you ? Did you feel neglected and unloved, too smalil
to be cared for or missed 7 What value now is farm, or
pleasure, or money, weighed in the balance with the pet
lamb of the flock, the little lIad who for so short a time
had played among these sunny meadows?

‘The scarching party pressed forwaid 10 the wood, the
father's face sct and anxious, the sisters weeping, and
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ever in advance Christy's mother, her white lips forming
over and over the words, “ O, my hutle boy ! My baby,
my baby 1"

In the dim wood the river nolonger ripples and smiles,
but creeps through stilly places, forming here and there
dark pools where no light glimmers.  “Tremblingly, fear-
fully, the father draws his rake through these dim pools,
bringing it out with nothing but weeds and dead leaves
clinging. “Not there, thank God, not there!” and
again they hurry on.

‘They have reached the deepest hollows of the wood,
crept through the underbrush, explored the open glades
and the densest thickets. It was growing darker and
darker.

“We must go home and get some lanterns and call
the neighbours™ said Father Brown at last, with a look
on his face that his children had never scen there
before, )

Hark ! What was that joyful cry just behind them ?
It was Jim’s voice Jim, who was always a few paces
behind the others, who looked longest and last and was
surest of finding what he sought.

It was a little hoHow set around with smail pines: a
hollow so tiny it scemed as if a lamb could scarcely
nestle there,  Soft moss lined ity great trees shaded it :
and there in the bosky shadow, sleeping as sweetly as if
in his erib at home, nestled the litde lost Christy, his
round bud of a mouth framed in a smule and the white
dove on his hreast.

‘oo

YOUNG CANADIAN HISTORICAL CALENDAR.

AUGUST.

16. Port Royal taken hy Sedgwick . . . . . 1654
5. Massacre at Lachine . . . . . 1689
11. De Varennes defeated Schuyler st La Prairie 1601
4. T'reaty with the Indians at Montreal 1701
— Louisbourg founded by the French 1713
11. Oswego taken by Montealm . <. . . 1756
9. Fort William Heury taken by Montealn 1757
§. Rogers’ scouts victorious at Fort Aune 1758
27. Fort Frontenac taken by Bradstreet 1738
25. Fort Levis taken by Awherst . 1760
5-6. Battle with the Indians at Bushy Run 1763
15. Novia Scotia ¢ Gazette” founded . . . 1766
16. British defeated at Bennington . 1777
12, Amcrnican vessels captured at Fort Liie 1811

5. Tecumsch defeated the Americans at Brownstown . I1»12

9. British defeated at Maguaga . . . . . 1812
16, Detroit captured by Brock . . . . . . 1812
14. Amecricaus defeated at Fort Mackinaw 1814

7. St. John, N.B., Suspension Bridge fell 1837
19, Steamer *“ Ontario’ descended Lachine Rapids 1840

3. Telegraph between Montreal and Toronto . 1847

2. Victorin, B.C., incorporated . . . - 1562

15. Quebee Ship Labourers” Riot . . . . . 1879
11. Railway from Montreal to Toronto, by Smiths’ Falls 1884
5. First Bag seat to England by Parcel Post . 1886

Prize for the best description of any ouc of the above jmportant
cvents in the Calendar for August will be—¢ THE Stannient
Raxcnt AND OTHER SToRIES,” full of adventure and interest.
For instructions to beginners, sce Yorne Cavaviax for June
%id, No. 19,

-_— ‘oo —

She (with delight)~ - He talks like a hook !”

He (growlingly)- -“1What a pity he doesn’t shut up so
easily.”
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YOUNG CANADIAN TANGLES.

PRIZE,

A besutiful copy of ** Rousn Brass' Grave ™ will be given for the best
Solutions in Angnst.  Answer: to Tangles will be published two
weeks after insertion, and all Competitions musy be mailed hefore
the Answers are inserted,

We publish on Weldneaduys, and competitors are reminded that their
answers must he mailed before the Wednesday in which the solutions
appear.  In all cases they mast be manled, and post marked before the
angwers appear.

Address solutions to

Tangle Editor, Yotxa Caxaniay, Box 1586, Montreal,

ANSWER TO TANGLE Nao. 21,
Froner Prz
May -flower of Nava Seatia.

ANSWER TO TANGLE No. 25,

Kxienrs Move P'vziE.

Outawa.  Torouto Halifax.  Saim Johu.

Qucbee.
Charlottotown.

Montrenl,
Winnipes.

ANSWER TO TANGIE No, 25,

FrLowkr Gannex

e e B a6
ceeereee Lo e i A
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eee veee W ¢ ¢ D
S5eiee oo E ¢ E
R hodudendrea N

T:\.\'(:l.l‘: No. 30,

PaTcuwonrR PrzzLk or (axantax Towas,

. Transpuse the sections of the abhove purzle, <o that when te-arranzed
inanother squate the letters will ime seven Canmlian towns, the pous
tion of cach letter m the section~ to remain unaltered.

(Answers in No  30.)

@he Poung Canadian

Tt ig alwaye o genttine pleasure for me to hear from my youug friend«
on any point on which they have anything to ask.—Eu. Post Bac.

Mornge's Hupr,=— 1t as genemlly beheved that the sewing ina.
chine was originated by an American, Flias Howe.  This is a wis-
take, however.  The titsg sewing machine was paterted in England
by ‘Thomas Saint, on July 17, 1780, twenty-five years before Howe
was born,

Exquiir. —1f you desire a dimet answer from the Post Bag.

W. M. A, —Your suggestion that we shoubl huve a department
to tell ““what are the principles that a hoy shauld enltivate in o1
der to foster and exhitnt ianly conduet’’ is an eacellent one.  We
have indeed been working up just such a department.  Many of our
leading wen in comumeree, politics, the professions, and science have
pramised to help us in conducting it, by writing for at, giving us
their experience on what conduces to manliness.  We are in hopes
that the series will commence very soon.

Avsy Marinva.—No preminm prize of a piano is offered in con-
neetton wath Tie: Yorse Cananias.  We are not interested
the sale of pranos. What we are interested i 1z the binlding up
of & st class magazine, and we do not believe that sel ing pianos
wonld do that, Thete are other people scho think so, however, and
they are entitled to their awn opiion.

Frask Wetis - You have not onlv our permission to call yonr
cutee ““The Youny Canaodinn,® but our best thauks for the compli.
went. We hope the hittle bark will Jive up to its name,

Tracuri.—Our Conrse in Shorthand 1s to commence in Septem.
ber, unmediately after the holiday season. The avemge speed of
speech is 125 words o minute.  Your progress will altogether de.
pend upon your dhligence.

Winaar Maksuart.— All letters in the Post Bag are answered
as much as possible in the ovder in which they come. It is only
when time is uecessary 1o give a satisfactory answer that there isa
breach of thix rule.

Faxsy Wire, —The sty “Ned Datrow® commenced in
No. 23, July 1.

AMATEUR.—The best instiiction book for the guitar that I know
is the Guitar School of Madame Siduey Pratten. ~ Books of instruc-
tion on the banjo may be had of any sheet-music dealer.

Miser.— A fortune of §10,600,400 is not considered very gieat
wow a days. John 1. Rechefeller possesses $1235,000,000 ; Win.
Astor 825,000,000 ; and Jav Gould §100,000,000,  Vandebilt is
credited with having sad that if you possess 83,000,000 you are
abont as well oll us if vou were wealthy.  The following may be of
mictest to vou in this conneetion : The Rev. D 1all, Stons,
Gregg, wnd Bebivnds of New York have each $10,000 a year, and
De. Taknage has §12,000,

Sernot, Bov. —Tur Youse Caxamiay is for girls as well as for
boy~. Our sioties and depattiuents are of interest to hoth.

Avaagre Pimocrarini.— A rby Jamp for developing yonr
photoasphs way be made as follows: ‘Fake an empty cigar box.
Lane it carcfully with blank paper.  Very carefully cut out of one
side a gquare into which adjust a piece of ormnge-colored glass,
Make a small tin socket for a candle, and seeure it on the botton,
whieh will e 1 one end of the box. In the top cut a small hole,
to canry off the heat,  Cover it with a coneshaped picce of tin per
forated with tiny holes  You will find it work as well as one that
will cost you a dellar.

AUNT FLiza.—The letters R. 8.V P which we find in the cor.
ner of an wwitation eard, mean * Respondez, 3°il Vous Plan,”” and
P. P. C. should read ““ Pour Prendie Conge,”

NELLIE.~For freckles which are common in this weather, serape
horse-radish into a cup of butter milh.  After standing for « day or
so it is ready for applying to the face and hands,

Paxsv.= Pull your lavender amd other sweet.ierbs when they
are ripe awl dry.  Pound them to powder.  Fill your sachet
withat.




Cor. St. Catherine ané Yictoria Streets.

QU EEN'S EALI. BL.OCIK,
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Furnished with the LATEST and
BEST Appliances in the Art

MILLS, THE HATTER,

2397 ST. CATHERINE STREET, (Near Windsor Iotel) MONTREAL.

of Photography.

WALFORD'S STUDIO *

All secking recreation by Lake, River or Mountain,

SHOULD SUPPLY THEMSELVES WITH

FLUID BEET

Exhausted Vitality.

CONVENIENT FOR CAMPING-OUT PARTIES—~IN SMALL
COMPASS, SUPPLYING GOOD MEAT DIET.

H. A. MILLER,
fouse, Jign & Window Shats

PAINTER.,

Paper Hanger and Decorator

GILDING, GLAZING, GRAINING, |
WHITEWASHING, &c.

USE THE ROYAL LEVIGATED

TOILET SOAP.

This Soap 1¢ the best ever lotroduced to the pudlio; It s
manufactured from the PURKST OLLS, It contales uolye,or
anytbiog else {tJurtous to the Skin. It Is especially recom
wended L0 the pudlig for the removatof

Tan and Freckles from the Skin.
1T CURES

BLOTCHES, PINPLRS AND ALL OTHER NHUMORS

IN THE SKIN,

Leaving it Soft, White sud Pliadle.
Por Inrante™Bayus. (1 {s superfor to auy-other Soap fu the
market. It is also bighly recommictded for Barbets’ use for
shaviug sud shampootng.

THIS SOAR IS THE CHEAPEST,

Belog & Powder, it contalos no water—all Bar Soap contalos
thirty jer ccat. water, and 1 d of grease obtaiped
from gaols and hospltals,

Itle g‘ul up Io uice boxes, dofng avay with the use of a s0ap
dish. When once used, It will never be diipensed with, beiog
tbe Cheapest and Bess {n the market.

Price, largo Boxes, 50¢, Small Boxes, 25¢.
Litwral loduoemetits offcred to s 0 agents. Samples post-pald
upau receipt of price, 23¢,
Address,
M. RADNMLZA.,
Molsons Bank Court,
196 St. JAmEs STreeT, MONTREAL.

1996 St. Catherine Street,

ALOWTREAL.

DIXON’S
RTIFICIAL

ot WITHOUT PLATES !

wrIf but four firm voots still remain in the jaw in proper posi-
tion, we can attach an entire sct,of. teeth to these roots, and restore
the mouth to its original usefulness and -beauty without the use of
a Plaie.

Models showing how the Tooth.-Crown and Bridgework are attached to the Teeth.

'Ssojuyeq Aieajjuaedmon

EXTRACTION AYOIDED

A.<Mouth with Roots prepared to receive Artificial Teeth. B.—Bridge with Teeth ready to be attached
to Roots, C.—Represents the Tecth firmly and permanently cemented to th€ Roots.  One can t on

The Medical Hall,

(DRUG DEPARTMENT)

COLONIAL HOUSE,

is now open and ready for businoss,

PHYSICIANS® PRESCRIPTIONS -

PROMPTLY PREPARED

— -

An inspection o the MODEL DISPENSING
DEPARTMENT is invited.

BEST STAMP €0.— Montelair, N. J.
. Sheets on approval at 50 per cent.
discount. Deposit or relerence required,

E STAMP CO.—31 N. Ist Street,
AGLE Kansas City, Kan. Sets, Packets
and Albums, Approval sheets at 25 pec ceat.
commission. Price list free.

REW CHAS.—P. 0. Box 3250, New
DREW York City. Low priced ap.
proval sheets at 25 per cent. commission a
specialty. 10 page price list free.

Bedding Patented for its Purity !

EVERY DESCRIPTION

Bedding and Mattresses,
Brass and Iron Bedsteads,
and Children’s Cots.

- WISE PEOPLE, -

For HEALTH'S SAKE, get their Bed Pesthers
PURIFIED and dressed, and their MATTRESSES
PURIFIED and REMADE

At TOWNSHEND'S,

No. 1 Littlo 8t. Antoine Street, Cornor
8t. James Street ONLY.

BELL TELEPHONE 1906.

FEDERAL 2224.

MARTIN'S PHOTQ STUDIO,

141 St. Peter Street,” (cor. Craig Strect), Montreal,

Photography in all its branches. Enlargements in
Crayon, Pastel, Water Color or Oil a specialty,

JOHN FAIR,

Woraxzy,
Temple Building, - -

Montreal,
THE DQMINION
GLASS BENDING WORKS !

Paioting in all its Brauches,
T. POLITO, 356 St Hypolite St.

Bell Telephone 6728,
Federal Telephouno 1544,

these Tecth the same as upon patural Teetd, D.—Gold crown put on a broken down molar root, and the

masticating surface tostored.  E.—Roat prepared for crown, F.—Porcelain crown for attachment to root of

. Front Tooth which has been broken off, and crown restored withaut the use of a plate.  G.—Roor prepared

for Crown,

Everything known to the Art ot Dentistry at more rcasonable rates than the same class
of work can be procured elsewhere.
JOHN C. DIXON, Dental Exper,

)] .
Bell 3423 2 DBeaver Hall Terrace.

Federal 1028,
Late with the distinguished specialists, Dr. T. B. Sheffield, D. H. E. Van Horne, New York: -

TELEPHONES : 2

—— e - .

ASTOR-FLUID

Registered—A delightfully refreshing prepara-
tion for the hair. Should be useddaily. Keeps
the scalp healthy, prevents dandruff, promotes
the growth. A perfect hair dressing for the
family, 25c. per battle.

HENRY R. GRAY, Chemist,
+ 122 St, Lawrence Main Street,

MIVEWLNOR 300138 JOTATX #j0dULII I5 O
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CAMERAS for AMATEURS!

. NEW AND SECOND-HAND.
SNSTRUCTIONS ‘and uso of DAEK XOOX. free to all.

PG~ T

A rare chance to buy at from 10 to 25 per cent. below regular prices.
Write for particulars or any information desired in reference to
Plotography, or better still, call and examine,,

STANDARD DRY PLATE WORKS,
688 crgngStrgqt;"Mon’treal.
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WL NOTIIAN & SON, Photographers, 17 Bleu'ry' Street, MON'TREAXL,

Dealers in PHOTO SUPPLIES, KQDAK CAMERAS, CANADIAN VIEWS, &c.

ALWAYS ORDER G U RD S

GINCER ALE, SODA WATER,
APPLE NECTAR &c., &c.

CITAS. GURD & CO.,, MONTREAL,

oure $22. 50 SOLIb
QUARTERED OAK SIDEBOARD,

QOfl Polish, with a Jarge Bovd Plate. Workman-
ship and material of the best.

RENAUD, KING & PATTERSON,
G52 Crafy Strect,

MOODIE, GRAHAM & CO.

The Universal Warchouse,

IMPORTE2S AND GENERAL DEALERS IN

{hoise froceries, fruits, &s.

2567 ST. CATHERINE STREET,

Corner of MacKay,

MONTREAL.

et

* FEDERAL TELEPHONE 1299.

BELL TELEPHONE 4690.

TO any Mother sending us her name and

address on 2 postal card, we will send
two sample tins of Nestlé’s Milk Food, suffi-
cient for four meals., Nestlé’s Food requires
the addition of water only in its preparation.
The bost and safest dict to protect infants
against Summer Complaints.

Talk with your physician about it.
THOS. LEEMING & CO., Sole Agents,
25 St. Poter St,, Montreal.

AR v

sJ PICOT Pams. Sote PROPRIETOR.

LESSIVE
. PHENIX
|
|

A- DEMERS. C. BRUNET.

Makes Hard Water Soft.
Makes White Olothes Whiter.
Makes Flannels Soft and Olean.
Makes Fruit Stains Vanish.

5 Makes Tin Like Silver.

? Makes Paint Like New.

Makes Glassware Brilliant.
'Makes BEarthenware Spotless.
Makes Windows Like Crystal. - ,
Makes Baths and Sinks Olean ‘;

DRAPEAU, SAVIGHAG & GO,
Tiapmiths, Phunbers, o,

140 ST. LAWRENCE MAIN STREET,

; and Bright.

. THE ONLY ARTICLE THAT WILL | MONTREAL.

g CLEAN ZINC. .

For sale by Grocers and Druggists Everywhere

N ) D U, SavigNac & Co. undertake all kind

} __ FACTORY IN MONTREAL. % of “'ngﬂ"}uch ;::lghl::', Tin 1,.3"(,‘:'1;‘:;:.:2(; Sheet
ron Koofing, also repamng at very modesate pnces

: EVANS & SONS, SOLE AGENTS. N SrectaLty —~Fitung up and repairing hot water

Lesrem i AN N AAAS A Ammy A5 | and steam Furnaces.

R. SUMMERHAYES,

c’ N .
gltutngr<1p11£1.,
ALL STYLES OF PHOTOS. THE VERY FINEST FINISH.
Children’s Pictures a Specialty.

Thé Canada Sugar Refining Co.

1 Blourg Street,

(Limited),
MONTREAL.

Finest Sugar Syrups in 8 and 2 Ib. tins; very superior
in purity, consistency and flavour; an excellent substitute
for butter, preserves, etc.

Lump or Loaf Shgar of very finest quality in 5-lb. boxes.

FEATHERSTON'S

A. M. FEATHERSTON 1 ST.L.AWRENCE MAIN STREZET & 2243 ST. CATHERINE STREET, MONTREAL

$ 3 o o Guaranteed equal to any four dollar shoe imported.
King’s calf; whole foxing: solid stock : three
widths. Delivesed 10 any" express office In

SHO E‘ Canada at 8$3.2%. Send {or a pair.
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