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RECREATION IN THE HOME.

As the long winter evenings have
come again, a few remarks may fitting-
ly be made on the subject of home re-
creation. There is something agree-
able at all times in the thought of
pastimes, especially when linked with
the precious word Home. The enjoy-
ments which are there indulged in are
usually more simple in nature, more
innocent and domestic in character
than any others.

Viewed from another standpoint,
their influence is physically and morally
healthful, refining, softening, cheering.
They are calculated to develop the
intellect, strengthening the powers of
thought, quickening the wit, and
facilitating expression.

They exercise an important influence
also in producing happiness and har-
mony in the home circle. It may
sometimes happen that differing views
among the members of the family, on
some point where all feel strongly, give
rise to excited debate; words are
spoken, expressions used and feelings
called forth, which mar the perfect con-
cord that should ever exist in that
““ kingdom of the heart ”—Home. At
such moments, or to avoid such occur-
rences, some sprightly jest or game,

pleasantly introduced, will bind all the
members in one by the bond of a com-
mon enjoyment—occupy interest and
please.

Each member has an influence in
the circle of his own home, and it is
his and her duty to exert it, that as a
well known writer has quaintly ex-
pressed it, the other members may
““want and wish your pleasant presence
still.”

Indoor amusements affect directly
the mind more than the body, but the
mind in turn reacts beneficially upon
the body. The mind, after a prolonged
strain, like a tightly-strung bow, should
be unbent for a short time, and some
light game, combining if possible, phy-
sical and mental amusement, will be of
infinite service.

The importance of exercise is well
understood by the people of Great
Britain, and the number of hale and
hearty men of advanced age to be seen
in the British Parliament bears evidence
to the resulting benefits of such a mode
of life.

Depend upon it, the body will right
itself at last! The great law of com-
pensation runs through all life, and in
these days of hurry the fact cannot be
too strongly pressed home that no one
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€an violate the duty of pPreserving
bodily health fo, the sake of acquiring
Wealth or eyep for menta) attainments,
Without ﬁnding~~perhaps too late — pjg
fatal errop in so doing,

The hope that 5 chance worqg of ours
may haye Some influence on mothers
who wish for their sons » long and gjs.
tinguisheq career of actjye usefulness,
leads g o urge the necessity for
greater regarg for home recreations,

ures have 4 80od influence,
laugh s often more useful thap any
Mmedicine, ang everything which Creates
innocent enjoyment has an important
bearing upon the young,

We would therefore Specially urge

Promoting the Mmoral apqg physical
health of their children ang keeping
their hearts centered in the enjoyment
of domestic life,

Jade is 5 very rare and valuable king of flint
or stone, found in the rivers of China, ang
held in 8reat reverence by the Chinese, wh, 2
law-giver, Confucms, called it the emblem of
all virtyes, It is so hard tha ;4 will chip
steel,

room which, may be Wanted, is a greay
art, and worth Study, for j¢ is a Mmatter
of Practice, not theory ; ang of scrupy,.
lous attention to details, sych as leaving
air space below, having dry wood, and
Paper which byrpg clean ang does not
choke the fire with Stuffy agh,

—_—

A series ofinvesligalio made by M, Lugene
Mesnard indicates that Jj €Xerts a mechanjcq]
action that plays an important part in the emission
of perfume by flowers, The in(ensi!y of the per.
fume of 5 ﬂowar, according o our au!horily. de-
pends upon the €quilibriyp, that jg established
every hour in the day between the pressure of the
water in the cells, which tend to extenq outward
the perfumes contained in the Plant skipn, and the
action of light, which OPPposes this effor,

In order to enjoy the Present, it is Necessary
to be intent jp the present, To be doing one
thing and thinking of another jg avery unsatijs.

factory mode of Spending [ife, Some people

inferior Persons and inferior things, than 0 be
indifferent With the beg;, A Principal cause

are not fitted, and ¢, which, consequently, we
are not in reality inclined, This folly Pervades

founda!ion of the world's Opinion, instead of
being, with regard to others, each oyr own
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SEA SCENES OF LONG AGO

The following description of an en-
counter with pirates in the old days be-
fore steamships displaced sailing ves-
sels is interesting :

On a beautiful Sunday evening, after
prayers had been said on board the
Hector, a merchant vessel bound for
Jamaica, the crew and passengers con-
tinued to lounge upon deck, in order
apparently to enjoy the tranquility, it
not the beauty of the scene, which har-
monized remarkably well with the char-
acter of the day. We were now among
the Lesser Antilles ; and both for this
reason and the fact that slavers and
pirates were then very numerous in the
Caribbean Sea, we were obliged always
to keep a sharp look-out, more espec-
ially at sundown. To take a minute
survey of the horizon was the regular
habit of the captain hefore the expiring
of the short twilight, but on this oc-
casion not a speck of any description
whatever was visible. With the day-
light the wind also died completely
away ; but, in case of sudden squalls
during the night, our studding and a
great part of the other sails were clewed
up, and all ‘‘ made snug aloft,” to use
the technical phrase. It might be
about two hours after sunset, but the
greater portion of the passengers were
still on deck, amused by the efforts of
some of the crew to catch a number of
those heavy, sluggish birds appropriat-
ely termed boobies, which had settled
on different parts of the rigging, and
were there snoozing without the slight-
est apprehension of danger. One of

o

the men had for this purpose crawled
forward, almost to the extremity of the
yard-arm, and was in the very act of
putting his hand upon a slumbering
captive, when we saw him suddenly
look up, shade his eyes with his hand
for a moment, then hear him exclaim
in a loud voice : ** A sail on the star-
board-quarter ! ”

‘“‘Impossible ! " responded the mate,
whose watch it was.

“It’s true, howsomever, sir,” said
the man, after another long and steady
look ; *“though I cannot guess what
she is, unless the Flying Dutchman !”
and he began to descend the rigging
with evident symptoms of trepidation,
leaving the booby in undisturbed en-
joyment of his nap.

All now crowded to the side of the
vessel ; and true it was, that in a few
minutes we could perceive, between us
and the sky, the tall spar of a vessel,
which, by the night-glass, was made
out to be a schooner. She was at
about half a mile’s distance from us,
and by the way in which her royals
were set, appeared to be standing right
across our fore-foot. The circum-
stance seemed absolutely incredible.
Scarcely one puff of wind had lifted our
sails since long before sunset, and by
the log it was seen that we could not
have been advancing above half a mile
an hour : yet there lay the strange ves-
sel come whence or how she may. Nota
whisper was heard amongst us. Our
captain, standing in the waist, in order
to bring the strange vessel more clearly
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betwixt him apg the sky, remained
silent, gazing anxiously through hjs
night-glass, At last he observed :

it is as wel| to be Prepared—she [ooks
suspicious, It the guns pe shotted,
Mr, Clarke, ang call up a1 hands to
quarters, Bring her head up to the

hecessitated to pe as well prepared for
the battle a5 tor the breeze,
were thrown open, and the carronades
(then recently introduced. fun out; and
the men Stood in €Xpectation, or ,¢
least in evident hopes, of an approach-.
ing conflict, The suspicious-looking
vessel, hawever, Seemed to haye no
hostile Purpose in view; she disappeareq

pointed, Byt the captain appeared far
from satisfied ; pe paced along the
deck, silent anq thoughtful; and al.
though the men were ordered down to
their hammocks, he himself remained
on deck, and with five of Six of the
most vigilant of the crew, kept a cop-
tinual look-out towards a|| points of the
compass,

And the resyl¢ proved the prudence
of this Watchfulness, |, less than an
hour, the Cry was beard: « 4 sail on

the larboarg bow ! anqg an eyes were

Was a schooner, and from some pecu-
liarity in her rigging, the captain pro-
hounced her to pe the same we had
before seen, Strange to tell, she ap-
peared to be bearing right down upon
our quarter, although no alteration in
had occurreqd with us!
Her royals, as before, Seemed filled,

an immediate Piping-up amongst the
crew.  Several of the passengers also

few cable-lengths of us, when she syd.
As she wag within

know her Name,
A confused and unintelligible
jabbering, but which from the sound
Seemed to be in 4 barbaroys Portuguese
idiom,
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Iost sight of. There was no doubt as
to her being one of the noted piratical
vessels which carried on this nefarious
traffic between the Spanish main and
those islands, chiefly Cuba and St.
Domingo, where they had their haunts.
They were built expressly for the pur-
pose, with low hulls and immensely
long spars, fitted to catch whatever
current of wind might be prevailing in
the upper regions of the atmosphere,
and which the less elevated sails of
other vessels might fail to reach.
Some of their hulls, I was also told,
were so constructed that, by turning
certain screws, the sea could be allowed
to rush into their false keels or bottoms,
by which their speed was accelerated in
an amazing degree. All this to me ap-
peared extraordinary at the time, but I
afterwards had practical reasons for
knowing the truth of the information.

As may be imagined, we continued
on the alert during the night, but heard
no more of the strange schooner.
Dawn was fast approaching, when our
attention was once more aroused by
the flash, followed by the report, of a
gun right ahead ot us. From the loud-
ness of the explosion, as well as the
rapidity with which it followed the
flash, it was easy to perceive that the
vessel could be at no great distance,
as well as that she must be a large
man-of-war. After a few minutes’ in-
terval, another shot boomed along the
deep, rapidly succeeded by several
others of the same formidable loudness.
At length these were replied to by other
guns evidently ot less calibre, and pro-
ceeding from a different quarter.

““ They are at it !—they are at it!”
now for the first time shouted our
skipper, who had served his time, and
held a lieutenant’s commission in the

royal navy ; *‘I'll stake my lite, some
of our cruisers have taken the pirate in
tow ! Will she do nothing? " —(to the
man at the wheel, for we were still
completely becalmed)-—*‘* What would
I not give, were it but to have a view
of them?”

** She minds the helm no more than
if she were a brute beast !’ responded
the helmsman in a tone and key in
happy sympathy with our captain’s im-
patient query, while he kept rocking
from foot to foot with the rapidity of a
stop-watch mainspring.

It is impossible to describe the ex-
citement which prevailed amongst the
crew, most of whom were old man-of-
war’s men. After some time, the sound
ot the large guns entirely ceased, while
that of the smaller ones incessantly
continued—implying, as was natural to
suppose, that the latter had silenced
the others, and that the crew of the
supposed pirate were following up their
advantage. At this crisis, a deputation
of about twenty of our crew came aft,
and entreated the captain’s permission
to hoist out a couple of boats, and allow
them to pull to the scene of action.
But the skipper understood his duty
too well to give way to the enthusiasm
of his men, although evidently gratified
at their disinterested courage.

Morning at length dawned, and the
nature of the conflict became distinctly
visible, as also that the island of St.
Domingo was about two leagues to
leeward of us. A British frigate lay
about a mile ahead of us, with the
national flag drooping from the mizen-
peak, but without any other rag upon
her spars. At about two miles’ dis-
tance was the identical schooner that
had alarmed us so much during the
night, her long mainmast being entirely
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bare excepting her royals, which, how-
ever, were now entirely useless, as not
a breath of ajr lifted them. Byt long
Sweeps had been put in requisition, and
were every moment increasing the dis-
tance betwixt her and her assailant,
The latter, however, had got out the
jolly-boat, which, with acouple of large
swivels fixed on her bows, maintained
a running-fight with the enemy, who
might easily have destroyed her, had
not the necessity ot escape been so im-
minent. The shot of the gallant little
boat’s crew, although obliged to main-
tain a cautious distance, was evidently
telling, as appeared by the shattered
rigging of the schooner, which was
making desperate exertions to get
within influence of the land breeze,
There has seldom, if ever, been any
situation so:tantalizing as was that of
all parties on this exciting occasion.
The pursuers could gain nothing on the
fugitives ; the latter could make but
the most inefficacious efforts at escape;
and we, the onlookers, were compelled
to witness what passed in still more
provoking inactivity. Fortune at last
seemed to declare in favor of the cause
of humanity and justice, Cat’s-paws,
the forerunners of the trade-wind, be-
gan to creep in from the south-east,
lifting the sails (which were now invit-
ingly spread out) of the frigate and our
own vessel, while the land-breeze pro-
portionately retired ; and shortly the
former came on slowly and steadily,
bearing us towards our prize—as we
now regarded her. When this change
of weather became perceptible to the
crew of the schooner, a most extraordi-
nary scene took place. In less time
than I can take to describe the act,
about half-a-dozen canoes, each capable
of carrying not more than three persons,

were lowered down from the schooner,
and all began to pull towards the shore,
although in many different directions $
the latter being an expedient to distract
any attempt to pursue them,

““ Saw ever mortal eyes anything to
match that ! cried our captain, after
a long pause of astonishment. ¢ The
cowardly villains, that would not stand
one broadside for that trim piece of
craft ! But I am cheated if they have
left her worth the trouble of boarding.,
Bear off from her—bear off from her 1"
—he continued to the helmsman ;
‘“ there’s mischief in her yet, I tell
you.” And his words were fearfully
verified almost as soon as spoken.
First a thin blue smoke shot upwards
from the hold of the schooner ; next
moment a fierce blood-red fire blazed
through between every seam of her
hull ; the tall mast seemed absolutely
to shoot up into the ajr like an arrow,
and an explosion followed SO tremen-
dous—so more terribly loud than any-
thing I had ever listened to, that it
seemed as if the ribs of nature herself
were rending asunder. Qur ship
reeled with the shock, and was for a
few seconds obstructed in her course,
in a manner which I can only liken to
what takes place in getting over a
coral reef. When the smoke cleared
away, not a vestige of the late schooner
was to be seen, except a few shattered
and blackened planks. But the des-
truction, unfortunately, did not stop
here. It was evident that the explosion
had taken place sooner than the pirates
themselves had expected. Three of
the canoes were Swamped by the force
of the concussion; and the same thing,
if not far worse, had happened to the
boat which carried the gallant little
band of pursuers, who had incautiously

L T T
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pulled hard for the schooner as soon as
she had been abandoned, instigated at
once by the love of fame and prize-
money. Boats were instantly lowered,
both from our ship and the war frigate,
in order to save, if possible, the lives of
the brave fellows ; but the whole had
probably been stunned, if not killed,
by the explosion, and only two corpses
out of the eight were found floating
about. At this spectacle, as well as at
the destruction of the prize, which was
looked upon as a most unfair and un-
warrantable proceeding, the fury of the
men knew no bounds; and although
few of them had arms, either offensive
or defensive, the whole fleet of boats
began to pull after the tugitives with a
speed that threatened more accidents
than had yet befallen. But the sur-
viving canoes, which skimmed along
the ocean like flying-fish, were too
speedy for their pursuers; and the
latter only succeeded in picking up
three captives belonging to the canoes

which had sunk, including, as luck
would have it, the commander of the
late piratical vessel. It was with diffi-
culty that the men were restrained
from taking immediate vengeance on
the persons of the captive wretches,
but they were at length securely lodged
on board the frigate, which, as well as
ourselves (who were extremely glad of
such a consort), stood away for Port-
Royal with all sails set, where, on the
second day thereafter, we arrived about
noon, the frigate there coming to
an anchor, while we beat up to King-
ston. We afterwards learned that we
had escaped the menaced attack of the
pirates by their perceiving, through
their night-glasses, the quantity of
muskets and other small-arms handed
up from our hold, as they bore down
on us the second time, as before men-
tioned. In a few days after our

arrival, the wretched captives were
brought to trial, and hung at the yard-
arm.
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® JAUTHOR o
® | THE PRISONER of
9(ZENDA ECT £y,

utiful lady though j¢ were. They 5ay you know
of a royg] house ip Europe anq bad  what love g, Is this Joyes?
found nope to equal Qgry Therefore ‘“‘There are many formg of love,
the prince came to Strelsan with a Smiled the king, ““This ig such love g

skirts of the City where the public gar. “I' do not cal) it love at all,” gaig
dens now are, for the palace itse)t Was  Osra with 4 popt, )
sacked and burned by the people in the When Prince Ludwig came next day

nsing of 1848, Here Lndwig staid to see her and told hey with grave cour-
many days, coming every day to the tesy that hijg Pleasure lay in doing hey
king’s Ppalace to pay his respects to the will, she broke out: '

king ang queen and tq make hig court “I had rather jg lay in Watching my
to the princess, hing Kudoit paqg re-  face,”” apq then, ashamed, ghe turned
ceived him witp, the utmost friendship away from him,

and wag, for reasons of stqte then of He seemeq 8rieved ang hurt gt her
great moment, py; 1OW of vanigheq jy,. Words, and it wag With a sigh that he
terest, ag eager for the Match ag wage said, “‘My Jife shall be givey to giving
the king of Glottenberg himsgelf, anq je you joy.*’

&rew very impatient with hig sister She turneq round on him with flugh.
when she hesitated ¢, accept Ludwig’s g cheek anqg trembling lips,

hand, alleging that she felt for by, ne “Yes, but I haq rather it wepe Spent
more than kindly vsteem, ang, what in getting joy from, me,”’

Was as much to the Purpose, that pe He cast down hijg eyes for g moment

felt no more for her, for, although tphe and thep, taking hey hand, kisseq it,
Prince possesgeq most  courteoyg and but she drew it away sharply, anq go
Winning manners anq Was very accop,. that afternoon they parted, he back to
plished both ip leaming and in exer. his Palace, she to her chamber, Where
cises, yet he Was a grave ang pensive she gat asking again, “‘Ig thig loves”

young man, rather Stately thap Jjovial, and crying, ¢He does not know love, ”
and seemed in the Princess’ eyeg (accus-  angq Pausing now apq again before hey
tomed ag they were ¢o catch and check mirror to gk her pictured face why it
ardent glanceg ) to perform his Wooing would not unlock the door of ] e,
more as & duty of his station thap on On another day she would pe me

heart on Account of Jegger men, ghe grew Weary of such Wooing and Joyeq
8Tew grave anq troubled, anq she saiq to be easy anq merry, for thus ghe hoped
to the king: to sting him, go that he would eithey

“‘Prother, jg this love? For I haq as disclose more warmth or forsake alto.
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gether his pursuits. But he made many
apologies, blaming nature that had
made him grave, but assuring her of
his deep affection and respect.

‘‘Affection and respect!’’ murmured
Osra, with a little toss of her head.
‘‘Ob, that I had not been born a prin-
cess!” And yet, though she did not love
him, she thought him a very nobie gen-
tleman and trusted to his honor and
sincerity in everything. Therefore
when he still persisted and Rudolf and
the queen urged her, telling her (the
king mockingly, the queen with a touch
of sadness) that she must not look tc
find in this world such love as romantic
girls dreamed of, at last she yielded, and
she told her brother that she would
marry Prince Ludwig, yet for a little
while she would not have the news pro-
claimed. So Rudolf went, alone and
privately, to the White palace and said
to Ludwig:

““Cousin, you have won the fairest
lady in the world. Behold, her brother
says it!”’

Prince Ludwig bowed low, and tak-
ing the king’s hand pressed it, thanking
him for his help and approval and ex-
pressing himself as most grateful for
the boon of the princess’ favor.

“And will you not come with me
and find her?’’ cried the king, with a
merry look.

‘I have urgent business now,’’ an-
swered Ludwig. ‘‘Beg the princess to
forgive me. This afternoon I will crave
the honor of waiting on her with my
humble gratitude. "’

King Rudolf looked at him, a smile
curling on his lips, and he said in one
of his gusts of impatience:

‘‘By heaven, is there another man in
the world who would talk of gratitude
and business and the afternoon when
Osra of Strelsau sat waiting for him?'’

‘I mean no discourtesy,’’ protested
Ludwig, taking the king’s arm and
glancing at him with most friendly
eyes. ‘‘Indeed, dear friend, I am re-
joiced and honored. But this business
of wine wili not wait.”

So the king, frowning and grum-
bling and laughing, went back alone
and told the princess that the happy
wooer was most grateful and would
come after his business was transacted
that afternoon. But Osra, having given
ber hand, would now admit no fault in
the man she had cl.osen, and thanked
the king for the message with great dig-

nity. Then the king came to her, and,
sitting down by her, stroked her hair,
saying softly:

‘““You have had many lovers, Sister
Osra, and now comes a husband. "’

““Yes, now a husband,’’ she murmur-
ed, catching swiftly at his hand, and
her voice was half caught in a sudden
sob.

“So goes the world—our world,”
said the king, knitticg his brows and
seeming to fall for a moment into a sad
reverie,

« I am frightened,”” she whispered.
‘‘Should I be frightened if I loved
him?”’

‘I have been told so,”’ said the king,
emiling again, ‘‘But the fear has a way
of being mastered then.’’ And he drew
ker to him and gave her a hearty broth-
er's kiss, telling her to take heart.
‘‘You’ll thaw the fellow out,’’ said the
king, ‘‘though I grant youm he is icy
encugh,” for the king himself had
Leen by no means what he called an icy
man.

Bu! Oera was not satisfied and sought
to assuage the pain of her heart by
adorning herself most carefully for the
prince’s coming, hoping to fire him to
love, for she thought that if he loved
she might, although since he did not
shé could not. And surely he did not,
or all the tales of love were false. Thus
she came to receive him very magnifi-
ceutly arrayed. There was a flush on
her cheek and an uncertain, expectant,
fearful look in her eyes, and thus she
stood before him as he fell on his knee
and kissed her hand. Then he rose and
declared his thanks and promised his
devotion, but as he spoke the flush faded,
and the light died from her eyes, and
when at last he drew near to her and
offered to kiss her cheek her eyes were
dead and her face pale and cold as she
suffered him to touch it. He was con-
tent to touch it but once and seemed
not to know how cold it was, and so,
after more talk of his father’s pleasure
and his pride, he took his leave, prom-
ising to come again the next day. She
ran to the window when the door was
closed on him, and thence watched him
mount his horse and ride away slowly,
with his head bent and his eyes down-
cast, yet he was a noble gentleman,
stately and handsomre, kind and true.
The tears came suddenly into her eyes
and blurred her sight as she leaned
watching from behind the banging cur-
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tains of the window, Though sne dash-
ed them angrily away, they came again
and ran dowp her pale, cold cheeks,
mourning the golden vigion that seem.
ed gone without fulfillment,

That evening there came a gentleman
from the Prince of Glottonberg, carry-
ing most humble excuses from his mas.

said he, shoulq have kept him from her
side.  There followed gome
Phrases, scantily worded and frigid in
an assumed passion, But Osra smiled
8raciously and gent back a message,
readily accepting all that the prince
urged in excuse, ang she told what had
passed to the king with her head high
in the ajr and a careless h:m;.-htiuess,
80 that even the king did not rally her

With the queen and him, for they were
setting out for Zenda, where the king
Was to hunt in the forest, and she could
ride some part of the way with them
and return ip the evening, And she,
Wishing that ghe had sent firsg to the
Prince to bid him not come, agreed to
80 with her brother, It was better far
to go than to wait at home for 4 lover
who wounld not come,

Thus the next morning they rode out,
the king anq queen with thejp retinue,

Wwas greatly attacheq to her and most
Jjealous in Praise and admiration of her,
This tellow had taken on himself to pe
Very angry with Prince Ludwig’s colq.
ness, but dareq say nothing of it, yet,

to the city, Alone she rode, her ming
ful® of saq thoughts, while Christian
L hind sti]] wore his malicious smile,

But Presently, although she had not
commanded him, he quickened hig pace
and came up to her side, relying on the
favor which she always showed him for
excuse,

‘“Well, Christian,’’ gaiq she, “have
you something to say to me?"’

For answer he Pointed to a gmal]
house that stood among the trees some
way from the road, and he said:

“If T were Ludwig and not Chrig.
tian, yet I would be here where Chrig.
tian is and no there, where Ludwig jg,
and he pointedq 5till at the houge,

She faced round on him jn anger ag
bis daring to speak to her of the prince,
but he was a bolq fellow and wonlq not
be silenced now that he had begun to
Speak. He knew also that ghe would
bear much from him, Sohe leaned over
toward her, saying:

‘‘By your bounty, madame, I have
money, and he who has money can get

“I do not know why you shoulq spy
on the prince,’’ said Osra, ‘“‘ang I do

win what wag above hig reach, partly
in an honest anger that she, whom he
worshiped, shoulq be treated lightly by
another, and he forced her to hear what
he had learneq from the 808sip of the
Prince’s &room, telling it to hey in hintg
and half spoken Sentences, yet so plain-
ly that she could not migg the drift of
it. She rode the faster toward Strelsau,
at first answering nothing, but at ]agt
she turneq upon him fiercely, saying
that he told g lie, and that ghe knew it
Was a lie, since ghe knew where the
Prince was and What business had taken
im away, and she commanded Chris.
tian to be silent and to speak neither to
her nor to any one else of his false sus-
picions, and she bade him very harshly
to fall back anqd ride behind her again,
Which he dig, sullen, yet satisfied, for
bhe knew that hig arrow had gone home,
On she rode, with her cheeks aflame and
her heart beating, unti] she came to
Strelsau, and having arrived at the pal-
ace ran to her owp bedroom and flung
herself on the bed.
Here for an hoyr she lay; then, it be-
ing about 6 o’clock, she sat up, pushing

R
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her disordered hair back from her hot,
aching brow, for an agony of humilia-
tion came upon her and a fury of re-
sentment against the prince, whose
coldness seemed now to need no more
explanation. Yet she could hardly be-
lieve what she had been told of him,
for though she had not loved him she
had accorded to him her full trust. Ris-
ing, she paced in pain about the room.
She could not rest, and she cried out in
longing that her brother were there to
aid her and find out the truth for her.
But he was away, and she had none to
whom she could turn. So she strove to
master her anger and endure her sus-
pense till the next day, but they were
too strong for her, and she cried: ‘‘I
will go myself. I cannot sleep till I
know. Butl cannot go alone. Who will
go with me?”’ And she knew of none,
for she would not take Christian with
her, and she shrank from speaking of
the matter to any of the gentlemen of
the court. And yet she must know. But
at last she sprang up from the chair in-
to which she had sunk despondently,
exclaiming:

“He is a gentleman and my friend.
He will go with me.”” And she sent
hastily for the bishop of Modenstein,
who was then in Strelsau, bidding him
come dressed for riding and with a
sword and the best horse in his stables.
And the bishop came equipped as she
bade him and in very great wonder.
But when she told him what she want-
ed and what Christian had made known
to her he grew grave, saying that they
must wait and consult the king when
he returned.

“I will not wait an hour,*’ she cried.
“] cannot wait an Lour.”

““Then I will ride and bring you
word. You must not go,’’ he urged.

“Nay, if I go alone I will go,”’ said
she. *‘‘Yes, I will go, and myself fling
his falseness in his teeth. "’

Finding her thus resolved, the bishop
knew that he could not turn her, so,
leaving her to prepare herself, he sought
Christian Hantz  and charged him to
bring three horses to the most private
gate of the palace, that opened in a lit-
tle bystreet. Here Christian waited for
them with the horses, and they cime
presently, the bishop wearing a great
slonched hat and swaggering like a roist-
ering trooper, while Osra was closely
veiled. The bishop again imposed secre-
¢y on Christian, and then they both, be-
ng mounted, said to Osra, ‘‘If you will,

then, madame, come,’’ and thus they
vnde secretly out of the city about 7
y'clock in the evening, the gate ward-
ws opening the gate at sight of royal
arms on Osra’s ring, which she gave to
the bishop in order that he might show
it.

In silence they rode a long way, go-
ing at a great speed. Osra's face was
set and rigia, for she felt now no shame
at herself for going or any fear of
what she might find, but the injury to
her pride swallowed every other feeling,
and at last she said in short, sharp

“Well, Christtan,” sald she, ‘have you
something to say to mef”’

words to the bishop of Modenstein,
having suddenly thrown the veil back
from her face:

¢“‘He shall not live if it prove true.”

The bishop shook his head. His pro-
fession was peace, yet his blood alsc
was hot against the man who had put a
slight on Princess Osra.

“The king must know of it,’’ he said.

“The king! The king is not here to-
night,’’ said Osra, and she pricked hex
horse and set him at a gallop. The
moon, breaking suddenly in brightness
from behind a cloud, showed the bishop
her face. Then she put out her hand
and caught him by the arm, whisper-
ing, ‘‘Are you my friend?"’
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““Yes, madame, " gaig he. She knew  of princes, Stand asidey And before
well that pe Was her friepq. the chamber]giy, could make up hie
“Kill him for me, then! Kij him fo, mind whyt ¢q do Osra haq Passed by
me)’’ bim, apq the bishop hag followeq her,
“I canno kil him, said the bishop, Fimh'ug themse]yeg in g narrow pag.
“y Pray God jt may prove untrye, Bage, they made oqt by the dim light of
“You ave 10t my frieng if yon will a lamp o flight of Stairs that ¥ose from
DOt kill iy, » #aid Osra, anq she tum. the farthest end of it, The bishop trieq
her face 8Way and roge yet more tq bass the pruw(-ss_, but ghe motioneq
quickly, him pye and waljeq SWiftly to the

b a2 it Stairs, I silent Speed they mounteq
t]e‘}ﬁn]z::tttlif{ s(t‘:gliel::o]i’f::noib;br(:):dt, til] they haq reached the top of the firgt
and there Was a light iy one of the up- stage, ang facing them, eight op ten
Per windows, Tje bishop hearq g Short  Steps farghep up, wasa door. By ghe
Basp break from Osra’s lips, anq she door stooq & groom, Thjg w‘us .th(.v man
pointed wity, hex whip to the Windoy, \\:ho had rr(-n(-h(-xlmusly told'(,hnntlun of

oW his owp breath came quick and his Master’sy dmup,w, but w en he saw
fast, anq Prayed to God that he sudden]y What haq come of hig disloy.
mlg;lt Temember pig sacred charactey al (-hamuug the fellow Went white g

and his VOWS, and pot be led ingo great a ghost anq came tottering jy, Stealthy
and deud]y sin at the biddiug of that m.lvn.('e dnw.u the Stairs, hig finger on
Proud, bitter face, and pe clincheq pjs 1'1,(1): i]’(""w f‘h‘;g’” ’;')}t;(-t:'"::v??]?tizuogggé
11: ft hand and struck his foreheag b to him, His only th(fught Was to escy

i S 800n gg he might, g he Passed them,
tho vonmes ey that feq g 0t O i, o PO alsy g gt
Here, baviug dismounted and tieq their lain, Who stoog dazeq gt the houge door,

‘ s . e .
horses to tpq Batepost they gtooq an ip. :l?ed 1?;’0 sappe tmgzl(lmjt;:ctlyog) r:éli‘;:’?ig
m}?ﬁ’(,: ndeOsra Iagnm v.e:]]«-d b(:r’ f:w;" Thus the rogue vanished, anq What be.
plored e go a oue, ma Ame,”” he im. came of hiy, 110 one knew oy cared, He

“Give me ¥our sworq and I wi) 80 showeq pjg face no iore at Glottenberg
’ e 4 or Strelsay,

nl?nfei;re'sh:;)ea;ns;:r';:g path,* gaiq the “Hark| Tb".e Are vm.‘."'.s'” Whispereq
bishop, apnq he led the Way by the moon. :)lf;:o ::*rtl‘:((:a dblil:“:i];mt'::%g :::;;‘ 1 bm:;_i
light that broke fitfully here 49 there tonlem ’ -
through the treeg, S .

e 84l s it g B 0, 7 e o
mine,” ghe Whispereq, « Yet knew 4 4

: : " Voice of g Woman, Qgry'g 8lance g her
th’ﬁ]:t;)i;;]onot ]3:‘“‘ X:-lre.n DSWer. She  COMpanion to)q bim  that ghe knew a5
looked for ngnx::u d . did 3(; k:m“: the Wwell as he whoge the map ' Voice wag,

! U “ : T
she spoke the bitternegg of her heart iy bet“{(t»ol: t‘x]'g:, tt(h::l"' s‘)‘);lbre&to}:]ed ir:O?sl
words that pe could hegy, He boweq . ' Y ’

"l
hig heaq and prayeq again for pep and m'z;]. _ . " k but
for bimsel!, for he had found hijg hang 1'0 vmz?mn " vome. “Poke now, by
gr!'pping the hilg of his sword, Ang the words were not HU(ll}Jll'.. Then came
thus, side by side now, they came to the Prince’s, “Forevvr, n life op death,
the cioor of the houge an:i Baw a gentle. apart (’xr tORP”HT, forever, But t}_:e
1040 standing jn gy, of the door, still,  Woman’g foower came o more in
but Watchfy]), And Ogrg knew that he words, but jp dpp'f’ low, .pxmsmna.tn
Was the Prince’s chamborlain 8obs that Struck thejp €ars like the dis-

When the chamber]ain saw" them, he tant cry of Some bryte Creature iy pain
; ’ thutitcannnt understang, Yet Osra’g

started vjo), ntly anq clapped g hand to ; 3 ¢ ld, and }, li
his sword, py Osra flung pep veil op Aot 28 stern ang cq g T’" er lips

n + bishop'g look of pit,
laoronk]e;s th(l;s:av;;ed at f ed::;;;:;;’rizg Come, ot Us end jt,» g id she, and
half drew hig sword With a fipy, 8tep she began to moung

“This magter I too RTeat for you,  the styirs that luy between them and
8ir, " gaid the bishop, «jt jg 4 Quarre]  the door,
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Yet once again they paused outside
the door, for it seemed as though the
princess could not choose but listen to
the passionate words of love that pierced
her ears like knives, yet they were all
rad, speaking of renunciation, not hap-
piness. But at last she heard her own
name; then with a sudden start she
caught the bishop’s hands, for she could
not listen longer. And she staggered
and reeled as she whispered to him:
““The dcor, the door. Open the door.’’

The bishop, his right hand being
across his body and resting on the hilt
of his sword, Inid his left upon the han-
dle of the door and turned it. Then he
flung the door wide open, and at that
instunt Osra sprang past him, her eyes
gleaming like flames from her deaa
white face. And she stood rigid oun the
threshold of the room, with the bishop
by her side.

In the middle of the room stood the
Prince of Glottenberg, and, strained in
close embrace, clinging to him, support-
ed by his arms, with head buried in
his breast, was a girl of slight and
slender figure, graceful, though not tall,
and her body was still shaken by con-
tinued struggling sobs. The prince held
Ler there as though against the world,
but raised his head and looked at the
intruders with a grave, sad air. There
was no shame on his face and hardly
surprise. Presently he took ome arm
from about the lady, and, raising it, mo-
tioned to them to be still. Osra took
one step forward toward where the pair
stoed. The bishop caught her sleeve,
but she shook him off. The lady looked
up into the prince’s face. With a sud-
dcn, startled cry she clutched him
cleser and turned a terrified face over
her shoulder. Then she moaned in
great fear, and reeling full against the
prince would have sunk to the ground
if he bhad not upheld her, and her eyes
closed and her lids drooped as she
swooned away. But the princess smiled,
and drawing herself up to her full
height stocd watching while Ludwig
bore the lady to a couch and laid her
there. Then when he came back and
faced her she asked coldly and slowly:

*“Who is this woman, sir? Or is she
one of those that have no names?’’

The prince sprang forward, a sudden
anger in his eyes. He raised his hand
as if he would have pressed it across
her scornful mouth and kept back her
bitter words. But she did not flinch,
and, pointing at him with her finger,

she cried to the Lishop ina ringing
voice:

““Kill him, my lord, kill him!"*

And the sword of the bishop of Mo-
denstein was half way out of the scab-
bard.

‘I would to God, my lord,’’ said the
prince in low, sad tones, ‘‘that God

She stood rigid on the threshold of the
room.

would suffer you to kill me and me to

take death at your hands. But neither

for you nor for me is the blow lawful.

Let me speak to the princess.’”

The bishop still grasped his sword,
for Osra’s fuce and hand still command-
ed him. But at the instant of his hesi-
tation, while the temptation was hot in
him, there came from the couch where
the lady lay a low moan of great pain.
She flung her arms out and turned,
groaning, again on her back, and her
head lay limply over the side of the
couch, The bishop’s eyes met Ludwig’s,
and with a ‘‘God forgive me!’’ he let
the sword slip back, and, springing
across the room, fell on his knees beside
the covch. He broke the gold chain
round his neck and grasped the crucifix
which it carried in one hand, while
with the other he raised the lady’s head,
praying her to open her eyes, before
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Whose closed Jigg he held the sacred im- Thus she resteq till the bishop had per.
age, and he, who haq come 80 near to formed the offico, But when he haq fin-
great sin, pow Prayed softly but fep. ished it he roge from his knees ang
vently for hep life anq God’s pity on came to where Osra wag,

her, for the frailty hep slight form “It was your duty,”” ghe said, “But

showpd could nog Withstand the shock it is none of y, ine,”’

of this trial, . *‘She will not live an hour,”’ gajq he,
- Who is she?* agkeq the princess, *“For she had an affection of the heart,

But Ludwig's eyes bhad  wandereq and this shock has ki]jeq her. Indeed,
back to the couch, and pe answered only: I think ghe was half dead for grief be.-
“My God, it Will kill hery fore we came,

I care not,” gyiq Osra.  But then +'Who is she?” broge again from Qg.
€amo another Jow moan. “T care not, ra’s lips,

8aid the Princess agaip, ““Ah, she jg in ““Come anq hear,” ang the followed
8reat sntfvrm'g. " And her eyes follow- him Obediently, yet unwillingly, to the
ed the prince’s, couch and looked down at the lady. The

here wag silence, save for the lady’s lady looked at her with wondering eyes,
low moans and the whispered Prayers and then ghe smiled faintly, Pressing
of the bishop of Modenstein, But the the prince’s hand ang whispering:
lady opened her €yes, and in ap instant, P

: . 5 ‘Yet she is go beautiful,”” anq ghe
paswering the Summons, the Prince wag seemed now wonderfully happy, so that
by her side, kneeling anq holding her they three a]) Watched her and were .

and very tenderly, anq he met g glance

from the bishop acrogg her prostrate svl:gut:; gilzlhough they were to live and

body. The Prince boweq his head, anq “Now. God
ons o 'burst from hmn... . Princess Osra suddenly, ang she fell op
Cave me alone with her for 4 Jit. her knees beside the couch, crying,

ﬂ(‘, Sl'l'.” Eﬂ]d the bishop, and the "Snroly GOd has pardoned h(’l‘."
Prince, obeying, rose and withdrew in- **Sin she haq none, save what clings

to the ]b"-v of tb(;lwindow, Wh]“,o‘ Osra Sven to the purest in thjg world,”’ gajq
8tood alone near the door by which sho the bishop, “For what she has saiq to

ad entered, me I know to be trye,

Osra answereq nothing, byt gazed ip
questioning gt the Prince, and he, stil|
holding the lady’s hand, began to Speak
in a gentle voice:

‘Do not ask her name, madame, By
from the first hour that we Lknew the
meaning of loye e have loved one an-
other. Ang had the issue resteq in my
hands 1 would have thrown to the
winds all that kept me from her., I re-

» Pardon her 8in,”’ gaid the

still, and colq as though she neither saw
nor heard auything of what passed,
She woulq not pity nor forgive the
Woman, evep if, as they seemeq to

could not be, Madzune, You have askeq
P what love jg, Here ig love, Yet fate ig
Or near: Stronger. Thug I came here to woo, anq

‘‘None, madame, ** said the prince, :
The bishop began the office, anq Osra Sgca;sfflalone, Tesolved to &ive heraelt

stood, dimly hearing the wordg of com- pr "oy
fort, peace and hope, dimly seeing the ﬁlt())w come:ial;’e ll:e_rg thenb? d“tl""..
fmile on the lady’s face, for gradually pe or% and she laj one hand tim-
her eyes clouded with tears, Now her 1dly on the eouch, near the lady, yet so
ears seemed g bear nothing saye the 48 not to touch even her 8arments,

3 She came here,* ho began, but sud-
sad and piteous sobs that had Shaken denly, to their amazement, the lady,

2 who had Seemed dead, with an efforg
neck. But ghe strove_ to drive away her raised hersels on her elboy and spoke

in a Quick, eager Whisper, ag if she
of the idsult thag she had suffered, feared time and strengt) would faj],
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‘““He is a great prince,’’ she said.
‘‘He must be a great king. God means
him for greatness. God forbid that I
should be his ruin! Obh, what a sweet
dream he painted! But praise be to the
blessed saints that kept me strong! Yet
at the last I was weak. I could not live
without another sight of his face, and
80—s0 I came. Next week I am—I was
to take the veil, and I came here to see
him once again. God pardon me for it.
But I could not help it. Ah, madame, I
know you, and I see now your beauty.
Have you known love?”’

*No,’’ said Osra, and she moved her
hand near to the lady’s hand.

““And when he found me here he
prayed me again to do what he asked,
and I was half killed in denying it.
But I prevailed, and we were even then
parting when you came. Why, why did
I come?”” And for a moment her voice
died away in a low, soft moan. But she
made one more effort. Clasping Osra’s
hand in her delicate fingers, she whis-
pered: ‘‘I am going. Be his wife."’

‘‘No, no, no,”’ whispered Osra, her
face now close to the lady’s. *“‘You
must live—you must live and be hap-
py.’”’ And then she kissed the lady’s
lips. The lady put out her arms and
clasped them round Osra’s neck, and
again she *’hispc-red softly in Osra’s
ear. Neither Ludwig nor the bishop
heard what she said, but they heard
only what Osra sobbed. Presently the
lady’s arms relaxed a little in their
hold, and Osra, having kissed her again,
rose and signed to Ludwig to come
nearer, while she, turning, gave her
hand to the bishop, and be led her from
the room, and, finding another room
near, took her in there, where she sat
silent and pale.

Thus half an hour passed. Then the
bishop stole softly out and presently re-
turned, saying:

““God has spared her the long, pain-
ful path and has taken her straight to
his rest.”’

Osra heard him, half in a trance and
as if she did not hear. She did not
know whither he went nor what he did
nor anything that passed, until, as it
seemed after a long while, she looked
up and saw Prince Ludwig standing be-
fore her. He was composed and calm,
but it seemed asif half the life had
gone out of his face. Osra rose slowly
to her feet, supporting herself on an
arm of the chair on which she had sat,

and when she had seen his face she sud-
denly threw herself on the floor at his
feet, crying:

““Forgive me! Forgive me!"’

‘“The guilt is mine,’’ said he, ‘‘for I
did not trust you and did by stealth
what your nobility would have suffered
openly. The guilt is mine.”’ And he
offered to raise her. But she rose un-
aided, asking with choking voice:

““Is she dead?”’

“She is dead,’’ scid the prince, and
Osra, hearing it, covered her face with
her hands and blindly groped her way
back to the chair, where she sat panting
and exhausted.

“To her I have said farewell, and
now, madame, to you. Yet do not think
that I am a man without eyes for your
beauty or a heart to know your worth.
I seemed to you a fool and a churl. I
grieved most bitterly, and I wronged
you bitterly. My excuse for all is now
known. For though you are more beau-
tiful than she, yet true love is no wan-
derer. It gives a beauty that it does not
find and weaves a chain no other
charms can break. Madame, farewell.’’

She looked at him and saw the sad
joy in his eyes, an exultation over whas
bad been, that what was could not de-
stroy, and she knew that the vision was
still with him, though his love was
dead. Suddenly he seemed to her a man
she also might love and for whom
she also, if need be, might gladly die.
Yet not because she loved him, for she
was asking still in wonder, ‘‘What is
this love?’’

‘“‘Madame, farewell,’’ said he again,
and, kneeling before her, he kissed her
hand.

“I carry the body of my love,’”’ he
went on, “back with me to my home,
there to mourn for her, and I shall
come no more to Strelsau.’’

Osra bent her eyes on his face as he
knelt, and presently she said to him in
a whisper that was low, for awe, not
shame:

*“You heard what she bade me do?”’

‘“Yes, madame, I know her wish."”

“And you would do it?’’ she asked.

‘*Madame, my struggle was fought be-
fore she died. But now you know that
my love was not yours.'’

‘“That also I knew before, gir,’’ and a
slight bitter smile came on her face.
But she grew grave again and sat there,
seeming to be pondering, and Prince
Ludwig waited on his knees. Then she
suddenly teaned forward and said:
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“If 1 loved, I Would wait fop you to
love, Now, what is the love that I cap-
not feel?”

‘‘Now, I do dearly Jove you, for J
have seep your love anqg know that you
can love, ayq I think that love must
breed love, go that she Who loves must
in God’s time be loved, yeg She
Paused here, gnq for a moment hid hey
face with ber hang, “Yet I cannot, **
she weng on. “Ig it our Lord Chrigt
Who bids ng take the lower place? I cap.
not take it, *’

The Prince, though in that hour he
could nog think of love, wag yet very

Mudame, I wouldq most taithfnlly
#erve you, anq Jou would be the nearest
and dearest to me of a]] living Women, '

She waiteq awhile; thep she sigheq
heavily and looked iy his face with an
air of wigtfy) longing, and she knjt her
brows ag though ghe Were puzzleq, But
at lagt, lhaking her head, ghe said:

‘It is nog €nough, '’

And with this &he rose apq took him

4 8tood on one side of the body anq
Stretched hep hand oyt to the Prince,
who stood op the other,

*‘See,”” sa.d she. “ghe must be be.
tween ug, '’ And having kissed the dead
face once gphe left the Prince there by

the side of hir_: love, ang herself went

“He does Dot think of me, " ghe gaiq
to the bishop,

“His thoughts are 8till with her,
madame, "’ g answered,

It was 1ate Dight now, and they rode
8SWiftly ang silently along the road to
Strelsan, And on g)) the way they

ity

‘‘Yes, madame, I haye known jt, " an.
Swered tho bishop,

“Yet you are a churchn,ap, »

‘True, madame, * ggjiq he, and he
smiled sadly

She seemeq to consider, fixing her
€yes on his, hyg he turneq his aside,

“‘Could you not myuke me undep-
stand?’’ ghe asked, .

“Your lover when he comes will do
that, madame, ’’ said he, ang 8till he
kept hig eyes turned away.  Yet preg-
ently a faing 8mile curveq her lips, and
she saiq:

“It may be you might fee] g if you
were not g churchmap, But Ido not.
Many men have gajiq they loveq me,
and I haye felt 8omething jp my heart
—but not thig, ** °

“It will come, ”’ gaid the bishop,

*“Does it, then, come to every one?”

0 most,’* he answere(,

‘“Heigho! win it ever come to me?"”
she sighed,

And so they were at home, Anq Osra
was for a long time Very sorrowfn] for
the fate of the lady whom the Prince of
Glottenberg had loved, bug since ghe
saw Lndwig B0 more anq the joy of

would wonder more and more what jt
might be, thig 8reat love thyt the dig
not feel,
“For none will tell Iue, not even ghe
bishop of Modenstein. " Baid she,
THE END,
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MY PLAYMATES.

The wind comes whispering to me of the country green and cool.

Of redwing blackbirds chattering beside a reedy pool ;
It brings me soothing fancies of the homestead on the hill,

And I hear the thrush's evening song and the robin’s morning trill ;
So I fall to thinking tenderly of those I used to know

Where the sassafras and snakeroot and checkerberries grow.

What has become of Ezra Marsh, who lived on Baker's hill ?

And what become of Noble Pratt, whose father kept the mill?
And what become of Lizzie Crum and Anastasia Snell,

And of Roxie Root, who tended school in Boston for a spell ?
They' were the boys and girls who shared my youthful play.

They do not answer to my call? My playmates where are they ?

What has become of Levi and his little brother Joe,
Who lived next door to where we lived some forty years ago ?
I'd like to see the Newton Boys and Quincy Adams Brown,
And Hepsy Hall and Ella Crowles, who spelled the whole school down !
And Gracie Smith, the Cutler boys, Leander Snow and all,

Who I am sure would answer could they only hear my call !

I'd like to see Bill Warner and the Conkey boys again,
And talk about the time we used to wish that we were men !

And one, I shall not name her, could I see her gentle face
And hear her girlish treble in this distant, lonely place !
The flowers and hopes of springtime, they perished long ago,
And the garden where they blossomed is white with winter snow.

O cottage 'neath the maples have you seen those girls and boys,
That but a little while ago made, O ! such pleasant noise ?
O trees and hills and brooks and lanes and meadows, do you know
Where I shall find my little friends of forty years ago?
You see I'm old and weary, and I've travslled long and far;
I am looking for my playmates, I wonder where they are !
—Eugene Field.
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A ZULU NURSERY TALE,
In far-away Zululand the children
like to listen to stories just as they do

other mothers do, tell them nursery
Here is one related in thejr own

They say, who are acquainted with
old wives’ tales, that there was formerly
a great famine, anq besides, there were
not any cattle, A Woman went to dig
in the garden, and there came a bird
which is called the Umvemve (Wagtail).
The woman dug, and went home again,
In the morning she went again to dig.
The new ground which she haq dug
yesterday she could no longer see; she
arrived at the Place, and it was Jjust
like the grass. She said, ““The ground
I dug yesterday, where is it?” speak-
ing to herself, She dug again the
second time. As ghe was digging,
there came the bird and sat op atree in
front of her, and said, "Tshiyo, tshiyo,
tshiyo ! That js the land of my father,
which I haye always refused to allow to
be cultivated, You have acteq in op-
position to me, Little clods, turn back
again! Little seeds, be Scattered in a]|

directions ! Little pick handle, snap to
Pieces ! Little pick, fly off 1 »

The woman went to dig again, she
came; a second time she could no
longer see the ground she had dug the
day before ; it Was now as it used to
be, for the little clods had turned back,

Again she dug. The birg came and
said, ** Tshiyo, tshiyo, tshiyo ! That
is the land of my father, which | have
always refused to allow to be cultivated,
You have acted in opposition to me,
Little clods, turn back again! Little
seeds, be Scattered in g directions !
Little pick handle, Snap to pieces !
Little pick, fly off 1 »

And so it was jp accordance with jts
saying ; the little clods had turned
back again, the little seeds were scat.
tered in g directions, the little pick
handle Shapped to pieces, the little pick
flew off,

The woman went home again to tell
her husbang, She said to him, “Whep
I am digging there s a bird which
comes and says to me, ‘ That is my
father’s land, which I have always re.
fused to allow to be cultivated, You

have acted in opposition to me, Little
clods, turn back again ! Little seeds,
be scattered in all directions ! Little
pick handle, Shap to pieces! Little

pick, fly off 1 And it is as jt says,”
In the morning the Woman went to
dig, first they having devised aplan, to
wit, “ When I am digging you shall
come, husband, to see what the bijrd
says.” The husband followed, and sat
near the woman, in concealment, Ag
the woman was digging, the bird came

raised himself and saw the speaking
He Sprang at

bird. it and drove it




away; the bird fled and the man ran
after it. The bird passed over the hill,
the man passed over also. Hedrove it
without ceasing. At length the bird
was tired and the man caught it. The
bird said, ‘‘ Leave me alone, and I will
make you some whey.” The man said,
‘“ Just make it then, that I may see.”

The bird made it and strained the whey.
It gurgled.’
“Kla, puhlu.” (These are onoma-

topoetic words to indicate the sounds
occasioned respectively by taking off
the stopper of the calabash for the pur-
pose of pouring outthe wheyand that oc-
casioned by pouring out the thick curd.)

The man drank. He also said, “Just
make curds, too.” It make a flopping
noise, ‘“‘Kla Puhlu.” The man ate and
was satisfied, for he had been a long
time hungry, and said, rejoicing, that
he had found a cow. He went home
with it and put it in a pot in his hut,
and luted it down, that his wife and
children might not see it; that it might
be for his own private titbit ; for he
had got it by himself.

The wife went to dig and the husband
went to dig ; both came back again ;
the husband returned when it was
dark. They all lay down to sleep, but
the man did not sleep. He went to the
pot and uncovered it. The bird was
sitting on top. He held it in his hand.
He poured out the amasi (a properly
prepared sour milk) into his vessel and
again put the bird into the pot and
luted it down. He ate the amasi
alone, all the children and their mother
being asleep.

In the morning the man went to cut
poles, and his wife went to dig, and
the children remained alone. But one
of the children had seen his father eat-
ing the amasi alone, and said to the
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other children, ‘‘1 saw father; there

was something which he was eating in

the night, when we were all asleep.

He took the cover off the pot. 1 saw

I was
silent, and said, ¢ There is something
which will take him to a distance, and
then we will eat amasi, for he begrudges
us.”” Then they went to uncover the
pot ; they found the bird sitting on top
of the amasi ; they held it ; they ate,
they ate, they ate, they ate until they
were satisfied. They covered it up
again. The father said, ‘ My children,
what have you been eating to be so
stuffed out?” They said, ** We are
not stuffed out with anything,” deceiv-
ing him. In the night the father did
the same again when they were lying
down. But one of them told a plan
that they should not sleep, but just see
what their father would do. When
they had all lain down the man did as
betore; he opened the pot and ate, and
ate, and then closed it up again. But
his children had seen him, and knew
that he begrudged them food. They
said, ‘“The morning will come, and we
will see if he will not go out.”

In the morning the man departed.
The children went and uncovered the
pot ; when they came the bird was
sitting on the top ; they took it out,
and ate, and ate. The bird slipped
from him who held it, and flew away
with a whir, and stopped at the door-
way. One of the boys, Udemazane by
name, said, ‘‘ Udemane, see father's
bird is going away then!” Udemane
said, ‘‘ Wait a bit, child of my father,
I am in the act of filling my mouth.”
The bird quitted the doorway with a
whir, and stopped outside in the open
space.

Undemazane said again, *‘Unde-
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Mmane, see father’s bird s going away
Undemane said, “ Just waijt a
bit, child of my father, I am in the act
of filling my mouth, » The bird quitted
the open Space with a whir, and pitched
on the fence, Undemazane said the
same words again, The bird at length
flew awéy and departed. That was the
end.

The father returned, At night, when
he thought he was going to get his tit-
bit, he no longer saw the bird, and
there was no longer much amasi left,
He wondered, and called hijs children
and asked, ‘“What has been here at the

Pot?”  The children said, ‘“ We don't
know.” Byt one said, ¢ No, then,
they are deceiving you, father, They

have let go your bird, and it has gone
away. And we have eaten the amas;j
also.” He beat them very much, pun-
ishing them for the loss of hijs tit-bit,
thinking he should now die of famine,
So that was the end.

——

A BOY’S EXPERIENCE WITH TAR
MARBLES,
By C.S. N,

Almost all boys, at some period of
their lives, devote their spare time to
playing with marbles, and | certainly
Was not unlike other boys in this re-
spect. My fondness for marbles began
very early, and when I was about seven
Yyears old led me into g curious experi-
ence, which I am about to relate. A
great rivalry for acquiring marbles had
suddenly arisen at that time among the
boys of the town, and to possess as
many of the little round beauties as my
oldest brother owned, soon became the
desire of my heart and the height of
my ambition,

I had already obtaineq a large num-
ber, when one day I overheard my

oldest brother telling one ot his school-
mates that he had made the important
discovery that marbles could be formed
from coal-tar, of which there was a
large quantity on a certain street in a
distant part of the town. He did not
condescend to explain the process of
manufacture, but he showed the marbles
he had made —black, round and glossy.
The sight inspired me with ardent de-
sire to possess an unlimited quantity,

My brother told me just where the
coveted treasure was to be found, and,
in the afternoon, | started off, without
confiding to any one my intention, to
find the spot and lay in a supply of the
rfaw material, which | could convert
into marbles at my leisure, Delighttul
visions of bags filled with treasure,
dancing through my brain, hastened
the rate of my speed almost to a run,
before I arrived at the goal of my
hopes. It was a very hot July after-
hoon, and I was in a violent heat ; but
the sight of the heaps of coal-tar put
all thoughts of anything unpleasant
quite out of my head i it caused me to
forget also that I had on a suit of new
clothes, of which I had been cautioned
by my mother to be extremely careful,

I need hardly remark that I was not
very well acquainted with the substance
I was handling, and my only idea of its
qualities was, that it could be moulded
into any shape I pleased. | was not
aware that it has all the qualities of
ordinary tar—melts with heat, and be-
comes the toughest, stickiest, most un.-
manageable of substances with which a
small boy can come into contact.

I fell to work to collect what I wanted
to carry home. I filled the pockets of
my pantaloons and of my jacket, and
lastly, when these were stuffed to theijr
utmost capacity, I filled the crown of




my hat so full that it would hardly go
on my head. The place was at some
distance from my home, and I did not
wish to have to return immediately for
more.

With a heart filled with triumph, I
started off toward home. By this time
I began to realize that the weather was
not cool. It had been a long walk, and
I was pretty tired, but I was also in a
great hurry to begin making marbles,
so I walked as fast as I could. After
a little time I began to be sensible of a
disagreeable feeling of stickiness about
my waist, and a slight trickling sensa-
tion in the region of the knees.

A cloud not bigger than a man’s
hand flitted across my horizon—perhaps
coal-tar might melt ?

I resolved to ascertain ; and, like the
famous old woman with her ¢ yard of
black pudding,” I very soon found it
was much easier to obtain what I
wanted than to know what to do with
it when I had it. A very slight inspec-
tion of my pockets satisfied me that
coal-tar was capable of becoming
liquid, and, if I needed further evidence,
the sable rivulets that began to meander
down the sides of my face gave ample
corroboration of the fact. 1 tried to
take off my hat, but it would not come.

I looked down at my new trousers
with feelings of dismay. Ominous
spots of a dismal hue were certainly
growing larger. 1 tried to get the tar
out of my pockets, but only succeeded
in covering my hands with the black,
unmanageable stuff, which at that
moment I regarded as one of those in-
ventions of the devil, to entrap little
boys, of which I had often been warned,
but to which I had given no heed. It
it was a trap, I was certainly caught ;
there was no doubt of that. But I was
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not without some pluck, and in my
case, as in that of many another brave,
my courage in facing the present calam-
ity was aided by my fear of another
still more to be dreaded.

That I should get a whipping for
spoiling my new suit, if I could not
manage to get the tar off, I was quite
certain, and I had had no permission
to go from home, and on the whole the
outlook was not cheerful in that direc-
tion. Quite driven to desperation, I
seated myself on the ground and tried
to scrape off the black spots, which had
now extended to formidable dimensions;
while I could feel small streams coming
down inside of the collar of my shirt,
and causing rather singular suggestions
of a rope around my neck. My ! bor
was all in vain. I got a good deal off,
but there seemed to be an inexhaustible
quantity on. I gave it up in despair,
and burst into uncontrollable sobs.
The flow of tears thinned the lava-like
fluid, and it now resembled ink, which
covered my face like a veil ; but in the
extremity of my anguish a hope dawned
upon me. I found that I could wipe
off with my hand this thinner solution,
and it water would do it, water was
plenty, and I would wash it off. A
cousin of mine lived not far off, and I
knew that in the yard of her house there
was a pump. Inspired by this idea, I
set off at a run, and did not slacken my
pace until I reached the spot. Here
another difficulty met me. I could not
reach the handle of the pump so as to
get the benefit of the stream from its
mouth, and it was only a complete
shower-bath that would restore me to
respectability. I set to work to find a
rope, and fastened together quite a
complicated piece of machinery, as I
thought, by which I managed to pump
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the ice-cold water upon my devoted
head. The effect was not as immediate
as I had hoped. But | had faith if a
little was good, more must be better,
Creak—creak»—-—creak~went the pump.
handle, which did more work that after-
noon than in half a dozen days’ wash-
ing.

Creak-- creak - creak ! But the tar
only became harder and harder, until |
was encased in sheet armor, like the
famous Black Knight, Presently, my
cousin Jenny, an especial friend of
mine, hearing such continual pumping,
and becoming anxious for the family
supply of water, came to see what was
the matter. Seeing a small figure
curled up under the spout of the pump,
drenched to the skin and black as
Othello, she stooped down to investi-
gate the phenomenon. Oh, what was
my despair when she discoverd who it
was, and in what plight |

To say she laughed would be to give
a feeble idea of the peals of laughter
that succeeded each other as she stood
and looked at me. She would try to
control her merriment for a moment,
only to break forth afresh, until she
was obliged to sit down from sheer ex-
haustion, Every time she glanced at
my  woe-begone Countenance, and
drenched condition, she would go into
fresh convulsions of fun. At last she
recovered breath enough to inquire into
My case, and to assure me she would
do what she could for me ; but she
soon found, to my despair, that what
she could do was not much to my re-
lief. The clothes could not be got off,
and certainly they could never be got
clean. She did manage, with a strong
pair of shears, to cut off the pockets in
my breeches, and then, fearing my
mother would be alarmed, she bade me

go home, and she would promise to
secure me against a whipping.

I tancy she thought this last promise
would be easily kept.

Somewhat comforted, I took up my
line of march toward the paternal roof,
but, as I went along, my heart began
to sink again ; visions of a rod, with
which my not too saintly character had
made me somewhat familiar, loomed
up before me ; but worse than all, the
thought of my brother’s ridicule made
my sensitive spirit quail, | thought I
would evade all for that night, however,
by going quietly up the back stairs,
going to bed, and playing sick.”
Fortune favored me. | reached the
bedroom without being seen ; and, just
as | was, with my hat on, for it could
only have come off with my scalp, |
got into bed, and covered myself en-
tirely up with the bed-clothes. It was
now dusk, and I felt for the moment
quite safe, Presently my aunt came
into the room to get something for
which she was looking, and I could
hear her give several inquiring sniffs,
and gs she went out | heard her say :
o | certainly do smell tar ; where can
it come from?” Ap interval of peace
followed, and then in came my mother.
“Tar? Smell tar? Of course you
do; it's strong enough in this room.
Bring a light.”

It was the sound of doom !

My mother soon came up close to the
bed, and held the light so that it fell
full upon me as she tried to turn down
the bed-clothing. Probably, if it had
not been for several previous scrapes in
which I had been involved, she would
have been much frightened ; but as it
was, the sight of her young blackamoor
had much the same effect upon her as
upon my cousin. Her exclamations
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and shrieks of laughter brought every
member of the household successively
to the room, and as one after another
came in, fresh zest seemed to be given
to the merriment of which I was the
unfortunate victim.

But every renewal of the fun was an
added agony to me, for I clearly foresaw
that i3y would be rehearsed by Jack and
Tom to all the boys in the neighbor-
hood. Beside this, I was not in a con-
dition to be hilarious. Plastered with
tar £ om head to foot ; streaming with
perspiration at every pore ; my clothes
drenched ; my hair matted together,
and my straw hat, soaked with water,
fastened upon it, and falling limp and
wet about my eyes; I was not rendered
more comfortable by the fact that I
could not move without taking pillow
and bed-clothes with me, as, in my des-
perate desire to conceal myself from
view, I had become enwrapped in the
bed-clathing like a caterpillar in its
chrysalis ; and I was conscious of a
dim fear thatif I sat up, with the pillow
stuck fast on the top of my hat, the
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sight of me might produce fatal results
upon the already exhausted family.

At last the point was reached where
I thought patience ceased to be a virtue,
and I rebelled against being any longer
made a spectacle.

I declared if they would all go away
but mother, I would tell her all about
it. The crowd retired, commissioned
to send up a crock of butter, a tub of
hot water and a pair of shears. Ma-
ternal love is strong, but I doubt if it
was often put to a severer test of its
long-suffering than was that of my
mother that night.

Suffice it to say that, after my clothes
had been cut to ribbons, the sheets torn
up, my head well-nigh shaved, and my
whole person subjected first to an
African bath of melted butter, and
afterward to one of hot soap-suds, I had
had my fill of bathing for one day, and
was, shortly before midnight, pro-
nounced to be tolerably clean.

P.S.—I never made any marbles of
coal-tar.
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MY LADY’s STRANGE GIRDLE

By Lucy CLEVELAND,

[l'upyright, 1897, by the Author,)

“What do You think is in j¢p» I ask.
ed the question again of my Companion
a5 we paced up ang down the deck of
the Peningylar and Orienta] steamer,

Ve were plowing our Wway through
the bay of Biscay, Our destination was
Calcutta vig the Suez canal. The firgy
8top wag Gibraltar, anq the captain had
assured us at luncheon that we should
hear the bulldog menace of its sunset
gun that night, 7
Stop at the rock 24 hours to coal,
upon the ladies haq indulged in frantic
hopes and plans of ascending the rock
of Gibraltar on  appropriate donkeys,
and of seeing possibly a famong after.
hoon hour when the “thin red Jine’ of
Eng]nnd, made up of mep who are va.

as two western objective points of con-
test,

The steamer’s Passengers were inter.
esting, for each member of onr compa-
by was abroad with a special intent,
not the usual aimless loitering, ag alung
Atlautic liners, Here were English offi-
cers destined for Egypt, fathers of fam,.

Whom none of us could make out, but
who wag interesting, who wore a scien-
tific frown and kept below three-quar-
ters of the time; myself, six feet of
George Washingtou '8 acres; tal] and
distinguished looking East Indians, who
had been at Chicago’s “White City” in
the year of the great exhibition, angq a
sprinkling of Turks from whom the
wiser among us fled, remembering the
immorta] fleq,

“‘She’s one of the Prettiest women I
ever saw,” I saiqd to Iy companion, an
English military officer, as we turned
for the twentietl time in our Pbace along
the deck. “How did she registers’’

“L_udy quappes. £

‘“Humph! A French name, But she’s
English-—English coloring, complexion
like a peach and the brilliant, high bred
air of your 8reat ladies, f[ruveling
alone with a maid, is she not?"’

‘*Yes, and joins the old man at Malta,
they say,

“‘Indeed|” I laughed anq lifted my
eyebrows., ‘‘But her gowns are crea-
tions, her manners churming, her beau-
ty very unusual, You've noticed that

We ratsed our hats,

belt she wears, no matter Wwhat the
ROWD.  She is a silent Woman. I have
started any number of topics from Nan.
sen and the north pole to the Derby and
the Roentgen rays. She smileg sweetly,
but seems to avoid conversation, **

“‘Silence in aWoman is the great dig-

doubt if they’ll get it, *

““Come; that's unfair,” I gajq, Join.
ing, however, in the laugh,

‘‘Now, here’s this womem you’'re
talking of, "’ the English officer resumed,
“I've seen her often in animateq con-
fabs with the Turks, ””

*“By Jove! I wonder jf she avoids me




because I always inevitably keep my
eyes on thut strange girdle she wears.
There’s beginning to be a little breath
about it on board. Everybody is talking
about it. The captain thinks it’s myste-
rious too. There is no fashion at present
among the fair sex of knotting a belt: or
girdle around the waist. It must be 214
yards long. I'm good at staccato meas-
urements. The woman has a fashion of
keeping her hand on it whether she’s
talking or walking. I've watched her
at table. She twists the belt in her lap
and is perpetually staring away from
her plate at it. There’s one portion of
it, I've noticed, that won’t twist. It
Wes stiff and strong, an immovable ont-
line. It’s a queer outline. I can’t tell
you why, but it’s queer. Idon’t like it.
The other day the girdle came unfas-
tened and fell to the deck as the woman
steadied herself in the ship’s lurch in
that big blow off the Channel islands.
Lady Jemappes was for the moment
whiter than the foam tipped wave off
there. I jumped forward and restored it
to her. There’s something inside it. I
could feel that the moment it was in
my hands. As I gave it to her ladyship
" she gave me a look which I can’t for-
get. Perhaps it contains her will or ti-
tles to an estate or Bank of England
notes or love letters. There is somsething
inside it. I could feel that.’’

‘‘Hold up, Dillons. You are getting
a8 curious as a woman. But I'll find
out the secret, I bet you. How much
shall I put up onit?’”’ The officer raised
his fieldglass and swept the sea where
thé winter sun hung low for a glimpse
of the dark lion couchant—impregna-
ble Gibraltar.

‘‘Look out, man; she’ll hear you.
There she comes!"’ Accompanied by
her maid, who carried the wraps and
sugs, steamer chair, etc., a beautiful
woman came slowly forward with the
graceful, high bred carriage of one long
accustomed to contact with the world’s
best. We raised our hats, Caithness and
I, and went forward to proffer our as-
sistance.

‘““Thank you,’” a gentle, besutifully
modulated voice answered, and my Lady
Jemappes lifted upon us the gaze of the
two great, deep blue eyes, blue as that
sea of azure glory out there. *‘I will sit
here for a little while. I hear that we
shall sight Gibraltar in an hour.”

“‘Does your ladyship purpde joining
the excursionists up the rock?”’ I began
tu feel a throb around my heart as those
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blue eyes dwelt upon me. Caithness
bad warned me yesterday that I was in
for it.

“No, I think not,”’ she answered
quietly. “‘I have done that several
times.’’

“‘Oh, ho!”’ I said to myself. *‘What
does that mean?”’ And then aloud: *‘I
wonder if the old lady with the wig
will attempt it. I hear she isone of the
most ardent in the plan.”’

We all laughed. Unconsciously again
my eyes traveled toward that mysteri-
ous belt. It was gone.

A shudder went through the woman,
whose eyes followed my own. A spot
of color burned on her beautiful face,
telegraphing to lip and eye her startled
pulses. I saw her jaw tremble, and the
hand that grasped now the arm of the
steamer chair shook with some great
emotion. She turned to her maid. One
glance was enough. I was more than
ever convinced that the belt was of some
tremendous importance in the woman’s
destiny.

“You will bring me my girdle,’’ she
said, biting her under lip nervously and
avoiding my eyes. The maid disappear-
ed. “Just fancy,” Lady Jemappes went
on, toying with the heavy gold chain
bracelet on her fair little wrist, ‘‘fancy
coming on deck without one’s accouter-
ments,’’

Her eyes again met mine. Anxiety
and terror strove in those beautiful eyes
with the dawn of divine feeling. I held
those eyes a moment. But the maid
appeared up the companionway, in her
band the belt. The peeress could not
speak.

1t was a long girdle, made of some
dress material stuff, I should say. I
can’t describe these things as a woman
does, with all the adjectives two hands
high. The belt was lined with pale
blue velvet. It wasabout a quarter of an
inch thick. She knotted it around her
slim waist. But, as she had never done
before, she took a small key from her
pocket and fitted it into a little gold lock

that clasped the belt together. And I
heard the lock snap. She restored the
key to her pocketbook. Then, with the
old, graceful breeding and composure,
she drew our attention to the sunset
light on a distant sail at the entrance to
the bay that rounds into Gibraltar.

“We shall spend Christmas on the
Mediterranean, my lady,” said Caith-
ness, ‘‘and the captain has promised us
an English plum pudding, etc., and a
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dance afterward on deck if the weather
be favorable. The bang we're taking to
Egypt is tolerably geed. I have con-
cocted fome dancing cards, May I have
the honor of the first two waltzes, my
lady? It is asking a great deal, but
England is forever impudent as regards
ber own interests.”” He langhed and
showed us the pretty dancing cards he
had made, with Britannia, of course,
lionized through the world (in black
ink),

‘“That’s my plan,”’ said Caithness to
me an hour later, when my lady had
gone below, ““‘Ag y arm encircles her
gentle waist ‘On the Beautiful Blue
Danube,’ I can tell from the feel of the
belt (she’il be sure to wear it) what's
in it, I bet.””

“Bettcer stil), tap the maid.”

“Doesn’t know any more than we, I
hear.”’

“Did you see the woman stop and
speak to the Turkish chap for full ten
minutes as she left us? I have never
seen her 0 animated. Their eyes met
more than once. And she glanced at
her girdle, "

“Tap the Turk.”

‘“‘In vain. Wasn’t it Carlyle who
called him ‘the unspeakable Turk?’

Caithness laughed. “‘Hig silent chess
play has got Europe in a fix, That’s the
reason I'm going to Egypt.”

“There comes my lady again! Rest-
less creature today, for some unexplained
reason. I believe she retires Lelow to
read the love letters in that belt. There
comes the silent German professor! Why
do you suppose he's always in his state-
room? He is seldom in the saloon.  He
registered ‘Dr, Schmalenstopfer,’ » 1
began,

‘‘Hold up!”’ laughs Caithness, ““The
name would knock you down. But if
Yyou sneeze you'll get it. The captain’s
cabin boy says he has in hig large state-
room a huge apparatus’’—

*‘By Jove! I have it! Sure as you're
born, it’s a cathode ray photo appara
tus,.”’

“I wouldn’t wonder,’ says Caith-
ness, ‘‘but what is he after with Xrays?
Where is the man going? Do you know?"’

““Yes; Alexandria first, I heard him
rpay; later, Constantinople, '’

‘“‘Hello!" laughs Caithness again, ‘‘It
would be agood joke to play the Crookes
tubes on the sultan and get the shadow-
graph of his inner meaning for Armenia
and Crete. Don’t laugh so, It will come
to that—this stupendous discovery of

Roentgen’s. We shall get the psychio
man presently,’’

“God forbid! The divine right of
privacy is no more then, "’

““No,” laughs Caithuess and turns to
the professor. ‘‘We hear, doctor, that
you are spending the#e hours when the
most of us loiter and smoke and flirt on
deck in the depths of scientific analyses.
You are interested in the Roentgen
rays?”’ goes on sly Caithness, offering a
cigar.

‘“Yes, gentlemen,’’ answered Schma-
lenstopfer, with strong foreign accent,
““It is the marvelous already. I have
seen the inside of many things, '’

Ludy Jemappes’ hand that was lean-
ing on the rail as she stood and gazed
out eagerly over the ocean closed tightly

“We shall have a good twent -four hours
in Gibraltar, my lady.”

vnon the long girdle. A sudden {dea

‘ame to me. I would get that belt and

subject it to the X rays. Get that belt?

I laughed to myself. I might as well

try to photograph the depth of the sea.

“You go to Egypt, doctor?”’ says
Caithness again,

‘“Yes, gentlemen, Through English
influence I have secured a fine post in
the Egyptian army. I hope to accom-
pany it on its projected campaign for
the relief of Kassala. I have been much
in Egypt and have had an audience
with the khedive, ’

What induced me to lift my eyes
upon tke Lady Jemappes? Those beauti-
ful eyes had sought my own with the
beseechimg, hungry, doglike pain of a
Wounded animal. And the man’s soul




within me stormed upward for her
beautiful sake alone. But Schmalen-
stopfer went on, adjusting his glasses:

‘I have interested myself so much in
this marvelous discovery of the vater-
land that I have managed to bring my
cathode ray photo apparatus with me
into Egypt.*’

‘I should like to see you piay it on
the dervishes,’’ says Caithness.

We all laughed. Lady Jemappes did
not speak. The restless, round spavk of
red wus moving in her cheek.

But a great moment was approaching
—the entrance to the strait of Gibral-
tar. The passengers were coming up on
deck, and a commotion of questions and
exclamations put a stop to X rays. The
sea was a burnished amethystine violet,
a palpitating shimmer and shade like
the sheen on a pigeon’s throat. The sky
was a poem in its chromatic ascensions
of sunset. The low, dark line off there
nine miles beyond was the mysterious
line of Africa’s centuries of silence, the
land of the great past and the greater
possible, And suddenly from out the
ocean, above the throb and obeisance of
waters at its feet, rises and rises—a
shadow is it, in gigantic gloom of death
—the shadow that will fall upon him
who menaces its might—the rock of
ages, Britain’s peaked cap that crowns
her in the face of four continents whose
shipping she surveys from her impreg-
nable outpost—Gibraltar!

The word burst from every one’s lips.

I could not speak, but a thrill of no

mean pride surged through my soul as
I felt myself a man of that nation who
kad climbed a mightier rock that is
eyrie for the eagle, the rock of impreg-
nable freedom, from whose giguntio
shadow Britain has twice withdrawn
with her lion, wiser, to her own zoo to
restudy the habits of western eagles.

The dying sunset took all Gibraltar's

citadel. The stern stone was suffused
with crimson. The sails of the world’s
shipping at the entrance to the strait
caught the pink dazzle of light. The
glow burned upon the faces of the pas-
sengers, I turned and saw Lady Je-
mappes standing silent and alone, upon
her face a throb of mingled sorrow and
yearning, a womanhood on her lips that
stirred all the man’s pulses within me,
but a something within her eyes that
made my veins crawl. The sun’s red
took the strange girdle. A distinct but
yet unintelligible hieroglyph was be-
ginning to write itself on my brain.
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Were those love letters in her belt? No.
I believed it was her will and testa-
ment. She was vastly wealthy, one could
eee. Did I believe it was her will, etc.?

““We shall have a good 24 hours in
Gibraltar, my lady,” I said, drawing
nearer the beautiful figure. ‘‘How do
you propose spending it? If I might
have the pleasure of showing you about
a little’'—

The woman turned very pale. It was
a strange pallor seen under the flush of
the sinking sun.

‘I want to see the rock galleries and
their guns,’’ she said quickly, not rais-
ing her eyes. ‘‘There will be a grand
salute given tomorrow, they tell me.
The German emperor’s yacht will be
off Gibraltar.’’

‘“Oh, ho!” thought I. ““What are the
rock galleries to you, you mysterious
witching womanhood? Do you contem-
plate suicide?”’

But for the moment conversation and
soliloquies shattered in the sunset, for
the mouth of Gibraltar spoke.

Across to Africa the thunderous chal-
lenge rolled. The gun fire from the
fion’s throat bellowed its belief in one
Jacy alone—Britannia. Its white breath
turdled in clouds around the mount,
un incense to Victoria by the grace of
God, I suppose, or something else.

I turned to my beautiful lady. Jove!
How those eyes took my breath! Those
eyes were misted with tears,

Worse and worse. What did it mean?
‘‘The devil! I'll risk it,”’ I said to my-
self. Then aloud, ““Lord Jemappes is
listening to Britain’s gunfire at Malta,
my lady.”’

Again that ghastly pallor creeping
down and across her face. Was it psy-
echic, or was it certain? The pallor was
creeping on to the girdle, and—I'm no
fool, you know—did that girdle move?

1 thought I would move away. And
yet 1 was chained to the spot by her
strange and overwhelming beauty.

*‘Yes, Lord Jemappes,” she said.
‘‘How glorious tbat last rim flash of
sun! There, it is gone! I am chilly, I
think I must go below.”’

Well, I was left alone on deck, for
whas were all the other creatures worth,
and I was no nearer the mystery of the
girdle. “‘Yes, ‘Lord Jemappes’ might
mean anything, ‘Lord Jemappes’ in his
cups or his coffin. Confound it all, why
did I take parrage on this particular
steamer of the Peuinsular and Oriental
line?”’
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No, my lady did not commit suicide
in the rock galleries of Gibraltar, Yes,
we did have the salute, And again we
were plowing our way through the
Mediterranean, Night had shut down
in a sudden fog one memorable night, I
shall not soon forget that night, I
couldn’t sleep. The ship was rolling,
and the old china in the pantry was
promenading with cracked voice, I was
restless and alert for every new sound
that might intrude itself,

What was that?

I sprang from my bunk and listened,

A low, rustling sound which I can
only compare to the slow oozing out of
EOme creature through a lush thicket
growth, The sound formed again and
faded, and again rustled forward.,

To spring to the saloon was the first
thought. But I could not move. I am a
man every inch of me, but I could not
budge. I believe I waited three good
minutes,

‘‘Hello, Caithness, is that you?”’ I
called,

Only the silence answered and the
heavy swach of water against the roll-
ing of the ship,

I threw on my elothes and was in the
salcon in g moment. Far along in the
dim light the Lady Jemappes was stand-
ing at the door of her stateroom, dress-
ed as we had left her at the late supper.,
Her glittering eyes held me through the
dark. Her hands clasped the girdle, It
Was not around her waist,

‘‘Is it to bea storm?®"’ ghe said. “This
must not go down,’ £he held up to
me the long, long belt. Her eyes glit-
tered again,

“‘I think not, Lady Jemappes,” I
stammered as I reached her side, A,
how beautiful she was! The flush was
upon her cheek; her ripe lips were part-
ed; her bosom heaved. “I think not,
my lady. It is only a small blow., "

“Thank you,”” she said and was gone,
I heard her statercom key turn in the
lock.

I could not slecp the rest of the night,
What was that noise which I had heard?
Her step? But 1o one was moving save
the watch before the compass on deck
and the sea of china in the pantry,
Again through the black I seemed to
hear that strange rustle 00zing out on
the silence, The darkness was bug
framework for it The night was its
track. It ringed itself in a spiral of

shaking color, The great night held its
breath before the jewel dazzle of bad
eyes.

I eprang, lest that cone of gathering
Power whose apex shot upward in a
thin streaked tongue of flame should
reach me, | Sprang, and found it was a
dream, and I went on deck and stamp-
ed out the dream along the cool caress
of the early morning air, and saw it
fade and trail away and thin and van-
ish in the great fresh leap of waters and
the measureless brilliance of the blue,

Caithness and I agreed we would
solve this mystery, however, or—the
8oda take us,

L] . [ ] [ ] [ ] L] L]

The Christmas on the Mediterran-an
was a howling success, We sang ‘‘God
Save the Queen,”’ and I added from
“The Star Spangled Banner’ until I
was hoarse. The captain decorated ounr
Plates with bolly, from whose branches
the old lady with the frisette plucked a
Piece ‘‘to adorn my hair’’ with a smile
of the vintage of eighteen odd that al-
most upset the sobriety of everybody.

he dance on deck went into the small
hours, My Lady Jemappes had never
looked so beautiful, I thought. She
seemed to have forgotten her weird
alarm of the dark night, She was all a
witchery of blue gauzes and foamy laces,
Around her waist, as Caithness had
Prophesied, the inevitable belt. It was
not locked. Had she forgotten?

I withdrew into the shadow of the
awning stretched above the deck and
watched her. Caithness was claiming
his waltzes, and she floated away on
his arm. Her motions were graceful as
a Greek, The belt slipped in long, sup-
ple Symmetry, wreathing itself to her
circling grace. Her brilliant gauzes
seemed to breathe glances, Across the
night and across its radiant dream on
which the moonlight fulled her strange
eyes reached. As the whorl of the dance
brought her near me I again noticed
those eyes, They were dilating in power
in the deepening waltz—whorls of mel-
ody which the band tossed off. They
were rhythmic to the circling beat of
music. The light within them arose in
coils of ascending brilliance, I held my
breath as the belg slipped by me, a thin
smear of silver moonlight,

When I held her at last, my pricoper
of music, and moved away with her
breath upon my lips and the fragrance
of the Pomegranate blossoms gathered
at Gibraltar upon her breast, it was
only the woman, das ewig weibliche,
and the dream of the night was now
herself alone, and the great white rose




¢f moondight along heaven, starring all
earth with its petals and pulses of love.

‘“Heavens!"’ said Caithnees to me
about 8 o'clock a. m., as we paced the
deck for a few minutes’ pull at a pipe.
The dance was over, nearly everybody
gone below. The stars were paling, a
pink streak of dawn was widening off
there on the horizon line of water.
““There’s no more telling what’s in that
belt than in the train of a comet. As I
waltzed with the beautiful creature I
felt that there was something concealed
between that blue velvet lining and the
outer stuff. But what? The bones of
her grandfather, whose perturbed spirit
she will rest on the island of Malta?
Ha, hal! What? Helle, there’s the Ger-
man professor! Do you know, he wasn't
at the dance. Experimenting probably.’’

The professor drew nearer. Beneath
his heavy eyebrows his eyes glowed like
a spark.

‘1 bave been able to do it,”’ he said,
a flash {llnininating his fine features.
“I bave been at it all night. I have
seen the interior of the captain’s locked
box. He allowed me to photograph it.’’

‘““Ha!” Caithness and I exclaimed in
the same breath and looked at each oth-
er. But our eyes met in a start and an
amazement the next moment, for as we
turned to shake our coungratulations in-
to the fellow’s hand my foot knocked
up against something in the half dark
on the deck. It was my lady’s strange
girdle. A waltz had shaken it from her
waist.

I believe in one moment my whole
plan was formulated in my brain.

I picked up the girdle and gave Caith-
ness an immense look. Neither of us
spoke.

“‘I have an interesting thing here,” I
said coolly, knowing that the German
professor who staid so much to him-
self had not heard the ship’s buzz of
talk about the belt. ‘‘Will you photo-
graph its interior for me?"’

‘“Why, certainly,”’ he said courteous-
ly. “Come with me to my stateroom
now, gentlemen. I think the tubes are
in geod working order. '’

We followed him down the compan-
ionway. He had a large stateroom aft,
but his traveling paraphernalia was all
tucked away to make room for the ap-
paratus for Roentgen photography
placed on a large table. He explained
it to us with the hurried interest of the
enthusiast. On a clamp support was

the Crookes tube, of approximately
spherical shape and the type originally
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used by Professor Crookes to show the
dependence upon the negative pole of
radiant state phenomena. The excita-
tion was furnished by an induction coil,
the primary of which was excited by a
five cell storage battery, and the second-
ary was taken as giving 200,000 volts
potential, ‘‘corresponding roughly,’’
says the professor, ‘“to a spark length
or distance between electrodes of two
or three inches of air.”’ Wires from the
secondary were connected to the termi-
nals of the Crookes tube, the negative
wire to the upper electrode.

““Where is the sensitized plate?’’ Iex-
claimed, holding in my hand the girdle
that in a magnetic manner bound me to
the lovely woman. And yet there was
eomething hard and knotty within it.
“Love letters?’’ said my tormented
brain.

‘‘Contained in this ordinary plate
holder,”’ says the professor, answering
my question. ‘‘I believe yet greater
methods will be invented.’’ (The world
had not yet had news of Edison’s de-
velopments.) *‘‘You will place the gir-
dle on its slide of ebonite, gentlemen,
under the Crookes tube. It will neces-
gitate five to ten minutes’ exposure. I
shall develop the plate or image with
eikonogen. The development will be
slow. The image does not appear at all
for a relatively long time and comes up
slowly. We want to bring out all there
is in the picture. But therein is the in-
terest. The shadowgraph of the un-
known, as it appears, is something so
marvelous. '’

We waited. The bleak daylight was
brightening through the porthole.
Caithness said afterward there was a
red spot working on my cheek like my
lady’s very own.

The tube was excited for some min-
utes. The professor removed the plate
and darkened the porthole. I began to
feel a queer tremor go all over me, and
I'm not any more nervous than the
ghort horns of a California steer.

The silence was very painful as the
professor bent over the very slowly de-
veloping plate. The darkness was a
weird one, with only that red eye of
the lantern over there watching us, 1
thought of the black night and the spi-
ral of shaking color and the movement
again along the black. I thought of
that low, red, awful eye of sunset
watching us off Gibraltar, a drop as
from some giant wound in heaven. I
thought of the thick crimson smear of
sea beneath it. And between it, among




30 HOME AND YOUTH

1t all, fluttered the red spark on my la-
dy’s cheek and the round red pomegran-
ate blossoms breathing their warm love
breath across the whorl of music, breath-
ing it up to me as I held her in that
rhythmic meter of souls—for there was

It is coming, gentlemen’—

something our eyes said to each other
once and forever, mighty as the married
whorls of music which the band tossed
off.

Afar eight bells struck. The jangle
went along the silence. Four o’clock!

I felt all over me a sharp electric
thrill crawl. Caithness was leaning
over the professor and the plate on one
side, I on the other. *“It is coming,
gentlemen’’—

He stopped.

For a cry rang out from Caithness,
who was bending intently over the
plate, watching—a cry that I can hear
now in northern India. God, it froze
the blood in my veins! I looked at the
German. He was as white as death.
He pointed down to the plate, where the
shadowgraph had shown up to vision—
the interior of the girdle—the dread
Vipera cerastes, the leprous asp of Af-
rical

In one moment my dream serpentined
again along the night. It twisted
through the long desertness of sand till
the whole earth, a narrowing track that

svessed me closer to the leprous oncom-
ing, was a smear like the great crirgson
sea of sunset, dotted here and there
with darker blotches of blood exuding
from & woman’s heart. And all the
stars were out,

‘““‘We are such stuff as dreams are
made of!"’’ I cried aloud. My voice
echoed horribly through the room. And
then there was a great silence through
the dark stateroom. Caithness told me
afterward that he saw two feet of my
six feet of George Washington’s acres
paake,

For fully five minutes not one of us
spoke a living word, but I tell you
three heads and three white faces beut
over that plate,

The snake was lying in torpor—as
the shadowgraph revealed. It wasabout
3 feet in length, but 22 in utter loath-
someness. In its long curving drowsi-
ness it looked like the long, oozing,
reaching finger of death, from which
you could upbuild the whole gaunt
ringed and moving body of the dread
ghadow. The broad head, flattened
down against the casing of the girdle,
would lift at any impulse of serpentine
volition. You felt it. I saw Caithness
himself, officer in the glorious South
Staffordshire as he is, start back a mo-
ment from that girdle and its infernal
lining. The thin, lightning streak of
tongue protruded. Above each eye of
the snake arose a scaly spine or horn,
wlhence its name, horned viper. The
eyes were half closed, but watched you
with a leer,

‘“‘Jove!” from Caithness. And then
ncne of us spoke, but I tell you we
bent over again and watched that g'r-
dle’s double, and the leer of eye watch-
ed us,

I'read it allnow. The dumb, beseech-
ing lock in my lady’s face like the ory
of a wounded animal—to save her from
the leprous leap of that caloulating eye.
And again that changing face of hers—
the contemplating self murderer, was
it not? The glassy look that begins to
reflect the slippery precipices of the fall
and clutch and fall again of a soul,
while the banks of the abyss are dap-
pled with its doom. And then the mem-
ory of the coils of ascending brilliance
in those eyes of hers, rising in ringed
beauty, deepening in power in the deep-
ening power of the waltz whorls which
the band tossed off. Was she elowly,
surely and surely slipping into the
eunke charm of snake life? Resisting
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today, bound to succumb tomorrow?
Bah! How could 1 think it? For—mem-
ory of memories that sent a big manly
heart throb to my very throat and made
my temples beat like trip hammers, that
one moment when her life breathed up-
ou my arm, and we moved metrically
on the pulse of music, when through
the lotus moonlight our eyes arcsc to
oue another and spoke forever.

‘‘Hello! What are you thinking
about?’ says Qaithness, breaking into
the silence. ‘“Look out, man. You’'ll
kick the lantern over.”’’

‘“Also. Now, what to do, gentle-
men?’’ demanded the professor, staring
down at the chadowgraph of leer that
stared up at him and stared at us all,
though fixed upon one. *‘I fear it is
very fad. I know the horned viper. I
meet him in Africa. Also. He can live
two years in a glass jar without to cat.
He endures prolonged hunger. What to
do, gentlemen?’’

‘‘What in earth does the woman want
with it?"’ eays Caithness. ‘The mys-
tery thickens. To kill herself or some-
body else?’’

‘‘Somebody else!”” I sneered. And
yet his words made me start.

‘“Well, the thing is what to do with
it,”’ says Caithness, tipping back in his
chair. ‘‘It will be out on usif you
don’t take care. The lock, you know, is
not secured at the aperture for breath.’’

“‘Drop him overboard just now,’’
says the professor, preparing to take up
the girdle. The leer looked at him. The
professor moved quickly toward the
porthole.

‘‘Hold up,” I cried, seizing his arm.
“I'11 chaperon that snake."’

“Dillons, you are an immortal ass,’’
shouted Caithness. ‘“You’'ll repent this,
For God’s sake overboard with it into
the immortal sea. Save the woman and
save yourself."’

“I have a purpoee in keeping it,”’ I
said coolly. I caught again upon the
plate the snakely, gargoylean leer. ‘‘Al-
low me, Herr Doktor.”” I reached over
the professor’s arm, and I took that gir-
dle. Did it ooze just one hair’s breadth
forward? It required no very lively im-
agination to feel the leprous death
spring, and the stream through the
tubular canals of the infernal’s fangs,
and then the dazing, dizzy torment
overtakes your manhood’s life. But 1
moved toward the stateroom door.

“By heaven, hold up!’’ shouts Caith-
ness, -now gripping hold of the profess-

or's arm. “Doctor, it’s the bravest
thing I've seen done since Jimmie Fad-
den planked the union jack on Majuba
hill in the teeth of Zulu arrows tipped
with the poison of the puff adder. By
heaven, Britain honors the brave! What
the devil is your intention, Dillons? Let
bim go, doctor. I know Dillons’ eye.
He has a plan. But let’s all shake hands
on this one peint, we'll stand by my
Lady Jemappes and garner her tremen-
dous secret through the thick and thin
of it all. She’s not to blame, I feel.”’

God bless aman! Give me a man,
and not a woman, every big, grand inch
of him, to stand by a woman!

“I'll be with you anon, Dillons,”” 1
heard Caithness call.

I tell you, it did not take me very

She stretched out to me her white, trem-
bling hands.
long to reach my stateroom. I dared
not trifie with that girdle, even though
my plan of action was formulated in
my own brain. Again the sharp, white
electric thrill moved over me. Had the
creature contained within that belt the
power of emitting infernal magnetism? I
would place it near the porthole. Re-
membering the habits of the African
asp, that it could bury itself in sand, I
would throw my heavy overcoat over
it. “‘Don’t disturb my clothes in that
corner, George,’’ I said to the steward
appearing at the door. ‘‘I'm not feel-
ing well today. I shall stay im my
bumk. Have my meals sent in to me.
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And—holq up there, Order me g six-
pence of grog, Right away, mind, "

So far my plan. I woul fain illness,
that I might watch my dreaq compan-
ion. 1 dared not appear on deck for
fear of encountering the eyes of the La-
dy Jemappes, What would be her agony
and terror, missing the belt? I knew
that she would still linger on deck as
the evening deepeneq, hoping for a
sight of her horrible zone, in whose or-
bit her destiny lay, At evening 1 would
—but that is anticipating,

Till I join my Rovnlutinnnry forefa-
thers and warn up with them around
the fires of their campaigns and con-
flicts, shall I ever forget the day I pass-
ed in stateroom 457 It was one good
hour before I could make up my mind
to take my eyes off that girdle or my
pistol either, I covered it with my
Emith & Wesson for two hours, hours
of torment, while I again went over the
details of my plan for the relief of a
woman. My eye followed the curves
the snake would take if it exuded from
the belt. I knew that the asp slips or
crawls along, sighting its victim, be-
fore it makes the final spring, Fifty—
Do, a thousand—times I saw that close,
flattened head rise, and the leer, awak-
ening to brilliant distension, charm me
into death. I believe I must have nod-
ded over then, for I slept.

I was awakened by the clash of steel,
Where was I? The room was quite dark,
8ave for one white band extending from
the porthole window, - A very silent
band. And extending yet toward me,

I sprang,

“‘Great God in heaven, the snake''—

There are moments of your life that
are millennial. This side of the veil
that fences in time from the eternities
the breath of all the bloom inside there
can crowd itself into 60 heart beat pet-
als and flower into one lilied moment,
And the livid, acrid breath, sweating
from thoso old death sword disks that
defend Eden, can blow into Your face
in one moment, too, a vapor dam per
than Dante. And yet you live,

Ilived after that crawling, wet mo-
ment, when something brushed against
my arm. Was it the ship’s evening sig-
nal that had awakened one? No.

I sprang and stared into that white
band unfolding before me, Unfolding,
though, like scrolls of angels from heay-
en, not earth. My stateroom was in
full moonlight, It must have been 8§
o’clock, night, that struck. I had slept
all day.

What was that which had touched
my arm? I stared out into that white
band of moonlight across my room. By
George, there was something unearthly,
but most divine, in the onflowing light,
A message from heaven too full of white
blessedness to close 1ts doors quite upon
the upreaching throats of poor, dark hu-
manity. I kept staring out into that
moonbeam and listening,

““Well, old feliow! Good for you!"
Caithness’ jolly voice rolled in, 'Pon
my word, u voice has an atmosphere,
“You’ve been at it all day, torporesque
too. Where's the girdle?”’

““Was it you who brushed my arm?"
I said, going cautiously toward the
porthole corner,

“No. I haven’t been here before for
an hour, Schmalenstopfer and I decided
to let you go it, Yes, the infernal liy.
ing is all right’’—

A sharp click, as of the cocking of a
Pistol, interrupted his words. The sweat
broke upon my forehead. Ye gods be
praised! An underlock that we had not
noticed in the belt had Jarred and shak-
en, too, with the tread of the glorious
South Staffordshire across the room,
and the creature within was for the
time a prisoner. But Caithness and I
8ave one another one look, for we knew
that the snake had moved inside that
girdle,

‘‘Are you going to be on picket duty
much longer?’ gays Caithness, *‘Dj]-
lons, what are you up to? You haven’
had a bite, The ‘Jemappes’ has never
left her stateroom today. I've got to
leave you and your charge, old fellow.
I'm booked for poker with Cassner and
his crowd. I hear we shall sight Malta
in a couple of hours,*’

“I'll join you soon,”’ I called back
hastily, my plan working at my very
foul. “Had never left her stateroom to-
day!” Was she alive? I quickly got my-
self together, presentable, and taking
tne girdle under my overcoat, with a
horrible qualm, I went on deck. The
moonlight had gone before me, though,
and lay, a white splendor, on water and
sail. The crowd had not yet come up
from dinner, and the Promenade deck
was deserted. No! Ha, way off toward
the stern of the ship a lithe figure,
graceful still in its sad abandonment of
suffering, bent low in the black shadow
of the swinging, flapping sail. It took
e a second and a quarter to reach her
side,

She heard my step and lifted upon




me a white face like the flower of a
moonlit field whose guests are the
ghosts of only yesterday. She read my
eyes. She stretched out to me her white,
trembling hands, but did not speak.
And then—the long, murble silence
and control shattered in the sweet,
white moonbeam that had brought some
one. Some one to her, her face bent up-
on her hands. and the angels and I only
heard the dropping of a woman'’s tears.

A woman’s heart was made to hide
naught save the heart of her lover in
her own and unsolder all his burdens
in that heat.

“I think you will let me help you,”
I said, choking down a mighty, big gulp
in my throat and getting misty around
my eyes, confound it, with my 12 feet
of shadow. ‘I have the girdle.” I sat
down beside her and told her all quick-
ly. Ilifted the coat beneath whose folds
the hideous burden lay. But I held back
her hand as she reached for that burden.
Jove, I'd have chapercned 20 snakes to
have had the bliss of that one moment.

““You will give it to me,”’ she said,
teaching for the girdle.

“If you will tell me all. If you will
give me your solemn oath that you will
not’’— She knew what I could not say.
‘“The word of a lady is enough. I be-
lieve you.”’

And she told me all. Born in India,
the daughter of a celebrated snake
charmer whose beauty had subdued a
Scotch nobleman tarrying in Bombay,
the temperament of the mother and the
strange power of the mother lived on in
the daughter’s veins. The father had
died insolvent, having run through the
fortunes of a vast estate. The daughter,
for her own support, had realized, with
a horrible start one day when there was
no money and no food, that the snake
unwinding like a ribbon of green grass
among the opal flowers, wound again,
and waited poised, reflecting the talis-
man of her will in his perilous eye.
Then came the twb years of wandering,
weird life as the beautiful snake charm-
er. Holding herself aloof from humani-
ty, in the proud isolation of spirit in-
herited from the Scotch father, the
snake had become her companion, had
saved her from the teeth of wild beasts

in many a jungle day. ‘‘Why shouldn’t |

he save me now?'’ she cried. ‘‘We shall
sight Malta inan hour.” ‘‘Malta,’’ she
told me of that. It was during the rov-
ing life in India that her beauty had
won the greas offer of the hand of the
Lord Jemappes, old as her grandfather.
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‘‘ Wickeder than my snakes,’’ she oried.
‘‘They bite you out of life quickly. He
would slowly squeeze out the best with-
in me.’’’ She had married him. She
was 80 tired then of the crowds and the
toil, poor child, she had married him.
They had wandered to Egypt, to Gib-
raltar—where not. The Lord Jemappes
was stationed at Malta now. It was in
Egypt she had finally secured the old
friend “who shall some day free me. 1
bave never loved,’’ she cried. But our
eyes met.

Right up above the mast the great
round, white moon, with its face upon
the lips of the sky, kissed that sky into
a heaven. And the breath of that kiss
we call moonlight here below.

And the soul at my side, that had
awakened to the call of my own life,
was held apart from me forever.

‘““Malta! Maltal”” The word rolled
along the deck and snapped the silences
of the gaze of love. Do you know what
it is when ‘‘never—forever’’ swings
the door to on your soul? The passen-
gers were thronging up the companion-
way to sight the farfamed island.
Grandly its rocks arose out of the moon-
lit sea, and we began grandly to round
into the harbor hedged with England’s
guns, the harbor where the Peninsular
and Oriental steamers stop for five
hours.

“I am all ready to go on shore,’’ the
voice at my side said with all its old
proud firmness now. ‘‘It is probable the
Lord Jemappes will be down to mee$’’—
Her voice shook. ‘‘He is horrible to look
upon, but he will never die.’’ She laugh-
ed wildly then in such utter despair.

‘““You have given me your promise
that you will not’’—I glanced at the
girdle, and my breath came quick and
bard—*‘till you see me again in Malta.’’

“‘I have given you my promise,’’ she
said, her voice shaking.

We were standing in now quickly,
and the great fortifications stood ount
against the moon.

‘I don’t understand it,’’ said one of
the passengers, approaching us, level-
ing his glass upon the shores white as
day in the southern moonlight. ‘‘There
is no national anniversary. Hark!"

A tremendous roll of drums shook
from the shore. Fort St. Elmo on the
Valetta point answered by the low boom
cf a terrible thunder. Fort Manoel over
there and Fort Tigne on Dagut point re-
sponded, echoed far over there in Grand
harbor, where the Mediterranean fleeé
rode at anchor. The batteries along the
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8ea answered to those on the hillside,
On the roll of the terrible syraphony
the iron voice of the minute gun began,

*‘There is a man-of-war at the dock,
I said, raising my glass.

*‘Listen!”’ cried Caithness, approach-
ing us. ‘‘I feared so,’’ The man’s eves
that had laughed into the light of a
thousand cannon misted.

We were within one minute of our
pier. A few measured beats of the
drum, and the grand strains of the
‘‘Dead March" in **Saul”’ broke in sub-
lime volume, across whose peal and cry
the roll of the mufiled drums and the
steady voice of the minute gun spoke,
We could see now the cortege in slow
wovement toward the English man-of-
war—a regiment of infantry, arms at a
carry, bayonets unfixed; a battery of

artillery, the gun carriage with its sol-
emn burden wrapped in the English
flag.

My heart leaped to my throat, I saw
the face of the Lady Jemappes.

‘It is the funeral of General Je-
Riappes,’’ some one whispered, glancing
nervously toward our group. ‘‘The body
eovs to England tonight. '’

I saw my lady’s face, across whose
whiteness the mingled emotions fled
iike the streaked clouds across the
moon’s kiss on the eky. Her hand
reached way over the ship’s side and
flung with impetuous emotion her girdle
away and away into the wave curves of
sea. Our eyes met then and withdrew
not from each other, for a new heavey
and a new eurth were unfolding to just
oue man and one woman,
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PROMINENT YOUNG CANADIANS.
IV.

JOHNNIE M‘ARTON.

We have much pleasure in presenting
to our readers the accompanying photo
and particulars of Master Johnnie Mc-
Arton, of Paisley, Ont., who on the 1st
of July, 1897, rescued from drowning a
Miss McKenzie, a young lady 25 years
of age, residing at Paisley, who, while
in bathing in company with several
young ladies in the Saugeen river at
that town, got beyond her depth and
was caught by the
undercurrent and
carried into deep
water. Being unable
to swim, she had al-
ready gone twice
under the water,
when Master John-
nie, who happened to
be in the vicinity, was
attracted to the spot
by the screams of the
young lady’s com-
panions, and without
hesitation  plunged
into the water. By
diving he succeeded
in seizing the young
lady by the hair,
after she had twice disappeared beneath
the surface of the water, and swam to the
shore, dragging her after him.

Soon after reaching the shore the
friends of Miss McKenzie succeeded in
bringing about her resuscitation.

Although only 11 years of age,
Master McArton has the proud honor
of having rescued three persons from
drowning, the other two being boy
companions.

In recognition of his bravery, J. C.
Gibson, J.P., of Paisley, placed the mat-

MASTER JOHNNIE MCARTON.

ter before the Royal Canadian Humane
Association, who bave granted to Mas-
ter McArton their medal for life-saving.

The subject of our sketch is the son of
Dr. McArton, the well-known physician
of Paisley, and cousin of Arthur Hans-
ton, of Niagara Falls, a young lad who a
couple of yearsagosaved a ladyand child
from going over the cataract in a boat.

A CLEVER LITTLE BUILDER,

What is more interesting than an
examination, by means of a first-rate
microscope, of a tiny
atom, that inhabits
almost every clear
ditch—the MELICER-
TA? The smallest
point that you could
make with the finest
steel pen would be
too coarse and large
to represent its nat-
ural dimensions ; yet
it inhabits a snug
house of its own con-
struction, which it
has built up stone by
stone, cementing
each with perfect
symmetry, and with
all the skill of an
accomplished mason, as it proceeded.
It collects the material for its mortar,
and mixes it; it collects the material
for its bricks, and moulds them; and
this with a precision only equalled by
the skill with which it lays them when
they are made. As might be supposed,
with such duties to perform, the little
animal is furnished with an apparatus
qQuite unique, a set of machinery, to
which, it we searched through the whole
range of beasts, birds, reptiles and
fishes, and then, hy way of supplement,
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examined the five hundred thousand
species of insects to boot, we should
find no parallel.

The whole apparatus is exquisitely
beautiful. The head of the pellucid and
colorless animal unfolds into a broad
transparent disk, the edge of which is
moulded into four round segments, not
unlike the flower of the hearts’ ease,
supposing the fifth petal to be wanting.
The entire margin of this flower-like
disk is set with fine vibratile cilia, the
current produced by which runs uni-
formly in one direction. Thus there is
a strong and rapid set of water around
the edge of the disk, following all its
irregularities of outline, and carrying
with it the floating particles of matter,
which are drawn into the stream. At
every circumvolution of this current,
however, as its particles arrive in suc-
cession at one particular point, viz., the
great depression between the two up-
permost petals, a portion of these es-
cape from the revolving direction, and
pass off in a line along the summit of
the face towards the front, till they
merge in a curious little cup-shaped
cavity, seated on what we may call the
chin,

This tiny cup is the mold in which
the bricks are made, one by one, as
they are wanted for use. The hemi-
spherical interior is ciliated, and hence
the contents are maintained in rapid
rotation. These contents are the atoms
of sedimentary and similar matter,
which have been gradually accumulated
in the progress of the ciliary current ;
and these, by the rotation within the
cup, and probably also with the aid of
a viscid secretion elaborated for the
purpose, form a globular pellet, which
as soon as made is deposited, by a
sudden inflexion of the animal, on the

edge of the tube or case, at the exact
spot where it is wanted. The entire
process of making and depositing a
pellet occupies about three minutes.

No description, of course, can be
equal to one good sight of the little
creature actually at work—a most
charming spectacle, and one which,
from the commonness of the animal,
and its ready performance of jts func-
tions under the microscope, is very easy
to be obtained.

MR. BELLOWS,

Poor Mr. Bellows: ‘“It's no use. I can't
wear a hat ! every time I take a step my hat
blows off!"

Why should a farmer dislike gleaners ?—
Because they pull his ears and tread on his
corn,

‘““Hungry Higgins?"” said the kind lady.
‘“Of course that is not your real name.”
‘“Nome,"” answered Mr. Higgins ; ““it's wot
might be called a empty title,"”

Mrs. Yeast: “I wish I could think of some-
thing to keep my husband at home at night."”
Mrs. Puncheon : *“ Get him a bicycle.” Mrs,
Yeast : * That would take him out inore than
ever."” Mrs, Puncheon : *“ Oh, no, it wouldn't
My husband got one the day before yesterday,
and the doctor says he won't be out for a
month,"”
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TRACY WALKINGHAM'S PEEPING
o

CHAPTER VI.—Continued.

Three months elapsed, however, before the
postman stopped at her door with the dreaded
letter. How her heart sank when she saw
him enter the shop ?

‘“ A letter for you, Mrs. Walkingham—one-
and-twopence, if you please.” Mary opened
her till, and handed him the money.

‘‘ Poor thing ! " thought the man, observing
how her hand shook, and how pale she
turned ; ‘‘ expects bad news, I suppose !"

Mary dropped the letter into her money-
drawer, for there was a customer in the shop
waiting to be served--and then came in
another. When the second was gone, she
took it out and looked at it, turned it about,
and examined it, and kissed it, and then put
it away again. She felt that she dared not
open it till night, when all her business was
over, and her shop closed, and she might pour
out her tears without interruption. She could
scarcely tell whether she most longed or
feared to open it; aud when at length the
quiet hour came, and her father was in bed,
and her baby asleep in its cradle beside her,
and she sat down to read it, she looked at it,
and pressed it to her bosom, and kissed it
again and again before she broke the seal ;
and then when she had done so, the paper
shook in her hand, and her eyes were ob-
scured with tears, and the light seemed so
dim that she could not at first decipher any-
thing but ‘“ My darling Mary !" It was easy
to read that, for he always called her his dar-
ling Mary—but what came next? *Joy!
joy ! dry your tears, for I know how fast they
are falling, and be happy! I am not going
abroad with the regiment, and [ shall soon be
a free man again. Major D'Arcy has met
with a sad accident, and cannot go to a
foreign station; and as he wishes me not to
leave him, he is going to purchase my dis-
charge,” &c. &c.

Many a night had Mary lain awake from
grief, but this night she could not sleep for
joy. It was such a surprise, such an’ un-
looked-for piece of good-fortune. It might

indeed be some time before she could see her
husband, but he was free, and sooner or later
they should be together. Everybody who
came to the shop the next day wondered what
had come over Mrs. Walkingham. She was
not like the same woman,

It was about eight months after the arrival
of the above welcome intelligence, on a bright
winter's morning, Mary as usual up betimes,
her shop all in order, her child washed and
dressed, and herself as neat and clean ‘‘as a
new pin,” as her neighbor, Mrs. Crump the
laundress, used to say of her—her heart as
usual full of Tracy, and more than commonly
full of anxiety about him, for the usual period
for his writing was some time passed. She
was beginning to be uneasy at his prolonged
silence, and to fear he wasill. * No letter
for me, Mr. Ewart?"” she said as she stood
on the step with her child in her arms watch-
ing for the postman,

‘“ None to-day, Mrs. Walkingham ; better
luck next time ! " answered the functionary as
he trotted past. Mary, disappointed, was
turning in, resolving that night to write and
upbraid her husband for causing her so much
uneasiness, when she heard the horn that an-
nounced the approach of the London coach,
and she stopped to see it pass ; for there were
pleasant memories connected with that coach;
it was the occasion of her first acquaintance
with Tracy—so had the driver sounded his
horn, which she, absorbed in her troubles, had
not heard ; so had he cracked his whip ; so
had the wheels rattled over the stones; and
so0 had the idle children in the street ran hoot-
ing and hallooing after it ; but not so had it
dashed up to her door and stopped. It cannot
be !—yes it is—Tracy himself, in a drab great-
coat and crape round his hat, jumping down
from behind ! The guard throws him a large
portmanteau, and a paper parcel containing a
new gown for Mary, and a frock for the boy ;
and in a moment more they are in the little
back parlour in each other's arms. Major
D’Arcy was dead, and Tracy had returned to
his wife to part no more—so we will shut the
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door, and leave them to their happiness, while
we take a peep at Mr. Jonas Aldridge, and
inquire into his doings and sayings.

We left him writhing under the painful dis-
covery that the rightful heir of the property
he was enjoying, at least so far as his uncle's
intentions were concerned, was not only in
existence, but was actually the husband of
Lane's daughter ; and although he sometimes
hoped the fatal paper had been destroyed,
since he could in no other way account for its
non-production, still the galling apprehension
that it might some day find its way to light
was ever a thorn in his pillow; and the
natural consequence of this irritating annoy-
ance was, that while he hated both Tracy and
his wife, he kept a vigilant eye on their pro-
ceedings, and had a restless curiosity about
all that concerned them. He would have
been not only glad to eject them from the
house they occupied, and even to drive them
out of the town altogether, but he had a
vague fear of openly meddling with them ; so
that the departure of the regiment, and its
being subsequently ordered abroad, afforded
him the highest satisfaction ; in proportion to
which was his vexation at Tracy's release,
and ultimate return as a free man, all which
particulars he extracted from Mr. Reynolds
as regularly as the payment of the quarter's
rent.

“And what does he mean to do now ?"
inquired Jonas.

“To settle here, I fancy,” returned Mr,
Reynolds. *They seem to be doing very
well in the little shop; and I believe they
have some thoughts of extending their busi-
ness."”

This was extremely unpleasant intelligence,
and the more so, that it was not easy to
discover any means of defeating these ar-
rangements ; for as Mr., Jonas justly observed,
as he soliloquized on the subject, “In this
cursed country there is no getting rid of such
a fellow !

CHAPTER VII.

In the town of which we speak there are
along the shore several houses of public
resort of a very low description, chiefly fre-
quented by soldiers and sailors; and in war-
times it was not at all an uncommon thing for
the hosts of these dens to be secretly con-
nected with the pressgangs and recruiling
companies, both of whom, at a period when

men were so much needed for the public ser-
vice, pursued their object after a somewhat
unscrupulous fashion. Among the most
notorious of these houses was one called the
Britannia, kept by a man of the name of Gur-
ney, who was reported to have furnished, by
fair means or foul, a good many recruits to
his majesty's army and navy. Now it oc-
curred to Mr. Jonas Aldridge that Gurney
might be useful to him in his present strait ;
nor did he find any unwillingness on the part
of that worthy person to serve his purposes.
‘“ A troublesome sort of fellow this Walking-
ham is,” said Mr., Jonas, ““and I wouldn't
mind giving twenty pounds if you could get
him to enlist again.” The twenty pounds was
quite argument enough to satisfy Gurney of
the propriety of so doing ; but success in the
undertaking proved much less easy than de-
sirable.  Tracy, who spent his evenings
quietly at home with his wife, never drank,
and never frequented the houses on the quay,
disappointed all the schemes laid for entrap-
ping him ; and Mr. Jonas had nearly given up
all the expectation of accomplishing his pur-
pose, when a circumstance occurred that
awakened new hopes. The house next to
that inhabited by the young couple took fire
in the night when everybody was asleep ; the
party-walls being thin, the flames soon ex-
tended to the adjoining ones ; and the follow-
ing morning saw poor Tracy and his wife and
child homeless, and almost destitute, their
best exertions having enabled them to save
little more than their own lives and that of
Mary's father, who was now bedridden. But
for his infirm condition they might have saved
more of their property; but not only was
there much time necessarily consumed in re-
moving him; but when Tracy rushed into his
room, intending to carry him away in his
arms, Lane would not allow him to lift him
from his bed till he had first unlocked a large
trunk with a key that was attached to a string
hung round the sick man's neck.

‘“ Never mind—never mind trving to save
anything but your life! You'll be burnt, sir;
indeed you will ; there's not a moment to
lose,” cried Tracy eagerly.

But Lane would listen to nothing ; the box
must be opened, and one precious object
secured. *“‘Thrust your hand down to the
bottom—the corner next the window—and
you'll find a parcel in brown paper.”




“I have it, sir—I haveit!" cried Tracy ;
and lifting the invalid from his bed with the
strong arm of vigorous youth, he threw him
on his back, and bore him safely into the
street.

‘“ The parcel !"” cried Lane; “where is it? "

Tracy flung it to him, and rushed back into
the house. But too late; the flames drove
him forth immediately ; and finding he could
do nothing there, he proceeded to seek a
shelter for his houseless family.

It was with no little satisfaction that Mr.
Jonas Aldridge heard of this accident. These
obnoxious individuals were dislodged now
without any intervention of his, and the link
was broken that so unpleasantly seemed to
connect them with himself. Moreover, they
were to all ‘appearances ruined, and con-
sequently helpless and defenceless. Now was
the time to rout them out of the town if
possible, and prevent them making another
settlement in it ; and now was the time that
Gurney might be useful ; for Tracy, being no
longer a householder, was liable to be pressed,
if he could not be induced to re-enlist.

In the meanwhile, all unconscious of the
irritation and anxiety they were innocently
inflicting on the wealthy Mr. Jonas Aldridge,
Tracy and his wife were struggling hard to
keep their heads above water in this sudden
wreck of all their hopes and comforts. It is
so hard to rise again after such a plunge ;
for the destruction of the poor is their pover-
ty ; and having nothing, they could undertake
nothing, begin nothing. The only thing open
seemed for Tracy to seek service, and for
Mary to resume her needlework ; but situa-
tions and custom are not found in a day, and
they were all huddled together in a room, and
wanting bread. The shock of the fire and
removal had seriously affected Lane too, and
it was evident that his sorrows and sufferings
were fast drawing to a close. He was aware
of it himself, and one day when Mary was out
he called Tracy to his bedside, and asked
him if Mr. Adams did not think he was dying.

“You have been very ill before, and re-
covered,” said Tracy, unwilling to shock him
with the sentence that the apothecary had
pronounced against him.

‘1 see,” said Lane ; *“my time has come ;
and I am not unwilling to go, for I am a sore
burthen to you and Mary, now you're in
trouble. I know you're very kind," he added,
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seeing Tracy about to protest ; *“ butit's high
time I was underground. God knows—God
knows I have had a sore struggle, and it's
not over yet ! To see you so poor, in want
of everything, and to know that I could help
you. I sometimes think there could be no
great harm in it either. The Lord have mercy
upon me ! Whkat am [ saying ? "

‘“ You had better not talk any more, but try
to sleep till Mary comes in,"” said Tracy, con-
cluding his mind was beginning to wander.

‘“ No, no,” said Lane, ‘‘that won'tdo; I
must say it now. You remember that parcel
we saved from the fire ? "

“Yes 1 do,” answered Tracy, looking
about. *‘Where is it? I've never seen it
since.”

“It's here!” said Lane, drawing it from
under his pillow. ¢ Look here,” he added :
‘ NOT TO BE OPENED TILL AFTER MY DEATH.
You observe ? "

“ Certainly, sir. '

‘ NOT TO BE OPENED TILL AFTER MY DEATH.
But as soon as I am gone, take it to Mr. Jonas
Aldridge ; it belongs to him. There is a
letter inside explaining everything ; and I
have asked him to be good to you and Mary
for the sake ot—for the sake of the hard, hard
struggle I have had in poverty and sickness,
when I saw her young cheek fading with
want and work ; and now again, when you
are all suffering, and little Tracy too, with his
thin pale face that used to be so round and
rosy ; but it will soon be over, thank God !
You will be sure to deliver it into his own
hands ?"

‘1 give you my word I will, sir.”

‘“ Take it away then, and let me see it no
more ; but hide it from Mary, and tell her
nothing about it.”

“ I will not, sir.
rest.”

“I feel more at peace now,” said Lane :
‘“and perhaps I may. Thank God the worst
is over—dying is easy."”

Mr. Adams was right in his prediction. In
less than a week from the period of that
solemn behest poor Lane was in his grave ;
and his last word, with a significant glance at
Tracy, was—REMEMBER !

And now you must try to

CHAPTER VIII.

Mary had loved her father tenderly —indeed
there was a great deal in him to love : and he
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was doubly endeared to her by the trials they
had gone through together, and the cares
and anxieties she had lavished on him., But
there was no bitterness in the tears she shed ;
she had never failed him jn their hour of trial ;
she had been a dutiful and affectionate daugh-
ter, and he had expired peacefully in the
arms of herself and her kind and beloved
husband. It was on the evening of the day
which had seen the remains of poor Maurice
Lane deposited in the churchyard of St. Jude
that Tracy, having placed 1he parcel in his
bosom, and buttoned his coat over it, said to
his wife—¢ Mary, I have occasion to go out
on a little business ; keep up your spirits till |
return; 1 will not be away more than an
hour ;" and leaning over her chair he kissed
her cheek, and left the room. As he stepped
from his own door into the street, he observed
two men leaning against the rails of the ad-
joining house, and he heard one say to the
other, “Yes, by jingo!" o« A¢ last!" re-
turned the other ; whereupon they moved on,
pursuing the same way he went himself, but
keeping at some distance behind.

Tracy could not quite say that he owed no
man anything, for the fire had incapacitated
them from paying some small accounts which
they would otherwise have been able to dis-
charge, and he even owed a month's rent ;
but this, considering the circumstances of the
case, he did not expect would be claimed,
Indeed, Mr. Reynolds, who was quite ignorant
of Mr. Jonas's enmity, had hinted as much,
He had therefore no apprehension of being
pursued for debt, nor, till he recollected that
there was a very active pressgang in the
town, did it occur to him that the movements
of these men could be connected with himself,
It is true that, as a discharged soldier, he was
not strictly liable, but he was aware that im-
munities of this sort were not always available
at the moment of need; and that, as these
persons did not adhere very strictly to the
terms of their warrant, once in their clutches,
it was no easy matter to get out of them ; so
he quickened his pace, and kept his eyes and
ears on the alert,

His way lay along the shore, and shortly
before he reached the Britannia, the two men
suddenly advanced, and placed themselves
one on each side of him. But for the suspi-

cion we have named, Tracy would have either
not observed their, movements,or, if he had,

would have stopped and inquired what they
wanted., As jt was, he thought it much wiser
to escape the seizure at first, should such be
their intention, than trust to the justice of his
cause afterwards ; so, without giving them
time to lay hands upon him, he took to his
heels and ran, whereupon they sounded a
whistle, and as he reached Joe Gurney's door,
he found his flight impeded by that worthy
himself, who came out of it, and tried to trip
him up. But Tracy was active, and making
a leap, he cluded the stratagem. The man,
however, seized him, which gave time to the
two others to come up; and there commenced
a desperate struggle of three to one, in which,
in spite of his strength and activity, Tracy
would certainly have bcen worsted but for a
very unexpected reinforcement’ which joined
him from some of the neighboring houses, to
whose inhabitants Gurney's proceedings had
become to the last degree odious ; more es-
pecially to the women, among whom there
was scarcely one who had not the cause of a
brother, a son, or a lover to avenge., Armed
with pokers, brooms, or whatever they could
lay their hands on, these Amazons issued
from their doors, and fell foul of Gurney,
whom they singled from the rest as their own
peculiar prey. In the confusion Tracy con-
trived to make his escape ; and without his
hat, and his clothes almost torn off his back,
he rushed in upon the astonished Mary in less
than half an hour after he had left her,

His story was soon told, and there was
nothing sufficiently uncommon in such an incj-
dent in those days to excite much surprise,
except as regarded the circumstance of the
men lying in wait for him., Tracy was not
ignorant that malice and jealousy had oc-
casionally fu nished victims to the press sys.
tem ; but they had no enemy they knew of,
nor was there anyone, as far as they were
aware, that had an interest in getting him out
of the way, It was, however, an unpleasant
and alarming occurrence, and he resolved on
consulting a lawyer, in order to ascertain how
he might protect himself from any repetition
of the annoyance.

With this determination, the discussion be-
tween the husband ahd wife concluded for
that night; but the former had a private
source of uneasiness, which on the whole dis-
tressed him much more than the seizure itself,
and which he could not have the relief of




communicating to Mary—this was the loss of
the parcel so sacredly committed to his care
by his deceased father-in-law, and which he
was on his way to deliver into the hands of
Mr. Jonas Aldridge when he met with the in-
terruption. It had either fallen or been torn
from his bosom in the struggle, and consider-
ing the neighborhood and the sort of people
that surrounded him, he could scarcely in-
dulge the most remote hope of ever seeing it
again. To what the papers contained Lane
had furnished him no clue ; but whether it was
anything of intrinsic worth, or merely some
article to which circumstances or association
lent an arbitrary value, the impossibility of
complying with the last and earnest request
of Mary's father formed far the most painful
feature in the accident of the evening ; and
while the wife lay awake, conjuring up images
of she knew not what dangers and perils that
threatened her husband, Tracy passed an
equally sleepless night in vague conjectures
as to what had become of the parcel, and in
forming visionary schemes for its recovery.

In the morning he even determined to face
Gurney in his den; for it was only at night
that he felt himself in any danger from the
nefarious proceedings of himself and his
associates. But his inquiries brought him no
satisfaction. The people who resided in the
neighborhood of Gurney's house, many of
whom had engaged in the broil, declared
they knew nothing of the parcel ; ‘“ but,"” said
they, ‘‘ if any of Gurney's people have it, you
need never hope to see it again.” Tracy
thought so too; however, he paid a visit to
their den of iniquity, and declared his deter-
mination to have them summoned before the
magistrates, to answer for his illegal seizure ;
but as all who were present denied any know-
ledge of the affair, and as he could not have
sworn to the two ruffians who had tracked
him, he satisfied himself with this threat with-
out proceeding further in the business.

Having been equally unsuccessful at the
police-office, he determined, after waiting a
few days in the hope of discovering some
clue by which he might recover the parcel, to
communicate the circumstances to Mr. Jonas
Aldridge. He therefore took an early oppor-
tunity of presenting himself in West Street.

‘“Here's a man wishes to see you, sir,”
said the servant.

“Who is it? What does he want?” in-
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quired Mr. Jonas, who, recumbent in his arm-
chair, and his glass of port beside him, was
leisurely perusing his newspaper after dinner.
““ Where is he?”

‘“ He's in the passage, sir.”

‘*“ Take care he's not a thief come to look
after the greatcoats and hats.”

‘“ He looks very respectable, sir."”

‘“Wants me to subscribe to something, I
suppose. Go and ask him what's his busi-
ness."

‘“ He says he can't tell his business except to
you, sir, because it's something very par-
tickler,” said the maid, returning into the
room. ‘‘He says he's been one of your
tenants ; his nam:'s Walkingham.”

‘“ Walking am !" reiterated Mr. Jonas,
dropping the newspaper, and starting erect
out of his recumbent attitude. *‘Wants me!
Business] What business can he possibly
have with me? Say I'm engaged, and can't
see him. No, stay ! Yes; say I'm engaged,
and can't see him."

‘“ He wishes to know what time it will be
convenient for you to see him, sir, as it's
about something very partickler indeed,” said
the girl, again making her appearance.

Mr. Jonas reflected a minute or two ; he
feared this visit portended him no good. He
had often wondered that Tracy had not
claimed relationship with him, for he felt no
doubt of his being his cousin ; probably he
was now come to do it ; or had he somehow
got hold of the fatal will? One or the other
surely was the subject of his errand ; and if
I refuse to see him, he will go and tell his
story to somebody else. ‘‘Let him come in.
Stay ! Take the lamp off the table, and put
it at the other end of the room."”

This done, Mr. Jonas having reseated him-
self in his arm-chair in such a position that he
could conceal his features from his unwelcome
visitor, bade the woman send him in.

“1 beg your pardon for intruding, sir,”
said Tracy, ‘“but I thought it my duty to
come to you," speaking in such a modest tone
of voice, that Mr. Jonas began to feel some-
what reassured, and ventured to ask with a
careless air, ‘* What was his business ? "

““You have perhaps heard, sir, that Mr.
Lane is dead ? "

‘I believe I did,"” said Mr. Jonas.

‘“Well, sir, shortly before his death he
called me to his bedside and gave me a par-
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cel, which he desired me to deliver to you as
soon as he was laid in his grave.”

“Tome?" said Mr. Jonas, by way of filling
up the pause, and concealing his agitation,
for he immediately jumped to the conclusion
that the will was really forthcoming now.

*“Yes, sir, into your own hand, and accord-
ingly the day he was buried I set out in the
evening to bring it to you, but the pressgang
got hold of me, and in the scuffle I lost it out
of my bosom, where I had putit for safety,
and though I have made every enquiry, I can
hear nothing of it."”

“What was it? What did the parcel con-
tain?" inquired Mr. Jonas eagerly.

“1 don't know, I'm sure, sir,” answered
Tracy. “It was sealed up in thick brown
paper; but from the anxiety Mr. Lane ex-
pressed about its deli\'ery. I am afraid it was
something of value, He said he should never
rest in his grave if you did not get it."”

Mr. Jonas now seeing there was no immed-
iate danger, found courage to ask a variety of
questions with a view to further discoveries ;
but as Tracy had no clue to guide him with
regard to the contents of the parcel except his
own suspicions, which he did not feel himself
called upon to communicate he declared him-
self unable to give any information, All he
could say was, that *‘he thought the parcel
felt as if there was a book in it.

*“ A book ! said Mr. Jonas, ¢ What sized
book ? "

“Not a large book, sir, but rather thick 5 it
might be a pocket-book."

“Very odd!" said Mr. Jonas who was
really puzzled, for if the book contained the
will, surely it was not to him that Lane would
have committed it. However, as nothing
more could be elicited on the subject, he dis-
missed Tracy, bidding him neglect nothing to
recover the parcel, and inexpressibly vexed
that his own stratagem to get rid of this
“ discomfortable cousin" had prevented his
receiving the important bequest.

CHAPTER IX.

Whilst Tracy returned home, satisfied that
he had fulfilled his duty as far as he was able,
Mr. Jonas, having well considered the matter,
resolved on obtaining an interview with Joe
Gurney himself ; * for,” thought he, *if the
parcel contained neither money, nor anything

that could be turned into money, he may pos-
sibly be able to get it for me."

“ Well, sir, I remembers the night very
well,” said Joe. ¢ They'd ha' been watching
for that 'ere young chap, off and on, for near
a forlnighl. when they got him, as luck would
have it, close to my door; but he raised such
a noise that the neighbors came out, and he
got away,"”

*‘ But did you hear anything of the parcel ?"
inquired Mr. Jonas,

“Well, sir, I'm not sure whether I did or
no,” answered Gurney ; but I think it was
Tom Purcell as picked it up.”

“Then you saw it?" said Mr. Jonas.
* What did it contain? Where isit?"

“Well, I'm sure, sir, that is more than I
can say,” returned Gurney, who always
spared himself the pain of telling more truth
than he could avoid; * but Tom went away
the next day to Lunnun."”

““And did he take the parcel with him ?
Was there no address on it 2"

*“ No, sir, not on the outside at least—there
was something wrote, but it wasn't addressed
to nobody."

Although Mr. Jonas was perfectly aware
that Gurney knew more than he chose to tell,
not wishing to quarrel with him, he was
obliged to relinquish the interrogative system,
and content himself with a promise that he
would endeavor to discover the whereabouts
of Tom Purcell, and do all he could to recover
the lost article ; and toa certain extent Gurney
intended to fulfil the engagement. The fact
of the matter was, that the parcel had been
found by Tom Purcell, but not so exclusively
as that he could secure the benefit of its con-
tents to himself, They had been divided
amongst those who put in their claim, the
treasure consisting of a black pocket-book,
containing £o95 in bank-notes, and Lane's
letter, sealed and addressed to Mr. Jonas
Aldridge. The profits being distributed, the
pocket-book and letter were added to the
share of the finder, and these, it was possible,
might be recovered; and with that view

Gurney despatched a missive to their posses-
sor. But persons who follow the profession
of Tom Purcell have rarely any fixed address,
and a considerable time elapsed ere an answer
was received ; and when it did come, it led to
no result. The paper he had burned and the
pocket-book he had thrown into a ditch. He




described the spot, and it was searched, but
nothing of the sort was found. Here, there-
fore, ended the matter to all appearance, es-
pecially as Mr. Jonas succeeded in extracting
from Gurney that there was nothing in the
book but the letter and some money.

In the meanwhile, however, the pocket-
book had strangely enough found its way
back to Thomas street. A poor woman that
carried fish about the town for sale, and with
whom Mary not unfrequently dealt, brought it
to her one day, damp, tattered and disco'ored,
and inquired if it did not belong to her hus-
band.

*“ Not that I know of," said Mary.

‘‘ Because," said the woman,” he came to
our house one morning last winter asking for
a parcel. Now I know this pocket-book—at
least I think it's the same—had been picked
up by some of Gurney's folks the night afore,
though it wasn't for me as lives next door to
him to interfere in his matters. Hows'ever,
my son’s a hedger and ditcher, and when he
came home last night he brought it : he says
he found it in a field near by the Potteries."”

*“I do not think it is Tracy's,” said Mary ;
‘“ but if you will leave it, I'll ask him.” And
the article being in too dilapidated a condition
to have any value, the woman told her she was
welcome to it, and went away.

The consequence of this little event was,
that when Tracy returned, Mary became a
participator in the secret which had hitherto
been withheld from her.

“I see it all,” said she. ‘“No doubt Mr.
Aldridge gave it to my father to take care of
the night he came here ; and when he died,
my poor father, knowing we were to have
shared with him had he lived, felt tempted to
keep it ; but he was too honest to do so; and
in all our distresses he never touched what
was not our own; but this explains many
things I could not understand.”

And as the tears rose to her eyes at the
recollection of the struggle she had witnessed,
without comprehending it, betwixt want and
integrity, she fell into a reverie, which pre-
vented her observing that her child, a boy of
about four years old, had taken possession of
the pocket-book, and, seated on the floor, was
pulling it to pieces.

“TI'll tell you what, Mary,” said Tracy, re-
turning into the shop, which he had left for a
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few minutes, “I'll take the book as it is to Mr.
Jonas Aldridge. I'm sorry the money's lost ;
but we are not to blame for that, and I suppose
he has plenty. Put it into a bit of clean paper,
will you, and I'll set off at once."”

‘“ Oh, Tracy, Tracy,” cried Mary, address-
ing her little boy, ‘‘ what are you doing with
that book ? Give it to me, you naughty child!
See, he has almost torn it in half!"” Nota
very difficult feat, for the leather was so rotten
with damp that it scarcely held together.

‘‘ Look here, Tracy : here's a paper in it,”
said Mary as she took it from the child, and
from the end of a secret pocket, which was
unript, she drew a folded sheet of long writing-
paper.

‘““Dear me! Look here ! said she, as she
unfolded and cast her eye over it. *‘In the
name of God, amen! I, Ephraim Aldridge,
residing at No. 4 Wall street, being of sound
mind, memory, and understanding '—— Why,
Tracy, it's a will, I declare! Only think!
How odd! isn'tit? ‘Of sound mind, memory,
and understanding, do make and publish this,
my last will and testament ' "——

“T'll tell you what, Mary," said Tracy, at-
tempting to take the paper from her, ““I don't
think we have any right to read it : give it
me."”

‘Stay,” said Mary; ‘“stay. Oh, Tracy,
do but liste to this : ‘I give, devise, and be-
queath all property, of what nature or kind so-
ever, real, freehold, or personal, of which I
shall die seized or possessed '—— Think what
a deal Mr. Jonas must have ! "

‘“Mary, I'm surprised at you."

¢ ¢ Of which I shall die seized or possessed,
to my nephew "

“It's merely the draft of a will.
me, and let me go."”

¢ To my nephew, Tracy Walkingham, son
of the late Tracy Walkingham, formerly a
private, and subsequently a commissioned
officer in his majesty's gbth Regiment of foot,
and of my sister, Eleanor Aldridge, his wife.'
Tracy, what can it mean? Can you be Mr.
Ephraim Aldridge's nephew ? "

‘“It's very strange,” said Tracy. *‘I never
heard my mother's maiden name ; for both
she and my father died in the West Indies
when I was a child ; but certainly, as I have
often told you, my father was a private in the

Give it
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96th Regiment, and afterwards got a commis-
sion,”

It would be useless to dwell on the surprise
of the young people, or to detail the measures
that were taken to ascertain and prove, beyond
a cavil, that Tracy was (he right heir, There
were relations yet alive who, when they heard
that he was likely to turn out a rich man, were
willing enough to identify him; and it was not
till the solicitor he had employed was perfectly
satisfied on this head that Mr. Jonas was
waited on, with the astounding intelligence
that a will had been discovered, made subse-
quent to the one by which he inherited. At
the same time a letter was handed to him,
which, sealed and addressed in Ephraim's
hand, had been found in the same secret re-
ceptacle of the book as the larger paper.,

The contents of that paper none ever knew
but Jonas himself, [t seemed to have been a

voice of reproach from the grave for the ill re-
turn he had made to the perhaps injudicious
but well-meant generosity and indulgence of
the old man. The lawyer related that when
he opened it he turned deadly pale, and plac-
ing his hands before his face, sank into a chair
quite overcome : let us hope his heart was
touched.

However that may be, he had no reason to
complain of the treatment he received from the
hands of his successors, who, temperate in
prosperity, as they had been patient in adver-
sity, in consideration of the relationship and of
the expectations in which he had been nur-
tured, made Jonas a present of a thousand
pounds for the purpose of establishing him in
any way of life he might select ; while, care-

fully preservedin a leathern case, the old black
pocket-book, to which they owed so much, is
still extant in the family of Tracy Walkingham,




ABOUT COFFEE.

The early history of coffee is involved in
considerable obscurity. According to a state-
ment contained in a manuscript in the Biblio-
theque Nationale in Paris, the use of coffee
was known at a period so remote as 875 A.D.
Ina treatise published in 1566 by an Arab
sheikh, it is stated that a knowledge of coffee
was first brought from Abyssinia into Arabia
about the beginning of the 15th century by a
learned and pious sheikh, Djemal-Eddin-Ebn-
Abou-Alfagger. The knowledge of coffee
spread but slowly outwards from Arabia Felix
(Araby the Blest), and it was not till the
middle of the 16th century that coffee houses
were established in Constantinople. After the
lapse of another hundred years coffee reached
Great Britain, a coffee-house having been
opened in 1652 in London by a Greek, Pasqua
Rossie. The original establishment was in
St. Michael's Alley, Cornhill,

Coffee is spoken of as being used in France
between 1640 and 1660, and thereafter it may
be said that the use of coffee was an estab-
lished custom in Europe. Coffee belongs to
the medicinal, or auxiliary class of substances
being solely valuable for its stimulating effect
on the nervous and vascular system. It pro-
duces a feeling of buoyancy and exhilaratior.
which does not end in depression or collapse.
It increases the frequency of the pulse, lightens
the sensation of fatigue, and sustains the
strength under prolonged and severe muscular
exertion. The value of its hot infusion under
the rigours of Arctic cold has been demon-
strated in the experience of all Arctic ex-
plorers, and it is scarcely less useful in tropical
regions, where it beneficially stimulates the
action of the skin.

Two pieces of glass, flexible as cardboard,
firm as steel, overlaid with gorgeous colors—
two portraits, one of Prince George of Wales
and the Princess Caroline of Wales—are now
in the possession of Mr. W. H. Restieaux, of
Columbus, Ohio. The portraits were painted
at the command of George III, to celebrate
the marriage of the Princess Caroline to his
son, Prince George. The work is described
as wonderful. The glass may be bent back
like a piece of board, yet immediately springs
into place again,
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CHILDREN'’S RIGHTS.

An important part of training even a very
young child is to make it respect the rights of
property in others; not use other people's
things, or play with another child's toys,
without asking permission, and carefully re-
turning the borrowed thing with a word of
thanks. To teach this by deed and word we
must respect the child's rights to its own small
possessions. We should not borrow books,
toys, tools, without asking leave and a word
of acknowledgement. And we should teach,
too, that possession means responsibility.
Let each child have his or her own cupboard,
shelf or drawer. Let it be taught each night
to see that all its little goods are collected and
put away neatly, and if the possessions include
birds or animals that all their wants and clean-
liness are attended to. Careful attention to
these points will do much to build up an honest
and upright character.

‘““ What is an average ? " asked the teacher.
The class seemed to be posed, but a little gir
held out her hand eagerly : ** Please, it's what
a hen lays her eggs on.” Bewilderment
followed, but the mite was justified by the
lesson book, in which was written : ** The hen
lays two hundred eggs a year on an average.”

The richest baby in the world is the Grand
Duchess Olga, daughter of the Czar and
Czarina of Russia, and worth in her own right
more money than that of the Vanderbilts and
Astors together. This baby Princess was
born November 3rd, 1895. Little Duchess
Olga is a great-grandchild of Queen Victoria,
and is a bright youngster.

M. Cachot is a Frenchman who has solved
the problem of utilizing the web of the spider
by turning it into silk of a beautiful and fairy
fineness. A delicate little machine containing
a number of tiny bobbins is made to revolve
continuously by light-running gear. The end
of the webb is caught while it is still attached
to the spider, and the little machine is sct in
motion. The spider does not seem to mind
having his webb pulled off, and the movement
is continued until the spider has completely
surrended its shining structure. It is then
released, put aside and fed until it has re-
cuperated its powers, and a fresh spider is
attached to the gear. M. Cachot is adver)
tising for spiders.
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THINGS YOUNG WIVES SHOULD KNOW

To CLEAN A STRaw HAT.—Dissolve a cent's
worth of salts of lemon in a pint of hot water,
and scrub the hat well with an old nail-brush
in the solution ; then wash it over with a little
more, and last with plain water, and dry on a
table quite flat.

Anyone can make hand-grenade fire-ex-
tingwishers at a very small Any light
quart bottle will serve to hold the solution,
which is composed of one pound of common
salt, and one half-pound of sal-ammoniac, dis-
solved in about two quarts of water,

cost.

CLEANING IVORY.—Wash ivory well in soap
and water, with a small brush to clean the
carvings, and place while wet in full sunshine,
Wet for two or three days several times a day
with soapy water, still keeping in the sun with
a glass shade over. Then wash again, and
the ivory will be beautifully white.

To RENOVATE A SoiLep BLACk DRrEss,—
Gather a double handful of ivy leaves and boil
them in two gallons of soft water. Wash the
dress in the warm water, soaping the greasy
spots, and hang it out to dry without wring-
ing.  While still damp roll the dress smoothly
in a clotk, and let it lie all night. Iron it next
morning, and the dress will look almost equal
to new.

To PREVENT FEATHERS WORKING THROUGH
PiLLows.—A great many people are at a
loss to know how to prevent feathers blowing
about a bedroom ; thus making a room al-
ways untidy. First, it is necessary to have a
good firm ticking, and before placing the
feathers in it, turn the wrong side out and lay
it on a table. Take a piece of beeswax,
slightly warmed. Rub the tick thoroughly
with this so as to give the entire surface a
coat of wax,

THE USEFULNESS or EGGs.——Eggs are use-
ful in the following applications :—A mustard
plaster made with the white of an egg will not
leave a blister. A raw egg, taken immediate-
ly, will often carry down a fishbone that can.
not be extracted. The white skin that lines
the shell is a useful application to a boil,

White of an egg, beaten up with loaf sugar
and a lemon, relieves hoarseness, a teaspoon-
ful being taken every hour. An egg in the
morning cup of coffee is a good tonic. A raw
egg broken up in a glass of wine is beneficial
for convalescents,

How 10 Wasu Kitcuen UTENSILS.—Use
plenty of hot water and soda, and wash the
saucepans and other metal utensils used in
cooking both inside and out. It is useless
trying to remove the grease without soda. A
small twig hand-broom and a good-sized cloth
for the purpose should be used. After being
thoroughly cleansed, rinsed and wiped inside
and outside, all black being removed, they
should be allowed to stand for a few minutes
on the closed stove or kitchener, or in front of
an open range in order to get thoroughly dry
before being put away. This will prevent all
danger of rust,

FRUIT CELLARS.—Fruit cellars need careful
oversight ; for the late sorts to come to proper
perfection, and to keep well, they must be in a
temperature as low as may be without freez-
ing; it must not be forgotten that fruit in
ripening gives off heat, and this must be regu-
lated by the admission of cold air from with-
out. In ripening, a considerable amount of
carbonic acid is given off, which would be of
use in retarding the ripening, but very danger-
ous if allowed to accumulate in the cellar of a
dwelling, hence ventilation by means of a
chimney, or in some other manner, is a matter
that must be attended to.

To EBoNizE Fu)ons.—Ebonizing for floors
can be easily done, says the Plumber and
Decorator, by boiling logwood chips in water
—one pound of chips tn one pound of water—
till the liquid is well colored, Apply this to the
floor evenly and carefully, giving a second ap-
plication if the boards are closely textured.
When this is quite dry, apply in a similar way
a strong solution of sulphate of iron in water.
A good chemical ink-like black will be the re-
sult, which, after sizing, may be varnished like
any other stain, or preferably it may be

polished with beeswax and turpentine. The




duller surface so given is better, artistically
speaking, than the glaring, shining surface
given by a varnish, at any rate, where a black
stain is used.

CLEANSING BOTTLES.—Bottles, after being
some time in use, are apt to acquire a crust or
coating very difficult to remove by ordinary
rinsing. The following are methods for re-
moving such impurities: (1) Soak them in per-
manganate of potash; (2) rinse the bottles
out with a solution of equal parts of muriatic
acid and water; (3) chloride of lime and water
in the proportion of one ounce of the lime to
two pints of water, and allow the bottle to lie
in the solution for three or four days ; (4)
strong sulphuric acid may be put into the bot-
tles—this should remove the strongest crust,
All these methods require great care. The
chemical should in all cases be carefully rinsed
out with clean water, and it should be borne
in mind that all acids are extremely injurious
to clothes, etc.

To those of our readers who are quite un-
acquainted with chemistry, even in its ele-
mentary first principles, the appearance of
chemical symbols must be extremely puzzling
and mysterious. To come across a series of
letters like

CaOCl, or H,SO,
in the middle of a sentence which is otherwise
simple enough in itself, does not always con-
vey any intelligent idea of the meaning which
the writer intended, and hence the symbol is
passed over for want of knowledge to trans-
late it.

Now symbols are usedin chemistry just as
figures are used in arithmetical calculations.
When in a sum of simple addition the numerals
are employed to represent the amounts in-
stead of the actual words, so in chemical cal-
culations and research work symbols are re-
quired. Thus the amount twenty-four is more
conveniently and briefly written for practical
purposes as 24, and the addition of thirty-six
to twenty-four is not written in words but in
arithmetical signs or numerals

24 + 36 =60.
Similarly, by a suitable combination of chemi-
cal symbols, certain characteristic changes
may be adequately represented with respect
to chemical substances.
The elements are usually represented by
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letters, while compounds consisting of two or
more elements in combination are denoted by
symbols consisting of two or more letters
placed in juxtaposition. Thus the element
carbon is known by the single letter C;
hydrogen by the letter H ; iodine by the letter
. Elements in combination may give more
complicated symbols. Thus hydrochloric acid
H,S0,, water H,0, and so on.

The letters chosen to signify the elements
are for the main part the first letter of the
names, in many cases the Latin names ; and
when the names of several elements commence
with the same letter a second letter in smaller
type is added in order to distinguish them.
In this way we get

Potassium K (kalium),
Sulphur S,

Boron B,

Barium Ba,

Calcium Ca,

Chlorine Cl,

Silver Ag (argentum),
Tin Sn (stannum),
Iron Fe (ferrum).

The number of elements at present known
is about seventy, each of which has its dis-
tinctive symbol. Of these the majority are
but rare elements, possessing only a scientific
value, having little or no commercial use at
present.

The chemical symbol has a far more useful
and important meaning than the mere con-
venience attached to the brevity of a letter
representing a substance. Thus in the case
of hydrochloric acid, HCI, the symbol not
only indicates the union of two elements
(hydrogen H, and chlorine Cl)to give the
compound HCI, but also expresses the quanti-
ties by weight of each element forming the
compound. The letter H denotes that one
atom of hydrogen, which represents the small-
est weight entering into chemical combination
(taken for convenience as unity 1), combines
with one atom of chlorine Cl, the atomic weight
of which is known to be 35.5. With CO,, the
symbol for carbonic acid gas, the letters con-
vey the information that one atom of carbon
combines with two atoms of oxygen, and gives
one atom of carbon di-oxide. With water,
H,0, the symbol represents the union of 2
atoms hydrogen with one atom of oxygen.

The symbols used to express chemical sub-
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stances are not all of the simple nature de-
scribed above, such as H, Cl, Ba, HCI, CO,.
As the substance itself becomes more com-
plicated in its nature, so the symbol neces-
sarily changes in order to accurately indicate
the substance.

Sulphuric acid is symbolized by the letters
H,SO,, which signify that the acid is a com-
bination of hydrogen, sulphur and oxygen,
the number of atoms in combination being 2,
1, 4 respectively.

In chemical nomenclature the use of the
full stop in the middle of a symbol has some
significance, Thus, with CaO-Cl,, it indi-
cates that the substance is a ¢ ympound  of
lime (CaO) with chlorine (Cl), and not simply
a combination of calcium, oxygen and chlorine,
The former symbol, CaO-Cl,, conveys the fact
that the oxygen is in combination with calcium
to form lime, whereas without the full stop no
such information is given,

It is desirable to notice that in some symbols
large figures occur. These have some signifi-
cance, and must not be overlooked. One
molecule of sodium carbonate js written
Na,CO,. If it is necessary to show three
molecules these are repeated by placing a
large figure three on the left-hand side, 3
Na,CO,. Here the three molecules of car-
bonate of soda are formed from 6 atoms
sodium, 3 atoms carbon, 9 atoms oxyger,
each atom or number of atoms in the single
molecule being multiplied by three. The
insertion of a full stop in a formula of this
kind also has its meaning. Thus 2KC] * PtClI,
cannot be treated in the same way. Only the
atoms between the large figure and the full
stop are influenced by the figure. This
formula might be written K.Cl, . Pt Cl,, but
not K,Cl, . Pt, Cl,.

Another form of symbol frequently occuring
in technical articles is written in the following
manner: Al, (SO,),+18 H,0, which is the
symbol for sulphate of alumina. In this case
the atoms within the bracket are influenced by
the small figure placed on the bottom right
hand corner, the chemical constitution of the
substance being indicated as in previous
examples, by the extended form of the symbol.

The greatest value and use of symbols lies
in the fact that by means of them chemical
changes and reactions can be represented in
graphical form, and calculations made from

them as to the quantities by weight of the
various substance entering into the changes.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES
NUMBER.

1. Cooper = coo-per.

IN OCTOBER

2. Feathers = feat-hers.
3. Peril-peri.
4. Pathology, pathos = path-ology, path-os.
5. ‘“ The KING was very KIND,"
‘“ His WING on the wiND."
‘“Hear the drummer BANG the drum in
BAND,"
6. Flute, lute.
. Forsake, f
cow
cares
forsake
wear y
S y
e
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A plaic-(place).

N 7 a PROMISE ought to read—an ANIMAL,

O WEAVER, wherefore such gloom ?
You're taking WARPED views of life.

In spite of all shadows that Loowm,
Turn round, and BEAM smiles on your wife,

We ought not to eat when we are tired.
So says the Hygienic Gazette. Some one
has taken occasion to remark that this ought
to be brought to the notice of the working men
who labor from seven in the morning until six
in the evening, the probabilities being that if
they carried this idea out, it would be a great
saving in the cost of provisions, as they would
then confine their meals to breakfast, with the
exception of Sundays.

At Rangoon, the capital of Burmabh, is situ-
ated the famous golden pagoda of a Buddhist
temple, the whole of the exterior of which is
one mass of shimmering gold. This generous
coating of the metal is the result of years and
years of votive offerings to Buddha, for de-
votees from all parts of the world go to Ran-
goon and take packets of gold leaf, which
they place on the pagoda. uring the last

century Tshewbyo-Yen, the King of Burmah,
gave his (literal) weight in gold to the walls of
the pagoda, an offering worth £9,000 sterling.
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CHAPTER 1.

““We must have Trixy Marsden on
the Thursday,’’ for Mrs. Leslie was ar-
ranging two dinner parties. ‘‘She will
be in her element that evening, but
what are we to do with Mr. Marsden?’’

‘‘Isn’t it rather the custom to invite
8 husband with his wife? He might
even expect to be included,’’ said John
Leslie. ‘Do you know, I'm glad we
came to Putney. Springis lovely in the
garden,”’

‘‘Never mind spring just now,’’ as
Leslie threatened an exit to the lawn.
“You might have some consideration
for an afflicted hostess and give your
mind to the Marsden problem.’’

‘It was Marsden brought spring into
my mind.”” And Leslie sat down with
that expression of resignation on his
face peculiar to husbands consulted on
domestic affairs. ‘‘He was telling me
this morning in the train that he had
just finished a table of treesin the order
of their budding, a sort of spring priori-
ty list. His love for statistics is amaz-
ing.

‘‘He is getting to be known on the 9
train. The men keep their eyes on him
and bolt into thirds to escape. He gave
a morning on the influenza death rate
lately, and that kind of thing spreads.

“But he’s not a bad fellow for all
that,”’ concluded Leslie. ‘‘He'’s perfect-
ly straight in business, and that is say-
ing something. I rather enjoy half an
hour with him.”’

‘““Very likely you do,’’ said his wife
with impatience, ‘‘because your mind
has a squint and you get amusement
out of odd people, but every one has not
your taste for the tiresome. He is
enough to devastate a dinner table. Do
you remember that escapade of his last
ym'l’
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““You mean when he corrected you
about the American passage and gave
the sailings of the Atlantic liners since
'80.”" And Leslie lay back to enjoy
the past. ‘‘It seemed to me most in-
structive, and every one gave up con-
versation to listen.’’

‘‘Because no one could do anything
else with that voice booming through
the room. I can still hear him, ‘“The
Columbia, 6 days, 4 hours, 5 minutes.’
Then I rose and delivered the table.’’

“It was only human to be a little
nettled by his accuracy, but you oaght
not to have retreated so soon, for he
gave the express trains of England a
little later and hinted at the American
lines. One might almost call such a
memory genius.’’

‘‘Which is often another name for id
iocy. Some one was telling me yester-
day that quiet, steady men rush out of
the room at the sound of his voice and
their wives have to tell all sorts of
falsehoods. ”’

‘““Trixy is one of my oldest and dear-
est friends, and it would be a shame to
pass her over, but I will not have her
husband on any account. ’’

‘‘Perhaps you are right as a hostess.
It is a little hard for a frivolous circle
tolive up to Marsden, and I hear that
he has got up the temperatures of the
health resorts. It's a large subject and
lends itself to detail.”’

‘It will not be given in this house.
What Trixy must endure with that
man! He's simply possessed by a didac-
tic devil and ought never to have mar-
ried. Statistics don’t amount to cruel-
ty, I suppose, as a ground of divorce?’’

‘‘Hardly as yet. By and by incompat-
ibility in politics or fiction will be ad-
mitted. But how do you know 3hlt Mrs.
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Marsden does not appreciate her hus-
band? You never can tell whata woman

“Perhaps you are right as a hostess.”
sees in a man. Perhaps this woman
hungers for statistics as a make weight.
She is very amusing, but a trifle shal-
low, don’t you think?"’

‘‘She used to be the brightest and
most charming girl in our set, and 1
have always believed that she was mar-
gied to Mr. Marsden by her people.
Trixy has £600 a year settled on her, and
they were afraid of fortune hunters.
Mothers are apt to feel that a girl is
safe with a man of the Marsden type
and that nothing more can be desired. ’

‘‘Perhaps they are not far wrong.
Marsden is not a romantic figure, and
he is scarcely what You would call a
brilliant raconteur, but he serves his
wife like a slave, and he will never give
her a sore heart.”

*‘Do you think it nothing, John, that
8 woman with ideals should be tied to
a bore all her days? What a contrast
between her brother and her husband,

for instance! Godfrey is decidedly one of
the most charming men I ®or met. ”’

‘“He has a nice tenor voice, I grant,
and his drawing room ocomedies are
very amusing. Of course no one believes
% word he says, and I think that he has
never got & discharge from his last
bankruptcy. But you can’t expect per-

fection. Character seems to oscillate be-
tween d.ullnm and dishonesty. "

““Don’t talk nonsense for the sake of
alliteration, John. Trixy’s brother was
never intended for business, He ought
to have been a writer, and I know he
was asked to join the staff of The Boom-
eller. Happy thought! I'll ask him to
come with his sister instead of Mr.
Marsden. ”?

And this was the note:

MY DeAR TRixY—We are making up a din-
ner party for the evening of June 2, at 8
o'clock, and we simply cannot go on without
you and Mr. Marsden. Write instantly to say
you accept. It is an age since I've seen you,
and my husband {s absolutely devoted to Mr.
Marsden. He was telling me only a minute
ago that one reason why he goes by the 9 train
is to get the benefit of your h'::hand’s con-
versation. With much love, yors affection-
ately, FLORENCE LEsLIE.

P. 8.—It does seem a shame that Mr. Mars.
den should have to waste an evening on a set
of stupid people, and if he can’t tear himself
from his books, then you will take home a
scolding to him from me.

P. 8.—If Mr. Marsden will not condescend,
bring Godfrey to take care of you and tell
him that we shall expect some musie,

CHAPTER 1I.

“‘Come to this corner, Trixy, and let
us have a quiet talk before the men ar-
rive from the dining room. I hope your
husband is duly grateful to me for al-
lowing him off this social ordeal. Ex-
cept perhaps John I don't think there
is a person here fit to discuss things
with him,”’

‘Oh, Mr. Marsden does mot care one
straw whetker they know his subjects
ornot so long as people will listen to
him, and I'm sure he was quite eager
to come, but I wanted Godfrey to have
a little pleasure. I'm so sorry for poor
Godfrey.”’ And Mrs, Marsden settled
herself down to confidences, * ‘You know
he lost all his money two years ago
through no fault of his own, It was
simply the stupidity of his partner, who
was quite a common man and could not
carry out Godfrey’s plans.

‘‘My husband might have helped the
firm through its difficulty, but he
was quite obstinate and very unkind
also. He spoke as if Godfrey had been
eareless and lazy, when the poor fellow
really injured his health and had to go
to Brighton for two months to recruit, »’

‘‘Yes, I remember, put in Mrs. Les-
lie. ‘“We happened to be at the Metro-
pole one week end, and Godfrey looked
utterly jaded.’

*“You have no idea how much he suf-
fered, Florrie, and how beautifully he
bore the trial. Why, had it not been for




me he would not have had money to
pay his hotel bill, and that wasa dread-
ful change for a man like him. He has
always been very proud and much pet-
ted by people, g

““The poor fellow has never been able
to find a sunitable post since, althongh
he spends daysin the city among his
old friends, and I can see how it is tell-
ing on him. And—Florrie, I wouldn’t
mention it to any one except an old
friend—Mr. Marsden has not made our
house pleasant to poor Godfrey,

‘“You don’t mean to say that he—re-
flects on his misfortunes, *’

‘“Doesn’t he? It's simply disgusting
what he will say at times. Only yester-
day morning—this is absolutely be-
tween you and me; one must have some
confidant—Godfrey made some remark
in fun about the cut of Tom's coat. He
will not go, you know, do what I like,
to a proper tailor, ”’

“‘Godfrey is certainly much better
dressed, ”’ said Mrs, Leslie, ‘“than either
of our husbands.

‘‘Perhaps it was that made Tom an-
gry, but at any rate he said quite
shortly, ‘I can't afford to dress better,’
and of course Godfrey knew what he
meant. It was cruel in the circum-
stances, for many men spend far more
on their clothes than Godfrey. He sim-
ply gives his mind to the matter and
takes care of his things. He will spend
any time selecting a color or getting a
coat fitted. '’

“‘Is your brother quite—dependent on
his friends, Trixy?”’

““Yes, in the meantime, and that is
the reason why we ought to be the
more considerate. I wished to settle
balf my income on him, but - it is only
a third of what it used to be—some-
thing to do with investments has re-
fluced it—and Mr. Marsden would not
hear of such a thing. He allows God-
frey £100 a year, but that hardly keeps
him in clothes and pocket money. '’

*‘Still, don't you think it's all God-
frey could expect?’’ And Mrs, Leslie was
inclined for once to defend this abused
man. ‘‘Few husbands would do as much
for a brother-in-law.*’

‘‘Oh, of course he does it for my
wke, and he means to be kind, But,
Florrie, Mr. Marsden is so careful and
saving, always speaking as if we were
poor and had to lay up for the future,
while I know he has a large income
and a sure business.’’
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‘“Why, he would not leave that hor-
rid street in Highbury, say what I
could, and I owe it to Godfrey that we
have come to Putney. When Tom went
out to Alexandria, my brother simply
took our present house and had it fur-
nished in Mr. Marsden’s name, and so
when he came home from Alexandria
We were estublished in the cottage.

“John is the best of husbands, but §
dare not have changed our house in his
absence.”’ And Mrs. Leslie began to get
new views on the situation. *‘Was Mr.
Marsden uot rather startled?’’

‘“He was inclined to be angry with
Godfrey, but I sent the boy off to Scar-
borough for a month, and he is never
hasty to me, only tiresome—you can’t
imagine how tiresome,’’

“‘Is it the statistics?”’

‘““Worse than that. He has begun the
Reformation now and insists on reading
from some stuffy old book every even-
ing, Dumas’ history, I think, till I
wish there never had been such a thing
sud we were all Roman Catholics, *’

‘“Very likely he would have read
about the popes, then, or the saints.
My dear girl, you don’t wish to have
your mind improved. You ought to be
proud of your husband. Most men sleep
after dinner with an evening paper in
their hands and are quite cross if
they’re wakened. But there they come,
and we must have Godfrey’s last song.’’

CHAPTER IIIL

““‘Nurse will rise at 4 and bring you a
nice cup of tea. Are you sure you will
not weary, being alone for two hours?"’
And Mrs. Marsden, in charming out-
door dress, blew ean de cologne abcgit
the room. ‘‘Don’t you love scent?"’

‘“Where are you going?’’ asked Mars-
den, following her with fond eyes.
‘“You told me yesterday, but I forget.
This illness has made me stupider than
ever, I think. Wasn’t it some charity?"’

““It’s the new society every one is so
interested in, the Working Wives’ Cul-
ture union. What is wanted is happy
homes for the workingmen,’’ quoting.
freely from an elegant woman orator,
‘‘and the women must be elevated, so
the East End is to be divided into dis-
tricts, and two young women will be
allotted to each. Are you listening?’’

‘“Yes, dear, but it rests me to lie with
my eyes closed. Tell me all about your
society. What are the young ladies to
do?”
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*‘Oh, they’re to visit the wives in the
afternoon and read books to them, solid
books, you know, about wages—all

“No. I insist on your gotng to Lady

Gloucester's.”
kinds of things workingmen like. Then
in the evening the wives will be able to
talk with their husbands on equal
terms and the men will not want to go
to the public houses. Isn’t it a capital
idea?”

A sad little smile tonched Marsden’s
lips for an instant. “And where do youn
meet today? It's a long way for you to
8o to Whitechapel.”’

“Didn’t I tell you? The Marchioness
of Gloucester is giving a drawing room
at her town house, and Lady Helen
Wwrote an urgent note, insisting that I
should come even though it were only
for an hour, as her mother depended
upon my advice so much.

*‘Of course I know that’s just a way
of putting it, but I have taken lots of
trouble abcut founding the union, so I
thiuk it would bhardly do for me to be
absent. You’re feeling much better,
too, aren’t you, today, Thomas?"’

““Yes, much better. The pain has al-
most ceased. Perhaps it will be quite
gone when you retwmin. Can you spare
Just ten minutes to sit beside me? There
is something I have been wanting to
say, and perhaps this is my only chance.
When I am well again, I may—be
afraid.”’

Mrs. Marsden sat down, wondering,
and her husband waited a minute.

‘‘One understands many things that
puzzled him before when he lies in
quietness for weeks and takes an after
look. Yes, I suspected it at times, but
Iwas a coward and put the thought
away. It seemed curious that no one
came to spend an hour with me, as men
do with friends, and I noticed that they

appeared to avoid me. I thought it was
fancy, and that I had grown self con-
scious.

‘‘Everything is quite plain now, and
I—am not hurt, dear, and I don’t blame
any person.  That would be very wrong.
People might have been far more impa-
tient with me and might have made my
life miserable,

“God gave me a dull mind and a
slow tongue, it took me a long wine to
grasp anything, and no one cared about
the subject that interested me., Beatrice,
I wish now you had told me how I
bored our friends. It would have been a
kindness. But never mind that now.
You did not like to give me pain.

‘“What troubles me most is that all
these years you should have been tied
to a very tiresome fellow.”’ Aund Mars-
den made some poor attempt to smile.
‘‘Had I thought of what was before you
I would never have asked you to marry
me.

“Don’t cry, dear! I did not wish to
hurt you. I wanted to ask your pardon
for all that martyrdom, and—to thank
you for—being my wife, and there's
something else,

“You see, when I get well and am
Dot lying in bed maybe I could not tell
You, so let me explain everything now,
and then we need not speak about such
things again.

“Perhaps you thought me too eco-
nomical, but I was saving for a pur-
pose. Your portion has not brought
quite so much as it did, and I wished
to make it up to you, and now you can
have £600 a year, as before. If this ill-
ness had gone against me, you would
have been quite comfortable—in money,
I mean, dear.

““No. I insist on your going to Lady
Gloucester s—the change will do youu
good—and I'11 lie here digesting the Ref-
orination, you know.’’ And he smiled,
better this time, quite creditably, in
fact. ““Will you give me a kiss Jjust to
keep till we meet again?”’

When the nurse came down at 4 to
take charge, she was horrified to find
her patient alone and in the death ago-
ay, but conscious and able to speak.

“Don’t ring—nor send for my wife.
I sent—her away, knowing the end was
near—made her go, in fact—against her
will.”?

The nurse gave him brandy, and he
became stronger for a minute.

‘‘She has had a great deal to bear
with me, and I—did not wish her to




see death. My manner has always been
80 wearisome—I hoped that—nobody
would be here. You are very kind,
surse. No more, if you please.

‘“Would it trouble you—to hold my
hand, nurse? It's a little lonely—I am
not afraid—a wayfaring man—though
a fool—not err therein’’'—

He was not near so tedious with his
dying as he had been with his living.
Very shortly afterward Thomas Mars-
den had done with statistics forever.

CHAPTER 1V.

Three days later Leslie came home
from the city with tidings on his face,
and he told them to his wife when they
were alone that night.

‘““Marsden’s lawyer made an appoint-
ment after the funeral, and I had an
hour with him. He has asked me to be
a trustee with himself in Mrs. Mars-
den’s settlement. *’

“I'm so glad! You must accept, for
it will be such a comfort to poor Bea-
trice. But I thought Godfrey was her
sole trustee.’’

‘““So he was,”” said Leslie grimly,
‘‘more’s the pity, and he embezzled
svery penny of the funds—gambled them
away in card playing and—other ways. *’

‘‘Godfrey Harrison, Beatrice’s broth-
or?”’

‘*‘Yes, her much admired, accomplish-
ed, ill used brother, the victim of her
husband'’s stinginess.’’

“‘If that be true, then Godfrey is sim-
ply n’ '_

‘““You mean an unmitigated scoun-
drel. Quite so, Florence, and a number
of other words we won'’t go over. I tell
you,”” and Leslie sprang to his feet,
‘‘there is some use in swearing. If it
had not been for one or two expressions
that came to my memory suddenly to-
day, I should have been ill. Curious to
say, the lawyer seemed to enjuy them
as much as myself, so it must be a bad
case.”’

‘‘But I don’t understand—if Godfrey
spent Trixy’s money, how is there any-
thing to manage? Did he pay it back?"’

‘‘No, he did not, and could not. He
bas not enough brains to earn 18 pence
except by cheating, and if by chance he
came into a fortune would grudge his
sister a pound.”’

‘(Then' )_
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“‘Don’t you begin to catch a glimpse
of the facts? Why, Marsden toiled and
scraped and in the end, so the doctors
say, killed himself to replace the mon-
ey, and he had just succeeded before
his death.’

‘““How good of him. But I don’t see
the necessity of all this secrecy on his
part and all those stories about low in-
terest that he told Trixy. "’

‘‘There was no necessity., If it had
been some of us, we would have let
Mrs. Marsden know what kind of broth-
er she had and ordered him out of the
country on threat of the jail.”

‘It was Marsden’s foolishness, let us
call it, to spare his wife the disgrace of
her idol and the loss of his company.
So her husband was despised beside this
precious rascal every day.’’

“Trixy will get a terrible shock
when she is told. It would almost have
been kinder to let her know the truth
before he died ’’

‘““Mrs. Marsden is never to know, "’
said Leslie. ‘‘That was his wish. She’s
just to be informed that new trustees
have been appointed, and we are to take
care that she does not waste her income
on the fellow. "’

‘‘People will send letters of condo-
lence to Mrs. Marsden, but they will
say at afternoon teas that it must be a
great relief to her, and that it's quite
beautiful to see her sorrow. In two
years she will marry some well dressed
fool, and they will live on Marsden’s
money.”’ And Leslie’s voice had an un-
usual bitterness.

“Did you ever hear of another case
like this, John?"’

‘“Never. When old Parchment de-
scribed Marsden giving him the instruc-
tions, he stopped suddenly.

‘‘ ‘Marsden,’ he said, ‘was the big-
gest fool I ever ci_ie across in the
course of 42 years’ practice,’ and he
went over to the window. *’

‘‘And you?"’

“Iwent to the fireplace. We were
both so disgusted with the man that we
could not speak for five minutes.*’

After a short while Mrs. Leslie said,
‘‘It appears to me that this slow, unin-
teresting man, whom every one counted
& bore, was—almost a hero. '’

*‘Or altogether,’’ replied John Leslie.
THE END.
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THE DINNER MAKERS

SWISS SANDWICH,

Grate some cheese very finely, shell and
peel some dry walnuts and mix them together
with just enough cream to moisten them,
Season to taste with salt and cayenne pepper.
Cut thin slices of bread and butter (brown
bread if possible) and spread with the mixture.

CHOCOLATE ICING,

Melt two ounces of chocolate over steam,
grating it first; add two tablespoonfuls of
cream and one of water ; stir well, and then
stir in three tablespoonfuls of icing sugar.
Boil from five to ten miuutes. Spread it on
the cake and put in a moderate oven to dry
and set.

VEAL GRAVEY,

After the meat is roasted (ifa large joint),
have ready a quart of skim milk (cost 3 cts.),
add this to the juice, put the meat tin into the
oven again, add a little flour to thicken it,
and nutmeg, pepper and salt to taste. Stir
the whole once or twice until it is a brown
color, when it is ready.

MARROW AS A FRUIT.

We grow the marrow, not to eat as a vege-
table only, but to keep through the winter for
puddings and pies and tarts. Cut up the
marrow in very small pieces, mixing with it
shop currants and sugar. (Some use lemon-
peel instead of currants or with the currants. )
If for pies or tarts stew for a quarter of an
hour, as the marrow is best well cooked. It
is a favorite pudding, especially among the
children.

BLACKBERRY JELLY.

Put 4 Ibs. of blackberries with Y% pint of
water into a preserving pan. Cook till soft,
then strain through a hair sieve. Press well,
measure the juice back into a pan. Add to
each pint of juice 3 Ib. of preserving sugar,
Boil steadily for about three-quarters of an

o

hour, skim well while it is boiling. When
boiled enough put into jars and cover tightly.
Ifit does not “jell” well reboil with a little
dissolved gelatine.

REAL SCOTCH SCONES.

Break all lumps in some fine flour, and rub
in a teaspoonful of baking powder and 2 ozs,
of butter. Whip two eggs to a froth slowly,
adding one gill of unskimmed milk, With
this work the flour into a stiff dough. Roll
out, after dredging your pastry board, to
three-quarters of an inch thick. Cut into
rounds the size of a dessert plate, which cut
again into four quarters. Prick over with a
fork, and brush with a little raw egg. Bake
in a quick oven, butter and serve hot. If they
have gone cold heat them by placing in the
oven under a basin. Some cooks put carbon-
ate of soda and a pinch of tartaric acid in-
stead of baking powder. This is a matter of
taste.

LARDED SWEETBREADS.

When the sweetbreads come from the
market, place them in cold water for half
an hour, then remove fat and surplus skin.
Place in a saucepan, cover with boiling
water, add half a teaspoonful of salt, a slice of
onion, half a bay leaf and a small stalk of
celery, or half a saltspoonful of celery salt.
Simmer gently for twenty minutes, then place
in very cold water until cold. Cut some
larding pork into very narrow strips and
about two inches long, throw them into jce
water until ready to use. When the sweet-
breads are thoroughly chilled remove from
the water and dry. Lard about an inch
apart.  Place in a granite baking pan,
sprinkle lightly with pepper, place a few
small pieces ot pork in the pan and add a
few spoonfuls of the liquor in which the
sweetbreads were hoiled. Bake in a rather
quick oven, about one-half hour, basting

every ten minutes, When done, place on
a platter, having ready some French or fresh




peas, seasoned with salt, pepper and butter.
Arrange these around the sweetbreads and
serve very hot.

A GOOD VERMICELLI PUDDING.

This is peculiarly good for invalids, elderly
people or young children. The recipe comes
from a skilled sick nurse, who makes it to
coax the appetites of convalescents :—Lightly
butter a pie dish. Boil 3{ pint of milk with
two or three pieces of cinnamon in it ; break
up into it 1 oz. of vermicelli and simmer very
gently until it is quite soft and clean looking,
which will be in about a quarter of an hour.
Remove the cinnamon. Take the yolk of an
egg, beat it up well, and add it to the milk
and vermicelli when this has cooled a little,
and castor sugar to taste. Whisk the white
of an egg to a stiff froth, and stir it gradually
and lightly into the pudding. Bake it in a
moderate oven untilit isa light brown and
puffs slightly. Grate a little nutmeg at the
top and serve with or without jam; or you
may add a little jam by putting a layer in your
pie dish at first.

SWEDISH TIMBALES.

Beat one egg until light, add to it halfa cup
of milk and halfa saltspoonful of salt, then add
one cup of pastry flour (use a Dover egg
beater for the entire process). Beat until
smooth, add a scant tablespoonful of olive oil,
stir until mixed, and let stand about an hour,
stirring several times very gently to break
any bubbles. Have a small kettle about two-
thirds full of fat, heated to the temperature re-
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quired for fritters. Place the timbale mould
in the fat for five or ten minutes. When

ready to fry have ready a flat pan lined with
soft paper to receive the cases. About two-
thirds fill a coffee cup with the batter, dip the
hot mould into it, almost to top of mould, re-
move slowly and place in the hot fat until a
delicate brown; lift from the fat, drain a
moment and drop onto the paper lined pan.
Fill with any creamed meat or fish.

QUINCE JELLY,

Quinces are unfortunately as uncommon as
they are delicious; one added to an apple
pie gives it an exquisite flavour. They are
also extremely good made into jelly thns :—
Peel, core, and slice as many quinces as you
have to use, and put them in a preserving
kettle with just enough water to cover them.
The water should boil before the slices are
putin. Boil gently until the quince is quite
soft, and strain off all the juice. Measure it
and add 1 Ib. of crushed lump sugar to each
pint. Boil this up and skim it carefully for
nearly an hour, then try it by putting a little
on a cold plate and seeing if it goes to jelly.
If not add a little ready dissolved gelatine,
Fill small pots and cover. The pulp put
through a sieve, with 3 1b. of preserving
sugar to each pound of pulp, makes nice jam
for children to be used up pretty quickly.
Quinces are so delicious and fetch such a good
price that it is a great wonder more people do
not plant one or two quince trees in their
gardens or orchards. The above recipe
serves for apple jelly also.

BOVRIL

is Infinitely Better than the Best Beef Tea.

BOVRIL spread on Toast, or Bread and Butter,

forms a Savory and

Sustaining Sandwich. When used in the preparation
of Soups, Gravies, Stews, Hashes, Entrees,
Etc., the Perfection of Economical
and Appetizing Cooking
is achieved.

BOVRIL, Limited -

27 $t. Peter St., MONTREAL
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TO AVOID CATCHING COLD.

Accustom yourself to the use of sponging
with cold water every morning on first get-
ting out of bed. It should be followed with
a good deal of rubbing with a wet towel. It
has considerable effect in giving tone to the
skin, and maintaining a proper action in it,
and thus proves a safeguard to the injurious
influence of cold and sudden change of tem-
perature.  Sir Astley Cooper said: * The
methods by which I have preserved my own
health are—temperance, early rising, and
sponging the body every morning with cold
water, immediately after getting out of bed ;
a practice which [ have adopted for thirty
years without ever catching cold.”

MEASURING DROPS IN MEDICINE,

Chamber's Edinburgh Journal contains the
following in relation to measuring out drops
in medical practice, scientific and household :

‘“ But here comes a very remarkable ques-
tion—are the drops the same size, whether
they succeed each other rapidly or slowly ?
Most of us say yes, if all the other conditions
remain the same; but our learned experi-
mentalist says no, he arranged his apparatus
(which he calls a stagometer or drop measurer)
in such a way that he could make the drops
of cocoanut oil fall from the little ivory ball at

o

intervals varying from one-third of a second
of a second up to 12 seconds. He finds that
the drops are twice as large and twice as
heavy in the first instance as in the last ; that
is, when the drops succeed each other more
rapidly, they are individually larger than when
they fall more slowly, amounting actually to
double when the difference is as great as
that above stated. The Lady Bountiful and
Mrs. Nurse need not be troubled with a
scientific explanation of this fact—how it
depends on the time which the gravitation of
the drop has to overcome the adhesion be-
tween the oil and ivory ball; but they were
very much concerned in kn ving that when
they administer: ~ ‘as the fore,’ in
so many drops Juantity will
vary according 1 th f ime between
the drops. If they hurry, by dropping too
much, they may administer 30 drops to baby
instead of 20, and then—we draw a veil over
the consequences. Even medical practition-
ers themselves are cautioned. ‘A pharma-
ceutist who administers 100 drops of a liquid
at the rate of three drops per second, may
give half as much again as one who measures
the succession at the rate of one drop in two
seconds.” Another caution to the dispensers
of drops. Look to the size of the neck and
lips of the phial containing medicines; if the
vessel is thick and rounded at the spot from

mmwmmmw

One of the BEST, if not the VERY BEST, of protections to be had for
Our Homes is Life Assurance.

It is an evidence of prudent fore-

thought and its commends itself to any far-sighted business man.

It will pay you to look into the various plans of policies issued by

The SUN Life Assurance Gompany
of Canada
R. Macaulay, President.

([ 2 2

Head Office: MONTREAL.




which the drops are made to fall, rely upon it,
that the drops themselves will be individually
larger than when a thin lipped phial is used.
Professor Guthrie has ascertained this, and
he shows how it depends on the adhesion of
liquids to solids, as well as upon the cohesion
among the particles of liquids themselves.

THE HAIR AND SCALP.

Though medical writers, in the part of
their several works that relates to the nursery,
are explicit enaugh with regard to the general
physical management of the children, it is re-
markable that so little is said in regard to the
course of treatment proper for the hair and
scalp. Now, this reticence cannot be the re-
sult of indifference to the state of the hair, nor
to the operation of physiology laws with which
every medical student is familiar, We can
assign no more satisfactory reason for the
fact above stated than this: The popular im-
pression that the scalp is exempt from the
operation of those laws of cleanliness which
everybody admits affect all the rest of the
body surface, is entertained also by the
learned ; or else the latter believe that they
have but a choice of evils—the least heing to
let the scalp alone, while the greater would
be to keep that surface thoroughly clean at
the expense of constant trouble to the hair.
So that old bad custom of harsh combing and
brushing, and the copious use of oil and
grease, still constitute the practice of mothers
and nurses, and with the permission and implied
approbation of the family physician. How

many of the cases of serious discase of the
scalp, in infancy and childhood, are directly
or indirectly, the result of this objectionable
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treatment, it would be impossible to decide ;
but from the marvellous delicacy of the integu-
ments of that tender age, and the suscepti-
bility of the constitution, ere its habits have
become fixed, and its processes part of a
settled routine, we cannot but infer that
diseases of the scalp must often have been
produced in this manner, and that, in a vast
number of other instances, the disorder must
have been terribly aggravated by the same
malign influences. Does any sensible person,
once fully satisfied of the infinite delicacy of
the cuticle on the head of a child, imngine
that so tender a surface may, with impunity
be daily raked and harrowed with fine toothed
combs and stiff-bristled brushes, and also in-
flamed and irritated with violent frictions and
stimulating applications ? No, every touch,
affecting so delicate a texture, should be soft
and soothing ; every application as mild as
possible.

THE QUIGKEST THING KNOWN—==

And only Pre ration ot the Kind in America
(Contairin 0 Acid) that wil! Clean all kinds of
Clothing, Jewelry, Tinware and hichly polished
Furnitu e and Carriages, without i |n_|u‘¥l| Ch téa)
[T e Chem
¢ SAPONIQU E Discovery

This great Grease. Oil and Paint Fxtractor does what
you can't do with any other preparation known. It re-
moves Paint Grease and Oil that’s been on for years,
without injury. The SAPONIQUE renews the lustre
of 1the cloth and makes it new again. You can wear
clothing so mu h longer if cleaned with SAPONIQUE,
It has no equal for cleaning Patent Leather, Celluloid
Cuffs and Co“ari. and removing Stains from Linen, Shirt
Fronts, Cuffsand C llars. The SAPONIQUE cleans your
house from top to bottom. Try it on your Mirrors and Win-
dows. It works ike a charm. Beware of Imitations. It
extracts dirt immediately. and leaves no unpleasant smell
on the hands or articles cleaned.

REMEMBER OUR OFFER .—Ifthe SAPONIQUE
don't give entire satisfaction, return the bottle and money
will be refunded.

Ask your dealer for the Sapom ue
Fo' n 1 Dealers and ‘;
SAPONIQUE HAN FACTURING CO., THORNHILL
Ccypright Applied for United States and Canada
—— AGENTS WANTED ——

zsc and 5oc bottles.

ALBERT’S

| The Cheapest .
uw i The Most Used .

il The Best Artificial a ure §

Slles hst Yur over 1,004,001 tons.
P Sense ing " sent free.

THOMAS PHOSPHATE POWDER

It gives largely increased crops for 3 or 4 years

All great authorities are agreed on it.

WALLACE & FRASER

from one application.

St. John, N. B., and Toronto, Ont.
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CHILDREN’S FOOD.

To this fact the attention of parents and guard-
ians should seriously be given, that by it they may
learn to avoid the petty tyranny and folly of
insisting on children eating food for which they
manifest repugnance. It is too common to treat
the child’s repugnance as mere caprice—to con-
demn it as ““stuff and nonsense,” when he refuses
to eat fat, or eggs, or certain vegetables, and
*“ wholseome ” puddings. Now, even a caprice in
such matters should not be altogether slighted,
especially when it takes the form of refusal, because
caprice is probably nothing less than the expres-
sion of a  particular and temporary state of his
organism, which we should do wrong to disregard,
And wherever a refusal is constant it indicates a
positive unfitness in the food. Only gross ignor-
ance of physiology, an ignorance unhappily too
widely spread, can argue that because a certain
article is wholesome to many, it must necessarily
be wholesome to all. Each individual organism
is specifically different from every other. How-
ever much it may resemble others, it necessarily
in some points differs from them ; and the amount
of these differences is often considerable. If the
same wave of air striking upon the tympanum of

two different men will produce sounds to the one
which to the other are inappreciable—if the same
wave of light will affect the vision of one man, as
that of red color, while to the vision of another it
is no light at all—how unreasonable it is to expect
that the same substance will bear precisely the
same relation to the alimentary canal of one man
as to that of another,

The modest deportment of those who are truly
wise, when contrasted with the assuming air of
the young and ignorant, may be compared to the
different appearance of wheat, which, while its
ear is empty, holds up its head proudly, but as
soon as it is filled with grain, bends modestly
down, and withdraws from observation.

—Windsor Salt, purest and best.

Please mention this magazine when corresponding
with advertisers,

THE VALUE OF COARSE FOODS

I first used Herbageum for my entire and
working horses, and found it very beneficial.
It picks up a horse rapidly that is run down or
is off his feed.

I weaned a colt four months old, and as it
was rather thin I commenced feeding it skim
milk with Herbageum, and have had unusually
good results with it. In less than two weeks
a good growth was started, and from that on
there was a steady gain in flesh. In the
spring I fed sour whey with bran and Her-
bageum, and to day the colt isa very fine one
for his age.

My next test was with fat cattle that were
not doing well. They were getting straw
once a day, and about every ten to twelve
days they would get off their feed, and for a
couple of days would refuse food. After I
began with Herbageum they never refused
their feed, and I was able to give straw twice
daily, which was eaten clean. 1 find that
straw and other coarse foods will be eaten
clean in large quantities when Herbageum is
fed, thus saving hay and grain,

After this, I decided to try it on my milch
cows, and found it satisfactory. I had no

means of testing for improved quality, but as
milk was paid for at the creamery by test, I
found at the end of the season that I received
between five and six cents per 100 lbs. more
than a neighbor, whose cows appeared as
good as mine, if not better, and I think that
the gain in returns made the Herbageum
profitable.

Your directions say to give a smaller feed
ration when Herbageum is used, but my ex-
perience is that for working horses there
should be no reduction in the regular ration,
unless they have been over-fed and cannot
assimilate the heavy feed. And with cattle
there should be fed all they can assimilate,
and with Herbageum more straw and coarse
foods as well as hay and grain can be assimi-
lated.

With a ration of grain and coarse food one
tablespoonful of Herbageum daily is sufficient.
When there is no grain only coarse feed given,
a tablespoonful twice daily will be required to
secure the best results.,

D. A. MCFARLANE,

Trout River, Huntingdon P, O., Que.
July 15th, 1896,




TRAINING THE SHEPHERD’S DOG.

The training of a sheep dog is a matter of
importance to the shepherd. Begin training
in the most cautious, natural way at two
months old, or as soon as the puppy is able to
follow you among the sheep. If he comes of
good stock he will take naturally to sheep, as
a duck does to water, and will be very quick
to interpret your wish and ambitious to execute
it. Your main trouble will be to restrain and
teach him moderation. Like all puppy-kind,
he will be impetuous and inclined to hurry and
worry the sheep too much. Deal gently with
him.  Don’t whip him or show your displeasure
by dramatic tantrums, yells and threats.

If of the right sort the young dog will catch
your meaning with a word, motion of the
hand or head, and even the expression of
your face. The young collie is intelligent,
tractable, and impressionable to a wonderful
degree, and anxious to please beyond any
other animal. Common sense, patience, and
moderation on the part of the shepherd will

BEYOND THEIR POWERS.

Work That Can Only Be Done By
Diamond Dyes.

According to instructions issued by makers
of crude and soap grease dyes they advise as
follows, ‘‘Very large or heavy articles, such
as tweed cloth, etc., should only be dyed by
exrert dyers.”

t is really refreshing to occasionally find
modesty and honesty going hand in hand as
far as poor, weak dyes are concerned. Pack-
age dyes and other prepared dyes intended for
home work that the ordinary housewife cannot
use for dyeing a husband's overcoat or suit
are not worth using for the coloring of the
lightest fabrics or materials. Just think of it;
tweeds and cloths and heavy goods must go
to professional or expert dyers because they
cannot be dyed with the common imitation or
soap grease dyes !

When the Diamond Dyes are used for home
dyeing, tweed and cloth overcoats and men's
and boys' suits can be dyed easily and per-
fectly if the directions on the envelope are fol-
lowed. Diamond Dyes have the necessary
penetrating power to dye the very heaviest
materials, and to do the work well.  Any per-
son, man or woman, can dye any material,
light or heavy, perfectly with the Diamond
Dyes.

Moral: Use Diamond Dyes for all home
dyeing work ; they are the most penetrating,
strongest,!purest, and give the best results.
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:‘ioon make his charge a valuable shepherd
og.
Especially do not allow different persons to
be mixed up in his training. Do that your-
self, and the little fellow will soon come to
understand you and your flock. Good blood
in the puppy and good sense in his manage-
ment are the main things to consider.

Miraculously Saved.

A Young Man Rescued
From Disease and Death

By Paine's Celery Compound.

A Poisoned System Completely
Renewed.

The following case needs but few introduc-
tory remarks. Mr. M. D. Arthur, of Chelms-
ford, Ont., was in terrible agony from blood
poisoning ; his whole system was run down;
he was weak, yes, very nigh unto death.
The doctors were defeat:d in their efforts to
get rid of the poison, and hope had almost
fled.

The young man's aunt providentially came
to his aid at his most critical period, and
urged the use of Paine's Celery Compound,
nature's cleanser and healer. The medicine
was used and a glorious victory over death
was the result.

Mr. Arthur, the cured man, writes as follcws:

*“With great pleasure I write about your
wondrous medicine, Paine's Celery Compound,
I was laid up with scars all over my face and
neck, the result of blood poisoning. While in
that condition I could not sleep at night, I had
no appetite, and could not attend to my work.
I tested the skill of all the doctors in the dis-
trict and used tneir medicines, but was not
benefitted.

“] think I was miraculously saved at last.
My aunt came here from Campbellford and
brought with her some Paine’s Celery Com-
pound, which she was then using to advantage.
She advised me to use the medicine, and I did
so to please her. I bless the day I commenced
with Paine’s Celery Compound. Intwo weeks
I was so much better that I could go out, and
in three weeks I was able to resume work
again.

“] cannot say sufficient in praise of the
great healing medicine. I would not be with-
out it if I were obliged to pay ten dollars a
bottle for it."”
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FOR

- Whooping Cough, Croup, Colds,
5 ' Coughs, Asthma, Catarrh,

Items from physicians' statements in our Descriptive Booklet.

Send for it,

{ * Have found it of such great value in Whooping Couzh, Croup and
other spasmodic coughs, that I have instructed every family under m
direction to secure one.” It is of great vaiue in Diphtheria.” I
Sy gives relief in Asthma. The apparatus is simple and inexpensive,”
= Sold by all d uggists.

VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.

69 Wall St., N. Y. City.

WHAT THE HEART IS,

The heart is like a plant in the tropics, which
all the year round is bearing flowers, and ripening
seeds, and letting them fly. It is shaking off
wemories and dropping associations, The joys of
last year are ripe seeds that will come up in joy
again next year. Thus the heart is planting seeds
in every nook and corner ; and as a wind which
Serves to prostrate a plant is only a sower coming
forth to sow its seeds, planting some of them in
rocky crevices, some by river courses, some among
Mossy stones, some by warm hedges, and some in
garden and open field, so it is with our experiences
of life that sway and bow us either with joy or
sorrow. They plant everything round about us
with heart seeds. Thus a house becomes sacred.
Every room hath a memory, and a thousand of
them ; every door and window is clustered with

associations.
——————

H. Shorey & Co » Montreal, gi e in on of their advertise-
ments a very amusing description of the longest war on
record. They say that: “The longest war on record is
that waged between a boy and his clothes, and the result is
generally in favor of the boy! He isa bundle of aggressive
activity, is the boy. He sails in to knock out that new suit
on sight. He kneels down anywhere and eve ywhere to
work his knees through his pants, squirms all over whatever
he sits on to wear out the seat ; pokes his elbows through
his sleeves, twists off h s buttons, and does contortion acts
to burst his seams. He usually succeeds all 100 well, and
though his mother may declare she can't and won't buy him
a new suit, his disreputable appearance soon forces her to
do it, and another victim is furnished him to operate on
Energy and activity are hard to beat but passive resistance
if strong enough can do it every time. H. Shorey &
Company, of Montreal, guarantee all of their boy's
clothing to be made of material that is thoroughly
Sponged and shrunk, to be sewn with the best of thread, and
perfect in make in all respects. Feel in the pocket of any
boy’s suit ycu intend to buy and see that you find therein
H. Shorey & Co.’s 8uarantee card, if so, buy that suit,
and tell your boy to go ahead and enjoy himself.

Mo\TREAL, April 23rd, 1897,
To Tue Coro 1AL MurtuaL Lire Associatio v,
180 St. James St , Montreal,

DEAR Sirs,—On behalf of the widow of the late J. F C,
Blondin, who was insu ed in your Company for $3,000, I
wish to express my thanks for the very prompt and satis-
factory paymeut of the claim the papers for which were
only in your hands a few days, when you might have t .ken
advantage of the 6o days allowed for payment, which you
did not do 1 will certainly recommend your Association
to all whom I may meet desiring insvrance.

I remain, yours truly,
(Signed) Jos. F. Bruvike, Pire,
Vicar of St. Charles & Montreal.

Toro T0, May 4th, 1897.

The Colonial Mutual Life Association, Montreal, P Q.

DeAR Sirs —I have much pleasure in acknowledging
the prompt payment in full of Policy No. 317, on the life of
my late brother by The Colonial Mutual Life Association,
which policy h is heen assigned to me

I can heartily :ec d your Company toanyi ding
insurers desiring low rates and equitable creatment, and
they will find your Toronto agent, Mr. M B. Aylsworth,
exceedingly courteous and ready to give full information.

Gratefully yours,
(Signed,) Jouv A. Cummi Gs.

ST=LoT: 15250
Let's talk of teeth. Your teeth, you want them
perfectly clean a d white. free from tartar and dis-
coloration—Use Odoroma. Yoy want them pre-
served and any tenden.y to decay checked —Use

Odoroma. You want your breath fragrant and
your gums a healthy red—Use Odoroma

'Tis the Perfect Tooth Powder.

Expert Chem cal analysis says so. Your own ex-
perience will teach you so,

[

Puice a5 Cts,

Al Druggists o 1E ARONA GHENIGAL G0.,

Toronto, Ont.




No bad man is ever brought to repentance
by angry words, by bitter, scornfuf reproach-
es. He fortifies himself against reproof, and
hurls back foul charges in the face of his ac-
cuser.  Yet, guilty and hardened as he seems,
he has a heart in his bosom, and may be
melted to tears by a gentle voice, whoso,
therefore, can restrain his disposition to blame
and find fault, and can bring himself down to
a fallen brother, will soon find a way to better
feelings within. Pity and patience are the
two keys which unlock the human heart.
They who have been most successful laborers
among the poor and vicious, have been the
most forbearing.

DRESSMAKERS® MAGIC SCALE

NI A W AR v

i) The
<53 isthe Ma
£ gic Scale being
P one-ninth 1ts actu
o118 By it anyladycsa
cut all styles of ladies’ ard
> children’s carments, (sleeve incle:
> ded,) mthout sefitting. Sosimple. thed
= @ child can learo from the book alona. IL iy
0ot s Chart or model! Price, post-pasd, 83.00.
Agets Wented
MISS K. C. McDONALD

240 Yonge Street, - TORONTO
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HOME WORK #25ivres.

. The work wesend our work-

uickly and easily done, and re-
y parcel post as finished. Pa

to commence send name and address.
8. A.SurrLy Co., Box 265, LONDON, ONT.

CANIAN NRCATECT D BULORR

40 Pages Letter-Press _# 5 Pages Illustrations

Published on the 3rd Thursday in Each
Month in the Inteiest of —————————
Architects, Civil and Sanitary Engineers,
Plumbers, Decorators, Builders, Contract-
ors and Manufacturers ot and Dealers in
Buildin; Materials and Appliances.

The CANADIAN COFBACT RECORD

Intermediate Fdition of the CANAD AN ARCHITECT AND
Buiipgr.) Published Every Thursday Devoted to
Public Works, Tenders, ‘dvance Inf rmation
and Municipal Progress.

Subscription Price, (both editions), $.0» Per Year
Advertising Rates on Application

C. H. MORTIMER, Publisher
TORONTO

Confederation Life Building

Palmer’s Patented Duplex Switches

of the Duplex :

MADE ONLY OF STRICTLY FIRST QUALITY HAIR
“

Five of the Many Favorable Points

1st—They have no Stems or Cords.
2nd—They are made of all Human Hair.

3rd—They can be rolled or puffed to very top.

4th—They can be separated and only one portion worn at a time.

sth—All Human Hair will fade. The outer coverment of all Hair
Switches fades quicker than the under hair. You can in a second separate
our DUPLEX and-turn the faded portion under; in this way the DUPLEX
will outwear three of the old style Stem Switches.

THE FOLLOWING ARE THE PRICES :

18 inch Wavy Hair, $4 oo. 20 inch, $4.00.
a2 ‘¢ v 86,00, 24 ‘¢ 89.00.
Grey Hair, Blonde, Cost Extra.

MAIL ORDERS SOLICITED SEND FOR OUR CATALOGUE

1745 Notre Dame Street, MONTREAL

20 inch Wavy, $5.00.

18 inch, $3.00.
24 ‘“  ‘“ $10.00.

22 ‘' $s5.00.
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LIFE,

Life is not entirely made up of great evils or
heavy trials, but the perpetual recurrence of petty
evilsand small trials in the ordinary and appointed
exercise of the Chiistian graces. To bear with the
failings of those about us—with their infirmities,
their bad judgment, their ill-breeding, their per-
verse tempers ; to endure neglect when we feel we
deserved attention, and ingratitude when we ex-
pected thanks ; to bear with the company of dis-
agreeable people whom Providence has placed in
our way, and whom Ie has perhaps provided or

purposed for the trial of our virtue these are the
»

MAGNETIC AMERICAN
HEALTH CORSETS
to measure ; positively best in the
nl:\rkp!. in fit, support and com-
fort, improving the health and car-
riage. Made in a number ¢ f styles
to suit all figures, Agents wanted,
Mapav Stgyves S, General Agt.

30B St. Antoine St.,

Montreal, Canada

PUREST AND BEST

Mldszl'

For Household Use.,
For Making Butter.
For Making Cheese.

The Windsor Salt Co., Limitea, Windsor, Ont.

::OOMWMMMO“OOO
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$ I WOULDN'T x5 hesturms, o
$ " ® Medy WOULD YOU

: : Not show better Judgment by investi-

P 4 gating? If right, follow it. It WILL

:: BE RIGHT if you are advised to use

2 THE ———aer

o

$ GOOK’S FRIEND
-3

$

$  “—Baking Powder
JMMW

best exercises of patience and self-denial, and the
better because not chosen by ourselves. To bear
with vexation in business, with disappointment in
our expectations, with interruptions in our retis.-
ment, with folly, intrusion, disturbance—in short,
with whatever opposes our will, contradicts our
humor—this habitual acquiescence appears to be
more of the essence of self-denial than any little
rigors or inflictions of our own imposing.

WANTED HELP

Reliable men in every locality, local or travelling, to in-
troduce a new discovery and keep our show cards tacked
up on trees, fences and br dges throughout town and
country ; steady employment, commission or salary, $65 per
month and expenses, and money deposited in any bank
when started.  For particulars write The World tlectric
Medical Company, London, Ont , Canada

S— e ———
A$5 YOUR DEALER FOR

STOPPED FREE
Permanently Cured
Insanity Prevented by
DR. KLINE'S GREAT

.I I RERVE RESTORER

Positive cure 11 Nevwous Discases, Fits, Epilopoey,
,ﬁ:u‘.":“‘a"'f‘:.'.,'m Nolits or Nervousness
grier tirat day's use, 'l'nulrundchmm bottle
free to Fit patients, they paying express o arges only
when received.  Send to Dr. Kline, Ltd, Rellevue
lustitute of Mediciue, 931 Arch St., Philadelphia, Pa,

A LOMEERN

A Monthly Journal devoted exclusively to the
Lum"ering and Wood-Working Industries of the
Dominion, with a weekly intermediate editon
giving reliable information r. garding market condi-
Subscription price for
both editions only $1.00 per year. Adertising rates
on application,

(a2 2 %% %)

Addl’ell‘

THE GANADA LUMBERMAN

Confede ation Life Bui'ding, TORONTO

THE

tions, sales of stock, etc,

Branch Office :
New fork Life Building, MONTREAL




THE ROAD TO FORTUNE.

Civility is a fortune in itself, for a courteous
man often succeeds in life, and that even
when persons of ability fail. The history of
,our own country is full of examples of suc-
cess obtained by civility. The experience
of every man furnishes, if we but recall the
past, instances where conciliatory manners
have made the fortunes of physicians, lawyers,
divines, politicians, merchants, and, indeed
individuals af all pursuits. In being intro-
duced to a stranger, his affability or reverse
creates instantaneously a preposession in his
favor, or awakens unconsciously a prejudice
against him. To men, civility is, in fact,
what a pleasing appearance is to women ; it
is a general passport to favor—a letter of
recommendation, written in a language that
every person understands. The best of men
have often injured themselves by irritability
and consequent rudeness; whereas men of
inferior abilities have frequently succeeded by
their agreeable aud pleasing manners. Of
two men equal in all other respects the
courteous one has twice the advantage, and
by far the best chance of making his way in
the world.

BUREAU.
> lpAntane s -
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‘“ Does'nt that medicine taste good?" asked
Mamma. ‘‘Yes," replied little Three-year-old,
‘“it tastes velly good. Let us save it all for
dear Papa !

Windsor Salt, purest and best

ECURE one of these Machines and your
Household Sewing will be a pleasure. Made
in many Attractive Styles. See our agents.

The Williams Mfg. Co.,vimitea, Montreal, P.().

SMITH & GO.

FasMlonabig Tallors

364 and 366 St. James St.,
MONTREAL

et f I —

Send your name on a postal and we
will send samples and self-meas-
urement forms.

Agent wanted in your town.

y H4**H canapian BEErE

A Monthly Journal pertaining to ELECTRICITY and
STEAM ENGINEERING, containing valuable articles on

E the apphcation of Electricity for all purposcs, De-

Sub;:r_iptit;r: PricT—sl per ye—n‘r.
Advertising Rates on Application,

tions and Answers, etc.
commenced in May, 1897, is devoted to a thorough and
concise explanation of mechanical
formula, with rules,

scriptions and Illustrations of Interesting Plants, Ques-

The Educational Department,
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ANECDOTES OF ANIMALS,
Gilbert White tells us of an oid hunting
mare which ran on the common, and which,
being taken ill, came down into the village, as
it were, to implore the help of man, and died
the following night in the streets. A writer
relates of a hen which had hatched
several broods of ducklings, that from experi-
ence she lost all the anxiety usually borne by
these foster mothers by the indomitable per-
severancz with which the young palmipedes

take tothe water as soon as they are born,
and quietly led them to the brink of the pond,
calmly watching them as they floated on the
surface, or dusting herself on the sunny bank

to wait unconcernedly their return. Duges
saw a spider which had seized a bee by the
back, and effectually prevented it from taking
flight; but the legs being at liberty, it dragged
the spider along, which presently suspended
itby a thread from its web, leaving it to
dangle in the air till it was dead, and then it
was drawn up and devoured. An individual
living in the square at St. Mark’s, Venice, has
been in the habit of scattering grain every
day at two o'clock, previous to which hour
the birds assemble in one place on the cathe-
dral; and as the clock strikes they take wing
and hover round his window in small circles,
till he appears and distributes a few handfuls
of food. This, at all events, indicates the
faculty of noting time, and may be placed on
a parallel with the story of the dog who went
to church regularly every Sunday at the proper
hour to meet his master. Animals are prompt
at using their experience in reference to things
from which they have suffered pain or annoy-
ance.  Grant mentions an orang outang
which, having had some medicine adminis-
tered in an egg, could never be induced to
take one afterwards. Le Vailant's monkey
was extremely fond of brandy but would not
be prevailed on to touch it again after a
lighted match had been applied to some it
was drinking. A dog had been beaten while
some musk was held to its nose, and ever
after fled wherever it accidentally smelt the
drug, and was so susceptible that it was used
in some physiological experiments to discover
whether any portion of musk had been re-
ceived by the body through the organs of
digestion—a severe test of the dog’s sense of
smell and capability of profiting by experience.
Strend, of Sprague, had a cat on which he
wished 10 make some experiments with an air
pump; but as soon as the creature felt the
exhaustion of the air it rapidly placed its foot
on the valve, and thus stopped the action. A
dog having great antipathy to the sound of a
violin, always sought to get the bow and con-
ceal it. Plutarch tells of an artful mule,
which, when laden with salt, fell intoa stream,
and finding its load thereby sensibly lightened,
adopted the expedient afterwards, and when-
everit crossed a stream slipped souse into
the water with its panniers, and to cure it of
the trick the panniers were filled with sponge,
under which, when fully saturated, it could
hardly stagger.




CIRCULATION OF

HOME AND YOUTH

MAGAZINE

DOMINION OF CANADA :
Province of Quebec. ] In the Matter of Cir-
District of Montreal. J culation of Magazine
TO0 WIT) “ Home and Youth,”

I, WATSON GRIFFIN, of the City
of Montreal, in the District of Montreal,
in the said Province, formerly publisher
of the monthly magazine ‘“‘Our Home,”
now known as ‘‘ Home and Youth,”
having sold the said * Our Home " or
‘““Home and Youth” to Mr. C. H.
Mortimer, of Toronto, on the 25th of
May, 1897,

DO SOLEMNLY DECLARE, That
during the ten months preceding said
sale one hundred thousand copies ot
the said ‘“Our Home” were printed
and circulated, that the smallest num-
ber of copies printed and circulated
during any one month of that period
was eight thousand copies, and that the
largest number printed and circulated
during any one month of that period
was twelve thousand copies.

And I make this solemn declaration
conscientiously believing it to be true,
and knowing that it is of the same
force and effect as if made under oath
and by virtue of ¢ The Canada Evi-
dence Act,” 1893.

Declared before me at the
City of Montreal, in the Dis-
trict of Montreal, this twen-
ty-sixth day of June, A.D.,
1897.

R. A. DUNTON,

Notary Public,

Commissioner, etc.

WATSON GRIFFIN

[L.s.]
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What will we Do with Our Boys?

It is upon them the future of the Country Depends.

Itis a well known saying that * the boy is father to the man "
and really, the average boy has more of the man in him than
most people give him credit for. Almost any boy can be made
vicious by continually telling him he is the worst boy in town,
Put the ordinary boy in a stylish, well made suit of clothes and
make him think he amounts 1o something and he'll rise to the
occasion and show the man in him. Put him in a shoddy, ill-
fitting suit that will rip, ravel and bag at the knees and shrink to
half its size at the first wetting and he'll be just about the style of
chap to go well with such a suit.

There is no reason why any boy should wear poorly made
clothes, because the very best clothing can now be had ready-
made at marvelously low prices. Messrs, H. SHOREY & CO.,
of Montreal, have a reputation for Boys', Youths', Childrens’ and
Young Mens' ready-made clothing.

These goods are all sewn with linen thread, the cloth is thor-
oughly sponged and shrunk and the workmanship fully guaran-
teed. In the pocket of every garment of Shorey's clothing is a
little ticket guaranteeing it. If you insist on seeing this ticket
before buying you can be sure of getting Shorey's make, as they
are the only House who venture to guarantee their workmanship
in this manner.
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