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| CANNOT AFFORD TO KILL MY CALVES.

A farmer near Bayham, Ont., who not only raises his own calves, but finds a
profit in buying and raising the young calves of some of his neighbors, who think
it wiser to kill them for their almost worthless “ Deacon ” skins, or even to give
them away and thus save further trouble ; when spoken to about it replied: “I
cannot afford to kill my calves.”

A very great many farmers in Canada annually kill in place of raising their
calves, and in proportion to the number killed impoverish themselves. How
much wiser it would be for the farmer who cannot spare time to raise his calves, to

GIVE THE BOYS AND GIRLS A CHANCE.

Boys and girls grow up on the farm as a rule without any chance to make
money for themselves, while frquently city boys, and often the girls, earn money
out of school hours, which is their own to use, without question, for any proper
purpose. Give those on the farm the same chance to earn money which shall be
absolutely their own, by giving them the calves considered useless. Then supply
them with skim milk, whey, meal and Herbageum, to be paid for when the calves
are sold. Require them to keep a strict account, in a book, of the milk, whey,
meal and Herbageum used, each at its proper commercial value. This will give
them a good training on business lines. When the calyes are really fit for the
market, or ready 1o be turned into the dairy herd, if that ﬁf%ble, either buy
them for eash at their market value, or let the children sell them to some one else
for cash. Then, on true business principles, collect the amount of the supply
account, the balance belonging to the children who earned it by their care and
attention. These earnings may be deposited in the Post Office Savings Bank, and
become the foundation of future prosperity. The young people become manly,
womanly, and self-reliant, and there will be an all-round benefit, which for all
future time will put the killing of young calves out of the question. Remember
that it is by the use of Herbageum that the best results are obtained. Read care-
fully the following opinions selected from a great many :

Last year I used 20 1bs. of Herbageum With skim milk and Herbageum calves
with seven calves; fed it with fresh do extra well. DixoN BRros.

whey and they did splendidly. They  pap) .
= tyh o Whey With & req toh. ¥ aple Creek, N. W. T., Aug. 1, 1894,

DAvVID OSBORNE. Calves do as well with skim milk and
Arden, Ont., May 17, 1890, Herbageum as on new milk without it.
One of my customers says that with JoHN F. KENNEDY,

fresh whey and Herbageum he raised as South Indian, Ont., June 20, 1892,
fine calves, if not better, than he did

ordinarily with sweet milk, Although I sell all my milk I raised
D. A, McDoNALD, nine calves last year, and am raisin
Alexandria, Ont., June 22, 1889, sixteen this year on a little meal wltg
Herbageum is in good demand for Ilerbageum,and all are fat.
calves. JAMES TORRANCE, W. F. CLARK.
Milverton, July 18, 1894, Powassan, Onc., May 15, 1892,

Write for & pamphlet mentioning OUrR HoME to

Sole Manufacturers of Herbageum,
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THE FOINT OF THE PEN.

THE GREEK AND THE TURK.

There is no doubt that the sympathies
of the world at large are with the
Greeks in the dispute with Turkey and
the concert of powers. In France and
Italy popular sentiment runs high in
favor of Greece, and many Italians have
volunteered to fight against the Turks-
It is not so certain how the masses of
the people in Germany, Austria and
Russia have regarded the struggle. It
would appear from the cable despatches
that the young German Emperor incited
Turkey toattack Greece, and the people
of Athens seem to believe that the Ozar
of Russia and his ministers are using all
their influence in favor of the Turks,
but it wonld seem natural that the
Russians in general, who belong to the
Greek church, should sympathize with
the Greeks in a struggle against the
Moslems. In Canada and the United
States the universal sentiment is
strongly favorable to the Greeks, and,
while sentiment is said to be divided in
Great Britain, there is no doubt that
thoso who hope for Turkish success are
animated by the desire that a general
European war may be avoided rather
than by any feeling of friendship for the
Turks, as it is generally believed that a
Grecian conquest of Turkey would be
more likely to cause a general warthan
a Turkish conquest of Greece.

Those who sympathize with the
Greeks may have the satisfaction of
knowing that whatever may be the im-
mediate outcome of the present dispute
the Greeks seem to be gradually driv-

ing the Turks out of all those regions
which were formerly included in the
great Byzantine Empire, and if (he
great powers of Europe would allow
the Greeks to settle the matter as they
please, it would only require patience
on their part and agreement among
themselves to eventually reestablish
the old Byzantine Empire.

It is not by force of arms that the
Turks are being driven from these
countries, but by the superior knowl-
edge, commercial energy and financial
shrewdness of the Greeks..

The increasing power of the Greeks
in Asia Minor is particularly note-
worthy. These Greeks are not all of
pure Greek origin, There is a mixture
of Greek, Pontic, Cappadocian, Gala-
tian and Phrygian blood in many
sections, but their religion is Greek, and
for many generations their priests, in
defiance of Turkish oppression, have
cultivated Grecian aspirations, so that
now this mixed race is essentially
Greek in sentiment. In the islands off
the west coast of Asia Minor a most
remarkable changeis said to have taken
place in the population during the last
forty years, many islands where the
Turks formerly comprised two-thirds
of the population being now occupied
almost entirely by Greeks, for the
Orecian population increases as fast as
the Turks decrease. It is said that
whenever land is for sale the purchaser
is a Christian, and if the same rate of
displacement continues there will not
be a Turk on the islands fifty years
hence. On the mainland the displace-
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ment of the Turkish population by
Greeks is said to be progressing even
more rapidly than on the islands, and
the Greeks are increasing in numbers,
wealth and influence at a marvellous
rate in all the coast districts. Mr. C.
W. Wilson after a visit to Asia Minor
in 1886, described the revolution as
follows:

There is now going on in these coast districts, what
might almost be called a struggle for existence between
Greek and Turk, and in_this etruggle the advantages
are all on the side of the Christian., The Greek
marries young, is very prolific, and living under more
favorable conditions than the Turk. manuges to raise
his fawily He isshrewd, better educated, suffers less
from official robbery than his neighbor, and is not
liable to conseription. 1 he Turk, on the other hand,
rarely raises a lurge family ; infanticide and abortion
are common : there is no skilled medical attendance :
and half of the peusant children die before they uttain
their first year. 'The Turk is apathetic ; his education,
which consists of learning verses from the Koran in a
language that he does not understand, bardly fits
him for a struggle with the keen-witted Greek: he
has to bear the full burden ot the conscription, to
supply recruits for the police force, and altcgether his
pursuits ure more calculated to shorten life than those
of the Greek.

Greek colonization on the mainland has not unfre-
quently followed in the footsteps of humble commer-
cial enterprise. Andreas, the younger son of a lurge
family. tinds himeelf ung'ble_ to make his way in_his
nativeisland ; he forthwith invests his small earnings
in miscell. articles, lly such as are in
favor with Moslem wives and muidens, and starts off
to seek his furtuue as unpedllr on the mainland. He
sells his oods at from fifty to one hundred per cent.
profit, and lives, while travelling, on Turkish hospi-
tality; and when he has disposed of his stock he
returns to the nearest town to replenish, and then
takes to the roud again. ~ After a little experience
Andreas settles in a Turkish village and opens a small
shop : he is always reud}' to give credit on good
security at a high rate of interest, and for a further
consideration to take payment in kind; he receives
the corn, oil, or whutever it may be, at prices much
below their market value, and mdnly.disgoua of
them at a li{mﬂt through his compatriots in the near-
est town. Needless to say, Andreas xrows rich whilst
the villagers grow poor; he is soon joined by his
cousin Dimwitri and others, who have "heard of his

und the 18 b poorer still ; at last a
succession of bad harvests pluces them at the mercy of
Andreus und his friends, und forces them to part
with their houses and land ; they move further inland,
and the village becomes a Greek colony. It is the
sume with the wealthier Turks; the old bey, who owns
@ large estute near vur village, has always kept open
house, and never takes thought of the morrow ; he
hus still to entertain his guests. and marry his chil-
dren, but his expenses have incre . and he is
gometimes in want of ready mcr.;: he applies to
Andreas, who is always pleased to supply his wants
on good security at twenty-five to thirty per cent.
interest The bey never drenms of paying, and the
debt increases, until one dark day, Andreas closes his
purse and threatens to sell the old msn up In the
good old days Andreas would have lost his head. and
the bey’s lunds would have passed intact to his heirs ;
now a compromise is effected. part of the land is sur-
rendered at once, and for an additional loan the
remainder gues to the Greek at the old bey’s death.

This account of the way the Greek
conquers the Turk is not so likely to
arouse sympathy as a description of one
of those old battles in which Greeks
fought bravely agains* their enemies,
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prepared to conquer or to die. It
reminds one too, of the fact that
according to recent reports from Egypt
most of the liquor sellers there are
Greeks. It is more pleasant to read
that on the islands and in the districts
on the west coast of the mainland of
Asia Minor the Greeks have a well-
organized system of free education,
supported by communal taxes and
legacies. Each village has its primary
schools in which Greek is taught by
masters and mistresses who were either
educated in Greece or have passed a
qualifying examination at Athens. The
wealthier classes are quite cultured,
and strenuous efforts are being made to
educate the masses. . Profuse expendi-
ture on education is a national charac-
teristic and to acquire a sufficient
fortune to found and maintain a school
or hospital in his native town is the
honorable ambition of many a Greek
merchant.

These Asiatic Greeks have long
cherished the hope that the old Byzan-
tine Empire may yet be revived with
the capital at Constantinople, and
although they look to Athens for inspir-
ation their hopes are centred in Con-
stantinople. How the Athenians would
regard the removal of the capital it is
hard to say. There might possibly be a

quarrel among the Greeks over this
question if they should ever have the

ower to re-establish the Byzantine

mpire. However, they might arrive
at a compromise by forming a federal
union with a number of state capitals,
of which Athens would be one, and the
seat of the Federal Government at
Constantinople.

But all this is a dream of the future,
and the aspirations of the Greeks in
Europe and Asia to establish a powerful
state may never be realized. The great

owers of Europe have all to be taken

nto consideration,and the Czar Nichol-

as emphatically expressed the estab-
lished policy of Russia in this regard
when he said to Sir WilliamSeymour:

“ I will never permit an attempt at the reconstruc-
tion of the Byzantine Empire, or such an extension of
Greece us would render her a powerful stute ; still less
will I permit the breaking up of Turkey into little
republ el—-ul%lul‘nl forthe Kossuths and Muzsinis und
other revolutionists of EuroT ; rother than submit to
any of thewe arrangements I would go to war, and
would carry it on as long as I have & man and a
musket left.”
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THE BLACK GONDOLA.

CHAPTER V.

Count Leonardo watched his new
jailer with great interest, wondering
whether he could discover any weak-
ness in his character which he could
take advantage of in planning another
escape. He recognized the fact that he
could not again make use of the device
which had made such an impression
upon Mario, but he thought that by
carefully observing his jailer he might
form some new plan of action that
would work equally well.

The first impression that this scrutiny
of the jailer made upon the mind of
Leonardo was that the man was
anxious to speak to him about some-
thing. He rejected the idea as absurd
in thinking about it after the jailer had
left him that night, but, nevertheless,
being determined to miss no oppor-
tunity, when the jailer visited his cell
next morning Leonardo said blandly,
“I think you have something to say to
me, my good man. Do not hesitate to
confide in me.”

This speech which would have aston-
ished any ordinary jailer was received
without surprise by this one, who said
in reply,

“You have a friend—Stephen Dan-
dolo.”

“He was once my friend,” said
Leonardo.

‘‘ Always your friend,” said the jailer.
“You think he was to blame for yoar
imprisonment. You wrong him. One
older than he, more influential than he,
was responsible. Through the influence
of the Doge, his father,I have been
appointed as your jailer. The Doge
knows nothing of my master’s purpose
in asking for this appointment. I came
to hesist you to escape. I will do so at
the risk of my own life, and it will be
necessary for me to go with you. To
remain behind after your escape would
be to court death. There could be no
hope of pardon for me. If you escape

you must take me with you to some
foreign land. I have served your friend,
Stephen Dandolo, faithfully, and I will
serve you as well. We have arranged
everything. You are to leave here
to-morrow night at ten o’clock under
my guidance. A gondola will be ready
to take you to the palace of Stephen
Dandolo, where you will remain in
hiding for a few days, after which we
must escape together to France. My

name is Maso. Regard me hereafter
as a devoted servant who risks his life

for you, and will follow you to the ends
of the earth, anywhere out of reach of
the vengeance of Venice.”

CHAPTER VI.

It has been recorded that when Fran-
cesca discovered that the Prince di
Papoli knew at the time he married her
that Count Leonardo Montecali was
alivein prison, and allowed her to sup-
pose him dead, she lost all faith in him,
and turned for assistance to Stephen
Dandolo, the man whom she had most
dreaded. @ When she read the letter

placed in the hands of Agatha by some
unknown man in the Dandolo palace, all
her old fear of Dandolo returned, and
her first impulse was to seek advice
from the Prince,in whom her confidence
revived, but after a few moment’s con-
sideration she decided to rely upon her
own judgment. She questioned Agatha
regarding the man who placed theletter
in her hands, but could learn nothing
from her. Agatha was not acquainted
with any of Dandolo’s servants except
Paolo. She did not think it was Paolo,
but it might have been. She did not
see the man’s face and his voice was
disguised.

¢ What is your theory?” said Fran-
cesca. ‘‘Why do you suppose Stephen
Dandolo has imprisoned this lady, and
what do you think we should do ¢

“Oh, my lady,” said Agatha, * will
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you believe me and follow my advice
when I tell you what I think ?”

‘“ How can I tell, Agatha, until I hear
what youhave tosay ?”’ said Francesce.

‘“1believe,” said Agatha, ‘that this
is only a plot of Stephen Dandolo to get
you into his house again. There is no
imprisoned lady yet, but you will be
made a prisoner if you go near him

again.”
‘ What nonsense,’’ said Francesca,‘‘ If

he had wished to make me a prisoner
he could have done so while we were in

his palace. No one knew of our visit
and he might then easily have detained
me, but he made no attempt to do so,
and it would be absurd to suppose that
he would adopt any such method to
entice me to his palace. It is evident
that I cannot depend upon you for
ad ice.”

‘ What will you do then ?”?

‘““We must contrive some means of
escape for this poor prisoner. I will
disguise myself as a gondolier and go
to rescue her.”

“ Mylady this is madness.”

“Do not try to dissuade me, Agatha,
my mind is made up.”

** Will Alphonse go with you ?”

‘“No, I wlll go alone if you are afraid
to accompany me.’’

‘“ My lady, I am afraid of nothing for
myse’}f, but I am sure it is madness for

ou

‘““Then we will go together, both dis-
guised as gondoliers. You are as strong
as Alphonse.”

Agatha made no further remon-
strance, but quietly proceeded to carry
out the instructions of her mistress,
{’rocurlng the necessary clothing tor

heir disguises. In fact, although she
was concerned for her mistress she pre-
pared for the adventure with some
eagerness, for she was by no means a
timid woman, and the letter regarding
Dandolo’s prisoner had aroused her
curiosity. hen she had arrayed her-
self as a gondolier she surveyed herself
in the mirror with much complacency,
and vigorously brandished at her reflec-
tion in the glass a sharp pointed
dagqor, the jewelled handle of which
would have made the eyes of any
ordinary gondolier glisten with envg.
This dagger she concealed in her cloth-
inF, saying to herself,

‘No one can tell how soon we may
need to use it.”

They left the Avarenza palace an hour
before the time appointed. The sky

was partly overclouded, and the moon
was under the clouds, so that the night

was dark. The Dandolo palace, which
looked so gay when they visited it the
night before, now looked as dark and
gloomy as a prison. No other gondolas
were in sight as they approached.
They stationed themselves directl
under a window of the palace whic
was most secluded from observation
and therefore most likely to be selected
as a way of escape for the prisoner.
There was much doubt in their minds
on this point, however, for the letter
had notstated which window the escape
was to be made from.

As they sat there in the darkness
trembling with anxiety and with all
their senses alert their ears caught the
splash of oars. The sound approached
nearer, and they strained theireyes in
the vain endeavor to see who were the
occupants of the other gondola.

At this moment the window above
opened and someone leaning out held a
torch, which threw a dim light on the
water, and Francesca, looking up
recognized Paolo. He drew in his head
and a moment afterward began tolower
a rope, one end of which soon rested in
the gondola below and was made fast
by Agatha.

Francesca wished to warnthose above
of the approaching gondola, but she
did not know how to do so without
arousing the attention of those who
occupied it, who might otherwise pass
by without noticing the escape.

The prisoner did not descend by
sliding down the rope as the watchers
below had anticipated. This was
evidently the original plan of Paolo,
but the lady appeared to decline this
mode of descent, and aftera short delay
she was gently lowered by means of
twisted bedclothes, knotted together
and tied about her waist. In this way,
while she clasped the rope and de-
scended hand over hand, the weight of
her body was partly sustained by Paolo,
and the danger of accident or injury to
the hands from a rapid descent was
avoided. She had almost reached the
gondola when the clouds dispersed and
the moon shone brightly, revealing her
face and figure clearly, not only to the
disguised women in the gondola below,
but also to Count Leonardo Montecali
and his jailer Maso, who occupied the
gondola, the approach of which had
alarmed Francesca.

‘It is Tessa Tornabelli,” cried Leo-
nardo, and Francesca’s heart sank as
she recognized his voice and heard the
name that had been present in her mind
ever since the interview with Stephen
Dandolo.”

(To be Continued.)
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PEOPLE OF THE PAST.

A pretty stery is told of Moses Mendel-
ssobn, the founder of the family whose
name has a sound of music in it. He
was a hunchback, and a young Ham-
burg maiden rejected him because he
was misshapen. He went to bid her
good-bye, and, while making a last
supreme effort at persuasion, she did
not lift her eyes from hersewing. ‘Do
Kon really think marriages are made in

eaven ? ’she asked. *‘‘Yes, indeed,”
he replied, ‘‘ and something especially
wonderful happened to me. At the
birth of a chil(f proclamation is made in
heaven that he or she shall marry such
and such a one. When I was born my
future wife was also named, bus at the
same time it was also said--‘ Alas, she
shall have a frightful hump on her
back!’ ¢Oh, God,’1 said, ‘ then a de-
formed girl will become embittered
and unhappy. whereas she should be
beautiful! Dear Lord, give me the
hump, and let the maid be well-favored
and agreeable!’” The maid could not
resist such wooing as that, and threw
her arms around his neck.

L

In the chronicles of John of Bromp-
ton, a pathetic and romantic account is

iven of the mother of Thos. A Becket.

is father, Gilbert & Becket, was taken
prisoner during one of the crusades, by
a Syrian Emir, and held a considerable
period in a kind of honorable captivity.
A daughter of the Emir saw him at her
father’s table, heard him converse, fell
in love with him,and offered to arrange
the means by which both might escape
to Europe. The project only partially
succeeded, he only escaped. But after
atimeshe contrived to elude her attend-
ants, and after many marvellous adven-
tures both by sea and land found her
lover. She knew but two English words
“London” and ‘ Gilbert.” By con-
stantly repeating the first, she was
directed to the city, and there followed
by a mob, she walked from street to
street crying as she went, ‘ Gilbert!
Gilbert!” She at length came to the
street in which her lover lived. The
mob and the name attracted the atten-
tion of a servant in the house; Gilbert
recognized her and they were married.

G b

A very curious story istold by several
ancient writers respecting Engirvard,a
secretary to Charlemagne, and

a
daughter of that Emperor. The secre-
tary fell in love with the Princess, who

at length allowed him to virit her. One
winter’s night he stayed with her very
late, and in the meantime a deep snow
had fallen. If he left, his footmarks
would be observed, and yet to sta
would expose him to danger. At lengtg
the Princess resolved to carry him on
her back to a neighboring house, which
she did. It happened, however, that
from the window of his bedroom the
Emperor saw the whole affair. In the
assembly of the Lords, on the following
day, when Engirvard and his daughter
were present, he asked what ought to
be done to a man who compelled a
King’s daughter to carry him on her
shoulders, through frost and snow, in
the middle of a winter’s night? They
answered that he was worthy of death.
The lovers were alarmed, but the Em-
peror, addressing Engirvard, said,

¢ Hadst thouloved my daughter, thou
shouldst have come to me; thou art
worthy of death, but I give thee two
lives. Take thy fair porter in marriage,
fear God, and love one another.”

B b o

Some of the most important discov-
eries have been made accidentally. A
lucky irstance of this kind was the
invention of the telescope. Nearly
three hundred years ago there was
living in _the town of Middleburg, on
the island of Walcheren, in the Nether-
Jands, a poor optician named Hans
Lippersheim. One day, in the year
1608, he was working in his shop, his
children helping him or amusing them-
selves with the tools and objects lying
about, when suddenly his little girl
exclaimed:** Oh, papa! see how near
the steeple comes!” Startled by this
announcement Hans looked up from his
work, anxious to know the cause of the
child’s amazement. Turning towards
her, he saw that she was looking
through two lenses. one held clese to
her eye, the other at arm’s length ; and
calling his daughter to his side, he
noticed that the eye lens was plano-
concave, while the one held at a dise
tance was plano-convex. Then taking
the two glasses, he repeated his daugh-
ter’s experiment, and soon discovered
that she had chanced to hold the lenses
apart at the proper focus, and this had
produced the wonderful effect that she
observed. His quick wit saw in this a
wonderful discovery. He immediatel
set about making use of his new knowl-
edge of lenses, and ere long he had
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fashioned a tube of pasteboard, in
which he set the glasses at their proper
focus, and so the telescope was in-
vented.

g o G

Aline Dupré was born at Martinique
in the year 1763. Her father possessed
one of the best estates on the island,
and spared no pains or expense in
educating his daughter, whose rare
natural qualities, both of person and
mind, well-merited the most careful
development. At the age of fourteen,
when womanly charms are almost
matured in that clime, Aline was the
pride of her family, ami the admiration
of the upper circles of the colony. In
private society no one surpassed her in
vivacity of spirit; in the ball-room the
graces of her person and movements
were unrivalled; and she possessed
musical talents well fitted to enhance
and complete the impression made by
her appearance and address. Such was
Aline Dupré, when an unforeseen acci-
dent gave a sudden turn to her
prospects and fortunes. Excited by
oppression, real or imaginary, a
numerous band of negroes made their
escape from their masters, and spread
the most serious alarm over the whole
island. Profiting by the scantiness of
the military force stationed there at
the time, these runaways committed
various outrages, and made threatening
demonstrations at many different

oints, calling everywhere upon their

ellow-slaves to join their standard.
None of the negroes in the employ of
M. Dupré had acceded to the insurgent
band ; but the station of that gentle-
m1in, and the high opinion entertained
of his talents and activity, caused him
to be pitched upon as the leader of the
militia raised for the suppression of the
matiieers. M. Dupré fulfilled with
energy and success the duty entrusted
to him. The fagitives were surrounded
and captured, but only after a desperate
straggzle, in which M. Dupré received a
moeeal lnjury. He survived it long
enouzh to permit him to receive from
France the Cross of St. Louis, which the
sovarnor of the colony, the Marquis de

»uillé, had reqaested for him. Soon
after receiving this reward, M. Dupré
died, recommending with hisdast breath
his dwaghser Aline and his only son to
the care of the governor.

Tas Marquisde Bouillé did not neglect
ths charge committed to him. It had
bes1 the purpose of the late M. Dupré
to raturn to France, where he had a
smll patrimonial property, and where
vacious members of his family were
33351ed. Tais intertion had been partiy

formed with the view of completing
the education of Aline and her brother
and in the hope of seeing them well
established there in life. e governor
of Martinique determined to fulfil the
wishes of the father in this respect.
Finding the young Dupré, who was a
year or two older than Aline, to have
an inclination for a military life, the
marquis arranged that he should go to
France, and enter the regiment of
Bouillon, while the sister was to be
placed for a time in the seminary of St.
Cyr, the highest institution then exist-
ing for persons of her sex. Aline and
her brother accordingly, embarked in
a vessel bound for France.

The vessel which bore the brother
and sister, intending to land on the
western coast of France, reached the
Straits of Gibraltar in safety. Soon
afterwards, however, when the passen-

ers, attracted by the beauty of that
atitude, had assembled in a group on
deck, an old negress in attendance on
Aline, pointed out a dark spot on the
sea at a distance. The captain was
present at the moment, and was ob-
served to grow pale as he turned his
eye on vhe object pointed out. But he
made no remark ; and the passengers
retired for the night. In the mornin
they found nothing but bustle an
alarm on board. The vessel was pur-
sued by a swift-sailing Algerine corsair,
of a size which rendered it almost
hopeless for a petty merchantman to
attempt any resistance. Nevertheless,
the crew took to their arms, resolved to
sell their liberty dearly. The pirates
were not long in coming up and
boarding, and, as might have been
anticipated, soon overpowered all op-
position. Aline had kept close by
the side of her brother, determined
to perish with him if he fell; and
when the capture took piace,she was
bound with him in the same chain.
This association greatly lightened their
sufferings on this occasion, but it did
not last oni. When the corsair reached
the port of Algiers, an order was issued
for the conveyance of all the male
prisoners ashore, and the retention of
the females. The language spoken
around her was unintelligible to Aline,
but she soon became sensible of the
intended separation. Her a.%ony was
dreadful at the moment; the past
mishap seemed to her ingignificant in
comparison with this crowning ill. She
fell on her knees before the barbarians
of the vessel, and used eve entreutg
by words and gestures, which mig ¢
have a chance of moving them to per-
mit her accompanying her brother.
Her tears and imploring looks fully
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expressed the meaning which her lan-
guage could not convey, but they were
totally disregarded, and her brother
was carried off with his companions.
All hope seemed to depart with him,
and Aline fell down in a swoon.

Her insensibility, at least to a pariial
extent, was of long continuance, every
return of her powers to reflection serv-
ing only to renew her grief, and throw
her back into a state of lethargy, which
rendered her heedless of all around
her. Zara, the old negress, watched
over her with incessant care. When
Aline regained some.hing like com-

osure, she found herself on board of a

ifferent vessel, and again upon the
open sea. Zara informed her that she
had been purchased by an Armenian
merchant, aud was now on the way to
Smyrna, whence, after taking on board
some Circassian and Georgian cap-
tives, Achmet, as the merchant was
called, intended to proceed to Constan-
tinople. Zara likewise added, that
Achmet seemed to take a strong inter-
est in her restoration to health. This
last piece of intelligence was anythin
but pleasing to the poor captive, an
her mind was so heavily oppressed with
a foreboding dread of the fate that
seemed to await her, that she resolved
to escape from it at the cost of life. No
other way of effecting this object was
in her power save that of starving
herself. For two days she maintained
this determination; and was already
beginning to feel her strength diminish-
ing, when some proceedingson the part
of Zara changed altogether the train of
her thoughts. The old negress, like
man¥ of her 1ace, affected a power of
reading the car&s, or of telling for-
tunes, and she artfully led her languid
mistress to exprees a wish to know what
would be her brother’s fate, the subject
ever uppermos? in her thoughts. Za a
uied the opportunity given to her most
dexterously. Consultingthe cards, she
assumed, after a time, an aspect of
great joy. ‘ Your brother shall yet be
free and great! the cards declare it!
And by you—by you shall hebe saved! *’
The suggestion of such a meibility
made an instantaneous and striking
impresslon upon Aline, and raised in
ber a new train of thought. Finally,
she resolved to desist from her course
of abstinence, and to preserve her life,
in the hope that, whatever might be
her own fate, she might yet have it in
her gower to alleviate the sufferings of
her beloved brother.

When the vessel arrived at Smyrna,
it chanced that, while Achmet was
getting on board 'his other captives, he
met the French consul in society, and

mentioned his having with him a beau-
tiful slave of French descent. The
consul immediately requested to see
her, and, after some difficulty, this was
accomplished. On seeing A¥i’ne, Mon-
sieur generously offered to
purchase her from the Armenian, and
set her at liberty.

“ My brother,’” said Aline; ‘ will you
set him, too, at liberty ?

‘“ Alas!” said the consul, ‘that is
not possible. How could he now be
found out? The intervention of the
sultan alone, 1 fear, could avail to dis-
cover his retreat, and procure his
freedom.”

‘‘ The sultan ! ”’ replied Aline, and for
a few moments she remained in thought.
‘“Well,” continued she at length, “I
cannot, and will not, since such is the
case, accept of liberty for myself,”” The
consul pressed her to alter her resolu-
tion, but the generous girl held firml
by her purpose. The slight hope whicl‘;
existed of her finding in Constantinople
some means of liberating the poor
captive of Algiers, kept her fixed in
the determination of remaining with
Achmet. It seemed to her as if some
secret Kower urged her onwards to the
Turkish capital.

But, as she sailed thither, doubts and
fears took possession of her mind. Her
whole chance of success was founded on
the vague possibility of her personally
seeing the sultan Abdul-Hamed, or
some great courtier, from whom she
might beg the life and liberty of her
brother But she remembered, and
shuddered to remember, that she might
become the purchased slave of some
rich but obscure Turk, and might be
shut out forever from the light of day
among strangers. With these thoughts
in her mind, she proceeded to the
gresence of Achmet, and, assuming a

rm andbold tone, she said: “‘Armenian,
gour fortune and mine are nowin your

ands. If I have observed aright, you
do not confound me with these poor
ignorant slaves, who have bodies, but
no souls. Such as these subjugate the
eyes, but not the heart. My character
is different from theirs, and so will my
destiny be. It will be a high one, and
our fortunes shall rise with it. Intro-
uce me vo the presence of the sultan,
and depend upon my eternal gratitude.”
Achmet seemed to be struck by these
words, and the confident tone in which
they wereuttered. His manner assumed
a semblance of rusect very unusual
between master and slave, and he
expressed his intention to xnti the
wishes of Aline if possible. According-
3). when the vessel entered the port of
nstantinople, and the party were
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conveyed to the house of Achmet, he A USE FOR OLD PIANOS.
ls'howed his} hl)]tenti-io}:m by bringing go
er one of the richest dresses to be "
found in the city, this being a proper There came into llny possession, many
preliminary step, as he thought, to the y;aars 480, & very old-fashioned upright
execution of her design. But Aline P{“?“f d
declined assuming the garb, and con. o found a place for it in my study,
tented herself wﬁ,h one of the most mMmOre for the beauty and quaintness of
simple kinl. To his surprigse, the the case, which was'of rosewood, and of
Armenian was compelled to admit that the usual excellent workmanship, than
her appearance was more captivating from any hope of deriving comfort from
Wwithout than with the rich attire ob. ANY Sweet music the mellow ivories
tained for her. might produce. It was old. and its time
Though Achmet seemed thus desirous and power for discoursing sweet music
of fulfilling her wishes, day after day Were past and gone; try as we would, by
passed away without any notice of the &new string here and another there, it
approach of that event on which Aline Tefused to send out any but shrill and
rested every hope of procuring her discordant notes, and in _despair we
brother’s liberation, At last, however, lockeditup. And soit mighthavesto d
Achmet announced that it was impos. for many years to come, leasant to
sible for himself to introduce his beauti. 100k upo.1,” but utterly useless, had it
fol slave to the presence of the sultan DOt been that a ?00d many books were
in any way. “Bat do not despond,” Scattered about the house and demand-
said he; “I have sold you along with €d a case. .
Zara to Isaac-Aga, on'of the old chief While trying to reconcile ourselves to
of the royal guards. He has promised Parting with the Plano to make room
to place you in the way of seeing the {:or the bookcrase, the thought struck us:
sultan.” ~ Aline at first thought that ‘‘Surely this would make a splendid
she was deceived with false romises, Pookcase, if its inside could be bodily
but such was not the case, Igaac-Aga taken out without in ury to the frame,’
was faithful to his word, and Aline We sent for a wor man, who saw the
obtained her wish. She was brought Possibility of doing this for us at a
before the sultan. It is needless to moderate sum, and the result is that we
linger on the issue. The skill of Aline bave a beautiful piece of furniture and
in music was exerted to charm Abdul. bookcase combined. .
Hamed, and not in vain. It was not The upper part, consisting of about
long ere his passion for the accom- tWo-thirds of the height, contains three
plished captivegrewso deep and strong, 8helves for books, and a Wwriting desk,
that he made her his legitimate wife; the former ke board-running the whole
and she had also the pleasure of em. depth and width of the piano, while the
bracing her brother, liberated by the underthi'rd forms afamous cupboard for
sultan’s orders from the slave-chaing manuscripts and magazines.
of Algiers. Under the title of the Thinking that many people may have
Sultana Validé, Aline outlived Abdul. & piano similar to mine, and that rather
Hamed, to whom she hore the Sultan than sell it they would desire to keep it
Mahmoud. Mahmoud did not immedi. and make it useful, I send you this short
ately succeed his father, but lived in account of what we have done with
seclusion during the intervening reigng ours.—The Girl’s Own Paper.

of Sflimfa&d Ii\lusta:lp}m.. The civilized —————

spirit o ahmoud may, in part, be

tll‘)aced to the instructions (')f his mother, THE HUMAN VOICE.

the Sultana Validé. She discovered the

retreat of her relatives in France, and, The voice is a human sound which

sent them letters, which were accom. nothing inanimate can perfectlyimitate.
panied by magnificent presents. M. It hasan aui hority and an insinuating
and Madame Dupré, an aged pair resid. property which writing lacks. It is not,
ing at Havre-de-Grace, were her uncle merely 8o much air, but ajr modulated
and aunt, and shared liberally of her by us, impregnated with our warmth,
bounty. 'The Sultana Validé® died in  ang, as it were, enveloped by the vapour
1817, at the age of fifty-four. of our atmosphere, some emanation of
—————— which accompanies it giving it a cer-
A little boy not quite three years old tain configuration and certain virtues
was sitting at the dinner table quietly calculated to act upon the mind.—
eating dessert, when his aunty said to Joubert.
him, “Are iou having a good time?” I e RS

“No,” said he, *“ I'm having pudding.’ ~Windsor Salt, purest and best,.

—
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round his neck. The careful George
said:

*“Let us keep some to refresh our-
selves as the heat is sure to be greater
by and by.,”

‘** May I eat now?” asked Anthony
impatien ly, and when Fritz nodded
assent, he put his tin trumpet to his
mouth and began to blow so loudly that
Sophie put her hands to her ears and
all the sgarrows flew away frightened
from the bushes.

‘‘Here, here, look how blueit is here|
No; there behind you Fritz, I see oh! go
many whortleberries,?

‘“But here are strawberries, wLich are
much sweeter,’’ said Fritz,

‘' No, only come this way !

“I shall stay with you, Sophie,” said
Alvilde, “but not all the time, remem-
ber; afterwards I shall goto Louisa and
then to Thora,”

' “I will gather flowers for wreaths,’”
THE CHILD AND THE BEAR. said Louisa. “But first let us put the

One beautiful summer morning in our jugs into it.” .
Norway, when the bells of the distant, This they did; and the busy little

st i ey e ey B oy f gl
i

through the air, when the birds were sun rose higher, shadows grew shorter,
singing in the branches, and the lambs but a fresh noontide breeze cooled their
skipping in the meadows, the butter- cheeks, Then the little girls rat round
flies flu tering verthe flowers, and the in a circle, and made wreaths of the
busy bees gathering the honey, a crowd heather, the wild roses, the foxgloves

of happy children were going merrily the forget-me-nots and other gay wild
up a footpath. They were all dressed flowers, and each wreath was Prettier
in their best, and carried little baskets than the one before it. But now Alvilde
and pitchers on their arms, Fritz led began 10 get tired, and laid herself
the joyful procession ; Louisa and Thora down among the berries and wreaths ;
followed him; next came George and she shut her blue eyes, and Sophie sang
Anthony; and last of all c1me thegentle cradle songs to her till she fell asleep,
Sophie, leading little Alvilde. Alvilde The other ittle girls had jumped up to
was the queen of the day ; she had seen follow the boys, who had gone to the
but five sum mers, and when she lightly top of the mountain, and as they heard
ran over the green meadows in her Anthony’s trumpet it was not difficult
white frock she looked just like one of to find them. Then Sophie went up too,
those little angels which peep out from and saw a pleasant green 8pot, through
among the cloudsin Raphael’s beautiful the middle of which ran a clear brook

pictures. while round it grew thousands of the
‘I, too, will gather lots of whortle- most beautiful flowers,
berries, Sophie, and bunches of flowers, Meanwhile, Alvilde awoke, and heard

and I will make a great many wreaths; something growling. She jumped up
one for you, and one for Fritz, and one and cried for her sisters, but they were
for George, and one for Thora, and one 8o far away that they did not he ar her,
for Louisa, and none for Anthony, ves, She became rather frightened then, but
one very small wreath Anthony shalf she did not cry. They are sure to
have,” come, ghe thought, and” she took her
But now when they had come into the little basket in her hand to eat some
wood, Fritz madea halt, and pointed to whortleberries, Then there wus a
a large moss-covered stone. All sat rustling among the trees, and a bi
down, and Sophie spread a white cloth dark brown bear came growling up to
over it, and brought out white bread Alvilde. At first she was going to ery,
and cakes, Fritz had some milk in a and the briﬁht. tears stood in her €Y €8
bottle, which he poured out into a little her little eart beat with terror, and
tin can. The bottle was enclosed in she could n..t utter a sound.
basket-work, and hung by a string “You won’t do me any harm, bear,””
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she said at last, boldly, ‘‘for I am a very
good child. I know you already from
your picture in my book. Here, bear,
are some whortleberries for you!” at
the same time she offered him her little
basket. The bear looked at her, gavea
low growl, tapped the basket with his
paw so that all the berries rolled out
upon the ground. He ate them all,
and then began to smell Alvilde’s
clothes.

‘ Dear, good bear, you must not do
me any harm, forI try to be a very good
child,” said Alvilde, frightened. ¢ There
is a b:zsket. full of whortleberries for

ou!’

The bear looked at her, threw over
the basket and began to eat. Alvilde
was then no longer frightened, but she
hastened to give the bear as many
whortleberries as she could. The bear

ranted quite good-temperedly, and
aid one of his fat paws on Alvilde’s
shoulder. But now he saw the great
pewter pitcher, which stood there quite
full of whortleberries and strawberries,
and bears like strawberries better than
anything else, so he went up to the
pitcher and quickly began to eat.

¢ No, no, bear, you must not have all
the berries! They are not all my
berries, either, so I cannot give them to
you; and besides, you will have a
stomach-ache if you eat so many, old
bear!” At the same time she went up
to the bear and put her little hands on
his rough, furry neck, to try to push
him back. The bear was not offended,

butshe saw that all her efforts to hinder
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him were of no avail.

‘“ Well, only wait till Fritz comes,
won’t he be angry, and drive youaway
with his stick ! 7

The great beast looked good-humor-
edly at thelittle girl, but went on eating.

‘“Now I will make you look so pretty,
bear, if you will only let my brothers’
and sisters’ berries alone!”’

She took up one of the wreaths and
fastened it round the bear’s neck, and
then put a little wreath on the top of
his head.

High up on the top of the mountain
Anthony’s trumpet sounded, and all the
boys and girls came singing down
the path. Then bruin looked round,
and went slowly away into the dark
wood. When they had all come
down Alvilde sadly pointed to the
empty pitcher, excusing herself as well
as she could, and told them all about
the bear. They turned pale with fright,
and hurried off with her so quickly,
that they left flower-wreaths, pitchers,
baskets and berries all behind them.
When they came home to their father
and mother, and told them what had
happened, their mother embraced
Alvilde, trembling, and all, great and
small, crowded round her, weeping
with joy. And the father spread his
arms over the little groug. Then he
went silently up to his chamber and
thanked God who had preserved hisdear
little girl so wonderfully.

In the autumn, a great, dark brown
bear was shot, and round his neck the
string of alvilde’s wreath was found.
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THE SIZE OF THE STAR.

“I know what you think,”
Said a twinkling star
To a child far down below ;
‘* And what a ridiculous child you are,
To think,
Because you’ve seen me wink
Up here in the sky,
I’'m as big as your eye,
And not any bigger, you know.
Oh, my!
Oh, fie!
I—why,
I’m ae big as your head !
You don’t believeit? 1'll say instead,
Asbig as the earth on which you tread!"

Said the child, turning up a saucy nose
To the star in the distant blue,
* You think, I #'pose,
That no one knows
Anything in the world but you !
I’'m never going to believe that tale
When the moon is only as big as a pail.
T know you're not,
I don’t care what
You say, as big as a cup,
So give it up!
A spot,
A dot
Is as big as you are! Maybe
I'd believe what you say if I were a baby,
But you ought to be 'shamed, I think,
To wink,
And blink
Up there in Heaven,
And play such tricks.
You can’t fool me,
I’m half-past six
And going on seven!”
—Evrizaserh R. Burns.
Montreal.

HOW A MIRROR IS MADE.

A large stone table is used, which has
underneath it a screw, by means of
which the table can be inclined when
desired. Around theedge of the tableis
a groove, the use of which willbe known
presently. While the surface of the
table is perfectly level, tinfoil is careful-
1{ laid all over it. A strip of glass is
then laid on each of the three sides of
the foil, and quicksilver is poured on
until it is nearly a quarter of an inch
deep. The affinity of thequicksilver for
the tinfoil, and the obstruction made by
the strips of glass, prevent it from
flowing off. The plate of glass havin
been carefully cleaned, is now slippe
in upon the quicksilver through the
side where no glass strip is placed, and

is held firm while the table is inclined'
by means of a screw, so as to let the:
superfluous quicksliver run off into the
groove along the edge of the table. That:

aving been done, the table is brought:
back to a level, heav weiihu are put
upon the glass, and it is then left for
several hours. The next step is to take
the glass from the table and put it in &
frame, the coated side up. The coatin
—or amalgam, as it is sometime calle
—soon becomes so dry as to allow the

late to stand on its edge, but it cannot

e used for several weeks longer. This
method of making mirrors is the best in
use, and was invented by the Venetians
in the sixteenth century.

PICTURES THROUGH PINHOLES

Referring to thearticle entitled ¢ The
Miniature Suns,” published in the April
number of OUR HOME, Mr. A, C. Lyman,
a well-known notary of Montreal, writes
as follows: Being interested in any-
thing scientific I read the article care-
fully and found it interesting. As to
the explanation of what the writer saw,
it is simply this: the small holes in the
curtain acted like the openings, fitted
with lenses, in the front-boards of
cameras. Opticiansand photographers
are well aware that rays of light from
an object passing through a very small
hole into a darkened room will form on
the wall, or a screen, an image ot the
object; which image is more or less
clear according to the size of the hole;
the smaller the hole the more clear an
sharp the image, the image being
reversed similarly as when the light
passes through a lens. In fact photo-
graphers have sometimes taken photo-
graphs without any lens, by simply
replacing the front board of the camera.
b¥ a Yiece of cardboard in which is a
pinhole. The great difficulty in this
case is that the amount of light passin
through the pinhole is so very sma.
that it requires a very long exposure to
take a proper photograph. In the case
referred to by your correspondent, the
small holes in the curtain acted as the
pinhole that I have above referred to,
and threw on the wall images of the
p{;rtlal eclipse, which was then taking

ace.

. There is one statement made in the
article which I think I must criticise.
In the early part of the article she u(s,
T cannot give a scientific explanation
of the strange phenomenon, but I can
say that it was caused by the sun,
which was atthe time nearly covered b

the earth’s shadow.” Towards the en
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of the article occur the words ¢ pro-
duced these miniature suns upon the
smonth white wall, with the earth's
8hadow upon them,” ete. Your corre-
spondent has got mixed between the
causes of solar and lunar eclipses. The
ca:19e of the former is not the shadow of
*he earth, but simply the moon getting
between the earth and the sun, and
hiding the latter; a lunar eclipse is
caused by the moon getting into the
earth’sshadow, and being thus deprived
of the sunlicht by which it shines,
appearing dark. A moment’s reflection
will Rhow that it is not possible to cast
a shadow of the earth, or anything else,
upon the sun, for the simple reason that
the sun is the sole source of light, from
which is derived the light of all the
bodies of the planatary system. Ifthe
earth’s shadow fell on the sun, from
where proceeded the light which cast
that shadow, and even if there were
such a light casting such a shadow, how
would that darken the sun, which
shines by its own light? If I have two
gas lights in a room and I interpose

etween them an opaque body, so
that each light will be obscured from
the other, would that lessen the
brilliancy of either, seeing that each i
itself a source of light ?

A PIECE OF SPONGE.

A piece of sponge! Do you know
what it is, and whence it comes? You
know it by sight as it comes from the
shop where it is sold, but possibly you
do not know it alive, and how it is
obtained.

There are no less than three hundred
kinds of sponges known, Their various
forms account for some of the curious
names given to them by sailors. There
is the feather sponge, the fan, the bell,
the trumpet, the peacock’s tail, and
Neptune’s gloves,

When taken from the rocks to which
it clings, the sponge is a mass of jelly,
which upon being beaten and pre=sed
gives forth a qnantity of milky fluid, till
the whole of the animal life is beaten
ont of it, and only the skeleton remains.
This sponge skeleton, after being
thoronghly washed and dried, is packed
into boxes and exported to various
conn;‘rie& i "

Fishing for sponges is principally
carried gon bypthe Greeksp andpthe
Syrians_in that part of the Mediter-
ranean Sea which washes the shores of
their countries, and bv the people of
Florida and of the Bahamas, in the
neighborhood of which are some excel-
lent fishing grounds.

There are really two qualities of

sponge—the fine, which is close and
elastic, and the dark, open sponge,
known to us as ‘‘honey-comb.” Both
kinds are found together side by side
upon the same rock.

The Greeks commence fishing in May
and end in August, but the Syrians
continue to the end of September.

Each crew consists of five or six men,
The divers are provided with a strong
knife or a three-pronged fork. Once
down, the diver’s object is to wade
rapidiy to the pieces of rock upon
which the sponge is growing. Then
having torn off as much of the sponge
as he can carry, he pulls at his rope,
which is the sigral to t )se in the boat
to haul him up.

In some parts of th Eust, and also
in Florida, the sﬁonge grow inshallow
water, and it is therefore not necessary
to dive for them, The fishermen drive
down a long pole into the water and
fasten it to the side of the boat. They
then slide down the poleto the sponges,
whi;h are easily detached from the
rocks,

EGYPTIAN TOYS.

Some of the old Egyptian balls still
carefully preserved in the British
museum are so much like those in use
to-day, that we might easily imagine
they were bought in one of our toy-
shops. Although three thousand years
have passed away since they were used,
the balls show little sign of their great
age. These balls are stuffed with palm
leaves and covered with skin,

The children of Egypt also had whips,
drums, whistles, wooden birds that
nodded their heads as though they
knew you, rag dolls used by the poor
children, and painted wooden andstone
dolls used by the children of the rich.

Many of the dolls were made of clay.
Stone was often used for carving out
toy animals, and hard wood was used
for those dolls and toys with moveable
arms, legs and heads.

AN OBJECT LESSON.

I’m spinning my new top, you see,
And I can spellit, t-o-p,

These letters stand for words that tell
How little children may do well.

There’s t. that’s Truth. it means that I
Must never tell the smallest lie.

And 0’8 Obedience ; that is to

At once do as I’m told to do.

P’s Purity. What does it mean ?
To never say a word unclean :
Or do a thing which I should be
Ashamed to have my mamma see,
—EvrizaBetH R. Bugrxs.
Montreal.
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ANIMAL STORIES.

Birds Without Wings.

You will think, and rightly too, that
birds without wings must be very
curious birds indeed, writes Wood
Smith. New Zealand is the home of
these strange creatures,and the natives
have given to them queer names; one
is called the ‘‘kiwi,”” and another the
“weka.”

The kiwi does™not look like a bird at
all. Itis about a foot high, and about
the same length. Its body is round,
and covered with soft Klumage which
resembles brown or dark grey fur, It

has no tail, and not a sign of wings.
The weka is a more ordinary looking

fowl, of arich brown color. It has only

a very short tail, and is quite without

wings. Its habits are most peculiar,
and it is said to be the most inquisitive
creature living. It must always know
what is going on, and will even enter
boldly the tent of a traveller and steel
his goods as he lies in his blankets.
Very often, when a coach stops to
change horses at some roadside stable
in the wilds of New Zealand, three or
four of these curious birds will emerge
from the surrounding herbage, and
gravely investigate the proceedings.
They walk almost under the horses’
heels, and survey the passengers as if
they were old friends. At the first
hostile sign, however, they disappear
in aninstant.

An old resident in New " ~land says
that many a man’s life’ oeen saved
in the bush, when staryaiion seemed
certain, by a _knowledge of the weka’s
queer habit. The plan is to tie a piece
of rag or paper to the end of a string or
switch, and then to tap regularly on alog
or a tree, or on a stone. In a very short
time two or three wekas will be seen
gliding and popping about. evidently
wondering where the strange noise can
proceed from. The hungry bushman
remains concealed in the foliage, and
goes on tapping until the weka is close
to him. Then he swings the string or
switch with the lure on the end of it,
slowly and regularly at arm’s length,
holding a short stick ready in the other
hand. The weka cannot resist this. It
comes boldly up, and, without giving a
look at the man, stands up and peeks
at the swinging object. The stick then
descends smartly and kills the weka al-
mo-t instantly.

The weka makes excellent food, but
is 8o oily that unless it is skinned at
once after it is killed no one could
possibly eat it. The oil is used for
wounds and bruises, and also for
dressing boots to make them water-
tight. Iv is so penetrating, however,
that it soon destroys the leather if used
frequently.

The Cherry Birds and Their Nests.

The following incident came under
my observation some Igeam ago, writes
Mrt;i Q. C. Murcy, North Haverhill,
N.H.:

I saw a Cherry bird try to pick offa
string that was tied on the clothes line.
He worked so hard that I was interested
for him. I took several short pieces of
twine and placed them on the line, and
its mate came and helped carry them
off. They always flew in the same
direction and seemed to pass through
the branches of a spruce directly across
the road from the house. I finally put
on longer pieces,which seemed to please
them. At last I looped pieces of cotton

arn six or seven {'ards long upon the

ine. They would ifht on the line and
work very hard until the whole length
was on the und. To my astonish-
ment one would light on the ground
near the end and take hold with his
beak, then hop along two feet, take
hold again and continue to do so until
his beak would hold no more. As they
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flew away there would sometimes be
several yards streaming behind. It did
not seem to take more than one half
hour to disfxose of the longest pieces. I
tried in vain to find the nest. The next
spring my little boy found it just back
of the spruce.

The nest was built on a tall and very
slim cherry tree which was surrounded
by four or five stronger trees from one
to two feet from the cherry tree. The
small pieces were used to line the nest.
The long pieces were wound around
the tree at the point where the nest was
built several times, then extended out
in every direction, winding round those
near surrounding trees about as intelli-
seﬂ. tlﬂ as human hands could have

Oule 1t.

Thought it Was His Fault.

Richard Follett, of Willimantic,
Conn., was the owner of a magnifi-
cent pointer. On June 3rd, 1888,
the dog came suddenly upon a high-
sprited horse and carriage contain-
ing E. M. Durkee, wholesale merchant,
and Miss Lou M. Buck, daughter of
ex-senator Buck, of Willimantic, while
g‘assing through a tract of woodland.

he horse being frightened leaped
from the road. he gentleman
was thrown violently to the ground
where he lay insensible. The fright-
ened horse started off at full speed.
Miss Buck grasped the reins, cast a
hasty glance backwards; saw the dog
standing over Mr. Durkee,and then was
whirled quickly away. Half a mile was
made, when the pointer rushed ahead,
making frantic efforts to stop the furi-
ous steed. The carriage was again
dashed from the highway,the lady hurl-
ed among the rocks; her leg broken,
and she rendered insensible. When
conscioussness returned, the dog was
licking her face, whining piteously and
showing every sign of commiseration.
The lady, in her agonizing pain, pushed
the dog away, saying,* Go, go, for
help!” and the inteﬁlgent creature,
after an expression of hisjoy for her
notice, sprang away. Running to the
nearest house, which was occupied by
Mr. George Simmons, he soon attracted

Mrs. Simmon’s attention by an ag-
gressive movement upon door and
window, and when the lady ap-

peared, the animal caught hold of her
sleeve, and made such other demon-
strations as to impress the fumll{ that
something was wrong. They followed
as he led and were shortly at the side
of the suffering victims. A litter was

formed, the lady placed upon it and

raised from the ground. The pointer
took a place atits side and thus they
reached the house, where the lady re-
mained for several days. The dog
came every morning, and persisted in
staying until admitted to the room of
Miss B. to whom he truly showed deep
sympathy and affection almost human,

he poor creature really seemed to feel
that he had been the cause of the ac-
cident, and did all in his power to make
amends.

Strange Conduct of a Dog.

Charles Rumball of Port Sidney, Mus-
koka, Ont., writes: The following inci-
dent was lately related to me by a
neighboring settler in Muskoka who
fishes, traps and hunts in the season,
and being well acquainted with him
personally I can vouch for its truth,

Amongst many hounds that the old
hunter has owned at various times he
had a few years since one an especial
favorite, as he was not only a noble
animal to look at, but a sure tracker,
and sagacious and good-natured to a
degree. He was of large size ; of color
brown and white, with legs of the
darkest fawn color. His owner, be it
said, though living in the wilds, is no
common man, and did once mingle with
the gay and the learned.

He is a natural and mental philoso-
pher, knows something of many ologies
and thinking of a name for his houn
when a pup, godfathered him with our
warlike fiery planet, and called him
Mars. With him he owned a smaller
hound called Juno, and he was as much
attached to these canine friends as
other men are to their children. Our
friend lives quite alone as regards his
own species, in a cosy log house in a
small clearing in the midst of two
hundred acres of his own beech and

m;Ple.

or fourteen or fifteen years it has
been his headquarters, and during that
time he has guided numerous parties in
their expeditions in these parts, and
many an extraordinary adventure he
has met with in encounters with wild
animals, and many a startling story he
has told to me, but none so strange as
theone I am about to relate.

One morning leaving his dogs in the
houre he went forth a little way into
the bush and placed on a stick a
strychnine pill to poison a fox that was
about. When he returned to the house
he took up a pail to get some water
from a well near, and went out, followed
by his dog Mars, that seated himself in
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the path in his usual placid unconcerned
manner.

The hunter was about returning with
the water he had drawn, when he
observed his dog to start suddenl{ up,
emitting an ungry growl, his eyes blaz-
ing either with fury or fear, his back
raised, and his white fangs gleaming.
The hunter stood still as one amazed,
for this was a demonstration of latent
character in his faithful, well tried
cor: anion that was as alarming as new

0 him,

‘‘ Mars, old boy, what ails ye?” he at
length called out loudlg a sudden
thought striking him that his do§ might
be going mad. But the voice did not
agparently seem the old familiar one to
the dog, for he only drew back a little
and then displayed signs ofan intention
to spring at his master ; but whilst rage
seemed to lmﬁel him to a ferocious
attack, some horrible feeling akin to
terror seemed to withhold him, and
growling and gnashing his white teeth,

e drew back a little, his eyes glarin,
like a demon’s. The poor hunter di
not know what to do; he was terror-
struck,and could notdetermine whether
to retreat as best he could or boldly
make for the house,

At length he ventured to move slowly
forward, alternately using coaxing or
scolding language, but all to no our-
pose. But asthe huntercrept cautiously
on, the dog slunk back at the same
lnce, all the while exhibiting the same

ndications of uio and terror. Terror

must have been the predominant sensa-
tion, for he slowly slunk back to the
doontref and there stood flercely at
bay as if determined that his master
should enter it at his peril.

For fully ten minutes his master stood
at the door, uncertain whether to brave
the brute and enter or not. After using
many endearing epithets he ventured a
step forward, and to his relief the do,
instead of disputing his entrance, da;
away as if terrified into a corner of the
dwelling, and again turned and evinced
all his former threatening demonstra-
tions of ferocity. The hunter said that
the &enplratlon streamed down his
face in the intensity of his excitement.

Two or three minutes more of this
and the hunter, looking reproachmlg
into the dog’s gleaming ayes, cal
out, ‘ Mars, what’s wrong with gno—
don’t you know Iour old master ? d-
den.‘l{ the dos rew back further, his
head drooped, and for a moment he
stood still, almost as if bewildered,
when, like a flash of lightning, he
ognn upon his master, who, alarmed,
thought he was going to be torn in
pieces by the ated animal

But 1t was not in rage that he had
sprung, to the hunter’s unbounded
reliet. No, it was to evince every token
and demonstration of recognition and
affection. We need not try to picture
the hunter’s emotion at this unexpected
denouement. We may only say that
tears burst from the delighted old
man’s eyes.

‘* Why, Mars, old boy, what did you
take me tor?’” he cried when he could
speak. The hunter told me that he
fully believed that in the eyes of the
dog he must have become transformed
into some hideous monster, or that he
had become suddenly imbued with
deadly fear of him. The reader may be
able to arrive at some natural conclu-
sion when I conclude by relating to him
the immediate and fatal sequel. Half
an hour or so after the above occur-
rence the huntermissed the hound from
the house, and though it often hapfened
that the dog would absent himself for a
while he went to the door to call him.
The hound not makinﬁ his appearance
he concluded to search a little for him.
He happened undeaignedliy; to walk
towards the spot where he had placed
the strychnine pill, and what was his
horror to find Mars, his faithful hound,
stretched stone dead, and the poison

ill gone, no doubt swallowed by the

og.

-
THE HABIT OF TEASING.

There are few habits which should be
more carefully looked after amon
youngsters than that of teasing an
worrying either playmates or the elder
members of the family. At the outset,
and in its mildest form, it may be to a
certain extent entertaining and amusing
in the little one, but after a time it
grows almost lntoienble, and ifallowed
to strengthen with the growth of the
child, it develops into a habit than
which nothing is more annoying and
exasperating. There are persons in

0od society who are simply tolerated
gocanle there seems no legitimate wa;
in which to get rid of them. An acol-
dent, « misfortune,a trifling indiscretion
or some uncomfortable event or another
furnishes them a fretext, and there is
no living with them once they ge$
started. To show that one cares about
such things is often to furnish occasion
for farther teasing; therefore the vie-
tims keep silence. Their only protec-
tion is the avoidance of the society of
such people,and more than one man and
woman have found themselves omitted
from entertainments and left out of
social st.herlngcwlt,hout being able to
account for the fact.




B i b i e i o i e e e

16 OUR HOME,

CARAVAN TALES

No. IV.—The Fortunes of Said.
(Commenced in the April Number).

One day old Selim said to Said: “I
had hoped that you wouid replace my
son, who perished by your hand. Itis
the rault of neither of us that this can-
not be done. All here are inflamed
against you, and for the future even I
cannot protect you. What benefit is it
to you or me, if, after they have killed
you, I bring your murderers to punish-
ment? Therefore, Said, when my fol-
lowers come home from their excursion,
I will give out that your father has sent
me your ransom, and will cause you to
be conducted, by some trusty men,
safely out of the desert.”

‘‘But can I put faith in any one but
you?” asked Said. *‘ Will they not kill
me on the road ? ”

‘“ The oath they shall swear to me
and which no one has ever broken, will
protect you from violence,” answered
Selim, calmly.

Some days after, the tribe returned to
camp, and Selim kept his promise. He

ave the young man weapons, and a

orse, and, assembling his warriors and
selecting five of them for Said’s escort,
bound them by a frightful oath to spare
his life, and dismissed him with many
tears, '

Gloomy and silent the five men rode
with Said through the desert. The
youth saw how reluctantly they obeyed
their chief; and it caused him no little
uneasiness to recognize two of them as
having been present at the battle in
which he had slain Almansor. After
riding about eight leagues, Said heard
them whispering among themselves
and observed that their bearing had
grown more menacing. He pricked his
ears to listen, and perceived that they
were conversiug in a dialect peculiar
to the tribe, and which was only spoken
on important and secret occasions.
Selim, who had designed to keep the
lad constantly in his tent, had devoted
many hours to teaching him this secret
language ; but what he now heard was
anything but enlivening.

‘‘Here isthe place,’’ said one, * where
we attacked the caravan ; and here fell
the bravest of our tribe by the hand of
a boy.”

‘* And shall he who did the deed still
live toour disgrace, and be free? When
before did a father refuse to avenge
the death of his son? But Selim is old
and childish.”

‘*If a father renounces his rights,’”
said a third, “itis a friend’s dutg to
avenge a fallen friend. We should hew
him to pieces on thisspot!” '

‘‘But we have sworn to the chief,”
cried a fourth, * that we would not kill
him, and our oath must not be broken.”

‘It is true,” said the others, ‘“‘we
have sworn, and the murderer goes
unscathed from the hands of his ene-
mies.”

‘“ Stay!” cried one, the fiercest of
them all, “Old Selim is crafty ; but not
80 crafty as men think. Ha\ e we sworn
to him to carry this boy to any partic-
ular place? No! He took of us an oath
to spare hislife ; and that we will spare
him. But the burning sun and the teeth
of the jackals will accomplish our re-
venge. We will leave him bound upon
the sands.”

Said had been for some minutes pre-
pared for the worst, and, as the last
words were spoken, turned his steed
suddenly aside, and, giving him a vig-
orous cut, flew like a bird across the

lain, The five men halted a moment
n surprise; but, familiar with such in-
cidents, they instantly divided, and
Eursued him right and left ; and, bein

etter acquainted with the ground ang
the mode of riding suited to the desert,
two of them speedily overtook the

fugitive and turned his flank, and, on

his drawing his rein to avoid them, he
found on his other side also two ene-
mies, and at hisback a fifth. Their oath
to spare his life restrained them from
making use of their weapons; so, a
second time throwing a lasso over his
head, they dragged him from his horse,
and, and beating him unmercifully

tied his hands and feet together and
laid him down on the glowing sands of
the desert.

Said uttered heart-rending cries for
mercy, and promised them a prodigious
ransom if they would spare h s life; but,
laughing at his offers, they mounted
their horses and rode awav like the
wind. For a few moments he listened
to the light footsters of their steeds,
and then gave himself up for lost. He
thought of his father, and of the old
man’s anguish should hisson return no
more ; he thought of his own hard fate to
be oblifed to die so young ; for nothing
seemed more certain than that he was
to suffer the agonies of a languishing
death on the scorching sands, or be torn

.to pieces by the jackals.

he sun rose higher and higher, and
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beat fiercely on his face, andwith inex-
ressible difficulty he succeeded in
urning over; but to find little relief.
In consequence ofhisexertions the pipe
had fallen from his girdle. He strug-
gled till he‘succe:ded in reaching it
with his mouth, and tried to blow, but
even in this frightful extremity it re-
fused its aid. Despairing of escape his
head fell, and, the burning sun soon
deprived him of his senses ; he sank into
a deep swoon.

After the lapse of many hours a
sound in his vicinity recalled Said to
himself; he felt at the same time a

rasp on his shoulder, and, believing it
o be a jackal about to devour him,
uttered a cry of horror. At the same
moment he felt himself seized by the
legs, but he perceived that they were no
wﬁd beast’s teeth which held him, but
the hands of a man busll{ occupied
in releasing him from his bonds, and
who was talking with two or three
others, who stood looking on. ¢ He
lives,” they whispered, ‘“‘but he takes
us forenemies.”’

Said now opened his eyes, and saw
bending over him the face of a little,
ugly man, with small eyes and a long
beard. This stranger spoke to him
kindly, helped him to rise to his feet,
and, supplying him with food and drink,
told him, while he refreshed his ex-
hausted strength, that he was a mer-
chant from Bagdad, that his name was
Kalum Beg, and that he dealt in shawls
and costly veils for ladies’ use. He had
been making a journey on business, and
was now on his return, and had found
Said lying senseless on the ground.
Said’s rich dress and the jewels in his
dagger had attracted the merchant’s
attention; he had made every effort to
restore him to animation, and had
fortunately succeeded. Theyoung man
thanked him for his life, for he saw
clearly that but for the intervention of
this stranger, he must have died a
miserable, lingering death ; and having
neither means to extricate himself from
his perils, nor inclination to travel
through the desert alone and on foot,
he accepted gratefully a seat on one of
the merchant’s camels, and resolved to
go with him to Bagdad, in the hop s of
finding there a caravan about to return
to Balsora.

On the way the merchant told his
newly-found companion many stories of
the excellent Commander of the Faith-
ful, Haroun al Raschid. He described
his love of justice, and his marvellous
acuteness, and how he could adjust the
most complicated lawsuits in the
simplest and most admirable way.
Among others, he told him the story

of the Ropemaker, and of the Pot of
Olives; stories which every child is
familiar with, but which excited in Said
the deepest interest. ‘ Our lord, the
commander of the faithful,’”” continued
the merchant, ‘*is a wonderful man. If
you suppose he sleeps like ordinary
men, you are greatly mistaken. Two
or three hours’ sleep in the early morn-
ing, is all the refreshment he obtains.
My information is sure, for Messour, his
first chamberlain, is my cousin, and
although as silent as the grave on the
secrets of his master’s household, yet
now and then he gives a little hint of
what goes on behind the scenes to a
valued relation, when he sees him
almost crazy from curiosity. Instead
of sleeping like common men, the caliph
walks in isgulse through the streets of
Bagdad, and a week rarely passes in
which he does not encounter some
adventure; for you must know, as in
factis proved by the story of the Pot of
Olives, which is as true as the Koran,
that he does not go about with his
guard,and on horseback, in full dress
and with a hundred torch-bearers, as
he might if he chose, but wanders
round in disguise, sometimes as a mer-
chant, sometimes a sailor, then again a
soldier, or perhaps a mufti, and sees
with his own eyes if everything is in
good order in his dominions.

1 Hence it comes that in no city in
the world are men so polite to every
rogue they meet atnight,as in Bagdad;
for it may as likely as not prove to be
the caliph himself disguised as a dirty
Arab, and there is enough wood grow-
ing to give every man in Bagdad the
bastinado, in case of impertinence.”’

So spoke the merchant; and Said,
though torn by a desire to see his
father, still rejoiced much at the pros-
ﬁect of seeing Bagdad and the famous

aroun al Raschid.

They reached Bagdad in about ten
days, and Said was filled with admira-
tion at the magnificence of the city, at
that time at the acme of its splendor.
The merchant invited him to take u
his residence with him, and Said wilﬁ
ingly accepted the offer; for in this
torrent of human beings, it now oc-
curred to him for the first time, that,
excepting the air, the waters of the
Tigris, and a sleeping-place on the
steps of some mosque, nothing here
could be obtained without money.

The day after his arrival, while he
was putting the last touches to his
costume, and was secretly assuring
himself that in this handsome military
dress he need feel no embarrassment in
showing himself in the streets of Bag-
dad, the merchant entered his cham-~

Lt L i L o e
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ber, and, looking at the lad with an
unpleasant laugh, stroked his beard
and said : ‘“ This is all very fine, young
man! But what is to become of you
now? You are an accomplished
dreamer, it seems, and take no thought
for the morrow; or have you so much
money in your pockets that you can
live in a style corresponding with the
handsome clothes you haveon ? '’

‘‘ Excellent Kalum Beg,” said the lad,
embarrassed and blushing; *“mone
indeed I have not, but perhaps you wiil
be willing to lend me a little, to take
me home ; my father will pay it to the
last piastre,”

‘ Your father, boy!’ cried the mer-
chant with a harsh laugh. [ believe
the sun must have scorched your
brains. Do you suppose I believe a
word of the story you told me in the
desert, about your father being a rich
citizen of Balsora, and you his only son
and about the attack of the Arabs, an
your residence with the tribe, and all
that nonsense ? Even while you told
me these stories I grew nn{rz at your
imgudence and audacity. now that
in Balsora all the rich people are mer-
chants, for I have had many dealin,
with t.hem, and I should have sure y
heard of Benezar, if he were worth a
zechin. So it is either a falsehood that
you belong to Balsora, or your father is
Some poor wretch to whose runaway
son I will not lend an aspre. And then
the attack in the desert! Since our
wise caliph, Haroun, extended his pro-
tection to the merchant caravans, who
ever heard of robbers daring to plunder
- caravan and carry away men If it
were true, I should have heard of it on
the road, to say nothing of Bagdad
here, where men meet from all quarters
of the globe; yet, I have never heard it
mentioned. That is the second lie,
impudent scoundrel | »

aid, pale with anger and surprise,
would have int-erruft.ed his diminutive
accuser, but the little man shouted
louder than he,and gesticulated flercely
with his arms. ‘‘ And your third false-
hood, you audacious liar, is your sto
of Selim’s camp. Selim’s name is weil
known to every one who has ever seen
an Arab; but he is known to be afright-
ful and bloodthirsty robber; and yet
you dare to say that you killed his son,
and were not cut to pieces by him on
the spot! Ay, you carry your impu-
dence too far when you say that Selim
protected {ou against his tribe, took
you into his own tent, and let you go
without a ransom, instead of hanging
you on the nearest tree; he, who has
«often hanged travellers merely to laugh

at the faces they make while dying, O,
you horrible liar |

‘I can say nothing more,” cried the
lad, ‘““but that I swear by my soul and
by the beard of the Prophet, that the
whole story is as true as the Koran.”

* ‘What! do you swearby your soul ?
cried the merchant, * by vour black,
false soul! Who will believe you!
And by the beard of the Prophet, you,
who have no beard? Who will trust
yvu for that ?”

‘“Itis true I have no witness,” said
8aid, ““but did you not yourself tind me
suffering and in bonds ?™”

‘‘ That proves nothing,’ shrieked the
merchant; ‘‘you were dressed like a
robber, and probably you had attacked
some one who was stronger than you,
and he vanquished and bound you.”

‘“Ishould liketosee an man, or any
two men,’”’ answered Sai y “who could
bind me, unless they threw a noose over
my head ; of course you know nothin
of what a man can do who is skilled in
the use of arms. But you have saved
my life, and I thank you. What do you
think to do with me? If you refuse to
feed me, I must beg; and I cannot ask
favors of my equals. I will go to the

caliph.”
‘“ So! ’” said the merchant, laughing
contemptuously. *‘ And will no other

serve your turn but our most admirable
cnligh? That I call presumption in-
deed! Ha, ha! remember young
entleman, that the road to the calip
8 through my cousin Messour, and that

it will cost me but one word to put him
on his }{uard afnlnst your atrocious
lying. But I fee compassion for your
youth, Said. You can make something
of yourselfif you will. I will take you
into my shop in the bazaar, and you
shall serve with me for one year. When
this is passed, if you do not choose to
stay, I will pay you your wages, and let

ou go whither you please, to Aleppo,

edina, Stamboul, Balsora, to the
infidels for all I care. I give you till
noon to decide. If you agree to my
terms, good; if not, I will calculate
reasonably the expenses you have put
me to, and the seat {ou filled on my
camel. pay myself with your clothes,
and throw you into the streev; there
you may beg as you please,’

With these words the wicked fellow
left the room, and Said looked after
him in a state of stupor. He was
bewildered by the baseness of this man,
who had so evidently brought him to
Bagdad, and invited him into his house,
merelg to get him into his power. He
looked about for some means of escape,
but the windows were grated and the
door locked. At last, after a long
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struggle with his repugnance, he de-
cided to accept the merchant’s offer,
and take service in his shop. He felt,
indeed, that no better course was left
to him ; for, supposing he escaped, still,
without money, he would be unable to
reach Balsora. He resolved, however,
as soon as it was in his power, to
implore protection from the callph
himself,

The next day Kalum Beg took his
new servant to his shop. He showed
Said the shawls, veils, and other articles
in which he dealt, and instructed him
in his daily duties. These were, that
Said, dressed like a merchant’s clerk,
and no longer in military costume,
should stand at the shop-door, with a
shawl in one hand and a veil in the
other, call to those passing by, exhibit
his wares, mention the price, and invite
the people to buy; and Said could now
see why Kalum Beg had selected him
for this office. He was himself a small,
ugly man, and when he stood at the
door and called for customers, his
neighbors or the passers-by cracked
their jokes, the boys made fun of him,
and the women called him scarecrow.
But every one liked to look at the
young, slim Said, who cried his wares
with s0o much grace, and held his
shawls and veils with so much skill and
elegance.

Kalum Beg, seeing that his custom
had much increased since Said stood at
the shop-door, became more friendly to
the unhapgy boy, fed him better than
before, an hope(i to retain him for the
rest of his life. But Said was little
affected by these indications of his
master’s softening disposition, and
pondered all day long, and even in his
dreams, on the best way of effecting
his escape to his native city.

One evening, when the sales during
the day had been large,and the gorters,
who carried the goods to the pur-
chasers’ houses, had all been sent out
on ‘their respective errands, a lady
entered the shop to make a purchase.
Having made ,l)mr selection, she en-
quired for a messenger to carry the
articles to her house.

‘“Icansend your package in half an
hour,” answered Kalum Beg ; ‘ but for
that short time I beg you to have
patience, or take some other porter.”

‘“You a merchant, and give your
customers strange porters? ” cried the
lady. “ What is there to prevent such
a fellow from running away with my
property in the crowd ? nd who is
there I can employ? No; it is your
duty, b{ the laws of the market, to send
my articles home for me, and I insist
on your doing so.”

‘ But, excellent madam, please be
patient for half an hour,” said the
merchant with growing distress. ** All
my porters have been sent out —

‘A gretty shop this, without porters
enough to run its errands!” said the
angry lady. *‘ But vhere stands just
such an idler as I want. Come, young
man, take my bundle and bring it after
me.”’

‘‘Stop! stop!” cried Kalum Beg.
‘“That is my sign-board, my crier, my
magnet! He mustn’t quit the shop on
any account !”

‘““Pooh, pooh!” answered the old
lady, putting her bundle into Said’s
hands without more ado; ‘‘they are
miserable %oods which must have a
lazy clown like this to advertise them.
Go along, child, you shall earn a little
pocket-money to-day.”

‘ Run, then, in the name of Ariman
and all the devils!’” muttered Kalum
Beg to his magnet; ‘‘ and see you come
back soon. The old witch will make an
uproar through the whole bazaar if I
refuse any longer.”’

Said followed the lady, who hurried
through the various streets with a
lighter step than he would have
thought possible in a woman of herage.
She halted at length before a handsome
house, the doors of which flew open at
her knock, and beckouing Said to
follow, she ascended the inarble steps.
They soon reached a lofty, spacious
hall, of greater splendor than Said had
ever seen before. There the old lady
seated herself exhausted on a cushion;
and, motioning to Said to lay down
his bundle, handed him a bit of silver,
and bade him go.

(To be Continued.)
e @ —————
THE LOVE OF GOD.

Like a cradle rocking, rocking,
Silent. peaceful, to and fro
Like a mother’s sweet looks Jropping
On the little fuce below, .
Hangs the green earth, swinging, turning,
Jarless, noigeless. gafe and slow,
Falls the light of God’s face bending
own and watching us below.

And as feeble babes that suffer,
Toss and cry. and will not rest,
Are the ones the tender mother
Holds the closest. loves the best ;
So when we are weak and wretched,
By our gins weighed down. distressed,
Then it is that God’s great wience
Holds us closest, loves us best.

Oh, great heart of God ! whose loving
Cannot hindered be. nor crossed,
Will not weary, will not even
In our death itself be lost.
Love divine! of such great loving
Only mothers know the cost—
Cost of love which. all love passing :
Gave a Son to save thelost !
—Saxe Howwm.
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THE TAVERN IN SPESSART

PART I1I,

Felix and his companions looked up
at the steep cliff with dismay, but the
robber pointed to a rope-ladder sus-
pended from the cliff. Throwing his
gun on his back he began the ascent,
and cslling on the countess to follow,
gave her his hand to help her up, while
the courier and the student came last.
Beyond this cliff a foot-path showed
itself, which the four fugitives hastily
struck into, and hurried forward.

“This foot-path,” said the captain,
‘‘opens into the road to Aschaffenburg,
‘We will go there, for I have certain
information that the count your
husband is at present in that neighbor-
hood.”

They pressed on in silence, the robber
in front, the three others close behind.
After advancing three leagues they
halted, and the captain urged the
countess to sit down on the fallen trunk
of a tree, and recover from her fatigue.
Here he drew some bread and a flask of
old wine from his pocket, and offered
them to the weary travellers.

‘I think,’’ said he, * that in less than
an hour we shall arrive at the cordon
which the soldiery have drawn through
this forest. In case we do so, I beg you
to speak to the commander of the
detachment, and request for me good
treatment,”

Felix nodded assent, though he antici-
pated small results from his interces-
sion. They rested here for half an
hour, and started again. They had
gone on for perhaps an hour, and were
nearing the high-road, while daylight
was rapidly coming on, and the gloom
of the forest giving place to the morn-
ing sun, when their progress was sud-
denly arrested by a cry of *“ Halt!”

They obeyed, and five soldiers ad-
vanced and informed them they must
g0 before the commanding-ofticer and
account for themselves,

Afcer advancing about fifty paces,
they saw weapons glistening in the
thicket on every side, evidence that a
large force had taken possession of the
forest. The major was sitting under an
oak, surrounded by a group of officers
and friends. The prisoners were set
before him, and he was on the goint. of
interrogating them as to the o ject of
their journeg, when one of the men of
the surrounding group sprang hastily
up, exclaiming:

“My God! What do I see ?
Gottfried, our courier!”

‘“Very true, Mr. Bailiff,”” answered
the courier in a delighted voice. * Here
I am, and rescued in a marvellous
manner from the hands of that gang of
robbers.”

The officers looked surprised to see
him in this situation. The courier
requested the major and the bailiff to
step aside, and told them briefly how
they had been rescued, and who the
third person was who accompanied the
goldsmith and himself,

Delighted with this information, the
major speedily made arrangements for
effectually guardin: and transporting
the important prisoner; and then, lead-
ing the goldsmith to the group of
officers, presented him to them as the
heroic youth who had saved the countess
from capture by his courage and
presence of mind. All shook Felix
warmly by the hand, praised him with
enthusiasm, and were never weary of
hearing him and the courier describe
their adventure among the robbers,

By this time it was broad day. The
major resolved to accompany the
liberated captives in person into the
city, and went with them and the
countess’ bailiff to the nearest village,
Where his carriage had been left, and
in which he insisted that Felix should
also take his seat. The courier, the
student, the bailiff, and many other
persons, rode in front and behind, and
they entered the city in triumph. The
rumor of the strange events at the
tavern, and of the voluntary self-sacri-
fice of the young goldsmith, had run
through the country like wildfire, and
the story of his escape was now flying
from mouth to mouth with equal speed.
Hence it was not to be wondered at that
when they entered the city the streets
were thronged with excited crowds,
anxious tocatch a glimpse of the youth-
ful hero. A tumultuousrush took place
when the carriage drove slowly through
the gates. ‘‘That is he!” cried the
populace. ‘See him there in the car-
riage next the officey! Long live the
brave goldsmith!” And a myriad-
voiced ‘“ Hurrah ! * filled the air.

Felix was embarrassed and affected
hy the shouts of the crowd. But a still
more moving si rht met his eyes at the
city hall. A'man of middle age, magni-
ficently dressed, received him at the
steps and embraced him with tears in
his eyes.

This is
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‘“ How shall I ever recompense you,
my son?” he cried. ‘ You have pre-
served for me a treasure of inestimable
value! You have saved for me a wife—a
mother for my children. Her fragile
life could never have survived the
terrors of such an imprisonment.”

It was the countess’ husband who was
pouring out these thanks. Resolutely
as Felix refusedto accept a reward for
his magnanimity, the count seemed no
less resolute in insisting that he should
do so. The boy suddenly remembered
the probable fate of the robber
chieftain; he told how he had saved
their lives, and that this rescue had
been intended for the countess. The
count, moved not so much by the con-
duct of the robber as by this fresh proof
of disinterestedness exhibited by Felix,
promised to use his best endeavors to
save the criminal from his deserved
punishment,

On the same day the count, accom-
panied by his bold courier, carried the
goldsmitﬂ to his castle, where the
countess, filled with anxiety for the fate
of her youthful champion, was waiting
impatiently for news of what had taken

lace. Who can picture her joy when

er husband entered the room with her
preserver at his side? She could not
question, she could not thank him
sufficiently. She causedher children to
be brought to her, and showed to them
the noble-hearted youth to whom their
mother owed so large a debt of grati-
tude; and the warm affection with
which they seized his hands, the child-
like tenderness of their earnest thanks,
and theirdeclarations that next to their
father and mother, they loved him
better than all the world beside, were
an ample recompense for his many
sufferings and sleepless nights in the
robber’s hut.

When the first joyful moments of the
happy meeting had rassed by, the
countess gave a signal to a servant,
who soon returned, bringing the clothes
and the well-known knapsack which
Felix had entrusted to the countess.

‘ Everything is here,” said she, with
a kind laugh, * which you gave me in
that moment of peril. Here are the
sﬁella which you threw overme to blind
the eyes of my pursuers. They are
again at your disposal ; but I beg you to
leave these clothes with me, to be kept
as memorials of your devotion, and
accept, in exchange, the sum which the
robbers fixed upon as my ransom.”’

Felix was frightened at the magni-
tude of the gift. His lofty spirit was
reluctant to receive a reward for what
‘I;ethad done from an exalted sense of

uty,

‘‘Noble lady,” saidhe, with emotion,
“I cannot suffer this. The clothes
shall be yours, as you command, but
the sum you offer I cannot take. Yet,
knowing your desire to show me some
substantial gratitude, in place of other
rewards retain me in your friendly
remembrance ; and should I ever chance
to need your aid, believe me I will not
hesitate to come to you.”

They tried long to induce the youth
tochange his resolution, but to no pur-
pose, . The countess and her husband
submitted at last, and the servant was
about to carry away the clothes and
knapsack, when Felix remembered the
jewels, which he had wholly forgotten
till now in the emotions excited by so
many joyful events.

‘“Stop!” cried he. “ One thing, noble
lady, you must permit me to take from
my knapsack; the rest shall be exclu-
sively your own.”

‘Do as pleases you best,’’ said she;
‘““though I would gladly keep all as
memorials of your bravery. Will it be
rude in me to enquire what it is lies so
near your heart that you cannot leave
it with me ?”’

While the countess was speaking, the
young man had opened the knapsack
and taken from it a small r 4 morocco
case. .

‘ Whatever is my own I gladly give
gou," he answered laughing; ‘‘but this

ox belongs to my dear god-mother. I
made the Jewels with my own hands,
and must deliver them to her. It is a
set of ornaments, noble lady,’” he con-
tinued, opening the case and handing it
to the countess, ‘ the work of my own
industry.”

She took the case; but no sooner had
she thrown her eyes upon its contents
than she started back in amazement.

““What! These jewels!’” she ex-
claimed. ‘‘ And you have made them
for your god-mother, you say ?

“Yes,” answered Felix; ‘‘my god-
mother sent me the stones, for a setting
to be made for them, and I am on the
wav to restore them to her.”

The countess studied his features,
deeply moved, and the tears gathered
in her eyes. ‘Then you are Felix
Perner of Nuremburg ? ’ she exclaimed.

“Certainly! But how did you learn
my name ? ’’ asked the youth, gazing at
her bewildered.

‘0, wonderful decree of Heaven!”
she cried, addressing her husband.
¢ This is ﬁ‘ellx, our god-son, the son of
our faithful Sabina! Felix, I am she
you are in search of! »’

“ What are you then the Oountess
Sandau, my mother’s benefactress?
And is thisthe castle Maienburg ? How
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shall I thank kind Providence for bring-
ing us 80 wonderfully in contact ! How
shall I rejoice that I have been able to
testify, " however inadequately, the
gratitude I feel for you 27

‘“ You have done far more for-me,”
she answered, ‘“than I could ever dofor
you. As long as I live I will seek to
show how large is the obligation we all
owe you. ( husband shall be your
father, my children your sisters, and I
myself will be your devoted mother.
And these ornaments, which you gave
me in my hour of greatest peril, shall
be my most precious treasures, for they
will never cease to remind me of you
and your noble courage.”

he countess kept her word. She
equipped the happy Felix richly for his
travels. When he came home, a skilful
workman in his trade, she bought him a
house in Nuremburg, which she stocked
and furnished handsomely ; and among
the most valued decorations of his
dwelling were two pictures, one repre-
senting the scene at the roadside
tavern, and the other Felix’s life among
the robbers,

Here Felix lived, a skilful goldsmith,
and the fame of his talents, added to
the report of his wonderful heroism,
obtained him customers from everﬁ
land. Man( strangers, passing throug
the fair city of Nuremburg, caused
themselves to be taken to the workshop
of the famous Master Felix, not only to
see and admire him, but to order
handsome trinkets of his manufacture.,
His favorite visitors, however, were the
courier, the compass-maker, the student
and the carrier. As often as the latter
travelled his accustomed route, he
made a call on Felix; the courier
brought him almost every vear presents
from the countess; and the compass-
maker, after long wandering through
foreign countries, established himself
at last with Felix.

One day they received a visit from the
student. He had become meanwhile a
man of great distinction in the state,
but was none the less ready and de-
lighted to pass a jovial evening with
Nﬁster Felix and the compass-maker.
They revived in their conversation all
the fncidents of the treacherous tavern
of Spessart; and the whilom student
stated thathe had since seen the robber-
chieftain in Italy; that his character
had wholly altered, and he was serving
as a brave soldier in the army of the
King of Naples.

This information gave Felix much
pleasure. Though without this man he
might never have encountered the
dangers which befell him ; yet, but for
him, also, he would never have been

rescued from the hands of the robbers.
And thus it came to pass that the stout
goldsmith’s reminiscences were never
other than peaceful and pleasant when
he chanced to call to mind the Tavern
in Spessart.”
THE END,
—_—_e—
THE BEST THING IN THE

WORLD.

Out in the cool green fomtl—lmle brown bird sang;
Perched on a swaying bramble, his happy, clear voice
rang

Into the air with gladness a song of pure delight,
In the sweet spring of blossoms when all the world is
bright.

He sang, “ It is no wonder with all my heart I sing;
T'have for my own, really, the best and truest thing.
It lives and grows forever, ; it gives me perfect rest ;
And anyone can have it—that is what makes it best.”

*Nuts ?” said a tipy dormouse, as she went past the
tree—

*“ Nuts I think are more perfect than anything to me,
Or some ripe corn hid safely until the winter goes,
I ask for nothing better, my head curled in my toes.”

““It is not nuts,” he answered ; ** Oh | it is better far,
1t is more lovely even than the first darling star ;

And it is much more precious than corn or any store,
It leads to worlds of beauty through such a tiny door.”

A child came through the forest, and he was six years
old;

His hair was long and tangled, as ved as autumn gold,

He stopped to hear the linnet, this chubby little boy ;

His tiny chin was dimpled, his eyes were full of joy,

“‘The best thing of all others ?” he said; *‘Iam so
small

When I am knocked down playing I have not far to
fall,

There are not many things mine, under the wide blue
sky,

But Iam very happy, and I will tell you why,

** Last night half in the darkness, before God lit the
stars,

There came the dearest baby, dropped over heaven’s
bars—

The dearest baby sister for me to love and kiss;

Could anything be better for all of us than this?”

Out of the wood he hurried, the linnet watched him
pass ;

The sunbeams through the branchcs fell .broken on
the grass,

The bird flew to a thicket, and a soft nest he knew,

Wherea brown hen sat brooding; her eggs were small
and blue.

All belonged to the linnet—the nest, the eggs, the
wife,

To guard them well and safely, and love for all his
life

Gently the twilight deepened, the flowers shut up,
dew-pearled,

I think love is the truest and hest thing in the world

—ErHer CoxnEgap (in * Birds and Babies.”)
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LADY MARJORY ST JUST

CHAPTER VIII.

My heart sank despairingly, but a
glimpse of hope supported me. * If the

child really lives,” I cried, * the hand
of justice shall recover him.”
ith a taunting laugh Mrs. Danton
exclaimed, ‘‘ Recovered from our moun-
tain fastnesses! You know not what
Zou s%y, Marjory St. Just. My kin are
old, daring men, amenable to no laws,
and a word from them seals the boy’s
doom. They demand a ransom ; but the
ransom is mine: it is that which I have
named. And were you to offer me all
the gold in the universe in exchange, I
would fling it from me as worthless
dross!”

Alas! I wished to gain time, for she
was becoming impatient; and I mur-
mured, “ How can I believe that you
would abide b{ your part of the
covenant were I to bind myself as you
desire? And oh, Mrs. Danton, where-
fore do you exact so hard a compact ??’

My heart whispered too well the
wherefore.

With a glance of scorn she replied,
‘‘ First, unless my part of the condition
be fulfilled within a month from this
day, yours will be null and void—your
oath cancelled. Believe me when the
child Cecil stands before you in health
andsafety, and not till then. As to your
other question’—her voice faltered,
her head drooped—*‘‘let your own
heart answer it.”

I was silent and undecided. She con-
tinued more vehemently, ‘‘ My time is
short ; decide, and we part forever.”’

Appeals, sugplicatlonl were unavail-
ing; she folded her arms, drew her
cloak around her, and stepping slowly
backward, coldly said, “I give you five
minutes more, Lady Marjor¥ to decide
your own fate and the chi dvs. Then
farewell | »

She withdrew into the black shade of
the trees as she spoke, and as she
stood there mute and motionless, I
felt that her eyes in their snake-like
beauty were fixed upon mine, and
I trembled half with terror, half with
indignation. Was it reasonable to sup-
pose that even a desperate woman
would commit so horrible a deed as she
hinted at, when it could no longer
answer the slightest purpose? Might
not her kinsmen be wrought upon by
motives to which passion made her
deaf? Would it be difficult to move
even the government to interfere in

circumstances involving the life of a
grandee of the empire? Was I called
upon, when such matter for hope
existed, to give up the betrothed of m
heart, and, setting aside my own feel-
ings, to inflict upon him a blow so
terrible ? Such were the first reflections
that chased each other across my brain;
but by and by they were effaced by a
different and better train, My father—
my dear father—seemed to stand be-
fore me in that cathedral gloom, fixing
surprised and sorrowful eyes upon the
child. It was he who hag been mur-
dered—not the youthful earl. He had
died ofthe wound inflicted on his charac-
ter, and had descended broken-hearted
into a dishonored grave. To accom-
plish what the sacrifice demanded of
me was to purchase, he would have
given every ro‘r of blood in his body ;
and was I, the daughter of that noble
sﬁirit, to stand thus coolly calculating
chances? Was it even a real sacrifice
that was sought to be extorted? It
would be impossible for me to enjoy a
moment’s happinesssituatedasI should
be; and it was a fallacy, therefore, to
say that I abandoned any by complying
with Mrs. Danton’s terms.” Since un-
happiness was to be my lot in life, it
would be more easily endured with
geace of mind: and {etter even for
asil to suffer a thousand disappoint-
ments than marry a woman whose days
would be passed in unavailing remorse.
With these reflections came that sense
of iullt to which I'have already alluded
—+the consciousness that I did not de-
serve the happiness to which I clung;
and so fortified, ere the allotted five
minutes had elapsed my decision was
formed, and I bound myself by a solemn
vow never to divulge what had passed,
and to adhere to the other conditions
of the cruel ransom. Oh, the wild
exulting laugh that rang through the
dark pine wood as, in promising to
keep the compact, I added, by way, I
suppose, of retaining some gleam of
hoﬁ)e. “'Unless absolved by yourself!
asil Edmondstone and I' were parted
for ever in this world.

‘‘ Farewell, Lady Marjory ! »* she said,
“{ou will receive due notice of the day
when your presence is required at that

oint of the coast so fatal in your
istory ; on that strand where the music
of the sad sea waves shall chant the
dirge of lovel!” Passionately she
olasyed her hands, as she added, “ Oh
fool! is this your love? Me, who would
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have lost my soul for him, he slighted
and rejected; while you—tame, cold,
passionless idiot—he loves; you, who
give him up, for what?—for a child’s
worthless life! Basil Edmondstone
loves you, Marjory St. Just, and Inez
Danton is revenged! Farewell! Yet
one word more ’—she lingered and
spoke more softly, ‘‘ When he demands
an explanation of the mystery sur-
rounding you—when your heart yearns
tenderly towards him, yet you reject
his approaches—then, then remember
Inez Danton, and in your own suffering

icture hers! But no; you cannot!

ell him that you have purchased peace
of mind, and that his love is nothing
in comparison with that!”’

My wrung spirit struggled to be free,
and I was wonderfully sustained, reply-
ing with a calmness which astonished
myse!'f, ‘“You are right, Mrs. Danton;
even Basil Edmondstone’s love may be
placec in competition with that ¢ peace
which passeth all understanding’—a
conscience lightened of a heavy
burden— the *‘sumnshine within? I was
told of when a girl, but which as yet
has shed but little illumination on my
unhappy life.”

The memory of happy childhood’s
hours arose vividly before my excited
imagination as I uttered the well-
remembered words, and I was trans-
ported back to other days. I heard a
voice retreating in the distance ex-
claim—*¢ Adieu, Lady Marjory, ‘ Count-
ess May’ no longer!’” The rocks and
woods re-echoed the sound—* Countess
May no longer!” and I stood alone,
with the quiet stars looking down upon
me. Was it an illusion of the senses, or
had all this really happened? Was a
load of care removed from off my heart,
even while I was separated by an im-

assable barrier from him loved?

'es, it was reality; for though be-
wildered and agitated, genial tears
flowed forth, with supplications and
thanksgiving to Him who had removed
from me a great affliction. I suppli-
cated for strength to bear my approach-
ing trial—above all, rnﬁing earnestly
for the fulfilment o? rs. Danton’s
promise. Yet I loved Basil Edmond-
stone as few in this world have ever
loved ; but he himself had warned me
not to trust in my own strength, but to
pray for strength from above—and who
ever offered up such petitions in vain?

It were tedious to dwell on subse-
quent hours and days of suspense and
weariness; of Basil's wounded heart
when I postponed our marriage indefin-
itely, giving no reason, but entreating
him not to judge me harshly, but to
wait for coming events. He saw my

restless anxiety, and he tenderly en-
treated me to confide my sorrows to
him ; then, then, Inez Danton, you were
revenged indeed, as I silently turned
away, though my full heart ye¢arned to
pour itself out at his feet. ‘ Remember
your oath ’’ seemed traced on the blue
skies, and on the summer flowers; the
birds of the air re-echoing and profon -
in% the admonition with a dismal wail.

he allotted month had nearly ex-
pired—but two days more remained—
and my rebellious heart was so
treacherous, that lurking hope actually
found its way there, for truly the
‘“gpirit is willing, though the flesh is
weak.” Hapless Marjory! Human love
was strong, and conscience slumbered ;
but, praised be God, events are not in
our own hands, ana I received the
promised missive, appointing the next
day for the ratification of Mrs. Danton’s
part of the contract. I set off to keer
the fateful tryst alone, unknown to Basil
Edmondstone, as 1 had stipulated. I
stood on the beach, the waves curling
and foaming at my feet, watching the
approach of a small skiff which had put
off from a foreign-looking barque in
the offing. There were two persons in
it, one of them a child. My heart
throbbed in agony, the booming waters
hymning a funeral dirge over buried
love, as I clasped the restored boy
wildiy to my brecst. I held him at
arm’s length; I contemplated his
blooming beauty; the ‘sunshine
within’’ chased the dark shadows away,
and the funeral dirge was changed fo
angel-songs of joy !

(To be continued.)
-

LITTLE BY LITTLE.

When the new years come and the old years go,
How, little by little, all things grow!

All things grow—and all decay—

Little by little passing away,

Little by little on fertile plain,

Ripen the harvests of golden grain,

Waving and flashing in the sun,

When the summer at last is done,

Little by little they ripen so

As the new years come and the old years go.

Low on the ground an acorn lies,

Little by little it mounts to the skies,
Shadow and shelter for wandering herds,
Home for a hundred singing birds

Little by little the great rocks 5rew

Long, long ago, when the world was new ;
Slowly and silently, stately and free,
Cities of cora) under thesea

Little by little are builded—while go—
The new years come and the old years go.

Little b{ little old tasks are done;
So are the crowns of the faithful won,
With work and with weeping, with laughter and

play,
Little by little the longest day
And the longest life are passing away,
Passing without return—while so— .
The new years come and the old years go.
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ADVENTURE ON THE ST. LAWRENCE.

The following narrative of a remark-
able adventure on the St. Lawrence,
appeared a number of years ago in a
Liverpool newspaper, where it was
vouched for as true in every particular;

‘“On_the 22d of April, 1810, our party
set sail in a large schooner from Fort
George, or Niagara Town, in Upper
Canada, and in two days crossed Lake
Ontario to Kingston, ay the head of the
St. Lawrence, distant from Niagara
about 200 miles. Here we hired an
American barge—a large flat-bottomed
boat—to carry usto Montreal, a further
distance of 200 miles: then set out from
Kingston on the 28th of April, and ar-
rived the same evening at Ogdensburgh
a distance of 75 miles. The followin
evening we arrived at Cornwall ; an
the succeeding night, at Point du Lac,
on Lake St. Francis : here ourbargeman
obtained our permission to return up
the river : and we embarked in another
barge, deerly laden with potashes, pas-
sengers, and luggage. Above Montreal,
for nearly 100 miles, the river St.
Lawrence isinterrupted in its course by
rapids, which are occasioned by the
riverbeing confined within comparative-
l{ narrow, shallow, rocky channels:
through these it rushes with great force
and noise, and is agitated like the ocean
in a storm. Many people prefer these
rapids, for grandeur of appearance, to
the Falls of Niagara: they are from
half a mile to nine miles long each, and
require regular pilots. On the 30th of
April, we arrived at the village of the
‘Cedars ; immediately below which are
three sets of very anﬁarous rapids—
the Cedars, the Split-Rock, and the
Cascades—distantfrom each other about
one mile. On the morning of the 1st of
May, we set out from the Cedars; the
‘barge very deep and very leaky ; the
captain, a daring, rash man, refused to
take a pilot. After we passed the
‘Cedar Rapid, not without danger, the
captain called for some rum,swearing at
the same time with horrid impiety that
all the powers could not steer the barge
‘better than he did. Soon after this we
entered the S‘)lit‘-Rovk Rapids b{r a
wrong channel, and found ourselves
advancing rapidly towards a dreadful
watery ]'ireclpice, down which we
went. he barge slightly grazed
her bottom against the rock, and
the fall was so great as nearly
to take away the breath. We
'here took in a great deal of water,
‘which was mostly baled out again before

we hurried on to what the Canadians
call the grande bouillie, or great boiling.
In approaching this place, the captain
let go the heim, saying: ‘*“Now for it !
here we till!” Thebarge was immediate-
ly overwhelmed in the midst of immense
foaming breakers, which rushed over
the bows, carrying away planks, oars,
etc. About half a minute elapsed be-
tween the filling and going down of the
barge, during which I had sufficient
presence of mind to strip off my three
coats, and was loosening my suspenders,
when the barge sank, and I found myself
floating in the midst of people, baggage,
etc. Each man caught hold of some-
thing ; one of the crew caught hold of
me, and kept me down under water;
but, contrary tomy expectations, let me
go again. On rising to the surface, I
got hold of a trunk, on which two other
men were then holding. Justatthisspct
where the Split-Rock Rapids terminatc,
the bank of the river is well inhabited,
and we could see women on shore,
running about, much agitated. A canoe
Eut off, and picked up three of our num-
er, who had gained the bottom of the
barge, which had upset and got
rid of its cargo: these they landed on
an island. The canoe put off again, and
was approaching near to where I was,
with two others, holdinﬁ on by the
trunk ; when, terrified with the vicinity
of the Cascades, to which we were ap-
proaching, it put back, notwithstanding
my exhortations in French and English,
to induce the two men on board to
advance. The bad hold which one man
had of the trunk to which we were
adhering, subjected him to constant
immersion; and in order to escape his
seizing hold of me, I let go the trunk,
and in con;unction with another man,
got lold of the boom—which, with the
gaff, s1ils, etc., had been detached from
the 1aast, to make room for the cargo—
and floated off. I had just time to grasp
this boom, when we were hurried
into the Cascades: in these I was in-
stantly buried, and nearly suffocated.
On rising to the surface, 1 found one of
my hands still on the boom, and m
companion also adhering to the gaff.
Shortly after descending the Cascades,
I perceived the barge, bottom upwards,
floating near me. Isucceded in getting
near to it, and held by a crack in one
end ofit: the violence of the water, and
the falling out of the casks of ashes, had
quite wrecked it. For a long time I
contented myself with this hold, not
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daring to endeavor to get upon the
bottom, which I at length effected ; and
from this, my new situation, I called
out to my companion, who still pre-
served his hold of the gaff. He shook
his head ; and when the waves suffered
me to look up again, he was gone. He
made no att-mpt to come near me,
being unible or unwilling to let go his
hold and trust himself to the waves,
which were then rollingover his head.

“The cascades are a kind of fall or
rapid descent in the river, over a rocky
channel below: going down is called
by the French sauter—to leap or shove
the Cascades. For two miles below the
channel continues in uproar, just like a
storm at sea; and I was frequently
nearly washed off the barge by the
waves which rolled over it. I now
entertained no hope whatever of escap-
ing ; and although I continued to exert
mys If to hold on, such was the state to
which I was reduced by cold, that I
wished o ly for speedy death, and
frequently thought of giving up the
contest as useless. I felt as if com-
gressed into the size of a monkey; my

ands appeared diminished in size one-
half; and I certainly should—after I
became very cold and much exhausted
—have fallen asleep, but for the waves
that were passing over me, which
obliged me to attend to my situation.
I had never descended the St. Lawrence
before; but I knew there were more
rapids ahead—perhaps another set of
the Cascades—but, at all events, the
Lachine Rapids, whose situation I did
not exactly know. I was in hourly
expectation of these gutting an end to
me, and often fancied some points of
ice, extending from the shore, to be the
head of foaming rapids. At one of the
moments in which the succession of
waves permitted me to look up, I saw,
at a distance, a canoe, with four men,
coming towards me, and waited in con-
fidence to hear the sound of their
paddles;but in thisI was disappointed :
the men, asI afterwards learned, were
Indians—genuine descendants of the
Tartars—who, happening to fallin with
one of the passenger’s trunks, picked it
up, and returned to the shore for the
purpose of pillaging it, leaving, as they
since acknowledged, the man on the
boat to his fate. Indeed, I am certain I
should have had moretofear from their
avarice than to hope from their human-
ity ; and it is more than probable that
my lite would have been taken,to secure
them in the possession of my watchand
several half-eagles which I had about
me. The accident happened at eight

o’clock in the morning; inthe course of
some hours, as the day advanced, the

sun grew warmer, the wind blew from
the south, and the water became
calmer. 1 got upon my knees, and
found myself in the small lake St.
Louis, about three to five miles wide :
with some difficulty I got upon my feet,
but was soon convinced, by cramps and
spasms inall my sinews,that I was quite
incapable of swimming any distance,
and I was then two miles from the
shore. I was now going, with wind
and current,to destruction; and cold,
hungry and fati ued, was obliged again
to sit down in the water to rest, when
an extraordinary circumstance greatly
relieved me. On examining the wreck,
to see if it were possible to detach any
gart of it to steer by, I perceived some-
hingk oose, entangled in a fork of the
wreck, and so carried along: this I
found to be a small trunk, bottom up-
wards, which, with some difficulty, I
dragged up upon the barge. After near
an hour’s work, in which I broke my pen-
knife, whilst trying to cut out the lock,
I made a hole in the top, and, te my
great satisfaction, drew out a bottle of
rum; a cold tongue, some cheese, and a
bag full of bread, cakes, etc., all wet.
Of these I made a seasonable, though
very moderate use; and the trunk
answered the purpose of a chair to sit
upon, elevated above the surface of the
water.

¢ After in vain endeavoring to steer
the wreck, or direet its course to the
shore, and having made every signal—
with my waistcoat, etc.,—in my power,
to the several headlands which I had
passed,I fancied I wasdriving into abay,
which, however, soon proved to be the
termination of the lake, and the open-
ing of the river, the current of which
was carrying me rapidly along. I pass-
ed several small uninhabited islands;
but the banks of the river appearing to
be covered with houses, Iagain renewed
my signals, with my waistcoat and a
shirt, which I took out of the trunk,
hoping, as the river narrowed, they
might be perceived. The distance was
too great. The velocity with which I
was going convinced me of my near
aﬁ roach to the dreadful rapids of La-
chine. Night was drawing on ; my de-
struction appeared certain, but did not
disturb me very much: the idea of
death had lost its novelty, and had be-
come quite familiar. I really felt more
grovoked at having escaped so long to
e finally sacrificed, than alarmed at
the prospect. Finding signals in vain,
I now setup a cr{ or howl; such as I
thought best calculated to carry to a
distance, and, being favored by the
wind, it did, although at above a mile
distant, reach the ears of some people
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on shore. At last I gerceived a boat
rowing towards me, which, being very
small and white-bottomed, I had for
some time taken for a fowl witha white
breast; and I wastaken off the barge by
Captain Johnstone, after being ten
hours on the water. I found myself at
the village of Lachine, twenty-one
miles below where the accident happen-
ed, having been driven by the winding of
the current a much greater distance.
I received no other infury than bruised
knees and breast, with a slight cold.
The accident took some hold of my
imagination, and for seven or eight
succeeding nights, in my dreams, I was
engaged in the dangers of the Cascades,
and surrounded by drowning men, etc.
My escape was owing to a concurrence
o(yfortunnte circumstances. I happen-
ed to catch hold of various articles of
support, and to exchange each article
for another just at the right time.
Nothing but the boom could have
carried me down the Cascades without
injury, and nothing but the barge could
have saved me below them. I was also
fortunate in having the whole day : had
the accident happened one hour later,
I should have arrived opposite the vil-
lage of Lachine afterdark,and, of course,
would have been destroyed in the rapids
below, to which I was rapidly advanc-
ing. The trunk which furnished me with
provisions and aresting-place above the
water, I have every reason to think was
necessary to save my life; without it,
I must have passed the whole time in
the water, and have heen exhausted
with cold and hunger. When the people
on shore saw our boat take the wrong
channel, they predicted our destruction:
the floating luggage, by supporting us
for a time, enabled them to make an
exertion to save us; but as it was not
supposed possible to survive the passage
of the Cascades, no further exertions
were though of, nor, indeed, could they
well have been made.

‘‘It was at this very place that Gen-
eral Ambert’s brigade of 300men comin
to attack Canada, was lost: the Frenc
at Montreal received the first intel-
ligence of the invasion, by the dead
bodies ﬂoatins past the town. The
pilot who conducted their first bateau,
committing—it is said intentionally—
the same error that we did, ran for the
wrong channel, and the other bateaux
following close, all were involved in
the same destruction. The whole
rarty with which I was, escaped : four
eft the barge at the Cedar village
above the rapids, and went to Montreal
by land ; two more were saved by the
canoe ; the barge’s crew, all accustom-
ed to labor, were lost ; of the eight men

who passed down the Cascades, none
but myself escaped, or were seen again;
nor indeed, was it possible for any one,
withoutmy extraordinary luck, and the
aid of the barge, to which they must
have been very close, to have escaped ;
the other men must have been drowne
immediately on entering the Cascades.
The trunks, etc., to which they adhered,
and the heavy greatcoats which they
had on, very probably helped to over-
whelm them ; but they must have gone
at all events: swimming in such a cur-
rent of broken stormy waves was
impossible; still, I thin
how to swim, kept me more collected,
and rendered me more willing to part
with one article of support to gain a
better: those who could not swim would
naturally cling to whatever hold they
first got ; and of course, mang had very
bad ones. The captain passed meabove
the Cascades on a sack of woollen
clothes, which were doubtless soon
saturated and sunk.””

o@D
PUT ON THE SHOE.

Haye you heard that old saw of the Persians,
. That eaying both witty and true,
*The whole world is covered with leather
.To him who is shod with a shoe? "
Fine calfskin, or kid, or morocco,
Great cavalry boots armed with steel,
The daintiest, jauntiest slippers,
Coarse brogues tumbled down at the heel—
What matter the differing fashions ?—
e richest and poorest of you
Will find the whole world clad in leather
As 800n as you put on your shoe!
Before it was cold and uneven.
ugh pebbles and sharp bits of glass.
Now. presto! a smooth and warm pavement
Wherever it please you to pass.

my knowing

Butah! there’s a maid—have you seen her ?—
A little maid cheery and sweet,
Who daintily trips, yet I see not
at leather she wears on her feet ;
For 1 know by her pretty eyes’ sparkle,
nd by the calm curve of her mouth,
And by the kind grace of ber manners,
Like warm breezes fresh from the South.
know that wherever her foot falls
On loving taek speeding or sent—
@ cobbler may laugh, but I care not—
She is shod with the shooe of content !

And, little maid, Cinderella
ght claim your wee shoe for her own,
But borrowint'n out of the question
For me. with my ** sevens”’ outgrown.
Just whisper the secret. [ pray thee,
Come. what is the shop and the street,
And where is the cobbler who fashions
Such beautiful gear for the feet?
I'll go and I'll offer a treasure
Will make his big spectacles shine,
If onlv two shoes—sromewhat In
Like your little shoes, can be mine!
And then I will don themn, and leaping
If over the world will I go,
over my and my worries,
Off over my aches and my woe,
And loudly to all limping grumblers
y shoemaker cheer will be sent :
“The whole world is covered with gladness
Tohim who is shod with content!”
—Axo08 R. Weurs.
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THE FAMILY .DOCTOR

Brief Hints.

Mud or clay is good to relieve a bee
sting. Make it stiffand apply.

Borax is excellent for the bites of
insects, as it neutralizes their acid pro-
perties.

For constipation, drink a glass of hot
water with a spoonful of wheat bran
stirred in it every morning.

Earache is very painful. A dust of
ground black pepper put in a dry thin
piece of cotton and tied, inserted in
the ear, sometimes gives relief.

A Hot Drink for a Cold.

Put one-fourth teaspoonful of cayenne
pepper in a teacup. Pour over it a
cupful of hot water. Sweeten with loaf
sugar or honey. Strain and drink.

Water Unfit to Drink.

Where foul smells exist water absorbs
them,anditisthennotfit foruse. Water
which has stood all night in an open
vessel in a bedroom is unfit for drink-
ing, unless the room be much better
ventilated than bedrooms usually are.

Spice Poultices.

One tablespoonful of ground spice,
one of black pepper, one of cloves and
one of ginger mixed together ina bowl;
put in a flannel bag and quilt across
twice each way to keep it in place ; sew
up the end, wet with alcohol, heat and
apply; save the bag and use when
needed.

With Head Under Bed-

Clothes.

Mothers should see that children do
not sleep with their heads under the
bed-clothes. There is no surer way of
children becomingsickly and weak than
by allowing them to sleep with their
heads covered with the bed-clothes, as
many timid children are inclined to do,
and thus inhale air already breathed as
well as exhalations from the skin, all of
which are injurious.

Sleeping

A Good Eye Lotion.

A good eye lotion, suitable for alk
simple cases of inflammation of the
eyes, is made by diluting Witch Hazel
with an equal part of water, and soak-
ing a bit of lint in the fluid. The lint
must be laid on the eyelid, and kept
moist with the solution.

Unwise to Live Below the Ground.

The most wholesome room in the
house for uge as a sitting room is an
upper room of southern exposure.
People who make it a practice to sit in
basement rooms finally become rheu-
matic; they take cold easily and their
general vitality becomes lowered., It is
unwise to live below the surface of the
ground. All physicians are of this
opinion,

Linseed Tea for Throat Troubles.

The value of linseed tea in cases of
catarrh, and in throat affections, is due
to its demulcent and soothing eﬁ‘ect on
the inflamed surface of the mucous
membrane, Put an ounce of linseed
into a quart of water, and boil it gently
to a pint. Strain, and add lemon syrup
to taste, or half an ounce of licorice-
root may be boiled with the linseed.
The remedy may be taken repeatedly.

Abuse of Disinfectants.

Remember that to mitigate a foul
smell by sprinkling a disinfecting
powder over it, is only to conceal, and
not to remove the evil. You may for a
time overcome a nauseous odor by the
use of a disinfectant, but because you
temporarily abolish a smell you cer-
tainly do not remove its cause. Like
the person who, possessing aninsanitary
drain, uses a disinfectant powder to
lessen the nuisance it causes, the man
who thinks he has ¢ disinfected ’’ every-

thing by sprinkling a powder on
decomposing matter, is living in a
sanitary fool’s paradise. The onl

safety for the one is to replace his
defective drain by one of proper make,
and for the other to clear away the
filth heap that so long as it is permitted
to exist near human habitation must
inevitably form asource of disease.
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Poisonous Air.

A simple and effective plan to venti-
late' a room is to get a piece of wood
about four inches wi e, and long
enough to fit exactly across the window,
and fix it edgewise under the lower
sash, thus (i)reventing it from quite
shutting, and allowing a current of air
to pass between the sashes, and this

eing an upward current, will cause no
draught. ~ It is often supposed that
opening a window for a few minutes is
sufficient to ventilate any room; but the
deposit of minute animal matter which
is exhaled with the breath, and often
deposited on the furniture and walls,
requires a long exposure to fresh air to
be carried away. A close room will
often smell close for a long time after
the windows have been opened. Those
who live orsleep in close rooms should
therefore see that they are open as
many hours of the day as possible,

**Of all things, the most I would have you beware
Of breathihg the poison of once breathéd air;

When in bed, whether out or at home you may be,
Always open your windows, and Jet it go free,”

‘—’..._“
DRESSING DOLLS.

The drenlnﬁ of a family of dolls is the
.best method in the world for teaching
small women how to sew, writes a
mother. To-day, as it was fifty vears
ago, it is deemed most desirable to
have the art of needlework at your
fingers’ tips, and by the art of needle-
work is meant the glacing of fine
‘stitches, the uoinf a fine needle and
thread, and the bringing outas a decor-
ation what is really the means whereby
the cloth is held together. Teach the
little woman to sew by hand ;do not let
her sew 8o long that her eyes get tired
and the little back weary, but teach her
that the stitch worth putting in is worth
putting in properly, and that, though it
may only be in a gown for mistress
Dolly, still, because it is her work, it
must do her credit, and make her small
family of dolls the best dressed in the
neigh{orhood. Do I want you to make
her a little prig, sitting and sewing as
solemnly as an owl? Not a bit of it,
my friend. But between you and me, 1
don’t like a girl who is a tom-boy, and I
am sure you want to teach your little
woman to be a gentlewoman; and
though she may roll her hoop or toss
her Eall in the fresh air; though she
may run a race until the roses in her
cheeks are pinker than ever, still there
must be a time when she sits down by
you, quiet and happy, to learn how to
sew as mother does, and how to take
care of those silent children who wil/
wear out their clothes.

A GOOD IDEA ABOUT SKIRTS.

Now that the dress skirts are so very
full, they are of necessity much heavier
than they used to be, but still they are
worn fastened about the waist, with all
that weight hanging from the hips, and
women go about wondering why they
feel so tired and cannot walk more,
Simply for this reason ; that their skirts
are too heavy to be worn in that way,
and should hang from the shoulders.

To accomplish this, attach the skirt
to a waist made of thin cambrie,
fastening in the back with three or four
butions, without sleeves and with a low
neck. In this way it will not seem
clumsy under the dress waist, and yet
will relieve that heavy, dragging sen-
sation of the skirt fastened around the
waist.

In a case where the skirt is worn over
a waist with a belt, sew hooks on the
inner side of the skirt-band and corre-
sponding eyes on the waist; and again
you have the weight hanging practi-
cally from the shoulders.

Both suggestions may be put to trial
with good eflect in this present style of
dress, where the skirts are so full and
80 much lined.

————————
AHELP-SONG AND A HOPE-SONG

Ho, comrade, onward faring,
'et’s sing in cheerful strain
A sor:f to lighten lubor
Andsoothe the heart of pain.
A song of hope, my comrade,
So full of help and cheer
hut weary, wayside pilgrims
Will gain new strength to hear.
help-song and a hope-song,
! lift your voice and sing,
Until the cares that vex us
Shall all have taken wing.

0, let us sing, my comrades,
In measures blithe and gay,
Of all the joys and pleasures
We've met with in the way.
They could not last forever,
But we need not furget
The bapﬂinons they brought us
That should cheer us even yet.
And us we sing about them
The shadows break apart,
And all the world's in sunshine
ause we're Light of heart.

Life holds for most, my comrades,
More joy, by far, than pain ;
xives a day of sunshine
Forevery hour of rain.
ing of the sunny moments
When the hour of storm is here,
And the darkest time, my comrades
Will bave its share of cheer.
elp-song and a hope-song,
friend we’ll sing to-day.
Until all thoughts of sorrow
'ake wing and fly away.

———————— e,
—Windsor 8alt, purest and best.
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THINGS YOUNG WIVES SHOULD KNOW

Clean paint with cold tea, unless it is
white, when milk will be found to have
a better effect.

If soot happens to be dropped on a
carpet, throw down an equal quantity
of salt, and sweep all off together.

In painting and papering a small
room remember that by choosing a
light color you increase its apparent
size.

To remove ironmould wash the spots
in a strong solution of cream of tartar
and water, let dry, then wash again in
the solution, and dry in the sun.

Before using orange and lemon peel
for flavoring purposes, wash the fruit
well with a small stiff brush and cold
water, 8o that any dirty specks may be
removed.

Never hem tablecloths, napkins or
sheets by machine. Handwork is best,
and washes best, for there is almost
sure to be a layer of dirt under a
machine hem.

Ink stains on linen may generally be
removed by smearing ot tallow on
them ; the tallow should beleft on a day
or two, and the linen should be putin
the wash with it stillon.

Cheap thimbles should never be used,
for they are often made of lead or brass,
and their use is very likely to result in
serious inflammation and swelling if
there is even a slight scratch on the
finger. Silver or steel thimbles are the
safest to use.

Clean plaster of paris ornaments with
a thick paste made of starch and water.
Put this on the article to be cleaned,
and leave it until dry. Then brush it
off with a stiff brush, and the ornament
underneath shouldlook quite clean and
new.

Alum will be found useful for destroy-
ing insects, such as cockroaches and
blackbeetles. Put some alum into
water, and boil until it is quite dis-
solved. With this water paint the
cracks in the wall and floor through
which the insects come.

A new way to utilize pieces of silk,
satin and velvet is to cut them in
¢ rounds,’” backing the thin sorts with
crinoline, or fibre chamois, or some

other stiffening. Fibre chamois is ex-
cellent because it is pliable and will not
fray the silk. Collect enough of these
rounds to decorate a cushion, or a
curtain or portiere. Care must be
taken to have colors harmonize.

The best way of watering plants,
especially ferns, is to stand the pots in
a pail of water, and leave them there
until all bubbling ceases, which shows
that the water has well soaked through
the mould. This should be done about
twice a week in winter, and when it is
cold weather luke warm water should
be used. To keep plants healthy and
green, their leaves should be sponged
over at least once a week.

To prevent crockery breaking mll{
put it when new into a lurge pot of co. d
water. Place this on the fire and let it
come gradually to the boil ; then re-
move the pot and let the articles remain
in the water until it is quite cold again.
This treatment may be used for tum-
blers, and if more frequently followed
would save a good deal of breakage, for
it hardens the glass and china and
renders them less liable to break.

When the woodwork of a window is
painted, it often happens thav splashes
of paint go on to the glass, and if these
are left for any length of time they
become hard, and many people find
them difficult to remove. There need,
however, be no difficulty if soda and
water be used. Take some very hot
water, and init dissolve a lump of soda ;
a piece about the size of an egg to one"
pint of water. Wet a soft cloth or piece
of flannel in this, and rub the paint
marks, when they will be found to
come off quite easily.

The mistress of the house, or some
careful servant, should be entrusted
with thoroughly airing the linen after
its return from the laundry. Damp
sheets, or damp underwear of any sort,
are very destructive to health; colds,
rheumatism, sore throats, and other
ailments are often the result of sleeping
in unaired bed linen, and even that
most terrible oompfslnt rheumatic
fever has been caused by it. If linen
is allowed to remain in the kitchen to
air at night, it should be put at a safe
distance from the te, and the grate
Il’);etmld Rovor be legn without a guard

ore it.




——

OUR HOME. 31

THOMAS: A TRUE STORY OF TRUE LOVE.

PART 1.

Some years ago, twenty and more,
after my husband died, I lived in what
was then a new street near Westbourne
Terrace. It consisted of two rows of
houses—very ugly houses outside,
though inside they were comfortable
enough. I had three little girls; the
eldest, May, was just five,a pretty little
thing with golden hair and blue eyes.
I often wish I had had her portrait

ainted. The others were ’ﬁ:ﬂte tiny—
our, and two and a half. e last was
born a week before the news came from
India that her father had died of
sunstroke.

Opposite to me there was a house to
be let. For a long time it was quite
empty, bill in the window, dirt on the
windows, dust on the steps, dreary
and deserted. Suddenly one morning,
though the bill was not taken down,
the windows were cleaned, the stairs
swept, and a small cart-load of shabby
furuiture carried in. Evidently a care-
taker had been put in charge, and I was

lad of it, for it is never very safe to
eave a house absolutely empty.

I used to sit by the window a good
deal and knit. I had so much to think
about that I could not settle to un¥-
thing else. Books were never much in
my way, and as for going out I never
cared for it much even as a girl. Sol
used to sit and knit, seeing through the
thick screen of plants on the window-
sill all that went on in the street.
Sometimes I saw the care-taker opposite

oing in and our, he and his wife and
gheir two little children. He looked
very respectable, but broken down and
terribly thin ; he was evidently far gone
in consumption. The woman seemed
worriedand anxious, as well she might,
poor soul ; and in her arms there was
alwaysssiﬂnny little baby, her third
child. They were of the artisan class
and very goor, ot course, or they would
not have been taking care of an emgty
house. I used to wonder if the ad
enouih to eat, for they all lookedy white
and thin and half-starved.

The next timeI went to the landlord’s
office I asked about them, and was told
that they were respectable QCornish
people, but Cornwall was starvation

now, and there was nothing for anyone
to do. They had come to London a few
years before, and the man, who was a
mechanic, had kept his family well till

he broke down in health. He could do
nothing now, was an outdoor patient
at Brompton Hospital, and had only
the allowance from his club, and a few
shillings his wife sometimes earned by
going out to work.

There was a large leg of mutton for
the children’s dinner the next day. I
cut off half-a-dozen good slices, put
them between two hot dishes with some
vegetables, and sent them to the Cornish:
folk. They were very grateful the
servant said, when she returned, and
the dishes were returned by the little
bog with ‘ Father’s much obliged, and
it did bim a world of good.” ne day
a box of flowers came from the countr 5
80 I made up a nosegay and sent it
across to the poor, wasted-looking care-
taker. This brought the woman, with
tears in her eyes, to thank me,

*‘ My husband he do like to smell a
flower, ma’am,” she said. *It’s many
a daynow since he has seen them grow-
ing in the ground.” Then I asked her
if I might go and see him sometimes, or
perhaps he would like some papers and
a book now and then? The woman’s
face brifhtened. He would be pleased,
ma’am,indeed,’’shesaid. It’s long since
any one went to talk to him, and I often
think it’s dull for him. I doubt ifI have
him much longer,’’ she added simply;
‘““and it’s likely you can feel for me,
ma’am.”

So I went over to see Mr. Lobb. He
was sitting by the fire, warming his long
thin hands.

“I am glad to see you, ma’am,” he
said, with the almost perfect manner
one sometimes finds amons working
people who have not lived much in
towns. I would have come over to
have thanked you for your kindness,
but feared you might think it a liberty.
I spend most of my time trying to keep
warm by a bit of fire.”

He was very simple and kindly. He
knew that he was going to die, and
faced it like a man. He spoke of it
without fear or affectation. * It worries
me to think ot the wife and children,”
he said. ‘‘ A man should not marry as
I did, with nothing put by. I sub-
scribed to a club, of course, and it’s
kept us from ltuvini, and it’ll bury
me, but that’s all, ought to have
saved before I married, and so ought

every man. One is always so sure one
is going to live when one feels strong.
Well, God is good, and he’ll take care

of them,” he added with a sigh; and a
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month later in that simple faith he
died.

Then it became a question of what
was to be done with the widow and
children. The woman was delicate;
there was the skinny baby, a little girl
of six called Gracie, and Thomas—the
always called him by his full old-
fashioned name—who was ten,or barely
ten.

“1 would like to stay in London;
there’s more going on, and I'd be more
likely to get something,’”” the poor
woman said, when a proposal was made
to send her back to her native place.
‘“ They be very poor in Cornwall where
I came from ; it would do no good goin,
back; father and mother are dead, an
there was only one other of us, m
brother Joe, and he went off to Mei-
bourne long ago.”

“Couldn’v [\;ou send to him?” I
asked; he might do something for you.”

“I have sent, ma’am,’’she answered ;
* but I don't know if he’s got the letter.

e never kept much count of his
address, for he never had theszme one
long together. I don’t suppose he’d be
able to do much; henever was much of
a hand at helping himself, let alone
others.”

So we got together a little money and
bought her a mangle. She went to live
in two rooms close by, and just kept
soul and body together for herself and
children by mangling and occasionally
going out to work.

Suddenly one day my housemaid
went off without a moment’s notice to
her mother who was ill, and poor Mrs.
Lobb was unable to come an helﬁ us
on account of the baby. ‘I can’t bear

to refuse,” the poor thing said. ‘‘ but
the little baby is that bad with bronchi-
tis, I doubt if I keep it through the
winter,”’

Then it was that Thomas first came
into our lives. I had hardly noticed
him before, except as a little dark-
haired boy too small for his age. The
morning after Jane left I was told he
wanted to see me. I remember the
interview as well as if it were yester-
day. I was in the dinin¥-room when
he knocked. ¢ Come in,” I said, and in
came Thomas. He stepped just inside
and pulled hisfronthair. Evidently he
had ﬁeen instructed that that was the
correct way of making a bow.

‘‘Please, mum,” he said shyly,
‘mother says as how you have no
housemaid, so I came to ask if you
would like me to help a bit.”

‘“ You, Thomas!”

‘‘ Please, mum, I does for mother,
sweeps and scrubs and dusts and washes
up the things. Mother said that I was
to tell you that I could clean knivesand
boots beautitul.” He looked down as
he said the last words, as though he
felt ashamed at praising himself, and
nothini but necessity would have
drivenhim to doit.

‘* Why you have quite alist of accom-
lishments, Thomas,” I answered, and
aughed, but he was evidently very

anxious,

¢ Or I could take care of the children
—the young ladies, I mean’—he said,
correcting himself; ‘‘then perhaps
nurse could help.” He was quite a
manager, and had evidently thought
out how matters could be arranged so
a8 to make the best of things. “ I am
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used to children, I have always taken
care of ours,” he added gravely, and
the * ours ”” showed that he did not put
himself on a level with his sister;
‘“and I havePFushed & perambulator
often for Mrs, Hicks, the grocer’s wife
since her husband has heen laid up an

herin the shop.” I thought how funny he
would look pushing my two babies with
one hand, and with the other holding
little M?, asshe toddled beside him,
and wondered what my most kind but
proper mother-in-law would do if she
met them. M{ mother-in-law alwa{s
kept me well in hand, and does still
though I am etting to be an old
woman. There is one thing I simpl

dread her finding out—but that will
appear by and by.

“Well, no, Thomas, [ don’t think we
can make you head-nurse,” I said.
“‘ But you can come in the morning and
clean the knives and boots. You are

uite sure ‘you can do them beau.
tiful 277

‘ Yes, quite sure, mum,” he answered,
looking up with his great dark eyes.

0 Thomas came every day, and was
the comfort of my life.. He was very
quiet and attentive. When he carried
in the coals he always looked round to
see if there were letters to post or any-
thing he could do ; he always saw when
my plants wanted watering or the
leaves wanted washing. Even cook,
who was difficult to please, sajd he
was a downright blessing.” The only
vexing thing was that whenever he had
a chance he would creep up to the
nursel&y and play with the children. He
adored May, and used to carry her
upstairs when she came in from her
walk. She was delighted to let him do
it,dputbing her arms round his neck,
and looking up at him with her clear
blue eyes.

He was 8o careful with the children
that in the afternoon nurse sometimes

left him on guard while she was down-
stairs,

‘“Thomas,” I said one day, “ what is
that sticking out of your pocket?” He
turned very red an pulled his hair.

‘‘Please, mum, it’s a ipe.”

‘“A pipe! Where di jou get it ?”

‘‘ Bought it, mum.”

“But you are not going to smoke, I
hope ? 7" He tried hard not to laugh,
but the idea of smoking was too much
for him.

“ Please mum, I bought it to teach
Miss May how to blow bubbles,” he
said, with as grand an air as if he had
bought it to teach her Arabic.

Another week, and Jane returned.
Thomas got a piace at a paper-shop,
and carried out papers every morning ;
but onSaturday afternoons he generally
paid cook a visit, and went up to see
the children. One datv} I discovered
that he had a voice. oing past the
nursery door, I heard May say,--

“Yes, do sing it a ain, please,
Thomas,” and then a wea little voice
began—

** A little seed is in the ground,
A little tiny seed ; S
hen it grows up what will it be,
A flower or a weed ?

I opened the door. Why, Thomas,”
I'said, ‘I didn’t know you could sing.”

‘‘ Please, mum, mother taught me,’’ he
said; ‘“sghe sings beautiful, and so do
little Gracie.”

Then that time came in which May
fell ill. There was hardly a hope of her
recovery. And through all those sad
days none grieved more than Thomas.
Every morning, as soun as the cook
came down, she heard a tap at the
kitchen window, and there stood
Thomas at the top of the area steps,
pale and anxious. She used to open
the window, and before she could speak
the eager voice would say,—
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“How is Miss May?—is she any
worse ?—has she slept 7’ And on that
terrible night when we thought she was
dying, Thomas sat at the end of the
kitchen by the side-table white and
silent, wai inF with burning eyes and a
breathless misery that almost seemed
to suffocate him. Late that night Jane
went down and reported, ‘ The doctor
says she is a little better.” Thomas
sprang to his feet for one moment, then
sat down again, and resting his face on
Fistarm on the table sobbed bitterly at

ast.

When May was better Thomas was
taken up to see her. He sto ped for a
moment outside her door as i?t,o gather
strength, and felt his side-pocket
anxiously; there was something there
that bulged, but I pretended not to see
it. He drew alongbreath as he entered
her room.

‘“Are you better Miss May?” he
asked.

‘i‘d Yes, thank you, Thomas dear,” she
said.

‘“You’ve been ver bad,” and he
shook his head mournfully,

‘“ Poor Thomas !’ shesighed, just as if
she knew all that he had suffered.

‘‘1don’t know what we should have
done if you hadmt got better, Miss
May.”

“Do you know anr more songs ? ”’ she
asked. He shook his head; he had had
no heart for songs.

“I kept your garden in order,” he
said; ‘‘the Erimroseu are coming up,
and there’s three snowdrops out.”

“Iamso glad. What's that in your
pocket, sticking out?”

““It’s the mice,” he answered, smiling
for the first time. “I've had ’em this
fortnigiht, ready against you was better
Miss ay,” and then with a sigh of
satisfaction he brought them out.

A little later in the spring brought us

the last of Thomas. May was well.
The gardener had justbeen to see about
doing up the garden. I was sitting in
the dining-room making up my books
with the weekly expenses, wondering
how it wasthatsomething extra always
swelled them. There was a knock at
the door,

‘“Come in,” I said, and in came
Thomas, of course,

‘‘ Please, mum, I’m come to say good-
bye,” he said, pulling his front hair as
" Good-bye! hy, wh

ood-bye! w where are you
going 17! ¥y Y

‘“ Going to Australia, mum.”

I was quite astonished.

** Has your uncle sent for you ?

“No, mum ; but there’s a gentleman
who’s been coming on and off to our
shop a good deal, and he’s captain of a
ship. I always wanted to go about a
bit, and he’s offered to take me free for
my work, and bring me back or dro
me in Melbourne, which I like. I thin
it’s a good thing, mum,” he added, in
his old-fashioned way. “I don’t see
that I can come to much good at a
paper-shop.”

‘“ No, Thomas, perhaps not.”

“And I wants to get on and help
mother,” he said, lifting his face and
looking at me proudly. ¢ Perhaps I
might come across uncle out at Mel-
bourne; and anyhow I’ll know more,
and have seen more when I have been
there and back, than I do now. The
gentleman that’s taking me too, says
the sea air will make me strong and set
me off growing. Ishan’t be any good
if I’'m not strong.

‘“ Perhaps you are right.”

‘ It’s hard work leaving mother,” he
said with a little gasp. * But she’s
keen on my going, because she thinks I
might meet uncle, but I don’t like leav-
ing of her, and I don’t like leaving the
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two little 'uns.” The tears came into
his clear eyes, but he struggled man-
fully to keep them back; and then he
added, “ And I don’t like leaving Miss
May. Icouldn’t ha’ gone if she hadn’t
been better.”

‘* And when do you start ?

‘‘ To-morrow, mum ; it’s very sudden-
like, but they say chances always is. I
came to say good-bye. May I go up to
the young ladies ?” I took him up to
the ursery myself. He looked at the
<hildren with the face of one who had
suddenly grown older and knew much,
and was going to know more, He ex.
Plained all about his journey to them
and then he shook hands with them all
three, and with nurse.

I don’t want you to go,” May said.
“I want you tostay here. When will
you come back ?’

*1 don’t know when, but I’ll come,
Miss May; never fear but I’ll come
back. Your garden is all in order,’’ he
added. “Maybe the gardener will look
after it a bit now.” hey followed him
to the head of the stairs, and stood
through and over the banisters,

* Good bye, good-bye,” called Ma
and the others, watching him descend.

* Good bye,” he said.

“Good-bye,” and suddenly May’s
little shoe, which was unbottoned, f’vell
through the railing on to the stairs
looking beneath, touching him as it fell.

*“Iv's good luck,” nurse called out.
*It’s real good luck, Thomas; she’s
dropped her shoe after you.” He
picked it up and looked at it, a little
old shoe with a hole nearly through at
the toe.

‘‘ Please, mum, may I keep it?” he
asked with a swile, and when I nodded,
he looked up at her with a satisfled face.
*“I'll take it. Miss May, I'm going to
keep it. It’ll go all the way with me in
the ship.” He stopped in the hall and
turned round, ¢ lease, nwum,” he

HOME. 35
said, and pulled his hair once more, ‘I
want to say thank you for all your
kindness to us. You’s allus been a ood
friend to us,” he added approvin f .

‘‘And you have been a goo oy,
Thomas,” I answered gratefu ly, “and

I know that you’ll be one still.’

“I'll try, for mother’s sake, and
yours, and Miss May’s,” he said, and
strode sturdily towards the street door.,

‘‘ You must shake hands with me too,
Thomas,” 1 said, and gave him a
sovercign. He took the gold insilence,
turning it over in surprise, as if to be
sure that it was real. He looked such a
baby while he did so that I wondered if
the captain of the ship had taken a
fancy to nis pale face and sad eyes, or
what hard work he thought those small
hands could do. Poor little Thomas,
going alone to the other side of the
world, leaving all he cared for here,
my heart went out to him. Did not his
mother bear him with the same pains
that 1 had borne my children ? Had she
not once looked at him with the same
strange wond r that I had looked at
my ilrst little one? And how her heart
would ache whenever a wind sw« pt by,
and she thought of her little lad at sea,
trying to get strong in order to take
care of her by-and-by. 1 thought of
how he had sat and sobbed the night he
heard that May was better, of how I had
seen his father lﬁing dead with thesur-

rised smile on his face, as though he
gad seen the heavenly city—what would
he say now, I wondered, if he could see
hislittle son starting alone out into the
world ?

*Good-bye, dear little lad,” I said,
‘“May you grow strong, and be a brave
and good man,” and I stooped and
kissed him. Thomas said not a word ;
but I knew that he was crying, as he
strode towards the door.

(To be continued).
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THE DINNER MAKERS

Orange Drops.

The rind and juice of one orange; a
pinch of tartaric acid; add confec-
tioner’s sugar until stiff enough to form
into small balls the size of a small
marble.

Cheese Custard.

Beat up two eggs in a pint of milk,
add a little salt and two tablespoonfuls
of grated cheese. Mix all well, pour
into a greased dish, and bake till just
set. Serve at once with water biscuits.

A Dainty Desert.

One pint of cream, whites of two eggs
and one small cupful of powdere
sugar. Whip one-half the sugar with
the cream, the remainder with the eggs.
Mix well, and pour over sliced oranges
and bananas sweetened.

Effervescing Lemonade.

Rub one or two lumps of sugar on the
rind of a large juic?' lemon, put the
sugar and lemon-juice into a large
t,umbler,’lpour on it half a pint of iced
water. To make it effervesce, add half
a small teaspoonful of bicarbonate of
soda or potash.

Apricot Pudding.

Place in 4 buttered mould a layer of
sponge cakes, then a layer of stewed
apricots, then another layer of sponge
cakes, and so on till the dish is full.

Beat uE two eggs inone and a half pints
of milk, pour slowly over the pudding,
steam for one and a half hours, and
serve.

Savory Rice.

Wash three ounces of rice, and boil it
in half a pint of milk till quite tender;
add(i)egper and salt. Butter a shallow
pie-dish, spread half the rice upon it,
spread an ounce of grated cheese upon
this, add the rest of the rice, and then
another ounce of cheese. Put a few
bits of butter on the top, and brown in
a quick oven,

Sago Jelly.

Boil three ounces of fine sago in a
quart of water for two hours, stirring
frequently. When the sago is quite
cooked nc{d the juice of a large lemon
and four ounces of loaf sugar. Boil
all together for a few moments, and
{)our into a wetted mould. Next day
urn out the jelly, garnish with whipped
cream, and serve,

Egg Lemonade.

Shake together in a bottle a tumbler-
ful of water in which the white of an
egg has been stirred, the i‘uice of half a
lemon, and a teaspoonful of pounded
white sugar. This is a valuable drink
to those invalids who are allowed fluid
food only,the white of the e g being
pure albumen, which, being taken raw
and J)Ieasantly flavored, is acceptable
and digestible.
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Oatmeal Should be Well Cooked.

Oatmeal contains a larger proportion
of nitrogen than meal prepared from
other grain, and requires much cooking.
It is a most wholesome nutritive, and
economical food, and si:ould be more
extensively used than it is. When not
thoroughl cooked, it is, however, very
indigestible, and also tends to produce
waterbrash. The coarser gqualities
require quite half an hour’s boﬂing. It
should also be eaten slowly to insure
its being well mixed with saliva; a
crust of brcad may be eaten with it
with that object.

Prune Trifle.

Stew half a pound of prunes until
uite soft, mash them, and take awa
the stones, add to these half a pound of
sponge cake crumbs, soaked in a little
prune juice. When well mixed, stir in
a cup of cream, whipped till stiff, and
powdered sugar to taste. Place this
mixture in a fancy dish and set it on
one side for an hour. Pour over a pint
of cold custard, scatter chopped
almonds over, and serve. This is an

excellent and simple sweet.

Orange ,Tapioca.

Wash one cupful of tapioca through
several waters, cover with cold water
and soak over night, Add one pint of
boiling water in the morning and cook
slowly in a double boiler until the
tapioca is clear. Remove the skin and
seeds of one dozen sour oranges; cut in
slices and stir in the boiling tapicea,
Add sufficient sugar to sweeten and
pour in a dish to cool. When ice cold
serve with cream and sugar. This can
?e mt:lde the day before using if pre-
erred.

Escalloped Apples.

This is a very nice fashion for serving
apples. The ‘sliced apples (the sour
ones are best) should be sweetened to
taste, and flavored highly with lemon
{uice, cinnamon and any spice that you
ike. Put in alternate layers with slices
of buttered bread. Fill the dish with
hot water. Bake slowly to a light
brown and serve with a rich sauce. A
prettier way is to halve the apa)les and
omit the bread, having only alternate
layers of ap%les and sugar. Flavor as
you like, ake three hours, closely
covered. The apples keep their shape,
imbedded in a beautiful jelly. Do not
break in taking it out,

Lemon Marmalade.

Lemon marmalade is quite as good as
that made with Seville oranges, and
has the advantage of being less widely
known. Take a dozen sound lemons.
Those of moderate size are preferable
to the very large ones, which usually
contain a good deal of pith. Slice very
thinly, and remove the pips. Allow
about three pints of water to each
pound of sliced fruit, let this stand for
a day and a night. Then boil until the
slices are tender, pour into an earthen
bowl, and let it remain thus for about
twelve hours. Then weigh it, and to
every half pound of boiled fruit allow
three-quarters of a pound of lum
sugar. Boil all together until the syrup
becomes of the consistency of jelly and
the fruit has a transparent appearance;
in taking out the seeds be careful not to
disturb the pith, as that helps to make
the syrup. Pour into jars and tie down
tightly. It is a good plan when storing
preserves to put the date of making
beneath the name.
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ITALIAN NOVELETTES

No. IV.—The Blind Man Who Was
Robbed.

[By Franco Sacchetti].

A blind man of Orvieto, of the name
of Cola, hit upon a device to recover a
hundred florins he had been cheated of,
which showed that he was possessed of
all the eyes of Argus, though he had
unluckily lost his own. And this he did
without wasting a farthing either upon
law or arbitration, by sheer dexterity ;
for he had formerly been a barber, an
accustomed to shave very close, having
then all his eyes about him, which had
been now closed for about thirty years.

Alms seemed then the only resource
to whnich he could betake himself,
and such was the surprising progress
he in a short time made in his new
trade, that he counted a hundred florins
in his purse, which he secretly carried
about him until he could find a safer
place.

His gains far surpassed anything he
had realized with hisrazor and scissors;
indeed, they increased so fast that he
no longer knew where to bestow them ;
until one morning happening to remain
the last, as he believed, in the church,
he thought of depositin% his purse of a
hundretfﬂorins under a loose tile in the
floor behind the door, knowing the
situation of the place perfectly well.

Afier listening for some time, without
hearing a foot stirring, he very cau-
tiously laid itin the spot; but unluckil
there remained a certain Juccio Pezzi-
cheruolo, offering his adoration before
an image of San Giovanna Boccadoro,
who happened %o see Cola busily
engaged‘l))ehind the door. He continued

his adorations until he saw the blind
man depart, when, not in the least
suspecting the truth, he approached
and searched the place. He soon found
the identical tile, and on removing it
with the help of his knife, he found the
gurse, which he very quietly put into

is pocket, replacing the tiles just as
they were ; and resolving to say nothing
about it, he went home.

At the end of three days, the blind
mendicant, desirous of inspecting his
treasure, took a quiet time for visiting
the place, and removing the tile,
searched a long while in great perturba-
tion, but all in vain, to find his beloved
purse.

At last, replacing things just as they
were, he was compelled to return in no
very enviable state of mind to his
dwelling; and there meditating over
his loss, the harvest of the toil of so
many days, by dint of intense thinking
a bright idea struck him, as freqll:ently
happens by cogitating in the dark, how
he had yet a chance of redeeming his
lost spoils.

According]{ in the morning he called
his young guide, a lad about nine years
old, saying,

‘“My son, lead me to the church;”
and before setting out he tutored him
how he was to behave, seating him-
self at his side before the entrance, and
particularly remarking every person
who should enter into the church.

‘‘ Now, if you happen tv see any one
who takes particular notice of me, and
who either laughs or makes any sign,
be sure you observe it and tell me.”

The boy promised he would ; and they
proceeded accordingly, and took the.r
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remained the whole of the morning, till
Jjust as they were beginning to despair,
Juccio made his appearance, and fixing
his eyes upon the blind man, could not
refrain from laughing. When the
dinner-hour arrived the father and son
prepared to leave the place, the former
enguiring by the way whether his son
had observed any one looking hard at
him as he passed along,
“That I did,” answered the lad, “but
only one, and he laughed as he went
ast us. I do not know his name, but
e is strongly marked with the small-

gox, and lives somewhere near the
rati Minori.”

* Do you think, my dear lad,” said his
father, * you could take me to his shop,
and tell me when you see him there ?’

To be sure 1 could,” said the lad,

‘“Then come, let us lose no time,”
replied his father, ‘“and when we are
there tell me, and when I speak to him
you,?an step on one side and wait for
me.

So the sharp little fellow led him
along the way until he reached a
cheesemonger’s stall, when he ac-
-qluaintedhs father, and brought him
close to it. No sooner did the blind
man hear him speakinf with his cus-
tomers, than he recognized him for the
sameJuccio with whom he had formerly
been acquainted during his days of light.
When the coast was a little clear, our
blind hero entreated some moments’
conversation, and Juccio, half suspect-
ing the occasion, took him on one side
into a little room, saying,‘‘ Cola, friend,
what good news ?

oy y, #aid Cola, “I am come to con-
in great hopes you will be of

You know it 'is a long time
since I lost m sight, and beinf in a
destitute cond tion, I was compelled to
‘earn my subsistence by begging alms.
Now, by the grace of God, and with the
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help of you and of other good people of
Orvieto, I have saved a sum of two
hundred florins, one of which I have
deposited in a safe place, and the other
isin the hands of my relations, which I
expect to receive with interest in the
course of a week. Now if you would
consent to receive, and to employ for
me to the best advantage,the whole sum
of two hundred florins, it would be
doing me a kindness,for there is no one
besides in all Orvieto in whom I dare to
confide; nor do I like to be at the ex-
Eense of paying a notary for doing
usiness which we can as well transact
ourselves. Only I wish you would say
nothing about it, but receive the two
hundred florins from me to em loy as
rou think best. Say nota word about
t, for there would be an end of my
calling were it known I had received 80
large a sum in alms,”
ere the blind mendicant stopped ;
and the sly Juccio, imagining he might
thus become master of the whole sum,
said he should be very ha Py to serve
him in every way he could, and would
return an answer the next morning as
to the best way of laying out the money.
Cola then took hisleave, while Juccio
goin direct]{ for the purse, deposited
it in its old place being in full expecta-
tion of soon receivlng t again with the
addition of the other hun red, as it was
clear that Cola had not yet missed the
sum. The cunning old ‘mendicant on
his part expected that he would do no
less, and trusting that his plot might
have succeeded, heset out the very same
day to the church, and had the delight,
on removing the tile, to find his purse
really there. Seizing upon it with the
utmost eagerness, he concealed it under
his clothes, and placing the tiles exact-
ly in the same position, he hastened
home whistling, troubling himself very
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Little about his appointment of the next

ay.

'Fhe sly thief, Juccio, set out accord-
ingly the next morning, to see his friend
Cola, and actually met him on the road.

‘ Whither are you going 9 enquired
Juccio.

‘I was going.” said Cola,
house.”

The former, then taking the blind
man aside, said, ‘I am resolved to do
what you ask ; and since f'ou are pleased
to confide in me, I will tell you of a plan
I have in hand of laying out your money
to advantage. If you will put the two
hundred into my possession, I will make
a purchase in cheese and salt meat, a
speculation which cannot fail to turn
to good account.”

“Thank you,” said Cola; “I am going
to-day for the other hundred, which I

‘mean to bring, and when you have got
them both, you can do with them what
you think proper.

Juccio said, “Then let me have them
soon, for I think I can secure this bar-
gain; and as the soldiers are come into
the town, who are fondof these articles,
I think it cannot fail to answer; so go,
and Heaven speed you.’’

And Cola went; but with very differ-
ent intentions to those imagined b{l his
friend—Cola being now ¢ ear-sighted
and Juccio truly blind. The next day
Cola called on his friend with very

‘“to your

‘I wish from my soul it were good, or
even a middling day for me.”

“ Why, what is the matter ?

‘ The matter! ” said Cola, *“why it is
all over with me ; some rascal has stolen
a hundred florins from the place where
they were hidden, and I cannot recover
a penny from my relations, so that I
may eat my fingers off for anything I
have to expect.’’

Juccio replied, * This is like all the
rest of my speculations. I have in-
variablg lost where I expected to make
a good hit. What I shall do, I know
not ; for if the person should choose to
keep me to the agreement I made for

ou, I shall be in a pretty dilemma
ndeed.””

‘ Yet,” said Cola, I think my condi-
tion is still worse than yours. I shall
be sadly distressed, and shall have to
amass a fresh capital, which will take
me ever 8o long. And when I have got
it, I will take care not to conceal it in a
hole in the floor, or trust it, Juccio, into
any friend’s hands.”

‘‘ But,” said Juccio, * if we could con-
trive to recover what is owing by your
relations, we might still make = some
Eretty profit by it, I doubt not.” For

e thought, if he could only get hold of
the hundred he had returned, it would
still be something in his way.

‘*Why,” said (gola ‘‘to tell the truth,
if I were to procee(i against my rela-
tions, I believe I might get it; but such

downcast and melancho‘liy looks, and
m good d

when Juccio bade hi ay, he said, a thing would ruin my business, my dear

lT is generally admitted that Herbageum is the most, efficient and economical aid

to digestion that has been placed on the market. Proper digestion ensures
good blood, sound liver and kidneys, freedom from worms and vermin, and also
a healthy nervous system, with full nutrition assured to bones andjmuscles. All
of which means economy in food with greater returns without any of those ex-
pensive set-backs which are so common, Besides which it is almost, if not quite,
as impossible for disease germs to thrive in a perfectly healthy system, as it is for
intestinal worms to live on thoroughly digested food, or lice and ticks to live on
perfectly pure, healthy blood, which is poison to vermin. Therefore, when any
contagious or epidemic disease gets a foothold, it is the well-nourished, healthy,
properly cared for animal that almost invariably escapes No better preven-
tive of disease can be found than the regular use of Herbageum with your stock
not occasionally but regularly every day. Feed to cows and other animals before
and while suckling their young, and both will thrive better and will more readily
resist disease. And while we do not claim that it will certainly cure every
disease, the many letters received relating to the cure of sick animals through the
use of Herbageum more than justify every one in testing it. Write to the
BEAVER MANUFACTURING CO., GaLt, Ont., for a pamphlet about
Herbageum and say you saw it in Our Houe.
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Juccio, forever: the world would know
I was worth money, and I should get no
more money from the world; so I'fear I
shall hardly be able to profit by your
kindness, though I shall always consider
myself as much obliged as if I had
actually cleared a large sum. More.-
over, I am going to teach another blind
man my rofesnﬁon, and if we have luck
you shall see me again, and we can
venture a speculation together.”

So far the wily mendicant; to whom
Juccio said,

““ Well, go and tr{ to get money seon
and bring it; you know where to fin
me, but look sharp about you, and the
Lord speed Fou: farewell,”

*Farewell,” said Oola, ““ and I am well
rid of thee,’’ he whispered to himself;
and going upon his way, in a short time
he doubled his capital ;but he no longer
went near his friend Juccio to know
how he should invest it. He had great
diversion in_ telling the story to his
companions during their feasts always
concluding, *By 8t. Lucia! Juccio is
the blinder man of the two: he thought
it was a bold stroke to risk his hundred
to double the amount.”

It is impossible to describe Juccio’s
vexation on going to the church and
finding the florins were gone. His regret
was far greater than if he had actually
lost a hundred of his own ; as is known
to be the case with all inveterate
rogues, half of whose pleasure consists
in depriving others of their lawful
property.

E—

CURIOUS WATCHES.

Many very curiously-shaped watches
were made during the seventeenth
century. They were in the form of
crosses, skulls, bells, shells, stars, and
all kinds of fruits, One, a very peculiar
book-shaped watch, is now in the Brit-
ish Museum. It is made of silver, and
when closed resembles a tiny book, the
cover being beautifully chased.

Another curious watch is in the form
of a dog resting. Under the forepaws
of thedog is a little catch which secures
the outer case. The ring of the watch
is fastened to the collar of the dog, the
watch, no doubt, havingbeen suspended
from the neck of the wearer,

Queen Elizabeth had a watch in shape
exactly like a duck, while Mary Queen
of Scots had a watch in the form of &
skull, which she kept in her private

ohﬁr:l.

g George the Third owned a tiny
watch, the dial of which was not larger
than a sixpence. It was set in a ring,

SICK HEADACHE

ositively cured by these
Little Pills,

They also relieve Distress from
Indigestion and Too Hearty Eating. A per.
Ject remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowss.
fess.. Bad Tastein the Mouth, Coated Tongue
§ain in the Side, TORPID LIVER, They

egulate the Bowels, Purely Vegetable

Small PIlI, Small
Small Price, D“"

SMITH & (0.

Fashionable Tailors,

364 & 366 St. James St.,
MONTREAL,

Send your name on a postal, and we will
end samples and self-measurement foyms,
Agent wanted in your town.

DON'T GET BRLDI
It Makes You Look O1d.
THE EMPRESS Stopuheh-lrlrommu:{

out, Promotes the
HAIR GROWER of the hair. A delightful
hair dressing for both la-
dies and gentlemen. A surecure for dandruff,
pmg‘ . _Your dealer can procure it from
any wholesale d red

C. J. COVERNTON & Co.,
Cor. of Bleury and Dorchester Sts., MONTREAL.
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and surrounded with very small dia-
monds. The same king was presented
with a wonderful watch as a birthday
gift. It was less than an inch in diameter
and it struck the hours, half-hours and
the quarters. It was made by a watch-
maker named Arnold; and it is said
that the king was so delighted with the
gift that he sent in return a letter of
thanks and a sum of five hundred
guineas. This masterpiece of workman-
ship contains no less than one hundred
and twenty different parts. Arnold
was asked by the Czar of Russia to
make another watch, for which the
Czar was willing to pay one thousand
guineas; but the watchmaker refused
to accept the tempting offer,

Watches called touch-watches '’ were
made for the use of blind ersons.
These touch-watches had on Y one
hand, with raised pins at each hour,
which enabled a person to tell the time
31‘7 1mere]y passing a finger over the

al,

-~

A BARREL FULL.

A drayman rolled forth from his eart to the street

A red-headed barrel, well bound and complete ;

And on it red letters. like forked toneues of flame,
Emblazoned the grade, number, quality, fame

Of this world-renowned whiskey from somebody’s still,
Who arrested the graiw on the way to the mill.

So there stood the barrel delivered, but I

Could see that a shadow was hovering nigh,

A sulphurous shadow that grew as I gazed

To the form of Mephisto. Though sorely amazed,

I ventured to question this imp of the realm

Where Vice is the Pilot, with Crime at the Helm ;
And asked him politely his mission to name,

And if he was licensed to retail the same

Identical barrel of whiskey ? which he

Was fondly surveving with demoniac glee.

«. Oh, I never handle the stuff,” he replied,

** My partners mortal are trusty and tried ;
Mayhap. peradventure you might wish to look

At the invoice complete—I will read from this book,
You will find that this barrel contains something

more
Than forty-two gallons of whiskey galore.”
And ere I could elip but another word in,
He checked it off gaily, this cargo of sin :

** A barrel of headaches, of heartaches, of woes :
A barrel of curse, a barrel of blows ;
A barrel of tears from a world-weary wife;
A barrel of rorrow and a barrel of strife ;
A barrel of all-unavailing regret :
rrel of cares and a barrel of debt ;
A barrel of crime and a barre) of pain :
A barrel of hopes ever blasted in vain ;
rrel of falsehood, a barrel of cries
That fall from the maniac’s lips as he dies ;

A

A barrel of agony, heavy and dull ;

A barre] of poiron—of Kin nearly full ;

A barrel of poverty, ruin and bllght:

A barrel of terrors that grow with the night ;

A barrel of hunger, a barrel of groans;

A barrel of orphans’ most pitiful moans ;

A barrel of serpents that hiss as they pass

From the bead on the liquor that glows in the glass.
My barreli My treasure ! I bid thee farewell,

Sow ye the foul seed, I will reap it in Hell !

Assessment System.)

The Co(lonial Mutual Life

ASSOCIATION.
HEAD OFFICE, MONTREAL.

LIFE PLAN WITH PROFITS.
Rates for $1,000,
Age
41 .
42..
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'Pdﬁcy hasg surrender value after three years.
Free as to residence, travel and occupation.
Grace nlloweclidon all pﬁ;menu.
e8 omptly.
mﬁ?ng g;tter ever offered.
Agents Wanted, Write for particulars.

Farmers tell the truth when they
say HERBAGEUM ensures better
cows, more milk, choicer butter,
cheaper pork, extra calves, finer
horses, healthy sheep, larger lambs,
thriving turkeys, laying hens. Do
you use 1t ?

THE BEAVER MANF'G CO., CALT, ONT.

E
Permanently Cured
! BERVE RESTORER

Pesitive sure Noreous Diseasss, Fits, Byilepoy,
3:—..‘..."”" Dance. NoFitsor Nervousness
first day’s use. and %my

h n.m":iv':d‘-';'nd w"l)’r. Kline, Ltd, lellc:‘m
Tnstitute of Medleine, 881 Arch 4., Phi Pa.

Your Cow will give more milk if you
feed her Herbageum regularly.
THE BEAVER MANUFACTURING Co.,
Galt, Ont.

Send stamp for valu-
L A D I E s able information and
® nice present (no lady

should be without it) to Mrs. 0. Sreenrns,
Box 249, Campbeliford, Ont
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THE SUNFLOWER AND ITS
USES.

The sunflower is a native of America.
In 1569 it was introduced into Europe,
and is now extensively cultivated there,
particularly in Russia, where it has been
grown for fifty years, principally for
the oil contained in its seed. The seeds,
after the shells are removed, contain 34
per cent. of oil. This oil is clear, light
yellow, nearly odorless, and of a pecu-
liar pleasant and mild taste. It is
said to be superior to both almond and
olive oil for table purposes, and is used
in making soap and candles. In Russia
the larger seeds are sold in immense
quantities to the lower classes of the
people, who eat the kernels as we do
peanuts, The stalks furnish a valuable
fertilizer, while the green leaves are
dried, pulverized and mixed with meal
as food for cows. The stalk produces
an excellent fiber. It is said that Chi-
nese silk goods commonly contain more
or less sunflover fiber. The so-called
Niger-seed oil is made from a species of
the sunflower family which is a native
of Abyssinia. It furnishes the common
lamp oil of Upper India, where it is
largely cultivated.

The sunflower has been found so valu-
able for food purposes in the empire of
the Czar that 750,000 acres in that coun-
try are annually planted with it. Two

13

kinds are used there—one which bears
small seeds used for making oil, while
the other produces big seeds, which are
consumed in enormous quantities by the
common people in the same way that
peanuts are eaten here, except that
they are devoured raw.

The oil is 80 nutritious and agreeable
in flavor that in Russia it has to a cer-
tain extent surperseded all other vege-
table oils. It is obtained by passing
the seeds beneath the millstones, so ag
to crush the shells, sifting them to ge a-
rate the kernels, and nally pressin
the latter in bags of horsehair cloth,
The cakes left after the oil has been ex-

ressed are excellent fodder for cattle.
’Ia‘he shells are employed for heating,
special ovens being made to burn them
in while the stalks have almost replac-
ed firewood, being gavheredand dried in
stacks in the flelds. A ton of the latter
i8 obtained from each acre cultivated.
They make a very hot and quick fire,

The seed cups are utilized as food for
sheep. A big one when ripe will yield
2000 seeds. The largest and finest seed
cups are selected in the autumn and
hung by their stalks in a dry place.
In the following spring the seedg are
shaken out of them and dried in ovens
for planting, At harvest time the
flowers are gathered as fast as they are
rig’e and spread upon the ground to dry.

hen the seeds are beaten out of them
with a smallstick by whipping each cup.
Finally the seeds are dried in the sun or
in kilns and are sorted by means of
screens into different sizes.,

An acre planted with sun-flowers
yields 2000 pounds of seeds, from which
250 pou.ds of oil may ve obtained, Ten
million quarts of this oil are produced
by Russian mills.
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BOVYRIL,

The great English food for Brain, Blood, Boneand Muscle, is now obtainable
in Canada, und whether taken as a beverage for Luncheon, Supper, or at
it will relieve the mental and bodily over-strain so common to

Ask your Grocer or Druggist for it.

Canadian Branch BOVRIIL, LIMITED,
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27 St. Peter Street, Montreal,
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TERMS.

Our Houe is issued every month from the office of

Eublicntion 16 St. Sacrament Street, Montreal,
anada, by Watson Griffin, editor and publisher.

Ovr Home ordinarily contains only forty-eight pages,
including cover. Sixty-four or more pages may often
be given, but additional pages over forty-eight are
a gift to the subscriber from the publisher, .

Its subscription price is fifty cents per annum in
advance for any part of Canada, Newfoundland or
the United States. " )

New subscriptions can commence at any time during
the year,
Remittances may be made by money or postage
stamps. .
Money for renewals should be sent by each subscriber
direetly to this office. We do not authorize agents to
collect money for renewals of subscriptions.

In changing your post office address, always send your
old address as well as the new. i

If you do not receive Our Home regularly, write to
this office and the matter will be looked into at once.

Write addresses so plainly that no mistake can possi-
bly be made. X i

Advertising rates will be furnished on application.
Advertisements at all times to be subject to editor-
ial approval, ~

All new advertisements and changes must be sent in
by the 15th of each month, in order to insure inser-
tion in the succeeding number of Our Homk.

Address all communications to

‘“OUR HOME,”
MONTREAL, Canada.

MONTREAL, MAY, 1897,

READ BY ALL THE FAMILY.

The editor of OUR HoME receives
every day many letters from subscribers
throughout America, praising Our
HoME. These letters show that the
magazine is being very widély appre-
ciated as a family magazine, and that it
is constantly growing in favor with
men, women and children. If all these
letters were published in Our HoMmE
from month to month everything else
would have to be crowded out to make
room for them. One subscriber says
that when she first subscribed for OUR
HoME she was the only oneinthe family
that read it. Then the children got
interested in it, and a few months ago
her husband began to read it. Now,
she says, the whole family look for it
every month. Many other letters indi-
cate that in thousands of homes
throughout the land this magazine is
read by father, mother and the chil-
dren. And what pleases the editor

most of all is the fact that the children
like it. Not only do the parents write
to tell how their children look for it
every month, but the children them-
selves write to the editor in many cases

saying they are delighted with it. It
has been the aim of the editor to make
Our HOME interesting to both young
andold, and itis gratifying to be assured
by so m:any letters that the effort has
been successful. The editor would like
to send a written reply to each of the
kind letters of praise, but as this would
be impossible he must thank each and
every one of them through Our HoME.
ool -
“WORTH FOUR TIMES THE
PRICE.”

OUur HoMEs not a very big magazine,
and is by no means pretentious in ap-
pearance, so that its value is not fully
appreciated until the subscribers get in
the way of reading it through from
cover to cover every month, Then they
declare that everything in it is worth
reading, and that it is worth far more
than the price ofsubscription. Many of
the old subscribers, in renewing their
subscriptions, say it is worth twice the
subscription price, and some of them
say it is worth ¢ four times the price.”

>

THE PRIZE COMPETITION.

The Trial Subscription prize compe-
tition closes the tenth of May, and the
result will be announced in the June
number of OUR HOME. OUR HoOME will
be sent on trial to any address outside
of Montreal for three months for ter
cents, and from now to the end of the
year 1897 for twenty-five cents. In the
competition for the gold watch and
other prizes those who wish to swell
their lists may take subscriptions from
now to the end of the year for twenty-
five cents, and each of these twenty-five
cent subscriptions will be counted as a
double trial subscription and will be
equal to two single trial subscriptions
in the competition. A pretty pearl-
handled penknife will be sent to any-
one sending us not less than six double
trial subscriptions at twenty-five cents
each before the 1st of June, but those
who are competing for the gold watch
must send theirsubscriptions before the
10th of May.
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Held Up On The Street

By Cramps, Giddiness and Weakness
Resulting From Dyspepsia.

Paine’s Celery Compound Delivers Fir,
Trouble,

Every

The story of Mr. William V. Rose, of
Montreal, is the experience of thousands
of men and women who are living a
miserable life owing to the agonies of
dyspepsia.

Mr. Rose’s experience with suffering
was a long one. From his youth indi-
gestion and stomach troubles subjected
him to daily tortures, and continued up
to his sixty-fourth year, always in-
creasing in intensity and danger.

After a lifetime of failures with medi-
cines and doctors, a friend who had
used Paine’s Celery Compound with
great success induced Mr, Rose to give
it a trial. The medicine was used, and
now Mr. Rose joyfully boasts of health
and a new lease of life,

Mr. Rose, with a view of benefitting all
dyspeptic sufferers, writes as follows :

Rose From

“For a long time I was agreat sufferer
from dyspepsia, and was often com-
pelled to stop on the street until I
could recover from cramps, pains and
attacks of giddiness that were brought
on by the terrible disease. I had little
strength, could not sleep much, and was
80 run down that I thought I would
never get better.

‘I used many kinds of medicine, but
they did me very little good. At last [
Wwas recommended to use Paine’s Celery
Compound. I tried a bottle, and it
did me more good than anything I
had taken before. I have used four
bottles and have completely banished
the distressing pains in my stomach,
and I feel well.

‘“After having had dyspepsia for
almost a lifetime, I think the cure isa
wonderful one.””

SHOW THEM UP TO THE PUBLIC.

As the publlc—partlcularly the ladies—are so often swindled by profit-loving
merchants and dealers, it ig well that people should have an example of what is
done in the sale of certain Packet dyers for home dyeing.

The makers of common ang adulterated package dyes sell their crude colors
to the retail merchants at & cost of four cents per package, and the public who

buy these deceptive dyes are made to Pa;

indeed for Mr., Storekeeper |

y ten cents for them. A handsome profit
No wonder he uses every endeavor to sell and

substitute his poor dyes for the famous and reliable Diamond Dyes.
The Diamond Dyes, that all live and honorable dealers in Canada handle and
sell, cost a good deal more money, yet the public get them for ten cents, which

only allows the dealer a fair profit.

But mark the difference, ladies! The cheap dyes are really worthless, and
are made for the profit of the manufacturer and the dealer, while Diamond Dyes
are made for the profit, Pleasure and blessing of every home dyer.

b




Bottied at the spring In the Canadian Laurentides.
“I consider Radnor a most excellent and delicious Table Water.”
—Siz Hexey IrviNe

Gavr, ONT., DEc, 51u, 1896,

Tue PuBLISHER,
“Our HoMg,” MONTREAL.

Dear Sir :

Enclosed you will find copy for change in our advertise-
ment, and we are pleased to inform you that evidently your
columns are widely read. For several ‘years we have been
advertising in different publications, and in some of them

|

with marked success.

Five months ago, we began to use the columns of
“ Our Hoxe,” and we assure you that since then we have had
more enquiries, directly traceable to your publication, than
from any other in which we advertise. Enquiries directly
traceable to it have reached us,not only from the central por-
tions of Canada, but also from outlying provinces, a number
having been received from British Columbia to the West and
Nova Scotia to the East, while it has brought requests for
information regarding our line from as far South as Virginia -
and South Carolina.

Trusting that this information, though unasked for,

@:@@@m~

may be of value to you,
We remain,

Sincerely yours,

THE BEAVER MFG. CO.
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