Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original
copy available for fitming. Features of this copy which
may be bibliographically unique, which may alter any
of the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming, are
checked below.

\/{ Coloured covers/
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged/
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated/
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing/
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps/
Cartes géographigues en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black}/
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or itlustrations/
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material/

Relié avec d'autres documents

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin/

La reliure serrée peut causer de i'ombre ou de la
distorsion le long de 1a marge intérieure

Biank leaves added during restoration may appear
within the text. Whenever possible, these have

been omitted from filming/

1! se peut que certaines pages blanches ajoutées
lors d’une restauration apparaissent dans le texte,
mais, lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n’ont
pas eteé filmées.

Additional comments:/
Commentaires supplémentaires:

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked below/

Ce document est filmé au taux de réduction indiqué ci-dessous.

10X 14X 18X

L’Institut a microfilmé le meilleur exemplaire qu'il
lui a été possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet

exemplaire qui sont peut-3tre uniques du point de vue

bibliographique, qui peuvent modifier une image

reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une modification

dans la méthode normale de filmage sont indiqués
ci-dessous.

Colcured pages/
Pages de couleur

Pages damaged/
Pages endommageées

Pages restored and/or laminated/

Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

‘/ Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached/
Pages détachées

Showthrough/
Transparence

Quality of print varies/

Qualité inégale de I'impression

\/ Continuous pagination/
Pagination continue

Includes index{es)/

Comprend un (des) index

Title on header taken from:/
Le titre de I'en-téte provient:

Title page of issue/
Page de titre de la livraison

Caption of issue/
Titre de départ de la livraison

Masthead/

22X

Geénérigue (périodigques) de ia livraison

26X 30x

12X 16X

20X

24X 28X

32X




Absolutely free from anything unhealthful.
Best Value in the Market..

, The Favorite in Canadian ‘Humes.
McLAREN'S COOK’'S FRIEND. the only genuine.

5) £

¥ AA
1 ———
GO ER

i

making greater profit.
There is nothing so good as

PEARS’ SOAP.

It has stood the test for 100 YEARS,

nummous——-EDWARDS’ EESICCATED SOUP———Ec‘uunmcu

Substitutes are sometimes recommended by
druggists dnd storekeepers for the sole purpose of |

WMo —d 0SS GHLVOOISHA SAYV MO H—SnoiLHLN

SPACKMAN & CO., 8arron Buoct

REMINGTON TYPE-WRITER,

4T advise parents to have all thelr boys and girls taught.

shorthand writing and type-writing, shorthand writer

who can type-write bis notes, wou 4 be safer from poverty. . .

than a H“t’ Greek acholar,” — Cuaxexs Rxavz, on ‘The .- = - Y
an - - . .

GEO. BENGOUGH,
‘ L. ‘-A"

-

B ™

Comizg

164 8t. James Street, MONTREAL, P.Q

IO, Omt
ER



SHORTHAND INSTITUTE ond Remnington Type Writing School

t0' sescure One.

UPWARDS: OF 40 CHOICE ENGRAVINGS.

srithout 1t, 4nd no Vieitor should fail

THE BEST SOUVENIR PUBLISHED !

A:CONCISE HISTORY OF THE CITY.

AT ALL BOOKSELLERS, UR OF THE PUSLISHER, WINDSOR HOTEL TICKET OFFICE.

should bo:

No Cangdion

|

\

ILLUSTRATED MONTREAL

PRICE, 76 OENTS.

IIT COUIR READTY FOR ILATLING.

MX3, J. BULLOCK, Psineipal. 65TH FLooR, ROOMS 97a TO 99a TEMPLE BUILDING.
SECURITY. Organizoed 1830, LARGE PROFITS, THE - %
me UNITED STATES LIFE S
INSURANCE COMPANY OF NEW YORK BurLanp Litso. Co. |k
Issues nil plans of old-line Lifs Insurance, alsc the favorite business man's
polioy, thoe CONTINUABLE TERM. Write or oall for particulars, ) (LIMITED),
E. A. COWLEY, Manager Prov. of Quebzc. o
INDISPUTABILITY. 180 8T. JAMES STREET. ~ PROMPT PAVMENTS, MONTREAL, ;m
)

CHAS. ALEXANDER. \ P
PURE CONFEOTIONERY.| CNGaierse FineGolor Printers

LUNCHEON AND SOFFEE ROOM.

8PECIALTIES:

Map Engraving.
Photo-Litho. Reproductions,

Candles and Bon-Bons, own manufaiture. Wedding cagei s speplalty,
"219 St. James Street, - - MONTREAL.

108

R ' Hlustrations for Books. g .
TRY ALEXANDER’S COUGEH DROPS. lliustrations for Advertising. 5 NS
- VWELL RECOMMENDED - - Photo-Zinc Engravings. 18 ’
SIMPSON HALL, MILLER & CO. — - lhas
|8 Bueury STREET, MONTREAL. ||§ * 2
. 16°& 18 DeBrosoles Btreot, T FCLTON e Yy orom o s || "‘g
N Skin {:nw - f&gagf gﬂa, mepl?l’uzs:g"nhn.é = -
\ MONTREBAIL. Exﬂar;;al Glands, WiTsOUT orzraTiONS. Enquiry E’ O
e I R ] £
Tel vers,  |Buter Pisies | ROYAL CANADIAN |g2
L’rue,s Eperones, Arbutus, S -

May Blossom,
Pralrie Flowers,
White Violet, &c.

P/(;/e/e (}OS{ers F. rzm‘ Sitands.
REPLATING A SPEO!ALTY

solo Hannfmuun and Pmprieton o1 the celebrated Wm. nogers Kntves, Forks. 8puons, &¢.
v * - MANDFACTURERS, OF THE * + -+
FINEST QUALITY SILVER-PLATED WARE. s
A. J. WHINBEY, Manager for Canada, ‘

e

The only Canadian Perfumes
on,the Engllsh Markst.

London Depot: ]

‘l.—-ﬂhnf—" K

DLET SWIMATRGVARES

. e : . 27 :NOo. 1 LUDGATE SQUARE.
! BOoYS’ >
e ————— A HANDSOME CARD 3ad descriptive clrenlars
-1 of t.u: whoie line, pos? f7es, 0n npp.bﬁon to
=z | SCHOOL SUITS LYAY; SONS & 60., - MONTRRAL,
> = —x\-—-
[~ .
@ ERN N’
2! TWEEDAWSERGE. ‘COVERNTON'S
[~ ———,
2 | sevutan: HOUSEHOLD REQUISITES 1)l &
= B Durable 1! e ~
| ol .
; . Cheapl!! H OLDS, ASTHMA, &c., T
> : m AT SPECIALLY LOW PRICP;’.S F“g‘é{&l,{gmi scsvndp or WILD CHERRY.
. . e a5¢ v
Best for Mamfoldmg 700,000 Dally Users. B FORUDI ARRH(EA, gysg‘;‘{g%}i\{'f I%OI%(]:_’A %ﬁ' g
RCTLA VERNTO! -
CIBECLIRS OX ATPLICITION. CALL EARLY AND SELECT. BERRY CARMINATIVE. 8
AGENTS VOR QUEBKQ ASD EASTERN ONTARIO ————— oo s R RACTEATS xR EATH 0;);{’?1-! 1
THR - o ’
ERVES CLEANSES TEETH
MORTON PHILLIPS & CO., JOHEN AITEKEN & C0.,|. R0 maGous > ™ H
Statloners, Blank Book Hakers and Printers, | . 1767 NOTRE DAME STREET. Fox CRACKED o SORE NIPPLES, Usx g
1755 & 1767 Motre Dame St,. MONTREAL, Boll Telophono 1982, - Establls;hcd 1847. gl,N"\G“-w \IPPLES BE ORE CONFINE- ]

“IVHMLNOMW I00iIs QupeWmud 48 0Lue XVSANIT A 3

‘gioel oueld bdepuels rSEpeusd

TO MAKE OLD FURNITURE LOOK LIKE
PEW Usk EVANS' LIQUID BRILLIANCY.
rice 25¢.

180'S BEMEDY FOR CATARRH.—Best. Easi-
-est to use. Clkeapest. Relief is immediate. A
cnreu certain. Fox- Cold in the Head it has ‘o eqnal. R

—Prepared by—

C. J. COVERNTON & €0. |

Cor. Bleary &-Dorshestér Sts.

DINOUOL

) It. is an Qintment, of which annall pamde is npphea
to thenostkils, Price 50¢. Sold by droggists or sent by

FOR SALE BY "ALL DRUGGISIS.

‘2VI aRTU

mail.  Address:” E.T. HAZELTINE, Warren, Pa.

___P.N. BRETON the popular Nutnismatiat, buys: and sells-Rare Canadisn
Colns,and makes &specmlty 1o provide. Musocs'and Jastitutions with Collections, i
Q' v . at.veasonable prifces; also, the publisher-of Broton's nlustxauxi Canndi:m Com oo
T.‘_ ~ frso, ccm:& Addtésa 2084 St.°Catheérine Streét, Montreal;, Can.- . - -

ARSI




Prioted aud fubiishet oy The V wro

Vor L

No. 3o.

Montreal, Wednesday, August 19, 1891.

avacias PUBLINNING ¢ awrany - 30 1 NouRaY Necretard i) Mackay Sireet, Montreal,

3 Five cents a copy
$2.00 per annum, in advance.

NED DARROW,
OR,

THE YOUNG CASTAWAYS.

CHAPTER XVIII.

ON THE ISLAND,

EHIND the delighted voyagers the dark and

@ frowning Giffs cast deep shadows on the

@ waters.  Before them, like an oasis m the
desert, was presented a prcture that was
' paradise like n its rare magmificence.

A wealth of forests, dells, and plains spread before
them. A litle stream flowed bubbling to the ocean,
rolling over golden sands. Luxunant trees reached wide
with dense fuliage, while flowers of bewildering lovehiness
of hue bespangled the ground on every side.

Enchanted by the prospect, the occupants of the boat
suspended their oars, and breathlessly allowed it to dnft
on the shining beach of this new fairy-land.

Even Professor Ballentine forgot hi. cares, his anxiety
over the thought of anguished parents at home,
suspense for the fate of their sons.  There could not
but be plenty in such a land as this.  No halcyon
dream of an carthly Eden could demand a farer spot for
evistence.

Birds of gaudy plumage flitted from tree to tree,
strange animals spud threugh the undergrowth.  To the
south was visible the barnier of liffs, but beyond that,
far as the eye could reach, extended a flowery garden,
gently undulaung and marked by what appeared to be a
vast inland lake sme distance m shore.

There could be no doubt now but that they had been
wrecked on an sland, fur, at the far hunzon puint, they
seemed to see the ocean heyond.  There was no v
dence of human habitatiun, and the shore showed nu
trace of harbuurage for ships.

For half an hour Ned and his compantons wandered
over the spot where they had landed. A brook clear as
crystal murmured down to the sea and wound n and
out toward the centre of the island.

One discovered a curious bird, another some rare
fruit, another a species of Brazil nuts, and sull another

sutue gorgeous tropical flower.  When they at last
returned to the beach Ned startled them with a quick
(uestion—

“\Why, where’s the Professor ?”

Where, indeed? for he certamly was not m sight,
They scanned the landscape, but there was no trace
of him.

Ned ran down the beach and looked i and out
among the rocks near the headland.

A murmur of dismay parted his hips as he glanced

down  Behind a shppery rock lay Professor Ballen-
tine.

*“What's the matter, Professur 2 inquired Ned, sob-
citously.

“1 shpped and fell, and have cther spraned or
broken my ankle.  In fact, buth fect are almost useless
at present.”

They tried to Ift ham, Lut the Professor suffered so
much from the effort that they were furced to let him
sink back on the sand.

“He can't stay on the damp beach here, " remarked
Ned to his companions.  ** He's growing weak with the
pain, too, and needs attention. 1 have a plan. Come,
Ernest! Ralph: Dick'!”

Ned proceeded to the hfe boat, and taking two of the
oars, carried them toward a thicket.  He cut some long,
thick boughs from a tree and ued them with rope to the
oars. Then they cuvered these with sume rushes they
found near the river.

“Tt makes a comfortable stretcher for the Professor,
Loys,” he saud.  * Now let us select a camping spot.’

They fuund a puint where ample shade and shelter
was afforded by sume large trees, and Ifting the ambu
lance returned to the beach.

They had sume ditficulty (n moving Profossor Ballen
tine to the stretcher, fur he was alinust helpless . but at
last they succeeded, and a dozen walling hands seized the
vars, and warefully proceeded under Neds directions.

The old tutor smuled his thanks as they deposited him
under the trees. Upun cxamination of his ankles he
deaded that they were only severely sprained and
swollen, and that with proper attention he would be
able 10 be around in a few days.

Their dinner, consisting of shell-fish, that day had
several additiuns.  Ned had found a vine resembling
the sweet potato, and had dug up scveral large vegetables
resembling that esculent in shape and taste.  They were
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exceedingly palmable when roasted, and were relished
with avidity by the hungry boys.

“Young gentlemen,” said Professor Ballentine, after
dinner was over, “there seems to be no doubt but that
we are destined to remain here for some time. My acei-
dent places me in a helpless condition, but 1 do not
believe any of you will wantonly cause me anxiety by
venturing heedlessly intc danger.”

“No, no,” responded twenty hearty voices,

“ 1 suggest that you proceed to work system.atically to
better our condition. A place could be made with rocks
here for a fire-place, and a protecting hedge built out
from the trees.”

“ Let me attend to that,” interrupted Ralph Warden,

“Good. Master Ralph Warden and nine assistants,
superintendent of construction.  Another party must
attend to the commissary department.  Harold Gould,
you and four aids will attend to this important branch of
our domestic economy.”

“ And you, Ned Darrow, with four trusty comrades, 1
constitute the exploring corps.  You will not venture
too far, but for the remainder of the day will endeavour
to learn, first, if this is really an island ; next, its size
and general characteristics.”

Ned sclected Dick Wilson, Ernest Blake, Eugene
Dale, and Sam Pardee to accompany him. They cut
some stout, long sticks, and led by Ned sect out to-
ward the beach.

“To the west is the ocean, to the north and east
evidently the same,” remarked Ned. “We want first
to learn if water also surrounds us on the south.”

“ Come, boys, we'll follow the rocks towards the in-
terior, and sec what we can discover.”

A mile or more inland a deep gap cut through the
wall uf rock, and down its tortuous length they threaded
their way. They managed to climb quite a high cliff,
and paused breathless on its summit.  The grandeur of
the scene was indescribable.  The island secemed to be
miles in eatent, but the blue hine of water was apparent
on the far southern end.

“.An island, sure enough,” remarked Ernest Blake.
“We're castaways for certamn, boys.”

“.And not a ship m sight,” supplemented Dick Wil-
son, as he scanned the ocean.

“ What's that?”

Sam Pardee, as he spoke, pomted to an object about
two miles to the southwest near the rockiest portion of
the coast.

. His companions strained their vision in the direction
indicated.

“It’s a tree in the rocks,” said Ernest.

“ No,” spoke Ned, slowly, as he shaded his cyes to
obtain a better view. ¢ Boys, it’s a ship. 1t’s the wreck
of the Neptune !”

1

CHAPTER XIX.

THE STRANDED WRECK.

Ned and his companions were very much excited
over their discovery, and Ernest Blake was in favour
of at once hastening to the spot where the ship was.

“We could not reach it if we did,” said Ned.
lies farther from the shore than it looks.”

“But think of it, Ned, we could find enough there to
feed us for months.”

“ Don't do it,” cried reckless Dick Wilson.
jolly grubbing for our food as we are.”

Ned was silent and thoughtful for some time, and
scemed revolving some mighty scheme in his mind.

[ I‘

“It's too
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At last he spoke.
you keep a secret? ”

“Can we? of course we can,” was the reply, in
unison.

“Then don’t tell any one that we have seen the
ship.”

“What ! not even the Professor?” inquired Ernest,
surprised.

“Not even the Professor, because he is not able to aid
us in a plan I have in view, and would worry if we tried
it alone.”

In a few words he detailed his scheme—to secretly
visit the wreck in the life-boat that night.

There would be broad moonlight, and they would
keep close to the shore. ‘I'here was no necessity of
alarming the Professor, and the result of the trip might
be a beneficial one to all concerned.

Ned’s comrades pledged implicit sccresy, and when
they returned, Ned reported all they hzd learned cxcept
the discovery of the wrecked Neptune.

Before evening he and Ernest Blake strolled inland
along the course of the brook. At a spot rarely situated
they took minute observations, and decided that no
more favourable place for a permanent camp could be
found.

At ten o'clock the camp had subsided into silence.
It was after he had satisfied himself that all his com-
panions were asleep, that Ned stole cautiously to the
side of his four comrades of the day’s expedition. He

“Sec here, boys,” he said, *“can

awakened them gently, and they soon left the biazing
camp-fire behind them, and wended their way to the
beach.

‘The moon gilded all the scene with silvery beauty
as the five boys pushed off the life-boat. They kept
near the shore and rounded their first landing-place,
rowing free of rocks, and finally coming in sight of
the wreck.

They found the Neptune fast on the rocks and lying
on her side, a sad contrast in her shattered appearance
to the beautiful schooner that had ploughed the waves
50 proudly a few days previously.

The after-part of the ship was almost entirely under
water. Ned climbed over the submerged mil, and al-
though thoroughly wetted by the operation, pulled him-
self along until he reached the forecastle.

His companions, less venturesome, secured the life-
boat to the ship, and watched his movements with some
anxiety and curiosity.
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The first thing Ned searched for as he groped around
the forecastle was a lantern,  He found one near the
cook's quarters, and lighting it, proceeded to mvestipgate.

He regretted that he could not penetrate safely to the
cabin, for there was stored the clothing and baggage of
the party.  Fe determined to visit the ship again, however,

“T will carry what I can. especially for Professor
Ballentine's present comfort,” murmured Ned, coming
on deck again.  ** Hello, boys ! Row along to where 1
am, to catch some things 1 want to take ashore.”

Ned first scelected quite a stock of boxes and cans
from the cook’s store, some tools, two guns and powder
flasks he found, a hammock, mattress, and quite a variety
of goods.

He also cut away a quantity of rope, a large picce of
sail-cloth, and sccured the binnacle lamp.  These he
dropped into the life-boat, and, following them, found
that they made quite a cargo.

It was after midnight when they 1eached the little river,

“ Now then, boys.” said Ned, *“keep as quiet as you
can.  We woun't unload here. I propose dragging the
boat past the present camp and to the place we selected
this afternoon.”

“\What for?”

“ Because it's a much more desirable spot for a home,
and because we can make the Professor more comfort-
able. Come, boys, who votes for all-night work and a
curprise for our patient in the morning ? ”

AN

“Come ahead, then, and be silent as mice in passing
the camp.”

They did not awaken any of their sleeping comrades
as they pulled the boat by the rope up the river.

‘The spot Ned had selected was admirably located for
a camp. ‘The stream ran by it, furnishing pure, fresh
water, while its slight elevation commanded a fair view
of interior and coast.

There was a velvety plat of grass backed up by a
clump of high spreading ncedle palms, and here the
boat was beached.

Like phantom figures in the moonlight, the five boys
laboured for sev eral hours, Ned directed their move-
ments, and they soon had the sail-cloth formed into the
roof and side of a house, while the cook’s stores were
distributed conveniently.

““ It looks as home-like as our old tent in last summer's
excursion,” remarked Ernest.

T'hey dragged the boat down the stream to the original
camping-place, and then went to slecp.

1t was not until after breakfast that Ned announced
0 the Professor that he had found a more desirable
spot for a camp, and asked him to allow them to
remove him.

Professor Ballentine was first fearful as he found him-
self unable to move unaided, then undecided, and
finally agrecable to Ned’s wishes.

They carried him to the boat and landed him safely
at Camp Ballentine, as they had named the new place
of rendezvous.

The Professor regarded the ship-shape bouse and
treasures from the Neptune in open-mouthed amaze-
ment.

But when they lifted him to a broad, easy hammock,
supplied with a mattress and pillow, and presented him
with a bottle of liniment found in the schooner, for his
injured limbs, tears stood in his eyes.

“You are all 100 kind to me,” he murmured ;
are more like sons than scholars.”

“Why shouldn’t we be” cried bluff Dick Wilson,
“when you've been like a father to us??”

The Professor looked quite serious when Ned told of
their unauthorized visit to the wreck, and begged of Ned

“you
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to be careful in making further visits untit he was able
to direct or accompany them.

The entire day was devoted to perfectng their new
home, and vach hoy tiamaged 10 make a hammock or
swinging-bed by means of “he topes Ned had brought
from the wreek.

‘There was abundance and variety now in their larder.
The Professor was very thoughtful all day, and cvidently
decided that they were veritable castaways.  He seemed
formulating some plan of systematic work for the
future.

‘'he weather continued  delightiul, and i the cool of
the evening the boys wandered i hutle groups where
llu,y listedl.

“T'hey began to observe and realize more carefully their
surroundings.  Wild grapes, a fruit resembling quinces,
the L'lbh.lf'c palm, and various nut-trees had been dis.
covered in the forests where the evpress and ferns and
bushes with woody stems abounded.

A whole workd of sca-birds infested the rocky head-
land, including frigate bivds, boobices, sea-gulls and alba-
tross, and in the interior Ernest Blake .1\c|rcd he bad
seen snipe, partridge, cockatoos with their red throats,
and parrots as large as ducks.

Along the sandy shore, in places composed of bril-
liant crystals, the fr'\"ments of bivalve shells, cuttle
bones, and protoxide of iron, they camne across turtles,
scallops, craw-fish, and many another curious thing.

Onc of these was an object which, to the curious.
carcless glance of the boys, seemed half butterfly, half
snail.

“We found it sailing the waves like a ship,” explained
Elmer Ray to Professor Ballentine.

“ Tt is a ship in a way,” replied the old tutor.  “This
is the paper nautilus, a kind of shell-fish, furnished with
a membrane that serves as a sail. It has the eyes and
beak like other mollusks, but no arms or feet. in the
place of which you see these circles of cupless tentacles.
It floats like a feather, and, with sails outspread, might
soun reach the land we have left.”

These last words set Ned thinking, and, as he noticed
an anxious, careworn eapression un the Professor’s face,
e began to realize that the new life so enjoyable to
their careless souls must be tinged with sorrow and
anxicty to the old tutor, who was thinking of the parents
to whom he was accountable for the safety of his youth-
ful charges.

He got nearly all the boys around him, and then
developed a new plan.

“We'll light the binnacle-Jamp and swing it near the
rocks for night, and build a day signal on the beach,”
he said.

“So ships passing may see us ?
Warden.

¢ Exacdy.”

“‘I'hey may never come here.”

“We will try the cxperiment anyway,  There’s
another thing of importance, too, we must not forget,
boys.”

“What's that. Ned ?” inquired a dozen voices.

“We must send a bottle afloat with an account of
our shipwreck.”

“On that big ocean?”

“Yes. If the paper nautilus can float across it,
why not an airtight bottle?>  Yes, boys, we'il do it, and
in the bottle we must put a roxnd robin!”

( Tv be Continued.)

”

inquired Ralph

tod = =

It was John Stuart Mill, the philosopher, who said—
“T ride third-class because there is no fourth-class.”
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NATURAL HISTORY FOR THE LITTLE ONES.

Morg FrLowers oF THE SEA.

ADAPTED FROM JULIA MCONAMR WRIGHT,

A SPONGE UNDER THE MICROSCOPE.

AT THE SEA-SIDE,

S the summer days went on, Archie’s pavents
took their little boys tothe sea-side.  Arcchie’s
principal occupation there, after the daily
dip in the sea, was the building of sand
fortresses on the shore, in which he was

assisted by a great many other bare-legged, short kilted
children, whose mothers and nurses sat placidly by, read-
ing or working, in the comfortable assurance that their
young charges were happily employed, and not likely to
do any mischiel, except to their clothes, which every-
body knows must wear out in one way, if not in
another,

On one particular morning the tide was remarkably
low, and a castle, on which a great deal of time and
pains had been spent, was ruthlessly destroved by the
gambols of a black retriever, who, after losing sight of
his little masters and mistresses for some time, came
upon them just as the moat round their mimic edifice
was filled and the drawbridge completed.  The poor
fellow did not know what to make of their scoldings and
cfforts to draw him away from the fottress, and finally
sat down and wagged his tail in despair in the very
middle of it; so as there was no alternative, most of
them called him “good dog,” and amused themsclves
with throwing stones for him to fetch, and getting all
the pleasure they could out of the spoiler of their
bandiwork.

Archie was rather distressed at this sudden annihita-
tion of his moring’s labour, and begarn to think that the
sun was very hot, dinner-time very distant, and life on
the sands eminently unsatisfactory, when he saw his
father approaching in the distance, and went rather list-
Jessly to meet him.

“Why, what are you daing, Archie?” asked papa.

“ Nothing ! ” with a deep sigh.

“Why don’t you play, my boy ?"

“I've nothing to play with,” said the child, blankly,
and as he saw a twinkle in his father's eyes, added
*What ave you going to do, papa?”

“Going to get some sponges,” was the prompt reply :
“would you like 1o come?”

“No, thanks, not shopping,” said Archie, turning his
ceyes seawards again.

“But I'm not going shopping, I'm going to find my
own sponges among the racks,” said papa.

“Oh! then 1 should like to come, please,” was the
detighted rejoinder, and off they went along the shore,
with the little tongue chattering at a rate rather more
than nineteen to the dozen, as his father told him.  But
before they had got beyond the town, Archie stopped
short, and asked—

“Hadn’t I better run back and
get a basket?”

“What for?” inquired papa.

“To put the sponges in. We
couldn’t carry many in our hands
and my pal.”

“Do you think I mean such
sponges as we use for our baths?”
said papa, laughing.

“ Yes,” replivd Archie, “ of course 1 do.”

“That is just your mistake, my boy,” was the answer.
“] only want a few live sponges to look at through
the microscope.” i

“Live sponges!” repeated Archie, incredulously.
“ Are they animals, then?”

“Yes, indeed they ate, though for many years they
were supposed 1o be vegetables.”

Archie looked more astonished than ever, not because
he was not in the habit of hearing wonders, but because
every succeeding one was a fresh surprise. )

By this time they had reached the socks, and Archie
stopped to put a green sea ancmone into s fittle pail,
and to callect some seaweeds of various descriptions,
and was endeavouring to catch a couple of ¢.~bs not
much bigger than spiders, when his father called to him
to come to the spot where he was standing, and pointed
out some irrcgular patches of a yellow fleshy sort of
substance, with which several picces of rock were in-
crusted.

“There,” he said, “that is the commonest species,
and it is called the *Crumb of Bread’ sponge. Come
and look at it closely ; do you see that it rises into a
number of little conical hiltocks with a tiny hole at the
tip of each?”

“Yes, 1 see them,” said the child.

B i« Now we will try and get some little picces off with-
out injuring them,” continied papa ; and when this was
managed to his satistaction, he looked about for sone
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sack sponge, which he was fortunate enough to find,
though it is not very common, and then the two returned
home with theit treasure-trove.

In the afternoon the microscope was got down, and
its glasses carefully wiped, so that everything might be
seen through them with the utmost clearness,

‘The specimen of sack sponge when taken out was
declared by Archie to remind him of three ivy leaves on
a twig, only that the leaves were of a dirty white instead
of green colour, and were actually little bags, with a
small hole at each point or angle, and he was quite dis-
tressed when his father tore one of them open.

“Why didn’t you cut it, papa ?” he asked. I could
have lent you my knife.”

“The sharpest knife or pair of scissors 1 could have
had would have injured the delicate texture of these
bags, so that I could not have shown you the signs of
life in them,” answered  his father while carefully arrang.
ing the torn edges and bringing a lens of very high power
to bear on them.

“Now come and look and tell me what you see,” he
added.

Archie could hardly believe his eyes, and had con.
siderable difficulty in describing what was before him,
but at last he said—

“‘I'here are a lot of capital Y's all higgledy-piggledy—
I mean things that go three ways, something like the
legs on my Manx penny, and at one side the legs aren’t
so pointed as they are at they other.”

“Bravo, Archie!” said papa; “that's a famous ac-
count. Now I shall put on a still higher magnify-
ing power, and you must tell me if you can see any-
thing else.”

When Archie took his second peep, he not only
saw that the capital Y’s had increased in size, but
that they were surrounded by something that he called
net, and that there were several long threads which
reminded him of the lash of a whip in perpetual motion,
as though they were actually whipping some unseen
particles.

“’Those whips,” said papa, “are the cilia, and by the
continual lashing or waving movement, when in their
natural element, they propel the water through the cells
of the sponge, and send it out in streams from the
mouths which are at the end of each angle of the bag
which you compared to an ivy leaf.”

“I suppose, then,” said Archie, meditatively, ¢ that
that is what shows the sponge to be alive?”

“Exactly so,” said the pleased father, with a hand on
the curly head, while Archie continued—

“What is the stuff like net?”

“Those are the cells, through which the water is
pumped by the cilia in the same way that our blood
passes through our veins,” was the answer.

“ And what are the three-legged spiky things? ” asked
the child.

“Those are the spicules—the parts that enable a
sponge to suck up water into its cells and pores.”

Papa next laid a small branch of another sponge—
Spongia coalita—which a friend had given him, in an
old watch-glass full of sea water, and putting it under the
microscope told the little boy to watch it, which he did
eagerly.

“T can see one little round hole beautifully,” he said,
“and it does send out a lot of water, and tiny bits of
something like sand besides. I wonder it doesn’t
get tired, and how long it means to keep firing away
like that?”

“I once watched a similar one for five hours,” replied
papa, “and the little torrent rolled on just as rapidly all
the time, but during the sixth hour became less active,
and finally ceased altogether.”

“1 wish we had some more sponges to look at,”
said Archie.

“So do 1,” rejoined his father, “and perhaps we may
find some others, for there are more than sixty different
species to be collected, and every coast, especially in
the warmer parts of the globe, has its own peculiar
sponges.”

“T1 should like to see quite a Wi baby sponge,” was
Archie’s next observation,

“1 don’t know that [ have ever seen one,” said papa ;
“but it can only be an atom.”

“How funny !” said Archie. ‘I should think such
tiny things couldn’t scttle ; they must be washed away
by the water.”

“Aht” replied his father, “they are provided with a
means of taking root, for they are able to attach them-
selves by a kind of glue to the rock, shell, or weed they
choose for their habitation, and when quite estabhished
there they absorh their own cilia, and take to growing
bigger, till they possess the same structure as their
parents.”

‘I wonder how long my sponge that 1 wash my face
with took to grow, and where it came from? ” said the
little boy.

“It is a very soft skeleton,” was Archie’s next remark,

“Indeed it is,” answered papa; *“but soft as it is,
its spicules arce all composed of either flint or lime.”

““Oh, papa, you are laughing atme! It would scratch
me if it were stony.”

“I am not laughing, dear, but I don’t think I can
make you understand any more about sponges at pre-
sent, as the subject is a very extensive one, about which
you may read on some future occasion,” said his father,
“so run away and see where your sponge is now, and
wash a very grubby little face, and hands that I can
only consider paws in their present dirty condition.”

At our special request, one of our first scientists has undertaken
the supervision of this charming Department. A Question Box
hins heen opened, and the Editor lins much pleasure in asking the
co-operation of parents through this means.  Address Jetters—
“ Natural History Question Box,” Youss Cavavias, Box 1896,
Mountreal.

( Zo be Continucd. )
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A FAMOUS BOY TRAVELLER.

Mr. Emnest Morris, who died in America recently,
was quite well known some years ago for his remarkable
travels as a boy in South America. He was known as
“the boy traveller.” While yet in his teens he decided
to visit the wilds of the Amazon basin, and when he re-
turned well laden with all sorts of nicely-preserved spec-
imens illustrating different branches of natural histsry
and ethnology, his story was told in all the newspapers
as showing what a determined and intelligent lad could
do. His experience 1,500 or 2,000 miles up the great
valley only whetted nis ambition to engage in other ad-
ventures in the same region, and in the course of time
he made a number of voyages to the Amazon basin.
Sometimes he would bury himself for months in the
great forests, where he saw no white people, and lived
among the savages of those regions, who took a liking to
him. Morris knew very well the taste of monkey stew,
and, like the natives among whom he wandered, he more
than once appeased his hunger with a meal of snake
meat, which he declared to be not at all disagreeable.
He was evidently able to suppress his imagination, and
could eat without a qualm anything that would appease
his hunger.



A SNAP SHOT.

""‘r’”—a‘llli\' were sitting by the fireside
On a very frosty night,
, ’2 And their heads were close together
As they tatked of - well  the weather,
Or, perhaps  the “ Injun” fight

As their chat grew more engrossing
Near and nearer vet he drew,

Iill her fair hair brushed his shoulder,

And in trembling tones be told her
Of the  sortows of the Sioun.

Then he put his arms about her
In the dimly-lighted 100m,
And they saw naught but each other,
Never head her bad, small brother,
Stealing softly through the gloom.

.

Iill a flash dispelled the darkness
And ashrill voice cried with glee

* Caught your photo  you and sister

Pa will like to know you kissed her
Buy the negative from me?”

Topics of the Day

ABROAD.

DON'T MIND IF I TRY.

LY INDUSTRIN ON HIS HOLIDAYS.

I must tell my voung Canadians at home of a wonder
ful performance that is attracting immense crowds to the
Crystal Palace here in London, [ am sure you would
ali have enjoyed being present. and you would have
stood aghast at the wonders you would have seen.

. Mr. Hazenbeck is here with a great show of trained
wild animals.  For the last quarter of a century he has
been an importer of savage creatures. and has had pass:
ing through his hands so many wild animals of ail kinds
that he has carned for himself the title - *King of the
Beasts.,”  Last year he stumbled upon the idea of bring-
ing 1 great many pups of wild animals together to see
what could be made of them for an exhibition at the

Chicago World’s Fair.  Mr. Hazenbeck has a brother-
indaw, a German, himself a famous importer of wild
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animals, and this gentleman undertook to train the little
dears it they could be trained.  Without having had ex-
perience of their ways and  dispositions, it was rather a
tall undertaking.  But in a couple of days from the time
Mr. Hazenbeck made the proposal, the brother-in-law
replied- “Don’t mind if 1 ry.”  For four days Mr.
Hazenbeck-went with him among the wild pups.  After
that they were left alone with their plucky master.

His happy family consists of young lons, tigers,
speckled  panthers, polar bears, white as milk, and
Thibetan bears, black and smooth as velvet  thirty of
them altogether ina large arena built for the purpose.
His principle of action is kindness, universally and per-
sistently.  Punish brutally and you get obstinacy and
savage force in return, he says. Maintain a policy of
patience, gentleness. and coaxing reward, and you get
success in the end. Get the wild things, with their
natural savage instincts, to know that if they do as de-
sired they will get a sweet and  dainty morsel and a pat
on the hack, and the hattle is won.  “This principle has
taken Mr., Hazenbeck, since he was eight years old, out
and in the cages of wild and even infuriated animals,
Since then he has shipped, re-shipped. trained. nursed,

and handled more wild hearts than any other man in
the world, and is not only alive to tell the tale, but is
never happier than when among them.

T'wo of the young tigers are harnessed as a team in a
dainty little car. A couple of boar-hounds act as foot-
men, and, with their fore-paws placed on the back of the
car, walk majestically with their hind legs. His Royal
Highness, the largest of the Yion cubs, with his mane
just beginning to grow. stands in the gilded miniature
cheriot, as proud as a king in his purple robes and crown
of gold, keeps the reins tightly in his mouth, and seems
as happy as the ride is long.

1 send you a few pictures from
a London paper, which will give
vou a better 1dea than my pencil
could produce in this bustling
city.  What do you think of the
bear on the tight rope? Or of
the two smart little chaps rolling
the cube about?

Mr. Hazenbeck has had some
exciting experiences while hand-
ting his rare cargo.  One day he
was unpacking a case of alliga-
tors. T'welve of these monsters
had to be taken out of one box
and placed in another, a rather
wuchy operation. T'hree of them
he got shifted easily, but the
fourth was troublesome.  His
master could not get hold of
him.  He writhed and wriggled, and gaped, and excited
the athers. At length Mr. Hazenbeck thought he had
him, when bis foot slipped, and he fell right in the
midst of the lot. Coolness, however, and nerve are a
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safeguard always, and the huge alligators must have been
not a little amused to see their master jump up again in
a twinkling, before they had time 10 decide what they
should do to him.

Another day he was getting half a dozen pythons into
a cage to be sent away.  Suddenly his hat fell off, when
one of the ser-
pents immedi-
ately attacked it
with his fangs.
While Mr. Haz-
enbeck tried o
get at his hat,
another of the
dreadful crea-
tures began to
coil himself
round his leg.
He dropped the
idea of saving
his hat, in his
desire to save himself.  Upon this the lirst serpent
dropped the fun of the hat too, and came to help his
friend over the keener sport.  For fifteen dreadful mi-
nutes the man had a two-to-one conflict-- each of his
opponents being at least sixteen feet long, and of enor-
mous strength.  Indeed, the dinner of one of these fel-
lows had been five lambs that day. By watchful dodg-
ing they were both, however, held at bay till assistance
came.

On another occasion Mr. Hazenbeck was called to
quell arow in a cage in which two bears, two hyenas,
two dogs, and a lion were all raging and scolding in a
furious roaring mass. But they get atnached to their
masters, nevertheless, these furious cieavares, and are
capable of genuine affection and gratitude, which scems
to requite their keepers for the danger conaected with
caring for them,

ANSWER TO A CHILD'S QUESTION.

WY s, T, COLERIDGE,

Do you ask what the birds say?  ‘U'he sparrow, the
dove,

The linnet, and thrush say- “[ love, and 1 love !

In the winter they're silent, the wind is so strong

What it says I don't know, but it sings a loud song,

But green leaves, and blossoms, and sunny warm
weather,

And singing and loving  all come back together.

But the lark is so brimful of gladness and love,

The green fields below him, the blue sky above,

That he sings, and he sings, and forever sings he-

“ 1 love my Love, and my Love loves me.”

—————g 0t - s

PETER'S FAITH.

Peter Sinchiir, a native of the parish of Sandwich,
Orkney, was at one time a catechist appointed by the
Original Sceeders to visit the various islands in the
county.  On one occasion he wished to get across from
the mainland to Shapinshay ; but it was late before he
arrived at the ferry, and poor Peter had not the where-
withal to bribe the boatman,  Now Peter was a man of
great faith, and the idea struck him that he, like his
namesake of old, could get across by walking on the
water.  He walked out into the water till it rose to his
waist, but still he appeared to be sinking.  TLooking
around, and sceing the tails of his old surtout floating
out behind him, he rucfully exclaimed: - Ah, Peter,
Peter; man, ther’'s mair faith in yer coat-tails than in
ver haill body {7

" )

e
OIS

AN ICE CREAM MAN.
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I8 A HIGH-CLASS ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MAGAZINDE POR THE
YOUNG FEOPLE OF CANADA.

1TS AIM

Ts to foster a national pride §n Canadian progress, history, manufactures,
science, Hterature, art, and politics; to draw the young people of the
Provinces closer together; and toinapire thom with . scuso of the sacred
and responsible duties they owe to thesr native country,
ITS FEATURES

Are Original Literary and Artistic Matte?: Fine Paper; Clear Type; Topies
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fs uncertain a Post Baw of questionr aud answers on everything that
jntecests the young: and a means of providing for the pwpl(: of the
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Interest, and Canadian sentfment.
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I3 ‘'wo Dollars per annun, fn «dvance, with reduced rates for clubs of ten
andd twenty,  Subgeriptions may commence at any tane, Money should be
sent by 1% O, Order or Hank Cheque.
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Is allotted for hiclhieclas : dvertisemente, and as The Young Canadian 1 the
only young peoplen® Muarine in Canaday i3 is the most dircet meaus of
reaching thefr eye und car,

Address:
THE YOUNG CANADIAN CO.,
MONTREAL

BOX 1896.

I hope my little “ Tots ™ have enjoyed “‘The Eagle's
Nest,” of which the second chay ter is now given,  Next
week the story for them will be another very preuy one
- “Going with the Stweam:” also. for the bigger
brothers and sisters, a charming story- - “ Was He a
Coward 2™

I would remind our young readers to look out for
September, when we hope to announce a few of the
«ood things in store for the autumn evenings.  We shall
all be coming home again soon with new hife for work,
and a new enjoyment for play.  Meantime, when you
have been holiday-making, ‘e Yorse Caxapax has
been working like a ‘Trojan 1o have lots of nice things
1eady for you.

‘oo

SHCCLESS, AND HOW TO ATTAIN IT.

_Leave off wishing and go to working.  If an obstacle
appears in your pathway either remove it or surmount it.
Have you need of a well-filled purse? 1o not wait for
the expected legacy of some wealthy relation, but engage
in some honorable avocation ; in other words, go to
work and earn it, and be not too fastidious as to the
kind of work, so only it is legitimate and honourable,
and is honestly conducted. If your neighbour has set
you an example of well-doing profit by it; do as well as
he has done, and then do better.  Never be satsfied
with accomplishing just what somecone else has accom-
plished. Do you desire the nation’s honour > Be worthy
ofit. It is better 10 be worthy of it, though you never
receive it, than to receive it unworthuly.  Have an aum
in life, worthy of a life-long efiort, and then make 2 life.
long effort not only to attain it, but to achieve still nobler
sgecesses,  Never appear to be what you are not.  Be
satisfied with being vourself, but be not satisfied with
yourself till you have made yourself everything that s
pure, true, worthy and honourable. Be such skilful
artisans in the building of your greatest life achievement,
chacacrer, that it, tou, shall be a glorious success, and
that it may be truthfully said of you that your life has not
heen a failure.
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MAKE HOME HAPPY,

Don’t shut up your house lest the sun should fade
your carpets, nor your hearts lest a merry laugh should
shake down some of the musty old cobwebs there.  If
you want to ruin your sons, let them think that all mirth
and sucial enjoyment must be left on the threshold with-
out when they come home at night.

When once a home is regarded as only a place to eat,
drink, and sleep in, the work s begun that ends in dis-
appomtment.  Young people must have fun and relaxa-
tion somewhere.  If they don't find t at their own
hearthstone, it will be sought at other and less pro-
fitable places.

Therefore, let the fire burn brightly at night, and
make the homestead delightful with all those little arts
that parents so perfectly understand.

Don't repress the buoyant spint of your children.
Half an hour of merriment around the firelight of 2 home
blots out many a care and annoyance during the day,
and the best safeguard tiey can take with them nto
the world ix the unseen influence of a bright linde
domestic circle.

Put home first and foremost ; for there will come a
time when the home circle will be broken; when you
will *“long for a touch of a vanished hand and the sound
of a voice that is still,” and when your greatest pleasure
will be in remembering that you did all in your power
o put a song under every burden ; to make each
other happy.

A PLEA FOR OUR MOTHERS.

Many mothers are labouring with hand and brmin
almost incessantly, day after day and year after year, to
supply the oft-returning wants of their families ; no other
class lead such lives of daily sacrifice as do our patient,
plodding mothers. They anticipate all our wants and
needs, come and go at our slightest wish, with untiring
love and interest in all that concerns us from early infancy
until they sink beneath the burdens and cares of this life.
From force of habit brought about by the tender
devotion of their hearts, they are always thinking and
doing for others.  Yet in many homes no one scems to
think of the mother’s comfort, or that she can have any
need for relaxation.

‘This much-needed rest the mother will always protest
against taking so long as she fecels that any of the family
need her care and labour : but her future health, and in
many cases her life, depend upon a few years of rest,
test, rest ! physical and mental. Who will say she has
not carned it?  Can you let the time slip quietly by and
do nothing while the life of one you dearly love is slowly
wearing away in a tread-mill-round which seems a daily
necessity to the family 2

Arouse yourselves ; see 1o 1t that vour mother gives
up her cares entirely for a time, even though vour com-
forts are lessencd. Send her to visit a sister or some
dear friend, and make her stay a good long time—-six
weeks or more!  When she returns see that some one is
installed to share the burdens that have always fallen
upon mother.  “Fake her owt to ride often.  Encourage
her 10 take walks and call on her neighbours and friends.
If she has long regretted that she was always too weary
to make the effort to attend church and prayer meeting,
sce that she has a day of abselute rest preparatory, and
then offer to accompany her. alake her feel young agam
by your thoughtful care ; she has done much for you'!
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THE SERFS.

FROM ‘THE GERMAN BY JAMIS 1. COBE,

O one will do that,” replied the bailiff,
with a malicious smile, for he knew by
thus contradicting him he would urge his
master on to still greater severity.

* Halha! then I shall be the first to
do it' ” ¢ried the Count.  “Let him starve ; hunger will
make him docile enough ; don’t give him even bread,
we will see whose hand is the hardest.  He shall implore
me, and when he has begged of me, then I will have him
thrashed :”

Only too gladly did the bailiff fulfil the Count’s com-
mand. He brought the unhappy prisoner neither bread
nor water.  Schober scarcely remarked it.  He was not
thinking about himself, nor what was happening to him.
Quictly would he have sacrificed his life if by so doing
he could have purchased the happiness and freedom of
his family.  His son’s fate filled his mind ; in one moment
had the happiness he had called his own been swept
from him, and he could not help fearing that the Count
would vent his rage on Heinrich too, that he would pun-
ish him also. Perhaps he was already a prisoner in the
Castle. No sleep came 10 his eyes. He wished 10
remain quict and composed, and yet despair more and
more took compassion of him ; he sprang up, and wildly
and violently shook the iron bars across his little window.
‘They defied his strength ; his arm sank back exhausted.
‘Then tears started into his eyes, and he, the strong man,
wept over the hard fate which had given him up to the
will and cruelty of the Count. As a serf, he had no
rights.

‘There was a law, indeed, which did not permit the
lord of the manor to give a serf more than fiftcen blows
at a time; but it was a dead letter.  And if the Count
were to have him whipped to death, who would stand
up against the powerful proprictor and accuse him?
\What court of justice would hear such an accusation and
give satisfaction? ‘The Count’s arm reached further than
the petitions and accusations of all his serfs.  With gold
he could open every door and every ear for himself.

Again several days had passed, and no onc knew any-
thing about the luckless Schober's fate. In vain had
some neighbours besought Heinrich to go to the Castle
and intercede with the Count for his father.

“1 cannot,” he had replied. * If T implore the Count,
~if I throw myself on my knees before him in vain,—if
his heart shows no compassion, then 1 shall not be able
to control mysclf; I shall have no mastery over my
passion; then it will cost him his life, cven were I to
strangle him with my bare hands. And what, then,
would bemy father's fate?  Would not my deed be
revenged on him, on my mother, my sister, even on
my unhappy bride? And even if T slew the Count,
another proprietor would succeed him, who would, per-
haps, be still more cruel.”

He sent the men away, and sought out solitary spots
in the ficlds and the forest. Al the powers of his mind
were fixed on one thought—on the deliverance of his
father; but much as he thought over it he could devise
no way of effecting it.

He was one day siting alone in a ravine staring before
him tixedly on the greund. It was a warm, sunny after-
noon.  What did it matter to him? In his heart it felt
as if never a beam of joy or happiness could penetrate
there again,  Should he implore the Count for merey ?
Should he try to soften his heart? Had the man any
pity?

‘T'he sound of a horse’s hoofs, not far off, startled him.
He looked up.  The Count was galloping through the
ravine. ‘T'wo of his great dogs accompanied him. He
looked dark and angry.

Heinrich's heart beat violently when he saw the hated
man. He wished to spring up and hasten out of the
ravine in order not to meet him ; but the thought of his
father kept him back.  Fate seemed to have brought the
lord of the manor hither. He was alone with him. No
one could hear him. He would beg him, implore him
to spare his father, not to punish him.

He remained standing in the middle of the road.

“Stand back, fellow!’ cried the Count as he ap-
proached him.

Heinrich did not stir from the spot.

“ Most gracious master,” he begged, “ spare my father !
do not have him beaten!”

“Ha, ha !” laughed the Count mockingly. * Have
you learned to beg at last? T thought your mouth had
forgotten such words! But you made a mistake, boy,
your father will not get off so easily. 1 shall pay him
out now what I have owed him for years!”

“ Most gracious sir,” repeated Hueinrich, “have pity
on my father! Do not order him to be beaten t”

“Yes, fellow!" cried the Count, “1 will bend his stiff,
proud neck.  ‘To-morrow 1 will have him whipped in the
middle of the village till he sinks on his knees and begs
for mercy.  All shall see it; you among the number !
Through him will T show you all that you are only miser-
able serfs,——dogs that I can have whipped to death if it
pleases me !”

‘- Gracious master !™ Heinrich excluimed, “ have com-
passion ; let me be punished for mjy father, but spare
him, only spare him! It was for me he interfered, he
could not see me ill-used, and it is for this cause that he
is to suffer!”

“Yes, for this cause,” cried the Count, mocking him.
“For this cause, mascal! And you, too, shall feel my
punishment next !

“1 am not afraid,” replied Heinrich, with increasing
excitement.  “1 will bear everything quictly if only my
father is not punished !”

“To-morrow in the middle of the village, shall he
make acquaintance with the whip.”

“No ; you dare not do it !” cried Heinrich, no longer
able to master his temper.

“Ha, hat 1 dare not doit! Will you prevent me?
Try it! Come, march out of my way!”

The Count put spurs to his horse.  Heinrich did not
stir from the spot.  As the horse dashed upon him he
seized its bridle and held it back.

“You darc not have my father whipped !” he ex-
claimed, and his eyes flashed.  “You must have pity;
he is 2 man like yourself "

“Back!” cried the Coumt, furiously. “Let go the
horse, rascal 1”

“Not till you have assured me of my father's for-
giveness!  Not before that !—not before that ! ” replied
Heinrich, still holding the bridle tightly in his hand.

The Count’s heavy riding whip now came down upon
his head.  He still firmly held the bridle—his own and
bis father’s fate must be decided.

“Back ! " exclaimed the Count once more.

“You dare not have my father beaten !” cried Hein-
rich, forgetting everything, violently, threateningly.

At a call from the Count both his dogs rushed upon
Heinrich and dragged him down. In vain did he try to
drive off the animals, they held him firmly w0 the
ground.

With a loud, mocking laugh, the Count sprang from
his horsc.

“T will show you what is in store for your father to-
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motrow !” he cried ; and he mercilessty struck him with
his riding whip -on his head, on his face, wherever he
could,

‘T'ie blood ran down from Heinrich's cheeks, from his
hands : but not a cry of pain did he utter.

He lay unconscious, when the Count, ceasing his
barbarous treatment, sprang on his horse, whistled to his
dogs, and galloped off.

A long time elapsed before Heinrich came to himself
again.  Slowly did he raise himself up, and then sank
down again.  Agonizing pains tortured him ; he thought
not of them, the disgrace he had suffered tortured him
far more. ‘I'he Count had treated him as if he were a
brirte beast, and only because he had interceded for his
father.  With both hands he covered his bleuding,
swollen face.  He no longer thought now about his
father, a burning fecling of revenge possessed him, lafe
had no longer any value for him.  He wept from sheer
exhaustion ; from extreme bitterness, too, because he had
no weapon in his hand by which he could have rendered
that monster, the Count, harmless for ever.  Hitherto
he had repressed every thought of violence, now he gave
himself up to the idea with wild and cager passion.

He was ashamed 1o return 1o the village and let others
witness the disgrace he had endured.  What did it matter
to him that he must pass a night in the open air?  And
had not the Count said that on the following morning he
would have his father publicly whipped in the village?
He raised a wild, loud laugh,
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for her lover without discovering anything about him.
But the news which she brought caused their anxiety
about Heinrich to pass into the background.

Onc of the bailifs servant’s had come into the
village and related that Schober was that morning
to be publicly whipped in the centre of the village, and
had given orders toall the peasants to assemble at the
appointed spot.

These tidings brought fresh despair into the house.
In vain did these unprotected ones look round for help.

Sven Heinrich failed them now.

“T'he disgrace will kill my father,” cried Anoa; “he
will never survive it !

Her mother was silent.  She, too, must confess that
Schober would never survive this public punishment.
She knew him too well ; his heart was proud.

“Tt never can happen !” continved Anna with in-
creasing indignation. Tt shall not ¢ ”

“Child ! what can you do to prevent it 2"

“J will o myselfl 1 the Count, throw myself once
more at his feet 3 1 will implore him.”

* He knows no pity,” replied her mother.

“Then T shall throw myself upon my father, and pro-
tect him with my body ¢ ‘Fhey may beat me then—I

’"

shall bear it,—1 shall not ¢ry,—1T shall not tremble

Filled with heroic indignation she hastened from the
room and from the house.
10 keep her back.

In vain did her mother try

Without, in the village, on

That would be the moment
for him 10 slake his burning
vengeance ; there publicly, in
the presence of all the peas.
antiry, he would do the deed.

Pursuing these thoughts he
remained sitting in the ravine
-—quiet, motionless. He did
not remark when the evening,
when the night itself came
on.

CHAPTER 1L

Heinrichs  absence  had
filled his mother and sister
with the greatest amiety.
In vain did they inquire of
their friends in the village
_about him. No one had scen
him. They suspected what
might be going on in his
mind, and wrembled at the
thought lest he should carry
it out. The last few fays,
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an open space, the peasants
were assembled; men,
women, and children. It was
not curiosity which had
brought them hither, but the
command of the lord of the
manor, and they were too
timid, too utterly crushed to
dare to disobey.

Terror and anguish were
impressed on all their faces.
The best man in the whole
village, Schober, whom they
all loved, who was ever ready
to help and advise them all,
was to be publicly whipped.
He had always. without mur-
muring, donc his work for
his master; he had always
cheered them on to persevere
and endure —yes, when their
strength began to give way,
when embitteved feclings
would have driven them to
rehellion. What might not

v
o, had filled them with HAD UA! COUNT. T
deep sorrow.  Anna hastened
again to the village to make more inquiries about her
brother; with weeping eyes did she return,

“Have you heard nothing of him? ™ eagerly inquired
her mother.

“ Nothing,” replicd Anna; “he has done  himself
some injury, be has taken our father's misfortuncs so
deeply 10 heart.”

Her mother shaok her hiead.

“No; he has not done that, child,” she replied.
“AWould he thereby make matters any hetter?  Heis too
sensible for that.  He has but onc thought, to save his
father, und this thought and fear will drive him to
extremities-—-to some deed of violence. It is this which
makes me so anxious about him.”

Maric rushed into the room.  She, too, had scarched

happen now to themselves,
if the master did not spare
him, if he treated him in so
They trembled when they thought of

1S MY TURN Now!

cruel a manner ?
the future.

Onc of the bailiff's servants now came and Lrought
some ropes, with which the unhappy man was 10 be
bound 10 a tree, which stood in the centre of the village
green.

“Back " he cried to the peasants. “Hal ha! to-
day vou shall witness a spectacle such as you have never
hicheld before. You shall see how many blows a man can
endure before he dies! Ha! ha! you have a tough
nature, like cats ; but a cat, 100, can at last be beaten to
death, only one must not leave off too soon.”

** Be pitiful { " implored one of the peasants.

“Ha! hat” laughed the suvage servant ; “that we will
be. When he has had cnough! we will stop. The
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Count himself shall give us the sign and he won't be
frightened if a littde blood flows. “Inke care how you
behave yourselves, or the same will happen to you!”

None of the serfs ventured after this to put in a word
for Schober; and if they had, it would have availed
nothing.

The bailiff came down from the Castle with his son
and two servants. They led Schober between them,
The Count followed, accompanied by bhis two great
dogs.

“They are coming!™ was whispered through the
assembly, and not one of them ventured to breathe
freely.

Schober’s hands were bound ; he looked pale and
emacizted.  In a few days he seemed to have grown
years older.  His gait was tottering and uncertain.  His
spirit was not broken, but anxicty about his family,
hunger and thirst, had exhausted his strength,  His eye
gazed anxiously through the crowd.  Silently he nodded
a greeting to them. He seemed to be looking for his
son, for his wife, his daughter. He appeared calmer
when he did not sce them.  The fear that had troubled
him most was lest they should be witnesses of his dis-
grace.

With a dark, fierce look, and in a threatening attitude,
the Count walked behind him.  He gazed on the serfs ;
not one of them ventured to return hislook. He meant
that all should tremble before him, and they did
tremble.

With his hand he made a sign to the bailiff to strip
the unhappy man to the waist, and to bind him to the
tree.

Schober offered no resistance. It would have been
vain to do so against the rough, strong hands which
held him. A rope was already bound round him and
the tree, when Auna pressed through the crowd and
threw herself at the Count’s feet.

“’Pardon—mercy !" she implored, as she threw both
her arms round his knees.

“Take away this saucy girl 1" the Count commanded
his bailiff.

*Have pity on wmy father !'™ cried Anna, in the
anguish of despair, as she clung still tighter to the
Count’s knees.

A fecling of pity scemed to be aroused even in the
bailiffs breast, for he hesitated to carry off the girl.

“ Away with this girl ! ¥ cried the Count, as he pushed
her from him with his foot.

A wild-looking figure, smeared all over with blood, at
this moment rushed out from behind a house—it was
Heinrich.  In his right hand he swung an axe.

“ Back :” he cried, as he rushed upon the bailiff and
the servants, who were binding his father more tightly.

They started back terrified.  Huinrich's appearance
filled them with horror. His face was disfigured, covered
with blood.

Heinrich placed himsell Letore his fathe, swung his
axe threateningly, and exclaimed,—-

“Now strike him ! Let him who dares touch him ”

No one moved. He looked too fierce.  There was
an expression of madness in his features.

“Come, strike my father!™ he repeated, with a wild
laugh. “Ha, ha! vou still hold the whip in your hand.
Comc on, then 17

The bailiff and his servants did not move. The Count
was the first to rccover himself.

“Seize that fellow ! he cricd.  “ Bind, him, -whip
him 1o death 1™

The bailiff did not move, he had no desire to risk his
life.

“Seize him!" commanded the Count, but still in
wvun,

T'hen he walled to his dogs at set them at Heinrich.

With savage fury they rushed upon him, but before
they could scize him, the axe whizzed twice through the
air, and both animals rolled over yelling, and, mortally
wounded, sank to the ground.

“Ha! ha!™ cried Heinrich, laughing wildly. ¢ Ha!
ha! Count, it is my turn now. To.day I will pay you
hiack what you did 1o me yesterday ¢ Blood shall flow !
There stand your bailiff, your servants ! Come on your-

sclf, then!”

‘i'he lord of the manor had turned deadly pale.  Fury
had ahmost deprived him of hissenses.  He sought for a
weapon, but he found none.

“Seize that mad dog!” he exclaimed once more, and
was about himself to rush upon Heinrich.,

‘The bailiff held him back.

At that moment a horseman suddenly galloped into
the midst of the assembly.

“Room !" he cried.  “ Make way! The King is
coming.”

“T'he King ! repeated every one in amazement.

In terror the Count started backward a step.  “The
King ! " he repeated 5 and his voice trembled.  “ Away !
away !” he cried, recovering himself.  “ Loose the man
from the tree—set him at liberty.  Away from here !
Away from here! Away!”

The bailiff was about to approach Schober to unloose
his fetters.

“Back! " cried Heinrich to him, threateningly. “The
King shall sce this barbarity ! Remain where you are,”
he said, wrning to the peasants ; “the King shall learn
cverything ¢ 7

Once more the Coum tried 10 disperse the people.

The carringe which conveyed the King now stood
still.  The Count hastened up 1o him in confusion.

The Minister Von Stein, who sat near the King,
leaned out of the carringe to inquire why the peasants
did not draw back.

The lord of the manor stammered out some excuse.

Anna, at this moment, forced her way through the
bystanders, and with upraised hands threw berself on
her knees before the carriage.

“Pity!” she exclaimed.  “Mercy for my unhappy
father and my brother !

“What is 1t all about 2" asked the minister.

The King and Von Stein alighted from the carriage.

“What s going on here?” inquired the King, in
amazement, when he saw Schober tied to the tree and
Heinrich disfigured, covered with blood, still holding the
axe in his hand, standing before him.

* Rebellious serfs,” stammered out the Count. * That
man has ventured to attack me.  ‘The young fellow, also,
threatened 10 take my life beeause 1 was going to have
his father punished.”

“He lies! he lies!” aiied Heinrich, as he threw him.
sclf down before the King. “ Exercise justice—only
justice,” he implored ; “not for me, but for my father,
who is iznocent 1”

The glance which the minister took round the circle,
and the Count's manifest consternation, had shown him
what had been going on here. He knew all the misery
of serfdom.

“Your majesty,” said he “some injustice appears to
have taken place; onc of those acts of barbarity which,
alas! are too frequently performed on the poor serfs.”

The Count wmuttered a few more words about re-
bellious serfs and the necessity of punishinent.

The King scarcely appeared to hear him ; he made a
sign to Heinrich to stand up.

“1 cannot staud up,” replied Heinrich, “uill your
majesty has assured me that justice shall be done to my
father.”

]
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“We will investigate cverything,” promised  Stein,
*and justice shall be done to him if he is in the right.”

Heinrich stood up.

“He is innocent,” he repeated again.

*What has been done to this young man ?” inquired
the King, pointing to Heinrich's disfigured, blood-stained
countenance and turning to the Count.

He was silent.

“The Count vesterday set his dogs upon me, who
dragged me down to the ground, and then he beat me
with his riding-whip till 1 lay quite unconscious,” cried
Heinrich ; * and all this only because T implored him to
show pity and mercy on my father.  For this alone.”

The King cast a severe and searching look upon the
Coun.

“ Have you really thus maltreated this poor fellow 2"
asked he.

The Count could not deny it.

“He is my serf; he seized my horse’s bridle : he held
it tight,” he replied.  “ He threatened me.”

“1 did not threaten him,” exclaimed Heinrich,  “1
was without arms. I had nothing in my hands.”

With the eloquence of truth he related the whole cir-
cunistance, and why the lord of the manor had ordered
his father to be whipped.

The King's face had grown darker and darker.  The
whole truth was only too evident from Heinrich’s words,

“And this is true?” eaclaimed the King, at last,
*This is alt true 2 And for what reason were you about
to have yonder man beaten 2™

The Count was silent.

“Tt 1s ail true 7 asserted Schober, who had hitherto
been silent.

“Set that man at liberty " ordered the minister.

And without delay, the bailiff unloosed the rope vhich
had hound Schober.

With tottering steps the unfortunate man approached
the King. Once more he related everything, and
desciibed the Count’s cruelty.

The King was silent.

“Your majesty.” spoke Stein, carnestly, “now---here,
in the presence of the misery of these unhappy men, 1
repeat my petition which I have frequently made to vou
—abolish serfdom in your dominions.  Give full freedom
to cach of your subjects ¢ 7

The King hesitated.  He scemed as if he could not
make up his mind so quickly. He promised to in-
vestigate strictly the Count’s cruelty, and carefully to
examine into the condition of the serfs.

-“Your majesty,” exclaimed Stein, in his free, de-
termined manner, ‘“here stands the Count now : here
let him try to deny what he has done.  He may endea.
vour to do so ; but he will not succeed, for in the faces
of all these people I read the confirmation of the truth
of all we have just heard.”

“Comg, speak. then t” said the King to the Count.

He stood utterly abashed like a culprit.

“They are my serfs,” he repeated.  “1 have a right
to punish them.”

“But no right to treat them with inhuman barbarity,”
exclaimed the minister. * Your power, too, Count, is
limited by law, and every step yvon ke bevond it
renders you liable 1o punishment.”

Once more he repeated  his request to the King 1o
abolish serfdom: to give the unfortunate people their
liberty.

The King hesitated.  His heart was deeply wounded
by the cruelty of the lord of the manor, and yet he could
not make up his mind 10 take such a decisive step so
suddenly.

At this moment an old man was led up through the
crowd. It was Marie’s grandfather, old Riide.
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“Where is the King ? where is he?” he cried, feelng
about him with his hands. “Lead me 10 him ! where is
he?”

They led him nearer.

“Who is this man ?” asked the King,

They mentioned the blind man’s name, and added,
100, that he was Marie’s grandfather.

With trembling hand, the old man seized the King's
coat and put it to his lips.

“Your majesty,” said he, in a trembling voice, ““ my
eyes cannot sce you, but for nearly half-a-century I have
longed thus to stand before you, to touch your garment,
and to beg of you for mercy and justice t”

“What is it that you wish? Speak,” said the King,
kindly.

“Mercy and compassion !” exclaimed the old man.
“Not indeed for myself, I have already one foot in the
grave, and to-day even I might sink into it ; but mercy
and compassion for my unhappy brethren—for the poor
serfs ¢

“1 will espouse your cause,” the King assured him.

“Your majesty,” continued the old man, raising his
voice, “you do not know our misery, our cry of agony
has never reached you ; but behold my dead eyes—they
speak for us all, they accuse our master, the man who
never knew what pity was, who never showed compas-
sion.”

“ What have you against him ?” said the King.

“T'he Count became uneasy.  He was about to go away.

“ Remain where you are !” said the minister, casting a
severe look upon him.

“Itis a long while ago,” continued the old man,
“1 have ever been silent about it, because I was ashamed
to publish it.  Only he and I know about it ; yet my
dead eye-balls still pain me as often as I hear his voice,
as often as 1 think of him! The lord of the manor's
father was living then. 1 was quite a young man ; [
was happy, in spite of all the misery and distress which
we serfs had to endure, for I had my wife and child, and
with them 1 always found refreshment and rest when 1
came home from work. I possessed then a horse, t00.
With it I had to plough my master’s ficlds. [ did it, for
1 dared not murmur; I must obey. ‘The animal suc-
cumbied to the hard, excessive labour; it fell down before
the Count’s plough. He was standing close by, and was
enraged at this. He said it was my fault; yet I was
quite innocent. He harnessed me to the plough, and
said that I should now plough his fields ; and I did it,
but my strength failed me. Then he took the whip in
his band and struck me. His son stood by him—the
present Count—he laughed at my agony ; he asked his
father to give him the whip.  The old man did so, and
thzn he struck me, anc then—ah! that I must repeat it
--the young ruffian struck me on both eyes repeatedly,
as hard as he could, and I never saw again !”

Exhausted and overcome, the old man stopped. A cry
of indignation and of pity had arisen from the King's lips.

Al had heard with horror the blind man’s words. No
one present had known before about this cruel deed.

“I have never before told it to any one,” continued
the old man shuddering. ““I was ashamed to think
that a mere boy should have robbed me of my eyesight ;
I only told my family that an unfortunate accident had
befallen me !”

*“ And this is true? " cried the King.

“God is my witness ! ™ said the old man, solemnly.

“And you did this?” inquired the King, turning 1o
the Count.

“T was very young at the time,” stammered the Count.
*1 was very sorry. I did not mean to doit!”

*So crucl, even when a boy !” exclaimed the King.

“Your majesty,” interrupted the minister, “will you

3




The Poung Canadian

still hesitate?  Will you any longer dclay giving these
unhappy men their liberty !”

“No—no! they shall have it—they shall have it!”
exclaimed the King, deeply moved.

“Accept my thanks, your majesty, for these words,”
exclaimed Stein, “thereby you have made millions
happy : and so, then, [ venture in your majesty’s name,
to proclaim it publicly, that henceforth in your dominions
there are no longer any serfs—that all your subjects are
free men!”

With loud shouts of joy these words were welcomed.
All pressed round the King and his minister to touch
their clothes and to kiss them. A few days after a
decree was proclaimed which abolished serfdom through-
out the Prussian States.

A few more words are necessary to complete this little
story.
By the King's Command, the Count had to com-

THE EAGLE'S NEST.

CHAPTER Il

0 HEN Tom got home he questioned Lizzie
@ very closely as to the number of men who
Z had held the rope for the American, and as
. to the precise manner in which the man had

defended himself against the attacks of the
eagles. The cagerness with which he asked the ques-
tion soon roused her suspicions.

“RBut surely, ‘T'om, you are not thinking of the nest
you saw on Saturday ?”

“¥Perhaps T am.”

“Oh, Tom, what nonsense!” she exclaimed, her dis-
may plainly showing itself in her voice.

“Why nonsense?” he e’oined, his vanity slightly
wounded. .

“ Because you think it will be brave to—ic—'

She did not know exactly what to say, so she sought
relief in tears.

Nothing made Tom feel mare miscrable than Lizzic’s
tears.  But he did not wish to give in, and so, moving
to the window, he muttered something about “not caring
a fig” whether anyone thought him brave.

“Yes, you do,” she impatiently replied.

“Re-ally!” he ejaculated with mock humiility ; for he
could argue more casily with that dear little sister of his
when she lost her temper —which was very rarely—than
in her ordinary gentle mood.

“You do not carc for me a bit!” she said, fresh tears
starting into her large blue eyes.

r
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pensate Schober and Hemnieh very handsomely for the
injury he had done them. Some days after, Hewrich
and Marie's wedding took place, and as free men and
women their friends met at the marriage-feast.

‘Their shouts of joy reached up to the Castle ; but the
Count did not hear them. °The day before he had
started on a journey. It was impossible for him to meet
the men who had been his serfs, and in whose presence
he had been so deeply humiliated.

The accident which, in the King’s journey through
Silesia, had led him to that wvillage had brought Stein’s
grand plan to maturity. It was the greatest deed of his
life—this abolition of serfdom --because thereby liberty,
and the right of every man to be free, were established
in his native land.

THE LEND,

‘T'hix was a sentence more difticult to answer, and he
began 10 whistle in a low key, as he gencerally did when
in doubt what to do or say.

Suddenly jumping up, she crossed the room to where
he stood by the window, and flinging her arms round his
neck, said—

“ Forgive me, Tom, 1 did not mean it.
proniise me this- -not to go near that nest.”™

The watery eyes were so heseeching, and the voice
was so gentle and so brimful of sisterly love, that he
found it hard to stand out against her: and in a few
minutes she had his full promise not to go near the
Cyry.

““Fom l.ee is afraid, after allt” eaclaimed young Cira-
ham next morning, as a couple of boys sauntered up the
school steps.

“Scared, ¢h?” laughed one.

“1 thought it was all brag ! ™ snecred the other.

About a week later, soon after daybreak, five boys
might have been seen hurrying up a hillslope, and next
along a narrow footpath that ran parallel with the dizzy
brink of a line of rock-walls, which rose precipitously
from the beach below. It had once been a coastguards.
man’s beat, and was the same path that we saw Tow l.ee
pursuing the evening he discovered the eyry.

T'wo of the boys carried a coiled rope between them :
Tom led the way. Suddenly flinging himself on the
ground, he bade his companions crouch likewisc.

For a week he had disregarded the oft-recurring sneers
of his schoolfellows. But on the preceding day, in an
unguarded moment, his braver feelings gave way —
braver, because what he was now underiaking was not
the true courage that has nobility of purpose for its aim,
but paltiry bravado. Far nobler and braver would he
have been had he remained faithful 1o his promise.

‘The boys had approached to within a hundred yards
or so of th: old beacon that stood almost over the eyry

But, oh! do
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when Tom, in a loud whisper, bade his friends extend
themselves on the ground; for one of the cagles had just
left its nest, and was flying seaward for it~ morning meal
and to cater for its young. It was quickly followed by
its mate.

They remained motionless for a few minutes, and as
they watched the birds become smaller and smaller the
sun slowly raised himself above a bank of clouds that
hung drowsily over the sea horizon, and casting his
slanting yellow gleams upon the long line that marked
the edge of the precipice from the sea, brought at the
same time the old beacon, lying in front of them, more
distinetly before their eyes. Tt suggested a new idea to
Tom.

“Grabam,” be said, turning his head, “we must make
use of yonder old stump.”

“T see,” returned the rope-maker’s son, “we’ll give the
rope a twist round it, which will make our hold more
secure.”

“You've hit it! let’s get to our work.”

And rising, the boys walked on to the beacon, the
cagles being now out of sight.

‘Tom soon got
himself into  the
loop they made at
one end of the
rope; then, step-
ping slowly to-
wards the edge of
the rocks, he laid
himself down full
length on his
chest, and worked
his body, as he
had done once be-
fore, in zigzag fash-
ion to the brink.

Giving one
quick glance down
at the eyry, and
another out to sea,
he bade his ac.
complices “hold on tight ™ to the other end of the rope,
“for T am going to crawl back to you.” he said.

Upon which there was some meniment at “l'om's ex-
pense.

“What are you laughing at?” he asked. when he had
jerked himself to within safe standing distance.

“ At you, of course !

“You think I'm afraid,” be said, examining the edge
and point of a carving-knife with which he had provided
himself” in case he was attacked by the eagles, *“but
that’s just where you are wrong.  T'll go down, only we
must shift our po.dtion a lile. I was not quite abine
the nest.”

However, by changing their ground the benefit deriv-
able from the old beacon would be lost 3 and it was now
acen that without some resistance to the strain on the
rope, such as the beacon afforded. there might Le a dis-
aster.

“Better give it up,” suggested Grabam.  And the
other boys readily chimed in, for they began to see that
it was not only "Tom who would be eaposed to danger.

But Tom was still smarting under the recent laughter,
and was deteimined to wake the descent. happen what
might.

“No," said he: “it’s too late to give it up now.  We
must do it witkons shifting our ground, that’s all.”

And in less than two minutes he was again calling
upon them to “hang on tight,” as, twisting himself round,
he flung his legs over the precipice, and then, more cau-
tiously, the rest of his body.
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Instantly the rope tightened. and the ancient beacon
gave a slight vibration, the boys, hanging on though they
were with all their might, being jerhed forward nearer
the stump than was pleasant.

“Be careful!” sang out Tom, angrily, as with one
hand he kept himself from scraping against the perpen-
dicular wall, and with the other flourished the carving-
knife.  Doubtess he felt very heroie at that moment,
dangling there in mid-air, with the sca-waves far down
below him ; still it was m a voive saivouring considerably
of fear that he cried out

“ Let me down more gently, can't you ?

He would fain have kept his eyes fixed above him, for
it made him dizzy to look down; but he had no alter-
native, it being necessary that he shouid spring forward
to the ledge ot rocks before coming quite level with the
CyTy.

* Hold hard ! ” he cried, at length, and swinging him-
self three or four feet out of the perpendicular, he gained
a footing on the rock platform.

In a moment he was kneeling by the great pile of sticks

CIIaL.,
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that formed
the cyry, a ¥
pair of young
caglets, who
had  crawled
to the farthest
extremity  of
the pile, re-
ceiving his
intrusion  on
their nursery
with the most
violent his-
sing. Jumping
in amongst
theroughlyar-
ranged sticks,
some of them
of no mean
size or length,
he seized one
of the birds
by the neck,
shouting out
at the same
time a loud,
triumphant
“Pullup ™
Instantly
he felt a g
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at his arm-pits, and he was swung from the ledge, glad
enough to Le away, although a misgiving had arisen
whether the sudden jerk would not be too much for the
boys above. And so, indeed, it might have been ; but
a pair of strong, manly arms were assisting the accom-
plices of his perfidy. '

“Rash, foalish boy!” accosted his ears, when he stood,
trembling from his exertions and excitement, on the firm,
welcome ground above.  But his schoolmaster — for he
it was who had helped with the rope — was too thankful
to have the boy up there safe and sound to say anything
just then about his folly, and grasping his hands warmly,
the sometimes stern, but oftener gentle-hearted, clergy-
man quickly added, “’Thank God, my lad, you arc not
a mangled corpse !”

In the meantime, Will Graham had seized the struggl-
ing eaglet, and taking to his legs, called upon the others
o follow. For skimming over the white-crested sea, as
yet some distance off, were the parent birds returning.

Jach boy went his own way. They had risen early,
and hoped to be back in time for breakfast.  Tom had
just got home, and was running up the steps, when the
door opened, and he met the physician of the neighbour-
hood.

The doctor stood still for a moment to survey the boy
from head 10 foot; then smiling, asked — What mad
prank have you been up to noie, young man ?”

“On, nothing particular,” he said, evasively; then
quickly, ““Is anything wrong with my sister?”

“ Yes, she is very ill.”

“ But she will be all right soon?”

T'he doctor shook his head gravely.

‘Fom did not wait to hear anything more. Closing the
door, he threw his cap on the hall table, and was about
to rush up-stairs to Lizzie’s room, when he met his mo-
ther coming down.

“Mother,” he said, kissing her, “what is wrong with
Liz?”

“she is very ill ;™ and the Lirave mother, who for the
last couple of hours had not suffered herself to waste
time by uscless tears, now haid her troubled brow on her
boy’s shoulder, and wept.

He tried to comfort her, but the shadow of the com-
g trial was falling upon him tov, and he found it hard,
very bard, to say anything to alleviate her grief.

Presently she said —* But where have you been, my
boy? Your clothes are torn and dirty.”

“On the rocks.”

The poor mother was too troubled in mind to make
inquiries.

“ Lizzie wanted you a few minutes ago.  Will you go
and see her??

Tom had kLounded up half-a-dozen steps, when he
stopped to deliberate. ‘Turning to his mother, he asked,
his lips quivering—

“Would it do in an hour’s time?”

“\Vhy not now, Tom?”

“T'N tell you, mother dear, when I come back.”

Darting through the hall, he left the house, and ran at
bis topmost speed to Will Graham’s home. Having
gained access to the house, he broke without ceremony
into the breakfast-room.

“Where is Will2"" he asked, breathlessly.

“In the yard,” replied Will's father, “with a young
cagle the foolish boy has somehow captured.”

Tom did not wait to hcar anything more. Running
into the vard, he snatched the poor fluttering bird from
a hen-coop, under which young Graham had thrust it.

Without deigning to give his schoolfellow any explana-
tion, Tom bolted through the house, back into the street
he had left, and ran off in the direction of the hills aver-
looking the sca. ‘The bird, wearied with its struggles to
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get free, became at length passive cnough.  But soon
after “Uom had got into the path that led to the old bea.
con it suddenly renewed its efforts, and again began 1o
hiss vigorously.

There was a loud scream close behind him.  Looking
back over his shoulder, Tom instantly dropped his cap-
tive. He had scarcely got a dozen yards away from it
before the mother bird, with a great swoop, darted to the
spot where he had thrown the queer, half-fledged livle
thing.

‘Tom was back again at his home within the hour bhe
had spoken of. Learning that Lizzie was not asleep, and
that she was still wanting to sec him, he went straight to
the sick-room.

“On, Liz!" he exclaimed, stooping over the pillow,
and kissing her with all the hot fervour of his hoyish
love, “1 thought you were dying.”

And seating himsell on o chair by the bedside, the
heaviest portion of his grief vanished witn the tears he
indulged in for a few seconds.

“ Couldn’t you spare me, ‘Tom?” she asked, softly, her
own eyes Gilling in sympathy with his.

“No, that 1 couldn’,” he said, impetuously.  ““ And
mamma couldn’t.”

“Perhaps God is not going 1o take me away from you
yet: butif He does, Tom dear, it will be because He
loves me. so you must not be very unhappy, and mamma
must not be very unhappy.  And you will be very good
to poor mamma, and you will be brave, Tom, and do
what is right, won’t you?”

She wanted 10 say something more, but the effort was
too great, for her voice and strength were feeble, so she
satisfied herself by stretching out her hot white hand and
resting it in bis.

* * * * * * * * *

A long weary week dragged out its seven sad, anxious
days, during which no one spoke louder than in whis-
pers, for it scemed that the shadow of death hung over
the household.

However, at its close, 1o the doctor’s surprise, Lizzie
gradually rallied. Throughout that interminable weck
Tom was at the lowest ¢bb of despondency — so much
so, that when they told him she was out of immediate
danger he could not believe it. 1t was not until repeat-
edly rushing up-stairs to sce with his own e¢yes that it
was really her sweet smiling self who reclined near the
sunlit window amidst a pile of shawls and pillows, and
after repeatedly clasping her dear thin hand, and looking
wistfully into those mild blue eyes of hers, that he be-
came at length convinced.

He had fely, with bitter heart-burnings, what a blank
Lizzie’s death would leave in their home, and that had
set him pondering on the grief he had too probably oc-
casioned in many and many a nesthome. She did not
chide him when he told her about the eyry, but that
made the resolve gradually forming in his mind only the
stronger.

“Liz,” he said, bursting into her room one bright May
morning, with an armful of hawthorn-blossom, “1'll never
steal a single egg again.”

And he kept his word.

—— . GO e

“There was a young lady of Niger
Who went for a ride on a tiger ;
They returned from that ride,
With the iady inside,
And a smile on the face of the tiger.”



YOUNG CANADIAN TANGLES.

A beautiful copy ot ** Rousd Buras' Grave " will be givon fur the best

Solutions in August. Answers to Tangles will be published two
wacks aftor insertion, and all Cumyctittons must bo tuniled before
tho Answers aro inforted.

e publish on Wednesdays, and competators aro retninded that therr
answers must bo mailed beforo the Wediesday in which tho solutions
appear. In all cares thoy masar be mailed, and po<t inarked bofore the
angwors appear.  Addross sotutions to

Tangle Fditor, Youse Tavapias, Box 1896, Mantreal
ANSWER TO TANGLE No 4o
HIAl L ' F| AX
S T 7 o HY N
T|o R|ON|T o‘
OXTTXA A
PIRIE ${TC|N
RAU eLB e
NA|[PAN]|E]|E
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ANSWER TO TALGIE No 82

MG ey I166LEM Proverns

1. Wasto not, want not.

2. Tet sleeping dogs lie.

3 Sull waters ran deep.
Charade~TI-«in glass.

TANGLE No 36,

CHARADES

1
My first 15 sometinies on, and seuenimes nuder tho tabte
My recond they make bread of.
My third 1e what wo all want, and none can do without,
And my whale 1t ano of the Puted States.

2.
M first 1r water frazen .
My sceond js drv ground,
My wholo a hitticasland .
In tho Atlantic "tmill be found

tAnswers 1n No 32.)

The Poung Canadian

Tt isalways a genuine pleasuro for mo to hear from my yousg fri nds
on any point on which they havo auything to ask.—Ep. Posr Bac.

TrrTie ALLAN —1t will probably not be lon,, before your parrot
commences minneking or tah:nng. The gray parrot 18 supposad to
b particulurly loquacious.  Partots may best be taug:t to talh by
coverng the cage at night, or rather 1n the everang, and by then
npeating to them slowly and distinctly the words you desire to
teach them  They should not be kept tn places where they are
ltable to hear disagreeable noises, sucl ns street enes, and the
whistling and shouts of boys at play, for they will wmtate them,
and become too nosy to be tolerated. We may ald a word as to
their diet. Parrots may be fed upon soaked hread, Liscust, meghed
yotatoes, and rape-seed.  They are foud of nuts.  'thiey should be
kept very clean, and allowed a bath frequently.  When parrats ap-
pear sickly m any way, 1t 18 hest to keep them warni, change their
food for a time, and give them luke-warm water to hath=n

Yorxa Avtiur — If your stories are good they will be accepted
by any of the Canadian Magazines, but we behieve I'he Youug Ca.
nadan 1s the only publiration of the hind mn Cauadn that pays for
such It wonld not be an easy matter to induce a publisher to take
them up at lns own risk. Until av author has made a name, ora
lueky *‘Int,"” pubhshers are hard hearted individuals.

MisniE WanreN.— A good houschold paste inay be made by
taking a few spoonfuls of 1Four. tixing it with cold water, adding
a httle powdered alum, and bosling the whole. The alum will keep
1t from getting lumpy, aud & Jittle essence of cloves will preventat
from turning sour.

Young SatLor.  In a few .nstances tattoo marks have been got
rid of, but it is a very uncertam and painful process, and one that
lerves a mark 1 every way as bad as the tattoo. 1 helieve that
satlors practice the custom »o that their bodies may be identified 1n
case of drowning.

J1v Tuomsun.—lustead of using oil to grease your bicycle, mx
glycerine and water together in equal proportions.  For ball-hear-
ings add blacklead to the nuxture. You might hke also to know
that 1f glycerine were used for taps they wonld be much less hkely
to freeze in winter.

AxprREW Tair. — You can frost the windows of your office by
washtug then wath a strong solution (hoty of sodic sulphate. When
dry gave them a coat of gum water  For a window where thore 11
no danger of touching, a miature of whiting and water tubbed on,
and then “dulled ™ all over with a suti dry brush, 15 quite of-
fective.

CHARLIE M.—A cocker-spanit] should not weigh over 25 pounds,
be about 10 inches high at the shoulder, with a 22 uch girth of
chest ; total length about 40 suches ; silky, wevy, thick coat ; me-
dinm-sized, :\'rlr-fcathm-d cars, colour, hiver, or liver and white,
mottled on face and legs.

GrUMBLER. —In wniting to any ot the Departments of the Civil
Service in Ottawa on Diepartment business, you need not stamnp
your letter. Tl Dc{mrtmcms have thar pestage free. The pnv.
Hege is extended to the officers of the vanous Departinents

MARY TUCRER.— Ulcographs and chromolithographs are both
ninted 1 oil-colours, and n exactly the same way. The onlv dif-
eience is that the oleograph 1, when fimshed, passed through a
machine to bie ““roughed,” —iu othier words to have the canvas tea-
ture embossed upon the paper T should not advise you to varmsh
them, as, unless carefully doue, you would lose the pleasure of your
pretures  1f there 15 danger of dust or other mjury, I should ad-
vise you to frame them with glass.

QUELME, Edinburgh, Scotland — To our dear little friend 1n
Scotland we send our best thanks for her mee letter. 1 am glad
you hike ovr Youse CanADlay, and hope that you will lend 1t to
your friends in kdinlmrgh to show them the mce magaziie we have
for vur young people in Canada  Like you, 1 emjoyed ** Mrs. May-
burn's Twins ** 1 thought 1t one of the very funniest stories 1 ever
read.
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Fnrtlfy ynurself agamsl the Hot weather hy strengthenmg ap. !

THE REGULAR USE OF .~ \

~HAS-A WONDERFUL

WELL NOURISHED

The best safegua,rd agamsf. dlseas?,ls to keep st“ong.

USL THD ROYAL LDV.IGATED

"TOILET , \SOAP: 5“1-'
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For Txpawts® Batus, (¢ s lupcr(or I auy. ‘other. Bur 1n the’
market, It isalso° hlxhly Tecommended 1. r Bnben use_ for.
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'nns SOAP xs '!'KE OHEAPSS'I‘,

Belog's Povdn, 1% conafns no w.:t-r-ul Bar Sosp- Sontains
“thirty per cent, water, and. mnnu 1azed of gnuc obtalned
from gaols and bospltale,
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LT, Wimu}f PLATES |

\ ﬂ'If but fom' ﬂrm root.s etzl&remain a3 the Jaws- 1n proper :posz-
‘tion-ive can atmch an enttre ‘set of teeth o thcse roots, and restore

ARTIF!“IAL

‘thex mouth to-its’ original usefulness and I)ecmty witlwut the ‘use of ’

a'plate., T . N

et

‘Models showlng how the“l’oolh c:o»n :rd Bndgework aro aﬂached to the Teelh

glrcpared to reccxve Anlﬁcxal Tceth ‘B.-Bndge with 'lecxh'rc.‘.\d} tobe amchcd
-to Roots: ‘C.==Represeats the Teeth-firmly. and perm:mcnd).tcmcnted to the Roots.  One can’

EFFECT IN KEEPING THESYSTEM ‘
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The Medical Hall,
; »(bauc DSPARTHEN’I‘)

COLON!AL HOUSE,

is now open nna mndy ror'buglneee

PHYSIGIANS" ;‘gm‘_-:s‘cnmndufé-

PHOMPTLY PREPARED : °-
: 7

——

o szwmxzm‘ is invnted- .

Sheets on. approval at, 50 ‘pér cent.

E STIJIP :CO.=81 N.-1bt Stree
AGLE Kansag City, Kan. Scts.“PacLetts
;and’Albums, Approvnl sheéts'at 25 per cent,

'CHAS.—P. .0. .Box - 8250, New
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proval éheota "at.25:per_cent, commission s,
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masticating surface restored.  E=Root. prcp:rcd ‘for’crown.” X, Poréelain crown. for ‘attachment to root of
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‘Bedding and Mattresses,. ;Jo "
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WL NOTINIAN & SO, Photographers, 17 Bleury Street, MION'TRE.A L,

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

Oscient for four meals.
< fthe addition of water only in §r:

ALWAYS ORDER G U RD S

b
N

‘- pa - _“-‘ '
OUR $22 50 souo
QUARTERED OAK SIDEBOARD,

0il Polish, with a Large Bevel Plate,
ship and material of the best,

RENAUD, KING & PATTERNON,
052 Cralye Strect,

MOODIE, GRAHAM & CO.

The Universal Warchouse,

N
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5
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Workmane | ¢

,,,,,

) PICOT PARIS SOLE Pn

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

CIlIAS,

OPRIETOR

LESSIVE
PHENIX

. Makes Hard Water Soft.

Makes White Olothes Whiter.

f Makes Flannels Soft and Clean.

' Makes Fruit Stains Vanish.

Makes Tin Like Silver.

-, Makes Paint Like New.

- Makes Glassware Brilliant.

Makes Earthenware Spotless.

vy Makes Windows Like Crystal.

'Makes Baths and Sinks Olear

and Bright.

THE ONLY ARTICLE THA
CLEAN ZINC.

T WILL

For sale by Grocers and Druggists Everywhere.
FACTORY IN MONTREAL.

EVANS & SONS SOLE

AGENTS.

R. SUMMERHAYES

Dhotog aplxer,
ALL STYLES OF PHOTOS.
Children's Picturos a Specialty.

GURD

& COo.,

MONTRICA L,

A. DEMIRS, €. BRUNET.

e

140 ST, LAWRENCE MAIN STREET,
MONTREAL.

t
|
DraPBAY, SAviGNAC & Co undertake all Lmds!
of work, such as Slate, Tin and Galvamzed Shect
+ lron Roofmg al<o repairing, at very moderate prices
Srrciarry —Fitting up and repairing hot water
and steam Furnaces.

-

1 Bleur) Street,

THE VERY FINEST FINISH.

I¥PORTERS AND GENERAL DEALE2S IN

{ihoies froceries, Froiss, bs.

2567 ST. CATHERINE STREET,

Corner of MacKay,

MONTREAL.

—re—

FEDERAL TELEPHONE 1299.
BELL TELEPHONE 4690.

Tl) any Mother sending us her name and

address on a postal card, we will send
two sample ting of Nestlé's Milk Food, suti.
Nestlé's Food requires
preparation.
The st and safest diet to protect infants
sainst Summer Complaints,

Tatk vith your physician about it
THOS. LEEMING & CO.. Solo Agents,
25 St, Peter St., Montreal.

The Canada Sugar Refining Co. |

Finest Sugar Syrups in 8 and 2 ib. tins; very superior

(Limited),
MONTREAL.

in purity, consistency and flavour; an excellent substitute
for butter, preserves, etc.

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

U

DRAPEAU, SAVIENAG & 00, .
‘. ’finami&hg, 'fa'hxmherﬁ‘, koo,
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FEATHERSTON'S

A. M. FEATHERSTON 1 S7. LAWRENCE MaIN STREET & 2243 ST. CATHERINE STREET, MONTREAL

$ 3 0 o Guaranteed equal to any four dollar shoe imported.
. Rmng's ealf:

SHOE.

whole foxing: <olid stock . threc
widths,  Delivered to any express office in
Canada at 83.23. Scnd for a pair.
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