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- LIFE IN THE GREAT FORESTS OF CENTRAL AFRICA.

FROM THE ALBERT NYANZA TO THE INDIAN OCEAN

WiTH THE REAR GUARL O

BY W, L.

1HE Eanin Reney Exvroniton

STAIRS, R.E, LIFUT. AND ADJUTANT.

—

Before I start this article in the pages of the Youne.
CANADIAN 1 wish to express the pleasure it gives me in
thus wnting something that will be laid before, and read
by, Canadians.

I feel sure that it will be read mn the same kindly
spirit as it 15 wntten, and will be received by Canadians
as coming from one whu is proud to be able te number
himself as one of them.

1 propose now to give a short account of the journey
mngs of the Emin Pasha Relief Expedition in sts march
from Lake Albert Nyanza in Central Africa to the
Indian Ocean at Bagamozo opposite Zanabar and
more especially the doings of the rear guard of the Ex
pedition, which for 1700 mules was under the direct
charge of Capt. Nelson and mysclf on alternate days.

The term * Rear Guard " is given in its full military
significance, for in cach and every particular our duties
were the same practically as those of a small rear gruard
with a mihtary expedition. The utle of rear guard
which has been apphed to the force left at Yambuya s
erroneous and misleading. The correct appelation for such
a body of men would be ¢ rear column.”

That part of the journey from the Albert Nyanza to
Msalala on the Victoria Nyanza will probably prove to
be the most interesting, as the countrnies and people

seen by us were to all intents and purposes new. and |
have therefore ginen greater atteation to thas than to the
last sinv hundred and add mules from the Victorna to the
Sea.

On Apnl 1st. 188y, after many wean weeks of waiting
at our camp at Kavallis near the Albert Nyanea the fira
move towards the Indian Ocean and home was made
With over 200 Zanabans and Wazambum natives 1
marched out of camp to go two davy’ march ahead to
Magambon ~ ullage, gather finnd and wast there until the
rith when the man column shonld reach me To de
senbe my own and the men's feehngs as we marched out
of camp surrounded by a1l the Pasha ~ men and servants,
and thase of our Zanzbarnis wheo had sl some davs 1o
wait before moving, would be maore than 1 feel cap
able of.

At Last after weeks and manthe of weary marchmy and
starviyg, after nearly a vears work m the dark and
deadly forest graveyard, alter disappointiments, sickness
and death we found ourselves facing towards home, and
with us was the objert of our search. Emmn Pasha. the
Governor of Equatoria.

Around our camp fires m the forest, nigh? after night
had we talked of the day when we should be able to
say “We are going home have ' We are going towards
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the ocean and friends, cheer up. ‘Though the way
ahead be long, and the sun be hot, cach step will bring
us nearer to the sea and our homes.”

As T marched down the long lane of faces in the
camp I felt as if I could have shouted for excess of joy.

We had beaten the Forest after ~Ul, and had reached
and relieved the Pasha,  The Zanzibaris on getting out
of camp fairly ran with their loads much to the astonish-
ment of the more sedate Wazamboni who preferred to
take things more easily.

In two marches we came to Majambonis villages,
made camp, and sat down to wait until the main column
came up. Each day we collected food, and made a
camping place for Emin’s people and our own. I had
with me some half dozen Egyptian and Coptic clerks,
and an Egyptian major, one Hawash Effendi, who at
one time commanded the 2nd Battalion of Emin’s
soldiers,

By this time I had found out the sort of people these
yellow fellows were. I think I could not give you a
better idea of their
powers of begging and
spongeing than to de-
scribe a piece of con-
versation that took
place between this
major and myself.
First, though, let me
explain that the Pasha
distinctly gave this
major(Hawash Effendi)
to understand that he
was to get ready the
Pasha’s huts for him
against his coming to
Majambonis, and that
he, Hawash, was not
to ask me to help him
in any way.

One morning Hawash
came up to me smiling
and rubbing his hands
and said :

“My men have
alreadybuilt two houses
and tell me there are
no poles to be got in
this valley, and so I
shall have to build my
other houses as your
Zanzibaris are doing.”

Stairs.—Yes, that
scems to be your best
plan.

Hazwash—Now will
you just kindly give
me some dozen Zanzibaris to go out and cut poles and
rods, as they know best where to get them and can
fasten them on so much better than my men?

Stairs.—No. 1 cannot do that, as the Pasha dis-
;\ipctly ordered that you and your men were to build for

im.

Hawash.—Yes T know but won'’t you just lend me the
men to it and tic on the poles? My own men will cut
them.

Stairs.—No. I cannot even do that.

H.—Well then, will you give me six men ?

Stairs.—No.

H.—Well just give me two men for a quarter of an hour
and I will manage cverything else ?

S. (getting mad) —No. We are not your slaves. [
will not do it.

LIEUT. STAIRS, THE CANADIAN HERO OF DARKEST AFRICA.
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H, Will yon then ask Majamboni to send me some
men?

S.—His men are already busy.

A —VWill you then tell me what I am to do?

S.—Build your houses yourselves.

H—1La illah illallah 1!t

They wish to make our hard worked Zanzibaris do
cverything for them. These people who had made
slaves of the natives in their own countries were now for
the first time checked and taught that they must help
themselves, and very soon they became really useful, not
only to themseclves but to others.  On the t2th April
the column came into camp in full swing, but in sad
disorder and greatly lacking homogeneousness.  Un
fortunately on the same evening Stanley was knocked
over by his old illness and it was a month before he was
well enough for us to move ahead again.

Majambonis’ people strike one as being a very
amusing and happy race.  ‘They are just like big chil-
dren without one single thought of the morrow or what
it may bring forth.
IFrom daylight till dark
there is one constant
din of barter and trade,
and at night lusty and
noisy dancing.

Most of the native
tribes-of Central Africa
are great drinkers of
their home-brewed beer
of matama or bananas,
and Majambonis’
people by no means
were exceptions to the
rule. In fact the whole
population, male and
female, would regularly
once a week go on one
huge combined pro-
longed sprec and get
gloriously drunk.

Do not imagine the
simple native so free
from guile as to deem
him incapable of enjoy-
ing his ‘“extra strong”
home brew. At nights
sometimes one would
distinguish parties of
roysterers going down
the valley to their
homes, simply by the
loud peals of garrulous
shouts which they
emitted, and by this
shouting trace out the
different huts in the valley. The women too, dearly
love their beer, or malafu as it is here called. T grieve
to say that by the generally flabby condition of a certain
noble and gallant chicf of this district one is compelied
to believe that he has been drinking over night.

It is astonishing that herc amidst so much fertility
more matama is not grown for beer and flour making
purposes. Tons and tons of it could be raised ; but it
is here as clsewherc in Africa.  ‘Tlic natives prefer a sort
of hand to mouth existence to daily toil in the ficlds.
All natives that I have met are passionately fond of beef
or meat in almost any form, and, alas, any stage. The
whole nation appears to go wild over the slaughter of a
whole cow, even though the leading chief may have over
1000 head of these useful animals.  The fact of the
matter is that only the leading men get meat in any



quantity, the others wait till a cow dies of old age or
disease.  Milk is their staple article of diet.

The most vivid imagination can scarcely conceive any
idea of the vast amount of confusion and fierce talking
that goes on over the carcase of some newly slaughtered
cow.

Would you believe it, the Wazamboni LasH their to-
bacco to their persons ; not simply tie it on in parcels
to their belts, but regularly lash with long strings their
very precious and very small packets of tobacco to their
shoulders or waists. It is positively marvellous that
tobacco should be so valuable as to require lashing to
ones person, in a country where the soil is so admirably
suited for its growth, and the natives, so passionately
fond of smoking.

On Wednesday, May 8th, the Expedition moved out of
camp, this time to march forward for many days without
sustaining a check.  Just six _months later we marched
into Bagamozo and got our first glimpse of the sea.

Pause a moment reader, and just consider what six
months marching means.  Think how tired and weary

HOW WE WENT BOTANIZING.

BY KAY LIVINGSTONE.

‘I'rIP THE SECOND.

¢ May Margaret stood within her bow'r,
Combiug her yellow hair ;

She heard a note in Elmond wood,
Aud wish'd that she was there.

May Margaret sat in her bow’r door,
Sewing her silken scam ;

She heard a note in Elmond wood,
Amang the leaves sae green.

She let the seam fa' frae her gide,
The ncedle to her tae ;
And she's awa to Elmond wood
As fast as she cou'd gae!"
—Scottish Ballad.

Our first attempt having been of the marsh—marshy,
we decided among ourselves that the next time we
should vary the thing a little—or rather, a great deal—
for the difference between high land and low land is
surprising to others than the canny Scot. So by com-
mon consent we found ourselves wending our way up
Mount Pleasant, in search of the delicate blossoms
which gem its rocky braes in the springtime,

Our ardour had not been quenched in the least by
the long and rather tiring work of pressure, classifica-
tion and mounting. It was all nceded, we knew, to
preserve our woodland treasures, but we were not at all
sure of Teddy and the dampening effect of his experience.
Indeed, we were almost prepared for a pressing engage-
ment on his part, whatever the day or hour selected.
We trembled in our shoes as we thought of the fire of
raillery he had gone through. What s4enld we do if our
guide and protector proved obdurate? Who else knew
every foot of the Mountain as he did, or could guide us
to the sunny slopes which the /Zepaticas loved ? Not for
nothing had ‘Teddy grown up under a shadow—the
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your feet would be, and how utterly worn out and thin
you would become under the burning rays of the Equa-
torial sun!  But think also at the end of it how you
would welcome the sight of the sea again, and the
steamers resting on its bosom ready to carry you to the
end of your journey ! Can you not imagine our feelings,
and those of our men on seeing these steamers?  We
who could only make perbaps 12 miles per day with
immense labour would be carried this distance in an
hour and without fatigue ! .And three weeks of march-
ing would be done in one day’s steaming !

We had 1600 miles to foot it step by step, day by
day, week by week, month by month. Do you wonder
that our brave black boys rushed into the sea then at
Bagamozo in their frenzy of delight ?

The rear guard of which T was in charge the first day,
Capt. Nelson the next, and then I again, burnt the camp
to the ground and in half an hour had caught up with
the tail of the column.  The march was only five and a
half miles long, yet it took us the better part of the day
to get all hands up to camp.

shadow of the Royal Mountain. So Louise’s services
were once more resorted to, and almost to our surprise
with the same result as before.  Our tall young brother
promptly agreed to accompany us at any hour of the day
or night, henceforth and for—as long as the specimen
fever lasted.

‘This time we did not need to encumber ourselves with
rubbers, otherwise the equipment was much the same as
before. One important addition, however, was lunch-
eon, for our destination was far a-field, and the botanical
cases made capital picnic baskets.

Up a narrow avenue, overhung by great trees, and
separated by a matted, uneven hedge from the cabbage
garden beyond, we made our way. In summer this is a
deliciously cool and shady place, but the little brook at
the side of the road no longer babbles cheerily on its
way, for it is dried up. 1 have been told that this
avenue once led to a great, old house of the aristocracy
of the town. But suchis fame. ‘The house and its gay
hospitalities are remembered no more; nor are any
traces of them left, except in a few musty hooks which
nobody reads.

At the end of the avenue a little bank has to be
climbed, and then a long, sloping ficld, brave with Oux-
eyed daisies in the golden glow of summer. Here one
always stops and turns to look at the view, and some of
us think there is not such another view to Le had any-
where. ‘I'he trees, still only in bud ; the scattered villas ;
the gently swelling ficlds ; more houses in clusters ; ficlds
again; the blue waters of the noble river, with its
islands and rapids plainly scen through the clearest of
atmospheres ; and then away in the distance the faint
outline of far off mountains. Would you not have
lingered, as we did, unwilling to turn our backs upon so
much beauty ?

Presently, however, we were reminded by Teddy that
“the flowers that bloom in the Spring, tra-la” only last
ahout three weeks or so, and perhaps we had better be
getting on.  So the line of march had to be resumed, up
again, and away to the right, behind a screen of tall haw
bushes, soon to be covered with clusters of creamy-white
blossoms. Nearing the well-known little opening in the
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stone fence, through which hundreds of feet turn on
every summer holiday, a cry of dismay bursts from
Theo’s lips.  Is it possible that the detested barbed wire
forbids further progress?

No. Investigntion relieves our minds. 1t is a false
alarm.  Qur sylvan retreat is not barred here or clse-
where.  Its ffty different paths intersecting cach other

in every direction, plainly show from how many points it
can be reached. How fortunate we are to be able to
wander through these silent woods which belong to
us,—are outs in the best sense of the word, because we
love them so much !

Have you ever read that delicious book of Alphonse
Karr’s—<The ‘Tour Round my Garden?” If you have
not,do, 1 entreat you. Get it at once, and before long
you will come to this passage :—

“1 remember an old wood near to the house in which
I was born. What days have I passed under its thick
shade, in its green alleys ; what violets 1 have gathered
in it in the month of March, and what lilics of the
valley in the month of May; what strawberries, black-
berries and nuts 1 have eaten in it: what butterflies
and lizards I have chased and caught there ; what nests
I have discovered.  How often have T gone there at the
close of day, to recline upon a little knoll covered with
trees, to sce the glorious sun set, his oblique rays colour-
ing with red and gold the white trunks of the birch-trees
which st cound met  Zhis wood iwvas not mine: it
belonged to an old led ridden Marquis, who had, perhaps,
never been tn it {n his life—and vet it belonged to him !”

The narrow path which wound upward among the
tress had already been trodden by many feet.  We could
make no mistake in following it, even had we not known
it so well, and we were soon led to the foot of the brae
we sought.

Dozens of people must have already carried away arm-
fuls of Zrillinms, but there scemed to be no room for
more than we could see before us.  If not the greatest
favourites, Z7¢//inms are surely the best known of all our
Spring flowers. ‘They belong to the Smilax Family, with
asub order devoted to themselves, of which the name
means in threes. “The plant consists of a stout, short
stem rising from its tuberous root-stock, and bearing aloft
a circle of three broad green leaves.  There is a single
large flower, of three petals.  This flower is a very hand-
some one, purc white, and lasts a long time. It event-
ually turns pink before withering.

There are many varieties of the T»illium. One is
the Wake-Robin, spoken of by English poets.  Another
the Zrillinm erectum, which we found during our ramble,
later in the day, and in a sunnier spot.  The flower in
this case, however, has much narrower petals, and is of a
dard red colour. It is dlso known as the Purple Tril-
linum ov Birth-root, and is more uncommon than the
white varietics.

Among this wealth of “lilies™ were still to be fornd a
few Blood-roots— Sanguinaria  Canadensts.  We had
scarcely hoped to get good specimens of this plant, the
time for them being somewhat passed.  And, of course,
we were overjoyed to find them so easily.  "The wide-
open, white-flower, so delicate and yet so hardy, with its
great leaves cut into fingers almost like sea-weed, is too
well-known to need much description. 1t belongs to the
Poppy Family, and is named after the red, acrid juice
which exudes from its broken stems.  As one finds to
his cost, the red-rust stain of the juice is very hard to get
off hands or clothing.

Here also we found, well advanced, the pretty plant so
often mistaken for Aaiden-lairfern,  the Larly dleadoe
Rue- Ttis true there is a certain likeness between the
two, in their carlicr stages, so far as the shape of the
leaflets and their delicate colour go, but the sub-division
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is entirely different, and the stems are always green.
They never, in any case, assume the shining black,
which distinguishes the 2adden-kair from all others of
the Fern tribe, Tt cost us a great effort at length to turn
away from this pretty place,  We did not take much
besides our bosed specimens, for it was too carly in the
day to pick all we meant to carry home.  Qur work lay
much farther a-ficld.

One thing we were quite determined to find, if it were
to be got at all, and that was the Zrailing Arbutus so
often spoken of with affection by our neighbours across
the Border. It is true, we hardly expected to have much
luck in our quest, for others had tried hefore without
success.  Curiously enough, this lovely blossom with its
varied shading and exquisite perfume, seems to confine
itestf to but a few places in this province. Three Rivers
and certain favoured spots about lake Memphremagog
it honours with its sweet presence.  On our mountain,
however, or in our neighbourhood, I think we may say
with truth, it certainly is not.  That, at least, was the
conclusion we came to, alter some hours of patient
search,  Having come out to find .4 réutus, however, we
did not, like Hans and Peggy, decline to find anything
else.  Indeed, I may say, that when the home of the
Ilepaticas burst upon our view, we forgot all our dis-
appointment in less time than it takes to write it.  The
smooth rising ground before us was literally covered with
the little mauve and white blossoms.  Ina moment we
were down on our knees gathering them.

“Oh, oh!” cried l.ouise, from a short distance off,
“Jook at this! oh, oh! who would have anything but
this kind *

“What is it,” we all exclaimed, rushing to her.

“ Just look at this—um-m!” she cried, holding out a
dondle Llossom --a very rare thing, by the way, of the
loveliest pale pink, “and here is another—and another !
Oh, go away, you Kathleen, with your trowel ! I can't
have you digging up these little darlings, and crushing
them in your old letter-press—go away 1”

“T don’t want them,” T said, with wavering dignity,
*who wants monstrosities like that? ™

“What 11"

“ Monstrosities,” | repeated  severely, “a// double
flowersare!  You're no botanist ! ™

“1 don’t care,” she cried, hotly, “1I'm glad I'm not!
Botanists indeed! They are the monsters them-
selves 7

‘Theo tried to remind her of what had been told us at
one of the lectures.  How the pollen dust of the stamens
falls upon the young sceds in the ovary, and how these
seeds grow and grow after the pretty blossom has fallen
away, until they are ripe. How they are scattered about,
and lie in the ground waiting for the coming of Spring,
when they will grow, blossom, scatter their seed, and per-
petuate their beauty from year to year. At last she
reluctantly admitted that she did remember to have
heard all this before. .

“Oh ves. 1 know,” she said, *“the stamens give the
polien, but if they were always changed into petals to
make double flowers, it wouldnt do, 1 suppose. There
would be no pollen, and no sceds- - nor nothin’—nor
nothin®  nor nothin':*  But you can’t deny,” she added,
laughing, “that it would be a very bad botanist who
didn't like these,” holding up her newly acquired  trea-
sures, “and T don’t want to have anything to do with
him ”

Afterall Lou was a good deal in the right.  Botanists
are uscful people  “who's a-denying of it™ -but they
must miss a4 great deal of simple pleasure that the rest of
us pick up here and there.  They are said to take no
account of perfume and but little of color. T scarcely
think you would recognize this description from the




@he Foung Ganadian

Manual: you who know and love the hule fower,
“Alepatica acntiloba,  Involucre simple and three-leaved,
very elose to the flower, so as to resemble a calys : other-
wise as in Anemone . . . Leaves all mdical . . . ‘T'hree
ovate  obtuse or rounded lobes : those of the involucre
also obtuse . . . Achenia several, in a small, loose
head . oL e, e 1am swe you will agree with me
that that is no way of doing justice to our pretty ffepatica.
If this is a sample of how they go on -well, we shall not
be hard upon the botanists -perhaps they are not young
like us !

Presently bemng quite tired out with our scramble, we
sat down in a sunny place to cat our lunch and examine
our boxes.  To the general satisfaction 1t was found that
our ramble had been not only pleasant but profitable.
The boxes contained more than twenty distinet varieties
of plant life, not counting Teddy’s trees.

Fam sure you all know many of them. ‘Fhere were
two kinds of Molets, the purple and the white, the latter
sending forth a faint, sweet scent, and the deheate striped
Spring Beauty or  Clavlonia irginica, spoken of in
Hiawatha by its Iroyuots name Aiskodeed.  Our Colum-
bine, although found at that early date, was not used asa
specimen. It was not fully developed, having, T suppose,
ventured out into the cold world rather too soon.  Only
oncof us was fortunate enough to find the Dutchman's
Breeckes, which resembles, as its name implies, a tiny
pair of baggy unmentionables, white, tipped with cream
color. Itis of the same family as the well-known Bleed-
ing-Heart of our gardens.

Investigation proved the truth of a rumor concerning
the Laog's Zooth Violet or -Adder's Tougue as some call it.
Stripping the brown skin from its root. the bulb was
found to be extremely like the sharp, white eye-tooth of
our own skye terrier ‘I'yke, who naturally formed one of
the party, although not specally invited. ‘T'hen came
the Bishop’s Cap, Chickioced, Saxifrage, Anemone, Black-
berrve Raspherry, Cholecherry, beloved of hoys, 1Vidd
Strazoterry,  Dandelion ( Dent-de-lion ov Lion's Tooth),
and Celamdine as well as the 14 Grape, which Theo
had found like the poet,

“Trailing o'er the elder branches

Filling all the air with fingrance !
"Teddy’s share consisted of the small but precious blos-
soms of the shade and wild fruit trees.  Oak, Zlm,
Maple (Sugar and red varietics), Becek, Birch, Llickory,
Butter-nut and Belm-of-Gitead, the latter a near relative
of the Aspen, whose leaves tremble and flutter in a
breeze which trees of stronger mind disdain to notice.

All about us was delightfully quiet, except for the
clamorous cawing of the crows in the pines, for we were

“ Far fiom the city”s guanded gate.”

The sun shone through the budding branches, and made
us drowsily happy. The time had not yet come to avoid
his searching rays. Luncheon was of the most unpre-
tending kind.  “I'here was no dazzling tablecloth spread
out upon the short, green wirf, in mmiature representing
the hills and dales of the landscape.  The fhes did not
get into the cream, for the simple reason that ncither
cream nor flics existed just there and then, and the ants
being unaccustomed to polite society were shy, and saved
themselves from the atroeity of mustard on their sand-
wiches. Livery crumb being at length consumed, Teddy
was ordered to consign the papers in which the feast had
been hidden, to hollow graves in the crannics of the
rocks strewn about us, to bury them deep from human
ken.  Soon all traces of our orgy were disposed of.  No
evidence of human occupation reiaained.

The afternoon slipped slowly away, and still we
lingered until the levelling beams of the sun warned us
was time to go. So we picked up our belongings, and
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with many a backward glance, left the charming scene to
the lingerng sigh of the West wind, the chirp and
chatter of the bright-cyed squirrels, and  the endless dis-
course of the crows in the mountain tree-tops.

A VERY EMINENT AND VERY OLD CANADIAN.

The pleasure we have in introducing to our young
readers our liminent Young Canadians, is equalled by
that which we enjoy as we bring to their notice our
Eminent Old Canadians, and all the more so when they
are specially eminent and specially old.  Curious, too,
it is that we have again to lay the honour of birth at the
feet of Nova Scotia.

The gentleman this time is so old that 1 had almost
commenced to write about him by the “once upon a
time” of the fairy stories.  For it is almost fairyland to
us to think of a gentleman, hale and hearty, busy and
active, and one hundred years old.  His age alone is an
eminence which <ntitles him to a place in our Series.
But he is more than a very old Canadian. He is a
Soldier Canadian.  He is a Sailor Canadian.  He is a
Soldier and a Sailor that all the world has heard of, and
that everybody has praised.  And to think that the
dear old gentleman was once a Young Canadian. ‘That
“once” so long ago! His name is Sir Provo William
Parry Wallis.

Since then he has heen in many a sea, and fought in

many a battle. I shall only tell you of one. It hap-
pened in 1813, when our war-ships were out on this side
of the ocean doing duty on the American coast, Sir
Provo being on the “Shannon.”  She lay off Boston
Harbour keeping guard on two American war-ships that
were inside.  One of these, the “Chesapeake,” had
achicved some victories that made her officers a little
100 bold and boasting.  Sir Provo, on the “ Shannon,”
was burning to cool their boastings. He sent in mes-
sages asking the captan of the “ Chesapeake ” to come
out. Wearied of waiting, he at length sent a formal
challenge to have the fortunes of the two ships tried ship
to ship. ‘The “Chesapeake ™ was a larger ship than the
“Shannon,” and had more men and larger guns than
the “Shannon.” But Sir Provo did not mind that.
He wanted an opportunity of proving what he could
do. -
At length the “Chesapeake ” appeared coming out of
the harbour.  All the people on shore were beside
themselves with excitement.  ‘They had great festivities
prepared for the conquering hero of the “ Chesapeake”
when he should return to Boston after having thrashed
the “Shannon.”  Our British sailors smacked their lips
at the prospect of a good fight.  ‘Their ship stood in for
Boston Light-house, and lay to. Seeing the ¢ Chesa-
peake™ come on, she filled her sails and stood out for
more sea room. A few hours were spent in manceuvres
with each other to get a good position, and at last when
the two ships were only fifty yards apart, the “Shannon”
fired her first gun. “T'he fight was hierce and short.  The
ships came closer and closer.  The “ Shannon” boarded
the * Chesapeake,” and in twenty minutes from the first
gun, the American flag was hauled down on the “Chesa-
peake,” and the Union Jack bauled up in its place.
We can imagine the feelings of the people on the shore
as they saw their ship, with officers and crew, being
towed away up to Halifax.

‘I'his is onc of the battles that Sir Provo fought and
won, and let every Young Canadian join with us in
wishing him a very happy hundredth birthday.
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As T write, there is a’great fuss in Ottawa,  ‘The Par-
liament Buildings have all been swept and garnished.
Preparations have been going on for weeks.  The De-
partments have been busy over their Reports.  Mem-
bers have been writing for their * Rooms.”  Shops have
Leen brightening and laying in supplies for 2 brisk trade.
‘I'he hotels are all “remodelled,” as they say, and
‘“newly-furnished,” as they say too, and everything is in
readiness for the meeting of Parliament.  The soldiers
who are to be “on guard ” have drilled and polished up
their steels.  Flags are shaken out.  Everybody has on
his Lest coat.

About twenty years ago, perhaps a few years before
you were born, a very great event took place in Canada.
All the Provinces became united into one country, and
we called it the Dominion of Canada. A Capital was
chosen for each Province, and it was arranged that each
Province should have its own Parliaments, and manage
its own affairs. Then a Capital was chosen for the
whole country.  Many thought that Montreal should be
the Capital. ~ Many thought that Toronto was better.
Opinions were so different that at length the question
was sent home to our own Queen, *Where is the
Capital to be?” Her Majesty looked at Montreal on
the map, and then at Toronto, but she found it-hard to
decide. So she thought it best to choose a place half-
way between each, and that place was Ottawa. Of
course we all accepted
Her Majesty’s decision,
and Ottawa was made
the Capital, with a Par-
liament to meet there to
discuss questions about
the whole country, and
to decide in cases in
which the various Pro-
vinces could not agrece.

We began at once.
Buildings were required
for the Parliament, and
for the work of the
Government. By and by
I shall tell you of the
work of the Government,
for you must not think it
is all done by sitting in
comfortable chairs in
Parliament, or by stand-
ing making fine speeches.
So the Buildings were
commenced, and now they are completed, and for these
twenty odd years have been used for the government
of the country. ‘They stand on a hill, overlooking the
Ottawa River, and make a most handsome and imposing
pile. The grounds around them are kept beautiful with
flower beds and green sward, and the approaches are
handsome and auractive.  On the whole, we ought to
be proud of our Outawa Buildings. Some people say
they are the finest in the world, next to those in London.

Every Province clects a certain number of members
for the Parliament in Ottawa, and they all come up for
the Session to learn what is Leing done, and to vote
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when it is difficult to say what ought to be done. T'hese
gentlemen are called The House of Commons.  'They
are two hundred and fifteen in number, and as they
leave their homes and their business to attend to their
duties in Parliament, the country gives them an allow-
ance for travelling expenses, and an annual salary of one
thousand dollars each.

For fear The House of Commons should at any time
be led to decide to do something that may not be best,
or not to do something that the country requires,
another body of men, called the Senate, has been
created, as a check upon the Commons,  The Scnate is
composed of seventy-cight gentlemen,  ‘They are not
clected by the people as the Commons are.  T'hey are
simply appointed.  ‘I'he difference between a Member
of the Commons and a Senator in this respect is that the
Member gets the votes of the people, and the number of
votes decides who is to be Member; while the Senator
gets no votes at all, but is simply told by the Govern-
ment that heis to be a Senator, and a Senator he is.
The Member, too, is Mcmber only for the Parliament
for which he has had the votes. When a new Parlia-
ment is coming he has to go back and get the votes all
over again, and if he does not get them bhe cannot be
Member any longer. The Senator, however, is a Sena-
tor for life, and his annual salary is the same as the
member’s, namely, one thousand dollars a year.

Now this gives us a great many men to govern us;
too many indeed, and so the Parliament says, “Let us
choose one man to be our head, or our leader. He will
learn about the country better than we can, and he will
suggest to us what is best to be done. When he has
thought it oves well, and has suggested to us what he
thinks, we will all come up to Ottawa once a year to
talk it over and decide. We will talk "and decide, and
talk and decide, until everything is arranged, even if it
takes weeks or months.”  So they do.  ‘T'hey all come
up once a year, and
sometimes it takes several
months before everything
is done.

But the head man, or
leader who has been
chosen, finds a great deal
to do. He cannot do it
all.  He cannot  even
think of it all.  He looks
about, among the mem-
bers who have been
clected, for the men most
likely to help him. He
chooses a few of these,
who come with the
Leader and work with
him. ‘They meet a great
deal oftener than the
Parliament of course.
Indeed they give their
whole timeto the country,
and take charge of all
the different departments. ‘They are called the Cabinet,
and sometimes the Ministers, or the Ministry, or the
Qucen’s Privy Council for Canada. There are fourteen
or fiftcen of them. ‘They meet very often to plan and
carry out their work, and sometimes they have to travel
around a good deal so that they may know better what
is going on in the department under their charge. Each
member of the Cabinet has a salary of seven thousand
dollars.

We have now got, you sce, the Leader, who is called
the Premier, or First man in the country ; his Cabinet,
or Privy Council ; the Senate ; and the House of Com-

OTTAWA.



The Poung Canadian 215

mons. These gentlemen are clected or appointed for
the Dominion Government,~—that is for the management
of all matters that the Provinces cannot manage very
well for themselves, for such matters in one Province
that other Provinces may be interested in, and to make
sure that none of the Provinces shall make laws for
themselves that might be hurtful to another Province,
or to the country as a whole. .

Our young Canadians have not been taught to bother
themselves about these things.  Why, we do not know,
unless it be just by custom,  But it is a great mistake.
We want our country to be o great nation.  We want to
learn all cbout it ; to take a pride in it ; and to vie with
cach other in what we know., No young Canadian is
too young to begin.  Next to our duty to the good
God who has given us this happy land to live -in, to
our parents who love us so well, and to our sisters
and brothers around us, there 15 no duty so sacred as
that we owe to our native land. Now, how can we per-
form our duty to our native land, if we know httle about
it? How can the young Canadians in the West love
those in the Bast if they do not care to read about them,
to know what they are busy with, how they are getting
on, and what they want to make of themselves.

Our grown up newspapers try to do that for our grown
up people. TuE Younc Canapian is going to o that
for our young people. We have sent a special editor
to Ottawa who will go to the Parliament Buildings and
say “I come from Tui Youn: CanNapian.” A

special chair will be given us.  We shall go out and
come m.  We shall see everything and hear everytning
that our young readers should know.  We shall call at
Rideau Hall where His Eacellency lives, and leave for
him and for his excellent lady, two cards “‘I'He Younc
Canavian.” ‘Their Excellencies will be pleased. They
will invite ‘THE Younc Casapian to their entertain-
ments.  ‘The citizens in Ottawa will invite THE YouNe
Caxapiax.  We shall be here, there, and everywhere.
When the mysterious little bell rings in Parliament to
call the members to their work, we shall be there too.
We shall go in with a smile on our youthful face. Sir
John, (he is the Premier you know) will have his eye on
us.  Mr. Laurier, the Leader of the Opposition, (I must
tell you about that next week) will have his eye on us.
When Lady Stanley comes to her Gallery to see what is
going on, she will have her eyc on us.  All the Mem-
bers will know that we young Canadians are listening,
—a million of us, to what they say ; that our cyes, two
million of them, are watching all that is done ; that at
our fire-sides, a million of them, what they say and do
will be talked about.  We shall clap our hands with
Canadian lustiness when they are brave for what they
think right, and polite 1o all who do not agree with
them. And we shall sit in mute silence when they dis-
appoint us,—only in mute silence. But what a silence
it will be! One million young Canadians in mute
silence !
Epitor.

MAY-DAY.

How we long for it, after our snow and ice! Birds,
flowers, green fields, shady trees, how delicious is the
thought of them! Nowonder May-Day has always been
full of dance and song !

Among the old Romans the Floral Games lasted for
days—a regular stampede for summer fun. In our own
olden times we did our best to follow the good example.
We began at break of day. We were impatient to be
off. Flowers and hawthorn branches were gathered,
and carried home to triumphal music of horns and
tabors. Every window and door in the village was deco-
rated. The decorations came to be called ¢ May,” and
the fun was “Dbringing home the May.” or “going a
May-ing.” ‘The fairest maid was crowned “Queen of
the May.” Young people met, and danced, and sang,
and frolicked. We can’t do it now. We've grown too
old and stiff. ‘The Lords and ILadies came down to see
the sport. Lven the King and Queen mingled in the
joy of their subjects. Alas! for the days that are
no more !

They could not stop at the windows and doors, these
dear old charming, simple, natural, happy folks. More
flowers! More play! They got a pole, a May-pole, like
the mast of a ship, and fixed it on the market-place,
covered it with flower-wreaths, and danced around it till
sunset.  ‘There it stood from year to year, as important
a part of rural life, as our Court House or County Jail
is now. By-and-byec came along our good Puritan fore-
fathers with their dread of a laugh and their horror of
sunshine, and tore up the May-poles. But the disposi-
tion of the people would out. Play they must have.
The poles were brought back again. And fortunately
for us, ds the English people most distinctly to this day

show traces of that healthful, wholesome country life that
we delight ever to read about. What may our descendants
say when they come to find out that we have given
it up!

The “Queen of the May,” however, did not join in
the sunny revelries, which was a great mistake in Her
Majesty.  She was dressed up and placed in an arbour
near the pole, where all might admire her. She was
almost smothered in flowers. A crusty old bachelor
friend of mine says the admiration made up for the loss
of the fun. T am sure I do not think so. Pretty little
maidens love fun as much as anybody else. Indeed, I
find they love it more, and very often it is their love of
fun that makes them look so pretty.

In our own day, in London, the memory of the good
old times is kept up by some absurd imitations. The
chimney-sweeps dress up very oddly, carrying with them
a man hidden in an arbour of evergreens. They shout
and dance to rather unmusical music, and beg for money
for a feast. Until recently, the London milkmaids too
used to dress up a cow in flowers and garlands, and
dance through the streets early in the morning of May-
Day. In Scotland the country maidens still go out at
sunrise to bathe their faces in May dew. 1 have often
scen, around Prince Arthur’s seat in Edinburgh, gay and
merry bands of laughing Scotch lassies in their quest of
May morning beauty. If the carly dew did not bestow
it, something clse did. A fresher, happier, lovelier spec-
tacle I have never scen. How could we introduce May
dew into Canada? The Twenty-Fourth is too late.
We should have a Spring National Outing to preserve
our very complexions.

Exip.
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IS A MIGH-CLASS ILLUSTRATED WEERLY MAGAZINL I'OR TUE
YOUNG FLOPLE OF CANADA

I'tS AIM

Ts to foster a national pride in Canadian progrees, history, manufactures,
science, hiterature, art, and poutcs, 10 diaw the young peaple of the
Provinces closer together, and tainspire thon with a senee of the sucred
and responatlibe duties they owe to ther witive couttry,
N
I''S FEATURES

Are Original Literary and Artistic Matte#; Fine Pager; Clear Type: Toplcs
of the Day at Home joul Abroads Tilusteated Peseriptions of our Judusrics
and of our Vablic Warka; Dopartimenta in lHistory, Botany, Eutomology,
cte.y with prizen to cnicourace excellenee; a Reading Club, for gundance i
l»ou{(s for the yaung, an invalaable help to familics where aceess to hibrarics
iw uncertaing u Post Bag of guections aud snswers on everything that
interenta tho young: and u means of providing for tho jwoplo of the
Dombmon a thorauzhly higheclass Magazine of Canadian uim, Canadian
futerest, and Canadian sentiment,

THIE SUBSCRIPTION PRICE

Is‘I'wo Dollars per annum, in advance, with reduced rates for clubs of ten
and twenty,  Sanseriptions may commenee at any time. Money should be
sent by PO, OQader or Bauk Clicque.

A LIMITED SPACE

Is allatted for hich-clase .dvertigements, and as The Youug Canadian is tho
only younz propleat Magazine in Canudiy it is the moxt direct means of
reaching their eye and car.

Address:
THE YOUNG CANADIAN CO.,

80X 1896. MONTREAL.

ST. GEORGE.

There are o versions of the history of this soldeer
saint. Aceording to one he has won fame by no men
of hisoan. He contmed o mahe himself popular by
senvile flattery to those o power. He made a contract
to supply the anmy with bacon, and managed  the affair
so unstruptlowsly that he succeeded i galing up a for-
tune for hunself, but had to shap the country to avoid o
few unpleasant eapusures. They had skippers in those
days, if they had not the word “ship.”  He took wa
new trade abroad, a hind o semi-religious, semi-some-
thing Jse hind of thang, i which he had an opportunny
of plundening temples and inhabitants, tll his conduct
became unendurable. A few ups and duwns of this hind
led eventually o his bung dragged to prison. His dupes,
however, thought prison 100 good for him, brokes open
the doors, murdered him, and tossed  his body into the
seia. “This death at the hands of Pagans seems to be all
the title St. George had to martyrdom, and so to being
made asaint. . Romaence cast o halo around him.

The other story of him is a much pleasanter one, and
gives him his title to famé from bold deeds in the cause of
religion, and from losing his head in the cause. At all
cvents he has long been held in great honour in England.
The festival in honour of his *day ™ in the Calendar was
made memorable by the creauon of the noble Qrder of
St George, or the Blue Garnter. Tt was celebrated by a
grand jost.  Forty of England’s hestand bravest knights
gave a challenge to the chinalny of Burope, and a mag-
nilicent tournament was the result,

A NEW IDEA.

Tt is a fact that a zroat deal of study is now being put
upon the advertising pages of our leading periodicals.
Laperts write advertisuments, the best artists  design
Hlustrations, and it is a mauter of considerable interest,
therefore, when one of the leading advertising firms of
this continent announce that they have published a
sample book, in which they show 200 or more different
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advertisements they have written and designed for their
customers.  Alden & Faxon, Cincinnati, Ohio, have just
published a book with this title, and will send it on
receipt of six cents in stamps.  The collection is quite
unique, and shows what versatility there is in the Ameri-
can mind, regarding the wants and necessities of people
who read newspapers.  In addition to the advertise
ments, information and hints are given to advertisers,
whether they are old and experienced, or whether they
are just starting on the road to fame and fortune, with
the newspapers as their capital.

——) @ O e

DO OUR LITTLE TOTS PAY ?

Docs a two-year old baby pay for itself up to the time
it reaches that interesting age? Sometimes I think not.
I thought so yesterday when my own baby slipped into
my study and scrubbed the carpet and his best dress
with my bottle of ink. He was playing in the coal-hod
ten winutes after a clean dress was put on him, and
later in the day he pasted fifty cents worth of postage
stamps on the parlour wall, and poured a dollar’s worth
of the choicest whiterose perfume out of the window
“to see it wain.”

‘Then he dug out the centre of a nice baked loaf of
cake, and was found in the middie of the dining-room
table, with the sugar-bowl between his legs, and most of
the contents in his stomach.

He has already cost more than $100 in doctor bills,
and 1 feel that 1 am right in atuibuting my few gray
hairs to the misery I endured while walking ‘the floor
with him at night during the first year of his life.

What has he cever done to pay me for that?

Ah! I hear his little feet pattering along out in the
hall. T hear his little ripple of laughter because he has
escaped from his mother, and has found his way up to
a1y study at a forbidden hour. But the door is closed.
The worthless little vagabond can’t get in, and I won't
open it for him. No I wont. T can't be disturbed
when I'm writing.  He can just cry, if he wants to; 1
won't be bothered , for—*rat, tat, tat,” go his dimpled
knuckles on the door. T sit in silence.  “ Rat, tat,
tat.”

I sit perfectly still.

“Papa.”

No reply.

“Peeze, papa.”

Grim silence.

“Baby tum in; pecze, papa.”

He shall not come in.

“ My papa.”

I wrote on.

“Papa,” says the little voice; “1 lub my papa, peeze
let baby in.”

I am not quite a brute, and 1 throw open the door.
In be comes, with out-stretched little arms and laughing
face. T caught him up in my arms, and his warm, soft
little arms go around my neck, they are not very clean,
little cheek laid close to mine, the baby voice says
sweetly, “I lub my papa.”

Docs he pay?

Well, I guess hedoes!  He has cost me many anxious
days and nights. He has cost me time and money and
selfesacrifice. He has cost me pain and sorrow. He
has cost much. But he has paid for it all again and
again in whispering these three little words in my car—
T lub papa.”

Our children pay when their first feeble little cries fill
our hearts with the motherly love and fatherly love that
ought never to fail among all carthly passions. .
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OUR BOOKS AND BOOK-MAKERS.

Some day I will tell you how a book is written, though
that may not be an casy matter.  And some other day
I will describe how it is printed  avery curious process
too. ‘l'o-day I am going to put the cart before the horse
and tell you how books are bound, and perhaps when
vou know all the laborr and care that are expended
upon them you will be less callous to their feclings. A
good book, with a good binding, should be one of our
very best friends, and no true-hearted young Canadian
would willingly disregard the feclings of a fricnd.

Long ago, after an author had written his book, he
handed it over, not to a printer or to a publisher, but to
a transriber  aman who sat down and wrote out a copy
of it. After this copy was finished he wrote anvther,
and then another, a very slow process indeed.  The
book was then passed over 1o an artist who set his in
genuity to work tu decurate it with faney titles, and much
very pretty urnamentation was sometimes indulged in.
It was then sent to the man who was what we should
call the binder, but he was not a binder according to our
notion.  He put the book un to a roller about thirteen
inches long.  The two ends he finished off neatly with
metal or ivory knobs.  As many decurations were put
on outside as he could well devise, and then the whole
thing, for safety, was put into a neat casc of parchment
or wood. The box, too, was made as pretty as it could
be, and the portrait of the author was sometimes put on
it.  He was very proud of his work, and he had good
reason. ‘These were the days of working for the love of
work, before the days of working for the love of money.

Some of them were very gorgeous.  T'he wooden cases
were often richly carved. and they were oceasionally
made lunger than the buuk, so that it might b wasily
held in the hand.  ‘Fhey had their editions de luxe also,
and vied with each other in decorations of ivory, silver,
and gold. 1 am now looking at a cut of an old and
beautiful Bible believed to have been the property of
King Charles 1., and to have been presented by him to
one of the Bishops who attended His Royal Highness.
It is bound in blue velvet, and decorated with the royal
coronet in silver, precious stones, and gold.

\When we first began o print our buoks instead of
having them copicd, the printing was pretty mach in
imitation of the copying, and the Linding was abso m
imitation of the work of the carly monks, who were the
copyists and the hinders.  The work was gradually tahen
vut of the hands of the goud Wld wunks, who seun found
other things to du, and buok making wnd buok binding
became a regular trade. It bas nuw become almust a
professivn.  Men who love buoks are as particular as to
their bindmg <» they arc as to thedr contents. Franue is
famous fur its binding, but Londun hulds its vwn againsg
the world fur the beauty, dasticity, and durability of it
Lindings. There are men in Londun who have carned
for themsehes as much fame in buok binding as any
have done in book-writing. Of one, Lewis, it is said
“his books appear to move on »ilk hinges.”

After the sheets are printed they are dried by being
bung up on poles for a time.  “They are then made
smooth by very heavy pressure.  “The nest process is
the *folding” of the sheets into the
size required for the book. In 2
library or book-shop, there scems o
us 10 be lide rule in this matter.

SEWING ROOKRS.

Every hook acems 10 come out in a
size decided cither by chanee, or by
its own sweet will,  We find. how-
ever, A law in this, as in most things.
If you take a sheet and fold it anc
it makes a big book.  Fold it wwice
and vou have anothersize.  Go on in
this way and you get a good varicty,
but all according to some law. In
this way we have azmes for the sizes
derived from the number of folds,
If & sheet is folded cight times, we
«et a volume iz “octave,” and so on.
It is an casy matter 10 fold a sheet
that has not heen printed.  But as
the pages on the sheet, cight of them
in an octavo, arc all printed, not after
cach other, but so that they will
come after cach other when folded,
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the matter of folding becomes rather ditticult.  Upon
this depends much of the beauty of the book.  In these
days of machinery, it has, of course, been tried to arrive
at accuracy in folding by this means.  But, strange to
say, folding is one of the few things in which mechanical
accuracy is surpassed by that of the human hand.  Most
of the folding is done by women.

‘The sheets are then **collated,” or gathered together
in distinct books, in quires of twenty-four sheets at a
time. You may have noticed, as 1 have done, letters
printed on the lower margin of pages in books, 3, 1, ¢,
cte.  And you may have wondered, as 1 too have done,
what these were for.  “That is the “signature,” and in
collating, or gathering together the sheets, they are kept
in their order, by the alphabet, a, 1, ¢, and so on, 5o that
the order is preserved till the end of each volume., ‘The
books in this form are now pressed to the desired solidity.
Small cuts are nest sawed as marks for stitching. The
sheets thus © collated,” or gathered in their proper order,
and “sawed ” and marked for stitching, are then carriez
to the sewing bench.  ‘They are laid in a frame and
sewed, sheet on to sheet, until a whole volume is done.
‘I'his is a very neat and important process, and is also
confided to women. ‘The kind of thread and the kind
of sewing depends upon the destination of the book, and
upon the quality of the binding to be done.  You may
casily fmagine, for instance, that the huge books you see
on bank and oftice desks require a treatment quite differ-
ent from what is needed for a lady’s boudoir table.  And
for school alas, we have not yei discovered anything
strong enough. ‘T'he sewing is the last stage in the “pre-
paration” of the book.

‘I'he next stage is the  “forwarding.” The “fly
leaves™ are put on, pasted to the back on each side.
[t is then trimmed,—placed in a machine with a broad
strong knife above it. - The knife is brought down with
slow, but sure and ruthless pace, just like a guillotine,
and cuts everything that comes in its way. It made me
shiver to look at it.  Glue is next applied to the back,
10 strengthen the sewing.  The books are then
 backed.” ‘This is a very pretty process, and is done
by machinery. A lining of paper, or cloth, or leather
is put round the back, and the shape is at the same time
given to the back itself,- the round shape that gives
such a nice comfortable fecling to the book when we
open it.

Meantime in another department of the rade *cases™
are being prepared, and the book now passes into the
hands of the “ finisher.”  Boards have been cut in large
quantities by machinery.  T'wo are taken for cach hook,
cach pair of boards being, of course, identical in size.
Clath is pasted on to the hoards, and the space left be-
tween the two corresponds to the thickness of the hook
that is to be placed within their strong protection.  The

TRIMMING PAPER.

GLULING THE BACKS OF BOORKRS.

back of the hook and the cloth or leather between the
boards are then glued together.  When the cover is
merely of paper, this is all that is necessary, and the
thing is ready for the market.  Our cheap twenty-five,
fifty, or seventy-five cent books are of this kind.  But
cloth binding, and other more expensive sorts require
much further care.

In olden times the fine work on the outside of books
was done by hand. Now we have machines that do it,
and dc it better, and that get through as many books in
half a minute as a man used to produce in a week.
Look at any book zou arce fond of and sce how it is
decorated.  Perhaps a ship, or a lion, or a landscape
is stamped on the cover. ‘There may be a boy perched
away up on a mast head in a man-of war, or a girl read-
ing deliglitfully in a shady nook. How is all this done ?
We can not only see the decoration, but we can feel it
with our hands standing out from the level board.

An artist first draws the design on paper.  The de-
sign is then cut in steel or brass, and made into a strong
metal block. ‘The Loard of the hook receives the im-
pression of this block at one very quick and dccided
stroke, and the title on the back may be done in the
same way.  Sometimes the block is heated to give a
very clear and distinct impression.  ‘This kind of stamp-
ing is called “blind,”—that is, the form, the impression,
is made, but only in the colour ot the hoard itself.
When the letters, or scenes, or devices, are done in
zold, »ilver, or in colours, these are added before the
stamping. and the stamping fixes and finishes the cffect.
Rare and costly books have gencrally rich and ox
pensive designs. Qur common books are decorated by
the thousand from one pattern, which is one reason of
their cheapness.  In one of our book-binderies I saw
designs that had been prepared for albums and special
buoks for our Governor-Generals, and one  that was
heing beautifully and carefully exceuted for Her Majesty.
It zeas a beauty, and you should have scen the face of
the binder as he stroked it with the corner of his apron.
I wish Her Majesty could have seen that. It would
certainly have given her as much happiness as the beau-
tiful binding could have given, for our good Qucen is
more pleased with asmile from an honest face than by
all the pomp and style with which she is surrounded.

“All sorts of bindings you have™ 1 ventured to re-
mark to the honest face.

“Oh! yes, indeed: paper. staw-hoard, mill-board,
leather, halfleather, =alf, halfcalf, Morocco, Russian g
light and flexible, heavy and ponderous; for school,
home, office, hank, library, presentation, de fnxe, "

We might have gone on il this time, if my attention
had not Deen arrested by a workman who was gilding
the cdges.  When the hook was “trimimed,” after
having passed through the guillotine, it looked like a
mass of solid marble, instead of a clump of paper sheets.
To my surprise he took a sharp knife and scraped the
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ctges very much as 1 have seen a cobbler do the sole of
4 new shoe, and the edges of the sheets seemed as solid
as the shoe leather. When the scraping was done, and
the fine dust of shavings had been wiped off; he put a
thin coating of varmsh along, and then laid on his gold
leaf.  Have you ever seen any one handle a
paper of gold-leaf ?  How light itis! FHow
brittle!  You cunnot touch it—you dare not
breathe upon it.  Hardly can you look at it
without its quivering and shuddering with
fear of a ruthless hand.

My interest in the gilding led my friend
to shew me another decoration that [ had
almost passed by, but which pleased me
more than anything I had seen. It is called
“marbling.” You have often scen it. I know,
but you may not have observed st There .
is a difference hetween secing and observing,
1 had seen the marbling before, many a ume,
I now went to observe it. You know what
I mean.—that wavy, winding, rolling, run.
ning colouring on the edges of the pages
that looks like marble.  Itis done in this
way. A basin or box is filled with a pre.
paration of thick gum, solid cnough 1o
prevent from sinking down into it some
colours that are going to be poured on to it.

.

A BELL MUFFLED FOR 170 YEARS.

« The spire of St. Helen'’s Church, Ryde, Isle of Wighe,
which was built at the beginning of the last century,
was shortly after completion struck by lightning, and it
was belicved that a large bell was broken at the same
time.  “This week Churchwarden Calloway went into the
belfry, and out of curiosity examined the bell.  Instead
of acrack he found that a picce of wood which had been
broken from the wheel was pressing against the bell, and
stopping the vibration.  On removing this, the bell, after
being muffled for 170 years, rang out in a way which
astonished the inhabitants.

- T W e e e et e e
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All around stand pots of various colours, red, blue,
yellow, brown, and other gay and clear colours,
Each pot has a brush of its own. ‘The marbler takes
a brush from the brown pot and sprinkles some
brown colour on to the gum in the basin,  “The blue
brush, the red, the yellow, follow in their turn.  With
a pen he then makes a few light streaks through the
colours, mixing them only in the very slightest fashion,
A comb is his next tool, which he very carcfully
draws from end to end of the basin. touching the
colours just as if he loved them too much to disturh
them, but was desirous to introduce them to each other,
‘The teeth of the comb dmws one colour through
another, without mixing them, and leaves a very pretty
imitation of marble lying on the top of the basin,  The
edges of the book, or rather the book itself, held very
tight, before the cover is put on, is dipped not 22, but
on 1o this marble, unnecessary colour is washed off- and
immediately the thing is done.  Sometimes the colour
is sprinkled on to the edges, which gives quite a different
effect.

I wish I could have spice to tell you about the ruling
machine,—now long rows of little nimble pens, with
different coloured inks, rule paper on both sides at one
time, for our letters, exercise books, accounts, diaries,
and everything of that sort; of the punching machines
for making the holes around our postage siamps, and in
our cheque-books ; of the machine for putting the num-
bers on pages of large bank ledgers: and of the dex-
terous young girls 1 saw putting our notepaper mto neat
pachages for the shops, but perhaps some other day 1
shall.  Meantime, I hope my young Canadians have en-
joved my visit 10 a Book-hindery as much as I myself did.

RULING PAPER.

INDUSTRIA.
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A NEW FEATURE.

A curiosity will be seen at the World's Fair next year.
The United States Navy Exhibit is 1o be shown ina
war-ship built upon piles driven into the border of the
lake.  Of brick 1t will be, and not of wood or of steel, as
old and new war-ships arc made of. It is to be a per-
fect model of a modern war-ship—one of those huge and
complete floating arsenals which cost nowadays three
millions of dollars apicee, with turrets, torpedo boats,
torpedo ncts and booms, boats, anchors, chain cables,
davits, awnings, deck fittings, and cvery application for
cfficient service, and manned throughout by officers,
soldicrs, and marincs.
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MRS. MAYBURN'S TWINS.

‘I'ne Srory or ONE Dav.

BY JOUN HABBERTON,

tHy specrd arrangement with Messes,°I B Peterson & firos., Philudelphial

“ Oh, did bad mamma hurt her dear little beeboy ?”
said mamma, dropping the comb and kissing the child ;
“well, she sha'n’t do it any more; there,” and mamma
tricd with her hands to put the larger tangles on what-
ever part of the head they rightly belonged to, fixing
them in place with the wet brush,

“ Come, pet, arent you ready?” shouted a manly
voice from somewhere below.

“ Right away, dear,” replied mamma.  * Run, Freddic,
and tell Bridget to husry upstairs to baby.”

“ 1 can’t find my necktie,” said Fred.

Mamma stood Bobboker on the floor, sratched a
ribbon from a drawer, tied it about Fred’s neck, and
pushed him toward the door ; then she picked up Bob-
boker and hurried down-stairs, where papa, who was in
his seat at the foot of the table, remarked :

“ We're ten minutes late again, little girl.
could be more punctual.”

Mamma looked at the lid of the coffee-pot, and the
lid did not melt, which showed what excellent metal it
was made of.  Assoon as mamma and the three children
were seated, papa asked a blessing, and all mamma knew
about it was that she shut her eves and remembered that
she had not dressed her own hair, and that she had for-
gotten to tell Bridget not to move out the children’s bed
again without replacing the castor that had dropped from
one of the legs, leaving the latter to stump, so 1o speak,
across and through the matting. Papa completed his
devotional excrcise before mamma got through wondering
whether there was or was not in the store-room a picce of
matting that would replace the width ruined by the leg of
the ln.(] but Bobboker recalled her to present scenes l))
pulling hcr sleeve and saying :

* Mamma, ‘our py'ate is ’ooked down to cnough;”
while papa hu;,hgd and said :

“ Any time to-day will do for my coffee, little girl.”

Mamma poured two cups of coffee hastily, and took a
sip from ong, for it did scem as if she would break in two
unless she swallowed something at once.  Then she
served and put sugar and milk on three saucers of oat-
meal, poured three cups of milk, reminded Fred that he
had not put on his napkin, helped her husband from the
side dishes nearest her, and began to cut a mouthful
from the fragment of ham her hushand had passed her,
when back came  Fred’s saucer for more oatmeal :
Bertha's saucer followed. and then Bobboker remembered
the promised lump of sugar. A\ second cup of coffee for
M. Mayburn consumed 2 minute or two; Bertha’s meat
had to be cut for her, because she was quite awkward
with knife and fork, but finally mamma got that mouthful
of meat to her lips, and was buttering a piece of bread,
when Bobboker remarked :

“’Awnt mamma to wheed Bobhoker.”

* Mamma’s beeboy feed himself, like a great big man,”
suggested mamma, as she bit m(luslnousl\' at the brc1d

“ Bobboker isn't big manny ; Bobboker dot saw om.™
(Sorearm.)

This was too much for mamma, for Bobboker's right
shoulder had once been dislocated, and he had been
told of it so often, in sympathetic terms, that he was dis-
posed to rate the accident at its full value.  So mamma
took the spoon, and fed the little fellow, and between
two mouthfuls he said, *“ Dee mamma,” which for the

1 wish we
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moment comforted mamma more than a full meal could
have done.  But she knew that as foundation for a busy
morning a full heart could not take the place of an
empty stomach, so she again attempted to get something
from her plate, and succeeded to the extent of a mouth-
ful or two of meat and a single picce of fried potato,
when Bobboker protested 5 said be,

“ Bobboker tummuk aw empaty some more.”

Everybedy laughed at this, but papa was thoughtful
¢nough of the family welfare to say:

“ Do see that he eats enough, won't you, dear?”

“ Oh, yes!” said mamma, in such a way that papa
looked up.in surprise¢, upon which mamma looked down
without being able to sce distinctly for a moment. But
her husband was finishing his breakfast ; he would go in
a moment, and not return for several hours ; he was her
husband—her dearest—and somechow she had hardly
seen him or spoken to him that morning.  She wanted
to say something or hear him say something before he
went, but her head was in such a tired whirl, that she
could not think of anything to say—not, it seemed, as if
she were to die for not doing it. At last she succeeded
in asking :

“What is the news this morning ?”

“ Onh, nothing—yes, there is too: such a jolly row
between the Mayor and the Police Commissioners.  Just
let me read you a bit of it.”  And papa read, in merry
humor, a scene from the proceedings, and laughed s0
heartily, that mamma, like the good wife that she was,
laughed too, though she wondered what there was funny
or even mtucmn" in the story.

“There T said papa, suddenly pockcmw the paper,
and arising from the table, ¢ this isn’t business. I must
be off ~l)yc-l)yc.” Papa kissed each of the children
hastily, touching his lips to brow, nose, or hair according
10 whatever was the casiest spot to reach.  He devoted
a littdle more time to mamma, stooping over her and
putting an arm about her neck; when he started to go,
he found one of mamma’s arms around his waist as
tightly as if it intended to remain there, and mamma’s
head was leaning against him, as if it, too, wanted to
stay.

“ Bless you, pet,” said papa, “ you do love me, don’t
you ?”

“ Love you ¥’ exclaimed mamma.  Then she held him
tighter, and he stroked her hair, and Bobboker re-
marked :

“AMamma mus’ not ‘pash wawtoo in her facey;” at
which papa looked down for an explanation, and saw
that mamma was crying.  The tears were promptly
kissed out of her eyes, but more came, and papa asked :

“ My poor little girl, what is the matter?”

Mamma swallowed something that was not food, and
answered,

‘* Oh, nothing—-yes—a great deal.
had any time together.”

“\Why, we have every evening together,” said papa.

“Yeg,” said mamma. It was not the word, but the
tone in which she said it, that made papa look at her in-
qQuiringly, tenderly, pityingly, irresolutely, and then to
press her head ughtly agamst him. Both were quiet for
a moment ; then papa Tooked at the clock kissed his
wile again, whispered, “ Poor litte girl,” and hurried off
10 his business, though, as he donned his overcoat and
hat in the hall, he s'ud something in a low tone, to the
man in the hat-rack Mirror, about the peculiar ways of
women.

I'apa had havdly left the dining-room when Fred got
out of his chair, and, hurrying to mamma’s side, hugged her
and kissed her wost tcndul\ though he said not a word :
then he pressed his soft cheek to mamma’s cheek, at
which mamma’s cycs broke down again ; Init she pushcd

I wish we ever
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back her chair and dragged Fred up into her lap and
gave back to him all his kisses and embraces, and said :

“ Mamma’s darling—mamma’s fricnd—mamma’s dear
great heart.”

“ 1 don't know what you're crying about,” said Fred,
as soon as he was allowed breath enough to speak with ¢
“ but I'm awful sorry for you. Are you sick?”

“ No, dear old fellow—only tired-—oh, so tired !”

“ What makes you so tired >” asked Fred.

 Oh, baby—and little children who won't dress them-
selves in the morning without being continually watched
and scolded by mamma.”

“ Well, mamma,” said I'red, sitting upright and look-
ing honestly into her eyes “I didn't see that shoe this
morning until I stumbled right over it.”

“ You weren't looking for it, little boy; that is the
reason you didn't find it. If you would only keep your
mind upon whatever you have to do mamma would be
saved thousands of troubles.”

“ Well, I put my mind on things, but it comes right
off again when I don’t know anything about it,” explained
Fred.

While mamma had been caressing Ired and talking
with him, she had felt one of her cheeks being kissed,
and an arm about her neck which she knew was Bertha’s ;
but she affected not to notice cither while it seemed she
could do something toward reforming Fred. ‘The boy’s
reply, however, was more than she could answer at once,
so she put an arm around Bertha, and Bertha tried to
climb into her lap, and mamma worked Fred to onc side
and dragged Bertha up on the other side, and Bertha
scrutinized the entire operation until she was satisfied
that she was as completely in mamma’s lap as Fred was;
then both children sat there like a double-backed chair
weighing a hundred pounds, and so ricketty that it
took both of mamma's arms to hold it together. The
proceeding did not escape the notice of another member
of the family, who exclaimed :

“ Bobboker "awnts to det in mamma’s ‘ap t00.”

“ Darhings,” said mamma, as she rather abruptly
spilled the children, one on each side, * mamma’s afraid
you'll have to get down ; she can't hold three at-a time.”

“ Bobboker,” said Fred, with a pout, * you're a selfish,
piggish little thing.”

* He always wants to do what he sces any one else
do,” said Bertha.

“ Sh~h—h!" said mamma.
want to do whatever Fred does?  And, Fred, you must
never call little people bad names.  Mamma wight call
you worse names, if she judged your chamacter by your
actions.

* But don’t you sce, mamma,” explained Bertha, ¢ I'm
a twins, and Bobhoker isn’t.”

* Well,” said Fred, going around to Bobboker's chair
and -putting his arm around his little brother’s neck,
curls and all, “he’s a ignorant ‘ittle sweets, an’ budder
s'ant boose him.”

“ Ow- -ye—ngya ¥ screamed Bobboker.

“There ¥ exclaimed Fred, retiring promptly ; * just
see how hateful he is when I try to love him ¥”

“ Your arm pulled his hair,” said mamma.

* Gooduess " exclaimed Fred; “something’s afieays
doing something to that young one.”

““T'ell him you didn't mean to hurt him—pet him a
littte,” said mamma ; but Fred had already whisked owmt
of the room, so mamma explained in his stead, and
pacificd her beeboy. Then she looked at her plate
again, and did not seem particularly pleased at what she
saw, for the ham was glued down by cold gravy and the
slices of fried potatoes had warped, like scraps of leather
that bad lain in the sun.  But she linished her slice of
bread, and tasted the coffee to find it had grown cold

* Doesn’t my little girl
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and of that sickish sweetness which some sugar causes
when it has been in solution for a few moments ; so she
poured a fresh cup, drank it in haste, took Bobboker,
and went upstairs to relieve Bridget, first reminding
Bertha that"within half an hour she and Fred must start
for school.

Reaching her own room, mamma found her bed neatly
made.  She disliked to disarrange neatly made beds’:
nevertheless she dropped down upon her couch, taking
baby with her, while Bobboker climbed up on the other
side, putting one elbow upon mamma’s waist, and one
hand 1n her neck, which tickled her terribly.  As for The
Jefful, she smacked her lips, and looked inquiringly at
mamma, and put her thumb in her mouth, and took it
out and smacked her lips again.

“ Dear, dear!” sighed mamma, “T’ve forgotten to
bring baby her breakfast. Will mamma’s beeboy go
down to Bridget and ask her for 2 cup of milk and some
crackers for the baby ?”

“ T ca’t,” said Bobhboker, who did not know how to say
“can’t.” ’

¢ Oh, do-=for poor tired mamma ?”

“ 1 ca't-—Bobboker wants to lom you.”

“ You can love me all you like when you come back,”
said mamma.

“1cat”

** Please 2”

v “"x\lus’n’t say ‘pease’ to Bobhoker—makes Bobboker
y.

* Well, you shall cry all you like when you bring the
baby’s breakfast.” )

1 ca’t—"awuts to K’y now.”

“ Well, cry—cry ever o much, and then get the baby's
breakfast.”

This permission rather mystificd Bobboker, and he
looked at mamma very sternly, but her face did not
change, so the child scrambled off the bed and dis-
appeared.  ‘Then the Jefful asked again, and more em-
phatically, for her breakfast, and mamma played with
her so as to make her temporarily forget her physical
needs.  This plan succeeded for several moments, but
‘The Jefful's monitor within suddenly prompted her, while
right in the middle of a merry crow, to return to life's
duties, and she did not hold her peace a second until
mamma arose, took her on her shoulder, and descended
to the dining-room, where she found Bobhoker taking
the scraps from the various plates and putting them where
children imagine such things will do the most good.
while Bridget was eating industriously and apparently
ignoring the child’s existence.  Now Bobboker's digestion
was anything but good, as Bridget had been told some
scores of times, and ham was a little the worst thing it
could attempt; so mamma exclaimed :

* Oh, Bridget! How could vou let him stuff those
drcadful scraps? And why didn't you send him back
with the baby’s breakfast 2"

Bridget started as if from profound slumber, and
shouted :

“Ah, ye bad little bye —fot are ye doin’?  Baby's
breakfast, is it, mem?  How was I to know ye didn't
take it up yersel’?”

“ T told him to ask yvou for it-- the baby was scream-
ing,” said mamma.

“ Never a bit was he afther askin' for, harrin’ a lump
av sugar.”

* 1 hope you didn’t give it to him,
one.”

* Well, to tell ye the truth, mem.” said Bridget, “ he
lukked that wistful that I gave him two.”

“ Dear, dear!” sighed mamma, and st down to feed
the baby. Mamma had just crumbled two or three
crackers into the milk, and The Jefiul had not made

He's already had
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more than six ineffectual attempts to clutch the cup, and
spring out of mamma’s lap, and break her precious little
neek, when mamma happened to notice the clock, and
10 see that the time for the children to start for school
was a scant quarter of an hour distant ; so she shouted .

“ Bertha !”

There was no response ; so she called .

* Ireddie

Then she repeated cach name two or three times,
startling baby each time into wonderment and a general
drizzling of milk out of the corners of her pretty little
mouth.

“ 1l find "em for you, mem,” said Bridget, starting up
from the table.

“ Oh, thank you!” said mamma, continuing, as the
domestic disappeared : “You're a real comfort, though
sometimes you'd provoke the temper of a Job."”

Within five minutes Bridget returned with Bertha,
whom she had found hammering the piano.
*“ Are you ready for school, my child ?

your brother »”

“ T don’t know.”

“ Iind him at once.  Both of you get ready, and come
and show yourselves to me before you start.”

Bertha disappeared, and five minutes later Ired
bounced into the dining-room with :

* Mamma, have you had my spelling-book ?”

“ What should I want of your spelling-book, my boy >”

Fred looked rather sheepish, but said he wished he
knew who had taken it.

“ Where did you put it when you came home yester-
day 27 asked mamma.

“ Nowhere.”

“ Where have you looked for it ?”

“ Lverywhere.”

* Where are vour other books >”

“ T don’t know.™

* Did you bring them home from school ?”

“ Certainly  T-—anyhow no, I didn't either.”

“ Now, hurry on vour cap and overcoat and come
back to me.”

Shame imparted haste to Fred; he was back within
live minutes, bringing Bertha with him.

* Now kiss us good bye,” said Fred, hitting mamma’s
face all at once with his forehead, nose and chin.

“ Stop a moment,” said mamma. ¢ There’s a button
about to drop from your overcoat.  Run upstairs and get
me my work basket, quick. Ob, Bertha, the toes of
your shocs are almost white ; go get me the bottle of
polish.”

While manuna had been talking, ‘The Jefful had been
springing and bouncing and climbing about at a great
rate, but the absence of the other children gave the
youngest an opportunity to appease her hunger, and even
to give a caress or two to mamma, who was 100 nervous
10 notice them. Then Fred returned with the work-
basket and Bertha with the polish, and both thrust their
burdens into mamma’s face, and the button was sewed
on without much assistance from the baby hands that
tugeed at the maternal sleeve, and Bertha blacked the
tes of her shoes and the tips of her fingers, so that she
had 1o seck a basin of water ; and Fred, without saying
anything about it, hurried off to school alone, for fear of
heing late and getting & mark against him, and he left
the front door open; and Bertha, while searching for
him, happened to look out the door, and saw him a
square away; ~o she returned to mamma to complain
and have a good cry, and mamma unsympathetically
mopped her eyes. and started her after him, after which
she cuddled the baby very close, and sat for some
moments with her eyes shut, trying to collect her thoughts,
but not succeeding particularly well,

And where s
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Of one thing she was very certain : if she did not at
once wash and dress her baby, she would be late with
her marketing, which meant a late dmner, which papa,
who picferred dinner at mudday, could not endure, for
he had none tvo much time at novn.  So she took ‘The
Jefful upstairs into her neat, warm, light, sunny room,
and placed a basin of warm water on the table, and with
it the soap, and sponge, and powder, and towels, and
napkins, and comb and brush, and lud clean clothing
upon a chair, within casy reach, and T'he Jefful shrieked
with delight as each article was placed, for to be washed
and dressed seemed to delight her almost as much as to
eat.  What an excitement she broke mto as mamma re-
moved her night clothing ! She frantically gripped the
insides of her sleeves, as the little nighygown was bemng
taken off; she tricd to unbutton her own shoes, and
when mamma gave her one of the shoes to pacify her,
she sucked ecstatically at the toe of it.  she pinched her
little stockings with her wee toes, and then kicked them
vigorously . she wiggled and twisted all sorts of ways as
her little shirt was being removed, and when, finally, that
small garment was drawn entirely off from the little head
it had obscured for a moment, and mamma said, * Peep
bo!” The Jefful burst into a merry, melodious peal of
laughter that broke mammua’s tired face into countless
smiles, and made her a hundred times lovelier to behold
than the handsome girl her husband had marned ten
years before.

And the bath —oh!  First The Jefful's face and head
were washed, which she did not particulaily enjoy, for
water got into her eyes, and mamma firmly refused to allow
her to suck the sponge, though the baby fought hard for
it.  But when the little face was wiped dry, and as much
of the remainder of ‘I'he Jefful as the basin could
accommodate was placed therein—oh, hliss, bliss, bliss
She kicked, and squealed, and paddled, and crowed, and
wiggled, and exulted in all the languages she knew, and
twisted, and grasped the rim of the basin, and tried to
drink, and tumbled forward, and began tv cry, bwt
changed to a laugh, and grinned at mamma, and wrned
her head to see if anyone else was enjoying the fun ; and
then she did it all over again, varymng the order of
exercises somewhat, but not omitting a single numnber of
the programme.  Once, indeed, she went into such an
cestasy that she had to throw her head back to eapress
itall; mamma’s hand was behind her, but the ntle back
was so slippery with water, and The Jefful twitched so
convulsively, that backward she went, slipping about m
the water until her feet and hands and head and a
frightened howl all went up into the air at the same time.
But mamma rescued her and listened to her frightened
explanations, and reassured her, so that back she wem
again, until mamma was airaid to leave her in the water
any longer.  “Then she was laid upon a dry warm towel
in mamma’s lap, and another was placed over her, and
she was gently pressed and rubbed until quite dry. and
then she was powdered : after which mamma kissed her
50 thoroughly-that she Juoked like a statue that had been
pelted with roses which had forgotten to take thair tints
with them as they dropped anay.  Then she was dressed.,
though nut without considerable 1emonstrance ; and her
flossy hair was brushed into a genceral fuzz of tiny curls,
and she dropped a little sigh and subsided quietiy mto
mamma’s arms, and within five ninutes she was fast
asleep, with such a -ob ! such a sweet mouth uttermyg
gentle aspirations and delicate perfume, and mamma
pronounced herself the happiest woman that had ever
lived, and wondered what she had fel: bad about that
morning, when suddenly the hateful hittle clock struck
half-past nine, and the noon-day roast was sull at the
butcher’s.

Mamma wmade haste to don cloak and hat and start to
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select the price de resistane of the nounday dinner ; but,
as she was about to leave the house, she remembered
that she had not seen Bobboker for an hour.  J\s she
had not heard him scream  as she or any one in the
house was certain to do when Bobbuher raised his voice
—she felt assured that he had not suffered any personal
harm ; but Bobboker's mischief-making was not all of
that sentimental varicty that injures only the maker, so
mamma made a hasty search of the house.  In answer
to a call through the dumb-waiter shaft, she was in
formed by Bridget that the boy was not in the kitchen ;
so the parlour floor was quickly inspected, and then the
main chambers and the attie, but without disclosing any
misdeeds or even Bobboker. ‘I'hen mamma became
frightened , perbaps he had found his way through the
front door while the children had it open.  “This sus-
picion set mamma simply wild, for Bobboker had beau-
ful yellow curls, that beggars and tramps always noticed,
and perhaps some of them had stolen him away sv as to
shear his head. .\nd what would they do with him
after they had stolen his gold?  Would they be re-
morseful enough to bring him back 2 Perhaps they had
found him at some distance from home, for three-year-
old boys can travel very fast when none of their family
is watching them. In such case, what? Would they
give him to some dreadful creature in the Five Points,
to be brought up as a beggar?  Mamma was nearly
frantic with her succession of thoughts ; she actually ran
from roum to room, luoking into clusets and under buds
and shouting:

“Bobboker! Mamma’s beeboy ™

Suddenly, in onc of the halls, she encountered Bridget
with a compound grin agitating all her features.

“Wud ye come below, mem ? asked Bridget.

“Is it my boy—#s it 2” asked mamma 2

“Itis, mem,” said Bridget, leading the way down-
stairs.  Mamma was so happy at the sudden cessation
of her fears as to be unable to say a word; as for
Bridget, she emitted some terribly vocal explosives at
irregular intervals until she reached the kitcher floor.
‘Then, putting her finger to her lips and moving on
tiptog, she led mamma to the cellar, where, by the dim
light of a single gas-burner, mamma saw her beeboy in
the coal heap, apparently the happiest and dirtiest little
scamp on the American continent.  Then the laughs
and exclamations which Bridget had been holding in for
a moment or tvo burst out altogether in one terrific,
volcanic guffaw that caused Bobboker 1o jump as nearly
out of his little skin as was physiologically possible.
Mamma snatched him into her arms at once, and ex-
claimed:

“You darling, bad, sweet, filthy, little precious, don't
you know that coal heaps are not fit places for mamma’s
nice little beeboy to play in2”

“ Coal is all lovully,” said Bobhoker, putting his arms
around his mamma’s neck ; “all byack an’ shiny yike
papa’s Sunday hat.”

Mamma took the child into the kitchen, looked him
over, said “Oh, my ! ™ and asked Bridget to keep him
out of mischicf until she came back from the market
and could change his clothing and complexion.

As she left the house she readjusted her cloak, for it
seemed that lifting Bubboler had disarranged her attire
in cvery way, and she furtively felt the button at her
throat immediately after passing a lady who had scemed
to scrutinize it.  Mamma herself thought the button was
a little bit to one side, so she twitched gently the other
way; and then it scemed she must have been a little too
vigorous, for the neat lady she met scemed also to look
closcly at that samc button. Then mamma grew ner-
vous about her cloak; she looked down the line of
buttons on the front, and the line seemed to deflect a
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little to the right -no, to the left no, well, she could
not for the life of her «ll which way, but of one thing
she was certain . whichuver it was, it was perfectly dread-
ful, and other ladies, who were probably mothers and
houscheepers like hersell, vught to be ashamed of theni-
selves to notice such things so closely and make her so
uncomfortable.  If it had been afternoon or Sunday,
when she, like other ladies, took pains to appear as well
as possible, she would not care how much they might
lovk at her . she considerad her taste abuut as correct
as that of most ladics.

How long she might have gone on increasing her dis-
comfort of mind nobudy knuws, had she not reached
the market, where she delivered her order quite shortly,
instead of waiting to make carcful persunal sclection, s
was her usuat custom.  Then she dropped into the con-
fectioner's, as Bubboker always eapected her to do when
she went out for a few moments.  But the old Lady who
dispensed candies also seemed attracted by that doak
button at the throat, and all of mamma’s uncomfortable
feelings came back in one big wave, with a gust of anger
to drive it along. ‘Then the old lady leaned across the
counter, and whispered confidentially .

“‘I'here’s a speck on your chin, ma’am ; you'll find a
mirror and basin in the ce-cream room.”

Mamma disappeared abruptly between the curtains of
the little saloon ; the distance from the counter to the
mirror was scarcely half a dozen steps, but mamma had
time to imagine what each persun had thuught who saw
her. A speck? In the little mirror she saw a black
mark on lower cheek, chin, and throat; it scemed to
mamma to be fully three feet long, and it really was fully
three inches, and just the width of the smudgy little
forcfinger that Bobboker had unconsciously passed
across his mamma’s neck as he put his arm around her
neck when wken from the coal heap. Oh! Mamma
took towel and soap and washed that dreadful streak
until it was replaced by a very réd one; then she left
the shop so quickly that she barely remembered to say
“Thank you,” and forgot the candy entircly.  She
might have known that she would not be likely to mect
either of those enraging women on the block and a half
between the confectioner’s and ber house, but do what
she would, her cheeks would blase wath shame and her
cyes with anger as she walked along.  Worse yet, she
was met by a veteran bean, who was always elegant and
polite, but whom she detested, and he complimented
her elaborately upon her charming complesion. She
got inside her own door bicfore the ry came on, but
without a single second to spare ; and then she sat right
down upon the bottom step of the stairway in the hall,
and forgot husband and children and even The Jefful,
and wished that she had never, never, never in the
world been married.  She admitted that now it was too
late to change ; but if a daughter of hers ever wanted to
marry, she would lock her up until some millionaire
came along; and cven he shouldn’t have her until
mamma herself had selected and traindd a large foree of
senants.  As for Bobhoker, he was growing altogether
too old to play in such dirty places, and he ought to be
punished ; he deserved to be slapped for going into that
coal heap, and—

By this time mamma had mechanically ansen and
gone to the kitchen to instruct Bridget about dinner ,
as she opened the door, Bobboker heard her, looked
around with a smile too angelic to be affected by the
dirt on his face, and said, in the most rapturous way .

“Oh, dayzh mamma!”

And mamma heaven be devoutly praised for love's
inconsistencies ! —mamma caught the little scamp into
her arms, and kissed him soundly without nating or
caring whether her lips touched Bobboker or coal dust.
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OF one thing, at ww rate, she was certain @ before
The Jeful would wake, and the children and her hus.
hand retuen, she would have two full hours to give to
that panty dress, of which the faemg had wom i holes
that would persist in turning upward whenever she hap-
pened to see the end of the train m a parlour.  So she
left Bobhoket with Bridget, and hurried upstairs and to
work,  She began npping the: binding from the bottom
of the skt and was geting along nieely, considering
the tedionsness of the work, when, just after eleven
o'clock, Brideet brought up a card, from which mamma
read, * Mrs, Marston Ballamore,”

Mg thought a great many things all at once.
She did wish that ladies like Mrs. Marston Balla-
more, who were rich and alway s faultlessly dressed,
would  call on the afternoons of her reception-
days, when mamma was sure to be well dressed
hersell, and coutd bie certan that her  parlour was
in perlect order, But now, with the parlour  pro-
bably in the disorder in which she and her hushand had
left it the night before, after lounging it all evening |
with the prano Intered with musie, and a student-lamp
at one side the music-rack, with a newspaper for 2 mat,
And she had nothing better than a rather common
merino to wear down, fur her handsome morning-robe

in which she thought she really looked as well as any
one could in anything -had on one shoulder a stain of
rhubarb syrup, which The Jefful’s lips had wiped upon
it a morning or two before.  But repining did no good ;
so mamma put on the merino dress, and dud what she
could 1 2 moment or two with her hair, and wiped the
lint and dust of the nppimg from her fingers with a damp
towel, and descended to the parlour to apologize for
neglecting Mres Marston Ballamaore so long.  But Mrs,
Marston Ballvnore had not heen aeglected, for Bob-
hoker nas devotmy himself to her. He had followed
Bridget upstars when the hell rang, and as he could not
el as fastas Bridget could, he had entered the par
lowr just as the domuesie had reached his mamma,
When manuna ppeared. he was domg his sery best to
entertain the vator, and  the grace with which Mrs,
Marston Ballaimore was accepting and  retueming his
courtestes, without  diowing him to come within reach
of her dress or her gloned hands, which latter seemed
partcularly to delight him, would have heen very en-
tertaimng o munma, had ber wsthetie tastes been in
that reposcful udance which s so necessary to the
proper  estimating of social amenitics. s it was,
mamima flushod deeply, banished the little fellow with
areat cdlenty, closed the door agamst him, and evplained
painfully 1o her vsitor, while Bobboker  remonstrated
most vouforowsly through the crack of the  door.
Mg thoasht Bndget might hear him and take him
awav, hat Brduet was chopping the stutting for the leg
of Tamb whiech mamma had ordered for dmner: <o
mamma evared berself for an nstant, and  called
Bridget thron h the dining room: pipe, returned  to have
Alrs. Marston Ballaimore tell ber what a vivacious, in-
telligent hittle follow Bolihoker was, and to think that
of N detastable things o the world, the attempts of
s ity women to smonth over the things they particu
Lol disiihed was the worst. She recovered her temper
and B wits, howover, ander the influence of the older
l.l(l.\'\ ;;nml Yeattedness and taet, and spent a I’(Xl"_\' cn
pvable suarter honr s for Mrs Marston: Ballamore,
when she finally stepped into her carriage, she exchanged
hier campany bice for avery sober one, as she wished
that hor own maned daughter had as healthful a face,
as deaded o character, and as fine children as Mrs.
Mavhurn~ Bat mamma koew nothing of this, and
thoaght onlv that she hopad tha when she reached
Mrs, Ballimore’s age, she might have only full-grown
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children, so that she also might be able to appear as of
she never had anything to disarrange cither dress or
temper,

Back to that dress facing went wmamma 3 by, before
she seated herself, she heard in the adjoining room a
very swecet voice remarking :

“Obboo gobloo yabby yabbee ah hoo um hoo baa,
Iddy, iddy, iddy, iddy.”

There was no Greek or other unknown tongue to
mamni about this; it was perfectly intelligible, and 1t
meant that The Jefful was beginning 1o get ready o
begin to want to get up.  ‘Then there was a spirited
race between mamma and The Jefful, the former en-
deavouring to get all the braid ripped off before the
latter should reach that point where she might legiti-
mately insist upon arising. R, rip, rip went the blade
of mamma’s little knife upon the stitches,

“ Wibble, bubble -ob —ob---ob -ob oh!” said ‘The
Jefful, and again the hetle knife said :

** R, rip, rip.”

“Attee pattee ukky pokkey poo,” remarked The Jefiul,
and the knife said -

“ Rip, rip, rip- -rip- -rip.”

Then ‘T'he Jefful took a rest of about two mmutes, and
the knife gamed nearly a yard before its antagonist re-
sumed with :

“Uppee -clip-—ah—wa wa wa.”

“Rip, rip--r-r r-r v r -ip”

“ Boo ga.  Ommul lummy ummy moo.”

This was rather discouraging to the kmife, for when
The Jefful got to the vowels that caused her lips to pro-
trude it generally indicated serious business ; so the
kmife went :

“R r--r v v-r v r v rip ip ip”

Then ‘The Jefful refreshed herself for a2 moment or
two with her thumb, which gave the kmfe an advantage
that it was not slow to improve.  But there was some-
thing afrighting in The Jefful's nest remark :

“Mom mom mom -mom mom k"

The knife had but two more yards to go before com
pleting its work. and away it flew, hterally snapping out,
as mamma drew the braed to its full tension.

YRip-ip o ap ap apipe ap ap—ap.”

“¥Ya!” smd The Jefful

* Rip, nip, rap 17 replied the ke,

“Yal” repeated The Jefiul ; then she jumped a whole
octave and contmued: “Ya o a a a4 a a a a,
Mom -mah!”

By this tme every nerve i mamma’s bady had got
mio that httle knife.  Physiolugists may say = pooh !™
and eaplain that nerves cannot get into mammate ob-
Jeets s but we hnow what we are talking about, and
physiologists dont.  Agam The Jefful rased her voice
and said

“*Ya ya ah ce -ce um oum- nga—ya  oobutty

ubbut  tub b  kupput non koo poo choo.”

This sumulated mamma to the utmost ; she had only
ascant yard to go- then only two feet -then only ane

then only eght or mne inches,  Just then The Jefful
started agan, at which mamma gave a harder tug than
ustal at the braud ; and crack the brand flew backward
to the full length of mamma’s arm, tearing a stnp several
mches wide of the facing and silk and  taking them with
it And that trun had bean none too long, cither.

t 70 be Continued. )
<00

Od gentleman (at head of strs)  ** Sally, 't it time
o w0 tobed?” Sally Yoy, father dear, don't put 1t
off another minute : your health, vou haow, s not o
the most robust kind.”
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THE NEW HAT STORE--

20887 ST. CATEERIINE STREET, (8 Dcorxrs Rest of Peel),, MOINWTREATI.

Fortlfy Yourself Against Cold and Slckness

BY THE LIBERAL USE OF

JOHNSTON'S FLUID BEEF.

—— -

it 15 the Judicious Blending of the Stimulating and Tonic

Effects of Maturea Beef, with the Eutire Nutritive Constituents

of Beef, viz =PEPTONE, ALBUMEN and FIBRINE, all in a
highly enncentrated and easily assimilated condiuon, and

forming a PEREFLCT BONE

and MUSCLE.

rFooOp for

BLOOD,

BRAIN,

Poung Camadian Exchange Column,

EXCLUSIVELY FOR THE YOUNG.
One Cent per teord,

OR SALE OR EXCHANGE.—A Stoc« of Fan-
2ait Pigeons, augluding White ( rested, Silver-
duns, and Whites  Cheap to a boy who would take

good care of them
Youne Canawian, Bos 18396, Montreal

OR SALE.—Two Pairs Angora Rabbits, at §2 oo
per pair A bargain
Youne Canamax, Box 1856, Montreal

1 R SALE —Model of Schooner-rigged yacht,
2 feet long, all complete and 1n goou order
foUsG CANADIAN, Box 1896, Mantreal.

ANTED —~Latest Method of rearing and tran-

ing Homing Jigeons  Advertiser wants to
practicaily test the business

YUURG CANADIAN, Box 1896, Montreal.

LITTLE GIRL ha<abeantiful cat, but the cat

hae heenll, aud her mictresc s very <ad  Wilj

send oue of her Rittens to any one who can tell how to
cure her dear kitty

Yuuse Casavian, Box 1896, Montreal

OR SALE —Handsome Stamp Album, containng
250 rare stamps. Will be sold Cheap to prompt

purchaser.
Yousc Cananiay, Box 1896, Montreal

\ ANTED —3An old Fan Cock with good show
coop  Must becheap

\ ANTED to exchange by correspondence, Stamps
Yotsoe Lasauiay, Box 1896, Montreal

and Lredts  Adrerticer has tine collection
Youna LaNaviay, Box 1296, Mountreal,

DVERTISER would exchange buoks on Poultry
A Cultere fur one on Care of Figeons

SUBSCRIBER 1o The Young Canadian would YousG Casapian Box 1896, Montreal

tike to exchaage specimens of Birds* Eges with
another cubsuriber  bpgs all sound and clas<ified
Youna Canantas, Box 18¢5, Montreal V

ANTED. —Sma'l stock of Bl
Rep'y unmediate’y
Youse LA\A.)I\\ Box 1896, Montreal.

~ Span:sh Hene

TOR SALE OR EXCHANGE —Two handiwome
Iigeor. Show cases, cheap ., would sdil al<o three
pairs of Lumb'ers apd an odd lumbler Hen

FOR SAI F. = Red and Yellow Magpies, alco,
Yourng Canabiax, Box 1806, Montreal,

Archangels  Rased by adverticer  "A bargain
Youne CANADIAN, Box 1366, Montreal

FItRE INSURANCE.
U N i O ASSURANCEII§OC‘ETY ‘ Canad!- anch Offico :
OF LONDON G.&. [55 ST. FRANCOIS XAVIER STREET, - MONTREAL
;ml I‘un(l« mm’(’d 7‘11 000 000, T. L. M()thl\l Y, Leadont Maswaqer,

The Medical Hall

(DRUG DEPARTMENT)

CcoLONIAL HOUSE,

1> now open el ready for hreaness

PHYSICIANS' PRESCRIPTIONS
PROMPTLY PREPARED

An nspection of the MonrL DIsSFENSING
I)H ARIMENG 15 vited.

The Llltle Jewel
TRONING TABLE.

Always ready for use.

ADVANTAGES : — It forms a steady, firm
table in itself, folds up, easily movable,
durable and light.

1t is the best article for ironing Ladies’ Skirts,
Gontlemon's dhirts, and all other
laundned goods.

Superior in all respects.  Price witkin reach of all

Ask your dealer for 1, or apply direct to

BROWN & LATULIPPE,

Glenora Building,
1886 Notre Dame St., Montreal.

MARTIN'S PHOTO STUDIO,

141 St. Peter Street, (cor Crasy Sireet), Montrea),

Photography 1n all its branches. Eniargements in
Crayon, Pastel, Wate Color or Uil a speualty

JOHN FAIR,
wetary,
Temple Building, - -

Montreal

ORDER THE NEW

WEBSTER DiCTIONARY

DIRECT PROM
F. E. CRAFTON & SONS,

BOCKSELLERS ano STATIONERS, MONTREAL.
Sl Kdétions, Send for Qrculars,

ASTOR-FLUID

Repictered—A delightfully refreching prepara-
ton forthe hair - Should be uced daily heepe
the «catp healthy. prevents dandrufl, promoiec
the growth A pertec. hair dressing fer the
family, 25¢c. per bottle

HENRY R. GRAY, Chemist,
122 St. Lawrence Main Streot,

NO DMORE TOOTXH.ACHE?

A LONG-FEI.T WANT =SUPPLIID.

Use SALOL TOOTH WASH. The Best Antiseptic Known.

Ank yous drnpgxist for it; see yon get it; take no other.

Prepared only by JOSEPH E. H. QUIPP, - Dispensing Chemist, -

Price, 23 ota.

41 Windsor Street, MIONTREAL,
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Wivi. NOTN AN &SON, Photographers, 17 Bleury Street, NMONTREAL,

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

ALWAYS ORDER G U R D S

-

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

CIIAS. GURD & co, s MONTREAL.

A. J. PELL,

B0 4 B2 VICTORIA IQUARIE,

Carver and Gildey,
NIRROR AKD PICTURE FRAME MANDFACTURER.

This factary {s noted for {ts FINE GOLD WORK,
being Superior in Quality to any other in the
Dominion.

All OLD FRAKES RRGILT snd made 29 god a4 new,

H. A. MILLER,
fouse, Jign & Pindow Jhads

PAINTER.
Paper Hanger and Degorator

GILDING, GLAZING, GRAINING,
WHITEWASHING, &c.

1996 St. Catherine Street,

MOITTRE.A L.

GED. R. HEASLEY,

P F
| S IR
2087 8T.CATHERINE STREET

c ) (2 Doors East of Bleury.) A
T MONTREAL. M
v ICTURE FRAMER t

R N
E 6

ICTURES OF ALL KiINDS
I.USH GOODS

A. OEMERS.

ORAPEAU, SAVIBRAC & €0,
Piogniths, Plumbers, &,

140 ST. LAWRENCE MAIN STREET,

MONTREAL.

Drargau, Savigrac & Co. undertake all kind<
of work, such as Slate, ‘I'in and- Galvanized Sheet-
Iron Rooﬁng also repairing, : ¢ very moderate prices<.

Seeciatav:=Fitting up and rcpamng hot water
and steam Furnaces,

C. BRUNET..

THE

BurLanD LiTHO. Co.

(LIMITED),

MONTREAL,

Engravers & Fine Color Printers

SPECIALTIES :.
Map Engraving.
Photo-Litho. Reproductions.
Nlustrations for Books.
{llustrations for Advertising.
Photo-Zinc Engravings.

9 BLEURY STREET, MONTREAL.

THE UNIVERSAL

288 and 240 St. James Street,

‘RE-OPENED

WITH A. FIR6T-CLASS STOCK OF

| Fine Faney Gooils Nov'elties,

BRONZES, BRASSWARE,

| Piano, Table and Banquet Lamps,

‘LAMP SHADES,
FANGY CHINA, BRric-A-BRAC, &c.

Fige ILeathet Goods,

Photogeaph Rlbumg, &&.

AND A CHOICK STOCK OF
FINE STATIONERT.

"Prices will be found tho lowest, The-motto belng’ )
. -] . Wehave taken the qfoncy for a fine line of these

' the best goods for the least money.

G. W. CLARKE
IMPORTER FANCY GOODS, &c.
238 and 240 St. James -Street.

MOODIE, GRAHAM & CO.

The Universnl W’arehousé,

1MPOBTEBS AND QENZRAL DEALERS IN

{ihaice rosaries, fruity, de. .‘ \

2567 ST. CATHERINE STREET,
) Corner of MacKay,

MONTREAL.

—vsren

FEDERAL TELEPHONE 1299.
BELL TELEPHONE 4690.

_FED

.| 8oods. Inspection cord

OUR SPECIALTY:
RE-COVERIINNG!
/

MONTREALV

Havo your Umbrella re-covered with our
Gronsa SiLk, which we warrant- for three
,years' wear,

The Dominion Umbrella Factory, -

714 CRAIG STREET,
A FPEW DOORS EAST OF VICTORIA SQUARE.

N. B.—We aro the only importors of the Gawurxs
Groxia Silk in Canada.

Bedding Patented for its Purity !

EVERY DESCRIPTION

bedding and Mattresses,
Brass. and 1ron Bedsteads,
and Children’s- Cots.

- WISE PEOPLE, -

For HEALTH'S SAKE, get their Bed Feathers
PURIFIED and dressed, and their MATTRESSES
PURIFIED :\nd‘nl-‘..\lADE

At TOWNSHEND'S,

No.1 Little -8t. Antoine S8treet, Corner
8t. James Btroet ONLY.

BELL TE&FPHO)\E 1903.

"SAFETY_ BICYCLES!

ally invited,
FISHING TACKLE,

LACROSSES, TENNIS; BASEBALL,
The Best Stock in the Provinoe.

The WIGHTMAN SPORTING GOODS CO.

403 ST, PAUL STREET.

E. AULD'S
PURE

MUC I LAGE
Sticts Benthing

8UT THE BUYXR.

. 0 Composition in 2 and
--/V\O N i QEA 3 1, tins. ' Nots, letter;

~ .and foolscap sixes,

.  OPFICE-AND PACTORY :

759 Craig street, MONTREAL. {|
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Also, Lithogram -
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