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BEECH AND I

CHAPTER 1
2 H O are vou voungster 2

My name s Sprottiswond
new clerk.”

“ Ho, ho!
that name.
Where do you ceme from 2

* Deneworth.  Who are you?”

“Who am 12”7 exclumed the first speaker, 1n utter
amazement, stepping back a fooror so. o zet a good
laok at the voung gentleman he called = Spor = = Wha
w127 he repeated, wonderningly  *Well, T never !’

I am the

Spattiswond, ch * 1 hke
*Spot’ wildl doe mieely

THE ENTRILS LHA

RLQUIKL LNEPLANATION,

And then he laughed untl the office echoed again with
the sound.

“Why do you laugh 2" T asked, seriously.

“Why ' he exelaimed | but before he could frame an
aswer he was convulsed with laughter agnn ** That
rvogood, he saidy at length = well, you are a rumun ! ”

Not feeling particularly *rum ™ myself, but rather
sore at this uneeremomous introduction, I merely said,

*1t's not of very iuch consequence either way.”

* My name s Beech, T am the old clerk,” he an-
swered, mimicking as closely as possible my words and
manner.

“Tsee youwish to turn me mto ndwule ' ' T saud,
Taohing 1t lum steadfasthy and wth compressed hps.

*No, no, Sput, he sard, v his natural voice, it was



274

only my fun--don't be huffy. You and I are friends
already. Give me your hand.”

I gave him my hand, but did not feel particularly
friendly in doing so. He was a merry-looking young
fetlow, perhaps three years older than I, and dressed
fashionably ; but although he was so unceremonious in
his manner, there was an air of friendliness about him
that prevented me from resenting his patronage.

This happened at a quarter to nine on a Monday
morning, in the office of Barron and Company, Mincing
Lane, London, and was in fact my first introduction to
business.

Most fellows have a choice in life as to their business
or profession. 1 had none! I had my tastes, though,
and they were towards the sea. 1 was continually
cutting out boats and rigging them. My library was
chiefly composed of nautical adventures. I am sure
my dear old mother looked to me, I know, as the
hope of the family. There were five of us, but I was
the only boy. My father had been an invalid for many
vears, and my mother had to do the work of two in con-
sequence. We were a poor family, but I can most
honestly say we never felt poor.  ‘T'hat mother of mine
would have made a beggar proud—proud that he was
not in debt, and that there were so many friends to help
him in his need.

She kept me at Deneworth School untit I was seven.
teen, and then used her influence in getting me a place
in the office of Messrs. Barron and Co., which brings
me round again to Mincing Lane, and my new acquaint.
ance Beech.

At nine o'clock the rest of the clerks came in, and 1
was regularly installed in the course of the morning,
My duties were very simple. I was placed close to
Harry Beech, and was occupied in docketing letters and
keeping a record of the immense correspondence under
his superintendence.

In spite of his free-and-casy manner we soon became
friends, He showed me real sympathy at 2 time when
1 felt lonely and miserable, and 1 think he did it out of
genuine kindness.

After a time we lodged together, and then his n-
fluence carried me completely with him in his amuse-
ments and follies. T began to smoke cheap cigars, to
talk fast, and think myself generally a very fine fellow.

One thing I was saved. My mother had extracted a
vow from me that I would never gamble or play at
cards. At the time, I promised lightly enough, not
knowing fully what the pledge wmeant.  Harry played,
and the young fellows who came into our rooms on wet
autumn evenings played constantly.

Once it happened that Harry and wwo friends were
playing late into the night, and I dropped off to sleep
by the fire. I awoke with a start. The three friends
were on their feet talking loudly and angrily. Their
faces were livid and almost inhuman.  They were ac-
cusing Harry of cheating, and he was denouncing them.
[ interposed in time to save a fight, and after much diffi-
culty prevailed on them to separate.  The scene awoke
my raoral nature too. 1 took the cards and flung them
into the fire.

Harry laughed uncomfortably.

“The fault is not in them,” he said, “but mn those
who cheat.”

He never had his friends to see him again, but he
sometimes went out without me.

Much to my delight, I had been able to make arrange-
ments for spending a week at home at Christmas. The
very thought of it made my heart beat high. True, 1
could not boast of having accomplished much during
my eight months in London, but I was well liked by the
partners, and kindly treated by all. It was no casy
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matter to wmake both ends wmeet on the small
salary that 1 had to start with.  Much as I liked
Harry Beech’s company, I had to cryv off many a time
when he was going to expensive places of amusement.
Tt was well enough for him, with rich relatives, perhaps,
to assist him, but 1 had nobody, and could not afford
these luxuries.  Besides, 1 wanted to take something,
however lutle, home with me. T knew that though
small the gift it would scem like the earnest of more,
and would cheer my mother’s heart.  Our lodgings
were not by any means expensive, but 1 could not help
feeling that 1n a thousand little things Harry Beech was
more extravagant than I could afford to be. I spoke to
him about 1t once, when 1 was so anxious as to the
money 1 would have at Christmas.

*“Why did you not mention this before ?” he said.
*Of course you can't afford these luxuries, but you must
not pay for them e the future.  You don’t suppose 1
would have them if I could not pay for them ! If you
should want a few sovereigns at Christmas just tell me ;
it will be no trouble for me tolend you a trifle.

What could T say after that? 1t was his generous
spint, I know ; for though he sometimes was very flush
of money, yct there were times when he seemed to be
very much pressed himself.

But it was not right to Iive on him in that way,
sharing s meats and drinks, but bearing none of the
expense, and I made up my mind to look for a room
clsewhere.  He would not listen to the proposition.  If
[ went he would be so muserable that he didn’t know
what would become of him. Besides, he looked on me
now as a sort of mentor, he said. I was so much more
steady-going than he, and he compared me to a drag on
a down-lill wheel. ‘T’he end of it all was that 1 stayed,
on the understanding, however, that after Christmas |
was to look out for other lodgings.

When Chrisunas was approaching 1 made up wmy
small accounts, and found that the utmost I could hope
1o have after paying my landlady would only be suffi-
cient to take me home and back, and would leave
nothing for incidental expenses or for my mother. 1
could hardly do otherwise than ask Harry to lend me
two pounds. Tt had been his own suggestion, and 1§
knew how thoroughly generous he was.  Besides, it was
only a loan for a few weeks. T was fully decided in my
own mind to retrench when 1 returned, and it would
have been particularly hard to have gone home without
a sovereign in my pocket. I opened my heart to Harry
so completely that he told me in his cheery way to think
no morc about the money, he would see to that, and if 1
never paid him it would not very much matter. At the
same time, and in proof of his good nature, I know he
was troubled about his own account with the landlady.
She was pressing him for money. He had not been re-
gular of late, and she was very poor, and grew rather an-
rious for her hittle bills. T asked him if it was not so.

**Oh, she makes a great fuss about a few shillings,
poor soul, but it will be all right as soon as I get my
nent remittance. It won’t hinder me from letting you
have those two sovereigns, Spot,” he said. playfully call-
ing me, as he always did, by that abridged edition of my
name.  He spent his evenings from home more than
ever, and remained out later.  He was growing thin and
pale and troubled. T knew there was something wrong,
but dared not speak, for he was quick to resent intrusion
n such matters.

But my time came, and with it the promised help.

“There. old boy ! he exclaimed, as he threw the two
gold pieces on the table: “ go and enjoy your Christmas.
[ wish T was going too.”

“I wish you were, with all my heart; wouldn't we
have fun! It’s too late to talk of your coming now, but
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next summer, perhaps, you might manage it. Mother
would be so delighted to see you.”

“Thanks, Spot ; I should really like it.  We'll talk of
it later on. Now put your money away, and pay me
when you can.  Three days after convenience !”

“It will beas pleasant to pay as it is to borrow,” |
said.

“ All right, Spot.  Good night, and good dreams.”

The following morning I was off by an early train n
the dim light of a winter dawn. How delicious to be
speeding, thirty miles an hour, towards home, even in a
third-class carriage, with the keen wind whistling through
the chinks! How delightful to see the familiar fields and
roads and churches as we draw near our station! Bug,
above all, how delightful to sce the dear faces at home,
and to watch their bright and happy looks as they sur-
veyed me after eight months’ absence.

Between the attractions of home and the visiting of
old friends, the preparations for Christmas, the skating
and riding, my time was fully occupied, and I had not a
moment to think of Harry Beech or of the office, both
of which seemed more like dreams than anything else
now that I was at home again.

I was not allowed to remain long ignorant of them,
however, for they were both brought to my notice in a
very unexpected way two days before Christmas. We
were at tea when the boy from the village post-office
brought up a telegram addressed to me. 1 could hardly
believe my eyes when on opening it I read, ¢ From Bar-
ron and Co., London, to Clement Spottiswood, Dene-
worth.  Come up without fail early to-morrow; your
presence is urgently required.”

“What makes you look so troubled, Clement? ™ asked
my mother ; “there is nothing wrong, I hope?”

“T hardly know. Read that!”

Then T told her the whole history of Harry Beech’s
friendship, and how I had an undefined fear that some-
thing had gone wrong with his money matters.

Neither of us slept much that night ; she was too an-
xious, I was too miserable. The early and cheap train
left our swation at seven o'clock next morning, and
by it, all shivering and guilty-stricken, T returned to
London.

( 70 be Continued. )

HISTORY OF A TADPOLE.

Fronw Laby ARERDEEN'S *“Wituik Wiskig.”

I am at Bonsked with Dr. Holme.  We have a pond
of tadpoles.  Yesterday Miss Matthew took me down
we took a cup and caught e tadpole in it.  We noticed
that it had two little legs siicking out as well as a tail.
Then I was told that Dr. Holme was down at the pond
catching more.  He came up and showed them to me,
and after dinner we went down and caught ail! varieties.
When the tadpole 1s very young 1t looks all head with a
long tail.

It goes swimming about. and hves always i the water
like a fish. It has a little round mouth undernecath, and
does not breathe air like a real frog, but like a fish.
When the tadpole is a little older, little buds are seen
sticking out at the back; they gradually grow and be
come legs like a fish with two legs.

At this time the tadpole has a head and a tail and two
legs. ‘Then two little buds are seen n front, and these
gradually become legs, so that the tadpole has a head,
four legs, and a tail ; but now the funny thing is that the
head, instead of growing bigger is growing smaller.  Then
the poor little thing begins to lose its tail, and its head
grows more like a frog.  Until the tail becomes very
small and hardly seen, it lives in the water like a fish.
As its tail disappears, little lungs begin to grow inside it,
and it can now breathe air.

At the pool we saw hundreds of these little frogs, with
little bits of tails, sitting on the banks breathing air, and
when we came near them they all plunged into the water
and swam away.

Now they have no tails at all, and are litde frogs.
Next vear 1 expect to see them grown into big frogs.

.o -
OUR GOOD FRIEND, MR, LEMOINE,

is going to give us a book with all his wonderful know-
ledge about our Canadian Birds. Any one who has
heard him “ talk ” about birds will know how delightful
his book must be. Please be quick, Mr. LeMoine, as
we are much in need of it.

———W———

WITH THE REAR GUARD OF THE EMIN RELIEF EXPEDITION.

BY CAPTAIN W. G. STAIRS, R.E.

PART V.

Far away in the very heart of Africa, deep neath the
shades of the mighty forests of the Congo Region and

EIGHT MONTHS MARCH

from cither the Indian or Atlantic Ocean, lies the dis-
trict of Ibwiri. In the centre of this district, in a most
important and commanding position, was built, by the
Emin Pasha relief expedition in the beginning of the
year 1888, the station of Fort Bodo or Fort Peace.
Two hundred and ten English miles to the west of this,
at the station of Ugarrowa, an Arab slave raider, the ex-
pedition had been compelled, some four months pre-
viously, to leave its first detachment of sick men, who
were weary and worn out with the forest marches from
Yambuya towards the Albert Nyanza.

It was decided on the r4th February 1888 to bring
these sick men ‘from Ugarrowa’s to Fort Bodo, trusting,
of course, that many would have become strong again
and able to resume their duties I was ordered by the

leader of the expedition to take this job in hand, to find
my way to Ugarrowa’s, to forward letters to Major
Barutelot in charge at Yembuys, and to bring on those
left at Ugarrowa’s to the Fort.

On Friday, 16th February 1888, having organized and
equipped a little force of twenty-seven picked men,
strong in wind and limb, we started out of the Fort
into

THE ETERNAL GLOOM OF THE FOREST

on our long journey. Erc we should once more march
through the gates of the Fort again, we should have
traversed over four hundred miles of trackless primeval
forest, every inch of which had to be carefully picked
out. Five minutes from the Fort and we had said our
last goodbye. Seventy days later we returned with our
object completed.

1 think, reader, it must be difficult for any one who has
never been in the centre of an immense tropical forest
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toamagine the feclings which would ovatake b were
he one day suddenly to find himself there. The im-
mensity of the situation s appalling, At fitst the mnd
appears mereifully o become oblivious o 1ts surround-
ings 5 but gradually and steadily there creeps in the
fecling of the utter instgnificance of the human bemg i
the midst of the dark and brooding shades of the forest,
unending and cternal,

Hundreds of mules ahead, behind, to right. and to
left, always the same . To die here is 1o die unknown
to your white fellow beings,  Lost 10 die in the un-
known would be your certain fate were you to make a
single error in judging your locality.  Like some mighty
monster, ever ready o seize upon and destroy unlucky
man, stands this forest silent, dark, and  deadly, but
patient with the cenainty of success begotten by cen-
turics of passive waiting.  From moming o night
nothing but a dark . d dushy gloom greets the traveller.
He is crushed with asense of his insignificance,  ‘Trees,
water and, here and there, a patch of sky are the three
objects that mect his eye.  He longs agan for the clear
blue open sky and the short crisp grass of the open
country.

As each man marched along with bent back and swing-
ing pace I fancied 1 could read their thoughts with a
certainty that eyperience brings. 1 knew them to be
similar to my own.  Each of us thought of the deadly
and torturing pangs ot starvation ; the wild wilderness
of emptiness that had to be passed through going and
returning : of the many bones that whitened the camps
of the expedition on 1ts way up the river huri. We
thought of the terrible nights we had passed in former
times, crouching over the fires with aching stomachs
and broken spirits, and praymg to Heaven that we
should soon see the sunny grass lands.

Here we were only some twenty-seven souls or so
marching of from day to day, decper and deeper into
the forest, cach day getting farther away from our com-
rades.  Ahead of us lay

OVER SIN HUNDRED MELES

of forest.  Westward, to the edge of the Congo, on our
lefl, forest to the far off  Manyuema country, three
wonths open march away @ and to the right. forest for
two bundred miles.

Had it heen the unknown that we were 1o pierce 1t
would not have matteied so nuch: for the unknown is
almost always a hopeful prospect in life on carth,  But
it was the stern reality of a knowledge hought at the ex-
pense of misery, starvation and death  that made the
forest ahead of us seem so cruel and black. 1 can only
say that it was entirely owing 1o the pluck and devotion
of cach individual black in this littic band that enabled
matters to he brought to ruch a brilliant conclusion.

May it ever be the ot of the white man in Africa, who
Ands himself in similar difficulties. to possess such men
as our chief trained these up to be! Disciplined with
an iron hand, the result was that they would obey
orders without hesitation.  Accustomed to the most
impartial justice, cach knew his case would have the
ready car of his wmaster. It is with such men as

THESE IWENIY-SEVEN

that the future of Mrica will be worked out.

We made twelve miles from the Fort by nightfall and
hivouacked on the site of an old encampment of dwarfs,
Next moming we were off hefore daylight after a hasty
meal of parched corn.  Climbing the high hill Kilimani
we had to take shelter about two p.m. in some old
weather heaten native huts fiom the toirents of cold
pouring rain which chilled the men to the bone

1gth—Left camp at six o'clock and by ten a.m. had
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wade nine miles and, after hard and fast going, marched
in to the desaited village of Mabunga by five pam,
having made twenty-three English miles,  Mabunga we
now found deserted, and the trees and shrubs grown up
so much as to make the place almost  unrecognizable.
The accursed  Manyuema having  devastated all that
country  along the Thuru river  precluded us  from
pieremy through the bush by that route and from
makimg down the north bank of the Thuru.

The march into Mabunga was one of the very best 1
have ever made in the forest.  T'wenty-three miles will
not seem much on 2 good level road in England or
Canada.  But when one takes into consideration the
state of disused path in a tropeal forest, grown up with
some months of lusty vegetation, this distance must be
considered as not bad for ten hours’ marching.

From here to Kilonga's, every vestige of remaining
food had been destroyed on our route by the Manyuema
raiders of Kloinga-Longa, and what had perchance es-
caped the keen observation of these people had been
crushed and trampled under foot by the hordes of
clephants that frequent this part of the forest.

22nd February- <To-day we passed three of our old
camps  made in carrying the boat to Fort Bodo.
Reached the deserted clearing outside Ipoto, the Arab
settlement of Kloinga-Longa, and soon afterwards as-
tonished the Manyuema by marching into their midst,
ninety miles from lFort Bodo.

The state of filth and misery that met our eyes here
wias beyond all deseription. Refuse of the most foul
kind Iay in heaps up against the very sides of the huts.
It is true that many houses of a superior kind had been
built during our absence, but though those may have
been clean in their interior, at the very doors were
heaped the piles of rubbish and filth that Europeans
would not have allowed within fifty yards of their
houses.

Slaves, covered with ulcers, and starved away to mere
bags of bones, stood round us and watched us in making
camp.  Everywhere a stench pervaded the atinosphere,
until we longed every man to be again in the adjoining
forest, where at least the air was pure, and the eye un-
offended with the misery of the scttlement.

After making my Salaams to the Arab chiefs, [ com-
menced negotiations to obtain some guides to show me
a cross cut through the forest for three days ahead.  As
usual they returned the inevitable and chronic answer
o my eager solicitations, at which all Arabs are so
famous.

“Inshallab Kashu”  -“please God to-morrow ;. we

“cannot answer you to-day, for you are tired and have

marched from afar off.”

* In the moring when you have rested and are re-
freshed with the night’s sleep, we will give you our
answer.  Mcanwhile tell us what you saw at the
Nyansa.”

In the morning, at last, after much wearing pow-wow,
[ gave Kilonga-Longa one of the two blankets T pos-
sessed, and in this way obtained some guides to show us
ashort road to Kalunga’s station on the Lenda river
and from thete on to Ugarrowa's,

It afterwards turned out that zee had to show these in-
telhgent guides the way. It may he interesting to know
that one of the conditions under which they came was
that they were to have all the ivory we might find on
the way.

While at Kalonga-Longa 1 learned that Kamonri,
one of our late donkey bovs, while searching for food
on the south side of the Ttari river, had been killed and
saten by the  Wakussy,” and close to the fire were
found one of his thighs and shin bones.

Yladi, under chief of the Manyuema, amused us
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greatly with his stories of the doings of the gorilla. A
friend of bis, one Chakando, in search of spear sticks
mn the forest, came  across a huge gorilla,  Seemng
danger, Chakando threw his spear and canght the gorilla
in the ribs.  The animal, after some violent struggles,
withdrew the spear and, rushing on Chakando, speared
and killed him.  Both parties were aftersards found
with the spear marks on them.  Another gorilla, so
Uledi told me, caught and ran off with a hulde child it
hac found playing on the outskirts of the village and
killed it.  According to the  Manvuema, gorilla's
crouch over fires if these are left lit by the men in the
forest.  “T'hey also cut numbers of sticks with their teeth,
bind these up ino faggots secured with vines, and carry
them ofi 1o build their huts in the trees.

We saw no gorillas during our march, but heard num-
bers of Chimpanzee shouting at times quite close at
hand.  ‘T'he develish vells of these animals. when heard
in the depths of the forest, sutfice almost o freere the
blood of the most firmly balanced individual who hears
them for the first time. A long low wail, deep and melan-
choly, is succeeded by hysterical shouting and screams

of agony, as of a slave woman been flogged. Then comes
aseries of foud grunting and sobbing vined, then more
vells of agony, and all is quiet again as death.

I remember once when we were adl watking in Indsan
tile, not speaking or makmg the slightest noise by which
the natives might tedl of our presence, all of a sudden
we heard an agonwving scream of a woman about three
hundred yards to the nght of the track. T whispered to
the men 10 remam sttt and bsten. Shuck upon shnek
rent the air, and my blood seemed to freese at the
thought of the deadly blows that were being admims.
tered to the poor woman. T gave vent o iy thouglt
in pretty strong language to the men and directed three
of them to steal cautionsly off and sce what was the
matter. A volley of loud laughs met me on all sides.
This made e very angry and cansed e 1o ask why
they all were laughing so when there was a poor woman
shricking in such pain near us.

* Soko Bwana 7 they  laughed  out. ¢ Soko-u.”
“ Chimpansee Mastet, only a Chimpansee.” 1 was very
silent for some time after this, though ** the boys ™ en
joved it tremendously.

B}
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MRS. MAYBURN'S TWINS.

BV JOUN HABRERTON,

By <peerdd arrangement wath Messrs

*“Manma hasnt any apple for you, beeboy,” she

answered.  “When 1 go out again T will buy you one
an apple with bright red cheeks like yours,  Won't that
be nice?”

“Datll be awfoo nice: but the nicell all go 'way if
you don’t get it quick.”

“Wait until to-morrow, dear,”  pleaded mamma.
“Yoor mamma is so tired, and she has so many little
shirts and stockings to mend.  Just see this great big
hole in Bobboker’s stocking.”

“ Mus’ mend gate big hole in Bobboker’s tummuk, too.
else Bobboker can’t wear dat old tummuk no longer.  An’
mus' med it right away.  Poor Bobboker’s tummuk !~

This was too much for mamma, perhaps because. as
Bobhoker spoke, he put both his chubby hands on the
front of his waist, and looked as sad and appealing as if
he had been without food for a week.  So mamma
called Ired. and gave him two pennies with which o
buy an apple at once for his little brother.

“10 T had four pennies more.” suggested Fred,* we
could ail have apples. Don’t you remember how healthy
you told Aunt Madge that the doctor said they were? ™

*Yes, dear, but I've no more pennies : I've nothing
smaller than a half-dollar.”

“Oh, that's jolly : think of what lots of change 1'd
bring back.”

“I fear you'd lose some of it, little boy.
wait until to-morrow for yvour apple.”

*Oh, mamma ! you wouldn’t have me be unhealihy,
would you? ™

“You're in no serious danger,” laughed mamma, look-
ing at the plump, rosy cheeks and bright eyes of her
boy. * Now run out.”

“Nobody can ever tell about such things,” said Fred,
with owlish gravity.  “ Bertha,” he continued, as his
sister entered the voom, “don’t yvou think an apple
would make you feel healthier ? ™

“1 guess Zeo apples would,” said Bertha, looking
upward as she reflected and approached, and stumbling
over the haby, who was scated between two pillows on

You must
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the floor.  The Jefful had a very suong litde back, for a
baby, but it had not yet learned o be equal to surprises ;
o the little back went backward with haby's big head
on top of it, and then something hit the floor very hard,
and baby said something that sent mamma’s fingers
fiving to her cars, although there was nothing improper
ahout it.  Then mamma stooped quickly over the baby.
and >0 did Bertha, after she had said “Oh " and so did
Irted ; and three heads rattled against cach other over
the baby’s, and Bertha said “Oh ! ™ agam. and Fred said
“ My ! and mamma said ¢ Goodness ' ™ and "The Jefful
went on saying just what she had begun to say; and
then mamma picked baby up, and her head met Bob-
boker as she arose. and Bobhoker smd “Ow '™ and
then all the  children ened  together, while mamma
wished she could be a baby and cry too, with some one
to hold her. and no unmended  shirts and  stockings
nearer than Van Dieman’s Land or Spitzbergen.

“ W'l have to have apples now, mamma.” said Fred,
after he had eried enough, and had wiped his eves with
his gloved fingers until his face looked like a map with
a wieat many bowndary-lines and rivers laid out on it.

Mamma seemed to think so 100, for she opened her
portemonnaie. handed Fred a half-dollar, and told him
to go quickly and take his sister with him. Then she
cuddled baby tighter, and kissed the back of her fuzzy
head @ and baby put up a pudgy little hand in a sort of
aimless way, yet managed to grasp three or four hairs
that floateu fow on mamma’s face, and then mamma
said “Oh. baby '™ and tried to unclasp the tiny fist,
while Bobboker stopped crying, and laughed :

“ Ha, ha, ha!--fot a furny face vou's a-makin’ ¢ Ah,
you's stopped a-makin®it!”  For mamma had got her
stray hairs back again.

“Bobboker mustn't laugh when mamma is being
hurt,” said mamma, *because it makes her feel bad.”

“Mus™ feel good when's havin' funny hurts to ‘make:
Bobboker go laugh.  4/is’ have ’em, I say. Ts you got
‘em, T say 2 .If. you isn't, Bobboker fee's bad, ant, he
mus’ k'y wight away.” R
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“*Yes—yes-- -oh, yes—I1 have them ; Il have every-
thing, little boy, if it will keep you from crying.”

But Bobboker had already got his eyes screwed up,
and his lower lips rolled down, and he did not know
exactly how to roll up and unscrew again, so he began
to whimper in a doleful, draggy way, that sounded as if
he was taking lis cry so leisurely that he would never
finish it

* Bobboker, dear,” said mamma, hastily laying baby
in the corner of the lounge, and picking up her small
boy, “mamma has a bad headache, and  Bobboker's
cry makes it hurt worse and worse - oh se bad.”

“ Den lomme bit” syuealed Bobboker, *¢that'll make
the hurt go 'way.  An’ tell me story about good ittie
boy name Bobboker, how he was always hweet to his
mamma.  Be quick : [ feel the ¥’y all comin’ out
again.”

Mamma hugged her boy, and patted his cheek, and at
the same instant began: *“ Once there was a little boy
~—" when open flew the door behind her, striking the
wall with a loud bang, and she heard Fred’s voice say-
ing:

“Mamma, cant we buy a new slate-pencil apiece
while we're out ? ™

“Yes, dear,” saud mamma very sweetly.
did not sce the look that came over her face.

“ And a stick of candy, t00?”" asked Bertha.

% No,” said mamma, very shortly.

“ Now, mamma,” said Fred, “it's only two more pen-
nies, you know.”

“Candy is not good for little children, my boy,” said
mamma. “You know papa and 1 have told you so a
hundred times.”

“Well 1 ” said Fred.

“J——"said Bertha at the same time.

“That wi)l do,” said mamma, so sharply that baby
started violently, took her finger out of her mouth, and
stared at mamma’s face : there she saw something that
caused her to burst into a howl, which was so high and
long that it seemed as if it never could have come from
so small a thing as baby’s throat. Mamma sprang from
her chair, set Bobboker on the floor, pushed Fred and
Bertha out of the room, and shut the door as if it was
a very hard onc to manage. Then she picked up The
Jefful, dropped back into the rocking-chair, and cried a
great deal harder than baby did, though she made no
noise about it.

“It’s wainin’ on you’ face, mamma,” observed Bob-
boker, after a moment: *‘shall Bobboker get mamma
umbayella ? ”

Then mamma stopped crying, and laughed, and
managed to drag the little fellow up into her lap with
baby, and shut her eyes, and rocked with both of them ;
but when she opened her eyes by accident, and saw the
pile of shirts and stockings again she groaned, and
stopped rocking.

‘“ Bobboker,” said she, “don’t you want to build a
great, high block house for baby ?—one of the big funny
houses that nobody but Bobboker can make ?”

* Ess,” said Bobboker, after a moment of deliberation.
“Get me de blockses.”

“You get them, dear,” said mamma. ** Run up to
the play-room, and bring them down in your apron.”

Bobboker started, and mamma tucked baby away
in the corner of the lounge, and drew her chair and
work-basket near, so as to be ready to save The ‘Jjefful
in case she should tumble forward.  She picked up her
work, and had just taken her needle in hand, when a
little voice said :

“You mus’ opin de door for me.”

“ Oh, mamnma’s big boy can open the door—just hold
the knob tight, and turn it.”

But Fred
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“ Mec do,” suid Bobboker, * but de knob don't hold
Bobboker hand a bittie pittie.”

“Clry again, like a great b man” said mamma
kindly.

The knob mttled ; some gruats, and putly, and quek
breathings were heard § then a pattering of little feet
was heard, and mamma saw a serious little face and two
big eyes in front of her, and heard :

* Me tried aden, but door-knob didn’t try any much
atall.  An’ door-knoly’H K’y if mamma don’t open it.”

“Then it may cry,” said mamma, and took such a
vigorous stitch that she stuck the needle quite & way
into her finger before she fully understood what she was
doing. Then she took the needle out very slowly. and
put her finger into her mouth quite quickly.

“\Why, mamma, said Bobboker, *“don't you know 1t
isn’t nice to put fingers in moufs?  You'll never gwow
up to be a man if you do dat.  An’ the door is stayin’
shut all dis time.”

Mamma snatched baby, hurried to the door, and
opened it, and said :

[13 Go ! »

“ Fare is me to go to? ” asked Bobboker, looking very
much surprised.

“Go upstairs and get the blocks.”

“Fot blockses? ™

““The blocks to make a house for baby.”

“Fare is dey 2"

“ Up in the play-room.”

“Qh !” said Bobboker, and mamma said exactly the
same thing as she returned to her chair.

“ Peace for two---three—perhaps five minutes,” mur-
mured mamima, as she picked up her work again.  *“ But
how I am beginning to hate my work.”  Peace did en-
dure for two minutes, but not quite three, for suddenly
the door-bell rang violently, and mamma remembered
that her servant had gone to the grocer’s,

“Qh, oh! 1 hopeit’s no one to call,” said mamma,
putting baby hurriedly upon the floor.  Then she
changed her dress almost in a moment, gave her hair a
few quick touches before the mirror, hurried to the door,
and let in—-Fred and Bertha.

“\We got a-—why, mamma, what 1s the matter ?” said
I'red.

“ Nothing, my boy,” replicd mamma.

Fred seemed for a moment to doubt his mamma’s
statement, but at last he started for the sitting-room, re-
marking as he went:

«1 think that nothing mwust be oune of the dreadfullest
things in the world.”

Mamma followed her children, and as they seated
themselves, said :

* Now, children, you must get a plate over which to
peel your apples, and——"

Fred looked at Bertha, and Bertha looked at Fred,
and then both looked very blank, and Fred said :

“1 declare! If we didn’t forget to get those apples
after allt”

“What did you go out for ?” asked mamuma severely.

** Why, for apples,” said Fred.

*“ And candy,” interrupted Bertha.

“ And slate-pencils,” continued Fred ; * and the slate-
pencil place was nearest, so we got them first, and then
we got the candy because the candy-store came next,
and then—let me see, what déd we do then, Bertha 2—
oh, yes, we saw an organ-grinder, and we thought maybe
he was one of the ones that play before our house some-
times, so we followed him up this way to see if he was,
and here we are.”

«1 think here you had beuter stay, 100,” said mamma,
“until you learn to remember what you go out for, par-
ticularly when it is for something that you yourselves

»
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want.  Don't you think that would be a goud way of
learning 27

Fred dudn't seem to think anything of the sort ; wiale
Bertha, who had determined just what to wear on her
visit to Elbe, and just what to talk about when she
reached the home of that youny lady, disapproved of
any  discipline whatever on that parucular afternoon.
But both children saw something in mamuna’s face that
made them think it advisable 1o be quet for a few mo
ments. s0 Bertha opened mouth and eyes as if she would
take in the whole of that particular figure of the carpet
at which she was staring, while Fred rolled his lips apart
and moved his eyelids together until he seemed to be
nothing but a great big pout.  As for mamma, she
darned away industriously, completing one stocking and
then another, until it occurred to her that the room was
very quiet.  The connection between calms and  storms
had been so often demonstrated 1 the Mayburn family
that mamma looked around suspiciously, and saw Fred
and Bertha making diabolical faces at each other, while
The Jefful gazed upon them with a frightened fascina
tion that rendered her utterly dumb.

“Children ! exclumed mamma severely.

Fred and Bertha looked idiotically innocent i an m-
stant, while The Jefful, the spell being broken, citted
a loud wail.

“ Aren't you ashamed of vourselves, children?  What
were you making those dreadful faces for 2™

“Well, Fred did,” said Bertha.

*Well, Bertha did,” said Fred.

* Say, mamma,” said Fred, * 1 dont think you enjoy
us much to-day.”

*“Neither do 1,” said Bertha,

“I really believe,” answered mamma, after a quiet
moment or two, “that 1 agree with both of you.”

“Well, 1 know how you can get rid of ue,” said Fred.
* Just let us have a tea-party.”

“Oh, my " exclaimed Bertha. “{z. " For RBertha,
athough Fred's wwin sister. had a tooth sweeter by far
than could be found in her brothers mouth.

*You may have it,” said mamma.

“Oh~h- h.” exclaimed Fred as he kissed his mam.
ma soundly ; “arent’t you good to-day 2™

Mamma accepted the compliment with the modesty
peculiar to true merit.

‘“ How many kinds of cake can we have, mamma?”
asked Bertha.

“Only one,” said mamma.  ** Vou may have sand.
wiches, lemonade. cake and fruit. and you can have
nothing whatever if vou bother me at all about it. |
will give Bridget orders to get evervthing ready, and you
will have nothing to do but sit down and enjov vour
party.”

“Mamma,” awid Bertha, T want to know just onc
thing : may I invite Ella?”

*Yes,"said mamma. Invite whomever vou please.”

* Hoo--ce !” exclaimed Fred.  *Where's my over.
coat? I'm going out to invite Jimmy. and Frank, and
Stringey, and Whopps, and - -- "

“Stop—stop 17 exclaimed mamma. “of whom are
vou talking? ™

“Why, some nice boys I play with in the park,” ex-
claimed Fred.

“Who arc they?  Where do they live 2™ asked
mamma.

* Frank lives in the avenue, Jim lives over the candy-
shop around the corner. and Stringey and Whopps both
live in the same house ; and oh-- it’s just the loveliest
house in New York.”

*The loveliest 27

“Yes ; it's so nice and quiet : it's got another house

n front of it that shuts out all the noise. And my,

aren’t his folks nch ? there’s more mee wiate clothes
always lying around thuir rooms than 1 ever saw n our
house.”

Manunu grew  enviows at once, for superabundant
linen was a luxury o which the Mavburn family had
never attuned, work as hard as she might. So she
began to question curiously.

“Is t very nice bnen?  But of course you don't
know.,”

“Oh yes, I do,” smd Fred. “and w's awfully nice.
And it> always clean. And ob, yvou ought 2o see what
fun 1 have when 1 go there”

Mamma felt uncomfortable. She did not like her
children o go to any one’s house  even that of theis
playmates  unless she knew that thetr appearance =as
creditable to the family ; and Fred had been to the resi-
dence of thave boys without permission when, probabiy,
his attire was disarrmanged and his face and hands diny.

*And such fun, mamma, as we have there you an't
begin o think of.  Right under their window these's a
rope that goos around a wheel, and the ather end of 12
goes around a wheel at another house, and we pull it
back and forth.”

Mamma was mystified : what peaple could want of
ropes in such a place she could not imagine : perhaps
was a private telephone between iwo neighbours, and
Fred had been disarranging it. - She would investizate.

* Doesn't their mamma aliject when you plav itk the
rope?” she asked.

*No,” said Frod ; *only when it's got clothes on ™

Clothes?  Was this rope a device for airing clothing
and furs?  What intcllizent care*

“What kind of clothes arc on the sope?” asked
mamma.

* Ob, shins, and stockings. and things- just militons
of ‘em.” aaid Fred @ * Stringey’s mamma somelimes
makes as much as twelve doliars 3 week washing clothes.
and the days she washes just don't we have fun blowing
soap-bubbles in the tubs after the water gets o0 diny
to wash any more things in?  Whopps gnes and hooks
his papa's pipes.and - 7

“SH !7 exclaimed mamina. as the wruth flashed into
her mind that her <on had been the guest of 2 =masher
woman's familv.  Fred looked astonished. but deter
mined that he must have been mistaken. <o he oo
tinued :

“Whopps can always gt ppes when his papa i tight.
and "

* Be quier, T fay,” exclamed mamma. ~“Ca ax a

al
= Well, they're better bubbles than we cver mmake at
home, any way.” «aid Fred.  ** Whopis's namaa saps
it's because the suds have more body.™

“Fred I” coxchimed mamma.  springing from hes
char and scizing her boy’s amn, “if you say anothes
word, 'l send you 1o bed without supper, taagmny, o
anything.”

Y

( 7o & Coxtinued,)

DE LEVIS DEFEATED BY NURRAY AT ST. Fov.
Y MaAX .\XTKF..-\'—. ;ﬂ“’( WWTLE. NR

In the month of Scpicmber, 1739, the Gamoss iatthe
buaveen the British and the French was fought on the
Plains of Abmaham.  \ictory doclared for the Brsish,
Wolfc and Montcalin, the brave Generals, both &t oo
the ficld of battle.  Quebee sumrendered, and the Batish
cntered and took possession.  The supreme command
of the British troops fell into the hands of Brigadic:
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Murray. But he had a difficult task before him.  ‘The
severe Canadian winter was just at hand.  The city had
been so battered with cannon, that it was little better
than a wreck. ‘The French were not likely to accept
defeat without trying to regain their lost honours.  De
Levis was at Montreal, with a large force under his com-
mand. Rumours were afloat that he was gathering
troops and drilling them, with the view of reaaking
QQuebee.

In this way the British were kept through the long,
stern winter, in a constant state of alarm. ‘T'hey did
what they could to repair the broken-down walls and
strengthen their position.  Officers and men alike
worked. War parties of French appeared at intervals
in the neighbourhood, and frequent skirmishes took
place. ‘The winter was a very cold one, and the British
troops, ill-clad, ill-fed, and over-worked, suffered severely
from disease and death.  Signs of spring began to ap-
pear, and on the 26th April, 1760, De Levis had led
twelve thousand troops to Old Lorette, some miles west
of Quebec.

Murray was entirely ignorant of this movement. But
it was revealed by a sergeant of the Irench army who
had been rescued from a floating cake of ice in the lower
harbour on the morning of the 27th. It was Sunday
morning. Murray at once marched out of Quebec to
meet the foe, with all his force, numbering about three
thousand. Some had cven left the hospital, eager to
join in the battle. They dragged with them two how-
itzers and twenty field-picces.  They halted near the
place where Wolfe had fought his famous battle, and
saw the French battalions drawn up in line of battle at
St. Foy. Murray at once opened fire upon them with
all his cannon. The French troops were ordered to
retire to the shelter of Sillery wood.  Murray, mistaking
this movement for a retreat, pressed forward and gave
them battle. ’

The fighting lasted about two hours, and brave deeds
were done on both sides. Dut Murray had erred in
leaving his favourable position.  His troops were greatly
out-numbered, and were in danger of being surrounded.
He saw his danger, and gave the word of command to
fall back. His order was obeyed, and the troops fell
back with no good will, but still with order, upon Que-
bec. In this battle the British lost about one thousand,
and the French about cight hundred men.  De Levis
laid sicge 1o Quebec with a large force. A dreary time
followed for the besieged, but it did not last long.
British ships soon appeared in the river, and sailed up
and destroyed the French vessels.  Upon this De Levis
lost heart, and fled in haste 1o Montreal, leaving behind
him his guns, ammunition, and baggage. The victory
was gained.  The end was near.  On the Sth of Septem-
lier, 1769, articles were drawn up and signed at Montreal,
and Canada hecame a British possession.

- ‘o

The Editor of Tur Youxc Caxamax makes no
apology for inscrting this column from Dr. Barnardo’s
little paper, * Night and Dayx.™ It it induces some ten-
der heart to open for the reception of onc of these
“Somchody’s Bairns” to our bright and hospitable
country, or tends to make a grumbling heart more
thankful than repining. the Editor's object will be served.

SOMEBODY'S BAIRNS.

A—

SAVED IN TIME !

. “Whoso shall reccive one such Little Child
. in My Name receiveth ME.”
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[** ‘The following is a list of only a few of the
most urgent cases admitted quite recently. Wil
some of our readers select one of these cases for
personal adoption, paying the money for at least
one year's maintenance? 416 per annum is
required to support a boy or girl in one of the
Homes. A photograph and fuller history of the
child selected will be sent to any one promising
or giving this sum.]

Winlg B. W, aged 6.  An orphan, with no known
relatives.  “The mother died of consumption in 1887 ;
the father, a stevedore’s labourer, from an internal com-
plaint, in June, 1888. ‘I'wo poor ncighbours, one of
them the wife of a working man, and the other eking
out a precarious livelihood by shirt-making, kept the
boy alternately, out of pure charity, until it became im-
possible for them to render any further help.

* * * * * * * *

Doy G. W, aged 10. “I love everyone but my
mother.  Does your mother drink, and throw glasses at
you?” ‘These words were spoken by the child to an
acquaintance. Mother, who has no home of her own,
has sunk to the lowest depths of degradation, and has
lost all sense of decency. Nothing known of father. No
relative who could receive girl.  Application to other
Homes unsuccessful.  An obedient, amiable child.

* * * * * * * * *

Awrrrep and HEecror M, aged 9 and 7 respectively.
In a squalid room, in one of the poorest parts of lon-
don, these orphan boys were living with their uncle, a
blind street musician.  Nothing known of father.  Mother
died from dropsy in Scptember, 1890. “T'he uncle pawned
his concertina for £2 to pay his sister’s funeral expenses,
and at present is forced to use a tin whistle in his daily
street round.  Sometimes carns literally nothing. Is a
sober and respectable man, and has done his best to
keep the children from starvation.

* * * * * * * =
yermie Q. aged 12, and Frep AL O, aged 10. These
fatherless hoys are rendered homeless by peculiarly sad
circumstances.  The worthless mother. five years ago,
deserted her husband and family. The father battled,
in the face of ill-health and long months of enforced idle-
ness, to keep the home together ; but for months before
the date of children’s admission had been slowly dying.
‘The furniture was sold for food. Oftentimes there was
no bread in the house.  The father died in an hospital
a few days after the boys had been received.
* * * * % * * *

Epwarn P, aged 4. A bright and engaging little
fellow. of whose father nothing is known. ‘The mother
is leading a degraded life in a disreputable house in one
of the most squalid districts in East London ; yet she
came to the office and begged us to save her child from
the career which was before him.

* * * * * * * *

Saran M. This wild little street arab of 10 years
has had no other surroundings than those of degradation
and squalor ever since she was born. Has been sclling
flowers and baked chestnuts in the thoroughfares of Lon-
don. She is fatherless, and her mother, a depraved and
drunken woman, sends the child on the streets. Samah
has been shamefully neglected.

* * * * ¥* * * *

Wanter S, aged 5. The father, a common lodging-
house deputy in_I2ast London, died in June, 1889.  The
mother, after a determined attempt to keep her home
together, fell ill of consumption, and has been forced to
enter an hospital.  Her case is considered to be hope-
less. No home for this child.
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HOW, WHEN, WHERE, AND WHY WE GOT
OUR BIBLE.

In Wyclif's days there were no printing presses.  All
books had to be written by hand, and every copy of a
book was made in the same way. Notwithstanding this
great labour connected with it, there must have been an
enormous number of Wyclif's Bible copied out, for, in
spite of time, of wear and tear, of the furious burning
of the Sacred Volume which took place, as many as one
hundred and scventy are still extant.

Once the English people had tasted the delight of
reading the Word of God in their own language, they
had a desire for a translation which was better.  Perhaps
if \Wyclif had lived, he would have prepared a better one
himself.  John Purvey, another eminent scholar, set
about improving Wyclif’s, and published the result in
1388.

Both Catholic and Protestant Churches honour the
Bible. They both acknowledge it as divine, and both
helieve that in it they find the foundation of their reli-
gion. The chief difference lies in the attitude of the
respective Churches towards it.  “The Protestant Church
believes in the Bible alone ; the Catholic Church beliceves
in it partly, but insist that special revelations have been
made many times since.  New additions are thus made to
the Catholic faith, and these additions are considered to
beas divinely inspired as the Bible itself.  The Catholic
Church may hold a Council of great men who shall
make fresh laws for religion.  His Holiness the Pope
may at any time he chooses do the same, and these fresh
duties to God and man are regarded by all faithful
members of the Church as binding upon them quite as
much as the Bible itself.

It is easy 1o see, therefore, that, 0o soon as men read
the Bible for themselves and in thei own language, a
great many of them hegan to doubt these new revela-
tions, and to distrust them, and this in course of time
caused the people 1o be divided into two great classes
those who believed that the Pope had a right to add to
the laws of the Bible and to alter them, and those who
refused to helieve that.  The wwo divisions grew more
and more firm in their different beliefs, until a terrible
conflict aros¢ between them.  This was the origin of
what is called the Reformation in England.  The Pope
and his Councils of great men held on to their own ideas,
and insisted upon the people doing as they were told to
do, and believing as they were told to belicve.  On the
other hand the people were determined more and more
to hold on to #4cir ideas, and a long and ficrce struggle
was the result.

Laws were made that no man should read the Bible—
this book which taught man that God was supreme. It
was of no use. Heavy punishments were inflicted.  That
was of no use. The Bible which Wyclif had taken so
long to translate, and which men loved so much that
they copied it out in hundreds and perhaps in thousands,
was ordered 10 be gathered into piles and burned up.

All that was of no use.  There is something in the
Bible which is not in anything else.  When a man once
reads it, knows it, loves it : when he once tries o live its
rules in his life, a craving is born in his heart which
nothing on earth can satisfy. LEverywhere men clam-
oured for the Bible, and everywhere it was prohibited.
Everywhere it was prohibited, and everywhere men clam-
oured for it. The more men sought it, the more it was
forbidden. ‘The more it was forbidden, the more 11en
sought it. In spite of the laws against it ; in spite of
the penalties for reading it @ in spite of the huge bon-
fires which blazed in the public squares when the Holy
Jook crackled ond charred by order; and in spite of
the Te Deums of praise which were chanted in honour
of the event, many copies were secretly preserved, prized,
and reverenced all the more, and destined to live through
all these centuries of years, a witness to man’s love of
goodness, and, at the same time, a witness to man's
hatred of goodness.

—— e

This story is much prettier in the verses 1 read by an
old Canadian girl. It is such a pleasure to read the
curious stories that some flowers have about them.

‘There is that funny one about the boys race. One
was named Dandy Hepatica and the other Windy Ane-
mone.  Two little chaps ran a race every Spring 10 see
which would get out of the dark, and get the prize of the
sun’s first ray. ‘They tmain for 2 long time, and then
Madame How gives the word- *.\re you ready >~ got”
All the other flowers stand aside cheering and laughing
at the way they both “scratch gravel™  As they rush
past one of those cunning fellows. Jim Polygala, with a
red shirt, shouts to Anemone, who is a length ahcad—
 Pull off your coat, boy,” which he does.  Dandy heard
it too. Off goes his bran new brilliant mcing jacket,
and on they go full belt head and head.  They are near
the home-streteh, when Anemone thinks he better pull
off his shirt too ; but it dangles behind him and gets
torn in the hurry.  Notime to lose.  Dandy follows suit
and tries to do it, but it sticks to its place.  On they go,
up the homesstretch.  Anemone bursts into view, his
tattered shirt fiving behind and very pale in the face,
but beats Dandy by a neck, who is choking and purple
in the face with his shirt tight round his neck.

Great cheering and  laughter among  the sunbeams in
the Grand Stand as both fellows rush by without their
pretty coats.  But kind old Madame How says laughingiy
to them —* Well done, boys! What! lost your coats ?
O that is too bad! Well. T will just paint up your
overcoats, and they will do as well : but, Dandy, you
must keep your green shirt right round your neck. 1
won't touch it, and your overcoat 1 will paint purple.
You dear little tattered Windy, you shall also keep your
green shirt around vour waist. but 1 shall paint your
overcoat white.”

So that is how these two cousins have no petals.
Their sepals are their overccats, painted by good
Madame How to make amends. The shirt around
Dandy’s neck, that makes him purple in his face, is its
involucre, and the ragged shirt of Windy, away down at
his waist, 1s his cut up compound leaf-like involucre.

So you sce how good is Madame How to all her chil-
dren who have encrgy to push ahead in the race of life,
and how she will make good any damage they may do
to themselves while they strive carnestly to be the first
in somcthing.

Prrcy.
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18 A HIOH-CLASS ILLUSTRATED WELKLY MAGAZIND POR THE
YOUNG PEOPLED OF CANADA.

'S AIM

Te to foster 2 natwnal prade an Canuian progress, htory, manufactures,
science, literature, art, and poditics: ta draw the young people of the
Provitiees closer together, and to msgare then with axense of the sacred
and reaponsible duties they 0we 1o their natIve country.
ITS FEATURES

Are Qriginal Literary and Artistie Mattet | Fine Papers Clear Type: “Topics
of the Day at Home and Abrowd, Toust. aded Bheenptions of our luduastrivs
aud af our Pabhie Works; Departments in History, Botany, Lutomology,
ete,, wWith prizes to eneouraee « ool noes o B adingy Cludy, for gurdance in
bolrlu forr the youne, an v aluable hielp 1o fathea where weccedto hibracies
1 uncertain, a Port Baz of questions and atisswers on wversthing that
Iiteresta the soume, ad 2 means of providune for the e ople of the
Dominion a thorouehly fighecliee Matizane of Caadian atin, Canadian
futerest, and Canadian sentiment.

THE SUBSCRIPTION PRICE
Ts Two Dollara per aunum, in advance, with reduced rates for clubs of ten

and twenhity,  Subeeniptions may Commenee at auy tita. Mouey shonld be
sent by 1% O, Order or Bank Chieqae,

A LIMITED SPACE
Is allotted for high-clase advertisemente, and a< The \'omm_().mndiun iathe
only younyg peoples® Metazine in Canada, 3303 the mant dizect means of
reaching their oye anud car,
Addrese,
THE YOUNG CANADIAN CO.,

80X 1896. MONTREAL.

NEWS OF THE DAY FROM THE EDITOR'S
PIGEON-HOLES.

OUR LETTERS ACRONS THE OCEAN,

Since writing last week, a most important decision has
been made, and my youny readers will be pleased to
know of it.  All danger of our not having a means of
sending our letters to Europe in our own ships has been
removed. The two great Steamship Lines, who have
carried the mails across for the last few years, have agreed
to do so still. and were only prevented from continuing
their contract by a misunderstanding of the offer of the
Goverament. It isall right now. Everything will go
on as before.

OUR SECRET.

Do not forget what T told vou last week about your
birthdays. Turn it up and read it again.  You will find
it on page 263. My Youxng Canaviax Birthday Book
is now lving ready.  Let us see who goets entered first,
Go by the instructions given.

MY SEED PACRETS,

I sent out quite a lot of little sced packages o my
dear litde gardeners last week. T hope they have ar
rived. Tt 1s time now to sow them, but too soon, my
flonist tells e, to set out plants vet.  The cvenings are
still too chully.  Nothing is gamed by putting them out
100 carly. Indeed, much is lost.  The tiny things need
all the help they can have i their “fliting.” A mw,
vool crening or twa will he sure to stunt them for life.

NOT FOR OURSELVES, BUT FOR OUHERS.

Scad me your name and address on a Post-Card.  In
rcturn you will get something nice. I want a lot of
them- a *“feasful = o,

HerE 1s THF GoLn WaTtcn.

It looks a beauty.  Pocs it not? It is for the
voung Canadian who scnds mc the largest number
of subscribers on the First of July--Dominion Day.

The Poung Ganadian

Not a day is to be lost.  Make up your mind about the
number you will secure every day, and do not let the
sun go down till you have got them. Every week send

in your names and addresses, with the money by P. O.
Order or Registered Letter. It will all be entered to
vour name, and kept till the final day. My object in
asking you to send them every week is that the new sub-
scribers may get ‘T'ie Youna Cananiax at once.

SAVING 1S EARNING,

Mr. Quarrier. whom we all know in connection with
his “boys.,” was one day asked to call at a certain ad-
dress in Edinburgh.  On going there, he found an oid
woman of seventy, living all by herself in one apartment.
The room was clean and comfortable, but plain and in-
cxpensive.  The old lady had had a long and busy life.
But her wants had been few, and she had always had
something left over after supplying them.  She said to
Mr. Quarrier that she had long had an interest in his
work amonyg the little ““ nobody’s™ darlings of the streets,
and had decided to give him her savings to help in his
good work. She then handed him cheques for over
three thousand dollars. Her profession was that of a
washerwoman.

LIKED EGGS, AND WAS PATIENT.

Lord Granville, a distinguished English nobleman,
who has just died, had a weakness for eggs—or rather
for a certain kind of egg. He scorned the idea of eat-
ing onc whose pedigree he could not trace, and while in
London had always the ¢ggs of his favourite poultry sent
up from his country scat. Two eggs were sent to him
every morning, in special boxes, and the railway porters,
to whom the Earl was always most courteous, had a par-
ticular pleasure in taking care of His Grace's eggs and
cgg-boxes.  His Grace had been a martyr to gout
for forty years, and still was famous for his amiability of
ianners.

A NEW CURE.

In the Omario Agricultural College, the smoking-
room was abolished in order to secure certain hall ac-
commodation that was desired.  Another room was pro-
vided for the purposc. with the new regulation that it
should be open only three times a day, for three-quarters
of an hour after the three chicf meals. At each of
these times it was under the direct control of an officer
of the College.  None but smokers are admitted.  Since
this new arrangement there have been but three
smokers in the College.
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SOME NICE ROLLS; OR A VISIT TO THE COOK'S FRIEND.

¢ Just look out for your coat, please, Industria ; we are
very busy, and have not much time for dusting.”

*“Don’t mind that. 1 have long had a curiosity to
see whete our ocean-to-ocean Cook’s Friend came from.
I guess 1 can stand some dust.”

“We'll take the top flat first.  The top of the tree is
the foot of the ladder here, you see. and our processes
creep down until we come to the tempting piles of
packages there.”

* Makes me hungry to luok at them, and touches us
Canadians, young and old, in a most comfortable fashion.
First time T saw the Cook's Friend was on my first fish
ing and camping expedition.  We had, ten of us, with a
small yacht, and a couple of canoes. gone off for two
weeks  a fortnight's free and glorious life on our lukes.

Ui

N 5 rrrl:LLl;Jf |:"

Dick Brown, you know hum, was one of us.  He was i
the ‘blues’ -indigestion, he said ; the kind of mood a
fellow gets into when he shakes his head at everything.
Shakes it for downright contrariness, and grumbles for
the pure love of grumbling.™

The manager smiled.  He knew Dick, and had struck
him once in a while in one of his *“moods.”

“Well,™ T continued, *Dick was grumpy.  We chafed
him.  No use. We *bounced” him.  sull worse.  We
threw him out of the tent. He got mad.  We tossed
him into the water—no, not oo deep. He declared
he'd go home. Holidays were no go for Iick.- —--- Oh,
that 15 the matenal, st these huge casks 2 Where
does it come from 2”7

“ Wherever we can get it best. Sometunes from Eng-
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WITHOUT A SOLITARY ONE BUDGING.
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valculated o ad digestion and
sttmulate the appetite. Ity
prompragss, 1ediability, and hand-
iness have made it a necessary
m the kits of our camping

?i,, tourist, and  exploring  parties,
N . 3

< and from Halifax to Vancouver
')5 you will see it in cvery shop

window. and find the results on
every able”

in the packing-room, girls
were weighing Jarge and  smialt
packages,  Others  were  filling
them up, closing them, pasung
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LEMPIING PRIV ES O PACRALES,

land.  Generally from France,  We feed it down from
this floor, and as it goes dowa it passes through winding
gadleries to dey. [Umast be very dry, and very fine, It
woes through *crackers” to break up the powder, and the
moisture s earried off into these lues there and sent in
the chimney, It is sifted, and ground, and sified again,
before we weigh it out in the correet propurtions. Then
1 has to be wived, very carefully mised, and we g it
onee more & tinal sift before we send it into the packhing

roont. The great point 15 10 have the powder wll-
mived, very dry, and very fine. The ingredients do the
test.”

“The Cream of Tatar is got from the juice af grapes,
mannds, pincapples, and unripe mountain ash berries,
but we depend entirely upon our supply from the grape.
as it is the valy fruit which yickds it in quamities suitable
tor commeree. It s produced by fermemiation of the
front juice, med. going through severa! intricate processes.
i left in the crestals that we use so much in medicine
and in cooling drinks.”

“Soda i one of the modt tmportant chumivals we
possess. Tt was formeldy procured from a seasweed
catled Relp, hut i~ now manutactured chictls from com-
won salt. The genins who discovered this far us, like
so many other men who have made the workd wha i,
ended bis days in poverty and in sickness. The first
works of comdequence for extiacting it were at New-
castle, and they are now the most famons i the world.
In the carier pracesses much of the chemical escaped.
and made itsell felt i the neighbourbaod as a nusance.
Tall chimneys were built to cany the effluvia off as 1
was offensive, and killed vegetation. Evemually the
witls were foreed out ol the own, but the improvemenis
i the preparation of the product have been such that
thiy large wastry s prevented. and the manatacture is
now carried on without the Jeast amnoyance.”

“The proper admisture of these ingredients is a con-
venience which the seience of the mincteenth century
has placed at the disposal of the cook.  In ancient times
‘leaven® was the anly thing used for baking bread. By
and bye yeast was introduced.  This, however, requires
several hours, and certain temperatures, to be successful.
Mr. Melacen steps in and gives us o thoroughly whole
some and pure substitute which stands all weathers, s
not influenced by temperature, and does its work in 2
few minutes  a veritable and invaluable friend to the
cook and the houschohl. By its use we can dispense
very much with cges i haking, and its qualities are

L 2 them, covering them, and piling
R %57 them on long trays.  Irom the
% trays smart girls carned them in

! 5 rows of six or eight without a
; s ,é solitary one budging, and shpped
N them into their places in the

boves. “Then the carpenter came
along with his hammer and
nails, and the horses were waiting
autside.

“And what of your fricad, Dick?”

“Oh, 1o besure. Dick 2 Ha, hat! He did not go
home, at least not just then.  Our bread ran out, as it
hus adittle way of doing i camp, and we took to mak-
ing nice tolls and small loaves with Cook> Friend., In
aday Dk was supportable. The nest he was frniendly.
Then he becane boisterous, sent for his banjo, and- -
you nuver hnew a finer fellow. He was the hic of the
cainp. Tn tvo months he was head of hus departaent
in Messrs, Smiles, Lighthound & CoJS”

INDUSTRIA.
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ANIIES AND MUSIC,

In menagerivs. some curious
things have been noticed
about the effect of music on
the animals.  When the band
is off in s rounds through
the town, the beists, even the
wild ones, are moping and
stupid. 50 soon as the music
comes again within thor cars,
they get up and eacrcise them-

selves  ander its  inspirating
influence,  "The birds begin o

reply to the sweet accents,
and cvett the snakes wncail
themselves, and look up to
sce what thefuss is aboa

Cats are not fond of wusic,
but 1they can be made 10 hike
it Sawmebody's pet eat dis
liked music when she was
young and frisky, but grew to
like it so much in her old age
that, 50 soon as tea was over,
she led the way to the piano,
sat down, and composed her-
self to listen.  When the perfarmer left the instrument,
puss thought it was her turn, and jumped up on to the
keys and pawed out a new tune of her onwn. 1y
chance she went down to the bass notes, she was very
much frightencd.  But the high nates she dllighted i,
and wandered over the keys improvising & march, no
doubt.

Here is a story of o musical cow: -On the boating
wip of seven or eight amatenr musicians, one of them
noticed a specially musical cow.  “This creaure, 2 small
cream-coloured Alderney, along with a dozen others, fed
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FHE HORSEN AR WALTING GU S,

i a mueadow which sloped dowa to the rver's brink.
Wheneyer we turned the bend of the nver, with our voices
in tune as our vars hepi tune, and the meadow came in
sight, there we were sute o see the white cow, standing
up o the shoutders in the water, wlathee she had ad-
vaneed (o meet us, her nack siretched owy and her dnp-
ping nose turned towards the boat. s we skirted the
meadow she kept pace with us on the bank, testifving
her delight by antics of which no cow w lier senses
woull have been thought capable. She would leap, skip,
roll on her back, tear on her hind legs, then hurl them

10 VANCOUVER.
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aloft in the awr, ike a kicking horse, now rushing into
the water to look at ws nearer, now frisking off like a
kuten at play.  AMter these mad gambols she always re-
tarned 1o her calfl first salmting us with a long plaintive
kind of bellow, by way of farewell.  ‘The idea of pro-
viding the workingman of London with music during his
hasty mid-day dinner has been ted. A regular series
of experimental concerts have been hebd, with an attend-
ance of twelve thousand men. Oue penay s the admis
sion, and the more classical the musie the more the men
histen.  One of Schumann’s most difficult pieces was
histened to with great respect. and toudly applauded.

ABOUT THE QULEN.

Referrng to the reports of the Queen’s departuse for
the Continent, describing how. when her Majesty em
barked, she leaned on the aum of an Indian attendant,
while the Duke of Connaught walked behind, a FLondon
correspondent writes : -Her Majesty, who is fathful w
her likes as she is pronounced - her aversions, has put
the Indian in the phice occupied by the famous John
Brown, who for many vears watched over his Sovereign’s
safety with a zeal that was religious i its utter devoted:
ness.  The Indian suceessor 1o John Brown began to
take rank about the time of the jubilee.  Heis a splen
did fellow.  Stalwait but supple, gifted with the courtly
dignity that comes natwmal alike to the well-bied Hindoo
or Mahommedan, he has also the gentleness of a woman
and the reverence of a child. To him the Sovereign is
more than Queen of Great Britain,  She is also Empress
of nearly 3oo millions of his fellow-subjects in India.
Anvhow, his qualities nave commended o Her
Majesty as a suitable personal attendant. Fence he
now rides at the hack of the Queen’s carniage, he leads
her pony, he 1s ever by her stde 1eady o fetch or carry,
and, greatest honour of all, he 1s permitted to lend his
arm to support his Roval Mistress’s steps when she s
weary, or the way i ditficult, or the mnjured knce is
troublesome.  Hence, also, he has been detailed to ac-
company Her Majesty on the foreign holiday with her
other favourite belongings, such as the stout, sleek doun-
key and the Queen’s bed : for. as you may know, Her
Majesty has a fancy to lie on one bed only, and wherever
she goes her bed is taken with her.  Her Majesty's
favourite excreise is in her donkey chaise.

v FIGHT BETWELN BEAR> AND AN ENGINFE,

While crossing ** Rattlesnake “I'restle.” near Lakeland.
Florida, the other day. two large bears were overtaken
by a train.  The bridge was too high to jump from. and,
finding escape impossible. the bears wrned, stood up-
right, and faced the tram with fore-paws up in prize-
fighter style.  ‘The engme dashed one of them off the
trestle. but the other was thrown up imo the air by the
cow-catcher. and in his fall clutched the brass rods
front of the Jocomative.  Desperate with pain, he growled
<avagely and scrambled along towards the = cab,” where
the stoker’s face was visible. The stoker had just been
raking the fire, and made a plunge at his ferocious assail-
ant with the great red-hot poker.  With a ternfic howl
the poor beast tried to spring upon the stoker. but lost
his footing and fell almost under the wheels.  He lost
part of a hind leg. but in spite of all his wounds he
picked himself up after rolling down the embankment
(bv this time the train was off the trestle), and bounded
off imo the woods.  The blood-stained engme was
visited by apprecrative crowds as soon as it reached the
next town. :

SOMETHING NEW,

A new wlea for the entertamment of guests at parties
i London is a performing fluck of doves.  One rode on
a mnidature bicvele, and amazed s admarers by walking
on a tightrope.  Another played ball. .\ third worked
aowindmitl, Somwe plsed seessaw. The whole flock,
dressed i best ab and tacker, sat down to afternoon
teas When more tea was wanted, the doves said * coo-
coo-con,” and they enjoyed the meal so much that they
spun it out for ten mantes. Finally, they ook off their
b, and put on damey tudle Sitk hoods, and were driven
off in an open carnage. [t took four years to teach the
dear little creatures, who have to rebearse every day. I
they got one week’s holiday. cvervthing wonld go out of
their minds, if they have any.

ABOUT A PIN,

A hittle boy. aged seven, was playing with a pin.  An-
other boy was wanung to have it, but to prevent his get-
ung it, his latde playmate put the pin in his mouth. In
running around and laughing at his happy thought, the
pin was drawn imo his laryna. .\ good deal of smart
pain was the consequence, which, however, soon went
away.  But the pin had come to stay.  For twenty-four
long years it staid there. The Doy had grown into a
man, and then the pin began its revenge.  The man
grew very sick. The doctors were puzzled. He coughed,
and coughed, and coughed.  Nothing would stop it
One day, in a fit of coughing. the man coughed up some-
thing hard, which was discovered to be---the long-
swallowed pmn ! "The man soon got well. But T should
not advise our voung Canadians o trifle with pins, for
all that.  There are some things that always < will out.”
but pins are not always amongst the number.

OUR OWN GOOD QUEEN AS A LITTLE GIRL.

BY MARY BERNIS.

7»HEN, some seventy years ago, the Duke of
Kent held his baby daughter in his arms,
and said to the bystanders, ** Look at her
wellt she will yet be Queen of England.”
they probably were as little moved by it as
the uny baby herself.  But the father had spoken truly,
as the years were to show, though other people realized
this much sooner than the little Alexandrina Victoria,
The life she led tll she was wwelve years old was much
hke the life of any other child.  She wore plain cotion
frocks. ate her suppers of bread and milk and fruit, and
studied her lessons as any of you used to do.  Walks
and drives were her chief delights, and she was the
happy owner of a donkey, decked ovt with blue ribbous,
on which she used to ride in the park. This roval
maiden sometimes longed for other children to play
with.  One day a httic musician, called “ Lyra,” came
to play to her. Victoria's mother left them alone. and
when she came back the two children were bappy over
tharr dolls, and music and roval dignity were ahke for-
wotien.

But the hfe of the little Princess was not all play.
There were lessons to be learned, and these were some-
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times trials, indeed. Botany, however, was a delight,
for she loved flowers almost as much as she loved her
teacher, her uncle Leopold. Every day, too, besides the
lessons, a chapter of the Bible was read to her, and on
Sundays she could never go to sleep in church, but
must listen very carefully to the sermon, and remember
the text and the chief points to tell her governess.  So
this quiet, happy, healthy childhood went on, and she
knew little of the Court life till she had her first taste of
it in the shape of a children’s ball given by the King, in
honour of the child-queen of Portugal, Donna Mara.
Donna Maria was a handsome child, grandly dressed,
but not nearly as graceful and attractive as the little
inglish Princess.  Not long after this, Victoria went to
her first drawing-room, where she stood by Qucen
Adelaide and watched the people eagerly, little knowing
with how much greater interest they were gazing at her.
But the Princess’ wise mother did not think it was good
for her little daughter to have too much gaiety, for fear
of turning her head.  So instead, she took her own de-
lightful excursions, sometimes in the Royal yacht to the
Isle of Wight, or sometimes through quaint old English
villages. And all the time Victoria was becoming wiser
and older. She studied many things which most girls
at that time were not expected to learn, such as History,
latin, and the British Constitution, but modern lan-
guages and painting were not overlooked, and the little
Princess sang very sweetly. Dancing and riding were
her delights, and she was very skilful with her bow.

In spite of Victoria's sweet disposition and pleasing
manners, she had a will of her own. One day, when
she was tired of practising, her musicteacher said to
her—¢¢ There’s no royal road in art ; only by much prac-
tice can vou become mistress of the piano.” Quick as
thought the girl locked the instrument, put the key in
her pocket, and exclaimed—*Now you see there s 2
royal way of becoming ‘ mistress of the piano.””

Up to this time Victona did not know the great
future which was waiting for her. She must have felt
that she was in some way different from other children,
for in their play they always waited for her to suggest the
games, and never objected to anything she proposed.
She must have noticed, too, how people stared at her.
but perhaps she thought all this was because she was a
“Royal Highness,” or that it was meant for her com-
panions rather than for herself. At last the time came.
when she was about twelve, that her friends thought it
wise to tell her the truth. So her teacher put a genea-
logical table into a history she was reading, and when
the Princess found it she exclaimed—“\Why, I never
saw that before.”

“It was not thought necessary you should see it,”
replied the governess. )

The Princess looked at the paper, and then said,
thoughtfully—* 1 am nearer the throne than 1 supposed.
After a minute she added-- ‘It is a great respousi-
bility. I understand now why you urged me so much
to learn, even Latin. 1 will be good.”  This great news
did not make Victoria at all proud and boastful, but only
a little more thoughtful.

Even when the Princess was seventeen years old she
was still under her mother’s dictation. At a great ball
given in her honour by the Mayor of Burghley, she was
allowed to stay only to open the ball with Lord Exeter,
and after that one dance, sent to bed, to rest for the neat
day.

In 1836 Victoria first met her cousin Albert, who
spent three weeks at Kensingtan with her mother and
herself. There the young people rode, walked, and
chatted together, and then, perhaps, began the love that
was to make both their lives so bright.

On May 24th, 1837, the Princess Victoria came of age,

and the day was celebrated as a holiday all over Eng-
land, with serenades, speeches, and a great State ball
in honour of England’s future Queen, now nearer the
throne than any one thought.  Early on the morning of
June 2nd there was a great clamour at the gates of Ken-
sington Palace, and after much delay the Archbishop of
Canterbury and the Lord Chamberlaiin were admtted.
and demanded to speak to the Princess “on very im-
portant business.,” ‘They were told that *“the Princess
was in such a sweet sleep she could not be disturbed.”
Then the Archbishop exclaimed--“We are come on
business of State to the Queen, and even her sleep must
give way.” ‘This time there was no remonstrance, and a
moment later Victoria, in night.gown and shawl, her
brown bair tumbling over her shoulders, appeared in the
doorway, to hear herself for the first time called the
Queen of England.  How modest and dignified she was
in this very trying situation ! Her first words as Queen
were- 1 beg your Grace to pray for me:” and her
first act was to write a letter of sympathy to her aunt,
(Queen Adelaide, which you have all probably heard.

With this carly morning summons her childhood
ended, and her womanhood began—that womanhood
which has shown to the English people the meaning of
good government, ard to the world what true Queen-
liness is.

‘This unworthy testimony, by a faithful admirer, 1s laid
at the feet of Her Majesty by one who has the honour
of celebrating her own birthday on the now august and
historic 24th of May.

OUR OWN WRITERS.

Loxpoyx, ONT., May 15, 1891.

Dear Post Bag,—1 think you are quite right in your remarks
concerning native writers. 1 have noticed that when a writer,
or in fact ahy one, wishes to perfect himself above the usual wark,
it is not the Canadian public who give him support and help, but
the other side of the line. T know three personal friends w{:o are
totally lost to Canada in this way.

The Youxc Caxapray is therefore a step in the direction of
checking this continual loss, by supplying a home market, and a
good one too, for our own writers and artists.

Wishing you all success.

JLT. D,

My Drar Stk,—I think 1 way in all fairness appeal to our
three months career to prove that our CANADIAN writers and
artists have been but waiting for an outlet in their own country.
‘The surprise expressed in reply to our cheques have a sad side o=
well as a pleasing one to us,

Post Bag.

A NICE LETTER.
Naxamo, B.C.

Drar Post Bag,—You are so kind to children, and don't seem
to get tired answering sll the letters they write you, so T thought
1 wonld tell you shout myself. [ love flowers very much ; I always
help wy mother attend to her plants.  We have some pretty
geraniums in a bay window, and | have a vegetable garden whicl
I wade myself. 1 can't find as many wild.flowers up here as my
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cousina get in Victoria, We used to live there, Colin, my
brother, says lie is going to ask you whether you want the flowers
or the plants. 1 amn nine yearsold,  Colinis cleven, | lave
sister cight years ol ; just us three.

Your little friend,
BrysaMin McKesaie,

MY DEear Bexsamiy,-Such a nico little letter yon have
written to e, Many thanks for it. 1 was so pleased to get it,
and to kunow about Colin and your little sister. What & happy
liome you must have, ““you three.” I love to think of you help.
iu‘; your mother with her garden, so 1 sent you a package of aceds,
I hope they arrived all in good time.  Please let me know how
they turn out.  Suppose you_plant them like this B. M. Y. C,,
which wcaus Benjunin McKenzie Youne Caxapian, If they
grow upin that shape, won't it be lovely if 1 come to sce you.
You will then take me out to see it. § shall be so proud to have
my nawme along side of yours., Plense tell me about your vege.
tables too, what kinds you have, and what grows best.  Wlut
kind do you like best yournelf 1 1 like pease, and corn, aud
cauliflower. These ate my favourites, but there are others that 1
like too. We shall have s nice feast when I come to see you, out
on the verandah, if your mother will allow us, or down by the
river. Have you  river near you ?

Your sincere friend,
Post Bas.

FROM OUR APRIL PRIZE MAN.
The Rectory,
FrepEricTON, N. B., May 1ut, 1891,

Dxar Epiror,—Thauk you for the beautiful penkuife, which 1
received safely.

I think the Youxc CANADIAN is fine; aud it is very nice to
liave & magazine of our own.

With best wishes for its success, I remain,

Yours sincerely,
G. Enpwaxo R, MacDoxavrp.

ST. GEORGE AND MERRIE ENGLAND.

Editor Young Canadiun :

Sir,—May I, without seeming to impugn the accuracy of the
legend of St. George as contained in your number of 20th April, be
pennitted to inforn the readers of the Youxe CANADIAN that
there is another story of St. George, and one much more agreeable
to those who Jove and houour the “flag which has braved a thou.
sand yeary the battle and the breeze ' than the unpleasant narra-
tive of the career of * St. George of Cappadocia.” Thers are in
fact two legends and two lieroes, both bearing the Greek name of
George. The patron saint of merrie England whosc red cross on a
white ground forms the British Naval Ensign, aud is the !»rincipal
member of the Union Jack, is ¢* $t. George the martyr,”* the re.
puted slayer of the Dragon, of whom it is said that he was the
sont of noble Christiun parents, and au officer of high rank in the
Romun Army, and that he suffered wartyrdom in the persecution
of Christians under the Emperor Diocletinu about A, D. 305,
Although the Dragon story may be dismissed as mythicul the rest
of the legend of St. George the martyr is at least probable.

Yours,
. SNADRAGON,

My Dear Ssarnracox,—1 am most pleased to receive your
lettee about our St. George, and my young readers will feel much
obliged for this other version.  St. George is not so faniliar to us
as he ought to be.  We should kuow a great deal more about the
nwmes and wemories we howour. It would inspire us to follow
their good exainple.

Yours much obliged,
Post Bac.

FROM A VERY GOOD FRIEND.
Nrw Castie, N. B,

DAk Post Bag,—1 received and read your kind letter and con-
fidentin]l paper with great pleasurc on Tuesday oming. 1 am
very willing to get you all the subscriptions T can. 1 do not thank
I can get mauy, but n boy can only do his best. 1 am not tryiug
for money, only for 1 think your paper should be in every Caua-
disu home. 1 atill want Nos. 1, 2, 3, 5§ and 6 of the Yoyxa
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CANADIAN to cou?’]om the volume. Would you kindly send thiem
onto meas I wish toget them bound at the end of the year.
have No. 4 which was sent as a sample copy.  We have started a
club here aud called it * The Young Canadian Club’ after the
title of your paper. We have three objects in view. 1. The study
of Literature. 2. The study of Wild-flowers. 3. The study of
Shorthand.  1f our club succeeds, a8 I hope it may, I will likel
get some subscriptions. 1 like the Youxa CANADIAN very much
aud long for its coming every week.

Yours truly,
Max ArTREN,

My Dean Lrrrek FrieNn,—Your dear nice letter has given me
great pleasure indeed. I.love to think that our own Canada has a
good number of boys like yourself, and it is delightful for me in
my work that I am going to have them for friends. 1 should
think more of that than of being the Governor-Geneml, About
back numbers 1, 2, 3, 5, and 6, I am doing my hest to ﬁet
them. 'There hias been a great demand for them, and it is rather
difticult uow to get 8o many.  But you may be sure I shall domy
very best, so that you may cou‘:}ﬂete your volume.

1 am delighted about your Yourac Caxanias Club, aud 1 hope
you will have a very nice time. Our Wild Flower Department
will help you in your wild flowers; the Shorthand, which is to
begin in & week or two, will help you it another; aud in the
Literature, do not forget our old friend * Pater” who has charge
of the Rrading Clube, if you want to know anything about your
buoks. He hias asked me to send you, all for yourself, our Youno
CaNADIAX Reading Club Badge, which 1 now do. He says you
deserve it for getting up the cﬁ:b. Don't you think it is pretty.
The other members may have them for seventy-five cents, Here
is the picture of it.

A bookseller lins just written to me that he has sent me 1, 2, 8,
and 6. 1 will send them to yon, so that is only No. 5, which you
want.

Your siucere friend,
Pust Bag.

FROM A YOUNG CANADIAN IN HARVARD.
Hurvand Univasity,
CaMiripeE, Mass,

DeAR Post Bag,—1 jot down a few fucts that may be of use
to you, and of interest to your readers. Our Cauadian Club iy
Harvard numnbers thirty members, all connected with the Ui
versity.  Mr. Taylor, N. B,, is our President; Mr. Willmott,
Out., is Vice-President ; Dr. Rand, U. 8. is Sec-Treasurer. Prof.
McVane, (History) ; Asst. rof. de Suwichrast, (French); Mr.
Ganong, (Botany) ; Mr. Chamberlain,; (Asst. Secretary) ; Mr. Will-
wott, (Asst. it Miucralogy), have official connection. Other mew.
bers are students in arts, divinity, graduate school, law schoo), or
medical departinent.  Most are graduates of Canadian Colleges.
Dalliousie, Acadia, Prince of Wales, Mt. Allison, New Brunswick,
McGill aud Victoria are represented.  Almost all are intensely in-
terested in Canadian affairy aud wuxious to return if suitable pos-
itions can be got.  The lawyers aud doctors will likely return—the
teachems renain,

As for suyself 1 min pursuing advanced work in mineralogy under
Prof. Cooke, hoping soure time to be called to a chsir of mmiury
and mineral in my native province—Ontario,

Very sincercly,
A. B. Wisrnorr.

P’ S.—1 shall be very pleased to identify mineral species for any
of your readers providing only that return postage is forwarded
with the specimen. ’

. A.B. W,
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JOHNSTON'S FLUID BEEF.
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HOMEOPATHY.—A full stock of
Genuine Medicines and Books; also Hum-
porey’s Specifics, all numbers,

SHEET WAX, and all materials for
making Wax Flowers. A large assortment
always on hand. Country orders promptly
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WM. NOTNMAN & SON, Photographers, (7 Bleury Street, MION'TRE AL,

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

1 A. J. PELL,
I 80 & 82 WICTIRIA SQ"U'.ARE,
Cavucr and Gildey,
MIREOR AXD FIC10RL FRAME MANUFACTURER.

‘Lhis factory is noted for 1ta FINFE QOLD WORK,

" belng Superior in Quuhity to any other in the

.| Dominion.

| Al OLD FRAMES REQILT azd =ade a3 god 33 26w,

H. A. MILLER,
Hougs, Sign & Yindow Shade

PAINTER,
raper Havger aud Decorator

GILDING, GLAZING, GRAINING,
WHITEWASHING, &c.

1996 St. Catherine Street,

SLOWWTTREAL.

P GEO. R. HEASLEY, |F
t L] . ,
L R
nl 2087 ST. CATHERINE STREET
{2 Doors East of Rleury.) A
T! MONTREAL. |M
U' F)'CTURE, FRAMER |
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ORAPEAL, SAVIBNAC & £0,
Tingmiths, Plambers, &e.,

140 ST. LAWRENCE MAIN STREET,

MONTREAL.

Draregav, Savioaac & Co. undertake all kinds
of work, such as Slate, Tin and Galvanized Shect
Tron Roofing, als» repaiving, at very moderate prices.

SrociaLTYi—Fitung up and repairing hot water
and steain Furnaces.

TEES & 00'S.

FICE, PARLOUR and LIBRARY DESKS are the best.

TEES & CO., 300 St. James Street, MONTRIEAL.

THE

BurLanDp LiTHO. Co..

(LIMITED),

MONTREAL,

Engravers < Finie Color Printers

SPECIALTIES :
Map Engraving.
Photo-Litho. Reproductions.
lllustrations for Books.
lllustrations for Advertising.
Photo-Zinc Engravings.

9 BLEURY STREET, MONTREAL.

The Little Jewel
IRONING TABLE.

Always ready for use.

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

It is the best article for ironing Ladies’ 8kirts,
Gentlemen’s Shirts, and all other
laund=ied goods.

Superior in all respects.  Price within reuch of all.

Ask your dealer for it, or apply direct to

BROWN & GLASSFORD

Glenora Building,
1886 Notre Dame St., Montreat.

MOODIE, GRAHAM & CO.

The Universal Warchouse,

I¥PORTERS AND GENERAL DEALERS IN

{haioe frosories, fruits, fe.

2567 ST. CATHERINE STREET,

Corner of MacKay,

MONTREAL.

——rro—

FEDERAL TELEPHONE 1299,
BELL TELEPHONE 4690.

OUR SPECIALTY:
RE-COVERIING!

N ITSTTY
MONTREAL S Y

Have your Umbrells re.coveied with our
Groria SiLg, which we¢ warrant for three
years® wear,

The Dominien Umbrella Factory,

714 CRAIG STREET,

A FEW DUORS EASY OF VICTORIA SQUARE.

N. B.—=Wo are ll;n only importers of the Grxuine
Gurona Sitk in Canada.

Bedding Patented for its Purity !

EVERY DESCRIFPIION

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

- WISE PEOPLE, -

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

At TOWNSHEND'S,

No. 1 Little St. Antoine Streot, Corner
St. Jamos Strcet ONLY.

BELL TELEPHONE 1906,
FEDERAL ¢ 224,

SAFETY

BICYCLES !

We have taken the agency for a fine line of these
goods. Tuspection cordially {nvited.

FISHING TACKLE,

LACROSSES, TENNIS, BASEBALL,
Tho Best Stock In the Province.

The WIGHTMAN SPORTING 600DS (0.

403 ST. 'AUL STREET.

E. AULD'S

PURE

MUCILAGE
N St Bething

B BUT THE BUYEBR.

X Algo, Lithogram
Composition in 2 and
P 3 1L. tins. Note,ictter,
and foolscap sizea

OFFICE AND FACTORY :

759 Craig Street, MONTREAL.

TEES & C0'S. *

TRBS & €0., - The Desk Makers, -

ARQUET FLOGRING and BORDERS are Elegant and ﬂufahle.

300 St. James Sjreet, MONTRBAL.
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