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+ Absolutely free from anything unhealthful,
Best Value in the Market.
The Favorite in Canadian Homes.

McLAREN'S COOK'S I‘RIEND tho only genuine.
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Substitutes are sometimes recommended by
druggists and storekeepers for the sole purpose of
making greater profit.

There is nothing so good as

PEARS SOAP.

It has sitood the fest for 100 YEARS.
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SPACKMAN & TO., Barson Buocx .
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REMINGTON TYPE-WRITER,
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shorthand writlng angd type-writing... nd ter
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AT ALL BOOKSELLERS, OR OF THE PUBLISHER, WINDSOR HOTEL TICKET OFFICE.

THE BEST SOUVENIR PUBLISHED!
A CONCISE HISTORY OF THE CITY. UPWARDS OF 40 CHOICE ENGRAVINGS.

No Canadinn should Lo without it, and no Visitor should tail to socuro oOno.

1
9
FOR MATILING.

PRICE, 7G5 CENTS.

ILLUSTRATED MONTREAL

SHORTHAND INSTITUTE and Remington Type Writing School,

MRS, J. BULLOCK, I'rincipal.

6TH FLOOR, RooMS 97a To 99 TeMPLE BtILDING.

SECURITY. organtzed 1830, LARGE PROFITS.

| e UNITED STATES LIFE

INSURANCE COMPANY OF NEW YORK

. Isvuns all plans of old-line Life Insurance, nlso the favorite busincss man's
policy, the CONTINUABLE TERM. Write or call for particulars,

E. A. COWLEY, Manager Prov. of Quebec.
180 ST. JAMES STREET.

|
| CHAS. ALEXANDER.
l PURE CONFECTIONELERY.

|
|
|

i IND'SPUTABILITY. PROMPT PAYMENTS.

: LUNCHEON AND COFFEE ROCM.
1
{ Candies and Bon-Bons, own manufa@ure. Wedding Cakes a specialty,

MONTREAL.

| 219 St. James Street, - -

TRY ALEXANDER’S COUGH DROPS.

WELL RECOMMENDED - -

SIMPSON, HALL, MILLER & CO.

- -

7 16 & 18 DeBresoles Street,

MONTREAIL.

Tea Sets, Butter Dishes
Waifers, Wine Stands,
Cruefts, Eperones,

Pickle Costers, | Fruit Stands.

REPLATING A SPECIALTY.

, BSole Manufacturers and Proprietors or the celebrated Wm. Rogers Knives, Forks, Spoons, &c.
* MANUFACTURERS OF THE ° *

FINEST QUALITY SILVER-PLATED WARE.
' A. J. WHIMBEY, Manager for Canada.

CALIGRAPE !

THE CENTRE OF ATTRACTION

IN EVERY FAMILY 1S

THE BABY

and ne .t to its budding beauty and winning ways,
the charr. lies in

The Baby’s Dress.

For the Infant’s Wardrobe, everything that the most
factidious mother can desire is to be had, in

GREATEST SPEED.
'379vHNa LSOW 3HL

Styles, the Most Becoming,
Qualities, the Finest,

Value, the Best,
— AT

JOHN AITKEN & CO’S.

1757 NOTRE DaME STREET.
Bell Tolephone 1982. Established 1847,

Best for Manifolding. 100,000 Daily Users.
CIUCTLARS OX APPLICATION.

AGENTS POR QUEDXC AND KASTERN ONTARIO
MORTON PHILLIPS & CO.,

! Stattoners, Blank Book Makers and Printers,
‘ 1765 & 1767 Notre Dame St,. MONTREAL.

R fel
icians,

! . Best c. Rccomm by Phy
‘ §  Cureswhereall else fails. Pleasant and-agrecabloto the

taste, Children take it withcut objection. By droggists.

THE

Burranp LiTtHo. Co.

(LIMITED),

MONTREAL,

Engravers & Fine Golor Printers

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

9 BLEURY STREET, MONTREAL.

8. PULTON cures by LETTER or INTHR

virw all forws of Piles, Pimples, Catarchs,

Skin Diseases, Nervous Complaints, Tumors and

Enlarged Glands, wirour orarations. Enquiry

Frie, Hours 110 10 p.m. 24¢¢ St. Catherine street.
Bell Telephone, 3351.

ROYAL CAWADIAN
PERFUMES.

Arbutus,

May Blossom,

Prairie Flowers,

White Violet, &c.

The only Canadian Perfumes
on the English Market.

A HANDSOME CARD and descriptive circulars
of the wholeline, posf free, on application to

LYHAN, SOKS & C0., - HOKRTREAL.
LOVELY’S

CANADIAN COPYRIGHT SERIES
OF CHOICE FICTION.

LATEST ISSUES.

Name and Fame, by Adchne Sergeant...... $0.30
Alas, by Rhoda Broughtors ......evvverennns .30

A Double Knot, by Geo. Manville Fean 30
Ladr Naudeo's Hanla........ccivveeeveieee. 30
A Hldden Foe, by G. A. Henty. .ccvvvenres 30
Brooke's Daughter, by Adcline Sergeal .30
The Rlsen Dead, by Floreace Marryat, .30
Pretty Miss Sm{lh, by Florence Ward .80
A Life for a Love, by L. T. Mcade......... .80
Good Bye, by John Strange Winter.......... 25

CANADIAN AUTHORS' SERIES:
A Daughter of St. Peters, by Janet C.

CONZEL. cevirece sovesstiascroses secanae .36
Mario &ourdon, by Maud Ogilvy, ......... .50
Brighter Spheres, by Spititusicc oonn,,. 30

The Crime of Paul Sacristan, by Arthur

.................................

Sent by mail on receipt of price, if not to be had of
your local bookseller.

JOHN LOVELL & SON,
MonTrEAL, April, 2691, Publishers.

P. N. BRETON, the popular Numismatist, buys and sells Rare Canndian
a__ Coius, and makes a specialty to provide Musees and Institutions with Collections,
at rcasonnble prices; also, tho publisher of Breton'’s Illustrated Canadian Coin
Collector, 313 illustrations, for 50 cents. Address 1§64 St. Catherine Street, Montreal, Can.
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NED DARROW,;
OR,

THE YOUNG CASTAWAYS.

CHAPTER VI
IN THIL GOLDEN CITY.

(?_“"*-\0‘ HAT night Mr. James and Ned
W & Darrow wandered the streets of
AL & San Francisco for many a weary
hour. The former had a tnfle
of the money left he had se-
cured at Ogden, and it proved suflicient to
obtain for thers a comfortable bed m a ludy-
ing-house.

Necessity and  hardship had made  the
timid under-master more self-rehiant. and he
talked and acted clearly and promptly de
spite the penniless situation of hmsclf and
his young friend.

“ Professor Ballentine may be in the city
or gone to some place of note in the vicinity,”
he remarked to Ned. At any rate, the sea
voyage will begin here, and T shall visit the
shipping offices and docks to-moriow in quust
of him.”

It was an interesting tramp for Ned, the
next day’s scarch for some trace of the o
cursion party.  Mr. James was several hours
along the harbour, and Ned would wan for
him while he visited the deck of this and
that ship.

Nea saw by o token of eaxcitement as Mr.
James cane from a square nigged schooner
he had visited that he had discorered s ome
thing of importance.

“Good news, Ned!™ he cried, as he reached
the duch.  “ I have lucated my brother and
the boys.”

“Oh, Mr. Jomes® that 15 indeed good news.
They are on the ship yonder>”

“Noj; but Professor Ballentine has en
gaged passage down the coast. It seems
that the steamers did not admit of time in
their voyages to visit this and that place of

Montreal, Wednesday, July 29, 1891. $ 5200 hor v % cance.

interest, and the captain told me he had chartered yon

der schooner.™
“The Neptune,

on the hows,
“Yes.  He says my brother may return to-mght or

’

“murmured Ned, reading the name

gtk sk L
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to-morrow, but in any event, an hour’s inquiry at the
hotels will enable me to learn where he is.”

“ And shall I go with you?”

“No; I would prefer to see the Professor alone first ;”
replicd Mr. James, gravely.  “ You stay around the dock
here, and 1 will return as soon as I find my brother or
learn where he is.”

Musing idly and dreaming of the voyage down the
coast and the welcome and surprise of the boys, Ned
suddenly started.

A familiar voice spoke his name, a rough hand grasped
his arm.

“Ah'! I've found you again, ¢ch? You've led me a
pretty chase, my hearty.”

Ned uttered a dismayed cry as he turned and recog-
nized the speaker.

There could be no mistake. The same cruel eyes
and sinister face looked down upon him; the man
before him was the mysterious visitor at Ridgeland—
the man with the black, bushy beard.

CHAPTER IX.

IN BAD HANDS.

Abel Morgan, as the stranger called himself, did nut
wait for Ned to recover from his surprise, but led, or
rather, dragged him sume distance down the wharf.

A little sail-boat lay under the shadow of a large brig,
and befure Ned could realize what had vccurred, Morgan
lifted him over the edge of the dock, and dropped him
into the boat. Then he sprang into it himself.

The entire episode had consumed only a moment of
time.  Ned had been amazed at the rapidity of the man's
actions. Now he was absolutely startled, as he tried to
regain thie wharf, and Morgan spoke.

“You sit down there!” he ordered, with a deep
scowl.

“No, I won't. You let me pass.  What right have
rou—-—"

Ned spoke boldly, and attempted to clasp the wharf,
but Morgan pushed him violently backwards so that
Ned fell into the bottom of the boat.

Morgan loosened the boat, and pushed out from the
wharf. He set the sail, drove the boat down the har-
bour, and, reaching the open bay, secured the sail-rope,
and faced Ned.

“Now then, my hearty, I'm ready for you. 1 tried
to see youu in Ridgeland, but you wouldn’t have it, so 1
hurried after you to 'Frisco. 1 suppose you remember
me2”

“Yes; you are the man calling himself Abel Mor-
gan.”

“Precisely.  And do you Lnow why 1 have taken all
this trouble 2 ”

“No. For no good purpose, T imagine, judging from
the way you act.”

Morgan only jeered at Ned’s bold speech.

“We'll let the boat run down the coast, while I tell
you. I wrote to your guardian abuut sume land a short
time since, and got no reply.”

“1 know you did.”

“Youre well-pusted, my friend.  Well, that land 1
want.  You bave the say about it, but that noodle-
headed James thinks there’s some fabulous value in it,
I suppose.”

“Maybe he’s right.”

“No. It's a waste prece of ground, not worth a dollar
an acre.”

“ And you offer-—"

“Five hundred dollars!” cried Morgan, cagerly.
“Will you take it 2"

“ Not until we've seen it.”

“See here, don’t be a fool. 1I've gone to terrible
trouble to benefit you, and here I've followed you from
description clear from the east,  The land suits me be-
cause it adjoins on to a ranch 1 have, and no one else
will buy it.  Now, I want a promise from you.”

“What promisc?” he asked.

“That you and the teacher will make the land over
to me.”

“1 won't promise that nor anything clse to you. You
are trving to deceive me.  There /s some value to that
land, and we are going to find out about it.”

“You youny jackanapes! Do you mean to tell me
I'm tying to you ?” shouted Morgan.

“T won't promise.”

“You shall t”

The boat was running ahead at a lively rate of speed,
but Ned edged towards the stern as Morgan made a
movement to come towards him.

“Well, I won't.”

“Then, as sure as my name’s John Markbham, Tl
make you repent it.”

“John Markham!” cjaculated Ned. *I knew you
were deceiving us.  You are not Abel Morgan, then, but
Markham, the cruel cousin who swindled my brother
out of his money and broke his spirit.  T'll have you
arrested ! I'li call for help!”

Ned was wildly excited.  The truth had dawned upon
him at last, and he knew that he faced the unprincipled
scoundrel who had rubbed his brother, William Dar-
row.

He sprang to his feet, and shouted for help across the
watcry waste.

At that moment, by accident or design, the sail flap-
ped to windward.

It swept Ned Darrow off his feet, and as he sank like
a shot bencath the waves, the sail'boat sped rapidly
on its way.

CHAPTER X.

MR. JAMES' MISHAPS.

Two hours after Ned Darrow had left the vicinity of
the schooner Neptuae, Mr. James came burrying down
to the wharf.

He had learned that his brother, Professor Ballentine,
would return to the city that evening. and he came to
communicate the intelligence to Ned.

But, to his surprise, Ned was not to be found in the
vicinity of the ship, and a long search failed to reveal a
trace of him.

“He can’t have lost himself,” muttered Mr. James.
“Maybe he's got tired of waiting for me, and has gone
back to the lodging-house.”

The under-master slowly retraced his steps as he spoke.
He did niut notice that he was followed.  Even if he had
observed the skulhing figure that shaduwed his footsteps,
it is doubtful, amid his pre-occupation of mind, if he
would have recognized Abel Morgan.

Mr. James went straight to the lodging-house and re-
appeared about an hour later, carrying the satchel that
contained Ned’s cffects and his own.

Markham kept close at his heels.  Suddenly, as Mr.
James passed a deserted row of buildings on a lonely
street, the former crowded to his side.  With a push he
sent the unsuspecting under-master down a pair of
rickety area stairs.
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Poor Mr. James fell headlong, his head striking a
step, he lay bleeding and unconscious at the dark bot-
tom of the arca.

Markham had torn the satchel from his vietim's hand.
He cast a glance at the latter, and then, seeing no one
in view, quietly sauntered away from the spot.

“The boy’s out of the way,” he muttered, coolly.
“He had no business standing up in the boat. T didn’t
push him over, and 1 wasn't going to get in trouble stay-
ing there and searching for his body. As to this man,
he probably has the papers of the land at Sandy Flat in
this satchel, and as 1 made them a fair offer and they
refused, I'm bound to have the land anyway.”

It was late in the afternoon when Mr. James returned
to consciousness, and it tuvk another hour to dress bis
wounded head and collect his scattered wits,

The inexperienced under-master was loth to helieve
that such hardened characters as Abel Morgan lived in
the world, yet he had recognized his assailant as the man
left behind at Ridgeland.,

“What does it all mean?” he mused, perpleaedly.
“Could that man have followed us here? e has
stolen Ned’s satchel, and with it the papers to the land.
They will do him no good, for they are recorded.  But
I must find Ned. Maybe this villain, for villain he
surely is, has done the lad some harm.”

Mr. James reached the wharf where the schooner had
been that morning, watching clusely for some sign of
Ned.

He stood stock still, a cheurless, horrible fecling of
disappointment and dread creeping over him, as he saw
that the schooner was nowhere in sight.

“My man,” he managed to ask of a sailor on the
wharf, “can you tell me where the ship that was here
this morning is: "

“Gone- sailed,” was the reply.

“Gone!” repeated Mr. James, in a choked, un-
natural tone.

“Yes. The Neptune slipped her mourings two hours
ago!”

CHAPTER XL

A STRANGE PASSENGER.

—

The schooner had indeed sailed, and the bewildered
man, who stood rooted to the wharf, staring blankly at
the water, was destined to devote many a weary day to
an ineffectual search for Ned Darrow and Profussor Bal-
lentine ere he heard of the good ship Neptune again.

And in that ship, a snug passenger, brought thither
by a series of marvelously strange circumstances, was the
object of his solicitous anxiety, Ned Darrow.

For when the criminal and cowardly John Markham
abandoned the victim of a design or an accident, Ned
knew not which, the boy had not sunk bencath the
waves to rise no more, as the villain supposed.

The episode had occurred near a lighthouse near
land, and when Ned arose to the surface after his chil-
ling plunge, it intervencd between himsclf and Mark-
ham.

Thus the latter believed him drowned ; but a friendly
eye had witnessed the mishap, and, as Ned managed
to keep himself above water, a voice shouted down from
a window in the light-house—

“ Keep up your courage, my little man ; I'll soon have
you safely out of your trouble.”

Immediately a heavy object attached to a rope came
bounding down to the water’s edge.

It proved to be a chair, and Ned clasped it eagerly.

+19

Looking up, he saw the light-house-keeper pulling at
the other end of the rope over a pulley, and knew that
the chair was for clevating visitors and others into the
tower of the light-house.

*Hold fast while T pull you up ™ shouted the man,
but just then a boat, contaiming a sahng party of three
persons attracted by the accident, came to the spot, and
Ned was lowered to the boat.

He saw no sign of Markham's boat in the vicmity,
and was rather reticent in answering the rapid question-
ing of his companions.

He thanked them heartily when he reached the land,
and at once set out to find the ship Neptune.

It took several hours to reach the city and to locate
the wharf where the ship lay, but at last he gained the
spot.

His clothes were quite dry from his rapid walk, but
he felt concerned as he saw no trace of Mr. James
around.

+ The crew of the Neptune were lounging on the wharf,
and Ned climbed over the rait and watked around the
deck.

T'wice he was ordered out of the way. and heard one
of the men say that some freight for loading would
so0n arrive.

In his wanderings over the ship, Ned had the curi-
osity to descend into the hold.

“T might as well stay on the ship,”™ he deaded, * for
Mr. James will probably return with the Professor.”

He fuund a descerted spot ina dark corner of the hold,
and sat down torest. He had miscalealated s s
lance, for the long ride on the joling cars, the plunge m
the bay, and the brisk walk to the ship had exhausted
him.

He nodded and slept ere he had been in the hold
five minutes.  So profound was his slumber that it must
have been hours ere he awoke.

When finally he was restored to wakefulness, it was
with a bewildered sense of fright and confusion that he
atempted to realize his situation,

Before his strained vision was the blackness of star-
less night : not a ray of light relieved the darkness.

He reached torth his hands with a cry of dread un-
certainty.

On cvery side they met a hard, blank wall.

The air was close and warm; his feet moved un-
steadily.  He was in some moving object.

Then, as he heard the swish of waters, steady and
dull, as he eaperienced the dizy feehing accompanying
a first voyage at sea, he knew what had occurred.

The Neptune had set sail, and Ned Darrow was a
prisoner in its hold !

CHAPTER XIL

—

AT SEA.

“Hurrah! she’s started.”

2\ duzen voices caught up the words as the Neptune
loosud her cabies, and set sail from San Trancisco har-
bour.

Upon the deck, flushed with excitement and pleasure,
stuod the nineteen buys comprising the passengers o
the ship, while Profussor Ballentine with benignant face
scemed to experience a quict satisfaction in the happi.
ness of his youthful charges.

“1 declare, it makes me young again to sce their
delight,” he remarked to Captain Barr.  “ From Salt
Lake City down to the big trees of Calaveras, the lads
have been in one joyful fever of mirth.”
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They certainly presented the appeaiance of a happy
coterie.  “Ulie studious ones contented themscelves by
hothering the crew with rapid questions, the mischiey-
ous found amusement in playing a varicty of tricks on
their mates, while more adventurous members of the
party scaled the rigging, much to the nervous horror of
the indulgent Professor.

So far, the eapedition had been a success.  Dick
Wilson shadowed the enjoyment of the boys somewhat
by mourning over Ned Darrow’s absence, and Ernest
Blake railed considerably at Ralph Warden's disagree-
able way, but un the whole, goud feeling was the order
of the day.

The latter had become more unpopular than ever since
the journey began, He had the good fortune a year
previous to visit the Pacific coast with his father, and
when he was not spoiling the anticipations of his mates
by explaining what they were to see, he was sneering
unpleasantly at their ¢estacies over sights that were not
new to him.

They passed down the harbour, and out to sea about

sunset.  The evening was a glorious one, and, as the
stars came out, the boys were enchanted with the scene
about them.

The land faded from view at last, and passing ships
became less frequent.  ‘The appearance of a light-ship
held their attention for some time. 1aen, as the
novelty of the hour wore off, they retired for the
night.

Of land sights there were few for the ensuing four or
fivedays. ‘The weather was delightful, and the Neptune,
favoured by fair breeszes, passed down the cuast, at the
average rate of ten knots an hour.

Not a soul on board, luoking at the fastened hatches,
dreamed that a stow-away might be contained in the
silent hold. The cook’s pantry was well provisioned,
and no occasion had yet arisen to go below decks.

Yet, within a few feet of the merry, tramping crew
of boys, one of their number, whom they believed to be
left behind m disgrace in Ridgeland, was having a fight
for existence unseen by any human eye, was struggling
patiently and manfully for the liberty of which a strange
accident had deprived him.

There were heaven's sweet breezes and the brilliant
sunlight for the joyous coterie on deck.

To the lonely prisoner in the hold of the Neptune it
was a desperate voyage n the dark.

CHAPTER XIII

IN THE DARK.

When the real loneliness and penil of his position
dawned over the mind of Ned Darrow, he well-nigh gave
way with horror and despair.

He beat the dull walls of Ius prison place frantically,
he shouted and shricked for help, and then sank to the
floor, weeping and exhausted.

Little by little his mund recovered its balance, monient
by moment boyish fear gave way to courage and philo-
sophical resolution, and finally, grown calmer and more
hopeful, he reflected deeply on his situation.

“ 1 must think of myself only for the present,” he mur-
mured grimly.  “I must bring my whole mind to bear
upon the real merits of my situation.  While T was asleep
they have loaded the ship without discovering me, and 1
am walled in. They must unload, or at least visit the
hold before long.”

@he Poung Tanadian

He imagined that there must be some loop-hole amid
the cargo, some anfilled space through which he might
hope to erawl towards liberty.

“Oh, for a light '™ breathed Ned, furvently.  “ Even
if only for a moment. I 1 could bui see around me
the matches, the candle!  Oh, 1 hope they will light @™

He was tremulously suspenseful as he began to ran-
sack his pockets.  When Mr. James and himself stole
into the freight car at Ogden, they had provided them
selves with the means of sccuring a light when
needed.

Ned now found the ¢nd of a candle and sevenal
matches in his pocket.  ‘The matches were the brown
lucifers which are almost impervious to dampness, and
as he drew one across the sole of his shoe, it lit quite
readily.  He lit his candle and flashed its rays around
him, the close air causing it to flicker fitfully.  His sur-
vey was a discouraging one, for the illumination re-
vealed a condition of affairs cven worse than he had
thought.

On three sides showed the ribbed, unbroken surface
of the interior of the hull of the ship; over-head, far
beyond reach, were the stout timbers of the deck ; be-
tween him and the hatchway and cabins, a solid wall of
merchandise.

Boxes, barrels, kegs and cases, piled tightly together,
rose up, ticr on tier, as high as the deck, while, appar-
ently, beyond them other parcels filled in the entire space
of the hold.

He had read of stow aways in the same position as
himself, and he took hope as he remembered where
patience and courage had cnabled them to surmount
great obstacles in reaching the outside world again.

He was beginning to experience a slight sea sickness
from the increased motion of the ship, and he made a
pillow of his coat and went to sleep again,

Nothing save the gliding, swishing sound of water
beating against the hull greeted Ned's cars when he
again awoke. 11is first thought was the candle which be
hghted, and ruefully regarded the shortness of his only
illuminator.

“ 1 must be careful of it,” be murmured, as he counted
the matches.

‘There was barely a dozen of them,  He sct the candle
on the floor, shuddering, despite himself, as it suggested
the thought of fire in these close quarters.  ‘The fear of
fire had brought in its train of dread suggestions another
anxious thought.

Hunger and thirst!  He had not thought of this be-
fore, but it came to him now with a force that terrified
him. To perish of slow starvation and tormenting thirst!
It was horrible to think of it.

“There must be some articles of food among all that
pile of merchandise,” he made himself believe. 1 won’t
let idle fears overcome me.  I'll work if only to keep my
hands and brain busy.”

He had a stout, sharp knife in his pocket. He drew
off his coat, threw down his hat, and lifted the candle to
observe the various packages. The lower tier of boxes
and bales were large and solid, but as he reached up,
tapping cach box as he went with the knife, he found
onc smaller than the rest that sounded more hollow, and
determined to assail it.

Ned blew out the precious light after getting his bear-
ings, and then by the sheer sense of feeling began cut-
ting into the soft wood of the box.

It was slow work, and he was compelled to stop sev-
eral times to rest.  Fe could keep no reckoning of time,
but estimated that it was about noon when he finally
found that the knife penetrated to snme soft substance
inside the box.

(10 be Continued.)
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NATURAL HISTORY FOR THE LITTLE ONES,

ADAPIED FROM JULIN MCNAIR WRIGHT,

SEA BABIES,

There are small cradles that rock all day tong on the
waves of the sea. Up and down, in the sun, on the
water, rock the cradles of many shell-fish,  They are soft
animals that live in hard shells, — Shell-fish 15 not a very
good name for them, but we will use it, because you will
often sce it used in books.  Their shells serve them for
houses to live in, for ships to sail in, for coats to cover
them, for bones to keep therr soft bodies in shape.

The shells are of many forms.  Some are all i one

prece.  Some have two parts.  ‘These two parts are held
by a hinge. And some are made in many peces or
scales. There is a kind of shell-fish that kas a head on

its foot, a kind that has a head, and the kind that has no
head. That /s a queer thing to have no head! 'I'he
shells are very hard and thick. The fish in them s soft.
It has no bones. If these soft things had no hard shells,
they could not live. T'he waves would kill them.  ‘The
crabs, fish, and other animals in the sea, would eat them
at once. Let us sce how a shell-fish is made. The
conch takes fast hold of the post in the shell, so that he
will not drop out. On one side of his body he has a
hook like a thumb. That 1s to pull him back into hs
shell when be wishes to hade.  His foot is flat. It is
just the size of the open part of his shel.  The shoe on
his foot is hard, like horn.
his shell,.that shoe is his door.
him in safe in his shell.

When he draws back into
It fits close.

It shuts

He likes the nice young oysters. He picks one up
with his foot. He uses his foot for a hand as well as for
a’door. When he has the oyster in his grip, he draws
his foot close, as you would shut your hand tight.  ‘That
breaks up the shell of the oyster. ‘Then Mr. Conch
sucks up the oyster at his case. ‘The men who own
oyster beds do not like him, for he eats many oysters,

Mrs. Conch left a string of eggs on the sand.  First it
was like a thread with knots tied close together.  Then
it grew to be a yard long. The knots grow into little
cases, or pockets.  Let us cut one case open. 1t is full
of white gum, or jelly. I sec in it specks like grains of
sand. Each case is full of wee shells!  Each shell is as
small as a grain of rice! See how thin and white these
shells are. .

The small specks in it were to become shells, and the
jelly was to be the food of the baby conchs while in the
case. ‘They grew and grew. They ate up all the jelly.
They were true shell-fish, only very small. Now they
must get out.  They ate off the thin skin, and went into
the sea. These little things have a hard time to grow
up.

How do these shell-fish grow ? Do they pull off their
shells when they are too tight 2 No. Al these shell-fish
wear a cloak, or veil. It is by their cloak they grow.
Why, how is that?  This cloak, or veil, is fine and thin.
It is part of the body of the fish, and folds all over it.
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This fine cloak takes lime out of sea-water, and with it
builds more shell.  As the animal needs more reom, it
spreads out this veil over the edge of the shell, and builds
with it new shiell.  You can see the little rims where the
cloak built each new piece.  The color and the waved
lines on the shell are made by this veil,

So the shell fish need not change his house.
builds on more room as he wants it.

He just

o

A QUEER COUPLE.

Who would ever imagine that a devoted friendship
could exist between a goose and a cow?  Yet there was
such @ one uney, for I have it on good authority.  More-
over, that goose behaved just as T have seen sume little
human geese do, it thought itself the must poserful and
important thing in the world, and ruled poor old obedient,
down-trudden Mooly just as T have seen you order about
Tim, or Bridget, or big brother John, and even grandpa
and grandma, as if they were not three or four times as
big as yourselves, and could not double you up and put
you in their pockets any time they liked—that is to say,
if their pockets were big enough.

Well, Mooly really did not dare say that her soul was
her own,  Goosie took full charge of her.  Every morn-
ing she led the way to pasture, and Mooly followed. At
night she simply reversed the operation, marching in ad-
vance hke a leader of cavalry.  1f Mooly dared to linger
on the way, she admonished her with furious pecks and
much hissing and scolding.  When, in good time, a little
call appeared, the poor thing suffered much, as the goose
could scarcely restrain her jealousy long enough to let
the new-comer get its food. As to milking-time, there
was only one particular maid that was allowed to come
near Mooly at all.

It was quite dreadful to be the object of so much af-
fection so ardently expressed, and poor Mooly might
have suffered greatly in the end had not the poor goose
met with a most untimely fate.  No one of us could ever
find out how it happenced, but one day the goose was
found in the barn-yard with a broken neck. How had it
happened? Who had done it?

Perhaps the milkmaid wanted to go away to get mar-
ried, and so she put an end to the bird, that she might
take a holiday. Or perhaps the poor goose killed herself
hecause Mooly was indifferent to her? or did the cow,
finding such constraint unendurable, give way to a fit of
indignation, and kill her feathered adorer? We can
never know.

———et

Mr. Spurgeon uses a homely illustration, which is at
once a rebuke o one class and an admonition to an-
other -*“When a dog is noticed, he doesn’t like it ; but
when the dog is after a fox, he doesn’t care whether he
is noticed or not.  If a minister is seeking for souls, he
will not think of himself.”
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MR. JACKSON AND THE HORNETS.

Mr. Jackson lay in the shade of the hedge, half lean.
ing against the stump of a tree, and gazing up through
the branches in a listless way,

“1 wonder,” he was thinking 1 wonder if those
inseets humming around are bees, or hornets, or just
plain bugs. I wonder- won ner won-n-n "and his
murmurs became more and more indistinet, until they
ran into a regular hum, as he breathed almost like the
hum of the *“bugs™ he was wondering about.  Suddenly
he roused  himself, and exclaimed. *Shoo ! making a
vigorous dash at a hornet which was buuing close to
his head.  “Go ‘'way!” he exclaimed, waving his bat,
to the imminent peril of the numerous specimens which
he had stuck on it *“ o “way ! 1 don’t want you.”

“ I thought you wondered what we are, so I came to
tell you.  That's no way to receive company, anyhow,”
buzzed the hornet, angrily, flying nearer and nearer to
Mr. Jackson's head.

“1 beg your pardon,” said Mr. Jackson, hastily, for
he had no desire to offend the warm-tempered little
insect. * But I did not know vou were calling on me.
I thought you were just buszing around, as it were, and
that you might bump against me.™

“ And hurt yourself,” sad the hornet, sarcastically.

“Hem- hem a-a-h! that s s asesesss,” sad Mr.
Jackson, stammering in his cfforts to invent a reason-
able excuse- - that s -is-s-s-s- " he kept on murmar-
ing, until the hornet suddenly mterrupied him with

“I'here, now, I'm sure you look ever so much better
than you did, and as for your vouwce, there can be no
comparison.”

Mr. Jackson was a little puzzled, and put up his hand
to scratch his head.  Somcthing seemed to be wrong :
he could not make out exactly what until he
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large nest hung=suspended from the lower branch of a
tree.  Iuwas shaped just like a big pear, with the small
end down, At the very point of the lower end was the
entrance to the nest, 1 round hole about an inch in dia-
meter.  ‘The hornet flew directly in here, and Mr. Jack-
son followed. ‘The walls of the nest, which were made
of successive layers of wood-pulp paper, were about an
inch and a baif in thickness.  In the interior hung thiee
layers of comb shaped just like a honey-bee’s comb, but
made of paper instead of wax.  One remarkable thing
which Mr. Jackson noticed was that these combs were
not attached to the sides anywhere, but hung suspended
from the middle of the roof.  Flurrying all round were
a number of hornets, which seemed to be engaged in
putting the finishing touches upon the lowest comb.

“Flow many members are there in your family
asked Mr. Jackson of his guide.

“About three hundred,” was the reply.  “ We rarely
have more than that, nor less than two hundred in a
nest.”

“1 disturbed a nest once with more than a million in
it," said Mr. Jackson, with much feeling.

“(Oh no; vou only thought so,” responded the hor-
net, good-naturedly.  “We are pretty lively when we
mean business.”

“\What do you live on ?” inquired Mr. Jackson, after
looking around for some moments.  “1 don’t see any
honey.”

“Oh, we dont cat honey, we live on spiders and
flies and fruit . principally fruit  sweet pears and berries,”
answered the hornet.

“Well, what do you put in those comb-cells?” in-
quired Mr. Jackson.

“ Qur children,” responded the hornet, with an air of
pride.

>

happened to glance at hamsell i the pohshed
tin specimen box at his side.  Sure enough, he
was a full-grown hornet- --rather a large bormet,
but not noticeably so.

*Now, how much better youlook ! ™ said the
hornet, complacently looking at poor Mr. Jack-
son; “how much more graceful ! Why, you
should really be proud of vourself. 1 can't see
how you mien can be contented with your great
clumsy bodies, which 1t 1s impossible 1o fly
with.

“What were you domy before you came
. here?” mquired Mr. Jackson, who had noidea
of getting into any discussion of the relative
advantages of bemg a man or anansect with so
quick-tempered an adversary as s new friend.

“T was gathering building material,” replied
the hornet.  *Now there 15 another place
where we get abead of you stupid men.  You

people Well, if you didn't, some other men
did.  You people made a great fuss about hav-

ing mvented paper-houses and water-proof pa-
per. We have hved in paper-houses made of
water-proof paper which is made from genuine
wood-pulp.  So you see the idea of wood-pulp
for paper is an old one with us.”

“Is it 502" said Mr. Jackson, hecoming in-

’ ! ///
terested.  “ How do you manage it?” , it
“ Come along and I will show vou,” said the i D4
hornet, goud-naturedly, leading the way toward \ "n"i_' \.','-?;’I . NS l,//
a neighbouring fence.  The hornet perched on A ‘:’5?: 6%";' 5 ~C %
the top rail for a mameny, just long enough to ':‘%\' {Dﬁ BT \ /,
tear off a minute sliver with his strong mandibles, /6
and flew off, chewing it to a pulp. Mr. Jack- “B-YHyac-

son soon followed to where, not far away, a
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“What 1" exclaimed Mr. Jackson. * Ace those ugly
white worms your children?”

“ Ugly white worms - -ugly white worms!” shouted
the hornet, pale with anger.  “I'll teach you -

Mr. Jackson waited to hear no more, but beat a hasty
retreat, diving headlong out of the nest.  He suddenly
found himself lying on the ground under the tree, and
the hornets coming out of the neighbouring nest as fast
as they could follow one another.  * Just like a stream
of mollasses out of a jug,” as Mr. Jackson said, when
telling me about it afterward.  "The poor man sprang to
his feet and ran as fast as nis long legs could carry him,
with the hornets after him in a solid stream. lortu-
nately only one or two caught him, but they left their
marks on his face and neck, which were to him sufficient
proof that he had not dreamed his adventure.

“Tor,” as he very justly remarked, “a dream don't
swell a man’s head like this,” and he pointed dolefully to
a number of painful-looking swellings which had been
caused by the stings of the indignant horuets.—-Zurper's
Young People.

LYY S

A PERILOUS MISTAKE.

Last winter a good many depredations were commit-
ted upon Mr. Keyser's wood-pile, and as he was unable
to detect the thieves by watching for them, he concluded
to try another plan. He procured an auger, and boring
two large holes in several of the logs, he charged them
with gunpowder, and then plugging the holes, he laid the
logs in the miost conspicuous place on top of the pile.
He forgot to mention the fact to the servant girl, and
that being, with the faculty of her class for blundering,
the first time she wanted wood, lighted on the loaded
logs and brought two of them into the kitchen. ‘T'hat
evening while the family were sitting at the supper table,
Keyser was just saying that he wouldn’t care if the head
was blown off the man who stole the wood, when Mrs.
Keyser got up and put a fresh log on the fire, and Keyser
was in the midst of an exulting description of the terror
that would fill the heart of the thief when the logs ex-
plaoded, when there was a slight “sizz” in the fire-place,
then a tremendous “bang” was heard, and the next in-
stant a log of hickory whizzed across the table, knocking
over the castors, bursting the coffce-pot to flinders, and
just missing Keyser’s head.

Before he could imagine what was the matter the log
battered open the parlor door and brought up end fore-
most in the mirror over the mantelpiece. I'hen Keyser
realized the situation, and going into the kitchen, he
communed with the hired girl upon the subject until
Mrs. Keyser had o hurry the children up stairs so that
they wouldn’t learn how to swear. When his feelings
were relieved Keyser drew the loads from the other logs,
and told Mrs. Keyser that he believed the only way to
protect a wood-pile was to put it into the charge of a
whole-souled and earnest watch-dog that expressed his
sentiments with cordiality when he was angry. He is
now looking for a dog.

Last Sunday being a fine day, a young countrywoman
was standing at her door, when a masher, thinking it a
good joke, asked for a drink of milk. The young girl
brought a glass of new milk. After drinking it, he said
with a lisp, * Your milk is very warm, my dear. Do you
keep the cows at the fire?’  With a sly look and a good-
natured smile at the swell, she replied, “ Yis; an’ we
keep the ca/res at the door.” There was a peal of laugh-
ter in the kitchen. During the time our swell collapsed.

LITTLE WEATHER-WISE,

Rosy little Dimplechecks
Came panting i from play,

‘Tired out and sleepy too,
“I'was such a scorching day.

On my knee she dozed awhile,
Then said, as up she looked,

“Folks called winter weather raz -
1 think #7255 must be cooked.”

‘o

THRILLING A CONGREGATION.

Some of the American preachers of the past have
delivered sermons more startling than edifying, and have
condescended to singular tricks to arrest and take the
attention of the audience.  lLorenzo Dow, one of these
preachers, it is said, was on his way to preach in South
Carolina, under a large spruce tree, when he overlooked
a coloured lad who was blowing a long tin horn, and
could send forth a blast, with rise and swell and cadence,
which waked the echoes of the distant hills.  Calling
aside the blower, Dow said to him--*What’s your name,
sir?2"

“ My name—Gabriel sir,” said the brother in ebony.

“Well, Gabricl, have you been to Church hill 27

“ Yes, massa, I'se been dar many a time.”

“Do you remember a big spruce-pine tree on that
hill2”

“Oh, yes, massa, I knows dat fine.”

“Did you know that lLorenzo Dow has an appoint-
ment to preach under that tree to-morrow ?”

“Oh, yes, massa, everybody knows dat.”

“Well, Gabriel, T am Lorenzo Dow, and if you'll take
your horn and go t-morrow morning, and climb up into
that pine trec and hide yourself among the branches be-
fore the people begin to gather, and wait there till 1 call
your name, and then blow such a blast with your horn as
[ heard you blow a minute ago, I'll give you a dollar.
Will you do it, Gabriel?”

“Yes, massa, T takes dat dollar.

“(abriel, was hid away in the tree top in due time,
An immense concourse of persons, of all sizes and colours,
assembled at the appointed hour, and Dow preached on
the judgment of the last day. By his power of descrip-
tion, he wrought the multitude up to the opening of the
seene of the resurrection and grand assize at the call of
the trumpet peals which were to wake the sleeping
nations.

“Then,” stid he, “supposing my dying friends, that
this should be the hour. Suppose you should hear, at
this moment, the sound of Gabriel’s trumpet 27

Sure enough at that moment the trumpet of Gab. el
sounded. The women shricked, and many fainted.
The men sprang up and stood aghast ; some ran ; others
fell and cried for mercy ; and all felt for a time that the
judgment was set, and the books were opened. Dow
stood and watched the drifting storm till the fright
abated, and some one discovered the coloured angel who
caused the alarm quietly perched on a limb of the old
spruce, and wanted to get him down to whip him, and
then resumed his theme, saying, “I forbid all persons
present from touching that boy up there. I a coloured
boy with a tin horn can frighten you almost out of your
wits, what will ye do when ye shall hear the trumpet
wunder of the archangel? IHow will you be able 1o
stand in the great day of the wrath of God ?”
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Our Youxa Caxaniay is now six months old, and to-
day celebrates its first <cemi-anniversary. Not a very
old youngster, but already quite able to stand on its own
feet. and even to toddiv about among its seniors.  “To
all it tenders its hearty thanks for the kind reception
accorded 10 it, wherever it has gone, and hopes that all
will join it in its preparations for a gala-day at the end of
its lirst year—its first birthday pacty.

SHORTIIAND.

We fee) that our youny people will be gratified to
know that we are preparing a treat for them when they
return from their summer outings.  Qur Youxe Caxe
DIAN 15 ever on the alert to supply what is uscful as woll
as entertanng, and we have taken o great deal of pan,
and have spent a great deal of money, in arranging for
a series of

LESSONS IN SHORTHAND.

Plates are bemng prepared for us in England by Messrs,
Isaac Pitman & Sons.  The series will commence from
the very foundation, and carry our young students on
thoroughly through the whole course,
intended to be used without a teacher, and week by
week the eaercises, if carcfully and dihgently worked om,
ought to be sufficient to put students in possession of
the whole seeret. Of course, progress will depend upon
the time and  the intelligence given to the series.  But
no pains have been spared, cither by the Messrs. 1%t
man or by ourselves, to make the course one of the most
attractive features of the autumn issues.

Lord Roscherry says -“In these days of rigid and
anious competition, we must make it understond 10 all
young people that an indispensable condition of a com-

The lessons are
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mercial education is a knowledge of shorthand, 1 do
hope, with all my heart, and with all the earnestness of
which I am capable, that shorthand will penctrate every
cranny and creviee of our civilized life.”

We have pleasure, therelore, in announcing the serices,
and ir asking our young readers to keep it in mind.

We shall have on hand a supply of the requisites for
the course, which we shall send by post at the cheapest
possible rates. Not much is required. A manual, a
copy book, a note-book, and a pencil, complete the out-
fit, which we shall forward, post-paid, for fifty cents,

MORE SAFETY ON OUR STEAMSHIPS.

Most of us have either croussed the ocean already, or
are lovhing forward to doing su as soon as ever our cir-
cumstances shall permit.  Amidst the exciting pictures
that we draw in our fandy before our first trip, there is
much of pleasure and perhaps a litde of adventure and
romance, the whole gilded with a halo of rose coloured
dreams. It is pleasant for us 1o know that while we may
linger over the vision of pleasure. there are others whose
duty it is 10 be occupied with our safety.  ‘The laws re-
garding the number of life-hoats, life-belts, ete., that each
class of vessel shall carry are most stringent, and our Bri-
tish Parliament is famous for the manner in which it at-
tends to the protection of those who cannot protect
themselves.

The owners of vessels hive grumbled to no small de-
gree at the stringency of these laws, and the British Board
of Trade has always shown itself ready to listen to hoth
sides of the question. The chiel dangers at sea arise
from ice-bergs, and fire, as well as from the winds and
the waves. and the Board has set itself the sk of find-
ing sume means of constructing ships that shall make
them practically unable to sink.  In weeting the grum.
bles about the compulsory life-boats, the Board said : -
“Arrange your vessels so that with any two compart-
ments in free communication with the sea the ship will
remain afloat in moderate weather,” But very few of the
grumblers could comply with this, and the government
appointed 1 commttee of eaperts to study up the matter.
When this committee commenced its deliberations the
Board of “Trade gave it a dist of points 10 consider.  The
principal aim of all these poinis was the safety of passen-
gers in any emergencey thar might arise.

The committee was composed of gentlemen able in
cvery way (o wrestle with the ditficulties, They had farge
tanks fitted up in London, where they tested, with mo.
dels of every Kind of ship, the principles which they pro-
posed to apply o the diflicultics, and their report has
just been handed in. - Many points in the report touch
on very simple things, whose very simplicity scems to
lead to their neglect. But the chief feature centres round
the idea that all our ships should be so built so that they
may be proof against sinking. "The comfort of travellers,
and the interests of trade, have been equally respected in
the deliberations, and the report, though too learned for
our voung Canadians to understand, is the most skilled
and valuable document on naval construction that ship-
builders and ship-owners have been supplied with.  We
are nog, vey, largely a shipbuilding nation, but we are
very largely a ship-ewning, and immenscly a shiptravel
ling nation, and we may safely say that all Canadians will
look forward with a deep interest to any improvements
that may arise out of an oflicial investigation that carries
with it such high authority,
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WATER POLO.

A week or two ago, on page
300, we presented to our young
readers a very dehightful idea for
our summer season in the shape
of a House-Boat, clegantly but
ceonomically fited up. from 2
discarded wheat or lumber barge.
‘To-day we have pleasure in sug-
gosting to them another, the ad-
option of Water Polo at our regat-
tas. ‘l'o the long list of sports at
our summer aquatic exhibitions,
it would add a most lively and novel autraction, and
would make a pleasing variety to our competitions in
steam and sail yachts, skiffs, canoes, and tubs.

Polo is a military game, very popular in India, and
imported some years ago into England. It is Hockey
on horseback, the management of the horse lending a
great additional excitement to the skill with the “stick.”
It is true that in the madness of competition the ponies
have sometimes receved some ugly blows, and on this
account the sport has been looked upon as more or less
deserving the name of cruelty.  This, however, is evid-
ently more in the play than in the game.  But, be that
as it may, the suggestion we now make to transter this
sport from real horses to imitation ones, and from the
land to our eaquisite sheets of water, is ane which ap-
pears o have every atom of recomiendation and not a
shadow of a drawback.

‘I'he steeds are made out of water-tight barrels. A flat
board is shaped like a neck and head, and fastened on
m front, while a fanciful tail behind completes the racer.

A heavily-Joaded keel below helps to secure a certain
amount of steadiness, and a gaily-coloured saddle-cloth
naled on, makes an outhit within the reach of most of
our young aspirants to the glones of aquatie fune, Each
steed should have a name famous in Canadian history,
_politics, or trade, which would lend an additional spice
1o the contest.

To our healthy, expert young Canadians, we submit
ouradea. With a good sheet of water, a crowded “grand
stand” filled with enthusiastic parasols, and a few nimble
paddles, the merriment ought to be as great as the sport.
Let us hear from you.

LXY

A FORTUNE IN DUST HEAPS.

Guiseppe Labiole_has made a nd of $1,552 per week,
or over $% .ooo a vear, for the privilege of picking over
New York s dirt. “This suggests valuable “tinds ™ of gold
and silver, not to mention diamonds, but as plain matter
of business the contractor eapects to get his return in
bones, rags, tin cany, ctc.,, which are saluable in the or
der named. When the present commissioner came into
office as superintendent of street deaning, three or four
men were hired at $1.50 o day to “wrim ™ the city’s dirt,
It occurred to him that a smart man could find enough
in it tw afford to pay the trimmers himself, and, sure
cnough, such a man was found.  Then an offer of $75 1
week for the privilege was made and aceepted, and grad
ually the price rose by suceessive bids to 200 a week,
By successive gradations the sums of $700 two years ago,
$1,100 last year, and $1,552 per week this year have
been made, and the city now has its work done for it
and is paid $80,000 a scar for the privilege.

v G0
?7.3\?;}’
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WATER POLO.— -DEDICATED TO OUR ATHLETIC ASSOCIATIONS,
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SECOND THOUGHTS ARE BEST.

BY 1HE AUTHOR OF ‘“MADGIES HERO.

CHAPTER 1L

How Blanche ‘Trent lived through the next two weeks
was i puzze even to herself. ‘The more she reflected on
her Uncle Derwent’s words, the more convineed she was
that all he said was st and right. The Dingle had
never heen her father's, therefore she could have no claim
on it but all the same, it was very hard to give up con-
sidering herself the mistress, and regard herself as the
dependent, for that was what it amounted to.  However,
there was no aliernative, and she had to endeavour to
reconcile her mind to the new order of things.  Perhaps
her uncle’s wife might not be very objectionable, and if
she were neither very voung nor very pretty, Blanche
fancied that she might be able 10 hold her own in the
house after all.  So she dressed with unusual care, and
took her seat with great dignity in the drawing-room the
afternoon they were expected home, resolved at least to
impress her new reladve with a sense of her importance
at the very outset.

It was dusk when the closed carriage containing
Captain Haughton and his bride drove up 1o the door,
and though Blanche was hurning with curiosity. her pride
would not allow her to go into the hall 1o welcome them.
Seated with a bouk in her hand in the centre of the
room, she awaited their entrance with great dignity, and
just advanced a step as her uncle approached.

“This s your aunt, Blanche,” he said, kindly; “it
will be your own fault if you are not very happy with
her”

Blanche bowed and held out her hand, then suddenly
drew back with an exclamation of surprise -*“ Uncle

"

Derwent, this is Miss Lyster !
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“‘Ihis was Miss Lyster, dear!” then seeing Blanche
look indignant, he turned to his wife.  *“I really thought
Blanche knew, Helen : indeed, I fancied every one knew.
Come, my dear, kiss your aunt, and bid her welcome
home.”

But Blanche was gone; she had rushed out of the
drawing-room red hot, trembling with wrath and indigna-
tion, and locking hersell into her room gave full vent to
her feelings in the wildest manner, assuring herself tragic-
ally that she was outraged and insulted, and that she
would never submit to her uncle’s wife. ‘The dressing
bell rang, and the dinner bell, but she took no notice,
and when a servant came to say that her uncle and
aunt were waiting, she refused to go down, saying her
head ached. That was true enough, and her heart ached
too, for she felt very miserable and lonely, and when
after dinner there came the sound of music from the
drawing room, she felt more wretched still, for they were
happy enough without her.  The worst part of it was,
Blanche felt it was all her own fault and her own doing,
but she was too proud to acknowledge it, and when
later in the cvening Mrs. Haughton came to her room
with kind inquiries, and pressing entreaties that she would
come downstairs, Blanche replied coldly and haughtily
that she preferred remaining in her own room.

“We must only trust to time and kindness, Derwent,”
she said, when she rejoined her husband, ¢ Blanche will
be more reasonable by-and-by.”

But days and wecks passed without bringing the
desired improvement, and things were becoming ex-
tremely uncomfortable for ceveryone.  Blanche kept to
her own room persistently, and refused all advances from
her uncle and aunt.  One morning, however, she came
downstairs after breakfast, with an open letter in her
hand, which she gave her uncle to read. It was from a
Mrs. Hunter, a stepsister of her father’s, who lived in
L.ondon.

“1f you are so very unhappy, and your position is so
intolerable in your Uncle Der-
went’s houschold, you maycome

PR (| —
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“AND THEN SHOOK HER COLDLY BV TH¥ TIPS OF HER FINGERS.”

to me,” the letter ran, “but as
I am not very rich and have
many demands on my purse, I
must beg of you to take charge
of the younger children’s les-
sons. Florrie and Eva are very
good, and will be quite an
amusement to you. My step-
daughter, Katherine, assists with
the elder girls, 50 come at once,
dear Blanche, and T hope you
will be very happy and comfort-
able with us.”

“Well.” Captain Haughton
said, handing back the letter,
“do you wish to go to Mrs.
Hunter's, Blanche? ™

“Yes, please.”

“Do you understand that
your aunt lives quite in l.on-
don, and has a small house full
of children ; that you will miss
many pleasures and enjoyments
vou have here.”

“ Plcasures here, Uncle Der-
went ! 1 wonder what they are?
I am surc T shall be much hap.
picr and more comfostable with
my Aunt Hunter, and I should
like to go at once.”

Captain - Haughton smiled,
but consented, and three days
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after Blanche found herself in a first-class carriage on her
way to London, her uncle having telegraphed to Mrs.,
Hunter the train she was going by.

“If no one meets you, get into a cab and go straight
to Weston-square, Blanche, and if you are not comlort-
able, come back to us; there’s always a home and a
welcome for you here at the Dingle,” her uncle said, as
he bade her good-bye, and put a purse into her hand.
“Mind, Blanche, it's your wish to leave us, not ours that
you should go, and when you come to think it over, per-
haps you will see that you need not hmve been so
very unhappy with us, if you had liked.”

“It's the best possible thing for her,” Mrs. Haughton
said, when she was gone.  ** Blanche will now learn the
difference between romance and reahty, between troubles
of her own making and troubles that are made for her.
I think she will come back to us very soon, a wiser, even
if a sadder girl.”

Blanche reached London safely, but at Euston she
did not see anybody at all resembling her preconceived
idea of her Aunt Hunter, nerher was there a all toot-
man in livery waiting on the platform to see to her luggage,
so she remembered her uncle’s instructions, and was
driven direct to Weston-square.

The servant who opened the door informed her that
Mrs. Hunter was not at home, but on hearing her naine.
she was shown into a sitting-room at the back of the
house, digmfied by the name of a study, 10 awant the
arrival of the mistress.  After about half an hour she
came—a portly, pompous, florid lady, clad in rustling
silk, who surveyed her miece cnically through her cye-
glass, and then shook her coldly by the ups of her
fingers.

“So youre Blanche ‘I'rent,” she said, sull surveying
her.  “ How old are you?”

“ Nearly seventeen, aunt !

“1 think perhaps you had better not call me aunt, it
wouid only tend to weaken your authority with the
children. Ethel!” to a tall girl of thirieen, who poked
her head into the study, “come and show Miss Trent to
her room. You will have your meals with the children,
and the tea hour is five o'clock, then you will see them
all together.  Christine—that's my eldest daughter, and
Katherine, my step-daughter, usually have a cup of tea
at the same time when we're alone, but we see a good
many visitors, and we go out a good deal, so you will
not have us in the school-room very frequently.”

Poor Blanche listened in sheer amazement, and a
magnificent castle she had crected began to tumble about
her cars. She did not object to teaching her little
cousins for an hour every day, but rclegated absolutely to
the schoolroom, 1o sink into a mere nursery governess——
the idea was absolutely dreadful.  Her aunt’'s husband
was a professor, a very clever man, who wrote very curious
hooks, and Blanche had anidea that his house would be
full of clever origmal people, who would appreciate her
genius and make much of her.  She had hazy ideas of
becoming an artist or an author, and felt quite certain
her wit, beauty, and accomplishments would scecure for
her a certain amount of social distinction.  Visions of
halls, operas, concerts, at-homes had floated before her
ever since she had received her aunts letter, and now
they all resolved themselves into her heing a nursery
governess, and not even acknowledged as a relative.  Her
thoughts were very bitter as she followed Ethel upstairs
to a tiny room at the very top of the house, which she
was to share with Florric and Eva.  Her trunks were
already there, and she proceeded to unpack one of them
while Ethel tried on her hat and gloves and boots,
aund kept up a running criticism on every article she took
out of her trunk. -

“1 guess your gowns Il just about fit Chris. Your
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shoes are too small, and your gloves, I'm afraid, but that
black silk is about her style; Chris takes everybody's
things, and*Kiuy and she are always rowing.”

Lthel was the enfant terrible ol the famly, and from
her, before that first evening was at an end, Blanche
learned quite enough to make her wish she was safe
back agamn at the Dingle. where, in very truth. she had
never known a real care, sorrow, or indignity in her
lite.

“Papa is bardly ever at home,” IEthel said con-
fidentially.  *“ Mamma and Chns and Kty are always
going about, or makng up gowns, and the rest of us get
along as well as we can.”

*Who are the rest of you?” Blanche asked curiously.

“There’s Maud and Beatnice, and Siduey, he’s at
school, and ILFlorric and lva and me.  You'll have to
teach us and walk i the park with us, mend our frocks,
dust the drawing-room, help the girls to dress, and do
lots of things. I shouldn’t care to be you, Miss T'rent.
Our last governess was nuserable.  She wasn't pretty, like
you, but T suppose that don't make any difference, does
2"

“Not much, I'm afraid, Ethel,” Blanche replied, as
she followed her cousin to the schoolroom, where bread-
and-butier and tea awaned thar appearance.  Mrs,
Hunter introduced all the children, Christine and
Catherine included, who stared somewhat rudely at the
new comer, and then took their departure, leaving poor
Blanche to ge: along as best she could with her five
charges.  They were not very naughty children, only a
iittde tiresome and notsy, but 1t seemed to Blanche as if
there never were such girls in the world.  Her head and
her heart ached, and 1t was as much as ever she could do
to keep back her tears uill it was time to go to bed.

Mrs. Hunter was not unkind cither, but she was out a
great deal, and didn’t think very mzich about those she
left at home.  Blanche would get on all right as soon as
she made friends with the children, and as they were
with one exception good-tempered, good-natured, and
obedient she would be happy enough.  The exception
was Maude, who was as near as possible to Blanche
what she had been 1o Miss Lyster.  Proud, wilful,
obstinate, unruly, able but not willing to learn, she wasa
daily, hourly torment, and every night when she lay
down to sleep after another long, fatiguing day, Blanche
couldn’t help wondering how Miss Lyster put up with
her so long.

“How sorely 1T must have tried her; how many a
weary, wakeful hour 1 must have caused her” she
reflected ; and one day, some one having taken all the
children to the Zoo, she resolved to write and tell her so.
and confess how worry she was.  She had been just a
month in London, and it was the first ime she had an
opportinity of writing a letter undisturbed.  Just at first
theme was a linle diflficulty in beginning, but the first
stiffness over, her pen ran on rapidly, and her letter was
one of reat feeling, and regret for the past, without touch-
ing at all on the reasons that caused her to write it
Jnst as it was finished there came a tap at the study
door, and, in answer to her “come in,”" her Uncle Der-
went entered the room.

Blanche sprung into his arms with a warmth and af.
fection she was hardly conscious of, and, despite ali her
cfforts, burst into a passion of tears.

“Why, Blanche, child, you've been il
earth didn't you write and tell us 2™ he cried.

“T'm quite well, Uncle Derwent, I am indeed ; onlya
little tired.”

Captamn Haugton said nothing , he had his own ideas,
and lhic meant to carry them out.

“Your aunt has come up to town with me, Blanche,
and we mean to stay a few weeks, as I have some busi-

Why on
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ness o transact, and shall be much occupied. 1 want
you to come and stay with her; I can’t leave her all
alone,  We'll come and fetch you to-marrow at eleven.
Of course, you can come biek to your Aunt Hunter
again if you wish; but we must have you for the present.
Now, good-bye, my dear  mind, cleven to-morrow.”

Blanche flew to her room with a light heart, and began
her packing,  ‘T'ben she suddenly remembered her letter,
and went down for it. but it was gone; in fact, her uncle
had shpped 1t shily into his pocket, as he was very anxious
to see what she had said.  Both were much pleased with
it, and Mrs. Haughton said she always felt Blanche was
good at heart,

Nest morning  there was consternation in the Hunter
family. Ethel rushed up to her mother’s bedroom and
declared  that Miss ‘Trent was going away. In con-
sequence Mrs, Hunter appeared in the schoolroom in
her wrapper, and Catherine and Christine in various
stages of toilet.

“Going away? Impossible! You can't leave the
children, Miss ‘T'rent,” Mrs. Hunter cried, when Blanche
had esplained.  “As for Mrs. Haughton, cither Kate or
Christine can keep ber company and take her about ; but
we really cannot spare youw.”

* But I'd rather go, Mrs. Hunter. 1 see now that |
was very foolish and ungrateful ever to leave home, and
the wrongs and grievances 1 had to endure were purely
imaginary ; but I did not know. I thank you very,
very much, Mrs. Hunter, for the lesson you have taught
me, as well as for giving me a home when [ fancied |
wamed ji very much ; but I think I prefer going back to
my Uncle and Aunt Haughion, and it was entirely my
own fault that I ever left there.”

At that momeut the loud ringing of the bell
sent  the ladies flying in various directions, and

Blanche having said good-bye to the children, departed
from Mrs. Hunter’s mansion with a thankful heart.  She
and ber Aunt Helen are firm friends now, and she some-
times talks over her month's experience, declaring that
the lesson she learned will serve her for the remainder of
her life.

Tue LExn.

B Y

HOW 1 WASHED NY DOG.

“ Wash a dog, comb a dog,
Still & dog remains a dog.”
—Danish Proverd.

My dog was looking very scrubby about the back. 1
thought he was going to have the mange—-not that I
knew mange if I saw it, only it was a sort of word that
sounded like the look of that dog’sback. So 1 wenttoa
Iriend who knew a deal about dogs (which I don't), and
said mine was going to have the mange. What was good
forit? **Sulphur,” he said, “was the best thing to use;
safe cure for it ; no difficulty.” I didn’t know whether
the sulphur should be taken as a pill, or put on like
oimment ; all I knew was he said “ Sulphur,” and 1 did
not choose 1o expose my ignorance by asking.

1 concluded that 1 would try the cffects of a wash
first. I went into 2 grocer's, and asked for threepenn’orth
of softsoap, saying in an off-hamd way, “Kills fleas,
doesn’t it?” 1 had never seen soft-soap before (I never
want to see it again ; but let that pass), so I was interested
in its appearance when 1 got a lump, about the size of
my o fists, of x stodgy, moshy, clanamy-looking mass,
resembling a mixture of sand and half-frozen honey.
The wman wrapped it up in a picce of paper, and I shud-
dered at the feel of it, as T put it into my coat-pocket.
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“I'hanks-—good morning.”  “ Mornin', sir—thank you.”
Some men always say ““‘Thank you.” And, selfssatistied
[ went iy way, the noble hound (N.B. --Cross between
a general mongrel and a pine log) following me un-
conscious of his fate.

It was in the back-yard that the deed was done.  With
a generosity worthy of a better cause, I had brougit
down from my bedroom my own bath, one of those
round, shallow milk-pan affairs, and had filled it about
two inches deep with lukewarm water.  ‘Then came the
scratch : T use this word metaphorically, but it became
literal before the operation was over, as the paint that is
not in my bath can testify. T knew no more about the
application of soft soap than of sulphur, but 1 thought
that 1 could guess how to usc the former, which I
imagined to be harmless ; while with the sulphur I might
have done wrong, and have been had up for culpable
canicide. Cook kindly pinned the sacking-cover of her
travelling-box round me, 10 keep off the splashes, and
provided a square of cld carpet, folded up small, so as to
be soft for me to kneel on.

1 lifted the dog into the bath and held him by the
scrufi, while he madly plunged, kicked, and struggled m
his anxiety to get out, ploughing up the bright paint at
the bottom in long beautiful furrows, four of them parallel
at a stroke. ‘T'o do the dog justice, however, he did not
waste the paint. At the end of each nail-rut was a sweet
little coil, all ready to be stuck down in the furrow again
by any one whe knew how. 1 did not know how. With
my right hand 1 applied the soft-soap. It never struck
me that it might act like ordinary soap does when rubbed
into hair ; but it did, only more so. Ifit had struck
me 1 might have been content with using a tump, say
about the size of a piece of mud ; but, being in ignorance,
I calmly and systematically plastered that dog until all
my threepenw’orth was gone, and the faithful beast looked
like a swffed brown tabby cat with its complexion a
little bit faded. Then the wash really began. ‘Taking
some water in my hand, I set-to to work up the soap,
commencing on the back. At first there was no effect,
and my hand slipped about like an eel spirrlising on a
greasy pole, downwards.  Presently a tinge of white ap-
peared, and gradually spread and spread. This was
Jather. 1 think I'll alter the type of that sentence, and
say, “This seas lather.” Tt was! Itrose, and rose, and
rosc; it spread; it widened out; it hung down, and
stuck outin front and behind far beyond the last hairy
extremities of the dog.

Still T persevered, and still the lather increased, till
the four legs were one solid pedestal of white, and all
semblance of animal shape was lost in soap. Then I
began to wash the soap off, but the more 1 washed it off
the more it didn’t go. Tt only increased and thickened,
and I began to ieel discouraged. 1 knew the dog was
there, somewhere, because T hadn’t seen him go away ;
but the only sight I had had to remind me of him was one
great bubbling, frothing, hissing, scething, effervescent
mass of lather, which grew and grew, and rounded off” at
the corners, till it looked like a huge, steaming, animated
snowball, I saw something must be done.  So T took it
to the sculiery.  There 1 pumped on the white mass till
from its midst the dog reappeared again.

I never washed another dog.

Tim JinNgs.

—_— . et e

“ Do you sce any difference in Neighbour Pearce since
he joined the church?”  “Yes ; formerly when he went
to work in his garden on Sunday morning he carried his
tools on his shoulder, now he carries them under his
overcoat.”
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WRONG SIDE OUT.

UITE certain it was that, in some way, Jack
had gotten out of the wrong side of the bed
that morning. He fretted because he had

®] to put on his old shoes: he whined over

his saucer of oatmeal. Now his old shoes

were easier than his new ones, though less shiny, and,

although he liked cream better, he relished milk, and as

to the oatmeal, he was fond of that, too, only it was not

smoking hot. His sister waited for him to finish this

troublesome breakfast, and then she said: “ Please, Jack,
will you carry this to the post-office for me?”

It was pleasant to walk to the office.  Jack gencrally
enjoyed meeting the other boys as he went; besides, he
was interested to see whether the stores had filled up
their windows with firecrackers, and torpedocs, and bal-
loons, and skyrockets for Dominion Day. But, for all
that, his sister felt quite melancholy to sce what an af-
flicted looking boy Jack was as he took the letter and
marched off, dragging his unwilling feet as though they
weighed pounds.  “I'm always being sent with her let.
ters,” mourned the oppressed boy.

It was just so, later, when his mother sent him on an
errand for her. At that very house they always smiled
on him, and gave him seed-cakes, but Jack grumbled,
“1t’s too cold to be doing errunds, and I shall be late to
dinner, 1 know 1 shall.”

So he was, but the best morsels had been saved for
him, and when he fretted because his pudding was burned
a trifle on one side just through the care with which it
had been kept for him, 1 think his mother was at last
rather out of patience.

“And it's the very kind 1 like the best,” scolded Jack,
finishing his pudding.

“Jack,” said his mother, “1 want you now to go right
up to your room and put on every garment wrong-side
out.”

Jack stared.
her wits.

“1 mean it, Jack,” she repeated, gravely. And she
did mean it.  Jack had to mind. He had to turn his
stockings, even; and when his mother came to him,
there he stood —a forlorn and funny-looking boy, all lin-
ings and scams and ravelings-- before the glass, wonder-
ing what his mother meant, but not quite clear in his
conscience.

“Now this,” said his mother, turning him around, “is
what vou've been doing all day; you have been deter-
mined to make the worst of every thing. In other words,
you would turn everything wrong-side out. 1)o you re-
ally like your things this way so much, jack?”

He thought his mother must be out of

“No, mamma,” answered Jack, shameficed.  *Can't

I turn them right 2"

“You may, if you will remember this: There is a right
and wrong side to whatever happens---1 mean a pleasant
part and a part you do not like as well; and you must
do as you prefer to with your clothes, wear them right-
side out. Do not be so foolish any more, little man, as
to persist in turning things wrong-side out.”

‘There should be better teaching, not so much for the
sake of knowledge as for the sake of being and doing,

—_— et

BABY.

Little, teasing, laughing rogue,
Shut your eyes and rest,

Pussy’s slecping long ago,
The birdie's in its nest.

*Pussy’s s'eepin’ 2" up he starts
To sce where pussy lies,

Chubby cheeks and tumbled hair,
Eager. sparkling cyes.

Was there ever such « rogue ?
Yet he's dear 1o me,

With his dimpled, laughing face,
None so sweet as he.

So 1 lay him down again,.
Chiding with a smile;

“ Eyes is s'ut,” he gravely says,
Peeping all the while.

“ Muzzer, want to say me p'ayers,
Haven't said Amen ™

So with sleepy cyes he lisps
The simple words again.

Sce, the little hands are still,
Baby's sleeping now,

Smiling, too, and with the light
Of God’s love on his brow.

— e,

Aunt Mary--“ Now, Jennig, let me sce whether you
know vour lesson.  Tell me who first discovered
whalebone 2"

Jennie—* Jonah, I guess.”
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MARK TWAIN IN A PARISIAN BARBER'S.

irom carliest infancy it had been a cherished ambi-
tion of mine to be shaved some day in a palatal barber’s
shop in Paris. 1 wished to recline at full length in a
cushioned invalid chair, with pictures about me, and
sumptuous furniture: with frescoed walls and  gilded
arches above me, and vistas »f Corinthian columns
stretching far before me: with perfumes of Araby to
intoxicate my senses, and the slumberous drone of dis-
tant noises to soc.h me to sleep. At the end of an hour
I would wake up regretfully and find wy face as simooth
and as soft as an infant’s.  Departing, 1 would lift my
hands above that barber’s head and say- ¢ Heaven bless
you, my son .”

So I searched high and low, for a matter of two hours,
but never a barber’s shop could 1 see. 1 saw only wig-
making establishments, with shocks of dead and repul-
sive hair bound upon the heads of painted waxen
brigands who stared out from glass boxes upon the
passer-by, with their stony eyves, and scared him with
the ghostly white of their countenances. 1 shunned
these signs for a time, but finally T concluded that the
wig-makers must of necessity be the barbers as well, since
I could find no single legitimate representative of the
fraternity. 1 entered and asked, and found that it was
even so.

I said I wanted to be shaved.  ‘The barber inquired
where my room was. T said, never mind where my room
was, 1 wanted to be shaved~ -there, on the spot.  “There
was a wild consultation, and afterwards a hurrying to
and fro and a feverish gathering up of razors from ob-
scure places and a ransacking for soap.  Next they
took me into a little mean, shabby back-room ; they got
an ordinary sitting-room chair and placed mwe in it, with
my coat on. My old, old dream of bliss vanished into
thin air!

I sat bolt upright, silent, sad, and solemn. Onc of
the wig-making villains lathered my face for ten terrible
minutes and finished by plastering a mass of suds into
my mouth. J expelled the nasty stuff with a strong

inglish expletive and said—*Foreigner, beware!”  Then
this outlaw strapped his razor on his boot, hovered over

me ominously for six fearful seconds, and then swooped
down upon me like the genius of destruction. ‘The first
rake of his razor loosened the very hide from my face
and lifted me out of the chair. I stormed and raved,
and the other boys enjoyed it.  Their beards are not
strong and thick. Let us draw the curtain over this
harrowing scene.  Suffice it that I submitted, and went
through with the cruel infliction of a shave by a French
barber; tears of exquisite agony coursed down my
cheeks, now and then, but 1 survived. Then the incipi-
ent assassin held a basin of water under my chin and
slopped its contents over my face, and into my hosom,
and down the back of my neck, with a mean pretence of
washing away the soap and blood. He dried my fea-
turcs with a towel, and was going to comb my hair ; but
I asked w0 be excused. 1 said, with withering irony,
that it was suficient to be skinned—I declined to be
scalped.

Humourist (boastingly)--¢ Why, sir, the patent medi-
cine sellers put my jokes in their almanacs.”

Cynicus—**1 know it. They do that to make the
people ill, so that they will buy their medicines.”

“Madam, I understood your daughter had married
a rich husband.”

“My daughter, sir, married a rich man, I admit; but
he is a very poor Ausband.”

A well-known Glasgow milliner has a pet-parrot which
hangs in the shop, and which she has trained to say,
¢ Oh, how lovely!” every time a customer enters the
shop, and “Oh, how pretty!” every time a customer
tries 2 bonnet on.  ‘The astute modiste is reported to be
doing a remarkably thriving business.

“Money,” says a character in one of Byror's comedies,
*“won’t purchase happiness.”

“No,” is the crushing reply, “ but it will purchase
an casy chair.” .

“Guard, I hope there won't be any collisions.”

Railway Guard—* Oh, no fear, mum.”

Old Lady—*“1 want you to be very carcful.
got two dozen cggs in this basket.”

I've .
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YOUNG CANADIAN TANGLES.

PRIZE,

Prize for tho bost solutiong in July—"Our Homes,' a hook of 150
pages, on tho healthful management and arrangemont of tho howmo.
Competition closes August 13th. Seo who gets it.

We publish on Wednesdays, and competitors are rominded that their
an¥wors must bo mailed before the Wednesday in which tho rolutlons
appear. In all cases they must be muiled, and post mnarked bofore the
anewors appear.

Address solutions to
Tanglo Editor, Youxc Caxanbiax, Box 1896, Montroal.

ANSWER TO TANGLE No. 22.
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TANGLE No. 27.

AmitiMETICAL Worn Puzzie.

Find ncount) in Nova Scotia of ton letters: number theao lottors
thus:—VFirst, 03 tccond 1: third,2; and so on, up to 9. Thon muko
tho following sum in Division :—

UNDLBYRUUMADR

LM()IRAE
BDAMEL

U

P e

————-

431

TANGLE No. 28,

Hippey Caxapiay Towss,

.
L. An Arabinn tpwn—=Two prepositions.

<. Supremo governors—A wreighit,

3. Fresh—A poiut of tho compass: n monastery, or eathedral church,
4. Qralu—A fortifiention.

6. Ono of the Apnstles=—A town with a corporation.

6, 'T'o grind=Running waiter.

7o A thick plantntion—A envnt.

8. A fnnonr aweet-singer—To tell,

9 Modern=A fortified bouse.

TANGLE Ne. 29,

Gavax Tne Fexce.

A Canadinn farmer find2 2 gup in hig fenee, which e repnirs with the
following railx.  How docs hio do this so that the lettors nawe five towns
in tho Dominjont—
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(Ansnens in No. 29.)

WHICH IS BEST?

If only our frocks and our aprons
Would grow like the leaves on the trees,
And out we could rush in the morning,
T'o gather and pick as we please,

How nice it would be, and how easy,
We never would have a misfit;

No matter how much we might tear them
We never need sew up a slit.

No tiresome mending or darning,
No use for a needle or thread,
vo grief for a hole in the stocking,
No scolding from mother to dread.

And if there were never a lesson,
No writing or spelling of words,
And nothing to do but be idle,
And chatter and sing like the birds - -

How useless, and tired, and lazy,
How mischievous, too, we would grow.
No, no! "Tis a thousand times better
"To read and to spell and to sew.

m et e am n s camem ment s e

o e e gt e = O e e

-



QB

e DT

1t in alway« a gennine pleasure for me to hear from my young friends
on any point on which they have anything to ask.—Ep. Post Baa,

"

MesseNGrr,  The actual transunssion of a eablegru s only n
matter of seconds [t 1 the iuterpretation of the eablegmm and
other incidental matters that take up the greatest time.  You may
Judge of the mpndity with which a message may be “winad * or
“cabled” from the fact that the velocity of electricity has Wween
found to he 230,000 miles per second, a velocity greater than that
of light, wlie s is between 185,000 and 156,000 miles por second.
It mauy interest you further to know that obsetvativng made in con-
nection with the use of the electrie telegraph for determimng long-
wudes liave shiown that the tuue wldh intervenes betw -en the
srn;lmg and recerving of a sigual was about four-teuths of a see-
ond.

TrawNiNG Crun.—By means of constant practicing on the pano,
you may be able to render the fingers more pliable than at present.
Washing the hands m water containing borax, i the propottion of
u teaspoonful to a quart of water, will check excessive perspiration.
Running, jumping, and boxing will develop the muscles of the
lower portion of the body. It 15 not wise, however, to excicise one
portion of the body at the expense of the others  Boxing brings
all the museles into play.

Yousne Casapiax AMatevn Boar Cren.—Weare much pleased
at the title of your club.  We shall wateh your career with deep -
terest. It is not easy for you to make vour own sails, but the
trouble will well reward you if you are successful.  The great thing
is to make the sails of stul that has had all the stietchiness tuken
out of it.  Iine muslin, Horrockes” M longeloth, and fine linen are
all used  Before you cut ont your <ails put the ealico into boiling
water for five minutes or so, then take it out, and roll each end
once or twice ronxd a broomstick so a8 to get a tirm hold, and get &
friend to seize hold of one broomstick winle you hold the other,
and work the stull’ backwands and forwavds over the clothes-horse
or some such contrivance.  You can, wistead, lash the calico tito
lasge wool-work frame, or even nail 1t dowu on a board, but what-
ever you do keep the sulvedges strght. When the stull is dry iron
it, and iron it stright.  Then put down on it the paper patterns
of the sails, tuking care that the selvedges come in thent proper
places, and tule them out exactly, gotng round afterwards about »
quatter of an mch ontside for the hem. Remember the eurve at the
fout uf the satis,  Kule the paiallel hines fur the canvass ships tn -
fore you cut. Iron down the hems before you begin to sew, and
iron the sails when done before you fix them.  Tapes round the
sails do as well as hems. Do not hem the selvedge.

R. H. Guerrn.— If there are insects in your pigeou loft, you
shonld give 1t a complete cleansing and disinfecting. — Get from the
druggist « little permangauate of potash. Dissolve it in water,
and wash every part well with it,  Use this hot. It is more eflect-
nal 1 Killing the msects.  Dump out your giain boxes, and wagh
them wadl in hot water aud soap. These pests of pigeons are often
lurking among the dust of grain.  See to the food, the bath, the
gravel, the ventilation and et your pets have a chance of plenty
of sunshiue.  Tell me again how you succeed.

PEVER Syith.— The reason that white letters appear larger on
a black gronnd, than black letters ona white one, 15 owing to the
laws of light. ‘The impression made on the eve v bright objects.
extends wider than the actual portion of the organ struck by the
Light, wnd spreading wite i space oveugnad by e darker olygocts
wakes the Lrighter appewr larger than they wally are.

H. B.— Birds can fly much faster than twenty mdes an hour.
I read not long ago that the flight of the swallow, when enugrat-
g, is not less than fifty miles, and it has been calenlated that the
swallow can fly at the rate of muety miles an hour.  The flight of
hawks and severd other ands is abont a hundred and fifty imles
11 seems strange, does 1t not, to thnk that these httle creatures can
more through the air, with such wonderful rapidity.

Mayie.—1 trust my answer will not be o0 Iate for the picnie.
The game you ask about is called ““Cat and Mouse.” A eat and
mouse must be chiosen from amongst the children.  The others take

The Poung Canaduan

Lands auwd forme a ring, with dle mouse e the nonddle, The wat
must sing these words :—

¢ Pray, Mm. Mouse, are you within "

Mouse, —** Yeg, kind sir, and I'm sitting to spin.”

Cat—* Mew ! mew ¥ anew ' *°

The eat must try to catch the mouse, who mnust run in and out

of thecirele. When the eat eatehes the mouse, she mustsay “Mew 1
11 shie oits to sy this, the mouse is free again. The other children
must help the mouse by halding up ther arns, so that she may run
tlrough.  If the eat, however, manages to get 1into the circle, the twe
who have permitted her to do so, must m their turn become cat and
monse,  When the cat catehies the mouse, it must pay o forfeit.
I hope that your nrthday will be a brght and happy one, and that
your httle friends will enjoy themselves to their hearts' content.

Prrey B. —'To use a gun without the help and advice of one
who kuows all about it, is at once foolish and dangerous. Consult
a personal friend who is u good shot,  His advice will be more re-
tinble than that of a gun.dealer.

Fraxmis Brows, — Candles are made of tallow, wax, sperma.
eoty, steanine, paraflin, and some kinds of oils.  Common ones are
compased of the coarsest tallow poured inte moulds made of tin,
alass, or pewter, with the wick suspended in the centre.  Wax
candles are not moulded,

Averep Syri — Cultivate your horse's acquaintance, let him
know that you are his friend, and prove it te him by your hind
treatient.  When yon have reached this stage you can teach hum
to follow sou and perfoua other trichs. You must always speak
soothingly aud be patient at all times

Frin. Brack. — Distemper usually setg in when a dog is from
thiee to siv months old. 1t 18 really a severe cold which settles
into 1 kind of consumption.  1f your dog begins to suuflle, his eyes
to run, the coat to lose its gloss, and has violent fits, 1t 18 then
about time to put him out of nusery, as there 15 no hope for re-
covery.

W. Arusrrox. —You should always remove your hat i the
presence of ladies, whether it be in the kitchen, parlor, or hall,
also when you enter the private office of a business-house. There 1s
also a certain amount of vespect due your employers and superiors
during business liours.  Be a gentleman at all tmes, and you will
suceeed in commanding respect.

Faxny Mnuere. —Sensitive sitver paper or photographic paper
is nothing more than ordinary white paper covered with a gizing of
albitmen and made sensitive to hght with nitrate of silver.  Albu.
men is asubstance existing nearly pute in the white of an egg, and
its cluef component.  We will send you the Amateur’s Manual of
Photography on receipt of price, 10 cents.

Yorxe HovsekEpper.— Lanndresses usually secute the glaze on
cuffs aud collars by putung a httle gumualac e the starch.
Anotlier way 1s with wax.  JTutoa prnt and a half of borhisg water
we i sancepan put an oinee of wax . mddt over the fire. When it
hus stood a few minutes to cool, stir into half a pound of starch,
previously mixed with a little cold water; the whole to b bailed
and stirred for half an hour.  The wax starch thus prepared is to
he used cold  We beheve, however, that the glazing snbstance
wost used at the prosont day 18 boraa. sume borax 1s dissolved an
a saneer, the himen s starched i the usual way, an iron is passed
over1t, a clean mg s dipped in the borax and rubbed over the face
of the artide, and the ironing then finushed.
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2397 ST

. MILLS, THE HATTER,

CATHERINE STREET, (Near Windsoxr

¥otel)y, MONTRTAL.

{ Streets.

[

Cor. St. Catherine.and Victoria

1

QUEEN'S EALIL BLOCI,

%

Al seeking recreation by Lake, River or Mountain,

SHOULD SUPPLY THEMSELVES WITH

8 L0 By

.
o] .-g"\‘)‘,

N P
e AW

JUNSTON
estorln \Exhausted Vitality.

Which will matstially \

CONVENIENT FOR CAMPING-OUT PARTIES—IN SMALL
‘COMPASS, SUPPLYING GOOD MEAT DIET. -

H. A. MILLER,
Houss, g & findow fhate

USE THE ROYAL LEVIGATED

TOXLET SOAY.

This Boap [s the Dest evcr tntroduced to the publie; 1t s,
manufactured from the PUREST OILS, It contalos no fyc. ot
snything else fufurious to the Shln, [t Is eapecially zecom-
rmeaded to the pudiie for thie removaiof
Tav nnd Freckles from the Skin.
. 1T CURES
DBLOYCHES, PINPLES AND ALL OTHER HUMORS
IN THE SKIN.

The Medical Hall,

(DRUG DEPARTMENT)

.COLONIAL HOUSE,

i3 now open and ready for bLusiness.

PHYSICIANS’ PRESCRIPTIONS
PROMPTLY PREPARED

An inspection ot the MODEL DISPENSING
DEPARTMENT is invited.

BEST STAMP CO. — Montelair, N. J.
. Sheets on approval at 50 per cent.
discount. Deposit-or reference required.

EAGLE STAMP CO.—81 N. 1st Street,.
L Kansas City, Kan. Sets, Packets

and Albums.  Approval sheets at 25-per cent.

commission. Price list free. -

DREW CHAS.—P. 0. Box 3250, New
York City.

e

TIVAWILNOW Q0013F IOTATNX S[OdUvsT IS O
‘I WAL IAVAL

Low priced ap-
r cent. cominission a
10 page price list free.

PAINTER.
Paper Hanger aud Decorator

-GILDING, GLAZING, GRAINING,
WHITEWASHING, &c.

-~ “Leaing 1t Sofs, White aud Pilable.
For Txravm' Batus, 12 I3 superior to any other Soap (o 1be
market. Jt it also highly recommended for Darbers' use for
shavjug aud shampoolng. )

THIS SOAP IS THE CHEAPEST,

Belng a Powder, It contalos 0o water—all Bar Soap eontafns
thirty per ceot. water, and manufactured of grease obtaloed
from gaols sud hospitale.

It ds (ml up ln nice boxes, Colng away whid the use of s s0ap
alsh, When onco ueed, 1t will uever bo dispensed with, belng
the Cheapett and Bretin the mngtu-

Price, largo Boxes, 50¢c. Small Boxes, 25¢,

Liheral Indacements offercd to Jire agents. Samples past-pald
upqr:\u«lpt of price, 23¢,

Adreess, .
e WM. RAMZ.A,
olsons Bank Court,
196 ST. JAuts STreeT, MONTREAL.

proval sheets at 25
specialty.

Bedding Patented for its Purity !

EVERY DESCRIPTION

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

- WISE PEOPLE, -

For HEALTH'S SAKE, get thelr Bed Feathers
PURIFIED and dresscd, and their MATTRESSES
PURIFIED and REMADE :

At TOWNSHEND'S,

No.1 Little 8t. Antoine Street, Corner

1996 St. Catherine ‘Street,

2ULOWTREAL..

| DIXON’S
‘A{RTIFICIAL 5

‘P¥ern WITHOUT PLATES .., 2 owstens

© a7 If but four frmn roots still remali in the jaw in proper posi-| pery rrrenioNE 1900,
tion, we can attach an entire sct of tecth to thesc roots, and restore | FEDERAL ¢ 2224,
the mouth to its original uscfulness and beauty without the use of

3

of, Photography.

Furrished with .the LATEST and

BEST Appliances in the. Art

MARTIN'S PHOTO STUDIO,

a plate.”
Plat - - - 141 St. Peter Streel, (cor. Craig Strect), Montreul.
. : . . Photography 1 all its branches. Enlar i
Models showing how.the Tooth-Crown and Bridgework are attached to the Teeth. c,,).o,,‘:‘p,'s’u’,' Water Color or Oil ,\,pc;i;hy_ ' n
JOHN_ FAIR,
otaryr,

Temple Building, - - Montreal.

THE DOMINION
GLASS BENDING. WORKS !
Painting. in all its Branches.

T. POLITO, 356 St. Hypolité St.

"Bell Telophono 6728,
Federal Telephono 1544,

ssojujeq Afoajyaedumog

EXTRACTION AVOIDED

A.—Mouth with Roots prepared to receive Artificial Tecth. B.—Bridge with Tecth ready to be attached
to Roots. C.—Represents the Tecth firmly and permanently cemented to the Roots.” One can on
;. D.=~Gold-crown put on a broken.down molar root, and the

! wn, Fe—Porcelain crown for attachment to root of

masticating surface restored. E.—Root prepared {or crown < o .
Front “Tooth which has bcc:?: broken off, :?ndpcrown.rcsgored withouv the use of a plate, G.—Root prepared A ST O R F L U l D
fer Crown., L
. . L - Registered=—A delightfully refreshing prepara-
Everything known to the Art of Dentistry at more reasonable rates than the same class &°§foﬂ‘h}fh§i&' sﬁou,dgc;“gd,& B Reeps
) ) R A . . . ¢ scalp he: reveots dardruff, promotes
-of-work can be procured elsewhere. ) . e " the rogth. Ayf)grfcct hair drusi;:g for the
JCHN C. DIXON, Dental Expert, family, 25c. per bottic,

Bell 3428,
Federal 10286. R
Latc with the dlstinguished speéialists; Ur.T. B. Shefficld, D. H. E: Vaa Horne, New York.

- HENRY R: GRAY, Chemist,
122 St. Lawrence Main_Street.

TEI:EPHON?S.: G2 Ileaver Hall Terrace.

WALFORD'S STUDIO *

. CAMERAS for AMATEURS!
- nsmngfgsﬁz?iusﬁiﬁl?—:oﬁ:?;e to,a1L:

A n;rc chance to buy at from 100 25-per cent. below regular prices..
Write for particulars-or any infofination desired in reference to
.P,hotoyraphy,ﬂ orbetter atill, call and examine. ,

" STANDARD DRY PLATE WORKS,

- RN
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WIiVI. NOTIVIAN & SON, Photographers, 17 Bleury Street, NION'TRE A L,

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

CIIAS, GURD & CO.,, MONTRIAL.

) ] CINCER ALE, SODA WATER,
ALWAYS ORDER APPLE NECTAR, &c., &c.

OUR $22.50 soLID
QUARTERED OAK SIDEBOARD,

Oil Polieh, with a Jarge Bevel Plate.
ship and inaterial of the best.

RENAUD, KING & PATTERSON,
652 Cralyx Street.

MOODIE, GRAHAM & CO.

The Universal Warchouse,

Workman-

I¥PORTERS AND GENEZ2AL DEALERS IN

{hoise fraceries, fruits, ks,

2567 ST. CATHERINE STREET,

Corner of MacKay,

MONTREAL.

———rrem

t
' FEDERAL TELEPHONE 1299,
' BELL TELEPHONE 4690,

TO any Mother sending us her name and
address on a postal card, we will send
twp sample tins of Nestlé’s Milk Food, sufii-

cient for four meals, Nestlé’s Food requires
the addition of water only in its preparation.
The best and safest diet to protect infants
against Subuner Complaints.
Talk with your physician about it.
THOS. LEEMING & CO., Solo Agents,
25 St, Peter St., Montreal.

R. SUMMERHAYES,

A DEMCLRS, C. BRUNET.

THE UNIVERSAL
238 and 240 St. James Street,

RE-OPENED

WITIt A PIRST-CLASS STOCK OF

Jiino Faney ool Noveltios,

DBRONZES. BRASSWARE,

Piano, Table and Banquet Lamps,
LAMP SHADES,
FANCY CHINA, BRIC-A-BRAC, &C.
Tine Ieather Goods,
Photogtaph Albumg, Xé.

AND A CHOICE STOCK OF

FINE STATIONTERTY.

ORAPEAL, SAVICHAG & G0,
Tipsmiths, Plumbers, Go.

140 ST. LAWRENCE MAIN STREET,
MONTREAL.

Pricos will be found the lowest. The motto being
tho best goods for the least moncey.

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

Drareav, Savianac & Co undertake all kinds
of work, such as Slate, Tin and Galvanized Sheet
Iron Roofing, also repairing, at very moderate prices.

SrectaLTv i—Futting up and repairing hot water
and steam Furnaces.

1 Bleury Street,

——

7 ) Lees ' .
Photographer,
ALL STYLES OF PHOTOS, THE VERY FINEST FINISH.
Children’s Pictnres a Specialty.

The Canada Sugar Refining Co.

volba
LA

(Limited),
MONTREAL.

Finest Sugar Syrups in 8 and 2 Ib. tins; very superior
in purity, consistency and flavour; an excellent substitute
for butter, preserves, etc.

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

FEATHERSTON'S svoe.

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

Guarantecd equal to any four dollar shoc imported.
$ 3 ] o o King's calf; whole foxing; solid stock: three
widths, Delivered to any express office in
Canada at $3.25. Sead for a pair.
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