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emontha, in 1708, Dampisr knew everything about Sel-
Wuirk's case, but in hia earlier voyage he describes thia
previons abandonment of a solitary man, and hia stay for
three years on the same Iuland. ere iz the narrative as
,given in his A

*The nineteenth day (March, 1683), when we looked out
.in the morning, we saw a lhir to tha southward of ue,
-coming with all the sail she could maka after us. Welay
.muzzled, to let her come op with on, for we supposed her to
be & Spaniab ship ¢ome from Baldivia, bound to Lima, we
‘being now to the northward of Baldivia, and this being the
time of the year when ships that trade thance to Banivil.
return home. They had vhe same opinion of us, and there-
fors made sore to take us; bot coming nearer we both
sfonnd our mistakes, This proved to be one Captain Eaton,
in & ship sent purpossly from London for the South Seas
We hnired each other, and the captain eame on board and
-told us of his actiche on the coast of Brazil and in the River
Plate. He met Captain Swan (one that came from England
to trade here) at the east entrance into the Strait of Magel-
f1an, and they accompanied each other through the Straits,
.and were separated after they were through by the storm
befors mentioned. Hoth we and Captain Eaton being bonnd
for Juan Fernando's Lsle, we kept company, and we spared
*him bread and beef, and he spared us water, which he took
1in as he passed throagh the Straita

‘Marcﬂ twenty-second, 1684, we came in sight of the
ialand, and the next day fgoﬁ in and anchored in a bay at
~the south end of the ‘island. We presently got out our
.canve, and went ashore to seek for & Moskito Indian, whom
we left hera when we were chased hence by three Spanish
-ghips in the year 1681,

This Indian lived here alone above three years, and
+thongh he was several times sought after by the Spaniards,
who knew he was left on the island, yet they could
inever find him. He was in the wood hunting for goats,
when Captain Watlin drew off his men, and the shi
waa ander sail before he came back to shore. He h
with him his gun and a knife, with a small horn of
powder and & few shot, which, being apent, he contrived
.a way, by notching bie knife, to saw the barrel of his
gun into small pieces, wnerewith he made ha s,
Pﬁs‘:mes. hooks, and a long knife, heating the pieces firatin
the fire, which he etruck with his gun-flint and & piece of
the batrel of his gan, which he hardened, having learned to
:do that among the English. The hot piecas of iron he wonld
‘hammer oot and bend as he pleased with stones, and saw
them with his jagged knife, or grind them to an edge by
¥ong labour, and harden them to & good tamper. - °
- ¢All this nay seem strange. to those that are not ac-

inted with the ity of the Indians, bat it iz no more
than these Moskito men are accustomed to in. their own
scountry, where they make all their fishing ana strikin o
instruments without either forps or anvil, though they~
spend a great deal of time about tham. - P

©With auch instruments as he wade in that manner he
.ot such provision as the island afforded-—either goats or
E:h. He told us that at first he was forced to eat seal,
ocdinery meat, before he had made books ;
be never killed any seals but to make
dines, eutting their skina into thongs. Ho had a little
‘house, ot hut, half & mile from the sea, which
was lined with goatskin ¢ his couch "of sticks lying
~sbout two feet distant from the ground, was sqrmul with
the same, and waa all his bedding, He had no clothes left,
having worn out those he Lronght from Watlin’s ahi&! but
-only a ekin about his waist. Hesaw our ship the day befora
.we came to an anchor, and did believe we were English, and
therefore kilied three ant.u in_the morning, before we
.came to an anchor and dressed them with cabbage, to
trent us when we came asbore, He came then to the
-gea.side to congratulate our safe arrival, and when we
landed, a Moskito Indian, whe was named Hobin, first
leaped ashore, and, running to his brother Moskito man,
-threw himself flat on his face at hias feet, who, helping
:him np atd embracing him, fell flat with his face to the
_ground, at Hobin’s feet, and was by him taken up aleo.

e atood with pleasure to behold the surprise and tender-
‘nesn and solemnicy of this interview, which was excoed-
-ingly affectionate on both sides ; and when their ceremonies
af civility were over, we also that stood gazing at them drew
‘mear, each of us embracing him we had fonnd bere, who was
~overjoyed to eee so many of bis old frienda come hither, as
he tjluught., parprsely. bo fetch him.  He was named Will,
_as the other was Ilohin, These were names given them
by the English, for they have no names among themeelves,
-and they take it as agreat favour to be named by any of ns,
"and will eomplain for want of it if we do_not appoint them

which is ve
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A SUN SONC.

* WueN I hide the people frown ; . -
They all amile when I shine down. o
When their world is warm they say, .~

“ Oh, the sun’s 8o hot to-day.”

‘While the truth is rimply,
Never change bere in tg:e aky.
*Tis their spinning world below
Makes me seemn to vary so.’

JM.L

AN UNKNOWN LANGUAGE.

NOTWITHSTANDING baby’s wonderful qualities, it mnst be
admibted that he apeaks an unknown tongue to the un-
initiated. Mamma can of course nnderstand her king, but
she enjoys unusual advantages, The listener may mention
the case of & fond mother uf his acquaintance who had so
remarkable a baby that, the mother insists, it says
* Mama's little girl* so distinctly that anybody in the
world eould make it out. And this is the way, exactly,
that the baby promounces it: ‘Lubble, lubble, Inbble ©’
‘Thia i3 not nearly such plain English as that of a friend of
the listener's, now & man, and an honeat, able one, whe,
when he was two yeara old, mystified the members of his
family by calling out in the most imperative mood : * Bixit,
baxit, cloxit ' They all gathered roand. and tried hard to
make out what the youngster meant. But the most definite
statement that they could get out of him was, * Bixit,
baxit, cloxit I At last, by dint of a good deal of pantomime,
the ehild got them into the pantry, and indicated a parti-
calar place in it, and then his remark translated itsell to
thern. What he meant to say was, ‘I want a biscuit, in
he basket, in the closst ¥

BONY, THE BEAR.

NOT a ver lonq time ago I got a letter from a little boy.

The little boy’s mamma wrote the lettei, but she wrote
just what the fittle boy told her to write, and this is what
the letter saud ;

*If you please, won't you tell some of the stories for little
boys, and not all of them for little girls, becanse I like ‘em
about bears best, and monkeys and wild elephanta, and
some about going fishing.’

So this is a true story of s bear. .

He was a performing bear, and his coat, which had once
been black, was ragged, and faded to a rusty brown.

His name was Napuleon Bonaparte, and all through the
long, hot summer days he went tramping about from village
to village with a hand-organ and a man and a little girl

The man played the organ, and the little girl, whose
name was Lizette, shook her tambourine, and the bear
danced and presented arms, and went through with his
broom drill, and all his droll tricks a good many times in a
day—so many times that it was no wonder that the three
got very tired of it all.

Some days they reaped a rich harvest of pennies, and
some other days when everything seemed out of joint they
tramped long distances without getting a plensant word or
the smalleat gift of money,

It was ai such times that Lisette’s black eyes would grow
big and wistful, and her father’s face would wear a seowl,
and Bony, the bear, would tug restlessly at his chain, as if
he knew that things were not going just s they should,
and as if he were longing for the shady forests and & taste of
freedom.

Then the father wonld give his chain into Lisette’s wee
brown hand, because Bony would alwaya mind Lisette's
veice, and follow where she led. They were sueh good
friende—the big black bear and the little brown girl; at
night she often slept with her curly head resting on his
shaggy coat. .

But tiines were not often so hard. One day the three
came to a little village between two hills where very few
h.

some namé when they mre with us, saying of th ves
-they are poor men, and have no name.—Bristol Observer.

"GORRESPONDENCE. -

To THE Eprtoe.—I have had much pleasnre in reading
_your illustrated
anticipate its srriv 1
will allow me, L.sball he' pleased 4o contribute. Hoping
yout paper will always remain & success—I am, yours sin-

-cerely,
Ar{burlnn. FETHEL GATES,

DigAR ETHEL,—I am very plessed to welcome youasa
new correspondent. An you see, Lam publishing your poem
this week, for which and your kiod letter I tender many
thanks. [ have plenty of poetry, aud we_have little room

Hor it Will yon try s shor? story '—EDITOR YOUTH'S

PaGe.
REST.

NIGHT, with alowest, softest footsteps,
Comes in robes of dark srrayed,
- Eveninyg shadows, din and silent,
Lengthen iuto one vast ahade.
Hest, too sad o rest
- Now eveniog falle,

Gnazing far beyond earth’s silence
To the splendour born on high,.
Myriad lights, their radiance flinging,
Lighting sl the earth and sky.
Hesat, brighter rest,
This eventide,
Will my life be ons long sadnesa?
Could I shine & star of Jove?
Add my niite to cheer and brighten
¢ ... - Likethooa glorious stars above? .
Rest, perfect rest,
Heaven's eventide.

L ETHRL
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every woek with- much intereat. Ifyon--

r and never a dancing bear had found the way
before. Co

And when Bony came with Lisette and her father and the
tamboarins and the band-organ, the children all flocked o

" see, and the fathers mnd motheis came to look after the

children,

So Hony, fseling the cheering prospect, danced as he
hadn't danced for a long, long time ; and Lisetie shook her
tambomjne with m great deal of apirit; and her Iather
turned the organ-crank vigorously ; and just as Bony with
‘his wooden musket was presenting armm in his very best
atyle, & dreadful ery was raised ;

. ‘The dog is mad! M-a-ad do-og! Clear the way I’

* Lisette’s fathet was collecting pennies. The little erowd
arted and scattarad here and there, nntil in lesa time than
can tell you of it, little Lisette and Booy, the bear, stood

all nlone in the midst of the grassy village synare—all alone,

with a great savage dog, almost as big as Bony himself,
coming upon them. -

Bony dmpped his musket and Lisette crert close o him s
he stood upon his haunches straight as m soldier.

And when the dog sprang with a fierce snarl at Bony's
throat, the old bear caught him in & mighty squeeze ; and he
hagged him tighter and tighter ; and the people cheered.

4 dﬁnd Lisette’s father shouted, * Run Lisette I' But she
id not,

It was over in a minute, and of couree Bony—brave old
‘Bony—had the best of it.

He had hardly a scratch to show for his battle, sither,
thanka to the thick leather coliar about his neck.

And of course, too, Bony was praised mud Lisstte was

tted, and they were all treated mso kindly that thely

inven't gone awey from the little vill between the hille
¥et ; neither Lisette nor her father nor Bony, khe bear.

T saw Boni laat summer while } waastaying in that little
village, and he licked my hand with his rough toogue, and

d very woll pleased with his new home in the inn-
keeper’s orchard, where every day Lieeite comes to play
with him for & while.

A LITTLE BROWN HEN.

—_—
NCE upon & time, long ago, there was an old-fashioned
farmhouse with & very la:ige kitohen. .

This kitchen had two doors, nne opening into the yard,
and une into the orchard, whers the hens were avmetinies
let out to serateh abont.

Ong morning there was a dear little baby girl eitting on
the Hoor dght in the midille of the room, where she could
play with her spools and look out of doors at the same tine,
On’ ope side she could look out into the yard and study the
big pump, and on the other she connld waieh the chickens
running about under the upple treea.

When no ona was at the pump, she liked the chickens
bent, and tried to call them to her.

Une day the little brown hen came up to the door and
looked in.” All was atill. She eounld ree no one but the
hrown-eyed blby. gitting flat on her blanket.

‘Dat da! eanl baby.

*Cluek ! cluek I said the little brown hen.
| ‘ f)r lldn ¥ aquesled little brown-eyes, shaking her spools
n elight.

The littie brown hen cocked lier heal on one sile and
l«lrloked at baby’s little red boots with the black buttons on
then.

*They are good to eat,’ she concluded, and hopped a little
nearer, and then a little nearer vutil she came at last to the
little red shoes—and soon she waa tugging at them with her
bill, trying in vain to ges thew off, -

*Da’t da I said baby, pleased with her new playmate and
not a bit afraid.

*Cluck ! cluck I' suid the hen, wondering why these
atrange berries wounldn's come off their stems, when * Skoo S
shoo” came fromi behind and sent her tlying from the
kitehen in & hurry to tind the other hens and tell them of
her discovery.

And then baby began to cry because she didn't like to
have her caller driven away so suddenly. LE .

A LITTLE PRISCNER.

Ir I tell you Vatty was a prisoner, perhape you will think
whe was shut up in one of thuse great glooiny gaols you ma{
have seen sometimes, where the windows are all barred wit!
iron and the doors have heavy locks on them for fear the
people kept in there will get out; but no, Fatty was not &
prisoner of that kind, Lét me tell you her story.

She was a dear little girl, Give years old, and she went to
scheel in the next house to her own home, so that on stormy
days she conld be lifted over the railing that divided the
piazzas, and not be obliged to go out in the rain at all.

.On this particular day I want to tell you about sl had
atarted off as usual at nine o'clock, with a measage from her
mother asking the teacher ta dismiss her half an hour earlier
than usual, in order that she might have time tu go into
town and get & pair of shoes.

The permistion was given, and when the clock struck
half-past twelve Patty put her book in her desk, kissed the
teacher good-by, and ran downstairs and opened the hig
front door, which it was somewhat hard for her to do, aaphe
ia such a little gitl, and the handle is so slippery and the
door so heary. .

She shut it carefully after her, as she had been taught,
but as it shut, Patty's white apron tiuttered into the crack,
snd waa caught in the heavy door, and when she turned te
go sbe could not move a atep ; she was held fast by the
apron a little prisoner !

What could she do? must she stay there ever so long?
The dreadful thonght came into her mind that perhaps no
one would miss her, and she might even have to stand there
all night ; she gave the apion & tiny pull, but ik was quite
fast, And she knew that she would have to tear off a large
corner to get it nut, and what would manins say to that?
ob, what conld she do?

1f she had been a little older and wiser she wonld have
twisted herself around and rong the door-bell, but she did
nok think of that, and one or two tears were beginning to
came to her bright brown eyes, when a gentlemnn who knew
Patty happened to pass the house.

He could not help smiling when he saw the poor litile
girl, but he at once came up the steps and rang the Lell, and
in a minute Mary hpd come and opened the door, and
Patty was released, and after thanking her kind friend,
skipped merrily home, and went with her mamme to buy
the new shoes. .

Now don’t you think Patty was a priscuer?

M.S.

A little sister came to live at her house, and Bessie was
much pleased st first, but grew rather jealons after & time,
and said, ‘1 do wish it had been two litvle kittens.’

Litthe Walter had been put to bed and his mamma had
returned to the sitting-room when & stray cow began lowiog
near the house. * Mamma ! mamme !’ called the muall man
excitedly, *do you hear that cuttle mewing ©

Ductor : * Well, my tine little fellow, you have got quite
well again. I was sure that the pills I left for you wounld
cure you. How did you take them - in water or in cake I’
* Oh, I used them in my pop-gun.” )

Mamma : ' It is very wrong in you, Johinnie, to quarrel in
this way.” Jolnnie {who has just had & hight with Lis
brother Tom} : * Well, I got wild, and had to do something.*
Memma: *But you must not Jet your temper car on
away in that manner. I will tell youag rile: %im

ou sre sugry always count twenty belure you strike.”
Tommy (the victor in the recent unplersantiesst ; ¢ Yes, and
he'd better count forty before he strikes & fellow who can
whip him.”

The small boy is not notably proficient in sacred lore, but
when bis sister referred to him the gquery: * Where was
Sulemon's Temple Y he indignantly resented the suppoeed
impeachment of lis atock of information and vetorted :
¢ Don't you think 1 know anything? Hhe assured him she
did not doubt that he knew, but urged him o state for her
benefit. Though nos erediting her sincerity, he finally ax-
claiined with sxneperation: *On_the side of his head, of
course, where other folks’ are ! You suppose I'm an idiot 1

Nout long since & youny man li)pli for parmineion to
toach o » seliool, and utterly failing in the necessary ex-
wmination, was linally ssked when it was that Napoleon
funrished —befure or aftar the Copguest ¥  After meditating
some time, ha replied, ' You have got me this time, gentle-
men. .



