
Beach proposed to take a look at his traps

on the way, and told us each to pick Out a

firearm from his rather formidable armament

and take it along with us, as "something

might happen that we'd need them."
What boy would refuse to handle a gun,

even jf there was no shooting in prospect?
So Tom and I accepted the invitation gladly.

We followed the shore of the inlet around

to its northern side. Beach stopping every
once in a while to examine his traps. This
was before that part of the country about
Mount St. Elias had been hunted out, as it
has been now to a (treat extent, and the
amount of Beach's catch that morning was
something surprising.

Our search was unsuccessful all that fore-
noon, although it was extended to some dis-
tance beyond the inlet. Beach had already
proposed that we stop for dinner, when Tom
startled both the trapper and myself by a
loud shout.

We had reached an eminence overlooking
a deep hollow, through which ran a clear,
Huarldine mountain brook. On the opposite
slope of the hollow the figures of four men
were clearly outlined.

"There they are! there they are!" shouted
Tom. and was about to break into a run down
the slope when I grasped his arm.

"How do you know who it is?" I' demand-
ed. ' \u25a0 "They're too far away for you to see.
They may be Indian*." : .
' "They're not Indians,"-'interposed Beach;
"but I don't know who they are,"

"Don't you suppose I know old Bill Tiin-
mins when I see him?" cried Tom.

"Come,; let's : to down \u25a0 and find out who
they 'are, but all keep together," : advised
Buach.

We hurried down the slope and wore quick-
ly within hailing distance of the quartet, who
were approaching from the opposite direc-
tion.

Both Tom and I Were now sure that the
Dartv were from the Concord. It was made
up of old Bill, the niuti'. a sailor named
Tompkins, and Captain Beansole himself.

All three of us waved our caps and shout-
ed, and the other party quickly recognized
us and responded.

Not long after we were shaking hands and
laughing over our adventure, serious though
it had been. Old Hill fairly hugged Tom
and me. It seemed that the remainder of
the crew of the wrecked whaleboai got ashore
iust above the inlet, and all quite near each
other.

A few hours later a couple of boats from
the Concord came feeling their way through
the foe and took the castaways off. Captain
Beansole had finally ended the whale and
had sent the boats to pick us up.

The captain, who was a deal more impetu-
ous and thoughtless than he wag intentional,

lv cruel, was very anxious over Tom's and
my disappearance.

He bad brought the Concord into a natural
cove above the inlet, and since early morning
he and most of the men had been searching
the shore for us two boys, just as we had
been searching for them.

Beach, the trapper, went aboard the Con-
cord with us, and the captain presented him,
with five pounds of tobacco, and some New
York papers only nine months old.

The trapper was very sorry to part with us,
for lie admitted to Tom and me that being
with "white folks" once more made his life
in the wilds aeem very lonely.

He made Tom and me keep the skin suits
we were wearing to remember him by, and
we have them yet.

The Boyhood ofColumbus
'\u25a0f " \u25a0 Copyright by James Klrprson.

K—'YN' the beautiful old city of Genoa,
T| I I Italy, there 'is standing a small
H I wooden house, antique and quaint,
HIS] as it may well be. It stands in a
W ' retired street, and the windows are
a ? \u25a0: high-and narrow, which makes the
Ams yerr dismal.
On the front there is an inscription, in
\u25a0in, which says:
\u25a0No house more worthy! Here, under his
Bier's jroof, Christopher Columbus passed
1 boyhood and youth."
\u25a0lie house is at present owned by the mil-
\u25a0pal government, but during the middle
fthe fifteenth century it belonged to an in-
strious and well-to-do wool carder—weaver,
y some—named Dominieo Colombo. \u25a0\u25a0_.

Around him lived many others—wool-comb-
s and weavers—for this quarter was wholly
leupied by workers of woolen cloth. His
Ife's name was Suzanna Fontanarossa. Their
lest son was the future discoverer of Amer-

It is not probable that Columbus was born
this house, a neighboring village claiming

at honor; nor do we know the exact year
his birth, some historians placing it at

135, while one Bets it as late as 1447. But
:ere is no doubt that the little Christoforo
red with hiH father in this house, wrought. his father's trade, studied his lessons and
•earned his lirst dreams of ambition here in
is very place, among the weavers and wool-
rders of the ureat maritime city.
*Young Christoforo Colombo —or, as we like
better in its Anglicized form, Christopher

olumbus —had two younger brothers and
ne sister, and, like all children of the middle

(lasses at that time, they had to work for a
\u25a0ving.

We can imagine the bojyi sitting in one of
lese gloomy rooms, or possibly 'in the sun-
line before the door, carding wool on one
f those rude frames such as can only be
\u25a0en now in the antiquarian collections, and
c can imagine them, too, running down to
le extensive wharves and watching the ships
>niing aud going, for the Genoese merchants
id sailors were among the most enterprising
the world.

Very likely, on holidays, Christopher and
s brothers, like the bare-legged Genoese
ds of today, went out in the harbor in

\u25a0me fishing craft, and in this way he must
aye first learned how to navigate a vessel.
He could never have dreamed, however, as

c mingled among the gray-bearded sailors,
ad listened to their stories of wild adven-
ire, that he himself would one day be the
reatest of all the world's great sea cap-
mis,
The good wool-oomber was ambitious for

is eldest son, and so, at a proper age, Chris-
onhcr was sent away to school at l'avia,
here there was a tamous university, and
here young Columbus made good use of his

ime.
He learned Latin and made considerable

rogress in mathematics and the natural eci-
nees. He also learned to write a good hand
nd to draw maps and charts -accomplish-
lents that were of great use to him in after
r>ar».
He could not have attended school a great

fhile, for before he was fourteen he was back
t Genoa helping his father; but not long,
'he sea seemed to have had an attraction
or him from his earliest years, and be now

entered upon his uautituil career under a bat-
tie-scarrcd veteran, a distant relative, who
bore the same surname as himself.

With this navigator, who ivas alike a trader,
soldier and sailor, Columbus was unconscious-
ly being trained for the great work before

He is described at this period as a tall,
slender boy ,with light-gray eyes, abundant
auburn hair and a complexion as fine as that
of a girl. Dress this slim, agile figure in
trunk hose, a short doublet or pourpoint,
with the sleeves slashed so as to show bis
white shirt of fine needlework, and the shoul-
ders well padded out, place a tall cloth cap

upon his head and a pair of broad-toed shoes
on his feet, and you will sec something how
Columbus "looked when lie set out on ha
first voyage.

The life of a sailor was filled with danger
and hardships in those days. The Mediter-
ranean Sea was the highway of corsairs and
adventurers as well as of the maritime mer-
chants.

The feudal Italian states and republics
were generally at war with each other, and
their squadrons were continually scouring the
narrow main—a source of annoyance or danger
to other ships.

The expeditions of commerce resembled

fleets of war, and a merchant voyage meant
running the gantlet of innumerable iocs.

For several years Columbus was an active
participant in this -Wild and adventurous life.
While yet a young man he became captain

of a Bmall vessel.
In this ship, under the command of his old

captain, the veteran Columbo, he fought both
Turks and Venetians, and at one time nar-
rowly escaped with his life. His vessel hap-

pened to take fire, and Columbus, forced to
leave it. had to swim two miles to the shore,
which he reached in an exhausted condi-
tion.

AH this time he wan still learning from
books. An extract from a letter of his,
written after his wonderful discoveries, gives
us a pleasant insight into his life.

"In my early youth, I served on board ship
and have kept on navigating the sea until
this day. Navigation is the art which aU
men pursue who wish to know the secrets of
this world. I have studied it much without
neglecting astronomy, geometry and arithme-
tic. I have a hand skillful enough, and suf-
ficient knowledge to draw a map of the world,
and to mark correctly its cities, mountain*,
rivers, islands and harbors. In my youth
1 studied the books which treat of geography,
history, philosophy and other sciences, lhese
were the studies which aided me in my en-
terprises."

So you see that not only his early seafaring
life and the hardships he underwent, but his
training at home and the books that he
studied, each in turn was fitting him in mind
and body for the great part he was to act in

the drama of discovery.

At one time we find him in Portugal, with
his brother Bartholomew, supporting himself
by drawing maps and charts. At another
time he has the command of three or four
ships, and is dispatched on a separate enter-
prise against a portion of the enemy g squad-
ron that had taken refuge in the harbor of
Tunis.

It was on this occasion that he first exhib-
ited that blending of courage, determination
and tact which was subsequently so marked
in his voyages to the New World.

His crew refused to proceed against the
enemy, and finding himself unable to com-
pel them he yielded apparently to their wish-
es, resorting to stratagem to carry out hia
purpose, by altering the point of the com-
pass as they hoisted sail to flee away.

It was evening, and the Irick was not dis-
covered till the next morning, when they
found themselves within the Cape of Cartha-
gena, and too late to turn back then.
It is unnecessary to state that this adven-

ture was wholly successful, and that he re-
turned with the prestige of a great com-
mander.

It is customary to speak of Columbus as a
dreamer and a man of thought rather than
of action, but though a man of books and a
scholar, no one of that age was better quali-
fied to deal with men than was the little
Italian boy who used to comb wool in his
father's cottage, and whose earliest maritime
adrggtUTß m> rowing the boat of a swarthy
Genoese fisherman.

Just when he conceived the feasibility of
crossing the ocean is not certain, but he first
gave expression to such an idea in 1474.
From that time forward he appears to hava
thrown all his wonderful energy into the
accomplishment of that purpose, and though
he was forced to wait nearly twenty years,
meanwhile plodding wearily from court to
court, he at last entered upon that career
which was to place his name high on the roll
of the eminent men of all time.
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Miniature Fountain
Lrj-VlAKK an ounce vial and fill it three-
II I quarters full of water, then make a
i*|;; hole in the cork and insert a small

JBESM tube or a stout piece of straw. The
SaSSI opening must be as small as possible,

"
: the tube must reach nearly to the

torn of the rial and the cork must be push-
I in tight.
Now, if you blow into the tube, the air will

c compressed in the upper part of the bot
c, and when your lips are taken away, a
ttle fountain will play from the tube for a
lort time.
That is one way. Another more scientific
id pleasing method is as follows:
Take I a glass | jar, with the mouth large
tough to go over the small vial, and heat
>c inside over the flame of a lamp or candle;
lace i the small vial on a plate upon several
yen 'of , blotting paper, which have been
aked ,in water . for a moment; then take
ie heated I jar and | invert it over the vial,
-easing it down as tightly as you can upon
ie blottii-g-paper, and watch the result.
When you heated the inside of the jar, the
r - inside iwas expanded and partly driven
it. The blotting-paper makes a hermetical
tint, \u25a0' and - the • jar contained in the upper
art of the vial forces the water up through
lie tube to the bottom of the jar, and it
lit in a little cascade down the sides. -

EARLY SPRINGTIDE
he year has changed; three months ago
Twas winter time; the trees were bare,
he fields were still enwrapped in snow,
At night a white mist filled the air;
[o song-birds fluttered through the hedge.
The frost made bold the timid fox;
ong icicles weighed down tin- sedge,
C'xise gathered stood the shivering flocks.
i

lut now along the river's banks
There budu the creamy meadow-sweet;
md iris flags in glittering ranks
Wave gently as the breeze they meet,
"hough 'tis but spring, the soft south wind
Blows warm as if 'twere pleasant June;
tome, hoist the tail; we've left behind
Cold winter—summer's coming soon.

A Disappointed Dog

A- j* IYOUNG lady came into one of our '

I I large city dry goods stores the oth-
ijL—jjJ er day, on a shopping expedition,
MM9M having for a companion a large,
T^vr7* handsome dog... He was a pointer,

s and the manner in which he trotted
sedately • along and kept out of everybody's
way showed that he was as intelligent as
handsome. In fact, you would hardly have
known there was a dog in the store, i until
the young lady having made her purchase,
the shop-girl put the check and the money
in a wooden ball and sent it along the "cash
railway."

At the first "whiz" the dog pricked up his
care, and the next instant he started after
the ball as if he were morally sure it was -
Borne new kind of bird. ..

Past the crowds of buyers, in and out ana
between hundreds of people, the pointer
dashed until the ball disappeared from -view.
Then he looked puzzled and then humiliated,
and was coming back to his indignant mis-
tress when the ball came whizzing on its re-
turn trip. '....' '".'

This time the dog expressed his feelings by
short yelps as he flew after his game, and
this time he took the short route along the
counter and fetched up in front of the shop,
girl, leaving behind him a trail of dismayed
shoppers. Then the ball was given him to
investigate, and a more disappointed dog wa*

never seen. ' . v\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0"\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0; -- -..,r.W'-—*\u25a0

INDIAN HONESTY
One of 1 le Indian boys at Hampton, Vir-

ginia, did not like to take his medicine, and
hia nurse agreed to pay him so much every
time he took it. At first he was pleased with
this arrangement, but one evening the nurse
found that he had made no marks on the
card where he kept record of the number of
times he had taken medicine. She asked what
it meant, and received an explanation from
which many a white boy might learn a lesson,
and spare hia mother much trouble and an-
noyance:

"Me lay here all day doing nothing; y»u pay
me for it—not right. >le take medicine: ma
not take money.'
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