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Professional Cards.

‘B. E. GrLis. FrED W, HARRIS

GILLIS & HARRIS,

Barristers, Solicitors,
Notaries Public.

Jommissioners for the Province of New
Brunswick.

Jommissioners for the State of Massachusetts.

Agents of R. G. Dunn & Co., St. John and
Halitax, h

Agents of Bradstreet’s Commercial Agency.

General Agents for Fire, Marine, and Life In
surance. =

Members of the United States Law Association.

Real Estate Agents,

OFFICE:
BANK OF NOVA SC0TIA BUILDING,
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

SAT.US POPULI SUPREMA LEX HST.

VOL. 26.

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

WEDNESDAY, MAY 11, 1898.

NO. 7.

i |

SARRISTER

—AND—

SOLICITOR.

MONEY TO LOAm REAL ESTATE
SECURITY,

Fire (strence i BeibleCompanis

&2 Solicitor at Annapolis to Union Bank
of Halifax, and Bank of Nova Scotia, An-
napolis, N. 8. 11 ly

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate,
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,
Next Door to J. P, Melanson's Jewelry Store
EBwvery Thursday.

Consuiar Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&F Money to loan on Real Estate security.

'MONEY TO LOAN.

NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI-
ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

Advances made on REAL ESTATE SECURITY
repayable by monthly instalments, covering a
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on
the monthly balances at 6 per cent per annum,

Balance of loan repayable at any time at
option of borrower, so long as the monthly in-
stallmients are paid, the balance of loan cannot
be called for.

Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms
of application therefore and all necessary infor-
mation furnished on application to

J. M. OWEN, BARRISTER-AT-LAW,

Agent at Annapolis,

20 6m

¥o Lo MILNER,

Barrister, Solicitor, &e.
ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE,
MONEY TO LOAN.

Office opposite Central Telephone Kxchange,
Queen Street, Bridgetown. 31t
TELEPHONE No. 11.

0. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.

(RANDOLPH'S BLOCK.)

Head of Qucan St., Bridgetown.

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate, 441y

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt anu satisfactory attention given
to the collection of claims, and all other
professional business.

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Survevyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

< A R ANDREWS, M.D, C.M.

EYE,
Spacialties-{ EAR,
[ THROAT.

MIDDLETCN.
‘felephone No. 16. 38t

DR. M. G E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

‘Will be at Annapolis the first and second weeks
of ever month, and third and fourth weeks at
Bridgetown.

James Primrose, D. D. S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied’by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891,

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Court.
Solicitor International Brick and Tile Co.

OFFICE:
Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. S,

SCRIBNER’S
MAGAZINE

For 1898.
A GREA™ PROGRAMME.

The Story of the Revolution by Senator
Henry Cabot Lodge, to run throughout the
year. (For the first time all the modern art,
forces and resources will be brought to bear
upon the Revolution. Howard Pyle and a
corpse of artists are making over 100 paint-
ings and drawings expressly for this great
work.)

Capt A T Mahan's “The American Navy
in the Revolution,” to be illustrated by Carl-
ton T. Chapman, the marine artist; Henry
Fenn, avd others.

Thomas Nelson Page’s First Long
Novel, ‘“Red Rock—A Chronicle of Re-
construction.” Mr. Page has devoted four
vears to the story, and he considers it his
?)est. work. (lllustrated by B. West Cline-
dinst.)

Rudyard Kipling, Richard Harding
Davis. Joel Chandler Harris, Geo.
W. Cable, and others, are under engage-
ment to contribute stories during 1898,

Robert Grant’s “Search-Light Let-
ters ’—replies to various letters that come
in consequence of his ‘ Reflections of a
Married Man” and ‘‘The Opinions of a
Philosopher.”

o The Weorkers” in a new fleld—Walter A.
Wyckoff, the college man who became a
laborer. will tell his experience with sweat-
shop laborers and anarchists in Chicago.

(Illustrated from life by W. R. Leigh.)

The Theaire, The Mine, etc., will be
treated in ** The Conduct of Great Business”
series (as were “The Wheat Farm,” * The
Newspaper,” etc., in '97), with numerous
illustrations.
fe at Girls’ College —like the articles

o on “Undergraduate Life at Harvard,
Princeton and Yale,” and as richly illus-
trated.

Poliitecal Reminiscences by Senator
Hoar, who has been in public life for forty-
five years.

@, D. Gibson will contribute two _serial sets
of drawings during’¢8, ** A New York Day,”
and ‘The Seven Ages of American Woman,

25 tf

&& The full prospectus for 98 in small book
form (2k pages), printed in two colors, with
numerous tllustrations (cover and decorations
by Mazfield Parrish), will be sent upon appli-
caiion, postage paid.
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experts.

found equally superior and reliable.

Are You Going
TO BUY A BICYCLE?

Send us $35.50 and 200 “ WELCOME” SOAP WRAPPERS and we will
send you our new 1898 “ WELCOME ” BICYCLE.

A Stylish Up-to-Dat> First-Class Guaranteed Wheel, which was chosen by
us from many, after thorough examinations and tests by disinterested

This is an A1 Guaeanteed Wheel at a Ridieulously Low Price.

We are not in the Wheel business, but using this liberal method for
pushing the sales of “ WELCOME " Soap.

There is no Soap more standard or satisfactory than the old reliabl®
“« WELCOME.” The ¢ Welcome*” Bicycle is guaranteed, and will be

Write for particulars or ask your grocer for “Welcome” Soap and
specifications of the *Welcome” Bicycle.

The WELCOME SOAP COMPANY, §t. Jobn, X. B

s

CURRY BROS. & BENT

ARE ACENTS FOR

“CLEVELAND" and “ALERT" BICYCLES.

Prices range from $40 to $80.

GENT’S

& See their Wheels bef ore buying your 1898 mount.

(irand + Spring + Opening

— OF ——

WEAR!

The largest stock in the two Counties,
bought for cash from the manufac-
turers and will be sold at

Extremely Low  Prices.

WE HAVE JUST OPENED

An endless variety of Spring Cloths

per S.S. ““St. John City” from London, which will be made up in our Tailoring Department
to your entire satisfaction or no sale.

A. J. MORRISON & CO., MIDDLETON, N. S.

HESLEATER-SHoE—

“In black and white.”

CaraLoGue
Frze.

No salesman's say so, but a gua-
rantee cf quality, workmanship and
material straight from the makers, is
the ¢‘Slater Shoe”’
and price stamped cn the Goodycar

T welted sole with their self des-
ciibing tag, lelling_:a{»-)ut the
leather, "is your protection.
$3.00, $4.00 and $5.co.

way. Their n

KINNEY & SHAFNER, Sole Local Agents.

CURRY BROS. & BENT.

Manufacturers
and Builders,

PROPRIETORS OF THE

Evangeline Sash, Door & Planing Works,

BRIDGCETOWN, N. S.

Are ready for 1898 building operations, and are prepared to enter into contract for build
ings of every description, including excavation, heating and plumbing.

We manufacture Church, School and Office Furniture, Wood Mantels, Bank and Store
Fittings and building materials generally, and have a large and well assorted stock of
Fancy Woods such as Cypress, Whitewood, Quartered Oak, Ash,
Walnut, B. C. Cedar, Douglas Fir, etc. -

Having two large Dry Houses, we can guarantee delivering Dry 8tock.

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED.

NOTICE OF ASSIGNMENT!

Notice is hereby given that John E. Sanc-
ton and James Herbert Sancton of Bridge-
town formerly doing business under the
pame of J. E. Sancton & Son, have by deed
of assignment bearing date February 17th
1898, conveyed all their book debts and
pereonal property to me IN TRUST to pay
the expenses in connection with the prepar-
ation and execution of eaid deed; certain pre-
ferential claims; and lastly all the other
claims against the said firm and individuals.
Said deed of assignment is now fyled in the
Registry Office, Bridgetown.

I'have engaged said Jchn E. Sancton to
act as my agent in disposing of the said
property and collecting the book debts which
must be paid at once of which let all parties
concerned take notice and govern themselves

accordingly.
F. L. MILNER,
Trustee.
February 18th, 1898, 50 t£

Price, $3.00 a year, 25 cents a "

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS,

NEW YOREK.

EARN | We Want Reliable Men
$30 | veling to introduce a new
| discovery and look after our

| .
A WEEK | needful. gveady employment.

Salary or commission, $65

ted in any bank at start if desired. rite
at-once. World Medieal Co., Lo:glds::ln,

| in every locality, local or tra-

advertisin; No experience

mﬁ—z‘md $2.50 a day expenses. Money de-
©Ontario.

CAUTION!

All persons indebted to the estate of the
late J. AVARD MORSE, either by accounts
or promissory notes, are hereby notified that
all payments of the same must be made to
the undersigned, as no person has been auth-
orized by them to collect said accounts or

notes.
E. BENT,

I B GILES,}E“C“‘D"'
Bridgetown, March 10th, 1896,

Bank of [o—va Scotia

Capital, - - $1,600,000.00
Reserve Fund, - $1,600,000.00

JOHN DOULL, President.
H. C. McLEOD, Cashier.

Head Office, Halifax, N, 8.

Agencies in all the principal towns of the
Maritime Provinces, and in the cities of Mon-
treal, Toronto, Chicago, and St, John's, Nfid,

Corresgondenhs in all parts of the world.

Do all kinds of banking business.

A Savings Bank Department

has lately been established in connection with
the Bridgetown agency where deposits will be
received from one dollar upwards and interest
at the rate of 3} per cent. allowed.

C. H. EASSON, d4gent.

NOTICHE.

All persons having lega] demands against the
estate of Robert KitzRandolph, late of Law-
rencetown, in the County of Annapolis, farmer,
dece: , are requested to render thesame duly

attested, within eighteen months from the date
estate

hereof, and all persons indebted to said

are requested to make immediate Bayment. to
ALDA R. FrrzZRANDOLPH, _

2 Administratriz.

Lawrencetown.

S, FirzZRANDOLPH,

'ministrator,

Villiamston,

Or BURPEE
Ad

Dec. 13th, 1897,

Loetey,

A Voilet.

God does not send us strange flowers every

year.
When the spring winds blow o’er the pleas-
ant places
The same dear things lift up the same fair
faces—
The violet is here.

It all comes back—the odor, grace and hue—
Each sweet relation of its lffe repeated;
No blank is left, no looking for is cheated;

It is the thing we knew.

So after death the winter it muet be.
God will not put strange signs in heavenly
places;
The old love shall look out from the old

faces—
Veilchen! 1 shall have thee!
—From the German.

The Feller on My Knee.

[From the Chicago Times-Herald.]

» »

“ Ef the country goes ter fightin’,
Says the feller on my knee,
““Would you go an’ be & sojer,
Like they say you used ter be?”’
(I wuz all erlong with Jackson,
An’ I faced 1he fight with Lee),
|l think I would,” I answers
To the feller on my knee.

Then my mind went back & minute
Ter the days o’ sixty-one;

I saw the bayonets bristle—
Heard the thunder o’ the gun.

(I wuz mixed up in the fightin’
"Fore Sherman struck the sea).

“1 think I'd go,” I answers
Ter the feller on my knee.

“ Would you go an’ leave my mother—-
Would you kiss good-by ter me
An’ go marchin’ with the sojers?”
Says the feller on my knee.
An’ I feel a teardrap trickle
(Fer I'm as techous as kin be)!
“] think I would,” I answers
Ter the feller on my knee.

‘“ But I hope the wars air over—-
That we’ll dwell upon the sod
Forever an’ forever
In the lovin’ peace o’ God !"”
*‘ But—s’pose they went ter fightin'—
Would you help ’em out?” says he.
“I'm sure I would!” I answers
Ter the feller on my knee.

. Select ﬁgiiicraturé.i .

Lieut. Stanton's Escape.

It was on the evening of St. Valentine's
day, February 14, 1865, that Lieut. Fred-
eric Stanton, of the Pennsylvania Cavalry,
climbed over the wall of Camp Asylum, the
Confederate military pricon near Columbia,
South Carolina. He had contrived to escape
during an unusual shifting of the prisoners,
who were to be moved to a distant place 28
soon as possible, for Sherman was not far
away, and the men in gray meant to hold
their prisoners beyond Sherman’s reach.

Cold, sleety rain was falling in torrents,
The guards were
looking for Stanton with flaring torches be-
fore he had fairly jumped down, but they
did not know exactly where he had climbed
up. He lay breathless and exhausted, for
he was weak and fatigued by his climbing,
within two hundred yards of the wall, until
he saw the lights of the guards on his trail.

“I reckon that Yank has done got away,”
said one.

Stanton heard the words so distinctly that
he believed the pursuers nearer to him than
they were. He rose and ran again. His
hope was to ‘‘ make Sherman,” though his
strength was not encugh to take him far.

From Camp Asylum to.the northeast laya
comparatively open space, with but few
houses. The railroad was in this direction,
and Stanton’s idea was to reach it and follow
it until daylight, then secrete himself and
await events.

and the wind was a gale.

He believed that General Kilpatrick's
blue cavalry would scon be in -Columbia.
He knew that General Wade Hampton's
gray cavalry was scouling the county, but
he was confident that he could detect the
presence of a mounted man before the
mounted man could see him. There were
no street ligths in Columbia, and certainly
no citizens would be abroad in a night like
that.

The young licutenant reached the main
road, and started north toward the railroad
at the best pace he could make in the rain
and darkness. No lights were visible inany
of the houses, and not even a dog barked.
He had gone nearly a mile, when he stum-
bled headiong and rolled down an embank-
ment. The road had narrowed as it ap-
proached a bridge, and in the darkness he had
missed it and fallen into a gully.

As he groped around in the darkness he
found the abutments of the bridge and
crawled under the superstructure to escape
the pelting storm while he should recover
his breath.. There his foot struck some-
thing soft that screamed and sobbed ¢ 0-0-0
mammy! mammy!”

The cavalry man jumped back. Had the
familiar sound of ** Halt, there!” sounded in
his ears, it would not have scared him so

“badly.

“Who are you?
stammered.

The answer was, ““ 0-0 mammy!” and bit-
ter sobbing.

‘* Some poor little lost darkey,” thought
Stanton, and he said aloud, **Sho’ Sho’, don’t
cry, little chap! Nobody’ll hurt you.”

In the darkness he could barely discern
the child. He touched it and it screamed
in terror, but Le grasped it firmly, speaking
soothing words, and passed his hand over it.
1ts head was covered with long, silky hair;
its dress was very wet, and it was bare-
footed.

““ A little white girl!” said Stanton, in as-
tonishment. ““ How on earth, child, did yon
ever get here?”

The only answer was sobs, and a fearful
chattering of teeth with a croupy cough.
The child was in great need of immediate at-
tention,

““Now here’s a pretty mess!” said Stan-
ton. *What on earth am I to do? This
young one will choke to death with the croup
or perish with cold before morning if I leave
her here; if I take her to a house, I am sure
to be recaptured. How on earth did she get
here, anyway? Just my blamed luck!
Well, if she dies, it's none of my affairs—but
no, I can’t leave her to die, poor little
thing!” for the tiny girl was whooping and
choking fearfully.

He thought of a large house he had passed.
¢1 could take her there and leave her, and
then ran,” he said to himself. So he gath-
ered the little one in his arms, and wrapped
her in the piece of old tent that he had
over his shoulders.

With hie choking, crying burden he stag-
gered through the storm to a large house
whose outline he had seen vsguely in the
darkness. Having groped his way through
the shrubbery that surrounded the mansion,
he saw a faint light glimmer through the

What are youn?” he

blinds of an upper window. With the old-
fasnioned knocker on the front door he
raised a rattling alarm.

From the window above him came the
voice of an old colored aunty: ‘ Who dar?
What yo’ want?”

““ A little lost child is here. I found her
under the bridge. She has the croup, and
needs immediate attention.”

“ We'se ain’ los’ no chillen,
yere!” said aunty, sternly.

““But this little child will surely die if she
is not attended to right away. Don’t be a-
fraid; no one will hurt you. Can’t you hear
for yourself?’ for the child was choking
badly.

“ Dat's sho’ly de croup. Waita minute.”

Stanton soon heard the sound of footsteps
in the hall and the agitated voices of ladies;
apparently they were greatly alarmed.

“ Who are you, sir, and why do you come
to my house at this hour of the night?” de-
manded a lady, through the closed door.

I am a Union officer, madam. I escaped
from Camp Asylum about an hour ago. I
found this little child under the bridge, and
I have brought her here as it is the nearest
house. I will leave as soon as I place her in
your keeping,” said Stanton, and the little
one, crying and choking, seemed to corrobor-
ate his story.

“ He speaks like a gentleman,” said a soft,
sweet voice inside.

“Open the door, Rose,” said the other
lady.

The big key grated in the old lock, the
door opened a little, and by the light of a
flickering candle held by a stout colored
woman, Stantonsaw a pleasant-faced, middle-
aged lady, a pretty young lady, holding with
both hands a big cavalry sabre, and a boy of
twelve years with asingle barrelied shotgun.

The ladies saw a very wet an! muddy
young officer, his face blue with cold. He
wore the short cavalry jacket of his service,
with his lieutenant’s gshoulder-straps; all his
clothing was very much the worse for wear.
In his arms lay a very dirty, wet, drabbled
little girl.

“Come in, sir,” said the elder lady rym-
pathetically; and Stanton entered, with an
amused glance at the pretty girl and the
sabre, and the little boy and the shotgun.
Taking off his dripping hat, he bowed low to
the ladies and addressed the elder.

*“ This is & case of croup, madam, that re-
quires prompt action. Probably you know
better than I do what ought to be done for
her.”

*“ How did the poor little thing happen to
be out on such a night?” the elderly lady
asked, wonderingly.

*“I do not know, madam. I never saw
her until I found her under the bridge. Now
that she is here, I know that you will do all
that you can for her, and with your per-
mission I will leave.”

He handed the child to the colored wo
man, who took her, saying, ‘De po’ lily
lamb is sho’ly bad. Gib her to ole Mammy
Rose. She’ll tek keer ob de po’ lily t’ing.
Gwine ter put her inter hot water an’ gib her
some goose-grease d'rectly.”

* You must have a great desire for liberty
to brave a storm like thie,” said the lady, as
Rose disappeared with the child.

*¢ It is the desire of my life,” said Stanton.
““Twice previously, I escaped, only to be re-
captured. It is rumored that General Kil-
patric has broken the railroad north of here.
If possible, I mean to reach him.”

** Yet for the sake of a poor little lost child
you took the almost certain chances of re
capture,” said the lady.

“ That is true,” said Stanton, ‘‘ but there
didn’t seem to be anything else to do. If 1
had left the child to perish, I should have
been her murderer. If a guard had tried to
stop me, I would have knocked him in the
head without any scruples. But a little
helpless child—that's very different.”

The lady looked at him curiously.
suppose that we should detain you ?”

“] do not think you will,” he answered
quietly.

Do you think that you are strong enough
t> travel in this storm ?” ehe asked.

“To tell you the truth, madam,” said
Stanton. ‘‘ I haveovertaxed myself in try-
ing to get away, and I don’t think that Ican
go far; but I will go as far asI can.”

** Liet him stay here, namma ! 1like him!
He looks like brother Roy!” said the boy
with the shotguv, impulsively.

“ It would seem like murder to turn any
human being out of the house in thisstorm,”
siid the young lady. Stanton gave her a
grateful look, but said_nothing

G'way fum

“ But

¢ Lieutenant,” said the mistress, ** I have
a propasition to make to you. You are a
brave man and a gentleman, your action this
night has shown it. As my boy has said,
you look like my eldest son, Roy. I place
him in your position, and try to think what
I would wish a Northern woman to do for
him under similar circumstances. Your
General Sherman and his army will certainly
be in Columbia in a few days. I will hide
you here in this house until the United
States troops are in the city, and I hope you
will then try to obtain for me a guard that
my home may not be despoiled of what little
we have left.”

Stanton reflected for a moment. ‘‘Isthere
any good reason why you should not have a
guard ?” he asked.

¢ There is not,” she answered promptly.
¢“I am Mrs. Royston; my husband is & sur-
geon with General Lee; my oldest son, Roy,
is with Ritchards’s South Carolina battery at
Petersburg, this is my daughter Marion and
my son Morris. ™’

Stanton acknowledged the introduction in
his best manner, and gave his name, rank
and regiment, and gratefully accepted the
lady’s offer.

¢ Now, said Mrs. Royston, *‘ come into the
dining-room and warm yourself.”

She led the way to the dining-room, where
Rose had already started a blazing fire.
The ladies looked at his drenched muddy
garments, and held a whispered consulta-

tion.
“I have said Mrs. Royston, “long ago

torn up all my spare bedding for bandages
for the hospirals and sent off my blankets for
our soldiers, but I have retained some of the
clothing cf my husband and son, to be used
in case of sickness or wounds”—the lady’s
voice faltered a little—* and I think that I
can give you a change; certainly you need it.”

] shall be most grateful,” eaid Stanton.

The ladies and boy left the room, and ina
little wkile Morris came back with a lighted
candle. ‘I will show you to your room,”
he said.

Stanton followed him to a chamber on the
second floor. A fire was burning in the fire-
place, and on the bed was a change of under-
clothing, a pair of pearl-colored trousers of
the style of thirty years earlier, a black velve
waistcoat with goldstone buttons and & pair
of embroidered cloth slippers.

¢ Mamma says for you to sleep until she
sends Rose to call you in the morning,” said
Morris. *“ But first she will bring you some
supper as soon as she can get it ready.” _

I shall be glad of that, indeed,” said
Staaton. Your mother is very thoughtful,
please thank her for me.”

The boy bowed and went down stairs.
“I thought they said there weren’t any
gentlemen among the Yankees,” he said to
Marion.

“ But you see there is one, at least,” said
the pretty girl.

Wash-stand, basin, water and towels— how
long since Stanton had seen them before !
He was soon very much cleaner, and eyed
the dry, sweet garments ; he laughed a3 he
took up the white chirt, with its old-fashion-
ed, high “standing dickey.” *‘This is the
first ¢ boiled shirt’ I've had in a long time,"
he said to himself. He had scarcely put it
on when Aunty Rose knocked at the door.

““Jes’ a 1i'l mossel of sumpin’ to eat, sab,”
she replied to his, * Who is there ?” and ske
left it down on the hall floor, and wentawsy
at his rcquest.

Stanton cpeved the door, brought in the
food—it consisted of hoe-cake, cold chicken
and peas coffcc—and ate and drank raven-
ou ly, eitting in his shirt sleeves. Then,
what with his comforted interior and an ex-
terior warmad by the fine fire, he felt drowsy
andlaydown on thehed. Thereherolled hins
self luxuriously ia the cotton sheets, and
went to tlecp in a moment without the least
misgiving.

“They are true chivalry,” he said to him-
self, and it was, strunge to say, of Miss Marion
especially he was thinking as he made this
reflection

Stanton was sleeping soundly when Rose
called him for breakfast. He was soon
dressed, but his cavalry jacket, though he
had hung it before the fire, was still so wet
and dirty that he disliked to put it on over
the immaculate, old fashioned white shirt,
80 he decided to go down to breakfast in
slippers and shirt sleeves. Lucky resolution!
As he was going down stairs he heard the
rough voices of men in the dining room below,
and Miss Marion came flying up toward him.

*¢Q sir, don’t go down; three stragglers
are in the dining-room ; they are ruffians and
demand breakfast and have threatened mam
Oh, what shall we do?”

“Threatening your mamma, are they?”’
said Stanton stepping farther down. Just
then the dining room door opened and he
heard a rough voice, ‘ Now, old woman,
make that nigger of yourn hustle up that
thar breakfast ; stir yourselves, all of you.”

Stanton’s blood boiled. *‘Is that sabre in
the hall?” he whispered.

Marion nodded. Stanton darted down
the stairs, fcllowed by the pretty girl. Sabre
in hand he entered the dining-room. His
slippered feet made no noise, and the men
did not notice him until he sternly demanded,
% What are you doing here? Get out of this
house.”

The men turned on him, but the flashing
eyes and resolute face warned them not to
approach too near that sabre.

““ Who are you that’s givin’ orders ?” asked
one surlily.

“I'll let you know who I am if you don’t
leave at once,” said Stanton ; he had instant-
ly noticed that they were not soldicrs, but
simply stragglers from the campe near the
city.

One of the men looked at Stanton keenly.
““ You talk like a Yank ; I believe you-are a
Yank !” he said.

Quick asa flash Marion interposed: * You
miserable man! How dare you insuit a guest
of the family of Doctor Royston ?”

“ Never mind, Marion,” said Stanton, as
if he bad known her all his life. “I will at-
tend to these fellows. Now, men,” he spoke
very sharply, ‘‘ get out of this house at once,
or there will be some heads broken,” and he
twirled the sabre with a practised hand.

The men recognized that moulinet—ncne
but a trained cavalryman could swing a sabre
ia that manner

*‘ Reckon we had better go. Ax yo’ pard-
in, majah, but we-uns haint had much to eat
lately, and we was feelin’ mighty cross an’
sassy like,” said one cf them, with a faint
attempt at an apology.

‘“ An’ we-uns is mos’ done out, looking all
night for a little girl that’s gone astray.”

““ Why, I found a little girl astray last
night,” said Stanton,

And sure ecough the men were seeking the
very child he had saved. She was now quite
cured of her croup, though still a little weak,
and within half an hour was being carried to
her mother, one of the many country people
who had fled before Sherman’s van, and were
camped outside Columbia.

After the men, to whom Mrs. Royston gave
a good breakfast, had gone away with the
little girl, the family and Stanton took their
morning meal, during which it was decided
that the Union lieutenant had better be se-
creted in the attic during the day.

In the afternoon the sound of artillery was
heard, and soon after Morris came in with
the report that the Union prisoners had been
sent off on the railroad, for General Kilpa-
trick had not torn up the road, as reported.

The next day there was much artillery-fir-
ing, and occasionally the crackle of musketry
could be heard. On the morning of the sev-
enteenth, clouds of smoke and the smell of
burning cotton came from thecity. Looking
from the attic window Stanton saw the Con-
federate cavalry retiring across the open
ground to the ncrtheast of the city.

He was watching them when Mrs. Royston
called to him from the ball below.

¢ Lieutenant,” she said, ‘“come down;
your friends are in the city.”

Going to a front chamber window, and
looking down the street, he could see in the
distance the long line of glistening muskets
and bayonetsswaying above the solid column
of marching blue. The fifes were playing
shrilly and the drams rolling, and the men
singing lustily the solemn ** Battle Cry of
Freedom ;” and tears rolled down Stanton’s
cheeks.

ma.

—Free S. Bowley.
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—Few places equal in size to Cuba can
compare with her in the production of those
fruits of the earth that are useful to man.
Antonio y Morales, a noted authority, has
prepared a table showing the variety and
quantities of staple products that can be
raised on a tract of 33 acres in Cuba, and
according to his figures the choicest land in
California cannot approach the soil of Cuba
in this respect. Of Cuba’s area oniy ten
per cent. is under cultivation. Great tracts
of the island are practically unexplored.
Her forests are stocked with woods invala-
able for the dye industry, also mahogany,
rosewood, ebony, cedar, lancewood, and
fifty varieties of palm.

The orange, the lemon, the pineapple and
the banana grow in profusion, and her cli-
mate is admirably suited for the cultivation
of the olive. Rich in the precious and use-
ful metals, her mining industries are yet in
their infancy. As a pastoral country Cuba
was more productive a century ago than she
is now.

~—Minard’s Liniment Cures Burns, etc.

The Second Time.

(Sarah K. Bolton, in the *“Independent.”)

The Hon. John Crawford had become a
prominent man in his community. He had
begun life in poverty, had learned economy
early, and fortunately had married a girl
with tastes and habits similar to his own.
Both desired to rise in the world, and ehe
forgetting herself, bent all her energies to-
ward his progress and succees. She did her
own housework for years, made her own
clothes and those of her children, and in
every way saved that John might be rich
and iufluential. Her history was like that
of thougands of of othcr New England women
—she wore herself out for her family. She
never had time for social life, and not a very
great amount of time for reading, though she
kept up as well as possible with the thought
of the day; but her one aim was to have her
husband honored.

John Crawford was a good husband, though
not always coneiderate. He thought nobody
quite eo good and helpful as Betsey, nobody
¢roked so well, nobody was so saving, and
he was proud to rise by her help., He failed
sometimes to consider how large a matter
that hclp had been in his life. If he bhad
been asked who made his money he would
have replied without hesitation, ‘‘ I made
it.” That Betsey was entitled to half or even
a third, would never have occured to him.
He provided for her and the children all they
seemed to need. He was the head of the
family, and that headship had made him
s>mewhat selfish and domineering.

As the children grew older, and Mrs.
Crawford looked out into the fuiure and
rzalized the poseibility of leaving the world
bzfore ber husband, she thought much of
their condition under a chunged home. Mr.
Crawford would marry again, probably, and
her children might have little or noneof the
property which they together had struggled
to earn.

Oae evening she said, as they sat before
the open fire, the children bavieg gone to
bed; ““John, it seems to me things are un-
equal in this world. You and I have work-
ed hard, and I have been proud to have you
succeed. We both love the children, and
want everything done for them. What if 1
should die, and you should marry again and
have other children ?”’

“Why, Betsey, you don’t think I could
forget our own precious children? No sec
ond wife could iufluence me against my
children. You and I have worked together,
and I should feel dishonorable to leave them
helpless, and care for others. You must
think me a villian ”

¢ Oh, no, Jcho; but I have seen cases like
that. Oaly the other day the Rev. Cornelius
Jones married a young wife, and gave herall
his property, leaving nothing to his three
daughters. Now, if a minister would do
that, what should we expect of others ?”

*There must have been peculiar circam-
s‘ances. He could not have been in his
right mind.”

“ You know, John, if you were to die, I
should receive a third of what I have helped
you earn, and the rest would go to the chil-
dren; while if I were to die, nothing would
go to the children. I should like to have at
least the third which the law considers mine
go to them at my death, as it does in some
countries of the Old World, where a man
cannot marry & second time till he has set-
tled a portion on his first children.”

““But that would be a great inconvenience,”
replied Mr. Crawford. ‘A man has money
in business, and to take out a third if his
wife dies might sadly embarrass him. Or
even the use of a third, set apart for them,
might cripple him.”

“‘ Better that there be a little inconven-
ience than a wrong done to children,” said
Mrs. Crawford. ‘The husband may lose
every cent of what the wife has struggled
and saved all her life to help him accumu-
late. Marriage is a partnership, and, like
other partnerships, must suffer some change,
and inconvenience it may be, if one of the
partners dies. There must, necessarily, be
a new adjustment of interests.”

‘“ But the law allows you to make a will
and give away your property, my dear, just
as it does me.”

““Yes, what I have inherited before or
since my marriege; but I have inherited
none, and you have not. We bave made
ours together, and you have often said that
you owe as much to my skill and economy
as to your foresight and ability.”

“And so I do, it is true; but the law
makes no provision abcut our common pro-
perty.

“ But make it yourself, then, Joho, if the
law does not. Make a will so that in case
of my death my two davghters shall have at
least a third of all you are worth at that
time, or, if you prefer, put a third—I might
feel that it cught to be haif—in my name,
or perhaps the home, and let that go to our
daughters.”

*‘But if I put the home in your name, so
that in case of losses scmething would be
saved from creditors, I should want it willed
back to me at your death, so that I could
still have a home and do as I liked with it.”

““ Ard then nothing would go to the chil-
dren at my death? That is not fair, John,
and I have worked too hard and long to be
willing.”

‘“ Well, Betsey, you can trust me to do
the right thing. I will thiok it over,” and
he kissed her as they closed the not alto-
gether satisfactory conversation.

As was to be expected, Betsey Crawford
broke down from the wear and tear of life,
and died, leaving her two daughters to the
care cf a fond and not ungenerous father,
The loss was a great ont to John Crawferd.
She had been his competent adviser, with
tact and good sense to keep matters right.
She had guided more than he ever suspected.
He mourned her sincerely, as did her two
devoted daughters.

He was lonely, and in time married again
a woman iderably younger than himself,
a member of the same church, an ambitious
and not over-scrupulous woman, When her
son was born she became desirous that every
advantage should be placed before bim that
he might attain to wealth and honor. She
convinced Mr. Crawford, in a thousand name-
less ways, that the boy would need most of
the property for business, to marry well, and
to carry down the family name. The girls
would doubtless marry and be well provided
for by their husbands. Sne talked with Mr.
Crowford about the uncertainty of life, and,
with tact, urged that other things besides a
spiritual preparation for death were neces-
sary. A man should think of the younger
members of his family who would be left
comparatively helpless.

People .said that the strong-willed John
Crawford had become very much older under
the sway of his younger wife; that he had
grown less domi , more appreciative, and
more thoughtful of her needs and wishes.
He idolized his son, but he seemed no dearer
than the daughters of Betsey. He was a

more expeneive child, for he needed all sorts_
of playthings, the best schooling, the best
clothes, and a ‘somewhat large amount of
spending money. It was evident that John
Crawford, jr., would require more mobey
than his half-sistere.

In course of time, Mr. Crawford, having
served a term in Congress, through goed
ability and the discreet use of money in or-
ganizing his forces, and h{ving done weil for
his constituency, followed Betsey to the other
world. To the surprise of all, save the second
Mre. Crawford, the property was lett to her
and her son, with the merést remembrance.
to the unmarried davghters of hard-working
Betsey Crawford. |

“I wouldn’t have thought it,” said a
prominent lady in the church. "* Why, John
Crawfora was a deacon, and professed to live
according to right and justice! There must
have been undue ivfluence. His first wife
worked like a slave to help earn that money.
I never supposed a man would be unfair to
his children.”

““ You never can tell what folks will do,”
said another church member. ¢ Ycuth and
tact are great forces in the world. Johnm
Crawford never meant to be unjust, but he
couldn’t help it. A third of that property
ought to have gone to those daughters,
Why didn’t his wife make him fix it before
she died ?”

““ Maybe she tried, who knows ?” said the
person addressed. *‘ If the law didn’t make
him do his duty how could yocu expect his
conscience to do it?’ We need some new
laws about the property which men and wo-
men eayn together.”

A N R L RNE 5 ST T

—** Mr. Adams is a genuine lover of degs,
and in his book gives strong reaeons why,
if man has a soul and lives after death, the
deg should also survive mortelity. Hesays,
in his opening chapter: *‘I love all dogs.
There is a look of faithfulness in a dog’s
eye that has always powerfully appealed to
me. It is hard for me to pass a dog of any
sort on the street without patting him on
the head. Man’s heart naturally yearns for
a being upon whom he can rely under all
circumstances. This yearning is correlated
by the dog. Are ycu successful? All men
will stand by you. Do you fail? All men
will desert you. Your purple or your black
mekes no difference to your dog. Your ser-
vant and your friend once, he is your friend
and your servant always. Open the door of
his cage, or slip the bridle from his head,
andwyour bird or your horse_ wiil fly or gal-
lop, with a note or neigh of joy, to his own
kind. Your dog is as naturslly gregarious,
but you cannot drive him awsy from you.
He licks the hand that smites him, and robs
the whole length of his back upon the foot
that kicks him. Your cat loves your house
or your rug, not you. The love of place is
a primary love with the cat. When you
move into another street he will not follow
you. The dog has the love of location as
well. * * * Thelove of place is a secc-
oandary love with the dog. There are three
upon whom man, in his virtue, may always
d-pend—God, his mother and hisdog. This
is the great trinity of love. There are two
upon whom man may always depend so long
as his inequity is not proven—his mother
and his dog. There is one upon whom man
may always depend, no matter how miser-
ably fallen—his dog. God must maintsin
the laws cof his moral universe; the mother
may be stabbed to death in her materral
pride; but the dog is absorbed in his mastcr
—lost in him a8 is a drop of water in the
great deep.”

Good Advice to Boys.

You are learnicg a trade. That iz 2 good
thing to have. It is better than gold.
Briogs always a premium. But to bring a
premium, the trade must be perfect—no
silver plated affair. When you go to learn
a trade, do so with determination to win.
Make up your mind, what yoa will be, and
be it. Determine in your own mind to be a
good workman.

Have pluck and patience. Lock out for
the interests of your employer—thus youn will
learn to look out for yourown. Donot want
to be told everything. Remember. Act as
though you wish to learn. If you have an
errand to do start «ff like a boy with some
life. Look about yon. See how the best
workman in the shop does and copy after
him. Learn to do things well. Whatever
is worth doing at all is worth doing well.
Never slight your work. Every jeb you do
is a sign. If you have done one in ten
minutes, see if you cannot do the next in
nine. Too many boys spoil a lifetime by
not having patience. They work at a trade
until they sce about one-half of its mysteries
and then strike for higher wages. Act as if
your own interest and the iaterest of your
employer were the same. Good mechanics
are props of sociely. They are those who
stick to their trades until they learn them.
Pecple always speak well of a boy who minds
his own buciness, who is willing to work and
who seems disposed to be somebody, in time.
Learn the whole of your trade.

SR
First Railroad to the Arctic.

The first railroad running to a port on the
Arctic sea is the continuation of the Vologda
railway in Russia, which is now finished to
the port of Archangel, on the southeastern
corner of the White sea and at the inouth of
the River Dwina. This new line, which
was opened some two weeks ago, is nearly
400 miles in length. The Vologda-Archangel
railway passes for the most part through
deserted or sparsely pcpulated regions, or
across ‘‘tundras” and marshes, which are
sometimes fifty feet in depth. The whole
nature of the country through which the
new line paszes was unfavorable to its con.
straction. Marshes and patches of bogs and
swamps are to be filled in; the newly made
embankments were continually giving way
and had to be built up again till the neces.
sary stability bad been obtained. Six iron
bridges and numerous bridges of wood were
required. The wooden bridges are built
upon piles, driven in some cases to a great
depth beneath the surface. The new lice is
of military as well as commercial importance,
for it must play a leading part in the open-
ing of the northern provinces of Russia,
It will furnish an outlet, for instance, for
the deposits of petroleum which exist \in
northern Russia, but have not been worked
on account of the lack of transportation.
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Could Do No Work,

¢ Large sores broke out on my body, head
and limbs, and also on my hands, so that I
could not do any work, and my hair came
out. My trouble was called eczema. I be-
gan taking Hood’s Sarsaparlla. WhenI had
several bottles the sores and itching disap-
peared and I was cured.” Mgrs, J. G.
Brownw, Brantferd, Oat.

Hood’s Pills are the only piils to take with
Hood’s Sarsaparilla. Cure all liver ill.

To raise war fands, Americans propose (o
tax foreign shipping visiting their ports,
This may result in British and other foreign
merchant vessels, seeking Canadian ports,

as termini in Freierence to United States
porte. The Bill is yet before Congress,




