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for the first time cannot fail to ob-
serve that on the roof of ncarly
every house is an outlook, a square
platform protected by arailing, and
already from the deck of the ship
he is beginmng to learn sumething
of the habits of the people. In for.
meT times there was nota family on
that island but had svme member
or friend exposed to the penls of
the sea.  When storms swept the
deep, and their retarn was cagerly
looked for, perhaps over due, trom
these watch tuwers they eagerly
scanned the face of the vcean, and
it was not unusual to see almost the
entire population of the town on
the roofs of the houses. One who
stauds near points out the Congre-
gativnal Church, to which a few
worshippers are evidently wending
their way. The pastor of ths
church is a woman, who for many
years has ministered acceptably to
the spiritual needs of these peogle.
Years before when the church was
without a minister, and nearly all
the men were at sea, she began to
conduct their meetings, and so
helpful were her addresses, so pure
her character, that to her own sur-
prise men and women united in
asking her toassume the permanent
charge of the church.

By this time we have reached the
wharf, and while from outside the
gates friends are waving handker-
chiefs, and hotel runners shout in.
viting names, the ear catches one
tune higher and more untelligitile
than the rest, and as theeye follows
the ear it reads the legend “Town
Crier” on the cap of the man whose
daty it is to keep the inhabitants of
the town informed ot the happen-
ings of the great world outside,
His is a unique distinction, and yet
I never found myself any the wiser
bv his excited harangue.

'Sconset is still ciglit miles away,
and a wagon pecds to be engaged
tu carry us acrussthemoors.  Uatil
recently the stage that conveyed the

passengers over was named the
“Swiftsure,” and driven by Captain
Raxter. But the Captain is feeling
the weight of years, and contents
himsc1f with driving tourists about
the island when the weather is fine.
The Captain had one failing: he
could not resist a practical joke.
And rarely did a newcomer pass
through his hands without exper-
iencing adecrease in hisself conceit.
It wa~ o favorite trick to profess to
be very deaf, and when at length
the passenger had become weary
and houarse withshouting allthrough
the eight miles’ journey. to com-
plain of the noise at the end of the
ttip.  Surely never could a man
assume a mote benign and saintly
vxpiession than he while his heart
was devising all kinds of mischief.
Our driver is interesting mainly
because he has made himself fami-
liar with some of the Captain’s
doings. We take the main road
which proves itself to be wider by
many times than the regulation
road with which we are fumiliar.
This is “‘the griditon,” where the
driver has the choice of perhaps a
dozen pairs of ruts, esch of which
is so bad that he wishes he had
t.ken the other, but for the cer-
tainty that in such a case he would
wish that he had taken this one.
+.& we leave behind us one after
another of the mile stones that as-
sure us of pr.gress made, we are
tuld that the Captain used to tell
hisinquisitive passengers that these
were the burial places of Indian
chicfs designated by numbers, and
when finally 717 was reached, he
remarked that this indicated & chief
and his squaw. Scon we sce the
lights of the long stragling village,
that crowns the biuff overluoking
the ocean, and 1 a little we pass
along “*Proadway™ to the cottage
where fricnds await us with the
warmest of welcomes,  But 1 must
defer the deseniption of life in this
hamlet until another issue.  J. B.



