Profcssional Caivs,
J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
fiice in Annapolis, cppcsite Garricn Gate.
—~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICOE IN MIDDLETON,

(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
EBvery Thursday.

Omsular Agent of the Um‘t'e‘d_gtplu;

SATUsS POPULI smm LEX EST.

Agent Nova Scotia g ty
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.s.

@ Money to loan ab five per cent on Real
KEstate security.

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

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

Promps and satisfactory attention given
so the collection of claims, and all other
profeasional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Court.
ﬂollo‘intor International Brick and Tile Co.

OFFICE:
‘Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8.

DENTISTRY!
DR. F. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.

- Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.
Hours: 9 to 5.

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Graduate of University Maryland,

Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the third
and fourth weeks of each month, beginning
February 1st, 1900.

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.
Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

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, 1801,

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

N. B, CAUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.
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Hsad of Queen 8t.,

Money to Loan on Pirst-Olase
Real Hstate. “ly

Ginger didn’t answer ‘er a word, he
ldn’t. ’E went on going backwards un.

In the hour

It You Arg = =
Business Man

You will soon need a new stock
of Commercial Stationery or some
special order from the Printer.

®

of your need dom’t

forget that the

(Ueckly  Monitor
Job Department = «

is fully equipped for all kinds of
Job Work. Work done promptly,
neatly and tastefully. Nothing
but good stock is used.

b ]

k]

*

Billheads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,

W PRINT

Letterheads,
emoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
Books,

Visiting Cards, IBusiness Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

(Ueekly Monitor,

We make a specialty of Church Work,
Legal Forms, Appeal Cases, etc.

Bridgetown, . S.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000

Capital Paid-up, - 900,000

Rest, - - - = 505,000
DIRECTORS:

‘Wau. ROBERTSON, Wwn. ROCHE,
President. . Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, J. H. SYMONS.
Gxo. MiITcHELL, M.P.P. E.G. SMITH.
A. E. JONES,

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

E. L. THORNE, General Manager.
C. N. 8, STRICKLAND, Inspector,

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

High rate allo for on
special deposit.

savings Bank Department.

Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per cent,

AGENCIES.—
Annapolis, N.S8.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, »
Bridgetown, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows,
manager.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

e.
”g)utmouth, N. S.—I. W. Allen, acting
manager.

Digby, N. 8.—J. E. Allen, Manager.

Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

Granville Ferry, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.

Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.

Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.

Liverpool, N.8.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.

New Glasgow, N. S8.—R. C. Wright,
manager.

North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,

anager.
Sherbrooke, N. S.—F. O. Robertson,

manager.
St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, acting
manager.
Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,
Sydney Mines, C.B.—C.W. Frazee, acting

manager.
Wolfville, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt, manager.

CORRESPONDENTS.—

“London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
8t. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

A. BENSON
UNDERTAKER

and Funeral Director.

Caskets of all gradee, and a full line of
funeral furnishings constantly on hand.

(labinet Work also attended to.

*warerooms at J. H. HICKS &
SON’S factory. 39y

Andirons, Candlesticks, TrAars and
Snuffers; old Mahogany Furniture. so old
Postage Stamps before 1870 — wo! most
on the envelofea' old blue Dishes and China.
Grandfather ¢ ocks. Good prices Ap.silg
d W.
e 116 Germain Street,
tf 871. JouN, N. 8.

0ld brass

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

In Flour

and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

our prices.

we have in stock Five Roses, Five Stars, Five
Diamonds, Marvel, Perfection, Hurona, Pride of
Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Cream of Wheat, White
Rose annd Goderich. Also a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Feed Flour, Middlings,
Moulie, Bran,

Chop Feed and Oats.

Also a full line of first-class Groceries, Crockery-
ware, Toilet Articles, Patent Medicines,
Confectionery, Stationery, etc.

twBefore buy nz it would pay you to see our goods and get
Satisfaction guaranteed.

SHAFNER & PIGGOTT.

aPRING FODTWEAR!

My assortment of Boots, Shoes
and Rubbers cannot be surpassed
in the valley. They particularly
include a superior lot of Men’s and
Women’s Tan Bals, which I have
marked at the very lowest figure.
My specialty this season is the

“King” Shoe

For comfort, style and perfect
workmanship these Shoes are the
standard of the Twentieth Century
production. A call at my store
next door to the Post Office, will
convince you that you can save
money and get perfect satisfaction
in your purchases of footwear.

W. A. KINNEY.

Examination
Supplies

Everything you need

—AT THE—

Central Book Store

B. J. ELDERKIN.

Perhaps.

BY PASTOR J. CLARK, M. A.

Perhaps you think some one else is wrong
because you are wrong yourself.

Perhaps the sermon you like least is the
one you need the most,

Perhaps your real weakness is your seem-
icg strength.

Perhaps you could find more time to pray
if you loved to pray.

Perhaps the preacher needs your blessing
more than he deserves your blame.

Perhaps your danger is greatest when you
deem you are safest.

_ Perhaps present sorrow may prevent future
sin.

Perhape you are doing either more good
or harm than you think you are.

Perhaps the fault you complain of in an-
other is only an oblique reflection of your
own,

Perhaps your only religion is your decided
dislike of some other religion.

Perhaps something you regard as perfectly
true is totally false.

Perhaps while you are imagining that
death is a long way off, it may be very close
at hand.

Be pure ; for every sin indulged

The strength of manhood saps ;
Obey God’s whisper, lest He speak

In awful thunder-claps ;

His promise-words no drawbacks have,
His threatenings, no *‘ perhaps.”
Tryon, P. E. L

As Sure as You Are Born

Putnam’s Corn Extractor cures all kinds of
corns and warts, in a short time, Cures
painlessly as well as promptly, cures radically
as well as quickly. The greatest corn raiser
on the North American Continent, just ask
your druggist if this isn’t so. Druggists all
sell it. If you are at a distance from a drog
store send twenty-five to N. C. Polson & Co.,
Kingston, and get it post paid.

AR R G S AR

—The best edueation in this world is that
got by struggling to make a living.— Wem-
dell Phillips.

Beginning Again.

When sometimes our feet grow weary
On the rugged hills of life—

The path stretching long and dreary,
With triasls and labor rife—

We pause on the toilsome journey,
Glancing backward in valley and glen.

And sigh with an infinite longing
To return and begin again,

For behind is the dew of the morning,
In all its freshness and light,
And before are dvubts and shadows,
And the chill and gloom of the night.
We remember the sunny places,
We passed so carelessly then,
And ask with a passionate longing,
To return and begin again.
Ah vain, indeed, is the asking!
Life's duties press all of us on,
And who dare shrink from the labor,
Or sigh for the sunshine that's gone?
And it may be, not far on before us
Wait fairer places than then— 3
Life's path may yet lead by still waters,
Though we may not begin again.

Forevermore upward and onward
Be our paths on the hills of life,
And soon will a radiant dawning
Transfigure the toil and the strife,
And our Father's hand will lead us
Tenderly npward then;
In the joy and peace of a fairer world
He'll let us begin again.
— Lilian Whiting.
S
For weeks and weeks the autumn world
stood still,
Clothed in the shadow of a smoky haze;
The fields were dead, the wind had lost
its will,
And all the lands were hushed by wood
and hill,
In those grey, withered days.

Behind a mist the blear sun rose and set,
At pight the moon would nestle in &
cloud;
The fisherman, a ghost, did cast his net}
The lake its shore forgot to chafe and fret,
And hushed its caverns loud.

Far in the smoky woode the birds were

mute,
Save that from blackened trees a jay would
scream,
Or far in swamps the lizard’s lonesome

lute
Would pipe in thirst, or by some gnarled
root
The tree toad trilled his dream.

From day to day still hushed the season’s
mood,
The streams stayed in their ronnelsshrunk
and dry;
Suns rose aghast by wave and shore and

wood,
And all the world, with ominous silenoe
stood
In weird expectancy.

When one strange night the san like blood
went down,
Flooding the heavens in a ruddy hue;
Red grew the lake, the sere fields parched
and brown,
Red grew the marshes where the creeks
stole down,
But never a wind-breath blew.

That night I felt the winter in my velns,
A joyous tremor of the icy glow;
And woke to hear the north's wild vibrant
strains,
While far and wide by withered woods and
plains,
Fast fell the driving snow.

' —W. Wilfred Campbell.

 Selet @ifﬂatnn.

nA M;rked Man.

BY W. W. JACOBS.

Tattooing, is s gift, said the night watch-
mam, firmly. It ’as to be a gift, as you can
well see. A man 'as to know wot ’e is goin’
to tattoo an’ ow to do it; there's no rubbing
out or altering. It's a gift, an’ it can’t be
learnt. Iknew a man once asused to tattoo
a cabin boy all over every v'y'ge trying to
lears. 'E was a slow, paiostaking sort o
man, and the langwidge those boys used to
use while ’e was at work would 'ardly be be-
lieved, but ’e 'ad to give np trying arter
about fifteen years aud take to crochet.work
instead.

Some men won’t be tattooed at all, being
proud o’ their skins or sich-like, and for s
good many years Ginger Dick, a man I've
spoke to you of before, was one o’ that sort.
Like many red-’aired men ’e 'ad a very white
skin, which ¢’ was very proud of, but at last
owing to a unfortnit idea o’ making 'is fortin,
*he let hisself be done.

It come about in this way : Him and old
Sam Small and Peter Russet ’ad been paid
off from their ships and was 'aving a very
’appy, pleasant time ashore. They was care-
ful men in a way, and they 'ad taken a room
down East India Road way, and paid up
the rent for a month. It came cheaper thana
lodging ouse, besides being & bit more peiv-
ate and respectable, a thing old Sam was al-
ways very partickler about.

They ’ad been ashore about three weeks
when one day Sam and Peter went off alone
becos Ginger said 'e waen’t going with ’em
He eaid a lot more things, too; 'ow 'e was
going to see wot it felt like to be in bed
without ‘aving & fat old man groaning ’is
‘eart out and anotber one knocking on the
mantelpiece all night with twopence, and
wanting to know why he wasn’t being serv-
ed. .

Ginger Dick fell into a quiet sleep aftel
they’d gone; then ’e woke up and 'ad a
sip from the water jug—he'd ’a had more,
only somebody 'ad dropped soap in it—and
then dropped off again. It was late in the
afternoon when ’e woke, and then o' see
Sam and Peter Russet standing by the side
o’ the bed lookin at 'im.

*“Where've you been ?” ses Ginger, stretch-
ing hisself and yawning.

Bisness.” ses Sam, sitting down an’ look,
ing very important. ‘‘While you've been
laying on your back all day me an’ Peter
Russet ’as been doing a little ‘ead-work.”

“QOh 1" ses Ginger. ““Wot with ?”

Sam coughed and Peter began to whistle,
an’ Ginger ’e laid still and smiled up at the
ceiling, and began to feel good-tempered
again.

«“Well, wot's the business 7 he ses at last.

Sam looked at Peter, but Peter shook his
‘ead at him.

1 hi, U a

Poter, ’ere, ain’t given to looking on the
oheerful side o’ things, but e’ thinka so, too.”

“] do,” ses Peter, “‘but ic won't be man-
aged right if you go blabbing it to every-
body.”

“We mast ’ave another man init, Peter,”
ses Sam; “‘and, wot’s more, ¢’ must 'ave
ginger.coloured ’air. That being o, it’s
only right aud proper that our dearold pal
Ginger should 'av the fust offer.”

It waen'’t often that Sam was so affeck-
shupate, and Ginger couldn’t make it out at
all. Egyer since 'e’d known "im the old man
*ad been full o’ plans o' making money with-
out earning it. Stupid plans they was, too,
bt the stupider they was the better old
§am liked 'om.

“Well, wot is it ?" aske Ginger, agsin.

0ld Sam walked over to the door and shut
it; then 'e sat down on the bed and spoke so
low that Ginger could hardly 'ear "im,

“A little public-ouse,” he ses, ‘““to say
nothing of 'ouse property, and a red-ajred
c\d landlady wotss widder. ~ Ae nice an old
lady as any one would wish for, for a moth-
er.”

“For a mother !” ses Ginger, staring.

“And a lovely barmaid with blue eyes
and yellow ‘air, wot would be the red-'edded
man’s cousin, ses Peter Russet.

“Leok ’ere,” ses Ginger, ‘“‘are you going
to tell me in plain Eoglish wot it's all about,
or are you not 1"

“We've been in a little pub down Bow
way, me an’ Peter,” ses Sam, *‘and we'll tell
you more about it if you promise to join us
an’ go shares. It's kep’ by a widder woman
whose on’y son—ren ‘aired sop—went to sea
twenty-three years ago, at the sge o’ four-
teen, an’ was never 'eard of afterwards.
Seelng we was sailor-men, shie told us sll
about it, an’ 'ow she still 'opes for 'im to
walk into 'er arms afore she dies.

“‘She dreamt a fortnit a go that 'e turned
up safe and sound with red whiskers,” ses
Peter.

Ginger Dick sat up and looked at 'em with-
out a word; then ’e got out o’ bed, an’ push-
ing old Sam out of the way began to dress,
and at last le tyrned round snd asked Sam
whether he was drunk or mad.

“All right,” ses Sam; “if you won't take
it on we'll find somebody as will, that’s all;
there’s no call to get huffy about it. You
ain’t the on’y red-’edded man in the world.”

Ginger didn't gnswer ’im; he went on
dressing, but every now and then ’e’d look
at Sam and give a little larf wat made Sam’s
blood boil.

*“You've got nothin’ to larf at Ginger,"” he
ses at last; ““the landlady’s boy 'ud be about
the same sge as wot you are now; ‘e 'ad a scar
over the left eyebrow same as wot you've got
though I don’t suppose ’e got it by fightin’
s chap three times 'is size. 'E 'ad bright
blue eyes, a small, well-shaped nose, and &
nice mouth,”

“Same as you, Ginger,"” sea Peter, looking
out of the winder.

Ginger coughed and looked thoughtful.

“] sounds all right, mates,” 'e ses at last,
*‘but I don’t see 'ow we're to fo to work. I
don’t want to get locked up for deceiving.”

“You can't get locked up,” ses Sam; *‘If
you let’er discover you and claim you, 'ow
can you get locked forit? We shall goin
an’ see her agin, and larn all there is tolarn,
upecin,lly about the tattoo marks, and then

“Tattao marks P’ ses Ginger.

“‘That's the strong p’int,” ses Sam. “‘Er
boy ’'ad a sailor dancing a ’oropipe on ‘is
left wrist, an a couple o' dolphios on his
right. On 'is chest 'e 'ad a full rigged ship,
and on 'is back between his shoulder-blades
was the letters of 'is name—C. R. 8. : Char-
les Robert Smith.”

“Well, you silly old fool,” ses Ginger,
starting up in temper, ‘“‘that spiles it all. I
ain’t got a mark on me.”

0ld Sam emiles at 'im and pats "im on the
shoulder. “That’s where you show your
lack of intelleck, Ginger,” be ses, kindly.
“Why don’t you think afore you speak *
Wot’s easier than to 'av 'em put on ?”

“Wot " screamed Ginger. ‘‘Tattoo me!
Spile my skin with a lot o' beastly blue
marks | Not me, not if I know it. I'dlike
to see anybody try it, that all.”

He was that mad ‘e wouldn't listen to
reason, and, as old Sam said, ’e couldn’t
have made more fuss if they’'d offered to
skin 'im alive, an’ Peter Russet tried to
prove that a man’s ekin wae made to be
tattooed on; or else there wouldn’t be tattoo-
ers; same a8 a man ’ad been given two legs
s0 se 'e conld wear trousers. But reason
waschucked away on Ginger; an’ ’e woulda’t
listen to 'em.

They started on 'im agin next day, bat all
Sam and Peter could say didn’t move ’im,
although Sam spoke so feeling about the joy
of a pore_widder woman getting 'er son back
agin arter all these years that 'e nearly
cried. 5

They went down again to the pub that
evening, and Ginger, who said ‘e was curjous
to see, wanted to go, too. Sam, who still
'ad 'opes of 'im, wouldn's 'ear of it, but at
last it was arranged that ’e waen't to go in-
side, but should take a peep through the
door. They got on a tram at Aldgate, and
Ginger did’t like it becos Sam and Peter
talked it over between theirselves in whispers
and pointed out likely red-'aired men in the
road.

And ’e didu't like it when they got to the
Blue Liom, and Sam and Peter went in and
left ’im outside, peeping through the door.
The landlady shook ’sands with them quite
friendly, sod the barmaid, a fice looking
girl, seemed to take a lot o’ notice of Peter.
Ginger waited about outside for nearly a
couple of hours, and at last they came out,
talking and larfing, with Peter wearing &
white rose wot the barmaid ’ad given 'im.

Ginger Dick 'ad a good bit to say about
keeping ’im waiting all that time. but Sam
said that they'd been getting valuable infor-
mation, an’ the more ¢’ could see of it the
easier the job appears to be, an’ then him an’
Peter wished for to bid Ginger good-bye,
while they went and "unted up s red-'aired
friend o’ Peter’s named Charlie Bates.

They all went in somewhere and 'ad a few
drinks first, though, and arter a time Ginger
began to see thingsin a different light to wot
¢ 'ad before, an’ to be arf ashamed of 'is sel-
fishness, and e called Sam’s pot a loving cup,

“It’s just alittle bit o we'app
to drop on,” ses Sam at lass, ‘‘me and Peter,
and I think that with luck and management,
we're in a fair way to make our fotunes.

sn’ kep’ on drinking out of it to show there
was no ill-feeliog, although Sam kept on
telling him there wa't. Then Sam spoke

about tattooing again, and Ginger said that
every man in the country ought to be tat-
tooed to prevent the small-pox. He got so
exoited about it that old Sam ’ad to promite
'im that he should be tattooed that very
pight, before he could pacify "im.

They all went off 'ome with their arms
around each other’s necks, but arter a time
Ginger found that Sam’s neck wasn’t there,
an’ 'e stopped and spoke serious to Peter
about it.” Peter said 'e couldn’t account for
it, an’ ’e had such a job to get Ginger 'ome
that o' thought they would never ha’ got
there. He got ’im to bed at last an’ then
‘e sat down and fell asleep waiting for Sam.

Ginger was the last one to wake up in the
morning, an' before e woke he kept making
a moaning an’ noise. His ’ed felt as though
it was going to bust, ’is tongue felt like a
brick, and 'is ohest was se sore he could
‘ardly bresthe. Then at last ’e opened ‘is
eyes and looked® up and saw S8am an’ Petey
and a little man with a black moustache.

“Cheer up, Gioger,” ses Sam, in a kind
voice, “'it's going on beautiful.”

“My ‘ead’s splittin’ ses Ginger, with a
groan, “‘an’ I've got pins and needles all over
my chest.”

“Needles,” ses the man with the black
moustache. *J never use pine; they'd pison
the flesh.”

Ginger sat up in bed and stared at 'im;
then e’ bent 'is 'ead down and equinted at is
chest, and next moment ’e was out of bed
and all three of 'em was boldicg 'im down
on the floor to prevent 'im breaking the tat-
tooer's meck which ‘e’d set 'is 'art upon
doing, and explaining to 'im that the tattoo-
er was at the top of ’is profession, and that
it was only by & stroke of luck e’ had got
im. And Sam reminded ’im of wot ’e *ad
eaid the night before, and said he'd live to
thank "im for it.

*'Ow much is there done ?” ses Ginger at
last, in a desprit voice*

“Sam told ‘im, and Ginger lay still and
called the tattooer all the names he could
think of;' which took ‘im some time,

*It's no good going on like that, Ginger,”
ses Sam. ““Your chest is quite spiled at
present, but If you ony let 'im finish it'll be &
perfect picter.”

“] take pride in it,” ses the tatteoer;
working on your skin, mate, is like painting
on a bit o' silk.”

Ginger gave in at last, apd told the man
to go on with the job aud finish it, and’e
even went so far as to do a little bit o’
tattooing ‘imself on Sam when he wasn’t
looking. 'E only made one mark, becoa the
needle broke off, and Sam made such a fuss
that Ginger said anyone would ha' thought
it burt ‘im.

Tt took three days to do Ginger altogether,
and he was that sore e could 'ardly move or
breathe, and all the time ‘e was laying on ’'is
bed of pain Sam and Peter Russet was round
at the Blue Lion enjoying theirselves and
pickiog up information, The second day
was the worst, owing to the tattooer being
the worse for lickér. Driok affects different
people in different ways, and ginger ssid the
way it affected that chap was to make him
think 'e was sewing buttons on instead o'
tattooing.

‘Qwever ‘e was done at last; his chest and
'js arms and ’'is shoulders, and he nearly
broke down when Sam borrowed a bit o'
looking glass and let 'im see bisself. Then
the tattooer rubbed in some stuff to make
'is skin soft agin, and some more stuff to
make the marks look a bit olu.

Sam wanted to draw up an agreement, bat
Ginger Dick and Peter Russet wouldn't
‘ear of it. They both said that that sort o’
thing wouldn’t. look well in writing, not if
snybody else happened to see it, that is;
besides which, Ginger eaid it was impossible
for 'im to say ’ow much money he would 'av
the handling of. Once the tattooing wae
done ¢’ began to take kindly to the plan, an’
being an orfin, go far as he knew, he almost
began to persusde hisself that the red-"aired
landlady was 'is mother.

They’d a little call over in their room to
see "ow Ginger was to do it, and to discover
the weak p'ints. Sam worked up a tqueaky
voice, and pretended to be the landlady, an’
Peter pretended to be the good-looking bar-
maid.

They went all through it over and over
again, the only unpleasantness being caueed
by Peter Russet letting off & screech every
time Gioger alluded to'is chest wot set 'is
teeth on edge, and ofd Sam as the landlady
offering Ginger pote o’ beer which made ’is
mouth water.

“We shall go round to-morrow for the last
time ses Sam, ‘‘as we told ’er we'’re sailing
the day arter. Of course me an’ Peter, "av-
ing made your fortin, drop out altogether,
but I dessay we shall look in agin in about
six months’ time, and then perhaps the land-
lady will introduce ue to you.”

“Meantime,” ses Peter Russet, ‘‘yon
mustn’t forget that you've got to send us
Post Office money-orders every week.”

Ginger said 'e wouldn’t forget, and they
shook ‘ands all round and ’ad a drink to-
gether, and the next afternoon Samand Pet-
er weny to the Blue Lion for a last visit.

It was quite early when they came back.
Ginger was suprised to see 'em, and he said
g0, but ’e was more rurprised when, ’e heard
their reasons.

“It come over us all at once that we'd bin
doing wrong,” Sam ses, settin down with a
sigh.

“Come over us like a chill, it did,” ses Pet-
er.

“Doing wrong?” ses Ginger Dick, staring.
““Wot are you talking about?”

«“Something the landlady said showed us
as we was doin’ wrong,” ses old Sam, very
golemn; ‘it come over us in a flash.”

“Like lightning,” says Peter.

«All of & sudden we see wot a cruel, 'ard
thing it was to go and try to deceive a poor
widder woman,” ses Sam in a "osky voice
“we both see it at once,”

Ginger Dick looks at 'em, "ard 'e did, and
then ’e ses, jeering like:—

] ’spose you don’t wan't any Post Office
money-orders sent you then?” he ses.

+No,” says Sam and Peter, both together.

“Yov may have ’em all,” ses Sam ; “but
if you'll be ruled by us, Ginger, you'll give
it up, same as wot we 'ave—you'll sleep the

sweeter for it.”

“Give it up!” shouta Ginger, dancin’ up an’
down the room “‘arter being tattooed all over?

Why you must be crazy Sam—wot's the
matter with you?”

“It ain’t fair play agin a woman,” says
old Sam, “‘three strong men agin one poor
old woman; that’s wot we feel Ginger.

“Well, I don’t feel like it,” ses Ginger ;
“gou please yourself, and I'll please my-
self.”

'E went off in a buff, an’ next morning 'e
was so disagreeable that Sam an’ Peter went
and signed on board s steamer oalled the
Penguin, which was te sail the day arter.
They parted bad friends all around, and
@inger Dick gave Peoter a nasty black eye,
and Sam said when Ginger came to see
things in a proper way agin he’d be sorry for
wot ’e’d said. * And’e said that him/and Pet-
er never wanted to look on ’is face agin.

Gioger Dick was a bit lonesome arter
they’d gone, bat ’e thanght it better to leta
few days go by afore 'e went and adopted
the yed-'aired landlady. He waited a week,
and at last, unable to wait any longer, ’e
went out and 'ad & shave and smartened his-
self up, and went off to the Blue Lion.

1t was about three o'clock whey ’e got
there, and the little public-'ouse was empty
excpt for twa old men in the jug-and-bottle
entrance. Ginger stopped outside & minute
or two to try and stop ’'ls trembling, and
then ’e walks into the private bar and raps
on the counter.

“Glass o’ bitter, ma’am, please,” he ses to
the old lady as she eame out o' the Iistle
parlor at the back o’ the bar.

The old lady drew the beer, and then
stood with ome ’‘and holding the heer-pull
and the other on the counter, laoking at Gin-
ger Dick in 'is new blue jersey and oloth
cap.

“Lovely weather ma’am,” ses Ginger, put-
ing his left arm on the counter and showiog
the sailor-boy dancing the horn-pipse.

“Very nice,” ses the landlady, catching
sight of 'is wrist an’ staring at it. *‘I sup-
pose you sailors like fiue weather?”

“Yes ma'am,” ses Ginger, putting his el
bows on the counter so that the tattoo marks
on both wrists was showing. *‘Fine weather
an’ o fair wind suits us.

“It's a ‘ard life, the sea,” ses the old lady.

She kept wiping doewn the counter in fromt
of 'im over an’ over agin, an’ 'e could see 'er
staring at 'ie wrists ae tho’gh she conld 'ardly
believe her eyes. Then she went back into
the parlor, and Ginger 'eard her whispering,
and by-and-by she came out agin with the
blue-eyed barmaid-

“Have you been at sea long?” ses the old
lady.

“QOver twenty-three years, ma’'am,” ses
Ginger, avoiding the barmaid’'s eye wot was
fixed on'is wrists, ‘‘and I've been shipwreck-
ed four times; the fust time when I was a
little mipper o' fourteen.”

“Pore thing,” ses the landlady, shaking "er
‘ead. ‘I can feel for you; my boy went to
séa at that age, and I've never seen 'im
since.”

“I’m sorry to 'ear it ma'am,” ses Ginger,
very respectful like. *I suppose I've lost
my mother, so 1 can feel for you.”

“‘Suppose you've ldet your mother !” ses
the bar maid; ‘“don’t you know weather you
have?”

“No,” ses Ginger Dick verysad. ‘**When
I was wrecked the first time I was in a open
boat fer three weeks, and, wot with the ex-
posure and ’ardly any food, I got brain fever
an’ lost my memory.”

*Pore thing,” ses the landlady agin.

I might as well be a orfin,” ses Ginger,
looking down; “‘sometimes I seem to see &
kind, 'andsome face dending over me, and
fancy it’s my mother’s, but I can’t remember
’er name, or my name, or amything about
‘ar.”

“You remind me o’ my boy very much,”
ses the landlady, shaking ’er ‘ead; ‘‘you've
got the same coloured 'air, and wot’s extra-
ordinary, you've got the same tattoo marks
on your wrists. Sailor-boy dancing on one
and a couple of dolphins on the other. And
‘e ’ad a little scar on ’is eyebrow, much the
same as yours.”

“Giood ’evins,” wes Ginger Dick starting
back and looking as though 'e was trying to
remember something.

*‘I o’pose there among seafaring
men?” ses the landlady, going off to attend t:
a customer.

Ginger Dick would ha’ liked to ha’ see "ex
a bit more excited, but'e ordered another
glaes o’ bitter from the barmaid, and tried
to think ‘ow he was to bring out about the
ship on ’is chest and the letters on 'is back.
The landlady served a couple o’ men, asd
by-and-by she came back and began talking
agin.

©] like sailors,” she ses; “*one thing s, my
boy is a sailor ; and another thing is, they’ve
got such feelin’’earts. There was two of 'em
in ’ere the other day, who'd been in ’ere once
or twice before, and one of them was that
kind ’earted I thought he would ha’ ’ad a fit
at something I told him.” :

“Ho,” ses Ginger, pricking up his ears.
“Wot for?”

“] was just talking to 'im about my boy,
same as I might be to you,” ses the old lady,
“and I was just telling 'im about the poor
child losing "is finger ——,,

“Losing 'iswot 7 ses Ginger, turning pale
and staggering back.

“Finger,” ses the landlady. ‘‘’E was
only ten years old at the time, and I'd seat
’im out to—— Wot’s thematter? Ain’t you
well?”
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til’e got to the door, and then ’e suddenly
fell through it into the street, and tried to
think. :

Then ’e remembered Sam and Peter, snd
when ’e thought of them safe and sound
aboard the Penguin he nearly broke down al-
together, as ‘e thought how lonesome he was.

All”’e wanted was ’is arms round both
their necks same as they was the night afore
they 'ad 'im tattooed.

R AT,
In Man’s Judgment.

““ What should I say makee girls attrac-
tive?” sald a society map to whom the above
query was put. “ Well, that is a very hard
question to answer. Different men (for I
take it by asking me you wish to know what
makes a girl attractive to a man) like differ-
ent attributes. You probably mean gener-
ally attractive—what you might call'a popu-
lar girl in society.

“ Well, I should say one of the most fm-
portant traits is the power of making another
feel that—for the moment, at least—his pes-
sonality and what he says aré of paramount
interest. - Many young women let their eyes
wander while you are talkisg to them, as i
they were looking for other men. This s
eertainly not complimentary. Still, even
absentmindedness is not much worse than ®
too’ great intensity of expression, which Is
apt to bore one. One feels any affectation
of interest instinctively. Interest must be
genuine and spont, to be agreeabl

“ A pleasing volce and sympathetic langh
sre also great adjuncts. I know several
girle who seore a lot in that way. It is »
pleasure to talk with them for mo other
reason.

*“It is the genernl opinion that beauty at-
traots # man more than any other quality.
This is by no means the case; in fact, as &
rule the beauties do not have half so good »
time a8 pretty women who are Tess self-con-
scious. There are many beautiful women
who completely lack charm.

¢ There is one thing about a woman’s per-
sonal appearance that appeals particularly
to ninety-nine men out of a hundred, and
that is neatness and smartnets. Women, as
a rule, do not realize this. In their efforte
to look pretty and Lave their belongings be-
coming, they often completely overlook tidl-
ness, and so spoil everything. A neat, shin-
ing head always excites a man’s admiration,
while becomingness is with him quite a see-
ondary consideration. I bave often seep my
sisters look in the glass, arrange their crimps
with the grestest care, and quite overlook
the fagt that their heads were far from look-
ing trig and tidy—two great essentials, to
my mind.

« Ag for lasting attractions : Ah, for those
men look below the sarface more than woment
suppose. A man's instinct seeks in the
woman he Gares for something better tham
himself. He may not say much about it,
but feels it all the same. The qualities I
have mentioned may attract, but it needs
others to attach.”

Europe and America.

Vienns, Aug. 22.—Prof. Edward Suess,
the i publicist and pal logiut,
bas given an interview respecting the indus
trial and political preponderance of the
United States that attracts much attention,
especially as it confirms the anti-American
views of the continental manufacturers and

iste. The p: , surveying in-
ternational relations from the standpoint of
a political philosopher, says that while the
French revolution was occasioned by the
abuses of the privileged classes, the presend
situation has been caused by a revolution of
material conditions. The declining national
sentiment should be replaced by a move-
ment for the def: of the 1
European states against the American-trusts
which are moving to conquer the foreign
markets more surely than they could by
battle ships. The American balance of
trads has reached an unparalleled figure. I¢
was & serious question if the present political
units of Central Europe were strong enough
to make an effective defence, taking into ac-
count the physical conditions. The present
shifting of the centre of gravity of the world
foroes would create three great anits—China,
Russia, and America. When China was
equipped with railroads the people would
find that she had the most capable merchants
and the cheapest labor. Russia would have
the largest army and be the greatest peasant
state. European capital would flow to the
United States and woyld be an important
increase of her economic prosperity. Of
the three, the United states had decidedly
the lead. Its policy was commerioal aggres-
sion beyond doubt, and states like the Amer-
ican Union and Rassia had gained far more
in the way of mobilization of their powers
from the construction of railroads than suck
countries as Germany and Erance.

A Chiropodist’s Adviee.

A chirepodist advises that foot comfort
is much enhanced if all callous pieces on the
feet are made perfecslv smooth. This can
be done easily and the feet kept jn-excellent
condition by using a fine pumice stone every
morpiog after the bath. The pumice stone
should of course be wet, and if rubbed daily
over the points on the feet that have hard-
ened or shown tendency to harden, the
places can be made and kept smooth. Aft-#§
a corn has been removed, too, a light ruh-
bing daily of the place where it has berg
will often prevent its return.

Fifty Against Two.

It is not reasonable to expect two weeks of
outing to overcome the effects of fifty weeks
of confinment.

Take a bottle of Hood’s Sarsaparilla along®
with you. Three doses, daily, of this greas
tonic wili do more than anything else to re-
fresh your blood, overcome your tired feel-
fng improve your appetite, and maake your
sleep easy and restful.

B ———

—The English sparrow isn’t in such bad re
pute in Boston as he used to. It has been dis~
covered that he will eat the brown tailed moth,
and those suburbanites who have been victims
of that pest recently only regret that there
aren’t more of the little Cockney birds tham
there alveady are,

~The reason why we speak of s0 many of
life's experiences as “'losses” is because we fail
to take account of the gains of which these so-
ocalled losses were the price, and which we neves
should have obtained without them.
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