Professional Cards.

H._E._Gis, FRED W. HARRIS

GILLIS & HARRIS,

Barristers, - = Solicitors,
Notaries Public.
Commissioners for the Province of New

3 5 Brunswick.
CJommissioners tor the State of Massachusetts.
Agents of R. G. Dunn & Co., St. John and

Halitax.,
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 S00TIA BUILDING,
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,
Next Door to J. P. Melanson's Jewelry Store
Every Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.

Consular Agent of Spain. |

—~AGENT FOR-——

& Money to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAW.

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-

stallments are paid, the balance of loan cannot |

be called for.
Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms

of application therefore and all necessary infor- |

Oread + Spring + Opening

mation furnished on application to
J. M. OWEN, BARRISTER-AT-LAW,

20 6m Agent at Annapolis.

F. L. MILNER,

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

Office opposite Central Telephone Exc}u&ngo.

Queen Street, Bridgetown. 3!
TELEPHONE No. 1L

J. . GRANT, .0, CM.

Office over Medical Hall. i

Residence: Revere House. Telephone No. 10.

Orders left at Medical Hall with Mr. 8, N.
Weare will receive every attention. 3y

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

(RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.)
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate. 41y

0.8 NMILIER
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

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

Prompt and satisfactory attention given

to the collection of ciaims, and all other

g professional business.

J. B. WHITMAN,
Land Surveyor,
ROUND HIL,IA‘,' N. 8

L R ANDREWS, LD, C.

. (EYE,
Specialties; - EAR,
| THROAT.

v MIDDLETON.
felephone No. 16.

OR. M. G E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Offers his professional services to the public.
Office and Residence: Queen St., Bridgetown.
sgiciomabunbilei b, S

James Primrose, D. D. 8.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Sranville 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 PUBLIOC.

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

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

SCRIBNER’S
MAGCAZINE

For 1898.
A GREAT 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 Nuv;{
?n the Revolution,” to be illustrated by Carl-
ton T. Chapman, the marine artist; Henry
Fenn, and others.

Thomas Nelson Page’s First Long
Novel, *Red Rock—A Chronicle of Re-
construction.” Mr. Page has devoted four

ears to the story, and he considers it his
st work. (lllustrated by B. West Cline-
dinst.)

Rudyard Kipling, Richard Harding
Davis. Jgel 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 rs that come
in consequence of his ‘‘Reflections of a
Married Man” and *The Opinions of a
Philosopher.”

o The Workers * in a new field—Walter A.
Wiyckoff, the college man w ho became a
laborer, will tell his experience with sweat-
shop laborers and anarchists in Chicago.

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

The Theatre, The Mine, etc., will be
1reated in ** The Conduct of Great Business
series (as were “The Wheat Farm,” * The
Newspaper,” etc., in '9i), with numerous
illustrations.

Life at Girls’ Cellege —like the articles
on “ Undergraduate Life at Harvard,
Princeton and Yale,” and as richly illus-
tra
liiteal Reminiscences by Senator

Poﬂusr. who has been in public life for forty-
five years.

¢. D. Gibson will contribute two serial rets
of drawings during '8, *‘ A New York Day,”
and ‘ The Seven Ages of American Woman.

25 tf

£ The full prospectus Sor '98 in small book .

£ 24 es), printed in two colors, with
maug]il ust;'a’(ions (cover and decorations
by Mazfield Parrish), will be sent upon appli-
caiion, postage paid.

7‘* Price, $3.00 a year, 25 cents a number.

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS,

NEW TORIE.,

oe

SATUS POPULI SUPREMA LEX BEST.

VOL. 25.

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 23, 1898.

NO. 48.

Jas. ). Ritchie,

'BARRISTER,
SOLICITOS.

Fir asuanee i Rl Companies

s Solicitor at Amhgolil to Union Bsnk
of Halifax, and of Nova Scotia,
Annapolis, N. 8. 11ly

Welcome Soa

Office in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate. |

MONTHLY
Missing Word
Contest ——=t-

Tho correct missing word for Januaary was ‘* Intelligent >’ and the winners were:

Miss Bernice Kinney, Bridgetown, Annapolis

John R. Pacey, East Earltown, Colchester Co.

Miss Annie Foshay, Yarmouth, N. S,

Co., N. 8.

9 .
,» N. 3 2

“ 300 *

1st, prize, $15.00 Cash
g 700 *

All Intelligent Housekeepers should use WELCOME SOAP.

Reliahle Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s. | Buyy WELCOME SOAP and save the Wrappers.

W A T C H our advertisements for

Great Prem

Now being prepared, and which will be

ium Offer

annoucced very shortly. This will be the

greatest premium for users of W ELCOME SOAP ever offered to the public.

' The WELCOME SOAP COMPANY, St. John, N. B.

— OF —

GENT’S

The largest stock in the two Counties,.

WEAR!

bought for cash from the manufac-
turers and will be sold at

Extremgly 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.

(

Shoes for Show

ut. comfort.
e your eyes

e first tin

ost
Slater Shoe than

CATALOGUE
FREE'

15 look well in a window—made

The shoe which does not

comfort for the twentieth .
more money to secure-the footfitting lasts

y they possess more foot comfort, wear, and
-o, than other shoes. Goodyear Welt.
le £3.00, $4.00, §5.00 per pair.

The Slater Shoe.

Such are the
at the expense

1e you wear it

for some entire shoe stocks.

Stamped

&u.:r;r*’rr R T T

KINNEY & SHAFNER, Sole Local Agents.

UNION BANK OF NALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

Head Office, Halifex, N. 8.

$500,000.
$205,000.

W. J. STAIRS, Esq, President.
E. L. THORNE, Cashier.

Savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of
3 1-2 PER CENT.

allowed on deposits of four dollars and up
wards.
AGENCIES.—

Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, agent.

Annapolis, N. S.—E. D. Arnaud, agent.

New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright, agt.

Dartmonth, N. 8.—C. W. Frazee, agent.

North Sydney, C. B.—S. D. Boak, agent.

Little Glace Bay, C. B.—J. D. Leavitt,agt.

Barrington Pas:a *. Robertson, agent:

Liverpool, N. S . Mulhall, agent.

Sherbrooke, N. S, . J. Howe, agent.
CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
Eng.; Merchants’ Bank of Halifax, St.
John’s, Nfld.; Bank of Toronto and Branch-
es Upper Canada; Bark of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B ; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants” National
Bank; Boston.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold, and a
general banking business transacted.

N. R. BURROWS,
Agent.

Bank of Nova Scotia
Capital, - - $1,5600,000.00
Reserve Fund, - $1,600,000.00

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

Head Office, Halifax, N, S,

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

Correspondents 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, Agent.

POSITIVE SALE.

We are instructed to sell that Superior Farm
at West Paradise, belonging to Mr. McCloskey.
Has Two Bundred Acres, including 60 Acres

under tillage. and 7 of Marsh, with excellent
well-watered Pasture; good Orchard, mostly
young and nearly all in bearing. Average crop
at present. 130 barrels of prime Shipping Fruiv;
cuts 30 tons Hay. Medern House: good Barn
and Outhouses. Also, all the Farming Utensils,
nearly new. and the entire Crop, now growing,
including two hundred bushels of Oats, now
harvested, and all the stock in hand. Satis-
factory reasons for selling. Will be sold at a

bargain.
ERVIN & ALCORN,

24 Annapolis Valley Roal Estate Agency

" 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 anth-
orized by them to collect said accounts 5

notes.
E. BENT,
£3: Y GnlEs,}E“““""-

Bridgetown, March 10th, 1896,

The business known as THE

| Hicks & SanctoN MANUFAC-

TurING CoMPANY has this day
terminated by Harry S. Sanc-

ton selling out his interest to

John H. Hicks, who will now
carry on the business in his
own name.

Jonx H. Hicks,
HARRY S. SANCTON.
Bridgetown, N. S., Sept. 3rd, 1897.

WALTER FORD,
Fruit Broker,

BOROUGH MARKET,
TONDON, S. E.

All Fruit sold by PRIVATE SALE.

General Agent for Nova -Scotia: H. C.

MARSTERS, BERWICK.
ACEBENTS

Paradise —F. W. BISHOP.

Granville Ferry — K. H. ARMSTRONG.
Tupperville-— E. E. BENT.

Round Hill —F. M. ARMSTRONG.
Annapolis —ARTHUR HARRIS.

October 19th, 1897.

CALL AT

B. M. WILLIAMS

and get value for
your money.
A fresh stock of Canned Goods and
Choice Family Groceries just

arrived. Also a fall line of
Fine Frauits, Confectionery, ete.

303m

§%.Choice Beef, Lamb, Mutton, Fresh and Salt
Pork, Sausages. Finpan Haddies, Dried
and Pickled Wish and other delicacies of
the season always in stock.

SCHOOL
BOOKS

—AND—

SCHOOL
SUPPLIES

of all kinds, a epecialty at

Central Book Store.
PO IECTHL

All persons having legal demands against the
estate of Robert FitzRandolph, late of Law-
rencetown, in the County of Annapolis, farmer,

eceased, are requested to render thesame duly
ttested, within eigl from the date
hereof, and all persons indebted to said estate
are requesbedg) make immediate

LDA R. FITzZRAN Oinll’“ "
it — -

Lawrencetown,
Or BURPEE 8, FirzZRANDO! !
Administrator,
illiamston,

Dec. 13th, 1897,

Sympathy,
We are harps that vibrate to a touch
From stronger hands, unconcious of the

strings,

While the soul's slumbering echoes wake to
life

And through the hills responsive music rings.

Few are the Davids to these harps of ours!
Few learn the cunning of the instrament !
And those to whom the gift have been
denied 5
Are often those with whom our lifes are

spent.
But God’s large gift of love is showered a-

round.
Let us be thankful. Earth were too like
heaven,
If, with the power of loving deep and long,
That other gift of sympathy were given.
— Hamilton Aide.

RSB S S
Courage.
|From Harper's Weekly.]
It is not that they never know
Weakness of fear who are the brave;

Those are the proud, the knightly few
Whose joy is still to serve and eave.

But they who, in the weary night,
Amid the darkness and the stress,
Have strugeled with disease and blight,

With pitiful world weariness ;

They who have yearned to stand among
The free and mighty of the earth, J
Whose sad aspiring souls are wrung
With starless hope and hollow mirth—

Who die with every day, yet live
Through merciless, unbrightened years,
Whose sweetest right is to forgive
And smile divinely through their tears;

They are the noble they are the strong,
They are the tried and truest ones.

And though their way is hard and long—
Straight to the pitying God it runs.

Szlgtt g;iterﬁturti :

Sairy Spencer's Revolt.

Abraham Spencer came up the lane from
the fields, carrying his discolored old straw
hat in one hand and mopping his face with
ared cotton handkerchief. He walked stiff-
ly and slightly bent forward from the hips,
as do most hard working men who have
passed the half-century mark, but he set his
heavily -shod feet down with a firmness that
bespoke considerable physical vigor as well
as mental decision.

He scanned the house sharply as he ap-
proached, and his shaggy brows were drawn
almost together in a frown. It wasthe mid-
dle of a sultry August afternoon, yet the
doors and windows were all closed and the
green holland blinds were drawn down. He
tried the back door and found it fast, and
though he pounded on it with his horny
knuckles, there was no response save a
startled *“ cuk, cnk, cuk!” from an old hen
with a brood of downy chicks wallowing in
the dust beside the steps.

“ Now this is mighty strange,” he mat-
tered, perplexedly. *‘Iwouldn’t’ve thought
Sairy 'd go away from home this way all of
asudden. She didn't say a word about it
at noontime. She’s never done such a thing
before, as I know of.”

He stood still for a little while, medita-
tively rubbing his thumbs and forefingers
together while he pondered the unprecedent-
ed situation.
¢ Couldn’t be ssleep, I reckon,” he con-
jectured. *‘‘ Never knowed ber to sleep in
daytime.”

Nevertheless, he came down the steps and
went around the house to a chamber window,
where heparted a tangle of hop vines and
rapped sharply on the sash.

““Sairy!” he called. *‘Sairy! are you to
home?”

There was a slight sound_from within, as
of & cresking board bendath a careful foot-
step, then a shade was lifted at oneside, and
a thin, startled, elderly face looked out.

““ What on earth’s the matter, Sairy?
What's the house all shut up like a jail for?”
demanded Abraham Spencer, in a high-
pitched, irascible tone. * Don’t you know
the Rhynearsons 've been here and gone
away again?” he went on. *‘I saw ’em from
the north medder, and I’ve come clear home
to see what's the matter. Was you asleep?
Didu’t you hear 'em knock?”

Mrs. Spencer rolled up the shade, and
lifted the sash with hands that trembled.

¢ Come, now, rpeak up quick,” added her
husband, impatiently, *for I'm goin’ after
’em and bring ’em back, and 1 want to know
what to tell 'em.”

““No, no, Abra’m, don’t go after 'em.”
Mre, Spencer dropped on her knees and
leaned her arms wearily on the window sill.
She spoke pleadingly, and there were tears
in her voice as well as in her eyes. *‘ Oh.
Abra’m, I kep’ ’em out a-purpose.”

“ You—what?” Abraham Spencer’s tone
implied that he was forced to doubt the evi-
dence of the ears that had served him well
for nearly threescore years.

“T kep' 'em out a purpose. I knowed
you’d be mad, but I couldn’t help it. I'm
just too mortal tired and miser’ble to care
what becomes of me. I ain’t able to get sup-
per for you and the bands, let alone all that
Rhynearson gang. I've worked so hard to-
day, and I didn't sleep much last night for
my rheumatiz. I'm gettin’ old fast, and
breakin’ down, Abra’'m. I can’t hold out
much longer if I don’t slack up a little on
hard work.”

“Well, why in thunder don’t you slack
up, then? What’s to hinder you from goin’
to bed after breakfast and stayin’ there till
dinner time?”

¢ Now, Abra’m, that’s what’s you always
say, and it's so unreasonable. Who'd do
the work if I went to bed? Who'd feed the
chickens and pigs, and milk the cows, and
churn the butter, and clean the vegetables,
and bake the bread and pies, and keep the
whole house in order? You'd come out
glim if T went to bed, Abra’m.”

“ Well, slim or no slim, I want you to
either go to bed or else shut up your com-
plainin”.”

“ Now, Abra’m, if you only would be &
little reasonable. Al T ask is that you let
me slack up a little bit in ways that I can.
There ain’t no sense in us havin’ so much
comp'ny, now, since the girls are married
and gone. Comp’ny makes so much hard
work, ’specially town comp’ny. Them high-
flyin’ town folks don’t care a smap for us,
Abra’m. They just like to be cooked for
and waited on, and kep’ over night and over
Sunday, and fed on the best of everything,
from spring chickens to water melons. Now,
them Rhynearsons—" -

“Them Rhynearsons 're my friends,” stern-
ly interposed Abraham Spencer; *‘and so
long’s I have a roof over my head my friends
‘re.welcome underit. I wouldn’t 've b'lieved
guch a thing of you, Sairy. I hain’t any
doubt you're tired. I'm tired myself, most
of the time; but I don’t make that an excuse

for slightin’ my friends.” -

* But you don’t have to cook for 'em and
wait on 'em, Abra’m, when you're so tired
and worn out that you can’t bardly drag one
foot after the other, and—"

“ Don’t begin that old tune all over again.
I've heard it s many a timealready. You'ro
gettin’ so you're always complainin’, and if
there’s anything I hate it’s a naggin’ woman.
Now, understand, I'm goin’ after the Rby"
nearsons; I'm goin’ to make ’em come back
ifIcan. Am]I tosay you wae away from
home or asleep, or what? It won't do for
me to tell ’em one thing and you another;
80 just tell me what to say, and be quick
about it.”

“ Tell 'em anything you like, Abra'm, I
don’t care what. All I ask of you, if you're
bound to go after ’em, is that you'll stop at
Selwood’s and get Sophrony to come over
and do the work while they’re here.”

“ What, hire her?”’

“Why, of course, You wouldn't ask
poor girl like Sophrony to work for you for
pothin’, I reckon?”

My land, Sairy, how often 've I got to
tell you I can’t afford to pay out money for
help in the house? If you once begin it
you'll be always wantin’ help, and there’s no
sense in it. Why, there was my mother

Mre. Spencer staggered to her feet. She
was a tall, stoop shouldered, weak-chested
woman; her scant hair wus iron-gray; her
bands were hardened and swelled at the
joints with years of toil; and her face was
deep-lined and sallow. Just now it was as
near white as it could be, and a sudden
hunted, desperate look had come into it, &
look that stopped the words on her hus-
band’s lips. He broke’ off abruptly, and
looked at her in stern surprise and displea-
sure.

I never knowed you to act up so cranky,
Sairy. I can’t see what's gettin’ into you.
Now, I've got no time to fool away. I'lltell
Mis’ Rhynearson you was asleep and didn’t
hear 'em knock, shall 17’

* Tell her anything you like,” was the
reply, in a strange, still voice, that suited
the look in her face. *I won’t contradict
you.”

* But how do you know you won't? We
ought to have a clear understandin’. What
you goin’ to tell Mis’ Rhynearson when she
asks you where you was?”

¢ She won't ask me.”

* Well, now, I'd like to know how ycu
know she won’1?"”’

““Because I'm not goin’ to give her a
chance.”

The window sash slid down to the sill,
and the shade dropped back to its place.
Abraham Spencer let go the hop vines and
watched them cluster together again, with a
slightly dazed look in his deep-set gray eyes.

¢ Ncw, what in blazes can she 've meant
by that last?” he meditated, uneasily. Then
his flat, straight-cut lips closed in  hard line,
and he added, as he turned shortly away:
**But I ain’t agoin’ to ask her. When a
man can't be master in his own house, it's
time for him to burn it down or blow his
brains out.”

Mrs. Spencer heard his heavy heels re-
sounding on the hard-beaten path as he weat
around the house, and each relentless step
seemed to grind its way into her quivering
nerves. Ordinarily she would have taken
timid note of his movements at the edge of
s window shade, for her husband’s anger
had always been a dreadful thing to her.
But now she opened the outer door and stood
there, watching, while he brought a hcrse
and wagon ont of the barn and drove rapid-
ly away. When he had passed out of sight
she exclaimed bitterly:

“I'll not stand it! I'll hide myself! I'll
get out of this before he gets back with that
gang, if I drop dead in my tracks!”

As a first and very womanish step in the
execution of her resolve she sat down on the
doorstep and cried. Her meager frame
shook with dry, convulsive sobs, such as are
born of worn-out nerves, aching muscles, a
lonely heart, and a starved soul.

She did not heed approachlng footsteps,
and she scarcely started when a neighbor
paused at the foot of the steps and spoke to
her.

“ Why, Mie’ Spencer, what’s the matter?
I hope nothin’s gone wrong?”

Mrs. Spencer’s sobs ceased, and her face
hardened, as she met the woman's inqGuiring
eyes.

. % Tt ain’t nothin’ that I want to talk about,
Mis’ Howard. I’'ve about got to the end of
my rope, that's all. I'm tired of livin’, and
wish to heaven I was dead this minute.”

Mrs. Howard held up her bands.

** Don’t say that, Mis’ Spencer,” she re-
monstrated. *‘ Now, I don’t know what's
gone wrong, and I hain't the least notion of
tryin’ to find out; I only beg of you not to
wish you was dead. It's such a fearful wish.
We don't any of us know what death is.”

¢ We all know it’s rest, and that’s all I
care to know,” said Mrs. Spencer. She
leaned her chin on her hands, her elbows on
her knees, and gazed into vacancy with red- |
rimmed, unlovely eyes.

**No, we don’t even know that,” said
Mrs. Howard, with impressive earnestness.
¢ That's just one of the things we've been
taught, and we like to think it's so. We
don’t know the first thing about death, Mis’
Spencer, except that it turns us cold and
stiff and fits us for the grave. We don’t
any of us know what goes with the
livin’, thinkin’, sufferin’ part of us. Some-
times I think maybe it stays with us io
the grave, so that we hear and know
things, same as when we was livin'. I
shouldn’t wonder if we could lay in our
graves and hear the birds singin’, and the
rain fallin’, and feel the sun shinin’ above us.
Now, ¢'posin’ you was in your grave, out
there in tbe little buryin’ ground in the med-
der, and s’posin’ you could hear these little
chicks chipin’ to be fed at sundown, and you
not here to feed 'em; and the cows comin’ up
the lane to be milked, and you not here to
milk ’em; and your husband trudgin’ home,
slow and tired and hungry, and you not here
to get supper for him. Do you reckon you
could rest then, Mis’ Spencer?

** And 8'posin’ that after a bit you'd hear
some other woman’s voice a-cllin’ the chick-
ens, and some other woman's hands rattlin’
the stove-lids around a-startin’ a fire to cook
supper for your husband. You’d moat like-
ly want to get up out of your grave then,
but you couldn’t. You'd just have to lay
there and hear things goin’ on without you,
day in and day out, year in and year out,
and watch yourself goin’ to pieces inch by
inch and cramblin’ to dust. There wouldn’t
be much rest about that, Mis' Spencer,
would there, now?”

Mrs. Spencer arose with the slow painful-
ness of stiffened rheumatic joints, and
turned a shocked, resentful face upon her
visitor.

“ Miss Howard,” she said sternly, “if I
found a fellow mortal in trouble, and couldn’t
think of a single comfortable thing to say to
her, I'd go away and leave her alone; I
wouldn't try to knook out the last prop from

under her. If a body can’t blieve in the
rest that’s in the grave, I'd like to know
what we can b’lieve in? I never heard such
scard’lous doctrine since I was born!”

She turned abruptly and went into the
house, closing the door between herself and
her unorthodox neighbor, and listened until
the sound of receding footsteps died awsy.

* There, I hope she's gone, with her croak-
in’. ! was that afeared that she’d hang
around and hinder me too long. Land, four
o'clock a-ready!”—as a timepiece in an inner
room gave four hard, metallic strokes. She
hurried into the bedroom and came out roll-
ing a pair of heavy gray blankets into an un-
couth bundle. Then she took a bottle from
a shelf in the pantry and filled it with rich,
sweet milk. As she put the cork in she sud-
denly stopped and listened, then opened the
door a little way and listened again, intent-
ly.
“ Wheels!” she ejaculated. * Now, if it
should be them, goodness help me to get into
the cornfield before they come in sight!”

She caught up the blankets and snatched
a raspberry pie, in its tin plate, from the
table. Thus equipped for flight, she opened
the door and went hurriedly out, At the
foot of the steps the brood of little chickens
met her in full force, fluttering around her
feet and impeding her progress.

““Shoo! Shoo!”

She pushed them aside with one foot, and
waved the pic at them frantically; but they
followed close at her skirts, with dismal
chirps that went to her heart.

¢ Poor little things, how well they know
it’s their supper-time. if I'd only had time
to feed 'em. Like as not nobody else Il do
it.”

She hesitated and looked back at them,
pityingly. But the rattle of wheelasounded
closer now, and her heart hardened.. She
went on again, striving to redouble her
speed; but the blankets were cumbersome,
and the raspberry pie was shedding is sticky
juice up her sleeve.

Her arms were near to breaking, and tears
and perspiration mingled in the hollows of
her cheeks, when at lasu she reached the
cornfield and stumbled in between the tall,
green rows. She dropped the blankets and
almost fefl upon them in her exhaustion.
The bottle and pie were allowed to shift for
themselves, and the latter poured out the
last remnant of its crimson juice at the roots
of a cornhill.

Presently Mra. Spencer sat up and listened
again. She could no longer hear the sound
of wheels, nor any sound save the rustling of
the millions of corn-blades in the great field
about her, and the voice of a meadow lark
singing from the top of a tall, charred stump
near by. She sat still and rested a little
while longer; then she stood up and tried to
see the house; but the tassled tops of the
corn were two feet above her head. She
made her way cautiously to the outer row,
and peered out between the stalks; but the
low sun beat straight into her eyes, and the
higher ground of the meadow, full of hay-
cocks, intervened. She crept back and took
up again her burden of blankets and bottle
and pie, and trudged on deeper into the
sheltering labyrinth of corn. When she
had put half the width of the field between
herself and the house she felt safe for the
time being, and sat down again to rest and
bide her time.

Her objective point was an old dugout in
the face of a stony ridge just beyond the
cornfield. It had been constructed for a po-
tato cellar, and was used only for storing
those edible tubers in winter. From March
to November it was empty and forgotten,
given over to rats and spiders. She had
chosen it for her refuge over all other nooks
and crannies on the farm becaunse of its iso-
lation. No roving member of the objection
able ** gang "’ would be likely to stumble up
on it and discover her. - But it was well up
the face of the ridge and visible from the
house, so she did not think it best to risk
discovery by approaching it in open day.

She partly unrolled the blankets and lay
down upon them, turning her worn face up
to the sky, with a deep-drawn breath of rest
and a delicious new sense of freedom. Her
close environment of tall corn shut out the
horizon, but she knew when the sun had
sunk below it by the tinted glow that over-
spread her small vista of sky, and the fresh-
er breeze that came whispering among the

coming up the lane at evening time. ** Tired
and hungry, and you not here to get supper
for him,” droned the reproachful voice of her
neighbor, running like a dirge through the
other sounds and making of the dream a
wretched, haunting nightmare.

“Drat that Mis’ Howard! I'll never
speak to her again,” was Mrs, Spencer’s first
waking thought. A thin shaft of daylight,
with the yellow glint of a well-risen sun in
it, was forcing its way into the cellar through
a crevice an inch wide above the door. In-
voluntarily Mrs. Spencer sat up and lis-
tened for the familiar sounds of her dream.
But she heard only the bickering of a pair of
wrens in the blackberry viaes outside, and
the scurry of a rat that scampered across the
cellar floor and plunged into his hole in &
corner. This served to draw her attention
to her surroundings.

In an opposite bin lay some sorry looking
potatoes, with long, ghostly white sprouts
and a winding sheet of cobwebs. Near the
centre of the earth floor stood a battered old
sheet-iron stove, with some rusty joints of
pipe rising shakily to the roof, ten feet
above. The hired men had set it up during
the cold snap in March, and built a fire in it
to keep themeelves warm while they cut po-
tatoes for seeding. A dozen matches and a
clay pipe half full of burnt tobacco lay on
its hearth forgotten.

Mrs. Spencer felt a little light-headed
when she stood up, and thus was brought to
remember that she had eaten nothing since-
noon of the preceeding day. She looked
about for the pie and bottle of milk. The
latter was intact, but the former had van-
ished, leaving only its tin plate as tangible
evidence that it had existed. Two little,
knowing, exultant eyes were shining up from
the rathole in the corner. Mrs. Spencer
looked troubled.

¢ Well,,—a long, quivering breath—*‘I
cert’nly suid I wished I was dead, but slow
starvation is a little more’n I bargained for.

She spoke aloud and shrunk from the
sound of her voice, it was so shut-in and
sepulchral. She turned to the door and
strove now with all her strength to push it
open, but it withstood the onslaught without
a tremor.

She desisted at length, and sat down onan
upturned apple-box, exhausted and gasping
for breath. The place was stifling. Oh for
a breath of pure, sweet air! Her outraged
lungs seemed burning in her breast, and her
mouth and throat were parched. She opened
the bottle of milk, and took a portion. She
was tempted to drink it all at one welcome
draught but refrained and corked it up
again, resolutely.

Daring the long hours of that forenoon she
attacked the door repeatedly, but always
fatilely; and finally, when the sweltering
August sun had passed the meridian and
was beating down mercilessly on her retreat,
she gave up, and bursting into a wild fit of
weeping, she crept back into the bin and lay
down on her blankets.

Hours later, when she had wept a great
deal and slept a little, she opened her swoi-
len eyes and saw the red gold of sunset shin-
ing in above the door.

* Twenty-four hours,” she said to herself,
and a great longing came upon her to know
how Abra’m and the old home were doing
without her. She dragged the apple-box
close to the door, and mounted upon it, thus
bringing her eyes to a level with the arevice.
There lay the farmhouse and its peaceful
surroundings spread out below her like a
quaint, sun-kissed old picture. But oh, bow
distant it was, how far beyond the sound of
her voice, even though she should shriek
aloud' The broad meadow and the grest
field of rustling corn lay between.

At first there was no sign of life about the
place, except. the patient cows standing in
the lane, waiting for the bars to be let down.
But presently, whileshe waited and watched
for the men to come in from their work in
the far north meadow, she descried a curl of
smoke rising from the kitchen chimney, a
queer, ghastly little caricature of a smile
flashing across her face.

*“ Now, if I was near enough to hear the
stove-lids rattle,” she whispered, *I could
’most imagine ] was dead and in my grave,
like Mis’ Howard said.” :

For a long time she stood with her eyes at
the crevice and her hands grasping the rough
frame of the cellar door, watching that

corn-blades, precursor of the ing night.

After a time dark shadows began creeping
along the furrows, as if striving to steal upon
ber unawares, and in the purpling firmament
above two or three pale stars took form and
blinked coldly down at her. She satupand
shivered, and her heart sank a little at
thought of the potato cellar and the lonely
night.

“Dew’s a-fallin’!” she exclaimed in dis-
may, with care for her rheumatism; and as
quickly as might be she gathered up her be-
longings and resumed her flight. In the
fast-gathering night the way to the potato
cellar seemed long and rough, and when she
had reached it she found it a stronghold de-
fended by wild blackberry vines that she
must tear away with her naked hands before
she could gain an entrance.

The clumsy -door opened outward, and
yielded only inch by inch to her repeated
jerks. Each time a blackberry vine was
wrenched out by the roots, it brought down
a shower of loosened gravel upon her de-
fenceless head from the crumbling banks
that towered high on either side. But at
last a dark aperture yawned before her wide
enough to give ber entrance. She wondered
why she had not forseen the need of a candle
and some matches, as she groped her way
within and pulled the door shut. As she
did so there came a great roar and crash of
gravel outside. It sounded a perfect ava-
lanche, and she congratulated herself on
having escaped it.

The atmosphere of the little cave-like
place was close and musty from long lack of
ventilation, and Mrs. Spencer found the
abrupt change from the pure outer air almost
stifling. She decided that she must reopen
the door and leave it so through the pight.
But when she attempted to do this, she
found the door immovable, held shut by the
mass of gravel thai had fallen against it.
The discovery left her aghast.

“ Why, now—if I can’t get out, and no-
body has the least notion where I am, why
it’s “most like bein’ buried alive!”

The situation was disheartening, but the
direst forebodings must yield to extreme bod-
ily weariness, and soon she had spread bher
blankets on the dry straw of a potato bin
and stretched her aching frame upon them.

For an hour or more her mental worry and
her * rkeumatiz” united in tormenting her;
then came sleep, and wooed her to rest with
the wel hought of no breakfast to get
in the morning and no disturbing voice to
break in upon her slumbers with the an-
nouncement of *“ gettin’-up time.”

But she d d, and all through her
dream sounded the chirping of hungry little
chickens, the lowing of unmilked cows, and
the slow, heavy tread of her husband's feet

hanging, darkening spiral of smoke. Once
the kitchen door opemed, and a woman stood
for an instant insiglat. The watchersquint-
ed her eyes in a desperate endeavor to con-
centrate her gaze. .

*¢1 o’pose it’s Mis’ Rbynearson,” she mut-
tered, with a rescmtful snap in her tone.
«Iv's just like her to take possession of a
body's house and act as if she owned it! I
can’t see how Abra’m cen like them Rhy-
nearsons so well; they’re such pestiferous
folks. To think of her there, a-livin’ high
off the fresh bread and cakes and pies that I
baked, and the clzeese I made, and the but-
ter I churned, and me here a-stacvin’!”

The contrast was too pitiful. In all her
hard, meager life she had never before known
the pangs of hunger and thirst. Her eyes
fitled, and the vision was for a time shut out.
When she looked again, the curling smoke
was scarcely discer nible, and sll the angles
of the old house were tomed down by the)
softening shadow of approaching night. ]

She could make out the figure of a man
standing by the bazs. It might be one of
the hands, or,—it might—yes, it was Abra’'m
He had turned and was going slowly tovvard
the house, and she knew him by the forward
stoop of his body and that characteristic
something in the way he set bis feet down
as he walked.

She thought he woul'd go in at the kitcher
door, but he passed around to the front
porch, and sat down alone on the steps.

Presently it struck hwer that his head was
bowed upon his hands aind that his attitade
was one of deep dejectio n. But she was not
quite sure; he was so far away, and the
shadows lay deep bet-weun. Still, the long:
er she looked the meewe his fading outline
seemed to appeal to. her, until at last she
was overcome with the ccaviction that sor-
row, rather than saxger, ruled in her hus-
band’s heart.

« He ain’t mad at me! X just seem to feel
he ain’t mad at me? Oh, &¥bra’'m! Abra’'m.

She shrieked bis name- slloud sgain and
again, each frenzied effort: «hwiller than the
last; but the narrow cijevise threw the
greater part of the sound backiinto the cel-
lar, and Abraham Spencer sat stiill, avith bent
head, unhearing, until the might thasl thick-
ened and shut him from h er sight.

The black hours that fo llowed weve terri-
ble to her. R and a ¥
longing to live, and to go back tother desert-
ed duties, now united wit’ hhunger and-thirst
to torture her. In the : piddle dof the.hot,
stifling night she was forc ed to drain the last
swallow of milk from the  bottle, and still
thiret was so great ths k she tossed and
moaned in the fitful bits ¢ E slleep that came
to her. Once she was aw ullsened by a touch,

* of the dugout!

der, and she started up-with a glad cry on
her lips; but it was only her cell-mate the
rat. He scampered away to his corner, and
she lay there with a convulsive horror upon
her, watching and listening lest he should
return. She told herself that he would
come back to-morrow night, when she would
have less strength to frighten him away; and
all the nights after, when her poor body
might lie there lifeless, at his mercy.
She wondered, with an awful, shaddering
wonder, whether it ‘could be that ber soul
must linger near and witness the degrading
annihilation of its erstwhile tenement. A
maddening horror of death seized her. She
staggered across to the opposite bin, and
made a desperate attempt to eat one of the
raw, mouldy potatoee.
At the first hint of morning she was again
on the apple-box, with her eyes at the crev.
ice. But now there was a thick, whice fog
all over the land, and no vaguest outlioe of
her home was visible to her.
The wrens were bickering spitefully over
their nests, not an arm’s length away from
her face.
¢ Oh, hush!” she said to them, piteously,
from the bitter depths of her own experience.
* You poor, blind little thinge; you don’t
know how short life is, after all, how little
it matters if things don’t go just to suit you.”
The small pair were struck motionless and
damb by the mere sound of her voice, and
forgot to remew their quarrel. Presently
the father bird went away to his day’s work,
and the little mother settled down to the
monotony of her home duties, both uncon-
scious of the yearning eyes of the lone
watcher at the crevice.
Many times that day she crept back and
forth between the bin and the apple-box.
When her head swam and her trembling
knees gave way beneath her, she would stag-
ger to the bin and fall upon the blankets.
Bat no sleep came, and no rest; and after a
time her strength so far forsook her that
she could no longer mount upon the box.
Then she lay still and gazed at the strip of
light above the door until it seemed astreak
of fire scorching her eyeballs.
And all the time she was listening, listen-
ing, for the sound of a footstep or a voice.
Thus the night found her, and again ad-
ded its horror of darkness and rate. The
fever of hunger and thirst was upon her,
Her tongue and lips were swollen, and a de-
vouring flame burned in her viltnla. Her
senses were no longer normal, and she heard
sounds and saw objects that had no exis-
tence in reality.
All night long she watched the dark cor-
per where the rat dwelt, and her distorted
fancy maguified him into a monster of the
jungle; in the cunning of semi-delirium she
made plans to frighten him and keep him at
bay; and finally, in the dark hour before
dawn, she crept stealthily from the bin,
whispering through her swelled lips:
¢ Fire! Fire will keep him away!”
She clutched an armful of straw, and
crawled on hands and knees across the
earthen floor to the sheet-iron stove, Keep-
ing keen watch of the dread corner, she
thrast the straw into the stove and groped
for the matches on its hearth. A scratch, a
flash, a tiny flame, then a roar!
She dragged herself to the bin and brought
more straw, and more, until the thin sheet
iron of the stove and the rickety pipe clear
to the roof were red and roaring. The al-
ready hot and vitiated atmosphere of the
cellar was now raised to an unbearable tem-
perture, and soon she succumbed to it, fall-
ing upon the ground, face downward, in a
mad effort to get away.
No longer fed, the straw fire langaished
and went out;- but its mischief was done.
The dry thatch of the roof had caught from
the red hot pipe and was blazing up, slowly
at first, but ever surely. Soon the cinders
began to fall into the cellar, and one struck
her bare neck as she lay. She cried out
with the paio, and struggled a little farther
away; but the brands fell faster as the aper-
ture around the pipe broadened, and her
doom would have geen certain had there not
been another restless heart and a pair of
sleepless eyes on the old farm.
The bired men were awakened by the exe
cited voice of Abraham Spencer shouting:
«Up, boys, up!” Bring water! The po-
tato cellar’s a-fire!”
He was away, with two great pails of
water in his bands, before the men were
fairly awake. When they followed him they
found him on the roof of the cellar. He
bad succeeded in extinguishing the fire, and
as they approached, he suddenly dropped
his pails and, falling upon his knees, crept
close to the charred edge of the chasm in the
roof. Leaning far over, he shaded his eyes
and peered keenly into the steaming depths
below. A faint moan had reached him, and
now, as he listened, another came quiver ing
up to him. i c i -
«“My God!” he cried, springing
« She’s down there, boys! Sairy! Run far
shovels! 0
He himself ran like & mad , but only &
little way. Then he turned and ran as mad-
ly back to the cellar, where he attacked the
fallen gravel with his hande, and beat and
tore at the door until tke heavy boards, all
stained with his own blood, were rended
from their fastenings, and he had leaped in-
to the cellar and caught up the prostrate
figure he found there.
Tt was hours afterwards that Mrs. Spen-
cer aroused from the stupor that was upon
her and began to comprehend again the re- .
alities of life. She was in her own clean,
soft bed, and the cool breeze of evening was
fluttering the hop vines by the window.
She felt pain when she attempted to move,
and there were bandages on her hands, her
head and her neck; but the pain was not
acute, and the soothing (ffect of an opiate
still lingered with her. Somewhere in the
outer distance she heard the faint, familiar
tinkle of a cow bell, and—yes, the subdued
rattle of stove-lids in the kitchen. She
lifted her head from the pillow to listen and
found her husband sitting silent close behind

ker.

« Whatdsit,,Sairy? What do you want?”
he asked; and she felt the strange tenderness
that vibrated in his rough voice.

«Whe's in the kitchen, Abra'm? Is it
—Mis’ Rynearson?”

« No, Sairy, it ain’t. Mis’ Rhynearson
went home dowble quick when she found
there wasn't anybody here to wait on her,
You knowed her hetter than I did, Sairy.
That's Sophrony Selwood in the kitchen,
and she’s goin’ to stay there till she dies —or
gets marrried.”

She closed her eyes to hide the starting
tears, but they forced their way through the
interlaced lashes. Suddenly she turned to
him and spoke the thought that filled her
heart.

«(Oh, Abra’m, it wasso loog! Why didn’s
you try to find me? Why didn’s you come
sooner?”

“My land, Sairy, I never onoe thought

1 was too busy lookin’ every
where else for you. First of all I drove
clear over to Lizy’s to see if you was there.
That's a good sixteen miles, you know, and
took a big slice out of the first day. Then
we went to all the neighbors and hunted the
whole place over, but none of us ever
thought of the dugout; I don’t know why,
but we didn’t. Then that night Mis’ How-
ard came ‘over and told me—well, what
you said to her, you know, Sairy, and she—
she spoke of the crick.”

“?:e crick?” wonderingly.

«You know, Sairy!’—he suddenly bent
over and put his arms around her and drew
her to him—** I—was goin’ to have the crick
dragged to-day, and if T'd found you there,

I couldn’t ever ‘ev stood it.”

+ Pshaw, Abra’'m,” she b:v:‘;-pel:di cgok-
ingly, and put up her aged hand to
ltso{; the fnpr:owag stubble of hissunburned
face.— By Carrie Blake Morgan, in McCQlure's
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