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J.
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR.

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
filce in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop’s Grocery Stere.)
Every Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.
Agént Nova Scotia Building Society.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&3 Money to loan at flve per cent on Real
KEstate security.

O. S. MILLER,

BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etec.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

o
DENTISTRY!
DR, . 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 Matyland,
Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the third
aund fourth weeks of each manth, 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.

7. B. WHITMAN,
Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

OR. M. 6. B. 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,
P il s

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

$1,500,000
725,000
387,500

25 of

Capital Authorized, -
Capital Paid-up, -
Rest, - - - -

DIRECTORS:
WM. ROBERTSON, Wxy. ROCHE.
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR,
I H MoNS, Esq.
GEo. MITCH 8¢
E. G. SmiTH, E

Head Office, Halifax, N. B.
E. L. THORNE, General Manager.
€. N. S, STRICKLAND, Manager.

Collectipus solicited.

Bills of )JExchange bought and sold.

Hlxheut) rate allowed for money on
special deposit.

savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of 3 1.2 per cent,

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

sage.
Dartmouth, N. S.—I. W. Allen, acting
manager.
Glace Bay,
Granville Ferry,
acting manager.
Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.
Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.

N. S.—J. W. Ryan, manager.
N. S.—E. D. Arnaud,

L,

SAT.US POPULI S'U?REM_A. LEX BEST.

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

— . . WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 19, 1900..

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

In the hour of your need don’t
forget that the

(Ueckly  Monitor
Tob Department = =

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

b ] b < * «

s PRINT

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
DOVGCLS,
BooRlets,
Lisiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

Aetterheads,
anemoranda,
Post Cards,
Posters,
BooRks,
Business Cards,

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

Weekly Monitor,  Bridgetown, 1.

Steamer * Bostox” will leave Yarmouth every Tuesday,
ing; and steamer
after arrival of trains from Halifax.

D. McPHERSON, Gen. Mgr.

THE YARMOUTH STEAMIHP GOY, LTD.

On and after August 21st, this Company will make

Five Trips pe week between Yarmouth and Boston as follows, viz.:

Thursday and Saturday even-

« Y arvouri ” will leave Yarmouth every Wedaesdsy and Friday evening

LOCAL RATE: Yarmouth to Boston, $1.50. Return, $3.00.

old established rates.
W. A. CHASE, Sec. and Treas.

Staterooms can be secured on application, at the

Yarmouth, N. S., August 13th, 1900.

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

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

North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager. >

Sherbrooke, N. S.—F. O. Robertson,

manager.
St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray,
nanager.
f Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,
Sydney Mines, C.B.—C.W. Frazee, acting
manager.
Wolfville, N. S.—J. D. Leavitt, manager.

CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

Progressive
Bakers

Put up their Bread
as it leaves the oven in

EDDY’S
BREAD
WRAPPERS!

Manufactured solely by

The E. B. EDDY Co.

LIMITED
HULL, Canada.

WANTED! WANTED!

5,000 Hides,
15,000 Pelts,
For which the highest prices will be paid,

spot Cash. Those having hides to sell
will please bring them to the tanpery.

MacKenzie, Crowe & Compéy.

acting

We sell Shoes thai Hit!

We are not of the belief that any make of Shoes .are
good enough for you to wear. Feet must not be tor-
tured by misfit shoes. We don’t charge for fit, we simply
charge for.honest, reliable, good wearing Shoes. Saving

prices and high quality are linked together at our store.

Our Men’s Dongoia Kid, Laced or Congress Boot at $2.00 are

extra good value.

Our Men’s Russian Calf Tanned Balmoral or our Men’s Choco-

late Dongola Kid, with cloth top, at $3.00, are excep-
tionally good value.

Our Women’s Vice Kid low Oxford Shoes, broad or narrow toe,
at $100, $125, $150 and 8175, are low priced and
good value. You should see them.

MURDOCH'S BLOCK, - E. A. COCHRAN.

NEW FIRM!

NEW GOODS!
To the People of Bridgetown and Vicinity:

Having purchased the Tailoring business
formerly conducted by C. McLellan, we
intend to conduct an

Up-to-date Tailoring Establishment.

All our work will be guaranteed as to fit and work-
manship. Call and inspect our new stock. Tyke and
Blenheim Serges always on hand.

ROGERSON & MARSHALL

Murdoch’s Block, -  Granville Street.

Who of us know
The heartaches of the men we meet
Each day in passing on the busy street,
The woes and cares that press them,
Forebodings that distress them—

Who of us know?

Who of us thivk
Of how hot tears have chased the smiling
cheek
Of some we meet, who would not dare to

speak
The pangs they feel, the burdens that they
ar,

Each hour that passes through the solemn
year—
Who of us think?

Who of us care
To try and think and know their pain and

grief,
And help to bring to aching hearts relief,
To help to bear'the burden of their care
By tender word and loving look and prayer—
Who of us care?

Select  Literature.
TREASURE ISLAND.

(By Rohert Louis Stevenson.)

PART V.
My Sea Adventure.

CAAPTER XXV.

I STRIKE THE JOLLY ROGER.

I had scarce gained a position on the bow-
sprit, when the flying jib flapped and filled
upon the other tack, with a report like &
gun. The schooner trembled to her keel
under the reverse; but next moment, the
other sails still drawing, the jib flapped
back again and hung idle.

This had nearly tossed me off into the
seay ’,‘ now I lost no time, crawled back
aldng the bowsprit, and tumbled head-
foremost on the deck.

. I was on the lee side of the forcastle, and

the mainsail, which was still drawing, con-
cealed from me a certain portion of the after
deck. Not a soul was to be seen. The
planks, which had not been swabbed since
the mutiny, bore the print of many feet;
and an empty bottle, broken by the neck,
tumbled to and fro like a live thing in
the scuppers.

Suddenly the ‘‘Hispaniola” came right
out into the wind. The jibs behind me
cracked aloud; the rudder slammed to; the
whole ship gave a sickening heave and
shudder; and at the same moment the
main-boom swung ioboard, the sheet
groaning in the blocks, and showed me the
lee after deck.

There were the two watchmen, sure
enough; red cap on his back, as stiff as a
bandspike, with his arms stretchied out like
those of a crucifix, and teeth showing
through his open lips; Israel Hands prop-
ped against the bulwarks, his chin on his
chest, his hands lying open before him on
the deck, his face as white, under his tan,
as a tallow candle.

For awhile the ship kept bucking and
sidling like a vicious horse, the sails filling, 1
now on one tack, now on another, and the
boom swinging to and fro till the mast
groaned aloud under the strain. Now and
again, too, there would come a cloud of
light spray over the bulwark, and a heavy
blow of the ship’s bows against the swell—

so much heavier weather was made of it by
this great rigged ship than by thehome-made, |
lop sided coracle, now gone to the bottom of
the sea.

At every jump of the schooner, red-cap
slipped to and fro;—but what was ghastly
to behold— neither his attitude nor his fixed
teeth disclosing grin was in any way disturb-
ed by this rough usage. At every jump, too,
Hands appeared still more tosink into him-
self and settle down upon the deck, his feet
sliding ever the further out, and the whole 5
body canting towards the stern, so that his
face became, little by little, hid from me;
and at last I could see nothing beyond his
ear and frayed ringlet of one whisker.

At the same time, I observed, around
both of them, splashes of dark blood upon
the planks, and began to feel sure that they
had killed each other in their drunken
wrath.

While I was looking and wondering, in &
calm moment, when the ship was still, Is-
raal Hands turned partly around, and with
a low moan, writhed himself back to the
position in which I had seen him first. The
moan, which told of pain and deadly weak-
ness, and the way in which his jaw hung
open, went right to my heart. But when I
remembered the talk I had overheard from
the apple barrel, all pity left me.

I walked aft until I reached the mainmast.

«“Come aboard, Mr. Hands,” 1 said, ironi-
cally.

He rolled his eyes around heavily; but he
was too far gone to express surprise. All
he could do was to utter one word, *‘brandy.”

It occurred to me there was no time to lose;
and, dodging the boom as it once more
lurched across the deck, I slipped aft, and
down the companion stairs into the cabin.

It was such a scene of confusion as you
can hardly fancy. All the lockfast places
had been broken up in quest of the chart.
The floor was thick with mud, where ruffians
had sat down to drink or consult after wad-
ing in the marshesaround their camp. The
bulkheads, all painted in clear white, and
beaded round with gilt, bore a pattern of
dirty hands. Dozens of empty bottles clink-
ed together in corzers to the rolling of the
ship. One of the doctor’s medical books lay
open on the table, half of the leaves gutted
out, I suppose, for pipe-lights. In the midst
of all this the lamp still cast a smoky glow,
obscure and brown as umber.

I went into the cellar; all the barrels were
gone, and of the bottles a most surprising
number had been drunk out and thrown
away. Certainly, since the mutiny began,
not a man of them could ever have been
sober.

Foraging about, I found a bottle with
some brandy left, for Hands; and for myself
Irouted out some- biscuit, some pickled
fruits, a great bunch of raisins, and a piece of
cheese, With these I came on deck, put
down my own stock behind the rudder-
head; and well out of the coxswain’s reach,
went forward to the water breaker, and had
a good, deep drink of water, and then, and
not till then, gave Hands the brandy.

He must have drunk a gill before he took
the bottle from his mouth.

“Ay,” said he, by thunder, but I wanted
some o’ that !”

I had sat down already in my own corner
and began to eat.

“Much hurt ?” I asked him.

He grunted, or rather, I might ssy, he
barked.

«If that doctor was aboard,” he said, “T'd
be right enough in & couple of turns; but I

| of the coast.

that’s what's the matter with me. As for
that swab, he's good and dead, he is,” he
added, indicating the man with the red cap.
“He warn't no seaman, anyhow. And where
mought you have come from ?”

“Well,” said I, I've come aboard to take
possession of this ship, Mr. Hande; and
you'll plense regard me as your captain
until further notice.

He looked at me sourly enough, but said
nothing. - Some of the color had come back
into his sheeks, though he still looked very
sick and still continued to slip out and settle
down ae the ship banged about.

“By the by,” I continued, “1 can’t have
these colors, Mr. Hands; and by your leave
I'll strike ’em. Better none than these.”

And again dodging the boom, I ran to the
color lines, hauled down their cursed black
flag, and chucked it overboard.

“3od save the king I” said I, waving my
cap; and there's an end to Captain Silver.”

He watched me keenly and slyly, his chin
all the while on his breast

] reckon,” he said at-last—*'I reckon,
Cap'n Hawkins, you'll kind of want to get
ashore, now. S'pose we talks.”

*“Why, yes, says I, “with all my heart,
Mr. Hands. Sayon.” AndI went back to
my meal with a good appetite.

*This man,” he began, nodding feebly at
the corpse—*‘O'Brien were his name—a
rank Irelander—this man ana me got the
canvas on her, meaning for to sail her back.

Well, he's dead now, he is—aa dead as
bilge, and who's to sail this ship, Idon't
see. Without I give you a hint, you ain’c
that man, as far as I can tell. Now look
here, you gives me food and drink, and a
old scarf or ankecher to tie my wound up,
you do; and I'll tell you how to sail her; and
that’s about fair and equare all round, I take
ic.”

“]'l tell you one thing,” says I; “I'm not
going back to Captain Kidd's anchorage. I
mean to get back into North Inlet, and
beach her quietly there.”

“To be sure you did,” he cried. “Why,
I ain’t such an infernat lubber, aftersll. I
can see, can’t I ? I tried my fling, I have,
and I've lost, and it's you has the wind of
me. North Inlet? Why, I haven’t no
ch’ice, not ! I'd help you sail her up to
Execution Dock, by thunder ! so I would.”

Well, as it seemed to me, there was some
sense in this. We struck our bargein. on
the spot. In three minutes I had the ‘‘His-
paniola” sailing easily before the wind
along the coast of Treasure Island, with
good hopes of turning the Northern point
ere noon, and beating down again as far as
North Inlet before high water, when we
might beach her safely, and wait till the
subsiding tide permitted us to land.

Then I lashed the tiller and went below to
my own cheat, where I got a soft silk hand-
kerchief of my mothers’s. With this, and
with my aid, Hands bound up the great
bleeding stab he had received in the thigh,
and after he had eaten a little and had a
swallow or two more of the brandy, he be-
gan to pick up visibly, sat straighter up,
spoke louder, and cleater, and looked in
every way another man.

The breeez served us admirably. We

skimmed before it like a bird, the coast of
the island flashing by, and the view chang-
ing every minute. Soon we were past the
high lands and bowling beside low, sandy
country, sparsely dotted with dwarf pines,
and soon we were beyond that sgain, and
turned the corner of the rocky hill that ends
the island on the north.
- I was greatly elated with my new com-
mand, snd pleased with the bright, sun-
shiny weather and these different prospects
I had now plenty of water
and good things to eat, and my conscience,
which had smitten me hard for my desertion
was quieted by the great conqueat I hed
made. I should, I think, have had nothing
left me to desire but for the eyes of the
cockswain as they followed me derisively
about the-deck, and the odd smile that ap-
peared continually on his face. It was a
smile that had in it something both of pain
and weakness—a haggard, old man’s amile;
but there was, beside that, a grain of deris-
ion, a shadow of treachery, in his expression
as he craftly watched, and watched, and
watched me at my work.

CHAPTER XXVL
ISRAEL HANDS.

The wind, serving us to a. desire, now
hauled into the west. We could run so
much the easier from the northwest corner
of the island to the mouth of the North In-
let. Only, as we had no power to anchor,
and dared not beach her till the tide had
flowed a good deal further, time hung
on our hands. The coxswain told me how
to lay the ship to; after a good many trials, I
succeeded, and we both sat in silence, over
another meal.

“Cap'n” said he, at length, with that
same uncomfortable smile, ‘“Here’s my old
shipmate, O'Brien; s'pose you was to heave
him overboard. I ain’t particular ae a rule,
and I don’t take no blame for settling his
hash; but I don’t reckon him ornamental,
now, do you?".

“I'm not strong enough, and I don’t like
the job; and there he lies, for me,” said L.

«This here’s an unlucky ship—the *‘His-
paniola,” Jim,” he went op, blinking.
+*There's & power of men been killed in this
«Hispaniola”—a sight o’ poor seamen dead
and gone since you and me took ship to
Bristol. I never seen such dirty luck, not
I. There was this here O'Brien, now—he’s
dead, aint’t he 2 Well, now, I'm no scholar,
and you're a lad ae can read and figure; and,
to put it straight, do you take it as a dead
man is dead for good, or do he come alive
again ?”

“You can kill the body, Mr. Hands, but
pot the spirit; you must know that already,”
I replied. *‘O'Brien, there, is in another
world, and may be watching ue.”

“Ah | says he. “Well, that's unfort’nate’

—appears as if killing parties was a waste of
time. Howsomever, sperrits don't reckon
for much, by what I've seen. I'll chance it
with the sperrits, Jim. And now, you've
spoken up free, and I'll take it kind if you'd
step down into that there cabin and get a—
well, a—shiver my timbers ! I can’t hit
the name on’t; well, you get me a bottle of
wine, Jim—this here brandy’s too strong for
my head.” X
Now, the cockswain’s hesitation seemed to
be unnatural; and as for the notion of his
preferring wine to brandy I entirely dis-
believed it. The whole story was a pretext.
He wanted me to leave the deck—so much
was plain, but with what purpose I could in
no way imagine. His eyes never met mine;
they kept wandering to snd fro, up and
down, now with a look to the sky, now with
» flitting glance upon the dead O'Brien. All
the time he kept smiling and putting his
tongue out in the most guilty, embarrassed
manner, 8o that a child could have told that
he was bent on some deception. I was

don’t have no manner of luck, yon see, and

prompt with my answer, however, for I saw

where my advantage lay; and that with a
fellow 80 densely stupid I could easily cone
ceal my suspicions to the end.

«Some wine ?” I said. **Far better. Will
you have white or red ?”

“Well, I reckon it’s about the hlessed
same thing to me, shipmate,” he replied; ‘‘s0
it's strong, andplenty of, what’s the odds ?”

“All right,” I answered. “Ill bring ‘you
port, Mr. Hands. But I'll have to dig for
it.

With that I scuttled down the companion
with all the noise I could, slipped off my
shoes, ran quietly along the sparred gallery,
mounted the forcastle ladder, and popped
my head out of the fore companion. I knew
he would not expect to see me there; yet I
took every precaution possible; and certain-
ly the worst of my suspicion proved too
true. .

He had risen from his position to his hands
and knees; and, though his leg obviously
burt him pretty sharply when he moved—for
1 could hear him stifle a groan—yet it was
at a good, rattling rate that he trailed him-
self across the deck. In half a minate he
had reached the port scrupper, and picked
out of a 2oil of rope, a long knife, or rather
a short dirk, discolored to the hilt with
blood. He looked upon it for a moment, Y
thrusting forth his under jaw, tried the
point upon his hand, and then, hastily con-
cealing it in the bosom of his jacket, trund-
led back again into his old place against the
bulwark.

This was all that I required to know.
Israel could move about; he was now armed;
and if he had been at so much trouble to get
rid of me, it was plain that I was meant to
be the victim, What he would do after-
wards—whether he would try to crawl right
acroes the island from North Inlet to the
camp among the swamps, or whether he
would fire Long Tom, trusting that his own
comrades might come first to help him, was
of eourse, more than I could say.

Yet Ifelt sure that I could trust him
in one point, since in that our interests
jumps together, and that was in the dispos-
ition of the schooner. We both desired to
have her stranded safe enough in a sheltered
place, and so that, when the time came, she
could be got off again with as little labor
and danger as might be; and until that was
done I considered that my life would cer-
tainly be spared.

While I was thus turning the business
over in my mind I had not been idle with
my body. I had stolen back to the cabin,
slipped once more into my shoes, and laid
my hand at random on a bottle of wine, and
now with this for an excuse, I made my re- |
appearance on the deck.

Hands lay as I had lefc him, all fallen to- |
gether in a bundle, and with his eyelids low-
ered, as though he were too weak to bear
the light. He looked up, however, at my
coming, knocked the neck off the bottle,
like a man who had done the same thing
often, and took a good swig, with his favor-
tosst of ““Here’s luck !” Then he lay quiet

| with sea ward.

for a little, then, pulling out a stick of to-
bacco, begged me to cut him a quid.

“Cut me a junk o’ that,” says he, *for I
haven’t ne knife, and hardly strength enough
8o be as I had. Ah, Jim, Jim, I reckon I've |
missed stays ! Cut me a quid as'll likely be
the last, lad; for I'm for my long home, and |
no mistake.”

“Well,” eaid I, “I'll cut you some to- |
bacco; but if I was you and thought myself |
so badly, I would go to my prayers, like a
Christian man.”

“Why ?” said he.
why.”

“Why?” I cried. “You were asking
me just now about the dead. You've brok-
en your trust; you've lived in sin and lies
and blood; there’s a man you've killed lying
at your feet this moment; and you ask me
why ! For God’s mercy, Mr. Hands, that’s
why.”

I spoke with a little heat, thinking of the
bloody dirk he had hidden in his pocket,
and designed in hisill thoughts, to end me
with. He, for his part, tcok a great
draught of the wine, and spoke with the
most unusual solemnity.

“For thirty year, he said, “I've sailed
the seas, and seen good and bad, better and
worse, fair weather and foul, provisions
running out, knives going, and what not.
Well, now I tell you, I never seen good
come o’ goodness yet. Him as strikes Srst
is my fancy; dead men don’t bite; thmﬁny
views—amen, 8o be it. And now, you look
here,” he added, suddenly changing his
tone, ““we’ve had about enough of this fool-
ery. The tide's made good enough by now.
You just take my orders, Cap'n Hawkins,
and we’ll sail slap in and be done with it.”

All told, we bad scarce two miles to run;
but the navigation was delicate, the entrance
to this northern anchorage was not only nar-
row and shoal, but lay east and west, €0
that the schooner must be nicely handled to
be got in. I think I was a good, prompt
subaltern, and I am very sure that Hands
was an excellent pilot; for we ‘went about
and about, and dodged in, shaving the banks
with a certainty and a neatness that were &
pleasure to behold. S

Scarcely had we passed the head before
the land closed around us. The shores of
North Inlet were as thickly wooded as those
of the southern anchorage; but the space
was longer and norrower, and more like,
what ia truth it was, the estuary of a river.
Right before us, at the southern end, we
saw the wreck of a ship in the last stages of
dilapidation: It had beena great vessel of
three masts, but had laid so long exposed to
the injuries of the weather, that it was hung
about with great webs of dripping sea-weed,
and on the deck of it, shore bushes had taken
root, and now flourished thick with flowers.
It was a sad sight, but it showed us that the
anchorage was calm.

«:Now,” said Hands, ‘“Look there; there’s
a pet bit for to beach a ship in. Fine flat
sand, never a catspaw, trees all around of it,
and flowers a-blowing like a garding on the
old ship.”

“Now, you tell me

” 1 inquired, ‘how
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shall we get her off again ?”

“Why, s0,” he replied; *‘you take a line
ashore there on the other side at low water;
take a turn about one o’ them big pines; bring
it back, take a turn around the capstan, and
lie to for the tide. Come high water, all
hands take a pull upon the line, and off she
comes as sweet as natur.” And now, boy,
you stand by. We're near the bit now, and
she’s too much on her way. Starboard a lit
tle—so—steady—starboard—Ilarboard a lit
tle—steady—steady !”

So he issued his commands,: which I
breathlessly obeyed; till all of a sudden, he
cried, ‘Now, my hearty, luff 1” And I
put the helm hard up, and the ““Hispaniola”
swung round rapidly, and ran stem on for
the low-wooded shore.

The excitement of these last maneuvers
had somewhat interfered with the watch I
had kept hitherto, sharply enough upon the
cockswain. Even then I was still so much
interested, waiting for the ship to touch,
that I had quite forgot the peril that Lung
over my head, and stood craning over the
starboard bulwarks and watching the ripples
spreading wide before the bows. Fmight
have fallen without a struggle for my life,
had not o sudden ditquietude seized upoo
me, and made me turn my head. Perhaps I
had heard a creak, or seen his shadow mov
ing with the tail of my eye; perhaps it was
an instinct like a cat’s; but, sure enough,
when I looked around, there was Hands,
already half way toward me, with the dirk
in his right hand.

We must have both cried out aloud when
our eyes met;but while mine was theshrill cry
of terror, his was a roar of fury likea charg-
ing bull's. At thesame instant he threw
himself forward, and I leaped sideways to-
ward the bows. As I did so I left hold of the
tiller which sprung eharp to leeward; and I
think this saved my life, for it struck Hande
across the chest, and stopped him for the
moment, dead.

Before he could recover I was safe out of
the corner where he had me trapped, with
all the deck to dodge about. Just forward
of the mainmast I stopped, drew a pistol
from my pocket, took a cool aim, though he
had already turned and was once more com-
ing directly after me, and dréw the trigger.
The hammer fell, but there followed neither
flach nor sound; the priming was useless
I cursed myself for my
neglect. Why had not I, long before, re-
primed and reloaded my only weapons?
Then I should not have been as now, & mere
flecing sheep before this butcher.

Wounded as he ‘was, it was wonderful
how fast he could move, his grizzly bair
tumbling over his face, and his face itself as
Ted as a red ensign with his baste and fury.
I had no time tc try my other pistol, nor, in
deed, much inclination, for I was sure it
would be useless. One thing I saw plainly;
I must not simply retreat before him, or he
would speedily hold me boxed into the bowe,
as a moment since he had so nearly boxed
me into the stern. Once so caught, and nine
or ten inches of the blood stained dirk would
be my last experience on this side of eter
I placed my palms against the main-
mast, which was of a goodish bigness, and
waited, every nerve upon the stretch.

Seeing that I meant to dodge he also
paused, and a moment or two passed in

| feinta on his part and corresponding move-

ments upon mine. It was such a game as 1
had often played, at home about the rocks
on Black Hill Cove; but never before, you

| may be sure, with such a widly beating

heart a8 now. Still, as I say, it wasa boy’s

| game, and I thought I could hold my own at
| it against an elderly seaman with a wound

ed thigh. Indeed, my courage had begun
to rise so high that I allowed myself a few
darting thoughts on what would be the end
of the affair; and while I saw certainly that
I could spin it out for a long time, I saw no
hope of any ultimate escape.

““Well, while things stood thus, sudderly
the “‘Hispaniola” struck, staggerd, grou d
for an instant in the sand, and then, swift
as a blow, canted over to the port side, till
the deck stood at an angle of forty-five
degrees, and about a puncheon of water
splashed into the scupper-holes, and lay ina
pool between the deck and bulwark.

We were both of us capsized in a second,
and both of us rolled, almost together, inte
the scuppers; the dead red-cap with his arme
still spread out, tumbling stiffly after us. So
near were we, indeed, that my head came
against the cockswain’s foot with a crack
that made my teeth rattle. Blow and all, 1
was the first afoot again, for Hands had got
involved with the dead body. The sudden
canting of the ship had made the deck no
place for running on, I had to find some new
way of escape, and that upon theginstant,
for my foe was almost touching me. Quick
asthought, I sprang into the mizzen shroude,
rattled up hand over hand, and did not draw
a breath till I was seated on the cross trees.

{ had been saved by being prompt; the
dirk had struck not half a foot below me, ae
I pursued my upward flight; and there stood
Israel Hands with his mouth open and his
face upturned to mine, a perfect statue of
surprise and disappointment.

Now that I had a moment to myselt, I lost
no time in changing the priming of my pistol,
and then, having one ready for service, and
to make assurance doubly sure, I proceeded
to draw the load of the other, and recharge
it afresh from the beginning.

My new employment struck Hands all of
a heap; he began to see the dice against him;
and after an obvious hesitation, he also
hauled himself heavily iato the shrouds, and,
with the dirk in his teeth, began slowly and
painfully to mount. It cost him no end of
time and groans to haul hie wounded leg be-
hind him; and I had quietly finished my ar-
rangements before he was much more thana
third of the wayup. Then, with a pistol in
either hand, I addressed him.

“One more step,Mr. Hands,” said I, “and
I'll blow your brains out ! Dead men don’t
bite, you know,” I added with a chuckle.

He stopped instantly. I could see by the
working of face that he was trying to think,
and the process was so slow and laborious
that, in my new found security, I laughed
aloud. At last with a swallow or two, he
spoke, his face still wearing the same ex-
pression of extreme perplexity. In order
to speak he had to take the dagger from his
mouth, but, in all else, he remained unmov-
ed.

¢ Jim,"” says he, ““I reckon" we're fouled,
you and me, and we'll have to sign articles.
I'd have bad you but for that there lurch,
but 1 don’t have no luck, not I; and I reckon
I'll have to strike, which comes hard, you
see, for a master mariner to a ship’s younker
like you, Jim.”

I was drioking jin his words and emiling
away, as conceited as a cock upon a walk,
when, all in & breath, back went his right
hend over his shoulder. Something sung
like an arrow through the air; I felt a blow
and then o sharp pang, and there T was
pinoed by the shoulder to the mast. l1a the
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can say it was by my own voliiion, and I
am sure it was without a conscious aim—
both my pistols went off, and both escaped
out of my hands. They did not fall alone;
with a choked cry the cockswain loosed his
grasp upon the shrouds and plunged head
first into the water,

( To be continued. )

What's in a Name?

To the Editor of the Monitor :

Dear Sik,—Had Shakespeare been per-
mitted to read your correspondence column
for the past year or years he would doubt-
less have learned how great was his error
when he penned the words—

“What's in a name? That whicl
By any other name wouldms(‘rgeﬁaa?l;:ggg’"

He would have learned that opinions count
for nothing unless duly tagged with the
author’s name and address; and that a desire
to hide one’s personality, save and except
that portion of it to which the said opinions
give expression, is sufficient evidence of a
lack of manliness or of a moral cowardliness.
As there does not appear to be any war of
words at present being carried on in your
paper, I trust that I may, without being ac-
cused of attempting a trust in the dark, be
permitted a few words on this subject.

All will, I think, agree with me that in
this age all public matters may be subject to
public discussion in the press as elsewhere,
U'hree types of public affairs may be specified:
(1) The conduct of public business by offi-
cials; (2) published reports of public gather-
ings, such as political and temperance meet-
ings; and (3) the opinions of private parties
as published in essays, letters, etc.

Concerning the first case some doubt may
ariee, for it 18 often difficult to distinguish
between a man’s private and public charac-
ter. Inthe latter cases, however, no such dif-
ficulty occurs, and so long as a correspondent
confines himself to an expression or criticism
of opinions there is no reason for his name
being given, except ia confidence to the edi-
tor to shield the fatter from possible action
for libel. It should simply be a case of
opinion ve. opinion and not a question as to
who has the longest name.

While there are no reasons why a man’s
oame should be tacked on to his opinione,
there are many reasons, not intrinsic bus
arising rather from the weakness and preju-
dice of the vulgar, why it should be left off.
Suppose for example a person felt inclined to
criticise the intemperate proceedings of some
temperance union; many good people would
at once set him down as a “rummy” and a
generally irreligious character. His neigh-
oors would look suspiciously at him and his
credit might eventually be shortened at the
grocer’s. Or again, suppose my friend, a
ceally good fellow but one who considers
chat his opinions are himseif, should *‘ out
of the abundance of his ignorance ’ publish a
ireatise upon some subject, and I, being
cqually ignoract of the opposite side of the
question should make a reply, must I there
tore, append my name to my effusion and
.hereby sign the death-warrant of our friend-
ship? “No! it is certainly .much better to
withhold my name, and theo, although my
friend will discharge the blunderbus of his
indignation into the air with a deafening re-
port, doubtless a panied by a sulphur-
ous smell of wasted powder, there will be
a0 one hurt and our friendship will remain
firm.

The usual accusation, however, that is
brought against anonywous writers is that
‘hey are ashamed of their opinions.  This is
frequently true, but it is the shame of mod-
esty. Seeing no good reason why their
aames should be given to the public, they
shrink from doing so unnecesearily.

But what further may be said against the
publishing of names? Those who are so
anxious to rush into print ‘over their own
signatures certainly lay themeelves liable to
one of three accusations: either that the
weakness of their opinions require their
names to give a certain amount of stability
(which it never does), that they are using a
popular fad for advertising purposes, or that
they have an overpowering desire to see
their own names in print. They are not
willing for their opinions to siok or swim by
their own weight; indeed, they would argue
that bare opinions have o weight unless be-
longing to a name. For them the *“ Bard of
Avon” should have said
“\What's in a name? That cabbage iu your hand

1f called a rose, would perfume all the land.”

Seeing then, with Sir Rodger, that “much
may be said on both sides,” let those of us
who are content to limit ourselves to opin-
ions, not personalities, remain

ANONYMOUS.
—_— e ———

A United States Defieit.

Montreal Witness. .

Notwithstanding the heavy special taxes
imposed for war purposes, it is estimated that
should the same rate of expenditure continue
to the end of the present fiscal year which
has marked its progress so far, the treasury
deficit of the United Statea will reach one
hundred million dollars. The shortage is die-
tributed thus: Army, eighty million; navy,
ten million; miscellaneous charges, arising
from control of Cuba and the Philippines, ten
millions. These figures represent an expen-
diture in excess of sums voted by Congress
much greater than the like extraordinary ex-
penditure by Britain in her warlike enter-
prises. But'the manner of distributing the
burden of taxation in the two countries is
quite different. In Britain the bulk f the
extra burden is borne by the wealthy class-
es, in the shape of income tax, whereas in the
United States it falls most heavily on the bus-
iness and producing classes. In fact the
most wealthy people in the United States ee-
cape almost entirely from taxation for nat-
ional purposes. This state of matters con-
stitutes a grievance which has been strongly
emphasized of late, but as an income tax for
federal purposes has been declared unconsti-
tutional by the Supreme Court, there appears
no remedy other than an amendment to the
constitution.

Al S

European Coal Supply.

-

Ottawa, Aug. 31.—The Canadian commis-
sioners at Paris are having a number of close
eoquiries made by leading Europcans as to
quality and available quantity of our Cana-
dian coal for purposes of export. Should
their opinion prove favorable itis possible
that the experiment may be tried of ehipping
it across the Atlantic to assist in meeting
the tremendous demand on the continent
which the local supply cannot forever be ex-
pected to satisfy.

—The Manchesfer (Eogland) Locomotive
Works have just signed a contract for de-
livery to the Intercolonial Railway Com-
pany of Canada of eight of the largest and
fastest locomotives that can be made, and
the engines are to be used for passenger ser-
vice.

o

The Sleeper.

A sleeper is one who sleeps A sleeper
is that in which the sleeper sleeps. A
sleeper is that on which the sleeper rans
which carries the: sleeper while he sleeps.
Therefore, while the sleeper sleeps in the
sleeper, the sleeper carries the sleeper over
the sleeper under the sleeper, until the
sleeper which carrfes the sleeper jumps off
the sleeper and wakes the sleeper in the
sleeper by striking him under the sleeper,
and there is no longer any sleeper sleeping in
the sleeper on the sleeper.

SRy
Cheap, Efficient, Prompt.

A marvel of cheapness, of efficacy, and of
promptitude is contained in a bottle of that
famous remedy, Putnam’s Painless Corn Ex-
tractor. It goes right to the root of the trouble,
there acts quickly but so painlessly that nol,hinF
is known of it< operation until the corn is shell-
od. Beware of substitutes offered for Putnam’s
Painless Corn kxtractor—safe, sure, and pain-
less. Sold at druggists.

v

Two Good Rules.

There are too good rules which ought to
be writen on every heart: Never to believe
any bad about anybody unless you positive-
ly know it to be trug; never to tell even that”
unless ‘you feel it is absolutely necessary
and that God is listening while you tell it.—
Henry Van Dyke, D. D.

Minard’s Liniment for sale everywhere,




