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Professi

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

Consular Agent of the United States.

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Lifo Ins. Co.’s.

24 Money to loan at five per cent on Real
Estate security.

0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

P

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

DENTISTRY!
DR, F. 8. ANDERSGON.

Graduate of the University MNaryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Special

ty.
Office next door to Union Bank.
Hours: 9 to 3.

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFENER,

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.

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

OR. M. €. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

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

James Primrose, D. D. 5.

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. fice days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

[NION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000
Capital Paid-up, - 600,000
Beily = = = = 328,610

25 of

DIRECTORS:
‘WM. ROBERTSON, Wat ROCHE,

+

SATUS POPULI SUFPREMA LEX BEST.

0. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete
(RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.)
Head of Queen 8t., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate. 441y
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usiness fan =
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
Job Department = =

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

= « * «* * =

e PRINT

Billhcads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
DodGers,
Booklets,
Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

Aetterbeads,
aemoranda,
Post Cards,
Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

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

Weekly Monitor,  Bridgetown, I.

President. Vice-Pr

Hon. RoOBT. BOAK, J. H. SYMONS, Esq.,

C.C. BLACKADAR, Esq. W TWINING, Ksq.
GEO. MITCHELL, Esq., M.P.P.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.
E. L. THORNE, General Manager.

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate allowed for money on
speeial deposit.

savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per cent,

AGENCIES.—
Annapolis, N.8.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, «
Bridgetown, N. 8.— N. R. Burrows,

manager.

Clarke’s Harbor,

sage. ° -
%)utmouth, N. S.—F. 0. Robertson,
manager.
Glace Bay,
Granville Ferry, N. S.—
acting manager.
Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.
Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.
Liverpool, N.S.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.
New 'Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright,
manager.
North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,

sub. to Barrington Pas-

N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.
E. D. Arnaud,

wmansger. :
Sherbrooke, N. S.—W. R. Montgomery,

manager.
St. Peter’s, C. B.—C.

manager. 2
Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,
olfville, 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!

Mmufwtu-red solely by

The E. B. EDDY Co.

LIMITED

HULL, Canada.

'WANTED! WANTED!

5,000 Hides,
15,000 Pelts,

For which tl;:
will please brix;g them to the tannery.

A. Gray, acting

WacKenzie, (rove. & Compay.

ighest prices will be paid,
‘% ose having hides to sell

THE YARMOUTH STEAMSHIP CO'Y, LTD.

On and after August 21st, this Company will make

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

Steamer * Bostox” will leave Yarmouth every Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday even-
ing; and steamer ** YarMoUTH” will leave Yarmouth every Wedaesday and Friday evening
after arrival of trains from Halifax.

LOCAL RATE: Yarmouth to Boston, $1.50. Return, $3.00.
Staterooms can be secured on application, at the old established rates.
D. McPHERSON, Gen. Mgr. W. A. CHASE, Sec. and Treas.
Yarmouth, N. S., August 13th, 1900.

. 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.

We sell Shoes that Fit!

We are not of the belief that any make of Shoes are

good enough for -you to wear. Feet must not be ter-

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 Dongola Kid, Laced or Congress Boot at $2.00 are

OYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

OYSTER STEWS AND LUNCHES

SERVED AT ALL HOURS. .

hﬁmnsoldbythe peck or half peck, or on
I shell.

AKES and BISCUIT
Mﬁm d::;s on hand.
T. J. EAGLESON,

-364¢ QUEEN ST,

fresh from

muerrows MURDOCH'S BLOCK,

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,
4t $100, $125, $150 and 8175, are low priced and
good value. You should see them.

E. A. COCHRAN.

Poretry.

The Sunset Walk.
Just an hour at sunset,

Oat ia the glowing west,
And the cares of the town from

down,

And the tired brain finds rest;
A touch of nature’s healing,

A glimpse of the fields and skies,
And the weary strife of city’s life

Dies as the daylight dies.

the soul sink

Just an bour at sunset,
Filled with its golden peace,
And freed for a while from folly and guile
The heart’s complainings cease;
For better than all the scheming
Of the sordid day of the town,
Is the gentler thought by the twilight
brought
In the fields where the sun goes down.
—Ripley D. Saunders in St. Louis Republic.

Dawn and Sunset,

At dawn
A modest trill is heard,

A sigoal from some unseen bird,
Some trusty harbinger of morn;
Then from the tiny, swelling throats

A hallelujah of rich notes
In greeting to the day just born.

At sunset,
When the rosy light
Is fleeing from approaching night,
And woodland shades are growing deep;
A chirp, a flatter here and there,
A beat of wings upon the air,
And night has hushed the birds to sleep.
—Frank H. Sweet.

Sz!g;t W@ﬁitnﬁtﬁié.’

TREASURE ISLAND.

(By RoYert Louis Stevenson.)

PART IV.
The Stockade.

( Continued. )

By this time the tide was beginning to
ebb, and the ship was swingiog round to
her anchor. Voices were heard faintly hal-
loing in the direction of the two gigs; and
though this reassured us for Joyce and
Hunter, who were well to the eastward, it
warned our party to be off.

Redruth retreated from his place in the
gallery, and dropped into the boat, which
we soon brought round to the ship's counter,

"to be handier for Captain Smollett.

“Now, men,” said he, ‘“do you hear me ?"

There was no answer from the forcastle.

“It’s to you, Abraham Gray—it’s to you I
am speaking.”

Still no reply.

“‘Gray,” resumed Smollett, a little louder,
©]1 am leaving this ship, and I order you to
follow your captain. I know you are a good
man at bottom, and I dare say not one of
the lot of you's as bad as he ‘'makes out. I
have my watch here in my hand; I give you
thirty seconds to join me in.”

There was a pause,

“Come, my fine fellow,” continued the
captain, ‘‘don’t hang so long on stays. I'm
risking my life, and the lives of theee poor
gentlemen every second.”

There was a sudden scuffle, a sound of
blows, and out burst Abraham Gray with a
knife-cut on the side of the cheek, and
came running to the captain like a dog to
the whistle.

“I'm with you, sir,” said he.

And the next moment he and the captain
had dropped aboard of us, and we had
shoved off and given way.

We were clear out of the ship; but not yet
ashore in our stockade.

_CHAFTER XVIL
NARRATIVE CONTINUED BY THE DOCTOR :
THE JOLLY BOAT'S LAST TRIP.

This fifth trip was quite different from any
of the others. In the first place, the little
gallipot of a boat that we were in was grav-
ely overloaded. Five grown men, and three
of them—Trelawney, Redruth, and the
captain—over six feet high, was already
more than she was meant to carry. Addto
that the powder, pork, and the bread-bags
The gunwale was lipping astern. Several
times we shipped a little water, and my
breeches and the tails of my coat were all
soaking wet before we had gone a hundred
yards.

The captain made us trim the boat, and
we got her to lie a little more evenly. All
the same, we were afraid to breathe.

In the second place, the ebb was now mak-
ing—a strong rippling current running west-
ward throngh the basin, and then south’ard
and seaward down the straits by which we
had entered in the morning. Even the rip-
ples were a danger to our overloaded craft;
but the worst of it was that we were swept
out of our true course, and away from our
proper landing place behind the point. If
we let the current have its way we should
come ashore beside the gigs, where the
pirates might appear at any moment.

T can not keep her head for the stockade,
sir,” said I to the captain. I was steering,
while he and Redruth, two fresh men, were
atthe oars. “The tide keeps washing her
down. Could you pull a little stronger ?”

“Not without swamping the 'boat,” said
he, ‘‘You must bear up, sir, if you please
—bear up until you see you're gaining.”

Itried, and found by experiment that the
tide kept sweeping us westward until I had
laid her head due east, or just about right
angles to the way we ought to go.

“We'll never get ashore at this rate,” said
L

If it's the only course that we can lie,
sir, we must even lie it,” returned the oap-
tain. *“We must keep upstream. “You
see, sir,” he went on, “if once we dropped
to] leeward ‘of the landing-place, it's hal
to say where we should get ashore, beside
the chance of being boarded by the gigs;
whereas, the way we go the current must
slacken, and then we can dodge back along

the shore.”
“The carrent’s less a’ready sir,” said the

man Gray, who was sittting in the fore-
sheets; you can ease her off a bit. -

“Thank you, my man,” said I, quite as if
nothing had happened; for we had all quiet-
ly made up our minds to treat him like one
of ourselves,

Suddenly the captain spoke up again, and
I thoughs his voice was a a little changed.

““The gun !" said he.

I have thought of that,” said I, for I
made sure he was thinking of & bombard-
ment of the fort. “They could never get
the gun ashore, and if they did, they could
never haul it through the woods.”

“Look astern, doctor,” replied the oap-
tain.

We had entirely forgotten the long nine;
and there to our horror, were the five rogues
busy about her, getting off her jacket, as
they called the stout tarpaulin cover under
which she sailed. Not only that but it

flashed into my mind at the same moment

that the round shot and the powder for the
gun had been left behind, and & stroke of an
ax would put it all into the possession of the
evil aboard the ship.

“Jsrael was Fliot’s gunner,” said Gray;
hoareely.

At any risk, put the boat’s head direct for
the landing-place. By this time we had got
so far out of the run of the current, that we
kept steerage way even at our necessarily
gentle rate of rowing, and I could keep her
steady for the goal. But the worst of it was,
that with the course I now held, we turned
our broadside instead of our stern to the
“Hispaniola,” and offered a target like a
barn door.

“I could hear, as well as see, that brandy-
faced rascal, Tsrael Hands, plumping down a
round-shot on the deck.

““Who's the best shot ?” asked the captain.

“Mr. Trelawney, out and away,” eaid 1.

#Mr. Trelawney, will you please pick me
off one of those men, sir? Hands, if possi-
ble,” said the captain.

Trelawney was as cold as steel.
ed to the priming of his gun.

“Now,” cried the captain, ‘‘easy with
that gun, sir, or you'll swamp the boat. All
hands stand by to trim her when he aims.”

The equire raised his gun, the rowing
ceased, and we leaned over to the other side
to keep the balance, and all was so nicely
contrived that we did not ship a drop.

They bad the gun, by this time, slewed
round upon the swivel, and Hands who was
at the muzzle with the rammer, was. in con-
sequence, the most exposed. However, we
had no luck : for just as Trelawney fired,
down he stooped, the ball whistling over
him, and it was one of the other four who
fell.

The cry he gave was echoed, not only by
his companions on board, but by a great
number of voices from the shore, and look-
ing in that direction I saw the other pirates
trooping out from among the trees and
tumbling into their places in the boats.

“Here comes the gigs, sir,” said L.

“Give way, then,' said the captain. “We
musn’t mind if we swamp her now. If we
can’t get ashore, all's up.”

“Qaly one of the gigs is being manned,
sir,” I added, *“‘the crew of the other most
likely going round by shore to cut us off.”

“They'll have a hot run, sir,” returned
the captain. ‘‘Jack ashore, you know. It's
pot them I mind; it’s the round-shot.
Carpet bowls | My lady’s maid couldn’t
miss. Tell us, quire, when you see the
match, and we’ll hold water.”

In the meantime we had been making
headway at a good pace for a boat so over-
loaded, and we had shipped but little water
in the process. We were now close in;
thirty or forty strokes and we ehould beach
her; for the ebb had already disclosed a nar-
row belt of sand below the clustering trees.
The gig was no longer to be feared; the little
point had already concealed it from our
eyes. The ebb tide, which had so cruelly
delayed, was now making reparation, and
delaying our assailants. The one source of
danger was the gun.

«If I durst,” said the captain, “I'd stop
and pick off another man.”

Bat it was plain that they meant that
nothing should delay their shot. They had
never so much as looked at their fallen com-
rade, though he was not dead, and I could
see him trying to crawl away.

“Ready !" cried the equire.

“Hold !” cried the captain, quick as an

echo.
And so he and Redruth backed with a

great heave that sent her stern bodily under
water. The report fell in at the same in-
stant of time. This was the first that Jim
heard, the sound of the equire’s shot not
having reached him. When the ball passed,
not one of us precisely knew; but I fancy it
must bave been over our heads, and that the
wind of it may have contributed to our dis-
aster.

At any rate, the boat sank by the stern,
quite gently, in three feet of water, leaving
the captain and myself, facing each other, on
our feet. The other three took complete
headers, and came up again, drenched and
bubbling.

So far there was no great harm. No lives
were lost and we could wade ashore in
safety. But there were all our stores at the
bottom, and, to make things worse, only
two guns out of five remained in a state for
service. Mine I had snatched from my
knees, and held over my head, by a sort of
instinct. As for the captain, he had carried
his over his shoulder by a bandoleer, and,
like a wise man, lock uppermost. The other
three had gone down with the boat. To'add
to our concern, we heard voices already
drawing near us in the woods along shore,
and we had not only the danger of being
cut off from the stockade in our half-crip
pled state, but the fear before us whether if
Hunter and Joyce were attacked by halfa
dozen, they would have the sense and con-
duct to stand firm, Hunter was steady,
that we knew; Joyce was a - doubtfal case—
a pleasant, polite man for a valet, and to
brush one’s clothes, but not entirely fitted
for » man-of-war.

With all this in our minds we waded
ashore as fast as we could, leaving behind us
the poor jolly-boat, and a good half of our
powder and provisions.

He look-

CHAPTER XVIIL
NARRATIVE CONTINUED BY THE DOCTORS :
END OF THE FIRST DAY'S FIGHTING.

We made our best speed across the strip
of wood that now divided us from the stock-
ade; and at every step we took the voices
of the baccaneers rang nearer. Soon we
could hear their footfalls as they ran, and
the cracking of the branches as they breast-
ed across a bit of thicket.

I began to see we should have a brush for
it in earnest, and looked to my priming.

“Captain,” said I, “Trelawney is the
dead shot. Give him your gun; his own is
useless.”

They exchanged guns, and Trelawney,
silent and cool as he had been since the be
ginning of the bustle, hung a moment on his
heel to see that all was fit for service. At
the same time, observing Gray to be unarm-
ed, I handed him my cutlass. It did all our
hearts good to see him spit in his hand, knit
his brows, and make the bladg sing through
the air. It was plain from every line of his
body that our new hand was worth his salt.

Forty paces further we came to the edge
of the wood and saw the blockade in front
of us. We struck the inclosure about the
middle of the south side, and, almost at the
same time, seven muti Joe And
the boat swain, at their head—appeared in
full cry at the south-western corner,

They paused, as if taken aback; and be-
fore they recovered, not only the squire and
1, but Hunter and Joyce from . the block-
house, had time to fire. The four shots
came in rather a scattering volley; but they
did the business; one of the enemy actually
fell, and the rest, without hesitation, turn-
ed and plunged into the trees.

After reloading, we walked down the out-
side of the palisade to see to the fallen
enemy. He was stone dead—shot through
the heart.

We began to rejoice over our good success,
when just at that moment a pistol cracked
in the bush, a ball whistled close past my
ear, and poor Tom Redruth stumbled and
fell his length on the ground. Both the
squire and I returned the shot; but as we
had nothing to aim at, it is probable we only
wasted powder. Then we reloaded, and
turned our attention to poor Tom.

The captain and Gray were already ex-
amining him, and I saw with half an eye
that all was over.

I believe the readiness of our return
volley had scaitered the mutineers once
‘more, for we were suffered without further
molestation to get the poor old game-keeper
hoisted ' over the stockade, snd carried,
groaning and bleeding into the log-house.

Poor old fellow, he had not uttered one
word of surprise, complaint, fear, or even
acquiescence, from the very beginning of our
troubles till now, when we had laid him
down in the log-house to die. He had lain
like a Trojin behind his mattress in the
gallery; he had followed every order silent-
ly, doggedly, and well; he was the oldest of
our party by a score of years; and now, sul-
len, old, serviceable servant, it was he that
had to die.

The squire dropped down beside him on
his knees, and kissed his hand, cryirg like
a child.

“Be I going, doctor ?” he asked.

“Tom, my man,” said I, ‘“‘you’re going
home.”

« wish I had had a lick at them with the
gun first,” he replied.

“Tom,” said the squire, “‘say you forgive
me, won’t you ?”

“Would that be respectful like from me
to you, squire ?” was the answer. ‘“Howso-
ever, so be it, amen !”

After a little while of silence, he said he
thought somebody might read a prayer.

«It's the custom, sir,” he added apologetic-
ally. And not long after, without another
waord, he passed away.

great many various

ink, the log-book, and pounds of tobacco.
He had found a longish fir-tree lying (felled

ner of the log-house where the trunks crose-
ed and made an angle. Then, climbing on
the roof, he had with his own hands bent
and run up the colors.

This seemed mightly to relieve him. He
re-entered the log-house, set about
counting up the store, as is if nothing else

and

sage for all that; and as soon as all was over,
came forward with another flag, and
reverently spread it on the body.

the squire’s hand.
fear fora hand that’s beea shot down in his
duty to captain and owner. It mayn’t be
good divinity, but it’s a fact.”

Then he pulled me aside.

“Doctor Livesey,” he said, “in how many
weeks do you and equire expect the con-
sort 7

I told him it was a question, not of weeks
but of monthe; that if we were not back by
the end of August, Blandly was to send to
find ue; but neither sooner nor later. *You
can calculate for youself,” I said.

“Why, yes,” returned the

I should say we were preity close hauled.”

““How do you mean?” I asked.

That’s what I mean,” replied the captain.
«¢ Ag for powder and shot, we'lldo. But the
rations are short, very short—so short, Doc-
tor Livesey, that we're perhaps as well with-
out that extra mouth.”

And he pointed to the dead body under
the flag.

Just then, with a roar and a whistle, a
round shot passed high above the roof of the
log-house and plumped far beyond us iz the
wood.

“Oho!” said the captain. ‘¢ Blaze away!
You've little enough powder already, my
lads.”

At the second trial the aim was better,
and the ball descended inside the stockade,
scattering a cloud of sand, but doing no fur-
ther damage.

¢ Captain,” said the equire, ‘‘ the house is
quite invisible from the ship. It must be
the flag they are aiming at. Would it not be
wiser to take it in?”

“*3trike my colors!” cried the captain.
“No, sir, not I;” and, as soon as he had
said the words, I think we all agreed with
him. For it was a not only a piece of stout
seamanly good feeling; it was good policy
beside, and showed our enemies that we de-
spised their cannonade.

All through the evening they kept thun-
dering away.  Ball after ball flew over or
fell shore, or kicked up the sand in the in-
closure; but they had to fire so high that
the shot fell dead and buried itself in the
soft sand. We had no ricochet to fear; and
though one popped in through the roof of
the log-house and out again through the
l-floor, we soon got used to that sort of horse-
play and minded it no more than cricket.

 There is one thing good about all this,’
observed the captain; “‘the woods in front of
us is likely clear. The ebb has made a good
while; our stores should be uncovered. Vol-
unteers to go and bring in pork.”

Gray and Hunter were the first to come
forward. Well armed, they stole out of the
stockade, but it proved a useless mission.
The mutineers were bolder than we fancied,
or they put more trast in Israel’s gunnery.
For four or five of them were busy carrying
off our stores, and wading out with them to
one of the gigs that lay close by, pulling an
oar or 80 to keep her steady against the cur-

RoYAL

Baking Powder
Made from pure
Safeguards the food
dusioat ahien. -

gy
| ROYAL BAKING POWDER 00, NEW YORK.

Alum
menacers to

existed. _But he had an eye on Tom’s pas- |

“Don’t you take on, sir,” he said, shaking |
“All's well with him; no |

In the meantime the captain, whom I had
observed to be wonderfully swollen about |
the chest and pockets, had turned out a |
stores—the British |
colors, a Bible, a coil of stoutish rope, pen, |

rent. Silver was in the stern-sheets in com-
mand; andevery man of them was now pro
vided with a musket from some secret maga
zine of their own.

The captain sat down to his log, and here
is the beginning of the entry:

«Alexander Smollett, master; David Live-
sey, ship’s doctor; Abrabam Gray, carpen:
ter's mate; John Trelawney, ewner; ohn
Hunter and Richard Joyce, owner’'s ser
vants, landsmen—being all that is left faith-
ful of the ship's company—with stores for
ten days at short rations, came ashore this
day, and flew British colors on the logthouse
in Treasure Island. Thomas Redruth, owa-
er’s servant, landeman, shot by mutineers;
James Hawkins, cabin-bey——" 4

And at the same time I was wondering
over poor Jim Hawkins’ fate. < .

A hail on the land side. i
- ¢ Somebody hailing ue,” said Hunter, who
was on guard. > .

“Doctor! equire! captain! Hallo Hun-
ter, is that you?” came the cries.

And I ran to the door in time to see Jim
Hawkins, safe and sound, come climbing
over the stockade.

CHAPTER XIX,
NARRATIVE RESUMED BY JIM HAWKINS: THE
GARRISON AT THE STOCKADE.

As soon as Ben Gunn saw the- colors he
came to a halt, stopped me by the arm, and
sat down.

“Now,” said he, *there’s your friends,
sure enough.”

«Far more likely it’s the mutineers,” 1
answered.

“That!” he cried. *“Why in a place like
this, where nobody puts in but gen’lemen of
fortune, Silver would fly the Jolly Roger,
you don’t make no doubt of that. No; that’s
your friends. There’s been blows, too, and
I reckon your friends has had the best of it;

| and here they are ashore in the old stockade

as was made years and years ago by flint.
Ah he was the man to have a headpiece, wae
Flint! Barring rum, his match was never
seen. He was afraid of none; not he; on'y
Silver— Silver was that genteel.”

“ Well,” said 1, *“ that may be so, and so
be it; all the more reason that I should hur-
ry oa and join my friends.”

* Nay, mate,” returned Ben, ‘“‘not you.
You're a good boy, or I'm mistook; but
you’re on’y & boy all told. Now Ben Gunn
is ly. Rum wouldn’c bring me there, where

| you're going—not rum wouldn’t, till I see

and cleared in the inclosure, and, with the |

help of Hunter, he had set it up at the cor- | “A precious sight” (that's what you say),

| says you.
| mainstay; as between man and man.

captain, |
scratching his head, ‘“‘and making a large |
allowance, eir, for all the gifts of Providence |

“It’s a pity, sir, we lost that second load. |

l

{
1

|

> wish to see

your born gen’leman, and gets it on his word
of honor. And you won't forget my word :

‘a precious sight more confidence’—and then
nips him.”

And he pinched me a third time with the
same air of confidence.

“And when Ben Gunn is wanted, youn
know where to find him Jim. Just where
you found him today. And him that comes
is to have a white thing in his hand; and
he's to come alone. Oh! and yod’ll say
this. ‘Ben Ggnn,’ says you, * has reasons of
his own.” ”

“Well,” said I, I believe I understand.
You have something to propose, and you

2: equire or the doctor; and
you're to be und where I found you. Is
that all?”

¢ And when? says you,” headded. “Why
from about noon observation to about six
bells.”

*“Good,” says I, “‘and now may I go?”

¢ You won’t forget?” he inquired, anxious-
ly. ‘‘Precious sight, and reasons of his own,
Reasons of his own; that’s the
Well
then ”—still holding me—*‘I reckon you can
go, Jim. And Jim, if you was to see Silver
you wouldn’t go for to sell Ben Gunn? wild
horses wouldn’t draw it from you? No, says
you. And if them pirates came ashore, Jim,
what would you say but there’d be widders
in the morning?”

Here he was interrupted by a loud re-
port, and a cannon-ball came tearing through
the trees and pitched in the sand, not a hun-
dred yards from where we two were stand-
ing.” The next moment each of us had taken
to his heels in a different direction. *

For a good hour to come frequent reports
shook the island, and balls kept crashing
through the woods. I moved from hiding-
place to hiding-place, always pursued, or so
it seemed to me, by these terrifying missiles.
But toward the end of the bombardment,
though still I durst not venture in the direc-
tion of the stockade, where the balls fell
oftenest, I had begun in a manner, to pluck
up my heart again; and after a long detour
to the east, crept down among the shore-side
trees.

The sun had just set, the sea-breeze was
rustling and tumbling in the wood, and ruf-
fling the gray surface of the anchorage; the
tide, too, was far out, and great tracts of
sand lay uncovered; the air, after the heat
of the day, chilled me through my jacket.

The * Hispaniola ” still lay where she had
anchored; but, sure enough, there was the
Jolly Roger—the black flag of Piracy—flying
from her peak. Even asIlooked therecame
another red flash and another report, that
sent the echoes clattering, and ono more shot
whistled through the air. It was thelast of
the cannonade.

I lay for some time watching the bustle
which succeeded the attack. Men,were de-
molishing something with axes on the beach
near the stockade; the poor jolly-boat, I af-
ward discovered. Away, near the mouth of

the river, a great fire was glowing among the
trees, and between that point and the ship
one of the gige kept coming and going, the
men whom I had seen so gloomy, shouting at
the oars like children. But there was a
sound in their voices which suggested rum.

At length I thought I might return toward
the stockade. I was pretty far down on the
low, sandy spit that enclosed the anchorage
to the east, and is joined at half-water to
Skeleton Island, and now as I rose to my
feet I saw some distance down the spit,
and rising from asmong low bushes, an iso-
lated rock, pretty high, and peculiarly white
in color. It occurred to me that this might
be the white rock of which Ben Gunn had
spoken, and that some day or other a boat
might be wanted and I should know now
where to look for one.

Then I skirted among the woods until I
had regained the rear or shoreward side of
the stockade and was soon warmly welcomed
by the faithful party.

I had soon told my story, and began to
look about me.. The log-house was made of
unsquared trunks of pine—roof, walls and
floor. The latter stood in several places ae
much as a foot or a foot and a half above the
surface of the sand. There was a porch at
the door, and under this porch the little
spring welled up into an artificial basin of a
rather odd kind—no other than a great
ship’s kettle of iron, with the bottom knock-
ed out, and sunk *““to her bearings,” as the
captain said, among the sand.

Little had been left beside the frame-work
of the house; but in one corner there was a
stone slab laid down by way of a heartb, and
an old rusty iron basket to contain the fire

‘The slopes of the knoll and all the inside

of the stockade had been cleared of timber
to build the house, and we could see by the
stumps what a fine and lofty grove had been
destroyed. Most of the soil had been wash-
ed away or buried ia drift after the removal
of the trees; only where the streamlet ran
down from the kettle a thick bed of moss
and some ferns and little creeping bushes
were still green among the sand. Very close
around the stockade—too close for defence,
they said—the woods still flourished high
aod dense, all of fir on the land side, but to-
ward the sea with a large admixture of live-
daks.

The cold evening breeze, of which I have
spoken, whistled through every chink of the
rude building, and sprinkled the floor with
a continual rain of fine sand. There was
sand in our eyes, sand in oug teeth, sand in
our suppers, sand dancing in the spring at
the bottom of the kettle, for all the world
like porridge beginning to boil. Our chim-
ney was a equare hole in the roof; it was bat
a little part of the smoke that found ite was
ofit, and the rest*eddied about the house,
and kept us coughing and wiping the eye.

Add to this that Gray, the new man, bad
hie face tied up in a bandage for a cut he
had got in breaking away from the muti-
neers; and that poor old Tom Redruth, still
unburied, lay along the wall, stiffand stark,
under the Union Jack.

If we had been allowed to sit idle, we
should all have fallen in the blues, but Cap-
tain Smollett was never the man for that.
All hande were called up before him, and he
divided us into watches. The doctor, Gray
and I, for one; the squire, Hunter and Joyce
upon the other. Tired as we all were, two
were sent out for firewood; two more were
sent out to dig & grave for Redruth; the
doctor was named cook; I was put sentry at
the door, and the captain himself went from
one to another, keeping up our spirits and
lending a hand wherever it was wanted.

From time to time the doctor came to the
door for a little air and to rest his eyes,
which were almost smoked out of head; and
whenever he did so, he had a word for me.

« That man Smollett,” he said, ** is & bet-
tef man than I am. And when I say that
it means a deal, Jim.”

Another time he came and was silent fora
while then he put his head on one side and
looked at me-
¢ Jg this Ben Gunn a man?” he asked.

“ I do not know, sir,” said I. *I am not
very sure whether he’s sane.”

“If there's any doubt about the matter, he
is,” returned the doctor. A man who has
been three years biting his nails on a desert
{sland, Jim, can’t expect to appear as sane
to you or me. It doesn’t lie in human na-
sure. Was it cheese you said he had a fancy
for?”

*¢ Yes sir, cheese,” I answered.

“ Well, Jim,” eays he, ** just see the good
that comes of being dainty in your food.
You've seen my snuff-box, haven't you?
And you never saw me take snuff; the reason
being that in my snuff box I carry a piece of
Parmesan cheese—a cheese made in Italy,
very nutritions. Well, that's for Ben
Gunn!”

Before supper was eaten we buried old
Touw in the sand, and stood round him for
awhile bare-headed in the breeze. A good
deal of firewood had been got in, but not
enough for the captain’s fancy and he shook
his head over it, and told us we ‘‘must get
back to this tomorrow rather liveljer.”
Then, when we had eaten our pork and each
had a good stiff glaes of brandy grog, the
chiefs got together in a cormer, to discnss
our prospects.

It appears they were at their wits’ end
what to do, the stores being so low that we
must have been starved into surrender long
vefore help came. Bat our best hope, it was
iecided, was to kill off the buccaneers until
ihey either hauled down their flag or ran
sway with the “Hispaniola.” From nine-
teen they were already reduced to fifteen,
two others were wounded, and one at least—
the man shot beside the gun—severely
wounded, if he were not dead. Every time
we had a crack at them we were to take
it, saving our own lives with the extremest
care. And, beside that, we had two able
allies—rum and the climate.

As for the first, though we were about half
a mile away, we could hear them roaring
and singing late into the night; and as for
the second, the doctor staked his wig that
camped where they were in the marsh, and
anprovided with remedies, the half of them
would be on their backs within a week.

¢ 80,” he added, ‘*if we are not all sho
down first they’ll be glad to be packing in
the schooner. It's always a ship, and they
can get to buccaneering again, I suppose.”

+First ship that I ever lost,” said Captain
Smollett.

I was dead tired, as you may fancy; and
when 1 got to sleep, which was not till af-
ter a great deal of tossing, I slept like a log
of wood.

The rest had long been up, and had already
breakfasted and increased the pile of fire-
wood by about half as much agaio, when I
wae wakened by a bustle and the sound of
voices.

“Flag of truce!” I heard some one say;
and then, immediately after, with a cry of
surprise, *‘Silver himself!”

my eyes, ran to a loop-hole in thr wall.
( To be continued. )
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Drink Traffic in England.

Topeka, Kan. Aug. 18—The Topeka Cap-
ital,’ published a letter sent from London
by the Rev. Chas. M. Sheldon, the preacher-
author, in which he says: —

“The people of Kansas are living in a
paradise so far as the curse of the liguor
traffic is concerned, when they compare
their condition as a prohibitory state, with
Scotland and England. From the day ef our
landing in Liverpool up to the present, we
have seen the effect of the curse of drink al-
most without a day’s exception, and in terms
of emphasis and disgust we are ready to de-
clare our astonishment that English people
will endure the sights and results that go
with the entire drink traffic. Mrs. Sheldon
and I have been insulted in the cars by
drunken soldiers, one of whom threatened
to do us personal injury, and not a soul in
the train offered any remonstrance, euch is
the love of the British for their military
here. We have had to get off the sidewalk
and go in the street to give the drunkards
room. We have been jostled on railway
platforms by drunken men and women, we
have had intoxicating drink offered us at the
houses of English people, we have seen the
public house on most every corner with bar-
maids behind the bar and little children in
front of it, and men and woman crowding
every inch of room in every public house in
every city.

“If England goes to destruction in the next
century it will not be because of outside war
or dangers from other nations, but becaunse
she has drunk herself into destruction.’

B

**Circumstanees Alter Cases.” -
In cases of dyspepsia, nervousness, ca-
tarrh, rheunmatism, eruptions, etc., the cir-
cumstances may be altered by purifying
and enriching the blood with Hood's Sarsa-
parilla. Good appetite and good digestion,
strong nerves and perfect health take the
place of these di Hood’s Sarsaparilia
is America’s Greatest Medicine and the best
that money can buy.

Hood's Pills cure biliousness, sick headache,

And, at that, up I jumped, and, rubbing
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