-~

Ptroessional Cards.

H. E. GrLus.

GILLIS & HARRIS,

w Barristers, = = S8olicitors,
Notaries Public.

Commissioners for the Province of New

Brunswick.
ommissioners for the State of Massachusette.
‘Agents of R. G. Dunn & Co., St. John an

Halifax.
Agents of Bradstreet's Commercial oY
Seneral Agents for Fire, Marine, an Life In-

suranoce.
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.

Office in A lis, oppost oy
~—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,

(Next Door to J. P. Melanson's Jewelry Store)
Bivery Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.
Oonsular Agent of Spain.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&3 Money to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.

NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI-
ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

Gate.

madeon REAL ESTATE SECURITY |

Advances
repayable by monthl{ instalments, coveriog &
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on
the mont! ces at 6 cent per annum.

Balance of loan repayable at any time at
option of borrower, so long as the moathly in-
stallments are p.id, the ﬁnoe of loan cannot
be called for.

Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms
of application therefore and all n:ﬁeeury infor-

S il s e

J. M. OWEN, BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
Agent at Annapolis.

LAND SURVEYING!

C. F. ARMSTRONG,
QUEEN'S SURVEYOR.

ApDRESS: MIDDLETON, N. 8.
RESIDENCE: GATES ST., NICTAUX. 3m

1. R MORSE, BA;, MD, CX.

OFFICE AT PRESENT:
RESIDENCE OF DR. MORSE,

LAWRENCETOWN.

Lawrencetown, April 26th, 1896,

F, L, MILNER,
Barrister, Solicitor, &c.

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONEY TO LOAN.

Office ite Central Teleph Exch
Queen Street, Bridgetown. s1tf
TELEPHONE No. 1L

J. P. GRANT, M.D., C.M.

Office over Medical Hall.

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

tf

Money to Loan on First-Olass

Real Hstate. 4ly

8 <« H. F. Williams & Co.,

i

>

Parker Market, Halifax, N.S.

COMMISSION - MERCHANTS,

AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN
Butter, Cheese, Eggs, Apples
Potatoes, Beef, Lamb Pork.

and all kinds of Farm Produets.

Special Attention given to
Handling of Live Stock.

88 Returns made immediately after dis-
vosal of goeda. 27y

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

A. B. ANDRENS, M.D,, CK.

8 j EYE,
Specialties;  EAR,
l THROAT.

MIDDLETON.
felephone No. 16.

BR. M. 6. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Offers his professional services to the public.
Office and Residenee: Queen St., Bridgetown.

A A Schaffner, M. D.,

LAWRENOETOWN, N. 8,
Office and residence at MRS. HALL'S,
three doors east of Baptist church.

TeLepHONE No. 8E. 131y

James Prizgr_ose, D.D.S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly oecnpied by Dr.

Fred Primrose. Dentistry in its
branches carefully and prompsly attended
to, Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 28rd, 1801,

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

+ OFFICE:
Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. S,

25 of

"™ 0. 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
business. 51 tf

professional

FrEDp W. HARRIS.

The Best Returns
For the Least Money

ARE OBTAINED FROM THE
OLDEST, LARGEST AND MOST
POPULAR CANADIAN COMP'Y,

TELCE
CANADA  ASSURANCE LIFE

COMPANY.

8 All persons insuring
5 1894, will obtain a full year’s profit.
8. E. MARSHALL,

' Noy. 28th, 1894, tf  Agent, Middleton.,  Bridgetown, April 2ch, 1897.

iig before the Slat of

Weekly

o

. Monitor,

S ————————

SAT.US POPULI SUPREMA LEX BHST.

VOL. 25.

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8. - - -

: WEDNESDAY, MAY 26, 1897.

'NO. 9.

P

MONEY TO LOAN ON BEAL ESTATE
SECURITY.

Election
Hats==

If you must bet a hat
on the Election buy it
from J. I. Foster.

He is selling $2 and $8
HATS for S@ ¢, cach.

Clothing! Clothing]

Call and inspect our

Men’s $3.90 Suits,
Pants at $1.00,
Vests at $1.25

LADIES' BLOUSES!

We have a large line of the
above at

60c., 65¢., 75¢., 85¢ and $1.
FLOUR, MEAL and FEED,

—AND—

CHOICE FAMILY GROCERIES
ALWAYS ON HAND.

e £ () § e

JOSEPH 1. FOSTER.

Bridgetown, April 13th, 1897.

JUST RECEIVED

By the undersigned,

ONE CAR OF

GOLDIE'S FLOURS

of the following favorite brands:

“BEST,”
“CROWN OF GOLD,”
NS‘D‘N’”
“VICTORIA.”

....IN BTOCK....

“FIVE LILIES,”
“FIVE ROSES,”
“KING OF PATENTS,”
“CREAM OF ROSES,”
“QUEEN CITY.

Prices are Right!
Satisfaction Guaranteed!

W. M. FORSYTH.

Bridgetown, Feb, 19th, 1897,

SPRING
IS HERE

—AND— |

N. H. PHINNEY

is again to the front with a large stock of

Pianos, Organs,

Sewing Machines
and Pumps,

which he is selling very low for cash or pay-
ments by installments.

To Arrive the (st of April,

FOUR CARLOADS OF

FARMING e« IMPLEMENTS,

Buggies; Roadcarts, etc.
Also iwo Carloads of SHINGLES.

B’Ol;Fans cleaned and repaired.
WRITE FOR PRICE LIST.

N. H. PHINNEY.

Lawrencetown, March 10th, 1897.

To My Customers!

I have just received my Spring Goods
and have some fine values in

Curtains, Art Muslins, Carpets,
Ladies’ Blouses, Ladies’ Capes,
Prints, Geey Cotton, Hosiery,
Wall Paper, Window Shades,

and many other things too numerous
to mention. Also a few
.

Bedroom Suits at Cost

to make room for a carload for spring.
Come and see my stock. You willbe
very welcome.

MRS. WOODBURY.
Kingston, March 22nd, 1897.

WALL
PAPER!

STOCK NOW COMPLETE

SNy o
Central Book Store.
8. J. ELDERKIN.

EXECUTOR'S NOTICE

LL persons having legal demands 8t
AL perone e B AUCRETAN,
late of Paradise West, in the County of Anna-

ds are re?
same, duly attested, within six months
the date hereof, and all persons indebted to
said estate are requested to make
payment to

CHARLES M. DANIELS,
Executor.
43m

nested to render the | bbls. Best Portland
from

immediate | Antwerp to

LAST MONTH

FOR AN

Opportunity === Free Bicyele

DON'T FORGET

that the competition for the Brantford “Red Bird” Bicycles (four, new, $100, 1897 Ladies’

or Gentlemen’s Wheels at option of the winners)
1897, wnen the Wheels will be awarded prom
ELCOME SOAP WRAPPERS sent in from the Maritime

Co., closes May 1
four largest numbers of
Provinces.

to be given away by Tae WEeLcoME S0AP
tly for the

Buy the Famous Welcome Soap
and Save Your Wrappers.

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

(URRY BROS. & BENT.

Bridgetown Wood-Working Factory,
BRIDCETOWN, N. S.
Contractors and Builders.

A WORD IN THE EAR OF THE WISE MAN SUFFICETH.

There are many wise men in Annapolis Valley, and some of them have and others have not

caught on to our whis
their patro: Wel

v of last spring that we had come to Bris
we have been here a year, and have
erecting buildings in Halifax, Windsor, Yarmouth, Annapolis, Bridgetown,

elown to stay, and asking for
one $30,000 worth of business,
Berwick, Aylesford,

and other towns, and we flatter ourselves we have given satisfaction and carried eut our obliga-

tions to the letter.
‘We have paid our factory help

res\lluly eve!
cash amongst the storekeepers in Bridgelown an
double that this year, and we solicit the assistance of the public to enable us to do so.

‘We take this opportunity ef thanking those who have entrusted their work to our care,

in

fortnight, theret;{ distributing over $4000. =

.00
vicinity during the t year. Our aim is
and

would ask for a continuance of their favors.

&3'W e are read

y for 1896 business, and have just added to our
with all the latest improvements in a HOT BLA

lant a New Dry House

ST DRY KILN, so that we can dry out

greem lumber in six days, We can now supply

Dry Lumber, Sheathlng
Mantles, Counters, St

ore and

Mouldings of all kinds, Wood

Flooring,
Shurch Fittings, Sashes, Doors,

and Factory work of every description at short notice
‘We consider ours the best equipped factory in the Vall?. tVVe are all practical men, and give
y

our whole time and attention to our business. We are rea:

o handle any kind of building no

matter what its dimensions, and will attend to all orders for repairs, shingling and remodelling

houses puunctually.

Plans, Specifications and Estimates can be had of us at small cost.
23 We have just received direct from British Columbia ome earload B, C. Cedar, and
on the way Whitewood and Quartered Oak.

On hand: Shingles, Clapboards, Lime, Cement, Plaster, Hair, Laths,
Nails, Paper, ete., and a la;'ge stock of

SPRUCE AND PINE LUMBER.

BRIDGETOWN

BOOT AND SHOE STORE

Having received all my Spring Oxfords for Ladies’
summer wear, I would respectfully invite the public in
general to a close inspection of the Style, Color and

Shape of the above

goods. Don’t make any difference

whether you are out to buy or not, see the stock any-
way and it will do you good, for when ready to buy

you will be sure to

come to my store for styles, etc.

e,

Dancing Pumps for the Ball in stock.
Men’s Fine Bals and Congress Boots

s

I have the best line of Oxford Blood Bals in the county,
in fact as good as are in the province.

DON'T FORGET THE PL.ACE!

MURDOCH'S BLOCK,
GRANVILLE STREET.

. A, COCHRAIN.

P9 3§93 9§

GO TO

PP PP

J.
FOR

in Boots,

BURNS’

BARGAINS
Shoes, Rubbers,

Dry Goods, Groceries,
HARDWARE, - GLASSWARE, - PATENT MEDICINES, Et.

J. E.

BURNS,

BRIDCETOWN.

frand + Spring + Openng

GENTS’

O

WEAR!

The largest stock in the two Counties,
bought for cash from the manufac-
turers and will be sold at

Extremely Low Prices.

WE

HAVE JUST OPENED

An endless variety of Spring Cloths

per 8.8. ‘«§t, John City” from London, which will be made up in our Tailorin ment
to your entire satisfaction or no ;le. . Depeet

A. J. MORRISON

& CO., MIDDLETON, N. S.

Portland Cement.

The subscribers will have a car load of sixty ’
landed

6
middle of April.
low figure, an

town, we are en:

here about

This hn.vlngbeun bought at a

d through rate of freight from
abled to offer

NOTICH

it at lower rates than it has ever been bought
for in Bridgetown,
CURRY BROS. & BENT.

Bridgetown, March 17th, 1806,

s

Lortry,

Some of these days all the skies will be

brlghm—-
Some of these days all the burdens be lighter;
Hearts will be happier — souls be
whiter—
Some of these days!

Some of these days, in the deserts upspring-

ing.
Fountnlinl shall flash, while the joy-bells are
ringing.
And the world—with its sweetness of birds
shall go singing.
Some of these days:

Some of these days! Let us bear with our
BOITOW 3
Faith in the fature — its light we may bor-

TowW ;
There will be joy in the golden to-morrow—
Some of these days !

The Tendril’s Faith.

Under the snow in the dark and the cold
A pale little tendril was humniing ;
Sweetly it sang ‘neath the frozen mold
Of the beautiful days that were coming.

 How foolish your songs,” said a lump of
clay ;
¢ What is there, I ask, to prove them?
Just look at these walls between you and the
day —
How can you have power to remove them?”

But under the ice and under the snow
The pale little sprout kept singing,

I cannot tell how, but I know, I know—
I know what the days are bringing ;

¢ Birds and blossoms and buzzing bees,
Blue, blue skies above me *
Bloom on the meadow, and buds on the

trees,
And the great, glad sun to love me.”

Then a pehble spoke up: * You are quite
absurd,”
It said, * with your song’s insistence ;
For I never saw a tree or a bird,
So of course there are none in existence.”

But “I know, I know,” the tendril cried
Inb iful, sweet

Till lo, from its prison glorified
It burst in the glad spring season !

Ella Wheeler Wilcoz.

Select Ziterature,
Marth Snell,

¢ Waal, what'd the Cap’n say 'bacut it?”

“ What'd he say ’baout it? Why, he was
jes’s mad’s anybody could be. Thet's what
he said ’baout it.”

Joe Paine had just returned to his home
in Ogunquit from Boston, whither he had
gone to notify Capt. Sam Bell that Mrs.
Bell was dead. The Captain was the master
of & coastwise schooner, and sailed past
the village of Ogunquit, bound from East-
port to Boston, the very day that his wife
died. From the roof of the Captain’s barn,
which commanded a view of the sea, one of
the neighbors attempted to signal the news
of death by waving an enormous piece of
crape tied to a stick, but the signal was not
properly read by the Captain, and he kept
on his course and did not know that he was
a widower until Joe Paine, who had been
particularly directed to break the news
gently, came at him in Boston with a * Say,
Cap'n, I'm tur’ble sorry t’ be obleeged t’ tell
ye on it but the old woman’s dead.”

“ What old woman?” demanded the Cap-
tain.

“ Why, yourn o’ course,” responded Paine.
“Thunder'n lightnin’, whose ’d ye spose
‘twas ?”

It was concerning his interview with the
Cuptain that Mr. Paine was questioned by
one of the company of Ogunquitters, which
had gathered about the stove in the grocery
store at the corner.

“ 8o he was reel mad ’baout it, was he?”
queried Deacon Batterfield.

 Thet’s what I said,” impatiently an-
swered Mr. Paine.

“Don’t blame him a bit,” mused the
Deacon. * Lizy was a very extryordinary
woman. The Cap'n ’Il hev toler'ble hard
work fillin’ her place.”

©That may be,” responded Mr. Paine,
+ but I guess he's got one pooty nigh picked
aout, ’cording to what he said when he'd
got over s'prise 'baout Lizy’s death.”
 Why, what'd he sey?” demanded half &
dozen, all at once.

«¢ He jest axed me a question ; thet was
all,” answered Mr. Paine. ‘‘He an me
was agwine dsown into the cabing when all
of a sudding he turned squar’ ’round, an’
says, says he :

« ¢ Whar's Marth * Snell naow ?” ,

Martha Snell had been a widow for a
great many years. She had lived by .her-
self, managing the farm Snell had left her,
growing & little more forehanded as each
Winter passed away. She had had chances
enough to take on s new lord and master,
but she had turned a cold shoulder on every
one who had suggested matrimony to her.
Everybody in Ogunquit could name at least
balf a dozen men who had tried to win
Martha ; indeed, she never drove up to the
Post Office for the mail that somebody did
not recount to the storeful how she had “sot
daown " on some one of the villagers who
had undertaken to marry her.

On such oceasions many an Ogunquitter
had registered & vow in his inmost soul that
if he ever should be so unfortunate as to
lose his wife, he would lay siege to Martha.

This did not signify that Martha was a
much-admired woman, but that & sentiment
was prevalent that somebody should be able
to conquer her. It was not meet, the Ogun-
quit men thought, that Martha should go
about the village, year in and year out, hold-
ing all of them in contempt.

Capt. Bellhad made his conditional vow
just like the others.

« "Tain’t ’tall likely 't I'll do any more
marryin’,” he said only six months before,
when he was home for a couple of days be-
tween voyages, ** but 'f I do, Marth’ Shell’s
my woman.”

He said it to & small circle of his particu-
lar friends, one of whom had just recounted
how Martha ofily the day before had “sacked
8i’ Good’in.”

The Captain’s friends laughed at him,

« We've hearn slathers o’ talk like thet,
Cap'n,” said one of the group, “but they
ain’t none on ‘em got awsy with the old
eritter yit. She’s jes's peart to-day as she
was ten year ago. They’ve be'n at her all
ways 'f a Sunday but she’s Marth’ Snell
still, an’ as the minister said t'other Sun-
day, she’ll be Marth’ Snell yist'day, t'day,
an’ frever. Haow'd you purpose gwine t’
work, Cap'n, any diffrent from any o’ the
rest on em?”

«T ain’t purposin’ nothin’ jest yit,” sn-
swered the Captain, “an’1 hope I shan’t
never hev to, ’cause they ain’t no better wife
top o the graound 'n Lizy Bell is, but I
want you to understan’ one thing—"

« An’ thet is ?” prompted one of the list-
eners, the Captain having come to‘an ab-
rupt pause and turned to look out of the

11 never tho’t when I was talkin’ t’ Clim

« Pooty good caow 't Gitchell's got this
time. Look's though she'd hold her own
with most any on 'em milkin’,” said the
Captain when he had had his look out.

“ Yes, Cap'n ; but haow "bacut what you
was sayin’ 'baout Marthy? You was jes'
tellin’ on us they was one thing 't you
wanted us t’ understan’, Naow what was't
you was ‘ludin’ to?”

 Why,” answered the Captain, it’s jest
this. They ain’t no use scratchin’ your
head ’fore you hev to. When the time
comes ¢’ marry Marth’ Snell, I'll find & way
o gittin’ on her, an’ don’t you be ‘larmed
thinkin’ 't T won’t, I want you t' under-
stan’ one thing — I ain’t follered the sea for
forty years 'thaout larnin’ they’s nothin’ too
hard for a man t’ do thet’s got eourage au’a
leetle sense in the nsin’ on ’t.”

Whoever has taken mote of the curious
things that happen through the ciation
of ideas must admit that it did not betoken
heartleseness that a thonght of Martha Snell
should enter the Captain’s mind jost at &
time when, he should have been overwhelmed
with sorrow at the loss of his wife. The
news of Lizy’s death was entirely unlooked
for., She had been a strong, well woman all
her life, and the Captain had left her only
three weeks before in perfect health. What
could be more natural than that, after the
shock of the death news had passed awsy,
the Captain’s mind should dwell upon the
unexpectedness of the sad event, and that be
should be reminded that for years he had
accustomed himeelf to the exp: that
he waa to die firet, and mot Lizy. Of course
there was bound to come recollection of &
certain time when he had given expression
to this expectation.

“It's funny,” mused the Captain, * thet
the very thing ’t I was speakin’ ’baocut only
last Fall, when I was t’ hum, should 'a’ tuk
place 8o soon. Why, I never tho’t nothin’

“ Cap'n !” the voice called again.

¢ Yes, I'm comin’,” answered the Captain.
] heerd ye an’ hollered back 't I'd be
daown 'n less 'n no time.”

“ Cap'n ! ” called the voice again, and this
last cry awoke the Captain and ended the
the illusion of the dream. It wasn’t Martha
Saell calling to flapjacks who had awakened
the Captain, but Joe Paine, who wished to
know if he could “borry that four-tined
dungfoerk.”

The Captain was angry emough to kill
Paine, but he ged to 1 hi
and graciously gave Paine permission to
carry off the fork and anything else that he
bad need of.

That afternoon the Captain was forced to
agree with himself that as soon as the
« proper ” time should come he would seri-
ously consider the matter of marryiog
Martha Spell. The “proper” time he placed
pretty well ahead, not designating a partic-
ular day, nor week, nor month—simply say-
ing “ bumbye.”

¢ Ain’t no good denyin’ on't,” said be,
“T've got t’ hev’ & wife, an’ Lizy'd say so’s
quick’s anybody. Arter all, come to think
on’t, it’s a compliment t’ Lizy thet I should
git t’ thinkin’ so soon ’baout hevin’ some-
body ¢’ take her place — shows she was &
good wife, an’ so she was—nobody never
hed no better.”

“Got & notion ¢’ drive over t’ Marthy’s
haouse an’ take a look at her,” mused the
Captain a little later; *“sorter sail raound
her oncet or twicet an’ see what she’s like
thesedays. Wouldn't let on nothin’, though,
'baout what’s runnin’ in my mind.”

The more he thought of this scheme the
better he liked it, and next morning he pro-
ceeded to put it into execution. The sun
had barely risen when he drew his Concord
wagon out of the carriage house and pro-
ceeded to wash and grease it. After break-

tatd

shoulder and heard Martha say in sympa-
thetic tones : ** Don't Cap’n ; I can’t bear to
see ye takin’ on like thet.”

“ You're right, Marthy,” the

cried, jumping to his feet ; ““I ought to be
ashamed to set here boohooin’. I won’t do
it no more. I'll jest go ’long an’ tend to
bus'niss an’ try'n not remember nothin’
*bacut my b'reavement. Bat, Marthy, I'll
never forgit one thing. I'll mever forgit
haow kind you’ve blen to me this marnin.’
Good-bye, Marthy, goodbye.”

With this the Captain seized both of
Martha's hands and squeezed them, biting
his lipe all the while to restrain his tears,
He stood in front of Martha long enough to
let her see that he really had been crying;
then he gave a parting wring to her hands
and strode bastily to the door.

The Captain had forgotten all sbout his
errand. His only thought now was to geb
out of the house as quickly as possible and
put an end to the spectacle of & full-grown
man making a baby of himself.

«Thet's the wrong door, Cap'n!” cried
out Martha, as she saw with alarm that the
Coptain was letting himself into the cellar.
But the warning was given too late. Before
its last word was spoken Martha heard the
Captain go bumping down the stairs. She
was after him like a flash. Through the
open door she saw him in a heap upon the
cellar floor.

“Be you hurt, Cap'n?” she acked anxious-
ly.

No answer but & groan.

She was quickly down the stairs, and at
the place where the Captain lay. She
raised his head gently into her lap, and
brushed the hair back from his forehead.
The Captain feebly opened his eyes.
“ Where be I?” he inquired almost inandi-
bly.

Then suddenly he seemed to recover con-
and to und d what had hap-

fast he hed and g d himself, and
put on his best pilot-cloth suit. Then he
hitched up his horse, got into the wagon and
and sung out, * Gitap !” ’

“ What be I gwine t’ say t’ Marthy ?” the
Captain suddenly asked himself after he had
been riding along for half an hour. * Haow
be I gwine t’ make it look nat’ral for me t’
come ten mile t’' make a call on her?”

He was in sight of the Snell place before
I he had solved the problem and marked out
his line of conduct.

“Haow d' do, Marthy?” 'the Captain
called out as he stopped his horse in front of
the *““end” door of the Smell house and
caught a glimpse ot the widow as she stood
gazing at him out of the attic window.
¢“Feelin’ pretty smart t'day, Marthy?”

“ Why, Cap'n Bell!” exclaimed the
widow, *“’s that you? Where's M’s Bell?
Why didn’t ye fetch her "long too?”

To the Captain’s great relief, Martha did
not wait for to her questi but
went on to bid him welcome.

“ Hitch your hoss, Cap’n,” she said, *“‘an’
walk atret int’ the haouse. I'll be daown in
balf & minute. Jest lookin’ over the furs a
leetle t’ see 'f they’ve got plenty o’ camphire
in ‘em, thet's all.”

¢ By the gre’s horn spoon !” muttered the
Captain, as he climbed out of his wagon.
* Thet's 'baout the awkidest thing 't I ever
hearn tell on. She don’t know nothin’ "tall
‘baout Lizy’s death. Thet upsets my cacker-
lashuns.”

But before the Captain had finished hitch-
ing his horse to the staple in the big elm
tree, it occurred to him once more that he
bad * follered the sea for forty year,” and
then his confidence returned to him. He
stepped into the house with a feeling akin to

diffrent 'n’ thet Lizy’d aoutlive me ten year.

Bascom an’ George Hatch an’ the rest on’em
'baout marryin’ Marth’ Snell, Mebbe she’s
married herself by this time.”

Then came the guestion to Joe Paine,
“ Whar's Marth’ Snell naow?” the ques-
tion which Paine had interpreted as indica-
ting that the Captain intended to establish
the redoubtable widow in Lizy’s place.

But the Captain had no such intention.
In his customary abrupt way he had asked
the question that was in his' mind, and the
chances are that he considered the question
of such slight importance that he didn’t even
hear Mr. Paine answer, *‘Guess she’s livin’
up ¢’ the old place same's ever.”

The Captain went home leaving the
schooner in charge of the mate. * You'll
hev t’ make the next run ’thaout me,” he
said ; “ they’ll be consider’ble many thinga
t'~do arter the fun’ral.”

So it happened that wwhen Lizy had been
buried the Captain found himeelf alone in
the big house with the prospect of being its
only occupant for an entire fortnight. It
was not long before a sense of lonesomeness
came to him. He tried to drive it off by
workiag abeut the place. He mended the
fences, swept the barn, and tidied up the
cellar. Then he tinkered away at the shut-
ters so that when he should get ready to
close the honse they might be able to co-
operate with him. After that he did any-
thing and everything that he could think of
doing. But it was all in vain.

« Ain’t no use,” he said to himself, “I've
an awful good mind ¢’ burn up the hull place
an’ never set eyes on’t agin. I mever kin
live here alone. I'm wuss offn Robi’son
Crewso.”

pened, and he looked up into Martha's face
and smiled.
“Be you hurt, Cap'n?’ asked Martha

again.

« Jest a bit dizzy,” answered the Captain;
¢ thet’s all. I guess if you'll kinder stiddy”
me up the stairs I'il be all right in a leetle
while. Maust a skeered ye like thunder,
didn’t it, Marthy?”

« Skeered me! I should think it did. I
pever was so sca’t in my life. Tho’t you
was dead, fust off.

+ Naow you jest lay daown on the sofy a
few minates *fore you start again,” continued
Martha. - ““Wait till I fix thet piller.
There, be you com{’table naow?”

 Yes, thank ye,” responded the Captain,
# only my head feels a trifie cur’ous, sort o’
standid, like.”

 Guess I'd better put & leetle painkiller
onto it, Cap’n,” suggested Martha.

“ Wouldn’t bother to do thet, Marthy.”
“Ain’t no bother ’tall. It's right nigh
by here in the closit. You jest keep still a
minute, Cap’n, an’ Pll mix a leetle on it
with some water in a chiny bowl an’ gin
your forehead a bathin’.”

Martha hurried out to the kitchen, where
the water was, and soon came back with half
a bowlful into which she put a teaspoonful
of the painkiller. Then she got & soft linen
rag, wet it, and placed it on the Captain's
temples.

As she sat there the thought came into L4
her mind that for the first time since her
husband’s death, twenty years before, she
was filling the role of ministering angel to &
man whose brow was wrung with pain and
anguish. Perhaps she didn’t think in pre-
cisely those words, but her thoughts were of
imilar import. It came into her mind, too,

that which he had often experienced out at
sea whepy trouble had come upon him out of
the clouds.

A little spasm of grief which seized upon
him while he was waiting in the parlor for
Martha to come down helped him slong won-
derfally, as it turned out. 5

“] must be consider’ble broke up t’ be
doin’ this sort o’ bus'ness. I wisht I'd’a’
died instid o’ Lizy—" That was the thought
that came to him, and before he knew it, he
was biting his lip to keep from crying.

When Martha entered the room she found
the Captain with his handkerchief to his
eyes, apparently weeping. The Captain
didn’t know that she had come to him.

“ Why, Cap’n Bell !” exclaimed Martha,
“ What be you doin’ on?”

The Captain extended his right hand, still
holding his handkerchief to his eyes with his
left. As he grasped Martha's hand he sobbed
out: * You've knowed me consider’ble many
years, Marthy, but you never see me cryin’
'fore this. I ain’t the man I was, Marthy,
nsow’t Lizy’s gone.”

“Lizy gone! Where's she gone to?”

“Gone 't heaven, Marthy. Lizy's with
the angels naow, if they is any, an’ I'm left
all alone in the world, an’ I'm an awful
lon’some critter.”

Martha was not, strictly speaking, a soft-
hearted person, but she could net but be
touched by the sight of a big six-footer
weeping like & school girl. She, too, felt
the need of a handkerchief, and promptly
set to work fishing for one in the pocket of
ber gingham dress with her free hand — the
Captain still held one of her hands in his—
and she felt that it would indicate that she
lacked pity for him should she take it away
from him.

] didn’t know’t Lizy was dead,”. said
Martha. - ““Guessit must ’a’ happened while
I was over ’t my sister’s place in Agamenti-
cus. B'en up there a week takin’ keer o’ her
oldest boy. Come nigh hevin’ pneumony,
but we pulled him through. Did Lizy hev
poeumony ?”

“No; she went off pooty nigh's quick’s
you could say scat! Heart guv aout, doctor
said.”

“ And, Marthy,” continued the Captain
as he started in to tell a white lie, which, in
his judg W d 3 ded
* think o’ me all alone in thet big haouse !
Nobody ¢' talk to; nobody t’ cook the vit-
tles; nobody t' make the bed. Seems's
though ['d go'n jump daown int’ the well
I stood it.jes's long’s I could, an’ then I
hitched up the hoss an’ started aout for a
ride. I didn’t keer tew cents where I went
to ; any road thet took me away from thet
haouse was good ’‘mough. Fust thing 1
knowed, I was gwine by your place, an’
thinks I, I'll go in an’ see Marthy a minute,
an’ here I be. Ain’t a very entertainin’
caller, but I reckin you know haow to make
’lowances for thet, Marthy. You've ben
there yourself, ain’t ye, Marthy? 1 know
naow haow you must 'a’ felt when Thomwas
died, poor thing."”

¢ Yes, Cap’n,” answered Martha, sobbing
as she spoke. *“I know what your feelin’s
is. It's teejis businees bein’ left all-alone in
the world.” 4

Now and then it came into his mind that
perhaps another wife might make the old
house comfortable, but this thought he
smothered as quickly as possible, consider-
ing it quite improper. He was ashamed
that he could not banish it from him per-
manently.

¢ Skasely buried ome wife, an’ thinkin’
"baout another!” he exclaimed one morn-
ing, stopping short in his work. “I wish t'
thunder I could put a good, big dose o’ strap
ile on my back for doin’ on’c.”

The Captain’s wrath, against himself was
even greater when the inevitable thought
came that Martha Snell was decidedly a
capable woman, and would take prime care
of his home.

¢ Confaound Marth’ Snell ! ” he burst out.
« Wonder what Lizy’d think o' me ’f she
knowed that I was purposin’ to marry
Marth’ Soell’s quick’s this !”

But * Marth’ Snell” had come to stay in
his mind, and he couldn’t get rid of her.
Finally he gave up trying and established a
sort of modus vivendi with her.

«Guess it's like persecutin’,” said he.
« Folks thet's persecuted gits their dander
up, an’ up, an’ up, an, fust thing ye know
they’re good deal powerfuller'n they would
’a’ b'en ’f nobody hedn’t done nothix’ to ’em.
Reckon I hadn’t better worry 'bacut this
business no more.”

After that the Captain joked with
¢ Marth’ Snell.”

S0 you're gwine t' marry Marth’ Snell,
be ye, Cap'n?” he soliloguized. * Waal,
thet’s right, Cap'n. A man can’t hev tew
many wives, an’ he ain’t .got no business
foolin’ way his time gettin’ a new one when
the stock’s run aout. I'd wait, though, six
weeks or 80 'fore I started in to do much
courtin’. Guess they ain’t no danger’t any-
body else’ll git there fust.”

If the Captain had known where safety
lay he wouldn't have taken up with this
method ; he would have run away from
‘Ogunquit. In the end he found that he
couldn’t get Martha Snell out of his mind by
joking.

« Jokin's ’baont’s bad’s persecutin’,” he
said to himeelf. “I can’t laugh Marth’
Snell daown no better'n I could skeer her
daown.”

But really it was the great lonesome house
that was making captive of the Captainand
compelling bim to ponder on a matter which
he was decidedly averse to thinking of-
Poor old chap, how’ lonesome it was for him!

« T ain’t never comin’ back t’ this haouse
ag'in,” mused the Captain one night, just as
he was going to bed. ** Sot raound here all
the evenin’ thaout hevin’ nobody t’ talk to !
Got t’ git up 'n the mornin’ an’ git my own
breakfast ! Cuss it all, a man 'thaout a wife's
’baout the miser’blest critter’n the country.
By thunder ! I git madder 'n madder every
time I think on’t,” and showing that he
really was considersbly worked up, the Cap-
tain-flung one of his boots across the room
a8 though he would drive it through the
wall.

That night he dreamed of Martha Snell —
dreamed that she had married him and was
caring for him and the house in a most de-
lightful manner. He woke up dreaming of

that it was & shame for a woman, so capsble
as herself of taking good care of a man, not
to have one about the house. Further still,
her thoughts ran. She actually wondered
how she would like to take care of the Cap-
tain, filling the place of the late lamented

Lizy.

«He must 'a’ ben a good husband,” she
reasoned, *‘t’ take on so ’baout Lizy.”
Meanwhile the Captain lay still and si-
lent. At length, however, he reached up.
¢ Yes Marthy,” replied the Captain, b |
fezl pooty nigh right naow. But do you
know, Marthy, Ihatet’ git up an’ go 'way.
Mebbe it'll saound ‘tur’ble wicked to you,
Marthy, but sence I've be'n layin’ here, I've
felt’s though I didn’t want t’ leave you an’
go aout into the lon’some world agin. Do
you think’s wrong for me t’ feel thet way,
Marthy? Would you be willin’ to take care
of an’ old good.-for-nothin’ feller like me all
the rest of his life when he wa'n’t follerin’
the sea? ’'Cause if you would, I'd come
'racand an’ axe ye t' do it arter we'd waited
long ‘nough eo’s people wouldn’t talk ’bacut
us an’ say we was in & good deal of a hurry.”
“ You ain’t afeared o’ people’s talk, be
ye?” demanded Martha, sharply.

¢ No, I ain’t, but I tho’t mebbe you might
be.”

“ Well, I ain’t.”

But on reflection Martha decided that ib
really would be best to put off the wedding
for six months.

«] g'pose they would talk pooty ba'sh
abaout us,” she said.—R. W. Welch.

No Use of His Legs.

DOCTORS COULD NOT HELP HIM, BUT TWO
BOTTLES OF SOUTH AMERICAN KIDNEY
CURE REMOVED THE DISEASE—THE
STORY OF A WINGHAM FARMER.

Kidney disease can be cured. Mr. John
Snell, a retired farmer of Wingham, Ont:,
says: *‘For two years I suffered untold mis-
ery, and at times could not walk, and any
standing position gave intcms-h, the re-
sult of kidney disease. physicians
could not help me, and I was contin

rowing worse, which alarmed ﬁm% an

ends. Seeing South American Kidney
Cure advertised, I at it as a dying
man will grasp at any! . Result—before
half a bottle had been taken I was totally re-
lieved of pain, and two bottles entirely cured
me.” To cure kidney disease a liquid medi-
cine must be taken, and one that is a solvent,
and can thus dissolve the sand-like particles
in the blood. Sold by 8. N. Weare,

Thirty Years of Journalism.

Mr. Daniel Logan, editor of the Honolulu
Evening Bulletin, Hawaii, celebrated on
April 24 last the thirtieth anniversary of his
connection with the journalistic world.
With the exception of a short period occue
pied in travelling, Mr. has_been en-
gaged in ible editorial work for up-
wards of twenty-two years. He joined the
:gg)rhl lhﬂl'nof vtrlh‘h ?on;r:.l 2 iness in

, remaini th it about four years. -
Mr, is .'Zu.dm. ha been born
in Pictou county, Nova Scotia, where he re-
ceived his education, and during his jourpa-
listic career he has been a contributor to
uvelril of the leading newspapers of the
wor!

Truth in a Nutshell,
Impure blood is the natural result of close
fi t in house, school-room or

They were sitting on the haircloth sofa
now. The Captain had  relinquished his
hold of Martha’s hand. He madeno answer
to her last speech. He buried his face in
his handkerchief and wept, rocking himself
to and fro. ’

Presently he felt a light touch upon his

Martha.

“Cap'n,” he heard a voice say; * guess
you'd better be gittin’ up ‘thacut ye want ¢’
eat your dapjacks cold. I'm gwine ¢’ begin
cookin’ on ‘em right away.”

“ Yes, Marthy,” the Captain answered.
“T'll be daown inside o’ tew seconds.”

and all the disagreesble results of
hbﬂ:ddh v,i&ithu-dﬁhm
to feel well, keep ‘blood
puy:;hnood'ls.nmﬂh g
Hood's Pills are the best oathartic

family os ;




