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Professional Cards.

M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR.
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

Office in Annapolis, oppesite Garrison Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Stave.)
Elvery FThursday.

Oonsular Agent of the United Stases
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Ge.'s.

&4 Money to loan at five per cent o Beal
Estate securlty.

O. S. MILLEK,

BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, ete.
+ RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N, S.

Prompv and satisfactory attention givem
to the colleotion of olaims, and all other
professional business.

DENTISTRY!
DR. K. S. ANDERSORN.

draduste of the University MNarylend.
Crown and Bridge Work a Speciaity.
ion Bapk.

Office next door & Unioz
Hours: 9 to &

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Graduate of University Mbryiane,
Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the shisd

aund fourth weeks of each mouth, begiuning
February 1st, 1800,

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK & SPECIARRY.

FRED W. HARRIS,
Barrister, - - Soligitay,
Notary Public, eto.
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA 860TiA.

Fire, Life aud Merine Insumnoe, Ageni.

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor.
ROUND HILL, N. S

BR. M. 6 B. MABSHALL,
DENTIST,

Wil be at Annapolis the first and second weeks
of ever month, and thisd and fpurth weeks gt
Bridgetown. =

James Primrose, D. D. S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly oocuﬁi.edj?' Dr.
Fred Primrose. Densistry s
branches carefully and promptly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891. 26 tf

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR,

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Commissioner and Master Supreme Ceust,
Solicitor International Brick and Tile Co.

OFFICE:
Cox Building, - Bridgetewn, N. 8

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorperated 18G6,

Capital Authorized, « 1,500,060
Capital Paid-up, - 608,000
Rest, - =+ = = 528610

DIRECTORE:

‘Wy. ROBERTEON, Wa Rogna,
President. . Vicgfgﬁs&dm
J. H. Svuoxs, Esq.,

Hox. RosT. BOAK, H.§
C.C. BLACKADAR, Esq. Wi T \l\'xi\)'lsu, tsa,

Geo. MiTcHESI, Esq., M.P.

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

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exehange bought and sold,

Highest rate allowed 9y Money o8
special depesit.

Savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per ceouzt.

AGENCIES.—
Annapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, «
Bridgetown, N. 8 —N. #. Burrows,
manager.
Clarke’s Harbos, sub. te Barringtea Pes-

sage.
‘q)ntmoutb, N. S8.—F. 0. Rebemtson, -
manager.

Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

Graaville Ferry, N. 8.—E:. D. Arnsud,
aoting manager.

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

Lawrencetown, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.

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

New Glasgow, ¥. 8.—B. C. Wright,
manager.

North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. ¥rezme,
wanager.

Sherbrooke; N. 8. —W. B, Montgomoey,
manager.

St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A, Gruy, sating
manager.

Sydney, C. B.—&. W. Jubies, manager,

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

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronte and Bramches
Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Mevrchents’ at{onal
Banpk, Bostos.

Progressive
Bakers

Put up their Bread
as it leaves the oven in

EDDY’S
BREAD
WRAPPERS!

Manufactured eolely by

The E. B. EDDY Co.

LIMITED
HULL, Canada.

WANTED!__WANTED!

5,000 Hides,
156,000 Pelts,

For which the hi%heut rices will be paid,
spot Cash. ose haviag hides to sell
will please bring them to the tannery.

WocKenze, Crove & Company,

SAT.US POPULLI

SUPREMA LEX BEST.

0. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,

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

Money to Loan on Firat-Olass
Real Hstate, “4ly

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

WEDNESDAY,

JULY 11, 1900.

NO. 16.

Bicycles is

“(LEVELARD” AIM

Nothing in the construction of the Cleveland
In the smallest detail
of the making, in the littlest part of its mechan-
ism, perfection is the aim.
favorite maehine for 1900 “goes the past one
better” in imprevements, new features and
general equipment.

SEE

We carry a full ine of chain and
chainless Clevelands in stock, and
will give you a right price for
cash or instalments.

¥&=We also have some big bargains in other makes, both
pew and second-hand.

JOHN LOCKETT & SON,

left 0 chance.

the hardened block
the chain from

You’ll find this

pin which prevents
wearing.

the combined ball and roller bearings.

the dust-proof skeleton gear case.

the improved ball-head spokes.

the chainlees models and the combined
coaster and brake.

Bridgetown, N. S.

Yarmouth S.S. Co’y, Limited
THE SNORTEST AND BEST ROUTE BETWEEN
NOVA SCOTIA and the UNITED STATES

FRIDAY at2p. m., making clgse connections at
Rallway for all parts of Nova Scotia.
{. 8. and Royal mall parried oa these steam
Phrough tickets toall points in Canada &nd
Ask for end see that you get tickes
o

way &wnu. or to
. A. CHASRE, Beo. and Tzeasurer,
Yasmouth, June 19th. 1600.

4 = Trips a Week = 4

Commenetng June 26th, the fast and popular Sto | Steamers BOSTON and YARMOUFTH
leave Yarmouth for Boston every TUESDAY, WREEDNESDAY, FRIDAY and SATURDAY EVENING
aftar arrival of the Express trains from Halfax.

Returning will leave L¢wis’ Wharf, Boston, every MONDAY, TUESDAY, THURSDAY and

Yesmouth with the Dominion Atlantic aad (oast

e
t0o New York vfa rail and sound lines.
s vis the Yarmousth 8, 8, Co. from Yam

outh.
For all othor indeemation apply to Demiuipn Atipntie, Contmal, Inlcroo)locku or Coast Rail

D. McPHERSON,
Man
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T NEW
NEW

formerly conducted

BRlenheim Serges always

ROGERSON

Murdoeh’s Bleck,

FIRM!
GOODS!

To the People of Bridgetown and Vicinity:

Having purehased the Tailoring business

by C. McLellan, we

intend to conduct an

Up-to-date Tailoring Establishment.

AN our work will be guaranteed as to fit and werk-
manship. . Call and inspect our new stock. Tyke and

on hand.

& MARSHALL

- Granville Street.

T —————— e

GROC

ERIES

FRUITS
PROVISIONS

CHEAP AND GOOD.

Farona,

Shredded Wheat,
Quaker Oats,
Grits,

0YSTER and LUNCH COUNTER | g 110q Wheat,

ovsrer sTews anp Lunckes | Rolled Oats,

SERVED AT ALL HOURS,

Oysters sold by the peck or half peck, or on
hsl{:hell.

BREAD, CAKES and BISCUIT {resh from
first-class

bakery always on hand.
pott

Graham Flour, :
Ralston Breakfast Foo
Hygenic Whole Wheat

Plour,
Arlington Wheat,
Celebrated Swiss Food.

COOD VALUES IN TEAS.

A heavy stock of Flour, Feed and Meal in Popular Brands.

desmeie 3 3. E.LLOYD, |mwi——imuoa)

School Boy Militia.

A movement is now in progress in
England which if successful, will put
every public school boy in the land in
training as a possible recruit for the
British army. The plan is to make a
military drill compulsory in all the
board of public schools; to place the
training in the hands of regular army
officers, with inspections by represen-
tatives of the war office, and in addi-
tion, to establish a schoolboy militia
in the shape of cadet corps and batta-
lions, under the direct control of the
war office, with financial support from
the government.

The plan originated with the Earl of
Meath, and although it has provoked
considerable discussion in the English
papers, has been commended by Lord
Roberts, Lord Wolseley, commander-
in-chief of the British army; Lord
Wantage, chairman of the British Red
Cross Society, and Lord Methuen.

Most of the boys who attend the
English board schools enter school at
the age of 11 or 13 years, and leave it
at the age of 14 or 15. The new plan
will therefore give them three years of
| drill in the manual of arms, in march-
ing, formation and general physical
eulture, which forms a much more im-
portant part of military training abroad
than in this country.

When the boys leave school the
cadet corps will be ready to receive
them. There they will be armed with
carbines, will drill once or twice a
week, practice markmanship and go
into camp for a month in summer. It
is calculated that the plan would add
4,000,000 embryo soldiers to the Brit-
ish army.

The advocates of the measure quote
the remark of the late Sit Joseph Whit-
worth, the eminent mechanical engin-
eer, that men thus trained were worth
go cents a day more than ordinary

men, on account of their discipline,
alertness and ability to act together.
They also believe that in this way the
ranks of the corner loafers will be re-
duced, and above all; that every young
Englishman who attends the board
schools will receive a practical training
for the defence of his country, should
occasion arise.—Youth's Companion.

—Every highway in the province
should be made as attractive as pos-
sible. Level down the roadside and
make of it a pleasant walk; clear away
all rubbish and cease making the road-
side the dumping ground for refuse;
replace unsightly fences with better
ones; and, above all, plant shade trees
and hedges along the roadsides. By so
doing, you will beautify your settle-
ment render it pleasant and charming
to the passer by, increase the value of
your own farms, set a good example
that is sure to be followed by neigh-
boring districts, and add vastly to
your own satisfaction and pleasure.
Tree planting, along roadways, is an
an inexpensive matter and it more than
repays for any outlay it may entail.

Poetry

The Song of the Unknown Heroes.
Let me sing a song for the hero
Who fell unnamed, unknown—
The common soldier, lying
Beneath no costly stone—
Who fought whete the foe was strongest
And after the day was done,
Was merely among ‘‘the missing
Nine hundred and sixty-one.”

Let me sing a song for the hero
Who knelt at the rail to pray
While the boats with the weeping women
And children were rowed away—
Who being a man and gifted
With the strength God gives to men,
Was one of the ‘‘hundred sailors”
Who will ne’er tread decks again

Let me sing a song for the hero
Who weary, wasted. wan—

With disease and the world against him—
Toiled hopefally, bravely on—

Who robbed of earth’s choicest pleasures—
Could smile as he wrought away,

And lies with the unnamed millions
Awaiting the Judgment Day.

Let me eing the song of the heroes

Wheo died unknown, unnamed,
And my song shall be of the bravest

That Death and the grave e'er claimed
And my seng shall live the longest

Of all the songs e'er sung,
And still be the song of heroes

When the last sad knell is rung |

—8. F. Kiser in Chicago Times Herald.
RN

Tne Cost of a Song.

Over and over and over, the songs of our
life are sung,

The same today as in ages gray, when first
the lute was strung.

The same today as in ages gray, the singer’s
highest art

Is to sing of man and the soul of man from
the depths of the human heart.

To sing the song that lingers in his heart
from that far day,

When men were brave and women falr and
life was in its May,

Is the singer's part of gladness when he gives
his soul to man,

In a song that lives because sweet Pain has

changed his earlier plan.

The husk, the harvest and the bln and all
Life’s spreading plain

To the singer must be singing if he man’s
soul would gain.

Man in hissoul unsatisfied strives for what
cannot be;

He grasps st a star, and holds fn his hand a
drop from the sounding sea.

Over and over and over, since the towers of
Time were old,

Over and over and over, since the cloud
gave the sun its gold,

Over and over and over, since the lines of
our lives began,

Has man gone out from the marchlog host to
sing of the soul of man.

The singer who sang of the pyramid’s prime
bas gone the ways of men;

But the sun and moon and human heart are
just the same as then.

The heart of man is a restless sea of varied
star and clime,

And only when its depths are stirred comes
Song on the shores of Time.

Over and over and over, since Wrong had
realm and state,

Over and over and over, since the Shades on
the Living wait,

Over and over and over, singing of sun in
the rain.

The chosen of (iod are bringing the voice of
song from pain.

—James Riley, in New England Magazine.
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TREASURE ISLAND.

(By RoYert Louis Stevenson.)

PART L
The Old Buccanneer.

CHAPIER L
THE OLD SEA-DOG AT THE ADMIRAL BENBOW.

Squire Trelawney, Dr. Livesey and the
rest of these gentlemen having asked me to
write down the whole particulars about
Treasure Island, from the beginning to the
end, keeping nothing back but the bearings
of the island, and that only becaue there is
still treasure not yet lifted, and I take up
my pen in the year of grace 17—, and go
back to the time when my father kept the
Admiral Benbow [on, and the brown old
seaman, with the saber out, first took up his
lodging under our roof.

I remember him as if it were yesterday,
as he came ploddiog to the ion door,
his sea-chest following behind him in a
hand-barrow; a tall, strong, heavy, nut-
brown man; his tarry pig-tail falling over
the shoulders of his soiled blue coat; his
hands ragged and soarred, with black,
broken nails; and the saber cut across one
cheek, ‘& dirty, livid white. I remember
him looking round the cove and whistling
to himself as he did so, and then breaking
oat in that sea-song that he sung so often
afterward :

“Fifteen men on the dead man’s chest—
Yo-ho-ho, and & bottle of rum!"

through his nose like a fog-hors; and we and
the people who came about our house soon
learned to let him be. Every-day when he
came back from his_stroll, he would ask if
any sea-faring men had gone by along the
road ? At first we thought it was the want
of company of his own kind that made him
ask this question; but at last we began to
see he was desirous to avoid them. When a
seaman put up at the Admiral Benbow (as
now and then some did, makiog by the coast
road for Bristol), he would look in at him
through the curtained door before he enter-
ed the parlor; and he was always sure to be
silent as & mouse when any such was pres-
ent. For me, at least, there was no secret
about the matter; for I was, in a way, &
sharer in hisalarms.

He had taken me aside one day, and prom-
ised me a silver four-penny on the first day
of every month if I would only keep my
“weather eye open for & seasduring man
with one leg,” and let him know the moment
he appeared. Often enough, when the first
of the month came round, and I applied to
him for my wage, he would only blow
through his nose at me and stare me down,
but before the week was out he was sure to
think better of it, bring me my four-penny
piece, and repeat his orders to look out for
“‘the sea-faring man with one leg.”

How that persomage haunted my dreams,
I need scarcely tell you. On stormy nights,
when the wind ehook the four corners of the
house, and the surf roared along the cove
and up the cliffs, I would see him in a thou-
sand different forms, and with a thousand
diabolical expressions. Now the leg would
be cut off at the knee, now at the hip; now
he was a menstrous kind of a creature who
had never had but the one leg, and that in
the middle of his body. To see him leap
and run and pursue me over hedge and ditch,
was the worst of nightmares. And alto-
gether I paid pretty dear for my monthly
four-penny piece in the shape of these abom-
inable fancies.

But though I was so terrified by the idea
of the sea-faring man with one leg, I was far
less afraid of the captain himself than any-
body else who knew him. There were nights
when he took a deal more rum and water
than hie head would carry; and then he
would sometimes sit and sing his wicked,
old sea songs, minding nobody; but some
times he would call for glasses round, snd
force all the trembling company to listen to
his etories or bear a chorus to his singing.
Often 1 have heard the house shaking with
Yo ho ho, and a bottle of ram ;" all the
neighbors joining in for dear life, with the
fear of death upon them, and each singing
louder than the other, to avoid remark. For
in these fits he was the most overriding com-
panion ever known; he would slap his hand
on the table for silence all round; he wonld
fly up in a passion of anger at a question, or
sometimes because none was put, and 8o he
judged the company was not following his
story. Nor would he allow anyone to leave
the inn till he had drunk himself sleepy and
reeled off to bed.

His stories were what.- frightened people
worst of all. Dreadful stories they were;
| about hanging, and walking the plank, and
| storms at sea and the Dry Tortugas, and
| wild deeds and places on the Spanish Main.
By his own account, he must have lived his
life among some of the wickedest men that
God ever allowed upon the ses; and the
language in which he teld these stories
shocked our plain country people almost 28
much as the crimes that he described. My
father was always saying the inn would be
ruined, for people would soon cease coming
there to be tyrannized over and put down,
and sent shivering to their beds; but I really
believe his presence did us good. People
were frightened at the time, but on looking
back they rather liked it; it wasa fine ex-
citement In a quiet country lifeé; and there
was even a party of the younger men who
pretended to admire him, - calling him a
“true sea-dog,” and & “‘real old salt,” and
such like names, and saying there was the
sort of man that made England terrible at
sea.

In one way, indeed, he bade fair to ruin
us; for he kept on staying week after week,
and at last month after month, so that all
the money had been long exhausted, snd
still my father never plucked up the heart
to insist on having more. If ever he mea-
tioned it, the captain blew through his nose
soloudly, that you might say he roared,
and stared my peor father out of the roout.
I have seen him wringing his hands after
such a rebuff, and I am sure the annoyance
and the terror he lived in must have greatly
hastened his early and unhappy death.

All the time he lived with us the captain
made no change whatever, in his dress but to
buy some stockings from a hawker. One of
the cocks of his hat having fallen down he
Jet it hang from that day forth, though it was
a great annoyance when it blew. I remem-
ber the appearance of his coat, which he
patched himself upstairs in his room, and
which before the end, was nothing but

4

in the high, old tottering voice that seemed | patches. He never wrote or received a let-

to have been tuned and broken at the cap-

letter, and he never spoke with anyone but

stan bars. Then he rapped on the door | the neighbors; and with thewe, for the most
with a bit of stick like s handspike that he | part, only when drunk on rum. The great

roughly for a glass of ram. This when it

.carried, and when my father appeared called | sea-chest none of us had ever seen open.

He has only once crossed, and that was

was brought to him, he drank slowly, like a toward the end, when my poor father was

connoisseur, lingering on the taste, and still

far gone in a decline that took him off. Dr.

looking about him at the cliffs and up at Livesey came late one afternoon to see the

our signboard.

patient, took a bit of dinner from my moth-

until his horse should come down from the

“This is s Kendy cove,” says he, at | er, and went into the parlor to smoke a pipe

length; ‘“‘and @ asant sittyated grog-
shop. Much company, mate ?”

My father told him no, very little com-
pany, the more was the pity.

¢\WWell then,” said he, “this is the berth

hamlet, for we had no stabling at the old
Benbow. I followed him in, I remember
observing the contrast the neat, bright doc-
. tor, with his powder as white as enow, and

forme. Here yeu, matey,” he cried to the | his bright, black eyes and pleasant manners
man who trundled the barrow; bring up | made with the ocoltish country folk, and

alongside and help up my chest. I'll stay
here a bit,” he continued. “I'm a plain

above all, with that filthy, heavy, bleared
scarecrow of a pirate of ours, sitting far gone

man; rum and bacon and egge is what I | in rum, with his arms on the table. Sud-
waat, and that head up there for to watch | denly he—the captain, that is—began to

ships off. What you mought call me ! You
mought call me captain. Oh, I see what
you're at—there;” and he threw down three
or four gold pieces on the threshold. *‘You
can tell me when I've worked through that,”
says he, looking as fierce as a commander.

pipe up his enternal song :

“Fifteen men on the dead man’s chest—
Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum !
Drink and the devil had gone for the rest,
Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum !”

At first T had supposed ‘‘the dead man’s

And, indeed, bad as his clothes were, and | chest” to be that identical big box of his
coarsely as he spoke, he had none of the ap- | upstairs in the front room, and the thought
pearance of a man who sailed before the | had been mingledin my nightmares with

mast; but seemed like a mate or skipper, ac-

that of the one-legged sea-faring man. But

customed to be obeyed or to strike The | by this time we had long ceased to pay any
man who came with the barrow told us the | particular notice to the song; it was new,
mail had set hins down the merning before | that night, to nobody but Dr. Livesey, and
at the Royal George; that he had inquired | on him, I observed, it did not produce an
what inns there were along the coast, and | agreeable effect, for he looked up for a mo-
hearing ours well spoken of, I suppose, and | ment quite angrily before he went on with his
deacribed as lonely, had chosen it from the talk to old Taylor, the gardener, on a new
others for his place of residence. And that | cure for rheumatism. Inthe meantime, the

was all we could learp of our guest.

He waa a very silent man by custom. All

captain gradually brighteded up at his own
mausic, and at last flapped his hand upon the

day he hung round the cove, or upon the table before him in & way we all knew to
oliffs, with a brass telescope; all evening he mean—silence. The voices atopped at once,
sat in & corner of the parlor next the fire, | all but Dr. Livesey’s; he went on as before,
and drank rum and water very strong. | speaking clear and kind, and drawing brisk-

Mostly he would not speak when spoken to; | ly at his pipe between every word or two.
only look up sudden and fierce, and blow | The captain glared at him for awhile, flap-

ped his hand agsin, glared still harder, and
at last broke out in & villainous, low oath :
“Silence, there, between decks !"

“Were you addressing me, sir 7" says the
dector; and when the ruffian had told him,
with another oath, that this wasso, *I bave
only one thing to say te you, sir,” replied
the doctor, *‘that if you keep on drinking
rum, the world will soon be quit of a very
dirty scoundrel !”

The old fellow's fury was awful. He
sprang to hia feet, drew and opeped a suil-
or's clasp knife, and balancing it open on
palm of his hand, threatened to pin the doc-
tor to the wall.

CHAPTIER IIL.

BLACK DOG APPEARS AXD DISAPPEARS.

It was not very long after this that there
occurred the first of the mysterious events
that rid us at last of the captain, though
not, as you wiil see, of his affairs. It was &
bitter cold winter, with long, hard frosts
and heavy gales; and it was plain from the
firs# that my poor father was little likely to
see the spring. He sunk daily, and my poor
mother and I had all the inn upon our hands;
and were kept quite busy enough without
paying much attention to our unpleasant
guest,

It was ene January morning, very early—
s pinching, frosty morning—the cove all gray
with hoar-frost, the tipple laughing softly on
the stones, the sun still low, and only touch-
ing the hill-tops and shining far to sea-ward.
The captain had risen esrlier than usval,
and set out down the beach, his cutlass
swinging under the broad skirts of his old
blue coat, his brass telescope under his arm,
bis hat tilted back upon his head. I re-
member his breath hangiog like smoke in
his wake as he strode off, and the last sound
I heard of him as he turned the big rock, was
a loud snort of indignation, as though his
mind was etill running wpon Dr. Livesey.

Well, mother was upstairs with father;
and I was laying the breakfast table againss
the captain’s return, when the parlor door
opened, and a man stepped in on whom I
had néver set my eyes before. He was a
pale, tallowy creature, wanting two fingers
of the left hand; and though he wore a cut-
lass, he did not leok much like a fighter. I
had my eyes open for sea-faring men, with
one leg or two, and I remember this one
puzsled me. He was not sailerly, end yet
he had a emack of the sea about him teo.

1 asked him what was for his service, and
he said he would take rum; but as I was
going out of the room to fetch it he aat down
upon & table, and motioned me to draw near.
I paused where I was with my napkin inmy
hand.

““Come here, sonny,” says he. * Come
nesrer here.”

I took a step nearer

Iy this here table for my mate, Bill}” he
asked, with a kind of leer.

I told him I did not know his mate Bill;
and this was for a person who stayed in our
house, whom we called the captain,

““ Well,” said he, ** my mate Bill would be
called the captain, as like as not. He has a
cut on one cheek, and a mighty pleasant
way with him, particularly in drink, has
my mate, Bill. We'll put it, for argument
like, that your captain has a cut on one
cheek—and we’ll put it if you like, that the
cheek’s the right one. Ah, well! I told you.
Now, is my mate Bill in this here house?”

I told him he was eut walking.

“\Vhich way, sonny? Which way is he
gone?”

And when I had peinted out the rock and
told him how the captain was likely to re-
turn, and how soon, and answered a few
other questions, *‘ Ah,” said he, *this’ll be
as good as a drink te my mate, Bill.”

The expreesion of his face as he said these
words was pot at all pleasant, and I had my
own reasons for thinking that the stranger
was mistaken, even supposing he meant
what he said. Batit was no affair of mine,
I though; and, beside, it was difficuls to
know just what to do. The stranger kept
hanging abous jast ineide the inn door, peer-
ing round the corner like a cat waiting for
a mopse. Once I stepped out myself into
the road, but he immediately called me
back, and, as I did not obey quick enough
for his fancy, s mcst horrible change came
over his tallowy face, and he ordered me in,
with an oath that made me jump.

As soon as I was back again he retarned
to his former manner, half fawning, balf
sneering, patted me on the shoulder, told me
I was a geod boy, and he taken quite a fancy
tome. *I have a son of my own,” said he,
¢ ag like you as two blocks, and he's all the
pride of my ’art. But the great thing for
boys is discipline, sonny—discipli Now,
if you had sailed along with Bill, you
wouldn't have stood there to be spoke to
twice—not you. That was never Bill's way,
nor the way of such as sailed with him.
And here, sure enough, i8 my mate, Bill,
with a spy-glass under his arm, blees his old
‘att, to be sure. You and me'll go back in-
to the parlor, sonny, and get behind the
door, and we'll give Bill a little surprise—
bless his ’art, I say again.”

So saying, the stranger backed along with
me into the parlor, and put me behind him
in the corner, so that we were both hidden
by the open door. I was very uneasy and
alarmed, as you may fancy, and it rather ad-
ded to my fears to observe that the stranger
was certainly frightened himself. He clear-
ed the hilt of his catlass and loosened the
blade in its sheath; and all the time we
were walting there he kept ewallowing as if
he felt what we used to call a lump in the
throat. ;

At last in strode the captain, slammed the
door behind him, without looking to the
right or left, and marched straight scross
the room to where his breakfast awaited him,

« Bill,” said the stranger in a voice that I
thought he tried to make bold and big.

The captain spun round on his heel, and
fronted us; all the brown had gone out of his
face, and even his nose was blue; he had the
look of a man who sees a ghost, er the evil
one, or something worse, if anything can be
and, upon my word, 1felt sorry to see him,
all in a moment turn so old and sick.

¢ (ome, Bill, you know me; you know an
old shipmate, Bill, surely,” said the stranger.

The captain made a sort of gasp.

¢ Black Dog!™ said he.

“ And who else?” returned the other, get-
ting more at his ease. *‘ Black Dog as ever
was, oome for to see his old shipmate, Billy,
at the Admiral Benbew Inn. Ah, Kill, Bill,
we have seen a sight of times, us two, since
1 lost them two tallons,” holding up his mu
tilated hand.

¢ Now, look here,” said the captain;
“‘youn’ve run me down; here Iam; well, then
speak up; what is it?”

¢ That’s you, Bill,” returned Black Dog,
“you’re in the right of it, Billy. T'll havea
glass of rum from thia dear child here, as I've
took such a liking to; and we'll sit down if
you please and talk square, like old ship’
mates.” '

When I returned with the rum, they were

already seated on either side of the captain’s
breakfast.table—Black Dog next to the door,
and sitting sideways, 20 as to have one¢ eye
on his old shipmate, and one, as I thought,
on his retreat.

He bade me go, and leave the door wide
open. *“None of your key-holes for me,
sonny,” he said; and I left them together,
and retired into the bar.

For a long time, though I certalnly did my
best to listen, I could hear nothing but &
low gabbling; but at last the voicea began Lo
grow higher, and I could pick up & word or
two, mostly oaths, from the captain.

% No, no, no, no, and an end of it!” he
cried once. And agsin, *“if it comes to
swinging, swing all, say L” :

Then all of & sudden there was & tremen-
dous explosion of oaths and other noises—the
chair and table went over into a lump, &
clash of steel followed, and then a cry of
pain, and the next instant I saw Blaok Dog
fu full flight, and the captain hotly pursuing,
heth with drawn cutlasses, and the former
streaming blood from the left shoulder. Just
at the door, the captain aimed at the fugitive
one last tremendous cut, which would cer-
tainly have split him to the chine had it not
been intercepted by our big signboard of
Admiral Benbow. You may see the notch
on the lower side of the frame to this day.

That blow was the last of the battle. Ono2
out upon the road, Black Dog, in spite of his
wound, showed a wonderful clean pair of
heels, and disappeared over the edge of the
hill in half & minute. The captain, for his
part, stood staring at the signhoard like a
bewildered man. Then he passed his hand
over his eyes several times, and at last turned
back into the house.

« Jim,” says he, *‘rum ;" and, as he spoke,
be reeled a little, and caught himself with
one hand against the wall.

“ Are you hurt ?” cried L

¢ Rum,” he repeated. * I must get away
from here, Rum! rum!”

I ran to fetch it; but I was quite un-
steadied by all that had fallen out, and I
broke one glass and fouled the tap, and while
I was still getting in my ewn way, [ heard
a loud fall in the parlor, and, running in,
beheld the captain lying fall length upon the
floor. At the same instant my mother,
alarmed by the cries and fighting, came run-
ning down-stairs to help me. Between us
we raised his head. He was breathing very
loud and hara ; ui.” 1" eves were closed, and
his face a horrible color.

“ Dear, deary me,” cried my mother,
““ what a disgrace upon the house! And
your poor father sick !”

Ia the meantime, we had no idea what te
do to help the captain, nor any other thought
but that he had got his death-hurt in the
scotfle with the etranger. I got the rum, to
be sure, and tried to put it dewn hias throat;
but his teeth were tightly shut, and his jaws
as strong a8 iron. It was & happy relief for
us when the door opened and Dr. Livesey
came in, on his visit to my father.

“ Oh, doetor,” we cried, *‘ what shall we
do? Where is he wounded ?”

¢ Wounded? A fiddle-stick’s end!” said
the doctor. *‘ No more wounded than you
or I. The man has had a stroke, as I warn-
ed him. Now, Mrs. Hawkins, just you run
upstairs to your husband, and tell him, if
possible, nothing about it. For my part, 1
must do my best to save this fellow’s trebly
worthless life ; and Jim here will get me a
basin.” \

When I got back with the basin, the doctor
had already ripped up the captain’s sleeve,
and exposed his great sinewy srm. - It was
tattooed in several places. *‘ Here's luck,”
«A fair wind,” and **Billy Bones his fanoy,’
were very neatly and clearly execated-on the
forearm ; and up near the shoulder there
was a sketch of a gallows and & man hanging
from it—done, as I thought, with great
spirit.

* Prophetic,” said the doctor, touching
this picture with his finger. ‘‘And now,
Master Billy Bones, if that be your name,
we'll have a look at the color of your blood.
Jim,” he said, ** are you afraid of blood 1”

*¢ No, sir,” said L

“ Well, then,” said he, “ you hold the
basin;” and with that he took his lancet and
opened a vein.

A great deal of blood was taken before the
captain opened his eyes and looked mistily
about him. First he recognized the doctor
with an unmistakable frown ; then his glance
fell upon me, and he looked relieved. Bat
suddenly his color changed, and he tried to
raise himeelf, crying :

¢ Where’s Black Dog ?”

¢ There is no Black Dog here,” said the
dooter, *‘ except what you have on your own
back. You have been drinking rum; you
have had a stroke, precisely as I told you;
and I have just, very much against my own
will, dragged you headforemost out of the
grave. Now, Mr. Bones—"

¢ That’s not my name,” he interrupted.

“Much I care,” returned the doctor. ** It’s
the name of a buccaneer of my acquaintance ;
and I call you by it for the sake of shortnese,
and what I have to say to you is this: one
glass of rum won't kill you, but if you take
one you’ll take another and another, and I
stake my wig if you don’t break off short,
you'll die—do you understand that? — die
and go to your own place, like the man in
the Bible. Come, now, make an effort. I'll
help you to your bed for once.”

Between us, with much trouble, we man-
aged to hoist him upstairs, and laid him on
his bed, where his head fell back en the
pillow, as if he were almost fainting.

¢ Now, mind you,” said the doctor, “I
clear my conscience—the name of rum for
you is death.”

And with that he went off to see my father,
taking me with him by the arm.

¢ This is nothing,” he said, as soon as he
had closed the deor. ‘I have drawn bloed
enough so keep htm quiet awhile ; he should
lie for a week where he is—that is the beet
thing for pim and you; but another stroke
would settle him.”

( To be continued. )

Duly Feed Man and Steed.

Feed your nerves, also, if you would have
them strong. - The blood is the feeder and
sustainer of the whole nervous system. Men
and women who are nervous are so because
their nerves are starved. When they make
their blood rich and pure with Hood’s Sar-
saparilla, their nervousnees disappears be-
cause the nerves are properly fed. Hood’s
Sarsaparilla mever disappoiats.

Hood’s Pills cure constipation. Price 250,

—If the Church treated her ministers
generously in the matter of holidays she
would reap all the gain. For every new
idea which comes to the minister’s mind,
and every new book he reads, and every
new sight he sees, and every new gallery he
visits during his bolidays pass into his words
and into his life, and the thoughtfulness and
generosity of congregations would come back
to their own souls with usury of reward.—
Ian Maclaren, in the June Ladies’ Home
Journal.

Minard’s Liniment cures Diphtheria.




