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ns boys sfrent to the old Wilby piece lest 
night et ten o'clock, thinking we bed better 
sink the body in the cellar—it’s four feet le 
weter ; but shoot roe, if it wasn't gone !*’

“ Gone !" • ,
" Yes, there wesn’t e sign of It—rope end 

ell were gone. We didn't know whet to 
make of it last night ; but this morning, ee 
soon es it was dey, I went there by myself. 
I found fresh cert-wheel tracks, end traced 
’em to old men Boyle's house. When I got 
there he was sitting on his stable fence with 
his heed in his hands. I asked him where 
Dick wee, end he glareéTat me

Then he began a string of abuse.

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.—AGENT FOR— YOL. 27.Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.
saTMoney to loan at five per cent on Real

Estate security. ^

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.
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Then he wiped hie eyes on his patched 
sleeve, and slunk away into the tangled 
depths of a plum thicket to wait for the fast 
coming twilight.

The sun had set, but the golden afterglow 
bathed the green hills and russet fields when 
Mies Harte drew rein before the two storey 
white boose of her destination. With a few 
other dwellings, scattered like sentinels 
about a church, a school house, and a post- 
office, it formed the little settlement of 
Woodbridge —named for the most important 
man of the neighborhood.

A negro boy , who had seen her approach 
from a distance, got down from the stable- 
lot fence and came to take her horse. Mrs. 
Woodbridge, who was in the garden cutting 
late roses, came to the gate to meet her.

“Goodness me ! Yon have come by 
youreelf, and on horseback !’’ she exclaimed, 
in surprise, “Where is Harley—my son ? 
He went to Shipley in a buggy to bring 
you. How did you happen to miss him ?"

“I took a a rung road and went a little 
out of my way,’’ answered Anna.

She felt weai y and exhausted after the 
strain of the last boar.

“Come right in,” said her hostess, warm
ly. “You look tired and worried. Supper 
will be ready soon. A cup of hot tea will 
do you good. I am sorry you bad to wait at 
the station. Mr. Woodbiidge had a chill 
to-day, and Harley was to meet yon. He 
went to Shipley to hear the news of the men 
who were hunting the murderer, and be 
didn’t come back to get the buggy until 
about an hour or two ago. They talked 
about lynching Boyle; but I hope and pray 
they won’t. We are law-abiding folks our 
selves. Harley will do his best to prevent 
any violence, I know."

Miss Harte said little. She was glsd to 
be left alone for a while in the pleasant room 
that had been assigned her. She was look
ing pale when she came down to supper, 
and she had little appetite for the meal 
when she sat at the table with Mrs. Wood- 
bridge and the younger children—three 
girl», the eldest a bright faced girl of fifteen. 
Mr. Woodbridge was ‘sweating off bis fever,’ 
hie wife said, and Harley had returned, but 
was at the stable superintending the feeding 
of his horses.

hidden by large trees. A horse neighed. 
The mare quickened her pace to a brisk trot. 
'AT'etn approached the house, Miss Harte 
heard the sound of horses galloping off. 
When she came nearer, she saw that the 
house was deserted and partly dismantled. 
She rode around to the side of the building, 
where some great oaks grew ; but she saw 
no one.

Perceiving that she had taken the wrong 
road, she was turning back, when her horse 
started and snorted as with fright. She 
looked about, to find the cause. All at once 
■he saw the figure of a man standing, as it 
seemed, in the gloom of a tree, with hie 
hands behind him. In another breath she 
saw that the man was not standing ; he was 
swinging from the end of a rope that was 
fastened to a limb above him.

The ghas'ly eight made her reel in the 
saddle for a second. Then she realized that 
this was the fugitive murderer ; that he bad 
just been hanged by the men who galloped 
off when they heard her approaching—fear
ing. no doubt, that it was the officers of the

F with guns. These had seemingly just ridden 
up to the stoop, and were bçingv questioned 
and listened to with eager interestr-^^ ./ ' 

After a while a young man in a blue rail 
way uniform—evidently the station agent- 
left the groap about the horsemen and came 
toward the# railway, followed by the burly 
negro porter. He approached the young 
woman, and, lifting his hat politely, asked 
if she would like tri^ave a seat in the wait
ing room, and her trunk taken to the bag
gage-office.

“ I hardly know what to do,’ ahe answer
ed, hesitatingly, “I expected to be met 
here by Mr. Woodbridge, or one of his 
household. I am to board in his home. I 
wrote that I would be here to-day; but no 
one has come, it seems."

“You are Miss Harte, the new teacher for 
the Woodbridge school ?" he said!

“Yes, I am Mise Harte,"
“Harley Woodbridge told me you were to 

come to-day, and that he or bis father 
would meet^rou. I suppose the excitement 
bas put it. of their minds.”

‘ The excitement !"
“Over the murder. Our little town is 

mightily stirred up over a murder 
that was committed last night. Cap’n 
Brown, who’s been store keeper here for the 
last twenty years, was killed and robbed in 
bis store—that brick building there. Hie 
throat was cut as he sat at hie desk posting 
hie books, and his watch and hie money 
taken. The boys have been out in squads 
hunting the murderer. One iquad has just 
come; they haven’t found him. When they
do, I guess they’ll short work of him."

“Do you mean they will hang him ?" 
“That’s what they’ll do.”
“Is it right, do you think, to hang a man 

without giving him a trial by the laws of 
hie country ?"

“The law now-a-days ia too slow for jus
tice. There’s too many tricks and twists in 
It. What with mistrials,, and uew trials, 
and the crazy dodge, murderers cost the 
state thousands of dollars and then get off 
free nine times out of ten. Wheu a man’s 
known to be guilty, I say string him up at 
once. It eaves time and money. There’s 
not a bit of doubt about who killed the old 
Cap’n. /The fellow dropped hie bloody 
knife, with his name carved in the handle, 
on the floor close to the body. I -’spose he 
couldn’t find it in his hurry. Then he’d been 
heard to threaten that he’d kill Cap’n 
Brown for pressing his father for some 
money he owed him, and he was seen com
ing from the store late last night. The 
evidence is strong os eyesight—and strong
er, too. He comes from a bad stock, the 
young fellow does. His grandfather was 
hanged for killin’ a man, and hie brother 
got shot in a fight. He himself is an idle, 
rovin’ chap, good for nothin’ except to fish 
and hunt rabbits.”

‘Still, I hope they will let the man have 
hie chance in a court of justice,” returned 
the girl.

She was beginning to look anxious. She 
was warm and fatigued; she wanted to get 
to her temporary home.

“How far is Rockbridge from here” she 
asked.

“Three miles. It’s over in that direction 
—Across (Re pine hills.”

“I am afraid they did not get my letter, 
or they have forgotten about my coming to
day. I think I will leave my trunk here 
and walk to Mr. Woodbridge’e house if you 
will kindly give me directions as to the way.”

“Yon couldn't get across the creek. The 
big rain last night washed away the foot
bridge.”

“Then tell me where I can get a con
veyance. Have you a public stable here ?"

“No; and I am afraid you will not be able 
to get a horse. Every horse in the village 
has been pressed into service by the men, 
who are after Dick Boyle. He’s hidin’ in 
the woods somewhere. The rain washed 
away the scent of his tracks, or the dogs 
would have found him before this.”

“Are you sure I can't get a horse ?"
“I don’t know of one. Yes, there’s Mrs. 

Wilby's old mare. The widow wouldn’t let 
the boys have her; she's dead against hang- 
in.” But, then, her buggy's lost a wheel.”

“I could ride the horse if I had a bridle 
and saddle.

“I can get you a bridle and saddle right 
enough. I can get ’em from the store, I 
think. I’ll see about it, and about the horse 
too.”

“Thank you; it will oblige me very much.’
“You’ll have to have someone to go with 

yon,” he said, turning around to speak to 
her after he had started off.

“No; I will not need anyone.”
He looked at her with surprise and curi

osity. The sun was getting low, the coun
try and its people were wholly strange to 
the girl, and in the woods somewhere near 
was a desperate criminal, and bands of 
pursuing him; yet she proposed to ride three 
miles along a strange road alone.

“You’d best stay in Shipley, Miss Harte,” 
said the station agent. “We haven’t a 
hotel,—but”

“Thank you; I think I will go on to my 
destination. The school opens day after to
morrow.
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and didn't
vi/vi/

Said the ones that hunted down hie boy 
bloodthirsty cowards. They had

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

If so you want to know 
Where to obtain your

vi/ hanged an innocent man, and now they 
wanted hie body to sell to the doctors to bo 
cut up ; but they’d never get it. I knew by 
this and by the wheel tracks that the old 
man had cut the body down and buried It 
somewhere."

There was a silence ; then Harley said, 
with something like a groan : “ It was a bad 
business, that hanging ; a dreadful bad busi- 

1 wish to God it had not been done 1 
It is possible, too, that Boyle #aa not the

viz vi/vi/r
vi/*DENTISTRY.

DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,
vi/ilù FINISH,

I DOORS, SASHES, j£ 
$ MOULDINGS, Etc.i£

vi/ - ivi/
vi/Graduate of University Maryland,

Will be in his office at Lawrence town, the third 
and fourth weeks of each month, beginning 
February 1st, 1900.
CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

■jfwtry.
• •

DENTISTRY!
D^. R g.7INDEÏWN.

She gazed with shuddering fascination at 
the purple face. Suddenly the features 
writhed in a spasm of agony ; the legs drew 
up, a gurgling groan escaped the livid lips. 
The man was alive *

Instantly fright and horror were overcome 
by pity and the strong impulse to save a 
life. She urged her horse up to the swaying 
figure. The mare trembled and held back, 
but her rider's soothing words and firm hand 
reassured her.

The Women of Britain.
“ That is preposterous ! He was the man. 

Every circumstance proved it. Then, if he 
hadn’t been guilty, why did be bide ont ? And 
why didn’t his father report us boys instead 
of burying the body secretly ?"

“ Hush ! You are talking too loud 1 Come

Mrs. Langtry has received by cable the 
new patriotic poem, entitled " The Women 
of Britain,” by Ethel de Fonblacque, (Mrs. 
Arthur Harter,) which she recked at the 
bazaar at Sherry’s, Naw York city, for the 
benefit of British soldiers and their families. 
The poem follows ;
A word for the women of Britain,
\Who bid their beloved ‘good bye’;

The husbands, the brothers, the sons who go 
forth

To fight and to conquer or die.

A word for the women of Britain,
Who part with the friend they love best, 

And fighting their fears, smile up through 
their tears

Wheu he, too, goes out with the rest.

Tie hard for the women of Britain,
Who say when their warriors go,

The men who set forth are eager and mad 
To measure their might with the foe.

For the men there’s the passion of peril, 
That lightens the hardship tlfey bear,

For what can’t they stand with a comrade at

The death or the honor to share ?

For them there’s the strain of the battle, 
And the joy of the charge at its height, 

The cry of the clan, or the shout of the man, 
And the fury and throb of the tight.

! In the clamor and clash of encounter 
There is valor and glory—or death ?

1 With the thought of the woman who loves

To hallow their last dying breath.

But what for the women of Britain?
Ah ! they need our pity Le most !

Ia their desolate homes they are waiting for

Of the dear one who dies at his post.

For theirs is the weariest trial.
Long vigils of pain—day and nigh} ;

Sick at heart and alone, they pray pt God’s 
throne J

For the men whom they love in the fight.

And this is the work for the women— 
Whose loved ones are far, far away— 

That the work to be done for those who re-

None else can accomplish but they.

And this ia the wordier the women—
Brave women of generous soul—

To take each her share of the sorrow they

And lighten the grief of the whole.

The gentle are helping the simple—
Love and sympathy level all pride—

And hearts find relief in'tbe union of grief 
When the men tight and die side by side.

vi/vi/
jjj We can supply these for you, giv- jjj 
^ ing you at the same time satisfactory xi/ 
viz work at reasonable prices. We solicit jjj 
J your custom. '

Graduate of the University fiery land. 
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank- 
Hours: 9 to A

nearer.”
Harley seemed, forethe first time, to re

member that the room adjoining hb was 
occupied. The conversation after this wae 
carried on in >■ r-w«r rone.

What Miss Hkrte had heard confirmed 
her in the belief that the lynching party--* 

of them at least—were friends of young

M. E. ARMSTRONG, M.D., tvi/Physician and Surgeon.
18».

Office and residence on Queen Street, next 
door to Monitor building.—t&.Telephoue con
nection. I J.H. IMS & SONS !

The instant the animal touched the hang
ing man he instinctively struggled to gain a 
foothold upon her. Drawing up his legs, he 
succeeded in getting his knees upon the neck 
of the mare. Mies Harte dropped the bridle 
grasped the man, and drew him to her.
Holding him against her with one arm, she 
began to unfasten the rope around his neck 
with the other hand. Fortunately it was 
tied in a slip knot. She quickly loosened it, 
and drew the rope over his head. Then, 
still holding him, so as to break his fall, she 
let him drop to the ground. Immediately 
she jimped from the saddle and threw the 
bridle over*a broken limb. She got on her 
knees beside the prostrate figure. He was 
breathing at intervals in convulsive gasps.
She lifted his head to a better position, and j in the parlor, and Mies Harte had seated

herself at the piano in response to the child
ren’s entreaty that she would play.

The mother introduced her son to the

.j

Woodbridge, and that he knew of and wae 
troubled by what they had done. She would 
have relieved his mind if she had known thal 
she could do this without endangering Dick’s 
prospect of life or liberty. But she could 
not be sure that Harley would not think it 

bis duty to make it known that the

vfcvi/FRED W. HARRIS, WV* ^ BRIDGETOWN, N. S. *Solicitor,Barrister,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOYA SCOTIA.
Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent. -criminal—as he believed Boyle to be—had 

escaped, and thus set the avengers of blood 

in pursuit of him.
For her own part, she believed him to be 

innocent. His straightforward story, the 
tone of troth in hie voice, and the look of 
steadfast sincerity in hie eyes, appealed to 
an instinct that was stronger than reason.
She trusted he had made good hie escape ; 
she was glad his father had had the wit to 
drive his cart to and from the place of the 
hanging, thus giving the idea that he had 
cut down and buried his boy.

The investigations of Sheriff Long 
to nothing. He went back and reported that 
the murderer had escaped. A reward of s 
hundred dollars was offered by. the state Ux 
hie arrest. A brother of the dead 
heir to hie property—arrived, and added two 
hundred dollars to this sum. The young 
lynchers kept their secret. Se did Mise 

Harte.
The school at W oodbridge opened with • 

full attendance. Misa Harte was wholly 
occupied through the day with her pupils. • 
Her evenings were spent mostly with the 
Woodbridge family. She had not heart td' - 
withdraw to her room when ahe found wbAfc 
pleasure she was able to give them. Her 
music, her occasional reading aloud, and her 
conversation were a source of entertainment 
to the elders no less than to the children.

The Woodbridge* were well-to-do ; they 
owned a large, productive farm and extensive 
pastures grazed by many cattle ; but they 
had not learned how to enjoy this 
petenoe. They took few periodicals ; they

NF. L. Mi&atmm,
Barrister, Solicitor, &c.
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$6.50! He came in after snpper when they were
ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONEY TO LOAN.
Office opposite Central Telephone Exchange, 

Queen Street, Bridgetown. 31 tf
Telkphone No. 11.

rubbed his throat gently. She took a stout 
clasp knife from her pocket and cut the cord 
that bound his hands. By this time his 
breathing was less labored. Io another mo
ment he opened his eyes and stared about 
him bewilderedly.

“Did the rope break?” he gasped. It 
though he asked himself the question.

“No,” quietly answered Miss Harte. 
“The rope has been unloosed. You are

He turned his eyes in the direction of her 
voice and saw her for the first lime.

Bridgetown to Boston 
and returnJ. B. WHITMAN,

L^md. Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

young teacher with pride. He seemed e 
eon to be proud of—an athlete in build, 
with a candid manly face and eyes full of 
mingled fire and sweetness.

Mis3 H.irle was extremely anxious to hear 
what was believed concerning Dick Boyle; 
whether it was known that he had been 
hanged, and whether it was suspected that 
hie life had been saved; but she did not dare 
to inquire.

Presently Mr. Woodbridge came in and 
immediately questioned his eon.

“All I can hear, sir, fa that he was cap
tured by one of the parties 
hunting for him—and he got away.”

“Ah ! then he was lynched. “Got away." 
fa slang for hanging. I am sorry. I believe 
the man was guilty, but he ought to have 
had a trial. If I had not been seized 
with that confounded chill I would have 
used every effort to prevent this outrage.*’

“The murder was an outrage of the worst 
kind, sir; one that called for prompt punish 
ment.” interposed the young man.

“That is true; bat the law of the coun
try provides for such cases. I am thankfol 
none of my blood was &ixed up [in dealing 

out this law-defying punishment."
Harley looked down and said nothing.
Anna Harte thought : “He does not 

sympathize with the lynchers, but he has 
friends among them ; he fa distressed because 
of their action,"

Thinking to gratify the children and en
liven the spirits of the others, Miss Harte 
began to play bright little pieces and sing 
snatches of popular songs. She passed from 
these presently to more earnest and imagin
ative numbers. One of these was a fantastic 
called ‘Luray Cavern,’ composed by her 
gifted and short-lived young music-teacher. 
After playing it, Miss Harte described to 
the children the wonder of this beautiful 
cavern, hidden in the heart of the quaint 
old Virginia town—her birthplace,

Whether she played, sang or talked, she 
did it in the same natural, unassuming way 
that had in it the fascination of sincerity 
and self-forgetfulness. Unconsciously to 
herse/f she laid that evening the foundation 
of her subsequent influence over these strang
ers among whom her lot was cast.

When Mrs. Woodbridge said “ good
night ” to her guest, after seeing her to he/ 
room, she said :

“ I thank you for this pleasant evening, 
Mies Harte—the pleasantest we have had for 
a long time. Life on the farm fa dal), and 
young folks crave something to interest them 
and stir their brains and their blood as well.

$11.50.
Yarmouth S.5. Co’y, Limited ■j

OR. M. e. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST, THE SHORTEST AND BEST ROUTE BETWEEN

NOVA SCOTIA and the UNITED STATES.
!»

“ Did you do it? ’ he asked.
She*told him “Yes.”
“ Where are the others ?"
“ They rode away just before I came op. 

I was going to Woodbridge and had lost my

He raised himself to a sitting posture and 
saw the dangling rope. A look of terror 
came into his eyes.

“ They will come back and hang me 
again,” he said.

She looked at him steadily. “ Was it you 
that killed the storekeeper last night ?” she 
asked.

“No, it wasn’t," he said, simply. “I 
didn't know the cap’n was dead until this 
mornin’. I was on my way to the store to 
get some fieh-hooks. I met a boy that my 
mother nursed with the fever last summer, 
and he told me Cap’n Brown bad been killed 
in his store last night, and they’d found my 
knife, all bloody, lyin’ on the floor, and they 
wae gettin’ their horses to lynch me, and I 
had better take to the woods. I came here 
and hid in a hole in the side of the old cellar 
that’s half full o’ water. They found me a- 
while ago.”

“ What made you hide ?"
“ Why, things wa^black against me, and 

I knew they wouldn't wait till they were 
cleared up. They’re down on us in this 
neighborhood somehow. I bad threatened 
the cap’n because I was mad. He’d charged 
pap twice for the same goods, and talked 
hard to the old man. But he’d found out

Will be at Annapolis the^flret^and second weeks 

Bridgetown. ’ _________________

2 - Trips a Week 2James Primrose, D. D. S. who were out

*The fast and popular Stncl St earner^4* BOSTON  ̂Meaves Yarmouth^ for ^Boston every
WEDReturningdw?lMcave Lewis’ Wharf! Boston, every TUESDAY and FRIDAY at 2 p. m..
__ king close connections at Yaimouth with the Dominion Atlantic and Coast Railways for all
parts of Nova Scotia.

U. S. and Royal mail carried on this steamer.
Through tickets to all points in Canada and to New l ork via rail and sound lines.
Ask for and see that yon get tickets via the Yarmouth S. 8. Co. from Yar-

other information apply to Dominion Atlantic, Central, Intercolonial or Coast Rail 
way agent», or to L. K. BAKER,

W. A. CHASE. Sec. and Treasurer. Pres, and Managing Director
Yarmouth. Oct. 11th. 1899.

W
IOffice in Drug Store, corner Queen and 

Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr. 
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its 
branches carefully and promptly attended 

at Bridgetown, Monday
■7

to. Office days 
and Tuesday of each week. 

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891. 26 tf
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NOTARY PUBLIC.- • /Commissioner and^Master Supreme^Court. 
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•T- .. y£ -j All the women of Britain are equal,

For the men share alike in the fray, 
And the rich and the poor are just sisters 

In the hearts of the nation today.

did net keep in touv"tt i llll r
of progressive thought and industry. In— 
home life was bare of diversion. There were 
no games, no social meetings, no new books, 
no discussion of current topics. The coming 
of Miss Harte wrought a quick and marked 
improvement. When her box of books ar
rived she brought out various parlor games, 

books, and music. She taught the

Will be here before you 
know it.1 *3 :

\1

ONION DIM OF HALIFAX, The Lion's Whelps.

(Queensland Australian News.)
There is scarlet on hie forehead,
There are scars across hie tace,

’Tie the bloody dew of battle dripping down, 
dripping down,

But the war-heart of the Lion,
Turns to iron in its place,

When he halts to face disaster, when he 
turns to meet disgrace,

Stung and keen and mettled with the life
blood of his own,

Let the hunters ’ware who flout him, 
When he calls hie whelps about him, 

When he sets the gaol before him and he 
settles to the pace.

.
You want that old SofaIncorporated 1858.

Head Offloe, Halifax, N. 8. Upholstered ü
young people some simple dances ; she played 
dance music on

CAPITAL.....................S5p0, OOO
REST........ That Student’s Chair- .............*260,000 sang to her 

of magazines;
the piano Md 

mandolin. She took a number* 
and to these she presently added an up-to- 
date agricultural paper, which she left lying 
about in the sitting-room, where it coaid be 
seen and read by Squire Woodbridge, who 
had an old-fashioned contempt for book- 
farming and modern ways.

As for Harley, Miss Harte soon decided 
that he poeaessed not only a fine mind, but 
a good heart. She was deeply impressed 
with his kindness ofheart because of some- 
thing she found out, when she at last 
tured to go to see the parents of Dick Boyle.
She found a pretext for tfeis visit in the fact 
that Mrs. Boyle was known to knit nice 
woollen mitts for sale. It was now more 
than a month since Dick had made hie escape 
from Woodbridge. Miss Harts had heard 
nothing from him.

She found hie old mother sitting on the 
doorstep of her small cottage busy knitting.

and drinking—there S, ao much dnllDew.nd together abont Dick. Key _
, ... , ,, ■ rn him—their “baby child,” they called

monotony at home. ■ We .hall approve 00e lp.red them, and a.
your mueto and you, .ntereeting talk J, fllher lnd mother. ^Thay

“And I truly appreciate your kindneie,
Mr,. Woodbridge. It make, me feel at bad mi,«d him .oroly ; nu^ed h.. help, too.

home—the iweeteet feeling in the world,” thou8 tw0 ” ”e ° .
... . , T. i. a been kind to them—none as kind as youngreturned the girl, earnestly. It had not tt va............... ........been long eince .he Smother and home a. . b ,or ^winter.»...

one blow, and this good/Woman a motherly 8 __ u ,
welcome brought them fhet mind. » ”f •«? “d

Before .he left Min Harte, Mra. Wood S0,red “ t0 ^eir “*V“d 6 ‘
bridge told her she could sleep as long as sÈÿ to 8ee 1 e 0 mSn W °° a r\nA
l.ked in the morning, for on Sunday the He wa. a good young «mo. -re, and God
family were late in riaing and breakfaeting. ™»ld ..—.a I
but Anna Harte had been accustomed to Ann. felt her cheek, glow « d>e Uatened 

early rielog, and she was awake next mom- t0 1^e I P™eee 0
i.R before ennriee. She lay liatening to the ‘toward. to the home «/ |

singing of a mocking-bird in a tree near her th* Boyle*> oetenelbly to .
window. In a lit,?, while eh. heard th. the woollen

sound of a man coming op-.taire, evidently «•>« b'«t* of the two ojd people »»he for. 
trying to make a. little note a. pomible. of a letter .he had rmteved from 
He reached th. lending and cam. along the Z

-»-*• -a-
wtakb Mr. W-U*. ~ « - ~ " 
occupied byher .on. himgthrough MteHarte.

(Ceudvkd on fourth page.}

Made New.Wm. ROBERTSON, Esq., President.
E. L. THORNE, Cashier.« *
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IX,

he was wrong, and he sent for me to come to 
see him. I went last night, and we talked 
it over and parti d friendly.”

“And the knife—was it yours?"
“ I s’poee it was. I loaned my knife to a 

fellow yesterday, and he never give it back. 
I was fibhin’ in the creek, and he come up— 
a sort o’ tramp he was—and asked me for my 
knife to cut a cane for a fishin’-pole. He 
took it and went in the cauebrake, and I 

him again. He was a bad lookin’

U. Tricked and wounded ! Are we beaten 
Though they hold our strength at play? 

We have faced these things aforetimee, long 
ago, long ago.

From sunlit Sydney Harbor 
And ten thousand miles away,

From the far Canadian forests to the sounds 
of Milford bay.

They have answered, they have answered, 
and we know the answer now,

From the Britain* such as these, - 
Strewn across the world-wide seas,

Come the rally and the bugle note that 
make us one today.

Beaten ! Let them come against us,
We can meet them, one and all,

We have faced the world aforetime, not in 
vain, not in vain,

Twice ten thousand hearts may be widowed, 
Twice ten thousand hearts may fall,

But a million voices answer, “ We are ready 
for the call,”

And the sword we draw for justice shall not 
see its sheath again,

Nor our cannon cease to thunder 
Till we break their strength asunder 

And the Lion’s whelps are round him and 
the Old Flag over all.
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«erprices Right and Work 
promptly done.

never saw
chap, and I reckon ’twas him that cut the 
cap’n’s throat, and ’twas my knife he done 
it with.”

“ Did you tell this to the men that found 
you ?"

“I tried to, but they wouldn’t listen. They 
said it was a lie. But it’s the God’s truth, 
lady, though I reckon you won’t believe it 
neither."

“ I do believe it, and will help you to save 
yourself aH I can. Have you got a horse ?"

“ I’ve got a pony at home—about a mile 
from here."

“Have you got any money!"
“Nothin’ but a quarter the cap’n give me 

for my fish last night."
“ I have twenty dollars. I will give you 

half of it. When it gets dark, go home and 
mount your pony and travel as far out of 
this neighborhood as you can before morn
ing. Take the back roads, and go until you 
think it may be safe to stop. Get work in 
the country; keep your secret; tell nobody ; 
work faithfully, and njake a new start, s 
new life for yourself. It may be your inno
cence of this crime will come out. I must 
go now, and so must yon. They may 
back. This is the money ; it is in two dollar 
bills ; the more convenient for you.”

He had got on his feet with a little effort, 
and he stood leaning against a tree—the tree 
on which he had been hanged. He took the 
bills and stood still, looking at her, the 
tears coming into his wistful, dog-like eyes.

“You must ’a bçen sent to me by the 
Lord," be said, “tpu arA^sn angel on the 
earth. Won’t you tell me your name ?"

“My name fa Anna Harte,” she answered.
“Will you shake bands with me, Miss 

Anna Harte ?"

■
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London and Westminster Bank, London, 
Eng.; Merchants' Bank of Halifax, St. 
John’s, Nfld.; Bank of Toronto and Branch- 

Jpper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick, 
St. John, N. B ; National Bank of Com
merce, New York; Merchants’ National 
Bank, Boston. - ‘ >

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

THE PEOPLE’S 
BOOT & SHOE STORE
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es U She still hoped Mr. Woodbridge, who was 
one of the school directors, would come or mPoliteness.

“Can you write a good hand ?" asked a 
man of a boy who applied for a situation.

“ Yaas,” was the answer.
“ Are you good at figures?”
“ Yaaa,” was the answer ag’ain.
“ That will do, I don’t want yoif,” said 

the merchant.
After the boy had gone a friend said : “I 

know that lad to be an honest, industrious 
boy ; why don’t you try him ?”

“ Because he has not learned to say ‘ Yes, 
sir,’ and ‘No, sir,’” replied the merchant. 
“ If he answered me as he did, how will he 
answer customers Baptist Signal.

send some one for her; but no conveyance 
in sight along the road that had beeni%

pointed out to her, winding down from the 
pine hill on the other side of the railway. 
Nor had any come in eight, when the 
widow’s mare, bridled and saddled, came on 
the scene, led by a little negro boy, and ac
companied by other boys, white as well as 
black. The horse was led up to the plat
form, and Anna Harte sprang into the sad
dle with an ease that showed her to be no

I have about completed my fall 
stock of Boots and Shoes,
and now offer to the public one of 
the finest and best assorted stocks 
in above lines to be found in the

■AJm N. R- BURROWS, felert literature. HjnH

nt hie foot.Progressive
Bakers

The Lynching at Rockbridge

RUBBERS (BY MARY E. BRYAN, IN ‘TÜE HALF HOUR.’)

We sell the famous Maltese 
Cross Rubbers for Ladies 
and Gents; the celebrated Stub 
Proof Rubbers that cannot be 
punctured—especially adapted for 
lumbermen. A full line of Men’s, 
Boys’ and Women’s Rubbers.

A south bound train on a Georgia railway 
a small abont the fit ofPut up their Bread 

a.s it leaves the oven in
unpracticed horsewoman.

The ticket agent gave her instructions as 
to the way.

It's a plain road—no forks,” he said. 
Cross the creek on the right hand; it won’t 
be flank deep to the mare. The first two- 
storey white house you come to is Squire 
W oodbridge’t place."

After she had reached the top of the hill, 
he suddenly exclaimed to those around him : 
“ I declare ! I forgot to tell her about the 
short road from the old Wilby house, that 

into this road the other side of the

slacked its speed before stopping at 
town in the ‘piney’ woods.

“Shipley !’ shouted the leather lunged

EDDY’S
BREAD

WRAPPERS!

Catarrhozone Cannot Be Beaten.
Mr. Rodie McDougall, of Vanleek Hill, 

Ont., says : “Catarrhozone has done me 
more good than any other medicine I ever 
used. It has cured me of my Catarrh. 
Others may praise their preparations but 
Catarrhozone cannot be beaten as a cure for 
Catarrh." Catarrh-q-zone is a new method 
of treatment guaranteed to cure the most 
chronic cases of Catarrh, Asthma, Bron 
chilis, Coughs, Colds, &c. Sure, safe and 
pleasant to use. Sold by all druggists. 
Trial outfit sent for 10c in stamps by N. C. 
POLSON & CO., Kingston, Oat., Propri

A young woman in one of the day coaches 
got up, took her leather hand-bag from the 
seat and moved toward the door. Notwith
standing her evident youthfulnees, her bear
ing was dignified, and the expression of her 
face earnest and noble.

She was the only passenger for Shipley, it 
appeared ; and after a mail-bag had been 
thrown from the car to the station platform 
and another mail-bag on board, after the 
mail agent had unhooked it from the pro
jecting beam to which it was suspended, the 
train moved off and disappeared around a

The yonng woman looked forlornly about 
her. There was no one here to meet her; 
there was no one even at the station. The 
gronps/jsually to be seen lounging about the 
platform when a train was due were con
spicuously absent.

But the little town was not asleep. On 
the contrary, signs of et -nothing unusual 
and exciting were apparent.

In front of a low, flat roofed brick store, 
about fifty yards. from the station, there 
was a little group of men, boys, and dogs, 
gathered abont half dozen

I would especially call your atten
tion to a fine line of

FRENCH AND GERMAN SLIPPERS
Suitable for Xmas Presents.I

%She heard Harley’s voice say, “ Come inf 
and the early visitor entered, eaying, “ In 
bed, e .ill, old man ? I thought you wouldn’t 
be up; but I felt I must come and tell you 
the news.”

In ae stillness of the Sabbath morning 
Mies Harte could hear all he said. The 
walls between the rooms were not thick, the 
connecting door wae of thin wood, and not 
well fitted, and the side windows of each

k
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SStcT ' " " - ".AAny quantity of Oats wanted in exchange.

Hard & Soft Coal constantly 
on hand.

Manufactured aolely by
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“ He Hat Any Good Would Win"

should remember that pure, rich Wood 
the first requisite. Hood’s Saroaparitia, t 
giving good blood and health, has beige 
many a man to euooess, besides 
strength and courage to thousands of 
who, before taking it, oonld not e 
any good to win.

Hood’s PUfa are gentle, yet

—A very rare aati— 
longs to February, UK 
new moon January M two 
will have two. A moonless mi

'
creek. The Widow Wilby’s been having 
hauling done from there. It’s the mare’s 
old home, and she’s sure to take the road to 
it. But I reckon the girl will find out she’s 

as soon as she sees the road stops at

The E. B. EDDY Co. W. A. KINNEY.
limited

ULL, Canada.,;'
Established over a 
quarter of a century.

Cable Address: \ 
WALLFRUir London. / A Natural Cross.

One of the most beautiful natural rock 
carvings in the world carvings in the world 
is the Southern Cross, on the Island of Grand 
Manan, in the Bay of Fundy. It stands at 
the head of a ledge of rock jutting into the 
bay from the foot of one of the immense cliffs 
at the southern end of the Grand Manan. 
Its shape fa that of an almost perfect cross.

■wrong ■ppmiliBipi**
the house, and she’ll turn back. She’s a 
smart one, she fa.”
It took place as be foresaw. Miss Harte 

rode on without mishap, forded the creek, 
and went on half a mile beyond. Then she 
stopped, perplexed. There were two roads 
coming together at an obtuse angle. Which 
should ahe take ? She hesitated a moment, 
then, déoided to take the one the mare 
eeemeA to prefer. It had marks of hoofs and 
whcÂ, indicating that it had been lately 

travelled. Aftei ascending a hill she saw at 
- a little distance the roof of a Louie nearly

Y'%>i 
i Æ ss*

He put out hie hand timidly. “She ex
tended her own without hesitation and 
grasped hie hand cordially.

“I promise I will do as you ask me to, or 
I'll die a try in’,’ he said, “You’ve saved 
my life, and I'll do with it ae you eay. I’ll 
■tart a new row, and I’ll hoe it straight.”

“I believe fou will. May God strengthen 
and help yon,” she answered, earnestly.

The pathos in bis eyes, and hie pitiful 
swollen face touched her heart. She got 
upon her horse and rode away. He watch
ed her until she disappeared among the tspee.

JOHN FOX & GO.D room »ere open.
Harley'• young friend went on to tell the mAuctioneers and Fruit Brokers,

Spitalfleld and Stratford Market,

LONDON, Gt. B.
tSTWe are in a position to guara

m“Sheriff Long and one of bis deputies 
came at six o’clock yesterday evening on the 
local ^rain. He bad a warrant for Dick 
Boyles arrest ; he had heard rumors that * 
lynch jog was on hand ; but he found every 
thing quiet ; he got nothing out of the 
Ship' y folks. They told him B 
esoap^d. He stayed all night; said he

iifp
for

—“ Yes, I lost my watch in the river once, 
and it kept on running for seven years."
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RoYal
Baking Powder

Made from pure 
cream of tartar.

Safeguards the food 
against alum.

Alum baking powders are the greatest 
menacera to health of the present day.

ROYAL BAKING POWDER CO., NEW VpRK.

BETTER BLOOD
In consumption and diseases that 
waste the strength, the blood gets to 
be very thin, lacking proper nourish
ment. The secretory organs of the 
body are starved so that the natural 
fluids (such as gastric juice) are insuf
ficient to digest the food, and nourish 
the body.

Park’s Perfect Emulsion
enriches the blood supply in the most 
natural way possible. It is a pleasant, 
highly nutritious, emulaioniz:d food 
—a combination of pure cod liver oil 
with Guaiacol and the Hypophoe- 
phites of Lime and Soda. Any 
Stomach will retain it and rapidly 
improve. It assists digestion, tones 
up the bowels, stimulates assimilation 
and enriches the blood supply. Con
sumptives, nursing mothers, invalids, 
and sickly children grow fat on Park’s 
Perfect emulsion right from the start. 
There is nothing more beneficial. 
Ask your physician about it. He 
knows of its great value in wasting 
diseases.

Price 50 cents per Bottle, 
pf all Druggists.

—Manufactured by—

HATTIE & MYLIUS,
HALIFAX, N. 5.

For sale by S. N. Weare, Bridgetown.
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