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Professional @rbé.

- e - e e
J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

i ce in Aunapolis, opposite Garrison gate
—WILL BR AT HIS—

OFFIOHE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)

Hvery Thursday.

© nsular Agent of the United Siates

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society. |

~—AGENT FOR~—

Roliablo Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

& Money to loan at five per cent on Real
tate security.

O. T. DANIELS
BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.

(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)

-Hosad of Queen 8t., Bridgetowr

&foney to Loan on First-Olass
Rasl Hatate.

h(). S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, ete.
SHAFNER RUILDING,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and satisfactory attention given
®» the collection of clalms, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

CGommissioner and Master Supreme Court.
‘Solleitor International Briok and Tile Co.

OFFICE:
©9x Brilding, - Bridgetown, N, S.

DENTISTRY!

“DR. F. S. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Orown and Bridge Work a Specialty,
Office next door to Union Bank.

Hours: 9 to 5.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA,

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

samss Prinigo_sa, D.D.S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
@ranville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
#red Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly attended
%0, Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
#nd Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1801, 25 of

J. B. WHITUAN,

TLand Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

UNION BAMK OF HALIFAX

Incorporanted 1858,
Capital Authorized, - %$1,500,000
¢apital Paid-up, - 1,000,000
- - - 642,660

DIRECTORS:
X, Wn. Rocue,
ent. Vice-President.
€4 DAR. J. H.
rcHELn, M.P.P. K. G. 3
A. K. JONES,

Head Offlce, Hsalifax, N. 8.
E. L. THORNE, General Manager,
C. N, 8. STRICKLAND, Inspector.

Uollections solicited.

#3i1ils of Exchange bought and sold,

&l ighest rate allowed for money on
spocinl deposit.

Savings Bank Depariment. -
Anterest at the rate of 3 1-2 per ecnt

BRANCHES

<Aanapolis, N.8.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
-idarrington Passage—C. Robertson, a
‘Bridgetown, N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt, 4
Deoad Cove Mincs, £. B.—R. W. Elliutt,

#oing manager.

' Ckfrku'u Harbor, N. 8.—C. Robertson,

mansger. -
Dafmlou:b, N. 8.—J. }". L. Stewart,

er.

m:?{:;gby, N. 8.—J. E. Allen, Manager.
Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.
Granville Ferry, N. 8.—W. L. Wright,
ing manager.

‘.'o;;:‘l‘if.x, N. S.—W. C. Harvey, Manager.
Kentville, N. S.—TF. O. Robe;tuon.'hlgr.
Lawrencetown, N. 8. —F. G. Palfcey,

ger.

ﬁ,}}i}é:pool, N.S.—E. R. Malhall, manager.
Mabos, C. B.—J. R. McLean, acting

cr.

m;qn:g Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright,

nager. i
“Nugzh Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,

~ I ananager

Pott-of-Spalp, Trinidad—A. D. McRae,

cr.
ﬂﬁhfrbmoka, N. 8.—C. E. Jublen, Acting

m:‘:‘?%’fgier's. C. B.—J, A. Irviog, manager.
Sydaey, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,
Sydney Mines, C.B.—R. Creighton, acting

my&”ﬁ;:iile, N. 8.—A. F. Little, manager.
Yarmouth, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows, »

¥ RESPONDENTS.—
1 ooLfndon An?l \Westminster Bank, London,
4; Baok of Torontaue B;Méchu
‘Upper Caonda; National Bank of Com-
Upper New York; Merchants® National
% Bank 'Hoﬂo%; Royal Bank of Canada, E}t.
.John., N. B. Royal Baok of Canada, St.
John's, Nfid.

i

#YSTER and LUNCH- COUNTER

STER STEWS AND. LUNCHES
el SERVED AT ALL HOURS,
Oysters sold by the peck or half peck, or on

“halt shell.
AKES and BISCUIT fresh from
BEE Anbfkary always on hand.
T. J. EAGLESON,

GRANVILLE ST7., BRIGDETOWN

Good Stock,

Meat Workmanship,
UWp=to-Date Styles,
Prompt Execution,
Reasonable Prices,
Satisfaction to Patrons.

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

N. S. 4;

3
¥

we have in

In Flour

Diamonds,

‘and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

Moulie, Bran

Confectionery,

stock Five Roses, Five Stars, Fiyve
Marvel, Perfection, Hurona, Pride of

Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Crcam of Wheat, White
Rose annd Goderich. Alsc a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Fced Flour, Middlinés,
, Chop Feed and Oats. i

Also a full line of first-class Groceries, Crockery-
ware, Toilet Articles, Patent Medicines,

Stationery, etec.

srBefore buying it would pay you to see our goods and g¢#
our prices. Satisfaction guaramtoed.

C. L. PIGCGOTT.

W

b. A CROWE

Sanitary
Plumber,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

'Phone 21

T

Foetry. 7

(Ue¢ Pring «

BILLHEADS,
LETTERHEADS,
NOTEHEADS,
MEMO FORMS,
STATEMENTS,
ENVELOPES,
BUSINESS CARDS,
FOLDERS,
BLOTTERS,
RECEIPT FORMS,
Trustees’ Blanks,
Church Envelopes,
S. 8. Library Cards,
LABELS,
POSTERS,
DODGERS,
CIRCULARS,
BOOKLETS,
PAMPHLETS,
APPEAL CASES,
LEGAL FORMS,
SPECIAL ORDERS.

Finest Lines

..IN..

Wedding
ationery.

o

Satisfaction Guaranteed,

filonitor = = =
Job Printing = «

Departiment, « «

THE BRAVEST OF THE BRAVE.
Europe was never so entirely and so terribly
armed. Woelothe man whosets fire to Europe
now.—Moltke.

Who was the bravest of the brave;
The bravest hero ever born?
"Twas one who dared a felon grave,
_Who dared to bear the scorn. of scorn.
Nay, more than this—when sword was |
drawn {
And vengeance waited but his word
He looked with pitying eyes upon
The scene and said, *‘Put up thy
sword!”’
Could but one king be found today
As brave to do,. as brave to say!

“Put up thy sword” into the sheath!
“Put up thy sword,” ‘‘Put up thy |
sword!"”’
By Cedron’s brook thus spake beneath
The olive trees our King and Lord,
Spake calm and kinglike. Sword and |
stave |
And torch and stormy men of death |
Made clamor. Yet, he spake not, save
With loving word and patient breath
“Put up thy sword into the sheath!”
The peaceful olive boughs beneath.

Yo. Christian kings, in Christ’'s ‘dear
name
I charge you live no more this lie.
“Put up thy sword!” The time they
came
To bind and lead him forth to die,
Behold this was his last command!
Yet ye dare cry to Christ in prayer,
With red and recking sword in hand!
Ye dare do this as devils dare!
Ye liars, liars, great and small,
Ye cowards, cowards, cowards, all!

0 God, but for one gallant czar,
One valiant king, one fearless queen!
Yea, there would be an end to war,
If one could be heard or séen
To follow Christ; to hravely cry,
“Put up thy sword!” “Put up thy
sword!"’
And let us dare to live and die
As did command our King and Lord;
With sword commanded to its sheath,
The blessed olive boughs beneath.

—Joaquin Miller.

Select  Literature,

A BOY’S FIGHT,

OR
The Story of a Battle Against
Temptation.

(By Rebacca Harding Davis in ‘‘Success.”)

(Continued.)

Joe met him at the door of the
schoolhouse. ““Hello, Helstone!”  he
said. *'The day and hour have come,
eh? See here, Crawford and 1 are got-
ing up a supper to-might for the com-
petitors,—the winners and the losers,
You'll he sure to be theret™

*d don’t know. Yue, ped; I'l} sce a-
bout that,”” said Tom, incohevently,
for he had alroady opened the door.
The schoolhouse was dark and som-
ber inside. Tom gave a quick look
backward at the sunshiny street, and
the lucky people who were not going
to undergo an examination. Then,
drawing a Jong Dbreath, he threw up
his head and went in.

P, Helstone, attorney-at-law!”’
“Chief Justice Thomas Helstone, of the
supreme court!’’

Why should it not he? It should be.

The careless passers-by sauntering a-
long—indeed, all of the village people,
—were interested in the struggle going
on that day behind the closed doors
of the little schoolhouse. To three of
the boys, success mattered little. They
were sons of men who were rich enough
to send them to Princeton if they
should fail to win the scholarship.
But this was the only chance for a
college training for Tom or little Bob
Doan.

The men of the village gathered in
the “Omnivarious store,” at ncon, to
disuss. m was a general favorile,
and the popular voice was in his
favor.

“It is a plty about that poor littla
cripple,”” said Joyce, the blacksmith;
“but how ken a man with a body like
that kerry an edication? He'd be dyin’
with nervous perstration before he
left college.”

“Yes, that's so,” said Squire Logue,
solemnly. “Now, Tom has flesh and
muscles enough. Tom’s a favorite of
mine, I acknowledge. His nerves won't
trouble him. But I'm not sure that
he’s the stuff out of which scholars
are made.”

The men, perched around on bar-
rels and the counters, chuckled.

“No,” said Fareham, “He’s a gen-
ooine fellow, young Helstone. I'd give
a dollar down any day to hear him
tell ‘how Cousin Dillard gin a party.’

Latin don’t fit into his makeup, some-
bow.

Al were silens for a few minutes.
The prophecy of defeat for the village
favorite  was received  with cold dis-
favor.

“Poor Tom!"" said Joe Turner, yard-
stick in hand, lean,ug over the count-
er; “you forget that he is not respon-
sible for his stupidity. The Helstones
were all hard drinkers for generations.
He's = a relative of  mine, he added
laughingly, “"but 1 belong to the other
side of the family,—the sober side.”

“Tom himsecif has never touched li-
quor,” said Squire Logue, sternly.

“N-no—not yet. But—" Joe shook
his head sadly

“Well, gentlemen,” said the black-
smith, “I'll bet on Tom. He mayn’t
be a scholar. But there'll be a big
outcome of some sort from that gueer
head of his some of these days; take
my word for it.”

A girl, who had been buying needles
at the back of the store, went out at

| that moment and flashed a grateful

look at the blacksmith as she passed.

“Your sister Jenny is a better
friend to Tom than you are Joe,” said
Squire Logue.

“Women are easily fooled. Tom can
hide his bad habits from most folks.
But I—know him."” said Joe meaning-
ly.

The squire watched him uneasily.
Was it possible that Tom was secretly
following his father to a drunkard’s
grave? There was no hint of dissipa-
tion in the boy's clear eve and can-
did face. The scgire resolved to keep
a closer watch over him. He was

pledged to do so.
. . . .

The sun had set and a dull. rain was
falling. The examination was over
and the learned professors were closet-
ed in an inner room for consultation.

little crowd sat on the steps of the
schoolhouse waiting to hear the result.
They peered eagerly through the half
open door at the five boys inside who
were awaiting the verdict. Three of
them were chatting together around
the stove, but the little cripple sat a-
part, his set pale face turned toward
the closed door of the inner room, and
Tom stood alone by the window, look-
ing out over the foggy meadows. He
saw the crowd outside, and,—~what was
that? In the little church porch were
two women, huddled together, back
out of the rain, watching.

“It’s mother and Jen! And mother
hasn’t been out of the house at night
for years! Oh, if I should lose it!”

It secemed to him that he must go
out and yell and run, or go mad. His
brain ached with the dav's work. ‘I
did my best,” he said; ““I did my best.
But I  hate that Greck and, the fig-
ures!” He felt like a small child that
was trying to hold a ereat rock which
was falling on him to crush him.

There was a stir in  the room be-
hind him. He turned; the door opened
and the examiners came out and stood
in a little groop bv the desk.

The oldest of them was speaking to
the boys, whom he called “Gentlémen,”
—congratulating them upon their earn-
est efforts, ete.

“All of you have done well,” he said
“hut we are acreed that the prize, a
scholarship at Princeton University,
has beon falrly earned bv—"*

He hesitated. Tom caught the bench
befors him. His head ceeled.

“By Robert Doan.””

The little cripple svrang to his feet.
There was a sudden silence in the
room. A boy’s voice broke in hoarse-
ly. “That's faie," he  said. “If 1
couldn’t get it, I'm orlad that you did,
Job.”” Then Tom hurried out into the
night.

“Who won? Who's got it?”” The
crowd pressed around him.

“The boy who had the brains to get
it,—Bobby Doan,” he said, pushing his
way through them.

He turned into the darkness where
his mother could not see him. He
never would face her again. A queer
sickness of body and soul crept over
him. -
He had stood his trial and failed. It
was for life.

“I said I would be the Chief Justice
of the United States,” he said, laugh-
ing, “and I have proved myself the id-
iot that Uncle Bill called me.”” He har
ried on, unconscious of the cold rain.
He knew nothing, except that he was
beaten for life. He had asked God to
help him, but he had not been helped.

“Stop, Tom!”” An umbrella was held
over him, and Joe's face peered into
his with a kind smile.

“Did you Jlose?”

“Yes, I lost. I've done the best that
I could do, and that’s the end of it.”

“I thought you would lose, Tom,”
said Joe, gravely. He walked on in
silence beside him. Presently he said:
“A man has to face facts about him-
self. It's the bravest thing to do.
The men in the store were talking of
you to-day, and they said—"’

“What did they say?”’

“They said you aren’t the stuff that
scholars are made of.”

‘“No, I've proved that,” said Tom
bitterly.

“Don’t . let it break you down, old

That’s pure genius. But- Greek and

man!”’

In his agony of deleat, Joe’s unusual
kindness touched the boy.

“l didn’t think you'd back me, now
that 1'm beaten,” he said.

“You've got to take yourself as God
made you,” said Joe *“One mans
made to take in lecarning as sand does
water, and another man’s made,—'’ he
glanced askance at Tom.

“To do what? What am I fit for?”

“To be a good friend and jolly gom-
panion; you know that. There is not
another boy in this village that is as
much sought for as you. 1t runs in
your blood. The Helstones were all
gay, friendly fellows. ”’

”".’l'hey made a short run of it,”’ said

Tom in a low voice.

“Could they help that? What’s the
use fighting against fate? It’s of no
use. You never will be a scholar, Tom.
Come, enjoy life while it lasts. To-
night, at least, don’t let people think
that you're crying in a corner. Show
your courage. Crawford gives a little
supper to the men who contested. Lit-
tle Doan has limped home, but the de-
feated men are all to be there. The
¥ireat Four,” eh? Come! Pull your-
self _together and show what stuff is in
you. Don’t let the boys ses you
whine.”

Tom hesitated, but only for a min
ute. Ho had aimed high and done his
best and been beaten. There was no
~thing more to hope for,—nothing 10
do. What did it matter how be ¢pent
that hour, or any hour to come?

“I'm with you, Joe,” Le said laugh-
ing loudly; “come ou.’

Joe turned and aalked quickly to
“The Traveller's Rest.” .

The windows of the little ravern
shone redly through the fog and ruin.

“looks friendly, docsn't it?"’ said
coe. He watched Trm uncasily

His  blue eyes burned, and his face
was heated. “We'll make a night of
it, Joe,” he cried, in a wild shrill
voice.

The Helstone blood was awake at
last. Joe watched him furtively, as he
might a wild beast that he had sud-
denly roused.

When Tom went into the tavern, Joe
stood outside. He took off his hat
and wiped his forchead. Cold as the
night was the sweat stood out in
great drops. “It's a mean job,” he
muttered; “but I've begun it, and I'll
go through it.”

The boys were seated when he went
in. The table was spread with the fin-
ost feast that the “Rest” could furn-
ish; turkey, cranberry jelly, oysters
cooked in a dozen ways, cte.

“*Now, gentlemen, you've had a hard
day’s work. You must be hungry.
Fall to,” said Crawford.

The boys obeyed, laughing and jok-
ing. Tom's laugh was the loudest.
Hoyt, the landlord, looked in and
came to the table.

“Young Helstone,” he whispered to
Joe, *looks like his father when he
was out on a spree. 1'm glad you've
ordered no liquor.”
“You're the last man to object to
it,”” Joe sneered.

*‘Oh, I've a conscience, though I sell
rum,” Hoyt said, laughing, and pres-
ently he went out.

Joe " ate nothing; he bent his pale
face over the untasted food hoaped on
his plate. “If 1 do it, it's meaner
than murder,”” he said to himself, “but
it gives me the land. One glass will
be enough, and then I'll manage to get
Squire Logue into the room ang the
farm’s mine!”’

“Didn’t you omsder the .punch?!”’ he
gaid to Crawford.

“Yes.”” He whispered to tho wait-
ers. “‘Full jugs, mind, and strong,” he
called after them.

“Fill your -glasses, gentlemen,” he
said when the punch was brought.
“There’s something that will warm
your hearts.”

Tom shook his head carelessly, when
it was passed to him. But Joe poured
out a full goblet.

“Drink it, boy,” he said, setting it
down before him. Joe's lips were par-
ched and his voice hoarse. ‘‘Have
some fun while you live. You've done
your best and what did it count for?
Nothing. Now take your fun.”

Tom did not answer for a minute.
Then he raised the glass. The fumes of
the liquor reached him. Something
within him—an uncontrollable longing
unknown before,—cried out for it.
““Have your fun,” Joe said again,
feebly.

“It’s no fun. But I've got to drink
this,”” said Tom, with a scared white-
ning face. g

His hand shook as ho lifted the glass
to his mouth.

“Helstone!”” The landlord tapped
on his shoulder. ‘‘Come quick. One of
the examiners has sent for you,—Doc-
tor Pyne. He has but a few minutes;
come, at (once.”” Tom sat the giass
down untasted. He rose slowly, and
followed Hoyt with a dazed face.

““1 say, let that cursed stuff alone,”
said Hoyt, outside. ‘There’s death
in the pot for you, Tom.”

“Yes,” said Tom dully. “I under-
stand what it is now. Who wagts me,
did you say?”’ i

“Come, wake up! ()nq of thosb learn-
ed doctors has taken a fancy to you
and wants to speak to you before the
stage goes.”” He hurried down the pave-
ment to where a group of men stood.

“Ah, Helstone!”” Docter Pyne stepped
out from among them with a cordial
face and outstretched hand. ““I have
but a moment, my boy,” he said,
drawing Tom aside, “but I wish to
say to you that there are successes to
be reached by other means than litera-
ture. You are no linguist or mathe-
matician; but you have keen percept-
ive facmlties, industry, and accuracy.
With thess you ought to do good work
in the world. Don’t be discouraged.
Take up whatever duty lies nearest to
yor now, and give your whole strength
to it. You will conquer something
better than a collego scholarship. There
is the coach! I must go; but I shall
not forget you. I shall see you a-
gain.”’ .

He wrung Tom’s hand heartily, and
climbed into the stage. It disappeared
down the dark street, but Tom stood
looking ofter it, as if a new day had
dawned.

“I must go and tell mother the great
news,” he said to himself.

——

CHAPTER V.

More than iwo years after the con-
test for the scholarship, North Beach
was thrown into a fever by the news
that Sqyuire Logue was going to give
a clambake to which the neighborhood
was to be invited. Hospitalities on
this magnificont scale were unknown
at the Beach, and for weeks the far-
mers and fishermen and their wives
discussed the preparations.

The evening before the clambake, as
Squire Logue was in the store, eti-
quette required that nothing should be
said before him of the great event. As
soon as he was gone, however, Fare-
ham hurried from his desk. “I hear,”
he said, ‘‘that the squire has bespoken
all of the chickens and sugar corn
within ten miles. There’s nothing
mean about Logue! The infare he
gave when his son Jake was married
was a thing to remember your life
long.”

“Yes,” said Hoyt, the innkeeper,
nodding and slowly grinding his jaws
as one who chews the cud of some past
delight, - “you’re right. T was there.
It was a great spread,-great!”

“I hear the ladies have agreed not
to go empty-handed to the clambake,”

said Lawyer Hales, ‘“‘They’re going

to take cake and pies and fallals. My
. -

wife’s been baking for days.”

“‘Mrs. Helstone and Jane are the
squire's chief aids,” said Hoyt. “It’s
nateral he should turn to them, havin’
no women folks of his own. They're
the old-fashioned kind of women, the
kind it’s safe to tie to, none of your
swordfish females, fightin’ and dashin’
about perpetooally, keepin’ all the
pond boilin’ to hev their own way.”

Fareham shook his head solemnly.
“l know that sort,” he said; “‘but, as
you say, Mrs. Helstone’s dificrent, and
Janey’s as sweet a bit of worman as 1
know. There’s lots of hard sense in
that little gal, too.”

“Why, gentlemen,”’ said Hales, -sud-
denly, “I’ve just been reckoning. Next
week the three years 'l be up since
Bill Turner's death. Mrs. Helstone's
annuity and tenure of the farm will
cease. She will have to turn out.”

There was a meditative pause. ‘“You
are right, Hales,”” said Farcham; ‘I
heard the will. Who gets the farm?
You ought to know.”

“No, I don’t. 1 drew up the will;
but the disposition of the farm was a
secret between Logue and Billy.”

“Tom’s done well by that farm, I
guess,” said young Pope. ‘“Bhe day
after he was beaten in the contest for
a scholarship, 1 saw him grubbing in
the south meadow. I had been beaten
too, you know. So I called, ‘What’s
up Tom?’ -~ He came up to the fence.
‘Potato roots scem to be more in my
line than Greek roots,” he said, ‘I'm
going to bone down to work and
make what I can out of the farm for
mother. You're going torcollege, any-
how; but this seems to be the only
door open to me.” 1 was sorry for
Helstone, for he had had a knockdown
blow. But he was so hearty and cheer-
ful through his one door’ that I knew
he'd succeed.”

There was a doubtful pause. ‘Y-a-s,”
said Farcham. ‘I always thought he
was a bit mad with his experiments
on crahs and sea spiders, But at last
he took to feeding oysters!—Yes, sir!
Regular meals!—Canals from fresh-
water ponds turned in‘on ‘em at cer-
tain times. I've tried to chafi him out
of the folly. ‘How’s your babies?’ 1
holler at him; or, ‘Try beef tea on
‘'em.” 1 hate to see the boy wastin’
his life on such tricks- But he's as set
in his ways as a mule.”

The other men grunted so as to
show their assent.

“Tom's workin’ hard for the clam-
bake,”” said Hoyt. ‘‘He's a great
hand at fun.”

“By the way,” said the young col-
legian, “I heard that Joe Turner was
coming to the bake, with bis partner,
Crawford. He’s coming to look after
the farm, 1 reckon, the three years
being so nearly up.”

“He'll get his share in it, if it's an
inch square,” growled Farcham.

“*You used to say that Joe had the
making of a great business man,”” said
Hoyt, slyly. “That was when he was
tricking your customers.”

Farcham laughed © good-humoredly.
“Joe was too sharp for me. Crawford
said he was wasted on the Beach, and
he would take him to New York to
help him ‘drum’ for shoes. But I al-
ways guessed Crawford has some other
axe to grind, and wants Joe's money
to sharpen it.”

“But Joe hasn’'t got that money
vet,”” suggested Pope.

“No, but it's worth €rawford’s while
to keep a hold on him till he does get
it

The men went home soon after this.
Young Pope walked down the village
street with Mr. Hales. On their way
they met Joe Turner, who was dain-
tily picking his way over the cobkle-
stones. In these two years, his lean
face had taken shrewder, harder mean-
ings. A heavy mustache hid certain
new and cruel lines in it: his half-shut
black eyes were watchful and defiant.
He greoted the two men with many
bows. .
“That fellow’s manners are as sham
as the diamonds in his shirt,” said
Pope, as he wernt on.

“‘Here comes Tom,” said Hales, as
a big figure loomed up out of the mist.
“There’s no sham about him.” Tom
was whistling; he carried a spade, and
his boots were clogged with mud.

“Hello! Been with your oysters?”

s. ‘‘Joe’s come.”

shouted Tom, and hurried
on.
““Now, why,” asked Pope, ‘‘should
Tom have all the ill-luck, and that
sneak, Turner, have all the good
things in the world?”’

Hales laughed. ‘‘Most men’'s lives
are big riddles,” he said, ‘“‘that don't
get answered until they're dead. Bu_t,
for one thing, Pope, Tom’s laugh is
genuine, and Joe's diamonds are
paste.”’

- - - . L] -

The clambake was to be on Panther
Island, a green hill rising out of the
sca just in sight of the mainland. By
noon, on the great day, everybody in
North Beach was on the shore. Heap-
ed hampers stood on the sand; all the
catboats in the neighborhood were an-
chored in the surf, bedecked with flags
while from the island came whiffs of
the pungent odor of steaming seaweed.
The air was cold, but such rich, gold-
en lights struck on the gray coast,
and on the busy, chattering crowds,
that it seemed as if even the sun knew
that it was a holiday, and played his
part in it.

Mr. Farcham, who had_ closed the
store for the first time in the memory
of man, was graye and anxious when
he arrived.

“I could have wished, now, thut(th’e
squire had had the bake on the main,”
he said. “It’s a long pull to the Pan-
ther Island in case of a storm, and
with these old folks and children—""

“What's the matter with you, man?”
asked Hoyt. “There’s not a cloud in

2 sky.”

‘h‘l:l (l)nn't like that yaller light,”
grumbled Farcham. “I've secen more
than one squall come up out of a yal-
ler glare like that.” S

“Oh, go to work and stop crnukmg,
Everybody was soon at work. The
older men were on the island busy
with the immense layers of chicken,
corn, potatoes and clams in the
“hake,” while the women and young
folks were loading the boats with l?as-
kets. Little Jenny was the busiest
girl at the Beach. Her brother watch-
ed her critically, as she stood, flushed
and eager, on the edge of .thc surf,
directing Tom how to load his boat.

“D’ye know, Jen, you're quite a
prctt_;' girl?” drawled Joe, twirling his

In every town.
‘and village -
“may be had, :

mustache. “But you ought to wear
decent gowns. " You'd be a guy in New
York.

. Lhe tears rushed to Jenny’s eyes.
She turned away quickly, Crawiord,
who was standing near, signiticantly
surveyed Joe's custly clothes. “Why
don’t you dress your sister betterr”
he asked. “I never knew you to give
her a dollar.  You leave her depenaent
on that fellow Helstone, whom you
despise.”

“You know nothing about my rela-
tions with Helstone,”” snarled Joe.

"1 know that he’s an honest, strong
fellow; but not your sort, nor mine,
Why you brought him to New York
this summer, spending your money on
him at Delmonico’s, passes me.”

“That money’ll bring interest some
day,” muttered Joe.

“Or you would not have spent it, I
know. What's your game, Joe? You
have one.”

“1 have a game to play—yes,” said
Joe, biting his mustache, ‘‘and the
time for playing it is short, but I'll
win,” %

“It it’s to bring you any money, I
hope you will win,” said Crawford,
gravely. “You're pretty dedp in my
debt, Turner. Your obligations to me
will cover every dollar of your inheri-
tance when you get it; and,” he added
quickly, “if you plead that you were
a8 minor when you incurred them, it
will ruin you for life.”

“Do you take me for a scoundrel?”’
blustered Joe, loudly.

Crawford looked at him a minute
deliberately, laughing. ““Well, Joe we
know each other pretty thoroughly by
this time,” he said, and lounged away
along the shore. Turner stood mo-
tionless while the busy crowd surged
about him. A vacant smile was on
his pale lips. These people envied his
prosperity. If they only knew! Out
of the gambling of these two years ne
had come without a dollar. The very
clothes that he wore were not paid
for. Crawford would secize every penny
of his legacy next week.

Joe wet his parched lips with his
tongue. “The farm! that is my one
chance! I could sell the miserable po-
tato patch, if I had it, and go into
Wall Street. I would be a rich man
in a month.”

But what chance was there? He
watched Tom as he rowed a canoe
back from the island. How jolly he
looked! With all his jollity—bhow sob-
cr and sane! He never would be trick-
ed into drinking. Joe had tempsed
him a hund\;)d times in these two
years, but Helstone knew his danger
and never was off his guard.

The sea ran deep under the little
hoat. d

“If Tom Helstone were under that
black water instead of on top of it,
the farm would be mine. I would be
the next heir.”

Joe looked about in terror. Had he
spoken aloud? What horrible thing
was this that he had said?
M A . . - -

When Tom was going back to the
island, Crawford said: “You've suc-
ceeded in your farming venture, Hel-
stone?”’

“Yes; I have had a fine bit of land,
sir; there’s no better in Jersey. I wish
I could keep it!”

“When do you give it up?”

‘“Next week.”

“Who takes it?”’

“Nobody knows but Squire Logue,
and he won’t tell.”

“What will you do then, Helstone?”
Crawford’s manner was friendly. Tom
lowered his voice, confidentially.

“l reckon I'll go on with my ex-
periments in oysters. I'm trying a new
method of feeding them.”

“You intend, by fecding them—?"’
“To fatten them, improve their flav-
or and command a higher price for
them than others will bring.”

“Oho! Pretty keen work, Mr. Tom!
But the feeding idea is not  original
with you.”

“No, but my method is,’
quickly.

“Good! I hear that you experiment
with sea spiders, too. How can that
pay you?”

*‘Oh, that’s only my fun. They're
more interesting than men and wo-
men.”’

Crawford laughed, and eyed Tom as
they rowed, with a lazy good humor.
1 like your sort, Helstone,”” he said
at length. “But yow're not exactly
my sort, nor are you like your cousin,
Joe Turner. Mind what I say. Don’t
let Joe meddle with your oysters, or
with you. That's my final word.”

Crawford, when they had unpacked
the boat, sauntered up to the clam-
bake, and Tom returned for tha last
load. He found no one on the main-
land except. Joe, who stood beside two
or three baskets.

“Hello! Why aren’t you at the is-
land? The fun’s beginning.”

“I waited for you. I'll help you
over with these baskets.”

Joe’s voice had a strange, unnatural
strain in it, and Tom looked at him
curiously. ““What ails you, Turner?
You might be your own corpse, judg-
ing by your looks. Are you ill?”

“I don’t feel very well, to-day,’”” Joe
said, hurriedly, “I'll take some whisky.
You don’t drink?”’ he asked, pausing
uncertainly.

“No.” Tom packed the bagkets into
the boat, and, looking around when he
had finished, saw Joe still standing,
the flask in his outstretched hand.

“Tom,” he broke out, ‘I wish you’d
drink this! It would be such an easy
way for me.”

“‘Way for you?  What do you
mean? You've had too much whisky
already, 1 judge. Put up your bottle
and get into the boat.”

“I'll go, if yow will have it so. It's
your doing.” . He climbed into the
boat. “It’s your doing,”’ he repeated,
turning his ghastly face on Tom.
“Whatever comes -of it, I'm not to
blame. I'm pushed to the wall, I tell
you. If you would drink that.stuff,
you would save me. But, instead,
you bring me here—here!”’

Tom eyed him sternly. “Drunk,” he
muttered and then turned to look at
the sky. ‘““Turner,” he said, sharply,
“I'd rather not row you over. mmm
--I'd rather not row you over, It's
likely there’ll be a squall, and I can’t
manage this loaded boat with you in
i

said Tom,

““There’s more risk for you than for
me,” said Joe, with a shrill laugh,
settling himself solidly in the stern.
“I'll take these oars.”

Tom, with another anxious look at
the west, shoved the boat from the
beach.

The sun had gone out in a white log.
There ‘was an unnatural stillness over
shore and sea. The water was a black
slow-heaving plane. The universal yel-
low glare had focused into one peint
in the west. Tom kept his eyes upon
it as he pulled with swift, eager
strokes.

“We’ll make it beforo the sqaull
breaks,” he muttered. ‘‘Pull Turner.”

But Joe sat motionless, his small,
glittering eyes fixed on the burly fig-
ure before him.

The island stood out distinct in the
fierce glow. Tom could see a crowd
of black figures gathered anxiously on
the shore.

“They think we can’t make it. Pull
for your life, Joe!”

But Joe did not move. He saw and
heard nothing. “If Tom were under
this water, the farm would be mine,”
he said to himself again and again.

_ There came Jthrougb the silence a
low, rasping hiss. A sudden narrow

trough opened in the soa, as if cut by
a plow.

“It's on wus!” shouted Tom. He
sprang to his feet and threw the bask-
ets, one after another, overboard. He
stood with his back to Turner, as he
did this, staggecng with the rocking
of the boat. Joe stood up, an oar in
his hand. Steadying himself, he struck
a fierce blow at the boy’s head

“You dog, get out of my way!”’ he
yelled.  All the long-pent fury of his
life was in the cry.

. The people on the island were watch-
ing the boat. They saw one of the
two black figures in it disappear and
sink into the water. Then the squall
covered it with a seething, shrieking
flood. It passed, and the little boat
drifted again into plain sight wpon the
sea. -

There was no living thing on board.

(To be continued.)
O ——————

A STORY OF HENRY BERGH.

—

Like a well dressed somber ghost, he
went striding down the snowy street,
and at University place he found the
thing he had expected—a car packed
inside almost to suffocation, both plat-
!ormu packed outside, with men cling-
ing like burs to bottom steps and
dashboard rails, and before it, within
a cloud of steam, two ill-fed, bony
horses with bloodshot eyes and wide,
red nostrils flaring in their effort to
fill laboring lungs with air, and heav-
ing sides and straining backs and
flanks, while their madly scrambling
feet struck fire from the slippery stones
as they strove in vain to start again
that awful weight behind them. Curs-
es, oft jerked bell and assisting yells
of passengers failed of effect. The driv-
er's whip was raised ready for the
stinging blow when suddenly ‘the strain-
ing effort ceased, the horses heads
drooped low, and through the thick air
there loomed up before them a tall,
dark form, with hand upraised com-
mandingly. And calm and distinct
two laconic words reached all ears:
“Stop! Unload!”

“Who the blank are you?'’ furiously
demanded the driver.” “And where's
your authority for interfering with
this trip?”’

He knew well enough whom he was
talking to, so silently Mr. Bergh turn-
ed back the lapel of his coat to show
his badge, for in those days he had to
do eonstabulary work as well as offici-
al, then repeated, ““Unload!”

But, being tired, hungry and mad,
the floodgates gave way, and the pas-
sengers’ wrath burst forth. Abuse, sa-
tirical comment, threats, filled the air.
To a few who remonstrated decently
with him he expressed regret, but with
grave politeness insisted on lightening
the load, telling them they could sec
for themselves the utter inability of
the horses to get thém to the ‘end of
the line and gently urged them here-
after to note the condition : of crowd-
ing before taking a place in the car.

The conductor was especially ugly
and became unpleasantly demonstrat-
ive. His example worked like a leav-
en on the rest, and a spirit of riot be-
gan to show distinctly in the crowd
closing about the tall, calm, self-pos-
sessed man. All faces scowled and evil
names were tossed upon the air. He

-had just said, ““You are yourselves in-

creasing the delay; you might have
moved two minutes and a half ago,”
when a scurrilous great hrute came
close up to him, and,with an unspeak-
able epithet, shook a dirty fist direct-
ly in his face. Without the flash of an
eye or the quiver of a muscle in his
quiet face Mr. Bergh caught the ruffian
by the shoulder, whirled him around,
grabbed the seat of -his brecches and
the nape of his neck, and, with a
splendid “now all together”” sort of a
swing, he fired him straight across the
street, head on into the snow bank.
A silence of utter amarzement was
suddenly broken bv one great, swelling
laugh, and then followed the always
thrilling sound of three gloriously
hearty American cheers. Many men
shook hands with Mr. Bergh before be-
ginning their long tramp homeward.
Some admitted their error in aiding
the overloading.—Clara Morris, in Mca
Clure’s Magazine.

I bought a horse with a supposedly
‘incurable ringbone for $30.00, cured
him with $1 worth of Minard’s Lini-
ment, amd sold him in four months
for $85. Profit on Liniment, $54.
MOISE DEROSCE,
Hotel Keeper

St. Phillip’s, Que., Nov. 1st, 1901.
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A CENTRAL FIGURE.

—

(Toronto World.)

Canada is starting ‘in early to fulfil
her manifest destiny in connection
with the development of the British
Empire. We are to have a fast Atlan-
tic line connecting the Mother country
with the Dominion. We are to have a

Canada in closer touch with Austra-
lia. And it is just now announced
that we are to have a direct steam-
ship service with South Africa. To be
sure Canada is playing a leading role
in the wnification of the great empire
that is rising out of the sea. Our Pa-
cific cable will soon be an accomplish-
ed fact and we will very likely makas
a move before long to lay a catle
across the Atlantie. It is not by mere
accident that Canada looms up so
prominently in these projects. The lead-
ing role falls to Canada because of
her favorable geographical position in
relation to the empire. Canada is the
most central state in the empire, and
in all future proiects designed to weld
the empire together Canada will un-
doubtedly Fe a central figure.
Irritating Pimples and Disfiguring Blotches.
They place mar: - pirly at a
great disadvantage in life. The only
cure is a blood purifier like Ferrozone.
It cleanses the crimson flood of pois-
ons and impurities, renews and
strengthens it, and makes lots of red
corpuscles that manifest their presence
by a ruddy, healthy glow in the
cheeks and lips. Ferrozone quickly
masters all skin erwptions, builds wp
broken-down constitutions, and gives
to weak, siokly women an abundance
of spirits, vitality, enorgy and beaut_,y.
Try Ferrozone, it’s all right. Price
50c. per hox, or 6 boxes for $2.50, at
druggists, or at N. C. Polson & Co.,

Kingston, Ont.
THE HOTTEST PLACE ON EARTH.

The hottest place on earth is appar-
ently to be found on the south-western
coast of Persia on the Gulf of Persia.
There during forty consecutive d;
in July and August the mercury . as
been known to stand above lmdetg‘
in the shade day and night, HDB h°
run to 130 in the afternoon. In :‘h‘
rein Island,.whic'h is m“art‘:f th:
centre of this most to o}:vn. Shates

torrid zone, water is
the depth of 500
have been sunk ‘10“’ B0t un. to the

i reh ol x
:)e:e:e:: :;:e all attempts have failed.
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