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Professional

P — Sl S

J M.
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

fiice in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,
(Over Roop’s Grocery Stere.)
Eivery Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.

SATUS POPULI SUPREMA LEX HST.

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

& Money to loan at 7ve per cent on Real
Kstate security.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompv and savisfactory attention given
to the collection of claims, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARBRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

DENTISTRY! !
DR. ¥, 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University MNaryland.
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.

ours: 9 to 5.

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Graduate of University Maryland,

'Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the third
and fourth weeks of each month, beginning
February 1st, 1900.

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

FRED W, HARRIS,

Barrister, = - Solicitor,
Notary Public; etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D. D. S.

Office in Drug Store, cqorner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1801,

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

Ne B CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

UNION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

$1,500,000
750,000
387,500

25 of

Capital Authorized, -
Capital Paid-up, -
Rest, - - - -

DIRECTORS:

‘WM. ROBERTSON, Wa. ROCHE, |
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, Esq.
s, Ea

S,
Esq., M.P.P.
q.

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

Collections solicited.

Bills of Exchange bought and sold.

Highest rate allowed for money on
special deposit.

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

AGENCIES.—
Annapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, «
Bridgetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
manager.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

sage. :
%nrtmouth, N. S.—I. W, "Allen, acting
manager. !
Glace Bay, N. S.—J. W. Ryan, manager.
Granville Ferry, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud,
acting manager.
Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.
Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.
Liverpool, N.S.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.
WNew Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright,
wmanager.
N:fth Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,

manager.

Bh.;lrbrooka, N. S.—F. O. Robertson,
anager. g
m N Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, acting

“r'y. C. B.—H. W. Jubien, E&nager,

y + Mines, C.B.—C. W. Frazee, acting
manager.

Wolfville, .

CORRESPON. “vegiminster Bank, London,

London and W "¢ myronto and Branches

%‘;ﬂ?%aﬁ?ﬁ bB.n <k of New Brunswick,

"  ‘ional Bank of Com-
St. John, N. B.; Na. ¢ k C
merce, New York; M erchants’ National

Bank, Boston.

N. 8.—J. D. Leavitt, manager.

NTS.—

Progressiv'e
Bakers

Put up their Bread
as it leaves the (wen in

EDDY’H
BREAD
WRAPPERS!

Manufactured solely by

The E. B. EDDY Co.

LIMITED

HULL, Canada.

WANTED! WANTED!

5,000 Hides,
15,000 Pelts,
For which the highest prices will be paid,

Spot Cash. Those haviog hides to sell
will please bring them to the tannery.

MacKenzie, Crowe & Company,!

BOOTS FOR WEAK ANKLES.

0. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIC, Fte.

B {RANDOLPH'S BLOCK.)

Head of Queen. 8t., Bridgeiown

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate. 441y

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

- WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 7, 1900.

NO. 33.

Business IMan -
You will soon need a new stock
of Commercial Stationery or some

. special order from the Printer.
In the hour of your need don't
forget that the

Weekly Monitor
Job Department » =

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

= =« * =« * ] *

FRINT

Aetterheads,
Memoranda,
Post Cards,
Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

WE

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
DodGELs,
Booklets,
Disiting Cards,

or an y Special Order
that may be required.

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

(Ueckly Monitor,  Bridgetown, . S.

THE

On and after October 6th, this Company will make
Two Trips per week between Yarmouth and Boston as follows, viz:

Steamer ** Bostox” will leave Yarmouth every Wedaesday and Saturday evening;
after arrival  .rains from Halifax.

LOCAL RATE: Yarmouth to Boston, $1.50. Return, $3.00.

Staterooms can be secured on application, at the old established rates.

For tickets, staterooms and other information, apply to Dominion Atlantic Railway,
126 Hollis St., North Street Depot, Halifax, N. 8., or to any agent on the Dominion
Atlantic, Intercolonial, Central and Coast Railways.

For tickets, staterooms, etc., apply to
D. McPHERSON, Gen. Mgr.
Yarmouth, N. S., October 1st, 1900.

Bridgetown Boot and Shoe Store

FALL STOCK COMPLETE
IN ALL LINES!

MEN’S LEG BOOTS, Grain and Wax.

MEN’S HEAVY GRAIN BELLOWS TONGUE,
lines to pick from.

WOMEN'S HEAVY GRAIN SKATING BOOTS.

lines.

YARMOUTH STEAMGHIP CO'Y, LTD.

W. A. CHASE, Sec. and Treas.

Five different

Six different

I have got a line of Boots with
stayed ankles for children with weak ankles

HALF SOLES AND TOP.LIFTS, WOOL SOLES.

I.EATHER AND RUBBER CEMENT.

RUBBER BOOTS for Men, Women, Boys and Children.

_MURDOCH'S BLOCK, _E. A. COCHRAN.

NEW FIRM!
NEW GOODS!
To the Peoy:'e of Bridgetown and Vicinity:

<ed the Tailoring business

Having purcha. ™.
formerly conduct.*d Py C. McLellan, we

intend to conduct an

Up-to-date Tailoring Establishment.

All our work will be guaranteed 28 ‘o fit and wqu-
manship. Call and inspect our new stock. Tykeand
Blenheim Serges always on hand.

ROGERSON & MARSHALL

Murdoch’s Block, Granville Street.

Loetry,

The Vagabonds.

In the beginning God made man,

Out of the wondering dust, men say;
And in the end his life shall be

A wanderlnﬁ wind and blown away.

We are the vagabonde of time,
Willing to let the world go by,

With joy supreme, with heart sublime,
And valor in the kindling eye.

We have forgotten where we slept,

And guess not where we sleep to-night
Whether among the lonely hills

In the pale steamer’s ghostly light.

We shall lie down and hear the frost
Walk in the dead leaves restlessly,

Or somewhere on the iron coast
Learn the oblivion of the sea.

It matters not. And yet I dream

Of dreams fulfilled and rest somewhere
Before this restless heart is stilled

And all its fancies blown to air.

Had I my will ..... The sun bursts down,
= And something plucks my garment’s hem;
he robins in their faded brown
Would lure me to the South with them.

'Tis time for vagabonds to make
The nearest in. Far on I hear
The voices on the northern hills,
Gather the vagrants of the year.
T —Bliss Carman.
S

Oasls.

I thank God whatsoe'r befall
For this one quiet interval

A plot of grass, a well, a tree,
Nothing can ever take from me.

That after fear and doubt and pain,
Through all one summer [ have lain

Nursed at the country’s breasts and known
Her placid breathing by my own.

And all one summer heard her Jark,

His climbing song from dawn to dark;
Drawing my heart to take his road,

That climbs the footstool way of God.

Amid her kine, amid her sheep
Have known sweet waking,
sleep,
And in her rivers and her dew
Have washed my spirit clean anew.

sweeter

Dasty the ways of life, but here
Are woodruff and sweet lavender,
Where the wayfaring foot must press
The wild thyme, sweet to wantonness.

Cool was the night, and after it /
The dawn, the dawn was wild and sweet;

Through a low cottage window seen, (
A great rose swathed in living green.

of fierce heat and beautiful

Then, only then, I knew \2— [
Who lost the country for aapace, |/

What bitter bread her exile ent!,\J
Wanting her in the city streets.

What bitter lot is his who strays
With country’s heart through city ways,
And craves with hunger and with thirst
For the kind breast where he was
nursed.

After the trouble and the pain

She calls her wanderer homne again;
After the anguish and the fret.

Ah ! fool and blind, who would forget.

— Pall Mall Gazette.

Select  Literature,

The Army Chaplain’s Story.

(C. E. C. Weigall, in “Sunday Companion.”)

“Lead, kindly Light.
gloom
. Lead Thou me on.
The night is dark, and I am far from home;
Lead Thou me on.”

Amid the encirling

Service was going on in the little military
chapel at Tigue, one of the military districts
in the Island of Malta, that holds so many
English souls in its small girdle of space.
Tigue itself is an artillery fort of white stone,
surrounded by brown wooden huts inhabit-
ed by men, and one-storied stone quarters,
where the married rank-and-tile live. There
are no trees to cast a vestige of shade upon
the sun-baked parade grounds and ite sur-
roundings; and the huts that Sunday even-
ing were 80 hot that those of the inhabitants
who had gone neither to church nor chapel,
had not possessed energy enough for a walk,
were sitting in more or less deshabille on
the steps of their respective quarters. The
little church was not well filled, for there
were few gunners who cared to do more than
attend the compulsory morning service, at
which the troops mustered some two hun-
dred strong. Now, the army chaplain, Mrs
Hansard, was preaching to the four first
benches of the N. C. Q.’s and their wives,
respectable members of society, drawn from
ordinance and barrack departments, Army
Service Corps and Eogineers, besides the
artillery.

Reginald Haneard thought that he had
seldom seen a dozen men who looked more
satisfied with themselves and the world in
general than did his present congregation.
He had newly come to the island, and this
was not hie idea of work among the soldier
side of life. He had dreamt of winning back
black sheep to the fold, of tarning the men
under his spiritual cherge into ideal beings,
and behold ! none but the prosperons ser-
geants, who could fold their hands placidly
across their serge tunics—tight with good
living—and reflect on their banking ac-
counts; the wives of the rank-and-file, in
their smart white gowns and feathered hats;
and now and again an officer or a atray lady
visitor.

This was not the congregation he had
wished to preach to when he left his curacy
in East London. and joined the ranks of the
army chaplains.

He was a spare, ascetic-looking man, with
an eager face, and a fine, mobile month that
betrayed the sensitive disposition, which
was likely to cause him some trouble in his
battles with the rougher side of life. He
was engaged to be married to a cousin of his
at home—Rose Aytoun; but since on neither
side was there any prospect of fortune, the
marriage would have to be delayed, it seemed
to them, sometimes, indefinitely. But Regi-
nald Hansard’s disposition was one that was
thoroughly elastic in spite of an occasional
fit of depression, and to-night he was
wrought up to a pitch of nerve tension that
made every detail important, every sound
noticeable.

The bymn ended, he began to preach to
his congregation about Dives and Lazarus,

of gunners was sitting upon the wall in
shirt'sleeves, and he recognized one of them
at a glance as Gunner Seabright, the one
man in all the fort who had done his best to
resist his influence, and to ridicule any at-
tempt at work among the men. The voice
grated upon his nerves. He hastily woand up
his discourse and dismissed the congregation.

When he left the building it was growing
dusk, but there was light emough to dis-
tinguish the same knot of lounging men
within a stone’s throw of the door, and the
chaplain, feeling, perhaps, that this was not
quite the moment for actien, bade them a
cheery “‘good-night,” and turned to walk up
the road towards the hotel. * As he did so, &
stone hurtled through the air, catching him
sharply on the side of the head; and at that
moment the sergeant on duty emerged from
behind the first row of huts into full view of
the incident. He hurried ap, full of wrath)
and ip another instant he and Mr. Hansard
wera confronting the sullen-featured gun-
ners with a picket within call, and the pros-
pect of “‘cells,” if not worse, for one of them.

*“‘And who was iv flang the stone, sir ?”
said sergeant Black, pompously.

The chaplain was wiping away a thin
trickle of blood from a small wound on his
temple, and when he took away the hand-
kerchief his eyes met those of Gunner Sea-
bright, and held them for an instant. They
were sullen, sombre eyes, full now of defi-
ance, gnd—was there another expression?
Could it be that something almost imploring
was in their depths.

Here was a soul to be interested in, a soul
worth saving alive, for in that reckless, hand-
some face the army chaplain recognized the
elements of a fine, though distorted, nature.
With elaborate care he turned to the ser-
Rgeant.

*I cannot say who flung the stone,” he
said. ‘It was no doubt an accident, for I am
sure that none of these three men would do
such a thing on purpose. The stone came
probably from the little Bickertons in the
next block; they are ready with their capa-
pults. I am not hurt, sergeant, thack you.”

There was & fine air of doubt about the
face of the sergeant on duty. He knew the
man who had {l.og that stone, and dearly
would he have loved to get Seabright—the
black sheep of the division—into trouble. A
}e’w days cooling his heels in confinement, a
week or two of C. B. would satisfy a grudge
that had long begn growing up in his heart
towards the man who seemed to be at war
with his kind, whose hand was against
everyone who tried to do good.

“Well, since you say so, sir,” he said re-
luctantly; “‘but for my part, I fancy I know
where that stone came from. However,
we'll say no more just now; bat if I ever do
catch one of you at that sort of work—"

There was an awful majesty about the
words of Sergeant Black that would have in-
spired awe in the heart of any man, how-
ever reckless; but the chaplain interrupted
him hastily by begging him to walk a little
way down the road with him, on some trivial
pretence of some question abeut a sick child
in one of the quarters. Anything to escape
with the outraged majesty of the law from
this painful scene.

But as they turned away a feeling of satis-
faotion filled the heart of Reginald Hansard.
He had canght a brief look in those sombre
eyes of unwilling gratitude. A mere flash,
it was true, bat it gave him a slight sense
of power over & soul with whom there had
been apparently no means of getting iato
touch before.

1L

The next occasion that Reginald Hansard
came ‘across Gunner Seabright was a most
unexpected one.

A few days had elapsed since the Sunday
night of the stone-throwing, and the chap-
lain had been laid aside with a mild attack
of Malta fever, which had prevented him
from doing what he had intended towards
making friends with those occupants of the
barrack-rooms who were fonder of the can-
teen than the institute.

The little son of one of the bombardiers
in the fort was dangerously ill with a sharp
attack of the same malaria that. had pros-
trated the chaplain; and the first moment
that the doctor allowed him to leave his
room he hurried down to Tigue.

It was sunset, and the air was cooler than
it had been all day. But the sun-baked
huts were giving out the heat that they had
been storing up during the long, sultry
hours, and Hansard's steps were heavy in
the languid air.

As he passed the guardroom the little
trumpeter, watching for the fall of the ball
on the castle, lifted his bugle to hie lips, and
sounded the call for retreat that was ringing
from barrack to barrack and cliff to cliff ia
sweet lingering echoes.

The bells clanging from every steeple with
the harsh, unmelodious clatter that is the
characteristic of the Maltese bell-ringer,
broke in for the ‘‘Angelus” till all the silent
primrose evening was throbbing with sound.

Tommy Blackman lay ill in one of the far
huts of the block of married quarters, and
when the chaplain Iffted the latch and push-
ed the door open, he fell back again behind

wards the darkeniog hill of Citta Vecchia
and the purple 6f the eternal sea around him,
with a prayer in his heart that he might be
taught to lead this untutored soul into the
way of peace.

“ And will you come in a bit, sir?” said
the woman at last, drying her puckered hands
upon her apron.

Hansard followed her more slowly back
towards vhe hut ; and when he entered Sea-
bright wase standing at rigid attention, with
the old sullen look upon his face, and the
monkey had fallen down upon the floor un-
heeded. The chaplain went straighc up. to
him and held ont his hand.

“(Good-evening, Seabright " hesaid pleas-
antly. *‘Tommy and I have been compan-
ions in misfortune, for we have both had
fever. Bat I have not had so kind a friend
to look after me.”

The gunner’s lips moved, and he put his
hand unwillingly into the outstretched one;
but he said nothing.

“On the Norfolk marshes, where I come
from, people have malaria now and again,
and in some things it resembles this fever.
1r ber at Hambd o

The man looked up.

“ Do you come from Hambden ?” he said
suddenly.

“Yes. Why? Are you going to tell me
that we are countrymen? Do you mean to
say that you are any relation to Seabright,
the man who had the Low Farm in my
father’s time ?” eried the chaplain.

‘“He was my father. Good evening to
you, sir, and to you, Mrs, Blackman.”

With a set face Seabright walked to the
door and out into the equare.

So Hansard had touchzd him at last. He
knew his history now, » sad one at best,
Born of honest yeoman parents, he had taken
to wild courses, had earned his father’s curse,
and had enlisted. That was nine years ago,
and here he was, at the age of eight-and-
twenty or eo, the reckless, black sheep of
his company. And yet Hansard did not
despair of him. His education had been at
fault ; for instead of being kept to the land,
he had been sent by a proud father to an in-
ferior school in the neighboring town and
trained for business. Sharp enough by
nature, he had over reached himself to an
extent that entailed -shipwreck of moral
nature and position, and he had escaped
punishment by a close shave.

But the army chaplain was in high spirits |

when he returned to the hotel, for he hgd |
seen the light of home recollection bresk |
over the face of the man whom he had heard
accounted as hopeless. And be felt that he ‘
might win him yet, binding him by some
memory of sunset across the low-lying land
of Norfolk, some echo of Sunday bells across
the far Broads of the country where he had
been born.
IIL

A few days later one of those strange
storms swept down upon the island that
seem to rise in a night, rage in fury for a
day or two, and depart-as suddenly as they
eome, leaving behind them a miniature flood
on land and a sea mountains high. It was
in the very thick of the Gregale when an
urgent message arrived for Hansard from
the husband of & woman in Fort Ricasoli,
who was dying, and wiched ardently to see
him. He did not hesitate for an instant ;

but finding that to drive round—even if, in
the fury of the wind, a carozsa-man would |
venture 8o far—would delay him far too |
long, he hastened down to the ferry. Bat |
neither boat nor dghaiso were running ; and
as a last chance, he bethought himself of the
company boathouse at Tignue,where he could |
borrow a ** pair-oar,” and scull himself acrcss
to St. Elmo, whence he might make his way
to the farther fort.

The danger in the centre of the harbor to
a clever oarsman, snch as he knew himself
to be, would not be insurmountable; and
any fear on a personal score was completely
merged in the stern sense of duty that urged |
him on to comfort the deathbed of the cor-
poral’s wife.

He struggled down to the shore, the wind
buffeting in his face, the roar of the sea
deafening him. A group of gunners was
collected about the boat-house discussing the
weather, and watching a dghaiso that was
tossing like a cork in the middle of the waves,
the Maltese boatmen laboring at their oars,
and no doubt wishing that the offer of extra
money had not tempted them out that day.

Hansard greeted the bombardier in charge
of the boat, and proffered his request.

“Can you row sir,” said Bombardier
Davy, with his eye on the sea, and his mouth
screwed up doubtfully.

“ Yes,” was the prompt reply ; * 1 rowed
stroke in my college boat, and I can swim as
well. Besides that, if anything happens to
the boat, I am responsible for it, and will
pay. Ican land easily at the Jews' sally-
port, I think.”

Davy, after a slight demur, shoved the
boat’s nose down the shingle with a run.
He did not think that there was any im-
mediate danger connected with the crossing,
and the chaplain’s manner was so confident
that it overmastered a man whose very
nature was saturated with the theory of
obedi to authority.

the screen ly, with der and
pleasure in his face. For Gunner Seabright
was sitting by Tommy's bed, with his arms
around the pathetic fever-wasted figure,
supporting him so that he might see a little
toy representing a dancing monkey on a
pole that was hung at the end of the bed,
and worked by a series of twitches at the
string.

+See, Tommy, yon is a fine ape, just like
them at Gib., what used to throw stones at
the men from the rock, and jabber almost
like Christians,” said Seabright cheerfully.

The child was almost too ill to do his
share of appreciation, but he nodded quaint-
ly, saying : ‘Ay, Seabright, yon's fine.”

And feeling that he must not intrude upon
» scene that was inexpresssbly touching, in
that it betrayed a side to & man’s nature
little suspecting, Hansard crept noiselessly
by the way he had come, and went to look
for the boy’s mother.

Mcs. Blackman was in her washhouse,
languidly wringing out some flannels. She
was a worn faded woman, whose sallow face
and melancholy eyes spoke of long struggles
against insufficient means and hot climates.

“(300d eveniog, Mrs. Blackman; I see that
Tommy has got & visitor,” said the chaplain
cheerily. “It is pleasant to see a man with
such real affection for a child as Seabright
evidently has for your boy.”

“¥es, sir,” said the woman, her hard

and to touch upon home life and the passi

of affection that the word ‘home’ awakes in
the breast of those who are exiles in a for-
eignland. He could have smiled had not
the place been a sacred one, as he thought
that little of high emotion would ever thrill
those contented sergeants, whose dreams
were bounded by beer and beef, and a pleas-
ant siesta at midday. As he paused, there
broke in upon his thoughts a burst of harsh
Jaughter. He glanced through the open

windows at the pide of the church. A row

mouth relaxing into a ing smile, *‘Sea-
bright is real good to the lad. He spends
many & penny on him that other men would
squander in the canteen, and all this time of
fllness 1 often fairly wonder what I should
have done without Seabright and his merry
waye, for he comes in most every evening
when Tommy is cross and pettish, and
soothes him the-same as 8 woman would do.”

Hansard’s face worked a little, for he was
deeply touched'; and he stood leaning agaiast

the door of the washhouse, looking out to-

With a word of thanke, Hansard buttoned
his coat tightly about him, and got into the
boat. Just as he was pushed off, helped by
a dozen willing hands, a man leaped lightly
from the shingle, and took his place on the
seat beside the chaplain. It was Gunner
Seabright, sprung, as it seemed, from space
—for the chaplain had not observed him
among the group along the shore.

¢ Seabright,” he said, astonished, *go
back ! You have no right to risk your life
to-day. Daty calls me, but not you.”

“I'm coming with you, sir,” said the man
doggedly. ‘I can pull as good an oar as
most men, and we shall do all right if we
keep her head straight and pull. Anyway,
I've as much call to be here as you, and if
the others were willing to let you go alone, I
wasn't.”

There was something about his manner,
reluctant though it was, that sent a thrill of
thankfalness through Hansard’s heart.

* 1t is good of you, Seabright,” he said
emphatically. *I accept your offer in the
same spirit that you make it, and am glad
that my countryman stuck to me when he
thought that I needed help.”

To this there was no answer, but- Sea-
bright’s steady pull at his oar mastered much
of the difficulty of wind and wave.

¢ We are steering a bit wide, I think,”
said Hansard at last.

For all answer Seabright set the course
out towards the sea-line, and steadied the
boat against a green wave.

“It's just this, sir,” he said. “ We've
got to pull round all the way by water, for
there isn’t a man who would let you have
boat or oar to take you across the Grand
Harbor. Keep her well under the cliff, sir,
and I think we can round the point.” -

A graver expression settled on the chap-
lain’s face, and for the first time he regretted

his rash action that had involved another

life besides his own. But both men were
intoxicated with the voice of the storm and
the spray that beat in their faces. They
had taken their lives between their hands,
and, like Englishmen, were bent on conquer-
ing the elements.

The corner of the Grey Fort of St. Elmo
was safely rounded, when a wave, stronger
than its predecessors, caught Hansard’s oar
and whirled it from his hand. He gave a
cry, and, leaning over to snatch it from the
sea, the boat overturned, and they were
both struggling in the water.

Weak as he still was from his attack of
fever, the chaplain sank at once, and when
he came to the surface he saw the frail
cockleshell of a boat flung high and dry un-
der the fort upon the rocks, beyond his reach,
and Seabright struggling a few yards away
with his oar gripped in both hands. Strong
swimmer as he was, Hansard felt powerless
in those mighty waves, and besides that, as
he was sucked downward by the wave, ie
had strack his head against a rock, and was

half-stunned by the contact. Seabright came |-

up with him, swimming steadily, as he sank
for the second time, and caught him under
the arms.

*Take this oar, sir !” he said.
right !”

He forced Hansard’s numb fingers over the
blade, and shouted for belp with all hig
might, keeping the chaplain afloat with a
mighty effort,

They were close under the barracks of St.
Elmo, where the Sussex Regiment was then
quartered, and in a few moments he saw 2
number of redcoats hurrying towards him,
with a rope coiled ready for throwing.

“ Hold on, sir,” he said, between his pant-
ing breath. ‘“If you get back and not me,
tell them at home that I was not bad all
through.”

Then he caught the rope as the men threw
it, and knotted it as well as he could about
the chaplain’s shoulders and arms. Hansard
strove to struggle, strove to speak, but he
was powerless ; and in anotheg, moment
willing hands were pulling him up on to the
beach, and holding some restorative to his
blue lips.

But of Gunner Seabright there was no
sign. The muddy yellow of the waves had
closed over his head, and the Graegale wind
was singing a ** Dead March ” over his grave.

They ssarched the shore for hours, until
the dark fell ; but they found nc trace of
him till a day or two afterwards, when a
summer smiling sea washed him ashore at
the very spot where he had given his life for

hie friend.
. * . . » »

“I'm all

They baried him with full military honors,
and Hansard read the service over him,
broken now and again by an emotion that
he could not repress.

Ag the sharp three volleys died into silence,
and the little trumpeter blew the last solemn
call over the grave, the echo of the ‘‘ Last
Post ” was etill lingering among the pink
oleander bushes, when a bird took up ite
song among the trees. It sang of resurrec-
tion, of triumph over death; it sang till
every man at the graveside lifted his head
to listen, and even Tommy Blackman stopped
sobbing.

When the song ceased, Hansard dried his
tear-dimmed eyes, and the company moved
away slowly.

What thoughts of home, of God, of long-
forgotten prayer had surged over Seabright’s
mind as he sank for the last time no man
would ever know. But the army chaplain

| was certain that in the nobility of his death

he had atoned for the sins of the earlier
years.
- - - - - -
This was the story told me by Reginald
Hansard as we strolled together in the
garden outside the rectory home in Norfolk,
to which he bad brought bis sweet wife Rose.
It was a simple narrative, plainly told in
few words ; but as he looked away over the

| flat marshlands, where the cattle were brows-

ing, black against the sunset sky, and the
masts and sails of the wherries waving slowly
up the Broads, he spoke again :

‘“Rose and I have put up a white marble
cross over' his grave,” he said, ‘‘and on it
is engraved, ‘Greater love hath no man
than thie, that a man lay down his life for
his friends.””

I nddded, for I was too deeply moved for
words, and in another moment we went back
to the light and movement of the house, and
Rose Hansard, coming out to meet us, slipped
ber hand into her husband’s arm.

—A Wisconsin farmer has adopted a plan
of advertising in his home paper which, he
declares, has savaed him much valuable time
and brought handsome returns for the money
invested. He says: * When I am ready to
sell my stuff, I insert a little advertiserent
in the local papers telling what I have to sell
and, if live stock, how many head of each
and when they will be ready toship, and the
result has been that the buyera are right
after me either personally or by mail, and
naturally I always get the highest market.
If I want to buy a cow, a steer, a horse, or
a dozen of each, Iinsert a little advertisement
that costs maybe 50 cents, and iostead of
travelling over the country irquiring of my
neighbors who has this or that for sale, the
home newspaper does it for me at least ex-
peonse, and those who have what I want
manage to let me know in some way.” Here
is a suggestion that might profitably be
atilized by thrifty farmers everywhere.

—There are surpliced lady choirs in three
churches in Montreal. The latest addition
to the number is St. Martin’s, Rev. G. Os-
borne Troop’s. At St. James the Apostle
the ladies are vested in cottas and surplice,
small black caps being worn instead of college
trenchers, theee being regarded as more suit-
able and decorous for lady eingers. There
are two surpliced lady choirs in Torento, one
in Ottawa and one in ¥ancouver.

.

Minard’s Liniment cures Garget in Cows.

RoYAL

Baking Powder

Made from pure

Safeguards the food

against alum.

powders are the greatest
of ﬂ‘:mday.

ROVAL BAKING POWDER CO., NEW YDRK.

Alum
menacers to

Are You Going South
From the New England States?

The Best Route to Travel is from
Boston to Norfolk, Virginia,

.BY THE -

Merehants’ and Miners’ Steamers.

The most elegantly fitted boats, finest
state rooms and best meals. The rate in-
cluding meals and state rooms is less than
you can travel by rail, and you get rid of
the dust and changing cars.

If you want to go South beyond Norfolk
to Southern Pines and Pinebluff, the Winter
Health Resorte, or to Vaughan, N. C., the
Pennsylvania Colony headquarters, Peach-
land, N. C., the New England Colony, Sta-
tham, Ga., the Ohio Colony and headquar-
ters of the Union Veterans Southern Settle-
ment, or to points in FLORIDA, you can
connect with,the Seaboard Air Line. For
any formation as to rates of travel address
W.P. TURNER, General Passenger Agent,
Baltimore, Md.

For information as to farming or mineral
lands, water powers, manufacturing sites or
winter resorts, rates-of board, rent of cot-
tages, employment for invalid mechanics who
need to go South, address JOHN PAT-
RICK, Chief Industrial Agent, S. A, L.
Pinebluff, North Carolina. tApll3

———

A Desperate Shelling-Bee.

Nan knew a story was forthcoming, for
when grandma pushed back her glasses in
that way, she was recalling one of her quaint
true stories of the long ago.

“I think, Nan, I've never told you of &
shelling bee your great-uncle Ezra and I had
when I was eleven and he just turned nine.”
“No, grandma; is it true ?” interrupted
Nan, eagerly.

“Yes, dear, and I shall never forget the
terrible experience—not if I live to be a
hundred. ’Twas an extremely cold winter
and the storms were long and frequent. The
time to which I refer was the early part of
January. Mother had been sick all winter
with fever, and she reguired a good deal of
medicine, and the only place where this
could be obtained was at Norway, a distance
of twenty milee. Father always went om
snowshoes for whatever mother needed—
the drifts were too deep for a horse, and be-
sides we were too poor to own one.

“‘For two or three daye, father knew he
must very soon go to Norway, as mother’s
medicines were getting low, but it was so
intensely cold he kept putting off the jour-
ney, hoping in the meantime for the weather
to moderate.

“One afternoon, just before we sat down
to our scanty meal, mother was lying on the
bed in the corner, and father came in with
his broken axe in his hand. While he was
striking it into-a knot, it had broken, owing
to imperfect welding.

“Can’t wait any longer, weather or no
weather !” he exclaimed, “I've got to go to
Norway—"

“Not for me, James,” interrupted mother,
weakly, from the bed. “I can stand to go
without medicine better that you can stand
this terrible cold.”

“But I've got to go, or else we'll freeze,”
declared father. quickly. “There is only
wood enemgh chopped to last two days. X
I can get an early start and be part of the
way back by dark to-morrow. .I can stay
at Mason’s shanty over night, and get back
by ten o'clock next day.”

*It was useless to protest, we must have
fuel, and there wasn't another axe in the
clearing.

“Twae atill dark the next morning when
father started out over the cold crunch-
iog snow. Although the sun arose, it didn’s
stay out long, and before noon the sky was
completely overcast with dense, leaden
clouds. Everywhere there was a deathly
stillness, but shortly after dinner very fine
snow began to fall, and soon the wind arose
and began to howl like a monstrous demon,
“Your poor father, what will he do !" ex-
claimed mother, for she well knew what
these terrible storms meant—blizzards, you
call them now-a-days.

“All through the afternoon the storm and
cold increased. ““We must keep the fire
going all night,” I reasoned, ‘‘or we shall
freeze to death. . But where were we to get
the fuel ! Father had chopped only enough
to last two days—and ’twas balf gone al-
ready !” .

““Be careful of it,” cautioned mother; but,
careful as we were, before dawn only two
sticks remained, and the howling winds .out-
side seemed to jar at our helplessness more
angrily than ever.

““You'll have to take the chairs next,”
said mother ‘bravely.

“Dauring the long day that followed, arti-
cle after article we broke up and burned
even our mother’s relling-pin. Siill the
uLcrmTcontinued, and father didn’t come !

“Mother,” Isaid at dusk, ‘““there’s nothing
else left to burn—we can’v destroy the best
things !”

*‘Esther,” the exclaimed, *‘the corn in the
chamber ! You au‘d Eara must shell it.
'Twill give you employment so you won’t go
to sleep, and yeu can keep the fire smouild.
ering with the cobs.”

*I hurriedly brought down baeket after
basket of the corn ears from the open cham-
ber, and all night long Ezra and I shelled.
By midnight the wind began to die down,
and this gave me courage. I worked franti-
cally, for Ezra was too cold to help me much,
besides his little fingers were worn and
bleeding.”

“Weren’t yours, too, grandma ?” inter-

rupted Nan.
“I didn’t stop for that, chlld? 'Twas te
keep us all from freezing—that took all my
attention ! At sunrise—the storm was over,
and it was evident that the storm had some-
what moderated—I threw into the half-fill-
ed basket the last precious cob! Faintly,
oh, 8o faintly, we kept the little fire smould-
ering till noon, when it was the happiest
moment of my life—over the high drifts I
saw father slowly approaching.

i“He had reached the shanty, as he  had
planned, and hado’t dared to leave itjtill
the storm was over. As soon as the wind
had died away, he started fearful of finding
us frozen; and Nan, I haven’s a doubt but
that his fears would have been‘'réalized, had
it not been for our shelling-bee—Ezra’s and
mine.'—Adelbert F. Caldwell in Portland
‘Transcript.’

————
“‘Never forn a Candle at Both Ends.”

If you do your light will soon be gone and
you will be in the dark. Don’c think youm
can go on drawing vitality from the blood
for nerves, stomach, brain and musclee;
without doing something to replace it.
Hood’s Sarsaparilla gives nerve, mental and
digestive strength by enriching and vitalizing
the blood. Thus it helps people who are
overworked and tired.

Hood’s Pills are non-irritating, mild, effec-
tive.
——————————

—If the teeth are examined every six
months by a dentist, and properly treated
nearly all the trouble connected with tooth-
ache will be avoided, as will also dental op-
erations, more or less tedious and trying
and it will be very re/dom necessary to ex-
tract a tooth.—‘Canadian Home Journal.’




