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Professional Cards.

J. M. OWEN,
VALK LB, SULIULLUK,
AND NUTARY PUBLIC.
flice in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—

OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,

(Over Roop's Grocery Stere.)
Every Thursday.

Consular Agent of the United States.
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

£& Money to loan at five per cent 6n Real
Estate security.

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etec.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. I. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Crown and Bridge Work3a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.

Hours: 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. 55

Office in Drug Store, corner 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
«nd Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891,

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

Ne B. CHUTE,
Licensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

ENION BANK OF HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

$1,500,000
725,000
387,500

35 of

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

DIRECTORS:
‘WM., ROBERTSON, W ROCHE,
P ent. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, Esq.
J. H. Symons, Ei
GEO. MITCHEIL usq., M.P.P.
E. G. SmITH, E

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

Dartmouth, N. S.—I. W. Allen, acting
manager.

Glace Bay, N. S.—J. W. Ryan, manager.

Granville Ferry, N. S.—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.

New Glasgow, N. S.—R. C. Wright,
manager. :

North Sydney, C. -B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager.

Sherbrooke,
manager.

St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Gray, actieg
manager.

Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

Sydney Mines, C.B.—C. W. Frazee, acting
manager.

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

CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

Progressive
Bakers

Put up their Bread
as it leaves the oven in

EDDY’S
BREAD
WRAPPERS!

Manufactured selely 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.

N. S.—F. O. Roberteon,

|

|

SAT.US POPUILI SUPRHEMA LEX EST.

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

- -  WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 25,

1900.

NO. 3L

It You Are = = =
A Business Man -«

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.

v‘/‘r
i i
A4 )

= b . = «

8 PRINT

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Do0gers,
BooRlets, .
Disiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

Aetterheads,
anemoranda,
Post Cards,
Posters,
BOORS,
Business Cards,

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

(Occkiv Monitor,  Bridgetown, 1. S.

THE ARMOUTH STEANSH GO, LTD.

On and 'after October Gth, this Company will make

Two Teips per week hetween 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. ., October 1st, 1900.

Is love in thy heart? Then God is there,
For God is love. :

Keep love in thy heart, let not love depart;

If love aye be there, thou need’st not despair,
For God is love.

Is love in thy home? Then God is there,
For God is love.
Keep love in thy home, O! let it not roam;
If true love be there ’tis no lion’s lair,
For God is love.

Keep love in thy heart, keep love in thy
home,
For God is love.
If love leave thy heart, thy God will depart;
If love leave thy home, thy God will be gone,
For He is love.

Keep love in our home, keep love in our
heart,
Thou God of love.
Satan seeketh each hour, whom he may
devour,
Love al(llieldelh each heart from his poisoned
art,
And Thou art love.

-

The Pitiful Battle of Creeds.

'Tis said that the banner of peace is furled
Most often o’er faiths and creede,
And that fully one-half of the wars of the
world,
Are neither for rights nor needs,
But aim.plg’ to make some small faction seem
right,
Or to help some sectarian cause
And I think we must seem to the Father of
Light
Like babies who fight over straws.

For what matters the faith which we pri-
vately hold,
Or the heaven we specially crave,
When our brethren all ’round us are hungry
and cold,
With bodies and souls to save ?
And who will it trouble, life’s journey once
o'er,
By which of the numerous roads
We traveled in order to gain the same shore,
If we carried the ‘‘little ones’ " loads?

If we helped all our neighbors, encouraged
the sad,
And tried to be faithful and good,
If we lolve;i all the fallen, made weary hearts
ad,
And did just the best that we could?
For the Master preached ‘‘loving,” not
valor or might,
And I think that His tender heart bleeds
For His children, who, leaving the better
work, fight
In the pitiful battle of creeds.
—Ezxchange.

Sclect  Literature.

A Little Vacation.

(Maria Louise Pool, in the ‘Independent.’)

““I don’ suppose she has ever really been
to Lake George or Saratogs.”

“What makes you think that ?”

‘‘Becanse she is always talking about those
places. I'm deadly tired of her.”
The last speaker took off a sailor hat and

began to fan herself -with some vigor. She

| glanced from the tail of her eye toward a

young man who was spinning along the
avenue on a bicycle.

This young man was now in front of the
piazza. Hedid not slacken his speed, but
he snatched off his hat as he went by, execut-
ing a very good bow, considering the pace at
which he was going.

The two girls gazed after him in silence
for a moment; and in that moment several
men, women and boys went by, all on bicye-
les, for the place was Cottage City, and
the time was summer; and Cottage City
could, perhaps, better do’ without its sur-
rounding ocean, and its tempting Gulf
Stream, than it could go on without its con-
crete and its “*bikes.”

“‘Curious that his mamma let him go out,
isn’t it ?”” at length asked Miss Willows,
who was still fanning herself, a little height-
ened color on her tanned face.

The other girl turned toward her com-
panion.

“Let him go out ?”” she repeated, ‘“what
are you talking of, anyway ?”

“The young man—the model son—the
person who has the honor to sit at the table
with us, and ask three times a day, “Will
you have some more fried fish, Miss Wil-
lows ?” No, I don’t want any more fried
fish. I don’t think I shall ever want any
more.”

‘All right, then,” was the placid re-
sponse,” don’t have it. As for me, I'm
going to continue to eat it. When a girl
lives in Chillicothe, she doesn’t have much
hance at salt-water food, generally speak-

Prices Right
A D

BROWN'S
Sprin“g —_Ca.ps,
Spring Suits,

Spring Overcoats.

Bridgetown, May 2nd, 1900

Ruffee Block, Queen Street.
NEW FIRM!

NEW GOODS!
To the People of Bridgetown and Vicinity:

Having purchased the Tailoring business
formerly conducted by C. McLellan, we
intend to conduct an

Up-to-date Tailoring Establishment.

All our work will be guaranteed as to fit and work-
Call and inspect our new stock, Tyke and

manship.
Blenheim Serges always on hand.

ROCERSON & MARSHALL

Murdoch’s Block, Granville Street.

ing. I've felt my brain growing a lot since
I've been at the Vineyard.”

““Have you ! I'm glad to hear it. But
fish doesn’t nourish brain any more I sup-
pose you know that.”

“Doesn’t it ? No, I didn’t know it. But
it'’s no matter. Was that Mr, Newcomb
who went by on his wheel ?”

*“Yes, I can’t understand why you
shouldn’t openly acknowledge that you saw
him.”

“I do openly acknowledge it. I thought
I recognized the knickers. But I really
don’t know”—plaintively—‘‘why you should
be so touchy just because Oliver Newcomb
went by on his wheel. There’s a lot of men
been by on wheels within the last half hour.
I suppose”—thoughtfully—-*‘that they can’t
resist the concrete. Sometimes I feel as if I
couldn’t resist it myself. Which do you
like better”—with sudden animation—*‘the
tarry smell or the salt water smell ?”

But Miss Willows did not think it neces-
sary to make any reply to this question. She
put on her hat and took great care in the
stabbing it through with her hat pin. Then
she pulled down a little lower a few locks of
her hair from under the hat so that they
should lie on her forehead.

“I do think,” she said at last, ‘‘that
Mrs. Newcomb was real good to let her son
ride this morning. She must be asleep, or
she would want him near; for he might have
to bring her handkerchief, or her eyeglasses;
or her smelling bottle, or I don’t know what,
or even to listen to what she says about
Lake George. I don’t see why she should
ever come to such a plebeiaa spot as Cottage
City. I wish she had chosen some other. I
believe I really could become interested in
that man person if he didn’t look so silly
hovering about his mother so.”

““You mean if he hovers about you.”

“Certainly.”

Miss Willows put one hand up to her face
and yawned deep and long.

Her companion, Janet Gould by name,
gazed at her with serious intentness. Then
she looked out on the avenue again where
were people walking and bicycling and dogs
and children carocoling, and where the sun
was baking the concrete which diffused a
stimulating odor all over the island; that is,
it was universally acknowledged to be -a
stimulating odor by the people who came
here every summer, and sat on piazzas all

| forward with his hat in his hand and Boy,

| speaking, as if this speechlessness were a

day and inhaled the air. These people said
that they supposed that’it would be impoe-
sible, even though they tried as hard as ever
they could, to have diphtheria while they
were at the Vineyard. It was the concrete,
they said. Anyway, it was the healthiest
place in the world; and the Gulf Stream—

But at this point Janet Gould’s thoughts
began to go far afield, and she immediately
tried to rouse herself. She took her watch
from her belt and looked at it. It was ex-
actly ten o’clock. It would not be timeto
go in bathing before eleven at the earliest.
She had been itting in the deep rattan
rocker for more than an hour, and she should
think it was a whole day since she and Mar-
ian Willows came out of the breakfast-room
and established themselves in the back part
of the wide veranda.

But Miss Gould was glad the time seemed
80 long; she wished each day would stretch
on to the length of a week. She did not
care how long she stayed away from Chilli-
cothe and from teaching school. She knew
she ought to love to teach those little child-
ren; she always felt that she was not really
a womanly woman because she did not love
her work. But it was just heavenly to
be 8o many hundred miles from those child-
ren and to know that she need not try to in-
still an idea for days and days. It did take
80 much out of her to try to instill ideas.
It seemed to her that people did not care in
the least how many teachers died in the at-
tempt to make children learn all they ought
t> know, and at the same time have the fact
that they were learning pleasantly disguised
from them.

Miss Gould shut her eyes and listened to
the low, pleasant murmaur of the miniature
city. This murmur consisted of the sound
of human voices on all the piazzas, of the
mufled, rapid, peculiar noise of rubber-
bound tires over the hard paths; of the
sharper sound of children’s voices, and the
occasional joyful yap of a dog; for the place
is a very paradise for dogs. One of these
animals was now atepping on to the piazza.
He paused by Miss Willows and interro-
gatively wagged his tail, looking up at her
as he did so. But the girl did not appear to
notice him; so he moved on, and suddenly
Janet felt the touch of something cold and
wet and soft on her hand, which hung down
at the side of her chair. She jumped, utter-
ed an exclamation, then held out her hand
and said : .

‘““Why, Boy, is that you? I thought you
were on your wheel —I mean, I thought you
were with your master, who is on his wheel.”

The yellow collie swung his tail again and
then sat down near the girl’s chair.

A little shrill laugh came from Miss Wil-
lows. i

“Yes,"” she said, ‘“‘here we sit; the men
are on their wheels, or they are yachting, or
they are fishing; and we are grateful if a
dog comes along and does not snub us. For
my part, I'm tired of it.”

She stretched up her arm and yawned
again.

“Tired ?
beautiful !”

“Do you ? You must be naturally stupid
then. I—oh, is that you, Mr. Newcomb ?” |
with a swift and ridiculous change from
languor to animation, as & young man in a
wheeling suit suddenly appeared from around
the corner of the next cottage. He came

Oh, I think it's beautiful— |
]

the collie, directly went to his side and re-
mained close to him.

“I thought you were going to ride twenty
five miles before you appeared again,” re-
marked Miss Willows.

The young man sat down near her.

“So I was,” he said; “but I saw you two
ladies here, and my bike instantly lost its
charms.”

Miss Willows laughed gaily. Newcomb
glanced at the other girl, who smiled lazily
and who said nothing.

In fact, Janet Gould had a genius for sil-
ence. She had a way of; sitting without
sort of pose; and it made people look at her
and wonder about her; particularly did it
have this effect with men; but she did not
know it.

Miss Willows looking at her at such times,
used to say to herself :

“No, Janet doesn’t know it; that’s why I
keep on liking her. If she had any idea of
how—how suggestive, or something, she
looks I should just hate her. I suppose she
is one of those human beings who don’t say
bright things themselves, but who are the
cause of cleverness in others. Anyway she
makes others feel as if they were clever,
which amounts to the same thing. I won-
der how she does it. I'd try it myself if I
only knew how.”

Now Miss Willows saw Newcomb's eyes
turn toward the girl who was lounging in
the big chair, and, as she afterwards ex-
pressed it, she felt like prodding him with
her parasol, only she had no parasol or other
weapon at hand at the moment. Therefore
she merely made some remark about the ex-
hilarating effect of sitting on a piazza in
Cottage City and counting the people, and
the dogs and the wheels and thinking how
healthy one was getting.

“Are you getting healthy?” asked the
young man.. *‘I notice you've stopped eat-
ing fried scup. For my part, I don’t see
how any one can be really normal who
doesn’t eat fried scup at the Vineyard.”

As he spoke Newcomb had rather a vague
expression upon his countenance. His face
was thin and delicate, and he had that kind
of eyes which can look pleading and pathetic
when there d no for suppli
tion or pathos. Perhaps it was Newcomb’s
eyes that made it 8o easy for him to awaken
interest in women. He was sitting on the
lower step of the verandah. He had put his
straw hat on the back of his head; his lege
were extended, and he was gazing intently
at the toes of his canvas shoes.

¢ Is my mother going to take a salt water
bath to-day?” he suddenly asked.

¢ don’t know,” was the response, given
with great demureness. *‘ She neglected to
tell us at breakfast. She usually does tell
us, and I'm sure I should have remembered
it if she had mentioned it.”

Miss Willows lowered her eyelids as she
spoke.

* No,” said Janet Gould from the rear,
“Mrs. Newcomb informed me that she didn’t
sleep well last night, and she was going to
try to get a nap. She asked me to tell you,
Mr. Newcomb, if you came back in time, to
bring her a pail of salt water.”

The young man rose. °

It was at this moment that Miss Willows
ardently wished for the second time that she
had some kind of an instrument with which
to prod this person who was now laughing a
little and making an extravagant bow before
her as he said:

1 go where duty calls me.”

In a moment the two girls saw Newcomb
sauntering down the path with a large buck-
et swinging from his hand. Boy, the collie,

walked at his heels.

Miss Willows tarned toward the girl calm-
ly reposing in the chair behind her.

* ] didn’t know you were such an idiot,”
she remarked.

¢ As how?” still calmly.

““As to tell that man that his mother
wanted salt water.”

*‘ But she did want it.”

The other uttered an inarticulate exclam-
ation at this response. She rose und flonnced
toward the house door. She paused there
and said sharply:

“If you had held your tongue, Janet
Gould, a8 you do most of the time, mother’s
own boy might have stopped here for half an
hour and helped kill it.”

Miss Gould, left alone, smiled, then laugh-
ed aloud, after which she closed her eyesand
appeared to go asleep. She was awakened
by hearing a man’s voice saying, as if a part
of a dream:

“I quite reckon on your going, Miss Gould.
Ii the wind is only right we shall do it splen-
didly.”

The girl opened her eyes. Mr. Newcomb
was standing before her, and the dog was
standing behind Mr. Newcomb.

“Thank you,” said Janet, unwilling to
own that she had been asleep. *‘I shall be
delighted.”

““ All right; I'm so glad,” was the reply.
“We mean to be off sharp at nine. And
Wilding is awfully particular about people’s
being prompt.”

¢0, I shall be sure to be ready.
tain we shall have a delightful time.
that is—we—but —" ;

Here Janet stopped and blushed and laugh-
ed. Newcomb laughed with her. He seem-
quite gay about something.

“It’s no use” exlaimed the girl, at last;
*I don’t know where I'm going, and I don’t
know who Wilding is, and I've been sound
asleep, and I only heard you say you reck-
oned on my going, and that we should do it
splendidly, Mr. Newcomb.”

The young man continued to look so gay
that Janet quite wondered at the radiance of
hie face.

They both langhed again. Then New-
comb explained that Wilding was a friend
of his with no end of money; he had come
down in his yacht, and he had told Newcomb
to ask'some young folks to go over to Nan-
tucket the next day, on board *‘ The Lark.”

I'm cer-

T

‘““He said to be sure and ask some nice
girls,” said Newcomb with a meaning glance.
“So you began with me,” returned Miss
Gould. **How good you are! You almost

make me forget those school children in Chil- :

licothe.
‘The Lark"”

Janet’s spirits were bubbling up. And
they kept on bubbling all day; and were
still effervescing when she and Marion Wil-
lows, in white suits and sailor hats, went on
board the yacht and began to play, as they
said, that they were rich girls, and that
sumptuous pleasure boats were merely &
matter of course with them.

Certainly it was great fun, as they assert-
ed to each other at odd moments throughout
the trip; and it continued to be fuu after
they had all landed. But Janet, being often
of & pensive turn, and liking frequently to
take her pleasure in a sad kind of a way,
proposed privately to Miss Willows that

they try & trip in the Nantucket Railway | i b
They would go up to S'conset, and | aharply sl sheut b
could come back again long before “The |

| everywhere.

cars.

Lark” would spread her wings for the re-
turn trip, which was to be made by star-
light.

What am I that I should go out in |

i
r
|
i
|
|

She swung it in her hand,

“Of all the things I ever did,” she said
aloud again, ‘‘this is the best.”

She did not know how long she had been
going on, and she did not hear the rattling
of the train when at lastitstarted. Indeed,
being a dreamy person, given to fits of ab-
sent-mindedness, it had already begun -to
seem to her that this might easily have been
what she left Nantucket town for.

She looked up at the pale, hot sky. She
began to fancy that perhaps she might be
able to make poetry. Then, she did not
know io the least why, but all at once she
asked heself if she knew where she was, and
at the same time she was sure that she ought
to know, that it was necessary that she
ought to know. She looked about her.
There were the sky and the moor, and there
were the song sparrows, and there was the
girl—though she did not notice that latter
fact. She drew her white skirt up and sat
down that she might think.

What puzzled her extremely was that she
could not tell in which direction to turn to
retrace her steps, everything was so exactly
like every other thing. It was all quite
novel and enjoyable, and she did not remem-
ber to have heard of any one’s being lost on
Nantucket. Of course she wasn’t really
loss, only temporarily mislaid. Here she
laughed, the sound of the laugh going off
swiftly on the wind.

She tried to recall hér geographical know-
ledge of the island, and she was shocked at
the extreme meagreness of that knowledge.
In fact, the story that the place was named
because ‘‘Nancy took it” was about all she
could remember, and that slight reminis-
cense was not exactly available just now.
She would look up Nantucket the very mo-
ment she was back in Chillicothe. But per-
haps ehe would never be back there; perhaps
she would starve and die here, and the spar-
rows would cover her with leaves.

* Leaves of what?” she asked, and then
she laughed quite boisterously.

Of course the train had gone long ago, and
even if it had not, it made no difference to
her, for she could not find it. The land
had sloped down somewhat, or was it the
nataral rounding of the earth's surface, the
world being a ball?

She walked about a little more, holding
her hat in her hand. How the wind did
blow. It almost seemed as if she would be
taken up bodily and carried somewhere
Perhaps she would be carried to S’conset
and get there as soon as the train. All these
suppositions she made aloud, for she liked
to hear the sound of her own voice now she
was alone.

She did not know that nine days In ten
there is a south-west gale sweeping over
Nantucket. When the rest of the world is
panting and perspiring, people on this hap-
py island are taking in great draughts of air
that have come rushing over salt water.

When Janet believed that it was time for
the sun to set, though it was not setting,
she looked at her watch,. and fonnd that it
was only an hour and & half since she had
left the cars ol
at deal may happen in an hour

In that time ehe, Janet Gould,
ivilization and been swallowed up

the wilds of Nantucket.
She mounted a little hillock and gazed
She thought there
ought to be boys here. There were boys
If she could only see one now

| she would follow him—follow him to that

But Miss Willows would have none of a |

journey like that. She said that ehe was

not often so lucky as to be in the lap of lux- | :
ucy, aod abe was bonsnd to make the moatof | blushed a little, and she blushed because she

her opportunity.

So it happened that Janet was alone when
she took herseat in the train. The company
had separated a while after landing at the
wharf in the town, so that the girl's move-
ments were not observed. ‘She sat very
quietly, gazing about her from the open
car, and not feeling any premonition, as he-
roines are so likely to feel, that she was
only conscious that she was very happy.
The warm south-west wind swepc through
the car, briaging fnll breaths of saltness
with it. :

The train rattled and jumped and bounced
and halted along over the great stretch of
flat land where grass lay over almost on the
ground beneath the wind. Janet held her
hat on with her hand, leaning forward to-
ward the window, drinking eagerly the air
and the strange aspect of the moors that ex-
tended all around her. She called the coun-
try a moorland. She saw close by the rails
little purple blossoms and tiny white blooms.
She saw the crows flying overhead, tlying
and slanting downward as.they flew. The
sky was the palest blue tint, with not a cloud
anywhere visible.

Sometimes the train stopped without any
apparent reason, when some of the passen-
gers would get-out and walk, and look up
and down the tracks, and tip their heads so
that their hats would not blow off, and Nan-
tucket Island would seem to be all there was

“in the wide world.

People seemed o take these pauses very
comfortably. Some of the trainmen would
walk through the car with tools, and would
presently be heard tinkering away at the en-
gine, or'at the track. The male passengers
would light cigars, and nobody looked at &
watch or appeared to think that time was of
the least donsequence.

Janet roused herself from her reverie
enough-to/take in the sense of the conversa-
tion between two men who were standing
outside.

“ What is it this time?”

“Oh, something about the engine, and
there’s a warped rail ahead of us. We are
in for it an hour at the very least, and five
miles from everywhere.,”

Janet rose and walked out of the car.
She stood a moment, irresolutely, then she
chose to wander off to her left. She took
that direction because it was not toward the
sea, and for the womanish reason that ap-
parently there could be no possible end to
the moor. She said aloud as she strolled on
that she had méver before been in a place
quite so different from Chillicothe. So she
kept going on. The rough grass scraped
through her thin stockings, the sand got in
her shoes, the wind pressed her forward. It
wae delightful. = She could not breathe deep
‘ly enough. The little song sparrows were
continually poising upon tall grass heads
and singing—ah, how they did sing! There
was presently absolutely nothing visible any-
where but moor and sky, and one girl walk-
ing on the moor.

Her last coberent thought had been that it
must take a great while to fix an engine and
to straighten out a bent rail. So she kept
on. There is a great fascination in walking
over a sandy beach or a large plain. Noth-
ing marks your progress; there is a bewil-
deriog sense of infinity.

Janet Gould was aware only of an indefin-
ite sense of experiencing something strange
and delightful. Once she took off her hat.

““utmost purple rim,”. for then she should
get somewhere,

As thege words of the poet came in what
she called a shifiless way to her mind she

remembered the expression there had been
in Mr. Newcomb’s eyes that day when he
had stood with her at the bows of * The
Lark” and quoted Tennyson. But, of
course, he did not mean énything. It was
a way his eyes had.

Yes, there certainly ought to be a boy
somewhere on these moors. She gazed every-
where, but she could see no living thing save
birds. She sat down and clasped her hands
over her knees. She sat thus a long" time,
the wind sweeping over her. She became
very grave.

The sun was getting down toward the
horizon now.

That was west, of course. Bat she could
not succeed in calculating which way she
ought to walk, and she had walked so much
she was tired; and she was getting dis-
couraged.

Marion Willows knew she had started for
S'conset. But if anybody went to S'conset
after her they wouldn’t find her; besides,
no one would go until the return of the train
to Nantucket.

“If I were only a heroine,” she whispered,
*“‘some one would rescue me. Bat a poor
little schoolma’am hasn’t any chance at all.”

Then she began walking again, and the
wied became very damp, but it did not
blow so hard. She walked very fast as if
shc knew where she was going. All at once
she was aware that a fog was drifting in.
She stood still. Unconsciously she olasped
her hands tightly together.

“There’s nothing to hurt me,” she said.
“But how lonesome I shall be! And the fog
may last a week, and perhaps I shall starve.
But Marion will organize an expedition to
search for me by to morrow. Oh! what ie
that?” :

Something ran out of the fog up to her
feet. Suddenly it had become dusk. It was
a dog who sniffed at her, then began to wag
his tail. She held out her hands to him.

“Do stay!” she exclaimed; ‘“‘and where is
your master?”

The animal eniffed again, wagged his tail
again, then ran off and was instantly swal-
lowed up in the mist.

Janet’s heart went down like lead. The
tears sprang to her eyes. She sobbed heavi
ly.. Then she tried to become calm. She
even whistled, hoping she could lure back
the dog.

“How much company he'd be!” she said.
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She began to think of cosy rooms, lighted,
and with people in them. She had been in
such rooms; but she had not been particue
larly thankful at the time,

The sun must have set. It would be &
long night. She was glad of even the light
soarf which she had brought on her arm,
But it scemed very thin now. Her lips
were wet and salt,

“Ah!” she sighed again; “if I were only &
heroine!” she was so chilly that she did not
dare to sit still too long. *‘It does seem as
if the dog might have stayed!”

She found herself talking aloud, and she
was surprised that she could so vividly re-
call Mr. Newcomb's face. He had been tell-
ing her how impossible it had been for bim
to get speech with her. He said that it was
as if she were hedged about by what he had
said. But she remembered his eyes very
well. Then she felt her face growing hot
again.

After this a great deal of time passed, dur-
which Janet wondered about and thought of
her school in Chillicothe, and of hew there
would be two or three people miss her and
who would be sorry for & long time—per-
haps a year—because she-had. perished on
Nantucket Island. Perhaps she had been
dozing. At any rate it seemed to her that it
wag a voice in & dream that she heard.

“Oh, thunder and lightning?" the voice
cried. -

Janet sprang up. She felt drenched with
the fog. She could not see anything. She
stretched out her arms. Yes, of course she
had been dreaming.

Somebody took hold of one of her extended
hands. It was a little, rough, hard hand
that clasped hers, and now the voice said:

“Hullo! I eay, can’t ye speak, nor nothin’?"”

““Oh, yes, I can speak,” she responded.
“Is it morning, or is it the night after to-
morrow?”

*’Teain’t mornin’, 'n’ tain’t ter-morrer,"”
was the answer; ‘‘it’s jest this evenin’;
that’s all "tis.” ‘

It was a boy’s voice, and Janet could dim-
ly see a shape close to her. She gave a joy-
ous laugh. She held on tightly to the emall
tough hand.

“You're mistaken.” she cried, gayly, “‘it's
at least tomorrow.”

‘‘Have it jes’ as you like,” was the answer,
*‘tain’t no matter.”

“I won’t insist on anything,” said Janet,
“only take me somewhere. It's just beautis
ful that you've found me.”

The boy made no answer to this remark.
He had disengaged his hand from her grasp
and had thrust it into his pocket. He
whistled two or three notes before he said 2
—+*She kinder talked 's if +he’d been lost.”

“Yes,” she answered briskly. ‘I came
in “The Lark,” and I've been lost for
two days. I wish you'd take me somewhere
now as quick as you can.”

“All right. Here we be on the road to
S’conset, 'n' close by our house. Why in
time didn’t you come to the house? Ma'd
take you in fast enough. Come on.

The boy moved, and Janet sprang quick-
ly to his side. She took hold of his arm.
She explained to him that she was afraid he
would vanish if she didn’t hold him.

He replied that ehe might hold him if she
wanted to. He knew women didn’t have
much sense, anyway.

In five minutes Janet saw a light shining
from a room, and in two minutes more she
was in the room and the woman there had
wrapped a heavy shawl about her.

“The land !” cried this woman; “‘so you've
be'n stragglin’ round in the fields, have ye ?
But 'tain’t late.”

She glanced at the clock, which marked a
quarter to eight. Janet also looked at’the
clock.

I suppose it’s to-morrow night,” said the
girl.

Here the boy, who stood staring steadily
at her gave a grunt. His mother stared
alse,

*No,” she said; *I rather guess it’s to-
night, fast enough.”

( Concluded on fourth page.)

Are You Going South
From the New England States?

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

BY THE

Merehants’ and Miners' Steameps.

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 ycu get rid of
the dust and changing cars.

1If you want to go Sonth beyond Norfolk
to Southern Pines and Pinsbluff, the Winter
Health Resorte, or to Vaughan, N. C., the
Pennsylvania Colony headqusarters, 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. tAplls
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NEWS OF THE WORLD.

Melbourne will be the capital of the cone
federated Australia.

A petition asking for the reduction of let«
ter postage to one cent to all domestic points
has been in preparation at Philadelphia for
presentation to United States Congress.

Capetowp, Oct. 12.—The South African
Lesgue to-day passed a resolution in favor
of a preferential tariff cn British manufac-
turee, and adopted a resolution adverse to
the Dutch language being abandoned, which
was a suggestion of Mr. Cecil Rhodes.

New York, Oct. 15.—According to a de«
spatch from Copenhagen to the Herald, rel-
ative to the sale of the Danish West Indies,
Denmark demands 87,000,000 and the United
States offers only $6,000,000. It is believed
that the definite American offer will be laid
before the Danish Parliament in November.

Winston Churchill, the London news-
paper correspondent, has probably made a
better thing out of the Transvaal war than
almost anybody else. He has drawn a lare
ger salary than has ever been heard of before
for & war correspondent. He has accepted
an offer of £10,000 to lecture in America.
His book will probably have a large sale.
He has made a journalistic reputation thas
is worth a big income, he has gained a posi-
tion as a public man, and he has earned a
seat in parliament.
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Circumstances Alter Cases.

In cases of dyspepsia, nervousness catarrh,
rheumstism, eruptions, etc., the circumst_nn-
ces may be altered by purifying and enrich-
ing the blood with Hood's S“.\rsnphrllln.
Good appetite and good digestion, sfrong
nerves and perfect heaith take the place of
these diseases. Hood's Sarsaparills is Ameri-
ea’'s Greatest Medicine and the best that
money can buy.

Hood's Pills cure biliousness, sick headache,
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Minard’s Liniment cures Burns, eto,




