Professional Cards.

e

H. E..GrLLs. FreEp W. HARRIB

GILLIS & HARRIS,

Barristers, = = Solicitors,
Notaries Public.
Commissioners for the Province of New

t  Brunswick.
Commissioners for the State of Massachusetts,
Agents of R. G. Dunn & Co., St. John and

Halitax,
Agents of Bradstreet's Commercial A(fenoyA
General Agents for Fire, Marine, an Life In-

surance.
Members of the United States Law Association.
Real Estate Agents,

OFFICE:
BANK OF NOVA SC0TIA BUILDING,
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.
—WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICE IN MIDDLETON,
Next Door to J. P. Melanson’s Jewelry Store
Bvery Thursday.

Consuiar Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain.
~~AGENT FOBR—

Reliable Fire and Lifo Ins. Co.’s.

#arMoney to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.

NOVA SCOTIA PERMANENT BUILDING SOCI-
ETY AND SAVINGS FUND OF HALIFAX.

Advances made on REAL ESTATE SECURITY
repayable by monthly instalments, qovering &
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on
the monthly balances at 6 per cent per annum.

Balance of loan repayable at any time at
option of borrower, so long as the mon!
snallmerat.; are paid, the bcﬁmca of loan cgnnot
be ed for.

Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms
of application therefore and all necessary infor-
mation furnished on application to
J. M. OWEN, BARRISTER-AT-LAW,

Agent at Annapolis.
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F. L. MILNER,

Barrister, Solicitor, &e.

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONEY TO LOAN.

Office opposite Central Telephone Exchange,
Queen Street, Bridgetown. 31uf
TELEPHONE No. 1L

J. P. GRANT, H.D., CM.

Office over Medical Hall.

Residence: Revere House. Telephone No. 10.

Orders left at Medical Hall with Mr. 8. N.
Weare will receive every attention. 3y

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

(RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.)

Head of Queen 8t., Bridgetown.

Mounsy to Loan on First-Olass

SATUS POPUILI SUPREMA LEX BEST.

VOL. 25.

BRIDGETOWN, N, S.

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 16, 1898.

NO. 47.

Jas, 1 Ritchie, Q.G

" ARRISTE R,

SOLICITOR.
Firs asrece i RelalComatis

of Halifax, and Bank of Nova Scotia,
Annapolis, N. 8. . 111y

Weleome Soa

MONTHLY
Missing Word
Contest —=

Miss Annie Foshay, Yarmouth, N, S.........

WATCH ouw
Great Prem

Now being prepared, and which will be

Tho correct missing word for January was * Intelligent >’ and the winners were:

Miss Bernice Kinney, Bridgetown, Annapolis Co., N. 8
John R. Pacey, Easf Earltown, Colchester Co. N. S

.18t prize, $15.00 Cash
a - 700

All Intelligent Housekeepers ﬂmuld use WELCOME SOAP.
Buy WELCOME SOAP and save the Wrappers.

advertisements for

ium Offer

announced very shortly. This will be the

greatest premium for users of WELCOME SOAP ever offered to the public.

The WELCOME SOAP COMPANY, St. John, N. B.

—0

GENT’S

Grand + Spring + Opeing

7 A

WEAR!

The largest stock in the two Counties,
bought for cash from the manufac-
turers and will be sold at

Extremely Low Prices.

WE HAVE J

per S.S. ““St. John City” from London, which

UST OPENED

An endless variety of Spring Cloths

will be made up in our Tailoring Department

to your entire satisfaction or no sale.

A. J. MORRISON & CO., MIDDLETON, N. S.

Real Hstate 441y

O. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.

RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

7. B. WHITMAN,

T.and Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

A R ANDREWS, M.D., C..
L I EYE,
Sm)(:laltlesl

MIDDLETON.
‘felephone No. 16.

DR. M. 6. E. MARSHALL,
DENTIST,

Offers his professional services to the public.
Office and Residenee: Queen St., Bridgetown.

James Primrose, D.D. S

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Sranville 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, 1891

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

SCRIBNER’S
MAGAZINE

For 1898.
A GREAT PROGRAMME.

The Story of the Revolution by Senator
Henry Cabot Lodge, to run throughout the
year. (For the fir-t time all the modern art
forces and resources will be brought to bear
upon the Revolution. Howard Pyle and a
corpse of artists are making over 100 paint-
ingsksmd drawings expressly for this great
work.)

Capt A T Mahan's ‘' The American Navy
in the Revolution,” to beillustrated by Carl-
ton T. Chapman, the marine artist; Henry
Fenn, and others.

Thomas Nelson Page’s First Long
Novel, “ Red Rock—A Chronicle of Re-
construction.” Mr. Page has devoted four

ears to the story, and he considers it his
st work. (llustrated by B. West Cline-
dinst.)

Rudyard Kipling, Richard Harding
Davis. Joel Chandler Harris, Geo.
W. Cable, and others, are under engage-
ment to contribute stories during 1863.

Robert Grant’s ‘Search-Light Let-
ters —replies to various letters that come
in ‘consequence of his *‘Reflections of a
Married Man” and “Thoc Opinions of a
Philosopher.”

s The Werkers * in a new fleld—Walter A.
Wyeckoff, the college man who became a
laborer, will tell his experience with sweat-
shop laborers and anarchists in Chicago.

(Illustrated from life by W. R. Leigh.)

The Theatre, The Mine, etc., will be
treated in ** The Conduct of Great Business”
series (as were “ The Wheat Farm,” ** The
Newspaper,” ete., in '97), with numerous
illustrations.

Life at Girls’ College ~like the articles
on *“Undergraduate Life at Harvard,

EAR,
TH

ROAT.

38t
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Princetpn and Yale,” and as richly illus-

- trated. .
Poliiteal Reminiscences by Senator
oar, who has been in public life for forty-
five years.

Shoe...

—disappearance of corns, ¢

the new wet-proof, footwea
Alumina calf or Kidduck 1

Ask for the Goodyezr Welted,

o _lgeform

Object—health; comfort, economy. Rubber abandonment

Water-proofed leather adoption—Convenience, improved
appearance, longer wear, foot comfort, common sense. See

Slater Slipless Shoe.

old feet, clammy feet, tired feet.

¢ made in tan Willow calf, black
cather. Light, springy, stylish.

$5.00

CATALOGUE
FREE

KINNEY & SHAFNER, Sole Local Agents:

UNION BANK OF, HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,
Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

CAPITAL..............$500,000.

$205,000.

W. J. STAIRS, Esq., President.
E. L. THORNE, Cashier.

Savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of
3 1-2 PER CENT.

allowed on deposits of four dollars and up-
wards.

AGENCIES.—

Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, agent.
Annapolis, N. S.—E. D. Arnaud, agent.
New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright, agt.
Dartmouth, N. 8.—C. W. Frazee, agent.
North Sydney, C. B.—S. D. Boak, agent.
Little Glace Bay, C. B.—J. D. Leavitt,agt.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, agent.
Liverpool, N. S.—E. R. Mulhall, agent.

. Sherbrooke, N. S.—S. J. Howe, agent.

‘ORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
Eng.; Merchants’- Bank of Halifax, St.
John’s, Nfld.; Bank of Toronto and Branch-
es Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
St.. John, N. B ; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

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

N. R. BURROWS,
Agent.

Bank of Nova Scotia

Capital, - - $1,500,000.00
Reserve Fund, - $1,600,000.00

JOHN DOULL, President.
H. C. McLEOD, Cashier.

Head Office, Halifax, N, 8.

Agencies in all the principal towns of the
Maritime Provinces, and in the cities of Mon-
treal, Toronto, Chicago, and St, John's, Nfld.

Correspondents in all parts of the world.

Do all Punds of banking business.

A Savings Bank Depariment

has lately been established in connection with
the Bridgetown agency where deposits will be
received from one dollar upwards and interest
at the rate of 3} per cent. allowed.

C. H. EASSON, Agent.

POSITIVE SALE.

We are instructed to sell that Superior Farm
at West Paradise, belonging to Mr. McCloskey.
Has Two Hundred Acres, including 60 Acres
under tillage. and 7 of Marsh, with excellent
well-watered Pasture; good Orchard, mostly
youngand nearly all in bearing. Average crop
at present, 130 barrels of prime Shipping Fruit;
cuts 30 tons Hay. Modern House: g Barm
and Outhouses. Also, all the Farming Utensils,
nearly new, and the entire Crop, now growing,
ncluding two hundred bushels of Oats, now
harvested, and all the stock in hand. tis-
actory reasons for selling. Will be sold at a

bargain.
ERVIN & ALCORN,
Annapolis Valley Roal Estate Agency

24

¢. D, Gibson will contribute two_serial sets
of drawings during 68, *‘ A New York Day,”
and ‘ The Seven Ages of American Woman.’

£8 The full prospectus for '98 in small book
form (24 pages), printed in two colors, with
numerous illvstrations (cover and decorations
by Mazfield Parrish), will be sent upon appli-
caiion, postage paid.

CAUTION!

All persons indebted to the estate of the
late J. AVARD MORSE, either by accounts
or promissory notes, are hereby notified that
all psyments of the same must be made to

3

Price, $3.00 a year, 25 cents a .

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS,

NEW YORIE.

t igned, as no person has beenauth-
orized by them to collect said accounts §

ki E. BENT
\J. B. GnIEs,}E’“"“’"'

Bridgetown, March 10th, 1896.

NOTICE!

The business known as THE
Hicks & SaNcroN MANUFAC-
turING CoMPANY has this day
terminated by Harry S. Sanc-
ton selling out his interest to
John H. Hicks, who will now
carry on the business in his
own name.

Joan H. Hicks,
HARrY S. SANCTON.

Bridgetown, N. 8., Sept. 3rd, 1897.

WALTER FORD,
Fruit Broker,

BOROUGH MARKET,
LONDON, S. H.

All Fruit sold by PRIVATE SALE.

H. C.

General Agent for Nova Scotia:
MARSTERS, BERWICK.

ACENTS

Paradise —F. W. BISHOP.
Granville Ferry —E. H. ’f‘\R.\lSTRONG.

Tupperville - E. E. BENT,

Round Hill—F. M. ARMSTRONG.

Annapolis — ARTHUR HARRIS.
October 19th, 1897.

CALL AT

B. M. WILLIAMS

and get value for
your money.
A fresh stock of Canned Goods and
Choice Family Groceries just

arrived. Also a full line of
Fine Fruits, Confectionery, ete.

303m

%9.Choice Beef, Lamb, Mutton, Fresh and Salt
Pork, Sausas‘es. Finnan Haddies, Dried
and Pickled Fish and other delicacies of

the season always in stock.

SCHOOL
BOOKS

—AND—

SCHOOL
SUPPLIES

of all kinds, a specialty at

Central Book Store.
NOTICH.

All persons hnvirﬁl al demands against the
estate of Robert FitzRandolph. late of Law-
rencetown, in the County of Annapolis, farmer,
eceased, are requested to render thesame duly
attested, within eighteen months from the date
hereof, and all persons indebted to said estate
are requested to make imwediate ment to
ALDA R. FrrizZRANDOLPH,
Administratriz.
Lawrencetown,
Or BURPEE S, FirzZRANDOLPH,
Administrator,
illiams

n,

Dec, 18th, 1897,

Poctry,

A Mother's Prayer.

A mother’s holy arms caressed,
A babe that laughed upon her breast.

Then thus to Heaven she cried in prayer;
* Now even as his face is fair,

0 Lord! keep Thou his soul within.
As free from any spot of sin.’

From Heaven the Lord an answer made,
+ Behold! I grant thee as thou prayed.”

Within the door the darkness crept,
And babe and mother sweetly slept.

The belfrey rang the midnight bell,
The watchman answered, ** All is well.”

Awaking at the cradle side,
The mother knew her babe had died.

With grief to set a woman wild,
She caught and clasped the marble child,

Until her heart against.his own
Was broken, beating on a stonel

* Oh God!” she cried in her despair,
*Why hast Thou mocked a mother’s prayer?”

Then answered He, *“ As 1 have willed,
Thy prayer, O woman! is fultilled.

“If on this earth his soul remain,
His soul shall gather many a stain;

¢ At thy behest I reach my hand,
And lift him to the Heavenly land!”

The mother heard and bowed her head,
And laid her cheek against the dead—

And cried—*‘ O God—I dare not pray
—Thou answerest in so strange & way "’
In shadow of a taper’s light,

She sat and moaned the livelong night.

But when the morning brought the san,
She prayed * Thy will, O God, be done!”

- ;ﬁlm ~gttemm
The White Cockade.

Since, in the opinion of all reasonable men,
no further attempt is ever likely to be made
to place one of the Stuart family on the
throne of Great Britain, at least by force of
arms, I can, now, without prejudice to any
one, tell the story of the strange adventure
which brought me face to face for the first
and last time with Charles Edward Stewart,
commonly known as the Young Pretender.

Late in the afternoon of Sept. 22, 1750, I
received the following letter :

“Dear Friexp: By the time this is
placed in your hands I shall be at sea on my
way to Antwerp. Itisallover. Underthe
name of John Douglas the Prince has been in
London for nearly a week, and nothing has
come of it. There is no prospect of a risiog.
Gentleman of quality and influence, however
devoted to the Pgince, have no mind to risk
their lives and-egtates by marching on Lon-

don unless supported by a strong body of
regular troops, believing the exile, or more
probably the scaffold, would be the sure and
certain end of any ruch rash undertaking.
To speak the plain truth, I am much of that
way of thinking myself, and, having wife
and child, will not draw my sword until I
perceive some fair prospect of success.

«T write to warn you of that which con-
cerns you nearly. The other day the Prince
came unexpectedly to a party at Lady Prim-
rose’s, greatly to the consternation ot her
ladyship and of most of her guests. - Indeed,
he met with but a cold reception from any
but your betrothed, Miss Kate Gordon, and
her cousin, Andrew Macintyre, who were
both present.

** Miss Gordon went down on her knees
before them alland kissed his hand. It was
very bravely done and moved him greatly,
bat, indeed, it was scarcely prudent. Mac
intyre followed her example, and I heard
him whisper to the Prince that if his Royal
Highness would deign to honor his poor
house with a visit this evening (ye 22d) he
would meet with a very different kind of
welcome. Learning that Miss Gordan would
be present, the Prince consented.

*‘ Nowa wordinyourear. This Macintyre
is not to be trusted. I have informdtion
from a sure source that he is a spy in the
psy of the government, and that the man
with one eye, the odious creature, Donald
Fraser, who follows him about like a shad-
ow. is, if possible, a more infamous wretch
than himself.

““The house is in a lonely situation, and I
am convinced that these scoundrels are con-
cocting some plot to betray the Prince, and
are making use of Mies Gordon’s grace and
beautyand well-known devotion to the JTacob-
ite cause to entice him into a trap. I tried
to give the Prince a hint of this, but: he
listened tp me coldly, and, indeed, of late he
has become notoriously impatient of advice
from his best and truest friends.

* That Miss Gordon should be made an
accomplice in this villainous scheme will, I
know, be hateful to you, and I doubt not you
will do what lies in your power to prevent
it. Yours most faithfully,

Matthew Fielding.”

My blood boiled as I read this letter. I
was no friend to the Stewarts, and, indeed,
cared little whetber the Pretender was taken
or not; but that Kate should be involved in
this infamous plot was indescribably painful
to me, and I resolutely determined that she
never should be if word or act of mine could
prevent it.

Yet it was no very pleasant task for me
to interfere in the matter, for there had al-
ready been a sharp quarrel between Kate
and myself, with regard to this Macintyre
and her passionate devotion to the cause of
the unhappy Stewarts. She was ap orphan,
and Macintyre, being her cousin, had un-
dertaken to act as her guardian, a piece of
presumption which I bitterly resented, for I
had good reason to believe he hated me, and
meant by fair means or foul, to supplant me
in Kate’s affection, and win her small fortune
for himself. But he had been out with the
Highlanders in 45, and the courage he then
dieplayed and his hypocritical professions of
attachmeht to the Prince, cast a glamour
about him in the eyes of a young and rom-
antic girl. Nothing I could say would in-
duce her to put an end to their friendship,’
and we had finally parted with bitter words
on both sides.

But Fielding’s letter drove my anger to
the winds. Come of it what would, I was
resolved to go boldly into Macintyre’s house
and insist upon her leaviag it at once. I
would escort her to the lodgings of my aunt,
Lady Chester, who would, I knew, receive
her gladly.

So I buckled on my sword, procured &
coach and drove quickly to Macintyre’s
house, which lay some distance from the city.
Within 200 or 300 yards I alighted, and,
leaving the coach hidden in a lane near the
road, walked forward by myself.

In spite of my antipathy to Macintyre, I
confess that there had been moments when
I could scarce believe him capable of the in-
famy Fielding had accused him; but when in
the gathering dusk 1 reached the gate in the
high stone wall which encircled the spacious
garden, all my doubts vanished at the sight

of the isolated house, the lighted windows
of which were barely visible through the
thick foliage of the trees that surrounded it
on all sides. No cry of help would be heard
beyond the walls. The victim once inside
that lonely building, and sword or bullet
might do its work and none be the wiser.

My heart beat quickly as I passed through
the gate. Such a man as Macintyre wasnot
unlikely to clutch at any means of getting
rid of & dangerous rival, and I knew well
that I carried my life in my hands. Ithought
I might be refused admittance, but the gate
stood wide open and no one appeared or
challenged me. But that brought me little
comfort. It is ever an easy matter to enter
a trap. It is when you seek to leave it that
the difficulties begin.

Still I went doggedly on, though as I ap-
proached the house I was confident that 1
could hear a faint rustling in the bushes to
right and left, as though invisible spies were
stealthily dogging my footsteps. Then &
thing happened that confirmed my worst
suspicions. The door suddenly opened and
was swiftly shut again, but, not before I
caught a glimpse of two eor three figures
slipping hurriedlyinside. - What could those
things mean if they did not indicate treachery
and foul play?

I am not ashamed to say that my limbs
tremhjed and the cold sweat stood out on my
forehead, as after a few moment’s hesitation,
I set my teeth, and stepping quickly for-
ward, knocked at the door. It was opened

cannot do it. I should loathe and despisc
myself ever afterwards. I must do what I
can to save him, and I know you will help
me, Frank. You will help me, Frank, will
you not ?"’

Now, what was I todo? Asl have said,
I was no Jacobite. To interfere in the mat-
ter was against both my principles and my
intereats. If it became known that Ihad as.
sisted the Prince to escape I should embroil
myself with the Government and ruin my
career if I did not risk my neck. But yet—
ah, well, what man with any heart could
listen to the cold dictates of prudence when
moved by the sight of that innocent child’s
face, quivering with pain and shame, and
those sweet, tear-filled eyes gazing beseech-
ingly into his? I may have been rash, dis-
loyal, what you will, but I could not do it.
Giod knows that, however foolish I may have
thought her in the past, I loved the girl in-
finitely more, if that were possible, for her
fidelity to the anfortunate Prince in his hour
of need. Yet I knew well that it was a des-
perate business, and likely to end badly for
both of us, however it ended.

«If we think of any plan that has ‘the
least chance of I will do what I can

by & man with a very evil and forbidding
countenance and but one eye. He was no
other but Donald Fraser, the detestable para-
site of Andrew Macintyre, against whom
my good friend Fielding had particularly
warned me. It might have been fancy, but
it seemed to me that his greenish gray eye
sparkled with a kind of malignant triumph
at the sight of me. I think a spider might
so regard the fly that ventured innocently
among the meshes of his web.

Yet he readily made way for me to enter
and went at my request to tell Kate that I
wished to speak with her. He was gone
some time and I was sure that he was in-
forming Macintyre of my presence before
carrying the message. to Kate. It would
have surprised me little had I been refused
speech with her; but presently I could hear
her fresh, girlish voice, high and sweet and
clear, singing *‘ The White Cockade.”

T'll sell my rock, I'll sell my reel

My rippling-kame and spinning wheel

To buy mysel’ a tartan p'aid,

A broadsword, dark, and white cockade.
O he's a ranting, roving blade!
O he's a brisk and bonnie lad !
Betide what may, my heart is glad
To see my lad wi’ his white cockade.

She sang it defiantly as she came down the
broad staircase, a flush on her braye young
face, her eyes shining with a kind of pas-
sionate enthusiasm, the sweetest maid in all
broad England, and to my mind, at that mo-
ment, the foolishest. She seemed like &
reckless child playing with fire, and I could
have snatched away the white cockade she
wore at her breast and crushed it beneath
my heel.

Yet as she came nearer I was convinced
that she was but playing a part, for more
than once Inoticed her glance apprehensive-
ly about and I felt her hand tremble as I
clasped it in mine Yet even at that moment,
in a position, as I believed of imminent peril,
my heart leaped with joy to perceive that all
traces of coldness that had been for some
time between us had passed away, and that
she was unfeignedly rejoiced to see me.

* This is & pleasure I did not anticipate,”
she said in a formal voice, and with a slight
side glance at Fraser, who stood again leer-
ing beside the door. ** Will you come this
way, please ?”

She led the way upstsirs, and I followed
her into a sitting room brilliantly lighted
with wax candles as though for the reception
of a distinguished guest. I closed the door
behind me and was about to speak to her,
when she laid her finger on her lips, and
taking one of the candles, looked beneath
the table and beneath the couch and even
opened the door of an empty cupboard and
glanced hurriedly inside. She was very pale,
and the candle trembled in her hand as she
returned it to its place, Then she suddenly
sank into a chair, covered her face with her
bands and broke into stifled sobs.

¢ Why, Kate,” said I, *‘this is not like
you what is the matter?”

¢ Indeed, I—I scarce know, Franok,” she
faltered, raising her pale face and smiling
faintly through her tears. *‘It is very silly
and childish of me, but I—I am so frightened.
Andrew and his mother are out, and all the
servants have been sent away, and I have
been alone in the house for hours, with no
one to speak to but that odious wretch,
Donald Fraser—and—and I got nervous and
began to think I could hear strange noises,

_ whisperings at the door, and footsteps on the

stairs, until I was quite sure there were
strange men_in the house. I thought onme
might be in the cupboard there, watching
us and listening to all we said. I think it
must have been fancy. If not what can it
all mean?

o ] fear there is no doubt of what it means,
Kate,” said I, ““and the time has come to
speak plainly. I have learned to-night the
young pretender, Charles Stewart, is com-
ing here. I see you have tricked yourself
out in all your finery, with the white cock-
ade on your breast, to meet him. Oh, Kate,
you foolish child, can’t you see that this vile
man, this glib, plausible, double-faced spy
and traitor, Andrew Macintyre, is using
your pretty face and innocent enthusiasm to
lure the unfortunate young prince into a
trap ?”

In spite of her white face and startled eyes,
she did not exhibit the anger and incredulity
I had expected. Was it possible that she
had already begun to distrust Macintyre ?

¢ Oh, Frank,” she exclaimed, despairingly
¢ gurely this cannot be true. Ihave tkought
of late he was growing lukewarm, that his
zeal for the cause had cooled, but he could
not be capable of such treachery as this—in-
deed he could not. I cannot believe it.

Nevertheless, I could see that in her heart
she did believe it.

« The man is a spy,” I said impatiently.
T have it from a sure source, and there can
be no doubt about it. Moreover, there are
men lurking in the garden and about the
house. I heard them rustling among the
bushes, and saw them slinking through the
door. They are here toseize the Prince, and
we are powerless to prevent them. No one
will believe in your innocence if you are
present when the Prince is taken, and if you
do not wish your name to become infamous,
you must come away this minute. I havea
coach waiting, and I will take you to my
aunt, Lady Chester. I will bribe Fraser to
let us pass before your cousin returns, or, if
necessary, run him through the body and
trust to escape in the darkness.”

She wrung her hands in agony.

+ Oh,” she cried, *“ that 1, who would give
my life to save the Prince, should have been
tricked by this base wretch into betraying
him. Oh, this man, this man! I did not
think sach men lived in the world.”

 Come, come,” I said, impatiently, * we
are wasting time and there is not a moment
to lose. Your cousin may return at any
moment. We must go at once.”

¢ And leave the Prince to his fate,” she
d, ** without making one effort to
warn him? I cannot do it, Frank; indeed L

to help you, Kate,” I answered, but for my
part I can see no way but one, and that is to
intercept him before he reaches the house.
For God's sake let us get out of this vile
place. The air chokes me. It reeks of
treachery. Come, get your cloak,jand —"
“ Hush ! she exclaimed suddenly.
In the silence that followed I heard steps
on the path outside, a loud knock, and then
the tramping of feet and the sound of voices
in the hall. Kate sprang to the door which
commanded a partial view of the hall, and
opening it cautiously, looked out.
«Ts it the Prince?”’ I asked breathlessly.
She turned and closed the door and leaned
against the wall white and trembling.
¢ No,” she faltered, *‘Itis Andrew Mac-
intyre with half a dozen strange men-—coarse
bratal looking wretches, with swords and
pistols. Oh, Frank what is to become of
you? He hates you. He told meso to-day.
He threatened what he would do to you if I
did not give you up. Fraser will tell him
you are here, and he—they may kill you.
Hush ! I hear his foot on the stairs. He is
coming here. You must hide—soméwhere
—anywhere—in the cupboard- ~quick get in-
to the cupboard.”
¢« Bat Fraser will tell him I am here,” I
expostulated.
¢ Perhaps not,” she exclaimed, pushing me
in her excitement towards_the door of the
cupboard. ‘‘They are not o friendly as
they sppear to be. Quick—quick—he is
coming.”
Yielding reluctantly to her entreaties, I
stepped inside, leaving the door slightly ajar
80 that I might see what passed. Then she
sat down at & harpsichord, and began to sing
a rollicking Jacobite ballad, as gayly and
gallantly as if the Prince had been present
with all the clans around him:
1 swear by the moon and stars so bright,
And sun that glances early,

1f I had twenty thonsand lives,
1'd gie them a’ for Charlie.

We'll o'er the water, we'll o'er the sea,
We'll o'er the water to Charlie;

Come weal, come woe, we'll gather and go,
And live or die wi’ Charlie.

She was still singing when the door open-
ed and Andrew Macintyre came in. I fully
expected to see him followed by his gang of
hired ruffians, eager to cut my throat, but he
was alone, and, to my astonishment, did not
appear to suspect my presence. He was a
handsome fellow, tall and well buils, though
I never liked the cut of his features, his thin,
cruel lips and cold blue eyes.

« Ah, Kate,” said he, and I fancied I could
detect a faint sneer in the tones of his voice,
[ thought I heard you singing. Upen my
soul, your voice sends the blood dancing
through my veins. 'Tis more inspiring than
a bugle call. If you woald ride av the head
of the troops singing your battle songs, with
the white cockade on your breast, the King
would soon enjoy hisown again. With your
voice to lead him to victory, who would not
live or die with Charlie ?”

His eyes dwelt on her with a look that
made me grind my teeth and grip the hilt of
my sword. I would have given all I posess-
ed to spring forward and settle the matter
with the cold steel, but I knew that with a
shout he could bring his cutthroats upon me,
and my death would leave Kate defenceless
in his hands.

Kate was ever quick-witted and ready of
speech, bat the sure knowledge of his treach-
ery and the tragic situation in which she
was placed seemed to freeze the worde on
her lips. She bent her white face over the
harpsichord and I saw her fingers trembling
as they wandered over the keys. I think

‘twas the bittersst moment of my life. I

could neither get away from the house nor
warn the Prince. I was not, I think, devoid
of courage, and enjoyed some reputation as
a swordsman, and yet I was absolutely help-
less. - I could do nothing that wae not utter-
ly reckless and foolhardy, and stood there
grinding my teeth in impotent fury while
this loathsome spy and traitor made love to
my betrothed.

Macintyre glanced at the clock.

« Some few minutes to the hour at which
his royal Highness promised to be here,” he
continued in the same tone of subdued
mockey. *‘ Let us have ancther song, Kate.
Let us have something to stir the blood,
something about the gathering of the clans,
and the fluttering of the kilts, the flash of
the broadswords and the skirl of the pipes.
'T'will raise the Prince’s spirits if he hears
you. He was dashed by the coldness with
which he was received at Lady Primrose’s.
We must give him a heartier reception
to-night.”

I think from the malicious twinkle in his
yes that he knew she suspected him, and
was playing with her as a cat with a mouse.
Her cheeks flushed, and I thought she was
about to give an angry reply, but with an
effort she controlled herself, and began to
play a spirited prelude. But at that mo-
ment he held up his hand.

*Hush,” he said. ‘I hear voices at the
door. I think he must have arrived.

He turned away and stepped hurriedly to
the window. In a moment Kate was on her
feet, darted an appealing look at me, point-
ed to him, and rushed to the door, I was in
he room, sword in hand, before she reached
it. But I was no quicker than he. I saw
the gleam of his eyes dnd the flash of his
sword before I was half way across the
room. He parried the savage lunge I made
at him, and leaping aside with the agility of
a cat, rushed after Kate. Through the door
and along the passage she went like a deer,
he close on her heels and I on his. When
she reached the stairs she seemed to fly down
them, and beyond her I caught a glimpse of
the Prince stepping into the hall.

% Go back,” she cried, *goback. Yonare
betrayed. Go back.”

But she was too late. Clang went the
heavy door, out from the adjoining room
sprang half & dozen men with naked swords,.
and there in the middle of the hall, sur-

rounded by a ring of steel, with a sobbing
girl at his feet, caught like a rat in a trap,
stood Prince Charlie.

Whig as I was, I cannot deecribe the sick
feeling of pity and shame that overwhelmed
me at thesight. 'Twould have been a fitting
death for the hero of Prestopans and Falkirk
to die sword in hand on the battlefield, but
it was heartbreaking to see him betrayed and
trapped by this scurvy crew of spies and
traitors. And still keener was my pity for
the innocent child who was sobbing at his
feet, crushed with shame that her devotion
to his cause should have been made the bait
to lure him to the scaffold.

He stood perfectly still, pale and with
flashing eyes, but without a trace of fear.

“ Well, Mr. Macintyre,” said he, *‘ this is
@ strange welcome. May I beg you to inform
me what I am to understand by it?”

Brought face to face with the man he had
betrayed, even Macintyre lost his nerve,
though he tried to brave it out.

“ You may understand—" he began, and
then his eyes fell and he looked moodily at
the floor. *I think the situation explains
itself,” he said gloomily.

The .Prince drew himself up and looked
at Macintyre with unutterable scorn and
coatempt.

“ It does, indeed,” said he. *I have had
to do with spies and traitors before, but
never with one who invited me to his house
us a guest in order to betray me. But this
time, thank God, you have overestimated
your cunning and my simplicity. You fool,
do you suppose that I have walked blind-
fold into your clumsy trap? Look around
you?”

Almost before I realized what had taken
place, I saw Macintyre turn white, and
heard the sword drop clattering from his
nerveless fingers, while his accomplices glan-
ced round about seeking a way of escape.
All eyes had been fixed on the Prince, 80
that the men who now stood sword in hand
at every door and at the head of every
passage had come upon us unheard and un-
seen.

At a glance I recognized the faces of sev-
eral well-known Jacobite gentlemen, both
Englishmen and Highlanders, and I saw at
once that Macintyre had been cleverly caught
in his own trap, entangled in the meshes of
the net he had spun te entrap the Prince.
These were the men who had lurked in the
garden, who had stealthily entered the house,
and the author of this plot within a plot—
Donald Fraser who had betrayed the betray-
er, was now leering triumphantly at Macih-
tyre from his post behind & door. Macin-
tyre caught a glimpse of his grinning face and
his eyes gleamed with a diabolical fury,

“You hound,” he exclaimed, * this is
your work.” -

¢ Yes,” said the Prince coolly, ** you for-
get what most of your kind would do well
to remember, that it is easy to set a spy
upon a spy, as upon an honest man, and much
easier to find those who will betray him. I
pretended to fall into your trap in order to
trap you, lest good friends of mine should
suffer in future by your treachery. It would
be but bare justice to hang every man of you
but your lives shall be spared for the present
if you instantly lay down your arms. Take
their weapons, gentlemen.”

The conspirators were 80 thoroughly
cowed that they gave up their arms without
a struggle. In the meantime Kate had whis-
pered a few words to the Prince and he
beckoned me toward him.

« 1 find that I owe you a debt of gratitude
for your conduct this night,” he said gra-
ciously, *‘and I sincerely trust that at some
future time it may lie within my power to
repay you.”

Then he turned to Kate.

+« As for such loyalty as yours, Miss Gor-
don,” he said, *‘a poor exile has no fitting
reward. Nay, I think the only reward I
can give you is to release you from farther
service to a race so unfortunate as mine.
Pardon me.”

He took the white cockade from her breast
and handed it to me.

¢ See,” he continued, “* I give it into the
keeping of your future husband, and I pray
that you will not wear it again, unless he
himself pins it on your breast. My errand
here is accomplished, and to-night I leave
London. Sloth and avarice have eaten
away the loyalty of those who should have
flocked to my standard. They wish to save
their estates and will not thrust their heads
into danger, though they would be willing
enough that the poor Highland lads should
leave their bones on another Culloden moor.
But I will have no more useless bloodshed,
please God, and so eail for France till better
times. Farewell.”

Kate could not speak for the sobs that
choked her, and I—well, I feel no shame at
the confession—knelt down and kissed his
hand with tears in my eyes. ’'Twas the last
we ever heard of Prince Charlie, the bravest
and most unfortunate of all the Stuarts.

Towards Macintyre and his accomplices he
behaved with unusual clemency. They were
released when it was too late for them to in-
terfere with his departure.

I have still the white cockade Kate wore
on her breast that night, but I think even
she has lost all desire to wear it again; forif
what we hear of the once gallant Prince be
trae, his best friends might wish that he had
died at the head of his brave Highlanders on
Culloden moor.

———————————

A Rain of Gold.

There is & Chinese tradition which tells
that, four thousand years ago, the Emperor
of China was much troubled with the wretch-
edness and destitution of the people, many
thousands of whom lived amid scenes of
tqualor and bratishness.

All at once he recognized that the bad
habits of his people had much to do with the
bad habitations in which they were existing.
The emperor by a wise act of authority, with
a stroke of his pen closed up every liquor
shop in China; and the tradition records
that for three days the heavens rained gold,
and the people, being sober, were able to
gather in the rich harvest of the bountiful
skier.

Archdeacon Farrar, in referring to this
tradition, says: *‘ Considering that there is
hardly a pauper in England who has not
wasted on intoxicants enough to have secured
him long ago a freehold house and & good
snnuity, I say that, if the curse of drink
were thoroughly expelled, it would rain gold
in England, not for three days, but for many
days.”—London Welcome.
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—If you lend s person money it becomes
lost for any purpose of your own. When
you ask for it back again, you find & friend
made an enemy by your own kindness. If
you begin to press still further, either you
must part with what you have lent or else
you must lose your friend.— Plautus.

—The nearer you come into relation with
a person the more necessary do tact and
courtesy become.~=Holmes.

STORY OF THE BIBLE.

HOW IT WAS COMPILED, PRESERVED AND
BROUGHT DOWN.

THE RECORDS BEGAN WITH ABRAHAM AND
WERE COLLECTED BY EZRA—IT WAS BORN .
IN THE LITTLE LAND OF CANAAN—CON~
QUERED ISRAEL'S GIFT TO THE WORLD,

New discoveries about the Bible are being
made almost daily. The religious world is
startled every now and then by the an-
nouncement that some old manuscript ha
been found or some clay tablet corroborating
biblical history has been deciphered. The
last few years have been especially notable
for remarkable finds, not the least of which
has been a single leaf of papyrus bearing a
few sayings of Jesus— logis, as they have
been called. These discoveries arouse a
questioning frame of mind. We ask, how
did we get tho Bible, whience did it come,
what was the hod of its.tr ission to
us? Learned volumes have been written,
but only scholars read them. One of the
latest of these is by Dr. William A. Coppin-
ger, bat it is so expensive & volume—only
150 copies have been printed for sale—that
few can read it, even if they wonld. The
much talked of polychrome Bible, edited by
leading biblical scholars of the world, is an
answer to this demand. Still, the guestion,
how did the Bible come down to us? ought
to be answered briefly, so that the masses of
the people can read and understand. It is
irreverent to the Bible and the inspired men
who gave us this world classic—the classic
—dealing with the eternal theme of the rela-
tion between man and God, to think of it as
a ready-made volume, dropped down from
Heaven bound and gilt-edged.

The Bible was born in the little land of
Canaan a8 the weary caravan, led by Abra-
ham from Ur of the Chaldees, pitched its
tents and the patriarch wrote down the
promises of the Eternal on the palm leaves
which he found at hand, This was more
than 4,000 years ago, and that writing was
in use so early is proved by inscriptions
found on Egyptian steles or Assyrian tablets
from 6,000 to 8,000 years old.

The records kept by Abraham and his im-
mediate descendants undoubtedly fornzed the
basis of the book of Genesis and the earlier
chapters of Exodus, to be later utilized by -
the hand of Moses and his successors. With
the advent of this great legislator of the
Hebrews the nation was formed, with his
legislation as its heart and center. It is
probable that Moses wrote his portion of the
Bible upon the linen used for such purposes
in Egypt, for many large pieces of this linen
covered with bieroglyphic writing have come
down te us wrapped around mummies. The
inscriptions are still legible. The Pentateuch
was the nucleus of our Bible, the only Bible
konown to the Hebrews for many generations.
It was written in the ancient Ibri character,
closely r bling the Ph as proved
by the Siloam inscription discovered near
Jerusalem and some ancient coins which
bave been found. Leaders like Joshua,
Gideon and Samuel were needed in the
promised land. Singers and prophets, too,
arose, and the scribes of the leaders record-
ed what was done. The prophets wrote
down their best songs. The prophets’ words
were treasured up by their disciples and
followers. The official records were kept in
the national archives, and the songs of the
poets and the speeches of the prophets were
passed from hand to hand. When the king-
dom was divided, records were certainly
kept both in the southern kingdom of J udah
and the northern kingdom of Israel. But
much of the earlier literature was forgotten
in the catastropbe of the destruction of the
kingdoms of Israel and Judah, and the exiles
refused to sing the songs of Zion as they
«gat by the waters of Babel and wept.”
When at last the term of exile was over and
some of the more devoted Jews returned to
rebuild the walle and temple of Jerusalem,
the law had to be brought back to them.

Ezra was the man for this work, and he

and his coadjutors, the elders, collected the
scattered records of earlier days and made
the first canon of the Pentateuch. , They
wrote it in & new script—Kethay Ashuris,
the Assyrian or square character brought
back from Babylon with them—and read
and taught it to the people. By this time
some of the speeches delivered by the pro-
phets of the exile, the second Isaiah and his
disciples, had become 8o dear to the hearts
of the people that they were esteemed as
classics. Some had preserved the addresses
of the earlier prophets, and gradually a sec-
ond set of accepted writings was added to
the law. The older songs, toe, were found
again, and new singers were inspired for the
service of the new temple, and the book of
Psalms became its hymnbook.

The proverbs of the nation were collected
by various hands. Other books were found
or written as late as the second century be-
fore the Christian era. The book of Daniel,
for instance, was composed to inspire a peo-

le, fainting under Syrian oppression, for the
ghcclbenn revolution. And all this later
literature was struggling for acceptance into
the Bible until the canon of the Old Testa-
ment as we now have it was eatablished in
the first century of our era by the rabbinical
school of Palestine. As the nation Israel
sunk under the waves of Roman conquest
the Jewish spirit held the Old Teetament
aloft as its gift to the world. —Clifton Hardy
Levy in Review of Reviews.
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 The Lone Voyager.

CAPTAIN JOSHUA SLOCUM REACHES
SOUTH AFRICA.

Captain Joshua Slocum and his little 40,
foot sloop, the Spray, arrived at Natal, South
Africa, Nov. 18, 1897, from Mauritius. It
will be remembered that Capt. Slocam left
Gloucester, Mass., in April, 1895, bound on
a voyage around the world. -

The Natal Advertiser gives an interesting
story of the arrival of the Spray and Capt.
Slocum’s adventures since leaving Glouces-
ter, a portion of which is appended :

The Spray has now been 2} years on her
present voyage. Starting in April, 1895, -
Clgt. Slocum shaped his course due east,
and made the rock of Gibraltar. From there
he again crossed the Atlantic ocean, this time
in a southwesterly direction, and coasting
down the Brazils, he ed through Magel-
lan straits. Capt. Slocum entertained the
idea of dodging the stormy Horn, but fate was
against him, and on entering the Pacific he
was driven out of his course, and spent the
months of March and April, 1896, beating -
about Cape Horn. He was forced to work
back to the Atlantic entrance to Magellan
straits, and again make the passage through
this dangerous pass. :

After getting clear of the Horn,- Capt.
Slocum shaped his course for Juan Fernan-
dez. From Juan Fernandez, Capt. Slocum
made his longest run, sailing for 62 days to
Samoa. He has travelled throughout the
whole of his adventurous voyage without &
chronometer. He navigates his vessel on &
system of dead reckoning, assisted by lunar
observations, and he hae always found his
reckoning accurate, and has never lost his

WaY.

grom Samoa the Spray shaped her course
for Australia. Tasmania was visited and
then Capt. Slocom entered the Indian ccean’
by Torres straits. Crossing the Indian ocean,
he touched Rodrique and then proceeded to
Mauritius and Natal.

Frow Natal Capt. Slocum sails for Boston,
touching at Port Elizabeth, (where he has
some ols friends, he haying visited that port
15 years ago as master of the Northern Light,
a 2,000 ton ship,) Cape Town, St.
Helena and the West Indies. 4

NATAL,
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