‘8TEB, SOLIOITOR.
; - AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

Office in Annapolis, opposite Garrison Gate.
~WILL BE AT HIS—
OF!‘IOE IN MIDDLETON,
Nexb Door to J. P, Melanson's Jewelry Store
Hvery Thursday.

COonsular Agent of the United States.
Consular Agent of Spain,
—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

&3 Money to loan on Real Estate security.

MONEY TO LOAN.

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

Advances made on REAL HSTATE SECURITY
repayable by monthly instalments, covering a
term of 11 years and 7 months, with interest on
the mont balances at 6 per "oent per annum.

Balance of loan repayable at any time at

option of borrower, so long as the monthly m-
sunm:xat.;:rre paid, the ce of loan cannot

Mode of effecting loans explained, and forms
of npplioauon Lhorefore and all neceasary infor-

J. M. OWEN Bmm-n LaAw,
20 6m Agent at Annapolis.

O. T. DANIELS,
BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.
(RANDOLPH’S BLOCK.)
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown.

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

. 0. S. MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, ete.’
RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

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

M. E. ARMSTRONG, M.D,,

Physician and Surgeon.

Office and residence on Queen Street, next
door to MONITOR building.—%2.Telephone con-

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - = Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

& L. MILNER,
Barrister, Solicitor, &ec.

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONEY TO LOAN.

Office i Central Teleph Exch
Queen Street, Bndgemwn. 31t
TELEPHONE No. 11

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

“w DENTISTRY!
DR. F. S ANDERSON.

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

Hours: 9 to 5.

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Graduate of Upiversity Maryland,

‘Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the first
and second weeks of each month, inning
January 1st, 1888, Crown and Bridge Work a
Specialty. 2

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

Will be at Annapolis the first and second weeks
of ever month, a’fd third and fourth weeks at
Bridgetown.

James Primrose, D. D. 5.

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
and Tuesday o{ each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1891, 25 tf

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

ST. JOHN
Semi-Weekly Sun

CASH IN ADVANCE, 75c. a Year.

The Cheapest and Best Newspaper for
014 and ¥Young in the Maritime Provinces

Twice a Week,
WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY.

Rellable Market Reports,

Full Shipping News,

Sermons by Dr. 'l'alm.‘o and other
Eminent Divines.

Stories by Eminent Authorl,

Despatches amnd Correspondence
from all paris of the World,

Tall wad see our Type-setting Machines in
operation. Greatest invention of the age.

ST. JOHN DAILY SUN
45 A NEWSPAPER
* _ First, Last and all the time,
2 Cents per Copy.  $5.00 a Year.
In the Qnsntity, V&rioty and Rehablll:ty
KQRinL E

; Mergenthaler Type Casting Machines
% sh printedn;rom New Type

. 5 in 1878, iv has increased in

and popularity each year.
v:ging npt?; farnished on application.

THE SUN PRINTING CO, LTD.

SAT.US POPUII SUPRHEMA LHX HST,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

WEDNESDAY, MAY

10, 1899.

Sll0.0

School Ohildren, viz.:

One 1st Present of
“ 9nd “ e
“ Srd “ “ -

Ten o

$2.50 “

teacher.

$256.00
15.00
10.00
Five Presents of $5 each, 25.00
25.00

For SCHOOL
CHILDREN

The WELOOME SOAP°CO., of 8t. John, N. B., Manufacturers
of the Famous Welcome Soap, will present $100.00 cash to the

For the Best Essay, not to ex-
ceed 1000 words, subject ‘Soap,’
to be written by regular school
attendants, either boys or girls,
under 16 years of age, all essays
to be sent in to us before May
3ist, 1899, when they will be sub-
mitted to'a committee of three
disinterested leading teachers

1 00 upon whose decision the presents
$ OOJ will te awarded as above.
CONDITIONS:—KEssays to be written plainly with pen and ink, signed with name and address,

also statement of age of the writer and that the Essay is his (or ‘her) unaided work, name and
grade of school attended, and name of teacher, this statement to be wmtiud to by one parent or

All Essays must be accompanied by 50 Welcome Soap Wrappers.

The WELCOME SOAP €0, -

St. John, N. B.

Uurry Bros. & Bent (o',

LIMITED.

Manufacturers
and Builders.

WE KEEP IN STOCK AND MAKE TO ORDER
Doors, Windows, Mantles, Store, Bank and Church
Fittings, Sheathing, Flooring, Mouldings, Stair Work,
Clapboards, Spruce & Cedar Shingles, Cement, Cal-
cined Plaster, Hair, all kinds of building material.
t7Agents for THE METALLIC ROOFING COMPANY.

We have samples of Metal Ceiling.
Outside Steel Siding, Shingles and Gutters.

rank. Prices to suit the times.

Also agents for the ‘“Cleveland” Bicycle.
We have handled these Wheels two seasons and know they are in the front

BRIDGETOWN
Boot and Shoe Store

prices and quality.

MURDOCH’S BLOCK,
GRANVILLE STREET.

My line of Men’s Dongola B}lg
are the best that has ever been oﬂver?d in this town for

SPRING STOCK COMPLETE

My line of J. A. Bell’s manufacture is “out of sight.”
and see them before you purchase elsewhere.

Be sure

and Congress

I also have an immense line of Heavy Working Boots
for Men, Boys, Women and Children.

Shoe Dressing.—We are headquarters for all the leading
lines of Shoe Dressing. All colors,

E. A. COGHRAN

AR A ey

§“.' AAMTASA AL S s AL s 2 TS TCroTrToren

Scarf Pins, at 15 cents each.

M\M

EARN A WATCH *

Earn this valoable Watch, Chain and Charm by selling twenty Topsg

Send your address and we forwardthe

Pins and our Premium List, postpaid. No money required. These Pins
will almost sell themselves, for the Topaz has all the brilliance of the best
iamonds, and has never before peen offered at anything like this price. The
Watch is neat in appearance, thoroughly well made, and fully guaranteed.
Unsold Pins may be returned. Maention this paper when writing, -

THE GEM PIN CO0., Freehold Building, Toronto, Ont.

UMON BM\K 0F HALIFAX

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

CAPITAL..............8$500,000

..$225,000

Wn. ROBERTSON, Esq., President.
E. L. THORNE, Cashier.

Savings Bank Department.

Interest at the rate of
3 1-2 PER OENT.

allowed on deposits of four dollars and up-
wards.

AGENCIES.—
Kentville, N. 8.—A. D. McRae, agent.
Annapolis, N. 8.—E. D. Arnaud, agent.
New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright, agt.
Dartmouth, N. S.—F. O. Robertson,
agent.
North Sydney, C.B.—C. W, Frazee, agent.
Little Glace Bay, C. B.—J. W. Ryan, agt.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson, agent.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-
sage.
ilverpool N. S8.—E. R. Mulhall, agent.
Sherbronke,N S.—W. R. Montgomery,

agen

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

Lawrencetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
acting agent.

CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
Eng.; Merchants’ Bank of Halifax, St.
Johu s; Nfld.; Bank of Toronto and Branch-
es Upper Cnnadn, 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 transac

N. R. BURROWS,
Agent.

You Can Buy

HORSH BLANKETS, SURCINGLES,
HALTERS, CURRY COMBS, BRUSHES,
BITS, TEAM COLLARS, LIGHT COLLARS,
COLLAR PADS, LAP ROBES, WHIPS,
SLEIGH BELLS, ANKLE BOOTS,
AXLE GREASE, HARNESS OIL,
HARNESS SOAP, GALL CURE,
CONDITION POWDER,

LEAMING’S ESSENCE,

FRIARS' BALSAM, «

and everything to make your Horse shine.

ious Hodl Fod

SEEDS!
SEEDS!

Rennie’s Recleaned Timothy,
¢  Mammoth Red Clover,
“  Alsike Clover,

Canada Beauty Pea,

Black Eye Marrowfat Pea,

Cow Corn, and.a large stock of

small Seeds.

FLOUR,
Meal & Feed

Just arrived, a large stock of

Tilson’s Delight Flour,

“  Whitecoat Flour,

“  Pride Flour,

¢  Pilgrim Flour,
Five Roses, Hungarian,

and Hornet Flour.
Cornmeal in bbls. and bags.
Middlings, Feed Flour and

Bran.

TEA! TEA!

B<==Don’t forget that we sell
Union Bilend Tea
with a key in each pound
package. Buy a pound and
take your chance of getting
$100.00 in Gold.

JOSEPH I, FOSTER.

Poetey,

Peace.

Come, gentle peace! Spread thy white wings
O'er every nation of this troubled earth;
The holy calm thy presence brings
Will teach mankind what human life is
worth.

Come, gentle peace! To every heart

Send forth thy spirit and our rulers guide;
Lead them to choose the better part

And thou wilt evermore'with us abide.

Come, gentle peace! Thy blening send
Upon a weary and disjointed world;

Let war and bloodshed have an end
Where’er the flag of freedom-is unfurled.

Let brutal force givec}]lace to thought,
Revenge depart and lawless passion cease;

*Good will to men ” the angels taught
Would come with thee united, gentle peace.

“Good will to men” of every race,
And ““peace on earth” for all mankind;
While mercy, love and heavenly grace
Will banish evil from the human mind,

Can this thing be? Or do I dream?
For wise men say that war will never cease;
And yet I trust though wilt redeem
The earth from strife and bloodshed, gen-
tle peace.
—Anna C. Lee in Transcript.
s e

Sweet are the thoughta that savor of con-
tent—
The quiet mind is richer than a crown;
Sweet are the nights in careless slumber
Sptllt—'
The poor estate scorns fortune’s angry
frown;
Such sweet content, such minds, such sleep,
such bliss
Beggars enjoy, when prmcel oft do miss,

The homely house that harbors quiet rest,
The cottage that affords no pride or care,
The mean that ’grees with country music
beat,
The nweet consort of mirth and music’s

Obscnred hfe sets down a type of bliss:
A mind content both crown and kingdom is.

— Robert Greene.

There is no solitude on earth—
‘“In every leaf there is a tongue "—
In every glen a voice of mirth—
From every hill a hymn is sung;
And every wild and hidden dell, .
Where human footsteps never trod,
Is wafting songs of joy, which tell
The praises of their maker—God.

Each mountain gives an altar birth,
And has a shrine to worship given.

Each brecze which rises-from the earth
Is loaded with a song of Heaven;

Each wave that leaps along the main
Sends solemn music on the air,

And winds that sweep o’er ocean'’s plain
Bear off their voice of grateful prayer.

— Whittier.

Selm §tmature.

The Law of Contranes.

BY GWENDOLEN OVERTON.

[Copyright, 1899, by the Author.]

Miss Garrick’s blue eyes contemplated the
blue Pacific. She took up & handful of sand
and let it run through her fingers. Then
she made deep, round holes with the point
of her parasol.

“'Well?” said her brother in-law.

“I don’t know what to do,” she said.
The melting look and the appealing sigh
aroused his wrath.

““That, for instance. Don’t do that.”

““What?’ The eyes were round, guileless
and surprised.

*“Nor that!” he said. Her brows puck-
ered helplessly.

¢ What?"” she insisted.

“Don’t throw those tender,infantile glan-
ces. They’re enough to drive any man out
of his senses.”

“I didn’t mean to.”

““You never mean to. The woman who
doesn’t mean to is very charming, but about
as dangerous as the small boy who deesn't
know the gun is loaded. Unfortunately the
discharge never blows off her own head.”

“I think you are dreadfully croes,
Richard.”

Miss Garrick pouted and frowned. Her
brother-in-law watched her, then shook his
head. There was a long silence. Miss Gar-
rick resumed her parasol and wrote *Cat”
and ““Dog” and ** Man” on the sand. But
she scratched out the ‘““Man” with an ap-
prehensive sidelong. look at the one beside
her. He drew out his watch, Miss Garrick
hoped he would find it was time to go back
to the hotel for luncheon. She was tired of
being lectured. It happened so often she
had come to dread the sight of every new
bachelor It was invariably followed at the
end of a few weeks by a scene, and her
sweet nature shrank from scenes. Her
brother-in-law put the watch back in his
pocket and recurned to the charge.

¢ Of course you don’t mean it,” he said.
¢ If you meant it, if I thought you went de-
liberately about it, I'd pack you back home
in a hurry, and so would your sister. She
doesn’t approve of all this any more than I
do.”

Miss Garrick very nearly flashed into
anger.

“ Why, Richard Comstock, how can you
speak 80?. One might think I were an arch
fiend.”

¢ Oh, no; one might not unfortunately,”
this with a tributary bat despairing survey
of her gentle prettiness, ** but you could put
astop to it to & great extent if you only
would.”

“I am sure I am willing.” She shook
her head wearily.. *‘If you think I like it
any better than you do, you are mistaken.
I am being worn to a perfect shadow.”

¢ There it is again. Can’t you give over
being pathetic? It's very dangerous.”

“ Am I to be forever gay, no matter if my
heart is breaking?”

* Come now, Edna! You can’t work that
with me. Your heart doesn’t break. It is
not that kind.”

“I'm sure it's not hard,” indignantly.

“No. It issoft as & down cushion and
receives about as lasting impressions.”

¢ One might think, to hear you, that I
was a case of total depravity of the most ad-
vanced type and all because of that horrid
Mr. Philips, whom I was not in the least

 anxious to meet. You introduced him to

me yourself. nx»-«n.mw

didyousisk it?” . ¢ 0

."R.kwﬁmdlﬁ
‘becaise of Mr.

brother-in-law, and I know you like a book.
Answer me!”

“I don’t remember exaotly. At least,
«that is”"—

““How many?” firmly.

¢ Well, about—about eight or maybe ten.”

“Or maybe ten! An extra broken heart
or two don’t especlally matter.”

* Well,” she nla with final exasperation,
““would you have me marry one of them or
all of them without being the least bit in
love?”

No, I wouldn’t but I'd bave you encourage
them considerably less.”

“Encourage them! I never do. It is
simply this way.” She turned and faced
him and clasped her hands firmly. She was
going to make herself clear once and for all.
“1 meet them, and I am civil to them. I
am sure I couldn’t turn my back on them
after an introduction and eay over my shoul-
der, ‘&o away, do, or you’ll fall in love with
me! Then they get to be attentive either
bdegrees or all at once. Would you have

refuse to dance twice with the same man
—I never do more than that—or send back
his candy or his flowers?”

“You need not go to extgemes, but there
is a medium that might be happier for all
concerned. You might abstain from lan-
guiehing, trusting smiles and glances.”

I don’t languish, and I certainly don’t
trust them or anybody else. It’s not my
fault that I have babyish eyes and a pretty
mouth, Iam sare I wieh they were as cold
as steel and as hard as an old cat’s. I'd be
a great deal happier.” Tears arose in the
blue depths. He was only her brother-in-
law, but he was likewise a man, and he bhad
to make a desperate struggle not to appear
melted at once. She went on: *“ Wheén I
begin to think they are getting too serious,
I try to repulse them. I am as cold as ice
and awfully civil. Then I get to thinking
they must think me a goose and a prig to re-
treat before they advance. So then I am
nice to them again, and then—then the crash
comes. I suppose it’s wrong, but I am per-
fectly innocent of any intention, and it makes
me feel very sorry for thkem. Do you sup-
pose I like it?” ~

“Idon’t suppose anything about it. Only
just mind this "—he nerved himself to ex-
treme severity—-*‘ Philips is my friend. He
is a splendid fellow. He has had a pretty
hard and sad life, and I will not have you
adding one drop to his cup of woe. Do you
understand? If you let higpn fallin love with
you and refuse him, you shall go straight
home, and your sister and I will be very an-
gry indeed.”

He arose and held ouvt his hand to help
ber to her feet. She stood up and shook the
sand from innumerable ruffles and frills.

““I can’t help his falling in love with me
—really I can’t, Richard—but I'll promise
you this—I wil] not let him propose to me if
I can possibly prevent it,” which is about as
much success as he should have dared to
hope for.

In pursuance of her promise Miss Garrick
raised her limpid eyes to Philipe’ face a week
later and said, with the most beseeching of
smiles, that she thought she had better not
go out to walk in the court that evening be-
cause she had a cold. It was perfectly man-
ifest that she had not. Philips was cour-
teously incredulous and suggested that she
might put on a light wrap. ‘I have some-
thing to tell you,” he said. His face was
serious.

“Really I can’t.” She blushed and trem-
bled. “Iam sure sister wouldn't like it.
She warned me to be careful not to—to get
any more cold.”

““ She said nothing to me about it when I
suggested it to her just now. In faot, she
said you might go.”

This was base betrayal. If trouble re-
sulted, it would be on her sister’s head.
She had done her best. Then she wondered
what Philips must think of her.

“Very well. I will get my cape,” she
said. She had vague thoughts of not re-
tarning, but when she reflected that that
would only delay the catastrophe she decid-
ed against it. *‘ And then, besides, how do
I know that he means to ask me to marry
bim? I am so vain.” She did not know it,
but she was morally certain of it.

They went out into the warm moonlight
night and began to walk beneath the palms.
The odor of heliotrope and honeysuckle and
and jasmine was thick in the air.

‘] wanted you to come out here where
we would be alone, Miss Garrick, because I
wanted to tell you”—

“Do you know I think this court is_one
of the most beautiful spots on earth. re-
ly only California could produce it. Don’t
you agree with me?” She chattered madly
ahead on the charms of the place. Philips
answered shortly and began again.

] asked you to come out here with me
because I had something "—

“Is that some one over there under the
date palms, the one near the steps, or is it
just a shadow? It is odd how shadows take
on human shapes at times, don’t you think?”
and more in like vein until another tour of
the court was accomplished. Philips re-
newed theattack. Miss Garrickinterrupted.

1 think it is chilly out here, don’t you?
Wouldn’s it be wise to go in?”

“ No,” said Philips, ‘it would not. Draw
your cape closer, and you will'be warm. It
is an exceptionally mild night, I have
semething to say before you go in.”

“Have you? But tell me first how you
liked the book I loaned you.” Truly she
was making a brave fight to keep her pro-
mise, but the strain was wearing upon her.
She insisted upon going indoors. ‘I am al-
most frozen, Just feel my hands.”

¢ Certainly,” said Philips.

Miss Garrick clasped them behind her.
“]1 don’t mean that, You can take my
word for it, I suppose.”

“ Of course, but that was not what you
ul ”

% “Fancy quoting what a girl did or didn’t
say, and me especially. I am the most shal-
low and unreliable of mortals. You cm't

ofbanhubomllgnhomlf.
““Really? Bat are you goi
ing and let me say what I b
-here to say?”
She reflected that be
most tragic—that he
able. He reflected that

To such a pitch was she wrought that she
drew away with a gasp. ‘' Oh, don’t!” ske
cried.

“Don’t what? Have you any objection
to my telling you that I caught 77 fish to-
day?”

Miss Garrick stood still and drew her
‘hand across her brow. She was dazed.

“I thought ”"—she began.

#Oh, you thought,” said Philips, “thnt I
was going to be the same kind of afool asall
the others and tell you that I loved you
after a fortnight’s acquaintance!”

“Don't you?” she asked. She was regain-
ing consciousness slowly.

““Yes, but I can wait.” The appealing
blue eyes looked up into his face.

“Don’t wait!” she said, and he did not.

Asleep on Picket.

AN INCIDENT OF THE WAR IN CUBA,

It was the night after the terrible day at
San Juan, and Private George Morton, of
the Regulars, was doing picket duty on the
heights. Not much to make a story out of ;
for after the exciting events of that day,
ever to be memorable in our history, auny-
thing else that can be told must seem simple
and commonplace. But to Private Morton
there at his post by the deserted trenches, it
was destined to be even more eventful than
the scenes he had just been through.

Ever ‘since the landing of his regiment,
two days before, the moments had been
filled with excitement and rough work that
lefu little time for thought. But Private
Morton, as a general rule, was not much
given to thought. A private in the Regular
Army must be made into a part of onme
splendid fighting machine. So Private Mor-
ton was content to do his duty and let the
officers do the thinking.

Though apparently not over thirty years
of age, he was now serving his second term
of enlistment, and had seen enough of active
service in the Indian campaigns in Arizona
and the Bad Lands to make war for him no
novelty, He was counted a good soldier,
and he knew by heart all the ‘‘ruies of
war” by which the sharp discipline of the
Regular Army is enforced.

Baut tonight it seemed to the soldier that
the bardens of the service were more than
ordinarily oppressive. For nearly forty-
eight hours he had been on constant duty,
without rest or respite, marching through
the tropical rain, wading streame, plodding
in the mud, fighting, famishing; for in all
that mad rush of the preceding days there
had been no time for rest, and hardly a
thought for food and drink, for even the
Regulars had caught the infection and were
nearly as reckless and improvident as the
less-disciplined and more thoughtless volun-
teers. The one thing to do was to possess
that Spanish line before it could be rein-
forced and before the dreaded fever should
thin their own ranks. It wasdeathin front,
but just as certain death was stalking in the
rear. And so during those last two days
there had been no rest from duty, no mo-
ment in which to catch a little eleep or re-
lieve the muscles or mind from the terrible
strain, The line had been won, and now
must be guarded from surprise and recapture.

In detailing the guard for that important
service there were no fresh men from which
to select ; the fatigue of two days constant
marching and fighting could. be no excuse,
else there could be no guard, for all were
equally worn and exhausted. When Private
Morton heard the orderly sergeant call his
name as one of the detail for guard duty, he
had just flung himself down on the rain and
blood soaked ground beside a dead Spanish
soldier. There had been no time to select
a.resting-place ; the tired limbs had refused
duty the moment diecipline was relaxed, and
he had fallen almost as a dead man there
among the really dead, with all his accout-
rements still strapped about him and firmly
grasping his heavy army rifle. But with the
calling of his name the habit of discipline
returned, and he was promptly on his feet
to form one of the little equad that marched
away into the growing darkness toward the
front fér sentinel duty.

He was stationed in the shadow of a few
closely growing trees, just beyond the now
deserted trenches lately so stubbornly de-
fended by Spain’s bravest soldiers, with
orders not to expose himself in the open, but
to nate the least movement or sound from
the direction in which the enemy had re-
treated, for it was deemed very likely thata
night attack might be attempted for the
recovery of the hill.

For a short time after his companions left
him, Private Morton did not give much at-
tention to himself. He followed, first with
his eyes, then by the ear, the movements of
the little band, as guard after guard was
placed, and tried to keep in thind the loca-
tion of the different men. It was no new
work for him to be on guard, and there was
no special novelty to him in the situation.
War was war, whether in Cuba or Arizona.
He knew that across that dark canyon, con-
cealed by the darkness and the thick growth
of timber, was the Spanish line, and that
any moment a flight of Mauser bullets might
come in his direction from out those dim
shadows, or even a line of yelling, cursing
Spaniards spring from the jungle down there
a little way below him and come charging
up to bear him and his comrades back from
the hard-earned field. But he had been in
equally bad places before, and did not know
what it was to fear anything in the shape of
foe. He knew the importance of his task,
the perils it involved, and the consequence
of failure.

But now the mew.found strength that
came to him when called to this new task
began gradually to fade away, and he could
realize how tired and faint he was. He
could easily count up his rations for the next
two days—just five hardtack, soaked in
muddy water, in all that tlmo; m;-

all his at any cost, How long had it been

fore the relief would come? He must sleep,
only for & moment, and standing, so that if
he should really sleep, be would Nl and
awaken. No, that was too risky. Itmeant
death to be caught asleep. He conid stab &
hole through his shoe with his bayonet, and
wound his foot ; the pain must awsken him.
Somehow, the blood felt so warm and com-
forting there—was he going to sleep after
all? He took s cartridge from his belt and

mouth filled with bloed ; but he let it run
down his face and across his blouse, with
no care for the pain, or relief from that ter-
rible call of overstrung nerves for mt h
sleep.

How long Private Morton fought this ter-
rible battle with himself—a battle more
dreadful than any on that bloody field the
day before—we cannot tell. It seemed ages
to him ; it might have been only the latter,
part of hi- time of daty, but at last the re-
lief was coming. He could not be mistaken.
—that was the sound of his approaching de-
liverance—yes, there was the head of the
line within fifty ysrds of him. Now he
could sleep. “O God! how tired I am;
how blessed this sleep {”

And so they found him, sound asleep at
his post. It might have been for a moment;
it might have been for two hours. Asleep
he was, at any rate, when relief arrived.
His post was the most important on the
whole line, and its sentinel asleep! How
could they know he had fought so hard to
keep awake—and he had only fallen as they
were at hand? They had found him so, and
it was death. He knew that. He had not
been in the service six years to forget that.
There was no excuse that would save asen-
tinel from death who fell asleep at his post
in time of war and in the face of the enemy.
As the grim faces of the men that fell in
about him to take him to the guardhouse
showed no sign of compassion, so Morton re.,

quarter, but must -nﬂ'er the foll penalty of
his crime.

It did not occapy much time, his trialand
conviction. The days were too busy for
that—those days before Santiago, between
El Caney, San Juan and the surrender.

They were grim and powdered-blackened,
with torn and faded uniforms, that gronp of
officers quickly called together for comrt-
martial, but they were stern and just. The
evidence was clear—there was no defence—
the sentence brief. Private Morson forsleep-
ing on post was to be shot to death, in the
presence of his regiment, the following day
at noon. The action of the couri-martial

since the detail bad gone, and how long be- |,

bit it savagely till he broke a tooth, and his| ..

dwught.ﬂuuh m-tnp&(
asleep.

| be-hit ; whetber he should ki

about it, ndhowlonultwod’d“

He watohed the firing squad as it slowly
a

so many to kill a man? Bat, thep, not all
the gune were loaded.

It seemed loukoulautimh.unlq
thiog ready, though perbaps his thoughts
were running a little more rapidly than usual.

would be plenty of time to sleep after it was
all over.

again, else how was it that he saw tke white,
through that solid line of biue on the right?

sil a-dteam, Mbwmﬂmhhﬂ.»hﬁ‘
h.mmmuhghhuuupobqhh-ﬂ;
and then in & momeit, the stern, fixed f

oithmnhhmthmhibui'ltﬁ“-

thooﬁceruuuhdol&hw
-ﬁppedupnuhrvud.nulunmlm
given that he could not understand, but
guns were lowered with a jerk, another com-
mand, and with a jerk and olang

came to “aim,” and all seemed pointing
directly Into his eyes. Iz'uldn-h

must he stand there through all eternicy
waiting for the end? Could they have
missed him? Perhaps he was dead already.
Death had came with the flash, and death
was not so different from life, after all.

had been approved by the der, and
but a few short hours remained for the con-
demned manBetween this and another world.

In the old San Juan blockhouse, that
served as a prison now, lay Private Morton,
stretched on the rough floor, and covered
with his blanket. There was time enough
to sleep here; and that sleep which seemed
so precious but a short time ago, and which
would finally cost him his life, why would it
not come to him now and shut out the awful
realities of his position? Why counld he not
stop thinking for a moment and sleep? Per-
haps it would come if he would only turn on
the other side. No, that foot pained too
badly. Why did it not pain enough to keep
him awake that dreadful night—when was
it, & year ago, or only last night? He could
not tell, for he had lost all sense of time.
Was he going crazy? It was pot such &
dreadful thing to die. He had faced death
a thousand times, and was not afraid of that,
Daring that charge up the hill the lieuten-
ant had called to him, ** Private Morton cut
these wires. He was not afraid then, but
had stepped out of the brush into that hor-
net’s nest of lead, and with his nippers cat
every wire before he left—and not a bullet]
hit him, though the lieutenant and eight or
ten other men fell dead before they got
through the gap he had made. Perhaps he
bore a charmed life, and they might nof, hit
him when they came to try to kill him next
day. It was the disgrace of it all, though.
“In the presence of his regiment”—that
had been the sentence, and the disgrace of
standing before his comrades, condemned
for neglect of duty, he, Private Morton, who
had served six years in his regiment, and/
had never a mark against his name before.
This was worse than death. If he could
only sleep a llttle while and forget that part
of it. But that tooth would persist in pain-
ing so, and one ragged point kept cutting
his tongue and filling his mouth with blood
that almost choked him at times, so that no
sleep would come.

Outside, the guard was pacing back snd
forth, keeping faithful watch over the
wretched prisoner within, who turned and
tossed upon the hard floor in vain effort to
find relief in sleep. He could hear the sen-
tinel's steady pace, and began to count the
footfalls, as a sort of relief for his wakeful-
ness, About sixty of them would make a
minute, or would it take a hundred—perhaps
not more than thirty. He would count a
while, and then try to fix the time, Strange
that his mind should dwell on such trifles at
such a time. Perhaps the sentinel would go
to sleep. Possibly he was ssleep now, and
be might walk out to liberty. If only he
were not so tired he would try it; but be
must sleep.

With such feverish fancies did the night
pass away, and then the brief forenoon
seemed all too short. They would come for
him in a few mements, and he would march
out and meet his doom before the whole reg-
iment. Who would come, and who would
be told off for the firing party? He hoped
they would be good shots. * Reddy ” James
would surely be one; he wag always on every
special detail, and that bristling red mous-
tache would be sure to stand out stiffer than
ever to-dly Meal” Mason would be
another.
ays -‘“ﬂ b ,' B
hot-thnumqitbymnyh ‘the Bad

more the
the time was up, and he must march to the

Lands. “Bat before he could count up sny |’
ant same to inform him that the

Th ¢ Yes, by God, Lam hil .nmmr'
be shonted, grabbing icall
m.vhhhuﬁulg-undunn-o!nd-

loaded, nndtluthlhhno!-,m ;

Dazed and stupid from sleep and pain;, he
opened his eyes to see the relief still some
twenty yards away, but moving with
brisk swing of the Regalars to his post. Hi
left arm seemed on fire yet, but he managed
to bring his gan into position aad challangs
in the usual manner.

“How is this?” said the officer. “Wound-
ed? It must have been that shot that just
came from across the canyon.”
believe I'm struck a bit,” said Morton,

mighty glad to get out of this hole even if
my arm is broke.  It's a d—d sight better
than having the whole six in my carcass.”

With those rather unintelligible’ words,
Prlnullorm“hllk"aldmhdlw
to his quarters.

After the surgeon had fixed up his arm it
was some time before he could reconcile his-
mlndhdrouh‘nnulhthﬁmle
took that relief to march thirty st

at last upon that glorious couch, his army
blanket and the muddy ground ; to feel the
drowsiness creeping deliciously through his
very soul; to smile with mlapt at the
futile efforts his making
to keep him awake, mhﬁm sound-
ly aud really asleep! —Z. F.Misth
Overland Monthly. ‘
“
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New York, April 25.—00!. Robert G.
Ingersoll says of the lynchings in Georgiat
1 suppose these outrages, these frightful
crimes, make the same impression on my
mind twtheydonn&omhdlof-ﬂd'ﬂiud
people. I know of no words strong enough,
bitter enough," to express my indignation and _
horror. 'Theee horrors ‘were perpetrated in
the pame of justice. '.lh.v.lmdﬁ
these, things belong .to ‘the superior race.
'l‘hoymdtiuudmmﬂk And
yet it does tiot seem possible that such fiends
are human beings. - Bhey are a disgrace to'
onmuuy.ououmndm buman
race. Letmenytlﬂ"hilhnddb
flattery compared with what I feel. When
1 think of the other lynching—of the poor -
man mutilated: and hanged without the
slightest evidence, of the megro who said
that thess murders would be avenged snd
who was brutally Whtbgusm
of a natural feeling—I

Bobquw'mhmldﬁd’.ﬁ?‘

five, six, and the officer. Why m”‘uuu :

One thing brought him satisfaction—there

His imagination mast be playing him falss
agonized face of his mother there, breaking
He wanted to rush to her and tell ber it was

ulnlfQE# tMndivnda.lduudl'-

alized that he could expect none from any#¢ must come buuﬂ some time. y

report. - Woutdthoniuﬂoﬁnu&dqn.c :

ten iron. * Ofall Mmdy one was

“Yes, I -

“but it don’t amount to much, and I'm

eps. §
0, God ! how sweet it was to sink down

'-Md‘hi ;
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