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AT LOVE'S COMMAND.

By John A. Steuart.

“1 know more abeut fowling-pieces
than pistols,” I asswered, taking one
with a trembling hand.

“Well, well, you'll soon get used to
it. Nothing trains a man with the
pistol like knowing he may be turned
into a target at less than a moment’'s
notice.”

“And do you really mean to say
there's danger ?” -

‘“That's just as you look at it. If
the risk of being killed without pray-
ers is danger, then we are not in the
safest place on earth. That's a good
one, Mr. Kilgour ; take it with vou.”

1 stowed the weapon away while he
rummaged in the box.

“ Here, will you have one of these ?”
he asked, a moment later, holding up
a sheaf of daggers. But they were
too suggestive, and 1 declined the
offer.

“ Well, well, so be it,”” he remarked,
putting back daggers and pistols into
their place. * Since you won’t have a
dagger, I suppose it's no use offering
you a sword. No, I thought so. Well,
now for the copestone of the counsel,”

he continued, standing erect and look-
ing me straigst in the eyes. * Don’t
let anyone get too familiar. The mo-
ment you smeil trouble, draw and
blaze away. If you don’t kill, you will

be respected ; if you do kill, it's but
justice anyway. If you deliberate,
you're lost. And, now, lest they

should suspect a plot, let’'s go out,”
saying which he opened the door and
we went on deck.

For the rest of that day 1 was hot,
nervous, depressed, and ill at ease, yet
with a certain feeling of consequence.
Firearms give courage as the saddle
confers authority. The touch of my
pistol hilt thrilled me, and many a
time did I surreptitiously slip in my
hand just to gain assurance by grasp-
ing it.

I kept, as you may think, a keen eye
on the crew, for though there was not
a whit more danger now than there
had been from the beginning, I detect-
ed treachery and a murderous intent
in every act and look of the men. I
expected bloodshed, and tried to con-
vince myself 1 was prepared for it.

But indeed it was to matter little
to me whether I were armed or not.
The feeling of heat and debression
grew upon me hour by hour. At first
I naturally referred it to my conversa-
tion with Mr. Watson. But in this
I was mistaken. I went to bed deadly
sick, to toss in feverish paroxysms
through the long night, and next morn-
ing I was so giddy that on attempting
to rise 1 staggered and sank to the
fioor. When I gathered myself to-
gether, the room was whirling like a
huge spinning-wheel, carrying me with
it in its gyrations. Steadying myself
a little, I managed to crawl back to
my berth on hands and knees, my eyes
well-nigh sightless and my brows throb-
bing as if there were steam machinery
inside. My skin burned with a prickly
heat, and my throat and tongue were
parched, sore, and swollen.

“T am in for it,” I groaned. *“ God
in heaven, and in such a hole a8 this !”

And presently when Mr. Watson
looked in to see why I was not get-
ting up my worst fears were confirm-
ed.

“I'm devilish sorry to see this,” che
said, after examining me and heaﬁnc
my symptoms. ‘‘You've got the fever
that Portuguese chap died of. You
brought it on board with you. It was
raging in some quarters of the city.
I'm devilish sorry, we're so {1l off for
medicine, or indeed, for anything that
a sick body needs. But we’ll do our
best. I'll make you comfortable, and
then I'll send the captain to see you.”

In the course of half an hour or so
the captain came in, looked at me for
a moment as he would at a sick beast,
asked some perfunctory questions, and
left me. A little later the mate, too,
came in, and his kindness was, if pos-
sible, more cruel than the captain’s
callousness.

‘“There’s no saying how this may
go, you know, Mr. Kilgour,” he said,
after lying in his throat by saying he
was sorry for me. ‘' Fevers on board
ship are bad at any time. They're
doubly bad on East India traders.
There’s little room, evil smells, no re-
sources, and the devil for a physician.
If you have any message you would
like delivered to your friends or any-
thing to return to Scotland, I am at
vour service.”

A man may be dying, but it hurts
him to be brutally told so. For the
first time in my existence I appreciat-
ed the boon of life, of the simple privi-
lege of continuing to be and of the
sovereign balm of sympathy. I shook
with fright, and great beads broke out
on my brow. Yet neither sickness nor
fear could keep off anger. To die
with fortitude, to renounce hopes,
schemes, ambitions, to lay down life in
its rosy morning hours, when the
world is full of promise of blies—to do
this at a moment’s notice and with res-
ignation is possible, but it is not in
human nature to be grateful for cruel-
ty. The disease had not vet wholly
mastered my spirit. There was one
fierce spark left, and so, rising on my
elbow and speaking in a voice that
trembled and quivered, I ordered the
man off. .

“Go,” I said. ‘‘Let me never look
on your face again. And when you
come to die pray you have a better
comforter.”

He went without a sign of compas-
8lon or contrition, indeed, with a smirk
of disdain, and I, falling back with a
feeling of being forsaken by God and
man, lost heart, and a scalding tor-
rent soaked the coarse blankets. And
in that moment of dire punishment,
as if present evils were not enough,
there smote upon my conscience the
lightning-like stroke of an accusing
memory. The thwarted plans of my
father, the unheeded sorrow of my
mother, were as arrows of fire in my
soul. Fate had indeed permitted me
to please myself, but she was now ex-
acting payment, and the payment was
my life.

I had a feeling. I say, of being for-
saken, but in the graciousness of Pro-
vidence I had a friend even now. Not
long after the mate left me, Mr. Wat-
son returned, gave me some medicine,
spoke cheerfully to me, telling me to
keep up my heart, for that many a
man had fever on shipboard and lived
long years afterward to tell the tale.
But I could see that out of his human-
'ty he was dissembling his real
thoughts, and so I determined if pos-
sible to get at them.

‘“You have seen cases of this sort
before,” I said. ‘‘Is it serious ? Be
plain, and tell me if you think I have
& chance to pull through.”

He seemed unwilling to answer the
question, which, of course, was an in-

oenpve to me to press him.
- 1t you don’'t answer,” I said, “TI'll

know it’s because you're afraid to tell
me the worst.”

‘“¥You know the old proverb,
Kilgour,” he returned, slowly,
while there’s life there’s hope.”

“ Just so0,”” I said, ““ and that in cases
like mine doesn’t mean much, or, rath-
er, it means a great deal.”

“I will not mislead vou, Mr. Kil-
gour,” he rejoined, shifting about un-
easily on his feet. “I think you have
a bad attack, and this is a foul hole,
and we are without proper remedies.
But then you are young and have a
good constitution, and that, as any
doctor will tell you, is worth gallons of
drugs.”

“Thank you,” 1 said.
your candid ovinion.”

And now, when I thought there was
no chance of life, I grew calmer. In-
deed, my fear almost vanished, for, as
the wind is tempered to the shorn
lamb, there is hardly an evil but brings
its anodyne with- it.

Mr. Watson left me abruptly,
presently he came back, carrying a
book in his hand. It happened to be
Sunday evening, and I fancied he was
going to empley his leisure in reading
a story to me. But it was a Bible,
not a story-book, that the good soul
held in his hand.

“I have been a good manv vears
away from Scotland, Mr. Kilgour,” he
sald, rather sheepishly, sidling up to
my bed, “ but I haven't quite forgotten
the training of my youth nor the cus-
toms of my native land, and I am go-
Ing to do now what, I think, vour
mother would be well pleased with.”
And, sitting down on the edge of my
perth, he began to read. His volice
was not very steady, and he coughed
A good deal more than seemed at all
n®eessary.

As for me, I listened in a dreamy,
half-conscious state, feeling no fear,

Mr.
‘““ that

“1I wanted

but

only dimly pitying the reader, whose
emotion was so keen. When he had
finished reading, he bent over me,

stroking back my hair. *“ It’s got the
golden glint of boyhood in it yet,” he
murmured, and then, lower and very
huskily, *“ Would you like me to pray?”

It was a trouble to speak, so I held
out my hand, caught xis, and pressed
ft by way of answer. He returned
the pressure, looking down upon my
hand and caressing it for a moment,
then, holding it softly but firmly be-
tween his rough palms, he went on his
knees. When he rase, something at
the porthole seemed suddenly to at-
tract his attention. He stared hard

Or & minute or o, then cast a shame-
faced, side-long glance at me,

“Damme, if I've played the parson
for yvears before,” he laughed, furtive-
ly drawing the back of his hand across
his eyes, then, as if fearing an auswer,
he hurried away.

It might be that same evening, or it
might be some days or even a week
later, for I have but a dim and con-
fused memory of that period, that he
‘ame to me with a terrified face, say-
ing the ship was in imminent peril
His speech was not immediately in-
telligible, for I seemed to be recover-
ing from a stuper, but at length I
caught the word ‘ waterspout,” and
even to my dull sense it sounded omin-
ous. Hardly had the word passed his
lips when the brig shook to her centre
as g cannon was fired on deck.

“That's to try to break it,”” he said.
‘“Good God,” he cried, in the same
breath, but in a tone that was start-
lingly different, “it's ¢pon us ! Mate,
this 1teans hell and destruction.”

Instantaneously there was a great
~rash, as if a suddea blow had rent
wuir tanbers, and the brig flew up at the
bows like a fisherman’'s punt when a
heavy weight is swung on behind. I
had iny sconce dented in the bunk,
and Mr. Watson swept the floor with
his back like a kind of incontinent
besom. When in the rebound the
stern went up in turn, I fell back to
my place breaihless and helpless, and
the supercargo, scrambling to his feet
with the cat-like agility of a sailor,
made despzrately for the companion-
way.

Then for an instant the vessel seem-
ed to lie still, but the next she was
reeling and dancing like an eggshell
in a boiling caldron. Now she would
rear from the bows, now from the
&tern, then tumble on her beam ends,
careening till mast and keel must have
been level, then rebound, then spring,
shaking herself like a thing demented
with pain, and all the while she cried
and groaned in every timber with a
terrorizing, human-like sense of the
pPangs of dissolution. I clung to my
bunk with all my feeble might, unable
to discern anything clearly, yet con-
scious in spite of darkness and terror
of the swigh of water rushing through
the open door,

After awhile Mr. Watson came back.
His face was very white and his man-
ner excited. I looked at him bessech-
ingly for news, for in the tumult I
could not hope to make myself heard.
He did not keep me long in suspense.

“ Smashed by the stern !” he shout-
ed, at the pitch of his voice, bending
over me as he*ield on by the side of
my berth. * The spout hit us, carry-
ing with it masts and rigging, and
now we're reeling in the grip of a tor-
nado. The fury of the pit'’s let loose
on us. Wind and fire and water, all
contending against us. And, worse than
that, we're waterlogged and the in-
fernal crew threatening to take to the
boats. Captain’s keeping them at it
with the pistol. Keep you still; I'll
come bagk again.”

I could say nothing, I could do noth-
ing, only lie and listen to the raging
of pandemonium and speculate what
would come of it all. Presently Mr.
Watson returned, his face whiter than
ever.

“The brig’s done for,” he shouted.

‘“The first blow killed her. It’'s ter-
rific. I have been through simoon
and tornado and neyer saw anything
like this. They're going to batten
down, though heaven knows why. I
must run. But don’'t yvou be frighten-
ed; I'll not desert you.”

He bolted up the companionway, and
the hatches closed with a bang.

I passed an eternity hearkening in
the darkness, which the lightning
made lurid, expecting every moment
to feel the sction and hcar the gur-
gle of death as the ship went down.
But we were dying hard.

By and by I began to think the fury
of the tempest was abating and that
the movements of the brig were stead-
ier. Then I wondered why they were
Keeping me closed down there like a
rat in its hole. Another eternity pass-
ed ere there was anv evidence that I
was remembered. At last the hatches
were thrown open, and [ looked with
joyful and frantic eagerness for Mr.
Watson. To my horror, he did not
come. Sicker with fear than disease,
I got to my elbow to listen. In a
mormnentary lull of the blast I heard
the rattle of ropes on the ship’'s side,
and then a splash, as if some flat-bot-
tomed object had struck the water.

A terrible fear, a terrible suspicion,
struck into my vitals, and weak as I
was 1 rose, and groping my way
through the darkness to a porthole
thrust my face against the glass. Thera
were boats alongside, and the officers
and crew, who looked like demons in
the livid light, were struggling and
fighting to get into them. With the
frenzy of death, twisting and tugging
and tearing, I tried to open the port,
but the screws were stiff and my
fingers nerveless, and I failed. Then,
my face against the glass, I shrieked
as only a lost man can. The next in-
stant the glass was in shivers, and 1
was imploring those without not to
abandon ine. But the tempest drown-
ed my voice. No vne heard—at least,
no one heeded me. One by one in the
fiellish contlagration of sea and sky
the boata rowed away, leaving me
alone on the sinking brig.
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CHAPTER VIL

“ALONE, ALONE, ALL, ALL
ALONE ; ALONE ON A WIDE,
WIDE SEA.”

By the glare of streaming fires 1
could watch the boats driving deliri-
ously before the wind, which still blew
with hurricane forge. To anv eve but
that sharpened bhv the terror of de-
spair the flying, leaping specks would
not have heen distinguishable from
momentary rifts in the careering bil-
lows, for in that terrific scene nothing
was distinct, nothing individual. There
was no ocean and no sky, but high
and low a whirling chaos of foam and
spray, with gleams of ghastly green
in the breaking mountains and of hel-
lish lividness in the swirling chasms
and shattering crests.

The din was as the crack of doom.
Sea and thunder crashed together as
if the universe were splitting and
rending, the wicked treble of the
tempest breaking in at times like the
spiteful screams of congregated de-
mons exulting in the work of destruc-
tion. The waves, in certain aspects
blcod and red, and dripping a crim.
son froth, reared and curled like
monstrous snakes a8 theyv rusheq,
trampling, upon the helpless and stag-
gering brig. They seemed alive and
mad wita a passion to destroy. Leap-
ing upon their victim like the furies
broken loose, they would pound her as
with steamm hammers, then catch her
and throw her aloft as if to see her
go tc pieces in the fall; then, disap-
pointed at her toughness, hurl her
headlong into a boiling gulf, and as
she fjoundered heavily fling themselves
afresh upon her in a frenzied effort
to put her forever cut of sight.

Then there would be a swift recoil
and a momentary pause, but only be-
cause the infuriated waters were gath-
ering for a fiercer and deadlier at-
tack. Rallying in piled up, seething
masses, on they would come again in
v'reathed and veasty avalanches, bury-
irg her deep and crushing and tearinz
her timbers till she groaned and cried
l:ke a thing in: the last agonv. How
she lived was a marvel. A right
goeod sailer she muct have been in spite
of her ugly looks ‘and evil name, a
tighter sailer than many a craft with
a vprouder head and a better reputa-
tien.

Smeother2d and pelted and tossed,
only the tenser.ess of grin which the
fear of death gives to nesve and mus-
¢le could have held me in my place.
As often as 1 Yud vent I shrieked in
competiticn with the storm—shrieked
till my voice failed me, and my cry
sank to the hoarse, gasping rattle that
{cre chest and throat as raw as if
barbed cvlinders revolved inside.

My situation was the more cruel that
I had strength enough to feel, and
rone to act. Had I been myself, I
should have been on deck in an in-
stant, and headlong into the surging
wilderness in pursuit of the desert-
ers. My fate would have been soon
decided, for the swimmer did not ex-
It who could that night have escaped
the cevouring maw of the sea. But
there would have been an instant’'s di-
Version in battling and a speedy end
Lo suffering. As it was, even the solace
0f making an effort was denied me,
80 I stood there with my head crushed
into the porthole and the jagged edges
of the broken glass like saws in my
flesh, battered, buffeted, choked by
the pitching ship and the breaching
s€as, yet frantically straining to hold
on and to hail the quickly vanishing
bcats,

Every fibre in mv body shook with
a mortal weakness and terror. My
fingers were getting cramped and pai-
sied; my breath was gone to a gasp,
Veo ever ag mv strength waned the
degire to shout for succour became the
more desperate. Have you ever geel
a spent animal panting with open
mouth for a little ald in its extremity ?
Even so I panted then with disiended
but voiceless lips. I would have given
a illion worlds, had I owned them,
for the return of my volce just for
an instant to make «ne last appeal
for help that would rise above the
volce c¢f the storm. But my weakness
¢comed me to silence.

In a sudden darkness the shock of
a tremendqus broadside hurled me baclk

With a bellvful of salt water. I scrain-
bled up, sputtering, to 'a hit and
knocked down again. tne second
time I rose with greater difficulty, and
clutching dizzly at the porthole, look-
ed over the weltering flame-lit waste.
There were no boats. Either the rea
had swallowed them, or they were hid-
den in the scudding mist of spray. In
either case thev were lost to me. A
sudden sickness seized me, my head
got strangely light, the din fell to a
far oft murmur, and slipping my feeble
hold I sank splashing into the water
on the fioor. A period of uncon-
sclousness must have followed, for I
remember no more until, half crawling,
Lalf swimming, and in utter darkness,
I somehow got back to mv berth.

Then, with my mind settled in the
conviction of 2 doom that was not to
be averted, no words could tell the
awful sense of desolation that fell up-
on me.

I thought it would really have been
an act of humanitvy on the part of my
late companions to have thrown me
into the sea or drawn a sharp blade
across my throrat. Either would have
ended my tortures quickly, whereas I

'

Frantically straining to hold on and to
hail the quickly vanishing beats.

had now to be looking into the face
of a death advancing upon me by
irches. To be tortured thus is to die
many times. DBut the brig could not
long hold out, and when she should
80 down, all would be instantly over.

I closed my burning eyes, feeling
that ro light would ever more fall on
them till that light rose that shall
not fade awav. Ere the morrow
morning I should be ‘ deeper than
aid ever plummet sound,” coffined in
the black hulk of the engulfed brig,
and no mortal should ever look on my
grave among the green and slimy
things that strew the Indian ocean.
There was 2. pang in the thought that

———

MIRAMICH1 ADVANCE:

. matters might stand.

no one could mark the place where I |

slept. But that pang, too, must pass
in the great lull, the lasting quiet that
was at hand.

I lay very still, for there was no
longer anv motive to move. The
tempest was evidently much abated,
though the waves were still leaping
madly against the ship's sides, and
sometimes making clean breaches over
her. I wondered why she held so long
afloat. But doubtless she was going
steadily, if slowly, down. She would

crucial moment, when the flood should
have gained a proper hold, she would
descend headlong with a dizzy gurgle
and swirl as if sucked by the lips of
the maelstrom.
mction, and my own sensations in the
embrace of death.
a momertary, involuntary effort to
hold back, a gasping for breath, a
brief pain as of one choking, a sudden
giddiness fading swiftlv into uncon-
sciousness, and then absolute peace. I
wished that the ordeal were not so
Icng delayed. I wished that the hur-

ricane might blow anew, and that the

billows would rise and overwhelm us
at once, so faithless is man in ex-
tremity.

But no fresh hurricane came, only
after a great while there was a loud
sudden splash by my berth side, fol-
lowed by a sharp crv that made me
start in alarm, though why 1 should
be alarmed who had nothing worse to
fcar nor better to hope than of death,
is a question I cannot arswer. Start,
however, I did, with a frightened look
into the blackness of darkness about
me to see what uncanny thing this
might be that was disturbing my part-
ing hour. I could of course see noth-
ing, but presently I understood from
the splashing and squealing that the
rats were prowling around, and were
greatly disgusted a4 finding the cabin
flcor under water. As for me, I was
glad of their company.

‘“¥f the creatures could only speak
to me,”” I said to myself. “If we
cculd only exchange sympathies and
converse togetner on our fate, there
wculd be some satisfaction even yet.”

And as I lay listening to their in-
terchange of se1timents, which to my
ear seemed to express disappointment,
I thought of the marvellous instinct,
amounting almost to intuition, which
is attributed to rats in regard to sink-
ing ships. An old story cccurred to
me. A vessel had foundered in mid-
ocean, the crew took to the boats, even
like the crew of the Bird of Paradise,
and as the last man was stepping off
a company of rats appeared, and with-
out ceremony or hesitation leaped into
the boats with the men.

The ship was going down, and they
knew it. My companions were doubt-
less endowed with this instinct also.
What if the brig were not sinking after
all ? It scems an absurd thing to
take aay comfort from the actions of
rats, and yet a wild hope that I might
still be saved thrilled through my
heart. One hope begets another. 1
went on to think that, since the brig
was settling down so very slowly she
might keep afloat till we should be
discovered. A drowning man clutches
at straws, and hope, as the poet says,
springs eternal in the human breast.
Well for us that it is so.

The thought that I might be rescued
kept with me through the long hours of
darkness, and when the morning light
returned and found me in no worse
plight than I had been in at sunset on
the previous evening my hope strength-
ened. My physical strength increased
with my mental, and when the sun
was fully up, the sun I had not ex-
pected to see again, I leaped from my
bed to welcome it, almost forgetting
my fever. Had I Shakespeare’s giit
of expression ten times over I am sure
I could not half tell how sweet, how
transcendently glorious it was after
that night in the tomb to feel the
warmth and mystic potency of the re-
turning light.

In the first great burst of joy I won-
dered why I should ever have been de-
pressed, so inexplicable do despair and
dismal thoughts become to us in mo-
ments of supreme exaltation. My
heart welled into my eyes in thankful-
ness as I drank in the full deep
draught of happiness, and yet I was
so full of wonder that more than once
I doubted whether the whole thing
were not a vision, a trick of the im-
agination. It was as if Plato’s fan-
tastic dream were realized, and after
ages of immurement in a subterranean
cell a man were brought forth to be-
hold the rising sun for the first time.
Yet the illustration is incomplete, for
while Plato’s supposititious character
would have been overwhelmed with
awe I was filled with gladness. The
creature of Plato’'s dream would have
veiled his face in terror before the sun's
majesty. 1 thrust mine forward in
eager and rapturous welcome.

I had risen from the dead. Here
was the jovous exuberance of life
again, I lived, and that was enough.
[ saw the east kindling with a divine
illumination that was as the light of a
resurrection morn. Higher and high-
er the blaze of glory rouse, till the flood
of life had mounted to the zenith and
held undisputed sway. De¢ath had
vanished. The world was born anew,
fresh, lusty, jubilant 2s on that pri-
mal merning when the Omnipotent
said, ‘* Let there be light.” When the
great orb showed the edge cf its flam-
Ing disc, a golden shaft shot straight
across the ocean to the derelict brig.
It came like a kiss of salutation, a
benediction, a promise of life. Then,
as the sun rose slowly, monarch of the
world, and the waves of light, inex-
pressibly beautiful and holy, came
rolling toward me, I was ready to ery
out in worship. O God, how sweet is
life after death—paradise after pit!
There are those—miserable philoso-
phers—who ask with sapient wisdom
whether life is worth living. Toss
them into danger, and I dare say they
will find an arswer to their silly ques-
tion.

With my new-found strength I tried
the screws which had baffled me in the
night. Joy succeeded joy—they yield-
ed, and the port opened. Then 1
thrust out my head well up to the
shoulders and drew a long, deep
breath, which was as me¢at to the
starving and drink to the parched.
Again and again I sucked In the de-
licious cordial, feeling its grateful ef-

fects in the uttermost fibres of my
frame. When 1 had inhaled till T was
dizzv, 1 leared forward as far as |

could and feasted my eyes on the glit-
tering water now rolling lazily in big
smooth billows thac rocked the brig
almost as gently as a mother rocks
the cradle of her firsthorn.

¢ know not whether it was the pecu-
liarity of my discase or whether the
newborn hope gave such fresh vitality
to my system as enabled it tQ throw
the fever off, or whether it was owing
to an extra dose of gquinine I had taken
from a box of pills which Mr. Watson
had left me, but from that time [ be-
gan to improve rapidly. True, after
the first delirium of jcy had passeq,
there came a short pericd of depression
and relapse, but I strove to keep up
my courage, and the feeling of conva-
lescence soon returned.

My improvement may be judsged
from the fact that ere long 1 began
to think there are woerse things in the
world than a morsel of food. I got
out of my berth, and, after some rum-
maging on hands and knees, I discov-

ered a box cof biscuits, for havpupily I
had ample provisions on board, the
crew at their departure having been

more afraid of drowning than of get-
ting hungryv. My fare was rather
dry, and not so much as might be sup-
posed to suit tue taste of a sick per-
son, but I grnawed with so much rel-
ish that when the first biscuit was
done I took up another; it, too, was
finished. Then I took a drink of wa-
ter, bathed my hands and head, and
felt much revived.

So much was I restored indeed that
it occurred to me to go on deck, and
take my reckonings, and see how the
crippled brig looked, and perhaps hoist
a signal of distress. But that proving
an enterprise still beyond my strength,
I had another mouthfsl of fresh air
and returned to bed. Lying there I
tried to judge of the ship’s condition
by her movements, but these guided
me to no conclusion save what |
might have arrived at without taking
them into account-—mamely, that since
she had floated through the storm
she might continue to float in the calm
and that I might still be saved. 8o
my courage remained goad.

That day I passed in a sort of dream,
suffering somewhat from thirst, which
I frequently slaked, but otherwise al-
most free from pain. My head, whijch

had greatly troubled me in the earliex
stages of the disease, was now clear,
albeit occasionally rather light. 1
continued to enjoy the boon of fresh
air, having by this time opened every
port T cculd get at.

When night fell, T was lonely, but
untroubled by the multitude of hor-
rors which had weighed upon me all
the previous night. Nor on this sec-
ond night was I doomed to darkness.
During my peregrinations in the day
I had found an oil lamp, which, after
careful trimming and lighting, I swung
from a rope in the centre of the cabin.
On the approach of darkness I light-
ed it, then lay and praited for the rats,
feeling certain they would repeat their
visit. Nor was I disappointed.

After awhile I heard a suppressed
squeak, then a furtive scraping, and
half a minute later a whiskered gen-
tleman peered cautiously in to see how
Being in a fan-
tastic humour, I called on him to en-
ter, which, of course, had the effect of
sending him instantly into hiding. But

| presently he came back, bringing a

companion with him to keep up his
heart, and the two standing just out-
side the door cocked their heads very
wisely and surveyed the apartment.
Then they retired as if for consulta-
tion, then came advancing boldly into
the centre of the floor, but catching
sight of me scampered off in great

~alarm. When they returned after the
sink gradually for awhile, then in the .

I could anticipate the |
There would be !

space of some minutes, they were ac-
companied by numerous friends, and
the entire body reconnoitred, now ad-
vancing, now retining, and all the time
keeping up a running commentary of
squeaks.

I threw a shower of crumbled bis-
<uit, with which I had provided my-
self, on the floor, and they made off
again ; but, gaining courage, present-
ly they came back, and with many
cautious looks and squeaking whispers,
began tentatively to nibble. The sec-
ond shower disturbed them less than
the first, the third less than the sec-
ond, and the fourth hardly at all. By
the time the sixth fell they were quite
at home and feasting royally. I should
say the whole company did not num-
ber more than a score, though to judge
by the chatter there might have been
several hundreds. The banquet last-
ed for fully half an hour, and I am
sure the host enjoyed it quite as much
as the guests. Having finished the
feast, they slipped quietly away, judg-
ing it good manners evidently to take
thelr departure with as little fuss as
possible,.

Next night they returned with in-
creased confildence and good will, and
indeed every night so long as we re-
mained on the brig they came to cheer
my solitude and eat their supper. We
gradually got so familiar that toward
the close of our strange companion-
ship they evinced no fear or bashful-
ness whatever in my presence, but ate
as If they knew they were welcome,
hardly even getting out of my way
when I moved about the cabin. Had
we continued long enough together, I
am confident I could not only have
taught them to love me, but to gambol
and perform tricks. As it was, they
knew my evening whistle and would

"come with questioning eves and looks

of expectancy to have their meals.

Meanwhile the Bird of Paradise con-
tinued miraculously to float. Many
days passed ere I could make a sur-
vey and ascertain the actual damage
she had sustained or what stress of
weather she might still be able to
stand, but after the first day it was
obvious that if the crew had not been
cowardly in leaving her they had at
least been precipitate. But as I grew
accustomed to the loneliness—my hope
keeping strong—I was not sorry they
had gone; indeed as time ran and I was
still safe 'ny fear was that they might
8py the brig and return. The wish
that I might never look on one« of them
again, Mr. Watson only excepted—
and he, I knew, must have perished—
grew with my growing strength, and
my strength increased hourly. For
some time the fever troubled me in the
evening, but hope and a good consti-
tution, with a few grains of quinine
per day, gradually overcame it, and
within a week | was able to make my
way with comparative case about the
lower part of the ship.

It might have been the fifth or sixth
day from the time I was deserted when
I managed to crawl up the companion-
way, and surely never shall I forget
the strange, ecstatic feeling that came
over me on stepping again into the
sunlight and the open air. It was
lonely and desolate enough, heaven
knows, to find one’s self the only soul
on board a derelict ship in the midst
of the ocean, bat even with desolation
it was returning life, and I was glad
beyond expression. I stood for awhile
at the head of the stair inhaling the
balm, then I turred my attention to
the brig.

Bhe was as ragged and battered as
any craft that ever encountered and
survived a hurricane in the tropics.
The jib boom was gone, the broken
foremast lay over #he side entangled
in a mass of shrouds and rigging that
it had pulled down, the unfurled sails
were hanging in ribbons, showing that
the blast had cauzht us unexpectedly
and found us unprepared, and the deck
was strewn with wreckage. I could
not discover, however, that the hull
hs.d suffered very seriously. There were
8prung planks and boards indeed, the
bulwarks were smashed, as well as
part of the after deck, but as these
injuries were above the water line they
might not mean much. 'The most ser-
lous damage was to the steering gear,
which was completely ‘wrecked. The
brig luy heavily to one side like a ves-
se]l running close hauled, and she was
going so slowly that there was scarce
a ripple at her cutwater, My exam-
Ination increased my hope. So long
as the weather held fair I was safe.

My survev finished, I sat down on the
booby hatch to take the air. The
Ocean was asleep. There was not a
sound in all the wide solitude, nor, so
far as I couvld see, any living thing to
break the eternal silence. The brig
was all alone, “a speck on sky-shut
8eas,” and a very insignificant speck,
too, when you come to think of it. I
wonder if any man ever before salled
those seas in a plight like mine or was
S0 utterly alone since Robinson Crusoe
built himself a hut on his island.

I suprose it is evidence of the in-
herent cupidity of hnman nature that
very soon I began to think how I
should dispose of my goods in the
event of my being picked up or of my
drifting into some port. Would tha
profit Le honourably mine or ought
I§ to o to Mr. Matheson ? Yes, it
should be his, for he owned both ship
and cargo. I decided to sell the goods,
return to Bombay, hand him over his
money, report the conduct of his men
ard turn to my own affairs. My ex-
perience had not yet taught me the
folly of speculation. Providence had
decreed that ship and cargo were to
be Adisposed of in a manner that I lit-
tle expeeted.

To be Continued,

e R e ——

LOOK, LOOK!

The Bubscriber is preparel to furnish Sashes aud
Frames and Doors and Frames, any size and any
quantity at lowest prices for spring delivery, Call
on, or address

R A, RUSSELL

Black Brook, Chatham, N, B.

T

JOSEPH M. RUDDOCK, ¢ .

CHATHAM. NEW BRUNSWICK, MARCH 24. 1898,
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Miramichi Foundry,
STEAM ENGINE AND BOILER WORKS,

CHATHAM, N. B.

- PROPRIETOR

Steam Engines and Boilers, Mill Machirery of all kinds;
Steamers of any size constructed & furnished, complete.

GANG EDGERS, SRINGLE AND LATH MACHINES, CAST-

INGS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS,

CAN DIES.

IRON PIPE VALVES AND FITTINGS

OF ALL KINDS.

DESIGNS, PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISHED ON APPLICATION

fine tra.'e

Dunlap Bros. & Co.,

Dunlap, McKim & Downs,

DUNLAP, COOKE & CO.,

AMHERST, N. S.

WALLACE, N. S.

AMHERST, N. S.

Established 18686.

DUNLAP GOOKE & CO
MERGHANT TRILORS,

—A N D—

GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS

AMHERST.
Nl Sl

This firm carries one of the finest selections of Cloths incinding all the different makes suitable fo

Their cuttors and staff of workmen employed are the best obtainabla, and the clothing fromw

his establishment has a superior tone and finish. All inspection of the samples will convince you that
he prices are right.

1

«

«

THE BEST EVER MADE,

Scheol Blackboard Painut.
Gloss Carriage Paint, requires no Varnishing.
Graining Colors, all kinds,
Graining Combs, Dry Colors, all shades.
Gold Leaf, Gold Brouze, Gold Paint.
Stains, Walnut, Oak Cherry, Mahogany, Rose wood, Floor Paints
Weather and Waterproof,
Kalsomine all shades,
7 bbls. English Boiled and Raw Oil, Pure

Turpentine.

100 Kegs English White Lead and Colored
1 bbl. Machine Oil, Extra Good, Neats Foot Harness Oil.
Ready Mixed Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron.
10 Kegs, 100 1bs. each Dry Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron.
Paint and White Wash Brushes.
Var~isHes, Elastic Oak, Carriage,
Hard Oil Finish, Pure Shelae, Driers.
Joiners’ and Machinests’ I'ools, a speciality.
Special attention to Builders’ Materials in Locks, Knobs, Hinges ete
Sheet Lead and Zine, Lead Pipe, Pumps.
75 Rolls Dry and Tarred Sheathing
75 Kegs Wire Nails, $2.45 per Keg.
30 Boxes Window Glass.
20 Kegs Horse Shoes, $3.90 per Keg 15 Boxes Horse Nails $3.00 box.
10 Tons Refined Iron $2.50 per 100 Ibs,
Cast Steel, Bellows, Chain,
Grindstone Fixtures,

WHITE MOUNTAIN ICE CREAM FREEZERS 81.90, CLOTHES

Paper.

Nuts, Bolts,

Copal,

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES AND HARDWARC.

Ready-Mixed Paints, all shades, including the Celebrated

WEATHER AND WATERPROOF,

Paints.

Demar, Furniture

Washers, Grindstones

WRINGERS $2.50, DAISY CHURNS $3.75.

Violins,

Barbed Wire

Cart and Waggon Axles, Cow Bells, Wire Sereen Doors, Window
Screens, Green Wove Wire 14c. yd,,
Scales, Weigh Beams, Steetyards, Carpet Sweepers, Blasting Powder
and Fuse, Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers.
35 Single and Double Barrel Breech Loading Guns.
3arber’s Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Shears, Accordeon s

Bows and Fixings.

FARMING TOOLS, ALL KINDS
Mower Sections, 70c. doz. Heads, 40¢c. each, Knife Heads. $3.00.

Fencing, Counter

To arrive from Belgium
lw]

- Guards, 35¢. each, Rivets, Oilers.

J. R

My Stock of General’ Hardware is complete in every branch and
too numerous to mention.
All persons requiring goods in my line will save money by calling,
on me, as they will find my prices away down oelow the lowest;
prove this by caliing.

GOGGIN.

JUST OPENING.

)

JUST OPENING

SCOTCH AND CANADIAN TWEEDS,

BOOT AND SHOES IN GREAT VARIETY,

NEWEST MAKES IN DRESS GOODS,

OILCLOTHS, HEARTH RUGS & DOORMATS,

W.

WOOL, BRUSSELS & TAPESTRY CARPETS,

BLACK & COLORED CASHMERES & MERINOS,

ART MUSLINS, CRETONNES & REPPS,

LACE CURTAINS & COUNTERPANES,

LACES, RIBBONS & HAMBURGS,

\
<

SILKS IN BLACK, COLORED, SURAH, &

Worsted Coatings,
Black and Blue Serge Suitings,
nite and Regatta Shirts,

os1ery

s

Ties, Collars,
Silk and Linen

1

Handk'fs,

ats, & Caps, ktc.

ALSO A FULL & COMPLETE LINE OF

GROCERIES & PROVISIONS.

J. B. SNOWBALL

MILLERS FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS.

RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. N. B.

Successors to Gillespie Foundry.
Established 1852

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine Engines, Boiler repairing,

oy . & o . . .
Our Brass and Composition Castings are worthy a trial, being —
noted thronghout the country.

All work personally supervised. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Send for estimates before ordering el .ewhere.
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete. in stock and to order.

JAS. G. MILLER.

ASK FOR

MONARCH
oteel Wire Nails,

THEY NEVER LET GO,
AND TAKE NO OTHERS.

Orders filled at Factory Price, and a Freight Allowance made on
lots of 10 kegs and upwards at one shipment.

KERR & ROBERTSON,

SAINT JOHN, N. B.
N. B.— I~ Stock AND I'o ArRrIVE 100 Dozex K. & R. AXEs.

!

—

The undermentioned
spectacles.

1st—That from the peculiar construction of the glasses they AssisT
and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes uuneeessary.

2nd—That they confer a brilliancy and distinctness of vision, with
an amount of Easg and CoMFORT not hitherto enjoyed by spectacle
wearers,

3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground is manu-
factnred especially for optic purposes, by DR. CHARLES BARDOU’S
improved patent mathod, and 1s PURE, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not
liable to become scratched.

4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver

or Steel, are of the finest quality and finish, and guaranteed porfect in
every respect.

advantages are claitned for MacKenzie's

o

The long evenings are hers and you will want a pair of good glassi
s0 come to the Medieal Hall and be properly fitted or no charge.

J D.B. F. MACKENZIE,
Chatham N. B., Sept 24, 1895

Miramichi Advance,

CHATHAM. N. B.

THE LEADING PRINTED
NORTH SHORe + EVERY WEDNESDAY
NEWSPAPER. EVENIG.

TERMS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR PA/ABLE iN ADVANCE. -
D. G.SMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR

JOB PRINTING

PRICES AND THE SHORTEST

\T LOW NOTICE

ALWAYS ON HAND:—

RAILWAY BILLS,
FISH INVOICES,
MAGISTRATES BLANKS,
MORTGAGES & DEEDS, JOINT NOTES,
BlLLS OF SALE DRAFTS,
SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS,
TEACHERS AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES,--
DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS.

THREE. MACHINE PRESSES

and other requisite plant constant-
ly running Equipment equal to
that of any Job-Printing office in
the Province.

The only Job-Printing office out-
side of St. John that was awarded

both

CUSTOUM HOUSE FORMS,
BILLS OF EXCHANGE,
NOTEs OF HAND,

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA '
DOMINION AND GENTENRIAL EXHIBITION
AT ST JOHN IN 1883 i e
Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed.
\

CEIATELA N

STEAM LAUNDRY AND DYE WORKS.

Following are our rrices for Dyeing. Orders Promptly
Attended too. Satisfaction Guaranteed.

PRICHEK LLIST.

= DYED CLEANSED
e $2.25 SUITS, P s R R ok
i =3 PABIA:  ieicin b
L R e 50 TR e 25
OVESUDATS ... T 1.50 R ok 75
UNDERCOATS, o 1.00 GV o 1 25
LADIES’ WEAR.

DO DERE R .. o $1.50

DR TR . ..o e O 1.25

GEEREE DR W ... e 1.00

BRI R SR ... RS R K

AN SRR S ¢ ol o R 50

ST Y TR T O S SRR o 25

SHAWLS e PR ey T 50c. to 1.00

CLOUDS, R D T AT e R LT s 25¢, to 40

T T T N T R X SR i 40e¢, to 60

SILK DRE>SES, Po bR Y A SR S TR $1.00 to 2.00

SACQUES, s = e L O SR e e 50c, to 1.00

SR SRS SR e e e e 10

UANROW CIEEATE, o ol .00 " o et 20

FEATHERS DYED Aot e S 2e, to 7

FEATHEWS, CLEANSED, e 5. to &
GOODS - CALLED FOR - AND - DELIVERED.




