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as

nds-of the Philis-
i ] ruins, the
Delilah

! only one I

for I was handi-
ng of the vrofes-
call the gift
in the eveat of
So when I wrestled with my play-
sometimes suffered them to
when by putting forth a
tithe of my tremendous power I could
have hurled them lifeless to the earttl
In the contests of leaping 1 seer

1

thiess

necessity

to strive to the utmost, but never ex-
ceeded the champions by more than a
few inches. I maintained my supre-

Inacy, but by a hair breadth.

A burly brute came to Fayville
take charge of the village school.
was mcre than six feet
the frame and strength of a
With little book knowledge, he
his main attention to
bhirch. He conquered tke obstrepercus
bullies, and thon showed regret that
no moere insubordination cropped up
that he might have the pleasure of
subdwing it.

“Harmon Westcott vill remain after
school !"" he thundered, as 1 gathered
up my books and started to follow
the rest of the boys from the room.
I laid the hooks om the desk behind
me and sat down, wondering what the
trouble was, for he had never as yet
struck me with his merciless rod.

‘When we were glone, he spoke, fin-
gering meanwhile the gad, as if un-
@ble to restrain his eagerness to bring
it down about my shoulders.

“8o you have been fighting,
snan ?”

““No, sir, I have not been fighting.™

“Silence, sir! No lying to me!

o

Didn’t you strike Jack Gibbs ?

giant.

YOung

“ Jack Gibbs raised his hand te
etrike little Tim Metcalf, who acci-
dentally fell over Jack’s feet. Tim is

a cripple and eould not help himself.
1 caught Jack’s arm and told him that

if he struck Tim I would lick him. He |

didn't strike him, so there was
no fighting.”

“But you would have hit Jack
Gihbbs if he thad harmed Tim Met-

calf.”

“Certainly; @ would kit any coward
who did that.™

“Then you've got the disposition te
fight; that's just as bad as if you did

fight. Off with your coat!"

I hesitated I could do as well with
my coat on as off, and I would not
please this ruffian by obeyving him.

“ Why don’t you do as told ?” he de-
manded, livié with rage.

“I shan’'t take off my coat, and if

you lay your hand on me you'll regret
it as long as you live.”

He rcared like a bull, and, raising
the big stick over his head, aimed a

terrific blow at me. Before it could
descend I had him by the throat, ben!
him backward over the bench behind

and twisted him to the floor
if he had been a ewe lamb. N
4 at, 1 tightened my grip untd
ped for breath. ] was using
only one hand and did not exert a
tenth part of the strength at my com-
mand.
The

as easily

+

miserable wretch must have
thought he was stricken with paralysis.
With my other hand 1 twisted the rod
from his grasp and then swished it
through the air with a force that
surely raised a ridge turough his gar-
When he

ments with every stroke.

had received a dozen or so, I lifted
him clear of the floor and flung him
across the room. He would have gone
farther had he not crashed inte the
row of desks

*Shall 1 take off my coat ?” I ask-
ed, mockingly

He stared in a dazed way and mut-
tered an cath. He could rot under-
stand it.

“Goed day.” and I walked out of
the room and went home.

‘I hope he won't tell of it,”” 1 re-
flected, ' for it will be hard for me to
explain it to the rest of the bovs.”

No fear of the te ser making pub-
lic his own discemfit », and so it re-

n:zunvd a secreat. I was too generous
to take advantage of my triumph, and,
so long as he remained in charge of
the school, he 1 ne with a con-
gideration that made me sometimes re-
gt the violence I had been compell-
¢d to use toward him.

Professor GorgZensen’s transcendent
wisdom did not enable him to prolong
his life to that of the patriarchs of the

cated

olden times, for be died suddenly,
about the date of the incident just
told. 1 had no brothers and sisters,

and so well had my mother ard I kept

the scret of my ineredible strength
11 ven my father did not suspect
it, h A e that I was uxusueally
pov 1 f lad of mv Vvears.

Strange to say, though my mother
krew the mervellous truth, she very
geldom or never r.ferred to it. There
was something uncanny in the
A\ le thing that it filled her with awe,
as it did mys : Father passed
a v, still ignerant on the point, and
at of 19, when 1 was home on
Vi ollege, I drove to the
ol cl ch  wWnh only my
mother s a4 companicn.

1t was a curious coincidence that
the vreacher’'s sermon that dav was
founded on the vy of Samson. He

the whole wonderful narra-
it a_spirltual significance
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S 1ck as night and |
with f a Hercules, gave
) deviltry, took the bit
his mouth and started down the in-
on a n. Mother naled
f a moment d then said, in her

[uiet manner ;—

* Harmorn, 1

's no need of

\ ki 12 him

1 ne wit she meant. She was
aware that I could do so if I chose.

e 88 t unless it is necessary,” I
answered, beginning tc pull on the
reins,

My fear was that they would break.
Ard break they did, though new and
strong. Just as I was beginning to
worry the savage brute both lines

snapped as if they were rotten twine,
Being wholly free, the enraged horse
was off again as headlong as ever.

My mother was dreadfully alarmed,
for both of us were in peril.

“I'll bring him to terms,” I said,
wut on the shafts and leaping
astride the back of the plunging ani-
mal. Working forward, I placed one
arm under his throat and began draw-
ing backward steadily and irresistibly.

I could hava broken ris neck as if it
were a pipe-stem, but I did not wish
to do that though sorely tempted.
The devil fought, swung his head vici-
ously, but 1 newver let up With a
scream of fury he reared on his hind
legs and began pawing the air. My
mother sat pale, but ccol

“You had better kill hitn, Harmon,”
she called, “ar he will kill you.”

“I'H show Rim first ¢hat I am his
master.”

Suddenly he lowered *iis head, like 2
bucking broncho, redfimg most of his
weight on his forelegs. This gave me
my chance. He had ®roken free from
the carriage, and th= dropping of his
head allowed me to lexp to the ground
beside him. I retaimed my grip, and
the next instant the ‘fierce horse was
flung viokently on Hi#s side. I used
Tene of the tricks & the cavalryman
o~ circus performer 'to trip him, but
‘@id it by main strength alone.

He was not yet .conquered. With =
% hinny «of rage he sstruggled upward,
fhe flames of hatrel in his eye. ife
meant ito bite and paw me to death,
©Hut :dt the moment he was ready 'to
attack down he went again, with a
shock Zhat must have rattled ewery

bemre 'im his bodv. With undauwnted
courage he instan<dly repeated the ef-
fort, but was flung as ignominicusly

as ‘before.

This scarei him. His self-confidence
was \weakened. Wo animal is quicker
than a1 horse to recognize his master.
He (required a little urging to regain
Lisffeet. I helpedi him to do so. He
was all a-trembike, and finallv op=ned
his:mouth and mmde a savage bive at
me. His teeth ‘had hardly snapped
t« matber, close ‘40 my face, when I
struck him a single blow alongside his
head, which tumbled him like a kg to
the earth.

That was enough. He refusmed to
rie, and 1 lifted him to his feet. He
shivered from noase to fotlock, and was
docile as a amb. I patchedl up
the ‘harness as 'bast I could, re-fasten-
ed ‘him between the wrenched shafts,
anid e trotted meekly homeward

Harmon,” sai¥l my mother im a
tremulous whisper,

“Yes 7 I repliad, looking enquiring-
ly ‘mround.

“id you exert .all your strengih 7
“*No, mother, ouly the smallest part

"

““Isn't it wonderful, my son ?
do you restrain yoarseif 7

‘l have rever forgotten Professor
Gorgensen’s warning. My aim is ne
er to summon it except the necessity
exisrs”’

“And thot "—
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| The Albert Toilet Soap Co., Mirs.
Montreal.

" Occurs very rarely.
krew of it, and vou
kKrown excent fron

Do none of

Father never I
wouldn’t have

the late professor.”’
your coilege mates sus-

pect it

‘T think not. I allowed the echam-
ien leapver to beat me, when I could
have left him out of sight, and have
been content to let the star football
players and baseball men, and, in
fact, all the athletes, keep their hon-
ours without dispute from me.”

‘You are wise. Doubtless plenty of
occasions will and I have the |
feeling that at some time you will com-
mit the fatal mistake and drive the

from you.”

gift
*“If T do, I shall be as
I hope the misfortune will not come |
at the hands of any Delilah or that I
shall have my eyes gouged out in the

process.

ordinary men.

That was the last and indeed the
first time we ever held such a con-
versation. Six months later my belov-

‘F’! mother was 1 , B way to rest, and
> Was alone in the warld.

I had been graduated from college
and the world was before me. Not
until my sainted mot vas gone
did the full measure of her self-sacri- ;

fice for her unworthy son become |

Ie recognized the foet.

known to me. She had spent her last
penny, depriving herself of almost the
macessities of life, for the sake of giv-
img me an education.

My self-reproach was at my own
blindness in not suspecting this sad
truth, so as to check it. But it was
«lone, and it was useless to repine over
it.

iraduated, well groomed, and with
the appearance of a voung gentleman
with a surplusage of means, I had not
$100 that I could call my own. Nor
did T know which way to turn or what
to do to obtain mere.

‘“ And yet something must be ‘done
and that very soom,” I bitterly mused,
as I sauntered down Fifth avenue on
that glorious May morning. * There
must be plenty of openings in this
great city. I cam become a clerk, a
student of law or,” I grimly reftected,
“1 could attain the position @f the
boss porter of the metropolis. That
would be a case where the exercise
of my strength would be a mecessity.
As a last resort I will fall back on
that.”

My musings %00k a new turn.

“1 studied Doxing In cellege and
acquired a fair knowledge of it. Why
not become & teacher of the art in
some gymnasium ? When 1 put on
the gloves with one more sgkilful than
myself, I can knock him out with one
flirt " —

My breath almost left me.

For scarcely 100 yards away, on the

same side of the .avenue, -ana saun-
tering toward me, I saw—

My double !

Professor Gergensen wes right. I
was not the wonly reincarnation of
Samson, at least so far as appearances
went. Here was a second. Dressed
more fashionably than I, he was yet
my perfect counterpart.

He recognized the fact, and return-

ed my wondering stare with as pro-
found amazement as my own. Our
eyes were never once removed from
each other, and, when we came Op-
posite, we involuntarily paused and
extended our hands.

“Who are you ? ‘What is your
name ?” I managed to ask.

“My name is Westcott. ‘What is
yours ?” he demanded.

velh o »en

(To be Continued.)

New Crockery Store

All kinds of First-class erockery, in-
cluding Dinner Sets, Tea Bets, Clkocolate
Sets and Chamber Sets, Butter Coolers,
Pitchers, Bowls, Pie Plates, Butter Crocks

Cream Crocks, Cake Pots, Bean Pots,
Teapote, Milk Pans, Churns, &c. Also,

a very fine lot of Glass, in Tnmbliers,
Gohiets, Water Pitchers, Six Piece Sets
in Colored and Plain Glass, Preserve
Dighes, Bread plates, Celery Dishes,Butter
Coolers, Ceke Stands, and a lot of other
articles toc nnmerons to mention.
GIYE US A CALL,
We are sure to suit you, both in price and
quality.
C. LEWIS,
Grafton Street, exactly oppasite North
Side of Market House.
—g 9 3idy wy

CHARLOTTETOWN

7,

Buy your tickets for Boston by the
fast Steamer Halifax.
W.W. CLARK,

Ticket Agent

A Straggler.

Cieneral lIorace Porter, in The Cen-
tury, tells au amusing story of the ex-
plosion of the Petersburg mine. It
seems that a prizoner who had been dug

out of the crater swas carried to one of
‘he field hospitals. Although his eyes
were bunged and his face covered with

sruices, he was in a very amiable frame
of mind. ““After this,’’ he said, “‘I will
be the most vupopular man in my regi-
ment. Yousee, I appeared to get started
a little earlier than the other boys that
bad taken passage with me aboard that
volcano, and as I was comin down I
met the rest of ’em a-goin up, and they
looked as if they had kind o’ soured on
me and yelled after me, ‘Stragglerl’ »?

& In the Days to Come,

¢‘Yes, poor old Grandfather Scorch
is getting very feeble. He has to carry
& cane now.’”’—New York Journal.

A Georgia Mule’s Queer Appetite.

An old southwest Georgia negro call
ed to one of the laborers in his vineyard:

‘“You, John! Hit’s time ter feed dat
mule. Give him a couple er fence rails, -
quick.”’

‘““He doesn’t eat fence rails, does he?'’
inquired a bystander.

“‘Lawd bless you, yes, suh,’’ replied
the old man. ‘‘Dat des whets his appe-
tite. He use ter b’long ter one er dese
officeseekers, en he got so hongry stand-
in hitched in de sun dat he started on
fence rails fer a livin, en now he won't
tackle grass tell he’s done eat up a
string er fence, den he eats oats, or
grass, fer dessert. W'y, suh,’”” contin.
ued the old man, ‘‘he got loose de yuth-
er day en took en eat up one whole ga-
ble end er Ebeneezer chapel, en w’'en
we run up on him he wuz makin a
break fer de pews en de pulpit. Dey
wouldn’t been much en dat meetin
house left ef ever he‘d got ter de inside
er it. Give him dem fence rails, John.
He got ter do some hard plowin dis
mawnin. ’—Atlanta Constitution.,

Clever Jim.

“I guess Jim can get away for that
fishng party all right.’*”

‘““What makes you think so?”’

‘““I was up to his house last night.
His wife used to be an amateur elocu-
tionist before they were married, and
he asked her to recite. She’ll never re-
fuse him now.’’—Clewveland Plain Deal-
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P.ELRAILWAY

LABOR DAY.

Exc¢ursion Return Tickets.

Will be 1ssued at one ficst class fare to
and from all Stations on this Railway on
the 4th and 6:th Sep‘ember, 1897, good
for return up to and on the 8th of Sept-
ember, 1897,

Tickets are not good after date of issue,
and are good only for coutinuous journey
in either direction, :

G, A. SHARP
Supt.

D. POTTINGER
(GGeneral Manager
Gov't Ealiway
Railway Office, Ch'town, aug 26—
eod d&w—all grs

Flmlig
g

The undersigned has opened a shop
on Great George Streetfor the purpose
of doing general Plumbing, Gasfit-
ting, Steam, Hot Water and Hot Air
Heating. Being equipped with the
latest appliances known to the trade
and employing workmen who under- {
stand every detail of the business he
can guarantee first-class work in all
its branches.  Estimates furnished at
short notice, See him before placing
your orders. It will be money saved.
Don't forget the place, opposite Vic-

@, MCINNIS

Ther;_ Tan't a chﬁ.e
In Charlotteoxrn

But needs something new in the house furnishing line

A NEW SIDEBOAR —

a new Rocker or Easy Chair, Extension Table or some
other necessary. There isn’t a need in the house im
Charlottetown wo cannot supply.

PRICES RIGHY ... ces00000

! “ We Furnish Homes-”

JOHI NEWSON.

Newson Block, Victoria Row.
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If Horses Could Talk

What a hum there woudon the
wonderful way in which

uickheal - -

cures Scratches, Galls aad Sores.
Every man who owns a horse should try it.
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Men'’s and Boys’ Bicycle Hose.

9 Good Stock and selling cheap. .

T. J. HARRIS LONDON HOUSE.
HICHE CRADE %

English Manures

0900000000000 000

Landlng to-day'ex Steamer “Irene Moyrris,” direct’from Liverpool,. k=

SUPERPHOSPHATES, NITRATE OF SOD, MURIATE OF
POTASH, BONE MEAL ETC.

All genuine, and of guaranteed analysis. The only reliable, best, and a#
least 20 per cent the cheapest fertilizer on the market, -

AULD BROS,

FOR A WIFE AT THE KLONDIKE

v &
_ This is the price paid by a miner atthe YUKON for a
wife. If he was attired in one of our nobby suits cut by our
artist cutter

Mr. J. J, McDONALD

she would have married him for love,
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McKay Woolen Co.,

High Grade Tailors.
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