of
Nova Scotia Bmldmy Society.

~=AGENT FOR-—
)

0. S. MILLER,

 BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLLC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

'BRIDGETOWN, N. ’s\J
: {

e
LY

' Prompv and nu.lhotory attention gi
- to the collegtion of ciaims, and all other

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

(Graduate of University Maryland,

- Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the third
aund fourth weeks of each month, beginning
February 1st, 1900,

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.
et Skl iy iy i el e i neaby sriemer S

. DENTISTRY!
DR. Fl, S. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Marylanad.

Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.
Hours: 9 to 5.

M. E. ARMSTRONG, M.D,

Physician and Surgeon.

University of New York, 1
Post-Graduate School and Hospnnl 1899.

Office and residence on Queen Street, next
doo& to MONITOR bnl.ldins.—u.’l‘elephone con-
nection.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA S8COTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

¥, L. MILNER,
Barrister, Solicitor, &o.

ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE.
MONEY TO LOAN.

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

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
; ROUND FILL, N. S.

DR M 6 B NMIRSILL

~

e

"DENTIST,

Will be at Annapolis the first and second weeks
of eyer month, and third and fourth weeks at
Bridgetown.

4 James Primrose, D. D. S.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
_ Granville streets, farmerly occupied by Dr.
" Frod Primrose. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and promptly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd, 1801 25 of

JOHN ERYVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR. |~y 4y

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

UNION BANK. OF HALIFAX,

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

.8500, 000
.8250,000

CAPITAL...
REST.....

Wa, ROBERTSON, Esq., President.
§ E. L. THORNE, Cashier.

St.wlngs Bank Department.

Interest at the rate of '
o 8 1-2 PER OENT.
allowed on deposits of four dollars and up-
wards.
AGENCIES —
Kentville, N. 8.—A. D. McRae, agent.
Anna, lm,N S.—E. D. Arnaud, agent.
New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright, agt.
Dartmouth, N. S.—F. 0. Robertson,
agent.
Noﬂh Sydney, C.1.—C. W. Frazee, agent.
Little Glace Bay, J. W. Ryan, agt.
Barrington Punge——C Robertson, agent.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

“flverpool, N. S.—E. R. Maulhall, agent.
ﬁherbrooke, N. 8.—W. R. Montgomery,

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

Lawrencetown, N. 8,—N. R. Burrows,
acting agent.

CORRESPONDENTS.—

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

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

N. R. BURROWS,
3 Agent.

Progressive

, NBakers

Put up their Bread
as it leaves the oven in

EVDDY’S
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We can supply

work at reasonable
your custom.

/4

Yarmouth S.S.

GOING T0 BUILD?

If so you want to know
‘Where to obtain your

FINISH,
DOORS, SASHES,
MOULDINGS, Etc.

ing you at the same time satisfactory

J A GKS&S[]NS

. BRIDGETOWN, N. S.
$sasasaaasaisseee

|
these for you, giv-

prlces. ‘We solicit
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Bridgetown to Boston
$6.50.

“WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 21, 1900,

| bedone. See

hard. Would it Mmpu. if she knew,

Miss Jane wondered. If it would, it must
glanced across at her sister's

wistful face.  Auyhow, it would please hor.

AWall,” ¢ 1 buppose—"

“Oh, Juq L you really ?" interrupted

MMM in incredulous delight.

“Now don’t go to_flying all to pieces !

Anybody would think I never did any-
thing to please you,” Miss Jane grumbled.

“Oh; you do—you do—you're always
doing things for me 1" Miss Emmie protest- |

| ed, “But this—oh, Jane ‘I have wanted

What You Did Not Say.

There is many a word that &« man may rue,
And the memory of it may make him weep;

Mayhap some heart that is kind and true,

Like a red pomegranate, is rent in two,
When out of the soul the passions leap,

And, ltorl}rl\ing the portals of speech, they

rus

Into cruel words that condemn and crush,

But the pang that you never may know, I

pray
Is the woe of the word that you did not
say.

The word that you ought to have said to
im
Who pu; up his pleading face to ask

For a father’s smile; and whose eyes went
dim

| With tears at your answer, stern and grim ;

“Child, let me alone till I end my task'”

| Now he vexes no hore, yet you often go

To the grave of the lad you slighted so,
And call through the grass to the quiet

And log out the word that you did not
say.

| The word you ought to have said to her

Whom long ago you did loviogly woo

| With gifts and graces; but tears now blur
| The sight of the bloom of the lnvender,

That brings old summers again, and you.

| How she lists and longs for the tender tone

| Of the days gone by ! When you stand

Bridgetown to Boston
and peturn

$11.50.
Co’y, Limited

THE SHORTEST AND BEST ROUTE BETWEEN

NOVA SCOTIA and the UNITED STATES.|

2D =

e fast and popular Steel Steamer “BOSTON leaves Yarmouth for Boston every
WEDNSDAY and SATURDAY EVENING after arrival of the Express trains from Halifax.

mcking close connections at Yarmouth with the Domin!

parts of Nova Scotia.
U. 8. and Royal mail earried on this steamer.

r Atlantic ard Coast Railways

Throuazh tickets to all points in Canada and to New York viarail and sound Jines,
l

for and see that youn get tickets

via the Yarmouth 8§, 8, Co, from Yare

|

|

|

Returning will leave Lewis’ Wharf, Boston, e‘er?‘ TUESDAY and FRIDAY at ’IXJ on t

0! 'or

[

1

|

meo
For al! other information apply to Dominion Atlantic, Central, Intﬁrcolo al or Coast Rau

Wi ay agent.s r to
CHASE Sec. n.nd Treasurer.

Ynmoutb Oct, 11t

SPRING—

Will be here before you |
know it.

You want that old Sofa

Upholstered

That Student's Chair

Magg_ New.

REED EROS.

Have a full line of
Coverings and a

FIRST-CLASS UPHOLSTERER.

=" Prices Right and Work
promptly done.

REED BROS.

Sut:ceasovs to H. S. Reed.)

THE PEOPLE'S
BOOT & SHOE STORE | -

I have about completed my fall
stock of Boots and Shoes,
and now offer to the public one of
the finest and best assorted stocks
in above lines to be found in the
valley.

RUBBERS

We sell the famous Maltese
Cross Rubbers for Ladies
and Gents; the celebrated Stub
Proof Rubbers that cannot be
punt.mred—especlally adapted for
lambermen. A full line of Men’s,
Boys’ and Women’s Rubbers.

I would especially call your atten-
tion to » fine line of

FRENCH AND GERMAN SLIPPERS

Suitable for Xmas Presenis/
Any quantity of Oats wanted in exchange.

Hard & Soft Coal constantly
on hand.

. KINNEY.

CABLE ADDRESS: Established over a
WALLFRUIT London. j quarter of a century.

JOHN FOX & CO.

Autioneers and Fruit Beokers,
! Splhllﬂl and Stratford Market,
LONDON, @. B.

E R
Pres. and Manngmg Director |

Trips a Week = 2 |

alone,
Your face io her lilies you then will lay,
And wail out the word that you not say.

The word you ought to have said—the dear
Old pair by the fire need it so:

| Itis better to speak,,more blessed to hear.

Your words of praise, while both are near.
How free would your filial affections flow,

| If you knew how we who without them

trod
All the way of life, are entreating God,
W ho took them from us that sometime

ey
In His heaven may hear what we did not
say.
S e

What If ?

We sometimes fret at the weight of care
Which will never let us free,

When we long so much to do and dare
In the broader fields we see.

And days and years so gliding by,
Whether dark, or dull, or fair,
Giving no need to our longing cry,
“It is hard, so hard, to bear.”

| We see, like a shadowy host pass by,
The poulble things of fate,

| With only a glimmer of comfort nigh,

And that hardest of tasks—to wait.

| What if the work we are sighing to do

THE FOOD- FOR

| CONSUMPTIVES

Is lying about us now ?

| What if the edict, both wise and true

* Be this “to the present bew."”

| What if the mists of longing and tears

From our tortured gaze could fall,

| And we could know that these pain marked

Cod Liver Oil has been known for
decades to be good for consumptives;
but the raw oil cannot be taken or
retained by many who have delicate
stomachs. It nauseates them. If it
could be retained it wonld be a very
great blessing to thousands of patients
who are gradually wasting away with
Chronic Coughe, Bronchitis, Consump-
tion and Catarrhal conditions.

Park’s Perfect Emulsion

|
ie composed of the purest Cod Liver |
Oil, with Guaiacol, the new specific i |
for consumption, and the Hypophos-
phites of Lime and Soda which renew '
the wasted tissues when the system |
is run down. Park's Perfect Emul-
sion is pleasant to take, can be re-
tained by delicate persons; is destruc-
tive to all microbes; is the greatest
known flesh builder and system tonic.
It will put new blood, new strength,
pew life, new ambition into you. |
B Try it ‘
Price 50 cents per Bottie, Jil |
of all Druggists. '
|

—Manufactured by—

HATTIE & MYLIUS,
HALIFAX, N. S.

For sale by 8. N. Weare, Bridgetown.

God Needs the Help of Mothers,

“The grave mistake of repressing child-
ren,” writes Barbetta Brown in the Decem-
ber Ladies’ Home Journal, ‘‘is caused by the
mother’s failare to be keen enough to see
where she may touch a child’s life and
where she may not; where it is for her to
guide, to help, to encourage, and where the
child’s is sacred to itself alone. That the
child is another individual never occurs to
some mothers, nor that he has his own poesi-
bilities for growth, not to be tampered with in
his own privacies, not to be invaded; his own
‘holy of holies,’ to be held holy. The power
that is working in the vast life of this uni-
verse is working in your son or daughter as
part of it; and it has ité own purpose in re-
gard to each child life as surely as for each
plannet in its orbit. God needs much help
from mothers, but God does not intend to
be effaced by mothers. Co-operate, then,
with the Power working through your
children, mothers. Do not'make the great
mistake of attempting to compete with it.”

A Health Giving Plant.

The London Graphic counsels the use of
verbena as a sedative. The specially health-
ful and invigorating qualitiea of this plant
were well known to the Romans, who crush-
ed some of its leaves jbetween their palms
after the bath and anointed tnemselves freely
with it. It is very good for brain workers

to inhale its perfume, and the old fashioned
cottage practice of growing a pot of verbana
in the window may have arisen in t
when balsams and aromatic plaats
Livated o] ly for thck tnes as
ants an . ¥

years
Were valued most of all?

What.if the garland God’s love has willed,
Be pressing thy patient brow,

And His own purposes are hemg fulfilled
In the dredry and barren Now !

What if the mysteries He can keep
Deeply hidden from mortal view;

Bé surety and strength for sounls that weep,
To carry them safely through ?

Select gttzratm.

The One They Adopted.

IDAT. THURSTON, BY THE HOUSEHOLD.

Miss Emmie Gates gazed dreamily out
across the little green yard to the village
street. Her eyes were full of a tender sor-

| row, and her work lay unheeded in her lap.

She started nervously as her sister’s voice
broke the silence abruptly.

“I'd like to know what has got into you
lately, Emmie.” :

“Why—what do you mean ?" Miss Em-
mie questioned, seeming to shrink into her-
self under the fire of her sister's black eyes.

Miss Jane spoke severely. ‘You know
what I mean. Here you eit an hour
at a time as dumb as a stick; or you
go wandering around the house staring
into every room as if you were hunting for
something and couldn’t ever find it. Emmie,
you've just got to tell me what it all means.
1 can’c stand it any longer "

Emmie faced her sister across the little
round table that stood between them; her
blue eyes had an expression of childlike en-
treaty.

“Ob, Jane—it seems as if I can't stand it
any longer—the house is so big and so lone-
some !" she moaned,

Over Jane’s strong face there passed a
sudden wave of deep feeling—passed and
was gone. She answered after a moment’s
silence :

“Oh, yes, it is lonesome, It seems
strange, don’t it ?—When mother was such
a quiet little woman, just like you, Emmie—
that her going has left such & big blank in
the house.”

Her voice was almost as gentle as Emmie’s
now.

Miss Emmie dropped her work again and
leaned forward ; her blue eyes, shining
through a mist of tears, gazed earnestly
but kindly into her sister's face,

“Oh, Jane !” she cried, brokenly, ‘‘can’t
we—can't we 2 If we only could ! I think
she'd like us to doit. You know how she
loved children.”

* “For the land’s sake, Emmie Gates, what
u trying to get at?”’ demanded Miss
Jne, sharply, looung at her sister with
keen eyes,
" “QOh, Jane, couldn’t we take one—some
motherless thing ! We could give it such s
good home, and it mld be company for
us.”
II- Jane lrc!mod, but “
IR m went ¢ G

it so muchy, and I didn't dare to sy any-
thing.”

“That just shows how foelish you are !”
re‘urne | Miss Jane, brusquely. ‘““Anybody
would think I was a regular dragon.”

*Oh, no, ne, Jane. It’s only that I'mso,
silly and scared st mothing,” Miss Emmie
returned, then very softly, ‘‘I suppose you
would want it to be a girl ?”

““Why, of course. You can’t be thiokiog
of getting & noisy boy that would scratch
and mar everything, and whittle and whiatle,
and wear out the seats or his pants, and
all I Miss Jane eyed her sister sternly.

“N—no, I suppose not” quavered Miss
Emmie, shrinkiogly. “Oaly you know,
mother was go fond of little boys, and it
might be vice to bave one growing up to
take care of us when we get older; but you
know best, Jane. I'll be satisfied with
either.”

A grim smile twitched the corners of
Miss Jane’s mouth. *I understand you,
Emmie Gates. It's tramps you're thinking
about—you know it is !” she asserted in
tones that waived denial.

Miss Emmie ignored the home thrust.

“Mebbe s little girl would be better. I
suppose we can get one any time at the
orphan asylum ?’

“Yes,” Miss Jane replied; ‘“that is, if we
really decide to do it.”

“Oh, I thought yen had decided,” her
sister murmured, blankly.

It isn’t best to be in too big a hurry,”
Miss Jane returned, yet in her heart she
knew that she could not refuse to do what
Emmie so much desired. Perhaps, too,a
child would brighten up the house-—bat it
must be a good child. She decided that
they would go to the city the next week
and see if they could see at the asylum a
child that would suit them—suit her,
rather. She knew that any child that look-
ed as if it needed “mothering” would suit
her sister.

Itwas a lovely autumn day when the
sisters set out in quest of their orphan, The
maples that lined the village street were all
a-shimmer with golden light, and the
chrysanthemums reflected the yellow glow
in the cottage gardens. Under foot the dry
leavee rustled, and filled the air with pleas-
ant, pungent odors. A neighbor, tying up
her chrysanthemums as they passed, nodded
and smiled at the sisters.

“Good luck to you,” she called. ‘I hope
you’ll find one that will be a ennchine in the
house.”

Miss Emmie smiled back happily. Mul
Jane only muttered “Humph !"” under her
breath, while through her mind flashed
gloomy visions of the wreck and ruin that
might be wrought by one small boy.

“I'm glad it's such a pretty day,” chirped
Miss Emmie, happily; then a sweet sol-
emn look stole into her eyes, and she added,
softly, “Don’t it seem strange, Jane, to
think that when we come back we ghall
have a little child with ne—our own little
child ? It will be next to having mother
back.”

Miss Jane turned her face sside, and
made no answer. In her heart was the pas-
sionate cry, *“I want mother—I don's want
any strange child !” But she kept-silent.
She would not shadow Emmie's joy by any
spoken word.

It was nearly noon when they reached the

| city. Emmie's delicate face was flushed

with excitement, and her eyes had a happy
shine, but Jane looked tired and almost
gloomy.

“We'll get a cup of tea and something to
eat before we goto the Asylum,” she said.
we couldn’t see the children now, just din-
ner time s0.”

“] suppose not,” Miss Emmie assented.

They were passing the Women's Chris-
tian Asesociation Building, and a small
notice under one of the windows caught
her eye. It read :

She pointed it out to her sister, and Miss
Jane promptly turned in at the iron gate.

“Thiogs will seem cleaner where they are
all women,” she remarked.

Thing were clean in the room to which
they were directed. They took seats at one
of the little tables, with its fresh white
cloth, and Miss Jane gave their order. Her
sister was looking about the reom .with in-
terested eyes. Presently she leaned over
snd whispered in a voice that was not quite
clear and steady.

“Qh, Jane, see that dear old lady over at
the corner table. Don't she look like—
mother ?”

Jane glanced toward the table where a
little old lady sat -alone. She had soft,
wavy white hair, a touch of pink in her
cheeks, and her eyes were blue like Emmie's.
“‘Mother's” eyes had been blue like Emmie’s,
and she, too, had had soft, white hair. Yes,
this strange little old lady did look like
mother,—only mother’s face was always so
happy, while this one was very sorrowful.

“I’'m going over to speak to her while we
are waiting for the lunch,” Emmie whisper-
ed, with tremulous eagerness.

Her sister nodded silently, and Miss
Emmie trotted across and sat down at the
corner table.  When she came back her eyes
were red.

“She's such a dear old lady, Jane,” she

said, softly. “1 wish we could have her
shere our lunch, she hadn’t a thing but a
cup of tea and a roll.
. But Jane shook her head. She knew that
shé could not eat a mouthful with that
sweet, old face—so like ““mother’s”"—looking
into hers.

When they left the lunch-room, the little
old lady was still sitting alone at the corner
table.

-Miss Jane led the way straight towards
the orphan’s asylum. Because she dreaded
it 80 she would have the matter settled with

all possible haste.

Perhaps she was afraid that her resolation |

might fail.

“You want a girl, Tsuppose 1" she inquir-
ed, when Miss Jane paused.

“Yes,” breathed Miss Emmie, and *No,
& boy,” Miss Jane snswered at the same
moment, b
3 Miss Emmie looked up with glad, aston-
ished eyes at her sister’s face.

#Oh, Jane,” she cried, “you needn’t, I'll
be satisfied with a girl !”

“We want a boy !" repeated Miss Jln..
looking straight at the matron; but so set
was her face, and so grim her tone, that few
boys would have been inclined to accept an

| invitation from ber at that moment.

‘The matren smiled. - Perhaps she under-
stood the situation better than Miss Emmie
did.  **You have letters—references—I n&
pose ?” she said.

A dark flush rose in Miss Jane's cheeks.
8he drew herself up proudly.

] didn’t suppose anybody would ask us
for references—nobody ever did before,” she
answered. 5]

The matron returned guickly - “It’s one
of our rules. We always require nfum
from any-one who comes here for a ohild.”

Miss Jane's face softened elightly. I esn
get letters from our minister—" she began.

“That will be sufficient, It ie only a form,
of couree, but we have to observe it.,

“If you wish, you can see the chil-
dren today and select the ome that you
would like, and then come for her—him I
mean—to-morrow, or any day you please,”

A bell clanged noisily, aud the matron
led her visitors to the hall, Miss Jane hold-
ing herself more stiffly erect than usual
That demand for references rankled in her
mind. References—when the Gateses had
lived in Holden for over & hundred years !

There was a clatter of heavy shoes on the
stairs, and then the long line of children,
two by two, filed through the hall, the girls
leading.

Miss Jane’s heart: “ Sach rough,
common-looking children they seemed to
her, with their élese-cropped heads and
their coarse uniforms. Only one here and
there had a bright, attractive face. She
did not pay much attention to the girls.
Miss Emmie looked at them ull with yearn-
ing, motherly eyes. To her, every one was
beautiful

The children, as they passed, cast curious
glances at the visitors, and many of the
girls wondered, with quick-beating hearts,
if they had come for a child. “To be adopt-
ed” was the sweet hope that brightened all
their dreams. The boys thought little
about it.

The matron took the sisters first to the
nursery where the smaller children were.
When Miss Emmie saw the crowd of
motherless babies, she stood for a moment
gezing at them, then her eyes filled with &
quick rush of tears, and, forgetting the at-
tendants, and even her sister, shesuddenly
dropped down on the floor, and gathered
her arms full of the children. The mnext
moment half a dozen more were hanging
about her, while her happy face shone out
from among them fairly transfigured with
motherly love and joy.

“] want them all—every single one ?” she
cried.

“You'll have to set up & private orphan
asylom of your own,” said the matronm,
smiling down into the loving fuce.

When Miss Emmie could tear herself
away from the clinging baby bands she fol-
lowed her sister and the matron to the
school-room. While the teacher went on
with the recitation, the matron pointed out
several of the beat boys.

“Who is that in the last seat by the win-
dow 7" Miss Emmie asked. It was strange
how she was taking the lesd now, and Miss
Jane quietly let her do so.

“That? Yon wouldn't want him. He
is one of the worst boys we have,” the
matron answered.

“But I do want him. I'll love him so
bard that he'll have to be good,” Miss
Emmie whispered, more to herself than to
the matroms

*But Emmie,” her sister remonstrated,
“he's got freckles and red hair--real red
hair. You don’t wanta red-headed boy !I”

, I do—I want him,” Miss Emmie
answered stoutly. “If—if you don’t mind,
Jane ?”

Mind ! Miss Jane minded horribly. She
didn’'t wsnt any boys—Ileast of all that
freckled-faced, red-headed ome. But she
had set herself to do this thing for Emmie.

““Makes no difference to me.” she said
briefly, looking with gloomy eyes at the
boy.

Miss Emmie turned joyfully to the
matron. “‘Can we speak to him ?” she ask-
ed.

“Go to the parlor, Jobhn,” said the matron,
and there they found him waiting a few
minutes later. The matron stopped to
speak to some one in the hall. Miss Em-
mie hurried to theboy.

Your came is John ?” she began.

“"Tain’t neither " retorted the boy. *‘It’s
Grover Cleveland.” He spoke guardedly,
with one eye on the matton’s back.

“Why, I thought it was John,” said Miss
Emmie. ““How old are you, Grover 1’

“Grovet” chuckled. “Fifteen last March,’
he replied beldly.

“Why, you're small for fifteen. Would
you like to make us a little visitin the
country ?” Miss Emmie inquired.

Swinging his feet, the boy studied her.

“Danno,” he responded, cautiously.
*“What would I have todo ?”

¢Same as other boys do; go (o school,
and play, and run errands sometimes.”

“You’d have to work some,” interrupted
Miss Jane.

The boy glowerd ather. ‘‘Guess I do'nt
wanter,” he said.

“Oh, Grover, do want to, because I want
you,” cooed Miss Emimie, laying her soft
fingers on one of his rough hands. She was
looking down into his eyes, and for & mo-
ment he looked straight into bers. He
wriggled uneasily and glanced again at Miss
Jane’s stern face, then his mouth widened
in & grin that boded no good to Miss Jane.

*Wal, mebbe I'll try it,” he returned,
with the air of one conferring a favor; but
his manner changed suddenly as the matron
came into the room,

“Can I go?”" hesaid, and was off likea
shot.

¢*“He doesn’t look like fifteen,” Miss Em-
mie said.

*‘He isn’t—he's only twtln," replied the
matron,

Miss Emmie's, M‘ fell. Miss Jane o

Evidently it was the orphans’ playbour, | - L

for, as the sisters passed by the playground
M“WMMQW alames of

a..xlon. Glancing up, Miss :
perceived a figure in  black dtrb‘ on the

awaiting an nxnu-u

*Oh, Jane, it's thet dear old lady, and I
do helieve she's crying ! I must -pu.ho
ber just & minate.”

Without weiting for & reply, she hurried
up the walk, hev sister following more M
1y, but with evident interest,

Tho woman tried to smile u, bat | the

#Oh, whatis it 7 Can't we hlp you?”’
Mise Emuie cried, and then, impulsiyely,
she stooped and kissed the small, troubled

Ska clung to her, sobbing softly.

“Tell me all about it. You are going |
awa? ?” Miss Emmie questioned, gently.

*I've got to,” the trembling voice made an-
swer.  “‘I thought I could stay here as long
asIlived.  1'd saved upthe hundred dollars

| to make me & life member, you know—I've

been over five years saving it up—and now
they've made & new law and ain’t going to

‘také Any mofe life members, and so—and

s0—7 she stopped, struggling for self-con-
trol.

“And yon've no plage. - Vv
Emmjie prompted, holding lut one thin
hand in its black cotton glove.

The woman shook her head. ‘‘No; I've
been nursing since my husband died; now
I'm {00 old. When my hundred dollars is
all'gone, they say there’s no place for me
bat~ the almshouse.” She shivered as she
attered that word. \

Mise Emmie turned pleading eyes to her
sister.

*“Think if it were mother,” she whhpend,
““and she looks 80 like her I Suddenly her
face brightened. *‘ Oh, Jane, can’i we adopt.
her instead of Grover Cleveland ?"” she added,
with a little tremulous laugh.

Miss Jane'’s face brightened in quick re.
sporse, and she drew a breath of quick relief
as tize vision of that rough, saucy, red-head
ed oy vanished—at least from the near fu-
tare.

*3'Il adopt ber and be glad to, Emmie,”
she answered, promptly.

It was easy tg pursuade the sorrowful
little woman to go home with them ; she ac-
cepied like a child this unexpected provision.

As soon as they were on the train the
shadows began to vanish from her eyes, and,
with every mile, the sorrowful lines on her
thin face seemed to grow fainter. When
they reached the village and she walked be-
twean the sisters through the pretty, quiet
strest, in the golden glow of the sunset shin.
ing through the maples, a look of radiant
delight crept into her eyes.

““Jt seems almost too good to be true!”
she cried, turning first to Miss Emmie and
then to Miss

Miss Jane | at her with eyes full of
deep content ; Miss Emmie gave s loving
equeeze to the hand she had held all the way.

When, that evening, Mrs. Blake raa
scross to see the *“ orphan ” that the “Gates
girls ” had adopted, Miss Emmie whispered
softly in her ear, as they looked toward the
gentle figure knitting contentedly before the
fireplace, * We've adopted a mother instead
of » child, Mrs. Blake, and she’s such a

Small Pox and Its Symptoms.

+~The following from & popular medical
authority, as to what is small-pox and what
are its symptoms, is of interest :

Small-pox is an acute infections disease,
characterized by a peculiar eruption which
is general all over the body, and by a marked
febrile movement. The specific organism is
unknown. Before the discovery of vaccina
tion the mortality was much greater than at
precent. Predisposition is universal, but is
divvinished by vaccination.’ The mode of
transmission is uncertain. The poison ap-
parently exists in the blood, in the contents
of the eruption, in the scabs, in the excre-
tions, and the exhalations. The stage of in-
cubistion lasts from ten to fourteen days;
prodromal symptoms are slight or absent.
It i» ushered in suddenly with a rigor, fever
headache, intense -\Wthe back, and the
temperature rises capiu.y, “iten reaching
104" F. The constitutional symptoms &
generally severe ; there may be dry tongue,
stupor, or delirium, quick pulse, vomiling
sometimes of a projectile character, ete. On

cannot see a few

80 many rocks that

noise. When s patrol

is all ap with them, bat
ing would alsrm the cam|
ject. Bat the feeling is not
able. You stamble along, e
trying to keep your men

by the Boers after the
nothing has been touched
you regain your liaht

stone for a pillow, and |
takes to tell it you are

go to s place where I wou ;
lar what I ate. T've strack
last. Yesterday

had sour bread and tes :
soup,but the captain m

some stale rice and dried
we made & sort of st
bat it filled you up. i
‘We are miles from water,
we don’t wash. We never
clothes except to shake them oat or t
them. I am not sorry I&-..M ifas

comforts to be met with.' ;
into condition by shutting M’H up for
a week with a box of soda biscaits and »
few quarts of dishwater. Pepper blown
through the rooni would produce the effects
of a dust storm. There would also have to
be a refrigerator next door where they should
goend the nights, This process would give
a man a few ideas about campaigning in
South Africa. *

'qun wolnn so much to do that j

’ ime to thio %t disco

the second or third day after invasion the|
initial eruption appears, which is neither a |,

diffinse or mascular erythema or a hemor-
rhage eruption upon the kypogastrium and
inper surface of the thighs. This lasts for
three days ; then the temperature generally
falis and the characteristic eruption appears,
It begins on the face and scalp, afterwards
extending to the trunk and arms, and lastly
thé legs. This regular eruption is papular
in form feeling like small shot under the
skin, and on the second day after the ap-
petrance of the papules a vesicle forms upon
their points. The vesicle grows larger, and
by the sixth day becomes umbilicated, this
begomes pustular on the eighth or ninth day.
Or its top the pustle presents a slight de:
prission surrounded by a red border. With
the eruption on the skin analogous signs de:
velop along the mucous tract, but the erup:
ticn upon the mucous membranes rapidly

on an ulcerative form. With the
appearance of the eruption all constitutional
symptoms abate somewhat, but with the ap
pearance of suppuration the fever again ri es
and delirium often develops. On the twelftb
to the thirteenth day the pustules dry up,
yeilow scabs form, the swelling of the*skin
subsides, and the local skin exhales a char:
acieristic odor, and constitutional symptoms
gradually disappear and convalescence be-
gins. Where the skin has been destroyed
characteristic scars are left. In very mild
cases the symptoms are very obecure; in

other classes of cases these suppurative

prpules may be so near together as to gin

tk» akin the appearance dnnnhuu ares .

of suppuration (confluent form.) Occasion-

aly the papules are hemorrhagic, with
sl nndu\hllli.lkhlld
mombranes (biack o x.) A few
d-velop M :
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