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NEW WALL PAPERS

[ have an immense stock of 1609 Wall,l&ag@f&d&regiwﬁom
the factory including the very latest patterns. §ainples
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shown anywhere in the county. 3 o
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’,
[ have also some 1908 Wall Papers left over that I will
close out at greatl bargains for cash, buttcr or eJax. It will
pay you to get my prices, Y- £
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F B. BISHOP Lwexew|

Milk Chocolate Stick, Medallions, Cro-
quettes, Cream Bars etc. are truly delicious.

For sale by all dealers from Coast to Coast.

THE COWAN CO. LIMITED, TORONTO.

A Fine Line of Goods

Is comprised in our new Spring
Stocz. Make your selection early be-

fore the rush begins. Already w2 are
taking on extra help to fill our orders.

L M. OTTERSON

FISH FOR FAST DAYS
MEAT FOR EVERY DAS

Choice Meats, Fresh and Pickled Fish,
Hams and Bacon, Sausages of. our. own |,
make, - -2 -

e L
- ..

GRANVILLE ST.
PHONE §7

MOSES & YOUNG,

CANNED GOODS

Corned Beef, Roast Beef, Lunch
Meats Beef, Chipped Bzef, Tongue, Potted
Ham, Chicken, Turkey, Veal Loaf.
Fish
Fruit

Salmon, Lobster, Clams, Scaliops,
Kippered Herring, Finnan Haddies,
Vege=-

Smelts, Sardines, Halibut§ztc.
EZ KEEP THIS LIST FOR REFERENCE

C. L. PIGGOTT, Queen St.

Peaches, Pears, Plums, Pine-apples,
Strawberries, Raspberries, Cherries,
Blueberries, etc.

tring Beans,
Pumpkin,

Corn, Peas, Tomatoes, S
Baked Bezans, Squash,
etC. BiL,

S . - & & &

We have just opened up our Spring
shipment of

PLOWS.

Among these we are showing both
walking and sulky plows of several
varieties which for quality and work-
manship are unsurpassed.

We invite inspection.

Bridgetown Foundry Co., Ltd.

.

EF ‘When answering advertisements please mention this paper

the Hearts and Touch the Sympathies
)
of the Hospital Worker \,

J

Here is one of the most dramatic
episodes. that has ever come into
my experience. My patient was a man
of about forty or forty-five, bie
handsome, sweet-tempered, highly
strung, intelligent and very likable.
There was no hope for him, hé bad
a cancercus growth, but though he
was suffering intensely, he bore it all
with wonderful patienoce, rnre'iy mur-
muring, never complaining,

After I had watched with him
however, for a short time, I came to
the conclusion that scme intense
mental suffering was the probable ex-
planation of his fortitude, that it
made him almost unconscicus of phy-
sical pain. His mind seemed to be
constantly dwelling on very dreadful.
all absorbing thocughts.

These thoughts, whatever they were
gave him nc rest. He would battle
with them until he was aquite ex-
hausted and then he would beg us for
drugs. This was the only time he
ever complained. “I'm so tired, so
tired,’” he would say. ‘‘Flease make
me sleep.”” But even in his sleep the
strugele evidently still went on. oft-
én he would moan pitifully, and
sometimes cry aloud.

One day he was unusually weak -nd
nervous and the black thourhts
would not be downed. He began bv
mumblinz and mutterinz. and then
bhe shrieked out: ‘““Did he live, did he
live? Oh, God, let me know., let me
but be sure. I canmmot die until 1
Kknow,” broke from him. And then his
voice grew weaker and he sobbed’ ‘‘I1
did not know, I did not know. Ch
God, is that an excuse? I did not
know.'’

Of course, we managed to quiet
him, but I was more than ever sure
now that mv surmise was correct,
bottom of the trouble, and, if vpossi-
and I decided vhat I would »et to the
ble, find the means of satisfying him.
It has always seemed to me that in
this troubled world it is due every
man at least to die in peace. And so
with the interest and svmpathv I
had always manifested. it'#ook onlv
a few well directed questiohs to
bring forth his story.

As a young man, some twenty or
twenty-five years before, he had
studied medicine. He tock his degree,
hung out his sign, and his very first
call was from the apartment above
his office, where the little son of the
family
during the might.
the child, he pronounced
brenchitis, ordered hot apvlications,
and told the parents to keep the
room very warm. But the next day
the child was worse, and he con-
tinued to fail very rapidly.

Whether from inexverlence. or care-
lessness, or the arrogant infallibility
of youth, the yvoung doctor did not
even seem to consider the probability
of a wrong diagnosis, but continued
with the same treatment. The little
boy was an only child, and the par-
ents were almost frantic with fear.
Finally thev decided to consult an-

1

‘he said:

m '
other physician and called in a well-
known child’s -wngg{’ The new
physician hardly 16oKed at tbe child
when he pronounced the disease to be
diphtheria. Then. noting the closed
windows ' and hot packs, he said:
‘“What did you here, pa horse
doctor?”” He wotked over the child
for an hour or more. entirely revers-
ing the treatmes i confessed
to little cr cess.
make me
: SR g humilia-
tion as be slipped sut of the room.
He said that he had never been able
to understand w not recog-
nize the disease, t is always im-
possible to mistake diphtheria. At
first he was alive only to the profes-
sional stigma, but mduallv the pos-
sible consequences of his mistake
overwhelmed him. He was horror
stricken. Perhaps he had killed the
child. He could not tell,. and he was
afraid to find out. And he had been
afraid to find out ever since.

The next day he left the city and
for two years he tframped the earth
trying to forget. When he returned
home the family had moved and he
made no inguiries about them. But
he never practised medicine again. He
decided that he was not fit to be in-
trusted with the fate of a human life.
He orened 2 drue store. but he nev-
er presumed on the knowledge cof his
lost profession and never allowed
himself to advise even icr the slight-
est ailment,

‘‘I only had one case. you know.”
‘“It was myv first and mv
last.”” He was silent for a moment
after finishing his story, and I con-
fess I was too choked with pity to
find anything to say. Then he turned
to me, his eyes big with hopelessness
and pleading. ‘Do you think he liv-
ed? Or, if he died,’”" and he shudder-
ed, ‘‘could his parents forgive me?
Tell me, tell me! I cannot face my
God with this siu upon my soul.”

Of course I tried 'to reassure him.
But he would p satisfled. ‘*Ah,
ao0; ,you arg on ¥ that to aui-
et me.”” And hd tame ] mcre excited.
“I must know the trath. T must
know or I cannot die. Oh, God. have
I not done penance enough? Let me
know; let me know! I am so tired, so
tired.”’

That afterncon when his brother
came I told what I had learned. Of

had been taken suddenly ill | course the brother knew all about it.
After examining ' and then I unfolded mv plan. He was
the case ! to make every eflort to locate this

family which had bad the sick child.

'and if possible to bring the father or

the child to see the patient. If it
was impossible to have one or the
other come in person, then he was to
bring in writing an affidavit either
of the redovery of the child. or in
case of its™death, of the narents’ for-
giveness, for I felt sure that after all
these years they could not reiuse to
grant it to the man when they heard
that he was dying and how he had
repened and suffered.

The brother willingly agreed to fol-

low my suggestion and to leave no
stone unturned in his eflorts to lo-
cate this family. It is needléss to 2o
into the details of his search, which
was successful. He found the father
and learned that not onlv @did the
child live, but that when he grew up
he himself took up the study cf med-
icine. The father and mother, more-
over, had really
about the whele incident. Neither the
man nor his son was able to come
to the hocspital, but the
brought to us a paper which plainly
stated that the boy had completely
recovered.

I feel that once I have had a veep
into Paradise, for I have seen a roul
reclaimed. I handed my patient this
letter, and as he read it a lcok of
truly heavenly joy and ccantentment
smoothed away all the trouble and
worry he had ever known. He 'opoked
up at me and just whispered., as ii
the news was too zood to say aloud
‘“It’'s all right. The boy's alive,
They've forgiven me. Surely 1wy
Lord will not be less kind. 1 think 1
ghall rest now.”” Then he gave
guch a happy smile and closed his
eyes to sleep. He did not wake azain
but the smile remained.

us

Peggy, too, has told me of a Vvery
melodramatic life story of one of her
patients though it was of an entirely
different nature. This patient had -t-
tracted Pezgy's attention because
ment. She had been brought into the
she was so peroeptibly out of her ele
free ward with brain fever, but ic
her appearance, manners and speecl
¢he evinced such a really unusual de-
gree of culture and intelligence that
Peggy was curious to know what had
brought her here.

This ‘‘curiosity’’ about the lives of
our patients which both Pegev and I
confess to is not mere idle, inexcus-
able prying. We refuse to regard our
patients s ‘‘cases’’ and have always
considered each as zn Individual per-
sonality. To this theorv we both be-
lieve we owe whatever
we may have had in our profeszion.

Often the ‘‘story’’ behind the ‘case’
has given us the key to the proper
treatment of the patient. And I know
we can sincerely say that after—well
many years practice—we are still in
terested in our work. How muuv
nurses can lay claim to that? At anv
rate Peggzy listened sympathetically
to the bits of personal history
woman told her during her luecid nu
ments, and, supplemented by hints
to piece together this story:
gleaned from her delirium, was able

The woman was born in Ruscia .ni
had evidently been highly educated
for she spoke three or four languazes
fluently. When she was about eight-
her familv lost their
money, she was forced to earn her
living and had become governess in
a noble family. A marriage de c-n
venience she soon learmed Lad not
brought about a very happy family
life. The mother apparently cared lit-
tle for anything except society. not
even for her children. The father was
absorbed in political aflairs. but he.
at least, seemed to have some sense
of duty and visited his children every
day.

On one visit to the nursery he non-
ticed the children's governess and
she found favor in his eyes. The girl
was young, beautiful, highly strung.
with warm red blood in her veins.
and was wearing away her life as a
children’s governess. The man was

eéen years old

For Sale at this Office

Acme Press, bed 33 x 42, 8 column folio, with
chases, roller corés, et¢. This isa snap for a small
newspaper office, or for poster work. Will be sold very
low to make room. Apply at once. |

M. K. PIPER
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1 Josh Blmn’ﬂ, the quaint
| hiloseoher whose max-
ms are full of homely
a good =et of brains.” Both
Celery King makes good
bowels. 25 cents, at deal- 2%

wisdomm, once said : “The
longer 1 live the more I
ersor by wmail. 8. C. Wells & Co., Toron.o.

believe agond set of bow-
els are worth more then

| young, handsome, proud, wealthy
i and heart hungry. Love entered into
their hearts; they weicomed it aul
were glad. _

The girl gave up her position &s
and for a time was very
i happy. Every wish she had was grati
fied. Every comfort that mcney could
buy or love could invent was hers.
His position and his religion forbada
divorce, but it was understood that
if anything should ever happen to his
wife she would be united to him hy
| the laws of church and state. His
wife died. But this was after they
had known each other for a full lve

vears. And so while she was joyousiv
and eagerly looking forward to
early marriage with him  his visits
rarer and rarer, his messages

and one day she received a
from him in which he an-
nounced that ‘‘For reasons of state
he was forced to marrvy again, e
countess high in favor at court.”

He said that he thought it only
right 10 let her know before the be-
trothal - was made public, that he
would always regard her as zood
friend, but he considered it best
them not to see each other again
though retain k2r house
and all her possessions and was to
receive a stated amount of monev
every mcnth for the remainder of her
life, in memory of the many happy
days they had spent together.

The verv next day she leit the
house. Twice in the months that fol]-
lowed she tried to take her life, for
living was only g dreadful nightmare
to her now. But both times she had
been disccvered too soon. , After
time she thought to forget hor scr-
row in hard work, for she was re-
out his desires to

governess

gZrew
colder,
letter

a
for

to

she was

a

solved to follow
the letter and never see him again.
Then gradually the convictica came
tc her that this former life, which
she had sincerely believed was justi-
fied by the unreasonable social con-
ditions which aloze fortade its pub-
lic announcement, and by tae
strength and purity ci her love was.
on the contrary. altogether wrong.
had been unlawful, sinful and inex-
cusable. She was convinced that her
grievous punishment was ozly a ust
retribution, and so she decided to do
what penance she could. 8She moved
to another part of Ruszsia. joined a
secret order which did charity wcerk
among the peasants and accomplish-
ed some good. She thoueht she had
forgotten het old lifa or that at least
she was safe from any reminder of it.
But it is almost impossible to be
lest in police-fretted Russia.

So cne day a letter from him was
delivered to her.
had found it was she whom he had
always loved and that he could not
live withcut her. He begged her for-
giveness and wanted to bring back
the old days again. She did not an-
swer the letter. But she knew that
the old love in her heart had only

béen sleeping, and for fear her good |

resoluticns might not be strong
enough, that her conscience might
not be able to hold out agaiost her
love for him if once she chanced to
see him, she ran away.

Peggy could mever gain very ciear
details of her jcurney here to A.reri
ca, but it must have been one long
series of privations and fearful ob

stacles. When she arrived in New

York she sought for work unsuccess- |

fully. Then, hearing of a possible
position
she set out for it. I suppose this was
the last straw. She reached the hecs-
| pital and Peggy, and she never seeni-
'ed to want to go any farther.

Peggy says she is glad

| very thoroughly, the humor and the
| pathos, and if she had lived therz
| would have been cnly blank pages
| for her to turn over and cver all her
; days. And in the book of life it is
‘not good to have blank pages.

i Now, as long as I am doling out
' plots for embryonic authors, here is
.as pretty and complete 2 1omance as
‘ever was done into print. One of my
;young friends, who has recently
graduated, told me this story:
She was nursing a yocung girl with
| typhoid, a private patient. The girl
.; was full of life and high spirits, and
{ during her convalescence chafed at

al)

He wrote that he!

in a certain Western ¢ ty, |

the girlj
died. She had read the book of lifa;

couraged by Grace's tolerance, began
to whistle boldly, ther high trebla
bubbling blithely fcrth. The tune sha
chose was ‘‘Love Me and the World
is Mine.”” Suddenly she stopped.
Through the walls came an answer
i ing whistle, full, clear, and
the tune it carried was ‘‘I Love You,
I Adore You,”
| The little

basso,
from the ‘‘Serenade.’’
; ladv’s eyes with
; mischief. ‘‘“Teasing, Teasing., I Was
5()nly Teasing You.,”” came from her
| lips. ‘‘Arrah, Go Way, and
| Your Teasing,”” was the whistlad
sponse.
getting e firmlv
put a stop to the concert, but not
before she had a chance to bring out
1 “I’'m Tired, So Very Tired,”” apnd re
the reply, “Rip Van Winkla
| Was a Lucky Man.’
| Then the
Grace had promised
about this unknown,
eth
just before ‘‘lights out’’ they
“softlv through the walls “‘Goodnight
| Ladies.”” And she managed
| her eyes and her mouth oven
i{nr)ugh to answer ‘‘Geodnight. Swee’
Dreams: God Bless Thee Everywhere.’
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Next morninz the ‘‘Reveille
nounced His Lordship’s
and, my lady being evidently
st ““‘Hark, Hark! The Lark!’’
His nature refussd to accept
thing
morning,
days, he gave her
in Gladness.’’ But the spell
upon her, and ‘‘I Dreamed I Dwelt in
Marble Halls,”” from ‘‘The Bohemian
Girl,”’ her next contribution to
this musical ‘“‘Dream-
Dreaming,

was 0is

awakeni
ipspired
irted,
anvy-
so classic 0 early. in tha
and, gcing back to school
‘““We Meet Again

el Ll ree
was stiil

was
coaversation.
ing, Talking in Your

Sleep,”’ came his prosaic shot

So they kept it up off and ¢
day. He while ha

whistled f
Summer.”” And her thanks
pertinently worded, ‘‘You

Some of the People all of the Time.”

But she sent him a book, and he was
gracious enough to whistle, “Every

Little Bit Added to What You Got
Makes a Little Bit More.”” One

he started, ‘‘You’s the Only Girl
the World for Me,”’ and she

quick enough to catch the spirit, and
back went ‘‘Just Because It's You.”

‘““When We Are Married’’ broke from

him, and she went him one better
again with ‘‘Honeymooning.”’

For a week this hospital antiphony
 kept up, opera, grand and comic,
popular songs, symphonies, ballads,
every kind of music being called up-
| on to contribute its share. Then one
| day their respective nurses announced
that they would be able Ao go out
on the porch. Each one asked wheth-
er the other was going, too. By this
! time the nurses had become interest-
ed, and so they managed to put the

two chairs side by side, and, by in-
troducing the whistlers, assist them

to a mere normal mode of conversa-
tion. As they met I understood that
their lips involuntarily puckered.

Now, I wonder if it was really from
the whistling habit or in anticipation
‘of—well_ scmething else that lips are
' made for.

At any rate, these two
were together whenever possible. It
was curious, Grace tells ‘me, how
| eager they both were to get out oa
| the porch, and how loath to come in.
| The nurses saw how the wind was
| blowing, and I believe they gzave it
| an extra puff themselves. The man
and the girl left the hospital on the
same day. About four months later
their respective nurses received cards
announcing the enzagement, asnd they
celebrated
{ Cupids.

n all

her flowers,

@' Tis Last Rose C

sent
the
were 1m-
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patients

their roles

We have had melodrama and ro-
mance, and ncw would you has
. bit of simple tragedy? A youn
| with spinal meningitis was -once put
under my care. seventecn
| years old, not seventeen vears youne.
Tmind you, for she had never known
| anything but responsibilities. Her
! mother was weak and helpless ani
prolific. Her father was ignorant.
‘,shiftless and lazy. She was the old-
est of six living children, and had al-
ways had to lcok after the nouse
 and take care of the family. Now she
was its chief support. Since she was
twelve years old she had worked in a
necktie factory. slaving all day. and
sometimes getting piece work to do
(continued on page 6, 4th column.)
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g girl

a

She was

;the necessary confinement and inac-
f-tivity. Grace says that if she had
not been so pretty and dear and lov-

it would have been impossible

to bear her impatience and constant-
ly impending explcsions.

One day the girl started in to hum
softly to herself, and I suppose en-




