Professional Caids.

J. M. OWEN,

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
fiice in Annapolis, oppesite Garriccy Gate
~WILL BE AT HIS—
OFFICOE IN MIDDLHTON,
(Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
Ervery Thursday.

Oonsuiar Agent of the United States,

_T -

eehly

Fanitar,

SAT.US POPULI SUPREMA LEX EST.

Agent Nova Scotia Building Society
— AGEND FOR—

Reliable Firo and Life Ins. Co.’s.

2@ Money to loan at five per cent on Real
KEstate security.

0, S, MILLER,
BARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, etc.
RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

Promps and sacisfactory attention given
to the collection of claims, and all other
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIO.

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

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

DENTISTRY!
S o i

Office next door to Union Bank.
Hours: 9 to 5,

DENTISTRY.
DR. V. D. SCHAFFNER,

Graduate of University Maryland,
'Will be in his office at Lawrencetown;, the third
and fourth weeks of each month, beginning
February 1st, 1500,

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

FRED W. HARRIS,

Barrister, - - Solicitor,
Notary Public, etc.
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D. D. 5.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Graaville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred 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,

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.

UNION BANK OF HALIPAX,

Incorporated 1856,
Capital Authorized, - $1,500,000

Capital Paid-up, - 900,000
Rest, - - = = 505,000

25 of

DIRECTORS:

‘WM. ROBERTSON, Wx. ROCHE,
President. Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR. J. H. SYMONS.
Ggo. MircHELL, M.P.P. E. G. SMITH.
A. E. JONES.

Head Office, Halifax, N. 8.

E. L. THORNE, General Manager
€. N. 8. STRICKLAND, Inspector.

Collections solicited.
"HIII- of Exchange bought and sold.
Highest rate allowed for money om
special deposit.

Savings Bank Department.
Interest at the rate of 3 1-2 per ceant,

AGENCIES.—

Annapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnaud, manager.

Barrington Passage—C. Robertson,

Bridgetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
manager. -

Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-
sage.
%)artmouth, N. 8.—I. W. Allen, acting
manager.

Digby, N. 8.—J. E. Allen, Manager.

Glace Bay, N. 8,—J. W. Ryan, manager.

Granville Ferry, N. S.—E. D. Arnpaud,
acting manager.

Kentville, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.

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

Liverpool, N.S.—E. R. Mulhall, manager.

New Glasgow, N. S8.—R. C. Wright,
manager. :

North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager.

Sh‘gbtouke, N. 8.—F. 0. Robertson,
manager. :

Sc.gPeler’n, C. B.—C. A. Gray, actirg
manager. :

Sydney, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

Sydney Mines, C.B.—C. W, Frazee, acting

manager.

Woliville, N. S.—J. D. Leavitt, manager.
CORRESPONDENTS.—

London and Westminster Bank, London,
England; Bank of Toronto and Branches
Upper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
St. John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
merce, New York; Merchants’ National
Bank, Boston.

A. BENSON
UNDERTAKER

and Funeral Director.

Caskets of all grades, and a full line of
faneral furnishings constantly on hand.

 Cabinet Work also attended fo.

Warerooms at J. H. HICKS &
SON’S factory. 39y

WANTED

rass Andirons, Candlesticks,
g:&:ﬂbars; old Mahogany Furniture. :
Postage Stamps used before 1870 —worth‘mnac
on the envalo?eﬁ; old blue Dishes and China.
Gran-ifather clocks. Good prices paid.

Trays and
Also old

NOTARY PUBLIO, Eto.

(RANDOLPHS BLOCE.)

Hoad of Queen St., Bridgetown

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

i FREE!

CHAIRED

: RINGS

* ~ar -y
RELIEF.

Dr. Tarr Bros Mebpieixe Co.

at once obtained a bottle of Asthmalene.
November.

Dr. TArT Bros. MEepiciNe Co.

remedies, but they have all failed.
trial bottle. I found relief at once.
am ever grateful.
am now in the best of health and am doing
make such use of as yon see fir.

Home address: 235 Rivington St.

DO
co., 79

LENE
even in the worst cases.
when all else fails.

[ very #oon noticed a radical improvement.
has disappeared and she is entirely free from all symptoms. ) :
recommend the medicine to all who are afflicted with this distressing disease.
Yours respectfuily,

GENTLEMEN,—I was troubled with Asthama for 22 years. ¢
I ran across your advertisement and started with .a

T have since purchased your full sized bottle, and [
1 bave family of four children, and for six years was unable to work. I

SOLD BY Al

Asthmalene Brings Instant Relief and Permanent
Cure in All Cases.

SENT ABSOLUTELY FREE ON RECEIPT OF POSTAL.

WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY,

There is nothing like ASTHMA-
It brings instant relief,
It cures

The Rev. C. F. WELLS, of Vilia Ridge, Iil

says: ‘‘ Your trial bottle of Asthmalene receive(i
in good condition.
thankful I feel for the good derived from it. I
was a slave, chained with putrid sore throat and
Asthma for ten years. I despaired of ever being
cured.
of this dreadful and tormenting disease, Asth-
.me, and thought you had overspoken yourselves,
but resolved to give it a trial.
ment the trial acted like a charm.
full size bottle.

I cannot tell you how

I saw your advertisement for the cure

To my astonich-
Send me a

»

Rev. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER,
Rabbi of the Cong. Buai Israel,

New York, Jan. 3:d, 1901.

Dr. Tarr Bros'. Mepicize Co,

GENTLEMEN,— Your Asthmalene is an excel-

lent remedy for 'Asthma and Hay Fever, and its
composition alleviates all troubles which com-
bine with Asthma.
and wonderful,

Its success is astonishing

After having it carefully analyzed, we can

staté that ASTHMALENE containe no opiam, morpkine, chloroform or ether.

Very truly yours,
REV. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.

Avox SpriNGgs, N. Y., Feb. 1, 1901.

GENTLEMEN,~[ write this testimonial from a eense of duty, having tested the wonder-
ful effect of your ASTHMALENE for the cure of Asthma.
with spasmodic asthma for the past 12 years. ) 1
many others, I chanced to sec your sign upon‘your windows on 130 h street, New York, I
My wife commenced taking it about the first of

My wife has been efilicted
Having exhausted my own skill as well as

After using one bottle her Asthma
I feel that I can consistently

0. D. PHELPS, M D.
o

Feb. 5, 1901.
I have tried numerous

This testimony you can
8. RAPHAEL,
67 East 129 h St., New York City.

bueiness every day.

Trial bottic sent absolutely fr”e;;n receipt of postal

NOT DELAY. Write at once, addressing DR. TAFT BROS." MEDICINE
éﬂ. 130ch St., New York Ciry.

DRUGGISTS.

forget that

Job Work.
neatly and

" YOII HI’Q ® %82
A Business Man =

You will soon need a new stock
of Commercial Stationery or some
special order from the Printer.
In the hour of your need don’t

the

(Ueckly Monitor
Job Departinent « «

is fully equipped for all kinds of

Work done promptly,
tastefully. Nothing

but good stock is used.

*: =

° *

Billbeavs,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,

Visiting Cards,

or any Special Order
that may be required.

W PRINT

Aetterbeads,
ademoranda,

Post Cards,
Posters,
Books,
Business Cards,

(Ueckly Monitor,

We make a specialty of Church Work,
Legal Forms, Appeal Cases, etc.

Bridgetown, . S.

® SCoOoTOoTOTOoTTTTS

W. A. KAIN,
116 Germain Street,
St. JorN. N. R.

; TRY
BLACK CROW.

No Dast.
Easily applied.
Quick Shine

NOTICHE

LL persons having legal demands against
th estate of F. %VILLXAM BISHOP, late

of Clarence, deceased, are hereby required to

render the same, duly attested, within six
months from date, ar d all persons indebted to

the said estate are hereby requested to make

immediate payment 1o
ANNIE LAUILA BISHOP,

Ask your Grocer.

. dministratriz.
Clarence, Sept. 24th, 1901, 3m

OYSTER and LUNCH COUNTER

OYSTER STEWS AND LUNCHES
SERVED AT ALL HOURS,

Oysters sold by the peck or half peck, or on
half shell.
BREAD, CAKES and BISCUIT fresh from
first-class ila.kcry always on hand.
T. J. EAGLESON,
QUEEN ST., BRIDGETOWN

86 tf

Zoeiry,

The Two Highwaymen.

I long have had a quarrel set with
Time,

Because he robbed me.
of life

Was wrestled from me after bitter
strife;

I never yet could see the sun go down

But I was angry in my heart, nor
hear

The lfaves fall in the wind without a
ear

Over the dying summer. I have known

No truce with Time nor Time's ac-
complice—Death.

Every day

The fair world is the witness of a
crime

Repeated every hour.
breath

Are sweet to all who live; and bit-
terly

The voices of these robbers of the
heath

Sound in every ear and ¢hill the
passer-by,

—What have we done to thee, thou
monstrous Time?

What have we done to Death that we
must die?

Wilfred Seawen Blunt.

Stk

For life and

Fiterature,

*The Hisson of Ki

My poverty,

sents

but not my will con-
—Shakespere.
I had a nestful once ol my own,

Ah, happy, happy I!

Right dearly I loved them, but when
they were grown,

They spread out their wings to

fiy! —Jean Ingelow.

It was the Tuesday before Thanks-
giving Day.

‘“"Tis goin’ out ye are, Kitty 7"

There was nothing in the weak old
voice to make Kitty start as she did.
She hesitated in her task of pinning
her rusty shawl around her thin
shoulders.

“I was that same,” she admitted
cheerfully. ‘’Tis a beautiful day en-
tirely. The—the walk 'ud do me
good,” she supplemented hastily.

“Faith, no doubt of that. Ye've
been kep’ in- the house pretty clost
with that long pneumony of mine.
Will ye be gone long, alanna?”

There was apprehension in the look
Mrs. Malone bent on the white head
stooping towards the little sheet-
iron stove. When she spoke it was
in a manner at once airy and reas-
suring. ‘‘Sure ’tis quite a step to
market, Dennis. I think I'll be goin’
to the farthest wan. They do be
havin’ things more raisonable-like.
It,” she paused, the thought of a sin
to be confessed at her Christmas
‘“‘duty’” flashing across her mind,
“it’s—our Thanksgivin’ dinner I'm
goin’ to get!” she concluded.

“I wouldn’t be afther buyin’ any-
thin’ exthravagant, Kitty,” counseled
Dennis Malone. He sat huddled for-
ward in the pitiful inertia of age and
physical lassitude. ‘‘The docther an’
medicines must have took a heap of
our savin's. I wouldn't buy what
might be called luxuriant, so to
speak.”’

“I won't Dennis!" promised Kitty.
She was tying her plain little bonnet
on her sleek old head. “You can
thrust me for that!’ she added with
what seemed unnecessary fervor. ‘I
—I won't!”

She did not leave the room at once.
She stood behind him, trembling,
cowering, resolute, a queer agitation
convulsing her worn and wrinkled
countenance. She looked with blink-
ing eyes at the stooped form in the
rocker, then around the room — the
barest, poorest, shabbiest, cleanest
little room. The grime of a genera-
tion of objectionable tenants had
been scrubbed out of the rough boards
by Kitty’s energetic hands. These
same busy hands had polished the few
chairs and made shining the one small
window, ‘and kept immaculate the
furnishings of the bed in the corner,
and fashioned the bright patchwork
spread thereon, and prepared the lit-
tle luncheon — plain and meager
enough for a convalescent—which was
set forth on a little table drawn be-
side the old man’s chair.

“It may happen,” she declared,
speaking hurriedly, as though the
possibility had just occurred to her,
‘““that I mayn’'t be back for a—for a
rale good bit, Dennis. ’'Tis thinkin’
I am goin’ over to see Nora, if
‘twould be safe to lave you that
long.”  Then, as she felt his eyes
turn slowly in her direction with a
sort of questioning surprise, “I—I'm
afther hearin’ Mary Ellen ain't as
well as she might be, an’—"

‘‘“Ma—Mary Ellen!"”’ His tone was
vibrant with anxiety. ‘Is Mary
Ellen sick?”

“Not to mention,”” Mrs. Malone
hastened to assert. She was wishing
she had not chosen his favorite grand-
child to afflict. “Only a little—a
weeny bit quare like.”” She picked
up a basket near, and edged towards
the door. There she paused, gripping
the basket until her knuckles showed
white, a slow distressed flush stain-
ing the pale saffron of her cheek. “So
—you won't mind if I don’t get home
for a couple of hours—eh, Dennis?'"’
She broke off. She was swallowing
hard. Dennis looked up—met full the
eager, penetrating intensity of her
gaze. He forced a valiant smile to
his bloodless lips. His eyes narrowed
into ‘an expression of quizzical len-
iency. - The unfailing courage of his
race rang in the kind old voice.

“'Tis fine I'll be goin’ on, plaze

God. Do be steppin’ along now, Kitty
woman! Don't be alther givin’' me
airy a thought. Sure, the strength
is comin’ back in me to bate any-
thin’ ye ever dreamed of. An’ what
with this illigant lunch—the bit o’
bacon, an’ the cheese, an’ the crack-
ers—not to talk of*the tay on the
stove ferninst me—why it’s good
enough for the President, Kitty.
With the ould blanket on me should-
thers, an’ all an’ all, it’s like I'll
dthrop asleep after I've said my de-
cade. I won't be lookin’ for ye till
'tis past noon. Now don't stand
thriflin’ woman, dear. Gwan! But,”
his piping voice followed her out of
the door, “‘I wouldn't be gettin’ a—a
luxuriant dinner, so to spake, Kitty!’

Mrs. Malone, skurrying along one of
the poor streets that lie south of Van
Buygen and east of Blue Island Ave.,
almost fell over the tattered figure
of a boy who seemed to have sprung
from the ground at her very feet.

‘‘Wisha, where are ye hurryin’ to,
Mrs. Malone? Is if worse himself is?’

‘““No—no, Patsy Hefferman. ’'Tis—
'tis goin’ to my juty I am—"

““An’ lavin’ the church behind ye!”
he cried incredulously. ‘‘Father
Flynn ain’t a-hearin’ on the river,
I'm thinkin’ !’ Patsy was a merci-
less inquisitor. Mrs. Malone with-
ered under his frank doubt of her
veracity.

‘“Patsy,” she entreated, ‘‘you run
to the house—do now! I wouldn't
inconvayniance ye, but it's ye's the
most accomadatin’ bye in the parish.
It ye'd but be waitin’ around kind of
disthracted like to see if himself
wants anythin’ afore I get back—''

Patsy’s freckled hatchet face looked
out from its furze-bush of straight,
bleached hair with suddenly awaken-
ed interest. ‘‘What'll ye give me if
I do?” he demanded.

“Glory be!" ejaculated Mrs. Ma~
lone. She stood staring helplessly at
the shabby young Celtic Shylock,
who, with his overgrown frame bent
forward, his feet in the broken boots
turned toes inward, his hands thrust
in his pockets, and his ragged arms
akimbo, awaited her answer with
ravenous expectancy. ‘‘Why—Patsy
bye—'' She was fumbling at the
waist of her gown. Suddenly she de-
sisted. If she had money at the bank
—or anywhere else, for the matter of
that—would she be bent on her pres-
ent mission? Would she be tramping
these many weary blocks? ‘‘Glory
be!’’ she said again.

There really was nothing more to
say. Patsy’s rapacious expression
became emerged in a frown. ‘‘Mebbe
it’s goin’ to the the-ayter ye are.
Hope ye won't be late.”” He cast a
sharp glance at the basket. Invol-
untarily Mrs. Malone jerked it behind
her back, but it was too big to es-
cape notice. ‘I won't kape ye any
longer romancin’, ‘ma’'m!”  With
which Parthian shot young Mr. Hef-
ferman took himsell away.

Trembling, little Mrs. Malone look-
ed after him. ‘Musha now, the gos-
soon hasn’t got the heart of a her-
rin’! An’ the way he looked at the
basket. Wethen now, I wondther did
he suspicion anythin’?’’ She bent her
spare little body against the rancor-
ous east wind and hastened on.
“Sure, it I cud make up my mind to
g0 to Thomas—but he hasn’t only all
his own to kape, but his wife’s old
aunt as well. Then there’s Nora.
But she don’t know the last cent’s
gone, an’ it would scald the heart of
her to think of us nadin’—she’s that
tindther, the crathur! Malachi—he’d
be free with his money—if he had
enny. But 'twas never a dime he cud
hould in his pocket no matther how
much he airnt. An’+Daylia, that’s
cook on the north side—"’ She walk-
ed less rapidly. Her head drooped
meditatively. Was it possible she
might let Delia know of their straits.
Was it in her direction lay relief—
reprieve? But as suddenly as it had
come the gleam in the faded eyes
flickered out. Delia had been saving
to buy an aotomobile-coat and a
feather boa. Delia had always been
stylish. And it was grand Delia
looked, to be sure, when she was
dressed up. No, it would never do to
appeal to Delia. If only Rody were
at home! Rody, the gay, loving,
hard-working, young fellow, who
would never let her or his father sui-
fer! But he had gone off to the
Philippines this many a month back.
Was he alive or dead? Sure 'twas a
sad world it was! ‘‘Arrah, ’'tis
nothin’ of the sort!’’ she told herself
with sudden energy. ‘‘Isn’t it a-
shamed of yerself ye are to be para-
in’ along like a hin on a rainy day—
now runnin’ a bit an’ then sthoppin’
entirely. Go on wid ye!” she ad-
jured herself sternly. ‘“‘Go—'" She
stopked short as a massive form
loomed up before her— as a broad,
roseate countenmance beamed down
upon her.

‘‘Mrs. — Mrs. Comisky!” she mur-
mured. She had long known Mrs.
Comisky for “a dacint woman.”
They both belonged to the Married
Ladies’ Sodality. They had been
neighbors when the Malones lived in
a brick house. Their children had
gone to the same parochial school.

“ 'Tis me,” corroborated Mrs. Co-
misky. She wore a cloth skirt and
a coat of electric seal plush. From
a fur. collarette a cataract of bushy
heads and tails dangled over her
capacious bosom. On her hat a long
beaked green bird perched in a grove
of aspiring, if rigid, ostrich feathers.
The vigorous hand she extended to
Mrs. Malone was gorgeously draped

in a glove of purple kid. *’'Tis a
month o' Sundays since I set eyes on
you,”” she went on. ‘I heard Dennis
was took rale bad some weeks back.
Better, is he? That's good. You're
not lookin’ very well, yourself. I've
been down to visit my niece Maria.
"Tis twins—an’ the christenin’ is to
be fit for a Roosian. But where
might you be goin’, Mrs. Ma!?ne’!
You're not walkin' down tovutn?

She looked down on the miserable
little creature in the scant black
gown, the worn black shaw}, the i
sufficient bit of head covering. She
noticed the empty basket. She saw,
100, that the old face was ghastly—
that the thin lips were quite blue—
that the old eyes Wwere blinking fast.

«I—I was goin’ to—to do some
shopfin’!” faltered Kitty Malone.

Now Mrs. Comisky, for all her pon-
derosity and apparent obtuseness,
could see through a stone wall as
well as any one. This was n(?t the
first time she had known a neighbor
to slip timorously towards the city,
carrying an empty basket. But she
had not dreamed things had come t‘?
such a pass with the once ‘‘aisy
Malones. .

«An awful nuisance the shoppin
one must be doin’,”’ she remarked
carelessly. - She was looking 0\_"3r
Kitty’s head at some object which
interested her. ‘‘I spent every last
dollar Tim gave me except filty cents:
I'm goiu' to stop into his saloon bon
me way home. ’Tis lucky I met with
ye if 'tis only the half dollar I go?
left. This long time I've been sayfn
to Tim I must pay you for that hin.
"Tis on me conscience when I go to
confession the last Thursday of every
month.” Her hearty laugh sounded
pleasantly. *‘So here ’'tis—an’ wish-
in’ it was five dollars I owed you—I
do now!”’ Sl

“What—what hin?’’ whispered Kitty
Malone.

“QOch, hear the woman now!’’ Mrs.
Comisky was appealing to a striped
barber’s pole near by. ‘‘The black
wan to be sure! The wan you.let me
have to make broth for Leo when you
lived in the brick house. ’Tis like
you to be forgettin’ it!"”’ She thrust
the coin into Kitty’s cold little claws
of hands. “Take a car—do now!
You’ll find the shops most illegant.
Good afternoon to you, ma'm!”’
Then Mrs. Comisky’s gown was flop-
ping after her in a way she con-
sidered decidedly stylish, and Kitty
Malone was shaking her head over the
money in a dazed attempt to recall
the debt.

““Glory be to God! What hin? I
don’t mind lettin’ her have enny
black wan—no, nor a white wan! But
she never looked at the basket. Sure
now, I'll stop stewing meself about
it! ’'Twas the saints sent it— Glory
be—'' She broke off in sudden horror
the reverential rapture with which
she had accepted the miracle worked
in her behalf suddenly blotted out.
‘It were never the saints — never!
What 'ud they have to do with a wo-
man who told all the black lies I did
this day? Three to Dinny!’’ She
checked them off on her fingers. “Wan
to Patsy Heflerman— an’ wan to
Mrs. Comisky—oh, wirrasthrue! What
kind of a pinnance wor’t Father.
Flynn be afther layin’ on me! Five
decades maybe--wan for aich—or the
stations it might be! Me poor sowl!”’

Never loomed Bastille before a pris-
oner as frowned the grim gray wall
of the building wherein is located the
County Agent’s office before !the
shrinking gaze of Kitty Malone.
Never did feet more reluctant creep
up the dirty stone ste o the
dr many-angled room, with its

vashed walls based by a deep
band of slate-colored paint, its two
slate-colored benches, its pillars of
the same dismal hue. Never did
heart sink sodden in a woman’s
breast as sank her’s when in obedi-
ence to a motion from the policeman
on duty, to whom she had whispered
her street and number, she crept to
the foot of one of the waiting lines
of applicants. There were three of
these lines of depressed patient peo-
ple—men, women and children. Re-
stricting and dividing each line were
rails of the universal dingy shade
that emphasized the melancholy at-
mosphere of the place. A sign on the
window to the right caught her eye:

BURIALS.
DOCTOR CALLS.
No patients sent to Dunning
Thursday,

Dunning! She shuddered at the
word. Surely she and Dennis need
never go there! Something would
turn up! Rody might come home!
But if any one were to see her here
—now! What if the fact that she had
applied for relief were to get abroad
in the parish! What—a voice recalled
her. It was her turn at the window.

‘“‘Name?’’ asked the voice in a
strong foreign accent.

She found herself looking up at a
thin, middle-aged man, with pene-
trating eyes, a brownish mustache,
and an expression of keen intelligence.
Her name! She cast a terrified look
around. The applicants to the rear
were paying no attention to her. The
greater number carried yellow cards,
more or less crumbled and dirty. The
man behind ®he window spoke again.

“Catherine,”” she answered huskily
—*‘Catherine Malone.”’

‘“Ever received aid from the county
before?”’

“No—oh, no, sir!”’

“Got help from—'' He rattled oft
the names oi half a dozen philanthro-
pic and benevolent societies.

on

“Never, sir.”

Married—widow—single—deserted?’’

“‘Married this forty-nine year to
Dennis Malone, sir.”

‘‘How many children? Sex—mar-
ried—employed=-live at home?”’

‘“‘Seven—five livin’ here—two above,
sir. Three married, that has all they
can do to care for their own. Wan
workin’ to kape herself. Wan in the
Philippines, sir.”

Would the questions never cease?
A queer blackness came in fragmen-
tary clouds before her. She had
eaten no breakfast. There had been
only enough to leave for Dennis. In-
voluntarily she put out her hand—
clutched at the ledge to steady her-
sell. Suppose she were to be taken
sick there, and it was put in the
paper! It would kill Dennis. It
would break Nora's heart. Delia
could never hold up her head again!
She must keep her dreadful secret!
Still questions, questions! She an-
swered them as best she could. Her
age, her husband’s, their nationality,
the cause of their distress.

‘‘That’s all.” The man looked up
from his writing. “A visitor will
call to investigate. That’s all now.”

Then Kitty found herself outside
the wooden paling. A stream of peo-
Ple were surging across the room to
another window on the opposite side
—a window behind which barrels and
boxes, sacks and bundles, all contain-
ing necessaries of lite, rose in a
mighty pile straight up to the ceiling.
The portly policeman took pity on
her bewilderment.

“You’ll be around to-morrow,” he
assured her cheerfully. “Visitor will
get to your place to-day. He'll give
you a ticket. Come in to-morrow.”

She did not know how she got oat
on Clinton Street. She was bufiet-
ing her way back, her empty basket
dangling on her arm, and in her heart
deep disappointment—a bitter despair.
She did not know that, had she stat-
ed how immediate was their- necessity
for relief, she need not have waited
for help until after tke formal inves-
tigation. Now her only wild desire
was to get back before the visitor
arrived—to make sure Dennis would
not grasp the import of that humili-
ating visitation. Surely, surely folks
were prosperous this year! Surely
this was to be a grand Thanksgiving!
She could not remember ever having
dodged so many dangling turkeys be-
fore the doors of the butcher shops.
And what pumpkins—golden as the
sun sinking down a yellowish disk of
flame - behind her own Tipperary
mountains! And plump ducks, and
pink-fleshed loins of pork, and chick-
ens, and fruit, and all tempting
viands. The smell from the bakeries
turned her faint as she hastened on.
There was hot bread in this one—
there, that was ginger-bread! — and
cofiee—and tea. If there was but a
wee pinch of teg at home! She had
walked the whole way back—she was
near their poor dwelling beiore she re-
membered that tightly clenched in her
hand she held the fifty cents Mrs.
Comisky had given her for the black
hen of elusive memory.

“‘Glory be!” she cried, ‘‘an’ me to
be complainin’! Me that’s got a
han’ful o’ silver.”” But suddenly she
knit her brows craftily—walked more
slowly. It was with much delibera-
tion that she made some purchases.
Meat was one. She knew that except
to the families of old soldiers no
meat was furnished to the poor by
the county. She took with her onmly
two ounces of tea and a loal of
bread. She would come for the rest,
she said after dark. It would not do
to have forty cents’ worth of food in
the house when the man sent to in-
vestigate should call. The ten cents
would permit her to ride on the mor-
row. She gripped it hard as she
hastened out of the store, her pre-
cious package under her arm. She
almost brushed against a young wo-
man who was coming towards her.

“Mary Alice Ryan,” she cried, ‘‘an’
how is Larry?”

A pale and woe-begone face, framed
in'a black shawl which was held un-
der the chin by a bony hand, looked
down on her.

‘‘Bad, Mrs. Malone. He screams
dreadful with the pain. The doctor
says the kind of hip disease he has
can’t be cured. It’s hard—for a boy
that's been as strong as any in the
parish. If he had things to play with
like rich boys—"’ The mother’s voice
broks there.

“An’—an’ ain’t he?’’ The dime was
burning Kitty Malone’s palm.

‘‘Some empty spools—a tin can—
the cover of a picture book. Mhat's
all.”

It was just then that a whistle
rent the air—just then that a man
went by.

“Gimme a red wan!"” cried Mrs.
Malone. “You tie that to Larry’s
wrist, an’ let him fly it. Wisha, wos

. man, don’t ye be for bawlin’! What's

the nickels for, anyways, if the child-
ther ain't to get the good of ’em! A
bit of a b’'lloon, indade!” And Kitty
skurried off with a gesture of magni-
ficent scorn for that which the mas-
ter called ‘trash.” She found the
fire out and Dennis asleep. He had
managed to crawl over to the bed.
He was still sleepimg when the man
sent from the Coumty Agent’s made
his appearance. Ele looked sharply
around the bare, orderly room, open-
ed drawers and bins, scrutinized the
small black heap in the coal box,,
asked a lot more questions, all of
which Kitty insisted on answering

outside the little ramshackle house

lest ‘‘himself’’ should hear, and fin-

. ally gave Kitty a yellow ticket which

she was present for ‘‘single rations.”
. It is the first step that counts.
Kitty found her second deception less
difficult than her first. ‘She had
stayed with Nora the previous day.
She had not gone to market. Yes,
Mary Ellen was quite recovered: And
now, sure she must be off il they
were to have a bite of Thanksgiving
dinner at all, at all! . :

“ye won’t be exthravagant, Kitty?
he again implored. “We can’t ’hav?
over much left in the bank. A bit o
bacon now—"’ : ;

“ 'Pwas mesell was thinkin’ a bit
o' bacon ’'ud be rale tasty!’’ she
agreed eagerly. ‘“Turkey’s that om-
digestible!”’ ;

“7Pis now. An’ it’s never mesell
cud get to likin’ them sour cran-
berrics. A biled potaty an’ a bit o’
cabbage—""

“Sure, what more cud the Prince
o’ Wales ask?’’ demanded Kitty Ma-
lone.

That day she duly presented her
yellow ticket at the window marked
“South-West.”” She, too, received
her coal check and the single rations
which were her due. Could she carry
them all home? The flour was un-
wieldy. She had made a public de-
mand—she had asked for and received
charity for the first time in all her
cheerful, uncomplaining, hard-work-
ing, heroic old life. And the knowl-
eage stung her. Her thin cheek was
crimson. Her 1aded eyes bhad a
strange glitter.  She had begged~
shzl Ang <he auew U AL wede TO Save
Dennis irom suliering she would do it
agamm. What would her children say
it they knew! ‘Thomas, Who Was
mail-carrier; Nora af the scamt pos-
sessions and- tender heart; Delia who
was a credit Lo the family when she
came to see them, wearing her best
clothes; Malachi, who would give if
he had it—to any one, for the matter
of that; and Rody—the baby of the
family, ‘‘the best of the bunch!’ as
Dennis put it. She—their mother—
had disgraced them all! A rush of
tears blinded her.

“I,00k out!’’ “Get out of there!”
“Hil” “You'll be—" ‘There—she’s
down!”’

She was crossing the street when
the shrill Babel of cries assailed her,
Startled, confused, she stood still.
The delay’ was fatal. The next in-
stant the speeding street-gcar l}ad
caught the skirt oi her gown. She
fell—rolled over—over. A dense crowd
gathered instantly. An angry shout
went up. Kitty was helped to her
feet. Rice, soap, flour, cofiee—all that
she had striven so hard to procure,
lay scattered on the hali-frozen
ground. But Kitty, bruised, shocked, *
quivering with nervous fright, was
not seriously hurt.

“Don’t say anything to the man,
gentlemen!”’ she pleaded. * "lw_asv
me own fault. I .do get romancin
when I'm alone. I wasn't lookin’ out
when 1 ought! ’Twas plannin’ pqv&:
1'd stuff the turkey for Thanksgivin
I was, when got in the way.
Sure,” as some one expressed regret
for her loss, ‘‘what’s the vally of a
few thrifles like that same!”

She would not. give her name and
address. She permitted herself, how-
ever, to be helped on the car she
mentioned. She rode home in penni-
less, coffeless, beanless state. And
all the time, quite unconsciously, she
gripped the bit of yellow pasteboard
in her fingers.

The sight of a crowd gathered be-
fore her little shanty sent her reeling
onward with a cry—faint, ineflective,

uavering.
qDennis% Something had happened
to Dennis! Dennis had learned of her
deception, and the truth had killed
him!

It was Patsy Hefferman who re-
assured her—Patsy capering aroum'i,
and yelling like an Indian. ‘There’s
a sojer—a sojer—a rale sojer in
there!”’ he screamed. 4

A path was made for the tottering
old figure. She got to the door. It
was opened. The blackness which had
descended the day previous came be-
fore her. This time it was lit by
dancing flecks of flame. She stag-
gered—iell forward. :

“Mother!”” ‘The word sounded from
a vast distance. ‘‘She’s coming to—
mother!”’ Strong arms were around
her. A man’s face bent over her—a
brave, good face, brown and ;ugged,
with straight mouth, square chin, and
eyes full of loving solicitude.

“I didn't think my surprising you
would give you such a turn, mother!
1 was wounded a while back. I got
leave with some others. I wanted to
be with you and father for Thanks-
giving. 1 got most of my back pay
saved. Here, drink this wine Tim
Comisky sent over. Mrs. Comisky
is cooking supper. She come in with
a basket just before I got here. I
had Mary Alice Ryan buy our Thanks-
giving dinner. I told her to get the
like for Larry and herseli while she
was .about it. What—what are you
looking for?”’

Their eyes met. ‘¢ ’'Tis yourself is
a skeleton, mother,” he said. ‘‘We've
got to get you good and hearty
again.”” He had looked away. He
kept his face turned from her. She
put her arm around his neck—drew
his head down to her breast.

“Rody, you—you know!"’

““Oh, mother!’’ He could get no
farther. He crushed a bit of card-
board in her hand. “Mother, if—if I
hadn’t come—"" _

“'Tis your mother’s gettin’ gay,
Rody!” cried Dennis. ‘‘Visitin’ yes-
terday! Gallavantin’ again to-day!"
He cackled joyously. ‘I was thinkin’
she’d use all our money on carfare.
Then, ‘mebbe,’’ laughing again at his
own joke, ‘‘we might have to go to
the county for help—Kitty an’ me!”

«“No fear of that,”” Rody laughed
back at him. 'He was holding in his
fond and faithful grasp the nervous
hands which held some torn scraps
of yellow paper. “No fear—eh,
‘mother?” - :

“No—glory be to God!" cried Kit-
ity Malone. *“Gilory, an’

Her soldier son bowed his ‘head.
“*Thanksgiving!’’ he said.

_._.._.__ -

Don’t.

Don't think because you have taken
many xemedies in vain that your case
is incurabie.

You have not taken Hood's Sarsae«
parilla.

It has .cured many seemingly hope-
less cases -of sqrofula, catarrh, rheu-
matism, kidmey complaint, dyspepsia
and general debility—many cases that
may have been -worse than yours.

What ' this great medicine has done
for others it can do for you.

- “IT'S GOOD TEAT

M




