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« A Friend in Need is a Friend Indeed.”

I am a young lady, perhaps I ought
to say a very young lady—some people
call me a little girl, but that is quite a
different thing. My parents are very
rich, and I am an only child. We live
in a fine house in a grand square, and
I have fine clothes, and many amuse-
ments. [ drive with my mother, or
ride upon my pony every day, and, in
short, I have everything I can wish
for.

My companions say that I am quite
spoilt, and that I turn up my nose at
them. I don't know how I do that,
a8 there 18 no joint in one’s nose, but
they say so, and many other things of
the same kind, insinuating that I am
very disagreeable. Perhaps I was, but
I am going to try to1mprove, so I don't
so much mind talking about it now ;
and. if you like to listen, I will tell you
one of the reasons that I have arrived
at a better frame of mind.

It is not a very long story, and to
begin at the begining, you must know
that I have many aunts and uncles,
who all try as much as they can, I sup-
pose, to please my parents, to what
the neighbours choose to call spoil me

E(bailsiioq

Horsford’s Acid Phosphate,

Overworked men and wo-
men, the nervous, weak and
debilitated, will find in the
Acid Phosphate a most agree-
able, -grateful and harmless
stimulant, giving renewed
strength and vigor to the en-
tire system.

Dr. Edwin F. Vose, Portland, Me,,
Says: * I have used it in my own case
when suffering from nervous exhaustion,
with gratifying results. I have pre-
scribed it for many of the various forms

of nervous debility, and it has never
failed to do good.”

Descriptive pamphlet free on applica-
tion to

Rumford Ohemical Works, Providence.R.I.
J

Beware of Substitutes and Imitations.
For sale by all Druggists.

—that is, to give ma everything I may
happen to fancy.

Well, a little while ago I saw some
children in the square with the sweet-
est little dog in the world, a lovely little
white creature, like a ball of wool,
with dear Jittle black eyes almost hid-
den by its long coat, and a swoet little
tiny black noge, and long feathery ears,
and a beautiful tail, which it wagged
most gracefully. It had all manner of
pretty tricks, too, walking about upon
its hind legs, and begging so prettily,
and always doing whatever it was told.

I was quite angry to think that any
other child should possess such a beau-
tiful creature, and that I should not
have one, and I went home directly
and said that I must have a dog. One
of my uncles who was present said at
once that I should have one directly ;
and, behold ! the very next morning a
dog arrived ; but, oh | how different—
my only idea of a dog at the moment
was a little white fairy king, covered
with white feathers, walking about on
its hind legs, and behaving like a little
gentleman. Enters a large brown
dog, very long, yet very short, that is,
very long in the body, and large in
the head, but with very short legs—
with no pretty tricks, but looking very
frightened, and crouching behind any-
thing to hide itself.

They told me it was called a dachs-
hund, that it came from Germany, and
that such a dog was just now very
fashionable as a pet.

I was utterly disgusted. What did
I care about the fashion? I wanted,
as I always did, what I had set my
fancy upon at the moment, and that
was & wee-wee white doggie, walking
on its hind legs, with a blue velvet
collar round its white throat, and
tinkling bells hanging to it, like that
which the young lady in the square
had.

Why should she have what I had
not ? And so I was very cross and
sulky, and would not look at the poor
dachshund. He seemed to know I
was his mistress, and looked up at me
8o -beseechingly. He had pretty lov-
ing eyes ; but then he was a great
common-looking dog, with no pretty
ways, and so I pushed him away, and
would have nothing to say to him.

Some one said he must have a name.
Now, if it had been the little white one,
I should have called him Pet, or King,
or Beauty, or Beau, or some nice name
to smit him. But for the poor dachs-
hund, I only thought of the most com-
mon vulgar name I had ever heard a
dog called. Bob, or Bobby, seemed
to me quite appropriate, and so Bob he

If it had been the white beauty, he
should have slept at the foot of my
bed, and been cradled half the day in
my arms. He should have fed out of
my hand, and sat upon my lap ; but I
turned Bobby out of the room to be
taken pity upon by the servants, and
to seek a refuge for the night in any
hole or corner he could find down-
stairs.

Well, several days passed by. I took
no notice of Bobby, but still, there he
was, always following me about, till,
one night, we all went to bed as usual,
and I was soon sound asleep, and
dreaming that the little white dog lay
at the foot of my bed, when I was
awakened by a whining and scratch-
ing at my bed-room door.

At first I thought it was the dog of
my dreams, and jumped out of bed ;
but the whining and scratching con-
tinued louder and louder at the bed-
room door. I opened it ; there stood
Bobby, whom I had almost forgotten,
in a most excited state. He jumped
upon me, and tried to pull my dress.
I was quite angry, and beat him—
what business had the creature to dis-
turb me ?—but suddenly I smelt an
extraordinary smell of burning, and I
saw smoke rising from the lower part
of the house. Bobby began to bark
furiously, and to try to pull me away.
I was quite frightened. I screamed
and ran to my parents’ room. They
got up, and in less than five minutes
the whole household was roused.
Every one came out of their rooms,
and rushed down stairs calling for the
police—only just in time. The de-
spised Bobby had saved not only my
father’'s property, but perhaps all our
lives.

It soon appeared that burglars had
broken into the house—my father was
known to possess a great deal of valu-
able plate, a temptation to them of
course—and to make their escape
easier, had set fire to the house.

Poor Bobby sleeping unseen in his
corner down stairs, heard them, and
knowing my room, rushed up to awaken
me. What an interference of Provi-
dence | my mother said. But little
mischief was done ; the police were in
time ; the thieves were caught, “with
their spoil upon them ; and the fire
was soon put out.

Bobby fawned upon me, as much as
to say, ‘“Idid whatI could. I am
very fond of you, though you d» snub
me."”’

Need I say that he received his due
meed of praise and caresses ? and I
knew then what a good dog he was,
and made up my mind to love him,
and to think less of a white feathery
coat, and tinkling bells hanging to a
blue velvet collar, and more of others,
and especially of this good creature,
who had done us all such a great ‘ser-
vice.

From that time he has never left
me, and there is a picture of us ready
to go out together. He is seated on a
basket-chair, which he is very fond of,
and he is saying tome, ¢‘ Now, then,
let us go out together, and take a nice
run in the park ; although my legs are
short I can run very fast, and we will
enjoy ourselves. It-is so nice to think
that you love me now ; I always loved
you 8o very much.”

’ Weakness is the symptom, impover-
ished blood the cause, Hood's Sarsa-
parilla the cure.

was to be.

It makes the weak

Women, who seem to be all worn
out, will find in purified blood, made
rich and healthy by Hood’s Sarsapa-
rilla, permanent relief and strength.
The following 18 from a well known
nurse:

“T have suffered for years with temale
complaints and kidney troubles amd I
have had a great deal of medical advice
during that time, but have received litt)

or no benefit. A friend advised me to taxe
Hood’s Sarsaparilla and I began to use it,
together with Hood’s Pills. have real-
ized more benefit from these medicines
than from anything else I haveever taken.
From my personal experience I believe
Hood’s Sarsaparilla to be a most complete
blood purifier.”” Mrs. C. CROMPTON, 71
Cumberland St., Toronto, Ontario.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
~Is the Only*
True Blood Purifier

Prominentlv in the public eye today.

Hood’s Pills 52 50 ihuet se o
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Consumption.

The incessant wasting of a con-
sumptive can only be overcome by
a powerful concentrated nourish-
ment like Scott’s Emulsion. If
this wasting is checked and the
system is supplied with strength to
combat the disease there is hope
of recovery.

Scott’s

Emulsion

of Cod-liver Oil, with Hypophos-
phites, does more to cure Con-
sumption than any other known
remedy. It is for all Affections of
Throat and Lungs, Coughs, Colds, Brons

chitis and Wasting., Pamphlet free.
Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Drugglsts. 60c. & §1,

The Made-Over Gown.

« How de I look, grandma?”

Grandma White now turned around
and looked at shy little Ruth in her
pink wool gown. * You look good

pretty as a pink.”

“ Does the dress really look well ?"
asked Ruth, earnestly. * Wouldn’t
you know that it was Aunt Mary’s old
dress that she had made over twice for
herself ? And it's pieced and pieced—
O you don't know !”

“ Dear me ! I never should dream
ofit. Your mother has pieced it so
nicely it doesn’t show at all.”

“I'm so glad,” sighed Ruth. “I
wouldn't care if it wasn't for Belle

strong.

Brooks ; but she always %“ such mice

enough to eat,”” she said; * just as

....,“

anmar

e I TSR, 24 O W 7

—
e o
——



