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Professional Cards,

J. M. OWEN,
3ARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

11 Garri

floe in A Gate.
--WILL BE AT HIS—
| OFFIOE IN MIDDLETON,

i (Over Roop's Grocery Store.)
L Bvery Thursday.

\sular Agent of the United States.
Agent Nova Scotia Building Society.
—AGENT FOR—

pliable Fire and Life Ins. Co.’s.

l,élﬂ'l\loneym loan at five per cent on Real
-+
|

~
[}
i

state security.

O. S. MILLER,
ARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,

Real Estate Agent, ete.
. . RANDOLPH'S BLOCK,

RIDGETOWN, N. S.

Prompt and savisfactory attention given
to Yhe dollection of claims, and all other
proijessianal business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BANRISTER AND SOLICITOR,

NOTARY PUBLIO.

Conjmissioner and Master Supreme Court.,
Soligitor International Brick and Tile Co.

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

DENTISTRY!
DR. K. 8. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Maryland.
Crown ahd Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.

Hours: 9 to 5.

DENTISTRY.
| DR, V. D. SCHATFNER,

Graduate of University Maryland,
'Will be in his office at Lawrencetown, the third

and fourth weeks of each mouth, beginning
February 1st, 1900

CROWN AND BRIDGE WORK A SPECIALTY.

FRED W, HARRIS,

’ Barrister, - - Solicitor,
c Notary Public, etc.

" ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Prig:_gse. D. D. 8.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Primroze. Dentistry in all its
branches carefully and prompuly attended
to. Office’ day= at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.
Bridgetown, Sépt. 23rd, 1891, 25 of

J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Survevor,
ROUND HILL, N. S.

N. B, CaUTE,
icensed Auctioneer

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

CALUS POPULI SUPREMA LEX e

BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

WEDNESDAY,

MARCH 20, 1901.

NO. 52

If You Arg = =
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
forget that the

Weekly Monitor
Job Department = «

is fully equipped for all kinds of
Job Work. Work done promptly,
neatly and tastefully. Nothing
but good stock is used.

=« * «°

3

*

Billbeads,
Statements,
Envelopes,
Dodgers,
Booklets,

Visiting Cards,
or any Special Order
that may be required.

We PRINT

Aetterbeads,
emoranda,
Post Cards,

Posters,
IBoORS,
Business Cards,

(Ueekly Tonitor,

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

Bridgetown, . S.

JNION BANK OP HALIFAX,

Incorporated 1856,

$1,500,000
800,000
445,000

apital Authorized, -
-gapital Paid-up, -
Rest, - - - =

: DIRECTORS:
‘W, ROBERTSON, WM. ROCHE, |
- President. Vice-President.
o C. C. BLACKADAR, Ksq.
. Symons, Esq.
0. MITCHELL, ksq., M.P.P,

3. SMITH, Esq.
. JONES, E8Q.

Head Office, Halifax, N, S.
L. THORNE, General Manager.
Co Ni 8. STRICKLAND, Manager.

Collections solicited.
Bills of Exchange bought and sold.
P Highest rate allpwed for money on
speecial depeosit.

Savings Bank Department.
iest at Lthe rate of 3 1-2 per cent,

AGENCIES.—
Annapolis, N.S.—E. D. Arnau, manager.
Barrington Passage—C. Robertson,
Bridgetown, N. S.—N. R. Burrows,
manager.
Clarke’s Harbor, sub. to Barrington Pas-

e.
”g)artmouth, N. 8.—I. W. Allen, acting
manager.
Glace Bay, N. 8.—J. W. Ryan, manager.
P Granvilie Ferry, N. 8.—E. D. Arpaud,
acting manager.
Kengyille, N. S.—A. D. McRae, manager.
Lawgencetown, N. 8.—N. R. Burrows,
acting manager.
Liverpool, N.8.—E. R. Mulhail, manager.
New Glasgow, N. 8.—R. C. Wright,
manager.
}  North Sydney, C. B.—C. W. Frazee,
manager.
Sherbrooke, N.
manager.
St. Peter’s, C. B.—C. A. Giay, aciisg

S.—F. 0. Robertson,

manager.

Syduey, C. B.—H. W. Jubien, manager,

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

manager.

Wollfville, N, 8.--J. D. Leavitt, manager.
RRESPONDENTS.—

Yondon and Westminster Bank, London,
gland; Bank of Torento and Brauches
iper Canada; Bank of New Brunswick,
John, N. B.; National Bank of Com-
ce, New York; Merchants’ National

, Boston.

XECUTOR'S NOTICE.

persons having le,gul demands against
he estate of JAMES WILSON
wville, in the County of Annapolis, farmer,
sed, are hereby required to render the
duly attested, within twelve months
fthe date hereof, and all persons indebted
i estate are requested to make immediate

ent to
O. 8. MILLFR,
3 Executor.
fgetown June 26th, 1600.— 14 tf

late of |

THE YARMCUTH STEAMSHIP GO, LTD.

Steamer ** Boston' wil

after arrival  _rains from Helifax,

For tickets, stateroows, etc., apply to
D. McPHERSON, Gen Mgr.
Yarmouth, N. S., October =i, 1900,

On and after October 6th, this Company will make

Two Trips per weck belween Yarmouth aud Beston as follows, viz:

leave Yarmouth every Wedoesday and Saturday evening;

LOCAL RATE: Yarmouth to Boston, $1.50. Return, $3.00.

Staterooms can be sccured ou application, at the old establishea rates.

For tickets, starcrooms and other information, apply to Dominion Atlantic Railway,
126 Hollis St., North Sureet Depoi, Halifax, N
Atlantic, Intercolonial, Ceniral and Coast Railways.

S., or to any agent on the Dominion

W. A. CHASE, Sec. and Treas.

In Flour

Rose annd Goderich.
and Cornet in a few days.

In Feed

our prices.

we have in stock Five Roses,

SHAFNER & P

FLOUR and FEED DEPOT

Five Stars, Five

Diamonds, Marvel, Perfection, Hurona, Pride of
Huron, Glengarian, Campania, Crown, Cream of Wheat, White
Also a car of Ogilvie’s Best, Hungarian

we have Meal, Corn Chop, Feed Flour, Middlings,
Moulie, Bran, Chop Feed and Oats.

Also a full line of first-class Groceries, Creckery-
ware, Toilet Articles, Patent Medicines,
Confectionery, Stationery, etc.

sarBefore buying it would pay you to see our goods and get
Satisfaction guaranteed.

IGGOTT.

XECUTCR'S NOTICE.

persons having legal demands against
pstate of JOHN R. KINNEY, late of
fetown, in the County of Annapolis, farm-
hereby required to render the samg,duly
bed, within twelve months from the date
, and all persons indebted to said estate
guested to make immediate payment to
HETT1E J. KINNEY, Ezecutriz.
JOHN L. MARSHALL, Ezecutor,

EXECUTOR'S NOTICE

persons having legal demands against
he estate of FRAN%IB R. PRAT, late of
etown, in the county of Annspolis, Farm-
ceased, are rc?uost.ed to render the same,
attested, within twelve months from the
hereof; aud all persons indebied to said
hm requested make immediate pay-

EDWARD M. EATON,
SONS Kzecutor.

RUGGLES &
. Procto

Mierobes in School Peneils.

Infection in shools pencils is u suhject that
has bsen receiviog conziderable attention in
Eagland. The medicai in he
Board of Scbuol
againsi the eustom of the indi criminaie use
of pencils by chudrew.
apt to put apancil in tue mouch before u-ing
it, and numerous cases of skin and mou'h
diseases have led to the conclusion that this
habit is a* the root of the .r uble, the child
often getting » pencil (hai bas buen in some
other child’® mouth. Infection of all kinds
can be carried in this manper, and each
chiid should have a pencil of ite own, if it
has to be tied about the child’s neck with a

neerors of
issue i a profest

ing before it leaves for school.
Ggien
Buffer Pains Don’t Wait
. ‘ore and get

LR

N-uely everyone is 4

The Law of Flags.

Flages should never remain flying after sun-
set.

When required to be at half mast, they
should each time be hoisted to the mast
head and lowered, only to the width of the
flag from the mast hesd, not literally half
way up or down the flag staff,

The flag should fly close to the staff, and
the halyards fastened theri:to, not at an an-
gle.

Flags cannot be put omt of windows, ete.,
at half mast ; a flag thus tlying is a sign of
joy, not sorrow.

Care should be taken that the Union Jack
is always shown right side up, that is with
the broad white of the St. Andrew’s cross
uppermosi, or to the right all around the flag.
Many small flags for decora tions are entire
ly wrong, not Union Jacks at all, and should
uot be used,

g Sowing

ed by vanity, backed up by
3 lack the \vaniiy,

- Poetry.

Liviog in the Sun,

Don’t get mildewed
Living in the shade,
Damp and dreary
By your own tears made ;
Sorrow is certain
To come to every one,
But sweeten it and shorten it
By living in the sun!

Don’t get morbid
Living in the gloom,
When just outside
There’s a world in bloom,
Life is a brief thing,
Too soon done ;
Oh, lighten it and lengthen it
By living in the sun!
—Ripley D. Saunders in St. Louis Republic.

cold chicken and I looked pleadingly at it,
but she wasn’t quite equsal to that. There's
only one orange, because we've only had 'em
once, 80 you can have only a half a one, my
dear. A for olives and chocolates—I had to
get them in memory of old times.”

“It isn’t & memory—it is old times !”
Elizabeth declared, radiantly. ‘Here let
me straighten things—yon always did hud-
dle them on together so ! Where are your
dishes ?”

Sidney gasped.

“If she hasn’t gone and done it !” she ex-
claimed tragically.

“Who? What ?" cried Elizabeth.

Sidney waved an arm toward the little
cabinet on the wall.

“Dresden, yes ! And Wedgwood! And
kuives and forks ! And the key to it all in

. _5é1m girteriﬁtﬁn.r .
Sidney Jerrold’s “@. P.”

BY MABEL NE!

SON THURSTON.

(From the Youth's Companion)

Elizabeth sent up her card and then look-
ed curirusly about the pretty room, smiling
to find it so different from what she had ex-
pected in a hospital. Why, it looked like any-
body’s drawing room! And this was where
Sidney had been for fifteen months, and
she, Elizabeth Ware, was' really there at
last for the long, happy afternoon that she
bad been looking forward to for so many
weeks. Why didn’t Sidney hurry:

Then Elizabeth started up with a little
glad cry. Sidney herself was standing in
the doorway; the nurse’s uniform was
strange and bewildering, but the face under
the white cap was the face that Eliza-
beth, in her happy school days, had learned
to love. The girls talked at first looking
into each other’s eyes to learn things that
lay too deep for speech; then Sydney took
her friend through many wards of the great
house of healing. Finally, as it began to
grow dark, they went back to the Nurses’
Home and up the wide stairway and along

‘the hall to a door adorned with a piece of

paper which bore the sigoificant legend :
NIGHT NURSE
DO NOT DISTURB.

Sidney stopped and jabbed the pin in more
firmly.

“I aru a night nurse, even if I am off for
an afternoon of holidaying, and when I
haven’t had a glimpse of you before for over a
year, I won’t be disturbed !” she exclaimed.
*Will you walk into my parlor, Lady Bet-
ty 7’

Eiizabeth stood on the threshold with a
little cry of delight.

“Why, Siduey, you never told me ! Lace
cartains, yon extravagant girl, and Wedg-
wood and Dresden plates ! And you a nurse,
supposed to have left all vanities behind !
Why, it’s boarding school right over again !”

Sidney caught her breath and her eyes
darkened. *‘You forget one thing in your
inventory—a roommate who owns the Wedg-
wood and Dresden, and isn't—Elizabeth
Ware ! There, I'm ashamed of myself. She
can out-Gammidge Mrs. Gummidge all the
days of her life, and I'll only bless her for-
ever for letting us have this time together.
“I'm not going to be bad any more, Betty.
It is boarding school for this hour.

Elizabeth gave her friend a quick glance.

How she had changed since their school
days together—how much—even in her year
of training ! There were now lines in her
face—Elizabeth could not read them yet;
they might grow to mean either strength or
discontent. “‘Dear old Sid,” she thought,
with something choking in her throat,
‘‘she’s fecling her way, and I can’t help her.
No one ever could in her ‘‘real times.” At
least she shan’t guess that I guess.” She
went across to the bureau.

“I'm going to look at every single thing
she declared, merrily. **Who are these,
Sidney ?”

“Those on the right-hand side belong to
me —the others are Mrs. Gum—my room-
mate’s. That's the head nurse of G you
have in your hand now. She’s a dear !”

Elizabeth put the photograph back into
the bent hair pin that served as a holder,
and then went across to the book shelves.
A besutiful copy of ““Romola” caught her
attention, and she drew it out.

“That’s from G. P.,” Sidney observed.
Elizabeth flashed about on her. ‘‘Sidney
Jerrold, who is G. P. ? I've written you of
every single new friend I've made, and here
you never even lisped of G. P.!”

“I'm sorry, ma'am,” Sidney answered,
meekly. ‘I didn’t go for to do it—it just
didn't occur to me when I was writipg.
Truly Betty, it isn’t anything serious. G.
P. favors all the nurses, and I am only one
of many.”

Sidney, you are begging the question.
““Tell me this minute every single thing
you can think of about G. P. 1”

Sidney's eyes danced gleefully. “‘Yes,
ma’am, 1’il try to. Sometimes he's twenty
and sometimes he's sixty, and sometimes
he’sashe. Sometimes he’sa Jew, and some-
times he’s Gentile, and sometimes she’s no,
—we’re the Samaritans. The last time I
saw G. P. his eyes were black, the time be-
fore, blue, and —"

ilizabeth flew across the room—it was
only about a step and a half—and began to
shake Sidney. “‘Stop this minute !” she de-
manded. “Now tell me upon your honor.
Who is G. P.?”

¢Grateful Patient, madam !’ murmured
Sidaey. **We all have ’em—more or less.”

Elizabeth tried to hold her gravity, but
her lips betrayed her, and she laughed until
a bell clanging through the building caused
her to start and turn serious eyes toward
Sidoey.

“It isn’t a fire, is it ?” she oried.

*“Nothing but the supper bell,” Sidney
assured her. *‘Dear me, Betty, if you jump
like that now, what would you do when it
rang at your door at six o'clock in the morn-
ing ? It's plain you were never destined for
a nurse.” Then her voice changed. *“I
can’t take you to supper, Betty, it's against
the rules; and there isn’t a thing I can get
except bread and milk. You don’t know
how badly I feel—"

But Eitizabeth’s hand smothered the plead-
ing words.

“I love bread and milk !” she declared.
“If you say another word I'll atart for the
station this minute.  Now, will you be-
have ?”

“‘As if the superintendent’s eye was upon
me,” Sidney answered, darting out of the
door. In a few minutes she returned, and
deposited on the table a tray laden with
boiled ham, bread and a pitcher of milk.
From some mysterious source she added a
bottle of olives, an orange and a box of
chocolates.

“Bread and wilk, indeed !” Elizabeth

cried. 3 .
“Wasn't the housekeeper a jewel 1" Sid

a
ney responded, gleefully. *‘There wassome

my r te’s pocket !”

Etizabeth clapped her hands. “‘The years
are slipping from me,” she exulted. *‘I'm
only seventeen. Shall we have to drink out
of the pitcher ?”

*‘No, there ‘are glasses enough,” Sidney
returned. *‘They aren’t locked up.”

“I won’t have them !” Elizabeth declared.
*‘Glasses indeed ! If there’s more than one
between us—"

“There ien’t—thereisn’t !” Sidney laugh-
ed, hastily thrusting back two that she had
pulled out. *There’s only one, and that’s
cracked. Bat I must find a knife—we didn’t
butter bread with our fingers, did we, Bet-
ty? I'll go borrow one. You be fixing
things—fortunately there are one or two
plates on top of the cabinet. Climb up on
the bed—that’s the only way to reach them.”

Elizabeth climbed obediently. Almost
immediately Sidney was back with a silver
fruit knife.

“And now we are ready,” she said, cong
tentedly. “You take the chair, Betty; I
can sit on the edge of the bed. Isn’t this
bliss ?”

“Iv’s just like boarding school !” Eliza-
beth laughed, joyously.

The little supper went so merrily that not |

until she was putting on her wraps did
Elizabeth ask her question :

“‘Sidney, dear, are you satisfied ?”

Sidney stood silent through seconds that
fell heavily. At last she looked up.

“I can’t tell, Betty,” she answered, sim-
ply. “I am trying to find out. At first I
was alternately all despair and all enthusi-
asm. Now I am neither—I am waiting, not
very patiently, I'm afraid. Sometimes [ am
afraid it is hardening me. We can’t be
sympathetic—it would kill us if we were.
And so we get almost unhuman; we see only
cases, not human suffering and souls. And
many of them are so ungrateful—so more
than ready to impose on you! Of conrse,
there's the other side,” she added, trying to
speak lightly. *‘There are G. P.s, you
know.”

““And isn’'t it worth while for them?”
Elizabeth asked, wistfully, *‘Dear, I so
want the best for you! I'm such a little-
not strong thing—I'm afraid I can never do
much ! Bat you with your strength and
your coursge, Sidney—I want you to be
satisfied !”

““And now I've gone and hurt you ?” Sid-
ney cried in quick self reproach. “Don’t
feel so, Betty, don’t.
word. Perhaps we can never say it of life
here.
thing, you ! Isn't that enough for now ?”

Elizabeth smiled up into the other face.
The wistfulness still shadowed her eyes, but
her voice rang clear.

“I shall know of you some day, dear, and
I can wait.”

They talked of commonplace things then—
down the stairs and through the long cor-

NN 8 Wt S, Seyong wiilch fSdoey , lonely supper with only three iastead of

| long, chatting lines of girls,—and she was s>
| bright that her friend of the day before nod-

could not go. She watched the little figure
slipping into the dusk free, unrestrained.

As she went slowly back through the
echoing corridor, the bondage of rules and
bard work pressed screly upon her. And
there were two more years of it to follow—
two years shut away from freedom and glad,
Jong summer wanderings and the world,—
her world. These wretched, unthanking
poor had no claim upon her. Why should
she pour out her youth and strength for
them ? She did not have to stay. She was
not satisfied—she was not ! It it were not
for pride, she would almost give it all up—
if it were not for pride and Betty.

The mood clung to her all night. There
was no serious case in her ward, and most
of the patients were asleep.
study but could not, so she began a letter to
Betty, dated at one o’clock in the morning.

A soft, stealthy clinking broke the still-
ness. She sprang up instantly. And old,
feeble-minded man had crept from his bed,

and was fumbling about the shining glass-

ware of the surgical carriage.

“I jes’ wanted bacey to fill my pipe—it’s
here some’ers !" he whined.

Sidoey got him back to bed and pinned
him down firmly. She was so stern that he
cringed abjectly, and made no remonstrance.
At her command he even stopped whimper-
ing, and lay staring at her with frightened
eyes. But when she tried to finish her letter
she could not write any more.

“Betty couldn’t understand,” she defend-
ed herself. ‘‘Nobody could who doesn’t
know. He's such a bother ! If I were gen-
tle, he would be getting up constantly. Oh,
what is the matter with me ? Shall I never
settle things ?” She stared restlessly out
into the darkness.

She was glad when daties came to fill her
time, still more glad when dawn crept vp
from the mists of the river. The night had
been endless. She shook off her blue mood.
Hadu’t Betty stood with her in that very
ward the afterdoon before? How wicked
she had been ! She could fancy Betty—lit-
tle, timid, not-strong Betty—going from bed
to bed and teaching her gentleness.

“It shall be Betty’s ward,” she said to her-
self.

But she was not to have another night in
Betty’s: ward. When seven o’clock came,
she went out to the linen-room. The day
nurses bad just come up, and they all stood
talking and laughing together until the head
nurse took her place at one end of the table;
Sidney, at the other end, gave her report;
the day nurses wailed, standing in line
against the shelves. Half unconsciously,
Sidney noticed May Stanley’s dark, vivid
face laughing against the piles of eheets.
Afterward it seemed as if May berself had
said the words.

“Miss Jerrold, you will report to the
superintendent at once.”

Sidney - left the superindendent’s office
with a sober face. The contagious ward—
that meant exile from all the world except
the little band who were on duty there.
8till it had to come some time, and the
earlier it came, the earlier it would be over.

She put together the few things that she
could carry with her, and an hour later
stood looking about the room that was to be
‘hers for the nexi two months—a brick-wall-

&d, prison-like corner under the o
kg s

“Satisfy” is a large |

But you satisfy—you little blne-eyed |
| on the bed almost too weary for thought.

She tried to |

and a ventilating shaft at one end. Nolace
curtains or Wedgwood there !

“But no Mrs. Gummidge, either,” the
girl reflected, with a sudden rising of spirits.

“It's a cell, truly—fit place for a penitent !
I shall either die here, or—learn to live ! I
wonder which it will be.”

She went to the window and looked out &
moment at the brick walls and ambulance
sheds that hemmed her in; then, arrang-
ing her few belong:ngs, she drew down the
curtains and was soon asleep.

When she appeared at supper, the other
nurses welcomed her eagerly. They had
been shut away on duty for six weeks, and
there' was so much that they wanted to
know ! Sidney answered their questions
and attempted to eat, but she could not.
She felt like the prisoner who saw the walls
of his cells contracting about him: Oae of
the nurses noticed her face and tried to en-
courage her.

You'll get used to it after a little and
won’t mind it—much. If you're not one of
the lonely sort, it won’t be as bad as some
other things. And anyway, it’s only two
months, you know."”

*Yes,” Sidney answered, mechanically,
“I know.”

She was thinking that she had borrowed
one of Mre. Gummidge’s spoons that morn-
ing, and had forgotten to put it bac’;; and it
would be two months before she Tould tell
ber where it was. She thought it possible
that she might be glad to see even Mrs.
Gummidge before two months were over.

At seven o’clock she went on duty. The
contagious ward was not one room like all
the othere, but a dozen small rooms opening
into a central hall where the nurses watch
ed. Sidney could hear the scarlet fever
patient tossing restlessly, and a delirious
man in another cell, muttering to himself.
As the man was in a straight-jacket, she
stood in no danger; it was the isolation that
oppressed her. She wondered how . she
could endure the night thers—two months
of pights ? The sound of a step in the cor-
ridor outside startled her, and she threw
open the door. The night superintendent
stood before her, glanced round and spoke
crisply.

“They are bringing up a man from B.
Dr. Scudder is to operate upon his arm, Is
everything ready ?”

“] didn’t know—" Sidney faltered. For
a moment the walls seemed whirling about
Strangely enough, she had not had to
assist at an operation before. Sheclung toa
corner of the table, and looked straight into
the superintendent’s face.

“1 am ready for orders,” she said.

The superintendent glanced at her sharp- |
ly. Then she gave rapid orders. Sidoey |
obeyed, asking as few questions as possible,
bat the work was 80 new to her that she was

her.

necessarily awkward.

When the long hour was over the super-
intendent turned to her coldly.

“It is my custom to come here but once
in the night,” she said. *“‘I've stayed this
time because you seemed so utterly helplese,
but I do not expect to have it to do again.”

The color rose in Sidoey’s face, and she
bent silently over the surgeon’s instruments.
There were twénty of them to clean before
morning.

When at last ehe was relieved, she drag-
ged herself weakly to her room, and lay up-

But through all her discouragement
resolve was forming.

“I'll see this thing through, anyhow—I
won’t leave it in disgrace. And no one shall

one

| ever have a chance to speak so to me again !”

The purpose was her best tonic; she fell
asleep after a while, and woke with fresh

courage, She went to supper,—the strange, |

ded approvingly.

“Y don't believe you're going to take it
hard, after all. I was afraid you were yes- |
terday.”

“I imprové upon acquaintance,” Sidney
laughed. ‘‘See how blithely I come up after
being sat upon by the superintendent !”

“Were you ?” cried the other. “My,I
don’t envy you ! Now Miss Lowell is lov-
ely! I believe I could kiss her while she is
scolding me—she does it in such a sweet way,
just as if we really were human and had
feelings like other -people. But Miss
Tillet—"

“‘Miss Tillet's reign lasts but two months, |
you know,” Sidoey said. ‘‘Allow me to
cffer you a piece of your own consolation.’”

“Ju's the best I've found,” the day nurse
“*Oh, yes, I have an-
Bstter

answered, yawning.
other—that I'm not on night duty.
luck to you this time.”

“I'll make it better luck !” Sidney return-

| ed.

It was easier than the night before—much
easier. There were no new cases, and she
understood her work. The hours passed
quietly and uneventfully. The next day
she crossed another day off her calendar. She
did not guess that before two months were
passed Elizabeth’s question would be an-
swered.

She bad just gone on duty ome night,
when the telephone bell rang.

“‘Prepare a room atonce !” came the order.

She had no (ime to spare. Almost before
the bed was ready, the stretcher was brought
up. A sirong, well knit young fellow lay
upon it. His eyes were covered, but the
rest of his face showed force and intelligence.
The reeolution was evidently needed, for
deep lines of pain were cut about his lips,”
and his hande gripped the stretcher fiercely.
“Both eyes infected !” the doctor explained.
“It’s a doubtful case.”

Sidney stood beside the doctor, obeying
every motion. She forgot herself—she for-
got that her patient was a “‘cese.” She was
conscious only of intense longing to relieve
the agony so bravely borne. Only once the

man spoke. :
*Can you save them, doctor ?"

And the doctor answered, gravely, ‘We're
going to try to, my man.”

1n silence the work went on. Finally the
doctor turned away and beckoned Sidney
into the hall,

“That’s all that can be done now. The
only chance lies in unremitting fai:hfulness.
The eyes must be irrigated every half-hour.
Don't for your life, confuse the instruments !
Remember that a man’s sight depends upon
your care !”

“I won’t fail !” the girl answered. steadily.

She glanced at the clock, and hen went
the rounds: of the other cells.
bad finished it was time to irrigate the eyee.
It was evidently torture, but the man bore
it unflinchingly. Oace he tried to smile up
at her.

¢t isn't very easy for you, miss.”

“Oh, don’t mind me ' she cried, pitifully.
1f only the suffering could be reli aved !”

The man caught his breath for & moment»
Sidoey saw his knuckles grow 1 ghite as he

] ge bithodred..  When he
spoke, it was in gasps,

—the paia, B g1 go bled

\When she |

—who'll take care of my wife and—" "He
broke off, unable to gé on.

Sidney bent over him in a passion of pity.
“Don’t !" she cried. *‘Don’t think of it! You
will make yourself woree. We will save
them —we will !”

She turned away abruptly, and began to
wash the instruments; as she finished she
glanced at the clock. Including the prepar-
ation and the washing of the instruments,
she had been busy twenty-five minutes. And
she had to do this every half-hour, and
change her long linen gown and soak her
hands in disinfectants before she could attend
to her six other patients! For a moment
the burden seemed unendurable; then she
set her lips resolutely. *‘Shame on you,
Sidney Jerrold!” she cried to herself. ““Think
of that man, and then dare to pity yourself!”

She made the rounds hurriedly, and then
went back and bathed the eyes, and all
night long the kept up the endlees rontine.
When morning came she looked so exhausted
that the other nurses exclaimed as they saw
her. She smiled faintly.

“I’ll be all right,” sheeaid. “I shalldrop
asleep the moment 1 touch my bed, and I
sha’n't stir till I'm waked this afternoon. I
don’t mind auything, if we can save those
eyes!” And in & few rapid words she ex-
plained the case.

The day nurse nodded resolutely.

“We'll do it!” she said.

For two weeks the desperate battle for a
man’s sight was waged unceasingly. At the
end of that time the doctor’s brief worde of
praise told the nurses that they had won. A
week later their patient walked out of the
hospital with both eyes saved.

He asked for Sidney before he left, and
she went down into the corridor to see him.
A little woman—scarely more than a girl—
stood beside him, laughing, with tears in her
eyes. Hospital rules—especially in regard
to the prevention of contagion—are wise and
neceesary things, but it was hard to keep
‘“at least six feet” distant from that radiant
little figure.

“I’s Minnie, miss,” the young fellow said.
‘“She’s that happy she doesn’t know what
she's doing. I don’t believe either of us
does. I don’t know how to thank you for
all the trouble you've had with me.”

“Don’t thank me,” Sidoey interrupted,
her own eyes shining until they rivalled
those of the happy little wife. *You don’t
know how glad I am. It’s the most beauti-
ful thing in the whole hospital. I think I
was never happier over anything.”

The little woman looked up with pretty
embarrassment.

“It's something he wants to aek you mise,
only he’s that stupid. Why don’t you say
it, Joe? Don't keep her waiting!”

The young fellow laughed awkwardly.
«I ain’t much for words, and that's a fact.
But I'm a carpenter, and if you'll only let
me make you some little thing—"

““ He wants to so, miss!” the little wife
pleaded.

Sidney looked into the two eager faces;
it would be cruel to hesitate. **Would a
book-shelf be too much?” she asked. ‘ I've
been meaning to get one for so long—"

The wife canght his hand delightedly.
“Do you hear that, Joe? She has been want
ing one! Now if you don’t do your prettiest
work!”

Joe’s honest eyes—the strong, saved eyes
—looked across to Sidney.

“You shall have it, miss—sure!” he said.

Sidney stood at a window and watched
the two until they were out of sight. Across
the campus they went, the woman clinging
proudly to the man’s arm.

Into the girl’s tired eyes flashed a happy
light. She was all alone, but she spoke as
if a little, well-loved figure went beside ber.

“There’s a better meaning for G. P.—I
know it now. It is Great Privilege. Betty,
dear, I have found my way, and I am
saticfied.”
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Constant Advertising.

A FEW REASONS WHY ADVERTISERS SHOULD
ADVERTISE CONTINUALLY.

From time to time we notice some new ad-
vertisers who make their appearance for &
while and quickly drop out of sight. They
cause but a small ripple which is soon lost
and forgotten as others take their places.
They only lack the necessary amount of
perseverance to make their advertising suc-
cessful.

To impress the public with the fact that
you have something to sell you must adver-
tise continuously. It is the day after day
advertising that pays—the advertising that
always has a new story to tell. To stop ad-
vertieing is to erase your name and goods
from the minds of your buyers. They will
then be attracted by the other buyers who
are seeking their trade snd you will find it
difficalt, if not impossible, to win them back
again by commencing to advertise.

Do not think that after you have adver
tised an article for several years you have
reached everybody. Stiatistics tell us that
about five per cent of the population die an-
nually. Others take their places who must
be informed as to name of firm and goods,
and if they are not theygannot be expected
to become buyers.

There are advertisers who stop advertising
to reduce expenses who will find that there
is & time coming when economy ceases to be
economy. To stop advertising one may save
the publisher’s bills, but they will never
amoant to enough to balance what will be
lost by the falling off of trade. Adver:ise
until everycne knows of you and vour goode
and until everyone buys of you. Do not
stop even then, but keep advertising o that
you may be able to hold them as your cue-
tomers.

The successful advertisers have not started
with large spaces, but with small epacee and
advertised continuously. Their business
grew and enlarged. They increased their
space. Today they have a business that
stands as a proof of what constant advertis-
ing will do—a house that is known by every
man, woman and child.

There is plenty of room for new advertis-
ers, provided they conduct their advertising
along proper lines. This is an age of hustle
and progressiveness; businees is not station-
ary. Some firms will advertise continually
and succeed, while others will fail. Which
of the two are you deciding to do.
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Make Up or Get Out.

(By Sarah Louise Arnold, a Supervisor of
Boston schools.)

An incident occarred in a city school-room
where boys and girle, from ten to thirteen
years old, were practising gymnastics.

“Who wil! jamp better the boys or the
girls?” I asked. The experiment proved
skill on both sides.

“Who ought to jomp better, the boye
or girls?” I questioned.

¢ The boys,” was the prompt response.

¢ And why ?” I continued.

¢ Because boys are always jumping. All
their games are jumping games, Girls jast
sit in the house and read a book.”

“Then tell me something that girls can
do better than boys.”

“They can cook,” was the ready reply.
“ They can sew,” came next,

A third boy with freckled face and merry
eyes added demarely, *Two girls can stay
mad at each other longer than two boys can.”
The situation was interesting. The girls
assented to the statement, and the boys, upon
further questioning, explained in boy fashion:
“ Well, you see how 'tis. Boys_like to go
with a lot, and a girl likes to go with one,
When one girl gets mad with another girl,
she goes off with her girl friend and talks it
over and they keep talking it over, and that
makes iv worse still, and then they don’s
speak to the girl that they’re mad at, snd
the girls take sides and talk it over and keep
it up; and sometimes they stay mad for
weeks !”

Being in pursuit of the boys’ theory, [
made no comment on choice of terms. The
word “mad” was evidently understood by
all parties.

“How is it that-the boys make up e0
quickly ?” I pureued.

“ Well, you see, we said that boys like to
play with a lot ; and perhaps the two boys
that are mad with each other are on thesame
side in a baseball game, and the captain says
to ’em, ‘ You two fellows make up or you
getout ! Then they make up. “Or, maybe,”
the speaker continued earnestly, *“ the fellow
you're mad at is on the base, and when you're
running to the base you call to him to get
out of the way ; and then you have spoken
and made up. Even if you have been fight-
ing, you have to shake hands when the fight
is over.” :

** [4 that the rule of the game ?” I asked,
gravely.

Yes,” the boys assented. * Always.”

“ And do you learn, at the same time, not
to show when you are vexed ?”

“Well, boys learn pretty soon. They bave
to. Suppose you are walking down thestreet
with some boys, and one of them says to
you, *Is that your grandfather’s collar you're
wearing ?’ ~ Another one says, ‘ How many
years have you worn that hat ? and another
says, * Where are you going to put that next
batch of freckles? - There isn’t any room for
them now.” If you just langh they will stop,
but if you show that you are mad they keep
on, and so you learn to laugh and not show
when you are teased.”

The replies were suggestive, to say the
least. I warmly recommended the girls to
adopt the policy of the boys, thinking of the
various committees and clubs in which the
power to work with a “‘lot” was demanded
of women. How good it would be if the
girl’s training developed in her the power
which the boy acquires. *‘ You make up or
you get out,” says the boy captain, briefly.
He recognizes that the success of the game
depends upon co-operation and good fellow-
ship. But so it is in other games in which
the players have not learned this vital lesson.
Is not our failure sometimes traceable to this
very lack? The question is worth discussion.
The boys had given me food for meditation.
I was grateful to them. One question more
I asked, with my thought upon the school
curricnlum. The question was addressed to
the boys and girls.

“If you had to select some one to live
witk, which would you choose, a person who
was able to laugh when he was teased and °
to keep from showing when he was vexed,
or the one who never fails in arithmetic?”
The answer was unanimous, no contrary
minds. “‘Ob! the cne who laughs when he
is teased and doesn’t show that he is mad.”
Will it come to pass by-and-by that the
development of this virtue shall find a place
ic the school curriculum, that the virtue
which is always and everywhere virtue, in
home and in civil life, shall be enough com-
mended and developed in the schools ?—The
Congregationalist.

Some Queer Things.

lsn’t it queer that some people care more
for what they eat than for how they feel ?

Another strange thing is that when people
know that re-breathed air is an active poison,
many have’ a horror of pure air in their
homes, and especially in their bedrooms.

Also queer that while all people have a
horror of disease, they are g0 long in finding
out that the only sure way of avoiding dis-
ease is by keeping every organ in the body
perfectly well.

So gueer that while we are so deathly
afraid of germs, microbes, bacteria, etc., we
live in such a way that our bodies become
deficient in resisting power to these same
germs, and when they are present, expect in
some miraculous manner to htwe:'them ex-
pelled.

Queer that while we all want so much to
enjoy life, with all its comforts, pleasures,
and happiness, we are 8o apt to forget t hat
upon health these all depend, that

Health is the vital principal of blies,

And exercise of health.

e oty

Cigarette Smoking among Boys.

We are very glad that this evil is engag-
ing so much public attention, and that at the
meeting of the Halifax School Commissioners
held last week, the following resolutions
were carried:

Whereas, it is alleged that the habit of
smoking exists among those under the age of
sixteen;

And whereas, it is desirable, in the opinion
of this board, that the school children of this
city should be protected;

Therefore resolved, that the truant officer
be instructed to report at the next meeting
of this Board.

(a) To what extent, if any, is smoking
prevalent with school children,

(b) The name or names of the shopkeepers
who are known to sell tobacco in any form
to school children.

() That the supervisor report whether in
the opinion of the teachers the smoking
habit has iocreased during the past few

years.
TS

Assist Nature.

You have been told to “‘hitch your wagon
to a star’—that Nature will aseist you.
That's all right. There are times, however,
when yon should assist Nature, and ‘the
| apring is one of these times, ;

Nature is now nudertaking to cleanse
system—if yon take Hood’s Sareaparilla,
undertakiog will be succeseful, and your
plexion bright and clear. 5




