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“Weak Women 
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To weak and op women, there is at least one 
way to help. But with that way, two treatments, 
gust be combined. One is local, one is constitu 
gional, but both are important, both essential, 

Dr. Shoop's Night Cure is the Local. 
Dr. Shoop's Restorative, the Constitutional. 
The former—Dr. Shoop's Night Cure—isa topical 

gucous membrane suppository remedy, while Dr. 
#hoop's Restorative is wholly an internal treat- 
ment. The Restorative reaches throughout the 
entire system, seeking the repair of all nerve, 
all tissue, and all blood ailments. 
The "Night Cure”, as its name implies, does its 

work while yousleep. It soothes sore and inflame 
ed mucous surfaces, heals local weaknesses and 
discharges, while the Restorative, eases nervous 
excitement, gives renewed vigor and ambition, 
builds up wasted tissues, bringing about renewed 
etrength, vigor, and energy. Take Dr. Shoop's 
Restorative—Tablets or Liquid—asa general tonia 
to the system. For positive local help, use as well 

Dr. Shoop’s 
Night Cure 

THE (UES. 
It was a cheap lodging house, where as 

many as two or three families sometimes occu- 

pied one room or cellar and perhaps took 
boarders. Newly-arrived immigrants from 

Ytaly who could not speak English, or had 

little money, often came here and, if econ- 

amical or shiftless, very likely remained. 

Fhe more ambitious and energetic soon went 

in search of better quarters. 

Petro was the name given by one of these 

mew arrivals and though the clothing he wore 
wae evidently coarser than what he was acc- 

astomed to, yet it was so much better than 

fis surroundings that the other boarders 

fonked at him askance. The morning after 

he came the proprietor went to him. 
‘“What is your business?’ he asked abrupt- 

fy. 

Petro did not even look towards him. 

They were standing by the door aud the 
eager, restless eyes were scanning the people 
iu the street. 

“I paid you my lodgings last night for a 
week,’ was the cold answer. 

“Yes I know,” with less aggressiveness in 

dhe voice, “‘but I help my countrymen get 

start. If you hand-organ man I have hand- 
organ to rent; if you grind knife or sell fruit 

or worka by day I have grind stones and push 
earts and I know where hire you out. I 
$elp my countrymen. 

“Thank you but I do not need your assist- 
ance. 

The proprietor frowned angrily, his small 

Slack eyes studying his lodger with open 

Petro’s fingers were long and 

white and there was no unwashed accumu- 

fation upon his neck and face and behind 
his ears, as was the case of the other lodgers; 
sad then he talked pure American, better 
¢han the landlord himself, who had been in 
the country ten years. 

“‘Got-a more money to pay?’ he demanded. 
““We will see at the end of the week,” was 

the absent reply. 

Petro’s thorghts were so evidently pre- 
secupied with the street that the proprietor 
¢arned away, his face darkening. 

“Well,” he snarled back, “you betta be 
esreful. The police court be close by and 
they watch sharp.” 
That evening a reporter was walking along 

the sidewalk, his eyes open for local color. 
Opposite the lodging house he suddenly 
stopped. The low, yearning cry of a violin 

was floating out, falling now almost in to 

sileace, as though in despair, and thea rising, 
wising entreatingly, imperiously, until one’s 
very soul demanded to be released to go in’ 
answer. It was uot the work of an amateur, 
mor of an merely good player, but of a 
master, such as may be heard at rare in- 
tervals uptown, but never on Elizabeth street. 
The repurter listened until the last note died 
away in a low sob and then want into the 
Sodgiag house. But the player was sitting at 
sa open window in an upper room and would 
met be disturbed. 

All through the night the sobbing wail and 
the imperious entreaty lingered in the re- 
porter’s brain, at his desk in the Park Row 
office, in his own lodging house, finally en- 
tering into his dreams—and always as of 
something half remembered. The next day, 

while gathering news at the clubs, in the 
fmmigrant office, at the police station, the 
motes still floated tantalizingly in his thoughts, 
Bet it was not until he went to the grand 
apera in the evening that he remembered. It 
was a little Italian love song and had been 
played in that very theatre two winters 
before. 
A few evenings later he was again on 

Elizabeth street, and once more heard the 
wailing sob and imperious entreaty, but this 
time several blocks lower down. The player 
was sitting on a box behind a bootblack’s 
staad, his head bent low over the violin, but 
fis eager restless eyes studying the people 
who were passing about him. Again the re- 
porter tried to interview him and again was 
repalsed. 

After that whenever he went to the Italian 
ajmarter in the evening, the violin was sure to 
be playing the same exquisite love song, but 
always at a different part of the street. And 
so matter how important his engagement or 
fimited his time, the reporter paused to listen 

to the master hand, until the music died 
away in a last low sob. 

One day he went to the manager of an 
opera. 

“Look here,” he said, ‘‘there’s a fellow 
down on Elizabeth street who can play better 
than anyone in your employ. It may be 
worth your while to see him.” 
That evening Petro played on a corner 

where there was a great deal of passing. The 

two listened until the last low note died 

away, and then sought him. Oa the mana- 
ger's face was a look of amazement. 

*‘Where do you play ?"” he demanded. 

**In open windows, on the sidewalk, like 
this.” 

**But great scott! you cannot earn much.” 
“I do not ask anything.” 
**Well, then,” an eagerness coming into 

his voice, which he did not attempt to con 
ceal. “I will give you £50 a week to come 

and play for me.” 

Petro shook his head. 

*I left 1,000 lires, $200 to come here,” he 

answered. 

He rose from the box upon which he had 

been sitting, tucked his violin under his arm 

and was moving away, but the manager's 

hand was upon his shoulder. 

“Wait a minute,” he said earnestly. *I 
want to have a little talk. Come in here. 

And you also,” to the reporter. 

They were at the entrance of an upstairs 
restaurant, and after a moment's hesitation 

Petro allowed himself to be drawn in. At 

the table the manager gave him his card. 

“That is my name,” he said, *‘now, I 

want you to piay for me, and you can name 

your own price.” 

Petro glanced at the card, his eyes bright- 
ened a little as though in recognition, 

“Yes,” he said “I know of you. You 

brought Carusa to America. He has told me 

of you. You are a good manager to work 
for. 

*‘What!” with wonder in his eyes, ‘‘youn 
know Carusa, and playing here on Elizabeth 

street? I do not understand. But you will 

name a price? No?” at the utter refusil on 

the other's face. *‘‘Then at least you will 

tell me why?! Believe me I am your friend. 
1 am the friend of any man who can play like 
you do. Is there no assistance I can give 
you?” 

For a minute Petro’s eyes remained cold; 
then he throw out his arms, suddenly, pas- 

sionately, letting them fall upon the table. 
The two men looked at each other. It was 
like the last sobbing note of the love song. 

“Yes,” he said drearily, ‘‘there is no rea- 

son why I should not tell. I have tried and 

failed,and now it does not matter. It was only 
that I did not like notoriety—but even that 
does not matter now. In my own country I 
loved a girl named Francesca. We were 
betrothed; but I did not dare to tell her 
people, for she was noble and I was not and 
I had no money. Iloved music, and went 
away and studied and in time began to earn 
money, and at last made an engagement for 
two years and went to England and France 
and came to America. When it was over [ 

was rich, and I went straight to Italy and 
bought a castle and then went for Francesca. 

He was silent for some minutes, his head 
dropping upon his hands. At length he went 

on in the same dreary voice: *‘She was gone. 

Her people had lost money, her mother died 
and her father had brought her t> America. 
I followed and found Ler father had died 
here on this street and Francesca had disap- 
peared. I dressed in roagh clothes and have 

been searching ever since. That is all, only 

the little love song I play is one she used to 
like. I have never heard the song played hy 
anyone else. When Francesca hears it she 
will know I am near and will come.” 

The manager had been regarding him close- 
ly. : 
“Your face seems half familiar,” he said, 

**but I do not seem to recall the name Petro.” 
‘It is not my name,” quietly. *‘I took it 

to save annoyance. But the name does not 
matter. Now I will go.” 
**Why can’t you play for me, a few nights 

at least? urged the manager. *‘You can still 
continue to search.” 

“I shall not play any more, except as I do 
now, without price, until I find her,” was the 
answer. “I have played the song at every 
Italian corner on this street, but there are 
some of my countrymen in other parts of the 
city. I shall not give up the search until I 
have made the violin call her name in every 
block in New York. 

A mouth later there was a benefit at the 
manager's theatre for the sufferers by a fire 
on Elizabeth street. As soon as it was an- 
nounced, Petro went to the manager's office. 

‘I will play for this if you like,” he said. 
“Good! And what name shall I put on 

the bill?” 
“Just Petro.” 
So “Petro, violin,” went on the bill, and 

when he appeared on the stage there was no 
applause to greet him for the name was 
strange. But when the bow rippled caress- 
ingly across the strings a great hush fell upon 
the house, which lasted through two selec- 
tions; and then the violinist’s head sank 
upon his instrument, and a low yearning cry 
floated out, which changed and rose into a 
passionate, imperative entreaty that carried 

the audience on breathless to the last sobbing 
note. 
With the first pleading ery there had come 

a smothered exclamation from the back of the 

audience, and now, as the last note sobbed 
away into silence, there was a joyous *‘Ber- 

nardot, oh Bernardot!” and oblivious of the 
faces staring on either side, the girl was 

hurrying toward the stage, her head held 

high, her arms extended, to meet the man 

who had already leaped down among the 
audience and was coming toward her. 

Attacking a System, 

On every side I hear strange insistence 

upon the fact that it is only the system that 

I hear people utter tha following 
“We do not attack 

is wrong. 

extraordinary words: 

individuals.” 

What, in the name of the seven planets, 

How 

4 system came 

can you attack except individuals?” 

can one fight a system? If 

into this room, what would you do to it? 
Would you take a gun or a fencing foil or a 

butterfly net or a horsewhip or a disinfectant? 

A system only exists in the minds of men, 
and if there is a very vile system in the minds 
of men there must be something very vile 
about their minds. 

I do not say that they may not have other 

virtues along with the qualities that make 
the bad system. I do not say that the up- 
holders of any bad system are without any 
moral merits. I do not say that the Italian 

brigands are without any moral merits. Bat, 
however good or evil may be mingled in the 
character of au Italian brigand, nobody ever 

said that in dealing with pereons of that pro- 

fession you were not to attack individuals. 
You do not, in dealing with brigands, say 

that you merely attack the system. You at- 
tack the brigaads—that is, supposing that 
you are in possession of the adequate bodily 

courage.--C. K. Chesterton in Illustrated 
London News. 
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Cured of Rheumatism. 

Mr. Wm. Henry of Chattanooga, Tenn., 
had rheumatism in his left arm. “The 
strength seemed to have gone out of his mus- 
cles so that it was useless for work,” he says. 
*‘1 applied Chamberlain’s Pain Balm and 
wrapped the arm in flannel at night, and to 
my relief found that the vain gradually left 
me and the strength returned. In three 
weeks the rheumatism had disappeared and 
has not since returned.” If troubled with 
rheumatism try a few applications ot Pain 
Balm. You are certain to be pleased with 
the relief which it affords, For sale by All 
Dealers. 
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A Russian peasant journeyed to the near- 
est town to buy himself a pair of nea boots, 
and after profiting by the occasion to imbibe 
plenty of vodka started homeward, but soon 
fell asleep on the road, where he was relieved 
of his new boots by a passing thief. About 
an hour afterward a cart came along and the 
carter, arousing him, called out: 
‘Take those legs of yours out of the way, 

can’t you?” 
The Russian staggered to his feet, and, re- 

garding his legs’ gravely, said: “Those legs 
aren’t mine. Mine had new boots on.” 

Whooping Cough, 
I have used Chamberlain’s Cough Remedy 

in my tamily in cases of whooping cough, and 
want to tell you that it is the best medicine I 
have ever used. —W. F. Gaston, Posco, Ga. 
This remedy is safc and sure. For sale by 
All Dealers. 

The great cause of social crime is drink, 
the great cause.of poverty 1s drink. When I 
hear of a family broken up, and ask the 
cause—drink. IfI go to the gallows, and 
ask its victim the cause, the answer—drink. 
Then T ask myself in perfect wonderment, 
Why do not men put a stop to this thing?— 
Archbish8p Ireland. 

The young man who makes everything 
converge on fortune-building has estab- 
lished an ideal that will feed like a can- 
cer on the finer virtues. Things there 
are that money cannot buy. It is said 
that Gladstone died poor beeause he was 
too busy to make money. 

Prof. Haecker, at the recent meeting 
of the Minnesota State Agricultural Soci- 
ety, made the statement that when he 
wanted to raise a nice, healthy calf from 
one of the high-testing Jersey cows, he 
raised it on Holstein milk, 
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Bonfort’s Wine and Spirit Circular, 
published in New York, warns the saloon 
that it must reform or go, for people are 
becoming disgusted with its evils. This 
is significant, for no one will put it down 
as the words of a temperance visionary or 

DR. A. W, CHASE'S 

alarmist, 

CATARRH CURE... 29. 
is sent direct to the diseased 
parts by the Improved Blower, 
Heals the ulcers, clears the air 
passages, stops droppings in the 
throat and rmanantly cures 
Catarrh and Hay Fever. Blower 

free. Al! dealers, or Dr. A. W. Chase 
Medicine Co., Toronto and Buffalo. 

~ Cash paid for Tallow, 
Hides, Dressed Hogs and 
Fat Cattle. : 

IMPERIAL PACKING COMPANY, 
WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

TE 
200 Cups of Tea 

All from one pound of the 
Blue Label. The Tea will 
be as strong as you will 
want 1t—and 1t has that 
nich, pungent flavor 
for which Red Rose 
Tea is noted. 

Prove it by ordering a 
package from your grocer. 

BLATCHFORD'S 
CALF MEAL 
The Perfect Substitute for Raising Calves 

100 Ibs. of it Makes 100 Gallons of Rich Nutritious Gruel 
It is now a well recognized fact that one of the most success- 

ful aids to profitable fa;ming is using a good milk substitute for 
raising calves. Thousands of the best farmers in the country are 
now raising their calves on Blatchford’s Calf Meal at about half 
what 1t used to cost to raise them on milk. 

Blatchford’s Calf Meal may really be called the Standard 
Milk Substitute of the world. The foreign trade in it alone is 
more than the total trade of all other makes of calf meal combine 
ed. It has raised more calves, more fine stock, fine animals, and 
prize winners. etc., than any other calt meal. 

It is absolutely the only Milk Substitute that contains all the 
elements necessary for bodily growth in approximately the proper 
proportion, and it is the only Calf Meal that is thoroughly cooked 
and prepared for digestion by the tender stomach of the very 
young animat. Calves can be vealed better and quicker by using 
the meal mixed with skim milk than letting the calf have the milk 
direct from the cow, and you save the cream for butter which at 
present brings a good price. 

FOR SALE BY 

W. F. DIBBLEE & SON, 
Woodstock and Centreville. 
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A Convincing Reason Why 
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the Finest Bread is readily made, even by the inexperi- 
enced housewife, from 

PURITY FLOUR 
It is manufactured entirely from the choicest Western Can- 
ada Hard Wheat in the newest and most most modern milling 

plant in the world. 

Full of Nutriment. Never 
Disappoints in the BaKing 

Sold everywhere in the Great Dominion. 
WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS CO., Limited 

Mills at Winaipeg, Goderich and Brandon 

A New Woodworking Factory. 
The undersigned have taken over the Havpen Factory and 

are prepared to supply all kinds of BUILDERS’ MATERIALS, in 
fact everything thav is manufactured in a first class woodworking 
factory. We will be open and ready for business on April 1st. 
Soliciting your patronage. 

The Carleton Woodworking Company, Limited, 
P. O. Box 333. 


