
Scott’s Emulsion 
the standard Cod Liver 
Oil preparation of the 
world. Nothing equals 
it to build up the weak 
and wasted bedies of 

‘young and old. 
FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS 

p— 

Send 10c., name of paper and this ad. for 

our beautiful Savings Bamk and Child's 

Sketch-Book. Kach bamk econtains a 

Good Luck Penny. 

SCOTT & BOWNE 
126 Wellington St., West, Torente, Ont. 

The Story of a Heart, 
BY MARJORIE L. C. PICKTHALL. 

Patricia thought it very unkind of Dan to 

« A— — a 

get ill just after they had quarrelied. 
‘Not that it was a quarrel really. 

«Only she had told him it was a 
pity he couldn't let people understand 
that %o- interest in him was only friendly 
snd sisterly, and he had said that was all 

-wery well, but how about his interest in her? 
‘His second name was George, and he oould. 
n't tell a lie, and let them understand it was 

brotherly. And then the qaarrel began. 
+Qaly it.wasn'c really a quarrel. And then 

Daa had taken a mean advantage of her, and 
got himself ill. ; 
The old doctor had pulled up oun the top of 

the hill above the school house to tell her, 
with fatherly consideration, ‘'A very sharp 

pouch of grippe,” he said, watching her un- 
der his big fur cap, ‘“‘but we'll do our best 

for him, Miss Pat. Don't you worry, my 

.dear. A sight of your rosy face would be his 
best medicine, but I doubt tco stimulating 

-just now. Don’t bo auxions.” 
*“No doubt all his friends will be anxious,” 

sald Patrica coldly. She whistled Chucks 
with unnecessary violence, and awished with 

his leash at #he snowy grasses. ‘‘He's an- 
other of the sllly ones. Why do they all per- 

sist in tacking me on to Dan! I suppose he 
expects me to amuse him by burying all the 
«dolls in his backyard, like I dil when he had 
the mumps.” She watched the old sleigh 
swaying down the hilk At the bottom it 

turned aud went up the driveway to the 
shabby old grey house under the maples 
where Dan lived. Something colder than 

the temperatare clutched at her heart. 
“*T'wice in one day!” she said to herself. 

“Twice in one day!” 
The next day when she came in from her 

walk the two little aunts were waiting for 
ber—Dan’s aunts. Miss Hester held Pat's 

‘hands in both hers as she said there was no 
real cause for auxicty about the dear boy. 

“But Doctor Mackenzie wishes us to have a 

4rained nurse. It is moch wiser in the long 
wan, and gives the patient; every chance. 
“Though what better chance he could have 

than In our love—day and night—always 
good when he was ill—more then twenty 
‘years—Danlel George after his great-grand- 
Hather—" y 

The little lady had herself in hand again in 
:» moment. “I did not sleep much last night, 

aud I feel a little tired. Fprgive me, my 
dear, I should consider you and not myself. 

1 do consider you. 
my love, and help us all.” 

Pat watched the two little brave figures 

walking down the path; Miss Hester looked 
smaller than usual, and her dainty faded 
sweetness was gone; Miss Barry looked worn 

and aged. Pat crept slowly up to her room. 
From its wlndow, before the trees grew so 
tall, she could see across to Dan's window. 
They used to sigual each other with fifteen- 
eent lanterns. She had no chance of telling 
Miss Hester that her interest in Dan was 
eool and friendly. Why should . people per- 

sist in making those silly mistakes? Pat de- 
cided that she was vexed and annoyed. And 
©, how horribly afraid! The third day her 

mother told her, very geatly, that Dan had 
pneumonia, 

After that, Pat lost count of the days, 
somehow. They were just grey, leaden 
spaces of time, to be dragged through with. 
She was seal out for walks and given a tonic. 

I6 was a little consolation to walk dully, 
steadily, throngh the cold grey woods, snd 
tell herself thas just this sickening anxiety 
was consuming every one of Dan's friends, 

sad that she ought to be sorry for them too. 

| thin hands holding it. 

You will be a brave girl; 

But somehow she could think of nothing bat 

her own aching heart, that seemed to beat so 
heavily—*‘Dan, Dan, Dan.” 

The day they sent for the other doctor Pat 
d'd not go out. She dared not face the hill- 
road, because it led past the hushed grey 
hovse where Dan was. And besides, people 
ware sare to stop her and say: ‘Have yon 
l.ward how Da— young Mr. Barry is to.day, 

M ss Patricia?’ Jost as if she, of all the 
town, should be the one who knew! And to- 

day what could she say? Not even the doe- 
tore and the nurses could say. 
“Dan, Dan, Dan!” What would the world 

be hike without Dan? She tried to imagine 
it, and her heart shuddered and failed and 

foll away. 
Miss Hester sent over a little note to say 

that Baster was fretting so, would dear 

Patricia take him out for a run with Chucks? 

Patricia took Buster to her house, and her 

heart, It gave her something to do, keep- 
ing the two terriers from each other’s throats, 
and something to think about. She saw her- 
self, even as far as ten years hence, dressed 
in black, still caring for a masterless Buster; 
for Pat was very young. After she had cried 

about it till both the dogs were quiet wet, 

she felt a little better. In her heavy heart 
was a tiny star of hope. Perhaps—perhaps— 

“‘Bat even if he does, he won't be my Dan. 

I told him he wasn't and never would be.” 
And then there was a day when Dan was 

be'sar. Miss Hester climbed two fences and 

ran across a field to tell Pat so at once. *I 
thought you should be the first to know after 
ourselves, my love. Our hearts have ached 

for you all these weary days.” 
“Thank you, Aunt Hester,” sald Pat 

quietly. She went out to the kitchen and 

pat her arms about Buster and told him his 
master was better. She felt quiet and very 
tired, and saw with a sort of weary eontent 

that it was a lovely day, and snow and sap- 

phire and sun. She went up the hill that 
day, and when people asked her how Dan 
was, she sald “*Better,” and they shook hands 

with her, saying, *‘That’'s good, Miss Pat, 

that’s fine!” She saw how pleased they were. 
That was because they all loved Dan, just as 

she did. 
Doctor Mackenzie met her again at the top, 

and waved hls whip and shouted until the 

old mare bucked in the harness, ‘‘We've 

beaten it!” he cried. **We've kept him for 
you!” 
The words seemed dragged from Patricia 

sgainst her will. ‘Has he—asked—for me?” 
The elation dted out of the doctor's face. 

“Why —no,” he confessed. ‘‘He hasn't. 
Asked about the pup, that's all.” 
Pat went straight home. *‘Oh, Dan, Dan, 

Dan.” 
At the door an avalanche of little nephews 

and nieces met her. They all lovde Dan too. 

“He's better!” they shouled. 

**Yes, I know.” 

“Them why do you look 's if you'd been 
cryin’. Don's cry. We want you to help. 

Doctor Mac says Dan won't be fit to go the 
school Christmas tree.” 
“Of course he won't children. Why—why 

—-that’s the day after to-morrow.” She had 

lost count of time. 

“Yes, we know. Pore old Dan, he'll he 
drefle disappointed. So Billy's got a big 

branch, jus’ like a whole Christmas tree, and 

we're going to tle our presents for Dan on to 

that, and stick it up outside hls window so 

he’ll see it. We want you to tie yours on 
too.” 

Patricia nodded, and went upstiirs, She 
opened a drawer and looked at the gifs she 

bad for Dan, an expensive, intellectual book. 
It did not seem appropriate. She could no 
imagine Dan’s tired eyes reading it, Dan's 

She pushed it back 

impatiently. At the back of the drawer, 
among other odds and ends, something else 

caught her attention. She stood looking at 
it » long, long time. Would Dan under- 
stand? 

At last, with flaming cheeks and cold fin- 
gers, she drew it ont, scribbled on it quickly, 

| COUGHS & COLDS 
LEAD TO CONSUMPTION 

Colds are the most dangerous of all 
forms of disease. A neglected cold leads 
to Bronchitis, Consumption, Pneumonia. 
“Coughs” are the result of irritated bron. 
chialtubes. “PSYCHINE" curescoughs 
by removing the irritating particles and 
healing the inflamed membrane, Itis a 

micide and destroys the tubercle germ. 
fri a tonic that strengthens the lungs, the 
liver, and tones up the system. It makes 
forbetter health in all conditions of human- 
ity. Get strong and the cough will disappear. 
“PSYCHINE"™ makes weak people 
strong, It cures coughs of the most obdu- 
rate kind and breaks up a cold in a few 
hours. 

Write for Free Sample. 

For Sale by all Druggists and Dealers 50c. & $1 
per bottle. 

Dr. T. A. SLOCUM 
LIMITED, 

TORONTO 

p SYCHIN: 
PRONOUNCED SI-KEEN 

TURN TO 
THE PRONE 
When you are in doubt 

as to selling 
possibilities. 

(Ring the market station. 
INSTANTLY you are brought in 
direct contact with the people 
who can most aid you.) 

When you think it is 
going to rain 
and the reaper 
has been very 
busy all day. 

(Ring the weather man.— 
INSTANTLY you know whether 
you must take to the fields with » 

«all hands, or sit down and smoke 
the pipe of peace.) 

When your Barn is on 
fire. 

( ing your nearest neighbors. 
TLY you know that as 

fast as animals can travel, fellow 
tillers of the soil will come to 
your aid.) 

Every day you will find your 
phone “a friend indeed "' and it 
will prove to be a ‘“‘payer” too. 

Booklet 117 1s free for the asking. 
Tell us we ought to send It to you. 

THE NORTHERN ELECTRIC 
and Manufacturing Co. Limited 

Manufactures 
and Suppliers of 
all apparatus 
and equipment 
used in the cons- 
truction, oper- 
ation and main- 

ne tenance of Tele- 
phone andPower 

Address Office nearest you, Plants. 

~MONTREAL TORONTO WINNIPEG VANCOUVER REGINA ., 
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“Dan, from Pat,” and went downstairs, The 

children watched her as she tied in on the 

besutifal cedar bough. *‘The book would 
have been too heavy,” thought Pat to her- 

self, “it would have broken the branch. 

This is light, light. Light as my own will be. 
She did her task clumsily, aware of her hot 

cheeks and the critical scrutiny of the chil- 

dren. *‘Is that all?” asked Billy doubtfully, 
preparing to shoulder the branch. ‘‘Just 
that?” 

“Just that.” 
80 happy. 

**Just that red cardbcard heart lett over 

from our Valentine party?” The eldest 
niece's tone was penetrating ln ite disap- 
proval, 

**Juat that.” 

“Pore old’ Dan.” The youngest 
sighed. *‘And you have wrote on It, 
I'm giving him a pocket-comb.” 
“And this is a "broidered handkercher. I 

did it mine self.” 

‘“*‘Aund this parcel’s a hyacinf bulb. He can 

pat it in a pot and watch it grow.” 

“I'm giving him a piebald mouse. But we 
can’t tie that on, or it would catch cold.” 
“And I'm giving him a pep’mint walking- 

came.” 

“And I'm givin’ him a book of dried wild- 
flowers, but some of ’em have fell out. 
He'll like that.” 

Pat laughed again. **He'll like mine, too.” 

“Well, I hope he will,” said Billy with 

cold politeness, but I must confess I have my 
doubts.” 

But Pat had no doubts; at least, not for an 
hour or so. Then they descended on her in 
a storm, and she was miserable. How fool- 

ish she had been! How could she expect 

Daun to understand, after the dreadful things 

she had said? What could she do? Tell the 
children to zive it back? No. She had done 

it now. She would face the consequences of 
folly, but she could not face the cold, disap- 

proving stare of twelve juvenile eyes again. 
Little red cardboard hearts seemed to float 

in front of her eyes. That night she dreamed 
that Buster had it in his teeth, shaking it. 

She woke, cryimg out, *‘O Dan, Dan, will 
you understand?’ 
What would his aunts say? What would 

Dan think? Chrietmas morning brought the 
old doctor. “I’ve just come from my patient 

over yonder,” he said gravely; but there was 
a twlakle in his eyes. ‘‘He's been asking 
for Miss Pat here. Do you think you could 
spare her for ten minutes before break- 
fast? I'd whisk her over there in the sleigh 
right away—Oh, just a shawl or something. 
Oh, yes, he’s much better, but of course it 

doesn’t de to deny em anything—" 
Pat drew the shawl over her head to hide 

her face, and sank down in the old furry 
robe. The merry Christmas faces at the 

door sank away into a sort of shiny mist. 
How silent the old doctor was! How quickly 
the old mare went! They were past the wild 

rose bushes already, over the little bridge, 

past the locust tree, past the bank where 

the wasps’ nests were. The bells jingled so 
she couldn’t think. 

There were the aunts in the doorway, and 

Pat almost laughed, she felt 

niece 

too. 

kisses, and a few tears, all far away and an- 

— 

real. The doctor's voice saying, “Out of the 

valley of the jshadow—a merry Christmas 
indeed for us all, dear ladies—we all love 

him—" 

“O Dan, Dan, notas I do O, I wish I'd 

never come.” A hushed stairway, that 

seemed to sire'ch into a vast length, ‘though 

she bad slid down the banisters dozens of 
times. A quiet woman at the door— 
Through the mist Pat saw the familiar 

room grown strange and new. The cedar 

branch and the funny little parcels lay on a 

table, but the red cardboard heart was gone. 

And Dan understood; Dan always did un - 

derstand. 
“0 Dan, Dan, it was mine, It was mine!” 

But the question is, did the old doctor leave 
the sprig of mistletoe in reach among the 
medicine bottles? 

Deposed. 
BY EDWIN L. SABIN, 

I useter be *‘it” at Christmas; 

The whole darned thing was me. 
Bat it ain’t that way no longer, 
For we've got a baby—see? 

An’ happens that I ain’t in it 
Around that Christmas tree! 

Of course I do get some presents, 

The same’s I useter get; 

If T dldn’t—-well, if T didn’t 
There'd be a kick, you bet. 

An’ we have the tree an’ fixin'e 

The same’s we useter; yet— 

It’s, **Baby! Oh, see, see, baby!” 
“Does baby like it? There!” 

“Did Santy bring lots of pitties?’ 

“No, baby mustn’t tear!” 

“Let babykins have it, brother’ — 

Till a feller wants to swear. 

They've give him a lot more stuffn 
He'll ever, ever use. 

An’ what do yah think? It's my stoff 
He always has to choose! 

An’ I have to hand it over 
For **baby” to abuse! 

He's played with my truly engine 

Au’ pnt it on the bum; 

An’ he’s sat on my bok of injuns, 

An’ stuck a hole in my drum; 

An’ it ain't such fan at Christmas 

Since that there baby come. 

But they needn’t think they can “‘Santy’, 
Him like they've ‘‘Santied” me; 

For I'm agoin’ to tell him 

There ain't no Santy—gee! 
Ao’ mebbe he'll think he'd rather 

Go back to heaven—see? 

No Appetite 
Your Food Disagrees 
You're Tired —Lifeless 
Skin is Yellow 

You'll Feel Worse Every Day Unless 
You Brace Up Quick—The Best 

Treatment Is Ferrozone, 

Every day comes the good news of 
wonderful cures with Ferrozone, 

In Peterboro it worked marvels for 
Louis Meehan—put him right on his 
feet—made him entirely well, 
“About three years ago,” says Mr. 

Meehan, “I had the Grippe, which left 
me in a very run-down condition that 
finally developed into Dyspepsia. I 
was unable to eat but a few things 
and had a craving for acid. I gave 
up treating with the doctors because 
they did not help me and on the ad- 
vice of a friend used Ferrozone. It 
not only cured me of Dyspepsia and 
Biliousness, but has built up my 
strength to what it was before I had 
the Grippe. I can recommend Ferr- 
ozone as an ideal restorative.” 
Ferrozone gives you force, 

vim. 
It strengthens the stomach cures in- 

digestion, prevents headaches—guar- 
antees good health, 
Thousands use Ferrozone—they all 

Improve—get better health—look bet- 
ter—feel better; try it yourself—sold 
in 50c boxes by all druggists. or the 
Catarrhozone Co., Kingston, Ont. 

Ferrozone 

THE STEPHENSON HOUSE. 

All Modern Improvements. Permanent and 

ansient Boarders. 

MISS STEPHENSON, Proprietor 
Woodstoct N. B 

energy, 

What Some of Our Graduates 

Have Told Us Recently 
Graduated five years ago, and am getting $3,000 

per year. ; 
Graduated seven years ago; am getting good 

galary and am worth $7,000. 
Graduated three years ago; am now secretary of 

this firm, and am worth $5,000. : 
Pretty good for boys who remained mm New 

Brunswick and whose only capital was pleaty of 
energy and a diploma from 

Predexioctoxn 

Business Collegyre 

A diploma and all it carries with it from his 
school 18 a good capital for and young mam or 
woman. 

Addreas Send for free catalogue. 

W. J. OSBORNE, 

Mahogany Furniture. 
I am prepared to restore old 

Furniture, no matter how badly broken up. aw 
old pieces when repaired are quite valuable sad 
fas superior to anything of modern make. i 
a Cabinet (Maker and ‘French Polisher” of maa 
years experience in the city of St. John, I think 
a my business. Also general repairing 

rite to 

Poet of Mah 

(.; N. A. BURNHAM, 

Upper Woodstock, N.B 

HELP WANTE 
—— 

We want a reliable 
man with rig, or 

capable of handling 
horses wm everylecality in Canada on salary or commission — $15.00 
a week and expenses, with advancement, introducing and adver- 
tising our Royal Purple Stock and Poultry Specifics, putting up bit 
— 7 by ¢ feet ; selling goods to merchants and consumers 
o experience needed. We lay out your work for you A good 

position for farmer or for farmer's son, permanent, or for fall and 
winter months. Write for particular 

The W. A. Jenkins Mfg. Co,, London, Ont. 

A Splendid Line of 

Children’s 
Ready-to-Wear 

DRESSES 
For Fall and Winter 1n 

sizes from 1 to 14 years. 

Also a new stock of 

Stamped Linen 
Cushion Tops and Pillow Forms. 

MRS. F. L. MOOERS, 
FANRNSON BLOCK, 

Main St. opp. Queen. 
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We reeetve 3 times as many calls for ofce hel 
as any sehool in the State on a basis of pi 8 
ment. Had 14 more positions shan we could 
fill within swo weeks. A good position has been 
secured for every graduate and they are giving 
satisfaction. We “offer you the best course of 
study and instruction that can be arranged. Now 
ie the time 0 prepare. Write for catalog and 
interesting information. 

HOULTON BUSINESS COLLEGE. 
HOWLTON, . MAINK 
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MISS JEAN SPRAGUE 
TEACHER OF’ 

horthand and  Typewriting. 
RESIDENCE 

Albert St. Woodstock. 

DR. F. J. SHAW, 

Veterinary Surgeon 
OFFICE AT CLARK'S HorEL, 

EH ARTIL.AND, XN. XB. 

Treats all domestic animals, Filing and 
raction of Teeth a specialty. Telephone 
tromptly attended day or night, 

FARMS FOR SALE. 

“We have on hand the largess Net of farm aad 
Sip pooutety of any Agency in she Jo. All par- 
ties desifing such property are sare so find what 
they want throngh us. Farms of all sizes. All 
xy Hotels, Stores, Blacksmith shop, Livery 
sable. live wa a call before looking elsewhere. 

C. O. Grant, Farm Ageucy. 
7 _—_. oy 

oulten, Me. 
Awg.1}, ' 

FURNACES FOR SALE. 
We have on hand: Hot air Furn- 

aces, for coal or wood, the best and 

most economical furnaces on the mar- 

ket. They generate th2ir own gas 
and burn it. Call and see them be- 

fore purchasing elsewhere. 

We have also two second-hand 
Small & Fisher Furnaces for burning 
wood, practically as good as new. 

HAMILTON BROS, 
Connell Street next to Clarke & Joha- 

Frederioton, N. B, son’s Hardware Stove


