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W. D. Camber, 
AJ BIINLIES'Y. 

Painless : Extraction. 
DEFloo: Drueoon Street. 

ELSON FP. GEANT, M.D. C.M.,, 
Late 8 iperintendent and Resident Physician 

St. John General Hospital, 

nd Residence, No. 1 Broadway, 
WOODSTOCK, N. B. 
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DR. T. W. GRIFFIN, 

Physician and Surgeon. 
OFFICE AND RESIDENCE 

WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

OR. P. T. KIERSTEAD 
OFFICE AND RESIDENCE : 

CHAPEL ST. WOODSTOCK. 
SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN 70 DISEASES OF 

WomeN Axp CHILDREN. 

DR. F. J. SHAW, 

Veterinary Surgeon 

F Orrice aT;CLark’s HortEL, 

EARTILANI, IN. XE. 

Treats all domestic animals. Filing and Ex 
raction of Teeth a specialty, Telephone cal] 
romptly attended day or night. 

JAMES R. H. SIMMS, 

. Barrister-at-Law, 

<JLICITOR AND Notary PusLic, Etc. 

SATE. IN. B. 

J. C. HARTLEY, 
Barrister, Notary Public, 

Solicitor, Etc. 
and she says +h 's dreadful pst to, to know 

tls gil, who hasn't gt any folks or any mon 

— m—— rw 
Mica T 3 Miss Jane's nap ended at 3. She dressed 
Miss valib and Little Dorothy herself SE bat without interest, and 

” deseonded t) the library to tako up her usual 
(By Epitm A. SAwvERr, IN THE ‘SUNDAY afternoon pastimes of a li‘tle reading and 

ReruBLIcaN.’) moch thinking. so to speak. It was the fi~st 
balmy days of Apii'. A glow of color suf- 
fused the twigs tat danced on the bare 
benches ef the trees: the grass had more 
than a tinge of green. The suggestive on- 
coming of the springtile vagucly emphasized 
Miss Jane's 1ineliness thst afternoon. She 
was, in tact, alone in the world. Wealth 
was all she had, 

A child? A fragment of the morn, 
A piece of spring. 

~ William Watson, 
Tears welled inte Mics Jane's eyes. Subdly 

aggrieved always, she fe't more than osdia- 
ary deprescion on this §pring morning when 
everything in Nature expressed living hape. 
‘I wish I could help somebody. 1 mizht as 
wel! be dead.’ 

Mrs Barnes—Miss Jane's companion for 
10 years past—did not offer any protest 
agninet a complaint to which she had grown 
accustomed. But somet iog whieh had bap. 
pened made the wontedly reprcsied woman 
say, after a moments deliberation: ‘tha 
poor soul I told you about, the mother any 

Maanwhile upstairs, Mrs Barnes was try- 
ing to choke back her toars as she tnderly 
handled the li t'e dresses and underclothes 
hat she took from a t-unk in the depth of 
the reomy cliset, She was roused from her 
bask by te 1iiging of the front door bell, 
Hurriedly she wnt downstairs to intercept 
annah in opening the doer. 

brought to the almshouse in March has died.’ From her seat near the library window, 
‘I wish 1 had di:d,” declared Miss Jane | Miss Jane had seen a plainly dressed woman 

passionately. barn int) the fligstone path, lading a bud- 
Mrs Barnes bent lower over her mending; | dled, red-shawl:d figure of diminutive 828, ‘Muyhe if we dido’c trust tae Lord t., do | Who dragg:d behind evidently nct so much 

what's best, we miglt wonder why he takes | fom reluctance as trom shortness of lege. 
mothers, sometimes instead of peeps whe Miss Jane heard Mrs Barnes’ swift descent, haven't any children.’ She visitors’ entrance, and Mrs. Barnes 

Meck-spirited Mrs Barnes was not prone | Words: ‘Come right up to my room.’ to answer back; Mies Jane straightened her- ‘Bring the people in here,’ Miss Jane self eg.rassively, rose with a sudden impulse; she would have Instead of waiting for Mtss Jane to reswme | 8 look as the ch.] 1 
the conversation, however, Mrs Barnes weat But Mes. Barnes was already l3ading the on, hurriedly for her: ‘The woman made an Way upstiire. Miss Gates, following, al>ne awful time because she had to die and have | heeded, and turned t) sy, over her shoulder: her litt'e girl all alone in the world. You ‘Sorry, ma'am, but I haven't got any time to remember, don’c you? She lost her husband pare.’ 
81X months ago, and she was worn our, tak- Miss Jane, her soft silk skirts held back ia ing care of Lim, and there wasn’t any money. | 0 hand, waited doubtful'y a moment by 

the massive newel-post, wa'ching them,— 
Mrs. Barnes, a wiry, straight-lined figure, 
the tall, gaunt matron, and the littly child 
still harrying yet obliged to go up hy putting 
not one foct on one rt .ic after te other, but ; both feet tquarly on each stair. persisted Mrs Barnes. ‘She had known bst- ‘Plucky little thing! IT wonder why she tor days, they say. The night before sha died | 40esn’c cry,’ thought Miss Jane. Then, 

she just bogged and bagged the matron Mrs slowly, as if agai ict her will, she followed Gates, not to keep the little girl there bus so apstairs. 
find a cood home for her. And Miss Oates— 
who's kindheart d for all she has to do with 
miserable pauper creatures most of the Wm 
—sbe siys she just had t) promse, so that 
the woman might die peaceful-like. She was 
tell:ng me about it, down t wn, his morning 

80 the selectmen hsd to put the mother and 
chili into the almshouse.’ 

Miss Jane turoid her hndsom head lan- 
guidly: ‘I remember you £)ld me ll thia,’ 
she said, as if dismissing the subjsct, 

‘That just broks the por soal’s spirit, 

When, a moment later, she saw the chili's 
face, she saw why the child had not cried. 
A winsome face it was; deliste, yet deter- 

mined, in oval outline; a touch of clr in 
the cheeks from the hurrying; a few stray 
tendrils of brown hair eseaping from under 
the faded blue tam-o-shant:r shaded the where t> find a home for that friendless lit i 
fair, high forehead, the soft line of mouth Offices: Main Street, Woodstock ey.’ was firmly shut, and there was such a patho 

This had bee Hy le osch | V0: steady bravenees in she violet-blue eyes, 
a Ta that a sudden, real pain gripped Muss Jane's THE STEPHENSON HOUSE. | ani motors immed es sponte meio | sew. 

the took mishapen stitches. Miss Jane stood tiere, in the doorway 
Miss Jane had not listened closely: sho had | Without a word, while Mrs Barer, her face All Modern Tmprovements, Permanent and | heard enough, however, to answer diearily: | tense with feeling, held out two or three 

ansieat Boarders, 
You only make me feel worse, telling me little dresses, measuriag them to the child. MISS STEPHENSON, Proprigtor such matters. The world is a tarribly hard | Fhe unpinniog of the eambersome shawl had 

Woodstoc 3* N. B 

MONEY TO LOAN |: 
On Real Estate. f 

place.” Hands clasped listlessly, a melan- | revealed a s1.ght figure, sturdy-looking with, 
choly droop to her mouth. Miss Jane was a | ll, despite the thin knees which showed be- 
picture of the luxury of grief as she sat there | Death the tro-short skirts, 
urrounded by te comforts of life. “Those will do; and so will the blue jacket 
‘The world will be a terribly hard Flice | and the whit hat with pink roses,’ said Miss or that little slip of a girl if somebody does- | Gates, her pract cal eyes taking in the layout ( n’t give her a home.” Mrs Barnes began, ner | on the bed. ‘Can she have the undercloth es 

; . 

APPLY To D. M LEOD VINCE vously folding her work. tov? The better-dressed she is the more — . <Eem— _w se Barristor-at-Law, Woodstoca N. B 
———————— ee 

A Representative for I 

‘I suppose ‘t's a poor, puny child, — girl, | chance there is of somebody's adopting her.’ 
you said? Probably deformed, or has rickets Tae child's eyes were fixad rouadly, r1uther or some such dreadful disease,” Miss Jar.e re- dreamily on the pink roses; one soft little 

anted marked with a shudder. hand reached ¢1 >wly out to touch them. 

‘No,’ returned Mrs Barnes almost euitly. | Mrs Barnes hesitated imperceptibly, be-. It's a well-favored, sort of an old-fashioned fore answering Miss Gates; ‘Yes, she ean ooking little girl. I told Miss Gates to have them all, if they wlll do her any good.’ bring her over this afterneon to see if sny of | “Some of the things are too big, but she'll woodstock, N. B. we 
This is the time to sell nursery stoek. t 

my Mary's clothes would do for har. The grow to them,’ replied Miss Gates. ‘She's child misses her mother,” Mrs Bacnes con-| worn out most everyihing she had when she inued agitatedly: ‘It must have been ter. came to the poorbouse.’ We pay liberally and offer steady employment, | rible for the mother. I can feel just bow | Miss Jane started forward, It was svd- Our list of SPECIALTIES embraces a acre and choie she felt. Oaly I missed my ltils girl, —that's dealy tersible to have ‘peorhounse’ associated ist of ready sellers in both FRUIT amd OgrNa_ the ditference—Mary dida’t have so miss her | with this wist8ul-faced standy-eyed shild. MENTAL stoek, SEED PorAToES, &c. 

Write for terms and catalogue, mother.’ Just then the little girl looked up at Miss 
Mrs Barnes went precipitately out of the Jane, and, unheedful of what had been pase- STUNE & WELLINGT®N, room. Miss Jane sat apathetbic, thinking. | ing, said in a voice with an Irresistible ead. 

The_ Fonthill Nurseries, Deep down in ker heart, self-pity was stdrring | ence: ‘Those is like the roses in my muveer’s at the thought that she herself had no child gerden at my home.’ (Established 1837) to grieve over. For a moments Miss Jame and the child Toronto, Ontario She was a woman of about sixty years, | looked a4 ene another, the ¢hild’s fearless with dark, restless eyes, hair just whitening, | gazs studying the woman's fae, Miss Jane's and a fresh com} l:xion; she was fairly vigor- | heart expanding w.th a great overwhelming FRED. L. MOOERS, ous In health—despite her extseme oare of parpose. 

SIGN PAINTING 

and LETTERING 
OF ALL KINDS. § 

Agent for the Willis Wind Sign, 

Shop CONNELL ST. 
Orders can be left at the Ladies’ Wear 

store, 

———Y . « — 

Houses and Lots For Sale. 

Apply to 
LOUIS E. YOUNG. 

Woodstock, N.B.,ov. 27th, NO. 8t— 
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a woman can’t drive her husband she at 
€3t © J make him back up. 

herself—and full of nerves, and full of bmag- Kneeling suddenly, she put her arms about inary troubles. Always generous of money, | the slight figure and said: ‘You haven't sny 
she seldom gave of herself. Her follow-towns home now? 
folk spoke of her as the rich Miss Peters, ‘No. O, yes, the poorkouse.” The child who's going t> be queer if she doesn’t look | corrected herself w.th a trembling lip, yet 
out.’ wi h a quick, grateful glance at Miss Gates Mise Jane was alone In the world, save for | who had stopped talking t> look and listen. an older bachelor brother whe visited her | ‘How old are you, dear? Miss Jane asked, 
punctiliously and briefly, twiee a year, and ‘Four years old last Jaanvuwary,’ ths voioe 
who under no consideration would have #:k- | was like del cate music. 
ea up his abode in the old New Esgland| ‘Aud what is your name?’ 
homestead with his aimless low-spirivad sis- ‘Dorothy.’ 
ter. ‘Will you come to live with me, Dorothy? ‘What time is chat child coming? queried | asked Miss Jane, sweggling to control her 
Miss Jane, when Mrs Barnes, ss usual, an- | voiee. 
nounced dinner precisely at one o'clock. ‘Haven't you amy lit la girl? quectioned 

‘About 4, I don’c want to have your nap | the child shyly. 
di turbed,” answered Mrs Barnes waiting *No, Dorothy.’ 
duly at the door of the dinning-reom. ‘T haven't any muvver here now,’ said the 

‘It isn’t likely that I care to see the child, | child slowly, ‘and you haven't any little girl? 
replied Miss Jane haughtily., Then scating | ‘No,’ said Miss Jane; then, with a strange 
hers:1f, she bowod her head to say the eccue- | new tenderness in her voice she repeated: 
tomed grace. ‘Will you come #5 ive with med 

‘Jane lvoked up, already defensive. 

yh ON'T let that cold become chronic.” A few’ 
D eo of Johnson's Anodyne Liniment in 

; water or on sugzr will quickly make 7 
traces of it disappear. It is fhe remedy for®® 
cramps, colic, diarrhoea, etc. 

J 

for 99 years has been a household standby. If 
affords relief internally and is unequalled when 
used externally for sore muscles, stiff joints, 
muscular rheumatism, cuts, sprains, burns, ete. 

25¢ and 50c a bottle everywhere LJ 

NEW HARDWARE STORE 
Connell Street, Woodstock. 

Paints, Oils, Wringers, 
Varnishes, Washing Machines, 
Alabastine, Churns, 
Varnish Stains, Butter Trays, 
Builders’ Hardware, Tin, Enamel Ware. 

SOLE AGENTS FOR 

Martin Senour 100 per cent, Pure Mixed Paints 

CLARKE & JOHNSTON. 
‘I like you,’ sighed the child, leaning for- MON DAY 

+ ward in wistful abandon egiinst Miss Jane's 

She Barn suet ue of ne woaor, | AUUSE 29th, 1910, swallowing great sobs. Her plan had met 
with a success far beyond her expectations. 

‘She may as will stay aow,’ Miss Gates | Fredericton Business College spoke very geatly. ‘I ean send over her : : things by old Tia.’ opens its splendid new rooms. for the 
‘I will send for them imwedistsly.” Miss FALL TERM. 

is the day on whieh 

That ecening, when the earth and the| We are making preparations for a 
“trees had been lulled into quiet by the south great big attendance this year. 
wind, Miss Jane sat in the dim-lightad hell 
upstairs, just outside the spare-room where : Dorothy lay asleep. catalogue, Write for one. 
She seems 1:ke a flower—:hat dear listle | ADDRESS 

fice and that big white pillow,” Miss Jane w J OSBORNE, 

If you have not already received a 

. 
2 h 

- . 
oy rather Sn —— RL — a Principal. Just wandered restlessly o Fredericton N* B,, own rocm. 

.“ ; ing 1. y in all tL . : There's nothing 1.ke a baby, in a © a fine variety of world, except two babies—or tweaty!' re. 
plied Mrs Barnes unsteadily. N S 2 : 
‘Its just as sclfish of ¢ld maids as it is of ew pring 
married women not to have children: maybe : 
worse,” continued Miss Jane. ‘The Bible and 
says more are the ch:ldren of the unmarried 

than of them who have husbands. LI shall be 
proud of my bonnie baby girl.” Years had S 
dropped from Miss Jane as if by magic. Her umm er 
lacs glowed with a new life. 

‘When folks sre proud, they have things Neck Wear 
taken away from them.’ Mr#" Barae’s voice 
trembled. in the latest styles ‘If the Lord should taks away this li tle o # 
gil, I would fiad another one,” said M ss H i k d 
Jane with solemn conviction. ‘I suppose osicr y of d i in S 
you never thought of such a thing as wy 
adoj ting the child.’ Childrens’s and Mrs Barnes was spared answering, for 
Miss Jane went on eagerly; ‘In fact, when } f G d 
Dorothy is eight or nine years old, I think 1} { ants 00 $ 
shall adopt another ch'1i, and keep ou adop- 
ting one, every fw years, as long as I live. 
Each ehild will eave the other from being TIRS. F. Ea MOOERS, spoiled and selfish. As for me, it will mea: 
that I shall always have something srounc FPAWYSON BLOCK, 
of the morning and the springtime. That i: dain St. opp. Queen, Woodstock. 
jest what children are—morning and epring- : 

poy WANTED For the remainder of the evening Miss Jar e ho 
kept watch over the sleeping child, wie} A first-class Male teacher for Upper Wocde 
Mrs Barnes in her room, sat in the daik, [9% il Salary. rs 2 Boar die 
thinking. May 25-2i. 
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A Daily Thought THE ROYAL BANK 
What does your aaxiety do? It doe: 

not empty to morrow, brother, of its sor 1 0 A 
tow; but ab! it empties to day of its F CANAD 
strength. It does not make you escape | x 
the evil: it makes you unfit to cope with } Pays special attention to 
it if it comes,—Ian MacLaren 

Savings 
NOW is the time te 

get that ad. in. NOW, Accounts 
| § 5 rn ile


