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(Continued. ) 

T.ittle Jessie, ever neat as far as 

she could be in her person, now look- 

ed really pretty, for her new eight- 

cent calico dress, though bought at 
a slop-shop, fitted her slight ® and 
childish form perfectly, and she had 

combed out her dark curling hair un- 
til it looked like flosses of raven 
silk. The very pallor of her little 

face made her dark, mournful eyes 

more beautiful. 
The girl was setting the table, as- 

sisted a little now and then by Bid- 
dy Lanigan, who cut the bread and 
meat, and Miss Scrimmp was superin- 

tending it all, when she heard a car- 
riage rattle up to the door, and a 

moment later heard the door-bell 

ring. 
Miss Scrimp had not yet changed 

her dress for evening, or put on her 

false curls. She thought Mr. W— 
might be in the carriage, as he had 
Leen before when a carriage stopped | 
with Hattie, and to be seen by him, 

without her curls, would never do. 
So she said to Jessie: 
“Run to the door, and see who is 

there, while I run upstairs and 

change my dress. If it is anybody to 
sce me, ask 'em right into the par- 
lor and light the gas there, for "twill 
spon be dark enough to need it, and 

I look my best in gas-light.” 
Jessie opened the door, and a glad 

cry broke from her lips when she 
saw Hattie standing there, and 
though two ladies and an elderly 
gentleman stood on the steps also, 
she paid no heed to them, but cried 

out: i 
“Oh, dear, good Miss Hattie, is it 

vou? See my new dress. It is the 
first I have had in such a long, long 
time. If any one wants to see Miss 
Scrimp, I'm to take ’em right into 
the parlor and light up the gas. She 
has gone up stairs to fix up.” 

“We'll go into the parlor, dear; 
there are those with me who wish to 
sea Miss Serimp, and you, too. Run 
and light the gas.” 

Jessie ran in, and Mrs. Emory, 
grasping Hattie’s arm, gasped out: 

‘““You need not tell me who she is: 
my heart spolie the instant I saw 

her. It is my child—my blessed 
child!”’ 

“Be calm——come to the parlor, 

dear madam, and let me break it to 
Jessie, or the poor girl will almost 

die in her joy. She has had a hard 

life here She looks scarcely four- 

teen, yet she is two years older.” 

“That is true,’ said the matron of 

the asylum; “*we have Lie date OI ner 

coming registered.’ 

The three ladies and Mr. Legare 
entered the parlor just as the blaze 
of the gas in three-bracket jets came 
flashing out. 

Jessie turned, and Hattie said, as 
. she stood there with a wondering 
look in her face: 

“‘Jessie, do you want to be very, 
very happy? I have brought a lady 
here who will love you so, so much 
if you will only let her.” 
Jessie looked at Hattie, then at 

Mrs. Emory, whose eyes began to 
fall. and. with a wild cry, sprang 

Fal and Run. 
There isn’t a man who would be seen 

running through the street munching a 
piece of pie. Why not? Because it 
would mean dyspepsia and stomach 
trouble? Not at all; but because it 
wouldn’t look well. As a matter of fact 
many a business man snatches a lunch 
in such a hurry that he might as well 
take it on the run. That is one reason 
for the prevailing “stomach trouble’ 
among men of business. 
There is a certain remedy for diseases 

of the stomach and other organs of 
digestion and nutrition. It is Doctor 
Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery. The 
worst cases of dyspepsia and catarrh of 
the stomach have heen cured by this 
medicine. It cures where all other 
means have failed to cure. 

“I took two bottles of Dr. Pierce's Golden Medical Discovery for stomach trouble.” writes 
Clarence Carnes, Esq., of Taylorstown, Loudoun 
Co., Va. “It did me so much good that I didn’t 

take any more. I can eat 
most anything now. I am so 
well pleased with it 1 hardly 
know how to thank you for 
your kind information. ~ I tried 

a whole lot of things 
before I wrote to 
you. There was a 
gentleman told me 
about your medi- 
cine, and how it 
had cured his wife, 
I thought I would 
try a bottle of it, 
Am now glad I did, 
for I don't know 
what I would have 
done if it had not 
been for Dr. Pierce's 
Golden Medical Dis- 
covery.” 

Doctor Pierce's 
Pleasant Pellets 
cure biliousness. 
They stimulate 
the sluggish 

liver, and cleanse 
tem of impurities. They 
should always be used with 

“Golden Medical Discov- 

ery” when there is need of 
a laxative, 
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hall way toward the lavver. 
hs Olu gh Miss Hattie!” she cried; 

| “tell me—isn’'t this the mother, the 
dear mother I've dreamed about so 
long—so long?" 

“It is! it is! Jessie, my child, my 
| love, come to my arms’ cried Mrs. 
| Eniory, tears of joy rushing in a 
[ flood from her eves. 

| In a second mother and daughter 

| sobbed in each other's arms. 
Mr. Legare wept, too, and even the 

| matron of the asyluin, hardened to 
Hany a scene like this, stood with 
| her handkerchief to her eyes. 
| Hattie alone, hearing a shuffling 
land well-known step coming down 
th stairs, kept her composure, for 
| she knew she would need it all. 

“"Sakes alive! What's goin’ on 
| here? Who is that that's a-cryin’ 
{over my bound-girl?'’ cried Miss 
{ Scrimp, addressing Hattie, the only 
| one who confronted her. 

Hush, woman! This scene is too 
| sacred for you to intrude upon,’’ 
| said Hattie, sternly. ‘“There a 
| mother, a loving mother, weeps in 
| ioy over her long lost child, restored 
| at last by the blessing of God to 
| her hosom.”’ . 
| vi Her child? Why, it's Jess my 
| bound-girl!”’ sneered Miss Scrimp. 
| “Woman. she is your bound - girl 
| no longer,”’ said the matron of the 
| asylum. “You deceit ed us when once 
{ before we came here to find her, and 
falsely said she had run away from 
you. Now, we, who have the right, 
annul the indentures, and restore her 
to her mother.’ 

“It  sha'n't be!’ screamed Miss 
Scrimp: ‘‘She’'s mine by law, and I'll 
have her, if I have to call in all the 
police in the ward." 

‘One word more, one single threat, 
and I will call the police to arrest 
you, and never rause in my 
prosecution until you rest inside a 
prison’'s bars, there to stay for years, 
as you deserve.” 
Miss Scrimp shivered from head to 

foot when she heard those words, for 
! she had for an instant forgotten that 
{ she was wholly in the power of Miss 
{| Butler. 

‘Oh, oh!"’ she sobb~d, ‘‘this is the 
way my help is to le taken from me 
after I've clothed and fed her for 
years.” 

Starved and abused her, you mean | 
—say not Yed and ciothed, She has 

| fel on scraps, slept on rags, and if I 
| must be a Witness you will suffer 
| now for what you've done to her!” 
| cried Hattie, too angry to care to 
| shield the wretched spinster in the 
| least. 

“Oh, hush! Don’t tell her that!” 
gasped Miss Scrimp, for, as Mrs. 
Emory turned toward her, she recog- 
nired the lady she had sent away 
with a falsehood when that lady 
came asking for Jessie Albemarle. 
‘Miss Butler, you dear, blessed an- 

gel, will you come home with Jessie 
| and me? Come as her sister and 
my child!" cried Mrs. Emory, taking 
no more notice of Miss Scrimp than 
she would have done of a plaster cast 

{ of some peor politician. 

“I .cannot go with you to-night, 
Mrs. Emory, but to-morrow TI will 

| BO to see you and your dear little 
daughter. To-night vou want her 
all to yourself, and T have some writ- 
ing which I must do." 

“Then. dear Miss Hattie, I will 
wait till to-morrow to say what 1 
cannot say now to you, for my heart 
8 too full. Come, Jessie — come, 

brother — let us go. The matron will 

go with us; we will leave her at the 

asylum as we go.” 
Jessie ran and kissed Hattie over 

and over, and then turned and fixed 
a bitter look of hatred on Miss 
Scrimp. : 

“You've whipped me for the last 

time. you toothless old brute; vou 
can wait on the table now yourself.” 

“Come, Jessie: it is unworthy of 
vou to notice her now. Come, my 
darling.” 

And Mrs. Emory took her child by 
, the hand, and, followed by Mr. Ie- 

gare and the matron, went out to 

the carriage — Jessie in just the 

cloth¢s she had on when they inet, 

without bonnet or shawl. 
And Miss Serimn, speechless with 

impotent anger, helpless in her rage, 
stood and saw them go, and saw 
Hattie kiss Jessie and her mother in 

the carriage, and then saw it drive 
01, and many of the boarders, just 

coming, saw it, too, but not yet did 
they understand it all. 

“I s’pose I'm to thank you for all 

this,” said Miss Scrimp, her cross- 

eves fairly green as she snapped her 

words short off, speaking to Hattie. 

“If you thank ne for anything 
thank me for the mercy which yet 

keeps you out of prison,’ said Hat- 
tie, qu etly. 

“T'd like to kill you!’ hissed the 
spinster 

“No doubt you would if vou dared. 
But there is an eye on you which 
protects me. So beware.’ 

Miss Scrimp shivered from head to 
foot, and looked all around her as if 
she feared the hand of arrest to be 
laid npon her. 

Yet Hattie had alluded to that 

close, 

(To be Conunned). 
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The only one 

ofthe name running 

a Free Hearse. 

ROBERT B. ADAMS 
Down Town. Tel. 130. 

My Prices 

Just Half 

QUEEN HOTEL 
FREDERICTON, N. B.! 

J. A. EDWARDS, Proprietor. 

Fine Sample Rooms in connection. also & 
First Class Livery Stable. Coaches at trains 
and boats. mech 6, 1900—d&w 

W. J. IRVINE, 0.D.S. 
And Special Practitionery 

Certificate from 

Chicago College of Denial Surgery. 

a3 OF FICE upstairs in Chestnut Building 
Cpposite City Hall, ¥redericton, N. B 

OF [ress 
fll 

Shirt Waists 

Wrappers and Prints 

Mens’ and Boys' Clothing 

Eats and Caps 

Lace Curtains 

Qilcloths 

Trunks and Valises at 

OWEN SHARKEY'S 

We are Headquarters Sportsmen’s 
in Fredericton for 

Jas. S. Neill, 

CASON —— 
Opens September 1st. 

Rifles, double and single barrel Shot Guns, 

Powder, Shot, Shells. Cartridges, Loading Tools, 

Cartridge Belts, Game Bags, ete. 

Supplies. 

Wholesale and Retail 
Dealer in Hardware, 

Leaving It All To Me ———— 
That is what lots of my customers do when they get their bieyele out 
of shape—they bring their wheel here and say, “Fix it up, Barrett, as 
it should be.” TI put my experience, shop, tools, skill, all at your dis- 

I do not soak my patrons—I want to live and let live. 

“== BARRETT’S Cycle Shop. 
Queen St., uptown, almost opposite Peoples Bank 

Wa Nnted _. 
A First Class Coat maker wanted. Good wages and 
steady employment to a good hand. 

Aug. 5th, 1901, 

W. E. SEERY, 226 Queen Street. 
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IWNNCORFORATED 1848, 

Union Mutual Life Insurance Ce, 3 
OF PORTLAND ME. 

Paid to policy holders over $33,000.000.00 
Deposit at Ottawa nearly $1,000,000.00 $Y 

¢ To 
Its plans of policies are the most up-to-date issued, fv 

containing the most liberal guarantee given, and without ~ 
restrictions. Honest, capable Agents wanted. Address ~ 

ALBERT J. MACHUM, Manager, DN 

St. John, N. B. 
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OBOE MOBOBOBOKK 
oY The world moves on wheels, 

¢ Cleveland Bicycle 
gs. From the old time velocipede is 

interesting 
\ Cleveland Bicycle represents 
I the highest type of wheel. Its 
\. symmetrical proportions, easy 
NX propelling qualities, graceful 
> lines and strength, have made 
Pa% it the standald of Canadian 
Bb) Bicycles. 
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For sale by 

3 McMURRAY & CO. 
ROUX, SOR FRRE RIN 23 
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and where there are no wheels ho 
L 9 there is no civilization. Much : 
7 of the pleasure to-day is had 

: a-wheel, and the silent steed, 
PS the Bicycle, is a tremendous 
4 factor in modern life. 
> lution of the 

The evo- 

study. The 

Queen street, opp. 

Normal School. 
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