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THE DISPATCH. T

WOMAN’S NEED

Women suffer unspeakable tortures from
muscular weakness, caused by impaired nerves
{ and poor blood.  Uric Kidney acid poison,
unsuspected, weakens the nerves and goisons
the blood, By and by, if the Kidneys do not
rroperly purify the blood, then comes pro-
apsus, retroversion, etc. i?olood 75 percent,
pure is not a nourisher—it is a death breeder.

Delicate women need not be told how much
they would give to get and sTay well, If
their blood is free from the poisonous ferments
of the Kidneys and Liver, they will never
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tempted to make his cousin talk; her eyes
retidered conversation unnecessary.

One afternoon, in the first week in Janu-
ary, he sauntered into his mother’s sitting
room; sand there discovered Dolly, sitting
Hear my weak word. like the historic Miss Muftit, on a buffet in
| , J front of the fire. Her fingers were busy

};(:: :::)):);;t::‘;ot}:z tt):::::e, wish some crochet work. Tom drew a chair
F:)r the ris('mer in the cell, ' to the fire. ' . ’
For the shame lip doth not tell, ‘‘Are you going out tonight, Dolly?”

A CHRISTMAS PRAYHR.

Lord, for the lonely heart
I pray apart,
Now, for the son of sorrow
Whom this tomorrow

i Rejorceth not, O Lord,

CHASE'S CHAPTER

1. Dr, Chase’s Kidney-Liver are &
combination of valuable medicines ncen
trated form as prepared by the eminent Phy-
sician and Author, Dr. A, W, Chase, with ¢
view to not only be an unfailing remedy fo
Kidney and Liver troubles, but also tone the
Stomach and purify tl.e Blocd, at a cost that
is within the reach of all, 'lee superior merit
of these pills is established beyond question
by the praise of thousands who use them—one
Pill a dose, one box 25 cents,

2. When there is a Pain or Ache in the

N t ide : “
| For the haggard suicide, - S‘he llfted her eyes from her needle. “‘Not Back the Kidneys are speaking of trouble know what “‘weakness” is, The blood is the
| Peace, peace, this Christmastide ! tonight.” that will ever increase uniess sourceand sustainer ofhealth
, “Not. Are you sorrv?” ; gelieved. We have the re- it cannot be kept pure except
};u;hﬂ“; (l::irt',( t:‘()"(l‘“d. “No.” y y liable statement of L. B. l}w Kidneys and Liver do
y the long sick, O God; . . 3 i ohnson, Holland Landing -’ their work naturally, Some-
Into the patient gloom “‘I suppose you're getting rather tired of it. w].vho says: I had a Fre.4f thingisneeded to insure free

and natural action of these
organs, one 25 cent hox of Kidney-Liver Pills
will prove to any sufferer they are a boon to
women, can be used with perfect confidence
by those of delicate constitution.

One Kidney-Liver Pill taken weekly will
effectually neutralize the formation of Uric
Acid 1n the blood and prevent any tendency
to Bright’s Disease or Diabetes,

For purifying the Blood and renovating the
system, especially in t" e Spring, one 25 cent
box is equal to $10 worth of any Sarsaparilia
or Bitters known, Soid by all dealers, or by
m:ul onreceipt of price, EDMANSON, BATES

& C0., 45 Lombard Street, Toronto.

stant Back-Ache, my back
felt cold all the time, appetite poor, stomach
sour ard belching, urine scalding, had to get
up 3 or 4 times during night to urinate, com-
menced taking one l\ldney-Lwer Pill a day;
Back-Ache stopped in 48 hours, appetite re-
turned, and able to enjoy a good meal and »
good mcvhts sleep; they cured me.

3. Cunmpatlon often exists with Kidney
Trouble, in such a case there is no medicine
that will effect a permanent cure except Chase’s
combined Kidney-Liver Pill, one 25 cent box
will do more good than dollars and dollar:
worth of any other preparation, this is endors.

ed by D. Thempson, Holiand Landing, Ont.

Of that small room You've been out pretty nearly every night
Where lies the child of pain

: lately, haven’t you?”
| ngadumran gl . “Yes. I'm not tired of it, though; I like
t To enter, healing, and remain. F g .
it. But auntie and I are going to have a
quiet evening tonight, and I shall like that
just as well.”
There was a pause.
“Are you sure you would like it just as
well?”
“‘I beg your pardon?” said Dolly.
He moved on his chair. *“Well,” he said,
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Now, at the fall of day,

I bow and pray.

For those who cannot sleep
A watch T keep.

Oh, let the starving brain
Be fed, and fed again;

At thy behest

The tortured nerve find rest.
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I see the vacant chair.

Father of souls, prepare

My poor thought’s feeble power
To plead this hour:

For the empty, aching home
Where the silent footsteps come,
Where the unseen face looks on,
Where the handclasp is not felt,
Where the dearest eyes are gone,
Where the portrait on the wall
Stirs and struggles as to speak,
Where the light breath from the hall
Calls the color to the cheek,
Where the voice breaks in the hymn
When the sunset burneth dim,
Where the late large tear will start,
Frozen by the broken heart,
Where the lesson is to learn
How to live, to grieve, to yearn,
How to bear and how to bow,
Oh, the Christmas that is fled !
" Lord of living and of dead,
Comfort thou !
— Elizabeth Stuart Phelpa in Independent.

CAUGHT IN A bNOW STORM.

She was a little Puritan maiden, with hon-
est gray eyes, and a sweet, bashful face.
Her parents called her Dorothy; her friends,
Dolly. She had been brought up very
strictly, and it was not without misgivings
that her strait-laced family allowed her to
visit her rich uncle and aunt in London. But
they could not well refuse the invitation.
Even Puritan people knew how to value
their moneyed relatives.

Dolly had been in London only one short
week, and she was bewitched with every-
thing she saw. She loved her uncleand aunt,
both of whom displayed strong affection for
her, and indulged her in a freedom she had
never tasted before. She was delighted with
the substantial old house, with its large
rooms, big fireplaces and comfortable furni-
ture. More than all, she admired London
itself. The busy streets, with their palatial
shops; the colossal buildings—St. Paul’s, the
Abbey, the Houses of Parliament, the broad,
quiet squares, which seemed to have been
dropped down at random among the wilder-
ness of houses; the gay restaurants, and the
brilliant, fascinating theatres. She liked it
particularly at night, illamined by count-
less lights, whose reflections glittered on the
pavement; and when the black darkness of
the sky, unaccompanied by the deathly
silence that it brought in the country, seemed
rather to enhance the noise and bustle of the
prodigal streets. There was something
romantic about it all. It thrilled her, she
knew not why. Her heart beat faster, her
pulses bounded more quickly, she felt more
alive than she had ever felt before.

There was another source of pleasure.
Never before had she been thrown into the
company of so engaging a young gentleman
Tom, the only child of her
uncle and aunt. He was Dolly’s senior by
some half dozen years. Had Dolly’s parents
suspected what manner of young man he was
they would have made a special journey to

as her cousin,

London to bring their daughter home.
Fortunately. they were ignorant. There was

nothing really bad about the lad. He had a
very good heart, but he wanted steadying a
little. He was exactly the sort of dashing,
reckless, treehanded young Englishman, that
a ‘handsome, manly fellow becomes when
placed in circumstances of wealth and free-
dom. The first time he saw his cousin Dolly
he decided that she was a very pretty girl,
but shy, and that it would be worth while to
draw her out. .t

He fomud it not easy; and that, notwith-
smndi'! * 2 fact, had he known it,that there
was in Dolly’s heart an intense willingness to
be drawn out by cousin Tom. But that shy-
ness of hers was a formidable barrier... She
could not chatter; the thing was impossible.
Her silence had been inbred so long that it
had become part ,f her anatomical structure;
and Tom, in spite of all his conversational
talents aud social polish, frequently found
himself rfeduced by it to a corresponding
state. Oibede other hand, if Dolly could not
speak, she could look. She had extremely
elegaut eyes; eyes that spoke far more than
her lips. Tom soon began to watch those
eyes, and to love them. He no longer at-

“I want you to come out with me tonight, if
you will.”

She looked at him in amazement.  *‘Out
with you? Why, where to?

‘“The theatre,” he responded.

Pleasure shone in her face. She gasped
with delight. ‘‘Oh, you are kind! But do
you think auntie will allow me?”

“I'll ask her,” said naughty Tom. It was

really very wrong of him, for Dolly’sparents
wounld have been seandalized at the-idea of
their daughter being seen in a theatre.
However, they were rot there to see. [t.
never occured to Dolly that it could be wrong
for her to go after Tom had proposed it, and
so Tom’s parents raised no objections, they
started in due course. The only condition
imposed on them (and the sequél proved it a
sound one) was to wrap up well, which they
did.

How Dolly enjoyed the performance it is
unnecessary to relate in detail. She did en-
joy it immensely; and she freqnently turned
to Tom aad thanked him so earnestly for his
kinduess in having brought her that Tom,
began to feel the ecstacy that follows virtu-
ous conduct. Her enjoyment robbed her,
for the first time, of her shyness. Her tace
glowed with an unusual animation. There
was a color in her cheeks and a sparkle in her
eyes that had not been there before. When
a shy maiden does wake up to animation she
is ten times more dangerously attractive than
her vivacious sisters, who sparkle all day
long. Tow thought his consin’s face more
seductively sweet than ke had imagined it
could be. He warmed toward her. He no
longer wanted to draw her out, to flirt with
her. He was in love now, all the way.

They made no haste out of the theatre, with
the result that, when they reached the street,
there was not an available hansom.

“We'd better walk on a bit,” said Tom.
‘“We shall come to one presently.”

There had been a heavy fall of snow dur-
ing the performance, and the pavement of
the Strand was all slushy and sloppy.

“It’s rather unpleasant under foot, Dolly,”
said Tom. “‘You’d better take my arm.”

She did as she was bid, and immediately
experienced a curious sense of being owned.
It seemed to her that she belonged to her
cousin. While, as for Tom, the soft touch
of those small, gloved fingers on his coat
sleeve gave him more pleasure than all his
previous amorous adventures rolled into one.

When they came to Trafalgar Square Dolly |
gave a little scream of delight.

“Oh,” she cried, ‘‘how pretty!”

It was pretty. The whole square—foun
tains, statues, and all, wherever the snow
could find a lodging—lay draped in white.
The portions that were free from snow look-
ed doubly black by contrast. It was a study
in white, with just a little black to help it
out. Overhead fleecy clouds scudded rapidly,

and a full, bright moon stared down at the |
glittering panorama. The square was as

light as day.

“‘Oh, how beautiful!
don could look so lovely!

Tom looked at the speaker, and thought
her lovelier than the scene she admired.

**Yes,” he said, with his eyes on her face,
““it is beautiful, very beautiful, indeed.”

“Oh,” said Dolly, “‘let us walk home. We
don’t want to take a cab on a lovely night
like this. I wouldn’t miss the walk for the
world. It isn’t far, really, is 1t?”

““About: a mile,” said Tom.

“Only a mile. Oh, that is nothmg
us walk. Shall we?” :

‘“Decidedly, if you wish it.  You’d better
take my arm again.” for in her rapturous
admiration she had slipped her hand loose,
‘‘the streets are slippery.”

They walked on for three or four minutes.
Suddenly Dolly’s foot slipped. Tom, with
remarkable presence of mind, prevented her
from falling by patting his arm round her
waist. This was a new experience for Dolly.
It had never happened before, and she was
overcome by the strangeness of it. She
didn’t say anything, but she blushed,and her
fate looked exquisitely pretty. T don’t think
Tom was to be blamed very much for bend-
ing down and kissing it. He should not
have done it, of course; it was wrong; but

I didn’t think Lon-
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the temptation was considerable.
leased herself indignantly, pushing him from
her. They walked a short distance in awk-
ward silence.

“Dolly, are you angry with me?”

No reply.

“Dolly”-—very hummbly—*‘I'm awfully sor-
ry; but you looked so pretty that I couldn’t
help it.”

* Still a severe silence.

*‘Won't you forgive me, Dolly?”

The gray eyes were fixed on the ground,
and the pretty lips were pressed firmly to-
gether. He caught her fingers. She tried
to pull them away but it was useless.

“Won’t you forgive me, Dolly?” he said
again.

She found her voice at length.

*I wish you would’t make me say things.
Of course, I forgive you, but—you oughtn’t
have done it.”

“I am really very sorry, Dolly,” he said,
repentantly.

Then the snow came down.

There was no mistake about it, either; it
did come down, with a vengeance. The flakes
were nearly as large as a man’s hand, and the
sky was full of them.

“Dolly,” said Towm, firmly, ‘‘you must take
my arm and hold it tightly. We are going
to catch it.

She took his arm, and he hurried her along
as fast as he could. It was no use. The
snow pelted their faces so severely that in
less than two minutes they were nearly num-
bed with the cold.

- “We must shelter somewhere till the vio-
lence of the storm is spent,” said Tom. He
looked about him for a convenient doorway.
Fortunately, there was one near. He placed
Dolly inside it, so that the snow could not
get to her, and stationed himself at her side.
‘“‘Are you cold, Dolly 7’ he said.

“Not very, thank you,” she raplied. ‘‘Are

you ?”
“I? Oh! it doesn’t matter about me,
dear. You are the important member of this

| small community. Are you sure you are not
cold? Will you have my muffler ?”’

He commenced to take it off.

**No, indeed !” exclaimed Dolly, prevent-
’ ing him. Do you think I would take it from
But it was kind of you to offer it—
very kind ! You are kind to me.”

“Kind !” said Tom, warmly.
could help being kind ?”

|
|  He pressed more closely to her.

| the snow was descending heavily.

“Dolly,” said Tom, speaking low,
you quite forgiven me ?”’

She smiled, but did not say anything.

' arm stole round her again. She made
 effort to repulse it.
{ The cold had turned it a dead white, but it
| was beginning to glow again, and he thought
(it had never looked prettier.
| “Dolly,” he whispered, ““I love you.
Her heart bounded. He loved her!
‘ the blissful thought !

“Dolly,” he whispered again, ‘‘could you
care for me ever so little 7"

““Yes,” she murmured.

Their eyes, and then their lips, met. After
that I don’t think either of them minded the
cold much.

They were prisoned in that sanctified door-
way an hour before the snow abated, and
then it took them another twenty minutes to
get home. They were received with re-

!

you !

“Who

Outside

““have

His

no

”

Oh !

joicings.

““We thought you had got lost,” said the
master of the house. :

Dolly ran straight into her aunt’s arms,
and burst into a fit of sobbing.

““My poor child ! said the lady, ecaressing
her, ‘‘you are overwrought; and no wonder.
Tom, you haven’t taken proper care of her,”

“Oh! but he has,” said Dolly, smiling
through her tears. ‘*‘It-isn’'t that.”

“She has promised to be my wxfe
Tom.
The rest isn’t worth telling.
B cianior i

Man pays no attention to little things until
they bite him.

Silence is sometimes a difticult and faithful
work.

1

said

Dolly re- .

He looked at her face. |

|

D0 THOU LIKEWISE.

A LADY SAVES FIFTY DOLLARS BY
WISELY INVESTING SEVENTY-
FIVE CENTS,

A wise, careful and thrifty wife and mother
living about five miles from a large and flour-
ishing Ontario town, tells how she was en-
abled to save fifty dollars by the judiciousin-
vestment of seventy-five cents. Her story |
runs as follows: —

“Last autumn I found it was necessary to
provide new overcoats, suits and dresses for
chree boys and two girls. The materials for |
these garments and the making and trim-
mings would cost fifty dollars. This was a
large sum to expend just at a time when we
were making great efforts to build a new
house. |

“For two days I thought the matter over,
and after carefully examiniug my children’s
garments, the questmn strongly presented |
itself to my mind, ‘can I make use of the
Diamond Dyes?

“I had used the Diamond Dyes before with
great success in a smaller way, so I determin-
ed to see what could be done, with the view |
of saving so large a sum as hfty dollars. My |
children’s garments were not torn or very
badly worn; they were simpiy faded, dingy
and old lookmg I commenced with an
overcoat to test my skill, and succeeded in |
dyeing it a lovely dark shide of brown. I |
pressed and finished it in such a way that 1l:
looked like a new garment from the hands of
a tailor.

““My boys and girls were astonished, xmd
were quite as well pleased with the renovated
garments as they would have been with braud
new ones. Very few peopls around me were |
aware of the fact that I had used Diamond |
Dyes to renew my children’s clothing, and ht
it for another winter’s wear. Of course
told some of my friends how 1 had %\pl
fifty dollars, and they are following my ex-
ample, and are freely using the Diamond
Dyes.

|
|

and handy mother can easily save quite a
good sum of money every year. Diamond
Dyes are celtuml) mune) savers.”’
Morals and Ma.jorities in Politics.
History affoads no sort of sanction to the

| view that morals and numbers arve always

found together. A majority may be in the
wrong as well as a minority. It is

that in the great crises of history the

arguable
major-
ity has been generally found on the wrong
side. If the will of the majority is always |
right, the object of statesimanahip or of polit-
ical life generally will be nothing more than
this—to be on the side of the majority.
the
It will possess |

Statesmanship will consist in following
people, not in leading them.
uo principles or convictions. Upon ethic: ll,
grounds it is clear as the day that a man who
enters puplic life has no right to make |
conscience of the popular voice. The poli- |
tician who worships no divinity but numbers |
for the sake
majority, to demoralize the people \\hnm,

Again, it is possible to aim at a |

will not scruple, of gaining a

he serves.

majority by a system of bargain or accom- f‘ .

call “lug'- 5

It is time to dispel the craven fear |

modation—what the Americans
rolling.”
of the popular voice.

sons hold that the house of commous today

Few thoughtful per-

enjoys the full measure of its ancient re-
The Congress of the United States of
It has
been the fashion to assume that popular gov-
ernment, established uvpon a majority of
votes, would command universal allegiance.
But the assumption is not justified by facts.
Socialism and anarchism, which, illogical as
they are, are but exaggerations or caricatures

of thoughs that are seething in wany minds,
teach the lesson that deumcmcv may be the
expression of the most absolute and com- |

plete civil equality, and yet may excite ml

spect.
America is hardly respected at all.

the minds of citizens not admiration. but
abhorrence aud contempt.—Rev. J. E. (.
Weldoun, in the Humunitum’un, London.

There is a Spamsh prove b!‘b which says that j
“‘an ounce of mother is worth a pound of |
clergy.” The home, let it always be remen-
bered, is the first church, the hearthstone the
first altar, and father and mother the first
teachers.—Lutheran World.
‘,, ————

Foreboding is always an enemy of rest. $
)

K. D. C. Pills cure chronic constipation.

K. D. c Pms tonoa.nd regala'

me ll\hﬂ‘.

““You will clearly see how any intelligent |

'CHARLES C.

00K's CottonRoot
COMPOUND.
A recent discovery by anold
physician, Successfully used
monthly by - thousands of
Ladies. Is the only perfectly
safe and reliable medicine dis-
covered. Beware of unprincipled druggists who
offer inferior medicines in place of this. Ask for
Cook’s Cotton Root Compound, take no substi-
tute, or inclose §1 and 6 cents in postage in letter
and we willsend, sealed, by return mail. Fullsealed
particulars In plain envelope, to ladies only, 2
stamps. Address The Cook Company,

Windsor, Ont., Canada,

Sold in Woodstock b Garden Bros. Druggists,
Orders by mail prompt y filled,

(. A. McKEEN.

Taylorx's

Cordial Syrup

For Diarrhcea and Dysentery.

Taylor's Wine of Rennett,

'I'aylor =
Carminitive Mixture,

nr. the Infrmt S }’ reserv (\tmn
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Railroad 1s coming !

SO IS XMAS!

We are all ready for it

uul (e ntl(‘\'lll(‘

just opened out
a Fine Line ot

Dress Goods!

IF ANCY FLANNELS,
CHILDREN’'S CLOAKINGS,

FLANNELETTE. ETC.

And the Fur Goods are Booming,

| Istill have a few LADIES’ and GENTS’
COATS left. A fine piece of BROWN SEAL-
ETTE, only $4.75 per yard. Also, a big lot
of XMAS GOODS, from a Toad Sw: t“n“lllt'
a Pin Cushion, to a Gold Wateh and ( h.nn

WANTED ! *itcti
R. W. BALLOCH'S.

LHORE,

GENERAL
DEALER,

d. L.

Main - Street,
WOOI )ST()CK N. B.

PROCTOR
TAILOR,

Hartland, N.B.

Fine Custom Work ONLY.
LADIES' GARMENTS A SPECIALTY.
Goon WoRK GUARANTEED.




