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THEE DISPATqEI-

THE CONTRARY BOY.

I am the queerest sort of bov the world has ever

. seen— . b
In fact, I don’t suppose before my- like has ever
bee

n
Because, from early dawning to the setting of the
sun

I always want to do the things that really can’t be

done.

\ For instance, when the summer comes, I sit down

by the gate

And almost tear my hair with rage because I can-
not skate. ) .

And through the heated August nights I often lie
in

And moan and groan because I can’t go coasting
on my sled.

Then when the frigid winter’s here, and things
begin to freeze, :

I feel as though I'd like to climb up in the apple
trees

And pluck the blossoms from the twigs; but blos -
soms none are there

When winter winds are blowing and the apple
boughs are bare.

At breakfast-time I sit me down, and often deeply

sigh

.causegthere‘s toast and buckwheat cakesinstead
of pumpkin pie ; ;

Yet, when at dinner-time weve pie, my tears
come down like lakes

Because by that time I've a taste for toast and
buckwheat cakes.

And I would say to other boys who, think it’s fun
to be

Contrariwise, that they would best take warning
now from me,

Because I find the habit leaves me always dull
and sad,

And makes of me a very drear, ill-natured sort of
lad

5 o
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}THE VALLEY OF REST.

Eastward a chain of lofty, snow-crowned
mountain peaks, half a dozen rude frame
dwelling houses grouped about a two-story
hotel, with glaring windows, guiltless of cur-
tain® and shutters, several saloouns, a nonde-
script station,with a length of gleaming steel
railroad running north and south. This is
Lebanon Junction, as it appeared to the
shrinking eyes of Eleanor Greve on a rain-
sodden afternoon in February.

“Erskine Greve?’ repeated the station
agent, meditatively, in answer to the timid
enquiry. ‘‘Never heard the name before in
my life. I guess he don’t live hereabouts. I
know the country like a book.”

“‘He is a ranch owner in the Valley of
Rest,” said Eleanor, a shadow of wvague
alarm clouding her beautiful eyes. ‘‘I wrote
him to meet me here. May I ask if the val-
ley is very far away ? I could hire a con-
veyance, perhaps ?”’

The man looked at her pityingly.

“The Valley of Rest lies nigh unto thirty
miles away, in the heart of the roughest
mining district. The stage leaves for there
at four o’oclock, but I couldn’t advise you to
go in it. Best wait here for your father.
He's sure to turn up soon if you wrote him,
and you can get tolerable accommodations at
the Eagle, yonder.”

Eleanor clasped her hands in quick dismay
as her glance followed his towards the unat-
tractive hotel.

“I prefer to go on in the sfage,” she said
fiomly. “‘This is my first trip West. All
my life has been passed at boarding-school. I
beg your pardon, but the place seems so
rough.”

““Yes,” assented the agent, ‘‘it is like the
majority of mining towns. Still, if you goin
the Lebanon stage you may fall into rougher
company. The road to the valley is danger-
ous inmore ways than one. There’s three
hours to wait. Will you go over to the
Eagle 7’

There seemed nothing else to do,so Eleanor
wearily picked her way across the muddy
street, and took refuge in the ugly hotel.

The proprietor gave up the sitting-room to
her exclusive use, and she spent the dreary
interval of waiting in looking from the win-
dow upon a street where every door seemed
to open into a saloon. Burros and Mexican
donkeys, heavily laden with tools and provis-
ions for distant mining camps, passed along,
urged on by swarthy riders in flannel suits
and wide sombreros, with Winchester rifles
slung across the saddle bows.

inally the stage appeared at the door,

Eleanor settled her bill and prepared to
depart. Scores of eyes surveyed her curi-
ously as she took her place within the lum-
bering old vehicle. She drew down her veil,
shivering. :

“I wish you a safe journey,” said the
landord, soberly. ‘‘Seems like flying in the
face of Providence, howsomever, for Black
Steve is on the rampage again.”

‘“Black Steve !” repeated Eleanor, me-
chan\jcally. “Who is he ?”

““A road agent, miss—the pest of the
country. He don’t dare show his facein
Lebanon, but that never permits him from
holding up the stage and robbing the mails.
Better hide your watch and rings. He's
vitriol and greased lightening let loose, is
Steve.”

Eleanor flashed an apprehensive look up
the serpentine road.

“And I the only passenger ?"' she asked.

“No, there's six besides—all men. They’ll
do their best to protect ye.” Got your shoot-
ing iron, Bill?”

“0, K.,” answered the driver, briefly.

As the passengers took their places he

" eracked his whip, and the mules sprang down

the road, turned a curve and disappeared
among the hills.

Eleanor turned from the window and took
a survey of her fellow-travellers. Miners all,
save one, and armed to the teeth.

|

“Don’t you be afeared, miss,” said one ot
them, tapping his belt significantly as he met
her glance. ‘‘We'll give Black Steve a warm
reception if he hits this road tonight.”

“I hope it will not come to bloodshed.”
said the sixth passenger, a white-haired old
man, with a mild, benevolent-looking face.

Eleanor turned to him with a sigh of relief,
and soon they were engaged in coniersation.
Something impelled her to tell this kind old
man her history. To be sure it was not
much to tell. Her mother had died at her
birth, and her father, leaving his little
daughter in good hands, had gone west to
make his fortune. From California to
Mexico, and thence to Oregon, he had wan-
dered, settling finally in the Valley of Rest.
Only twice had Eleanor seen his face, when
he made flying visits back to his own native
town in the far East. Now, she was through
school and coming home for good.

Did her father send for her? the old man
inquired; and she answered in the negative.
She had written him when and where to
meet her, but he must have failed to receive
the letter. Now she would give him a
thoroughly delightful surprise.

The road grew wilder with every mile tra-
versed by the jaded mules. Soon the stage
entered a thickly-wooded strip, where the
breath of nightmares seemed to rest, so in-
tense was the gloom.

On the box the driver whistled a merry
tune to keep his spirits up, and Eleanor, in
her corner, was occupied with conjectures as
to how far they might be from the Valley of
Rest and what would be her reception when
she reached there, when of a sudden sounded
the clatter of horses’ hoofs in the road, the
jingle of bridle and spurs, and a loud voice
rang forth, clear and stern as a trumpet-call:

“Halt!” it cried.

The stage stopped abruptly and an electric
thrill ran through the passengers. In a
breath each hand held a six-shooter.

“Black Steve,” whispered the old man to
Eleanor.

Even as he spoke the door flew open and a
face looked into the interior.
“Hands up,” cried a

familiar to the girl.

A horrible fear clutched at her heart-
strings; she leaned forward, striving to see
more plainly that handsome, mocking face,
outlined against the darkness like a sil-
houette.

So poorly was the stage furnished with
light that the yellow flickering rays but dimly
illumined the face beneath the broad som-
brero; yet surely—oh, pitiful heaven! surely
those were her father’s eyes, keeuly alert,
glowing with evil fire! One hand held a
revolver, and the gleaming muzzle was point-
ed at the heart of the old man sitting beside
her.

““Hands up!” repeated that familiar voice,
sternly.

He heard her and gave a start of surprise.
Unwittingly his finger pressed the trigger as
he made an involuntary step forward. There
was a flash, a loud report, and, reeling aside,
she fell face downwards at his feet.

Stone dead! They knew it ere they lifted
her; never yet had Black Steve missed fire.

The road agent flung his smnking revolver
into the darkness. It was his last fight and
he knew it. Where were his followers? He
cared not as he took in his arms the limp
form of the unhappy girl who had travelled
so many miles only for this.

The miners stood around him in an awed
circle. They made no attempt to take him
prisoner. Perhaps they believed themselves
covered by the pistols of the band outside.

‘“‘Eleanor ! murmured Erskine Greve, in
an agony of remorse. ‘‘Speak to me, dar-
ling! You are not—you cannot be—dead !”

But no breath fluttered through those still
lips, frozen so suddenly into long, long
silence.

He lifted his haggard eyes to the pitying
faces around.

“Can’t any of you do something for her?
he asked wistfully. ‘‘She cannot be dead,
you know. It is impossible. She has only
fainted.”

The old man came and knelt beside him.
He unfastened Eleanor’s wrap and showed
the bullet hole—a gaping wound just over
the heart, from which the crimson blood
pulsed slowly.

“‘She is past help,” he said, huskily. ‘‘But
ten minutes ago she was wondering how near
was the Valley of Rest, to which she was
bound. She was nearer than she dreamed,
poor little one.”

““The Valley of Rest !"” repeated Greve, as

voice strangely

if dazed. ‘‘Did you say that she had reach-
ed the Valley of Rest? I-—don’t—think—I
—understand.”

His glance dropped to the face on his
breast, and a light of sudden comprehension
flashed into his despairing eyes.

“I did not dream she was coming,” he
said, softly; ‘‘this would have been my last
raid. I meant to reform when she came out
of school. Well, it is all over. Lay us to-
gether under the mountain pines in the

valley she never saw, and say in Lebanon

Black Steve has reformed.”

He snatct.ed a revolver from the belt of
one of the minersaad placed it to his temple.
Another moment and Erskine Greve lay life-
less beside his daughter.

The members of his hand had disappeared,
and only the ‘music of the pines broke the
silence, and the old man gently wiped the
blood from the ‘brow of Black Steve,

How One Man Worked.

The great French painter Bastien Lepage,
who died lately, was pursued by unmerciful
disaster through his youth in his efforts to
study art.

His inother worked in the fields to keep
the sickly boy at school. At fifteen he went
alone to Paris, starved for seven years, paint-
ed without success, but still—painted.

He had just finished a picture which he
had hoped to send to the Salon, when Paris
was besieged, and he rushed with his com-
rades to the trenches.

On the first day a shell fell into his studio
and destroyed his picture, and another shell
burst at his feet, wounding him. He was
carried home, and lay ill and idle for two
years. Then he returned to Paris, and, re-
duced to almost want, painted cheap fans for
a hiving.

One day a manufacturer of some patent
medicine ordered a picture from him to illus-
trate its virtues. Lepage, who was always
sincere, gave his best work to this advertise-
ment. He painted a landscape in the April
sunlight— the leaves of tender green quivered
in the breeze; a group of beautiful young
girls gathered around a fountain from which
the elixir of youth sprang in a bubbling
stream.

Lepage believed that there was real merit |

in his work at last.

“Let me offer it at the Salon,” he asked
his patron.

The manager was delighted. ‘‘But first
paint a rainbow arching over the fountain,”

he said, ‘‘with the name of my medicine upon
I

1t ”

Lepage refused.

“Then I will not pay you a sou for the pic-
ture.”

The price of this picture meart bread for
morths, and the painter had long needed
bread. The chance of admission to the Salon
was small.

He hesitated. Then he silenced his hun-
ger, and carried the canvas to the Salon. It
was admitted. Its great success insured Le-
page a place in public recognition, and his
later work a place among the greatest of liv-
ing artists.

The Opportunit;of the Mugwump.

Are we to infer that history will repeat
itself, and that just as the contenptuous
nicknames Whig and Troy and Methodist
have come to have an honorable and perma-
nent significance, so Mugwump will one day
become the recognized name of an honorable
and permanent party? By no means, if the
word retains any portion of the meaning it
has today, for partyless men cannot make a
party. If the Mugwumps of this country
ever form a new party, or incorporate them-
selves firmly in an old party (as some of them
seem to have done), they must logically give
ap theiraboriginal designation, even though
no process of law may exist to compel them
to do so. This, then, is not the opportunity
of the Mugwump. The consistent Methodist
may become a bishop of his chosen religious
body, but the consistent Mugwump is the
only native born citizen who can never by any
possibility become president of these United
States.  Yet the man who may not be king
may sometimes be kingmaker, which is not
a role to be despised, even if historians have
of late been stripping the figure of Warwick
of some of its romance. This is simply say-
ing, in figurative language, that the Mug-
wump, though he may not attain to import-
ant political station, may nevertheless ren-
der his country important political services,
This is the Mugwump’s opportunity.

The case may be summed up as follows:
organized parties are always necessary for
progressive popular government; but these
parties must be held in check, or else made
togive place to one another, through the
steady influence or concerted action of more
or less small, unorganized and temporary
groups composed of non-partisans, by
temperament and independents on principle.
The history of elections in the last decade
shows that he and the voters he influences
temporarily, hold the balance of power. If
he be not committed to any particular course
of action, he is committed to careful thought
and bold utterance upon the situation. Here
then, is the Mugwump’s opportunity, and a
real one. Let him if he be a leader, speak
and act boldly; let him, if he be a follower,
take his cue and speak and act boldly; let
him throw his weight where it will most tell;
and, finally, let him leave the result with the
American people, who, at the bottom of

their hearts, desire the true and the right.—
X. Y Z., in the Sewanee Review.

Took His Time.

Mother—‘‘You need not have quarrelled
with that boy. Itold you always to think
before speaking.”

Small Son—*‘Oh, I did. I didn’t say a
word till I'd thunk up a whole lot o’ names
to call him-”

Antwrrod, .
Temperance Orator—*‘Friend,you wouldn’t

be out of work only for the saloon.”
Soake—*‘But you would.”

Use K. D. C. for all‘ctvomch troubles.

ITCEHIING

AND
PIN WORMS.

PILLES

No
More
Misery.

from this disease, causin
every other symplom of

up the moisture.

i

INTMENT

PIN WORMS is an ailment euntirely different as to cause

ITCHING PILES is an exceedingly painful and annoying affic.
tion, found alike in the rich and poor, malop.nd female, e
symptoms are a severe itching, which isa worst at night when the suf.
ferer becomes warm in bed.
it is impossible to procure sleep.
during sleep scratches the
form, excessive moisture

The principal

So terrible is the itching that frequently
Often the sutferer unconsciously
arts until they are sors—ulcers and tumo
8 exuded. Females are peculiarly affect
unbearable irritation and trouble. These and
tching Piles or irritation in any part of the

bodj are immedintely allayed and quickly cured by Chase's Oint.
ment. It will instantly stop itching, heal the sores and ulcers, dry

n Itching Piles, yet its effects and symptoms are exactly the same,

Gives
Instant
Relief.

Barrie—H. E, Garden,

he same intolerable itchin
sensation characterizes both diseases,
magic. It will at once afford relief from this torment,

Newmarket—J. T. Bogart, Mr, Kitto.
Sutton—Mr. Sheppard, Mr. McDonald.
Relleville—R. Templeton, druggist.
Tottenham—James Scanlon, J. Reid.

; the same creeping, crawling. snin%ing
Chase’'s Ointment acts like

REFERENCES.
Hamilton—R. G. Decue.
King City—Wm, Walker,
Churchill- David Grose.

I Bradferda—R. Davis, J. Reid.

The celebrated Dr, Chase's Ointment is made expressly for Itching Piles, but it is equally

ood in curing all Itchy Skin Diseases, such as Eczema, Itch, Barber's Itch, Salt Fheum,
Priee 60 Cents,

A"orm, etc.. etc. For sale by all druggists.
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COOKING, CYLINDER and PARLOR STOVES

OF ALIL KIINDS.
Furnaces, Wire Flower Stands,
Clapboards, Shingles, Bricks, &c.

UNION FOUNDRY COMPYY.

From Froude’s Oceania.

The people of England have made the
colonies.  The people at home and the peo-
ple in the colonies are one people. The feel-
ing of identity is perhaps stronger in the
colonies than at home. They are far away
and things to which we are indifferent be-
cause we have them, are precious in the dis-

tance. There is fresh blood in those young
countries. Sentiment remains in them as in
boys, the sentiment itself is life;

and when the people desire that it shall take
organic form, the rest will be easy.

This may sound sentimental, but the chief
part of the rveality in questions of this kind
is sentiment. Family affection is sentiment,
friendship is sentiment, patriotism is senti-
ment, We laugh at sentiment, but
every generous and living relation between
man and man, or between men and their
country, is sentiment and nothing else.

I am no believer in democracy as a form of
government which can be of long continu-
ance. It proceeds on the hypothesis that
every individual citizen is entitled to an
equal voice in the management of his coun-
try; and individuals being infinitely un-
equal—bad and good, wise and unwise—and
as rights depend on fitness to make use of
them the asumption is untrue, and uo insti-
tution can endure which rest upon illusions.
. . .+ Do we clearly know in what a na-
tion’s greatness consists? A sound

nation is a nation that is composed of sound
human beings, healthy in body, strong of
limb, true in word and deed, brave, sober,
temperate, chaste, to whom morals are of
more importance than wealth or knowledge
—where duty is first and rights of men,
second—where, in short, men grow up and
live and work, having in them what our
ancestors called the fear of God. A
Virtue is obligation; obligation is binding;
and men who choose to be free,in the modern
sense, do not like to be bound.

Brewer & Perley

Are paying the Highest Cash
Prices for

POTATOES

——AT THE— -

0LD KETCHUM STAND,

WOODSTOCK, N. B.

and Call see them before selling elsewhere.

WOOD’'sS PHOSPHODINE.
The Great English Remedy.

Six Packages Guaranteed to
promptly, and permanently
cure all forms of Nervous
Weakness, Emissions,Sperm-
atorrhea, Impotency and all
effects of Abuse or Excesses,
@) « Rge’ S 3R "; Mental Worry, excessive use

y of Tobacco, Opium or Stimu-
Before and After. l({nts, which soon lead to In-
Airmity, Insanity, Consumption and an early grave.
Has been prescribed over 35 years in thousands of
cases; is the only Reliable and Honest Medicine
known. Askdruggistfor Wood's Phosphodine; if
he offers some worthless medicine in place of this,
inclose price in letter, and we will send by return
mail. Price, one package, $1; six, $56. One will
please, siw will cure. Pamphlets free to any address,

The Wood Company,
Windsor, Ont., Canada.

Sold in Woodstock by Garden Bros. Druggists.

Orders by mail promptly filled,

Sleds. Sleds.

We are erecting a large building at East Flor-
enceville for a

(reneral Carriage & Repair Shop.

We will also build SLEDS anda TEAM
WAGGONS of any description that may be
required.

SEND IN YOUR ORDER FOR SLEDS
AT ONCE.

Bring your Sleigh or Carriage and have it
Painted in a First-Class manner.

Money refunded if not satisfactory.

5. B. & W. 8. CHARLTON,

0. A. MeKEEN.

Taylox's

Cordial Syrup

For Diarrhcea and Dysentery.

Taylor's Wigq_ of Rennett.

Taylox's
Carminitive Mixture,

or, the Infant’s Preservation.




