-

o —mip

(e

THR DISPATCH.

7

o e A

A FISHING TRIP.
Wunst we went a-fishin—me
An’ my pa an’ ma all three
When they was a picnic, ‘way
Out to Hunen’s Wood one day.

An’ they was a crick out there
Where the fishes is, an’ where
Little boys ‘taint big and strong
Better have their folks along.

My pa he ist fished an’ fished,
An’ ma she said she wished

Me an’ her was home: an’ pa
Said he wished so worse’n ma.

Pa said if you talk, er say

Anythin. . er sneeze, er play,
Ilililltl no ;\ll.:I]l\t'n!‘(lv;ul_
Ever goiy’ ter bite! he said.

Burt’ nigh dark in town when we
(Get back home; an’ ma says she
Now she’il have a fish fer shore!
An’ she buyed one at the store,

Nen at supper, pa he won't
Eat no fish, an’ says he don’t
Like 'em—an’ he pounded me
When I choked—ma, didn’t he?
James Whitcomb Riley.

A WOMAN'S FACE.

all
Chestwick caught in the swaying crowd that
filled the rooms on the night of Mrs. Pel-

Only one glimpse of it was that Julian

grove’s masquerade ball, yet it struck on his

Cn’;sviunsnvss like a new sensation.
at
Buat when he saw that face

aouel “ ‘\;” he vl

v Mulian Chestwick had always laughed

the idea of love.
at Mrs. Pelgrove’s

of the theories of « life, fell in love
Marquise of the time of Louis XIV.,

big black eyes, a pale oval face; and a mouth

with

'\\‘}umc sSweel arcliness « 'Aii"~lvl|..‘;' ‘; 1O\ A“‘\
with powdered locks and dainty high-heeled

boots.

marquise 7"’

Mrs. Pelgrove stared.

“My dear Mr. Chestwick there are at least
half a dozen marquises here.”

Julian bit his lip. To him there
one.

He haunted t
spirit all the evening, until people began to
believe that the ‘Hungarian Prince was an
ubiquity; but the face shone upon him no
more.

“So you won’t marry Miss Pearlfield ? ask-
ed his uncle, a choleric old gentleman, who
was particularly fond of two things in this
world—nutty port and his own way.

“No,” said Julian, recklessly.

“Apd what the duece is the reason !’

“‘Because I love somebody else.”

“Who ?”

Julian looked awkward; he could not very
rell say ‘‘a face.” So he said nothing at all,
nd in consequence thereof his uncle went
howme in a passion and altered his will.

Miss Pearlfield married somebody else and
Julian Chestwick worshipped at the shrine
f the oval face, contented with its rememb-
bred smiles as they haunted his dream.

“T shall see her some day,” he told himself,
‘and until then T will wait.”

He haunted the galleries of photographic
rtists—he stalked up and down the sunny
ide of Broadway what time the fashionable
yromenade inundated it, staring persistently
nto every feminine face that passed—but in
ain.

When Field Pakenham iuvited him down
0 a Christmas party at Pakenham Court, an
ld-fashioned place with wide-throated
himnies and groves of evergreens, Chestwick
esitated; New York was a great human bee-
ive; in New York his chances of realizing
e dream of his life were as five to one,
mpared to any other place, and yet he was
0 good a chess player not to comprehend
at the tide of luck needs a change now and
en.

“You'd better come,” said
e shall have no end of darks.”
“Shall you have a large party ?”

“Twenty or thirty.”

“It will be such a bore.”

“No, it won’t.”

“All right, then, I'll come.”

“But when ?” demanded Pakenham, who,
having been ordered by his sisters to ‘‘be
sure and secure that handsome Mr. Chest-
wick,” was naturally desirous to clinch the
nail of assent.

“Let me see. Christmas is on Friday. I'll
come down to the Court on Thursday after-
noon.”

“All right,” said Pakenham; *‘and mind
if you fail ygwe'll have you hung, drawn and
quartered ! Why, man, there are 15 girls
coming, and if I don’t get some masculine
help I haven't an ilea what’s to become of
me.”
“Don’t ger discouraged. I'll stand by you.”

Pakenhamm wrung his friend’s hand and
went on his way rejoicing.

Chestwick’s eyes moved from face to face,
as he took his seat at the long table in the
antique old dining room at Pakenham Court.
There were blondes and brunettes, and blue
eyes and gray, scraggy throats and dimpled
shoulders, but there was no look or feature
in all the ,;:L,rsemhlnge which might suggest
the French iMirquise. g

1 wish I had stayed at home,” he thought.

But Lucia Dallas took him in hand and
made him talk whether he was willing or no.

“It’s all nonsense about your being a
Diogenes,” said that yonng lady. ‘*Where's
your tub and lantern ?”

“They’re coming down by the next train.

*“Well, then, until they come, I shall make
the most of you. Do you dance ?”

*No.”

Do you sing ?”

e, "

“Do you flirt ?”

“No.”

*‘Gracious ! what do you do?”’

““That’s precisely what you must tind out

or yoursell.”

Lucia looked at him meditatively.

““Are you fond of pictures?”

“Yes. Did you bring your album ?

was
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ed - hias banners and sent in his letters of
u:tp*‘riun to the little blind god with the
"how®and arrows. Julian Chestwick, 1n spire |

with a |

| gallery upstairs.
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It came and went like a shadow the
bewitching face—and Julian Chestwick |
hastened to his hostess with heart that
throbbed with the fevered quest:

“Tell me, Mrs. Pelerove, who is the |

but |

an llm]ilit‘t |

| each other Julian

[ dragging him
| my cousin, Marquerita Leslie.

“No; I was thinking of the old picture
Only imagine it-—the por-

traits of the Pakenham ancestory for 200
years back™”

“They must look awfully ancient !”

“*Oh, they do. TI'll show them to you to-
morrow.”’

Lucia kept her word. She was not one

lightly to let off a captive knight, consequent-
ly Julian’s pleas of ‘‘letters to write” met
with no consideration in her eyes.

LAt all events,” thought Julian, as the
little damsel dragged him off, I'm glad it
isn’t leap year.”

m > dalro o 10 o s L wever . s . .
I'he Pakenham picture gallery, however, { One of the first things to impress a

was well worth seeing. A long, lofty room,
lighted by a dowe of glass, its walls lined
with portraits, it reminded one of some old
baronial hall in England. Juhan Chestwick
looked dreamily around and shuddered a little.

“I prefer the future to the past,” said he,
briefly.

And then turning, his eyes fell upon a pic-

tured face which thrilled him through and
through. A dimpled, smiling face, with
ll]‘l(‘l\' eyes Ww |lit‘ll M'u'lm‘ll to lm“xl and ‘_'l')\\'.

even against the opaqueness of the meaning-
less canvas, & mouth full of arch expression,
and a dress of the time of Louis Quatorze.
“Field,” he said turning to his host, with
features as pale as if they had been carved n
ivory, ‘‘who is that lady 7
“Who was she., you
Pakenham. *‘“‘Why, you
dead these 200 years.”
Chestwick felt an odd, icy tremble through
his veins. Was he then in love with a ghost ?
He remembered the
his secret heart to wed none but the marquis

haunted him

meati,

l\l!u\'»' \}I(".\
VOWw he }

whose fair face had S0

laughed |

been | e
| turn of them and highly

ind registere d in

long. |

Could it be possible that this shadow shoald |

rise from the grave of centuries to claim his |

vow 7’
it
afterwards

Marie de “Hllllin(‘ of N(ll‘lll.llhl)'.
married to Gerald Pakenham,

who died two years after her marriage—my |
great, great ecrandmother—and a very good
looking woman, too, added Field, rather |

irreverently. :
Chestwick listenened silently. He was not
superstitious, yet there was s ymething in all

this that he revarded almost as an omen.

The jewelled finger of the beautiful Marie |

!u,‘l'

Roubise seemed to beckon him arch
ed, ietty brows to contract frownishly.
Had it been a wlhose ]H"l|”‘\' had

oleamed on him once,at Mrs. Pelgrove’s ball

'_’}l!‘*l

And was it ',m‘\i}:lv for a man to look on the
)

of a woman who has been dead 200 vears ¢

[ace

prehending nothing of what went on around |

him—walking like one in a dream,
“Marquerita has come,” he heard Mrs.
Pakenham say to her son. ‘‘Was it not

lucky ? we had just given her up 7"

“T'he more the merrier,” said
philosophically.

Chestwick had taken his séat at
a mechanical sort of way when a youug lady
glided into a seat opposite,

“Merciful fate !” he ejaculated, half start
ing from his place—*‘Marie de Roubise !”

“Hold your tongue, G5 ]n.\lwl'wl Field,
back into his chair; “‘it’s only

Stop staring

Field,

and let me introduce you like a Christian.

And as Pakenham spoke their names to
Chestwick found himself
looking directly into the lovely dark eyes of
the radiant marquise of the days of Louis
Quatorze.

“I never thought of it before,” said
Pakenham: ‘but she does look like the
portrait of our I'rench ancestress.”

“I dressed like it for a masquerade ball in
New York last winter,” laughed Marquerita
herself, *‘and you would have fancied I had
just stepped out of the frame.”

“‘Before you went to Havana ?”
of the Miss Pakenhams.

RN

The riddle was solved at last ! Chestwick's
heart grew light as a feather within his breast
and life became a possibility of brightuess
once more.

“I’ll marry that girl,” said he to himself,
or I'll die a bachelor.” ‘

You see our friend hadn’t cured himself of
the habit of rash vows even yet.

But he kept this one. When he went
away from Pakenham Court. Marquerita
Leslie had promised to become his wife.

“It’s a very short acquaintance, though,”
observed Miss Leslie, with a demure shake
of her diamond eardrops.

“No 1t isn’t; it's a very long oune,” said
Julian earnestly. And then he told ner how,
when and where he had first fallen in love
with her.

“And you have really loved me all this
time 7’ she asked.

“I have ?”’

“Dear me—I didn’t know there was so
much constancy in a man 7’ was her answer.
—New York News.
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G Cions Ll
For scrofulous disorders, and mercurial
diseases,, the best remedy is Ayer’s

Sarsaparilla.

Why Do You Pay

The Old-Time Prices,

When you can buy goods so cheap at

W. F. THORNTON'S.

He is now selling

=221 s.
GRANULATED -:- SUGAR

XF'ox $1.00.

261bs BROWN SUGAR for §1.00

Good Barbados Molasses for 3b¢. per gallon.
Napoleon and Tndex Tobacco, only 50c. per
pound.

Good Flour, $5.30 per barrel.

W. F. THORNTON,
Hartland, N. B.
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THE
GREATEST
convenience

known.
Send for Illustra

Best of all FOUNTAIN PENS.

The
ARKER

'AIN

CEOD

Addre

ted Catalogue, which will be mailed FREE  Orders filled promptly.
Haxtlaxnd, IN. E.
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Says the Brockville (Ont.) Times:—Some |
very neccessary repairs have been made to |
the sidewalks in certain parts of the town,
It to

know that Brockvilleis mending

yet much remains to be done. is well
her

traveller

Ways.,
and he may be a capitalist —favourably or
unfavourably, is the excellence orinferiority |
of the roads and paths of a town. By their
ways shall ye know them. A judicious ex
penditure is not extravagance, but is as econ-
The

stumbles and flounders about over loose and

omical as it 18 necessary. visitor who

uneven board-walks, at the peril of his limbs,
departs with the conviction that the ‘‘paths

of Brockville lead but to the grave,” and
doubtless conveys that conviction to his
friends at a distance.

- -

(. Donnelly, prop. of the popular and well-known
Windsor Hotel, Allison, Ont., was troubled for
vears with Itching Piles. He was persuaded by
Jas. McGarvey, Allison, livery man, to use Chase’s

which he did, was cured, has had no re
recommends this Oint
ment as a sovereign cure for Piles.

EY
The Member For India.

Ointment,

Among the new members of the English

1 . 1 v 5"
Com ne iy t! Indian

...... n, Bhown
He is the

who has an unusual career.

waree,

Only 241  Don't Get Left!

The way a number of people did who put off ordering a
Crown Mower until the 10th July and found them all sold.

Thanking those of our customers who obtained their Crowns,

for their patronage, wi wish to call their attention, as well as those
¢

|
who got left, to the fact that we have only 24 Little (Giant Thresh-
, i ‘ oo : : .
ers for sale this season, and that if they wish to purchase, it is ad-
bl A , - A
visable that their orders be placed as soon as possible.  The repu-

| son of a Bombay merchant, and as been a | 2 e k&) o

- Hombay merchan wnd has been a | ¢ t105 our threshers have attained has placed them so far above all
lawyer and an-editor in England and a judge L . i g .

in India. He represents Bethnal Green, | competitors that they have become the Standard Threshers of the
: " R TR R e Y " sl $. o 8 . §i g (* 4 4

London, in Parlisment, and is the only one | Maritime Provinces, and it is unnecessary for us to attempt to de-
of his race in the House. His colleagues . M g ¢ v i !

Cofer to him. therefere. iocosely as the | Scribe the numerous points wherein they excel. They are well
“member for India. | known to thresh fast, save grain, and clean 1t 1 hrst-class shape.

- v & § . L

K. D. C. the household remedy for stomach | \\ ¢ g’ll:ll':llli(‘{' !]}f‘}ll to be the most 11“)‘;1"“' nmadciinm Il ti€é 1INar-
P ( b | . 1, -~ " » . 1

o | ket, costing less than $£5.00 per year for repairs.  Send at once for

K V. HOOERS. Main Stoeet,

"HARNESS

Made & Repaired

He followed the party down stairs, comi- |

GREAT VARIETY OF

HARNESS FITTINGS

ALWAYS IN STOCK.

i

WOODSTOCK.

J. G. NILMORE,

GENERAL

DEALER

]

p—
e

Main -~ Street,
___WOODSTOCK, N. B.

See Here, My Friend.

Don’t cheat yourself whatever
you do. Don’t continue to buy
your goods and pay long prices
just because you have been in
the habit of dealing in certain
places. Why, look arourd;
have your eyes about you. If
you are disatisfied your money
back if you want it, that is if
o ’
you buy from us. Today we
have a larger line of

Men's, Youths' and Bnys"
SUITS

Than BEBvex Befoxe.

MEN'S SUIT
For $3.50 and up!

BOYS SUITS,

From $1.50 to $4.50.
PANTS.

We have a splendid line to suit the most fas-
" tidious, at reasonable prices.

Men's Hats, Caps, Boots, Shoes and
UNDERCLOTHING,

At prices away below what you have ever seen.
Boys’ Shirts, Caps and Shoes,

and all necessary clothing at prices within the
grasp of all.

Saunders Bros.

Comprising Coat
y Pantsand Vest,

descriptive circular and order form to

I'ra{:ﬂ

SMALL & FISHER CQO.
Woodstock, N. B.

SYRAGUSE STEEL PLOW

%%

L

We have sold about 50 of these Plows, and they have given
THE BEST SATISFACTION. Try one.

We are manufacturing our well-known

CHILLED & HUSSEY PLOWS

AT

The Most Rapid and Powerful

HOT AIR ¥FURNACE

Xxr» the Marlicet.

We have on hand a few

Little Giant Threshing Machines,

WWith Straw Beater.

[mpossible to Waste Grain with this machiune. Call and see before purchasing elsewhere.

Connell Bros., Main Streef; Woodstock, N. B.
AUG. 1, 1890o.

GLOSING OUT SALE

OF ALL

SUMMER GOODS !

Regardless of Cost, at
McManus Bros.

Subseribe for The Dispatch.

On the Alps—She—This road is very steep. The Duke of Orleans has abandoned all
Can’t 1 get a donkey to take me up?! He— | efforts to maintain his claim to the throne of
Lean on me,my darling.— Exchange. France.




