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THRE DISPATCH. 

- 
Wott iki 

4 3 Pe a Ai ! : 

1 

THE FOREST FIRE. 

The night was grim and sti
ll with dread, 

No star shone down from h
eaven's dome: 

The ancient forest closed a
rc und. 

The settler’s lonely home. 

There came a glare that lit th
e north; 

There came a wind that rous
ed the 

But child and father gslumber
ed on, 

Nor felt the growing light. 

night; 

There came a noise of flying
 feet, 

With many a strange and dreadful
 cry ; 

And sharp flames crept and lep
t along 

The red verge of the sky. 

There came a deep and gathering r
oar, 

The father raised his anxious he
ad; 

He saw the light, like a da
wn of blood, 

That strean: cd across his bed. 

Tt lit the old clock on the wa
ll, 

It lit the ron with splendor wi
ld, 

It lit the fair and tumbled hair 

Of the still sleeping child. 

And zig-zag fence, and rude long 
barn, 

And chip-strewn yard and cabin 
grey 

Glowslggimson in the shuddering
 gla 

Of t#, untimely day. 

The boy was hurried from his slee
p; 

The horse was hurried from his stall; 

Up from the pasture clearing came
 

The cattle’s frightened call, 

The boy was snatched to the 
saddle-bow. 

Wildly, wildly, the father rod
e; 

Behind them swooped the hordes of flame 

And harried their abode. 

The scorching heat was at their heels; 

The huge roar hounded them in their flight; 

Red smoke and many a flying brand 

Flew o'er them through the night. 

And Pst them fled the w ildwood for
ms 

Far-striding moose and leaping
 deer, 

And bounding panther, and coursing
 wolf 

Terrible-eyed with fear. 

And closer drew the fiery death; 

Madly, madly the father rode: 

The horse began to heave and fail 

Beneath the double 
load. 

The father’s mouth was white and stern, 

But his eyes g ith long farewell; 

He said: “Hold fast to vour seat, Sweetheart,
 

And ride old Jerry well ! 

orew te nder Ww 

«1 must go back. Ride on to the river; 

Over the ford and the long marsh ride, 

Straight on to the town. And I'll meet 

Sweetheart, 

Somewhere on th 

you, 

» other side.” 

- 

He slipped from the saddle. The boy rode on; 

His hand clung fast in the horse's mane; 

His hair blew over the horse's neck; 

His small throat sobbed with pain. 

«Father ! Father!” he cried aloud. 

The howl of the fire-wind answered hin
 

With hiss of scaring flames; and cra
sh 

Of shattering limb on limb. 

But still the g« yod horse*galloped 
on, 

With sinew braced and strength
 1enewe d: 

The boy came safe to the river f
ord, : 

And out of the deadly wor dl. 

And now with his kinsfolk, fenced from f
ear, 

At play in the heart of the city’s hum, 

He stops in his play to wonder why 

His father does not come ! 
Chas. G. D. 

1 
Robe rts. 

Windsor, Nova Scotia. 

A HOLIDAY TRAGEDY. 

All my life I had been—well, 

ly a woman hater, but a firm believer in 

not exact- 

the idea that man is the lord of creation, and 

that woman is not an absolute necessity. For 

many years it was my proud boast that I was 

able to dispense with feminine aid and yet 

live a very enjoyable life; as, with clockwork 

regularity, I went from my bachelor lodgings 

to business each morning, returning in the 

afternoon and spending the evening at the 

The idea 

of having a lady companion in my rambles 

never entered my head. 

True, my landlady (good old soul) prepared 

my meals and cleaned my rooms, but that 

was because I had not time to do it myself, 

and a man servant was beyond my means. 

But in all else I dispensed with woman's aid. 

Boot cleaning, sewing buttons on, lighting 

the fire, etc., were all done with my own 

hands — nay, at a pinch I have even washed a 

pocket handkerchief. 

I desired to stand forth as a living example 

of the original Adam and a proof of the 

superfluity of the modern Eve. But my 

misguided companions refused to profit by 

my teachings or to follow my example. One 

by one they fall under female influences, one 

by one they married, and then--I cut them 

dead. Ah, me! Those free Bohemian days 

were happy ones, as year after year I pursued 

my adopted course, in spite of the continual 

falling off of my comrades. Then came a 

time when my circle of acquaintances had 

decreased so considerably that I began to 

feel lonely. "Bachelor chums were more 

difticult to find than ever. To loneliness 

succeeded melancholy, and I grew miserable 

and pessimistic. 
One friend to whom 1 laid bare my woes, 

said: ' g 

“You keep to yourself too much. What 

you ought to do is to lodge with some family 

where there are two or three grown up 

daughters. They would wake you up a bit.” 

This to me, the hitherto ideal advocate of 

an Eveless Eden! And yet, after the advice 

had been tendered, several times, 1 began to 

think that such xchange might be beuificial. 

Such u course need not involve the rendering 

up of my tenets, but, as wowan still formed 

a part of the world, she might at least con- 

tribute to my amusement. So, after very 

serious consideration, I decided to szek fresh 

apartments, with light society thrown in. 

Now my trouble commenced, I could not 

make the direct inquiry, ‘‘Have you any 

grown up daughters?” So I generally view- 

ed the rooms, listening to the landlady’s 

verbiage, settled the rent and then casually 

asked, ‘‘Have you any children ?’ and the 

reply would be “Yes, four, five, or six,” as 

the case might be; ‘‘the eldest is 10 years 

old and the youngest two months. But they 

are as wood as gold, and never make a bit of 

noise.” 
The numberless journeys I made and the 

many desultory conversations I listened to 

were all to no purpose, No one appeared to 

possess grown up danghters—the eldest was 

always 10. Just when I was about to abandon 

my search, fortune—or was it fate ?—led me 

to Myrtle Villa, Paradise Gardens, Upper 

Dulwich. The door was opened by a vision 

club or some place of amus
ement. 

| acquaintances they did 

of loveliness, faultlessly dressed, and with 

bright blue eyes and golden hair. ‘Newly 

married,” thought I; ‘swell, here at le
ast the 

eldest won't be 10!” She invited me in, and 

then disappeared; a middle aged lady enter- 

ing directly after, we proceeded to discuss 

terms. Then came the inevitable inquiry as 

to children. 

“T have two grown up daughters, the 

younger of whom opened the door for you.” 

At last | Need I say that within a week I 

was installed in Myrtle Villa? The landlady, 

a widow, was a genial, homely woman, and 

the youngest daughter, Annie, aged 25 1 

have already described, but the other daugh
- 

ter, Julia, did not impress me favorably. 

She was neither good looking nor pleasing, 

and. without being exactly bad tempered, al- 

ways insisted upon having her own way. 

i now seemed to be in a new world. My 

boots wore a brilliant lustre each morning 

without my aid, and my slippers were laid 

ready for me in the evemng, and as for lend- 

ing me a needle and cotton the idea !—if 1 

would only leave them outside they would be 

only too happy. 

I no longer needed to seek relaxation at 

the club after the labors of the day. 

played the piano well, her only accomplish- 

ment, while Annie sang divinely, and thus 
Male 

not seem to possess 

yet, stay, there was one Mr. Malcolm, 

whose name 1 frequently heard mentioned, 

the evenings passed all too quickly. 

Julia | 

but as his ealls were always made in the 
day- | 

time I never saw him. 1 had rapidly passetl 

| into that condition of mind which raised a 

| 
| 
| 

feeling of jealousy orf his account, so one day 

[ questioned my landlady on the subject. 

“Oh, he’s a very old friend of ours. Once 

we thought he would have proposed to Julia, | 

but nothing came of it. 

What a relief. Only Julia! 

So time went pleasantly on, and then 

how can 1 confess it 7—my lifelong creed was 

thrown to the winds, my proud ambition 

humbled in the dust, and I became a willing 

slave to the sex I had so long dispised and 

ionored. My only thought now was how, 

and in what words, I should beseech my dar- 

ling Annie to become my wife. Time 

Julia always turned at the critical 

moment. 

One evening Julia announced that a week 

up 

thence she had engagement to play at a con- | 
brilliant in- | burst upon me a 

spiration. 1 purchased two small tickets tor 

the lyceum for that same evening, and, 

making pretence that I had them given to 

me, 1 persuaded Annie to promise to accom- 

pany me. This time Julia would not be able 

to intrude, and I should know my fate. 

two months’ time I should be taking my 

summer holiday, which would just fit in 

nicely for the honeymoon. 

On the eventful day I hastened homeward 

with a queer fluttering in my heart and a 

flower spray for Annie in my hat. Julia 

oper.ed the door and hardly permitted me to 

enter before she informed me that Annie had 

cert. Then 

| been out in the hot sun and bee
n obliged to 

go to bed with a very sick headache. My 

after | 

time, 1 was on the point of speaking, but | 

In| 

| 

THE 

GREATEST 

convenience 

known. 

Best of all FOUNTAIN PENS. Send for Illustra 

The 

OF. S. PARKER 

FOUNTAIN 
PEN. 

Address 
Faxrtinnd, NN. EB. which will be mailed FREE 

AT. EX ANDER BOX No
. 

Orders filled promptly. ted Catalogue, 
Xa. JEL aS, 

We will have the two wed- was accepted. 
Won't that be nice | dings on the same day. 

dear? 

Nice? This was the last straw. Nice, in- 

deed for me to be married toa woman | did not 

care for, and at the same time to see the one 

[ loved given to another man! I cannot re- 

member what I did for the next hour or two 

beyond cursing my foolishness and swearing 

I wouldn't marry Julia. Then, when 1 

became calmer, I saw an action for breach of | 

promise looming. I thought of all my hard | 

earned savings of years being swept away by | 

a sympathetic jury to heal Julia’s broken 

heart. There was no escape for me. She | 

had my letter, which simply commenced 

“Darling,” and as no name was mentioned 
in | 

it from beginning to end, was it possible that | 

any body of intelligent men could be brought 
| 

to believe that T intended it for Annie, when 

I addressed the envelope to Julia? No, no. 

I must ¢o through with it—1 would marry 

Julia. Yes, and I would teach her that man 

is the lord of creation, and that woman 18 

but a helpmate, and not an equal, and so in 

! 
| 
| 
} 

my married life triumphantly assert those 

principles which T had held so long. 

Julia married me at the same time and 

place as Annie became Mrs. Malcolm. 1 

| now spend my evenings endeavoring to 
solve 

ness, 

a difficult problem, and that 1s, why do they 

| call woman the weaker sex ? Tid-Bits. 
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Are You Made 

Miserable by Indigestion, Constipation, Dizz1 

Loss of Appetite, Vellow Skin? Shiloh’s 

Vitalizer is a positive cure. Sold by Garden Bros 

< 

China has an edible dog. 

Electric plowing is spreading. 
| 

China has a 50,000-pound bell. 

Paper horseshoes are on foot. 

Flour is to be made of bananas. 

A whale’s skeleton weighs 50,000 pounds. 

It takes 70,000 insects to make one pound | 

| of cochineal. 

| 
| 

| | 
| 

fluttering heart gave one huge bound and | 

then seemed to stand still. However, to 

disguise my feelings, I said : 

ST am sorry : and youn have to play at the 

concert.” 
“No,” she replied, 

posponed.” 

‘Then may I beg the pleasure of your 

company / 1 did not ask you before because 

of the concert engagement.” 
«Thanks, I shall enjoy it immensely.” 

What a miserable 

proved to be! T do not even know what the 

play was called. I was thinking all the time 

of my poor, sick darling, and not of the 

acting or the woman who sat by side, wear- 

ing the flower spray that was meant for 

Annie. 
The words were still unspoken when my 

holidays arrived, and, tearing myself away 

from the two sisters, who stood at the gate 

and waved their handkerchiefs as long as I 

remained in sight, it was with no feelings of 

anticipation that I betook myself to Hastings 

for rest and recreation. 

“‘the concert has heen 

Rest! Where could I find it? Not on 

the parade or pier amidst hundreds of 

couples promenading, as I had pictured 

Aunie and myself doing; not on the beach 

where Ethiopian musicians were eternally 
1” 

playing ‘‘Aunnie Laurie,” ‘Sweet Annie 

Rooney,” and ‘‘Annie Dear, I'm Called 

Away.’ For a whole week I wandered 

aimlessly hither and thither. Then I could 

stand it no longer. So I wrote a long letter 

commencing ‘‘Darling” and pouring out the 

impassioned, pent-up love that comes but 

once in a man’s lifetime. 1 besought and 

beseeched her to take pity upon me or my 

lifeless body should surge in the billows that 

beat relentlessly upon the Rocks at Beachy 

Head. 
When I had finished I happened to catch 

sight of a photograph which I had purchased 

the previous day, representing one of the 

yachts preparing to start on her morning 

trip, with my own figure in a prominent 

position in the bows. 
“Ah,” thought I, “I'll send that to Julia.” 

If it were possible, 1 had now less rest 

than before, night or day, while waiting for 

an answer. Rising in the morning with 

haggard looks and burning brow, the other 

boarders would remark that the sea air did 

not seem to agree with me, while under the 

mask of assumed indifference there raged 

within me the fiercest volcano that ever burn- 

ed in the heart of man. 
At last the reply came, and, bounding 

up to the privacy of my raom, with trembling 

fingers I tore open the envelope which hid 

from me—1life or death ’ 
“Dearest, I am yours forever. I cannot 

say your proposal was unexpected. for I have 

felt that you could mean nothing less, ever 

since that evening when you so openly ex- 

pressed your preference on taking me to the 

theatre—" 
What! Whew! Where! !! 1 looked 

at the signature—‘Julia.” Oh, Heavens! 

I saw it all. I had placed them in the wrong 

envelopes, and sent the letter to Julia and 

the photograph to Annie! How I raged and 

fumed and tore my hair, until at last in sheer 

exhaustion, I sank into a chair and endeavor- 

ed to finish reading the letter. 

“Annie thanks you very much for the 

photo, and she desires me to tell you that 

yesterday Mr. Malcolm proposed to her and 

| 

| 

| 

failure that evening | 

Hot and Heavy 

Forty-pound watermellons sell at Sar
asota, 

Fla., for 5 cents each. 

The cabmen of Paris are forbidden to smoke 

pipes while driving a fare. 

Millionaire Mackay says he was 

happy as when swinging the pick. 

- - 8 

A Baby's Life Saved. 

“My baby had croup and was saved by 
Shiloh’s 

Cure.” writes Mrs. J. B. Martin, of Huntsville, 

Ala. Sold by Garden Bros 

| 

| 

The orders are coming in upon us for 

Outing Shirts, Collars, Cuffs, Ties, 
and all the summer necessities. 

How comfortably gentlemen en-| 

joy their outings, holidays and | 

rackets in our Stylish Fix-| 

ings. We believe in protec- 

tion of our patrons’ pockets. 

Our Graduated Ties 

Prove what we say. | 

Artistic neck adornment for gentlemen of | 

taste. If your are up to swvuff you will be | 

wide awake enough to buy. 
|] 

R. B. JONES, | 

MANCHESTER HOUSE 

Why Do You Pay 
The Old-Time Prices, 

When you can buy goods so cheap at | 

W. F. THORNTON'S. 
He is now selling 

221s. 

GRANULATED -:- SUGAR 
X'oxr $1.00. 

251bs BROWN SUGAR for $1.00 
Good Barbados Molasses for 36c. per gallon. 

Napoleon and Index Tobacco, only H0c. per 

pound. 

Good Flour, $5.30 per barrel. 

| 
| 
| 
| 

visable that their orders be placed as soon as possible. 

Moms, ER LI HSS PIN WORMS. 
3 ING PILES xcee ling 4 ai and 0 \& Hie 

More 
Misery. 

symptoms are a severe itching, which is worst at night when the suf 

ferer becomes warm in bed. So terrible is the itching that frequently 

it is impossible to procure sleep. Often the : unconsciousle 

during sleep scratches the parts until they are sore—ulcers and tumor 

form, oxcessive moisture is exuded. Females are peculiarly afl al 

from this disease, causing unbearable irritation and trouble. These and 

sufferer 

every other symptom of Itching Piles or irritation in any part of Lhe 

- body are immediately allayed and quickly cured by Chase's Oint- 

#4 ment. It will instantly stop itching, heal the sores and
 u rs, dry 

up the moisture. 
TTR OE TT A 1 0 

: PIN WORMS is an ailment entirely ail to cause 

than Itching Piles, yet its effects and symp 13 a1 v the same, 

oT ~ The same intolerable itching; the same creeping, crawlin r. stinging 

Gives 
sensation characterizes both disen ’ A Ointment acts like 

A Le magic. It will at once afford relief from this torment, 

Instant REFERENCES. 

Newmarket—J. T. Bogart, Mr. Kitto. 
| Hamilton—R. G. Decue, 

~ Sutton— Mr. Sheppard, Mr. McDonald. Ki ( Wm. Walker, 

Rel ef RBelleville—I. Templeton, druggist. 
| Churchill— David Gr 

. ® Tottenham-—James Scanlon, J. Reid, 
Bradfor RR. Davi . Reid. 

3 Barrie—H. E. Garden. 
® 

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

ood in curing all Itchy Skin Disea
ses, such as Eczema, Itch, Barber

's lten, Salt heum, Ring 

Worm, etc.. etc. For sale by all druggists. Price 60 Cents. 

Mail address—EDMANSON, BATE
S & CO., Toronto, Ont., So le Agents for Don inion of Canade 

x of 

£0 RRitT : 

WE DIVIDE PROFITS 
WITH OUR CUSTUMERS. 

We don’t want all. Take your Share. Compass your ends with 

‘our compasses. We have the Finest Assortment of Carpen= 

ters’ Tools ever offered for sale here. Prices on these zoods 

‘have gone down 50 in the last few years. 

We have a few Refrigerators lett which we are selling at 

COST. $10 will buy a oood one. (‘all and see them. 

We have just received another lot of Hammocks w
hich we 

are selling cheap. Come early and get one before they are gone. 

W. F. Dibblee & Son. 

Only 24! Don't Get Lett! 
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, we wish to call their attention, as well as those 

who got left, to the fact that we have only 24 Little Giant Thresh- 

ers for sale this season, and that if they wish to purchase, it is ad- 
The repu- 

tation our threshers have attained has placed them so far above all 

competitors that they have become the Standard Threshers of the 

Maritime Provinces, and it is unnecessary for us to attempt to de- 

scribe the numerous points wherein they excel. They are well 

known to thresh fast, save grain, and clean it in first-class shape. 

We guarantee them to be the most durable machines in the mar- 

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

descriptive circular and order form to 

SMALL & FISHER CO. 

Woodstock, N. B. 
A company with a capital of $200,000 for John Herreshoff, member “of the tirm of 

the establishment of agricultural settlements | shipbuilders, is at the hea
d of the successes 

W. F. THORNTON, 
Hartland, N. B. 

in German Southwest Africa has been formed | of the firm, though h
e has been blind sinee 

n Saxony. he was 16. 


