
i
a
m
 

2
A
 
—
 

E
T
 
—
—
—
 

S
U
—
 

I
P
R
S
 

PN
T 
S
S
H
 

THRE DISPATCH. 7 
vy . 

——— S—— —— m— m—— 

THE CALF PATH. diseased-looking face, which showed that he THE The 
One day through the primeval wood was not of the ordinary tramp class. So I GREATEST CED. S. PARKER 
A calf walked home, as good calves should; restrained him from going. convenience Bald igr.n. 

Bh Cds o abt 31 bask Welbihy ““ “Where are you off to 7 I asked him. known. busing 
ul made a trail ai neni AasgKew, . . a. 
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A crooked trail, as all calves do. The man looked at me as if in wonder 
; ment at my question. J 2 Best of all FOUNTAIN PENS. Send for Illustrated Catalogue, which will be mailed FREE Orders filled promptly. Address 

Since then two hundred years have fled, ‘“ “To the streets,” he replied simply. . EH ALEBNX ANDER Box No. 6, Haxtioasmd, N. BE 
And, I infer, the calf is dead. 

But still he left behind his trail, 
And thereby hangs my moral tale. 

The trail was taken up next day 
3y alone dog that passed that way; 

And then a wise bell-weather sheep 
Pursnued the trail o'er vale and steep, 

And drew the flock behind him, too, 
As good bell-weathers always do. 

And from that day, o’er hill and glade, 
Through those old woods a path was made, 

And many men wound in and out, 
And dodged and turned and bent about, 

And uttered words of righteous wrath 
Because twas such a broken path; 

But still they follow—do not laugh 
The first migrations of that calf, 

And through this winding woodway stalked, 
Because he wabbled when he walked. 

This forest path became a lane, 
That bent and turned and turned again; 

This crooked lane became a road, 
Where many a poor horse, with his load, 

Toiled on beneath the burning sun, 
And travelled some three miles in one, 

And thus a century and a half 
They trod the footsteps of that calf. 

The years passed on in swiftness fleet, 
The road became a village street., 

And this, before men were aware, 
A city’s crowded thoroughfare, 

And soom the central street was this 
Of a renowned metropolis. 

Aud men two centuries and a half 
Trod in the footsteps of that calf. 

Each day a hundred thousand rout 
Followed the zigzag calf about; 

And o’er his crooked journey went 
The traffic of a continent. 

A hundred thousand men were led 
Bv one calf near three centuries dead. 

They followed still his crooked way, 
And lost one hundred years a day; 

For thus such reverence is lent 
To well-established precedent. 

A moral lesson this might teach, 
Were 1 ordained and called to preach. 

For men are prone to go it blind 
Along the calf-paths of the mind, 

And work away from sun to sun, 
To do what other men have done. 

They follow in the beaten track, 
And out and in, and forth and back, 

And still their devious course pursue, 
To keep the path that others do. 

But how the wise old wood-gods laugh 
Who saw the first primeval calf ! 

Ah! many things this tale might teach— 
But I am not ordained to preach. 

—Sam W. Foss. 

NIGHT W ATCH MAN'S STORY. 

“What gave me a start in business 7’ said 
Jerry Jarman. “Well, I'll tell you. 

“In 1883, I was a night watchman. 
About 2 o'clock one cold morning in March 
the street had become deserted, and 1 was 
able to sit down beneath the tarpaulen shel- 
ter and enjoy a pipe and the warmth from 
the coke fire that glowed in the iron basket 
which stood against the open side of the hut. 
“My occupation called me into various 

parts of London and the suburbs where sewer 
age or other road-works were in progress. 1 
was then in Brick Laue, Spitalfields—a local- 
ity none of the sweetest or quietest—and my 
job was no easy one, for the inhabitants were 
prone to remove, with an eye to firewood 
any loose timber lying about, and the rougher 
portion of the community were rather too 
partial to playing with bricks, which they 
mirthfully threw at one another’s heads, 
much to my wrath and fear. 

“I had just settled down for a quiet hour 
or two, when a man made his appearance in 
front of the shelter. He was, perhaps, thir- 
ty years old, very thin and pale, with un- 
kempt hair and beard, and shivering in in- 
sufficient clothlng—what little he had being 
ragged and old. His teeth were literally 
chattering with the cold, and he had a fright- 
ful hollow, hacking cough, as he asked me, 
in a lost, forsake. sort of way: 

“Will you let me have a warm?” 
“It was against the contractor’s rules to 

permitganyone in the hut, and if the police 
foungghich an outeast there they would most 
likel®run him in, but I have a heart, and I 
could not but take pity on the poor shivering 
fellow before me. 

“Well, it’s against the rules, but you do 
seem cold, old chap, so I suppose I must let 
you come in.” 
“Thank you,” said the man, coming in- 

side, ‘Thank you. I am, indeed, very 
cold.” . 
‘He sat down on the rough plank by my 

sideghiglding ont his emaciated hands toward 
the iM5, and after a little while he evidently 
felt the benefit of the warmth and shelter. 

‘Seeing this with satisfaction, I set about 
heating my can of tea over the fire. 1 then 
took some cheese and bread and butter from 
my basket, and was about to start on my 
meal, when I caught sight of the poor fel- 
low’s eyes looking longingly at the food. 

‘* ‘Are you hungry 7 I asked. 
‘** ‘I've had nothing for near upon four- 

and-twenty hours,” was the reply. 
“So I divided my meal with the stranger. 
‘*After the repast, the man began nodding 

and fell asleep. 1 went out, looked around 
the works and saw that the lamps were all 
right, and returned and settled down again, 
and my guest did not wake up till the rattle 
and rumble of the traflic for Spitalfields 
Market got very noisy about 5 o'clock. 

“The poor chap shook himself together 
and thanked me for my kindness, and was 

evidently making off, but IT had been watch- 
ing him while he was asleep, and had some- 
how began to take an interest in him. There 
was a remnant of better days about the wan, 

“I put a few more questions to him, show- 
ing him I wished to friencly, and got him to 
tell me his story. 

“Shortly it was that he had been a clerk in 
a merchant's office, His young wife died in 
childbirth, and his own health had given way 
so that he had lost his situation,and had been 
unable to obtain other employment. He had 
no relatives or friends, and had gone from 
bad to worse, till he had become an outcast 
of the streets; but, as he woefully put it, he 
had not long to live, so it didn’t matter. ‘I'm 
in about the last stage of consumption now,’ 
he said, ‘and shall soon be out of my misery.’ 

“I was a bachelor then, living alone, and I 
quickly determined to offer the poor chap a 
shelter tor a day or two at all events, and as 
soon as the workmen arrived and I was off 
duty, my strange companion started off with 
me to my lodgings. 
“For over six weeks I housed and fed 

George Rankin, for that was my guest's 
name. 

“Bit by bit he told me his history and 
struggles, but it is not necessary for me to 
mention them, except that his father had 
been a miser; a miser in a small way no 
doubt, but a miser nevertheless. He had 
turned George out of doors soon after his 
mother’s death-—she was practically starved 
to death, George said. The lad was then 
only 14 years old, and he had never seen his 
father since. 

“I got a neighboring dispensary doctor to 
see my friend. He gave me some physic to 
relieve his cough, but declared that it was 
quite hopeless to attempt to save him, and in 
the seventh week poor George Rankin died. 

*“The day previous to his death he gave 
me a paper which he took from the lining of 
his coat, where it had been sewn up. 

““ “You have been a good friend to me,’ he 
said. ‘About the only friend I ever had, and 
I can’t repay you for your kindness except by 
giving you this. I don’t know whether it 
will be any good to you or not. I had a-mind 
to destroy it, but I thought I had better not. 
It is a letter from my father which -he wrote 
shortly before he died. Although he never 
did his duty by me, he evidently kept an eye 
on me, and knew my whereabouts to some 
extent. 
“Read it out loud to me,” George added, 

‘so that I know you can make it out.’ 
“I took the letter and read: 
“‘George—I am not likely to live many 

days, and I am thinking about my money. I 
can’t take it with me. I would if 1 could. 1 
daresay you have no love for me, and I 
would not let you have it, but it is a pity 
anybody else should get it. You think I 
have not done my duty by you. 1 tell you I 
have done more for you than my father did 
for me. I gave you an education--that is 
more than I got. 1 do not wish to see you, 
but after I am dead you will receive this 
letter. I have arranged to have it posted to 
you. You will find my money hid in the top 
garret at 27 Yorkham street, Old Kent road, 
where I shall die. I will not tell you where 
it is hid. It will be a little exercise of your 
patience to find it. You were always an 
impatient young wretch, and 1 would not let 
you know where it is at all, but I would 
rather you had it than anybody else. 

Your FATHER. 
“The letter was written in very faint ink, 

in a crabbed, illiterate handwriting, but I 
made it out fairly well. 

“I got that letter,” said George, ‘in October 
last, and went to the address he gave me. 1 
managed to get into the garret where he had 
lived, and having rented it for a fortnight, 
searched everywhere I could think of. I had 
the floor boards up,and looked and felt up the 
chimney and tried every conceivable place, 
but I could find no trace of any money or 
anything else, and as I had no means to pay 
the rent, I had to give it up. I have not 
told a soul about it, as I meant to try again 
some day, but I shall never have another 
chance now, so if you care to start on a wild 
goose chase, you can, and anything you may 
tind you are welcome to.’ 

“After I had buried George Rankin I 
turned my attentiou to the hidden money. 1 
am not, I hope and believe,a covetous fellow, 

but I thought that if I could find it, T might 
as well have it, and as I had been in a car- 
penter’s shop for a year or two when a boy, I 
knew a little of building, and could handle 
the tools fairly well. I therefore started off 
to the Old Kent Road. 
“Yorkham street is in a very poor neigh- 

borhood, the houses being let out in tene- 
ments of one and two rooms each. I found 
No. 27, and arranged to rent the attic at half 

a crown a week. 
On the Monday I moved a bed, a table and 

a few chairs to my new abode, leaving the 
rest of my belongings at my old lodgings,and 
I set to work to try and find the miser’s 
hoard. 
“Day after day I persevered, trying every 

bit of the room’s surbase, but like poor 
George Rankin, I could find nothing. I had 
the boards up one at a time, sounded the 
walls, and went half way up the chimney,but 
all to no purpose, and I had quite made up 
my mind that the old miser had played a 
hoax on his son, when I determined, as a last 
resource, to consult a detective sergeant at 
the East End who was a friend of mine. 

“I knew the sergeant could be trusted,and 
I saw him and told him all. 

Sergeant Green listened patiently to my 
tale and carefully read the letter which George 
had received from his father. 
‘You have tried the place all over and 

found nothing ?” he asked. 
“Yes,” I replied, ‘I have, and if you can 

help me, and we find the money, you can 
have whatever share you like to name.’ 

‘“ ‘Well,’ said Green, ‘there may be some- 
thing in it or there may be nothing—buat T 
am inclined to think there is something. If 
we find the money it may be much or little, 
Suppose we say that you shall give me a 
third, but that it shall be no more than £20. 

“I did not, at the moment catch, his mean- 
ing,, and I told him so. 
“Why, what I mean is,’ said he, ‘suppose 

we find £30, T am to have £10. If we tind 
£60 IT am to have £20, but that’s the limit. 
If we find £600 I am only to have £20.’ 

*“ ‘Right you are,” I cried. ‘You are very 
fair, and I agree.’ 
“We then went to my attic and re- 

commenced operations. 
Green questioned me closely as to where 

I had searched. 
‘“‘Well, I think it must be either in the 

window, the door or the ceiling,” he said at 
last. ‘You have not had the window out ?’ 

‘“ ‘No,’ I rephed, I haven't.’ 
““We got the sashes out and opened the 

box of the casement frame, but it was quite 
empty, and it took us some hours to re- 
instate the window. 

“Green then carefully tapped the stiles 
and framework of the door and tried them 
with a gimlet, but without effect. 
“The ceiling was now the only chance. | 

It was plastered all over except the roof 
joists, which projected below the plaster; 
and the whole of the ceiling, like the walls, 
was covered with a thick coating of white- 
wash. 

“Green took the gimlet again, and kept 
boring holes every few inches in the sides of 
the joists one by one. He had arrived at | 
the last joist next the window, all the rest | 
having proved perfectly sound, and 1 of 
getting quite hopeless, when the gimlet met | 
some obstruction. He quickly removed it | 
and tried again, an inch or two farther off. | 
The gimlet struck again, and again; and | 

{ again. 
“It’s here, I believe!” cried Green. 

“I had been looking on patiently as I 
could, for I thought it was impossible for any | 
money to be concealed in the joists, but I | 
gave a little ‘Hurrah !” and started scraping 
the whitewash off the bottom of the joist. 
Only the solid wood presented itself. 

“Meanwhile Green had continued his bor- 
ings and had marked off a piece of joist about 
four feet long as containing something that 
prevented the gimlet from entering more 
than half an inch into the wood. With a 
quarter-inch gouge he then cautiously made 
a small hole, and lighting a match, he said: 
‘I can see some paper.’ 

“We then scraped the sides of the joist, 
and found that on the side opposite to that 
which Green had been boring, a piece of 
wood had been let in and screwed up like a 
cover or lid. We quickly had the screws out, 
and, prying out the movable piece of wood, 
we disclosed a hollow channel, evidently cut 

with great labor, with a penknife in the joist. 
It was four feet, six inches long, and just 
large enough to hold a sovereign on edge. 

“This channel was filled with a row of 
rouleaux, containing £20 each. There were 
thirty-six rolls, making £270, and the papers 
they were wrapped in proved to be bank 
notes. Ten pound notes were around 
twenty of the rolls and five pound notes | 
around the remaining sixteen, making £280 
more. In all there was exactly £1,000. 

““ ‘Poor George!” I cried, ‘what a pity he | 
did not find it. It miight have saved his life. 
“We replaced the side of the joist and, | 

with the money in my pocket. we adjourned 
to Green's home and I had a jolly evening 
wifh him and his wife. 
“The sergeant wanted only to take £20, as 

he had agreed, but I insisted on his having 
£100, and he and his wife saw I was so upset 
when they refused, that they ultimately gave | 
way, and I went home with a light heart and 
a heavy pocket containing £900. 

‘Sergeant Green always declares it was the 
best day’s work he ever had or is likely to 
have. He and I are great friends now, and 
all the youngsters call me Uncle Jarman 
when I go to spend an evening there. 

“It gave me my start in business. I threw | 
up my job of night watchman and set up as a | 
green grocer and fraiterer, and 1 have now, | 
as you know, several of the best ready-money | 
businesses in that line in London.” 
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beneficial effects of WiclLean Ss 

Vegetable ¥Y/orm 
S Make it the best Worm Rem- 

yrup edy for children. 

Grump—Do you call this steak fit for a 
Christian to eat? Waiter—We hain’t anx- 
ious about de religion of our customers, boss. 

—Boston Post. 

Hitch Up! 
But before yu do that come around to 

Atherton's Harness Shop 
and buy a new set of hand-made 

HARNESS or a SADDLE. 
Having taken the whole of the store in which I 

have been doing business on King street, 1 have 
now more room to show my large stock of SINGLE 
and DOUBLE HARNESS, Summer Blankets, 
Carriage - Mats, Lap Dusters, Fly Net:, Wool 
Robes, Whips and Lashes, Brushes and Curry 
Combs, Horse Boots, Collars, Harness Oil, &e. | 
keep everything in the Harness line und have im- 
ported a fine assortuent of Riding Saddles, all 
prices. Call and see me at 

IIKXIWG: STR IZED, 

F. L. ATHERTON, - - WOODSTOCK. 
A 

PIN WORMS. 
No ITCHING PILES is an exceedingly painful and annoying afflic- 

More 
tion, fourd alike in the rich and poor, inaie and female. The principal 
symptoms are a severe itching, which is worst at night when the sufe 
ferer becomes warm in bed. =o terrible is the itehing that frequently 
it is impossibie to procure sleep. Often surferer unconsciously 
during sleep scratches the parts until they are sore —-uleers and tumor 
form, excessive moisture is exuded. Females are peculiarly affected 
from this disease, causing unbearable irritation and trouble. 
every other symptom of itching Piles or irritation 

body are immediately allayed and quickly 
ment, It will instantly stop itching, heal the sores and ule 
up the moisture. 

"hese and 
in any part of the 

cured by Chase's Oint- 

different as to cause 
symptoms are exactly the same, 

PIN WORMS is an ailment entirely 
than Itching Piles. yet its effects and 

- The same intolerable itching ; the same creeping, crawling. stinging 
Gives sensation characterizes both diseases. Chase's Ointment acts like 

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

KEFERENCES. 

Newmarket—J. T. Bogart, Mr. Kitto. Hamilton—R. G. Decne, 
Sutton— Mr. Sheppard, Mr. McDonald. | King City—Wm. Walker, 
Relleville—R, Templeton, druggist. Chur l— David Gr se. . 

1.011 

Instant 

Rel ief. Tottenham—James Scanlon, J. Reid. Bradford—R. Davis, J. 

Barrie—H. E. Garden. y ® 

The eclebrated Dr. Chase's Ointment is made expressly for Itching Piles, but it is equally 
rood in curing all Itchy Skin Diseases, such as Eczema, Itcn, Barber's Itch, Salt FEheum, Ring 

Norm, etc.. etc. For sale by all druggists, Price 60 Cunts, : 

Mail sddress—EDMANSON, BATES & CO., Toronto, Out., Sole Agents ior Dominion of Canade 

We have now on Hand 

and are manufacturing our 

CONGO MOWING 
MACHINES, 

4), 5 and 6 Feet (Cut. 

We claim our machine isthe 

BEST and SIMPLEST 
ag - 3 

In the Market. 

PRICES LOW 

To Suit ths Times. 
WE ALSO HAVE ON HAND 

Call and see them before purchasing elsewhere. 

H, COIN IN 1, BROS. 

Annual Greeting. 
To our many friends throughout the Country we are pleased to’announce that we 
are again prepared to CA T= 1 A GH S supply them with - - 
of EVERY DESCRIPTION. Everything is New. We have no accumulation eof 

During past years t has always been our aim to old stuff to unload upon anyone. 
merit the patronage which has been bestowed upon us and he result has been a 
growing business. During the coming season we will be in a position to offer you 
goods that are far ahead of anything we have heretofore built. The Vebicles are 

Beauties in Style and Finish, and the Material the Best money 

can buy. We are proud to say many of the BEST DEALERS IN THE LAND 
are making a specialty of our goods. This in itself is a certificate of Superionty. 

We have not reached the FRONT RANK without vigorous effort. We intend te 
stay right at the HEAD OF THE PROCESSION. 

Our Carriages, Surreys, Buggies, Phaetons, Bangor 
Buggies, Road Waggons, Cornings, &c., for STYLE, 
QUALITY, and all appointments, are UNSURPASSED 

in this country. 

All kinds of Farm and Sloven Waggons, 
Road Carts, Etec. 

We thank those who have been our friends in the past, and given us their 
business, and hope to have them continue with us, together with all other good 
people who want good work. 

Very Respectfully, 

~D. A Grant & Co.


