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“wrong, it will kill him. 

THRE DISPATCH. lf 

WHEN THE NOTE FALLS DUE. and fret and worry for me and Marie, and THE 
The 

You may say that life is trouble sometimes he just sit and look at me and say | GREATEST SN SSS / LSA A ; CED. S. PARKER 

When the clouds are in the blue; not a word. convenience RR ERT. pA iL Fl) »  POUNTAIN 

But a fellow finds it double “I say to her that there will be good crop known. ab 
PRX. 

When the 
Note 

Falls 
Due! 

Sorrow’s nothing but a bubble 

That will vanish from the view ; 

But it’s trouble, trouble, trouble, 

When the 
Note 

Falls 

Due! 

And the corn it goes to stubble, 

And the rose—it withers, too ; 

And it’s trouble, trouble, trouble, 

When the 
Note 

Falls 
Due! 

Gio it single file, or double, 

There'll be work enough for you 

In a living world of trouble, 

When the 
Note 

Falls 
Due ! 

1 # — Atlanta Constitution. 

A SON OF THE WILDERNESS. 

BY GILBERT PARKER. 

Rachette told the story to Medallion and 

the little chemist’s wife on Sunday after 

mass, and because he was vain of his English 

he forsook his own tongue and paid tribute 
to the Anglo-Saxon. 

pl" she was so purty, that Norinne, 
7 

en she drive through the parishes all 

twelve days, after the wedding, a dance 

every night, and her eyes, ard cheeks on fire 

all the time. And Bargon, by gosh! that 

Bargon, he have a pair of shoulders like a 

wall, and five hunder’ dollars and a horse 

and wagon. By gosh! I say that time, ‘Bar- 

gon he have put a belt round the world and 

buckle it tight to him—all right, ver'good,’ 1 

say to him: ‘Bargon,what you do when you 

get ver’ rich out on the Souris River? He 

laugh and throw up his hands, for he have 

not many words any kind. And the damn 

little dwarf Parpan, he say: ‘He will have 

flowers ou the table and ice on the butter, 

and a wheel in his head.’ 

“And Bargon laugh and say: ,I will have 

plenty for my friends to eat and drink, and 
a ver fine time.’ 
“Good I’ we all say, ‘by gosh !’ 

“So they make the trip through twelve 

parish, and the fiddles go all the time, and I 

am what you say best man, by gosh! with 

Bargon, and I go all the time, and Lucette 

Dargois, she go with me and her brother— 

holy ! what an eye had she in her head. As 
we go we sing a song joli and there is no one 

sing so better as Norinne: 

“¢(Yest 1a belle Francoise, 

Allons gai 
(est la belle Francoise, 
Qui veut se marier, 
Ma luron lurette, 

(Qui veut se marier, 
Ma luron lure” 

“Ver’ good, by gosh ! Norinne and Bar- 

gon they go out to the Souris and Bargon 

have a hunder’ acre, and he put up a house 

and a shed not ver’ big, and he carry his 

head high and his shoulders like a wall yes, 

yes. First year it is pretty good time, and 

Norinne’s cheeks—ah, like an apple, and 

bimeby a baby laugh up at Bargon from 

Norinne’s lap. I am on the Souris then at a 

sawmill, and on Sunday sometime I go to seo 

Bargon and Norinne. I think that baby is 

so dawn funny; I laugh and pinch his nose; 

his name is Marie, and I say I marry him 

pretty quick some day. We have plerty hot 

cake, and beans and pork, and a little how- 

you-are from a jug behind the door. 

“Next year it is not so good. There 1s a 

bad, erop and hard times, and Bargon he owe 

two hunder’ dollar, aud he pay interest. 

Norinne she do all the work, and that little 

‘Marie, there is damu funny in him, and 

Norinne, she keep go, go, all the time, early 

and late, and she get ver’ thin and quiet. So 

I go up from the mill more times, and I 

bring fol-lols for that Marie, for you know I 

said I go to marry him some day. And when 

I see how Bargon shoulders stoop and his 

eye get dull, aud there is nothing in the jug 

behind the door, I fetch a horn with me, and 

my fiddle, and, by gosh! there is happy sit- 

you-down. I make Bargon sing ‘La Belle 

Francoise,” and then just before 1 go, I make 

him laugh, for I stand by the cradle and 

sing to that Marie: 
«“¢ Adieu, belle Francoise ; 

Allons gai ! 
Adieu, belle Francoise ; 
Moi, je te marierai, 
Ma luron lurette, 

Moi, je te marierai, 
Ma luron lure.’ 

“So; and another year it go along, and 

Bargon he know that if there come bad crop 

it is googby-my-lover with himself. He owe 

two hugfder’ and fifty dollars. It is the 

rie at Easter, and I go up to him and 

orinne, for there is no mass, and Pontiac is 

too far away. We stand at the door and 

look out, and all the prairie is green, and 

the sun stand up high like a light on a pole, 

and the fly by ver’ busy looking for the sum- 

mer and the prarie flower. 
+ *Bargon, I say—and I give him a horn 

of old rye—‘here’s to le bon Dieu !’ 
“Le bon Dieu, and a good harvest,” he 

say. 
«] Wear some one give along breath be- 

hind. and look round; but, no ! it is Norinne 

with a smile—for she never grumbles—by 

gosh | What pretty eves she have in her 

head! She have that Marie in her arms, and 

1 say to Bargon it is like the Madouna iu the 

Notre Dame at Montreal. He nod his head. 

«(Vest le bon Dieu—is the good God,’ he say. 
“Before I go 1 take a piece of palm—it 

come from the Notre Dame; it is all bless by 

the Pope—and I nail it to the door of the 

house. ‘For luck,” T say. Then I laugh 

aud speak out to the prairie; ‘Come along, 
good summer; come along, good crop; come 

two hunder’ and fifty dollars for Gal Bargou,’ 

ver quiet. I give Norinne twenty dollar, 

but she will not take him. ‘For Marie, 

then I say. ‘Keep it and give to Marie your- 

self, some day.’ 
“She smile at me, then she have a little 

tear in her eye and she nod to where Bargon 

stand oatside and she say: ‘If this summer go 
He work and work 

she found the boy seated on the ice. 

and next year we will be ver’ happy. So, 

the time go on, and I send up a little sack of 

pork and molass’ and tabac, and sugar and 

tea, and I get a letter from Bargon bimeby, 

and he say that everything go right, he 

think, this summer. He say I must come up. 

It is not damn easy to go in the summer, 

when the mill run night and day, but I say I 
will go. 
“When I get up to Bargon'’s I laugh, for 

all the hunder acre is ver’ fine, and Bargon 

stand in the door and stretch out his hand, 

and say: ‘Rachette, there is six hunder’ dol- 

lars for me.” I nod my head, and fetch out a 

horn, and he have one, his eyes all bright 

like a lime kiln. He is thin and square, and 

his beard grow ver’ thick and rough and long, 

and his hands are like planks. Norinne, she 

is ver’ happy, too, and Marie bite on my 

finger, and I give her a sugar stick to suck. 

“Bimby Norrine say to me ver’ sort: ‘If 

a hailstorm or a hot wind come, that is the 

end of it all, and my poor Gal.” 
“What I do? 1 laugh and I ketch Marie 

under the arms, and 1 sit down and I put 

him foot, and I sing that damn funny KEng- 

lish song— ‘Here we go to Banbury Cross.’ 

And 1 say: It will be all as happy as Marie 

pretty quick. Bargon he will have six hun- 

der’ dollar, and you a new dressa and a hired 

girl to help you.’ 
“But all the time that day, I think about 

a hailstorm or a hot wind whenever I look 

out on that hunder acre farm. It is so beau- 

tiful, as you can guess ‘the wheat, the barl 

ley, the corn, the potatoes; the turnip, al- 

green like sea water, and pigeons and wild 

ducks flying up and down, and the horse and 

the ox standing in a field ver’ comfer’ble. 

““We have good time that day, anl go to 

bed all happy that night. 1 get up at five 

o'clock, and I go out. Bargon stand there 

looking out on his field with the horse bridle 

in his hand. ‘The air not feel righf,” he say 

to me. I think the same, but I say to him: 
| » . . RE 

‘Your head not feel right--him too soft. 

He shake his head and go down to the field 

for his horse and ox, and hitch them up to- 

gether, and go to work making a road. 

“It is about ten o'clock when the damn 

thing come. Puff? go a hot splash of air in 

my face, and then I know it is all up with 
(Gal Bargon. A month later it is no matter, 

for the grain is ripe then, but now, when it 

is green, it is sure death to it all. I turn 

sick in my stomach, and I turn round and see 

Norinne stand in the door, all white, and she 

make her hand go like that, hke she push 
back that hot wind. 

« ‘Where is Gal? she say, ‘I must go to 

him.” * ‘No,’ 1 say, ‘I will fetch him. You 

stay with Marie.” Then 1 go ver’ quick fox 
(al, and TI find him, his hands all shut like 

that | and he shake them at the sky, and say 

not a wora, but his face it go wild, and his 

eyes spin round in his head. I pat my hand 
on his arm and say: Come home, Gal. Come 

home,and speak kind to Norinne and Marie.’ 

I can see that hot wind lean down and 

twist the grain about—a damn devil thing 

from the Arzone desert down south. I take 

Gal back home, and we sit there all day, and 

all the nex’ day and a little more, and when 

we look enough there is no grain on that 

hunder’ acre farm—only a dry-up prarie, all 

gray and limp. My skin is baked and rough, 

but when I look at Gal Bargon I know that 

his heart is dry like a bone, and, as Parpan 

say that time, he have a wheel in his head. 

Norinne she is quiet, and she sit with her 

hand on his shoulder, and gave him Marie to 

hold. 
“But it is no good, it is all over. So I say: 

‘Let us go back to Pontiac. What is the good 

for to be rich? Let us be poor and happy 

once more. 
“And Norinne she look glad, and go’ up 

and say: ‘Yes, let us go back.” But all at 

once she sit down with Marie in her arms and 

cry—by gosh! I never see a woman cry like 

that. 
“So we start back for Pontiac with the 

horse and the ox and some pork and bread 

and molass’. But Gal Bargon never hold up 

his head, but go silent, silent, and he not 

sleep at night. And one night he walk away 

on the prairie, and when he come back he 

have great pain. So he lie down, and we sit 

by him, and he die. But once he whisper to 

me, and Norinne not hear: ‘Yon say you will 

marry him, Rachette 7 And I say ‘I will’ 
+ {est le bon Dieu!” he say at the last, 

but he say 1t with a little laugh. I think he 

have a wheel in his head. But bimeby, yes- 

te'day, Norinne and Marie and I come to 

Pontaic.” 
The little chemist’s wife dried her eyes,and 

Medallion said in French: ‘Poor Norinne ! 

Poor Norinne ! And so, Rachette, you are 

going to marry Marie, by and bye?’ ~ There 

was a quizzical look in Medallion’s eyes. 

Rachette threw up his chin alittle. “I'm: 

going to marry Norinne on New Year's Day,” 

he said. 
“By gosh | poor Norinne,” said Medallion, 

in a queer sort of tone. “It is the way of 

the world,” he added. “I'll wait for Marie 

myself.” Aud it looks as if meant to, for 

she has no better friend. And he talks to 

her much of Bargo, of one great love ina 

woman's life. All others have different 

names and meanings. 

A woman residing in a flat ordered a piece 

of ice from the grocery man. The youth who 

brought it was a German. He put it on the 

dumb waiter in the basement to be hoisted 

up. She pulled away. 
“Gracious I” she exclaimed, ‘‘how heavy 

this ice is! The grocer must have given me 

good weight.” a 
By great exertion she suceeded in getting 

the dumb-waiter up. To her astonishment 
With 

what breath she had left she demanded: — 

“What did you make me pull you up here 

for ?” 
“Why,” replied the boy, “I thought the 

cake would be too heavy for you to lift, so I 

came up to help you off with it.” —Shoe and 

Leather Reporter. 
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Vegetable ¥form 

Syrup Make 
it the best Worm Re

m- 
edy for children. 

Best of all FOUNTAIN PENS. Send for Illustrated Oatalogue, which will be maile
d FREE 

Xe. 

Address Orders filled promptly. 
, Eaxtiand, IN. EE. ALEX ANDER Box No. 

CHASE'S CHAPTER 
gf. Dr, Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills are ¢ 

eombination of valuable medicines in concen: 

trated form as prepared by the eminent Phy- 

sician and Author, Dr. A, W, Chase, with 2 

view to not only be an unfailing remedy fo) 

Kidney and Liver troubles, but also tone the 

Stomach and purify the Blood, at a cost that 

of these pills is established beyond question 

by the praise of thousands who use them—on 

1'ill a dose, one box 25 cents. 

2. When there is a Pain or Ache in the 

Back the Kidneys are speaking of trouble 

is within the reach of all, The superior ior 

that will ever increase unless 

geiieved. We have the re- 

liable statement of L. B. 
Johnson, Holland Landing, 
who says: I had a con- 
stant Back-Ache, my back 
felt cold all the time, appetite poor, stomach 
sour and belching, urine scalding, had to get 
up 3 or 4 times during night to urinate, com- 
menced taking one Kidney-Liver Pill a day; 
Back-Ache stopped in 48 hours, appetite re- 
turned, and able to enjoy a good meal and a 
good nights sleep; they cured me. 

3. Conetipation 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 dollars 

worth of any other preparation, this is endors- 

ed by D. Thompson, Holland Landing, Ont. 

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 poisons 

the blood, By and by, if the Kidneys do not 
roperly purify the blood, then comes pro- 

apsus, retroversion, etc. Blood 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 

know what “weakness” is, The blood is the 
sourceandsustainer ofhealth 
it cannot be kept pure except 
the Kidneys and Liver do 
their work naturally, Some- 
thingisneeded to insure free 
and natural action of these 

organs, one 25 cent box 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' ¢ Spring, one 25 cent 

box is equal to $10 worth of any Sarsapariii 

or Bitters knowr. Soid by all dealers, or by 

mail on receipt of price, EDMANSON, BATES 

& CO., 45 Lombard Street, Toronto. 

RICHARDSON & KEITH, 
New : Hartland : Firm. 

CROCERIES, BOOTS AND SHOES, 
READY-MADE CLOTHING. 

Nock or Dry Goods ARR 

A specialty in LADIES’ DRESS G( YODS of 

all kinds, and in LADIES’ FINE FOOTWEAR. 

Hemlock Bark Wanted. ; 

BUTTER TUBS. 
~The Finest Ever Seen. 

Farmers wanting anything in 

this line will do well to call on 

W. R. WRIGHT, 

h Up! 
3ut before you 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, I have 

now more room to show my large stock of SIN( LE 

and DOUBLE HARNESS, Summer Blankets
, 

Carriage Mats, Lap Dusters, Fly Nets, Wool 

Robes, Whips and Lashes, Brushes and Curry 

Combs, Horse Boots, Collars, Harness Oil,
 &e. I 

keep everything in the Harness line and have i
m- 

ported a fine assortment of Riding Saddles, all 

prices. Call and see me at 

EING STREET, 

F. L. ATHERTON, - - WOODSTOCK. 

YOU WILL 
BE PLEASED 

If you call and see the 

large variety of Cloth- 

ing now ready for in- 

spection at R. W. Bal- 

loch’s. Gents’ Spring 

Overcoats, Gents’ Wat- 

arproof Coats, Full 

Suits, Coats and Vests, 

Odd Vegts, Pants and 

Hats, and a large 

variety of Suits and 

Odd Pants for Small 

Boys. The Large As- 

sortment of Ladies’ 

New Styie and Com- 

mon Sense Boots 

will also please you 
Centreville, March 16, "95. 

ARRIVED. | 

UPPER WOODSTOCK. 

We have now on Hand 
and are manufacturing ou 

CONGO MOWING 
MACHINES, 

i 5 and 6 Feet Cut. 

We claim our machine is the 

BEST and SIMPLEST 
| 

in the 

| 
| 
| 
| 

Market. 

—
—
 

S
E
D
 

PRICES LOW 

To Suit the Times. 
WH ALSO HAVE ON HAND 

Tiger, Ith 

rd WIN 7 VS 

. 

(all and see them before purchasing elsewhere. 

CONNELL BROS. 

Annual Greeting. 
To our many friends throuchout the Country we are please

d to announce that we 

are again prepared to 

of EVERY DESCRIPTION. Everything is New. We have no accumulation of 

old stuff to nuload upon anyone. During past years t has always been our aim to 

merit the patronage which has been bestowed upon us a
nd 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 heretofor
e built. The Vehicles 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 Superiority. 

We have not reached the FRONT RANK without vigo
rous effort. We intend to 

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. 
“Does this roof leak always?’ Agent: 

“Oh. no, ma'am, only when it rains.” — 

| Chicago Iuter-Ocean. - 

“very mau is proud of his own work.” 

“You are mistaken. No doctor points with 
3 . 3 ’ nl 

pride to one ef his funerals.” —Ex. 


