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TH Hi DISPATCH! 

MOTHER EVE. 

Our Mother—our first mother—1I raise to her this 

song ; 
The fairest one of all her sex and first to do a 

wrong, 4 

Fresh fiom the Perfect Master's hand—and 
per- 

fect, too, was she; 
od fashioned her a pattern for the ages yet 

to be. 

Think how divine she must have seeme
d to Adam, 

there among : Eo 

The rich, sweet scents that on the air of Eden's 

gardan hung. 
The sweetest flowers bloomed everywhere, and 

rising, dying there 

The nightingale breathed 
quiv’ring air. 

out his soul upon, the 

The stars shone in their places, and the bright 

moon slowly rose ; z 

Each moment to their wond’ring eyes some mar- 

4 ve: would unclose : 
se ses thrilling at the tdhch and sight, and 

gn) 1, and sound i 
Of all the fair and fragrant things that lived on 

Ed «1's ground. 

Qu 

The won r of the breaking dawn, the wonder of 

the sun 
The wouder of the palling stars that vanished one 

by one, 
Of sunlight on the silver streams, of waving grass 

and trees, 
The wonder of the radiant Eve, whose beauty 

Adam sees, 

No centuries of ancestors, with sins and wayward- 

J ness 
Had.anarred her body's perfect grace, her face's 

loveliness, 
And naked, unshamed, she stood before the first- 

made man— 
Last, lovliest, and best of all, in God’s past- 

perfect plan. 

We sigh for love and die for love in these de- 

generate days ; 
We barter wealth and place—and souls—for her 

whom most we praise; 
Yet, where is found the perfect one—without a 

single flaw— 
Such as our splendid mother, Eve—the woman 

Adam saw? Phillip L. Barker. 

THE OTHER MAN. 
Far back in the seventies, before they ha\ 

built any public offices at Simla, and the 

broad road round Jakko lived in a pigeonhole 

in the P. W. D. hovels, her parents made 

Miss Gaurey marry Colonel Schreiderling. 

He could not have been much more than 35 

years her senior, and as he lived on 200 

rupees a month and had money of his own he 

was well off. 

Understand, I do not blame Schreiderling. 

He was a good husband according to his 

lights, and his temper only failed him when 

he was being nursed, which was some 17 days 

in each month. He was almost generous to 

his wife about money matters, and that, for 

him, was a concession. Still Mrs. Schreider- 

ling was not happy. They married her when 

she was this side of 20 and had given all her 

poor little heart to another man. I have for- 

gotten his name, but we will call him the 

Other Man. He had no money and no pros- 

pects. He was not even good looking, and I 

think he was in the commissariat or transport. 

But in spite of all these things she loved him 

very badly, and there was some sort of an 

engagement between the two when Schreid- 

erling appeared and told Mrs. Gaurey that 

he wished to marry her daughter. Then the 

other engagement was broken off—washed 

away by Mrs. Gaurey's tears, for that lady 

governed her house by weeping over dis- 

obedience to her authority and the lack of 

reverence she received in her old age. The 

daughter cid not take after her mother. She 

never cried—not even at the wedding. 

The Other Man bore his loss quietly and 

was transferred to as bad a station as he 

could find. Perhaps the climate consoled 

him. He suffered from intermittent fever, 

and that may have distracted him from his 

other trouble. He was weak about the heart 

also—both ways. One of the valves was 

affected, and the fever made it worse. This 

showed itself later on. 
Then many months passed, and Mrs. 

Schreiderling took to being ill. She did not 

pine away like people in story books, but she 

seened to pick up every form of illness that 

went about a station, from simple fever up- 

ward. She was never more than ordinarily 

pretty ay the best of times, and the illness 

made her ugly. Schreiderling said so. He 

prided himself on speaking his mind. 

When she ceased being pretty, he left her 

to her own devices and went back to the lairs 

of his bachelordom. She used to trot up and 

down Simla mall in a forlorn sort of way, 

with a gray Terai hat well on the back of her 

head, and a shocking bad saddle under her. 

Schreiderling’s generosity stopped at the 

horse. He said that any saddle would do for 

a woman as nervous as Mrs. Schreiderling. 

She never was asked to dance, because she 

did An well, and she was so dull and 

unint&@Psting that her box very seldom had 

any cards in it. Schreiderling said that if he 

had known that she was going to be such a 

scarecrow after her marriage he would never 

have married her. He always prided himself 

.on speaking his mind, did Schreiderling ! 

He left her at Simla one August and went 

.down to his regiment. Then she revived a 

little, but she never recovered her looks. 1 

found out at the club that the Other Man 

was coming up sick— very sick—on an off 

chance of recovery. The fever and the heart 

valves had nearly killed him. She knew that 

too, and she knew—what I had no interest in 

knowing—when he was coming up. I sup- 

"pose he wrote vo tell her. The had not 

seen each other since a month before the 

wedding. And here comes the unpleasant 

rt of the story. 
A late call kept me down at the Dovedell 

hotel till dusk one’ evening. Mrs. Schreider- 

ling had been flittify up and down the mall 

all the afternoon in the rain. 

along the cart road a tonga passed me, and 
, my pony, tired with standing so long, set off 

“at a canter. Just by the road down to the 

_tonga oftice Mrs. Schreiderling, dripping from 

it to foot, was waiting for the tonga. 1 

turned up hill, as the tonga was no affair of 

, mine, and just then she began to shriek. I 

Coming up 

went back at once and saw under the tonga 
office lamps Mrs. Schreiderling kneeling in 
the wet road by the back seat of the newly 
arrived tonga, screaming hideously. Then 
she fell face down in the dirt as I came up. 

Sitting in the back seat, very square and 
firm, with one hand on the awning stanchion 
and the wet pouring off his hat.and mustach, 
was the Other Man-—dead ! 
hill jolt had been too much for his valve, I 
Suppose. The tonga driver said: “This 

sahib died two stages out of Solon. There 

fore T tied him with a rope, lest he should 
fall out by the way, and so came to Simla. 
Will the Sahib give me backsheesli 7? It" 

pointing to the Other Man-—‘‘should have 

given a rupee.” 
TLe Other Man sat with a grin on his face 

as if he enjoyed the joke of his arrival, and 
Mrs. Schreiderling, in the mud, began to 

groan. There was no one except us four in 
the office, and it was raining heavily. The 

first thing was to take Mrs. Schreiderling 

home, and the second was to prevent her 

name from being mixed up with the affair. 

The tonga driver received b rupees to find a 
bazaar ‘rickshaw for Mrs. Schreiderling. He 
was to tell the tonga babu afterward of the 

Other Man, and the babu was to make such 

arrangements as seemed best. 
Mrs. Schreiderling was carriel into the 

shed out of the rain, and for three quarters 

of an hour we two waited for the rickshaw. 

The Other Man was left exactly as he had 
arrived. Mrs. Schreiderling would do every- 
thing but cry, which might have helped her. 

She tried to screwn as soon as her senses 

came back, and then she began praying for 

the Other Man’s soul. Had she not been as 
honest as the day she would have prayed for 
her own soul too. I waited to hear her do 
this, but she did not. Then I tried to get 

some of the mud off her habit. Lastly, the 

‘rickshaw came, and I got her away, partly 
by force. It was a terrible business from 
beginning to end, but most of all when the 
‘rickshaw had to squeeze between the wall 
and the tonga, and she saw by the lamplight 
that thin, yellow hand grasping the awning 

hion, 
» ..¢ was taken home just as every one was 

going to a dance at Viceregal lodge —**Peter- 
hoff” 1t was then-—and the doctor found out 
that she had fallen from her horse; that I had 

picked her up at the back of Jakho and really 
deserved great credit for the prompt manner 
in which I had secured medical aid. She did 
not die— men of Schreiderling’s stamp marry 
women who don’t die easily. They live and 
grow ugly.—Rudyard Kipling. 

25 cents cures Catarrhal headache 
Incipient Catarrh 
Hay Fever 
Catarrhal Deafness 

" Cold in the head in 10 min. 
gr Foul breath caused by Catarrh. 

925 cents secures Chase’s Catarrh Cure with per- 

fect blower enclosed in each box. Sold by dealers. 
i ia 

Private Life of Jules Simon. 

For more than 50 years Jules Simon lived 

in his apartment on the Place de la Madeline, 

in Paris. The house, an old-style and un- 

pretentions one, belongs to the Prince de 
Broglie. On the first fioor were M. Meilhac’s 

rooms and den. The witty writer and drama- 
tist loves Paris so intensely that he is said 

to acknowledge frankly that when he goes 
out of its fences, it is only for a pleasure of 

coming in again. On the fourth &oor there is 

a milliner. Jules Simon’s apartment was on 
the fifth floor. The house has no elevator, 

and till the end he often climbed the long 
flights of stairs twice or three times a day. 

His studio was filled with books, medals, and 

portraits. Inthe middle was his desk, crowd- 

ed with letters and manuscripts. He used to 

answer every letter immediately, and never 

dictated, except tor a short time, toward the 

last, when his sight failed suddenly, and he 

had to undergo an operation. Thousands of 

people had learned their way to his house, 
the foremost men and the humblest, the 

richest and the poorest, and none is said to 
have ever been rebuked. He grumbled a 

little at- first at being so often interrupted 
when writing an article or preparing some 

inaugural address or a senatorial speech. 

But almost immediately his kind and lovely 

smile would reappear on his lips and brighten 

his face; and he would listen with great care 

aad attention to what the visitors have to say, 

especially if he were miserable and shy, and 

M. Simson felt he could be of help to him in 

any way. Thus giving away his time for the 

benefit of other people and the good of his 

country, he never thought of himself, and, 

like many of the leading republicans in 

France, he died poor. His beloved and de- 

voted wife shared his noble life and made his 

home comfortable for him. 

A priest of the Roman Catholic church 

stood by his death-bed and pronounced over 

him the supreme words of blessing. Al- 

though a free thinker in Ye purest sense of 

the word, he has stroi gly attached to the 

Christian faith. None Of his colleagues will 

ever forget his vehe/ient speech of March, 

1882, in the French/senate. He was plead- 

ing for some sort of religious teaching to be 

given in the state schools against those who 

were 1m favor of godless education. His 

words have often been quoted since: ‘‘Our 

duty, as law-givers, is to inscribe the name of 
God in the law we make, just as itis our 
duty, as republicans, to silence the foes of 
the republic who dare to say that impiety and 
republic are synonymous. We are bound to 

do it also, because we have soldiers who are 

ready to die for cheir country, and when you 
send a man to death you must be able to tell 
him that God sees him.”—From ‘‘Jules 
Simon,” by the Baron de Coubertin, in Oc- 
tober, Review of Reviews. 

hat Spot... 

First size of a dime; next 

size of a dollar; then big as 
the palm of your hand. The 
end : entire baldness. Stop it. 

Ayer’s Hair Vigor 

Makes Hair Grow 
A AAAAARAS AAAAAAADA 

The 60 mile up | 
| 

Lightest to Handle. 
The Best Thresher made in America. 

Thresh Faster. 
Call and examine or wri 

LOOK OUT FOR OUR 

New Thresher and Horse Power 
Total Weight 2300 Ibs. 

te us before placing your order. 

Connell Bros., Main St., Woodstock, N. B. 

loiollololololololo REE 
Holloway’s Red Blood 

Syrup, 

Herbageum, the Best 
Blood Builder for 

Horses and Cattle, 

Manchester's Condition 

Powders, 

Jewett’s Condition 

Powder—our own make. 
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Scott’s Sarsaparilla, 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla, 
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Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, 

Prescriptions carefully compounded 

from Pure Drugs. 
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Fine Tailoring. 
he gentlemen who have bough 

their Clothes from us are well suited, 

and the poor fellow who gets his 

lothes elsewhere is having an ill 

fit. If you have had any misfortune 

in ordering your Clothes at the: 

wrong place,don’t make the mistake 

again. 

Come to us and get value for you: 

Clothes fit. Our 

loths are Reliable snd Enjoyable. 

Our 
0% 

Corner» King 
W. B. NICHOLSON, 

and Main Sts | 

Cut off Her Own Toe. 

When Josephine Thomas of Mount Airy, 

N. J., chopped off her great toe with a 

butcher's knife yesterday morning she not 

only saved her own life—at least, so the 

doctor says—but she added a climax to the 

eflorts of her sex to vindicate their physical 

courage. 
The heroine of this story is the hired girl 

on a farm, and has very little time for cham- 

pioning the rights of women, even if her 

She got simple mind ran in that direction. 

up at what the advanced sisterhood would 

deem an unearthly hour yesterday morning 

to get breakfast in time for the the family 

and the rest of the help. Josephine was used 

to dressing by candlelight, and uttered no 

complaint until,having sat down on the floor, 

after the manner of her sex, she pulled on 

her right shoe. 

Instantly off came the shoe, accompanied 

by a loud “Ouch!” Out marched a spider, 

large and black, with an orange stripe along 

its back. Josephine hastened to crush it into 

a flat, unpleasing object by means of one 

brisk swat with the heel of its late refuge. 

That done, she turned her attention to her 

toe, which was tingling as if it had been 

bitten by a million of Mount Airy’s mosqui- 

toes. It had already begun to swell, and 

when she pulled off her stocking she perceived 

two tiny punctnres through which two points 

of blood appeared. 
Breakfast seemed more important than 

anything else just then, however, and the 

girl completed her toilet and descended to 

the kitchen. As she moved about at her 

work the pain grew more acute, and when 

the farm hands dropped in, one by oue, she 

was limping around with an expression of 

agony, in violent contrast to her usual sturdy 

cheerfulness. 
“Better look at it again, Joe,” suggested 

the farmer when he heard of the spider. 

Josephine looked, and this time she became 

frightened. The swelling had extended up 

her foot, and the toe had turned purple. The 

farmer,in the light of his experience of snake 

bites, feared for the worst, anddost no time 

in sending one of the boys off on horseback 

for the nearest doctor. 
“It'll be hours before he gets here,” said 

Josephine calmly, “I'd better attend to my- 

self.” 
She took a piece of stout cord and bound 

it round her ankle as tightly as she could. 

Then she took a butcher knife from a shelf, 

sharpened it on the window sill, and, placing 

her foot on the edge of a chair, proceeded to 

hack off her toe. 
From a surgical point of view it was not a 

very neat job, but the amputation was affected 

with not ‘a single groan. When the doctor 

came there was nothing left for him to do ex- 

dope to trim the edges, bind up the foot and 

tell Josephine Thomas that she was a brave 

girl and had probably saved her own life. 

Ayer’s Hair Vigor, which has outlived and 

superseded hundreds of similar preparations, 
is undoubtedly the most fashionable as well 

as economical hair-dressing in the market. 

By its use, the poorest head of hair soon be- 

comes luxuriant and beautiful, 
- 

What the People Say. 

Mactaquacy, York Co., N.B., April 29, 1895. 

Messrs. Small & Fisher, Woodstock: 

Gentlemen,—Having used one 
Threshing Machines for a number of years, 

satisfaction. 

and always took the lead wherever I worked. 

did not cost me fifty cents for repairs. 
Yours truly, Wa. GrAaHAM. 

Scotch Settlement. 

Tracey's Mills, N. B. 
Small & Fisher. Woodstock: 

that is put out. 
and earned about $500 with her. 

Yours truly, G. W. StiLEs. 

of your 

I can say that it did the work to my entire 

It 18 not only easy on horses, 

but does not waste any grain and cleans well, 

I threshed 10,000 a year for 4 years and it | lic as being first class. 

Dear Sirs,—1I think that the Little Giant 

Thresher and Sawing Machine is the best 

I had a share in one in 1894 

Whitney, Northesk, N. B. Mar. 1, 1895. 

Small & Fisher, Woodstock ; 

Dear Sirs,—1 have been using your 

Thresher for six years, and it has given per 

fect satisfsction. I consider your Machine 

the best in the Maritime Provinces, as it is 

so easy on the horses, cleans well and feeds 

| very easily. I can recommend it to the pub~ 

Yours truly, Davip WHITNEY. 

North Tay, N. B., March 11th, 1896. 

| Small & Fisher, Woodstock. 

| Sirs,—We have run one of your Threshers 

| for the past five’ years, and it gives good 
satisfaction both in threshing and cleaning, 

and in that time have not lost an hour fa, 

breakage. We are also well satisfied wit 

the Wood Cutter. 
Yours respegt fully. 

Davip DELUCRY. ( 

For Prices and Terms call on or write to 

SMALL & FISHER CO. Lt'd, 

Woodstock, N. B. 

ANESE GOODS. Come in 

want to buy. 

VV VV VN NS 22222 2447 

Visitors to the Exhibition 
You don’t want to miss seeing that window filled with JAP 

No trouble to show goods, 

Novels, Periodicals and Papers. 

to our store even if you don’t 
All the Latest 

EVERETT'S BOOKSTORE. 


