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E INTERMEDIARY. 

By Mrs. Herbert. 

—
 

Oliver sat on the hearthrug, conscious 

desolation on his brow, discomfiture in the 

very angle of the knees that he was drawing 

up towards his chin. His voice now sank to 

a chuckle, now rose to a querulous squeak. 

*“My dear Mimi, it is beyond all bearing! 

Why should I be—why she should be, for the 

matter of that—such a born fool as to stand 

it for the rest of our natural lives, beats me! 

Oh, that’s ‘involved,’ is it? So's my future, 

s0’s my w ek—involved in simple ruin !” 

“How res your poor wife hurt your work? 

I think sue’s only too patient and sympa: 

thetic.” 

“Patient! I should think she is! and sym- 

pathetic ?she’s blightingly, maddeningly sym- 

hetic! The intelligent interest that woman 

takes in my work will be the death of me! 

It begins in the morning over the press cut- 

tings. She reads 'em out. ‘Although Mr. 

Oliver Lambert 1s not, perhaps a Meredith or 

a Hardy—' ‘Oh, Oliver, dear, what » shame! 

Never mind, I know how nice your books 

are.’ It goes on after breakfast when I'm 

thinking what to settle down to. ‘Are you 

going on with your novel this morning? How 

much have you done? Oh, stuck? what a 

pity! But Ishould just try again if I were 

you, as hard as ever you can.” Then, sup- 

sé a telegram or something comes. Sukey, 

or whatever her name is, isn’t allowed to 

come to me with it and get it over. No; that 

dear young wife of mine must tiptoe in with 

it herself, and break it gently to me in whis- 

pers, so as not to disturb my work. She's 

the most fatally considerate woman I know!” 

“I rather think you might find the other 

kind worse, after all. Other geniuses, re- 
member, have been glad of a friendly house- 

keeper, even, who'll just listen to their im- 

mortal works. And Lily is a great deal more 

than your housekeeper.” 

“There it is again! Of course she’s more. 

If she were my housekeeper, ours would be 
an ideal household. But she isn’t. She 
wants to understand, bless her! and looks up 

at me cvery other minute to see if she’s said 

something silly! It makes me feel the un- 
gratefullest toad on this earth. I put it to 
you—can a man do any work worth speaking 

of while he’s being made to feel a permanent 

toad 7” 
Mimi laughed heartlessly. 
““Then you talk of her listening—well she’s 

always ready to do that. Only last week I 

finished that story I'm doing for Benson—it’s 
to run in the Tatler first—you know the thing 
I mean! Well, the pains I took to make 

that stuff utterly horrible nearly did for me! 

I exhausted every known gruesomeness in 
‘the attempt, and invented a few new ones. 
My only fear was that the Tatler wouldn't 
stand it. I almost funked reading it out to 
her. only I knew she'd have to see it some 
day. Besides, I rather wanted the point of 
view of the great B. P.” 
“Well 7” 
“Well, would you believe it? Lily sat 

there unblenchingly, with ‘her sweetest smile 

the whole evening, till I'i finished. Then 
she said, ‘Why it’s perfectly charming! It’s 
‘the prettiest thing you've done yet!" ” 

*‘Poor Oliver!” 
“Poor, indeed! [ was never more morti- 

fied in my life. To think of all my good 

laborious ‘creeps’ being called ‘pretty’ by the 
on 

“‘Anyhow, she knows how to care for you. 
She has the real thing there.” 

*]1 know she does! That's the root oi the 

whole mischief. Ifshe could bring herself to 
feel a little kindly indifference towards me, 
she'd be adorable. I know I am lovable—I 

can feel it myself—but it is tiying to have a 
sort of pelican hovering perpetually round 
-one—feed-you-with-her-lifeblood kind of 
‘thing, don’t you know? It’s nauseating. 

Now you're quite different. 

“I am, I assure you!” laughed Mimi. 
“Don’t scoff. I mean that you never come 

the pelican over old Trover. It is hard, 

il admit; there are simply swarms of men 

got for that sort of thing—'The priceless 
treasure of a woman's love,” you know. 
Why, in the name of all bad management, 

should so much of it be shed on me, of all 
people? I don’t want the priceless treasure 

of a woman’s love! At least, I suppose I do, 
to some extent. I am not a brute, But, 

like Saint Augustine's virtuous life, I don’t 
it yet. I want to write a decent book 

ow and get done with it. Then I'll be 

glad enough to settle in the country and keep 
rabbits and sing, We’ ve lived together now 
for ninety years.” But, you see, I don’t 

happen to have written the books yet!” 
“So I rather fancied, Oliver!” 
“Oh, 1t’s no good looking arch! It is 

“arch,” isn’t it, when a pretty woman puts 
her eyebrows up-and looks sideways at one? 
1 know what you're thinking. You think if 
there were anything special in me it would 
have come out before this. But that’s just 
where you're wrong. A man doesn’t show 
the stuff that’s in him while he’s living in a 
state of permanently affectionate exaspera- 
tion with his life’s companion. 1 tell you, I 

owe it to the world—to literature—to live in 

the way I like!” 
*‘Really | What a thing it is to be literary!” 

“T ought to have taken some woman aside 
and made her promise not tc make love to 
me or to expect me to make love to her with 
anything like regularity; not to mention my 
work till T gave her the lead; not to surround 
me with an atmosphere of gentle devotion; 

not to imagine that in her loving approval I 
should find comfort if all the press were 
down on my books; nbt to go beyond a few 
ladylike swears at reviewers in the way of 
sympathy; never to ask me ‘Getting on nice- 

ly, dearest?” Above all never to lay a tender 
touch upon my head in silent affection as she 
passes. I know theres a temptation; my 

head is boyish—pathetic—except at the ex- 

treme top; but it must not be done.” 

“I should like to see the woman who 
would suit you!” 

“I'll describe her for you; I see her in my 

mind's eye. Her face is not exactly beauti- 
ful, but it has expression, and the expression 
is never exaggerated. I mean, when she’s 

surprised, her eyebrows don’t go up to the 
roots Of her hair; when she’s cross, they 

don’t meet over her nose. But the mouth’s 

got queer little humorous corners to it, and 

mouth and eyes together are capable of look- 
ing amused without smiling.” 

“Do show me how !” 
“Don’t interrupt. This will make ‘copy.’ 

She would have a curious kind of detachment 

from everything round her. She would live 

in a little world of her own. If you dropped 
a thought into her world, she would wake 
and look vp ‘and thank you. . . . without 

asking questions.” 
“‘And if you dropped a button outside her 

world, she wouldn't wake and sew it on,” 

said Mimi. She got up with decision. 

Oliver looked at her forlornly. 

“T don't want to go away yet,” he said. 

He had charming eyes, and Mimi was soft- 

ened. 
“I wish you would give your wife's at- 

tractions half the study you give this 
imaginary young woman's |” she said. 

“Give Lily study !” he cried. ‘Why that’s 
just what bothers me most of all—her share 
in the whole thing! Do you think I can’t 
feel for her? It half kills me to think what 

that poor girl must have to put up with! 
Imagine it! her whole thoughts given to a 

morose being who never notices her kind 

little contrivances for him, or if he does, has 
hard work not to show how they irritate him. 
Every other word that ‘she says is received 

with silence or a fidget or a grunt, or else an 
answer that even she can tell is forced. No 
real companionship—what do I know of all 
the things that interest her’—kettledrums 
and stair-carpets!| She may come in full of 
bright enthusiasm over some news that ex- 

cites her-—the Browns have another baby, or 
Miss Thompson is really going to get married 
at last! That's the expression—get married. 
Ugh! Well, she comes in and she wants to 

pour out all this—bless her! What do I do? 
Do I act like the doting husband in her 
favourite novels? Do I put my hand under 

her dimpled chin and look lovingly into the 
bright face as she tells her story ? I do not. 
I put down my pen and sigh and listen 
patiently till she has done speaking. Then 
I say, ‘Thank you, dear, for telling me all 

this. And now may I go on with my work ?’ 
Think how chilling to a tender heart !” 

“You seem rather proud of being—" 

“‘An unmitigated bounder. I am that cer- 
tainly,” said Oliver, comtortably. “I notice 

a growing degraaation about myself quite 
painfully. But, after all, I only talk like 

this to yon——" 
“Thank you !” 
‘Because I know you think her worth ten 

of me any day.” 
“No, I don’t!” 

“Eh?” 
“I know her to be worth twenty.” 

‘Just so. So I may unburden my 
heart to you, knowing that I am only 
making myself more and more of a worm in 

your eyes every moment and not injuring her 
at all.” 
“Not in the least, I assure you. 

way, she is due now.” 
“What?” Oliver sprang to his feet; 

is coming here ?”’ 

“She is. I have asked her to spend the 

whole evening with me. Trevor’s out.” 
**You invited her * to meet Mr. Lambert,’ 

I suppose ? Like the husbands and wives in 
society who meet at linner-parties and talk 

over old times.” 

**No, I didn’t. Mr. Lambert invited him- 

self. And he must really go now, please; for 
I hear her voice.” 

“May I come in ?” 
A fair-haired girl very prettily as put 

her head in at the door. Her face beamed 
with delight when she recognized her hus- 

band. 
“What luck to find you here !” and she ad- 

vanced towards him in ecstatic forgetfulness 

of her hostess. ‘ 

“Goose,” said Mimi to herself; oh, you 

little goose !” 
“I'm just off,” said the guilty Oliver. 

“Good-bye, friends all. . Don’t hurry back, 
Lil. Mmi’s all alone. Ta-ta!” and he was 

gone. 

By the 

*‘she 

CAMPERS 
Should take with them a supply 

of Dr. Fowler's Ext. of 
Wild Strawberry. 

§ Those who intend 
4 going camping this 
ii summer should take 
4 with them Dr. Fowler's 
Extract of Wild Straw- 
berry. 
Getting wet, catch- 

ing cold, drinking wa. 
ji ter that is not always 
2 pure,oreating foodthat 

hl disagrees, may bring 
gon an attack of Colic, 
2 Cramps and Diarrhcea. 

W/W Prompt treatment 
with Dr, Fowler's 
Strawberry in such 

yw cases relieves the pain, 
checks the diarrhcea 
and prevents serious 

miconsequences. Don't 
take chances of spoil- 
ing a whole summer's 

outing through neglect of putting a bottle 
of this great diarrhcea doctor in with your 
supplies. But see that it's the genuine 
Dr. Fowler's Extract of Witd Strawberry, 
as most of the imitations are highly dan- 
gerous, 

“Oh, but, Oliver, I shall hurr—" 

“Come back !” cried Mimi, dragging her 
by main force from the door, where she was 
kissing her hand to the reluctant Oliver. 

She came back submissively, and flew to the 
window, where she kissed her hand, this time 

to his back, until he had turned the corner. 

“Come and sit down on this sofa,” said 

Mimi. “I want to have a good long talk 
with you.” 

( TO BE CONTINUED.) 
- > 

Honest Advice Free to Men. 

The Dispatch 1s requested to publish the 
following: All men who are suffering from 
overwork, excess or youthful errors, are 
aware that most medical firms advertising to 
cure these conditions cannot be relied upon. 
Mr. Grakam, a resident of London, Ont., 
living a* 4374 Richmond St., was for a long 
time a sufferer from above troubles and after 
trying 1n vain many advertised remedies, 
electric belts, etc., became almost discouraged 
and hopeless. Finally he confided in an old 
Clergyman who directed him to an eminent 
and reliable physician, through whose skilful 
treatment a speedy and perfect cure was ob- 
tained. 
Knowing to his own sorrow that so many 

poor sufferers are being imposed upon by un- 
scrupulous quacks, Mr. Graham considers iv 
his duty to give his fellow-men the benefit of 
his experience and assist them to a cure by 
informing anyone who will write to him in 
strict confidence where to be cured. No at- 
tention can be given to those writing out of 
mere curiosity, but anyone who really needs 
a cure is advised to address Mr Graham as 
above. 

Slightly Mixed. 
*‘Some years ago when ‘bucket shops’ 

were not as well known as they are now, I 
met a friend from a city where I had former- 

ly lived. Among the items of news which 
she gave me was: ‘Mr. M., whom you used 
to know, has failed and has lost everything.’ 
I asked how it happened and she replied: ‘I 
don’t understand the circumstances; but it 

was caused by his having something to do 

with a pail factory.’ ” 

A CARD. 
We, the undersigned, do hereby agree to 

refund the money on a twenty-five cent 
bottle of Dr. Wills’ English Pills, if, after 
using three-fourths of contents of bottle, they 
do not relieve Constipation and Headache. 
We also warrant that four bottles will per- 
manently ‘cure the most obstinate case of 
Constipation. = Satisfaction or ne pay when 
Wills’ English Pills are used. 
Garden Bros., Druggists, Woodstock,N. B. 
Chas. G. Connell, Druggist, Woodstock, 

N. B. 
Chas. A. McKeen, druggist, Woodstock, 

N. B. 
. 

To dream that you have refused alms to a 
beggar means that you will shertly sustain 
great loss, perhaps by the dishonesty of an 

apparently warm friend. 

COOK'S NEW BLOOD PILLS. 

Cucumbers, 

Halibut, 

Gaspereaux, 

Lobsters, 

F. Haddies, 

Western Beef, 

Pork, 
Veal, 

Lettuce, 

Radish, 

W. LILLY, Jr. 
Main Street. 

YOU WILL FIND 
THE BEST LINE OF 

EATING CHOCOLATES! 
In town at the CENTRAL GROCERY. 

C. M. SHERWOOD & BRO. 
WOODSTOCK. 

Ask your grocer for 

BEDDY'S 
“EAGLE” PARLOR MATCHES 200s 

do do do 100s 

“VICTORIA” do do 65s 

“LITTLE COMET” do do 

The finest in the world. No brimstone, 

The E. B. EDDY Co. Limited. 
EHuaull, PP. Q. 

THE KING OF PLOWS 
Syracuse and Connell Bros. Steel Plows. 

They easily surpass all others in Lightness of Draught, 
All Mouldboards are made of the and quantity of work. 

Hard Steel with Soft Centre. 

amount 

American 

and 

Finest 

Our Cultivator are regular Pulverizers and Weed Killers. 
Our Spring Tooth Harrows, either Steel or Wood or half Steel, and 

Half Wood Frame are the best. 
All Harrows made by us this year have Finest Oil Tempered American 

Teeth. Each tooth is thoroughly tested where made and at our Foundry. 
Our Steel Horse Hoes are made of the finest Spring Steel, and are the 

leading Hoe of the Dominion. We have sold over 60 this year. 
make the Cast Iron, or Getehell Hoe. 

We also 

CONN ELL BROS. 
May 11th, 1899. 

Woodstock, 

CONFEDERATION LIFE 
ASSOCIATION. 

OF TORONTO. 

Established 1871. ~~ - - Income $1,200,000. 

Policies Unconditional. Extended Insurance and 

Paid Up Policy after TEN years. Low Rates. 

Profits Unexcelled. 

WENDELL P. JONES, 
Special Agent. 

G. W. PARKER, 

Gen. Agent. 

Waning Devotion. 

“Dwiggins is 

craze.” 
“How do you know ?” 
‘He lets his wife clean his wheel for him.’ 

—Detroit Free Press. 

getting over his bicycle 

’ 

FOR SALE 

The subscriber offers for sale another fine htter 
of pure bred Y orkshire pigs. They were farrowed 
on 28th March, ‘“‘ard there are more to follow,” 
Price low. He also offers for sale or to exchange 
for horse or stock, a new or second hand buggy. 
J. McCREADY, Jacksonville, N. B,


