
THE DISPATCH 

5 & 10. 
For a first-class variety of 

5 and 10 cent goods, come 

here, 

Glassware, 

. Tinware, 

Woodenware, 

Novelties of all kinds. 

MRS. R. B. GIBSON, 
Opp. Opera House. 

Queen St. 

. WOODSTOCK. 

WOOL MATS, 
GRASS MATS, 

For Carriages. 

Summer Horse Blankets, 

Summes Lap Robes and Dusters, 

Axle Grease, 

Curry Combs, 

‘Whips, Lashes, 

Fancy Harness Trimmings. 

All the Summer Styles in the 

Harness and House Furnish- 

ing lines. 

ATHERTON BROS. 
King Street, 

Woodstock. 

WALL PAPER GOSSIP. 
The season of the year is near at hand 
when you will begin to think of house- 
cleaning, and the subject of house- 
cleaning always brings up this ques- 
tion: How many rooms shall we have 
papered this Spring and how much 
money can we spare for the much- 
needed improvement ? Speaking of 
Wall Paper, we wish to say that we 
have the finest and most extensive 
line of Wall Paper ever shown in 
Woodstock. This stock was selected 
with special care, and no matter how 
many rooms you desire to paper or 
how much money you have to spend 

we have something that will interest 
you. The styles are the latest and the 
quality the best we have ever been 
able to offer. Prices range from the 
cheapest to the most expensive. We 
want you to call and examine our stock 
and learn prices before making your 
purchase. We want to impress upon 

your mind so thoroughly, by quality 
and price, that it will be impossible 
for you to think of Wall Paper with- 
out thinking of 

W. H. Everett, ooistork. 
No. 6 Main Street. 

1899. 

INTERNATIONAL 

ST, JOHN, N. B, 

Closes Sept. 20. Opens Sept. 11. 

Exhibits in all the usual classes. 

$13,000 IN PRIZES. 
PE 

Special Amusements 

on Grounds and in Hall. 
¥ 

Day and Evening. = 
” 
» 

Open from 9 am to 10.00 pm 

General Admission : - 

Adults 25cts. Children 15cts. 
—— — 

Special Days at Special Prices. 
ea — = 

See Newspapers for Special Amusements. 

For Prize Lists and information, address 

®. J. MCLAUGHLIN, (MAS, A. EVERETT, 

President. Mgr. and Secy. 

FE CARDINAL'S EYE. 
By Robert Sauber. 

FROM THE HARMSWORTH MAGAZINE. 

The Queen dismissed her ladies for the 

night and walked across the room to the 

window which looked on the courtyard. 

As she threw it open the sounds of music 

and revelry floated in from the ballroom she 

had just left. Ann Boleyn for it was she 

—sank down on a deep seat in the window 

recess and looked at the scene in the court- 

yard. 

A throng of grooms with their masters 

horses, coaches for the fair ladies, men-at- 

arms leaning on their halberts, made 

picturesque groups in the light of the torches 

and horn-lanterns. The Queen had left the 

ball earlier than usual, for her pleasure had 

been spoilt and she wanted to be alone to 

realize what she had heard. 

Yet, as she listened to the music, she even 

wished she had stopped for another half-hour 

in that brilliant scene; she would never see 

the like again—at least in England, and as a 

Queen. No wonder she wished to be alone 

now. She had disregarded all her friends’ 

warnings until tonight, and at last, to her 

horror, had discovered the ghastly truth— 

that the King was only seeking an excuse to 

get rid of her. 

Even more than that she knew now. 

of her lacies who had just left the room had 

whispered to her that the King was going to 

have her arrested at the Greenwich tourna- 

ment on the morrow. Everyone knew what 

that would mean. 

No doubt some good pretext would be Lit 
upon to satisfy the people, but the whole of 
England knew that no pretext was really 

necessary—that the mere presence of Sir 
Henry Norris in London was enough cause 

for the King's anger. He had even been at 

the ball that night, though he had not been 

able to speak to the Queen. 

At his request she had led him to a corner 

where they would be undisturbed, and had 

there learnt that plans had been made for 
her escape to the French coast that very 

night. Norris was to be her rescuer, and the 

attempt was to be made at three o'clock. 

The Ambassador, from long habit, had turn- 

ed his sentences so diplomatically that at 
first the Queen had not grasped their mean- 

ing. 
However, when she understood what this 

meant for her, she inclined to remonstrate at 

so much haste. Here she was, enjoying her- 

self in the gaieties of the Court, surrounded 

by her admirers, and at perfect liber:y to 
come and go when she would, yet she was 

told that she must be ready in an hour's 

time to be smuggled out of England. 

She had not realized the danger until the 

Ambassador, on the way back to the ball- 

room, had said, ‘‘Tomorrow will be too late. 

Madame will be ready at three o'clock to- 
night, is it not so?’ adding, as an after- 

thought, as he took his leave, ‘To save her 

fair neck.” 

So, when Mistress Royston told her of the 

Greenwich Tournament on the morrow, she 

understood why they should be anxious to 

carry her off tomght. 

But now the music had ended. The com- 

pany was dispersing, and the rumbling of 

coaches and shouts of the torch-bearers were 

growing less frequent each minute. 

She started from her seat by the window 

and gave a quick glance round the room. 
There was no one there, and yet she thought 

she had heard a sound during the lull in the 

clatter of the courtyard. Of late her nerves 

had not been so strcng as heretofore, for she 
had been told that the King was having her 

watched, and she was always on the look-out 

for her hidden enemies. As the time drew 

near she put out her lights and looked out of 

the window. The courtyard was deserted: 

Even the two sentries who usually stood 

beneath her windows were not there. The 

plot must have been well arranged. A 

glimmer of light came iuto the room from a 

lantern in the courtyard, enough to make 

the long rows of portraits look more ghastly 

than ever. 

She shuddered as she glanced round at 

these sinister-looking gentlemen, who seemed 

to be watching her out of their frames. 

She hated them all—kings and councillors 

—and most of all the one in the red robe; it 

was the portrait of the Cardinal Archbishop 

of York, her old enemy Wolsey, whom she 

had finally defeated, though he had cheated 

the block by dying on his way to London. 

In the half-light she could almost fancy that 

his squinting eye—for the right one had a 

cast in it—was gleaming defiance at her. 

The light from the courtyard lantern went 

out suddenly. She guessed that her friends 

had arrived. 

There was a soft scraping on the wall be- 

low her window as the ladder was putin 

position, and soon che heard the muffied 

tread of someone climbing the rungs. 

She drew back into the shadow hy the side 

of the window. i : 

The summer night was still bright enough 

to make the pictures on the opposite wall 

visible. From her crouching position she 

Jooked round once more on the room which 

she would never see again, and, asshe waited 

One 

for her rescurer to appear against the light, 

her eyes rested on the picture of the Arch- 

bishop, who for ten years was the uncrowned 

King of England. 
Though at each moment she expected to 

see her lover's head appear at the window, 

she could not take her eyes away from the 

picture. There was something in the ex- 

pression of the face that she had not noticed 

before. The look of vengeance was deep: 

ened, the eyes gleamed more maliciously and 

seemed more lifelike than ever as they look- 

ed at her. 
Then she heard Norris’ voice in a whisper, 

and she knew that his head had already ap- 

peared above the sill. Even then she could 

not take her eyes away from the picture. 

Suddenly she became conscious that the 

Cardinal was no longer looking at her, but at 

the window above her. 
She had to bite her lips to prevent herself 

from shrieking. The ghastly truth dawned 

upon her, and in a moment she regained her 

self-possession and turned round towards 

Norris, who was standing on the ladder. 

“Quick,” he said, “‘there is no time to be 

lost. The barge is waiting at the steps, and 

the guard may be changed at any moment,” 

He took hold of her arm to help her out. 

“No,” she whispered, *‘you must come in 

first. We are being watched. Come and 

look at the picture of the Cardinal.” 

Then she raised her voice a little. 
“Welcome to my gloomy apartment, dear 

Henry. 1 fear it has but a cheerless aspect; 

but you have well chosen the time, and we 

can talk without being disturbed.” 

She took his hand as he alighted inside th 

room, and gently placed it on his sword 

pressing his fingers round the hilt. 
“Now you must come and see my trea- 

sures that I brought with me from Paris. 

The light is not good, but you can at least 

examine that eseritoire standing there under- 

neath the picture of our grod Lord Arch- 

bishop,” pointing to the picture of Wolsey 

which huag above a writing-desk. “It is a 

very fine specimen of the modern French 

work, though ill-matched with our clumsy 

English furniture. I confess that your 

carved oak and polished iron have no charms 

for me. But the King will not abide what 

it pleases his Majesty to call French gew- 
rr» gaws. 

While saying this she had been leading 

Sir Henry round the room, and they had 
arrived now at the escritoire. 

They bent their heads down to examine 

the inlay work. The (Queen began pulling 

out the drawers, and whispered in Norris’ 

ear— 
“Do you see him?” 

or Vid 
Norris edged up closer. The bottom of 

the Cardinal’s picture was on a level with his 

shoulders. 

The Queen stepped back and whispered, 

“Kill him ! 
In an instant Norris’ sword was out, and 

before she had time to turn her head away 
he had plunged it into the picture of the red 

Carainal. 

There was a choking sound, the canvas 
bulged and fell forward, followed by the 
body of a man dressed in the uniform of the 

guard. It fell on to the escritoire and rolled 
with a heavy thud on to the floor. 
Norris wrenched his sword free, for it had 

been twisted out of his hand in the fall, and 

hastened with the Queen towards the window, 

leaving the dead soldier huddled up on the 
canvas of the Cardinal’s picture. 
Jumping on to the window-ledge, he was 

about to help the Queen up when he saw to 
his dismay that the ladder was gone and 

their escape cut off. 
Worse stiil, he could hear low voices under- 

neath the window. Evidently they thought 
the had caught him, and were waiting for 

him to try to make his escape by the pass- 

ages. He listened, but did not dare to look 
down at tem. They were arguing about 

what should be done. 
“I tell you that we must wait for him, 

whoever it is. One of the men is posted in 
the niche behind the picture, and he has 

orders to shoot anyone who comes into the 

Queen’s rooms after midnight. He is sure to 

see him when it gets light and he tries to 

pass down the staircase; we will wait here in 

case he lets himself down by a cord. Besides, 

there are men posted in the passage, and 

they won't let him pass. Do you think it’s 

Norris, George 7’ 

“Well, I saw him in the yard, sir, when I 

was off duty. He was wearing dark blue 

satin and was carrying a dark cloak. 

By this time Sir Henry had heard enough 

to satisfy him that it was no good thinking 

of escape by the window. For a moment he 

thought that it might be possible to fight his 

way out by the little staircase. 

Then an idea occurred to him. 
What if he changed his clothes with the 

soldier ? He must get out of the place with. 

out being discovered, for it meant death to 

the Queen if they found him there. 

He turned toward her. She was sitting in 

a high-backed chair gazing with horror at the 

gaping recess laid open by the Cardinel’s pic- 

ture. 

Norris followed ihe direction of her eyes, 

expecting to see some new danger, and walk- 
pi 

ed up to see whether there was any opening 
at the back. 
Climbing on to the escritoire, he soon con- 

vinced himself that there was a roughly 

shaped tunnel through which a draught of 
fresh air was coming. He could feel some 

steps, and came to the conclusion that the 
tunnel led into the courtyard, or at least to 

the outside of the palace. 
Then he told the Queen his plans. 
She was crying softly, and begged him to 

take the body away. 
The light was growing at each moment, 

and it revealed the ghastliness of the scene. 
The Queen shuddered as she looked at the 

dead soldier, the blood oozing through his 

clenched teeth, and a thin, dark streak creep- 

ing across the floor. Norris was preparing to 
carry out his plan of escape. and asked Anne 

to say good-bye to him and go to her bed- 
room. She did not move for a few moments. 

Then she said: — 

““We are sate here fora little while. What 

does it matter now if they do find us? I 
know that I have not many weeks to live, 

and even they will be spent in the Tower. 
Your chance of {escaping from here will be 

the same in an hour's time, and I shall never 

see yoa again then. Let us be happy for an 

hour. Only—throw that thing out of the 
window, 

“Not yet. I slall have to use it to help 
my escape. If I stay he will have to stay 
too.” 
So the two men stayed in the Queen's 

room till it was broad daylight, and sounds 

were heard in the lower part of the palace. 
Then the Queen said that she would have to 

go, and bade him farew>ll, holding out her 

hand to be kissed. 

VIOLENT 

HEADACHES 
Accompanied by Indigestion and 

Constipation cured by Dr. Chase's 

Kidney-Liver Pills 

From Bath, Ont., comes the particulars of 
# remarkable cure effected by Dr. Chase's 
Kidney-Liver Pills. Mr. Jos. Gardiner was 
for forty years the victim of indigestion, con- 
stipation, and violent headaches. Nothing 
seemed to have the desired effect until he be- 

Chases's Kidney-Liver gan tne use of Dr. 
Mr. ills, and they effected a complete cure. 

Gardiner writes : 

‘I have been troubled for over forty years 
with indigestion and constipationgwonid go 
for two weeks ata time, At inter Mi would 
be taken with violent headaches? I spent 
dollars and dollars in vain, and was finally ad- 
vised to use Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills, 
and must say that they are the only remedy 
that gave me permanent relief, I would not 
be without them for anything. * 

Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills, one pill a 
dose. 2s5c. abox. Atall dealers, or Edmanson, 
Bates & Co., Toronto. 

LIVERY AND HACK STABLE, 
H. E. & Jas. W. Gallagher, Props 

Sin ab 
Livery 

Outfits for commereial travellers, C 
pondance at arrival of trains, All kind 
Teams to let at Reasonable Rates, 
£4 A First-Class Hearse in connection 

Carlisle Hots., - - Woodstock, N. B. 
N. B.—Orders for oach left at stable or ent 
ephone w receve p-ompt attention. 

Continued on 7th page. COOK'S SURE COUGH CURE 
— 

RIPE FRUIT! 
Strawberries from Ontario this week, good 
and fresh. California Peaches, Apricots 
and Plums now in stock. Cherries and 
Pears will soon be on. 

Keep your eye open—this is the spot for good fresh fruit. 

C. M. SHERWOOD & BRO. 
WOODSTOCK. 

MONEY TO LOAN 
On Real Estate. 

APPLY TO D. M'LEOD VINCE, 
Barrister-at-Law, Woodstoca, ~N. B. 

Painting and Decorating, 
For Good Workmanship in 

House and Sign Painting, 

Paper Hanging, Etc., 

Calsomining, AlabastineWork, 
You can count on getting a good job of 

work done at reasonable prices. Give me a 
call or write post card. 

C. P. PARKER, PRACTICAL PAINTER, 
North End Richmond Street, 

WOODST CK, N. B. 

ANADIAN 
“DACIFIC HY. 

“THE IMPERIAL LIMITED” 

From Montreal to Vancouver 

In 100 Hours. 

Canadian Pacific Express leaving Woodotock at 
4.28 p. m. (after June 26th, at 4.40 p. m.) makes close 
connection at Montreal next morning with “Im- 
perial Limited” leaving at 9.50 a. m., making the 
run through to the Pacific coast in 116 hours. 
Close connections also made for local points in 

the Canadian North West, Kooteney Country, &c. 
For further PRTISpR, rates of fare, &c., apply 

to Ticket Agents, or to, 
A. H. NOTMAN, 

Asst. Gen’l, Passenger Agent, 
St. John, N. B. 

DERTAKING ! 
To my already well equipped | 

Undertaking business, I have 

added a 

FIRST-CLASS HEARSE. 
Anything in the Undertaking 

line will be attended to prompt- 

ly and with skill. 

J. E. ALEXANDER, 
CENTREVILLE. 

f HOTELS 

JUNCTION HOUSE, 
Corix CampBELL, Prop 

WF Excellent Accommodation. 

McAdam Junction 

QUEEN HOTEL, 
J. W. SMITH, Proprietor. 

. St. Stephen, - -- N. B 
Opposite Post Office, tw i g ”, Bl sp Wor , two minute's walk from 

Newly Painted and Renovated, most convenient * 
Hotel in St Stephen for Commercial Men. 

$1.50 PER DAY. 

VICTORIA HOTEL, 
Carleton Street, - - Woodstock, N. B. 

T. J. BOYER, Proprietor. 

Within a stone throw of Queen Street Stati 
overlooking the St. John Rive Sample rooms {5 
Opera House Block and in hotel. 
#47 Terms $1.50 per day. 

Hotel Stanley, 
J. M. FOWLER, PROPRIETOR, 

TERMS MODERATE. 

47 AND 49 KING SQUARE, 
ST. JOHN, N, B. 

Queen Hotel, 
J. A, EDWARDS, - - PropNetor. 

QUEEN STREET, 
FREDERICTON, N. B. 

VICTORIA HOTEL, 
ST."JOHN, N. B. 

D. W. McCORMICK, - Proprietor 

JUNCTION HOU@l, 
Newburg Junction. 

Meals on arrival of all trains. First-class fare. 

R. B. OWENS, Proprieto 

TO LET. 
House situated on Main’ St., nearly opposite 

Chestnut’ & Hipwell’s factory. Apply to MR. 

C. N. SCOTT, Small & Fisher’s office. 

NO VACATIONS. 
As we have no vacations, students may enter a 

- remain until the compistion of 
or 4 geno t interruption course, ut in K 
Send for a Ca if for no other reason than 

to learn how a Business College is con- 
ducted. 

W. J. OSBORNE, Principal, 
Fredericton, N. B.


