
THE DISPATCH 
— 

THR SUMMER 18 GOING. 
(Mary E. Blake.) 

Low in the wes'to crimson turning, 
The sun, like a jewel set in gold 

Over the breast of the twilight burning, 

Fastens its mantle fold on fold; 

The sea like a maiden’s face is glowing, 

The sweet south wind is merrily blowing, 

Still am I sad, for summer is going— 

Summer is going—summer is gone! 

N; of a leaf on the tree is faded, 

'Néver a blade of the grass is sere, 
Gayer and brighter the flowers are shaded, 

Fairer and fairer grows the year; 
Only—who knows what my fancy is showing— 
Only I feel that the summer is going— 

Only the roses no longer are growing, 
Summer is going—summer is gone ! 

Brighter and brighter the stars are shining, 
Deeper and deeper the fresh air thrills, 

Larger and fuller the vines are twining, 
Clearer than ever the distant hills, 

The full tides sweep in their ebbing and flowing, 

Nothing is lost that is worth the knowing, 
Only 1 feel that summer is going— 

Summer is going—summer is gone ! 

THE OLD BLUE JAR. 
Before Clementine went down to Milltown 

for the summer she made up her mind that 
she would bend her energies to wheedle 

Aunt Phoebe out of the old blue ginger jar 

that Uncle Julius had brought home from 

China, little thinking that the old slant-eyed, 
fat-sided mandarin would take such a jocular 
interest in her joys and sorrows. 
The old blue jar had perched for many 

years on the corner of the high mantel-piece 
in the old-fashioned country parlor, and 

Aunt Phoebe knew that if she gave it to 
Clementine she would have a dreadful lone- 
some feeling every time she stood on a chair 

to dust the old clock and the shells, the 

peddler vases, the leather fans and other 

companions of its lofty abode. But Clemen. 
tine was an accomplished wheedler, and the 

fond old aunt finally said she might have her 

wish. 
When Aunt Phoebe gave over to Clemen- 

tine her right and title to the old blue jar, 

Randall was leaning 1n the window and idly 

sifting rose leaves from the old climbing vine 

through the meshes of his tennis racket. He 

sympathized with her lively admiration for 
the antique and unique in china and was glad 

that she had attained her heart’s desire, but 
a more absorbing interest possessed his man- 

ly Leart. 
Clementine was going home in the morn- 

ing, and he had been trying in vain for 
several days to get the feeble courage of his 

ardent convictions up to the declaration 
point. She was such a lively, fun-loving 

girl, and love, you know, is such intensely 
serious business. Several times Randall 
fancied he had found her in a sober and 

properly receptive frame of mind, when with 
a trifling jest she would defeat his intention 
and put the little god to flight. 
Now, however, when the slant-eyed man- 

darin on the blue jar winked at him through 
the vines, Randall said to himself enthusias- 

tically: 

“Well, old boy,” that's the very thing! 

Thank you for the bright idea! Are they 
all as clever as you are over in China ?” 
That night in his room under the eaves, he 

constructed an eloquent letter to Clementine 

and in the early morning sneaked into the 

parlor and deposited it in the robust bosom 
of the old blue mandarin. 

“If she finds it before she goes home, it is 

all right,” said the timorous, adoring fellow, 

“and if she doesn’t find it until afterward it 
will be all right, too.” 
But the mandarin felt a little funny that 

day, so when Clementine packed her trunk 

he inspired her to stuff the ginger jar full of 

her silken hose, that the precious article 

might take no risks of breakage on its voyage. 
So when Randall parted from her at the 
station she made no sign of knowing any- 

thing in particular, and his hopeful heart de- 
cided that she would surely find the letter 
when she reached home, and he would then 

hear from her. 
Now, Clementine was a girl who always 

had a great many things on her mind, and 
when she had unpacked the treasured jar 
aud placed it on a dainty table in her pretty 
parlor—with a self congratulatory thought 

that it was so respectable to have things that 
one’s relative had brought from Chida--she 

wholly forgot the curious Joad that the man- 
darin had on his breast. She missed her 
silken hose, of course, and pestered Aunt 

Phoebe with messages about them. 

In Milltown, as you may imagine, Randall 

waited for the answer to his letter. Awhile 
he waited patiently, then impatiently awhile, 

and then dived into his law books with that 

‘sgomposure of settled distress”’ which lovers 

Yiave known in every age and clime. He did 
not dream that the slant-eyed mandarin 
would be guilty of the ungentlemanly trick 

of intercepting a love letter. 
But the fun-loving mandarin knew what he 

was about. He was not without experience 
in these matters, and he wanted to punish 

‘Clementine a trifle and bring her to the pro- 

per condition of seriousness, 
“And Clementine was feeling the situation 

th all the sobriety that was desirable. She 
had suspected all summer that Randall had a 

tender feeling for her which she felt qualified 
to reciprocate, bat she was a proud girl and 

could not by a feather’s weight influence the 
balance of his atteations. Therefore behind 
her smile she had been not a little wounded 
that he had allowed her to come home with: 
out having given expression to his sentiments. 
So she, too, now took on a sober counten- 

ance and banished thought and regret by 

joining several new clubs and taking mem- 
bership in two or three more charitable 

organizations. 
Just before Christmas Randall one day 

experienced in his breast a sort of imperative 
intimation—perhaps direct from the slant- 
eyed mandarin, who knows?—that he might 

hear of something to his advantage if he 

should go down to the city and call upon 
Clementine; so after some futile resistance to 

the message he betook himself thither. 
He was graciously received by Clementine 

—that is, graciously enough for a young man 
who had played the trifler with her invisible 

affections—and he seated himself in a cozy 
chair near the pretty table which held his 

old friend, the blue jar. 
As he talked with Clementine, a little con- 

straint being apparent on both side, he toyed 
with the lid of the jar, and the slant eyed 
mandarin appeared to wink at him three 

times very knowingly. 
Under some occult but imperative pressure 

Randall rmoved the lid and touched with 
his finger the silken texture of some mys- 
terious contents. 

Curiosity further constained him, and he 

pulled from the bosom of the mew jubilant 
mandarin a pale blue article of singular de- 

scription for a parlor ornament, and, follow- 
ing it, he extricated a pale pink strip of 
imilar shape and structure. 

Turning to Clementine for explanation of 

these unforeseen apparitions, he found her 
speechless with wild eyed astonishment, and 
without a word or gesture she seized the old 
blue jar and hurried from the room. 

Randall smiled the first real, soul felt, re- 

freshing smile that he had indulged in for 

several months and vowed by the pigtail of 
the old slant eyed that he would stay rooted 
to the spot until Clementine returned. 
What was eaid to the genius of the jar as 

she flew up stairs with it only the mandarin 
can reveal. 

As Randall paced the parlor, pulling his 

moustache and wondering ‘if Clementine’s 
keen sense of humor would carry her safely 
through the trying hour, she came shameful- 

ly into the room, bearing in one hand the 
blinking old mandarin and in the other the 

pleading letter he had borne so long hid in 

his clever old bosom. 
Randall met the dear girl more than half 

way, and as she whispered gently on his 

shoulder he promised never, never, never to 
tell. 
And when they were married, if you be- 

lieve me, that ridiculous old ginger jar ac- 

companied them on their wedding trip and 

Randall packed the bosom of the grotesque 
mandarin full of Clementine’s bridal roses, 

there to fade and there for ever to remain. 

Now, as Randall never told and Clemen- 

tine never told, the entire responsibility of 

this revelation lies between you and me and 

the ginger jar. 

ONE OF 
THOUSANDS 

“I was a martyr to Sick and Nervous Head- 

aches caused by Constipation, unfit for 

business on an average 2 days a week. 

Some pills helped me, but Dr. Agnew’s 

Liver Pills at 10 cts. a vial cured me. 

This is my own testimeny and it’s a fact. 

Now I never lose an hour or miss a meal.” 

This is the written testimony of a well known 
Toronto journalist—you can have his name if 
you want it. Agnew’s are the best pills and 
125% cheaper than any other, 4o pills 10 cts. ; F 
100 pills 23 cts. 21 

Sold by Gardea Bros. 
po «> 

A Place for Ex-Presidents, 

Hon. Charles Carroll Bonney, in the Aug- 

ust Open Court, Chicago: Undoubtedly the 
American people would be glad to make 

appropriate provision for all surviving ex. 
Presidents of the United States, and the 

present seems a favorable time tor the agita- 
tion of this matter. It is therefore respect- 

fully urged that without distinction of party, 

but as a patriotic service, an amendment to 
the Natienal Constitution be adopted with- 

out unnecessary delay, and submitted to the 
several States for ratification, providing that 

all such ex- Presidents shall be ex-officio hon- 
orary members for life of the Senate of the 
United States, with all the rights, privileges, 
immunities, and compensation of a senator, 
except that such honorary members shall 
not vote upon any question. Of course the 

voting power of the Senate would not be 
disturbed by the proposed change. Such an 

amendment would secure to the country the 

benefit of rhe experience and wisdom of the 

ex-Presidents, and would give them an hon- 
orable and dignified position in which there 

is no doubt they would be glad to continue 
to serve the people. The advantages of such 

a course are so vbvious and so many, and the 

absence of grounds for objection is so note- 
worthy, that it seems as though little argu- 

ment or effort would be required to carry 

Nervousness, Sleeplessness, Ner- 
vous Prostration, Loss of Energy, 
Brain Fag, Faint and Dizzy Spells, 
Loss of Memory, Melancholia, 
Listlessness, After Effects of La 
Grippe, Palpitation of the Heart, 
Ansemia, General Debility, and 
all troubles arising from a run- 
down system. 

They will build you up, make rich 
red blood and give you vim and 
energy. 

Price, soc. per 
box, or three boxes 
for $1.25, at drug- 
gists, or will be 
sent on receipt of \§ 
price by The T. Mil-¥{3% 
burn Co., Limited, i 5 SEA 
Toronto, Ont. 

this suggestion into full effect. Indeed, there 
is no good reason why the State Legislatures 
should not have the amendment before them 

for action next winter. It would require a 
vote of two thirds of each house of Congress 
to pass the proposed amendment; and a rati- 
fication by three-fourths of the States to 

make it a part of the constitution. May we 

not hope that the next session of Congress 
‘will be distinguished by the adoption of the 
proposed amendment. 

A DECISIVE VICTORY 
FOR 

Paine’s Celery Compound 
MR. THOS, McMASTER, 

Cumberland Street, Toronto, 

After Long Years of Suffer- 

ing Is Perfectly Cured. 

SHE SAYS: 
“MY HEALTH AND HAPPINESS 

ARE DUE TO PAINE'S CELERY 

COMPOUND. 

A Letter That Will Cheer the Suf- 

fering and Despondent, 

The Wells & Richardson Co., Limited. 

Gentlemen. —Ten years ago I was attacked 
with neuralgia, and though treated by six 
doctors the disease grew worse and nearly 
drove me insane. I was for one summer an 
outdoor patient at the hospital here, but only 
got temporary relief. I was sleepless for 
nights, my digestion was bad, and I would 
feel a pain in my stomach every time I ate 
anything. Day after day I suffered the most 
intense agony, and I often winder I didn’t 
go crazy. I took endless medicines given to 
me by medical men, ana getting worse, 1 be- 
came utterly disheartened. 
One day wy deliverence came. A lady 

who had suffered just as I had told me that 
Paine’s Celery Compound had cured her. I 
used the compound as a ast resort, and it 
simply made a new woman of me. TLe pain 
vanished ; my eyesight, which had been im- 
pared, returned, and I felt myself growing 
well, and never felt happier in my life. 1 
am now well and strong, and all my health 
and happiness are due to Paine’s Celery Com- 
pound. 

Yours gratefully, 
Mgs. THOS. MCMASTER. 
Ri cA 

The man who advertises, not “‘to help the 
paper along,” but to increase his trade, and 
who puts energy and common sense into the 
effort will be more than pleased with results. 

Only a Little Backache, 
That is the most unmistakable symptom of dis- 

ease kidneys, an ailment which no one one can 
neglect without inviting Bright's disease, diabetes, 
rheumatism and the most painful and fatal malad- 
ies. At the first sign of backache and uninary dis- 
orders use Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills and you 
can be certain of prompt relief and cure. One pill 
a dose, 25 cents a box, 

Teaspout: “Why are you so angry 
with the doctor?’ 

Mrs. Teaspout: “When I told him I 
had a terrible tired feeling he told me to 
show him my tongue’ 
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BALMAIN BROS. 
{ 1» 

)OSLOO IX. 

Deep fire-box. 

“Cornwall” Steel 
for Hotels, Boarding Houses, Restaurants, are made in large sizes 

a vast amount of cooking — places where and other places doing 

quality and quantity must be assured in a fixed time. 

Made heavy throughout, and only best grades of steel are used; 

Ranges 

they will last a lifetime. 

Ventilated oven. Asbestos linings. 

Heavy sectional cast-iron linings. 

or meat broiler. 

Four sizes and ten styles; fully guaranteed. 

Free pamphlet from local agent or nearest house. 

Clinkerless duplex grates. 

Full nickel dress. 

Made with or without reservoir, high shelf, high warming closet 

M¢Clary Manufacturing Co. 
LONDON, TORONTO, MONTREAL, WINNIPEG, 

VANCOUVER, & ST JOHN N.B. 

For pure blood, a bright eye, a clear 
complexion, a keen appetite, a good 

pg direstion and refreshing sleep, TAxE 

BRISTOL’S Sarsaparilla 

Sixty-eight years trial have proved il 

It arouses the Liver, quickens the 
circulation, brightens the spirits and 
generally improves the health. 

All druggists soll “BRISTOL'S.” 
Yoh Ro i Sed 

to be, the most reliable BLOOD purifier known, 
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CARRIAGES. 
We will make as large a variety of 

Carriages this year as we did last, and 

we have added some new devices by 

sort of 

fortable, handy and durable. 

out looking through our 

warerooms. 

special job. 

vou want and we will get you up 

which our vehicles will be more com- 

You will 

"make a great mistake if you buy with: 

shop and 

(Give us an idea of what 

any 

THE WOODSTOCK CARRIAGE © 
Main Street, South Side of Bridge.


