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SOME TIMB, SOMEWHERE.

Unanswered yet?! The prayer your lips have
pleaded

In y of heart these many years ?
Does faith begin to fail, is hope departing,

And think you all in vain those falling tears ?
Say not the Father hath not heard your prayer.
You shall have your desire some time, somewhere,

Unanswered yet? Whough when you first pre-

This one petition at the Father’s throne,
It seemed you could not wait the time of asking,
So urgent was your heart to make it known.
Though years have passed since then, do you not
despair. \
The Lord will answer you some time, somewhere,

Unanswered yet? Nay, do not say ungranted ;
Perhaps your part is not yet wholly done.
The work began when first your prayer was
uttered,
And God will finish whas he has begun.
If you will keep the incense burning there,
His glory you shall see some time, somewhere.

Unanswered yet ? Faith cannot be unanswered ;
Her feet are firmly planted on the rock.

Amidst the wildest storms she stands undaunted
Nor quails before the loudest thunder shock.

She knows Omnipotence has heard her prayer

And cries, “It shall be done some time, some-

where.
—CHRISTINE ROSSETTI.

A STRAIN OF ROMANCE.

It was late one afternoor: as a man stepped
from a small sailing boat on the quay at
Waterport, Gibraltar. He felt uncomfort
able and disreputable. Earlier in the day,
having nothing better to do, he had set out
for a sail across the bay. They had run in
on the beach of a torsaken spot called Puenta
Majorga. There the boatman had taken him
en his shoulders and carried bim fhrough
the surf, finally dropping him so that he got
nicely wet. On the return journey the wind
freshened and it had come on to rain, with
the result that he now stood a somewhat
forlorn looking object, with clothes spoiled
by sea water and wet sand.

It had just oceurred to him that the mext
obvious thimg was to change his attire when
the sound of voices caught his ear. Looking
around, he caught sight of a little group
some ®0 yards away—a girl, a middle aged
lady and a brawny looking man in ‘“‘brass
bound” suit. Something in the girl's ap-
pearance attracted him, and unconsciously
he moved nearer to the trio. He got within
a dozen paces of them and standing behind a
pile of crates, enjoyed a view at close
quarters.

“By Jove!” he murmured under his
breath. The girl was tall and slim, magnifi-
cent looking. He could not take his eyes
from bher. There was a certain air of vigor
and 1ndependence about her that fascinated
him.

““You mean to say the Scud can’t sail to-
day, Captain Flint !” she exclaimed. Her
voice sent a thrill through him. There was
the slightest most delicious suspicion of trans-
atlantic accent in it, and he was enrapturel.

In a drawling tone the captain gave an ac-
count of what had happened. It appeared
that the Scotch engineer, Mr. McAllister,
had gone off on a birthday frolic, and, as the
result of a jovial excursion in the vicinity of
Algeciras, had managed to get hauled off to a
local Spanish jail.

The girl was in despair.

*‘What skall we do ? The cable was urgent
—the Scud will have to get to Alexandria by
the 22nd. Can’t wa pick up another en-
gineer in Gibraltar ¢

The captain shook his head.

‘But we can’t wait until he’s released!’ she
cried, with a Iittle stamp of her foot. ‘Some-
thing will have to be dore.’

The man standing behind the crates had
been drinking in every word, his eyes fasten-
ed on the girl's face. Suddenly an idea
flashed upon him—it was 1« mad one, but it
gripped him.

Without a moment’s further consideration
he stepped forward and confronted the trio.

‘Beg pardon,’ he said, touching his hat, ‘I
happened to overhear. I gathered you want-
ed an engineer?”’

The girl looked at the figure before her in
astonishment. She saw a tall, good looking,
clean-shaven man in wet, sodden clothes,
with the collar of his coat turned up.

‘Are you an engineer? she asked eagerly.

He nodded.

‘I could take you to Alexandria in time,’
he said. f

Captain Flint was interested.

‘Say, young feller, got papers to show? he
drawled. ‘And what’s your name?”

The man looked him back square in the

face.
‘My name is Dennis,” he said, and I

haven’t got papers to show.’

He turned to the girl frankly.

*You would have to take me on chance,’
he‘said. ‘Lgive yon my word that I am
capable of running the engines of your yacht
and getting her to Alexandria in the time,
bar a breakdown, but mere I cannot say.
Will you risk it?

The girl glanced at him hesitatingly.

*Ths Scud must sail'—she began.

‘Guess we can see in an hour or so whether
he’s up to the job,’ said Capt. Flint suggest-
ively.

man looked at the girl with an in-
quiMng smile. She gave him one more
glance, then made up her mind.

‘You're engaged,’ she said briskly.

Thus it was in a short time he found him-
self at work ou the yacht, In another three
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hours he had the steam up, and, the ladies
having come on board, the Scud raised her
anchor and slowly made her way out of the
bay.

As engineer he was a complete success and
quickly earned the warm approval of Captain
Jack Flint, from whom he gleaned a good
deal of interesting information. It appeared
that the yach’ was the property of Mr. Silas
Lewison, a rich American, and that the girl
on board was his only daughter. Her father
had left her in England and a few weeks ago
had made the journy to Cairo, leaving her to
follow more leisurely in the Scud.

For the first two days he spent most of his
time in the engine room. Once or twice as
he sat watching the movements of the big
cylinders, he broke into u short laugh. It
was on the third day, when he happened to
be on deck that she spoke to him.

We are getting on famously, Mr. Dennis,
I think a good fate must have dropped jou
from the clouds,’ she said with a smile.

He looked at her and tried to hide the look
of admiration that had crept to his eyes.
She seemed more gloriously beautiful than
ever. He made some vague reply, and she
went on talking about the yacht. It was in-
toxieation to him. He had fallen desperate-
ly in love at first sight, and he wondered
what it would all lead to.

The next few days passed delightfully. He
had several conversations with her—indeed
she seemed almost to welcome an opportunity
of speaking with him. The more he saw of
her the more convinced was he that he made
no mistake. This ‘was no flesting fancy; he
was really in love.

Then came a bitter shock of disappoint-
ment. They were within & day’s run of
Alexandria, and he was about to go on deck.
As he rached up the companion something
white on one of the stairs caught his atten-
tion. He picked it up and found it was a
telegram. Glancing at it, he saw it was a
cable that had been sent to Ler at Gibraltar
by her father. Almost unconsciously he
read the few words;

‘Get Scud to Alexandria by 22nd without
fail. Lord Hillmarch has promised to come
with us to England.’

He stood staring at it stwpidly; then, as
the meaning of the words dawned upon him,
a fierce wave of unreasonable resentment
swept over him. Old Lewison had run
across Lord Hillmarch, and, considering him
an eligible sou-in-law had schemed to bring
the two together on the yacht— the old, stale
arrangement, American Heiresses and KEng-
lish aristocracy. Would they never tire of it?

With a frown on his face he made his way
slowly on deck, the telegram still in his
hand. A few yards away Miss Lewison was
sitting in her deck chair, studying a book.
She looked up as the engineer appeared and
smiled. He crossed to her and held out the
telegram.

‘I found this on the stairs,” he said shortly.
He caught sight of the book she was reading
and saw it was ‘Debrett’s Peerage.” He felt
exceedingly bitter.

She thanked him with a4 smile, and he
turned and walked moodily away.

He remained down in the engine room the
rest of the time—he felt almost sullen.

The next day they were anchored off
Alexandria, and old Lewison and Lord Hill-
march came on board. The engineer kept
out of the way until they went into the sa-
loon for lunch, shen he siezed the opportun-
ity and went on deck. He leaned over the
taffrail and gave himself up to his thoughts.
Another hour or so and she would have pass-
ed out of his life forever. In his fit of ab-
straction he had not noticed a torpedo de-
stroyer which was out for practice. She was
going at quarter speed past the yacht.

Suddenly a voice broke on his ears.

‘Why, it’s Kenyon, by Jove! How are
you, old man?

The engiaeer awoke from his reverie with
a start. A few yards away the bronzed face
of the lieutenant of the destroyer was laugh-
ng at him,

‘Can’t keep away from the old game, §
see—lucky chap to be able to choose your
own fancy boat. Will you come around and
see us to-night?’

The destroyer was some distance away by
now, and the last words came in a shout, and
the engineer nodded and waved his hand.

Then a slight noise behind him made him
swing around.

He saw Miss Fay Lewison and Lord Hill-
march standing at the open door of the com-
panion. The girl was watching him.

‘He called you Kenyon,’ she said wonder-
ingly.

Lord Hillmarch stepped forward he was an
middle aged little man, with a kindly face.
He held out his hand to the engineer.

‘That lﬁppens to be his name, you know —
Dennis Kenyon,’ he said with a smile.

Miss Lewison was still more bewildered.
‘You know him ?

‘Slightly,” he replied, ‘You see, his estate
adjoins mine at home.’

‘But he has been our engineer,” she cried.

(There was a pause. Lord Hillmarch shot
a little alert look at Kenyon aud stroked his
mustache. The girl stood waiting for an ex-
planativu, Kenyon gave a nervous laugh,

‘There isn’t really much v explain,’ he
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said. ‘You see, before an uncle died and
left me a bothering lot of money and an es-
tate, 1 was an engineer in the navy. You
just heard one of my old messmates hail me.’
He gave a jerk of his finger toward the de-
stroyer. ‘You know the rest. I was idling
around Gibealtar when I accidentally heard
your trouble about the engineer. Idid it on
impulse — I suppose.’ — He hesitated. ‘I
suppose I must have a strain of romance
somewhere 1n my compesition,” he added
lamely.

She did not speak. He moved his head
slightly and her gaze met his. Lord Hill-
march looked from one to another critically;
then a slight smile crept over his insignifi-
cant little face. He pulled out his cigarette
case.

*‘Supposing,’ he observed dryly, ‘we all be
delightfully frank with one another.

The two turned to him with a start.

‘I just love frankness !’ said Miss Fay

Lord Hillmarch lighted his cigarette.

‘Then as a beginning,’ he said cooly, ‘I'll
remark that I don’t think I'll come to Eng-
land in the yacht with you. I rather fancy,
you know, that being 38 and some where five
feet two in stature, with a bald head in the
bargain, I will adhere to my old resolution
admire nothing but my charming self. How’s
“hat for frankness?”

Gigantic! said Kenyon.

The little lord smiled.

‘Then I'll leave you to do your share,’
observed, and strolled away.

The two stared at one another blandly;
then suddenly they both laughed.

‘It's all very ridiculous,’ said Miss Lewis-
om.

Keuyon grew sober again.

‘I suppose,” he said slowly, ‘I must be
leaving the ship now unless—by a remote
chanes you also have’—His voice died away
nervously.

‘What? she said, with her eyes on the
deck.

—*‘A strain of romasce somewhere in your
composition.” He finished in almost a whis-
per.

She lifted her head and saw him looking at
her pleadingly. There was a vague some-
thing about him that appealed to her. And
he was undoubtedly very much in love with
her. Her lips parted in a half smile.

‘I’'m not certain,’ she said doubtfully.
Then her eyes met his. *Why not give me a
little time to find out ¥ she asked frankly.

He did and eventually discovered that
there was.
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Pain in she Back

makes life miserable. Can it be cured ? Yes,
in one night. Polsen’s Nerviline gives a
complete knockout to pain in the back, for it

penetrates through the tissues, takes out the
soreness and pain, invigorates tired muscles,
and makes you feel like a new man. Ner-

more penetrating, more highly pain-subduing
than any other remedy. Don’t suffer another
minute, get Nerviline quick, and rub it in,
for sure as you were born it will cure you.
25c¢.
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Looks Like Wisdom,

When in doubt go home.

The jay carries his ignorance with com-
placency.

You can never tell what will happen to a
balloon.

Add whiskers to self-esteem and the case
is hopeless.

Husbands should be seen and not heard.—
Mrs. Henry Peck.

Wnless you are helping to make somecne
happy your life is a mistake.

Patience, my friend, that’s what you need;
I know it, becanse I need 1t myself.

Ladies and gentlemen, what good are your
ancestors if you are no good yourself ?

It is just as well to get out of the way of a
bull, and few good results have been achieved
'by flaunting a red flag in the face of one.
| Bulls are designed to go ahead and man is
| designed to avoid them, for one man is fre-
quently worth many bulls.

Common sense, my friend, makes the law-
yer, the judge, the schoolmaster, the hus-
band, the wife, the father, the mother, the
President of the United States or the errand
boy. €Common sense; and he who has it has
the secret of what underlies all wisdom, no
matter how mighty it may sound, or how i
may be named. —*‘The Schoolmaster.”

viline cures quickly because it is stronger, |
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See Those Little Holes !
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“It’s so nice to be able to roast
fowl, bake onions, and plum pud-
dings all together, without any of
them being tainted.

“You see Jack got me ome of
McClary's

Famous
Active
Ranges

last week, and I've been testing it.  All the roasting fumes escape through those little
holes in the back of the oven, and so keep the air pure.

“And you’d be surprised at the little coal it burns. It’s just a dandy Range, and
I'll cook Jack lets of good things with it.”

This is the kind of talk that has made the FAMOUS ACTIVE the most popular
Range in Canada.

Made in 42 styles and sizes.

Free Pamphlets from our local agent or nearest house.

M@yM&nufecturing Co.

LONDON, TORONTO, MONTREAL. WINNIPEG,
VANCOUVER, & ST JOHN N.B.
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CULTIVATORS.

Cultivators vith lnong Elillexrs
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BALMAIN BROS.

W oodstoclk,

Bath, Perth, Grand ¥Falls Aroostook.

Hartland, Florenesville,
May 22, 1901.
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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
which our vehicles will be more com-
fortable, handy and durable. You will
make a great mistake if you buy with-
out looking through our shop and
warerooms. Give us an idea of what
you want and we will get you up any
sort of special job.

Axle
Grease

that makes your
horses glad.

Main Street, South Side of Bridge.

THE WOODSTOCK CARRIAGE CO.

WRITE YOUR
BUSINESS LETTERS

and address tastefully printed on it.

al
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Up-to-Date Stock at THE DISPATCH O

on good Letter or Note Paper with your name, business

ce.



