
THE DISPA TCE 
THE TABLE. 

The years have fled since first I led 
You to the table, dear, 

And you sat over there alone 
And I sat smiling here. 

A year or two flew past and you 
No longer sat alone; 

A little one was in your arms, 
Your ling and my own. 

And then another year or so 
And some one else was there, 

And “Willie” sat near me, you know, 
While ‘““Tottie” claimed your care. 

The years have sped since first I led 
You to the table, dear, 

And yon look queenly at the foot 
And I felt kingly here. 

Today as I look down at you 
On either side I see 

A row of hungry little ones 
All gazing up at me. 

We've added leaves, one after one, 
And you are far away— 

«Ave; thrice as far my dear, as 6n 
VY. That happy, happy day. 

But though we sit so far apart— 
You there and I up here— 

The rows of hearts from my fond heart 
Stretch down to you, my dear. 

Thank God for every extra leaf 
The table holds today, 

And may we never know the grief 
Of putting one away. 

— ANON, 
wl 

‘As the Despatchers Saw it, 
If you can recollect the blizzard that Ros. 

coe Conkling went down in one March day 
in the streets of New York, it will give you 

the dateg maybe call to your mind the storm. 

I had Ye River Division then, and we got 
through the whole winter without a single 
tie-up of consequence until march. 

The morning was still as June. When the 
sky went heavy at noon, it looked more like 

a spring shower than a snow-storm; only, 

over at the Government building T noticed 
the black flag splashed with a red center fly- 

ing. I hadn’t seen it before for years, and 
I ordered plows on everything out after two 
o'clock. 

Even then there was no wickedness abroad; 

it was coming fairly heavy in big flakes, but 

lying quiet as appleblossoms. Towards four 

o'clock I leit the office for the roundhouse, 

and got just about half-way across the yard 

when the wind veered like a scored sema- 

« phore. I had left the depot in a snowstorm; 
I reached the roundhouse in a blizzard. 

There was no time to wait to get back to 

the keys. 1 just telephoned orders back 

from the house, and the boys burnt the 
wires, east and west, with warnings. When 

the wind went into the north that day at 
four o'clock it was murder pure and simple, 

with the snow sweeping the flat like a shroud 
and the thermometer water-logged at zero. 

All night is blew, with never a minute's 

letup. By ten o'clock half our wires were 
down, trains were falling all over the divis- 

ion, and before midnight every plow on the 
line was bucking snow—and the snow was 

coming harder. We had given up all idea of 
moving freight, and were centering every- 

thing on the passenger trains, when a mess- 

age came from Beverly that the fast mail was 

off track in the cut below the hill, and I 

ordered cut both the rotaries and the wreck- 
ing gang for the rundown. 

It was a fearful night to make up a train 
in a hurry—as much as a man’s life was worth 

to work even slow in the yard a night like 
that. But what limit to set to a switchman’s 

courage I never have known, because I've 
never known one to balk at a yardmaster’s 
order. 

I went to work clearing the line, and for- 
got all about everything outside the train 

sheet till a car tink came running in with word 

that a man was hurt in the yard. 

Some men get ‘used to it; I never do. As 
much as I have seen of railroad life, the 

word that a man’s hurt always hits me in the 

same place. Slipping into an ulster, I pulled 

a storm-cap over my ears, and hurried down 
stairs buttoning my coat. The arc lights, 
blinded in the storm, swung wild across the 

big yard, and the wind sung with a scream 

through the telegraph wires. Stumbling 
ahead, the big car tink led me on facing the 
storm tp. where, between the red and green 
lamps, a dozen men hovered close to the 
gangway of a switch engine. The man hurt 

lay under the forward truck of the tender. 
They had just got the wrecking train made 

up, and this man, running forward after set- 

ting a switch, hai flipped the tender of the 
backing engine and slipped from the toot- 
board. When I bent over him, I saw he was 
against it. He knew it, too, for the minute 
they shut oft and got to him he kept perfect- 
ly still, only asking for a priest. 

I trig@tevery way I could think of to get 
him free from the wheels. Two of us crawl- 
ed under the tender to try to figure it out. 
But he lay so jammed between the front 
wheels and the hind one, and tender trucks 
are 80 small and the wheels so close together, 
that, to save our lives, we could neither pull 
ahead nor back the engine without further 
mutilating him. 

As I talked to him I took his hand and 
tried to explain that we should have to jack 
the truck up to free him. He heard, but his 
eyes, glittering with shock like the eyes of a 
wounded animal, wandered uneasily while I 

spoke; when I had done, he closed them to 
grapple with the pain. Presently a hand 

touched my shoulder; the priest had come, 

and, throwing open his coat, knelt beside us. 

 - 

He was a spare old man—none too good a 
subject himself, I thought, fer much ex. 
posure like that—but he didn’t seem to mind. 
With both hands in the snow he got on his 

knees and put his head down behind the 

wheel close to the man's face. What they 

said to each other lasted only a moment, and 
all the while the boys were keying at the 
jacks like madmen to ease the wheel that had 
crushed the switchman’s thigh. When they 
got the truck partly free, they lifted the 
injured man a little back, where we could all 
see his face. They were ready to do more, 
but the priest, wiping the water and snow 
from the failing man’s lips and forehead, put 
up his fingers to check them. 

The wind, howling through the strings of 
‘freight cars all about us, sucked the guarded 
lantern flames up into blue and green flickers 

in the globes; they lighted the priests face as 
he took off his hat and laid it beside him, and 

lighted the switchman’s eyes looking steadily 

up from the rail. The snow, curling and 
eddying across the little blaze of the lamps, 
whitening everything alike, tender and wheel 

and rail, the jack screws, the bars, and the 

shoulders and caps of the men. The priest 

bent forward again and touched the lips and 
the forehead of the switchman with his 

thumb. Then, straightening on his knees, 
he paused a moment, his eyes lifted up, 
raised his hand, and, slowly signing the form 

of the cross through the blinding flakes, gave 
him the sacrament of the dying. 

I have forgotten the man’s name. I have 

never seen the old priest, before or since. 

But, some time, a painter will turn to the 
railroad life. When he does I may see from 

his hand such a picture as I saw at that 

moment—the night, the storm, the scant hair 

of the priest blown in the gale, the men, 

bared, about him: the hush of the death 

moment. The wrn.kled hand raised in the 
last benediction.—Frank H. Spearman, in 
the New York Outlook. 

Does Your Baby Cry at Night? 

If so, it is well to know the great value of 
Polson’s Nerviline, a household remedy for 
stomach pains, cramps, toothache, sick head- 
ache, and the manifold ills peculiar to child- 
ren. A few drops of Nerviline in sweetened 
water makes a pleasant drink and never fails 
to quickly relieve. Nerviline is as good as 
the doctor in emergencies and costs only 25c. 
a bottle. Get Nerviline from your druggis® 
to day. 

Dr. Hamrivron’s MANDRAKE Pris For HEAD- 
ACHE. 

The Bell Wolf. 
A settler on the upper Mattawa River, 

Canada, caught a wolf last winter. He had 

read that ships were sometimes cleared of 
rats by fastening a bell around the neck of 
one of them. And the idea occured to him, 
says the New York Sun, that in a similar 
manner he might clear the adjacent woods of 
wolves. He therefore fastened a bell on the 
wolf's neck and released him. 
After the snow had nearly disappeared, he 

allowed his flock of sheep to exercise their 
lambs in the fields near the house. While 
he stood watching the gamboliug of the lambs 
the sheep pricked up her ears as if intently 
listening. Then, with much bleating the 
whole flock raced to the woods. 
Wondering at this strange freak on the 

part of the animals, the firmer went about 
his work. About an hour later the sheep 

returned, but it was soon discovered that one 

of the lambs were missing. 

The next day the same thing occured, and 
again a lamb failed to return. The chiltiren 

tried to keep the sheep in the fields, but 
when they could not do this followed them 
into the bush. They reported that they had 

distinctly heard a bell tinkling in the distance. 
Then it dawned upon the farmer that the 

bell he had fastened to the neck ot the wolf 

was the same which had been borne by the 

father of the flock in the previous summer, 
The quick-eared sheep had recoguized the 

sound of the bell, and true to their instincts 

bas hastened to join their last year’s compan- 
ion. They found not exactly a wolf in sheep's 

clothing, buta wolf with a sheep's bell attach- 
ed to him, and ready to dine on spring lambs. 
The farmer will not release any more belled 

wolves. 

Nerve Wracked and Insomnious. 

Everything goes wrong, head feels heavy 
and dull, mind is filled with strange forebed- 
ings, stomach is out of kilter. You need a 
good tonic like Ferrozone to bring back your 
lost appetite and digestion, and cleanse the 
blood of all impurities. Ferrozone is « won- 
derful invigorant and strengthener that will 
banish gloomy depression and quickly restore 
you to a healthy, vigorous condition of mind 
and body. Nothing is so good for the sick, 
weary and debilitated as Ferrozone. Price 
50c.—Sold by Garden Bros. 

HamrnroN's MaNDRAKE Pirnrs cure CONSTI- 

PATION. 

Famous Recipes. 

The secret recipe of the true Eau de 

Cologne has been a veritable Golconda to the 
Farina family. There are hundreds of imita- 
tions, but the famous *‘1311 Eau de Cologne” 

is unique. Rival perfumers have spent thou- 
sands in attempting to solve or acpuire the 
secret, but the exact method of mixing the 

ingredients is known only to certain of the 
Farinas. 
Many a chief would pay handsomely for 

the recipe of the “‘loving-cup” which is so 

JOur Direct Gear Horse Power and Tornado Threshers are the Best. 
“Syracuse” Steel Plows. 

Cook Stoves. Ranges for Coal or Wood. 

“Climax” Wood Furnaces. 

Steel Road Scrapers. 
Call at works and examine or write us tor prices before purchasing. 

CONNELL BROS. LIMITED, 
Woodstock, N. B. 

FOR 

DIARRHOEA, DYSENTERY, 
COLIC, CRAMPS, 

rAIN IN THE STOMACH, 
AND ALL 

SUMMER _OoMPLAINTS. 

iTS EFFECTS ARE MARVELLOUS, 

IT ACTS LIKE A CHARM. 

RELIEF ALMOST INSTANTANEOUS. 

Plsasant, Rapid, Reliable, Effectual. 

EVERY HOUSE SHOULD HAVE IT. 

ASK YOUR DRUGGIST FOR 'T. TAKE NO OTHER. 

PRICE, - 35c. 

integral a part of London civic banquets. 
Claret is the basis, but the blending with 

other liquors and flavouring with spices is a 

secret only the Masion House butler knows. 

There is no written recipe, but the mystery 
has been passed from generation to genera- 

tion through the centuries. The mixing of 

the hock-cup which figures at Court balls and 

concerts is a secret unknown outside Buching- 

ham Palace. 

Many a culinary recipe scrawled on a sheet 
of paper is more to be preferred than landed 
acres. The recipe for Worcester sauce had 

lain for centuries in the stillroom archives of 
a country family before a butler sold it for a 
handsome sum, to the sharpening of the 
whole world’s appetite. Ten thousand pounds 
was paid by a bacon firm some years ago for 

the Elizabethan recipe for curing Bradenham 

hams, which secret is most jealously guarded. 

DR. A. W. CHASES 
CATARRH CURE “%20c. 

fs sent direct to the diseased 
ony 4 the Improved Blower. 

the ulcers, clears the ai: 
passages, stops droppings in the 
throat and permanantly cures 

ay Fever. Blowe: 
free. All dealers, or LA. W. Chass 
Medigine Co.. Taronto and Buffals 
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Some gentlemen sitting in the smoking. 
room of an hotel at Wiesbaden were discuss- 
ing the best forms of government. One of 
them was an enthusiastic Républican, and 
declaimed aloud his faith in the rights of the 

people aud the advantages of Democracy. 
Near by, a tall, grey-bearded man, attracted 

by the loud voices, seemed to follow the con- 

versation, and indulged in an occasional 
smile. The Republican, noticing this, pre- 
sently turned to the stranger, saying in—- 
fashion: ‘‘My arguments do not seem to con- 
vince you, sir. I suppose you are a Monarch- 

ist. Perhaps you would be good enough to 
favor me with your reasons for preferring 
that form of government?” *‘Oh, I have the 
most excellent reasons,” was the reply. “The 
first and foremost among them is that I am 
the King of Sweden.” 
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- Prepared 
"For Work. 
3 The preparation for any 
special meal will prove a 
pleasure where the kitchen 

properly equipped for 
the work, 

OUR STOOERK OF 

Pots and Pans 
In all shapes and sizes will make housekeeping a pleasure the 
whole year round. 

tractive. 
Our kitchen conveniences make life more at- 

At our store here and at Centreville you will find all the 

will astonish you. 
Latest Novelties in "Cooking Utensils, and at cheap prices that 

W. F. Dibblee & Son. 
For Your 

New Carriage 
GIVE US A CALL. 

For Repairs on 

Your Old Carriage 
GIVE US A CALL. 

Our material and workmanship are the best to be had. 

It is a pleasure to have you call at our warerooms. 

THE WOODSTOCK CARRIAGE C0. 
Main Street, South Side of Bridge. 

CHARLES P. PARKER, 
Painter & Grainer, 

PAPER HANGER, SIGN PAINTER, &OC 

Hard Wocd Finishing, Pine Wood Finish. 
ed in its natural color, or painted in tints to 
suit. Also, Staining Griining, Marbleing, 
Kalsomiuing, etc. 

First. ciuss work —1ow est prices. 
Shon and Residene»: 

Richmond Street, Woodstock, N. B. 

DOES NOT CLOSE 
During the Summer Months. You may 
enter at any time. TEACHERS should 
take advantage of our Summer Session, 
Year Book containing full particulars 

sent free to any address on application. 
Address 

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