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THE DISPATCH

It was difficult to say how the trouble had
gtarted. In the beginning it was only a
shght coldness. It might have been because
he had come so late on Sunday evening; or,
perhaps, because he had tactlessly told her
that he liked her better in white, when she
had had the blue dress made especially for
him, after he had declared blue to be his fa-
vorite color. In any case, a distinet cold-
ness had arisen between them and seemed
likely to increase. Each fresh topic of con-
versation so fur had caused a forther drop in
the thermometer.

It was a cold day, with a vicious, sudden
wind that seemed to come from every direc-
tion at once. He started a brisk monologue
about his last golf score, as they descended
the steps of her house.

“T don’t know why you insist upon talking
golf to me,” she broke in, petishly, at the
first semicolon. **You know, I detest 1t.
Wilen any one begins to recite golf scores to
me, I feel just as one does at committee
meetings when some one gets up and says,
‘the secretary will now read her report.’”

They walked on 1 silence for a moment
after that; then he remarked pleasantly—the
pleasantness was marked:

“You are almost the only woman I know
that dislikes golf. It seems odd when you
are so athletic. T am sure you would like it,
if you practiced a lot and learned to play

’
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w
er lips compressed—which they were not
meaut to do—as she replied:

“+Learn to like it: it’s healthful!” Thank
you, I don’t take my pleasures that way. I
play well enough, as far as that goes. That
familiar and illiterate person who gives les-
sons at the club, Willy—what is his name!?
(They are all Willies. T wonder why?) Aay-
way, he said, ‘I 'ad great natural haptitude!’
But it is such a bore—-such s bloodless, joy-
less, sulitary sort of aftair—nothing to beat
but a score.”

His smiile certainly had something irritat-
“How abhsurd,” he began;then
“Women seem al-

ing aboat it.
tossed aside the subject.
ways to insist upon the personal interest,
don’t they?”

““And men upon the competitive.”

The movement of hiz eyebrows was akin to
the Latin shrug. *‘It’s a pity you don’t
play, anyway, since I am so fond of it.”

**(Qur tastes don’t seem to be very similar.”

They had come to a street crossing, and a
cart rattling around the corner crashed into
the conversation, drowning her reply, which
was, perbaps, just as well.

“I am fond of music,” he remarked, when
they reached the opposite corper; ‘‘but I
dou’t like Wagner.” Unquestionably, the
placing of emphasis was offensive.

“You mean you like ragtime,” was blown
toward him on a puff of wind. I shall never
forget your comments on ‘Lohengrin’ the
other night!” >

*‘It is not permissable, then, to speculate

to where in the swan Lohengrin kept his
blue and silver trousseau! 1 remember you
were not interested.”

*In the middle of the bridal music!
of course, you don’t understand.”

His smile disappeared, and the lines of his
face stiffened. At that moment a violent
gust ‘of wind, dust-charged, swept down the
avenue, blowing the loose papers about in
circles and unsettling her hat.

““How 1 hate this microby New York
~ind,” she panted. ‘‘Why on earth are we
walking in it. T.et's take a stage.”

They paused. ‘‘Where are we going, any-
way ?”" he asked.

Her glance, had it reached its destination,
would have made words supeifluous; but a
second whirl of dust obliged her to turn her
head and cough.

*‘You have a good memory,” she observed,
icily, when she could get her breath.

*‘But you didn’c tell me——" Something
suddenly gave way in his tone. *‘You said
some pictures I would want to see. Isn’tit
your memory——"" He broke off without
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e swiled neatly. *‘Yes; I remember.
It was Iast week that I said that. I have
changed my mind now. I don’t believe you
would care about chem, after all. It is an
exhibition of the Barbison painters, pictures
of the Forest of Fontainebleau.”

“Oh !"

“Yes.”

If voice or eyes had faltered over the name
af that place of sacred memory all might yet

been well; but both eyes and toge were

mold and dry as the wintry wind. He
stopped abruptly before & shop window full
of silk bodices and lingerie.

*T don’t believe we do want to go today,”
he s»id, slowly.

“Well, we certainly don’t want to stand in
front of this window. It looks too idiotic.”

They walked a few steps farther, uncer-

! tainly.

“You can speak of it like that !"” he said at
last, wretchedly.

“Of what ?”

“Fontainebleau.”

A CHANGE OF WIND,

By KATHERINE
g METCALF . Roor.

“*You don’t eare to see the plctures, then ?”’

“Tf you ‘cared as you once did, you could
not have spoken like that. I have felt for
some time that there was a difference. You
have not been the same since we came
home——"

**Yes, there is a difference,” she broke in.
““We are different; that is the trouble. As
you have just said, our tastes and intorests
are different.”

“I didn’t say it that way——"

*‘And we are totally unsuited to each other.
One does not see those things at first. It
takes time. Isn’t it fortunate that we have
found it out—in time ?”

“*WEat do you mean?” he asked, quickly.

After a barely perceptible hesitation she
answered: “That we have made a mistake.”

**You are saying this seriously ?”’

“Quite seriously.”

“You really mean that you wish to—to
braak &

“Our engagement—yes.” The
came u little breathlessly.

He stopped walking and looked down at
her, but her eyes were fixed upon the per-
spective of the avenue. After what seemed
a long time he said:

**Will you take a stage or shall I callacab?”’

“Thanks; I will take the stage. And, if
you don’t mind, I would rather go alone.”

“Certainly.” He hailed a passing stage,
handed her iato it, and lifted his hat without
again meeting her eyes.

Twenty minutes later she alighted at
Thirty-fourth Street and walked toward
Broadway. As she was crossing the street
toward Sixth Avenue, a violent burst of
wind tore through the cross-street It caught
her skirt, whipping it about her feet, blew
her hair into her eyes and twisted her hat
sharply upon her head. At the same moment
came the deafening crash and rattle of heavy
wheels and the rush of the elevated train
overhead. She was conscious of a rough
voice calling out above the din and confusion.
Then she felt herself caught from off her feet
by an arm of iron and swung to one side.

The truck passed, grazing her shoulder.
Some one drew her back to the curbstone.
She looked up and met his eyes.

“*Such a terrible day!” she gasped.
you ever see anything like this wind ?”

His lips moved, but he did not speak. The
look on his face was strange. One or two
passersby stared at them as they stood there.

**Where did you come from? I didn’t see
you. I thought——"" Her voice died away.

“It might have killed you,” he said.”

She laughed nervously. ‘That truck—
yes. There was such s noise. Why, if it
hadn’t been for you pe

‘I was just in time,” he said.

Something in his voice made her unable to
snswer. He turned and directed her steps
toward Fifth avenue.

*“Where are we going?’ she ventured,
halfway down the block. The form of.the
question was significant.

He stepped to the edge of the sidewalk,
and called a hansom. ‘‘Home.” Then, as
it came up, he added: *‘You will pardon me
if I insist upon going with you. I really can’t
let you go alone—just now.”

He turned to give the address to the
driver, but with one foot on the step she
paused and laid her hand on his arm.

*“It will be nice in the Park, don’t you
think—in spite of the wind ?” -

REJEOTED
BECAUSE UF BAD COLOR.

’
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Hundreds of packages of butter are reject-
ed each week by expert butter buyers in
Canada, simply because the color is bad. The
shade demanded by home consumers and for
export 18 the June golden tint which can only
be produced by Wells, Richardson & Co’s
Improved Butter Color. Other colors sold
by some dealers are poor imitations, and must
continue to give trouble and cause loss of
money to all who use them. The government
creameries and schools and the most experi.
enced creamerymen and dairymen in Canada
use Wells, Richardson & Co’s Improved
Butter Color at all seasons for the production
of prize butter. No mud, no impurities :
every drop pure and clear. All druggists and
dealers.
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What a Jealous Wife Found.

A Fayette woman suspected that her hus-
band was in the habit of kissing the hired
girl, and resolved to detect him in the act,
Saturday night she saw him pass quietly iuto
the kitchen. The hired girl was out, and
the kitchen was dark. The jealous wife took
a few matches in her hand, and, hastily plac-
ing a shawl over her head, as the hired girl
often did, entered the bsck door, and imme-
diately she was seized and k'ssed and embrac-
ed in un ardent manner. With heart almost
bursting, the wife prepared to administer a
terrible rebuke to the faithless spouse, aand,
tearing herself away from his foud embrace,
she struck a match and stood face to face
with—the hired man.—Salisbury “‘Press.
Spectator.”

The Export of Apples.
(J. B. Thomas, of Covent Garden Market, Lon-
don, writes under date of Oct, 13th.)

After a six-weeks trip to your country, I
find on my return the situation of the sea-
son’s possible trade and general outlook
anticipated by me fully confirmed by de-
velopments in progress during my absence.

This market requires best selected fruit,
and if dealers and senders generally keep
this well in mind and act strictly up to it,
losses will be avoided and profits secured.

Boxes: Choice, ‘“Gilt Edge”—Fruit buy-
ers are clamouring for them more than ever,
but herein also mistakes will arise if care is
not used to keep out all ordinary fruit. The
buyers of this class require a first class
article, suitable for the KEnglish best class
trade, who can rely upon the contents where
the question of price is of little or no import-
ance. For those who, unfortunately, do not
control fancy fruit this year, I would say, do
not be témpted to try this new method, as
failure is with you before you start. Boxes
should measure inside—Ilong 21 ins., deep 9
ins., wide 11 ins. Pack with very thin tissue
paper.

I believe more in small profits and quick
returns, on which busis I favor the trade
more before Christmas than after. Store
what necessity compels you to do and catch
the first cpportunity to realize after. I do
not consider now our English markets are
safe to reckon upon as being open after the
second week of March, leaving the public a
fortnight for consuming that supply ere the
arrivals came to hand from our southern
colonies—Australia and Tasmania.

To keep our market healthy and the deal-
ers in good spirits, prices have ruled some-
what too high, which I hope has not misled
operators on your side. A setback is prob-
able, but not a serious one if arrivals come to
hand in good and sound condition.

Very heavy rains have been reported from
your side. Herein lies another serious risk

for fruit operators when handling the fruit
and packing during wet weather. Negligence
in this respect often ends in very serious
losses.
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Small Things that Count,

It 1s said that Cezesar chose his generals ac-
cording to the length of (heir forefingers in
comparison with that of their second fingers.
No man whose forefinger was over one-eighth
of an inch shorter than his middle finger had
a ghost of a show. Men with very short
forefingers are supposed to be effemivate., I
believe it is so. Napoleon's generals were
selected by their noses. Cromwell believed
that bowlegged men made the best soldiers.
Washington preferred men with high cheek
bones. Receding foreheads were the rule

among his generals. Alexander the Great
judged men by their teeth, those having very
large canines being preferred as commanders.
—New York Press.
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Life In New York.

Nobody living outside New York knows
how difficult it has become in that city for
people of moderate means to bring up their
children in the love of genuine things. It is
still done by many, but with increasing effort
and only by diat of a strong will and an in-
heritance of the truest graces of life—simpli-
city, the domestic affections ana the love of

nature and one’s kind. Tt is to the cultiva-
tion of these graces that we must look for a
rescue from the artificiality and the vulgarity
of the pitiable circle in every American city
known as ‘‘the smart set.” —Century.

CONSUMPTION

CAN

ED[TOR’S NOTE.—The Slocum;
System of Treatment for the cure of
Consumption, Pulmonary Troubles,
Catarrh, General * Debility, and
nearly all the ills of life, is medicine
reduced to an exact science by the |
world’s foremost specialist.

By its timely use thousands of
apparently hopeless cases have been
permanently cured.

The Emulsion of Cod Liver Oil

is needed by some, the Tonic hy!

THE

The honor of thus effectively arresting |
the progress of this fatal malady rests
with the wonderful system of treatment
which has been reduced to an exact
science for the cure of Consumption and
for the cure of Catarrh and other prevalent
conditions which pave the way for Con-
sumption—that successful method evolved
by America’s greatest scientific physician,
Dr. T. A. Slocum, whose great liberality,
through his Free Trial Treatment, sent
broadcast throughout this broad land, has
contributed most to the rout of the most
potent agency in the destruction of human
life in this hemisphere.

His Free System of Treatment has
arrested the hand of death in the cases of
thousands of consumptives and has pre-
vented the disease in countless instances.

The Slocum Treatment consists of four
distinct remedies for the cure of Con=
sumption, Weak Lungs, Bronchitis,
Catarrh, and all pulmonary and wast-
ing diseases, and is based upon principles
essential to the correction of function, the
rebuilding of the tissues, the overthrow of

FREE TRIAL

parasitic animal organisms and the estab-

others, the Expectorant by others,
the Oxojell by others still, and all
four, or any three, or two, or an:
one, may be used singly or in com-
bination, according to the needs of
the case.

Full instructions with each set of
four free remedies illustrated here.
Our readers are urged to take
advantage of Dr. Slocum’s generous
offer.
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lishment of health in all the departments
of the human body.

The four preparations embody all the
necessary elements of a complete treat-
ment for Consumption—its cure and pre-
vention—as well as for most of the chronic
and wasting ills of life. Apparently hope-
less cases are cured by their timely use.

These free remedies comprise the great
curative forces discovered by the emi-
nent physician, Dr. Slocum, they represent
the acme of the pharmacist’'s skill and
with them will be found explicit directions
for their use in any case.

You are invited to test what this system
will do for you, if you are sick, by writing
fora FREE TRIAL TREATMENT and
the Four Free Preparations will be for-
warded you at once with complete direc-
tions for use.

Simply write to the T. A. Slocum Chemi-
cal Company, Limited, 179 King Street
West, Toronto, giving post office and
express address, and the free medicine
(the Slocum Cure) will be promptly sent.

Persons in Canada seeing Slocum's free
offer in American papers will please send
for samples to Toronto.

The Past
and
The Future.

The way to judge the future is by
the past. There is no better way to
determine what a man wiLL do than
what he nas done. Judge us by our
reputation in the

Furniture Business.

Hardly a house in Carleton County bat has

HENDERSON’S

FURNITURE .. ..

Oak Chamber Suites,
Rockers, Tables,
Lovely Oak Tables,
Chairs and Sideboards,
for the Dining Room,
Hall Racks, Carpets, Ete.

THE A. HENDERSON FURNITURE
C0., LIMITED,

WooDsTocK.

QUEEN STREET,

UNDERTAKING

carefully attended to,

Nov. 1, 1902,

YOU SHOULD ATTEND

THE HOULTON BUSINESS COLLEGE.,

Because it is a progressive school and up-to-date in everything.
Because its courses are practical and in line with your business needs.
Because 1t has a standing in the business community and its graduates are

employed.
Because it is a permanent institution.

room school that promises everything.
ers east of Boston, and our equipment is of the best.

Don’t be humbugged by the mush-
We have the largest quart-
Send for a

copy of the News and cireulars.

Parchment

Butter Paper

is a specialty with us.

We can give it to you in large

size 24x36 inches, for tub linings or, in printsa or un-

printed wrappers for one or two ponnd prints.

This

paper is the very hest on the market and we buy it in

suc't quantities that we
fice in the province,

can sell it as cheaply as any of

THE DISPATCH,

Queen Street,

“Yoodstock, N. B.




