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THRE DISPATCH 

“THE UNSPEAKABLE SCOT." 
(From the Dundee ‘News.’) 

Ye may gang East an’ West, ye may gang North 
and South, : 

Ye may gang tae the farthermaist spot, 
An’ ye'll find lika plum stickin’ fast tae the thumb, 
0’ some pawky, ‘unspeakable Scot.’ 

He thrives in Hongkong, an’ he thrives in Japan, 
An’ he thrives amang icebergs an’ snaw ; 

Should you ca’ upon Mars, gosh ! yer greetin’ wad 
be-— 

‘0, hullo, Tammy Tamson, hoo’s a’? 

If ye want tae find brains, perseverance an’ grit, 
i’ guid sense keepin’ guard ower the lot, 

Ye'll find there the hall-mark, withoot e’er a doot, 
0’ ilk sturdy, ‘unspeakable Scot.’ 

There's a Scot at the helm o' the braw ship o’ 
state, 

‘Mang the crew mony clansmen there be ; 
An’ sune noo anither ‘unspeakable Scot !’ 
Will be ruler o’ England's High Sea. 

The Stepy of Shylock IL 
I. 

The clerks in our office decided today that 

the story of Shylock II. must be given to the 

world. It was also agreed that the literary 

part of the work must be done by me, Jack 
Slade, because last year I won a silver watch 

in a competition, by euessing almost exactly 

the number of peas in a bottle. 
Well, to begin with, four years ago Harry 

Heywood was the best-liked fellow in our 
office. Four mogths ugo he was the best. 
hated man In t lace. 

This loss of popularity was entirely due to 
himself. From a bright, cheerful kind of a 
chap, up to no end of larks and always im- 
pecunious between pay-days, he became a 
quiet, miserable-looking beggar and a regular 

miser. Young Baines—awfully clever young- 
ster, by-the by—says that a miser is the most 

unselfish of all men, because he denies him- 

self all his life for tha sake of his heirs. 

But, anyhow, you can understand that 

Heywood gradually ceased to be a favorite 

with us. Some one christened hith Shylock 
I1., and the name stuck to him like a leech. 

We know for a fact that he lived jn lodg- 

ings and had not a relation in the world, so 

that the venerable yarn about supporting a 

of sisters 

It was also 
known that he had been engaged to be mar- 

poor old mother and a bundle 

wouldn't answer in this case. 

ried, but no one had seen him with the girl 

The most 
plausible explanation was that a broken en- 
gagement had soured his heart and turned 

him into a misanthrope. 

for a long time—several years. 

His clothes were worn to the very last 
stage of shabbiness. It was five years since 

he had had a new overcoat, and as for gloves, 

they were extinct altogether. 

And yet, somehow, most of us liked him, 

although we were ashamed to admit it. 

There was something so sad about his face. 

Not that I or anyone else ever heard him 
complain; he'd too much grit for that. 

And as for his miserly habits, we couldn’t 
think they were adopted for his own benefit, 
otherwise what became of the money he sav- 
ed, and why did he spend so little on his 
clothes and food? 

Of course, I'm arguing these matters now 
in his favor, but at that time the opinion of 

the fellows was eatirely hostile. I think we 
were all inclined to imagine the poor chap 
could have justified himself, but he never 
tried to do so, and perhgps that turned us 
against him; and after a while we had drifted 

so far apart that no one in the office spoke to 
him except about business. How he stood it 
I don’t know. I expect he felt bad some- 
times, but he gave no sign, except that he 

seemed to grow thinner and shabbier every 
day. But all this time he must have been 
saving nearly a hundred pounds a year out of 

his princely income of one hundred and fifty. 

II. 
One evening I had to meet a train at 

Blucher Street Station. You know what an 
old rabbit-warren of a place it is, so you will 
understand how I only found the platform at 
the last minute. The porter told me it was 
No. 7, and so I fixed myself there with a 
cigar so as to imptess the girl favorably when 
she looked for me as the train came in. 

I struck a grand attitude and hung on to 

it until the train stopped. The guard skip- 
ped out of his van, and just to make certain 
I asked him if he had come from Clapham. 

*Not exactly,” he answered; ‘this is the 
South Coast express.” 

“Oh!” 1 said, and looked round for the 
porter who had accepted my twopence on 
false pretences. 
The next moment I forgot all about every- 

thing else in the shock of seeing Shylock II. 
He was shaking Lands with a fellow who had 
just come in by the train. They walked down 
the platform together as friendly as could be, 

and when I saw the other man’s face you 
could have knocked me down with a feather. 

He had formerly been employed by our firm 
as lift man, but was discharged for making 
bets with the clerks in the office. He used 
to ‘“‘make a book” on every race in the year 

except the human race, and that, he said, was 
too uncertain to bet about. 
I felt downright sorry at seeing these two 

together. The instinct that had told me Hey- 
wood was saving for some straightforward 
purpose oozed. out of me at once on receiving 
such a squeeze as this. 

It seemed such a pity to think that a fellow 

of his age should be so irretrievably en- 
tangled. A slave to gambling, a mere low- 
class plunger! But it couldn't be so; there 

must be a better explanation. I was trying 
to think out some excuse for him all the way 

out of the station. As for the girl, I forgot 

all about her, and that's the truth. 

Half-way across Waterloo Bridge I collided 
with a chap who was staring miserably down 
at the river. And when he turned round I 
saw to my amazement that it was the very 

man who was troubling my thoughts. 

“Looking at the river?’ I said, trying to 

speak in a friendly tone. 
“Yes,” he answered, drearily; ‘‘it flows 

very smoothly, doesn’t it?” 
“Why, yes, I suppose it does. But, look 

here, Shy — Heywood, what's the use of being 
such a miserable sort as you are? Look at 

me; I've far more troubles than you, and yet 

you don't catch me moping.” 
“If you've more troubles than I have,” he 

cried, passionately, ‘‘then may heaven help 
you!” and he turned away to the river again, 

*‘While there's life there's hope,” I said, 
trying to cheer him up, *‘and however bad 

your luck is, it's better than despair. That 
would be a miserable game. It would simply 

be admitting you were beaten.” 
““And I am almost beaten,” he groaned. 

“Four years have I fought and done the best 
that could be done, and now the end is clos- 

ing in and the odds are all against me, and 
in three days from now—— Oh!” He 

shivered from head to foot as he spoke, and 

clutched me by the arm. ‘Look here, Slade, 
I think you're a kind-hearted fellow. Come 

and spend this evening at my lodgings. Come 
and talk to me or I shall go mad. The sus- 
pense is killing me.” 

It was now or never with him. **You mean 

you are killing yourself,” I said, sternly; *‘as 

for the end coming in three days from now, 

that’s impossible while you hold on to your 
situation.” 

He stared in such a pitiful, astonished way 

that it almost unnerved me. 

“What do you mead?” he said, quietly. 

“I mean that if you will give up this gam. 

bling you've the best part of your life, and a 

happy life, before you. And if you'll promise 

me to give up gambling I'll help you in any 
way you like, except with money, and that I 
don’t possess.” 

This time I'd touched him up, and no mis- 
take. His face was as white as chalk and his 

eyes fairly blazed. And yet the poor beggar 

was 80 weak after his years of semi-starvation 

that he had to hold on to the bridge, he 

trembled so much. But I stood firm and 
waited for his reply. And when it came 1 
believe I felt more shaky than he did him- 

self. 

“I'm sorry to have troubled you,” he said, 

quietly enough. ‘‘You misunderstood me, 
but I ought to get used to that after four 

years. Goodnight.” 

“But how have I misunderstood you?’ I 
cried. “‘You live on a third of your salary, 

you meet and are friendly with a professional 
gambler, you talk of the odds being all 
against you, and of ruin coming in three days. 
The Derby is run three days from now——" 

“Good-night,” he said again. ‘“‘You are 
mistaken, but no matter. I will ask for no 

more sympathy. Good-night.” 

He turned and hurried away, and I spent 
the rest of that evening alternately patting 
myself on the back for my firmness and then 

wondering whether we wegre all wrong in 

our opinion of Shylock II. 

III. 

The next day he did not turn up at busi. 
ness, nor for many days after. When a week 

had gone by I became anxious, and looked 
up his address in our book at the office. 

I went round that evening, and a miser- 
able little place it was, away up four fights of 

stairs, at the top of a dreary old house in one 
of the poorest suburbs of the City. 

I tapped at the door gently, whilst all 
manner of sympathy and pity tore through 

my heart. Gambler or no gambler, he was 
down on. his luck and should be tenderly 
treated. And as I reached out to seize the 
handle the door was suddenly opened from 
the inside, and Jones, the betting man, stood 
before me. 

I felt savage, and told him so before enter- 
ing the room. But he only shrugged his 

shoulders as though indifferent to angthing 1 
might say about himself. And I believe the 
silly ass had been crying. His eyes were all 
red and swollen. 
Heywood was siting up in bed, propped 

with pillows. The doctor was by his side, 
|, and a motherly-looking woman, the landlady, 

stood staring at the fire. And her eyes were 
red and swollen too. 

But if I dwell on things like this you'll 
never know the end of this story, so I'd 
better go straight on and get it done. 
Poor old Shylock smiled faintly when he 

saw me. ‘It’s good of you to come,” he said, 
after our last meeting.” 
‘How about the suspense—the three days?" 

I asked. 
“It’s over now,” he said, and his thin, 

white hand patted the counterpane gently. 
“Did you know I was ingaged to he 

married,” he said, presently, ‘about four 

“Yes, 1 had heard so,” I muttered, huskily. 

and his head dropped miserably on his chest. | 

“We were to have been married that 
summer,” he continued, gazing through the 
window as though he spoke to himself; *‘but 

Bertha was seized with illness—some spinal 
disease. The doctor said her only chance was 

to go into a certain home for a few years, bug 

that it would cost a lot of money, as she was 

not eligible for free treatment.” 
He stopped speaking for a moment, for his 

breathing was difficult. And my eyes were 

red and swollen now, as I knelt by the bed- 

side. 
‘““We managed it,” he said, quietly, in a 

minute or two, ‘'and she seemed to be getting 

better. I got Jones a place as attendant at 
the home, and he used to bring me news of 

my poor girl. Then the doctor said that if 
she would undergo an operation she might be 

cured almost at once. It was a very dangerous 

operation, and painful; but she agreed and it 

was fixed for three days later. 

She died this morning,” he added, with 

just a quiver in his voice, and his thin hand 
trembled. 

I don’t know exactly what happened next 

or how I got out of the rom, but I wasn’t 

the only idiot next morning at the office. 
Poor old Shylock never really recovered his 
health, but we did our best to make up for 

our past unkindness, and I think the dear 

old chap understood. —Tit- Bits. 

Beauty’s Seven Nurses. 

Don’t forget that the nurses of a woman's 

beauty are seven—fresh air, sunshine, warm- 

th, rest, sleep, food and whatever stirs the 

blood, be it exercise or enthusiasm. 

Don’t neglect sleep. You can sleep your- 
self into good looks. A long nap and a hot 

bath will make any woman more attractive, 

and lift years from her shoulders. 

Don’t eat when tired, don’t work when 

tired. It is a mistake to work when not in 
fit condition—bad for the work and worse 

for you. 

Don’t miss your ‘beauty sleep.” It is a 
mistake to go to bed late at night, rise at 

daybreak, and imagine that every hour taken 

from sleep is an hour gained. 

Don’t give unnecessary time to a certain 

established routine of housework, when it 

could be much more profitably spent in rest 
and recreation, 

Don’t sit down to table as soon as you 

come in from work, or a round of social 

duties. Iie down, or sit down for ten min- 

utes, waiting until you can partake of your 

dinner with the physical machinery rested 

and refreshed. 

Don’t bathe in hard water. Soften it with 
a little powdered borax, or a handful of oat- 
meal. 

Don’t bathe the face while it is very warm 

or very cold. 

Don’t wash the face when traveling, unless 
it is with a little alcohol and water or a little 

cold cream. 
Don’t attempt to remove dust with cold 

water. Give the face a hot bath with soap, 
and then rinse thoroughly with clear tepid 

or cold water. 
Don’t rub the face with too coarse a towel. 

Treat it as you would the finest porcelain, 

tenderly and delicately. 
Don’t be afraid of sunshine and fresh air. 

They offer you bloom and color. 
Don’t forget that hearty laughter is a 

source of relaxation. So are all high thoughts, 
a3 those of hope, beauty, trust and love. 

Don’t forget that beauty 18 power. There 
is nothing more potent. It is toa woman 
what capital is to a merchant. Its absence is 
a misfortune; its culture wise and proper. 

Was So Nervous She 

Could Not Sleep At Night. 

Had Palpitation of the Heart and Loss of 
Appetite— 

Are You One of Those Troubled in this Way? 

If you are, MILBURN’S HEART AND NERVE 
PILLS will Cure You—They Cure Nervous- 
ness, Sleeplessness, Anaemia, Faint and 
Dizzy Spells, General Debility, and all Heart 
or Nerve Troubles. 

Read what Mrs. C. H. Reed, Coboconk, 

says about them:—Over six years ago I 
was troubled with palpitation of the 
heart and loss of appetite. I was so 
nervous I could not sleep at night. I 
took MILBURN’S HEART AND NERVE 
PILLS. They cured me, and I have not 
been bothered since. 

Price 50c. per box, or 3 for $1.25; all 
dealers or The T. Milburn Co., Limited, 

Toronto, Ont. 

HOTELS 

VICTORIA HOTEL, 
ST. JOHN N. B. 

D. W. McCORMICK, - Proprietor 

JUNCTION HOUSE, 
Newburg Junction 

Meals on arrival of all trains First-class are. 

R. B. OWENS, P7 privto 
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‘Favorite’ 

Churn. 

100 

Just Arrived 

from factory. 

This Churn has both foot and lever drive, improved bolted trunions, 

It is built of very best selected English oak. 

It is the best Churn made and 

has a larger sale than all other churns combined. 

steel roller bearings. 

Works so easy a child can operate it. 

Sold only by us and our regular agents, 

Balmain Bros. 
March 4, 1903. 

Page Acme Poultry Netting 
A bird cannot fly through as small a hole as it can 
crawl through, so Page Poultry Netting is made with 
small meshes at bottom and large at top. No. 12 gauge 
wire top and bottom—no sag. Get Page fences and 
gates—they're best. 

The Page Wire Fence Co., Limited, Walkerville, Ont. 

Montreal, P.Q., and St, John, N.B. RS 

WASHING MACHINES. 
Time works wonderful 

changes in all fields—meth- 
ods that were considered 
the best a decade aco are 

obsolete today. Ideas that 
prevailed a quarter of a cen 

tury ago are iong 

exploded. That which ap- 
peared impossible of accom- 

plishment in 1898 is render- 
ed easy in 1903. Progress 
is the watchword all along 
the line, and he who does 
not recognize this fact is 
soon out ot the running. 

In no department of the home, we feel safe in saying, has 
there been a greater transformation brought about in recent years 
by the introduction of up to date appliances than in the case with 
respect to the day generally termed WASH DAY. 

This day of all days in the week is the one hitherto mostly 
dreaded ; but in the home where proper appliances are used it is 
not less bright and free from onerous rountine than any other of 
the working days. 

The fact is, that in the ideal home wash day is not considered 
at all in the light of a day of exceptionally heavy and unpleasant 
work, because it is not by any means a day to be abhored if a 
really good WASHING MACHINE is brought into requisition. 

The RE-ACTING WASHER fills the hill. It is made of 
thoroughly seasoned lumber, guaranteed against defects in work- 
manship or material. The price is so cheap that it is within the 
reach of every housekeeper. 

Call at our store both at Woodstock and Centreville and see 
this great labor saving machine. 

WW. ¥'. Dibblee & Son. 

We Are Making 

The Best Line of Carriages 
On the market this year. New designs in 

Single and Double Vehicles, either Iron or 
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Rubber Tires, Ball Bearing Axles, and all 

other devices to produce and Easy Run- 

ning, Easy Riding Carriage. 

Look at our lines before you buy. 

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


