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- THRE DISPATCH 

THE USUAL WAY. 
There was once a little man, and his rod and line 

he took ) A 
For he said, “rn go a-fishing in the neighbouring 

And it chanced a little maiden was walking out 

that day, 
And they met—in the usual way. 

Then he sat down beside her, and an hour or two 
ent b J 

But till u “PN grassy brink his rod and line 

did lie ie ; ; 
“IT thought,” she shyly whispered, ‘you'd be fish- 

ing all the day!” 
And he was—in the usual way. 

So he gravely took his rod in hand and threw the 

ine about, 
But the fish perceived distinctly he was not look- 

ing out : 
And he said, “Sweetheart, I love yon,” but she 

said she could not stay, 
But she did—in the usual way. 

Then the stars came out above them, and she gave 
a little sigh . . 

As they watched the silver ripples like the mo- 
ments running by}; ; 

“We must say 14 she whispered by the 
agers oud and gray. 

And th? did—in the usual way. 

And day by day beside the stream, they wandered 
to and fro, 

And day by day the fishes swam securely down 
below ! ¢ 

Till this little story ended, as such little stories 
may 

Very much—in the usual way. 

And now that they are married, do they always 
bill and coo? : 

Do or i fret and quarrel, like other couples 
? 

Does he cherish her and lover? does she honor and 
bey? obey 

Well, they do—in they usual way. 
—3elected. 

STORY OF A DOG. 
A Swiss Canine Guide, 

Friend. 

Philosopher, and 

By L. Halevy Translated by Julia DeKay. 

Having lost my train through the stupid 

conceit of the stage driver, who declared 

that in all his fifteen years’ experience he 
had never belated a passenger, I found my- 
self stranded in a small Swiss village with 

three hours to get rid of before I could con- 

tinue my journey. Tt was a dismal, unprom- 

ising looking place and I inquired of some of 

the people standing about the station ifthere 
were any points of interest in the neighbor: 

hood which could be visited in the space of 

three hours. With one accord they answer- 

ed. ‘‘The Caldron; go to see the Caldron, 

it is well worth a visit.” 

*“Where and what is the Caldron?”’ 

‘It is half-way up the mountain, but the 
road is somewhat complicated. 

have a guide. 
You must 

Go to yonder little white 
- house with the green blinds, and you will 
find the best guide in the country, and the 

best fellow, too—Father Simon.” 

I knocked at the door of the little white 

house. It was opened by an old woman. 

“Does Father Simon live here?” 

‘“‘He does, but—is it to go to the Cald- 

ron?” 

"Ia" 

“Well, he is unable to go out today. His 

legs have given out and he cannot leave his 

bed. However that makes no difference. 1 
have some one who will do just as well as he 
—Nero.” 

‘*All right; send Nero to me.” 

“But I must tell yon that Nero is not a 

person.” 

**Not a person!” 

**No, he is our dog.” 

“*“What do you mean?” 

**He will guide you just as well as my hus- 
band would. He 1s accustomed to do it. 
For years he has accompanied his master; 

knows all the points of view, and can guide 

perfectly alone by himself. He often guides 

parties of travellers, and they always compli- 
ment us on his cleverness. You need not 

fear. He has quite as much intelligence as 

you or I. All he needs if the gift of speech. 
That is not necessary iu this case, as it would 

be were he showing a monument where he 
would have to know dates and relate anec- 
dotes about it. Take Nero. It costs less, 

too. Only thirty cents for Nero, and he 
will A much for you as my husband would 
for tree dollars.’ 

*‘Well, where is Nero?” 

‘Sleeping outside in the sun. He has al- 

ready taken a party to the Caldron this morn- 
ing—Nero! Nero!” 

He came leaping through the open window 
an ugly little black poodle, with long, curly 

wooly hair. He certainly was not handsome, 
bat he had a grave, decided, important man- 

ner that was most impressive. He looked 

at aris a searching, comprehensive glance 

theMsaid: 

‘You are a stranger, and you want to see 

the Caldron?” 

“Not wishing to lose another train, I ex- 

plained that I had only three hours in which 
to make the excursion. “Yes, I know,” 

said Mme. Simon, ‘‘you want to go by the 

four o'clock train. Nero will bring you back 
in time. Now, Nero, be off! be off! do you 

hear? But Nero did not move; he stood 
looking anxiously at his mistress. ) 
“Ah, stupid that IT am,” she cried. *‘I 

had forgotten the sugar.” 

She handed me four lumps that I put into 
my pocket. ‘That was why he would not 
start; it was the sugar. Now off with you 
old fellow. To the Caldron! to the Galdron! 
to the Caldron.” 

She repeated this three times slowly and 
distinctly, and as she did so 1 watched the 

effect on Nero. He answered the words of 
kis mistress by wagging his tail; each time 
more emphatically than the last, as one 

would say, **Of course I understand. Do you 

take me for an imbecile’. The gentleman 
has the sugar and wants to see the Caldron.” 
‘He looked at me gravely and then trotted on 

before, I following meekly. 
As we crossed the village the children 

called out: *“Hello, Nero; come here, Nero,” 

and tried to frolic with him, but he turned 

from them disdainfully; he had no time for 
play now, he was on duty and wished honest- 

ly to earn his thirty cents. 
**Let him alone; don’t you see he is guid- 

ing a gentleman to the Caldron,” and they 

screamed with laughter. I laughed too, but 

somewhat grimly. I felt embarrassed and a 

little humiliated. I, a man, was being led by 
a dog. He was for the moment my superior. 

He knew where we were going. I did not. I 
hurried from the village, anxious to find my- 

self alone with Nero and those beauties of 
nature that he was to show me. He walked 

along the hot and dusty highroad at a pace 

I found some difficulty in keeping up with. 
I tried to curb his ardor by calling to Lim, 

“Good Nero, not so fast, old fellow,” ete., 
but he took no notice, calmly pursuing his 
way, even flying into a rage when I ventured 
to sit down a moment to rest under a forlorn 

looking tree. He barked angrily and looked 
at me reproachtully—evidently I was do- 
ing something out of the usual routine. 

Finally his barking became so irritating 
that I arose and resumed my walk. Nero 
at once calmed down and sprang gayly on 
before. 

I had obeyed him and he was happy. 

A few minutes later we entered a de- 

lightful woodpath full of flowers, shady and 
sweet smelling, with a murmuring brook 
and bowerlike trees. Nero flew on ahead, 

and disappeared up a little by-path. 1 fol- 
lowed breathlessly. When I came up with 

him IT found him awaiting me with sparkling 
eyes and wagging tail, in a grassy dell made 

cheerful by the the singing of a merry brook. 

There was a rustic seat at which he looked, 

and then at me, as if to say: ‘‘Yes, yes; 

this is the place to rest; how lovely it is; 

how cool You were fool enough to wish to 

rest on the dusty highway. 1 will allow 

you to sit down now as long as you want to.” 
I sat down and lit a eigar. I really felt as 

if I ought to offer one to Nero. He was quite 
capable of smoking. Howeve, I thought he 
would prefer a lump of sugar. He caught it 

cleverly as'T tossed it to him, ate it eagerly, 

curled himself up at my feet, and was soon 

asleep. As for me, I determined to trust 

implicity to Nero, and gave myself up to a 

comfortable siesta. After a ten-minutes’ 

doze Nero got up, looked about him, stretch- 

ed himself, and said, in dog language, “Come 

now, my friend, we must be moving on.” We 

plodded on together like old friends, taking 

it easy under the trees, both enjoying the 

cool quiet of the place. Out on the highway 

Nero had walked quickly, firmly, steadily. 
he wished to get out of the dust and heat; 

Now he strolled along, as if merely for the 

pleasure of walking in one of the loveliest 
spots in the Vaud Canton. The road became 
very steep and rocky, and I had to pick my 

way with the greatest care. Nero sprang 

from rock to rock, but always with a 

watchful eye oa me. Presently I began to 

hear in the distance a sound as of fiercely 

boiling water. Nero barked loud and joy- 
ously. 

“Courage, courage,” he said. ‘‘We are 

almost there—now you will see the Caldron.” 
The Caldron turned out to be a small, in- 

significant stream of water, falling from an 

insignificant height into a hollow rock—the 

boiling sound produced by the echoes. It 
was a pretty sight, but would not have re- 

paid me for such a hard climb had I not 
had Nero as a guide—he being much more 

interesting than the celebrated Caldron. 

On either side of the stream were tiny cot- 

tages in which two pretty peasant girls 
in their national costume sold milk to the 
weary traveller. One was blonde, the other 

brunette. I thought the blonde had the pret- 

tier eyes, and was approaching her little 
cottage—looking like a toy cut out with a 
jig saw—in the door of which she was stand- 
ing, when Nero planted himself in the path 
before me and began barking furiously. 

What was the matter? Had he a preference 
for the bruuette? I turned in the other di- 
rection and he quieted down at once. 1 sat 

down at a table under the trees and or- 

dered a pitcher of milk. The brunette en- 
tered the house, closely followed by Nero. 
I peeped through the window and watched 
him, the sinner—he was not above being 
bribed. I found that he was served before 
me to a large bowl of cream. He came out 

presently, the cream dripping trom his black 
moustaches, and watched me earnestly while 

I drank my milk. I then gave him a lump 
of sugar and perfectly satisfied with each 

other we sat for half an hour enjoying the 
invigorating breezes that blew.on that 
hilltop twelve hundred feet above the sea 

level. 
Presently Nero began to show signs of 

restlessness. I got up, paid for the milk, 

and starting on the same path up which we 

Was Very Weak and Nervous, 
Heart Palpitated— 

Would Get Dizzy Spells— 

Many Canadian Women Troubled in thisWay— 

Are You One of Them ?— 

If so, You Can Be Cured! 

MILBURN'S 
HEART AND NERVE 

PILLS 
WILL DO IT, 

Mrs. Denis Hogan, Hazeldean, Ont, 
writes: —During the year 1901 I was 
troubled very much with palpitation of 
the heart, followed by a fluttering sen- 
sation and great pain. 1 would get 
dizzy, and was very weak and nervous, Bo- 
ing advised to try MILBURN'S HEART 
AND NERVE PILLS, I procured three 
boxes, and since taking them I have not 
had a bad spell, and feel better than I 
have for years, 

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

had come was surprised to see Nero lead 

off to the left, to the entrance of another 

path. I had made so much progress in 
dog language that I understooi his eyes to 
say : 
“What do you take me for? Do you think 

1 would take you over the same route twice? 
No, indeed, I know my businees. We will 
go down by a new road.” 
The new road was even more beautiful 

than the old one. Nero, delighted with him, 
self, kept turning towards me with looks of 

triumph. As we crossed the road on our 
way to the railway station the dogs of his 
acquaintance again ried to attract his 
attention, but he repulsed their advances as 
before. “Do you not see that I am on duty. 
I am taking this gentleman to the railroad 
station.” It was only when I was safely 

deposited in the waiting room that he would 
consent to leave me, having gaily devoured 

the two last lumps of sugar, and this is the 
way I interpreted his glances of farewell: 
“We are twenty minutes too early. You 
don’t catch me losing people’s trains for 
them. Good bye, good luck, good bye.” 

FIRST A COLD, 
THEN BRONCHITIS 

Indicated by Tightness of the Chest 

and Soreness and Pain When 

Coughing--The Cure. 

DR. CHASE'S s'g¢F 

LINSEED AND 

TURPENTINE. 

Bronchitis or ‘‘cold in the chest,” begins 
with cold in the head, which extends down 
the throat and lyarnz to the bronchial tubes 
where acute inflammation is set up. 
Only a few hours may elapse beiore the 

disease 1f fully established and the patient 
suffers from tightness across the chest, sore- 
ness and pain when coughing, and slight 
fever. The cough is dry and hard. and 
every effort should be made to loosen it and 
enable the sufferer to cough up the frothy 
acid matter which forms in the air passages, 
and if left there would cause death from 
suffocation. 

D1. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and Tur- 
pentine is peculiarly suited for the treatment 
of bronchitis and the most severe chest colds, 
because, while loosening the cough and aid- 
ing expectoration, it also has a far reaching 
effect on the whole system, enabling it to en- 

tirely throw off disease. 
The combination of turpentine and linseed 

with several other ingredients of equally 
well known value 1n the cure of cold, has 

made Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and 
Turpentine the most effective treatment for 
throat and .lJung diseases that was ever 
devised. 
The enormous sale which this remedy has 

attained is probably the best proof of its real 
merit, and has given rise to hosts of imita- 
tations. 1t is necessary, therefore, for you 
to look for the portrait and signature of Dr. 
A. W. Chase on tne bottle you buy. Caution 
the children, if they are seat for it, lest the 

dealer may substitute some cheap imitation. 
Twenty five cents a bottle, family size, three 
times as much, 60 cents, at all dealers, or 
Edmanson, Bates & Co., Toronto. 

William L. Eikins has at Ogontz, a 

Philadelphia suburb, an estate that he calls 

“Felly Farm.” “ere he raises thorough- 
bred horses, sheep and hogs, and here, to 
look after his flocks, he has a number of 

collies, one of them called Jack, a beautiful 

and intelligent dog, worth $1,000. Jack is 

in the charge of an imported Knglish 

shepherd named Giles, and Giles has trained 
him to do a number of tricks. One of these, 

says the New York “Tribune,” is to solve 

arithmetical problems. “Three times three,” 

Giles will say, and Jack will bark nine 
times. ‘Five plus eight,” he will 20 on, 

and the dog will give thirteen barks. *‘Nine 
minus two,” and seven barks will be the 
prompt reply. Jack will also, to a certain 
extent, read. Two big cards are kept be- 
side his hut, one inscribed with the word 
*‘food” and the other with ‘‘drink.” When 
he is hungry he will take the ‘‘food” card 
down and carry it to the shepherd. When 
he is toirsty be will take down the ‘‘drink” 
card. 
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The 

‘Favorite’ 

Churn. 

100 

Just Arrived 

from factory. 

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

steel roller bearings. 
Works so easy a child can operate it. 

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. 

Sold only by us and our regular agents, 

Balmain Br 
March 4, 1903, 
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==! Page Woven Wire Fence 
with its continuous coil (not erimped)is the 

2 best ir pgp rama made. ® Page No. 
,000 pounds’strain—common 

No. 7 wire only 1,700 pounds. Common wire 
will not coil—it straightens out again—it 
hasn't a spring temper — Page wire has. 

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

Montreal, P.Q., and St. John, N.B., 1] 

7 wirestandas a3 

- SIX HOLES. 

For Hard or Soft Coal 
or for Wood 26 in. Long. 

The body is made of Heavy Cold 
Rolled Sheet Steel lined with 

heavy asbestos board, which is 
held in place by an inner lining 

of Steel, all hand rivited and 

finished in enamel. 

The oven is made of heavy 

bottom 1s well steel. and oven 

braced with angle irons, positiv- 

ely buckle-proof. Oven door is 

balanced and is nickel plated, and when open 

forms a shelf. 

Top is made in four sections fitted with 

interchangeable key plates. 

Ashpan is very large and will easily hold 

two days’ ashes. It is removable through 

door under fire door at side, and 1s so made 

that when pan is removed no ashes can fall 

on the floor. 

Low Down Reservoir is heavy retinned 

copper. Entire Reservoir Casting is Orna- 

mental Cast Iron and guaranteed rust proof. 
Back Flue is also cast iron. 

We Are Making 

The Best Line of Carriages 

On the market this year. New designs in 

Single and Double Vehicles, either Iron or 

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 GO. 
Main Street, South Side of Bridge. 


