
THE DISPATCH 

HOW THE STRIKE WAS SETTLED. 

“‘She’s stuck on herself,” said the girl 

with the black hair. *‘She thinks she’s tuo 

high-toned for the rest of the push. Don't 

you think so, Ag?” 

“0, I don’t know,” answered Agnes, a tall 

young person, with a large quantity of blonde 

hair done up like an aureole about her head. 

‘Maybe she’s just daffy. You'd have thought 

so if you'd heard her talking to the chef this 

noon,” 

Four of the waitresses in Season’s Hurry- 

Up lunch counter were discussing the latest 

addition to their number. The girls in their 

umiforms of black waists and skirts, with 

white aprons and cuffs, were leaning up 

against the wall between the tables. Each of 

them had a couple of artificial flowers in her 

hair, while a more or less soiled napkin hung 

from her apron strings. 

Lhe gets a short order from a guy about 

11°. Jlock this morning,” Agnes went on, 
“and I heard her turn it in to the chef. ‘A 

rare beefsteak,’ she says, ‘a slice of peach 

pie, and a cup Jf coffee without cream,’ she 

says.” 
The girls giggled. 

“The chef, he looks at her and grins,” 

Agnes continued. ‘‘Then he says, **What'd 

you say you wanted, little girl,” he says. 

“Cut a peach, one in the dark and 

slaughter in the pan is what she’s after,” I 

says, snd the chef says ‘O, now I under- 

stand.’ 
“But she turns on me and looks me square 

in the face and says, ‘Thank you. I can 

tepdrto my own orders,’ she says. 

Ever since the new waitress had come 

“on” at the lunch counter there had been all 

sorts of trouble. John Season, the proprietor, 

had seen it coming with a troubled mind. He 

was a busy little man, with a red mustache 

and red hair that persisted in growing in the 
pompadour style in spite of all his efforts to 

keep it *‘slicked down.” His lunch counter 

was doing a prosperous business. Between 

the hours of 11 in the morning and 2 in the 
afternoon the place was always crowded and 

the cries of *‘take it away” and ‘‘draw one” 

sounded a continuous chorus in his happy 

ears. Most of the waitresses had been with 

him from the beginning. He knew that 

everyone of them was a good girl and that it 

would be hard for him to get together an- 

other “crew” who would do his work as 

honestly and as carefully as did they. 

He had employed the new girl because he 

liked her looks and because though she ad- 

mitted she had no experience, she appeared 

quick and bright enough to pick up the 

“ropes” in a few weeks’ time. He had not 

been disappointed in her. From the begin- 

ning she had taken hold with a will. Every- 

body, customers and fellow-employes alike, 

she had treated with a certain cool and un- 

compromising dignity which had its effect 

even upon him. As a matter of fact, though 

he would not have admitted it himself, John 

Season was a little bit afraid of the ‘‘new 

girl.” 
Meanwhile the relations between the new 

girl and the rest of the waitresses grew ccn- 

tinually more and more strained. It was not 

that she was rude or that the other girls were 

“*Jooking for trouble.” They simply couldn’t 

get along tegether. 

was Ethel Simpson, and even after she had 

been at work for a month there wasn’t one of 

the other girls who would venture to call her 

by her first name. Without meaning to be 

so she was distinctly *‘offish.” The other 

girls talked it over many times, and they 

could find no excuse for her. Finally the 

crisis came. A meeting was held and a com- 

mittee was appointed to lay the case before 

John Season. Agnes was at the head of the 

committee and was to act as spokeswoman. 

Perhaps she had a little personal feeling 

about it, because she had noticed that the 

chef, who had formerly been rather ‘‘sweet” 

on her, had developed a strange fondness for 

the new girl, though she had certainly never 

given him the slightest reason to smile upon 

her. 

As for John Season, he had found himself 

a dozen times recently watching the new girl 

as lve moved quietly about the tables, when, 

as he afterwards reflected, he should have 

been busy showing people to the vacant seats. 

In more ways than one the new girl was inter- 

fering with business. At the same time there 

was no possible reason for finding fault with 

her. She was always promptly on hand when 

her *‘watch” went on duty, she was always 

spotlessly neat, and not once had she made a 

mistake in punching the checks which the 

4s paid to the cashier. cust 

Well, after the *‘rush hours” were over one 

day, the committee appointed by the wait- 

resses with Agnes at its head walked into his 

little oftice behind the cigar counter, John 

Seavon knew what was coming and feared to 

face it, 
“It's like this, Mr. Season,” Agnes began, 

“We girls are not knockers and we haven't 
got anything particular against this Simpson 
girl. But we just can’t stand for her. She 
treats us all like we wasn’t in the same class 

with her. She's oftish with us and she made 

Mayme cry the other day all because Mayme 

up and called her ‘Ethel.’ Next thing she'll 

want us all to call her Miss Simpson, I sup- 

The new girl's name* 

pose. Now we don’t want to do anything 
foolish, Mister Season. We like you and we 
like our jobs. But if the Simpson girl stays 
we quits —all of us—and we're willing to wait 
till a week from Saturday for her to get an- 

other joy. That's all.” p 
John Season promised the committee he 

would see what could be done, and would let 

them know in a few days. Then he sat down 
to think it over. Plainly there was no good 
reason for discharging the new girl. Even 
when he had good reason for taking such a 
step the little man always dreaded the neces- 

sity. Now he was powerless to act. Then 
as he thought it over it seemed to him that 

the lunch counter would not seem the same 
without Ethel Simpson there. But he could 
not afford to lose all the rest of the girls, He 

knew that perfectly well, and he rather sym- 
pathized with the feeling which made them 
uncomfortable in the presence of the ‘‘new 
girl.” Certainly he was ‘*up against” a hard 

proposition. After the lunch counter closed 
for the night he sat for an hour thinking. 
He was 36 years old; unmarried, with no- 

body dependant upon him for support. His 
restaurant business was worth $3000 or 

$4000, and he had as much more in the bank, 
There was no reason why 
John Season got up from his chair, 

straightened himself to the top of his five 
feet four, and drew a long breath. His face 

wore a smile. Then another thought came 

and the smile gave way to a frown of perplex- 

ity. 
Before he left the office he made a few 

notes trom the little book in which he kept 

the addresses of all his employes. Then he 
got on a car and started west. If people had 
been watching him they would have discover- 
ed that he rode beyond his own modest 

boardinghouse and walked up the steps of a 
house in the suburbs with the air of a man 

who was greatly daring. 

Next day Ethel Simpson did not ‘‘show 

vp” for work at the regular time, and the 
girls commented on her absence. The even- 

ing Mr. Season called Agnes into his private 

office. 

“Agnes,” he said, ‘‘you may tell the girls 
that I have discharged Miss Simpson. That 

is, she won't work here any more. I don’t 
suppose you'll mind my getting her another 

job.” 
**(), no sir,” said Agnes, ‘‘we'll be glad of 

it, I'm sure.” Then with the assurance of 

old acquaintance, mixed with lively curiosity, 

she asked: *‘‘What's her new job, Mister 

Seasoa 7” 
“She has accepted a position as my wife,” 

he said. 

To Cure a Cold in a Day. 

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. All 
druggists refund the money if it fails to cure. EF. 
W. Grove’s signature is on each box. 2c. 

A Matter of Course. 

The simplicity of the moral law is some- 

times more apparent to the very young than 
to those who have learned by experience the 

difficulty of walking in the narrow path. The 
New York “Times tells this story of a 

Sunday school which Bishop Potter often 
visits, and of which he is very fond: 
At one time a little girls’ sewing class was 

organized, and a medal offered the child who 

showed the best record for punctuality. At 
the closing exercises little Alice was called 

forward, as having been neither absent nor 

jate, and presented with the medal, but she 

refused it. 

“I did not have a perfect record,” she 

said. *‘One day I was late.” And she ex- 

plained the circumstance. 
Afterward Bishop Potter found an oppor- 

tunity to question her. 

“Why didn’t you take the medal, Alice?” 

he asked. 
“Tt would have been telling a lie,” was 

the answer. 
“Would your teacher have known it ?” 
“No, sir. She didn’t see me come in that 

day.” 

*Would your mother have known it ?” 
“No, sir. I didn’t tell her about it.” 

“Well, who weuld have known that you 

were telling a lie 

Alice's face grew pink. I should,” said 

she. : 

The bishop was so delighted with the 

chila’s delicate sense of honor that he had a 

beautiful medal made, and sent it to her. In 

reply he received this letler: 

“Dear Bishop—Many thanks for the pretty 
medal. It is so much nicer than the one I 

didn’t get. I do not understand why you 
sent me a medal for telling the truth, when 

you have always told us in Sunday school 

that we should never tell lies. I thought you 
expected us to be truthful. 

“Your little friend, Alize.” 
ills 

To The Letter. 

All Oriental servants put a strict construc- 

tion upon orders. Perhaps the Hindus may 

bear off the palm for excellence in this matter. 

At any rate, the experience of an American 

woman with her native servant in India last 

year shows a praiseworthy readiness to follow 

instructions to the letter. 

The mistress had instructed her servant al- 

way to put a napkin in the bottom of the 

fruit dish or of the cakebasket whenever any 

of these dishes were to be brought to the 

“ 

table. From that time the napkin was never 

forgotten. 

One day a tureen of tomato soup was placed 
before the woman at the head of the table. 
She began to ladle out the soup when some- 
thing like the corner of a rag was brought to 
the surface. Investigation revealed more of 
the disquieting material with the hint of a 
tringed border. 
The servant was called. “What is this?” 

he was asked. *‘That, mem-sahib,” he ex- 
plained, ‘‘is the napkin, which you told me 
always to put in the bottom of dishes of this 
kind before bringing them to the table.” 

TS, 
Too Short for his Purpose. 

A report turned in a few days ago by the 
engineer of a local switch engine that figured 
in an accident rivals the famous ‘*‘off again, 

on again, Flannagin,” report. 

The engineer lost control of a train of 

freight cars on a short spur track, and two of 

the cars went over the end and into a ditch. 

When the wrecking crew had taken charge of 

the derailed cars the engineer sat down to 

fill out the accident report blank. He got 
along all right until he came to the ‘‘Cause 
of Accident” query. Long and hard think- 
ing failed to show him how he could answer 
this without involving himself. Fnally he 
put down: 

“Track too short.” —[Memphis Scimetar. 
St pt SE 

Here is a favorite ancedote which Abraham 
Lincoln was in the habit of relating: James 
Quarles, a distinguished lawyer of Tenessee, 

was one day trying a case, and after pro- 
ducing his evidence rested, whereupon the 
defence produced a witness who swore 
Quarles completely out of court, and a ver- 
dict was rendered accordingly. After the 
trial one of his friends came to him and said: 
“Why didn’t you get that feller to swar on 

your side?’ ‘I didn’t kuow anything about 
him,” replied Quarrels. *‘I might have told 

you about him,” said the friend, “for he 

would swar for you jest as hard as he'd swar 

for the other side. That's his business. 
Judge, that feller takes in swarrin’ for a liv. 

ing.” 

Pi | | (+ and every form of itching, 
bleeding and prorruding piles, 

the manufacturers have guaranteed it. See tes. 
timonials in the daily press and ask your neigh: 

bors what they think of it, « You can use it and 

get = money back if not cured. 60c a box, at 
all dealers or EDMANSON, BATES & Co., Toronto, 

Dr.’Chase’s Ointment 
ES——— 

PE — 

To prove to you that Dr 
Chase's Ointment is a certain 
and absolute cure foreach 

Professor William Clark, D. C. L., in his 

very entertaining papers on ‘‘People and 

Places 1 Have Known” in the ‘West. 

minster,” recalls many amusing stories of 

Of Charles Kingsley, Professor 

In spite of a shght stammer, 
celebrities. 

Clark writes: 

which he nearly overcame, he was popular mn 

the pulpit and on the platform. He once 

lectured in Toronto, but with no great suc- 

cess. In seeking to stimulate the Toronto 

youth, he recommended every young man to 

make 1t his ambition to ‘have % bust in 

Westminster Abbey.” The young gentlemen 

had their own notion of a **bust,” and broke 

into fits of laughter, which were redoubled 

when Mr. Kingsley repeated with still greater 

emphasis—*'I say a bast in Westminster 
Abbey.” 

————————— 

At the Agency. 

“Are you a good cook and laundress?’ 

“Do Oi look loike twins ?”"—Ex. 

Wilson’s 

Fly Pads 
Will kill millions and do it quickly. 

10 Cents 

FARM FOR SALE. 
100 acres of and fronting on river St. John in 

the Parish of Peel, 20 miles from Woodstock, 
about 45 acres cleared, small orchard, located 23 
miles from Peel Station and 45 miles from Flor- 
enceville, Stickney Prook Siding within half a 
mile. Buildings now insured for $600. Terms, 
part of purchase money at time of sale, remainder 
on mortgage at six per cent. Apply to 

MRS. R. W. TOMPKINS, P. M. 
River Bank, Post Office, Car. Co. 

VOICE AND PIANO 
INSTRUCTION. 

PIANOFORTE—Dr. William Mason's celebrated 
Touch and Technic (‘“The best, if not the on- 
ly, School of Technic known to pianoforte 
pedagogies ”) 

VOICE— True and natural method, that of Wil- 
liam Shakespeare, Manuel Garcia, Charles 
Lunn, San Giovanni, A. A. Patton. Voices 
ave built up and made smooth, soft, distinct 
and strong without being forced, strained or 
broken as by common but erroneous methods, 

Limited number of Pupils. Course begins in 

at once. 
MRS. M. B. SHARP ADNEY, 

Pupil of Dr. William Mason, in Piano; 
and A. A. Pattou, in Voice. 
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This Churn has both foot and lev 

steel roller bearings. 

Works so easy a child can operate it. 

has a larger sale than all other churn 

The 

‘Favorite’ 

Churn. 

1 O00 

Just Arrived 

from factory. 

er drive, improved bolted trunions, 

It is built of very best selected English oak. 

and It is the best Churn made 

s combined. 

Sold only by us and our regular agents. 

Balmain Bros. 
March 4, 1903. 

We Are Making 

The Best Line of 
On the market this 

[Japriages 
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. 

When you a 

least exertion. For sale by 

Also by’the different agen 

purchase a Binder, 
Buy the Latest Improved which is the 

McCormick, 

1903 Binder. 
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It is easy to handle and easy on your team. 

horses will handle a McCormick 1903 Binder without the 

W. F. Dibblee & Son, 
Woodstock and Centreville. 

re going to 
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One pair of 

ts over Carleton County. 

LIVERY AND HACK STABLE 

q. E. & Jas. W. Gallagher, Props 

Outfit for commercial travellers, Coaches in at 
;endance at arrival of trains, All kinds of Liver) 
Teams to let at Reasonable Rates. 

ea A First-Class Hearse in connection, 

Emerald Street, - Woodstock, N. B. 

W. S. SAUNDERS, 
WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

REAL ESTATE AGENT. 

Also, represencing first-class Life, Fire 
and Accident Co’s. All business promptly 
and satisfactorily executed. 

Butter Paper, printed and unprinted 
in one and two pound wrappers, at this 
office 


