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THRX DISP.ATCH.

IN THE PRIVATE CAB.

BY GEORGE HYDE PRESTON.

The west-hound Overland was standing
still on the plains. The sun beat down and
the hot wind sifted the dust through every
crevice.

The gir], who was the sole occupant of the
private car at the end of the train, looked
forlornly out of the window and drummed on
the pane with impatient fingers.

““‘What are we stpping for?” she exclaimed.
““There is not a house in sight nora thing
stirring except this nasty dust.” And she
looked disapprovingly at a grimy little hand.

“It’s one of those everlasting hot boxes,
of course,” she added, and her eyes strayed

. listlessly across the barren country and then

became intent cn a cloud of dust that was
moving towards the train.

She tm{k up & pair of field glasses, put
them to he® eyes, and gave am eager ory.
*““They are cowboys! It's a race! One is
way ahead! How splendidly he rides! He's
coming this way! Oh, I could love 8 man
who rides like that!”

And she dropped the glasses and clapped
her hands.

The foremost man was rapidly nearing the
train, and the girl watched him breathlessly.
Then came a sharp whistle from the engine
and the train began moving,

The gir] ran to the end of the car and out
on to the platform in her eagerness to see
the finish.

As the train gathered headway the foremost
horseman swerved in his course and made
straight for her car, and when the rear plat.
form came abreast his racing horse he made a

sudden daring spring from the saddle to'the|

step.

The crowd of horsemen behind shouted and
waved at the traio.

The man lay on the step for a moment,
panting heavily, then he looked up at the
girl with triumphant eyes.

“I made it,didn’t T 7"

*“Yes,” she answered, her face pink with
excitement. ‘It was splendid,—the way
you rode. I thought it was a race. I didn't
know you were trying to catch the train.
Your friends got left, didn't they?”

**Yes, they did,” he replied, looking back
at the waving group with a grimy smile under
his mustache.

““The train is slowing down!” exclaimed
the girl. *‘I believe it is going to wait for
tham.”

The man started and swore under his
breath.

*‘Are there many passengers in this car?”
he demanded.

“I am the only one at present.
private car.”

“*Please come in here,”
her through -the door and closing 1t.

It 18 a

said he, drawing

Then

he looked straight into her eyes.

“Those men are not my friende,” he said
shortly. ‘‘They didn't want to catch the
train. They wanted to catch me. They are
a sheriff's posse. If I'm caught, its all day
with me.”

The girl breathed quickly. The train had
almost stopped.

“I've been wild enough, God knows, but
I dido’t do this thing. I can’t prove ir.
though, and I'll swing if they catch me. |
must make a fight for it. Go into the next
car, please. Quick! I don’t want you kill-
ed too.”

The girl looked at him.

“I'd like to help you,” she said
lieve you.” L

“Thauk you for that. But it,s no use,”

he added, &« humorous iight coming into his
eyes as he looked at her. ‘‘Women can’t

sérve on juries in Montana.”

The car was standing dead still now and
they could hear the beat of hoofs.

“Quick! Go!” he cried, pushing her for-
ward.

*No!” she exclaimed.
stateroom and lock the door!

“I—be-

*‘Step into that
I have a plan.

Let the fight come last, if it must come. If
it does; Il get out of harm’s way. Obh,
' please go! The men are here!”

He seized her hands and his eyes blazed
‘““Whether you save me or not,
God bless your pluck! ‘Good bye!” and he
impulsively stooped and kissed her, and was

' gone into the state-room

And when, a moment later, the Sheriff
and his posse entered the car they were faced
by a  yonng woman. with pink cheeks' but
composed manuer.

“Gentlemen, this is s private car.
passenger cars are forward.”

“Sorry to disturb you, Ma'am,” said the
Sheriff, glancing. quickly around, ‘‘but we

The

want the man who jumped aboard this car. |

Where is he.” “a B
“I told him this
weat on through,” answered the girl cooly.

“Jim you stay here,” the Sherif.

young mau.

|

‘ search the moms.

‘*_“r SnaL ¢ X ; + be
';ﬁwlnto carand he |

rest of you come on. Sorry to disturb you,
Ma’am, but I have to leave a man in charge
here while we search the train. This is
mighty particular business I'm on, and I
can’t risk no slip up.”

The train was a long oue and it was some
time lefore the Sheriff came back. When
he did he looked the girl straight in the eye.
“We didn’t find the maan,” said he.

“*“He must have stepped off the train,
then,” she answered.

*‘No, Ma’am! This train is surrounded,”
he retorted. ‘*What's in them rooms? We'll
have to search this car,”

The girl laughed easily. *“‘This is absurd-
What interest could I have in concealing your
man?"’

“‘Beg pardon, Ma'am. I dont suspicion
you, but he must have stepped into one of
them rooms without your seeing him.”

*Impossible!” she answered.

**We'll, we'll have to search them, anyway.”

*‘This is insolence, sir!” cried the girl’
**This car does not belong to the train. It is
the private car of the vice-president of this
rond. Those are his private rooms. [ am

his daughter. [ forbid you to search them!”

The Sheriff's jaw squared.

“I don't care nothing about your vice- pm-
idents. T respect a lady, Ma’am, but you are
interfering with an officer of the law. Stand
aside, Mu'am. Jim, open that door!”

As Jim stepped forward the coor was open-
ed a crack, and a smooth, drawling voice
inquired, —
“Helén, what is all this noise ubout?"
**Who is that man?‘ demanded the Sherifi.
“That msn? That man is—my husband.”
said the girl in & clear, cool voice. *‘I thought
you were asleep, Jack,” she called.

~*I'm not, though, but I am only aboat
half-dressed,” drawled the voice. **Now,
what is the row about?’ And the door
opened part way, and just within the room
atood a young man clad in faultless shitt and
trousers, his upper lip clean shaven, and the
rest of his face thickly covered with lather.
He peered out near-sightedly at the group
through his gold rimmed eye-glasses and re-
peated languidly, ‘*Now, what is all this row
about?”
The girl flashed a look at him.
“Oh Jack!” she began excitedly, *‘this is
the Sheriff. He is after & man, and he say®
is hiding in this car,—in papa’s car,—and
he wants to search papa’s rooms and I won't
iet him. That's all.”
*““That’s all right, Helen,” drawlei the
“‘Let him see the rooms. He
s perfectly right, and, besides, he ic the
Sheriff and you can’t stop him, anyway.”
“I think it 18 & shame, Jack, but, if you
say s0, Johnson can show him through,” she
answered, tarning to » darky who had come
i and stood looking on in open-eyed aston-
ishment,
“Yes, let—Johnson show him through
And if you are satisfied, gentlemen, that your
man isn’t in here with me I'll close the door
and finish dressing.”
““All vight, sir,” laughed the Shenff, glanc-
ing to the room. **Very sorry to have
disturbed you and your wife.”

The young man glanced at the girl as he
ciosed the door.

She gasped and turned pink.

He did not open the door again until the
search was over and the train under way.
Then he came out. *‘I've finished dressiug,”
he annouuced calmly. .

The girl looked at him, her cheeks flushed
and her eyes demanding his excuse.

*‘Please forgive me,” he stammered, *‘I
thought it was all up with me. I never ex-
pected to see you again. I thought it was
good-by forever—and you were so plucky.
Aud besides,” he added, with a flash of reck-
less fun in his eyes, ‘‘it isn’t unusual for a
husband to kiss his wife.”

Her face turned scarlet.

“Oh! why could’nt I think of some other
lie than that!” she stammered helplessly. *‘I
might have said brother, or cousin, or any-
thing but that,” and she covered her burniug
face with her hands. -

He took a quick step to her side.

- **You did it because you knew it was the
surest way to fool them. You did it because
you have the quickest wit and the pluckiest
heart in the whole‘world! - Your father, the
vice-president, might not - approve of your
helpifig a cowboy out of a scrape, but he

“The vice-president 1s not my father,”
interrupted, .. :

“But you told  the ,Slgerlﬂ' you were tha
vice president’s qu\ner

I know I did, but that was auother——lla.
I thought if I stnd 80 they would not dare to

1

she

*‘Has he a daughter?” '
*No, only a son.”

"Thel MAréc :

" began.

““No. They belong to the secretary. The
son lives away out here somewhere.” And
she waved vaguely across the country. ‘‘He

bad some trouble with his father and I f
home, saying he would never come back il
Lis father asked him to—and they are both
obstinate,”

The man started and clinched his hands
nervously. **Yes, I have heard of such cases,”
said he quietly.

“I wish he would come home, though,”
went on the girl wistfully. *‘His mother is a
dear old lady, and she misses him and wants
him. He ought to be ashamed of himself!”
she added hotly. Then she laughed. ‘‘She
is such a dear old lady. I am a distant
relative,~—did I tell you?—and she is very
fond of me and often talks to me about her
son, and tells me, if he would only come back,
what a good wife I would make for him,
because I amn so quiet and domestic. If she
conld only see me today!” Aud her eyes
danced.

‘‘Have you ever met the son?”

“No, it all happened several years ago,
before I went to live with her.”

“But—er—perhaps you would not
him,”

**His mother says I could not help it.
I don’c know about that,” smiled the
looking at her watch. “#hy it is
o'clock!™ the exclaimed. “I hope you
siny to lunch,” she laughed.

“Thank you, I will. I haven't had any-
thing to eat since yesterdsy morning.”

*Oh, I ought to have thought! Why didn’:
you tell me? I'm so sorry! Will you please
touch the button?” And when the darky
came in she said, *“Johnson, have lunch right
away. Have lots of lunch, Johnson! I'm
awfully hungry! And—er—Johneon—my-—
husband got on at that station away back
there, you know, early this morning. You
remember, don’t you? Someone on the train
—some Sheriff—might ask you, you know.”

“*Yes, Miss, yes, Miss, 1 sure remembers
whatever you say,” replied the durky, nodd-
ing gravely.

““And now, Johunson, hurry lunch as fast
as ever you can.” !

““Yes, Miss”

As they were finishing lunch the young
man looked across the table at the girl with
troubled eyes.

**I'm afraid T have got you into an awful
" he said.

love

But
girl,
two
will

serape,

**Oh, no!” she answered lightly. *‘Johuason
is devoted to me, and he will say nothing
You'll get off soraewhere this side of Billings,
and "Il invent some story about the loss of the
secrecary’s ciothes,—you'll have to wear thew,
you know,—and there you are! Oh, whit a
lot of fibs I've told today!” She sighed con-
tricely.

*‘I shall always remember this day—and
you,” said he unsteadily ‘“How can I ever
repay you, or even begin to thank you? I
shall probably never see you again, but before
I go you'll tell me your name, woa't you?”

“Yee, I'm Marian Lee. And yours? It
must be something wild g
livghed.

He hesitated.

and daring,
“‘Please let me be ‘Jack,’
as you christened me. [ can’t ‘tell you my
pame. Not because I am ashamed of it or
have dishonored it, but because you—be-
cavse [ can’t.”

In their eager talk they did ‘not notice that
the train had stopped at a station, and did
not hear the car dcor open. :

“*Well, Miss Lee,” called a cherry voice,
“I found we had time to come this far on the
east bound to meet the car, and—what!”

**Oh Mr. Blake!” gasped Miss Lee. “‘I—
I_ll

*Ob Willl' Oh my son, my sou!” cried an-
other voice, and his mother was clinging to
Miss Lee's cowboy with trembliog arms.
“You have come back to us. Say you have!”

The young man held his mother to his
breast -for a long moment. Then he looked
at his father and ‘his face hardened.

© I didn’t expect, sir, to meet " he
Then he felt Miss Lee’s hand on his

arm.
“You asked me a minute ago how you
could repdy me,” she said in a low voice.
“Pay me now—I demand it. Oh, please do,
Mr.— *Jack! " s
“Will—my son—don't break wy heart,”

“whispered his mother.

He faced around. ‘‘Father, T have come
home. I have been a fool.”

**So have I, my boy, and so we'll say no
more about it,” and he walked down to the
end of the car and looked out of the door for
s moment. Then he came back.

" “Look here, you two,” he demanded, with
his hand on his sou's shoulder, **where did
you mmeet! What have you been up to?

" What's this I hear about your ""Pl’lng Mlu,
| Beey Willgr, e

“rw k'

telf you, sir“ and he did.

‘* "Pon my soul!” sputtqrﬁ the o}uentla .
‘be-

~ **Then " he bgu, 2
%7 am his wife's 'thuo to|
meet the car at Blllu!‘s tonlght.
hese n's ¢ th& tﬁ 1 buvo an?"

: “¥Qu_ ve ge me into . Mv‘in

pm—

. To

“Take Laxatnve Bromo.

Qm &cou’m One Ddy e
Tt 8 e ST

{for the work i‘umanou with Double Tracking

tween you. This story will go all over the
road. KEverybody knows T have no daughter
to suy nothing of a married one. Aud the
Shendl will find out he has been fooled, and
beyin sending telegrams down the line to
young man. It's a pretty kettle
Now, what are you going to do
he demanded in puzzled despair.

" stammered Miss Lee
properly.”

Alrest yuu,
of Li<h
aboar 1 ?”
“1t's all my fault,’

“T'didn’t know how to—to lie—

“Your faul , indeed!” cried Mrs. Blaker,
with ker arms around her. “You're the
bravest, sweetest girl in all the world!”

“T'll do anything T can to straighten things

out, sir,” sighed Miss Lee.

“You will?” cried the cowhoy. And again
the reckless fun came into his eyes—and
something more. “So you shall! Aud 1'll

And a'l the lies will come
true besides! You said I was your husband
—and I'm going to be. You said you were
the vice-president’s daughter —and you will
be—in law. And I love you—and
“Oh!" gasped Miss Lee, ‘‘I—you—I can’t
—T’ve only known you one day, and P
**Yes, only one day, Marian, but a big,
long day. Long enough for you to save my
life wnd bring me home and make me love

tell you how!

USED FOURTEEN YEARS WITH
GOOD RESULTS.

W21 E, 164 St., New York, Sept. 3,

« B. J. KENDALL CO.,,

G (n(lemen =1 have used your Spavin Cure on
my horses for the past fourteen years and n b
always given me ;ood results in every partic
I also have one of your books that [ have four
very useful. If you have any later editior
the ‘' Treatise on the Horse and his Diseascs,
will you kindly send me one.

Respectfully yours, B. F. FRISBIE.

It {s an absoutelv reliable remedy for Spavine
Splints, Curbe, Ringbones, etc. Removes th
buncle and leaves no scar. Price 81; six for &
As aliniment for family use it has no equal, A
your druggist for KENDALL'S £PA "‘ll\: crnm
also “A Treatise on the Horse,”” the book free, o
address

DR. B. J. KENDALL CO., ENCSBURG F
-

1902,

......
Ty,

”

you.
**Oh Marian! then my wish would come
true!” cried Mrs. Blaker.
= "You might as well give in, young woman,”
put in Mr. Blaker. *““My sow is the most
obstinate boy alive.”
““If you refuse, I'll go back and give my-
self up to the shenff!” declared the cowboy.
“Oh! don’t do that—‘Jack,”"” faltered
Miss Lee. —In Lippincotte'n Magazine.

leanese Proverbs.
If you wait for the other fellow to hit first
you may never land your blow.

It is better to aim and miss than to keep
vour hands in your pocket:,

When vou have decided to fight don’t wait
for the other fellow to pick out a soft place
on which to fall,

By kicking him often enough and getting
away unhurt a rabbit might kill a bulldog.

Don’t go tiger-hunting with bird shot,

He that seeks friends must make his friend.
ship worth secking.

Before going into a fight msxke sure that
your big brather is looking on.

““The battle is half won if you are despised

by your enemy.

I I Ies and every form of itching,
bloedingand prorruding piles,

the manufacturers have guaranteed it. See tes-
timonials in the daily press and ask your neigh-
bors what they think of it, » Youn can use it and
wet onr money back if not cured. 60c a box, at
ealers or EDMANSON,BATES & Co..Toro nto,

Dr. Ohase’s Olntmeni

-

To prove to you that Dr
Chasge'’s Ointment is a cerinin
and absolute cure for.eich

A Better
Appetite

is probably the | u«t
benetits that follow the use

PARK’S PERFECT
EMULSION.

THE BEST
PLUMBING

At most reasonable prices is'what
I am offering the publie.

Estimates cheerfully furnished
on any kind of work in my line.

A full line materials of

the
1»1.

of

all

of

kinds. Aquedact Pipe at specially
low rates All work guaranteed

first class.

I. C. CHURCHILL,

Cmmvll Street, Woodstock

WANTED AGENTS

Reliable men to sell fnr *“Canadas Greatest
Nurseries” largest and best assortment of stock;
liberal terms to workers; pay weekly: outfit free;

exclusive territory.
STONE & WELLINGTON,

Intercolonial Railway.

TENDER FOR CAR REPAIR SHOP.

Toronto.

Sealed Tenders, addressed to the undersigned,
and marked on the outside “Tender for Car Re-

pair Shop, Sydney,” will be received up to and

icluding

TUESDAY, T 156tH Day or MARCH, 1904
’

for the c“nstructiun of a Car Repair Shop at

Sydney, N.

Plans md \po cification may be seen at the office
of Station Master at Sydney, N. S., and at the
office of the Chief Engineer, \Innct(m, M 1.,
where forms of tender may be obtained.

All the conditions of the Specification must be

complied with.
D. POTTINGER,
Railway Office, (General Manager,
Moncton, N. B.,
26th February, 1904,

Intércolonial Railway.

Tender for Station- and Dwelling.

Sealed Tenders, addressed to the undersigned,
and marked on the outside ‘““Tender for Station
and Dwelling,” will be received up to and mclnd-

ing
THURSDAY, TtHE 17TH DAY or MARCH, 1904,

for the construction of a Passenger Station and
Dwelling at Amqui, P. Q.

Plans. and specification may be seen at the
Station Master’s office at Amqui, P. Q., and at
the Chief Engineer’s office at Moncton, B,
where forms of tender may be obtained.

All the conditions of the Specification must be

‘complied with.
D. POTTINGER, .
Railway Office, . (General ‘\‘langger.

Moncton, N. B.,
27th 'Febmary, 1904.

Intercolonial Railway.
TENDER FOR DOUBLE TRACKING,

Sealed Tenders, uddresned to the undersigned,
and marked on the outside ‘“Tender fo
Tracking,”. w:ll be received up to and in udwng -

MONDAY, *In 14tH, DAy or MARCH, 1904.

between Bedford Bridge and Windsor Junction.

pnd § ification be seen at the office
nter at rd, N. 8., and at
3\ Chne r's 0 lfo:hton N. B,

forms of tender may b taiped.
“the conditions of the Spetification must be

oomphed with,
D. POTTINGER,

Railway Office, General Manager.
Moncton, N. B.,
17th Febmny, 1904. .

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

office

Double.

THE COLD WEATHER

Is Yet to Come.

If you want a new

HEATER

— R

to repiace the old one, call in. We
have a full line of each

Have vou seen the new STEEL KOOT-

ENAY RANGE with Hot Closet?

a good Stove;
and no more

Start in the new year with one

that will be easy on the wood pile,
burnt bread in the swill pail.

at SEMPLE'S
CASH HARDWARE,

East Florencevill('

PRINGE EDWARD ISLAND RAILWAY.

Tender ' for Stralghtenlng Main Line at’
Curtis Creek--6,146 feet of line; also
for connection between Main Line and
Hillsborough River Bridge at Charlotte-
town, P. E. L.,--2,323 feet of line.

Separate Sealed Tenders addressed to the under-
signed, and marked on the ontside ‘‘Tender for
Line at Curtis Creek” or ““Tender for Connection
to Hillsborough River Bridge,” as the case may
‘be, will be receivea nntil

TVESDAY, 15ru MARCH,

for the above works.
Plans and specifications may be seen at the

1904,

'] office of the Resident Engineer at Charlottetown,
(| and at the Chief Engineer’s Office, Moncton,

N.

B., where forms of tender may be obtained.
All the condition= of the specification mnst be

complied with,
D. POTTINGER,
General Manager,

ilway Office, .
Government Railways, -

Moncton, N. B.,
17&11 February, 1904.

MONEY TO LOAN.

Money on good real estate mortgage security,on®
easonable rates of interest, may be obtained at
application to the undermgned at his office op- -
poolw the Carlisle Hotel.
LOUIS E. YOUNG, Woodstock.

FOR SALE.

A grist mill, carpent.en work shop adjoining;".
house, two ba.ms, hog house and three acres of
land, at Northampton, seven miles below Wood
ntock, on the east side of the river, situated nbout ;
two rods from the highway road and about six
rods from the river. Apply on premises to HUGH {
GIBSON, Northampton. Aug. 19-tf, .




