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THE DISPATCH. 
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"INDECISION OF ANGELIA 
BY HARRIET MOORE. 

“It’s perfectly absurd, Angela! You can't 
go on treating two men in this way. You 

must know which of them you'd rather 
marry !” 

Angela Morse sat on the edge of a chair in 

the study to which her father had summoned 
her—a politely attentive and decidedly at- 
tractive little figure. 

*‘But I don't,” she said, raising a pair of 
ingenuous blue eyes. ‘‘If 1 did it would be 
so simple, except that I'd hurt the other one’s 
feelings. I think Frank Curtis and Arthur 

Brace are two of the nicest men I ever met |” 
Mr. Morse fidgeted irritably with his iron- 

gray moustache. 

“That's all very well,” he said; *‘but 
you're making perfect fools of the three of 
us. Curtis tells me he wants to marry you, 
and I say; ve no objection, provided you are 

of the same mind. And then a day or two 

later Brace gives me to understand that 

Curtis tells him he—Curtis—has no right to 
prevent him from paying his addresses to 
you !” 

“That's quite true,” said Angela, encour- 
agingly; ‘*he hadn't.” 

“But you hadn't refused Curtis 7” said the 

bewildered father. 
‘““Why, no,” said Angela. *‘I haven't re- 

fused Arthur Brace either - exactly. T just 
said I oxy ++i ‘““You see, iather,”’ she 

added, as Mr. Morse gave a sharp, impatient 
exclamation, ‘it's like this. I like them 
both quite as much, I think, as I'll ever like 

any men. And I can’t imagine anything 

nicer than hunting and motoring in the coun- 

try with Frank; but when I go out to lunch 
or a watinee with Arthur, I think town’s 

just the jolliest place in the world. It's 

such a pity one can’t take theme for alternate 

six months, like summer and winter regi- 

dences.” 
“Look here, Angela,” he said, *“‘I don't 

mean to be hard upon you. You've had a 
queer bringing up for a girl—just Kelly and 
myself, and no mother to look after you; and 
it is natural, perhaps, that you're a bit—well 
—individual in some things. And, goodness 
knows, I'm not wanting you off my hands or 
anything of that sort. But when two decent, 
straightforward fellows come and ask me for 
my daughter, I'm hanged if they sha'nt have 
an answer one way or the other. So, mark 
me, you accept one of them a month from 
today, or else the matter's off as regards 
either for good and all. D’you uaderstand ?' 

‘Yes, father,” said Angela. *‘I really will 
try,” she added, penitently, as she got up 
from her chair. 

“I should advise it,” said Mr. Morse, 
grimly. “Just tell Kelly I want to speak to 
him, will you ?” 

Angela withdrew without further remark. 
She met Dr. Kelly in the passage. He was 
a tall, clean-shaven, rather taciturn man of 
about 40, and formed the third member of a 
somewhat incongruous household. Fifteen 
years before, when Mr. Morse and his 
orphaned child were staying in a hotel in a 
South Coast watering place, public sympathy 
was arousea by an accident to a pleasure 
boat, in which a young bride of a week lost 
her life. In the half-dazed bridegroom he 
had recognized an old college frierd, and 

carried him off then and there to his own 
house in town. And when James Kelly 
spoke, at length, of future plans, both men 
had so far abandoned reserve as to adit that 
they should not dislike each other's perma- 
nent company. Apparently, the pleasurable 
emotion had lasted ever since. Certainly the 
idea of separation never occurred now, either 
to the successful stockbroker or the busy 
doctor, aud would ot have been entertained 
if it had. 

“Father wants you,” said Angela, a little 
breathlessly, as she almost ran into the doc- 
tor on leaving the study. *“I dida’t know if 
you'd come 1n.” 

“Just,” said the doctor. 

ever. Where is he—in here 7” 
**Colder than 

| sudpose it was bound to come,” said 
the doctor, enigmatically, when he had finish- 
ed. ‘‘Both very decent fellows?” 

“That's it. That's exactly it. Position, 
character, means, everything. I can’t have 
‘em played with. It's almost incredible, but 

the child persists she doesn’t know which she 
wants. I've given her one month from today 
to decide in. gnd then I put my foot down,” 

**Ah!” said the doctor, glancing invelun- 
tarily at his friend's ample, squaretoed boot, 
“Well, if you don’t want me any—-" 
“But I do,” interrupted Mr. Morse. *‘I 

thought perhaps you'd speak to ‘hery She 
generally seems to think a good deal of what 
you say.” 

**17” said the doctor, in wonderment. **My 
dear chap, I—I don’t believe in interfering 
in that sort of thing!” 

“Well, if somebody doesn’t I don’t believe 
she'll know her own mind a bit better a 
month hence. You see, a word from an out- 
sider, so to speak” —Mr. Morse brought out 

the word with a half-apologetic little langh— 
‘‘ofren has much wore weight than anything 
a relation says.” 

“But what d’you want me to say?” asked 
the doctor, uncomfortably. 

“Why —er—get at the state of her feelings 
somehow. You're used to questioning women, 
and all that. It’s all rot, you know, she must 
have a preference!” 

‘““But—why, 1t’s seldom enough I even see 
her alone. She'd think it odd.” 

**Nonsense! Get her to drive you out, or 
something of that sort; and then give her a 
piece of your mind!” said Mr. Moses, with 
growing, easy cheerfulness. 

That night, with the conversation stirring 
uncomfortably in his mind, he asked Agel if 
she would care to drive him six miles into the 
country in his dogeart on the following after, 
noon to visit a distant patient. Angela ac- 
cepted with alacrity. 

She was ready to time next day -a neat, 
compact little figure in a fur coat and dark 
toque, with becoming touches of scarlet. The 
doctor, as he came down the steps to see her 
rubbing a soft cheek caressingly against his 
horse's still softer nose, felt a sudden appre. 
hension of the attitude of the two men who 
preferred suspense to a defiaite refusal. Then 
he frowned as he thought of the task before 
him. 
“Poor little girl!” he said, involuntarily to 

himself. 
Angela turned brightly at his approach. 
“Be quick!” she said. “‘Don’t let's miss a 

minute of this glorious afternoon!” 
+ “Up you get, then!” said the doctor, smil- 
ing to note that both his proffered assistance 
and that of the waiting groom were disdained 
as she pulled herself adroitly to her seat. 
“Tisn't often I'm a gentleman at large. 
That'll do, Harris, thank you.” 
**Why d'you never let Harris drive you?” 

asked Angela, gathering up the reins. 
“Well, as a rule, I prefer doing my own 

work. Sultan's skittish today. Hasn't been 
out for two days. You'll have to drive care. 
fully.” 
‘Dear thing,” said Angela, as her favorite 

pranced and fidgeted before settling into a 
steady trot. *‘I sympathize with him. I'm 
in a wiggly mood myself!” 
The words reduced the doctor to a sudden 

silence. Not until shops and private houses 
were fading into the cold haze of the day did 
he speak again. Then he rode straight at his 
subject. 

“Angela,” he said abrubtly, *‘do you ever 
think of getting married?” 
Angela turned a frank gaze upon him. 
“I don’t think of much else, just now,” 

she said. *‘‘Has father told you about Frank 
Curtis and Arthur Brace, or were you speak- 
ing in the abstract?” 
The doctor drew a breath, and tucked his 

half of a brown rug more closely about his 
person. Then he began to speak. He en- 
larged upon the dreariness of a single life, 
and the advantages ot finding a suitakle part- 
ver, till Angela opened her eyes, and wonder- 
ed how he had struggled through the last de- 
cade of years. He talked of the prudence of 
combining wealth with affection in marriage, 
where possible; of the thoughtlessness—to 
use no siwronger term—that could presume 
upon the patience of two good men, of the 
anxiety from which her father was suffering; 
of the erisis in life in which one has to step 
forward alone and unaided, and choose this 
or that, 
“You see, dear,” he said finally, ‘you sure- 

ly must have some feeling— Look out, Angela, 
look out! What are you doing?” 
Angela was not doing anything. She was 

leaving action to Sultan who was raving and 
curvatting like some mad thing at the sud- 
den, discordant hoot of a swiftly approaching 
motor car. 

“Give me the reins!” shouted the doctor, 
leaning forward in his seat. *'Quick, or 
we'll be—" 

**Even as he spoke the terrified horse gave 
a plunge, which jerked then from the girl's 
grip. Fora second they hung limply upon 
the splashboard, then, before the doctor had 
time to snatch them, slid down and trailed 
into the road, while Sultan broke into a mad 
gallop, shaving the motor car with its sub- 
limely indifferent occupants by a bare couple 
of inches. 
The first thing that flashed upon the doe- 

tor’s mind was the conviction of his absolute 
helplessness. Then with a vague, desperate 
instinct toward protection; he flung an arm 
around Angela holding her by main force to 
her seat in the swaying, jolting vehicle. 
“Keep still!” he shouted, *‘I can’t reach 

the reins. Keep still, whatever you do. 
He'll stop at the cor—" 
The word died on his ligs. They were 

tearing widely toward a sharp turn in the 
road, and above the clatter of Sultan's hoofs 
and the clashing sound of the wheels, the 
regular hoot of a second motor car was faint- 
ly audible from the further side of the curve, 
coming nearer and nearer. Iu a flash the 
doctor saw the little form, still and erect as 
any statue within his arm, lying presently in 
a greater horrible stillness; and with the 
vison came an odd, rapid realization of a new 
life in the old grey house at Bagswater—life 
without a girl who made ‘*‘sunshine in a 
shady place” —life without Angela. He 
started blindly upright. 
“Keep still!” he shouted hoarsely again. 

“You—you sha’n’t be hurt. I won't let 
you!" 
The next second he was sprawling half over 

the splashboard, groping with difficulty after 
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Miss Nettie Blackmore, Min- 
neapolis, tells how any young 
woman may be permanently 
cured of monthly pains by tak- 
ing Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege- 
table Compound. 
“Youna WomeN:—1 had frequent 

headaches of a severe nature, dark 
spots before my cyes, and at my men- 
strual periods I suffered untold agony. 
A member of the lodge advised me to 
try Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege- 
table Compound, but I only scorned 
good advice and felt that my case was 
hopeless, but she kept at me until I 
bought a bottle and started taking 
it. I soon had the best reason in the 
world to change my opinion of the 
medicine, as cach day my health im- 
proved, and finally I was entirely with- 
out pain at my menstruation periods. 
I am most grateful.” — Nerrm Brack- 
MORE, 28 Central Ave., Minneapolis, 
Minn. — £5000 forfeit if original of above letter 
proving genuineness cannot be produced. 

If there is anything about your 
case about which you would 
like special advice, write freely 
to Mrs. Pinkham. She will hold 
your letter in strict confidence, 
She can surely help you, for no 
rson in America can speak 
rom a wider experience in treat- 
ing female ills. She has helped 
hundreds of thousands of women 
back to health. Her address is 
‘Lynn, Mass. ; her advice is free, 

the trailing reins, while Angela held his coat 
as though it had grown to her hands. 

“In two—no three seconds,” she found 
herself thinking, in a kind of dazed calm, 
“I shall probably know what dyiug feels hke, 
I think he'll be quite a nice person. to die 
with. T—ah hh!” 

It had come. One tremendous jerk, as 
Sultan, checked suddenly in his reckless 
career, swerved so sharply aside that the car 
poised itself for a moment on a single wheel, 
and then Angela knew that she was falling. 
The next second she had reached—not the 
frost hardened road, but something soft and 
yielding and human, that broke her fall, and 
stayed where it was—silent, motionless. The 
dogeart had righted itself, apd Sultan stood, 
trembling from head to foot, as the motor car 
shot harmlessly past. 

Angela got up, and put her hand to her 
forehead. No, she was not killed—at least 
she did not think, 8So—only feeling very 
queer and giddy. But Dr. Kelly! 
She dropped on ‘0 her knees with a quick 

cry beside the still figure in the road, a sick, 
terrible fear at her heart. If this awful thing 
has happened, those silent, parted lips would 
never frame a sentence to her again. 

**Oh,” she cried wildly, in the rushing un- 
conscious selfishness of a great grief, ‘speak. 
You musn’t be dead. You musn't be! I—I 
couldn’t do without!” 
There was a sound «f rapid footsteps be- 

hind her. The motorists had pulled up with 
all possible speed, and jumped from their car. 
And at that moment Jim Kelly opened his 
eyes. 
*I—I don’t understand,” said Mr. Morse, 

feebly. ‘‘Youand Angela—angaged? You!” 
“Why not?” said Angels, fiercely. 
It was the evening of the same day, and 

she sat on the hearthrug in her father’s 
dining room, at the feet of « man who leaned 
back in an arm chair, white and shaken, but 
otherwise little worse for the fall which had 
stunned him. 

“Well, its’a hit of a thunderclap;” said the 
bewildered parent.-—Home Chat. 
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BABY’S OWN SOAP 
Pure, Fragrant, Cleansing 

A Safe Soap for a TENDER Skin 
A good Soap for ANY Skin 

Albert Toilet Soap Co., Mfrs. 
MONTREAL. 

| There is no other just as good. 

W ashing 
Machines. 
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Judging from the very 
number of Washing Ma- 
chines we have sold during 

| the last year, we know that 
of the many useful mechan- 
ical helps that contribute to 
the comfort and happiness 
of the well-appointed mod- 
ern home, the washing ma- 
chine is by no means the 
least important, and if it 
could not be readily replac- 
ed, would be one of the last 
of such aids to be parted 
with. Any Washing Ma- 
chine is preterable, tenfold, 
to the washboard. 

The above cut shows the Re-Acting Washer, with rouad 
hody—t e cover is open to sbow the internal working parts. 

The Quickest Acting and Easiest Running Rotary Washer 
made. Every machine warranted to give Perfect Satisfaction. 

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

THE WOODSTOCK RANGE. 
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WAZ 4 
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The Methodist Parsonage, Jacksonville, Carleton Co., N. B., Oct. 11th, 1902 
Messrs. Small & Fisher, Wooodstock: 

Gentlemen,— After upwards of thirty years experience with a large variety of 
cook stoves, none has ever given the satisfaction derived from your “Woodstock”. It 
is a perfect heater and baker, keeps the water tank hot day and night, with less fuel 
than any stove we have ever had in our parsonages. 

Yours faithfully, JOHN C. BERRIE 
P. S.—T kept the fire going night and day from the 1st of October to the end f 

March with Jess than five cords of hardwood.—J.C. B. 

SMALL & FISHER COMPANY, Limited, 
WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

FARM FOR SALE. 

The undersigned offers for sale his valuable 
farm containing 250 acres more or less, 17) acres 
cleared, well watered, the balance well wooded, 
five barns, two honses, wood-shed, carriage-honse 
and other out-buildings, also a gopd orchard; situ- 
ated five miles from Woodstock, seventy rods 
from school house and Post office. Sold with or 
without stock and farming implements, and at a 
bargain. HENRY ‘BLACKMORE, Plymouth, 
Ne. B. 
Feb’y. 10-3mos. 

FARM FOR SALE. 
Situated in Parish of Woodstock nearly five 

miles from town, une quarter mile from school 
house and post office. Contains 150 acres more or 
less, 90 acres cleared, well watered, tine growth of 
hard wood. Large orchard, good dwelling house, 
three barns, carriage house, sheds etc., all in good 
repair, and land under excellent state of cultiva- 
tion. Sold with or without stock, farming impli- 
ments ete. 

ROBERT PERRY, 
Plymouth, N. B. Jan. 27 3 mos. 

We Do First-Class 

HAND LAUNDRY 
WORK-—-AND CHEAP. 

Shirts 8c, Collars lic, Cuffs 4¢, Undershirts 4c, 
Night Shirts 5c. Shirt collars ironed straight so 
as not to hurt the neck; stand-up collars ironed 
without being broken in the wing. Ties done to 
look like new. Family work promptly done and 
work cheap. Parcels called for and delivered. 
Please call and try; if not satisfactory will be re- 
otied free. The proprietors will guarantee satis- 
action in this line at cheapest rates. (Give ns a 

call. Please open parcel and see that vor work 
is properly executed. It it suits vou please recom. 
mend us to your feieads, Goods called for and 
delivered when desired to any part of the town. 

WAH SING, 
QUEEN STREET. 

The Sunshine 
of public favor is poured upon the Lfs In. 
surance Company which deals justly and 
fairly with its policy holders. 

THE LONDON 
LIFE INSURANCE CoO. 
Has established a reputation for Hoaesty 
and Fair Dealing. Premiums payable year- 
ly, half yearly or quarterly. 

Write for information to 

W. S. SAUNDERS, Chief Provincial Agent, or 

J. N. W. WINSLOW, District Agent, 

Woobnstock, N. B. 

TYPES. 
D) you now that a Tintype will . 

longer than any other picture (hat ) 
made today? At the Queen Stree 
Gallery they are wade and finiched in 
ten minutes, 
We have Photographs of the prise 

oner, George Gee, und of Millie Cee 

for sale—10 cents each, 

We can give you First Class I’ 10to- 
graphs at very reasonable rates, from 
» card to 10x12 inches, 

E. M. CAMPBELL, 
Operator and Manager, 


