THFH DISPATCH.

THE LILT OF THE LOGGING BOSS.
(_Fcbruury Success.)

With a peavy-stick, a peavy-stick, we boost the
sun with a ;w:wy-ntic‘?—
Gettin’ a prop on Tumble Dick,
And all so bright in the mornin’,
Then its hup-oho, arnd up ye go!
Mornin’, all, and cook, hullo !
Grub for a hundred men in a row ;
If a bizkit’s shy, take warnin’.

Oh, it’s larrigans tied and the leggin’s tight,
Cap pulled down and your pipe alight,
Breakfast tucked where it ought to be,
Fresh-ground ax and a hemlock tree !
Then, lick-lock, hock-choek,

Chips and trinmin’s till 12 ¢’clock !

Chips and choppin’s totter and crash,

Oh, where’s cookee with the noontime hash ?
The world may wig and wag outside ;
Somebody’s born and somebody’s died,
Somebody’s high and somebody’s low,

But we don’t care, 'cause we don’t know,
It’s noon by the sun a-top o’ that tree—
Where’s that swayback, durned cookee ?

With coffee hot and grub a lot and dry-kye snap-
pin’ beneath the pot,
And hungry enough to chew a knot,
A hundred men and a noonin’!
Beans a-plenty, and biskits, too;
Doughnuts with holes a eat’ll jump through,
Ginger cookies and wagon stew,
And a sooflin’ chorus spoonin’,

Oh, it’= cuff the snow from a cradle-knoll,
And squat and eat with a thankful soul—
Your table cloth a township wide,

And whiter'n laundress ever dried.

Plenty to eat and an appetite

"Twould make raw hedgehog taste all right.
Tossin’ hemlocks there with spice,

Winter ready to pass the ice,

If the wind erawl down to tickle your backs,
Up and hustle with saw and ax !

So, lick-lock, hock-chock,

Till sun sets cover at 4 o’clock !

Then down the windin’ tote road we
Follow the trail of our cookee.

On the deacon seat in the leapin’ heat, and the
corncobs drawin’ all complete,
And timin’ t® fiddle with tunkin’ feet,
A hundred men in a chorue !
‘‘Rounle, roulant, ma boule roulant”—
Lift it up, then, good and strong,
For a cosy might’s before us,

Oh, the snow goes slish on the shakin’ glass,
And the hemlocks groan as the big winds pass,
And the snow-cloud spooks they wheel and spin,
But Tip-toe Tim’s as brisk within,

And he doesn’t jig to jest kaep warm,

Like the ghost out there in the frost and storm.
(Good log walls and a snow-banked house ;
Double blankets and springy browse !

We don’t need drugs, we don’t count sheep,
It’s into our bunks, and fast asleep !

Storms may rave and squall and fuss,

. But they can’t get in and they can’t wake us.

We'll sleep till the 4 o’clock whoo-ee,|
Of that red-haired, swayback, durned cookee.

ON THE TRIAL OF A MALTESE.

It was the kitten who began 1it, the Mal-
tese kitten whose name was Dot, though it
was usually called by any endearing
epithet which came handy. It ought not to
have tired of the paper ball provided for it,
nor gone on a tour of exploration into the
hall, nor then into Graham’s studio. But
the last was Graham’s fault, because he had
neglected to close the studio door when he
went out.’

Of course Miss Mabel Hastings had to get
her pet, and of course, as the kitten would
not coms at her call, the only way was to go
into the studio after it.

She found 1t after a considerable search,
sitting serenely beneath the big chair under
the long studio window. With the kitten
safe in her arms, she should have gone back
to her interrupted work. She did not, how-
ever. She listened to the voice of the
tempter, who told her that her opportunity
was come at last, that having seen so much
it was no harm to see a little more, and that
no one would know. She had wanted for a
long while te know what Graham’s studio
was like, if it suited with him, and a number
of other things.

It is the first step that counts. From a
general survey Miss Hastings descended to
particular examination. She tiptoed across
the room, glanced at the books, and inspect-
ed the Japanese ivories in a cabinet on the
wall. Then, having imbrued one finger, as
it were, and nothing having happened, there
seemed to be no reason why she should not
dip in her whole hand. Besides, if Graham
gshould come, she had the kitten for excuse.
It was to the kitten she talked as she wan-
dered about.

*‘He wouldn’t care at my looking at his
pictures, Kitty,” she confided, as she rum-
maged in a stack of canvasses, ‘‘and anyway,
if he doesn’t want them looked at, why does
he put them yith their faces to the wall? He
ought to knofe that that would make any one
—anyone desire to see them. I wonder if
they are rejected pictures, and if he hates to
see them as I do that pile of rejected stories
of mine? Perhaps that is why he leaves
them wrong side out. Hum! ‘Spring Scene’
—rather good, I should say. ‘Italian Peasant
Girl’—I don’t thiok much of her. Old man
with pipe, moonlight, or suorise, orfsome-
thing. It’s pretty but I can’t make it out.
Just look at the dust behind them, too. It’s
all over my skirt. It would be a give-away if
he should come—only I'd say I got it hunt-
ing for you. Did you ever see anything, like
this table, Dot? I wish I dared straighten it
up. He ueeds someone to keep things in
order. Bichelors are so untidy, which shows
that they were never intended by heaven to
remain bichelors, for order ‘s heaven's first
Jaw. It vrust be nice though to feel above
obeying it.”

She moved shout the room as she talked,
studying the skerches on the wall, testing the
softness of the divan, feeling the texiure of
the tapestries, running her fingers along the
mantelshelf and looking at it with mock
horror.

*‘It’s just the kind of a studio I thought
he'd have, Dotlets, It's just like him—Dbig
and sunny, and not too many books, nor too
many curios, nor cluttered up with furniture.
I don’t like a finicky man, nor a beoky man,
and he isn't either. I knew he' wasn't. Is
that the model’s throne over there, T wonder
—that platform? It doesn’t seem to have
been much used, and yet he's been painting
this morning. I'm going to dee what it 1s.
It's covered by a curtain, but a peep won't
hurt anyone.”

The easel stood in a corner by a table lit-
tered with half squeezed tubes, brushes, pal-
ettes and paint rage, as if the painter had
thrown them down in & sudden heat of exas-
peration over the inadequacy of his art.

Mabel drew the curtain from the picture,
and then sat down hastily on the painting
stool. It was her own picture she was look-
ing at. Her own and still not her own.
Not the everyday, story-writing, money-
worried Mabel Hastings whom her looking
glass reflected, but a girl clad io soft, exquis-
ite clinging Kastern fabric, reclining grace-
fully in a deep chair of inlaid ebony. There
were jewels gleaming in the meshes of her
coiled hair, and row upon row of pearls
clasped the delicately curved throat. Her
hands were playing with the roses in her lap,
her eyes were dreamy.

‘““Now, how did he know, Katina, that I
cared for roses?” said Mabel, when, after the
first moments of surprise she settled herself
in critical delight, chin in hand, before the
picture. *‘ And such roses!—dream roses!
just opening to the June air. How did he
koow—-if it is me. I suppose it isn't me
really, but I like to think it is—and indeed it
looks like me, or as T might look if I had
beautiful things and dwelt in a fairy palace.

Only I'm afraid, Kit, that I'm not half as

pretty as that girl. She hasn’t any bother
about making her purse fit her necessities,
nor trying to make stories end uicely. 1
don’t think she writes at all, that girl—
there’s no 1ok on her fingers. And yet I
just know it is, and I'm rather glad, only of
course, its horribly impertinent.

‘‘And the pearls? Did he put them round
my neck for effect, or to show how well he
could paint them? Maybe—maybe he want-
ed just to give them to me. I'a. sure he
can’t afford them, and of course I can't aecept
them. I'll have to say I'm greatly obliged,
but I could not think of accepting them-—
only I'd like to.

*‘Then, tco, there's nothing I could give him
in return—aust least nothing he’d want. I
can’t make him any nicer than he 1s, and so
in our stories I put him in just as I see him
—only sometimes he's rich and sometimes
poor, and sometimes a soldier and sometimes
an artist. I don’t know why he will insist
on getting into my stories, but he does.
That’s all I can do for him, Fuzzilikins, and
that isn’t much—for they often reject him.
The editors, homely old bachelors, are prob
ably jealous. If I were an editor, Katinka,
and he should come for my acceptance, I
don’t think I'd reject him—only I'm not an
editor, and so he’ll never know. ,

**Do you suppose he painted me because
he wanted to—because he liked me and want.
ed me to have heautiful things, or just to
make & picture that would sell? He needs
me to sit for him, though. That mouth is
not quite right—and the eyes—"

“That’s what's bothering me, the eyes,”
said a voice. *‘I knew they were not right;
but I've had so little chance to observe——"

Mabel jumped and felt the blood surging
up into her face. Graham was standing by
the easel, smiling down at her.

“I—I cume after my cat,” she said, con-
fusedly. ‘‘It came in here, and I had to get
it. You left your door open, you know, and—"
Miss Hastings rallied her forces for a defen-
sive attack—*‘*and then I saw this picture—a
picture of me.”

“I thought I left it covered,” said Graham.

She deigned no answer. “‘Isn’t it usual to
ask the sitter’s permission before painting
them?” she said coldly.

“How did you know it is you?”

““Why—anyone can see it is. It's hardly
brave of you to try to get out of it that way.
1t’s just like me.”

“It is a beautiful face.’

] didn’t mean that,” she cried hotly,
“‘and if it is, you had no right to make me
beautiful, nor to give me those tkings—-or to
paint me at all.”

*I suppose I hadn’t” Graham reached
about for a palette knife and tound 1t,

**What are you going to do?’ asked Mabel

faintly.

**Destroy it—or rather let you, for I can’t.
You see my whole heart ana skill have gone
into it. All my dreams and hopes, and ideals
—and I can’t.” He handed the knife to her.

She took it but did not use it. *I don’t
know how,’ she said, ‘‘and I don’t think T
want to,  Can’t [ have 1t? It’s my picture.”’

**The mouth is wrong, you said, and the
eyes I couldn't let anything wrong go out.”

““You might correct 1t.”

*It would take a lifetime.”

**I don’t think I'd mind so very much if it
did,” whispered Miss Mabel Hastings, ‘‘not
even if it took forever.”

It was some momeats later that Mabel
thought to look for the Maltese kitten, which
had somehow tumbled to the floor. **When
you retouch the picture. Ned—Ned, dear,”
she said, ‘‘couldn’t you put Dot in somewhere.
I thiok Dotlets deserves a reward, don’t you?”

And Graham agreed.
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The case of Miss Frankie
Orser, of Boston, Mass., is in-
teresting to all women.

“Dear Mgrs. PiNxgnas : — I suffered
misery for several years. My back ached
and I had bearing-down pains, and fre-
quent headaches. I wonld often wake
from a restful sleep in such pain and
misery that it would be hours before
I could close my eyes again. I dreaded
the long nights apd weary days. [
could do no work. I consulted differ-
ent physicians hoping to get relief,
but, finding that their medicines did
not eure me, I tried Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound, as
it was highly recommended to me. I am
glad that I did so, for I soom found
that it was the medicine for my case.
Very soon I was rid of every ache and

in and restored to perfect health.

feel splendid, have a fine appetite,
and have gained in weight a lot.” —
Miss Fraxxie OrsEr, 14 Warrenton
St., Boston, Mass. — £5000 forfeit if original
oi abeve letter proving genuineness cannot be pro-

Surely you cannot wish to re-
main weak,sick and discouraged,
and exhausted with each day’s
work. Some derangement of the
feminine mns is responmsible
for this ustion, following

any kind of werk or effort.
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound will help you just as
it has thousands of er women.,

An Oriental Jest.

The Sahebzada Nasir Ali Khan is a gradu-
ate of the University of Oxford, and at a
supper party given recently in his honor the
talk turned upon the subject of cheating and
deception, and thereupon the young man
said: **I suppose that our old Rampur story
of the cheating sweetment vendor is new
here? Tt is a story with a good moral, and
therefore I will tell it to you.

“There lived in Rwmpur a vendor of
sweetmeats named Bahram, whose wife had

made.

, HED BY. )
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HAMiLTON ONTW!

The above cut shows the 1

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.

te-Acting Washer, with round
hody—t e cover is open to show the internal working parts.

The Quickest Acting and Easiest Running Rotary Washer

EV(BI‘}' machine warranted to give Perfect Satisfaction.

W. F. Dibblee & Son,

Woodstock and Centreville,

ed, and as the time draws ne
should they need painting it
you that you have struck the
work.

Woollen Mill.

hear from me again.

Words in season:
next week.”

weak eyes. One day this man went to see
& friend at the bizaar, and he left his stall in
the womans’ charge. ‘Be careful, mind you,
about the change,’ he ssid to her. But never-
thelers, when he returned home, he found
that that she had taken in a bad 1upee piece,
He could hardly sleep that night for rage
and sorrow. Ia the morning he arose early,
and determined to get rid of the bad rupee,
he set out through the town. Soon he met
a boy.

** ‘Boy,’ he said, ‘do you know the sweet-
meat shop of Al? (Ali was a rival vendor.)
*Well take this 1upee, go to Ali's shop, and
speud a pice for sweetmeats there., The
sweet meats may keep—I  want the
change.’

““The boy departed merri'y, and in a little
while returned with his mouth full.

***So you got the change without trouble,
eh? said the man, as he counted it. ‘And
did Ali mske no examination of the rupeey’

*“Oh said,” said the boy, 'I didn't ge as
far as Alis’. T got the sweetmeats at Bahram’s
shop.”"™
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upture

In marked contrast with all ordinary trus$
dealers, this firm stands alonein this ficld as
an institution engaged in the real work of
manufacturing and fitting trusses teed
to hold and cure Rupture of an{‘ ind.

Buy Direct ﬁiog 61\0 akers. “"e
can- save ou oy cont.
of what gou !ould have to’pay so-called
Rupture Specialists. Write forour Fn!
Book on Trusses—its

o arantee Perfect Fit

The F. E. KARN CO.

132 Victoria St., Toronto
(9 Canada’s Leading Mail Order House.

LADIES' EMPORIUM.

Special Bargains in
Whitewear,
Ladies’ Waists,
Ladies’ Jackets,

Ladies’ Skirts,

Ladies’ Flannelette
Wrappers, etc.

MISS A. M. BOYER,

CONNELL'S BLOCK.

Feb. 10, 1904.

You'd Best Believe

That it is-a good thing to keet your carriages well paint-
ar when you will be again
using them, it would be well to look them over, and

would be a good idea to

come and see McKenzie. One job from me will convince

right man, both in the qual

ity of the job and the price, which is the lowest for good
Shop at Hull & Glidden’s, next to

Come and see me.

Yours until you

JOHN McKENZIE.

I have heard advertisers say, “Read my advt
I say, “Read mine this week.”

PUNGS
and Other Things.

Many Styles in Light
and Heavy Pungs.

Great Variety of Trim-
mings in all the La-
test Patterns and De-
signs.

Material and Workmanship superior

to anything offered in town.

Knee Sleds,
Bob Sleds,
Long Sleds,
Neck Yokes,
Spread Chains.

HORSE SHOEING

Done by two Expert Professionals)

It is a pleasure to us to show you our gools

THE WOODSTOCK CARRIAGE (0.

Main Street, South Side of Bridge.

CANADIAN

PACIFIC
TOURIST CARS

Every Thursday from Montreal.
Every Tuesday and Saturday from Ncrth Bay.

NO CHANGE OF CARS
MONTREAL TO VANCOUVER,
TRAVERSING THE GREAT
CANADIAN NORTH WEST.

The Finest Mountain Scenery on the Conti-
nent,

LOWEST RATES APPLY.

Canadian Pacific Service is Up-to-Date.

WORLD’S FAIR, ST. LOUIS.
Opens May 1st, Closes December 1st, 1904,

C. B. ¥OSTER, b. P. A., C. P. R., ST. JOHN, N. B,

Queen Street Studio

is open with

Great
Bargains in
Photographs

Call round.

E. M. CAMPBELL,

Operator and Manager.
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