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THR EH DISPATCE. 
THE BACHELOR'S PROTEST. 

2 ~ (Punch.) 
Ladies, and all who gaz kance, 

: > eb the 1 rol i barre \ife 
th that cold monument of dead romance 

A wife, 

Peace, for you wrong me ; now will T disclose, 

A tale, whose dolorous import gives a claim 

To tender pity, not, as you suppose, 
0 blame, 

¥. 

T have not feared to toe the beetling edge 
Of Hymen's indeterminate abyss 

Merely from love of self or narrow 
Prejudice, 

IL am uot proof to Cnpifl’s wanton dart ; 
o armor plates of triple brass confine 

This morbid J impressionable heart 
t mine. 

a from it. In the generous days of yore 
«1 must have wooed, and made no empty boast, 
As much as any, and a good deal more 

Than moss. 

My post is peopled = a perfect throng 
maidens—lov with all a. young man’s 
glow— 

And lost—or more or less forgotten—long 
~ wARo, 

With whom it was my dearest wish to live 
‘For better, or—to quote the Rubrics terse 

And darkly cynical alternative — 
or worse, 

And I have urged my periodic suit 
ot once, nor twice, since I attained my prime, 

Only to get the Order of the Boot 
Each time, 

For somehow all with one consent hegan 
To make excuse ; some did not wish to wed ; 

Some loved me not ; some loved Another Man 
P peands 

Some Neinbad sorrow, some a pained surprise ; 
Two, in a tone no man of spirit brooks, 

Had the audacity to criticize 
My looks. 

And I grew wearied of the harsh rebuff; 
Time came when in my bitterness I spoke 

“1 woo no more ; is has gone far enough, 
This joke I” 

80, ladies, I am cabined by a vow ; 
: But soon the Old Year dies, and with the New 

Comes jocund Leap Year—it i« your turn now 
To woo! 

CHARACTERS. 

James Hexperson, A middle aged hachelor, 

Josep MURRAY, A retired military officer 

Ricuarp Murray, His youchful son. 

WirLiaym Brack, Richard's chu 

Joan Brack, Wilham’s unmarried sigter, 

JEMIMA SINCLAIR. A middio wyed spinster. 
SceNE '1.—Somerville, a smail town in the 
North of Eogland, Joan's houses. Richard 
visiting his friend William. Time a #Satur. 

day afternoon. 

Rica. M. : Hurry up, Bill, or we'll not be 

in time for the kickoff. What are you doing? 
WiLL. B. : Addressing some blessed cir 

alars on behoof of “The Indignant and De 

coyed Old Geuntlewomen’s Fund.’ Jo's 

secretary of the loeal branch, hut Ivie got to 

do the work. Like women! Wouldn't have 

a moment's peace if I'd any more sisters 

Lend a hand aud we'll get to the football 

match in time, Why don’t you sit 

down instead of wriggling about and bending 

that way? You'll write easier sitting, 

Rica. M. : Rather not. Dad caught me 

smoking a cigarette yesterday, and 't doesn’t 

hurt so much to stand. 
WiLL. B. : Tell vou what, Dicky: there's 

not a more downtrodden race than boys 

Here's me and you—ten past—and we get 

welted as if we were kids. Jo boxed my 

ears this morning, ‘cause I said I hadn’t time 

to spare for her blooming Old Gentlewomean. 

Jo's ages older’n me—in the sheer and mel. 

low leaves, near forty,—but it’s no advantage 

for me to be an orphan. Get knocked about 

all the time. 

Ricu. M.: Samo here; only my dad’s strong- 

er'n your sister. And there's worse coming. 

Don’t remember my own mother, she’s dead 

so long ago; but wy dad, the Major, said it 

was high time I'd another mater to keep me 

in order. 

WiLL. B : That's his mean way of telling 

you he’s going to get married again. Putting 

the blame on you, too. . . . How many 

circulars have you done? Seven. My lot's 

thirty-eight. 
Rica. M. : That comes to forty-three. 

Won B. : You may be a little viper, as 

Jo eafled you once, but you ain't much of a 

adder. It comes to forty-nine. Put out your 

tongue so as I can wet the stamps. Jo says 

there's always mickrobbers on ‘em. . . . 

Tell you what Dicky, I think my sister 

means to get spliced too. I've heard as much, 

and don’t want no blooming brother-in-law 

to help to whack we. * 

Wits. B. : Don's talk rot. Men go after 

the other sects. ‘(Impressively.) But I've 

been \y. litably informed that that old josser, 

Hepahha. retired grocer up tke hill, is the 

man to keep a eye on. Old fool! Near forty- 

five. Who's to be your governor's next? 

Rica. M. : Can't say for certain. Think 

he's sweet on that Miss Sinclair Jo knows. 

As old as your sister she'll be. 

Wit. B. :- Yes. Got a heavy hand, too, 

It's a biug look-out, Dicky, and something'll 
need to be done... . T'vegot an idea. 

Sed this letter. It's one Jo got this morning 

from Jemima Sinclalr. Begins “My Dear 

Joey"—your dad's first name. We'll put it 
in another envelope and address it to the 

Major. It'll give him fits. See this other 

letter. It's Jo's reply to Jem Sinclair. 1 

was to address it. Begins ‘My dear Jimmy” 

—old Henderson's first name. We'll send it 

on to him. Hell get fits, too. You bet 

there'll be no marriages after this. 

Ricu. M. : Say, Bill, isn’t 1* a bit off side 

to do this? 
WiLL. B. : P'r'aps; but we've our own 

skins to look after. . Now, take half 
of this blooming correspondence, and we'll 

post "em while going to the field. 

ScENE 2.—MugrraY's house. Time: Eveuing 
of same day. 

Jos. M. (to himself, furiously, after perus- 

ing letter) : This is insufferable. Gad! I don't 

know what women are coming to. TLeir em- 

ancipation shrieke and eterpal howling for 

rights were bad enough, but this is beyond 

the limit of endurance. The intolerable 

cheek! The insolent familiarity! The implied 

affection! Gad! I'd like to knock some of 
these old women's heads together (Re-reading 

letter.) “My Dear Joey, 1 quite expected 

you would join us last mght. As you know, 
the Somerville Sewing Society (of which T am 

secretary) meets every Thursday evening in 
the Public School (X. Class room) at 7.30, 

and we have now been busily engaged for 

some weeks, our intention being to hold a 
sale of werk shortly, the proceeds of which 

will be handed over to the local hospital. 

Should you find it inconvenient to bring your 
own knitting, or sewing, or fancy work, 

material will be available on the premises 

My own knitting wool has become rather 
distasteful to me— I don’t care for the colour 

suinehow—s0 you might let me have some of 
yours. You may, cf course, consider your- 

self too good for us, but do come, Joey, dear, 

for my sake; you would be of such assist- 

snce.— Yours always, JEMIMA SINCLAIR.” 

Joey! By Jove! I'd druwmhead the man who 

dared to address me iu that way. Asif I 

wore & clown or paataloon, instead of a 

so!dier who has fought and bled for his coun- 

try. Fought and bied? Yes. Can I ever 

forgnt that sham fight at the autumn manceu 

vres when my horse bolted and sent me to 

grass, with the result that my nose was not 

only put out of action for months, but was 

permanently disabled? Bled? Bled! I should 
think it did. And the man who has wielded 

his sword on behalf of defenceless women is 

asked to join them and take his knitting! 

(Sardonically.) Perhaps fancy work would 

be more in my line. A sofas cushion or tea 

cosy, or one of those senseless contrivances— 

tidies, I think—that stick to a man’s coat 

every time he rises from a chair. (More 

calmly ) Should I take this as a joke and say 

I'll do some crazy work to be in keeping with 

the rest of the society? No; better to treat 

it with dignified contempt. But it has at 

least done one good thing. I was undecided 

as to whether Miss Blugk or Miss Sinclair 

would prove the more suitable mother for my 

boy. I have no doubt now. 

SceENE 3. —HENDERSON'S house. Time: Same 
evening. 
Jas. H. (reading letter, in bewildered state): 

“My Dear Jimmy,—Been so busy lately that 

I have had no time to devote to your Society, 

but you may expect me on Thursday evening, 

first. I'll bring some sewing. Am really 

very much occupied, dear, with one thing 

and another, so excuse me for neglecting 

you. Spent two or three hours yesterday 

helping to nurse the Jones children, who are 

down with the measles; but I have managed 

to spare time for other work as well. D'oyleys 

are getting on nicely. I hope soon, dear, to 

have more leisure at my disposal, when you 

will see me oftener. Don't imagine for a 

moment I consider myself too good for you, 

—Ever yours, JoaN Brack. P.S.—Don’t 

feel discouraged on account of your wool. It 

is a pretty, if rather uncommon, shade.” 

(To himself) Great Jupiter! What an eye- 

opener !| What a revelation of the risks a 

single man runs when he indulges in a 

platonic friendship with a single woman ! 

Jimmy ! Great Jupiter! A name that even 

my sainted mother never used ! And she— 

the irrepressible Joan—is comirg here on 

Thursday night to enjoy my society. My 

Society—with a big S—to show the value she 

puts upon it. Means to make an evening of 

| it evidently, seeing she proposes to bring her 

sewing. Possibly I may be expected to pass 

an opinion en embroidered button-holes and 

herring-bone stitches. These prattling de- 

tails, too, of what she has been doing imply 

a confidence between us that never existed. 

Most inconsiderate even to suggest coming, 

under the circumstances. The Jones family 

are suffering from measles, and she may bring 

some of them with her—measles, I méan— 

but who on earth are the D'oyleys? Never 

heard of them, though I kaow the Joneses. 

Seems to be some Irish family recovering 

from an illness, which may be infectious also, 

[. 

grateful and comforting reflection to be de- 

rived from this extraordinary letter. The 

fair Joan does not consider herself too good 

for me—a simple admission, which has a 

charm all its own. And the P. S.! How 

true it is that the sting of a woman's letter 

lies in the postscript! ‘Don’t feel discour- 

aged on account of your wool ” Oh, Joan, 

Joan, how could you? To call my hair wool 

—what detestable slang! To refer so ironi- 

cally to its colour—what a gratuitous insult ! 

To pretend to admire it—what unpardonable 

hypocrisy ! Can I help my hair being red ? 

But this is weakness. Self-preservation is 

the first law of Nature. 1am in a state of 

platonic friendship with other ladies, and 

who can tell what may happen after this? 

There is only one remedy— to put myself be- 

yond the pale. Miss Sinclair is a Indy I have 

long liked. She is not in her first youth; no 

more am I. She would make a good wife; I 

shall ask her to marry me. (Scathingly) 

And when I do so you may rest perfectly 

assured, Miss Black, that I shall not feel dis- 

couraged on account of my wool. 

Scene 4 —JoAN's house. Time: A fortnight 
later, Afternoon. 

Joan B. (to herself): It has come at last, 

That letter I got from Major Murray this 

morning, saying he intended to call later in 

the day regarding a matter which might have 

an important bearing oa his future, can only 

have one meaning. He intends to—well, I 

admire the Majer immensely, aud why should 

I not marry him if he wants me? 1t will be 

best for everyone. Willie is a source of 
anxiety to me at times, and every year will 

make him more difficult to manage. He 

needs a father’s firm, controlling hand. The 

The Major will not refuse to let him come 

I have an ample income for both. 
What, I wonder, has caused Mr. 

Henderson's strangely altered attitude to 

We were good friends—never more 

than but now he purposely 

avoids me. Called st his house on Thursday 

evening last week whea going to the sewing 

circlo. Meant to ask him to increase his 

subscription to the Old Gentlewomen’s Fund. 

He can easily afford more than half a guinea. 

Servant was very rude. Said her master 

had gone from home for a few days, although 

I smelt tobacco smoke quite distinctly at the 

He goes down one street if he sees 
Even went into 

with me. 

me ! 

friends —- 

door. 

me coming down another. 

a ladies outfitting establishmeat on one ocea 

ston wheu escape was oiherwise impossible. 

Poor man, he needn't run away from me. 
I don’t wish to meddle with him. Only I 
sincerely trust, for Jemima’s sake, that he is 

not falling into bad habits. I'm sure she’s 
fond of him. But it seems strange he is not 

able to look one in the face. 

Major Murray is announced, and enters room. 
Jos. M (after brief preliminary talk) : Ex- 

cuse me, Miss Black, coming to the point at 

We old soldiers are blunt and want. 

Will you marry 
once. 
ing 1 finesse sometimes. 

me! 
Joan B. : If I was younger I might pre- 

tend to hesitate and say I was surprised. 

My answer is yes. 
Jos. M. : That's right. I like decision of 

Affectation ot any sort is dis- 

tasteful to me. Thanks for agreeing so haund- 

somely to my propossl. My boy will benefit 

much from a mother’s protecting care; and I 

—I don’t mind confessing it—feel lonely at 

time. Jove! it's good of you to take com- 

passion on an old campaigner like myself. 

I'm on the wrong side of fifty by a year or 

two, but have splendid health, a fairly good 

income, gnd if I'm not as handsome as 1 was 

once, we fighting men require to take risks. 

That scar, which has permanently disfigured 

my nose, was received in action. 

character. 

Joan B. : 1shall love you all the wmcre 

for it. 
Jos. M. (preparing to leave): 1 suppose 

it is usual on occasions hike these to seal the 

compact ? Will you give me a kiss 

Joax B.: I'm a passive resister, Joseph. 

You may take one. 

SceENE © —JEMIMA'S house. Two days later. 
Afternoon. 
Jes. S. (to herself, after Henderson's de- 

parture): Such a pleasant coincidence. Two 

days ago the Major asked Joan to marry him, 

and now James has proposed to me and I 

have accepted him. We can thus have a 

lovely double wedding. The dear fellow— 

James, I mean—has been a long time making 

up his mind, but better late than never. I 

once thought he had a liking for Joan. It 

seems 1 was wrong. He asked if she was 

not becoming rather eccentric; wouldn't ex- 

plain what he meant. Of course, she’s not; 

it’s just his fancy. But I'm quite sure the 

Major is. Met him on the street a week ago, 

and asked him when he was coming to the 

sewing meeting. That was all the length I 

got. He glared at me, turned several shades 

redder than he is, raised his hat, right about 

face, and left me looking after him in amaze- 

ment. What was there in that remark to 

anger suyone? If he had let me finish, I in- just as likely as not. There is, however, one 
= EES, 

tended to ask him to give us a reading or 
something. He recites “The Charge of the 
Light Brigade” with such spirit, if a trifle 

incoherently. These old officers do some- 
times become rather strange. I often won- 

dered how the Major got his nose broken, 
Joan tells me it was in a desperate engage 

ment, when he was facing fearful odds. Poor 

fellow, perhaps the injury to his nose has 

affected his brain. James gave me such a 
laugh. He asked quite seriously if I was 
sure my love for him would never grow less 

on account of his wool. His hair, he meant, 

The idea! Of course it's red, the beautiful 
Titian red that artists love to paint. 1 told 
him so, and he wav quite pleased. Alas! it 
will soou ezough become streaked with grey. 

In the meantime, I can choose wall paper 
and curtains that will harmonize with the 
dear old fellow’s head. This news 

18 too good to keep to myself. I'll run along 

to Joan's and tell her. She'll be delighted 

to know we are both going, going, and will 

soon be—gone! 

SCENE 6.—School playground. Time: 
lowing afternoon. 
Ric. M. : Nice mess you've made of it. 
WiLL B. : Tell you what, Dicky, if you 

give me any more sauce I'll punch your head; 
I'm sick enought of the whole blooming busi 

Fo - 

ness. 
Rica. M. : Same here. Met old mother 

Tompkins on the road to shool this morning. 

She patted my head and said how pleased I'd 

be to have a new mother. I hate people who 

pat your heads, don’t you, Bill? 

Wir. B. : Course. It shows they think 

we're kids what'll stand anything. Jo said 

the Major would be as good as a father to 

me. Like her blooming cheek. 

Rica. M. : I know what that means. Wait 

till yon feel his strap. 
WiLL. B. : He dussn’t strap his brother- 

in-law. It would be breaches of the peace. 
Rica. M. : You wait. When the Major's 

monkey's up he don’t md what sort of 

breeches you call "em. 

WiLL. B. : It’s to he in a month, Dicky. 

that red-headed old josser, Henderson, 

means to be made one for ever and ever, 

amen, with Jem Sinclair on the day Jo's 

married. You and me's to be pages. Jo 

said when we was pages she hoped we turn 

over a new leaf, then she laughed. I aon't 

see any hing funny, do you! 

Rica. M. : No. What's pages got to do? 

Wire. B : Hold up trains. Only wish it 

was the same sort of game Arizona Mike and 

his gang plays on the rolling prairie. 

Rica. M. : The tuck-in at the wedding’'ll be 

all night, Bill; but after that thing’ll be 

worse'n ever. 

Wit. B. : They'll be worser for you, 

Dicky, cause when Jo marries the Major ll 

be your step-uncle-in law, and step-uncles-in 

law don’t stand no nonsense from kids like 

you. 
CURTAIN. 
RR 

Wife: ““The Swintons are going to move 

out of this neighborhood after being here a 

year.” 
Husband: **That’s strange. All the peo 

ple are just getting to know them now.” 
Wife: **Yes, that’s why they are going.” 

“An Extraordinary Offer. 
Our Regular Me, 7.5:8" $40 

BELT i only 

$5 
Warranted to be superior to all others, 

T buy an e'ectric belt before seeing ous 

DON No. 7-20th Century Belt, 

Call or write for book. It is free. We are the 

largest dealers in electric body appliances in C
anada. 

The genuine Karn Belt can only be obtained fro
m 

us. Never sold indrug stores. 
? 

THE F.E.KARN 09. "uct: 

MONEY TO LOAN: 
On first mortgage security in amounts from $500 

upwards at extremely low rates of interest. Apply 
to J. C. HARTLEY, Barrister, etc., Woodstock, 
N. B. 
Dec. 16, 2 mo. 

FOR SALE. 

A grist mill, carpenter’s work shop adjoining, 

house, two barns, hog house and three acres of 

land, at Northampton, seven miles below Wood- 

stock, on the east side of the river, situated about 

two rods from the highway road and about six 

rods from the river. Apply on premises vo HUGH 
GIBSON, Northampton. Aug. 19-tf. 

XA) or , 

Intercolonial Railway. 

TENDER FOR BUILDINGS AT STEL- 

LARTON, N. S. 

Separate sealed Tenders addressed to the under- 
signed and marked on the outside ‘“T'ender for 
Shed for WW rpeking Crane” or “Tender for Car 
Repair Shop” as the case may be, will be received 
up to and including 

MOMDAY, tuk 8tit Day or FEBRUARY, 1904, 

for the construction of a Shed for Wrecking Crane 
pes building for Car Repair Shop at Stellarton, 

Plans and specifications may be seen at the. 
Station Master’s Office at Stellarton, N. 8., and 
at the office of the Chief Engineer, Moncton, N. 
B., where forms of tenders may be obtained. 

All the the conditions of the Specification must 
be complied with. wwii Ad 

D. POTTINGER, 
Railway Office, ¥ TM" ia "=" 3 General Manager. 
Moncton, N. B.¥iMuim 

K 'S SPAVIN* 
Lill] C (¥) 114 E 

the old reliable remedy for 8pavins, Ringbones, Eplints, 
Curbs, etc.. and all forms of Lameness. It works thousands 
of cures annually. Cures without a biewish, as it does not blstes. 

hs 
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Complete Cure for Bone Spavin, 
Russell, Manitoba, Jan. 20, 1903, 

Dr. B. J. Kendall Co., Gentlemen: I had to treat a - 
horse of mine four years ago which had a Bone Bpavin a ¢ 
got kicked on the sane leg and was very badly swollen ; so | 
that 1 had to bathe it in wann water, then applied Kendal 
Spavin Care, I had Typhoid Fever the same winter and on!. 
gave the Kendall's Spavin Cure halfa chance, and it only took 
one and a half bottles to cure his leg with very «lim treatment 
and it did so completely that you would never kuow that he had 
@ spavin } he néver has gone lame since. 

Very truly yours, GEO. S. HARRIS 

Such endorsements ag the above are a puarantee of merit 
Price 81 ; 81x for $85. Asa liniment for family use it has no 
equal. Ask your druppist for Kendall's Spavin Cure 
also "A Treatise on Lhe Horse, Lic Look tree, or address 

* OR. B. J. KENDALL Co., ENOSBURG FALLS, VT. * 

COMMON SENSE 
is a good faculty to exer i 

cise in combatting diseases 1’ 

like consumption. Use al 

rational cure try 

PARK’S PERFECT 

EMULSION. 

—
—
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[DEAL INGOME BONDS 
FOR $10.000, 

Guaranteeing an annual income of 

for life, and the income for vouy 

wife should she survive you; the balance, 
This 

<500 

same 

at her death, goes to your children. 

would be a fine legacy for your wife anc 

family. This amount or more in the 

London Life Assurance Co., 

Head office, LoNpoN, ONT.} 

Write for information to 

W. S. SAUNDERS, Chief Provincial Agent, or 

J. N. W. WINSLOW, District Agent, 

WOODSTOCK, N E. 

fi ACLFIC.. | LY. 

Publications. 
“The New Highway to the Orient.” 
“Westward to the Far Kast.” 

“Fishing and Shooting in Canada.” 
“Time Table with Notes.” 
“Around the World.” 

“Climates of Canada.” 
“Quebec—Summer and Winter.” 
“Montreal—The Canadian Metropolis.’ 
“Houseboating on the Kootenay.” 
“Across Canada to Australia.” 
“Banff and the Lakes in the Clouds.” 
“The Yoho Valley and Great Glacier, 
“The Challenge of the Rockies.” 
“Western Canada.” 
“British Columbia.” 
“Tourist Cars.” 

Write for dscriptive matter, rates, etc., to 
C. B. FOSTER, 

D. P. P. R., ST. JOHN, N. B. 

THE BEST 

PLUMBING 
At most reasonable prices isjwhat 

I am offering the public. 
Estimates cheerfully furnished 

on any kind of work in my line.! J 
A full line of materials of all 

kinds. Aqueduct Pipe at specially 

low rates All work guaranteed 

first class. 

I. C. CHURCHILL, 
Connell Street, Woodstock 

IMPERIAL 
SOAP. 

The Best for All Purposes. 

Imperial Packing ICo’y;. 
Limited. 

Aes Bi 

January 20th, 1904, Woodstock, N. B. 


