
Ell IIIB EATON. 

to the sore throat or swel- 

len tonsils, or any swelling, 

lameness or painful part, 
con¥fnce you of its power 
to relieve promptly. 

 KendricKs 
Is Ring. 
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WEIN GERARD ASNNOED PARE 
Story of a Loaded Shell. 

Mm the French, in New York Sun. 

New Year's Day aud its customary gifts al. 
ways reminded me of an incident during the 
Siege of Paris, which I recall with a distinet 

feeling of pleasurable pride. 

Let my readers be reassured; however, I 
am not about to lead them to the beleaguered 

ramparts of the city, nor to the outposts but 
simply to the Rue de Trevise, to the home of 
my old friend Datailly, a rich merchant, 

hushand of a most excellent wife, father of a 

charming daughter, a clever business man, 
good patriot, somewhat of » crank as regards 
politics, but one of the best men in the world, 
and a good friend always. 

Surprised by the investment of Paris just 
as he was packing his trunk to depart, the 

worthy man consoled himself with the belief 

that the city would not be held a week. 
Mme. Datailly, better advised, hastened to 

lay in such a stock of provisions that even 
had the siege lasted three months longer the 
Dutaillys would never have known what 

famine meant. She concluded her wise work 
by turning her garden into a cow pasture, a 

hen farm, and a residence for pigs, which, 
three months later, were worth their weight 
in gold. 

When the autumn came and the siege still 
continued her family rose up and called her 
blessed, and so did I, for I dined twice a 

week with the Dutaillys, and on Thursday 
and Sundays I made up for the privations of 

the rest of the week. There are no words 
worthy to express my emotion at the sight of 

a real omelette, one which was not the mere 

fiction of a dream, and my Sunday dinners 

became like enchanted feasts to me. 

I was not the only guest at this: hospitable 

table. There was another seat placed beside 
mine. This was for young Anatole Brichaut, 
head clerk in the big store and Dutailly’s 
future partner and son-in-law. 

He was an honest lad, a trifle melancholy 

and rather timid, but deeply and sincerely in 
love with his chief's daughter, Mlle. Ger- 
trude, who did not appear insensible to his | 

affection. Although it was not as yet an 

acknowledged fact, the Dutaillys thought 
sufficiently well of the probable marriage to 
receive the young man constantly at their. 
house. 

Unfortunately, the war proved the obstacle 
in the course of true love. Brichaut, a cor: 
poral in the corps of the Seine, did his duty 
as a soldier methodically nud conscientiouly, 
but without enthusiasm snd consequenty 

without glory. 
This indifference exasperated the honest 

merchant. He was constantly predicting 
decisive victories for the French troops. 
Brichant, incredulous, timidly offered various 

objections, and later, when the victories un- 
happily proved grave defeats, Dutailly feit 
that it was all the work of his chief clerk. 
The presence of a new guest at the table 

complicated matters still further. One even- 
ing, arriving rather late, I was surprised to 
find my seat already occupied by a stranger, 
with red cheeks and very broad shoulders, 
and an air of great bravado. He wore a cap 
tains str/pes sewed on a uniform that must 
have been looted from some theater and enor- 
mous boats which proclaimed to all the world 
that a hero trod in them. 

*“M. Robillard,” said Dutailly, introducing 

us, ‘‘the Captain of the famous Lost Child: 

ren of Courbevoie.” 

I had heard of the Captain. His exploits 
consisted of removing from deserted houses 

in tke outskirts of the city furniture and 
valuables which might otherwise have awak- 

ened the cupidity of the enemy and storing 
them in safe places quite without the know. 
ledge ot the owners. 

I wondered how this brute with his brist. 
‘ling mustaches had ever succeeded in forming 

part of our family party when Mme. Dutailly 
explained, with much emotion what had oc- 
curred. Just at dusk she had fallen quite 
heavily on one of the icy bouleyards and 
Robillard, who was passing, ran to ber assist. 
ance, and helped her home. Grateful for 

his prompt aid, the lady felt thut she could 
do no less than invite him to dinner, an in. 
vitation which the Oaptain was very ready 
to accept. 

M. Robillard was clearly no fool. He 
knew how to make himsolf agreeable, al 

though his conceit was colossal, 
According to hiy stories. his prowess 

at the head of the Lost Children had been 
unequalled. With a few other Jleaders like 
himself the war would have been ended long 
hefere. 

Mme. Dutailly listened eagerly to his blatant 
stories; her hasband applauded them envious- 
ly; Mile Gertrude alone proved indifferent. 

As for the poor little corporal, paler and 
more timid looking than e ver, in his coat 

which was three sises too large, and, more, 

over, suffering from a bad cold in the head 

which always makes a man ridiculous, he 
seemed completely crushed by his overpower. 
ing neighbor. 

As soon as dinner was over I invented an 
excuse to leave the house bored by the grace- 
less lies of the vulgar Captain to whom I 
fervently hoped I had said farewell forever, 
But this hope was doomed to a bitter disa- 

pointment The following Sunday I found 
him in the same place, again on Thursday. 
Finally, his place was regularly spread. 

The Dutaillys were completely fascinated. 
Madame because the tender gallantry shown 

her by Robillard never fails to uffect ladies 
of her age, and Paps Dutailly because of the 
interest the dashing Captain took it in his 
warlike predictions. Anatole, his cold worse 

than ever, lost ground visibly at each meal. 

One day the corporal was obliged to keep 

to his bed, and for several weeks he was 

absent from our repast. During this time 
the Captain boldly made known his aspira- 
tions for the hand of Mlle. Gertrude and his 
advances were not repulsed by her parents. 

The day Anatole, convalescent and thin as 
» pipe stem, returned to our weekly dinners 
it seemed to me that the young lady’ pretty 

eyes were red and that there must have been 

some dispute during; the day between her 
and her mother, now completely infatuated 

with her Robillard. T felt that the time had 
come to interfere in the interest of these 

poor children. It happened to be the last 

Sunday in the year, and naturally we fell to 
talking of New Year's Day, which we were 
to spend together. 

“Upon my word dear madame,” cried the 

Captain, “I must prepare some surprise 

with which to offer you my good wishes for 

the New Year.” 

It was the remark that gave me the idea of 
my own. 

On the 1st of January Datailly received us 
with open arms. A glorious victory had 

been foretold by his favorite paper and the 
obstinate patriot was delighted. 

Aunacole brought with him a rabbit, which 
he had trapped himself. As for the captain, 
he presented to Mme. :Dutailly a large bag 
of marrous glaces, encased in a German hel- 
met. 

‘““What!” she exclaimed, almost speechless 
with admiration, **Did you kill them?” 
“Expressly tor your fair sake,” replied 

Robillard, striking an attitude, ‘‘expressly 

and eatirely that his helmet might serve as a 
box for your bonbons!"”’ : 
“Dear me,’ said I, *‘I am not so bold as to 

try to rival such a man as the Captain, but I, 

too, have prepared a little surprise.” 
“I wonder what it can be?” cried Mme. 

Dutailly as the servant brought in a large 
package. 

“It is a bombshell dear madame,” I re- 
plied. *“Dutailly has told me several times 
that he would like to have one, a real one, 

and at my request Rolland, commanding the 
battery, sent me one.” As I spoke, I re- 

moved the paper and the shell appeared, 
bleck sinister, and menacing. 
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“Do not be uneasy,” I hastened to say, 

“Of course, Rolland would not have sent me 

any but an empty shell. Besides, here is his 

letter. 

I opened a note which lay beside the bomb, 

but as I read it my face must have expressed 
surprise, and then consternation, for my 

friends exclaimed anxiously: 
“Is anything the matter?’ 
“Gracious powers! Why—but listen—-" 

and I read: 

Dear Friend: Here is the bombshell you 
asked me for. It has been impossible for me 
just now to get hold of an armorer to empty 

it, but if you will take it to the Avenue de 
I'Opera the man there can doit. Let me 
warn you to use the greatest precaution, the 

slightest shock or jar will cause the shell to 
explode. Yours. R. 

A shriek of fright filled the room. 

“Take it away!” screamed Mme. Datailly. 
“It is frightful! A bombshell in my parlor! 
Horrible!" 

“The man who brought it has gone,” said 

the servant, his red cheeks white. 
“Then,” said I, *‘I all take it.” 

*‘I forbid you,” exclaimed Dutsilly quickly. 
“You are not strong enough to carry that 

heavy thing all the way from here to the 
Avenue de I'Opera. You might drop it any- 
where-—on the stairs—in the vestibule!” 
Mme. Dutailly clutched hold of my coat. 

tails. 

*‘Not you,” she implored, ‘‘it is too dan- 
gerous!” 

‘‘Besides,” added her husband, ‘‘this is 

the deed of a soldier, of a brave soldier! For. 

tunately, the Captain is here.” 

“I stammered the heroic leader of the 
Lost Children, turning pale. *‘A bombshell? 
The devil! Can't you wait and have it taken 
away te morrow?” : 
‘What?’ shrieked Mme. Datailly, “I 

could not close my eyes all night with that 
thing here!” 

Then Anatole said quietly: **Do not be un- 
easy, dear madame, I will take the shell.” 
But Dutailly stopped him. 

“Impossible, my daar fellow —your arm, 
you know!” 

“Yes, indeed,” I added, *‘it is not a thing 
for a man with a wouaded arm to attempt.” 

**I have perfect coufidence in the Captain, 
however, said Datailly. *‘Come, sir, take 

away this monster and rid vs of such a terri: 

ble night-mare. We all know your prowess!” 
The Captain looked unhappy, but he was 

not to be disconcerted for so little, 

“Delighted to be of service,” he said, *‘but 

I could not think of carrying it over these 

icy streets. I will go and get my friend’s 
carriage where he is dining just around the 

corner, at Brebant’s, and will return in ten 

minutes.” 

“Do hurry,” begged Mme. Datailly. *I 

shall be in agony until it is out of the house.’ 

The Captain hastened out of the room. 
Judging from the noise on the stairs, it was 
evident that he was literally hurrying. 

Without appearing to have any special pur- 

pose 1n mind, I walked over to the window. 

*‘It would have been so simple to have let 
me take it,” murmured Anatole. 

“Don’t say such a thing,” cried Dutailly, 
surprised at the young man’s quiet courage. 

**It is much better for the Captain to see to 
it.” 

**If he only will not be long,” 

wife. 

“There is no use to wait for him,” I re- 

marked from my position by the window. 

‘*He will never come back.” 

“Never come back?’ they all cried. 
“No,” 1 said. 

he would have turned to the left. Instead, 

he went to the right, and seemed to be walk- 
ing very quickly, too. 

‘‘What can it mean?” they cried again. 

‘It means, my dear friends,” I said quiet- 

ly, ‘that the Captain is a mere impostor, 
whom I rejoice to have exposed by this con- 
trivance on the table.” 

And seized a photograph album. I struck 
a violent blow upon the bomb-shell, which 
exploded in a thousand fragments—of choco- 
late! The candies inside were scattered in 
all directions. A burst of laughter followed 

this explosion, and, I may say, this denoue- 
ment ! 

For, three months later, Anatole married 
Mlle. Gertrude. 
And of the Captain, nothing more! 

> 
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NO MUD IN.OURS! 

WELLS, 
RICHARDSON & 
CO.’S IMPROVED BUTTER COLOR 
Gives the True Golden June Tint that Guarantees Prize Butter. 

The Largest and Best Creameries and Dairies in the World Use It. 

LOOK FOR THE DANDELION TRADE MARK. . BEWARE OF SUBSTITUTES AND IMIT ATIONS. 
A X.X. DRUGGISTS ANID DEALERS. 

There's Always a Need for 

“PROGRESS ” |ysire: 
Extra Trousers. 

They save 

| in cloth 

patterns and colo 

tallors 

the wi 

matches your suit 

one's appearance. 

some, stylish suit with a coat and vest 
that you would otherwise 

“ PROGRESS " Tr 

The 

ed into permanent shapliness by expert 

Sold by leading clothiers 
throughout Canada. 

ar of the pair that 
They lend variety to 
They make a hand- | 

| 
cast aside | 

ousers are poems 

handsom ast 

hand mould- 

richest, 

r schemes- 
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and A J. Greene, Bath. 

“Had he gone to Brebant’s 

MUSICAL 
HEADQUARTERS. 

Pianos 

Mason & Risch, Bell, 

Dominion, Karn. 

Organs 

Bell, 

Sewing Machines 
The New Williams 

Dominion, Karn, 

Violins, Mandolins, Harmonicas, 

Banjos, Accordions. A full line 3 

first-class strings always in stock. 

C. R. WATSON, Agent, 
Woodstock, N. B. 

IT'S AN ILL WIND 
We that blows no good to some one. 

have a large quantity of 

Fine Horse Blankets 
A pair of them should be a part of 

you horse's outfit. We have too 
mauy and make it an object for you 
to relieve us of some. You will ad- 
mit the value of the blankets the 
minute you see them. And the small- 
ness of the prices, too. 

FRANK L. ATHERTON 
(At the Sign of the White Horse) 

King Street, © Woodstock. 

North American 

Life Assurance Co. 

SOLID AS THE CONTINENT. 

A. C. CALDER, : Agent, 
Barrister-at Law, 

WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

Farm for Sale. 

In Wakefield containing 135 acres 70 acres 
cleared under good cultivation Post Offica next 
door, 3 miles from grist mill, saw mill, blacksmith 
ATR and store will be sold at a bargain. D. F. 

X ANDER, Farmerston, Carleton County. 
— 

Discovered. 

From The Cleveland Leader. 

“Oh! George!” I murmured the sweet 
thing, reproachfully, ‘‘what would papa say 
if he knew that you ever touched liquor?’ 
“He has discovered it already, dearest,” 

admitted her fiance sadly. 

“Mercy! And what did he say?’ 
“He said: ‘Well, George, I don't care if I 

do! ” 

Estimates given. 

— 

BRISTOL 
WOODWORKING 

FACTORY? 

Having Repaired and Replacea Ma- 
chinery, is ready to do First-Class 
Work at lowest possible prices. 

MANUFACTURERS OF = 

DOORS SASH MOULDINGS? 
HOUSE FINISH! SHEATHING ETC. 

STAIR WORK. 

Prices to suit the times. 

Orders promptly executed. 

Write or call. 

JOHN J. HAYWARD, 
BRISTOL, N. B. 

NOTICE. 
You Have Some Plumbing 
You want done before wirftar, Why not 
get it done now? I can do it for you 
promptly, thoroughly and neatly, and’ at 
a reasonable price. Don’t delay this work 
till the cold weather is here. Orders from 
out of town promptly attended to. 

J. P. PICKEL, 
Plumber, 

Connell St. Woodstock. 

Having recently installed a 

Generator, we are prepared 

to supply power to run fac- 

tories, water works, ete. 

Woodstock Electric Light Co'y, 
LIMITED. 

Your Carriage 

Or Waggon 

Needs painting. It will tend to 
preserve it as well as to improve its 
appearance. Please bring it in early 
so that I can have plenty of time to 
do a good job and give the varnish 
plenty of time to harden before you 
take it out. 

I have plenty of storage room. 

F. L. MOOERS, 
over Loane’s Factory, 

Connell street, Woodstock: 

LIVERY AND HACK STABLE 

H. E. & Jas. W. Gallagher, Props: 

Outfits for commercial travellers, Coaches in a 
vendance at arrival of trains, All kinds of Livery, 
Teams to let at Reasonable Rates, 

&F A First-Class Hearse in connection, 

Emerald Street, - Woodstock, N, B. 


