
THE DISPATCH. 
= 

Disease takes no summer 
“vacation. 
If you need flesh and 
strength use 

‘Scott’s Emulsion 
summer as in winter. 

Send for free sample. 

SCOTT & POWNE, Chemists, i 

Toronto, Ontario. 
soc, and $1.00; all druggists. 

» 

THE MASTER PASSION. 
Three rows back from the orchestra sat the 

violin-fancier. The action of the drama had 

no interest for him; but whenever the musi- 

cians played he listened intently, his eyes 

unchangingly fixed upon the instrument in 

the hands of the first violinist. He knew 

every curve of the violin as he knew his own 

signature. He gazed upon its beauties as a 

lover upon the perfections of his mistress. 

How many miles had he traveled in seek. 

img that object upon which he now was 

gazing! How many dusty Italian shops he 

had ransacked, how m%ny old violins he had 

handled in vain!—and now before him was 

the veritable treasure he had sought. It was 

the del (fesi—the Guarnerius he had sv long- 

ed to possess. 

Hardly had the curtain rung its fall upon 

the stage, when he made his way through 

the fast-ebbing current of spectators, uncon- 

scious of all their rude jostking, and of his 

own, and addressed the musician, who was 

placing the violin in its box and tucking it 

daintily in a silken bed. 

“Pardon me,” he said, ‘‘but T have been 

so delighted by the tone of the violin you 

play so charmingly. Perhaps you will not 

object if T ask the privilege of examining the 

instrument.” 

“With all pleasure,” replied the violinist, 

courteously unwrapping the violin and hold- 

ing it up. **Yet I must beg that you have a 

care that it is not injured. Tt has much 

much value, and unfortunately, I have not 

the pleasure to own it. I hold it bat as a 

loan from my friend.” 

But the violinist was reassured when he 

saw how | carefully the instrument was 

handled. Beneath the electric bulb upon the 

music-stand the fancier examined in turn the 

label, the neck, the back, the scroll. There 

could be no mistake. It was a genuine del 

(tes, and in most excellent condition, as if 

it had been always the pet of some musician. 

The fancier gloated in silence over his find. 

“You yourself play, without doubt?” ask- 

ed the violinist, rather with polite interest 

than curiosity. 

“J? Oh, yes, a little, at times. And I 

buy good violins if T can have them at a rea- 

sonable price. Do you know what would be 

asked for this?’ 

“But I cannot tell. I have it only by my 

friead’s favor, as a loan.” 

“Po whom does it belong?” 

“To my friend—that is, to a young girl 

whom I have known a year or more.” 

“Can you tell me where she found it?” 

“You will excuse me,” was the violinist’s 

reply, as he made an attempt to reclaim the 

instrument, ‘‘but I should beg to know why 

you make the inquiry. I have no reason to— 

to answer questions.” 

“I would be glad to make an offer for the 

violin. You see, I am a—a dealer, in a way. 

I buy such as please me.” 

Oh, this is not to be sold, I am sure,” 

said the violinist, restoring the del Gesu to 

its case. ‘‘Indeed, sir, though a poor man, 

I have for myself made offer of five, seven— 

yes, even eight hundred dollars. But Amelie 

" says ever, ‘No, no; 1 shall not sell.” So, 

you see—"’ 

“I understand. It may be an heirloom, 

and the lady naturally— Still, T should be 

glad tg make the attempt to buy. Unless 

the ofner has some very good reason, is & 

violinist herself—" 
“Truly, no. Tt is not that she performs, 

but it is an inheritance, a legacy. Her grand- 

father was long a player, and by his will he 

conveyed the violin in souvenir to Amelie. 

You comprehend? My English is too slight 

to tell all. 

A row at a time, the lights were going out, 

and (J two walked up the aisle together. 

“But come,” the violinist resumed, ‘you 

are in earnest, I see. Perhaps, then, you 

would care to ask the lady for yourself. She 

is of the company.” 

They waited a few moment at the stage 

door. 

Soen a woman appeared, draped in a long 

cloak, and approached the violinist. In a 

few words spoken in French he explained 

the presence of the other, and presented him. 

«This is Mlle. Amelie Durand, who owns 

the violin, M’sieu, and most kindly permits 

to me its use. Will you ask herself of the 

~ price?” 

“You are very kind,” said the fancier. *'I 

‘admired the violin, and he was good enough 

to let me examine it. I have told him that 

1 sometimes buy good instruments, and he 

N 

has referred me to you as the owner. Would 
you part with it?—or is that impossible?” 

*‘No doubt he has told you, has he not, 
that ic is a family possession?!” It was for 

many yesrs my grandfather's,” said she, 
pushing back her hood and showing a most 
attractive face, ‘and I should be very sorry 

if compelled to let it go.” : 

“But—if you might be tempted,” the 
fancier insisted, in distress at finding the 
treasure unattainable, “I should offer a large 

price. 1 would pay you twelve—fifteen hun- 

dred dollars.” 
She looked startled, then grave, but slow- 

ly shook her head. 
“Your price seems most generous,” she 

said. “I wish I might say ‘yes,’ for we are 

not rich; but really I ought not, even for so 

much. I do not think I could sell the old 

violin even for so great a sum.” 

“I would give more. I will give eighteen 

hundred dollars,” the fancier said, eagerly. 

“I know 1t is more than the worth of the 

violin, but I have a whim to possess it for 

my collection.” 

So earnest was the fancier that it was not 

easy to refuse him. He was handsome and 

in the prime of life, and one instinctively 

wished to consent; but Mlle. Amelie only 

smiled, shook her Lead gently, and seemed 

to consider the interview at an end. : 
“Al least, do not decide at ounce,” the 

fancier asked, as he raised his hat. ‘May I 

not see you again? You may change your 

mind.” 
“That I will not refuse,” she replied, 

kindly. ‘And you may try the violin, if you 

choose. You play, of course? Mind, I do 

not say positively that T will not part with it. 

There may be reasons—but I hardly think 1 

can sell it now.” She gave her address and 

the three parted. 

Within a few days the collector of violins 

presented himself. He was introduced to 

the Durand family—to the mother, an aristo- 

cratic little French dame with a manner that 

charmed; to the brother, who was a bauk 

clerk, and to a younger sister, very demure 

and watchful. 

= The del Gesw was brought out, and he 

played upon it with fingers that trembled a 

little and did him httle credit. Altogether 

he was hospitably received, and found no 

reason to regret his visit save that his offers 

for the violin were calmly refused., 

After a decent time he came again, and 

even repeated the call at a less-interval. He 

was received with increasing cordiality, and 

was evidently a welcome friend. Yet, de- 

spite offers far exceeding any fair market 

value, he made no progress in his enterprise 

of adding the del Ges: to his collection. 
One day he omitted to mention the violin.] 

“Ah,” remarked thes younger sister, ‘‘he 

has lost hope of the del Gesu; we shall soon 

see no more of our new friend !” 
Jut her prophecy was falsified. He came 

oftener than before. Soon it was evident 

to all but himself that, if he cared less for 

the violin, he cared much more for the vio- 

lin’s mistress. 

At length even he had discoved the true 

attraction, and called formally upon Madame 

Durand with a demand for the hand of 

Amelie. Admitting that the fancy for the 

del Gesu had first brought him to their home, 

he now declared that he had no thought of 

anything whatever but for his sincere affec- 

tion for Amelie herself. 

And she, when appealed to, declared that 

her heart had been won. ; 

The day for the bridal was set, and on a 

bright, sunshiny day the little wedding party 

drove from the church to the Durand home, 

aod there, the first violinist being an honor- 

ed guest, was held a modest fete. 

When, after a brief honeymoon trip, the 

fancier brought home his bride, she gazed 

about her with delight at the cozy apartment. 

I'hen, springing up, she exclaimed: 

“Oh, I almost feigot! You have not 

shown me your collection of violins.” 

“But,” said the fancier, ‘*I have none my 

dearest.” 

“You bave none ?”’ 

“I 'had put all my money into them, and— 

and 1 sold the violins that I might make the 

little home for you.” 

Amelie came close beside him, put her arm 

around his neck, and said in a mischievous 

tone: 

“Then you did not marry me for the del 

Gesu ¢” 
©T had forgotten it,” he said simply. ‘‘But 

we can begin our new collection withert, 

Amelie looked -at him soberly, and then 

began to laugh. 

“Oh, T am so sorry! Bnt I no longer 

own the del Gesu. I thought you cared 

suffer with your friends or relatives 
St. Vitus’ Dante, or Falling 
for a trial bottle and valuable 

treatise on such diseases to THE Lersic Co., 

179 King Street, W., Toronto, Canada. All 

druggists sell or can obtain for you 
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What is the Spramotor? It is a machine that has demon- 
strated to the satisfaction of the Department of Agriculture that 

over 80 of the possible fruit crop of the Dominion of Canada is 

going to waste and all through a lack of appreciation of proper 
means of saving it. 

The Spramotor is a practical machine for practical purposes. 
It can be put to a number of uses, saving its cost a dozen times 
over in the course of a season.  ~ 

Used for spraying fruit trees, shrubs and vines it increases 
the yield over 807. 

Under its influence, raw crops are rid of grubs, worms, bugs 

and other pests. 
For killing wild mustard in the growing grain its value is be- 

yond computation. 
From relieving live stock from the annoyance of the horn fly 

it demonstrate its usefulness many times over and assures a greater 

yield of milk and butter, 
For disenfecting its effectiveness is unquestioned. 
For painting and white washing out houses, barns, fences, etc., 

it is a money maker, because it is a money saver. It covers: 

given area in 1.5 the time requized by hand labor. Used with 

Spramotor Cold Water Paint it reduces the expense of painting 
fully 60°7/. 

We: are sole agents for the Spramotor. 
write us for prices. 

W. F. DIBBLEE & SON, 
Woodstock. Hartland, (Centreville. 

IMPROVED GANG EDGER. 

This machine has been designed to meet the requirements of 

all saw mills, whether for use in portable or stationery mills. 

The machine will take saws up to 20 inch diameter. 

Weight when ready for shipment, 3,000 pounds. 

For further particulars apply to 

Small & Fisher Company, Limited, 
WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

\ 
f 
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GASOLINE ENGINES. 
Stationery, Portable and Marine. 

In every size required for ordinary work. Your thresher, hay press, grain crusher, 

wood sawing machines, etc., can be operated with our gasoli
ne engine at about one half the 

cost for fuel of any other power. Our stationary engines are suitable for machine shop or 

factory of any kind, where a reliable, safe and economical power is wanted. Just the thing 

as an auxilary power for water mill, whea water is low at wid 
winter or summer. Occupies 

little space—requires no attention after starting— positively no dan
ger of tire—can be start 

ed almost instantly. 

Our marine engines easily installed in 

two to forty H, P. We install all our cagines and 

order without extra expense to purchaser. 
) : 

We give larger power for the mouey than any other Gasoline Compan
y doing business 

in Canada. N. B. agents for the celebrated Columbia Hay Press, fitted with automatic 

follower dropper, capacity of 40) tons per day when driven by our 
8 horse power. engine. 

Second hand steam engines and horse powers always on hand. Sold at about one half value. 

Power guaranteed. Prices moderate. 

AMHERST MOTOR CO., Amherst, N. S., 

any style of fishing or pleasure boat in sizes from 

guarantee to start same in good running 

8. M. CARLE. Agent, 
East Florenceville. 

(‘all at onr storelor | 

about it ro longer, and sc— In short, F~ 

gold it for my dot.” ° 
“You did wisely,” said her husband. 

“Collecting may become a mere mania, sud 

leads to lunacy !” 
“It led you to me,” said Amelie, pouting. 

“Nonsense! Marriages like ours are 

made in heaven. But how could you sell 

your grandfather's violin 7” 
“A maid must have her dot ! 

you sell you? collection 7” 
“A man must yield to the ruling passion,” 

said he, ‘‘and, after all, love rules ail the 

rest 7’ 

How could 

The Epigrammist. 

Economy may be the road to wealth, but 
no one ever became wealthy by 

alone. 

economy 

A suit for divorce is simply an autopsy on 

poor little Cupid's remains. 
Wealth is no more an evidence of refine- 

ment than costly churches are of their con- 

gregations’ piety. 
The worst tyrants are those who have been 

emancipated from tyranny. 
The man who joins a church to secure the 

patronage of its members 1s grand marshal in 

the parade of hypocrites. 
Beauty when unadorned is all right in art 

museums, but no woman was ever made ugly 

by a handsome gown. 

A woman to be perfectly happy must feel 

that she has had something to do with re- 

forming the man she loves.—Smith’s Maga- 

zine. 
— - -— I. 

The New Navai Power. 

The influence of the sea power iu the 
history now making—-this is the real writing 

on the wall. If Japan secures a war ia- 

demnity from Russia, a large portion of this 

will undoubtedly be expended on increasing 

her fleet. 

landers who are cradled on the sea and who 

In any case, these victorious is- 

| the golf coat 

buttons 

| save postage. 

have shown such a splendid capacity for 

naval warfare, are certain to better secure 

themselves against any further Russian 

wggression by a very powerful navy.—John 

Hays Hammond in World's Work 
- 

Economy. 

(Harper's Weekly.) 

The following letter was received from hie 

sister by a New Yorker who was away from 

home on a visit: 

“I am sending by mail a parcel containing 

you As 

are heavy cat 

wanted. the brass 

I have 

Your loving sister, 

them off to 

LL | +) — ee 

—You will find the buttons in the 

right-hand pocket of the coat. 
ig bp Spi 
Appreciation. 

I 

Sir: Your wife is held by us for ransom. 

She will be detained until you deposit ten 

under the oak tree at the 

THE Brack HaNp. 

thousand dollars 

top of the hill. 

11 

Your favor 

I have deposited under the oak tree 
Dear 

ceived. 

Sirs: of recent date re- 

a trunk containing the rest of my wifes 

wardrobe. Yours truly, J. B. HENPECKE. 

Curious [larriage Custom. 

In Russia every woman of the peasant 

If a 

air] comes to the decision that no one intends 

class .marries, or pretends to marry 

to ask her to marry she leaves home, goes to 

some distant district, anc returns after a 

time to announce that she is a widow, that 

she went away to be married, and that her 

husband has since died. No embarrassing 

questions are put to her, for among the 

peasants it is considered bad form to menaon 

a dead man to his widow. 

WORSE THAN AN UNBELIEVER. 

There are impossible things whiele 

it is a duty to do: and there are: 

impossible things which it is a sin 

to do One of thi latte I' sort 1S agree - 

ing to pay for more than we have: 

money to pay ftor—in other words 
&: 54 1 - ™ 1 ' 

living beyond our income. The head 

| of a household that is in chronic debt 

is like the engineer of a train running 

toward a bridge with a broken trestle. 

There can be only one end—a smaske 

up. Many a family bases its expendi 

tures on its apparent needs, instead 

of basing its xpenditures on its 

known income. The latter basis Is 

the only safe one; the former is a 

basis of quicksand. Every family 

can live on the means God has pro- 

vided: to fail to 

most glaring sort 

do so 1s sin of the 

The household 

are the responsible ones. To fail toe 

keep the expenses within the income: 

is to fail to provide. And “if any 

provideth not for his own, and espeei= 

ally his own household, he hath 

denied the faith, and is worse tham 

an unbeliever.—Sunday-school Times.


