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THRE DISPATCEL 

SHE shove Pibture of the 
man and fish is the trade- 
mark of Scott’s Emulsion, 
and is the synonym for 

strength and purity. It is sold 
in almost all the civilized coun- 
tries of the globe. 

If the cod fish became extinct 
it would be a world-wide calam- 
ity, because the oil that comes 
from its liver surpasses all other 
fats in nourishing and life-giving 
properties. Thirty years ago 
the proprietors of Scott's Emul- 
sion found a way of preparing 
cod liver oil sothat everyone can 
take it and get the full value of 
the oil without the objectionable 
taste. Scott’s Emulsion is the 
best thing inthe world for weak, 
backward children, thin, delicate 
people, and all conditions of 
wasting and lost strength. 

Send for free sample. 

SCOTT & BOWNE, CHEMISTS 

TORONTO, ONT. 

50c. and $1.00. All druggists. { 

BLACKMAIL. 

“‘{ never give my photographs away,” said 

‘Miss Moreton, primply, the dimple displaying 
itself almost ostentatiously in her cheek. 

“Bat I am an old friend,” said I. *‘Surely 
an old friend doesn’t count.” 

“It’s not the same thing,” said Miss More" 
toa, vaguely. **Of course, it would be differ- 

eat if—" She ceased, apparently not know- 
#ag how to go on. 

“Oh, very well,” said I, with a sigh. **At 

aay rate I've got something to go on with.” 
She glanced at me swiftly, and then looked 

dowa the room, where the peonle wece 
chattering. 5 

““If one gave to one, one would have to 

give to all,” she said, oracularly. 

“I'm thankful I have that snapshot at any 

wate,’ I said. 
“Snapshot?” she said, looking at me sus- 

pietously. 
“Why, yes,” said I. “You remember in 

«he boat at Goring last July. I took one of 
you then.” 

“f have no recollecttion of it,” 

soldly. 

“It was rather a good one, but, of course 

mot well developed and, naturally, not one of 

you at your best. Bat, at any rate, it’s 

something.” 

**What sort of one was it?” she inquired, 

with interest. “You've no right to take 

photographs without telling one.” 
“(Ja the contrary,” I replied, ‘‘it has been 

feld in law that you may take what photo- 
graphs you will ; oaly you mustn't sell them. 

Fm not going to sell yours.” 
“What is it like ¥ she inquired, ignoring 

this. 
* For answer I dived into my frock coat 
grocket. *'I have a print here,” I said. “I've 

mot fixed it properly, but you can get an idea. 
¥¢ was when you were laughing at a story of 

“Travers.” 
Miss Moreton almost plucked the photo- 

graph out of my fingers and examined it. 
““How abominable of you !” she said. “It's 

Good gracious, I didn’t 

.apea my mouth like that!” 

“It's a pretty mouth,” said I. 
“It’s a detestable gria.ace and all out of 

drawing.” she declared, with visible annoy. 
ance. ‘Amateur photography is all like that, 

#eople have no right to be let loose with 
cameras they don’t understand.” 

“It’s all IT have,” I pleaded. “If you would 

Jet we have a real one of you, 1 would wili- 
dagly sacrifice it.” 

Miss Moreton appeared to hesitate. *‘Cer- 

«tainly vot,” she said at last with decision, 

«<4 nd you must please destroy these.” 
“That's the ouly priat I have,” I said 

meekly. 
She eyed me for a moment, and then sud- 

dealy stooped and thrust it into the fire. 
“I'm glad to hear it,” she said shortly. 

she said 

JE— 

*I made no attempt at rescue, but watched 
the poor thing burn. 

*‘Then you are going to let me have one of 
yours.” 1 said. 

“Indeed, no such thing,” she replied, and 

walked off toward a group who were discuss- 

ing Mr. Beerbohm Tree. 1 sat down beside 

a young lady in furs, and entered into a dis- 
quisition on motor cars, of which I knew 

nothing. Presently Miss Moreton passed us, 

“Do you prefer a Panhard or a Mercedes?’ 
I asked her, She paused. “I don’t know 

the difference,” she said. 

“Oh, do you motor?” asked the young lady 

in the far coat, with enthusiasm. 

“*Miss Moreton rows,” said I. *‘She punts 

very well, but she’s not a first rate hand with 

the sculls.” 

“Indeed!” said Miss Moreton to me, dis" 

tantly. 

“At least 

style,” I went on. 

she’s unconventional in her 

“Sometimes she catches 
‘crabs. 

The young lady in the fur coat tittered, 
but Miss Moreton looked at me with displea- 
sure, 

“I don’t pretend to all the accomplish- 

ments,” she said. 

“Nor do I,” I replied. 
a sort of photograph. I have one of a ‘crab.” 
She was going on, but hesitated. It was 

I who rose and bade my motoring acquaint 
ance good-by. I walked toward my hostess 

and the door, but ere I reached the former I 

found Miss Moreton at my heels. 
“What do you mean, Mr. Mallison?’ she 

asked quickly. **Why do you talk about 

crabs and photographs?” 
“Oh, T'only remember that I took ancther 

I replied. 

“Bat T can take 
’ 

snapshot last year,” 
She was silent for a moment, and then 

*‘Please explain,” she said. 

“Don’t you remember when you went over 

aud Travers picked you up?’ I asked. *'I 
; | 

was just going to take a beautiful picture of | 
your head, and it turned out—" 

- 

“Yes,” she said, now quite resy red, *‘and 

whar did it turn out?” 
| 

**Oh, it was a picture of your heels i 

| § 

| she interrupted | 

1] 
your 

‘How abomuible oy you,” 

hastily. 

“But you can see your head also, 

ed her. ‘*‘You're falling—-1 mean, leaning— 

backward, with a terrified but fascinating 

smile on your face, and your skirt is—" 

“Of course, you will destroy it at once,” 

she interrupted with her former haste. 
I demurred. 
“It really is a very good one of you; at 

least, of part of you. If you see it—" 

“I don’t want to see it,” she broke in, 

“you must destroy it at once.” 
‘‘But it's the only thing I have of you, 

now that you've burnt that,” and I indicated 

the fire. : 
“You've no right to any of me. I don't 

see why you want one at all,” said Miss 

Moreton, hotly. 
“I don’t say I have any right,” I replied 

meekly: “but I'm going to stick to what I 

have. After all, it's mine. I took it.” 

“It’s perfectly disgraceful of you, and— 
and—the law,” declared she, her face band- 

somely flushed now, and her eyes bright with 

anger. “It's monstrous that I-—that one 

hasn't command over one’s own—own per- 

son.” 

“Yon hadn't any command at that moment 

I said. 

She cast me a firey glance and bit her lips as 

if on something she had decided to suppress. 

I think she determined at that moment to 

try diplomacy. 
© “Tell me,” she said, in a milder voice, 

“tell me exactly what it’s like, and how I'm 

—how I came cut, I mean.” 

“Well, you know what happens when you 

catch a ‘crab,’ ” I said, evasively. 
“Yes,” she said, doubtfully. *‘You mean 

—am [—do I?" —She hesitated, almost wist- 
fully. 

“Well, you do, rather,” I answered reluct- 

antly. : 
*‘Mr. Mallison,” she said, earnestly and 

very persuasively, putting a hand on my 

arm, *‘you will destroy it, won t you ?”’ 

It was pretty ; 1t was pathetic ; it almost 

succeeded. 
Bat I hardened my heart **On one con: 

dition,” I said, slowly, ‘‘ana it’s a very easy 
condition, I might make much better terms.” 

Miss Moreton fl ounced away indignantly, 1 
proceeded on my way to her wother to make 
my adieux. The room was fairly empty now, 

aad I was following a little knot of depart- 
ing guests into the hall when I heard my 
name reiterated earnestly and softly. 1 

turned. 

friends or relatives suffer with If you, 
Fits, Epilepsy, St. Vitus’ Dance, or Falling 
Sickness, write for a trial bottle and valuable 
treatise on such diseases to THE Leisic Co., 
179 King Street, W., Toronto, Canada. All 
druggists sell or can obtain for you 
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A Cup of Bovril 
is a meal in itself 

It is nourishment 

and stimulant combined 

and concentrated. 

winter 

especially good, for 
there's nothing which 

furnishes so much nutri- 

in such a small 

and 

palatable form. 

When you’re tired or cold, gre both 

it 1S 

in such 

nothing equals a cup of hot 

Eight pounas of prime beef is concentrated in four ounces of BOVRIL. 
Bovril is prepared only by 

BOVRIL LIMITED, LONDON, ENG., and MONTREAL, CANADA 

By special appointment 

Purveyors to His Majesty King Edward VIL 
Sune Coupon over neck of Bottle and get Beautiful Premium Picture. 

by J. A. Davis. 
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at Qakville 

Four Car Loads. 

We have just landed four car loads 

PUNGS AND SLEIGHS 
These are “the finest in the land.” 

To see them is to admire and to buy. 

BALMAIN BROS. 
WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

Nov 29. 
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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 

SALESMEN WANTED tor “Canada’s Great- 
est Nurseries.” Largest List of Hardy Special 
ties in Fruit and Ornamental Stock, suited for 
New Brunswick. Spring season now starting. 
Liberal Inducements. Pay weekly. Exclusive 
Termtory. Write for terms and catalogue. 
Sgone & WELLINGTON, Toronto, Ont. 

THE ATLANTIC NUTTAL 
FIRE ASSURANCE 

ASSOCIATION. 
Itz directors include many of the foremost men 

in New Brunswick and Nova Scotia. 

It is endorsed by the leading farmers and busi 
ness men throughout the two provinces, 

Its rates are the lowest, 

It 1s the people's company. 

A. C. CALDER, 
Barrister and Solicitor, 
Agent for Carleton County. 

AS A WORKING TOOL 
§ for the student and the writer, as 

an authoritative reference book for 

schools, teachers, families, business 

# ond professional men, there is one 

book which offers superior advan- 
tages in the solid value of its in- 

gd formation, and the ease with which 

it is obtained. 

f  One’s admiration for Webster's 

International Dictionary increases 
daily as it comes to be better 
known. It never refuses the in- 

§ formation sought and it'never over- 

¥ \whelms one with a mass of misin- 

A formation illogically arranged. 

The St. James Gazette of London, 

RB Ingland, says: l'or the teacher, the pu- 

pil, the student and the litterateur, there 

is nothing better: it covers everything. 

BH The New and Unlarged Edition recently 

# issued has 25.000 new words and phrases, 

a revised Biographical Dictionary and a 

revised Gazettecr of the World, 2380 

fl pages and 5000 illustrations, 

Our name is on the copyright page of 

M «ll authentic dictionaries of the Webster 

BA series. 

8 FREE “A Test in Pronunciation,” in-g ~ 
@ structive a:d catcrraining 
for the whole family. Also 
illustrated pamphlet. 1 ; 

& WEBSTER'S | § 
G. & C. MERRIAM CO., {mTerraTONAL 

PUBLISHERS, 2 DICTIONARY 

SPRINGFIELD, MASS. 

BOY WANTED. 
Tc learn the printing business, Apply at this 

office. 

Mr. Mallison, I wish you would stay just 

one moment,” said Miss Moreton. “I.” 
She hesitated, glanced about the emptying 
room and then moved toward the back of it, 

where a little ante-chamber gave upon it 
through wide folded doors. I followed. 

“You really mean what you say?’ she 

asked suddenly confronting me. ° I said that 

I did. “Very well,” she said, bitterly. It's 
the most atrocious conduct of you, and I'll 
never forget or forgive it. But—.’ 

She angrily tossed open an ablum on the 

table and at last stopped. 1 bent down and 

a beautiful face on fair shoulders crowning a 

pretty evening gown looked at me with a 

charming smile. 1 looked at my companion. I 

wished she would smile like that at me, but 

even in her anger she was wonderful. Her 

gaze expressed coldness, distance . . . 

contempt. 

“It's a magnificent likeness,” T breathed, 

fervently, *It’s—it’'s divine.” 

‘It’s said to be good,” said Miss Moreton, 

indifferently. 

*‘It’s the most beautifully picture I've ever 

seen,” [I said. 

“Do you think so, really?” asked Miss 

Moreton. 

“Is your living, breathing image that 

looks out on me,” I continued. 

“They do take very well, as a rule, those 

people,” said Miss Moreton, affably. 

*“You can’t wonder that I want it!” I ex- 

claimed. “I'd give 

“Well, 

anything for 

you can take it, if you'll give me 

your word to destroy the—that other thing,’* 

she said, in 4 not unfriendly voice. 

I promised, and she graciously helped me 

to extract the photograph from the album. I 

| buttoned it safely over my neart in my pock- 

| et, hat Miss M wreton, having complieced he 

| bargain, of course took no interest in tl 

matter. Sae was gazing down the room at 

somenne else. But a thought occured to her. 

You haven't shown that—that absurd 

snapshot anyone,” she asked anxiously. 

Oh I sa i n nted it.” 

) he sad ity Al 

“*Well, you see, I could make om 

patches and a toot, bu I broke i unutortun 

ately, as 1 was developing it. 

Miss Moreton’s mouth was firm. *‘Mr. 

Mallison give me back that photograph,” she 

demanded. 

Jut I'in going to finish the breakage,” I 

protested. 

she “*Give it back tome at once,” insisted, 

advancing on me. 1 was driven to bay. Be- 

sides, the rest of the room might hear us. 

“I'll give it back if you'll give me the orig- 

inal,” I said boldly, but quite dow, 

Miss Moreton paused; she was taken back. 

Her face flushed warmly. 
‘‘~—you _—oh!” she stammered. 

Mallison!” 

“Is it a bargain?” I said anxiously, holdihg 
out the photograph toward her. 

She hesitated, the pretty glow still on her 

face, and she was not looking at me. 

**You are—oh, you are dreadful!” she said 

with a tiny, troubled laugh. in that 

case, perhaps, you'd better keep the photo- 

graph.” 

“Mr. 

“But, 

**Oun second thoughts, T'll take both,” I 

said. 

Boys In The Great Civil War. 

Springfield Republican: It is not easy for 

the present generation to realizs how largely 
the Civil War was foucht The 
most striking fact about the dedication of the 

statue in the State house to Gen. William 

¥rancis Bartlett was the knowledge that it 

brought to many that he began as a volun- 

teer in that war and became a geyeral at the 

age of 24, 

by boys. 

Another striking instance of this 

sort is brought out by the fact that Capt. 

Hoitt, the pension agent at Boston has just 

celebrated his 60ch birthday. Hott as 

senior officer of his regiment, present for duty 

commanded the 5th New Hampshire in the 
grand review at Washington at the close of 

the war, he being at that time only 19 years 

old. Ithas been well said that it would be 

a surprising thing in these days to see a boy, 

two years short of his majority, in command 

of a militia regiment, bat here was a boy com. 

Capt. 

manding a fighting regiment that lost more 
men than any other infantry organizition 

during the war. 
EET 

Fashion Invading Tombstone. 

Every symptom points to a tendency to 
spread on style in Tombstone. Among other 
instances in this direction, the boys bought a 
pair of beautiful barber pole suspenders and 

presented them to the amiable dispenser 

who shoves ths amber extract of cheecful- 

ness over the mahogauy of the parlor saloon. 

He promptly donned the ianovation, but 
claimed that he felt like he had a fence rail 

on each shoulder. Then, when they became 

overburdensome he would unbuiton them 
and permit them to dangle in front, but he 
finally got them down fine enough to go to 
church i. Several old-timers, conspicuously 
court attentauts from other end of the 
country, have fallen into the habit of wear- 
ing boiled shirts, and it looks as if sky blue 
overalls might pe discarded as a ful dress 
costume. Getting *‘powerful tony” 1n town 
nowadays. Tomstone Epitaph. 

—_———— re Pm em 

Poet—Do you thihk I will get muce from 
the editor for this poen? Friend —not much: 
you will be able to be around again in a few 
days, I imagine. 


