
TA DISPATCH. 

“Abide With Me.” 

(Toronto World.) 

Abide with me; fast falls the eventide; 

darkness deepens; Lord, with me a- 
, 

©. 

When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me! 

This popular hymn, which was sung and 

played by the massed bands at the evening 

performances before the grand stand at the 

Toronto Exhibition, was given to the Coris- 

tian public in the year 1847. It was written 

by the Rev. Henry Francis Lyte, a clergy 

man of the Church of England, then travel- 

ing for his health, and in the final stages of 

his disease. His home was in Lower Brix- 

bam, Devonshire, Eogland, in the midst of a 

sommunity of sailors and fishermen, who 

were generally kind and attentive to him, 

bat bad little or no cultivation of life. Tn- 

deed, from reading his biography, one would 

be led to say that he does not seem to have 

ever been happily settled in his ministry. 

He was born of gentle blood at Kelso, in 

Seotland; but his fortune was scanty and he 

had a severe struggle to obtain his education. 

Giving up his early purpose to study medi- 

cine, he took orders as a preacher, and tho 

during his academic studies his scholarship 

was quite promising, he immediately fell in- 

to what he himself called ‘‘a dreary Irish 

curacy.” His life was filled with disappoint- 

ments and afflictions. His ambitions were 

erossed, his affections were betrayed, hie 

health failed. He died in his fifty-fourth 

year, and was buried away from home in the 

cemetery at Nice, on his way to Rome, 

where he had hoped to find more helpful 

rest and more soothing air than that of his 

seashore parish in England. The incidents 

connected with the composition of this, his 
last poetic utterance, are singularly pathetic. 

Before leaving for the south he girded him- 

self up for the administration of one more 

communion service, altho in strength, as he 

wrote, he was ‘‘scarcely able to crawl.” The 

final words of his addwess at the table have 

been preserved: *‘‘Oh, brethren,” said he, 

**] can speak feelingly and experimentally on 

this point ; and I stand before you seasonably 

to-day, as alive from the dead, if I may hope 

vo impress it upon you, and induce you to 
prepare for that solemn hour which must 

gome to all, by a timely appreciation of, and 

a dependence on, the death of Christ.” 

Then he gave his farewell to the members of 

his flock and retired to his chamber. 

As the evening of the Sabbath Day gather- 

ed its shadows, he came forth wearily, and 

Jaid in the hand of oue of his relatives this 

Bymn of eight stanzas, together with some 

music set to it, which he had himself prepar- 

#d. The tune has perished, but the hyma is 
jmmortal. 
Dr. Theodore L. Cuyler records one of 

the many stances of the power of this 

amiversal bymn. He says: ‘*‘During my 

agtive pustorates 1 often got better sermons 

fron my people than I ever gave them. I 

recall a mosu touching and sublime scene 

shat I once witnessed in the death-chamber 

of a noble woman who had suffered for many 

months from an excruciating malady. The 

ond was drawing near. She seemed to be 

catching a fore-gleam of the glory that await- 

ed her. With tremulous terms she began 

to recite Henry Lyte's matchless hymn, 

“Abide with me! Fast falls the eventide.” 

One line after another was feebly repeated 
antil, with a rapturous sweetness, she ex- 

claimed" 

*‘Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing 
eyes, 

Shine thru the gloom and point me to the 
skies; 

Heaven's morning breaks and earth's vain 
shadows flee! 

In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me.” 

“As | came away from that room, which 

had been as the vestibule of heaven, I un- 

derstood how the ‘light of eventide’ could 

be only a flashing forth of the overwhelming 
glory that plays forever around the throne 

of God.” 
i 

Pink Pain Tablets—Dr. Shoop’s—stop 
Headache, womanly paing, any pain, any- 
where, in 20 minutes sure. Formula on the 
26¢. box. Ask your druggist or doctor about 
+ his formula—it’s fine. Sold by all druggists. 

Your Own Game First. 
Are you honest in your business? 
The easiest thing in the world is to be 

honest about the other fcllow’s business. 
‘The dry goods merchant becomes virtuous- 

ly indignant when he hears of a dairyman 
who adulterates his milk, but selling a coat 
that is out of style as the very latest fashion 
is, of course, quite another thing. The 
policeman who catches a pawnbroker buying 

stolen goods hauls bim off to jail with 
honest anger; but, of course, does not deem 

it very wrong to wink at a little disregard of 

the ordinances on the part of a friendly 

liguor dealer. The salesman has no respect 
for the smooth-tongued politician, but when 
it comes to sclling he sees the obligation of 

veracity in a different light. The man who 
works for a salary scorns the dishonest tricks 

of high finance, but sees no great harm in 
stealing a little of his employer's time. The 
great employer rages against workingmen 
when they break their contracts with him, 

but when perfidy towarde associates or a 
Jasach of trust agalnst the minority stock- 

BLOOD 
it. We thrive or as our 
pe de of 4 is 
nothing else to on or by. 

SCOTT & BOWNE 

holders of his corporation will double his 
fortune, he views countract-breaking more 

lightly. 

Honesty, like charity, ought to begin at 

home, but, unlike charity, it seldom does. 

Self-righteousness is a form of moral blind. 

ness whizh is very difficult to cure, because 

the affl cted mistake their ailment for a state 

of health. Most of us, in the matter of 
honesty, are like Mrs. Jellaby, who was so 
busy making flannel shirts for the young 

heathen in Boorioboola-gha that she neglect- 

ed to look after the welfare of her own child- 

ren or to set her own house in order. 

If every man would examine his own con- 

science, instead of his neighbor's, and confess 

his own sins, instead of some other person’s 

we should all be better qualified to judge 

our brethren. 

The first obligation of an honest man is to 

be henest in his own business. When he 

has broken himself of lying, cheating, bypo- 
crisy and cowardice he may fairly demand 

that the rest of the world be truthful, honest 

sincere and courageous.— L'oronto World. 

The Milk Bath. 
The milk bath is, says the New York Sun, 

just now a favorite resort of the beauty seek- 

er. A milk bath properly mixed gives you 

back your youth; it restores softness to the 

skin; it picks up tired muscles and is a nerve 
restorative. Take a milk bath before youn go 
out in the evening and you will sparkle men- 

tally and be beautiful physically. 

There are many kinds of milk baths. The 
milk bath of the woman who has more money 

than time is made by putting ten quarts of 
milk in a tub. A little water is added out of 
the hot water faucet, just enough to make 
the milk warmer, softer and more penetrat- 
ing. It is scrubbed into the skin and left to 

dry on. t 
As a separate bath for the face the milk is 

massaged into the pores, which are steamed 

a little to receive it. 
But this bath is expensive. There are 

other milk baths, some of which are highly 

recommended for beauty and nerves. 

The commonest of the milk baths, and one 

of the best, is made with the aid of an Irish 
potato. The potato must be large and old. 
A new potato is not sufficiently mealy. 

It is cut in two and is used upon the body 
as one would ase a cake of soap. It makes a 
fine, starchy lather, and the water speedily 

becomes milky. The skin is then rinsed in 
tepid water, and the bather emerges feeling 
that he or she has taken a nerve bath. 

> 

A Steeplejack’s Nerve. 

The story told of an English steeplejack 
named Ainsworth must surely be one of the 
most marvelous in the history of steeple 

climbing. With a comrade he had reached 
the top of a mill chimney when the support 
of the plank on which they were seated 

broke and instantly they were in the air, 
falling to the earth 170 feet below. 

As Ainsworth was in midair a swinging 
rope struck across ome of his hands. But 
what seems a miracle his despairing clutch 

grasped the rope, and though ‘‘the jerk was 

terrible,” to use his own words, he held on. 
There he swung by one hand, while his com- 

panion was already lying mangled and dead 
beneath him. 

Getting his other hand to the rope, Ains- 

worth slowly and painfully pulled himself 
hand over hand to the top of the chimney 
again, 4 It is almost a greater tribute to the 
strength of the man’s nerves that he was 
then able at once to descend rung by rang 
for 170 feet the slender ladder that he and 
his companion had just before affixed to the 
chimney for their ascent. 

Butter Paper for sale at this office, 
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The Women Who Wait. 
He went to the war in the morniog— 
The roll of the drums could be heard, 

But he paused at the gate with his mother 
For a kiss and a comforting word. 

He was full of the dreams and ambitions 
That youth is so ready to weave, 

And proud of the clank of his sabre 
And the chevrons of gold on his sleeve. 

He came from the war in the evening— 
The meadows were sprinkled with snow, 

The drums and the bugles were silent, 
And the steps of the soldiers were slow. 

He was wrapped in the flag of his country 
When they laid him away in the mold, 

With the glittering stars of a eaptain 
Replacing the chevrons of gold. 

With the heroes who sleep on the hillside 
He lies with a flag at his head, 

But, blind with the years of her weeping, 
His mother yet mourns for her dead, 

The soldiers who fall in the battle 
May feel but a moment of pain, 

But the women who wait in the homesteads 
Must dwell with the ghosts cf the slain. 

—Boston Pilot, 

Misunderstood. 
(Exchange.) 

“I hope,” remarked a nervous old lady to 

the captain of an excarsion steamer, ‘‘youn 

are a teetotaler, captain,” 
A what, ma'am?’ asked the skipper, puz- 

zled. 

“I mean,” said the lady, *‘do you drink?” 
A broad smile of comprehension passed 

over the mariner’s weather-beaten face. *'I 
thank you, ma'am,” he replied, *‘it’s rather 
early in the day, but I don’t mad if 1 do,” 

Drive Rheumatism out of the blood with 
Dr. Shoop’s Rhenmatic Remedy and see how 
quickly pain will depart. Rub-on’s never 
did reach the real disease. Rheumatism isn’t 
in the skin. It's deep down—it’s constitu- 
tional. Getting rid of the pain, is after all, 
what counts. That is why Dr. Shoop’s 
Rheumatic Remedy goes, by word of mouth 
from one to another. And herein lies the 
popularity of this Remedy. It is winning 
defenders everywhere. Tablets or Liquid. 
Sold by all druggists. 

al — 

A maiden at college named Breeze, 
Weighted down by B. A.’s and M. D.’s. 

Collapsed from the strain, 
Said her doctor, ** "Tis plain 

You are Killing yourself by degrees!” 
i ee 

“You have three pairs of glasses, Profes- 
sor.” 

‘Yes. I use one to read with, one to see 

at a distance, and the third to find the other 

two." 

Dr. Chase's Oint~ 
ment is a certain 
and guaranteed 
cureforcach and 
every form of 
stching. crane 120 
and protrudin 

piles. See testimonials in the press and 
your neighbors about ite Yon can use it and 

t your money back if not satisfied. 60c, at all 
ers or KDMANSON, BATES & Co., Toronto. 

DR. CHASE'S OINTMENT. 

The Stabllity of a Bank is Reflected in 

the Confidence of its Depositors. 

Growth of deposits of The Royal Bank of 
Canada since incorporation: 

Lo SCR RRR YA $ 288.000 
BE 500 20 4 o iis ik 870,000 
Tr RR A 1,230,000 
CTR TTF 1,750,000 
CRE FE 3,280,000 
BR 6.0.4.0 © © + alin on 6,200,000 
SII 50.4 0c © 5 = SERN 8S AS 12,000,000 
eo CORRS AA OF 26,500,000 
FIN 6500 0 © 0 alma 28,000,000 
BO 05s os Sh awiliins 35,000,000 

In the savings department accounts may be 
opened with deposits of one dollar or more 
on which interest will be credited or paid 
four times a year. 

“Life in Every Dose” 
too hi 

UNIFORM KEENNESS 
© NO HONING~NO GRINDING. © 
You want comfort and satisaction 

of clean smooth shaves every 

Thesecret Electric Tempering 
positively me eve 

steel) into the metal-- z | 
diamond-like hardness V+, 

W. F. DIBBLEE{& SON 

Local Agents. 

“Progress 
Brand” 

Suits and Overcoats 

Clothes that appeal to your 
judgment. 

Values that appeal to your 
pocketbook. 

The John McLauchlan Co., Woodstock. 

ThompKins Bros, Bath. 

WOODSTOCK  WOOD-WORKING 
COMPANY. LIMITED, 

MANUFACTURERS OF 

Doors, Sashes, Blinds, School Desks, Sheath=: 

ing, Flooring and House Finish of all kinds* 

We employ a first-class Turner, and make a specialty of Church, Sta | 

and Verandah work. Call and see our stock or write for prices before pur-- 

chasing. All orders promptly attended to. 

Just imported, a consignment of No. 1 White Wood. 
Clapboards for sale. 

Hard Pine Flooring and Finish. 

N. B. Telephone No. 68-3. Union Telephone No. 119 

‘The Sign of the White Horse. “sdf 
fh hy 
{yd 

Look Any
way 

Cg 

When in our streets and you will see a jHarness 

that came from our shop. 

Ask Anybody J 

If that Harness they got from us was all right. If 

it’s not we want to know. e give a guargntee 3 

with every harness we sell. If they were not sia : 

right, we wouldn't do that, would we? 

FRANK L. ATHERTON, 
Harness]Maker and Dealer, 7 

MAIN STREET, = WOODSTOCK. YNZ 

A New Woodworking Factory. 
The undersigned have taken over the HAYDEN FACTORY and 

are prepared to supply all kinds of BUILDERS’ MATERIALS, in 
fact everything thay is manufactured in a first-class woodworking 

factory. We will be open and ready for business on April 1st. 
Soliciting your patronage. 

The Carleton Woodworking Company, Limited. 
P. O. Box 333. 

MONEY TO LOAN 
On Real Estate. 

APPLY TO D. M'LEOD VINGE! 

Barrister-at-Law, Woodstoca, 4. B 

House For Sale. 
The residence of Mrs. Charles English on the 

corner of Richmond and Regents streets, close to 
the C. P. R. station and a few minutes walk to 
the Post Office, with double lot, also the house- 
hold furniture, barn, hen house, two story wood- 
shed, etc. Some old mahogany furniture also re- 
mains for sale. For further particulars enquire 
on the premises. 

~~ MRS. CHARLES ENGLISH. 
Aug. 26-41. F oS 

RESIDENCE FOR SALE. 
That large two story dwelling with ell and shed 

attached on Green street now occupied by Rev, 

George D. Ireland. Lot freehold, ten rooms, 
bathroom with hot and cold water, wood furnace 

electric lights and bells. Verandahs on front and 
one side with balcony. Everything in first class 

repair. Possession given first day of next Nov- 
ember. Terms easy $1600 may remain on mort- 

gage at 5%. Apply to REV. G. D. IRELAND, 
orto J. ry 1 

To New Subscribers... 

A Rare Offer. 

From any time during the month 

of September until the 31st of Dee., 

1908, we will send The Dispatch and 

Montreal Family Herald and Weekly Commercial Hotel, 
GEORGE 0. BRITTON, Proprietor 

HARTLAN D, N. B. 

This hotel is well heated, rooms larg doh’iiodly 
furnished. Modern rooms and Table 
board unexcelled. Teams furnished for travellers 
Permanent and transient boarders solicited. N 
Band Farmers’ telephones. 

Sold and Guaranteed by f 

* 
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