THE DISPATCH.

DOCTORS

say consumption can be
Nature alone won'’t
needs help.

SCOTT'S EMULSION

is the bes , but its use
must be continued in sum-

mer as-well as winter.
Take it in a little cold milk or water
Get a small bottle now. All Druggists

THE STANDARD OF THE WORLD
SALVAGE.
BY MAUD $HIELDS,

The rain drove against the window pane
.with insistent malice, and the increasing
.wind blowing in from the southeast, hurling
the waves over the old wooden pier, and
beating the life out of the wrecked barque
at the harbour mouth, spoke of winter being
in the land.

The hands of the elock pointed to eleven
a8 the R:v. Hubert Campion rose from his
deep armchair, tock a well-loved pipe from
his mouth, which he placed {on the mantel-
plece against his return, and went out to the
parrow hall to don coat and cap; for it wa®
the eve of the Xew Year, and he was about
to take the midnight service at the old grey
charch that has stood seutinel for seven cen-
taries above the river.

The Vicar of Harbourmonth would not be
ghere, for he was an old man and unfit for
exposure to the rigor of a winter night. Bug
weather had no effect upon the younger
glerie, and to-night he was barely conscious
of the wind that seiz:d him in a fury as he
get forth, ¥For discomfort must come from
within, and to-night Hubert Campion was
fall of content. To-morrow he was going to
London to spend three blissfal days with the
woman who was more to him than life itself.

He and Barbara Rycroft had been engaged
for two years, and the glamour had not worn
off yet. Every day or two they exchanged
Jetters and they were young—the woman
jast twenty-six, the man four years older, so
they could talk quite cheerfully of the time
when circaomstances would permit them to
marry. They looked towards that happy
day as the faithful look toward Mecca. Yet
ever and again the man must fain remember
hie iacome of one hundred and twenty
pounds. It put an end to his dreams so
oftea. But Hubert Campion was a firm be-
Mever in God. The world called him an op-
¢imist or a dreamer; we give true religion
eredit for so little in this age. So bhe was
content to work and hope, and leave the
fssue in better hands.

Barbara was what is called a ““mother’s
help,” in a big house full of noisy boye and
girls ln Bristol; and so the width of England
separated them; but some months ago she
had written that she would be able to take a
foliday at the end of the year, and spend a
week with her mother and younger sisters in
their London home. Of course Hubert must
take his holiday then and they could spend
it tegether. And for months they had writ-
ten and thought of little else, and now the
wonderful day was at hand,

The Rev. Hubert stepped out boldly in the
teeth of the gale, exchanging a friendly
gretting now and then with the one or two
stragglers whom he passed.

There was a fair namber of people in the
.old church, and to them he addressed a mes-
sage of hope. After a few moments spent in
.quiet prayer, the bells rang a joyous peal
from the tower, and they all rose from their
knees endowed with fresh strength to face
the futare.

And g0 out once more into the gale.

It was very cosy back again in the warm
rgoom, with the red curtains drawn across the
guttling pane, and the fizelight gleaming on
¢he famillar surroundings. The Rev. Hu-
bect drew up his chair and held his hands to
the blaze, as there came a ring at the front
door.

flis landlady came from the kitchen where
she and her husband shared the midnight
vigll, and spoke in hushed tones of the two
boys at sea, and of the one who had been
drowned within sight of the harbour lights as
Be was coming home one winter night from
the fishing grounds.

There was a muffied conversation, and
thea she same into the room.

“That's Jacob Benstead, sir,” she said.
“‘He wants to speak to you.”

“‘Let him come In,” the Rev. Habert re-
plied cheerfully. *‘Now, Jacob, what is it.”

Jacob came round the door with the wary
#eit of sailormen on shore, and stood jast
within the firelight gleaming on his dripping
oilskin, and the sou’-wester he grasped with
both hands against his chest.

“Well, Jacob,” began the Rev. Haubert,
giving bim a friendly lead. *“I wish you a

Happy New Year.” /
< “Same to you, sir, same to you,”’ Jacob
replied in a gruft volce that seemed to come
ap from the depths of the huge sea boots,
Then he cleared his throat and grasped the
Bat firmer.

—_—

“It’s a rough night; won’t you come nearer
the fire, and have a pipe?’ the Rev. Hubert
went on.

“Not now, sir, thankin’ yoa all the same.
I'll be a-gettin’ off home time I've said what
I come to say. I'm on’y now in from sea—
we went out In the ‘Nancy’' ’bout nine
o'clock time.”

““What! Has the lifeboat been out to-
night?”
““Yossir. Now come in. Barque out

there draggin’ of her anchor.”

“Drifting toward the sands?”

““Well, sir, shoreward in this wind, The
tug come arter her. We stood by fer two
hours an’ a half; she’s now come in harboug
in tow. The ‘Wilheim o’ Kiel'—deck carzo
o' deal ends.”

“You must have a drop of something
warm.”’

*“Thankin' you sir, not to-night I can’t
stay. The missus was awaitin’ at the slips
as we come in—theer's bad news abjut our
boy."”

The hearer knew David Benstead’s history,
that had been a ne’er-do-well all his life.

*‘Bad news,” he repeated. *‘‘I'm sorry.”

**Ay, sir, that hev fair done up the missus
that hev.

**Is he in trouble again?”’

““He's a dyin’, sir. A telegraph what has
been belated come from some place foreign,”
he prodaced a crumpled form, ‘‘but you'll be
able to tell, knowin’ foreign parts.”

The Rev. Hubert took the proffered paper
and ecanned the message, all blarred with
the wel hand that had grasped it, or with s
mother’s tears:

*‘Your son David Benstead hrought In to-
uight dangerously wounded in the lang
wishes to see you. O'FARRELL, Surgeon,
Waterford Hoepital.”

“It is in the south of Ireland,” he said.
*‘A long journey, Jacob. Do you want me
to write? There must have been a fight or
something.”

*“Yessir. It’ll be somethin’ o' that kind.
The missus s fair crazad. She—she's got
in her mird, sir, that she'd like to see the
boy before he puts to sea fer the last time.
He've been a sight o’ trouble, our David
hev, bat she never hed no other—an’ she're
all fer holdin’ of his hand to steady him like
a8 he goes— 'r maybe whisper a prayer In
his ear. Wimmin are like that ower theer
own, no matter how bad they be.”

**So they are, God bless them! But how
can we manage it?’ the clergyman asked, a
mist coming before his eyes as he looked
across at the bent figure in the wet ollskin,
bowed now with the weight of sorrow, and
with the unspeakable pathos of poverty in
his face. ‘*What can we do?’ he repeated.

Jacob cleared his throat again. What he
was about to say was not easy.

** 'T'was the missus thowt of it,” he began
at last. ““Things has been bad with us
tyeer. Theer was the missas’s {llness In the
spring time, an’ the rent got ouerdue, an’
then all the fishin’ season I was lald up wi' a
broken ankle—an’ a bit we hed lald by has
gone to the boy now an’ again—"

‘““And you want me to lend you the money
to go to him?”

There was not a momentary hesitation,
but Hubert Camplon’s voice sounded strange
in his ears; then equaring his shoulders he
went on more firmly: *‘Is that it, Jacob?”

**Well, sir, that were what I came to say
—the missus she begged so hard, sir.”

“Well, 1t's lucky I happen to have a bit
put by just now, and you're welcome to it;
get off to your boy, and God grant you may
be in time.”

The Rev. Hubert let his visitor out him-
self, with a cheery word for the waiting
mother, and then went back slowly to his
chair.

His dream was over!

There would be uo holiday, and it might
be months before he would see Barbara.

He shivered a little as he sat down once
more. He would write to-night and tell her.
Dear little woman! How quick she would
be to understand and sympathizs. And, after
all, theirs was not to be a separation for evers
aad If their love- meant anything, it must
help them now.

The Rev. Hubert fell asleep.

“Lor’, sir,” exclaimed the voice of his
landlady, as she drew back the curtains, and
showed the heavy grey dawn creeping over
the sullen sea. *‘What, ain’t you never been
to bed? I'm late, too, an’ all. That’s gone
seven.”

‘‘Bless me,"” cried her lodger, with a laugh.
*‘I must have fallen asleep over the fire.”
“Well—you was tired, you know; with
that theer service so late an’ all, an’ I don’t
wonder. I'll soon make the fire up an’ get a
bit o’ breakfast.”

“I’ll have a tub, that's the best thing to
wake me ap.”

Mrs. Legget shook her head. She was no
believer in tabs at any time, and in the win,
ter she considered it to be sheer suicide.
When the Rev. Habert came down to break-
fast he found a message asking him to go Into
the vicarage as early as possible. So, after
a hurried meal he set out.

“I wondered if I should catch you, Cam-
pion,” the vicar said, when they had ex-
changed greetings. *‘I knew you were go-
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ing by the early train.”

*Oh, yes—I am not going after all.”

“Not going?” ®

**No. I put the money I intended for my
hollday to another use, and shall wait until
the summer.

“‘Bat you wouldn’t object to golng to town
on some law business for me?”’

Object! The room swam round Hubert
Campion for a second ere he could reply.

“Why, no sir, I should be glad.”

*“Thank you, Campion, I knew you'd go if
you could, it's about the trusteeship of this
Sallor's Home. I'll explain afterwards,
but I've some good news that I must tell
you first. You know my old college friend,
Sir George Wrightson? He stayed with me
in the summer.” ;

“Yes, I remember him quite well.”

‘““He has written to me this morning about
one of the two livings in his gift—the living
of Chensey Heyfield in Bedforshire—a
charming spot and a most picturesque
charch. I spoke of you to Sir George, and
now he writes to ask if I think yoa would
like the living: it Is only three hundred a
year, but the late vicar took pupils to ang-
ment hls income as it is only a small place,
and there are hardly any poor, so he had
plenty of time. 1 shall be very sorry to lose
you, Campion, but I think it is your chance,
and so I must let you go.”

Hubert Campion and pretty Barbara were
quietly married one spring morning when
the gelden daffodils were nodding in the
young green of the grass, and the lark was
telling of summer days to come; and the
first person to grasp the ‘‘parson’s hand as
he and his bride stepped from the church at
Chesney Heyfield into the giad suniight,
was & stalward young man in the familiar
jersey and ‘‘best” cloth suit of the Harbour-
mouth lifeboatmen, with the legend ‘‘Nancy
Conway” ln red letters across his wide chest.

The Rev. Hubert stopped for « moment to
tell Barbara who it was, and then he asked:

““Is all well, at home, David?”

The answer came straight and bold:

‘‘Ay, sir; an’ please God the old people
won’t hev no more trouble. I'm a goin’ to
stay at home an’ take father's place In the
Nancy,” an’ do a bit o' {ishin'. They sent
theer heart’s love fer the way you stood by
them in the worst gale o’ theer lives.”

The bells rang merrily as Hubert Campion
and his wife went on their way.

Nothing in the way of a Couzh is qulte so
annoying as a tickling, teasing, wheezing-
brouchial Cough. The quickest relief comes
perhaps from a prescripton known to Druog-
glsts everywhere as Dr. Shoop’s Cough
Remedy. And besides, it 18 so thoroughly
harm)ess that mothers give it with perfect
safety even to the youngest babes. The ten-
der leaves of a simple mountsin shrub, give
to Dr. Shoop’s Cough Remedy it's remark-
able curative effect. It is trauly a most cer-
tain and trustworthy prescription. Sold by
All Dealers.

Rev H D Marr Accepts Call.
At a meeting of the quarterly board of
Queen square Methodist church last night
Rev. H. D. Marr said that he had decid-
ed to accept the call to Portland Method-
ist church, to take effect after the confer.
ence next June.

The members of the board signified
their regret, and Judge McKecwn, on be-
half of the congregation, presented to
Rev. Mr. Marr a chack for $110,

The resignation of Rev. Mr., Marr was

the principle business before the meeting

The board extended to the clergyman a
cordial and unanimous call to stay with
the congregaticn for a fourth year. This,
however, he said he could not do, as he
had practically accepted the invation of
the Portland church.

Hon. H. A. McKeown then présented
the check. Speeches were made by Rev.
Mr. Marr in acknowledgement of the gift
and the good will shown by the gift, and
by those present expressive of regret at
his decision to leave.

Rev. Hedley D. Marr has been in charge
of the Queen square Methodist church
three years. He is a graduate of Mount
Allison. His first charge was Kingsclear
and he has been since in Woodstocx,
Courtenay Bay and Carleton churches,
serving three years in each. Since com
ing to Queen square he has proved him-
.self of much executive ability and has
endeared himself to all his congregation.

A committee of the quarterly board
was appointed last night to look for a
successor to Rev. H. D. Marr in the past-
orate,—St. John Telegraph, July 28,

Hats.

I have travelled a bit in my time, I have
seen
The fez of the terrible Turk.
I have noted the turban displayed by the
Moor
When hastening home from its work.

The civilizad countries through which I have
passed
Have brought to my wandering eye
A vision of beauty. The hats of the girls,
So haughtily sauntering by.

For, over in Paris the Milliners make
Sweet sonnets in ribbons and laces.
A plume in the hands of these poets can
show
A thousand delectable graces.

The maids in the carriages give us delight,
Their lids are so beauteous and gay,

Serene is the soul of the fellow who stands
On the edge of the Camps Elysees.

Aud even at home, we may gaze with de-
light,
At the peach basket, brimless and high,
The beehive, the sailor, the lingerie hat

. Bring bliss to the masculine eye.

And as for the maidens who walk under-
neath,
Description ie certain to fail,
They look like a fleet of the daintiest yacths
All blowing aloug in full sail.

Buat am I contented and happy? Ah, no,
I've seen a more excellent sight,

The years have departed, but I can recall
A beautiful figure In white.

She lived on a farm, and full often I've
borne
Her basket of eggs to the store.

The hats of today can never compare
With the sunbonnet Cicely wore.
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WANTED.

A second class femile teacher to take charge of
the Primary Dept of the Bristol school. Flease
state sa ary and experience. Addiess,

I’ \\' }‘;"\‘.‘ RS,
Bristol, Car. Co. N. B.

June 2nd, 8 in.

OFFICES TO LET.

I have to let on the second flat of n Wooden
Block, on Main Street, near the Bridge, three of
the best lighted and most comfortable and con-
venient offices 1n the Town. Steam heat. Klee-
tric Light.

Dec. Tth, 1908, J. N. W. WINSLOW.

~ ) N4/ ., 1 -
FARM FOR SALE

The Kidney-Lilley Farm on the Jacksantown
road, about four miles from Uwmper Woodstock,
cntaining 150 acres with a good dwelling, barns,
and other outbuildings. An especially good bars
gain will be given for a quick half cash sale,

Dec. 7th, 1908, J. N.W.WINSLOW.

r v ~
WANTED-:

Dressed pigs and hogs,any weight, fat catsle
and veal, fat sheep, lambs, ducks, geese, chickens,
butter and turkeys. Imperial Packing Co., Limit-
ed, Woodstock, N. B.

Houses and Lots For Sale.

Apply to

LOUIS E. YOUNG.
Woaodstock, N. B., Nov. 27th, '08. —f.

FOR SALE.

A Second-handed Threshing Machine, practicals
ly as}good as new, also a wagon to haul msachine.
For fuither particulars apply to WM. SHAW,

July 14-4i Upper Woodstock.

Frederict(;;

Business College

IS NOT CLOSED IN SUMMEK.

Why waste the summer months? Two or three
months wasted at this end of your course, may
mean the loss of that many months’ salary at the
other end.

ENTER NOW. C(atalogue giving full informs
ation sent on request,

Address,

W, J. OSBORNE,

Frgiierigtop, N . B,
FOR SALE. e

An eight room house, woodshed, bare and
double ot on St. Gerwude Street, Woodatock,
will sell or exchange for a suitable farm. For

terms apply to
B. T. GASKIN

—

Kilburn, N. B.



