
TT DISPATCH. 

R00 FOR REFLECTION 
By GEORGE W ETHERILL EARL, Jr. 

Of course you know Mrs. Jack Keat— 

Mazie Masters that wa! Well Myzie and I 

had » little affair of the heart. No, I am not 

gighing —the wound is hesled. As for Mazie 

~well, Mazie is Mrs. Kent. Heart wounds 

frequently heal without the long-ribbed, ever 

pulsating scar. Ask Mazie. 

Betore I left the transport City of Peking 

with my company—*'K"” of the 54'h Volun- 

teers—'o tramp through the wilds of Lugon 

in chase of the wily Filipino, I carefully tied 

op Mazie's letters—dear, sweet letters they 

were, too—together with sundry partly-worn 

gloves, dalicately violet,scented handker- 

chiefs, h ir-pins, and other trifl:s to numer. 

ous to mention; wrapped them in oilskin, 

sealed surreptitiously in the ship's commis- 

ary office with goverment sealing-wax ; and 

placed them in a flat Wmargency ration tin, 

the contents of which 1 had hastily removed : 
after which I secreted the tin in the depths 

of my haversack. If you have ever had the 

experience of carrying a hcavy ratiou-laden 

haversack suspended by an eatirely too uar- 
row strap across your shoulder in tropical 

hiking, you cannot know the agony caused 

by the aforementioned strap as it burat and 

ate into sevsitive flesh, Tempted to throw 

Often—the men in my 

relieved themselves of 

s when the five 

it away, you ask? 
company to a man, 

these heart-breaking burden 

days ratioas they contained became exhaust- 

ed. But poor me! There was the treasured 

tin down in the depths of my haversack . . 

Yes, 1 should have worn 

those letters next my heart, but the package 

was too bulky. 

At night, when our tired and often hun- 

gry outfit bivouacked, awaited the too soon 

coming of dawn, I would take the tin from 

its hiding-place and fondle it. 
“Why don’t you open that emergency ra- 

tion and have a whack at it!” I frequently 
was asked. 

“Too precious!” 
der. 

We followed the illusive native army along 

the killing sandy shore-line of Laguna de 

Bay, through the mor tes of Cavite, until six 

months of fruitless hiking brought our outfit 

morth again to Bacoor, within easy reach of 

Manila and home mail. 

My heart almost stopped beating while the 
mail was distributed to the waiting bunch of 

officers and company mail orderlies in the 
adjutant’s office. 
was iu Mazie s inimitable, imitative Kaglish 

Bandwriting—post-marked 1hree monthe 
back. Then numerous papers and 
magazines, and letters from my immediste 

famiiy, and las: of all asother letter from 
Mazie, with a pos:-murk seven months old. 

“Can she b: il 7” ws my thought as T quick- 

ly hid myself 10 the native shack which had 

been assigned (0 me as querters. 
I opened the latter daied letter. It con- 

tained but a few lines. Our engagement 

Rad been a Mazie had met 

suppuse 1 

was my invariable rejoin- 

came 

mistake. 

Jack Kent. . . . They were made for each 
ether. . . . What should she do with my 

ring! My letters—she always would keep. 
Sne had asked Jack's advice. *‘Treasure 
them up,” he had told her, *‘They are 
peaches.” 

Hot under the collar? Phew! Don’t men- 

tion it; I'd have those letters back and re- 

torn hers with a dignified and cold reply, 

My fountain pen fairly sailed over the white 
paper with sputter and scratch. In this the 
moment of inspiration, I was interrupted—a 
knock at my closed lattice-like door. 

**Come in!” An orderly entered. 
“The adjutant’s compliments, sir.” And 

be handed me an order directing the com- 

pany commanders to draw three days’ sub- 

sistence, two days’ field rations, and one 

days’ emergency rations, as the regiment was 

ro change station, 

When the proper ration returns were pre- 
pared and signed, and the subsistence drawn 

from the commisary. I went back to my 

shack and the unficished letter, and scrib- 
bled away for dear life—time was now a 
precious commodity, I was adding my signa- 

ture when a knock again interrupted me. 

My quarter-master sergeant entered burden- 
ed with my food for the next two or perhaps 
three days. 

“Thank you, sergeant,” I said to him, 

when he suggested that Le pack my haver- 

sack. 

Do you know, I read and reread that letter 
in the ill-lighted interior of my shack unti 

my eyes ached; then folded, sealed, and ad. 

dressed it. 

“Lord!” I exclaimed. I've forgot her 

Jetters!” aud went to the peg where the ser- 

geant had hung my stuffed haversack, reach- 

ed into its depths and drew out the tin. Do 
you know, I foolishly kissed that yellow 
pointed thing several times before I realiz- 
ed what I was doing, and, with tear-filled 
eyes, carefully wrapped it together with my 
Jester, placed the proper address on the 
package, then walked over to the adjutant's 

office, dropped it, with a huge sigh, into the 
waiting mail:pouch, and immediately pro- 

geeded to prepare my company for its two 
es three days’ hike, 

rm 

“I purchased a bottle of 1 
Scott's Emulsion and im- 
mediately commenced to | 
improve. In all, I think I 
took 14 bottles, and my 
weight increased from 133 
pounds to 184 pounds in 
less than six months. | 
know from personal results 
the efficacy of Scott's 
Emulsion.””—FRED. R. 
STRONGMAN, 417 Bath- 
urst St., London, Ont. 

Let us send you a copy of 
Mr, Strongman’s letter. He 
had a trying experience, had 
got run down 

Scott’s 
Emulsion 

built him up, as it has thous- 
ands of others. 
The strengthening and flesh- 
producing properties of 
Scorr’s EMULSION, are un- 

equalled by any other prepa- 
ration, and it's just as goo 
for the thin, delicate child as 

for the adult. Be sure to get 
Scorr’s. It’s been the stand- 
ard of the world for 35 years, 
and is worth many times the 
cost of the numerous imita- 
tions and substitutes. 
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ALL DRUGGISTS 

1 Let us send yoa a full copy of Mr. 

Strongman’s letter and some other litera 

ture on the subject. Just mention this 

paper. 

SCOTT & BOWNE 
126 Wellington St., W. IL oma 

Tnat change of 

nightmire to me in more senses than one, 

It should have been accomplished in two 
days eisy going, but unreliable guides, brok- 
en bridges, and many unthought of obstacles 

placed on the trail by the cunning insurgents, 

delayed our advance. At the end of the 
sezond day out we had hardly covered two- 

station will ever be a 

The first letter handed me | 

thirds of the distance. 

The men arose grumbling on the morning 

of the third day, and sullenly went about the 

preparation of their breakfast. There was 
almost a mutiny when they discovered the 

emergency ration conta'ned no coffee—con- 
centrated or otherwise. A mixture of tea 

and sugar was supposed to take its place. 1 

thanked my lucky stars that, owing to the 

forethought of my quarter master sergeant, 1 

nad suflicient field rations remaining for two 

meals. 

The trail became more practicable as the 

but the men, no matter how 

much the urging, only went forward in a 

dispirited manner. When the sun had 

dropped below the western horizon, we 

were still scme miles from our destination 
The men threw their tired and hungry 

bodies along the trail-side and murmured in 

their discontent. 
I built a small fire, put my half-filled tin 

cup among its embers in anticipation of a 
cup of emergency tea, and prepared to open 
my ration tin. I was reaching into my 

haversack for this much coveted article, 

when an orderly interrupted me: 
‘‘Adjucant’s compliment, sir. Command- 

ing officer directs the march be continued.’ 
Indang—our new station—at last. The 

men soon ceased their grumbling, rations in 

plenty were supplied. That night I occupied 
the well-equipped native house of an irre- 
concilable insurgent. 

day lengthened, 

Time fairly flew. Our new station was in 
a long since pacified locality, and we lived in 

such comfort as was in keeping with the ob- 
taining concitions. Some two months later 
I received the announcement of Mazie’s mar. 
riage, and in the same mail a letter addressed 
in her charactristic chirography. She had 
received my letter and the accompanying tin, 
and would consider them as a wedding gift— 

particularly as my letter was so touching. 
She had read it to Jack: *“‘Do you knew, 

poor Jack had tears in his eyes before I had 
finished. He said: ‘Mazie, that fellow’s 
heart is in the right place.” ” 

Wasn't that a pretty kettle of fish?—add 
ing insult to injury. But I was slightly ap- 
peased. There was a postscript: 

The tin of letters I will hold secretly 
sacred. I promise Jack shall not see them 
until I am an’ old, old woman, and then 
only to prove to him, if necessary, that he 
wasn’t the only pebble. 

I formally congratulated Mr. and Mrs. 
Kent in the very next mail, and then—for- 
got it. 
Year had taken wings to itself when I re- 

ceived another letter from Mazie, She had a 

son. Thais is what she wrote: *‘Ha shall be 
a soldier in emulation of your splendid 
achivements fo the Philippines.” 

Hot stuff, wasn’t it? I guess it mesut a 
silver cup or pap spoon. Bat they had grab- 

bed the wrong porcine individual by the ear, 

if it did. That soldier-intended son took his 

pap from plebeian glass, china, or pewter, so 

fur as I was concerned. 

By the time another year had almost 

tha Philippines and been mustered out of 
the volunteer service. I was busily engaged 
at my old desk in my father’s covnting-house, 
when I received, through military channels, 

with many official indorsements, a communi 

cation from the Chief Commissary of Subsis- 
tence, United States Armr. 

The last tndorsement read: 
Sir [ am directed by the Military Secretary 

to forward you the inclosed Emergency Rat- 
ion Tin and contents found among the com- 
missary supplies turned in to the Commissary 

of Subsistence, Department of the Philip- 
pines, to be credited to your Company, 
You are indebted to the United States Gov- 
ernment in the sum of thirty-one (31) cents 
for one Emergency Ratior Issue uonauthor- 

ized. 
When I removed the cover the tin fel] 

from my hands. My ejaculations brought 
several of my fellow clerks to my side. We 
all stood g#zing in surprize at an assortment 

of letters, gloves, filmy handkerchiefs, and 

hairpins epread epon the floor in painful con- 
fusion. A slight odor of long confined violet 

perfume scented the air. 

Decadent London. 
**The E.glichman who succeeds is hardly 

ever a Londonér ; the EKoglivhman who fails 

completely is almost always a Londouer.” 

This 1s the statement which a special cor- 

respondent of the Times, who has becn 
travelling in Canada and part of the United 

S-ates, says he has heard everywhere. The 
correspondent visited Mr. Edison at his 
laboratory in New Jersey. *‘Say, what's 
the matter with your people over there?” he 

exclaimed. “I've had to close down my 

phonograph factory in Kogland—what’s the 

name ot the place? I've forgotten; some- 
where near London. All the others in 

Europe piying. But we couldn’t make that 

one pay. We get good work out of the 

French and the Belgians and the G.rmans 
and Austrians, but the Eoglish—no good. 

Mind, I'm not speaking of the E.glish me- 
chauic; none better in the world. I'm talk- 

ing of the common laboring msn you pick 
up on the streets. What is it? Too much 

booze, or general deterioration, or wha! ?”’ 

SPECIALIST WAS BAFFLED. 
Child Tortured with Eczema. 

When all else failed Zam-Buk Cured Her 

Ounce again the uncqualled merit of Zvm- 

Buk 48 a healer of skin diseass has been de- 
monstrated, this time at Lunenbuig Co,, 
N. 8S. 

Mr. D. G. Mossman, of that place, says: — 
“My little girl, now nearly three years old, 
when about four months of age began to be 
afflicted with eczema, I cousulted a specialist 
who did his best for the poor little thing, but 
the disease baffl :d him, and after a long trial 
I was obliged to admit that his treatment was 
not doing any good. Then I tried various 
remedies which were advised by friends, but 
with no better result, 
Next I called ia another doctor—still the 

disease continued to spread! It began in the 
form of small spots and pustules on the 
child’s head. These increased in s'zs and 
dizcharged. The discharge seemed to spread 
infection to other parts, and bit by bit the 
diseased area increased until at last the poor 
child’s head and face seemed to be one great 
sore. 

‘*When the second doctor failed to give 
any relief, I was a* a loss what to do. Some- 
one who hid tried Zam-Buk strongly advised 
me to give it a trail, and I did so. The first 
few applicatiuns didn’t seem to have any effect 
at all, bu: although not apparent it must have 
been ‘attacking the very roots of rhe disease, 
for after persevering with the trea ment for a 
little while notel a miu ked improvement, 
Encouraged by this we continued with Zim- 
Buk and left off everything else. The dis- 
ease was graduxlly subdued, the itching grew 
less acute, and the little one's suffering was 
relieved. Then the ar a of the sores grew 
less and less, and iu the end every trace of 
the dreadful eczema was removed. Not only 
80, but there has heen no scarring or mark- 
ing left to disfigure the child’s face. 

“There is now no trace of the disease 
which caused her much suffering, baffled one 
specialist and one practitioner, and defied 
every remedy I could obt4in save Zim-Buk.” 
Zam.Buk is Nature's own healing balm, 

being composed of pure herbal essences. Iv 
is a sure for eczema, ring-worm, ulcers, cu s, 
burns, bruises, poisoned sores, chronic 
wounds, bad leg, piles, festering sores, chap- 
ped hands cold-sores, frost-bite, any all skin 
injuries and diseases. Druggists and stores 
everywhere sell at 50c. a box, or post free 
free for price from Zim-Buk Co., Toronto; 3 
boxes $1.25. You are warned against harm- 
ful imitations sometimes represented to be 
‘‘just as good.” 

His “Father. 
Town Visitor (‘0 small applicant for a hol- 

iday)—**What is your father?” 
Small Applicant—** "E's me father.” 
T. V.—**Yes, but what is he?” 
S. A.—*'Oh, ’e’s me stcpfather.” 
T. V.—*Yes, yes. But what does he do? 

Does he sweep chimney or drive busses, or 
what?” 

S. A. (with a dawning light of comprehen- 
sion)—0- -0-w! No, 'a ain't done nothin’ 
since we've ‘ad 'im.”—Home Herald. 

REPEAT It: —*Shiloh’s Cure will always 
ure my coughs and colds. 

winged towards eternity I had returned from | 
Wear 

“Progress Brand” 

Clothing 

—the brand that is sold 

with the unconditional 

guarantee of satisfaction 

or money back. Mone {oh 

COMPANY, 

ress 
Sold and Guaranteed by 

ohn McLauchlan Co. Lid. 

WOODSTOCK WOUD-WORKING 
LIMITED, 

MANUFACTURERS OF 

Doors, Sashes, Blinds, School Desks, Sheath~ 

ing, Flooring and House Finish of all kinds* 

Clapboards for sale. 

N. B. Telephone No. 68-3. 

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. 

Hard Pine Flooring and Finish. 

Union Telephone No. 119 

‘The Sign of the White Horse. 

that came from our shop. 

it’s not we want to know. 
with every harness we sell. 

FRANK L. 

MAIN STREET, 

Look Anyway 
When in our streets and you will see a Harness 

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

e giv 
If they were not 

right, we wouldn’t do that, would{we? 

ATHERTON, 
Harness Maker and Dealer, « & 

WOODSTOCK. i 4 Wy 

a gritirtee 

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

are prepared to supply all kinds of BUILDERS’ MATERIALS, in 
fact everything thav 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. 

Special Otter. 

Arrangements have been made with 

the publishers of the BUSY MAN'S 

MAGAZINE, enabling us to offer 

this bright, up-to-the-minute periodical 

along with THE DISPATCH 

one year for $2.00 

Tie regular subscription price of the 

Magazine alone is $2.00. 
BUSY MAN'S reproduces the cream of 

the world’s periodical press by culling the 
live, interesting and instructive articles. ach 
issuc also contains original Canadian artich 
of interest to every Canadian. Busy Man's 
is the kind of Magazine which arouses the 
reader’s interest in the first page and keep 
it up until the back cover is reached.” Ail 
thos vishing to keep posted on the live 
questions of the day should not hesitate :» 
*d advantage of our offer 

There is no Quinide, nothing whatever 
harsh or sickening in Preventics. These 
little Candy Cold Cure Tablets act as by 
magic. © A few hours—and your threatening 
Jold is broken. Candylike in taste. Pre- 
ventics please the children—and they break 
the feverishness, always. And least of all is 
tha economy. A large box—48 Preventics— 
25 cents. Ask your druggist. He koows! 
Sold by All Dealers. 

MONEY TO LOAN 
On Real Estate. 

APPLY TO D. W'LEOD VINCE® 
Barrister-at-Law, Woodstocs, 4. B 

No Young Man 

or Yonng woman, 

should decide to attend a 

BUSINESS COLLEGE 

without first§sending for a catalogue of 

the 

FREDERICTON BUSINESS COLLEGE 

ONE CENT is all that it will cost you for a~ 

Post-Card to write for one. 

Enter any time. 

Address, 

W. J. OSBORNE, 
Fredericton, N, B, 

Heiress (to her millitary admirer)—That 
Mr. Krause is very inquisitive. He asked 
what my dowry amounted to. 

Lieutenant—Impertinent fellow! And’ 
what did you tell him?—Fliegende Blaetter. 

an


