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Is not a kalsomine, is mere easily 

fashioned white-wash. 

off. Is sanitary, and its cement-lik
e 

prove the wall. Write for particulars. 

It hardens with age, will not rub 

LABASTINE 
The Modern Ooating for the walls of Houses, Churches, Lodge-ro

oms, and all interior decorations. 

applied than old- 

qualities will im- 

Made in Caneda by 

The ALABASTINE CO., Limited, PARIS, 

Made in White and Twenty beautiful tints, which are 

shown in a circular to be had from your dealer, or 
sent 

by mail, Sold in packages only, never in bulk. 
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THE SUPREMACY OF 
MRS. BUNN. 

2" | BY CARROLL WATSON RANKIN. 

If any one had asked Mrs. Bunn which of 

her two children she loved the better, it is 

probable that the good woman. would have 

been horrified at the suggestion that she 

might care more for one than for the other. 

Nevertheless, there was certainly a difference 

in her attitude toward the two children. 

She had always had reason to be proud of 

Eleanor, who had been a beautiful baby, an 

interesting little girl, and who, as a student, 

left nothing to be desired. Eleanor had al- 

ways seemed just a little brighter and prettier 

than any other little girl that her mother had 

ever known. Mrs. Buon was fod of Stephen, 

"of course; but while she hated to have him 

‘go skating for fear he might be drowned, she 

was forced to admit that she had known 

tidier and more studious boys than Stephen, 

who, it seemed to Mrs. Bunn, wus always 

doing the most inconceivable things. 

Stephen hated to write, as his copy-books 

‘abundantly testified; but hie handkerchiefs 

“were always smeared with ink, and so were 

his cuffs. Indeed, to judge from the state of 

his linen, one might reasonably have supposed 

"that the boy’s sole occupation was cleaning 

pens. Eleanor, who wrote a beautiful hand, 

had never been known to use any of her 

garments as pen- wipers. 

Stephen wore out his stockings and tore 

his clothes. Eleanor outgrew hers in a lady- 

like fashion, and left them in a condition to 

"be handed down to the heathen. 

Stephen collected all kinds of things, and 

turned not only his own room, but the entire 

house and the adjacent barn, into 4 museum 

for his evil-smelling treasures. KEleanor 

collected nothing but knowledge, which she 

stored neatly away in her well-ordered head. 

Mrs. Bunn could understand Eleanor, but 

Stephen's behavior, at that time, seem- 

ed utterly incomprehensible. Then, too, 

Stephen's appearance was against him. He 

had freckles, his hands and feet were too big 

for him, and he looked, as Eleanor purned 

‘gaily, like the last **Bunn” of the batch, made 

-out of the odds and ends of the dough that 

was left from the baking. Eleanor was more 

like a finger-roll, daiaty of fiber and with a 

smooth, even crust. 

Mrs. Bunn herself was a plain person, yet 

she had pleasant eyes, a wholesome complex- 

jon, and her home-made garments were 

always neat. She was a thoroughly domestic 

woman: there was not an aritistic hair in her 

head, and the only books she cared for were 

* covk-books. 

Perhaps it was because she herself was so 

very plain that she so admired Eleanor’s evi- 

dent promises of besuty. Mrs. Bunn loved 

to fit dainty garments to the girl's trim figure, 

and to brush the long, fine hair that curled 

so softly behtad the pretty ears. As so many 

many other mothers have done, she went 

without finery herself in order to have the 

more for EB eavor. When she compared her 

daughter with other girls of the same age, it 

was never Eleanor who suffered by the com- 

parison. 

Mre. Bunn had had few advantages. 

Eleanor, at seven, could spell ‘words that 

would have driven her mother, at thirty-seven 

to the dictionary. By the time the girl was 

fifteen Mrs. Bunn was quite certain that the 

world contained few brighter minds than 

Eleanor's. 

So great was her faith in her daughter's 

knowledge that she unconsciously acquired 

the habit of consulting Eleanor about every- 

thing. Thus it was not snrprising that the 

girl began to feel that she was a very import- 

ant member of the household. The Buuns 

gave up onions because Eleanor did not like 

them; buckwheat cakes were abandoned for 

the same reason, and Stephen could not clean 

his bicycle with kerosene because Eleanor 

objected to the odor. In short, the Bunus 

were sll subservient to Eleanor’s whims, for 

even Mr. Bunn had fallen into the custom of 

talking things over with his young daughter. 

Sometimes, when Mrs. Bunn saw the two 

heads together over a letter that had puzzled 

Mr. Bunn, or when she heard Mr. Bunn 

ask Eleanor’s opinion upon some little pro- 

blem, she remembered uneasily that she had 

once been the person to whom he had always 

turned for advice. oy 

She could mot help feeling tome slight 

twinges of apprehension. It came to her 

suddenly that she was being left out in the 

cold; that Eleanor with her beauty and su- 

perior learning, was supplanting her with 

Mr. Bunn; yet Mrs. Buna would have been 

indignant had any one suggested that she 

was in danger of becoming jealous of her own 

precious daughter. 

When Mr. Bunn consulted Eleanor about 

painting the house, and allowed her to select 

the colors without saying a word about it to 

Mrs. Bunn, who had hitherto always attend- 

ed to such matters herself, Mrs. Bunn decid- 

ed that the time had come for her to assert 

her rights. The family was at breakfast, and 

the painters were already at work outside. 

“Robert,” said Mrs. Bunn, with dignity, 

“perhaps you didn’t know it, but {I have had 

tke colors for this house selected tor more 

than two weeks. I want it buff, with dark 

brown trimmings.” 

«O) mother!” cried Eleanor. ‘What au 

Easter-eggy combination! Green is all the 

rage this year. Think how much prettier 

the house would be in two shades of green— 

a nice soft sage-green, with wiadow shades 

to match! Don’t you really think it would 

be prettier, mother?” 

“Ye-es,” admitted Mrs. Buun, weakly. 

I don’t know bat it would. 1iguess I'd just 

as soon have it green.” 

“After all,” she thought, as she picked up 

the breakfast dishes, *‘there’s one thing I can 

do better than Eleanor. I can’t talk French, 

I've never been good-looking, and my taste 

in colors may not be the best in the world 

but I can cook. There isn't another woman 
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in diameter. 

middle ot axle. - 
‘Fitted with roller bearings ard draw from 

¢ Drums of heavy sheet steel with 

| Easily worth many dollars more. than the m- 

feriot rollers offered by our competitors. - If you examine 

“them you will agree with us, 4 

"hes excellent rollers are now in the hands of our 

agents aloug the line. They have also the celebrated 

Perrin Plow, the only Sulky Plow on the market 

that will do its work satisfactorily. 

All Steel 

+" Land Rollers. 

Our rollers have solid steel shaft two inches 

closed ends. 

BALMAIN BROS. 
Woodstock, May 4th, 1904. 

oryst had been mixed and rolled to her satis- 

faction, *‘twn lemons—or was it five? Seems 

to me—yes, of course it must have been five; 

in this town that can make such good bread, 

such light muffins and such flaky pie-crust as 

I can, if I do say it. There isn't another 

woman in the state that can feed a family of 

five as well as I can on as little money.” 

When Mrs Bunn had reached this happy 

conclusion she thought that she had last re- 

sumed her rightful place as the head of the 

Bunn family. She was even able to view the 

exterior of her domicile without any bitter 

ness. 

But poor Mrs. Bunn was not allowed to 

remain long in this satisfactory state of mind, 

for before the week was out Eleanor had n- 

vadel even the kitchen. 

When Eleanor announced, a few days after 

the paint episode, that the girls of her set had 

organized a cooking club, and that she had 

joined, it seemed a real calamity to Mrs. 

Bunn, who, however, received the blow in 

silence and gave no sign. But when Eleanor 

had rushed away to convert che red and white 

gingham that the club had chosen as its 

uniform into an apron of unexampled gorge- 

ousness, Mrs. Bunn stared gloomily her plain 

reflection in her highly polished dish-pan and 

gave up hope. 

«I didn’t mind having her prettier than I 

ever was,” mouned Mrs. Bunn, “I didn’t 

mind having her help her father with his 

business letters better than I ever could, I 

didn’t even mind having her pick out the 

colors for the house, when I saw how much 

better it was going to look; but it does seem 

as if it would break my heart to have Robert 

Runn like anybody else's doughnuts better 

than mine.” 

It uever occurred to Mrs. Bunn that her 

accomplished daughter could, by any possi- 

bility, fail in anything that she undertook. 

It was a forgone conclusion with Mrs. Bunn 

that if Eleanor made doughnuts, her dough- 

nuts would be just a little better than any 

others that had ever been made. 

It was not doughnuts, however, but lemon 

pie, that Eleanor selected for her maid 

attemp’ at cookery; but this prospect was 

even less cheering for Mrs. Bunn to contem- 

plate, for if there was anything that Mr. 

Bunn preferred to doughnuts, it was lemon 

ie. 
. Eleanor, without a suspicion of her mother’s 

unhappy forebodings, listenel with rapt at- 

tention to the restaurant chef who had been 

engaged to instruct the girls. She wrote 

his recipe for lemon pie with puff-paste upon 

a slip of paper, and tucked it into her belt" 

On her way home she purchased lemons, for 

remembering Stephen's fondness for lemon- 

ade at unreasonable hours, she knew that 

she should find no lemons in the cupboard. 

She found the house deserted, for Mrs. 

Bunn was attending a meeting of the sewing- 

circle. The dignified chef had said that it 

was impossible to make puff-paste without a 

marble slab, so Eleanor removed the marble 

top from the old-fashioned table in her 

mother's room, carried it to the kitchen and 

cleaned it carefully. Then she felt in her 

belt for the slip of paper bearing the recipe, 

but no slip could she find. She had lost it 

on the way home. 

“No matter,” said Eleanor, compiacently. 

“I can remember perfectly well.” 

So, putting on the red-and-white checked 

gingham, without which no member of the 

cooking club could hope to cook, Eleanor 

proceeded to make her pie. 

“Two lemons,” said Eleanor, when her pie’ 

The rinds and juice of five lemons and a half 

a cupful of powdered sugar.” 

Eleanor did not taste the sugar she found 

in a bowl on the pantry shelf, but measured 

lemons, eggs and corn-starch. The corn 

starch, having been put in dry, adhered to 

the bottom of the porcelain boiler and refused 

to mix, Elesnor scraped “off what she could 

and added an extra spoonful to make sure of 

Raving enough. 

her ball of pie crust she found that it had 

Stephen. Still, hungry as he always was, it 

seemed improbable that the boy would have 

devoured anything so uninviting as a lomp 

"| of raw pie-crust. Further investigation de- 

closed the fact that the lump of puff-paste 

had slipped off the ice into a convenient pan 

of milk. 
Eleanor fished it out, adding ja little flour 

to soak up the moisture. With her dough 

she lined two pie tins, which she neglected 

to butter. One pie was intended as a vur- 

prise for the Bunns. The other was to be 

it and stirred into the double boiler with the | 

Later, when she went to the ice-box for | 

disappeared. She thought accusingly, of | 

first banquet. 
When'Bthe crustsi§were properly gbaked 

Eleanor made a meringue tof the whites of 

two eggs and some granulated sugar for the 

top of her pies. She remembered, too late, 

that she had used all the pulverized sugar for 

the interior of her pies, instead of saving it 

for the meringue; but she trusted that it 

would not greatly matter. 

“Why, they look just like pies!” said 

Eleanor, as she concealed her masterpieces 

under two inverted pans. “I'm so glad I 

decided to make pies instead of stuffed baked 

potatoes or any of those easy things. Mother's 

pies are good, of course, but she can't ex 

pect to make crust like this when she doesn’t 

use a marble slab. Goodness! I'm afraid 

the butter has soaked into this marble in 

spots. I don't seem to be abie to get these 

dark patches out.” 

Eleanor removed the other traces of her 

afternoon's work, and restored the stained 

marble slab to its place. 

That evening, toward the close of the meal, 

Eleanor left the supper-table with a myster, 

fous air, and returned in triumph with one of 

her pies. To be sure, she would have felt 

more jubilant if the meringue had not shrunk 

to a tiny oasis in the midst of a golden desert; 

but otherwise it looked like an admirable pie. 

Mrs. Bunn, feeling that the days of her 

own lemon pies were numbered, made an 

honest effort to appear pleased at her dsugh- 

ter's success; but she could not help hoping 

that the pie was not qute as good as it looked. 

“I made it,” said Eleanor, proudly, *‘all by 

myself, so I guess I'd better cut it. Will 

you have a piece, grandma?” 

*“A small one,” said Grandma Bunn, some. 

what ekeptically. 

“This knife,” remarked Eleanor, after a 

moment, ‘‘seems to be dull.” 

“Try this one,” suggested Mr. Bunn, 

gravely handing his daughter the carving. 

knife. 

Eleanor’s putl paste was certainly behaving 

very queerly. 

“Shall I get the can-opener?’ offered 

Stephen, politely. **You might cut the tin 

into sections, you know, und pass them with 

the pie.’ 

Eleanor persevered in dignitied silence, 

and finally succeeded in digging out five 

mangled portions. 

For one regrettable moment Mrs. Bunn, 

the cook, had felt » thrill of triumph, but it 

was of short duration. At the first sight of 

Eleanor’s distressed countenance the mother’s 

soul was up in arms, and soft-hearted Mrs. 

Bunn was ready to weep with sympathy be- 

cause her daughter's first pie had stuck to 

the pan. 

But there was worse to come. Stephen, at 

the first generous bite, ruse hastily and fled 

from the table. The others were more 

cautious, but their wry faces wade a study ’in 

expression that would nave delighted an 

artist. The ambitious cock, however, was 

anything but delighted. 

“Eleanor,” said Mrs. Bunn, laying down 

her fork, ‘I'm afraid you've nsed the whiting 

I had on the pantry shelf instead of sugar, 

and you've seasoned the meri: gne with rock 

galt. Didn't you taste the filling while you 

were making it?” 

“I never thought of it,” said Eleanor, 

whose eyes had filled with tears. ‘‘Dear me, 

what an awful pie! What shall I do? I 

promised to take one of these to the cooking 

club to-morrow. There isn’t tune for me 

to make another, for [ must write that essay 

to-night.” 

«Never mind,” said Mrs. Bunn, generous- 

ly. “I'll make one for you.” 

“Yes, Eleanor,” said Mr. Bunn, pushing 

away his plate, ‘‘you’a better let your mother 

do the pie-making. You can’t hope to rival 

her. Why, your mother makes the best 
pies—" 

“Don’t, Robert,” said Mrs. Buna, torn 

between het pleasure at Mr. Bunu’s appreci- 

ative words snd her sympathy for her 

chagrined daughter. “Don’t say another 

word. Eieanor will cook as well as I do one 

of these days.” 
“T doubt it,” said Mr, Bunn. ‘‘But there, 

there, . little girl, you needn’t look so like a 

little hot-cross ‘Buum’ shout it, for there 

aren't many that can cook as well as your 

mother oan.” 
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The Old Reliable Remedy 

Br Pe,  Tarocness. The 
use of a single bottle may double the selling 

price of your Bors 

GOOD FOR EVERYTHING. 

DR.B. J, KENDALL CO, 

Dear Sirs ;—~ Galistoe, N.M., June 18, 1502, 
1 have been using your Kendall's Spavin Cure for some 

time. 1 use from twelve to fifteen bottles a week and find 

it an excellent remed od Sweeney, Galls 

and Cute and e 1 have gwo husdred 

head of horses in my care, : 

1 enclose ‘a: stamp for your * Treatise on the Horse 

and his Diseases.” 
H, W. LAIRD. "Yours very truly, 

Thousands of Men report. pa, good or su- 
yt results from its use. ce $1; six for $5. 

a lintment for tamily 1 has Ro equal. Ask 
for Kendall's Tee re, also your dr 

A on the Horse,” book free, or 
address - 

DR. 8. ). KENDALL CO., ENOSBURG FALLS, VT. 

eaten the following day at the cooking club's 

NOTICE. 
The Marble and Granite 

Works of the late John Gallag- 

her will be continued under the: 

same name, J. Gallagher & Son 

at the old stand, under the man- 

agement of Gallagher Bros. 

Thanking the public for past 

favours and hoping for a con- 

tinnance of their patronage we 

would advise persons wanting 

anything in the above line to 

give us a call, examine our stock 

and learn prices before purchas 

ing elsewhere. 

Satisfaction guaranteed in 

quality of stock, workmanship 

and prices. 
Yours truly, 

GALLAGHER BROS. 
April 27 3m. 

THE BEST 

PLUMBING 
At most reasonable prices is what 

I am offering the public. 

Estimates cheerfully furnished 

on any kind of work in my line 

A full line of materials of all 

kinds. Aqueduct Pipe at specially 

low rates All work guaranteed 

first class. 

I C. CHURCHILL, 
Connell Street, Woodstock 

We Do First-Class 

HAND LAUNDRY 
WORK AND CHEAP. 

Shirts 8¢, Collars 13e, Cuffs 4¢, Undershirts_4c, 

Night Shirts 5c. Shirt collars ironed straight se 

as not to hurt the neck; stand-up collars ironed 

without being broken in the wing. Ties done 

look like new. Family work promptly done an 

work oheap. Parcels called for and delivered 

Please call and try; if not satisfactory will be re 

peated free. The proprietors will guarantee satis- 

faction in this line at cheapest rates. Give us a 

call. Please open parcel and see that your work 

is properly executed. If it suits you please recom 

mend us to your friends. Goods called for and 

delivered when desired to any part of the tow: 

WAH SING, 
(QUEEN STREET 

VICTORIA HOTEL, 
ST. JOHN N. B. 

D. W. McCORMICK, ~~ Proprietor 

JUNCTION HOUSE, 
Newbarg Junction 

Meals on arrival of all trains First-class 

R. B. OWENS," Pr pricto 

The Sunshine 
of public favor is poured upon the Life In- 

surance Company which deals justly and 

fairly with its policy holders. 

THE LONDON 

LIFE INSURANCE CO. 
Has established a reputation for Honesty 

and Fair Dealing. Premiums payable year 

ly, half yearly or quarterly. 

FE Write for information to 

W. S.ISAUNDERS, Chief Provincial Agent, or 

J. N. W. WINSLOW, District Agent, 

WoobnsTock, N. B. 

"County Council Meeting. 

The regular June Meeting of the County Coun- 

cil of the Municipality of Carleton will be held at 

the Court House on Tuesday the 21st day of June 

next at 10 o'clock in the forenoon. 

Dated this thirty first day of May A. D. 1904. 

J. C. HARTLEY, Secretary-Treasurer 
Municipality of Carleton. 

_ June 1.31 

NOTICE UF DISSOLUTION. 
This is to certify that the co 

Jaetaseie that existed between the under-signed 

uy Noble, of the Town of Woodstock, in 

the unty of Carleton, and Province of New 

Brunswick, merchant, and Percy J. Trafton, of 

the said Town of Woodstock, merchant, under the 

firm name >f Noble & Trafton, for the purpose of 
carrying on a general retail business at said 

Woodstock, was on the thirtieth day of April last 
past dissolved by mutual consent. 
t iDated this second day of May, A. D., 1904. 

HARRY. G. NOBLE. 
PEROY J. TRAFTON 


