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The Better
Way

The tissues of the throat are
inflamed and irritated; you
cough, and there is more irrita-
tion—more coughing. You take
a cough mixture and it eases the
irritation—for a while. You take

SCOTT'S
EMULSION

and 1t cures the cold. That’s
what is necessary. Itsoothes the
throat because it reduces the
irritation ; cures the cold because
it drives out the inflammation;
builds up the weakened tissues
because it nourishes them back
to their natural strength. That’s
how Scott’s Emulsion deals with
a sore throat, a cough, a cold,
or bronchitis.

WE’LL SEND YOU
A SAMPLE FREE,

SCOT: & BOWNE, Shom'ste

Toronte, Ont. ~

' BENEATH THE WRINKLE

BY CLARA MORRIS.

Left by a careless maid, it lay upon the
floor, a bit of faded, deeply wrinkled ribbon.
I picked it up and, on the way to the waste-
basket, I wondered aimlessly what its color
had been and what its use; and as I walked,
I smoothed it hard between my palms, for it
was thick and the wrinkles deep—when from
beneath the deepest fold of all there glowed
a streak of full rose-pink. In a moment I
had recalled a fair, spring day, a crowded
store, a dainty French hat, all frothing with
white lace, wreathed with pale wild roses,
and, for a coquettish looping beneath the
left ear, two rose-pink ribbons. This was
the ghost of one of them.

I smiled in happy recognition, but I could
not yet cast it away. The pallid, wrinkled
thing—what was it trying to remind me of ?
Faintly, old memories seemed to be stirring.
Not dear, precious memories—guarded care-
fully, placed securely where tliey may be
found on the instant; but poor old memories,
pushed back, far back into the dark corners,
on the high shelves of my brain. I stood
staring hard and whispering to myself: *‘So
old—so faded, yet beneath the wrinkle such
a lovely streak of color,” and then, right in a
secoad’s flash, I saw before me a face— pallid,
faded, care-worn — where fifty years had
wrought the lines of seventy. The eyes dim,
the lips pale; but beneath the wrinkles—was
there any color there? 1 straightened out
the ribbon gently and shut it in a book—1I'd
call it a marker. I could not cast it away,
for it was to me a veritable daguerrotype of
old Hester Tyler, whose sad, worn, faded
face it had summoned before me.

I knew her well, old Hester, and just at
first I used to be afraid of her. She was so
silent and she worked so desperately. She
was lean and hard and wrinkled. She rose
by candle-light—but her work was never
done. She was housekeeper for ah old
bachelor brother and an old, old mother, and
she was the bond-slave of a mortgage. She
toiled early and late inside the house and
outside in the garden. She went nowhere—
she saw no one. She read nothing but the
Bible—that, she poured over on Sundays.

At the top of the steep, unpainted stairs,
directly under the sloping roof—freezing in
winter, scorching in summer—was her room,
and there she had gathered her treasures.
There were three. This woman of over fifty
years had received in her whole life but two
gifts. They and a small Bible—she had won
it as a school prize in her far.away youth—
were her most precious possessions. The
gift that had come from her father interested
me greatly. It was a small hair<trunk. It
was piebald—white and sorrel—and I always
expected to see it kick when she sat down on
it. It was a very florid article and had the
letters “H. T.” on top in large brass-head-
ed nails.

Tne other gift was a very different affair—
it was a daguerreotype, the closeld tase fast-
ened by a small brass hook, and the pictured
face withiin was the touch of color, rosy-pink
and warm left beneath the pallor and the
wrinkles. For when old Hester had been
young Hester, Love, standing in her path one
day, had turned and walked beside her for a
time, and she had found God good and the
world fair. Then the tempest came and
struck them down, and he rose up no more,
while she walked on her way alone, and the
years slowly turned her into the old Hester
that I knew.

She had heen a pretty girl—rosy, bright,
and light of foot—when, owing to a tempor-
ary embarrassment in money matters, Louis
La Farge came down to Bedford village to
teach school through the winter inonths. He
was young, well-looking, well-educated, and,
before settling down to business, his father
had given hun two years’ grace in which to
travel and see a little of the world. In those
days remittances from home did not always
arrive with precision and speed; so that a
reckless, generous, or a careless man was
very apt to be caught now and then, as La
Farge had been, in a strange land, with the
empty pocketbook that presages an empty
stomach.

Glad of the employment, though amused
at its novelty, La Farge worked hard and
accomplished wonders in his school. Un-
“doubtedly, Hester Tyler was his best pupil,
‘though she had only attended that winter
“for fun.” When her ambition had been
aroused, she, to use a villager's expression,
“had turned to and worked like Cain!”
Then the teacher had formed a small class of

four, to whom he proposed to teach his
native lang\mge—-—Fronchun(l before long
Hester found that, to save her life, she could
not look her teacher full in the face while
conjugating the verb aimer; and after that it
was surprising how much help he thought
she needed in that study.

Often they were seen walking side by side
to or from the school-house, he holding a cer-
tain written exercise in his hand which he
scrutinized carefully (while the passer-by
was in sight), and Hester bending her
studious glance upon her open Erench gram-
mar. And so they trod the sweet, old be-
wildering maze, whose paths have been worn
clear and smooth by countless lovers’ feet,
and found, at last, the temple where they
made their vows, each to the other, and came
forth promised man and wife; for love had
made them so deaf and blind, they had seen
nothing, heard nothing of the rising storm
that was now about to break upon them. It
seems aJmost impossible that there ever was
a time when the word ‘‘foreigner” was a
mere term of contempt, when a German was
a ‘“‘Dutchman,” or a ‘‘Dutchy,” and a
Frenchman a ‘““Mounseer’ or ‘‘Frogeater.”
Wealth, manner, refinement, made not the
slightest difference: a ‘‘foreigner’ was a
person to sneer at, to jeer at, or to suspect.
Particularly was this the case in the country,
or in small country towns, where the people
were narrow and ignorant,

Now, while Louis La Farge was immense-
ly liked by the young people of Bedford, the
older people had always frowned upon the
upstart Frenchman; one man, indeed, taking
his son indignantly out of that small class of
four who wished to study French. But,
while being a foreigner was bad enough, poor
La Farge was something far, far worse in
their eyes—he was a Catholic.

Just at that time there was the bitterest
possible feeling between sects. A wretched
book was in circulation among the common
people, a clap-trap, sensational, escaped-nun-
sort of tale, making a malicious, inconsequent
attack upon the Catholic church. TIts ab-
surdities were implicitly believed, and hatred
and fear of Catholics were the result; there-
fore, when young La Farge courted Hester
Tyler, the whole village stood aghast ! Her
mother indignantly refused to hear him out
when he came to ask for Hester's hand. He
offered to give up his native land for love of
her, and settle in the near-by city, that her
family might watch over her welfare. His
answer came in threats of bodily harm from
her brother.

The old parson of the village church was
his friend and tried hard to serve young
Louis when he found he could not retire
from the field and leave his sweetheart.
Letters of warning were soon followed by
letters filled with cruel threats of violence.
Hester grew sick with fear for her lover’s
safety. His remittance had come long ago
from his home in France, and at last they
determined they would elope; but, ever
thoughtful for the welfare and the honor of
his beloved,he coaxed his friend, the parson,
to marry them in his house before they fled,
and the next day they would be remarried in
the city by a priest of his church. All was
arranged—the minister kept his windows
darkened that no one might happen in.

Pretty Hester, upstairs under the slanting
root, with trembling fingers fastened the
white gown she had made in sectet, for she
felt she simply could not be married in colors
then, pinning the pretty gown up carefully
about her, she slipped over it a dark skirt
and cloak, and with her Louis’s daguerreo-
type, her small, honorably won Bible, and
two dollars berry-money as her whole dot
and furnishing for her new life, she stole out
of the front door—that door which only
opened for weddings or for funerals, and, on
swift young feet, fled through the lanes
where long brambles caught at her and held
her by the skirts; fled across the fields where
small furry creatures scurried across her
path; but,. swiftly as she ran, Superstition
kept ‘pace with her, and she noted every
sign of evil—even glancing up and marking
that the pale yqung moon appeared to her
over the unlucky shoulder—the moon that,
like a tiny boat, rode over the waves of ink-
black clouds or was for a time burried be-
neath them. :

And when, all hot and breathless, she
reached the small parsonage and stood waiting
for the opening of the door, from the dim
distance there came to her the dismal howl-

When You
Get Bilious

YOU MAY BE CERTAIN THE LIVER IS
DERANGED AND THAT THERE IS
CURE IN

DR. CHASE'S
KIDNEY-LiVER PILLS.

“Bilious” is the word used by many peo-
ple to describe the condition of ill-health into
which they are thrown by derangement of
the liver.

Biliousness is caused by the failure of the
liver to filter the bile and other poisonous
impurities from the blood. The result is a
clogging and poisoning of the whole system.

Indigestion, headache, languid, melancholy
feelings, irritability of temper, constipation,
alternating with looseness of the bowels,
pains in the muscles and bones and a pale,
sallow complexion are among the symptoms.

Fortunately there is prompt and certain
cure for biliousness and torpid liver in Dr.
Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills.

They cure by thoroughly cleansing the
filtering and excretory systems and awaken-
ing the action of the liver to renewed energy
and activity.

When you feel out of sorts and notice any
of the symptoms of torpid liver and bilious-
ness put Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills to
the test, and you will then understand why
this great medicine is cousidered indispens-
able in the great majority of homes.

Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills, one pill a
dose, 25 cents a box, at all dealers, or Edman-
son, Bates & Co., Toronto. Portrait and
signature of Dr. A. W. Chase, the famous
receipt book author, on every box.

Beware of Imitations of the Celebrated

DIAMOND DYES.

The Manufacturers of Crude and Weak Dyes Offer Premiums
to Druggists and Dealers to Sell Them to
Unsuspecting Women.

Diamond Dyes have a most enviable past
and present history for successes in home
dyeing. Their fast, rich and fashionable
colors have made them the most noted home
dyes in the werld.

The imitation and erude dyes made arnd
sold for the immense profits they bring the
makers of sach trash, only result in dire
destruction to useful and expensive goods re-
quiring re-coloring. These adulterated dyes
may be tolerated by some sections of our
Indian population, but wise, prudent and
cultured ‘women, select Diamond Dyes when
they need pure, full and brilliant colors for
home dyeing.

The proprietors of Diamond Dyes are not
obliged to offer premiums to druggists and
dealers who sell their dyes. Our progressive
retailers, whose chief aim is to sell their
customers the best dyes, do not ask for
special inducements te sell Diamond Dyes;
they are satisfied with the profits they make
on their vast and daily increasing sales of
Diamond Dyes.

It is the manufacturer of the common and |
crude dyes who is obliged to offer a few |
Qaltry cents per dozen to storekeepers to get |

. . . .
' them to introduce and push their deceptive

dyes. It is not the retailer of the common
dyes that should be paid by the manufactur-
ers, it 1s the unfortunate women, who, after
using such dyestoffs, find their dresses,
skirts, jackets, capes, blouses, ribbons and
other materials ruined forever.

Diamond Dyes give the ladies a choice of
48 colors, thirty-two for wool and silk and |
sixteen fof. cotton and all mixed goods, each
dye guaranteed to do its special work.

Makers of the adulterated dyes deceive
people when they tell them that any one of
their dyes will color any kind of fabric. Such
a statement is stupidly false.

It is asserted by the ablest color chemists
that the Diamond Dyes are the only correct
and reliable colors for home use, and these
experts hold that the theory of special colors
for wool, silk, cotton and mixed goods, is the
true and correct one.

Seeing that imitation and crude dyes are
sold by some dealérs, ladies who ask for the
Diamoud Dyes should see that the name
“DIAMOND” appears on each package.
Remember, “It's easy to dye with Diamond
Dyes.”

HOUSE CLEANING HELPS.

Church Alabastine,

Whiting,

Lime,

Self Wringing Floor Mops,
Window Brushes,
Galv. Wire Carpet Whips,

Step Ladders,

Elephant and Brandram’s
Mixed Paints, the only reliable paints to use
White Wash Brushes,

Paint Brushes, Wash Machines,
Ball Bearing Clothes Wringers.

W. F. DIBBLEE & SON,

Woodstock.

Hartland.

Centreville.

IMPROVED GANG EDGER.

This machine has been designed to meet the requirements of
all saw mills, whether for use in portable or stationery mills.

The machine will take saws up to 20 inch diameter.
__Weight when ready for shipment, 3,000 pounds.
For further particulars apply to

Small & Fisher Gompany, Limited,

WOODSTOCK, N. B.

WAREROOMS TO LET

" Lower flat of the Wrapper Factory. Railroad

Mileh Cows For Sale.

The undersigned hs_s— 10 Milch cows, several
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nightfall to this country girl, but this night
was not like other nights, and she wished
she had not heard it. To the first question o
entering: ‘“Has he come?! Oh, has hi

come!’ she received a smiling negative and
the reminder that she was ‘“‘ahead of time.

Then the minister’s wife helped to unnin
the white gown, smoothed 1t down, bitough

a flower for the rirl’s han md then th
waited.
I'o the minister, who knew well that «

treme impetuosity was the main fault o

Louis La Farge's character, his tardiness was
in the

disquieting extreme
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the way her racing feet had brought her i
the «nLl'll\ darkness. With a ;--Qlun- Sl
quieted the dog, who came joyously to gree
her. He stood looking at her a moment i

perplexity, then sniffed about her, and finally
reared up, and, with his paws upon her crest

looked into her eyes and whimpered uneasily.

Hester took his rough head between he
hands and spoke for the first time durin
walk, and said slowly: “*Yes, Watch—h
dead!

At which the kindly old man at her side
exclaimed: ‘*But, my dear my dea wWe

But she broke in drearily: “What pow
could keep hum away from me, if he were
alive? No—my Louis is dead!”

She put the dog from her and, without an
other word, went up the walk, softly opencd

the front door and dixu}n;n-:t!'ml.
When Hester 'IV'\lrl' took her |>l:u‘r at the

breakfast table next morning, her face wa
positively ghastly. In answer to Guestions
she muttered something about **having ha
| a bad night.” She scarcely seemed to se

what was before her, or to hear what was
said; yet, had she been watched closely, i
would have been seen that she was listening
for something with her very soul!

Her brother had gone to his work, and
was silently attending to her regular duties
in the when it came!—the thing she
had listened for! The tramping of feet—the
excited voices! She stood stock-still, and for
a moment felt that she swung in space! Then
holding tight and hard to the back of :
heavy chair, she heard the words—**Carry
him in here till you can mend the waggon”

separate themselves from othe: \\‘ul'(’;; and
knew the front door was being opened —the
door that only opened for marriages and
deaths!

She felt the jarring of the floor beneath
her feet, that told of the heavy stepping of
men in the next room—men who bore a bur
den—then all was still in there. Her motha
sister, brother, were outside listening to the
tale of the finding of Louis La Farge'’s body,
clothed in his best, wearing a white necker-
chief, and on one hand a white glove—the
other lay on the ground near him-—while
down between the finely crimped ruffles of
his shirt the blood had run from the knife
thrust in his breast. There was no trace of
a struggle; he had evidently been attacked
by some one in hiding in the thick under
growth and bushes at the roadside; and at
the nearest house a dog, early in the evening
had howled and howled until its owner had
threatened him into silence.

Poor Hester must have heard it as she
waited for the opening of the parsonage
111»(11‘, and now, while those outside talked
and tinkered at the broken wagon wheel,
she swiftly entered the darkened front room
where her love awaited her. She gazed long
at the chill white face, that she saw for the
first time without a smile. He was stretched
at rigid length upon the sofa, and she knelt
beside-him and laid her head upon his breast
and, with her arm about his icy throat, she
whispered into his dull ear, calling him ¢
husband,” and promising to be true always
until they met again—and gave him war
kisses her girlish modesty and proud self-
respect had denied to his strong pleading
And then she rose and looked long again,
kissed him on his brow, turned, crept up the
steep stair, gained her room, and never knew
when the still body was carried out again
and taken on to the village.

The wmystery was never solved. His par-
ents sent money for a headstone; and in his
cold breast he held the flower of Heste:
Tyler’s youth.

She almost lost the faculty of speech, so
silent she became. Her sister married, her
brother involved himself in business trouble,
a mortgage was suspended over the old home
the mother grew crabbed in her old age.

Hester worked early and late, and faded
and wrinkled fast, and so came to be the old
Hester Tyler that I knew; but.on Sunday
afternoons, up under the sloping roof, she
reads the little Bible slowly, then kneels
beside the open hair-trunk and looks long
and tenderly at the bright, dark, smiling
-face the daguerreotype holds, for that is the
one single trace of lovely color which life has
left beneath her pallor and her wrinkles.
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TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY

Take LAXATIVE BROMO QUININE Tablets
All druggists refund the money if it fails to cure.
E. W, Grove's signature is on each box. "2ic

-

Wouldn’t Do.

“Rolling pin? Yes, sir; here’s one made of
glass; the latest thing out.”

“But, good lord, man! that thing would
probably break and cut my head all to

pieces!”"—Houston Post.
- -

**Well, Bob has failed for a million, and
the creditors’ll get about fifty thousand, I
suppose.” *‘Does Bob feel sore?’ **Natur-
ally he does; fifty thousand 1s a lot of money,

Siding. Floor space 4500 square feet. Properly | pead of cattle, and one pair of horses for
ﬁttodgin every way for first class warerooms. Ap- .:]e. ‘}‘p"‘{;‘“‘{o w. 6 CLUFF, P. O. Box 172,
ply to J. T. LEPAGE, on the premises. Woodstock $i. April 19,

you know.”



