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Those who are galning flesh
and strength by regular treat-
ment with

Scott’s Emulsion

should contlnue the treatment
in hot weather; smaller dose
anda little cool milk with It will
do away with any objection
which Is attached to fatty pro=-
ducts during the heated

season.
Send for free sample,
SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists,
Teronto, Ontario,
soc. and $1.00; all druggists,
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Captain Pink of the Peppermint,

0Old Capting Pink of the Peppermint,
Though kindly at heart and good,

Had a blunt. bluff way of a-gittin’ ‘is say
That we all of us understood.

When he brained a man with a pingle spike
Or plastered a seaman flat,

We should a’ been blowed, but we all of ve knowed
That he didn’t mean nothin’ by that.

For Capting Pink wus a bashful man
#aud Lary of talk as death,

S5 he easily saw that a crack in the jaw
Was better than wastin’ ‘is breath.

Sometimes he’d stroll from the ostrich hatch
Jest a-feelin’ a trifle rum,

Then he’d hang us tars to the masts and spars
By a heel or an ear or a thumb.

When he done like that, as he oft times did,
We winked at each other and smole,

And,we snickered in glee and says, sayvs we,
“Ain’t that like the dear old soul !”

I was wonderful fond of old Capting Pink,
And Pink he was fond of me,
*A¢s he frequently said whenhe battered me head
4)r tumbled me into the sea.)
When he sewed the carpenter up in a sack,
And fired the cook from a gun,

We'd a-thunk that ‘is rule was a little might crool,
If we hadn’t knowed Pink as we done.

Old Capting Pink of the Peppermint,
We all of us loved ‘im so

That we waited one night till the tide was right
And the funnels was set for a blow.

Then we hauled ‘im out of ‘is feather bed
And hammered the dear old bloke ;

And he understood, (as we knowed he would)
That we done what we did as a joke.

Then we roguishly tumbled ‘im over the side,
And quickly reversin’ the screws,

We hurried away to Mehitabel Bay
For a jolly piratical cruise,

Old Capting Pink of the Peppermint—
I'm shocked and I'm pained to say
That there’s few you'll find of the Capting’s kind
in this here degenerate day.
WarLLace IRwiN, in Leslie’s Monthly,

The Poolistmess 0f Frisco.

By MarrLanp LERoy OsSBORNE.

T was sure locoed once,” ssaid ‘Frisco,
poking a reflective foretinger into the bowl
of his briarwood pipe. *‘All along of 1its
being spring and me as frisky and foolish as
a two-year old.

“It wasn’t just because the girl was pretty
—TI've met up with a plenty better looking
ones before and since—but there was some:
thing in her eyes that made my heart wobble
round a whole lot when she looked at me.
Blue they were, like that patch of clear sky
over the trees yonaer, and big and innocent.
I used to dream about them nights while I
was riding herd with ten thousand long horus
and mwy own thoughts for company; and
when a fellow gets to where thinking of the
color of a girl’s eyes keeps him from being
lonesome he's pretty far along towards being
in love with her.

“0ld man Taylor, who owned the Bar O
ranch 1n the Sweetwater Valley, was her
uncle, and the doctors had sent her out from
somewheres back East to live out doors for a
few months. The day after the old man
brings her out from town with the buckboard
he calls me up to the ranch house and tells
me he wants me to see that she has a good
time and don’t get lost,

“*You see, the old man had known me
quite a while and hadn’t ever heard of my
trying to steal anybody’s dust. Well, I
sticks cut my chest quite a lot and puts on a
new pair of chaps and turns nursemaid real
cheerful and cogtented, and for four long
months there’s hardly an hour of the day
that I'm not round somewheres handy in case
. that girl wants me to play with.

“I \gicked out the most sober minded cow
pony on the ranch and broke him till a baby
could have led him round with a string, and
then I learned her to ride, and after that we
was gambcling over the landscape pretty
much all the time. :

“First off, beiLg new to the game, I was a
little shy on language, but she was so inter:
ested in everything that I got to be real
elcquent in time. It was all new to her, you
see, and different from anything she’d ever
seen ¢0t heard of or dreamed about, and she
just soaked up new experiences like a sponge
soaks up water. Even the flowers was dif-
ferent from what she’d been used to back
East, and every time I found a vew one to
show her I felt like I'd struck a streak of
my pay dirt,

“‘Every day she was growing prettier, her
hands were getting browned by the sun and
the color coming nto her cheeks and her
eyes growing brighter —and every day I was
getting more in love with her and more
afraid she'd find it out.

“It’s curious how being in love effects
some pecple. I believe I'd have stopped
smoking if that girl had asked me—which she
didn’t. She had me halter broke in about a
week so I'd stand all day without being

/

hitched, and when she'd smile at me for the
millionth part of a second I'd feel as tickled
as a yellow pup when somebody tosses him a
bone. I was sure frolish over her—and glad
of it.

“‘But trouble was coming my way-—fast,

and one day along in August I went to meet

it. The old man tells me we've got to have
£

some supplies, so I hitches a couple of cay-
uses to the buckboard and starts for town at
sun up. It's an all day drive, and after I
puts up the ponies and has my supper and
orders the store trucks goes out to mingle in
festivities. Naturally I'm a whole lot thirsty
after riding all day in the sun, so I let’s the
Palace Saloon absorb me and drifts up to the
bar, wondering whether I'll have straight
poison or a few of the new kind of fancy
striped drinks, but just as the barkeep
pushes a bottle of red-cye my way I catches
a alimpse of a little blue-eyed girl on a spot-
ted pony riding along the trail to meet me,
and I sticks out my chest and rays, careless
like, ‘Gimme a lemonade—with plenty of
ice.” The barkeep looks at me sort of sur-
prised, but he deals the hand I'v called for
and I stands up there in a row all by myself
and drinks my lemonade. Somehow the
place seems sort of quiet ands lonesome,
though there's-4 piano banging away in one
corner and about a hundred cow-punchers
calling for drinks 1n seven languages, so I
drifts out into the street again and stands on
the corner and gaz3s ac the festive throng,
wondering if I'm sick. I've got money in
my pocket—It’s the first time I've heard
chips rattling for three months. and I find
out all of a sudden I'm not amused a little
bit. ‘Frisco,” I says to myself, you're too
good for this world —you’d better go to bed,’
which I does, after smoking two bits" worth
of three for-a quarter cigars.

*In the morning I turned out good and
early, loads up the buckboard with canned
goods and groceries and lopes over to the
postoffice for the mail. The postmaster hails
me when I sticks my head in the door and
asks if I want company. Says there’s a ten-
derfoot come in on the stage the day before
who's looking for Taylor’s 1anch. Of course,
I says yes, and pretty soon they rounds him
up »nd shows him to me. He’s hardly more
than a boy, and he has on more good clothes
than I've ever seen before at all one time.
He looks like he’s a mighty long ways from
home, and the minute I set eyes on him I
know what he’s there for as well as though
I'd been told.

“I reckon maybe I didn’t look real joyful
to see him, but he's so anxious to get started
that he don’t notice, and pretty soon we pulls
out for the Bar-O.

“For the first hour or two I watches the
road pretty close and don’t say much, sizing
up my passenger out of the corner of my eye
when he ain’t noticing. Except for his good
clothes he ain't a bad looking boy, and I
know he holds all the cards and will win in a
show-down. When I think of how glad the
girl is going to be when she sees him I feel a
whole lot like dropping him in the sage brush
and letting him get lost.

**Along toward noon we're riding round a
sand hill when the ponies stick up their ears
in » way that means one of two things— bear
or Indian, and it aint more than a minute
before I see 1t's Indians. There's quite a
bunch of them, maybe twenty or thirty,
spread out so we can’t get by and waiting rea]
patient for us to drive up and say howdy.

“The're all young braves, in paiat and
feathers, and I know what their game is the
minute I set eyes on them. They had a
playful habit those days of breaking out of
the reservation occasionally and burning a
few ranch houses and scalping a few womeu
and children, and then sneaking back to their
tepees after dark and laughing at the solkiers
who come up on the run usually about the
time the fires stop smoking.

*I heads the ponies round so suddeu that
the buckboard makes a ¢ircle on one wheel,
and starts back for town like I'd forgotten a
mighty important errand. *What’s up? the
boy asks, holding onto the seat with both
hands. *The noble red man’s up,’ I says,
dodging a bullet that sings by my ear like a
mosquito. *He’s seeing red and thirsty for
gore, I .says, ‘and if you want ‘o keep on
wearing your own hair you'd better hold on
tight.’

“There’s a big, shelving rock about a mile
back, not far from the trail, and I know if
we can reach that I can hold them off for
quite a spell, so T sla’pe the reins on the
ponies’ backs and yells a few times, and we
drifts over the landscape like a yellow dog
with a can tied to his tail, shedding store
truck something sinful. Kvery time we hit
a rock we jolts off a can of tomatoes or a bag
of flour, till it looks like a cyclone has scatter-
ed a general store all along the trail.! And
all the time blamed Indians are crawling up
on us, hanging over their pounies’ necky and
yelling like Hell let loose.

**When the rock’s about five hundred yards
ahead and the nearest Indian about s far
behind, one of the ponies steps in a prairie
dod’s hole and gues down with » broken leg,
and before [ have time to swear we're piled
up in a heap so promiscuous that I don’t
know for a second or two which 18 me and

which is the buckboard. But I crawls out of
the wreck mighty spry and looks round for

’

HOUSE GLEANING 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.

Woodstock.

F. DIBBLEE & SON,

Hartland.

Centreville.

IMPROVE

D 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 jnch diameter..
Weight when ready for shipment, 3,000 pounds.

For further particulars apply to

Small & Fisher Company, Limited,

WOODSTOCK, N. B.

Intercolonial Railway.

TENDER FOR WHARF.

Sealed Tenders, addressed to the undersigned,
and marbed on the outside *““Tender tor Creosoted
Pile Warf,” will be received up to and including

TUESDAY, tHe 13tH JUNE, 19°5,

for the construction of a Creosoted Pile Warf at
Picrou, N. 8.

Plans and specification may be seen at the
Station Masteér’s office at Picton, N. 8., and at
the Chief Engineer’s Office, Moncton, N. B,
where forms of tender w.ay be obtained.

All the conditions of the specificotion must

be compiled with.
D. POTTINGER,
Railway Office, General Manager,
Moacton, N. B.,
26th May, 1905.

"SEASON OF 1905.
The Whirlwind Pacing Stallion,

ALFONDLY

3, 2:12

Race Record on Half-Mile Track.

One Quarter the Blood of George
Wilkes, 519.

One Quarter the Blood of Blue

Bull, 75.

Alfondly will make the season of 1905 at the
owner’s stable, Centreville, N. B., except that on
TUESDAYS HE WILL STAND AT BLAN-
CHARD’S STABLE, MARS HILL, MAINE.

Terms—$15 to warrant mare with foal, $3 pay-
able at time of service, balance when mare proves
with foal. Mares from a distance -carefully look-
ed out for, but at owners’ risk. Mares disposed
of considered with foal. Mare and colt holden
for service of horse.

Write or telephone me at Centreville if you
wish to use Alfondly.

FRED D TWEEDIE,
CENTREVILLE,

CANADIAN

PACIFIC

HOMESEEKERS EXCURSIONS
To the Canadian Northwest.

Second-Class Round Trip Tickets will be issued
from Woodstock, N. B.,

B T B T U $30.00
Moot ... ... g A 32.25
R-egina, R AR \ 3375
BRI %5 nh o s e Sduine o5 /
DRI .. i o 6o adnashasbens 34.00
P BE. ., . 36 00
T e e e R BT 33.00
T TR R R S RV, U 38.50
R TR IR A 39:50
T RS G R SO 40.50

‘Equally Low Rates to Other Points.

Tickets good going June 14th and 28th and July
12th. Good to Return two months from date
of Issue.

Further particulars on application to

C. D. JORDAN, Station Agent, Woodstock, N. B.

Or F. R. PERRY,
D.P.A.,C P. R, 8. Jobn, N. B,

COUNTY COUNCIL MEETING.

The regular June Meeting of the
County Council of the Municipality of
Carleton will be held at the Court House
on TUESDAY the TWENTIETH day
of JUNE next, at 10 o'clock in the fore-
noon.

Dated this Thirtieth day of May, A.
D., 1905.

J. C. HARTLEY,
Secretary-Treasurer
May 31-—3i.

the boy. He's settin in a puddie of molasses
and flour and broken eggs, huggiug » bam

under one arm and looking migh'y surprised,
but not hurt a bit,

“It ain’t any time to stop and talk, sol
cuts the other cayuse loose from what's lefc
of the buckboard, and picks up the boy and

‘Now ride, you

chucks him onto its back.
little cuss,” I say, grabbing the pony's tail
and prodding him in the rump with the point
of my knife, and we heads for the rock, hit
ting only the high places, with the pony tow-

ing me and the nearest Indian reaching for

my back hair. [ never was much on travel
ing a-foot, but T reckon T must have broi«
all the running records for a five huundred

yard dash right then and there, and we made
brothers, 1

vhile, for

the rock just ahead of our red

knows then we're all right for a

| they can only get at us by riding straight up,

idea of fighting

= A

which ain’t an Indian’s

““We cuddles down in a iittle holiow, and
the Indians ride back and begin to pow wow.

“Then a few of them split off and take a
circle around to see if they can get at us from
the rear, but I don’t

worry none, kllw\VlH‘_’

they can’t reach us. Pretty soon they ride
back and after a lot more talking I see they're
going to try to rush us.
‘Don’t 1\‘.“\)\5',' he say, ‘neve:

*Well,” I says, handiag him one of

‘Can you shoot? |
asks the boy.
tried to.’
my forty-fours, ‘you’ve got to

learn how

right now. Keep your eye on that big buck
on the spotted puny and when he gets this
side of that bunch of sage bush open up on

him.
hit something.” The boy takes the gun, looks

Shoot low and keep a-shootiug till you

at it like a speckled rooster admiring a new
sort of worm, and pokes it out over a stone
real business-like.

““T'hen the crowd breaks loose and

for us with a rush, shooting and yelling

comes
ke
mad. I've just made a good Iudian out of a
cross-eyed brave with a yellow feather head-
piece when I hear a shot behind me and the
buck that I to the boy

doubles up and slides off his pony like a bag

big pointed out

of sand.
excited and pleased, ‘I really believe

‘By Jove!' the boy pipes up, real
{ hit
‘I really believe you did, sonny,’
Ther the

Indians split up in two bunches and go by on

the beggar.
I says, patting him on the back.

the run out of range.
**When they come back, the
to

boy getting

excited, forgets hug the ground cluse
enough and a bullet kick ap the dust in front
of him, knocks off his hat and flattens against
the rock behind me, and he tumbles back
[ think they've
then, sure, but it’s only a glancing cut oun the
side of his head that stuns him.

“I'd tumbled another Indian off his pony
as they went back, which made three out of
the game altogether, but I see they're going
to try it again, so I pushed the boy down be-
hind me to try it again, and loads bothguusina

hurry. When I see him laying there, looking

accross my legs. got him

as innocent as a baby, with his white face
and a smile on his lips and the blood trickling
down one cheek, I think of the little gir
back there on the ranch and the look that’ll
be in her eyes if I gu back and tell her that
he's dead, and I gets mighty hot and uncom-
fortable. ‘They may get his hair vet,” 1 says
to myself, *but they’'ve got to get wine first,
Then the show begins again and the bullets
buzz around my ears like a lot of bees.
“Four times those infernal redskins circled
the rock, and six of their had lost
their riders, but 1 was getting shot up quite
a lot, having to expose myself some o keep
the boy covered. When all of «
hears a strpin of the sweetest music 1 over

pou:es

sudden |

listened to—a bugle sounding the charge, and
a company of troopers breaks cover frem be
hmd a sand hill. When they come 1 \lg]n
the Indians just naturally tumbls all
themselves, trying to get away, and the whole
outfit goes by in a cloud of dust and nowse.
*[ jumps up and waves my

over

hat aod lets
loose a few joyful yells w: en they go by, and
then my knees got sort of wobbly aund I loses
interest in the proceedings for quite a spell.

“The next thing I knows T
astride a pouy with my boots full of blood.
.‘Where's the boys? I asks thetrooper that's
holding me on my cayuse. ‘O,
right,” he says, ‘nothing but a seratch ou the

finds myself

he's '&“

head,’ and I shuts my cyes sgain and rorgets
my troubles.

“The next day I'm laying hank,
feeling mighty lonesome, wheu the Jictl-
the door and

m oy

giri

opens looks 1 to seeif I'm
awake, I tries to get up on vue elbow, but
1’m too weak, and she comes in wnd drops

down on her knees beside the bunk with hér
eyes shining like stars and shos her arms
around my neck and kisses me. ‘You dear
vld 'Frisco,’ she says, hiding her hrown curls
against my shoulder.
to think of anything to say, so | jast luys

there, startine at the c:iling whilos ste

Somehowny | can’c seem

wihise-
pers a lot of things into my left esr aoout
how good I've been to her, nnd af «1 4+ while
she kisses me again and goes away.
“\Vt’“, they had a parson out from
week or so later, and the boy anl gn! msist-
ed on my being best man.”
‘Fris=o turned his guz2 to watch »
1 «.m
ing eagle far overheard—, * They 1oied thewr
first boy after me,” he said, with » 5Ly sntle.
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TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY
Take LAXATIVE BROMO QUININE Tablets

FTONLL &

wheel

All druggists refund the money if it fail. to cuye.
E. W. Grove's signature is on each box. 25¢



