Her Furnace of Affliction.

Heari Dupuis went down to the house for
s whetstone to sharpen his scythe. He had
been cutting buckwheat beyond the back
pasture, in » field that was flooded till the
end of Juue and made late seeding and late®
harvesting.

Tt was a lovely September day, and he
walked through the little bush, at peace with
himself and the world. Least of all did he
feel like quarrelling with his young wife,
Marie Louise, who lived in their whitewashed
cottage near the gate. It was an old house,
but his grandfather had lived there, and his
father, so it was good enough for him, though
the small French windows and the hittle lean-
to kitchen were very primitive.

The soft gabble of a baby’s voice and its
cooving liughter caused him to turn his steps
towards the owen, built in the side of the hill,
many years ago, by one of his ancestors and
still used to bake their bread.

The child looked up as he came near, and
then becaae busy again playing with a piece
of dough his mother had given him, covering
first one toe and then another on his little,
fat, bare feet.

But Marie Louise did not turn round till
the last loaf was set into the capacious oven
by the aid of a long-handled shovel.

““What’s the matter, Marie?” he question-
ed, and without changing her attitude she
said: *‘I suppose I shall have to fight with
this old oven all my life, just because your
grandpere built it when there were no ranges.
TI'm jost sick of the bother and ashes, and
baving to clean it out and watch it all the
time. Why can’t we have things like other
people?”’

*‘But, ma cherie, said the young husband
in dismay, ‘1t makes such sweet-flavored
bread; none of the iron, oven-dried bread
tastes the same. Kven the cure stops to get
a nub-end as he goes past, because of the
baking. But for the buckwheat I would have
cleaned it of the ashes, dear heart, but it
shall not happen again.”

He spoke quietly, but the little woman
was not convinced, and no resoning could
prove to her that the old-fashioned oven
could equal the tidy range. Then the story
came out:

*() ma cousin Elsie came by just now, and
she scoffed at me and said: *Marie, did you
do the baking for Noah 1n that old oven?”’

Henr laughed and said: **That is the
trouble, little wife, is it? Did she tell you
she threw away her yesterday’s baking? Her
husband told me they could not eat it.”

“‘She told me the flour your brother-in-law
at the store sold her was not good,” apolo-
gized the wife.”

*It is the same you are usirg,” said the
farmer, **and your loaves are light and white
as sea foam; it is the making more than the
oven—the cleverness of thuse white little
bhands.”

The baby had divided his dough and cover-
ed with a small piece of it each of his toes;
then, holding his feet up for his parents’ in-
spection, began calling for admiration of the
funny caps. But Marie was not ready for a
retorn to material duties with the vexed
question unsettled.

“Henri,” she said,
keep up with the times. If your great grand-
pere sowed buckwheat, you do the same,
though you might grow your own wheat and
be sure that it was good. He had rail fences,
80 you keep to the old tumble-down rails
and because he had this mean old oven, you
must needs keep it up and have me trudge
here, rain or shine, to get my bread baked.”

The young man sighed and proceeded to
sharpen his scythe. “If I stay here all day
there will not be anythlng to buy bread
with. Ta, ta, baba,” he called out, striding
ap the hill, a type of rural manhood in shirt

‘‘yon do not try to

sleeves and top boots, but with a puzzled

frown between his brows. Madame Dupuis
picked up the long-headed youngster, shook
the dough from his chubby toes and went
into the house, where, on a 'small, old-
fashioned stove, simmered the pot that con-
tained a savory stew for dinner—an@nowhere
out of T“rance can such appetizing ragouts
andoth be concocted as in rural Quebec,
where the instinct of the born cook seems to
teach its votaries to put together just the

proper ingredients and simmer them to the.

right consistency, with the needed spices and
eondiments,

As she set the table for their simple meal
and prepared the potatoes and milk for the
baba’s dinner, the good wife nursed her
grievance against Henri's old-fashioned
methodd. Was the bread really nicer cooked
in this way? She would just like to be sure.

There was a knock at the door. A carriage
stood close by, ana a lady and gentleman
were alighting—doubtless husband and wife
—well on in years, gray-haired, gentle in
voice and manner.

*Pardon, Madame,” said the lady, I am
Mrs. Simmers, and this is my husband. We
have been staying at the big hotel up the
road, and [ have got my courage up to ask if
you will sell me some of your bread. = There
was such a delicious smell from that dear old
oven, it brought tears to my eyes, for when I
was a young girl we had one at home, and
the first time my husband ever saw ‘me, I
was ‘taking bread out'of it.” She turned to
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him with & smile as the housewife stood
silent, with her hand upon the door, and the
baby clamored for dinner. **Would you let
me have bread every duy?’ she said. *'I
will send for it every evening, if you will
only promise. 1t will be such a treat to get
that sweet, old-time bread that is so unadul-
terated snd baked in that delightful oven.”

. So the bargsin was made, and when Henri
came in to dinner he was surprised to see
such a changed face and to get the news of
the baking. ‘‘You can have the range,
cherie,” he said a few days later, as money
began to come in and others demanded the
bread, so that the big hotel was glad to bar-
gain for a supply.

Often Mrs. Simnmers came to the cottage to
see the bread taken out and to recall her
youth with the old-time smell of the crisp,
fresh loaves. ‘*We girls called them *boots,” ”
she said, ‘‘because of the shape, and there is
not any bread can taste like the top nubbin
from one of those loaves, with a bit of fresh
butter on it.”

One day Mrs. Simmers, who was interest-
ed in Women’s Institutes, brought a class to
see a demonstration of Madame Dupuis’
baking, which was both pleasant and profit-
able, till the little woman began to have
a respect for the grandpere’s oven ani its
results.

When the days grew shorter, and hotel
guests departed, there was enough money to
buy a range, and some to spare after paying
for the flour. **And well do you deserve,”
said Henri; but the wife shook her head.

**Nay,” she said, **if you had not kept the
oven clean and chopped the wood, and put in
the loaves, and taken them out, it would
never have been accomplished. Besides, it
was all the grandpere’s oven did it. No
range for me! Take the money and buy
a mowing machine, so that I may not see you
cutting grain with the old scythe any more.

**But the oven—"" he veatured.

“I would not give it up,” she answered,
“for it brought me luck and a new friend.
Take yourself the money.” And she had
her way.—Annie L., Jack, in Canadian Good
Housekeeping.

A GUARANTEEDVCURE FOR PILES

I*ching, Blind, Bleeding, Protruding Piles. Drug-
gists are authorized to refund money if PAZO
OINTMENT fails to cure in 6 to 14 days. 50c.

in the Relgn of Isabel II.

““What's the news from Isabel, Mrs. Birch?”’
asked an interested neighbor.

*“There is no news from my daoghter
Isabel. The only way I know she is atill in
existence, since that baby was born, is that I
can recognize the handwriting as hers. It's
a great mistake for a young mother to lose
her identity, the way Isabel’s doing. I've
lectured her about it in my letters, but I
cah’t get a word of reply. Now when I wrote
last week, I asked Isabel six direct questions
about herself, her own health, her summer
wardrobe, and ¢ forth,
eight pages—all about nameg for the baby!
She discussed the pros and cons of every
name under the sun, and then put ona
“P 8.’ to say:

** ‘Leslie says this letter is all wasted; he
has settled it that the baby is to have my
name,’

‘*‘There’s one thing I insist on, though—
they’ll have to call that child ‘Belle’ or “Izzie’
when they stop staying ‘Baby.’ Isabel cer-
tainly has the first right to her own name.”

**This was only one of a leng series of like
questions, with like answers, as the months
went by.

““Tell us something about Isabel,” was the
frequent refrain of friends and relatives.

“*Well, let me see,” Isabel’s mother would
answer, quizzically. *‘She thinks there’s no
prepared food on earth like a certain brand
of condensed milk. And she’s going to put
baby into short clothes twe whole weeks
earlier than her neighbors advise, because
baby is so advanced for her age. Oh, yes,
and she is going to leave the ruffles off the
baby’s pillow cases after this, because baby
will chew them. That’s all I know about
Isabel.”

**Won’t yov read me a scrap of that letter
from lsabel, Mrs. Birch?” bagged a girl
friend one day. *‘I'm hongry to know some
thing about her.”

“Certainly,” agreed Mrs. Birch. Then
she read:

** *Precious mother. 1 write in haste to
ask whether two clusters of tocks and two
rows of insertion will be too elaborate for
baby’s best short dress this summer. Mrs.
Lamb thinks it will, but her baby is a boy,
and that makes a difference, doesn’t it? Of
course I'm going to featherstitch above the
tucks. Please answer at once.

: Your Own Isabel.’

**Now, my dear,” added Mrs. Birch, as she
folded the letter, *‘I'm going out to visit
Isabel myself this fall, and probsbly I can
bring you some news when 1 come back.”

She went. She was away six weeks, and
every minute of that visit was so precious
that her letters home were few and hurried.
The news would have to wait until she came
back, she wrote.

When at last she returned, Isabel’s favorite
brother met his mother at the train.

. “*Well, mother,” he cried, eagerly, *‘how
did you leave Isabel?”

» | deep sea.

Her answer was:

*Tsabel!” exclaimed Grandmother Birch,
exclaimed rapturous enthusiasm. ‘‘John,
she is cer tainly a wonder! She's begun to
put two words together!”

Damp Salt.

One of the petty annoyances of the table
is damp salt, and housekeepers who are solic-
itous and particular about everything else
seem to be singularly obtuse in this matter.
Aside from the dampaess of the salt, little
attention is paid te the quality. It seems to
be taken for granted that salt is salt, without
any degrees of excellence. Nothing should
be used but prepared table salt, which can
always be got, and little trouble is now ex-
perienced in getting salt so prepared that it
will shake out freely.

In any case, the difficalty can always be
overcome by heating the saltcellars before
each meal, or by mixing cornstarch with the
salt in the proportion of one part of corn-
starch to ten of salt. This proportion should
be carefully preserved, as too much corn-
starch detracts from the seasoning properties
of the salr,

The heating of the salt vessels is the pre-
ferred method. The same observations to
some extent apply to pepper. Keep the
boxes dry by heating before use.

Not an Easy Chair.

The newspaper editor’s chair has not been
an easy one during the present senatorial and
gubernatorial campaign, not by a long shot.
Between eountry-town correspondents who
cannot be induced to write impartially, letter
writers who want to discuss the merits or
demerits of candidates, pressure trom the
active friends of candidates to publish this or
that, kicks because of alleged partiality when
no partiality is shown, the newspaper eaitor
feels as if he is between the devil and the
One correspondent says 5,000
people heard Taylor or Carmack at Dog
Hollow. Immediately up jumps another
fellow, moved by partisan bias, and shouts,
**It’s a lie.” Then there is the fellow who
shakes his finger at the editor and says he
printed more about Cox at Bungtown than
he did about Patterson when he spoke there,
and, therefore, he is running a Cox paper.
And so it zoes. The editor is between the
millstones, with both sides grinding, and the
day fioally comes when he wishes all the
politicians and their crazy supporters were at
the bottom of the deep blue sea.—Nashville
American.

“King Baby Reigns”

Baby s Own Soap

A Soap worthy of Baby—therefore
good enough for any skin,

Pure, Fragrant, Cleansing

Albert Toilet Soap Con,, Mfrs.
MONTREAL,

No other soap has all its qualities. 310

“Special
Attention
Paid,”

That’s one of our
mottoes and applies
to the pains taken to
please and satisfy a
patron. 1It’s certain-
ty that reliability
can be counted on in
purchasing

SHOES

at our store, Next
comes the question,
“4s it just the thing”
and is style, quality
and price what they
ought to be? Yes
answers the. query,
and the more you
buy the greater the
proof,

WALLACE GIBSON,

Corner Main and Queen Streets,
Woodstock, N. B.

—what ¢ Stcrling 1

—what “Worth”’

“Progress
Brand”

Rain Coats.

PfOtCCtS.

means to silverware
—what “ Haviland’”’ means to china

means to ladies’

means to Men’s Suits and

Look for the label that

costumes

Twenty-Fifth. Annual Stater

——)F THE -

North American Life

Assurance Company

For the year ended Dec. 31st, 1908,

Standing as at Dec. 31st, 1905:
Insurance in force........ £37,827,606.00
IO & s s 45 v dauunhviosiosonehadbsonen 1,663,854, 1:
CONT'NENT st BRSO PR 6,958,013.66
PRI & o 6 ¢ v 565 b uiadisaovneis 570,010.43
C. S. EVERETT,
PROVINCIAL MANAGER, ST. JOHN, N. B%

A. C. CALDER,
District

Barrister-at-Law!

Agent, Woodstock,

WOODSTOCK  W0OD- WORKING

GOMPANY,

LIMITED,

MANUFACTURERS OF

Doors,’Sashes, Blinds, School Desks, Sheath-
ing, Flooring and House Finish of all kinds

We employ a first-class Turner, and make a specialty of Church,

and Verandah work. Call and see our
chasing.

Stauw
stock or write for prices before pur-

All orders promptly attended to.

Just imported, a consignment of No. 1 White Wood.

Clapboards for sale,

Hard Pine Flooring and Finish.

N. B. Telephone No. 68 3.

l nion ']elephoxu No. 119.

Farm For Sale

That desirable farm, t,huu miles south of Union
Corner, South Rl(,hlll()lld formerly occupied oy |
Joseph Ivey, cnnmining one hundred acres, |
twenty-five cleared, with house and barn. Pri(-e_"
8350 on easy payments. Apply to DR. |
HENDERSON, 1635 Columbia Ave., Phila. Pd

April 25, tf,

Uanadian Pacific Railway
Effective May 6th, 1906.

except Sunday, unless otherwise
stated.)
DEPARTURES.
(QUEEN STREET STATION).
6 ] A MIXED-—For Houlton, McAdam Jct.
b M St. Stephen, St. Andrews, Fredericton,
St. John and points East; Vanceboro, Bangor,
Poriland and Boston; Pullman Parlor Car Mec-
Adam Junction te Boston; Palace Sleeper, Mc-
Adum Junction to Halifax; Dining Car, McAdam

to Truro.
950 MMI\FI) -For Aroostook Junction, and

(Trains daily,

intermediate points.
]] 3‘.‘. A EXPRESS—For all pionte North;
Presque Isle, Edmundston, Riviere du
Loup and Quebec,
2 5 P MIXED—For Perth Junction, Plaster
. M Rock, intermediate points.
4 35 P MIX KD—For Fredericton, ete., via Gib,
. M son Branch.
535 P EXPRESS—For Houlton, St, Stephen,
o M (St. Andrews after July 1st), Frederic-
ton, St. John, and East; Vanceboro, Sherbrooke,
Montreal, and all points West, and Northwest,
and on Pacific Coast, Bangor, Portland, Boston, ete.
Palace Sleepers, McAdam Junction to Montreal;
Pullman Sleepers, McAdam to Boston; Pullman
Parlor Car, McAdam to St. John.
ARRIVALS.,
11.35 A —EXPRESS—From St. John and East;
St. btcphux (St. Andrews after July 1st), Boston,
Montreal and West.

12.15 P, M.—-MIXED-—From Fredericton, etc via
Gibson Branch.
1235 P. M.—MIXED-From Perth Junction and

Plaster Rock.

5.35 P. M.—EXPRESS—From Fort Fairfield, Cari-
bou, Presque Isle, Grand Falls, Edmundston
and Riviere du Loup.

4,10 P. M.—-MIXED—From Aroosfook Junction.
11.00 P, M.--EXPRESS—From Fredericton, St.
John and Kast; S$. Stephen, St. Andrews, Houlton.
A% anccboro. Bangor, Portland Boston. ete.

>, E. E. USSHER, G. P
. R. PERRY, D. P,

- HOTELS

VICTORIA HOTEL,

ST. JOHN; N, B.

D. W. McCORMICE, - Proprietor
JUNCTION HOUSE,

Newburg Junction
Meals on arrival of all trains* First-class

. Montreal.
(.‘ 'P. R., St. Johr.

R. B._OWENS, Proprietor

| THE ATLANTIG MUTUAL

FIRE ASSURANCE
ASSOCIATION.

Its directors include many of the foremost men
in New Brunswick and Nova Scotia.

It is endorsed by the leading farmers and bus
ness men throughout the two provinces, §

Its rates are the lowest.

It 18 the people’s company.

A. C. CALDER

3arrister and Solicitor,
Agent for Carleton County

BRISTOL
WOODWORKINC
FACTORY

Having Repaired and Replaced Ma:
chinery, is ready to do First-Class
Work at lowest possible prices

e MANUFACTURERS OF e

{DOORS SASH MOULDINGS?
HOUSE FINISH SHEATHING ETC.

STAIR WORK.

Prices to suit the times.
Estimates given, Orders promptly executed

Write or call.

JOHN J. HAYWARD,

BRISTOL, N. B,

MONEY TO LOAI

On Real Estate.

APPLY TO D. M'LEOD VINCE®

Barrister-at-Law, Woodstoca, 8. B



