We like best to call
SCOTT'S EMULSION

a food because it stands so em-
phatically for perfect nutrition.
And yet in the matter of restor-
ing appetite, of giving new
strength to the tissues, especially
to the nerves, its action is that

of a medicine.

$; Send for free sample.
SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists,

§ Taonte, 18 PO dOﬂ -
BY PROXY.

Bob Montgomery and I were old chums.
Weo had fraternized at school in a truly
Damon-and-Pythias manner touching to wit-
ness. We swore eternal friendship in those
good old days, and faced the battle of life to-
gether when we shook from our feet the dust
of that temple of Minerva wherein we had
«Mied our thirst at the fountain of kuow-
fedge.

Being possessed of a literary turn ot mind,
Bob turned his back on our little Devonshire
village and gravitated to London, that Mecca
of every literary pilgrim.

My hobby was music—my one desire to
win fame by my compositions.

After many vicissitudes, Bob secured a
farly good position on a newly started even-
fug paper, on which I was fortunate enough
to get installed as musical critic. Prior to
this a couple of my songs had reached the
public through the medium of one of the
foremost publishers, and had ‘‘come down”
well.

As Bob himself phrased it, ‘‘thing were
looking up.”

The new paper was an undoubted success
—-it “caught on” after the first six months—
= result largely attributsble to the energy of
its editor, Richard Grahame, formerly sub-
editor on the Daily Thunderer.

(Grahame was an old journalhistic hand (hav-
ing been connected with the London press
for over thirty years), and owing to his genial
manner and thorough honesty there was not
a more popular member of the protession.

He took a great liking to Bob and myself,
aud we frequently spent very pleasaut even-
ings at his house. He was a widower, with
one daughter—a sweet, winsome girl just out
of her teens.

It would take a more facile pen than mine
to describe Nellie Grahame, so I will not at-
tempt 1t. I will simply quote Bob’s sum.
ming up—"‘*As nice a girl as you'd meet in a
day’s walk’’ which 18 but a meagre descrip-
tion, after all.

Bob, be it mentioned, was always a hot-
headed, impetuous youth, 8o it is not to be
wondered at that he should straightway fall
head over ears in love with his chief’s pretty
daughter.

But what was certainly surprisiag was that
fact that I—unemotional, phlegmatic John
Adams (*‘Steady Jobn” he usually called me)
~~ghould actually zo and do likewise.

Oue evening Bob came in looking rather
glam and sat down tJ tea, with a very preoc-
capied manner. He answered my occasional
gueries with monosyllable replies—not always
eoherent—and appeared to be in an ex-
tremely brown study.

Feeliag sure he would get it off his mind
in due eourse, I maintained & most discreet
sifence for a considerable time, awaiting de-
velopments.

He turned away from me and stood for a
few moments staring out through the win.
dow. Then he spoke abruptly, his back still
tarned to me:

“f want you to plead my cause for me to
Nellie Grahame,”

Had a thunderbolt lanled in the room I
could not have been more astonished. For-
tanately, he did not look around, or my face
-muast have betrayed me. After a slight pause
he went on:

““You know I love her sincerely. I have
-for weeks past endeavoured to put my
-thoughts into words, but when I am in her
presencd all my courage oozes out, and I feel
a vemffable coward. The long and short of it
je—1I cannot do it. Will you do it for me?
She looks upon you now as an old friend”—I
wioced a little—*‘and I am sure you could
pat things to her in a nice way and make it
all plain sailing. I think sha does care for
me just a little,” —**There seems to be no
doubt about that,” I acknowledged mentally
—*‘and I am sure, John, for the sake of our
,bo{”lendsbip, you'll do this much for me.”

With a start 1 jumped up, to find he had
‘tarned and was watching me anxiously. For
& moment my glance avoided his, and then I
had wmade up my mind.

“I will do it, Bob.”

““Thank you, old man,” was all he said,
bat his look expressed more than the simple
words. Rather hurriedly I donned my outer
habiliments and sallied from the house, de-
termined on immediate action,

On reaching the Grahame's domicile I
found that Mr. Grahame was out and his
daughter alone in the drawing-room,

She came forward to meet me with a frank,
wipning awiles, and as I gazed for « moment

TEH DISP.ATCE.

into her bright eyes my heart rose up in hot
rebellion against the thought of pleading for
another suitor.

“Good evening, Mr. Adams. What has
happened to your bosom friend that he is
not with you?”

*‘He is not well; that is—1 mean, he was
unable to accompany me,” I stammered in
rather a halting fashion, as she looked at me
inquiringly. *“In fact, Miwss Grahame, he
did not come because I wished most particul-
arly to have a private conversation with you
on a most vital subject.”

She opened her eyes wide at this rather
portentious announcement and motioned me
to a seat. I drew over 4 chair and sat down
beside her. *‘‘Now for it,” thought I, setting
my teeth together with a resolute snap.

‘*WMere you ever in love, Miss Grahame?"
I hazarded, not exactly knowing how to come
to the point.

She blushed a little and turned her head
aside, asking after a shght pause:

“Why do you ask me such a strange ques-
tion?”

‘‘Because I-—he— that
stopped in some confusion.

**Miss Grahame —Nellie,” I went on hur-
riedly, ‘‘there is a certain gentleman whose
dearest wish is to call you his; from the day
upon which he first met you he has loved you.
He hopes his love may not have been in
vain, but shat it has touched a responsive
chord. Is that hope futile?”

She grew rosy red, and played nervously
with the bunch of seals on her chain. I
moved my chair a little nearer and laid my
hand on hers. It trembled in mine like a
imprisioned bird fluttering in i.s cage.

She smiled a queer little smile and put out
her hand, the rich color again lighting up
her face.

**You must excuse me now, Mr. Adams.
[ must think over what you have said. You
have taken me by surprise.”’

*I hope I have not offended you,” I
murmured apologetically as I took the prof-
fered hand in mine.

“I am not easily offended,” she returned
smilingly, adding as an afterthought: ‘I do
not think you could say anything which
would offend me.”

“Thank you'—aud, moved by an irresist-
ible impulse, I stooped down and kissed the
little hand I held. She blushed furiously,
her fingers trembling in mine, and said hur-
riedly:

*‘Don’t you think me rude if I send you
away now. I will write you by an early post.
Good-by.”

I murmured some kind of confused adieu
and took my departure, feeling not too well
pleased with the manner in which I had
carried out my delicate mission. I found
Bob striding up and down the little sitting
room as if in training for a pedestrian handi-
cap. Before I was well iuside the door he
had seized me by the shoulder and iaquiried:

“What news?”’

*‘Indefinite,” I returned briefly. *‘Miss
Grahame has promised to think over it and
write’—with which he was forced to remain
content,

For the next couple of days poor old Bob
was in a condition of nervous tension, which
proved rather a strain on my usually steady
nerves.

Every step in the quiet little street in
which we lived resulted in a headlong rush
to the window to see if the newcomer was a
postman bearing the all-important epistle—
so anxiously awaited, so long delayed. But
the postman came and tke postman went,
morning, noon and night, without result.

On the third evening, however, the famil-
iar double knock was heard reverberating
through the house. Bob at once rushed out
on the landing and looked over.

is—I mean,”—1I

*For the other gentleman, sir,” said the
trim little servant maid, tripping up stairs
with a small parcel in her hand.

Bob was so disappointed that he forgot to
say ‘*‘Thank you” as he seized the parcel ana
tossed it across the room to me.

A small, neat package, it was, addressed
**John Adams, Esq.,” in & handwriting dis-
tinctly feminine. I cut the cord and opened
up the brown paper covering, bringing to
light a small blue and gold bouvd volume
bearing the legend, *‘‘Longfellow’s Poems”
stamped on the back.

Bob's curiosity was aroused and, reaching
over he pickedfp the book. As he did so, a
folded sheet paper slipped from it and
fluttered to the floor. I seized it, spread i
out and read the following:

“*See page 113 for my answer.—N. Gra-
hame.”

In a moment I had snatched the little vol-
ume trom behind and eagerly turned to the
page quoted. It was the **Courtship of Miles
Standish”—and four lines were marked with
blue pencil:

“But as he warmed and glowed, in his
simple and eloquent languuge,

Quite forgetful of self, and full of the praise
of his rival.

Archly the maiden smiled, and with tears
overrunning with laughter,

Said in a tremulous voice, ‘Why don’t you
speak for yourself, John? "

The book fell from my hand as I realized
the significance of that last line:

‘““Why don't you speak for yourself, John?"’

The twilight sky seemed to glow with all
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If you want the latest and best in a Road Wag-

gon,

Piano Box, Corning, Concord, Rubber

Tire, or any other rig, see what we are showing either at Wood-
stock or with any of the following :

GEO. H. WEST, Grand Falls.
H. T. ARMSTRONG, Perth.
T. RANKIN SMITH, Bath.
D. W. MATHEWSON, Hartland. G
HARRY P. GII

We or any of the above will
even though you don’t buy.

H.

II. HOPKINS, Aroostook Junction. |
J. F. TWEEDDALE, M.P.P. Arthurette. |
W. R. TRAFFORD, East Florenceville.

EO. W. JACKSON, Woodstock.

.MAN, Meduetie.

be glad to talk “buggy” with you

BAILMAITIN

BROS.

Speamotop Sprag Nachines

Fitted with the Celebrated SPRAMOTOR PUMP

We have torty of the above

No farmer can afford the loss of one third of his crop.

machines now already to spray.

Yet

potato growers who do not spray with the Bordeaux Mixtore

often lose more than this.

We have in stock Blue Vitriol, Paris Green and Lime, for

making Bordeaux Mixture.
which is as follows:-—
6 pounds Blue Vitriol
4 pounds Unslacked Lime

Every tarmer should have the receipt

4 ounces Paris Green
30 Imperial gals. of water,

W. F. DIBBLEE & SON,

WOODSTOCK AND CENTREVILLE.

A PLEASANT WEEK.

Plan your holidays so as to spend the week of September 1st

to Sth next, at Canada’s

International Exhibition,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

The automobile show alone will be worth going that far to
see, and it is only one of a bunch of new features.
A cheap fare from everywhere.

A. 0. Skinner,

President.

C. J. Milligan,

General Manager.

ONE PACKET HAS
ACTUALLY KILLED

A BUSHEL OF FLIES

Sold by all Druggists and General Stores
and by mail.

TEN CENTS PER PACKET FROM

ARCHDALE WILSON,
HAMILTON, ONT.

HOUSES FOR SALE.

A great chance to earn a home, either
on Main St., Broadway, Chaple St. or
Connell St. My terms are easy, drop in
and see me, J. W. ASTLE, Gen. Ins. and
Real Estate Agt., Queen St. Woodstock,
N B

Fall Term Sept. 3 and 4.

Not the OLDEST. Not the LARGEST, Just the
BEST course of study and instruction. If inter-
ested, write to

0. A, HODGINS, Principal,

HOULTON, Me.

PE(;ﬁei'ty For Sale.

That valuable mill property known as the Tap-
ley Mill consisting of rotary, shingle machine,
planer and feed mill, good water power. Also
three farms, buildings all new. If sold at once
will go at a bargain. Inquire of

J. EVERETT COLWELL,
Tapleys Mll.

April 11.—3 mo.
TO RENT.

The premises in the Graham Building on Queen
street tlormerlv occupied by Geo. W. Gibson as a
tailoring, establishment can be rented for any
period up to four years, to be used as a warehouse,
store, restaurant or for any other purpose. Store

Butter Paper for sale at this office.

or ground flour, room on second flat, coa! bin in
cellar, Apply to GEO. W. GIBSON.

the radiance of noon. I seemed to hear the
music of birds in the air. My heart beat
tumultuously with an ecstacy of sudden joy.
Utterly oblivious of Bob, I started up and,
seizing my hat, rushed from the house
straight to the Grahames.

Fortunately, Nellie was alone when 1 en-
tered unbidden—not waiting tc be announc-
ed. ;

As I crossed the threshold she turned t
greet me, and I read that in her eyes which
—blind fool a8 T was—1 had failed to read
before.

One shy, sweet glance, one tender smile
and I had folded her to my heart,

“Poor Bob!” said 1 some time after, whet

well, for upon the efliciency of the team de
pends the economy of the farmer’s and hi
hired man’s time, but experience shows that

the quantity of oats per meal 1s by no m

*AIS

} the enly important factor in keeping horse-
bﬂesah in good shape. Judgement in working
and increasing or diminicshing the allowance
of heavy feed, reguliarity in time of feeding,
and working, also, as far as may be practiable

frequency of watering, and care n fitting

harness and matching teams—in a word.
that rare quality called *‘horse sense’ —are
the secrets of maintaining the teams in pres-

entable shape and strong working condition.
It is not so much what you do as how you d«
it. Horse sense without oats is better than
oats without sense.
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For Mothers.

Children need models mote than criticisni.

To bring up a child in the way he should
go, travel that way yourself.

The sooner you get a child to be a law untc
himself, the sooner you will make a man of
him.

We can never check what is evil in the

young unless we cherish what is good it
them.

Stories first heard at a mother's knee are
never wholly forgotten, a little spring that
never dries np in our journey througl
seorching yeurs.

Line upon line, precept upon precept, we
But

have serenity, peace, and the absence

we must als
of
petty fault-finding, if home is to be & nursery

must have in a home.

fit for heaven’s growing plants.

There are no men or women, however poor
they may be, but have it in their power by
the grace of God to leave behind them the
grandest thing on earth, character; and their
children must rise up after them and thank
God that their mother was a pious womsn,
or their father a pious man.

i
An Unrecognized Opportunity.

I tell you, Mrs. Juniper,” Mrs. Hubbard
was saying to her caller, ‘‘we often fail iu
trying to be helpful to needy people because
we will not put ourselves in their places and
try to see things from their point of view.
We comsult our own pleasure and our own
convenience even in our charitable work,
Self-sacrifice is nobler than giving. If we
were more considerate of —

Here Mrs. Hubbard was interrupted by
the maid, who eame to tell her that a woman
at the kitchen door wished to speak with her.
She excused herself and went out, but re-
turned a few moments later.

**It’s a woman with a four-year-old child,”
she said, *‘looking for work. I should be
glad to have her help Norah with the house-
cleaning, but of course we can’t have that
child running over the house. She ought tc
know better than to go round with such a
handicap as that.”

Icelanrl Horses.

Icelanders have a strange but effective
plan for preventing horses from straying
away. They tie the head of one horse tc
the tal of another, and the head of this
to the tail of the former. In this state it
is impossible for the horses to move on,
either backward or forward. If disposed
to move at all it will only be in a circle,
and even then there must be mutual
agreement to turn their heads the sawe
way.

we had descenaed to things sublunary, **what
will he think of me?”’

*“You did the best you could for him, John,
dear,’”” said Nellie, with an arch smile: ‘it
was not your fault T did not accept him. 1
am very sorry for the poor boy, but yot
know | wouldn’t give you up, John, for all
the Bobs in Christendom

Now what answer could T make to that

- - -
Use Brains With Feed.

There is a great difference in the amount
of grain required by different men to keep ¢
givan horse in condition. Some teamers
seem to think that if they are shovelling inte
eaeh manger half & bushel or three pecks of
oats a day, and 4 litt's hay, they are feeding
well, and g.nnct understand why the beast
td‘-’"'s not keep fat., Others feed ~v"crr'<‘:} ahy
grain, and not a few farm horses get litele of
anything but grass all summer, yet always
keep in good flesh. The usual comment i
that such a horse must he an easy keeper
Often the credit belongs to the msn, rather
than the horse. We believe in feeding horses”




