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Preacher’s Opinions

Rev. P. K. McRae, Forks Baddeck,
C. B.: ‘I always count it a pleasure to
recommend the Dr. Slocum Remedies
to my parishioners. I believe there
is nothing better for throat and lung
troubles or weakness or run-down sys-
tem. For speaker’s sore throat I have
found Psychine very beneficial.’’

Rev. W. H. Stevens, Paisley, Ont.:
¢¢Psychine seemed just the stimulant my
system needed. I shall add my testimony
as to its efficacy at every opportunity.’’

Rev. R. M. Browne, Amherst Head,
NS, ‘I have often recommended
Psychine since taking it myself, for it
48 a cure for the troubles you specify.’’

Rev. Chas. Stirling, Bath, N.B.: ‘‘1
bave used Psychine in my family; the
results were marvelous. I have visited
people who state that they never used
its equal. I strongly recommend it.

Rev. J. 8. I. Wilson, Markdale, Ont.:

‘1 have taken two bottles of Psychine
and am pleased to say that I am greatly
improved in health. 1 was troubled

. with my throat, but now I find it about
) restored to its normal condition. I
find my work very much less taxing.

f believe Psychine is all claimed for it.”’

These are earnest preachers of the
gospel of Psychine. They know where-
of they speak. Psychine cures all
throat, lung and stomach troubles. It
ijs a great voice strengthener, acting
directly on the voeal, respiratory and
digestive organs, thus specially adapted
4o public speakers. At all druggists,
$0c and $1.00, or Dr. T. A. Slocum, Ltd.,
Toronto.

‘Ew Moose They Did Not Shoot

(By Frep H. STEVENS )

To reach Guthrie's sporting camp the
traveller must leave the train at Odellic and
drive along ten miles of fairly level country
road and then traverse the six-mile portage
that brings him out upon Nictor Like, on
the shores of which the camp is located.

If the weather is fine, as it nearly aiways is
during the summer wonths, the journey is
most delightful. The buggy rolls smoothly
along the hard road; the air is pure and n.
vigorating, the sky })luest of blues, the hills
. arand in the varying shades of green near by,
or grander still in the hazy distance. The
portage—a disused lumber road through the
woods—possesses all the witchery and charm
.of the primeval. The traveller, emerging
apon the shore of the lake is at once
.enchanted by the unrivalled beauty of
the shimmering water, with the cool-looking
fringe of green trees perfectly mirrored there-
-in, and the majesty of old Bald Mountain
-standing guard at the other side.

Bat more likely than not the traveller is a
-sportsman ia search of big game. The sum-
qer is past. The autumn rains have fallen
and the road is six inches deep with red Tobi-
que mud,while one needs a suit of oil-skins
and a ‘sou’-wester’ for the journey through
portage; for there the saucy fire-weed blos-
soms, heavy with rain-drops, and great dog-
avood leaves, limp and wet rudely slap against
the traveller’s face while he flounders waist
deep through a bed of ferns that are wetter
still, and sinks ankle-deep into the sodden
muck the ferns have grown from.

There had been rain when Ernest Weir and
Joe Mitchell, two youths of Boston, arrived
at Guthrie’s camp, wet and hungry and dis-
teartened. And rain fell frequently during
their ten days’ stay. True, between storms
there were fine days and fine nights with
sharp frost and the subsequent deepening of
the autumal glow surrounding the lake and
flaming up the mountain side. But the
young sportsmen were disappointed.

Eathusiastic since during the winter be-
fore they had spent a day at the Sportsmen’s
Show, they had all spring and all summer
looked eagerly forward to the opening of the
big game season and their trip to the Tobique
River region of New Brunswick. ‘Bear or
deer, wild-cat or loup-cervier, they had confi-
dqntly expected to slay daily, while the head
of s caribou was considered a not unlikely
tn})by. But to bring down a lordly moose
bull, brother to the proud beauty whose
mounted remains they had so admired at the
show in Boston, was their real errand to the
Canadian forest. Not even to have seen his
fordship during the whole ten days’ camping
out, much less to have shot him, fiilled the
young men with humiliation that was like
genuine griof. They frankly dreaded the
empty-handed return to Boston, for, be it
known, they had freely discussed among
¢heir friends the intended trip, and the oanly
dwappointment they had then feared was that
the moose they should shoot might not bear
the mighty epread of antlers as had the one
op exhibiton.

On the evening of the last night in camp
the little party sat as usual around the camp-
fire, but the songs and stories and the guides’
yarns were lacking. The two Bostonians, re-
¢elining each on an elbow, gized moodily into

the crackling blaze; Guthrie, the guide, sat
stolid as an Indian, hugging his knee, and
emoking the pipe of peace. Aleck Guthrie,
son of the guide, and a youth that yearned

for a glimpse of the outside world, sat a little
apart from the others, and, as he had done

every night, stared in wide-eyed, speculative
wonder at the alert, quick-spoken youths
from Boston.

~Joe Mitchfll shifted his position and tried

to divert his mind by throwing bits of curling
birch bark into the fire. Ernest stirred un-
easily and murmured, half alovd: ‘Ten whole
days and not a solitary one have we seen!’

‘And the woods fairly alive with cow-
moose, too’ murmured Joe,” ‘That’s what
makes it the more aggravating. If the law
would only permit us to take a shot at one
of them!’

‘Why,’ interupted the guide, ‘you fellows
ought not complain. You've shot a deer
and have had partridges galore—which is
not too bad for a first season.’

Joe, who had shot the deer, smiled with
some degree of satisfaction, but Ernest con-
tinued his lamentation:—**Hang it all! it
was moose we came for and, and it is moose
we want.’

‘Oh, well,’ Guthrie went on, ‘do as many
other sportsmen do: you can buy a nice pair
bf antlers down at the Indian village for
about ten dollars. There's really no need
for going home empty-handed.’

‘Oh, fudge!’ sniffed Ernest, disdainfully.
‘For my. part I carry back no trophy I did
not capture myself.’

‘Same here!’ explained Joe, springing to
his feet. ‘And come, let’s go to bed.’

All hands thereupon bestirred themselves;
each contributed an armful of wood to the
big fire, and in ten minutes every man was
rolled in his blanket.

In the morning when Ernest awoke, and
peeped out of the teat the first grey of dawn
was showing over the shoulder of Bald Moun-
tain. He lay for a moment nursing the
disappointment that was his first thought.
For ten successive mornings they had risen
early and gone with the guide along the path
that led around to the south shore of the
lake, where the moose were accustomad to
come down to drink. Often they had seen
cow-moose; sometimes only one, other times
two or more, accompanied by their awkward-
limbed calves. But, alas! to get a glimpse
of the great antlered male had never been
their good fortune. Guthrie had trumpeted
in vain through his birch-bare megaphone,
but never was there an answering call.

To-day they were to break camp and be-
giu the journey home.

The thought that there was yet one more
chance came to KErnest like a revelation.
Why not arouse Joe and they two start out
alone on one last visit to the drinking place?
He lost no time in laying plans and gave
his companion a vigorous poke in the ribs.

Joe grunted and rolled over sleepily, but
was wide-awake in a moment, and ready to
join his friend in the last venture. Peep-
ing out from their own tent all seemed quiet
about that of the Guthries.

In a few minutes the two strode silently
forth and set off on the path through the
woods. There it was still dark as night, but
when they came to the lake shore again a
faint glibmer of red showed under the clouds
in the east, 2

Concealing themselves in an alder thicket
within fifty feet of where many hoof-prints

marked the drinking place, the young men

composed themselves to wait.

They had not arrived too soon, for direct-
ly the sharp crackle of dry reeds and the
swish of underbrush sounded, and the great
head and antlers of a maguificent bull ap-
peared in” the opening. For an instant it
gazad steadily forward, its great muzzle quiv-
ering, its sensitive nostrils whiffing for the
scent of danger. Just at that moment the
first yellow ray from the rising sun shot
across the lake, and the proud beast stood
full in the golden light, with ears whisking
this way and that, while it turned its gaze
toward the glorious sunrise. Then with
head thrust forward, until level with the
wide-spreading antlers, the beast stood with
half closed eyes and drew mighty draughts
of the crisp morning air, exhaling the warm
breaths in curling columns of vapor. Fora
moment thus—then a mighty bellow burst-
ing forth from the cavernous lungs echoed
and re-echoed from shore to shore, and the
moose, gracefully lowering his head, drank
deep of the sparkling water of the lake.

The hunters had been fumbling clumsily
with guns as they knelt side by side in the
bushes. Ernest found it impcssible to hold
his rifle at arm’s length, and looking into his
companion’s face, wondered if his own was as
white. Breath came in fluttering gasps, and
he felt the cold sweet gathering in beads on
his forehead. .

As the moose took in long, sucking
draughs of the cool water, its broad side pres-
ented toward the young men, Ernest felt that
for very shame he must pull the tigger, and
wondered why Joe did not fire. But his
nerveless finger pressed the cold mental vain-
ly. Nearly frenzied with excitement, he
took fresh breath and more careful aim, the
unwilling finger again pressed the trigger,
and—crak!

A twig had snapped somewhere in the
bushes behind, and Ernest, startled, dropped
his gun with a loud clatter upon the gravel at
his feet. The moose wheeled about on its
hind legs, facing the direction when the noise
proceeded, snorted, and stamped angrily, its
heavy, bristly name rising and falling; then it
wheeled again and loped leisurely away into
the bushes.

For the space of a full minute the two
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hunters stared stupidly in the direction the
moose had gone. Then they turned and
gazal wonderingly into each other’s faces.
Both rifles had fallen to the grouni when the
movse made off, and they eyed the weapons
sheepishly.

Ernest was the first to break the silence.
‘H-how stupid of me!’ he stammered. ‘But,
Joe! I could not—simply could not hold that
gun, and that’s all there is about it.’

‘Say, old man!’ croaked Joe hysterically,
quite ignoring the other’s apology, ‘wasn’t it
fine? Wasn't it great? That grand figure
standing there so alert, so full of life and
glorious freedom was a beautiful living pict-
are. My! what stateliness; what grace and
strength combined!

‘Shoot bim? Why, man alive, it would
be—’

‘Murder!’

‘Yes, muder in cold blood. Indeed, it
would be as easy to draw a bead on your own
bared breast as to pull a trigger on that kind-
ly presence.’

‘But for goodness sake, Joe, let's not tell
the guide.” Ernest was beginning to feel
chagrined rather than disappointed. Know-
ing that already the olden hunter considered
him a greenhorn, he desired to shield himself
and his friend form the scorn he believed
Guthrie would feel for them.

‘No, indeed, I'll not tell Guthrie; and don’t
you dare yawp about it to the folks at home
either.’

‘Say, do you suppose anybody else ever
felt as we did just at that moment? Ernest
asked.

‘Ha- ha! Sure they have, lads!’ It wase
Guthrie’s voice, and both turned to behold
his smiling visage peering from bushes be-
hind them. It had been his footstep that
startled Kroest when he was about to fire.
Evidently Guthrie had watched the whole
proceeding. ‘Why, sure boys, it takes a man
of cold blood and no heart to shoot a big bull
moose on first sight.’—Witness.

Hoyv's This?

We offer One Hundred Dollars Reward for
any case of Catarrh that cannot be cured by
Hall’s Catarrh Cure.

E. J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo,0O

We the undersigned have known F. J.
Cheney for the last 15 years, and believe him
perfectly honorable in all business transaction
and financially able to carry out any obligat-
on made by his firm

Warpine KINNAN & MARVIN,
Wholesale Druggists Toledo, O.

Hall's Catarrh Cure is taken internally,
acting directly upon the blood ard mucous
surface of the system. Testimonials sent
free. Price 75 cents per bottle. Sold by all
Druggists.

Take Hall’s Family Pills for constipation.

She Did Her Duty By Him.

One Monday morning the colored ‘‘wash
lady” did not arrive at the usual hour to do
the weekly washing of a family residing in a
Pennsylvania town.

When she appeared some time later the
mistress of the house descended to the
kitchen and was greatly edified by the wo-
man’s explanation.

“No’m"”—carefully removing a hat otna-
mented by a voluminous black veil, “‘I wa'n’t
sick. I had to stay home to receive my dis-
eased brother’s remainders that was sent from
Pittsburg day before yisterday.”—Leicester
K. Pavis.

A gentleman riding in a railroad traic was
i pressed with two passengers, one a pretty,
delicate-appearing young lady and the other

a plain-faced maid. ., While the mistress was
at dinner the gentleman remarked to the
maid in a tone of great sympathy.

*Your young lady seems very ill.”

““Yes, sir; she suffers sadly.”

“Consumption I shouvld fear?”’

**No, sir; I am sorry to say it is of the
heart.”

“Dear me! Aneurism?” °

“Oh, no, sir! It is only a lieutenant in

the navy.”—Philadelphia Ledger.
DR. A. W, CHASE'S 2 5
CATARRH CURE .., &WUC.
is sent direct to the diseased
parts by the Improved Blower,
Heals the ulcers, clears the air
passages, stops droppings in the

throat and anantly cures
Catarrh and Hay Fever. Blower

free. All dealers, or Dr, A. W. Chase
Medicine Co., Toronto and Buffalo,

Bread.

Every family in the East still prepare
their own bread every day. After the
wheaten flour is taken from the hand mill,
it is made into a paste in a wooden dish or
leather bag. Then the leaven, piece of
dough left over from a former baking, is
mixed with it and it is allowed to stand
until it has risen. It is then made into
thin flat cakes, or small round loaves
about the size of a large bun. If the fam-
ily have no oven, they send their dough
to the baker, and he keeps a small portion
of the bread for baking it.
dering tribes the oven is a portable vessel

Among wan:

of earthenware or copper, or they make a
shallow hole ir tha ground and heat it
with dry brushwood, with pebbles on the
top. After the fire has burned out, the
coles and pebbles are removed, the dough
is placed in the hole, with the pebbles
over the top, and it is left there through
the night. Some poor people have a hole
in the middle of the flour, covered with an
iron plate, in which they bake, and the
warmth from this is very grateful in the
winter. Sometimes the baking is done
on the surface of the ground by raking
off the coals of a fire, laying the dough on
the heated spot, and spreading the coals
over it.

Rather Lively.

A story is being told in Toronto which
may have done service in many towas and
times. The distress usually suftered by the
unemployed during the winter months has
aroused much sympathy and jmany spare
dollars have been devoted to the cause of
those in want. A lady of tender heart, who
has done more than her share of slummin
was appealed to in a heartrending fashion» ,
a woman whose husband had died. The ap-
plicant for funds stated that there
no money for funeral expenses and
lady of the tender heart promised to
make an effort to collect funds. After two
hours vigorous canvass of her friends, she
went to the small becraped shack with a con-
siderable sum of money, for which the dis-
tressed widow was profoundly grateful.
After the benefagtress had left, she suddenly
discovered the absence of her muff and hurri-
ed back to the house, entering unannounced
the room where the sheeted corpse had lain.
What was her consternation to find the
corpse sitting upright, calmly counting the
contribution of his funeral expenses.

was
the

-

A preacher in the Isle of Man, disco ursing
upon the author of Paradise Lost, exclaimed:
“In these days, my brethren, we want more
Bunyans!”

BILIOUS
FEELING

IS CURED BY

Mother Seigel’s Syrup, which
acts directly on the liver
and stomach, quickly restor-
ing them to healthy natural
action, and thus it cures
biliousness and indigestion.

MOTHER

SEIGELS

SYRUP .

A. J. WHITE & CO., Montreal.

Price
60 cen
por boft

60 YEARS'
EXPERIENCE

DATENTS

TRAPE MARKS
DESIGNS

CorynriaHTS &C.

Anyvone sending a eketch and deseription may
quickly ascertain our opinion free whether an
invention is probabiy patentable, (‘,nmnuw«m-
tions strictly confidential. HANDBOOK on Patents
sent free, Oldest agency for securing ents,

Patents taken through Munn & Co. receive
special notice, without charge, in the

Scientific Hmerican,

A handsomely illustrated weekly, Largest cir-
culation of any scientific journal. Terms for
Canada, $3.7 a year, postage prepaid, Sold by
all newsdealers.

MUNN & Co,2618raeey. Now York

Branch Office, 625 F' 8t., Washington, D, C.
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It is important thav persons placing
E'IRE INSURANCE

select strong and reliable companies. This
the case it would be impossible pechaps tw
four stronger and more reliable companies
in Carleton County in one off than
ollowing companies for whom the undersign
¢ agent, namely:
CALEDONIAN, the Oldest Scottish Fire Office
NORWICH UNION, Established in 1797
ATLAS, Founded in the reign ot King George ITL
and the QUEKEN.

[ shall be pleased to see intending insurers.

LOUIS E. YOUNG,

Woodstock, N.DB.

Wh

“*Now, children,

.ie Said.

suppose your parents
always say grace.”

“Please, mum, what’s them?’ asked an
over-grown girl,

““Why, Maggie,” exclaimed the teacher,
‘*doesn’t your father say something before
you begin to eat?”

**Yes, mum, he does. He always says,
‘Don’t make pigs of yourselves!That’s all the

"

butter there is in the house.’

ur stock

of Fur and Fur Lined.Coats and Jack-

ets is 100 large.

In order to clear

it

out we have reduced the prices very
materially. The goods are excellent
aud the careful buyer will do well to

look them over.

We have also a number of Pungs,
both Dexter and Straight Stud. Noth-
ing better has ever been offered for
sale in New Brunswick.

Fur Robes, too.

Balmain Bros

NOTITCOCE:S.

SMALL & FISHER LIMITED

We wish to inform you that the above Corporation
has been reorganized with entirely new management, and
that any orders entrusted to us will have prompt and

careful attention.

With strict attention to business and ample capital,

we confidently solicit a share of your business.

We make a specialty of Stoves, Furnaces, Heavy
Waggons, Patent Mangle and Agricultural Implements.



