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WHEN YOU NEED any 
TRUNKS or TRAVELLING 

BAGS SEND TO US for THEM. 

A large assortment always in 

PRICES always stock and 

RIGHT. 

JOHN J. MUNRO & SON, 
TruNK MANUFACTURERS, 

125 & 127 Princess St., 

St. John, N. B. 

Prices on application—Send us 
a trial order. 

WHICH MADE 

THE PROPOSAL? 

Dr. Gibson having made an unprofees- | 

ional visit to Mrs Kellicott, walked down 

to the gate with her daughter Matty. 

Matty was 20 years old and the doctor 30. 

Her eyes were brown and his were grey. 

She “had on 

white muslin apron, and he wore clean, | 

cool-looking linen clothes, and a wide 

Panama hat. 

lady’s flowers very much, especially the | 

white roses, one of which, by the way, she | 

liad tucked under her ear, 

Matty was leaning on the gate, looking | 

doww the village street, She thought 

how funny it was for Mr. Scott to paint 

his new house pea green, with lavender 

trimmings, and was about to say so to Dr 

(3ibson, when he stopped her. 

He said the very last thing she would 
have expected to hear. He said : 

“Matty, I love you, and want you to 

marry me!” 

The very look iu the bright, brown eyes 
would have told him without a single 
spoken word how thoroughly unlooked 

fur such a proposal bad been. She had 
never, in all the years she had known Dr 
Gibson, thought for a moment of the pos- 
sibility of his loving her. She was very 
sorry, she told him, but she didn’t love 
him one bit, at least in that way. Bat 

the tears came into her eyes when she saw 

the quiet face grow a trifle pale. 
“I hardly believed you did care for 

me,” he went on after a pause. “But | 
hoped you might learn to do it.” 

“Bat—but———"" said Matty with em- 
barrassment, *‘1—I thought everybody 
knew | am engaged to my cowsin Tem. 
“Your cousin Tom !”’ uttered the doc- 

tor. 
pression which passed over his face, It 
was not merely personal regret at the fact | 
she announced, but an impartial disap- | 

proval of the match. 

He made no comment, however, but 

directly said : 

“Matty, I shall never get over this—I | hy; they were the best friends in the | 
mean that I shall always love you, and if | 

vou ever need a friend or protector, or— 

or any one, you'll come to me, wont 

vou 1” 

Matty, still leaning on the little wood- 

en gate, watched the retreating figure out | 

of sight. She was very quiet all day, and 

in the evening propounded this absurd 
question : 

“Tom, what would you do if I were to 

yilt you 

Tom stroked hisdowny upper lip and 
looked pensive. 

“Couldn’t sty,” he replied, after some 

moments of reflection. * You might try 

it and see.” 

“Perhaps I will,” she responded, more 
soberly than che occasion seemed to war- 
rant. Tom stared very hard at her, but 

immediately forgo the incident, 

Nearly a vear passed. One day Mrs. 

Kellicott’s “help * rushed frantically into 

Dr. Gibson's house, and breathlessly an- 

nounced to that gemtileman that “ Mi 

Tom would be deader’n a door-nail long 

afore he got there, if he didv’t Jump.” 

For two seconds, thinking of Tom as hia 

rival for Matty 's affections, the doctor had 

nalf a mind to consign him to the tender 

mercies of good, stupid old Dr. Wells, but 

¢ better nature prevailed, and he started 

r Mis. Kellicott’s at the very heels of 

e excited servant girl 

When he arrived he found Tom ina 

gh fever and delirious. He prounounceac 

a severe case of typhoid tever, and pri- 

valely added a doubt that be would re- 

Covel He sent to his own house for 

some changes of clothing, and prepared 

to devote himself to the sick man. Matty 

$00, was unwearied in her work, and, be 

sug necessarily wuch in Tom's room, con 

sequently saw Lhe doctor cousiantiy He 

and ms patient presented a marked con 

irast 1 cacl Lher—Lihe iatler Was Cross, 

aptious and peevish to an unheard of de. 

gree, and talked incessantly of some un. 

suown being named Kate Un the other 

hapd, Dr. Gibson was so patient and gen 

tle, so strong and keipiul, doing so mucl 
. for Tom, and yet not forgetting one of 

his accustomed duties, that Matty opened 

ner eyes 1D adipiring asionisnment, 

One morning the doctor a prepared a 

riceping draught for somebody, and dic 

wated to Matty & prescription for some 

solicitud« 

kill 

Lihue rale, and 

body else, she said, with real 

“Dr, Gibson, you wil! certainly 

vourself if you keep ou at 

11s my belief that you are over-work. 

ought to take a rest.” 

deall ¢ 

«14 You 

| y 

Do i appear lu Le at 

"a pink calico dress and a | 

The gentleman admired the | 

”» | 

It was impossible to mistake the ex. | 

door 7 i 

he inquired, straightening up and squar- 
| ing his shoulders, as if proud of his pro- 
portions, ‘No, Matty,” he continued, 
solemnly, though a merry twinkle in the 
honest eyes, ‘work,’ as Mrs. Bowers fre- 
quently remarks, ‘is a pannykay.’” 
Matty understood him and colored crim- 

sou. 
At last Tom was pronounced out of 

danger, and now the doctor felt that he 

must remove himself and his belongings 

from Mrs, Kellicott’s house to his own, 
Matty, hidden by the honey-suckle vines 
over the piazza, watched him go, and 
cried a little. The morning after Tom 
and Matty sat on the piazza, he reading or 
pretending to read, while she sewed dili- 

gently, Neither had uttered a word for 
| over half an hour. Presently Matty took 
| out the muslin cap she was making and 

laid it on her workbox, put her little sil- 
"ver thimble aside, and dropped her hands, 
' one over the other, into her lap. Then 
' she looked up. Tom was staring straight 

| at her. She colored violently, and so, for 

that matter, did he. 

| Oh, do forgive me! I—"" she paused, 

| trying to think how she could tell him 
| softly, but went on bluntly : “I want to 

end our engagement,” 
“80 do 1,” rejoined he, with difficulty 

Then both burst repressing a whistle, 
"into a hearty laugh. 

“You see, Mat,” said Tom, when he 

could speak, “I love someone else.” 
Matty appeared to be taken quite by 

‘surprise at this declaration. 
“But 1 couldn’t help it; 

| couldn’t. She is on 
“She is a young lady whose name is 

Kate and her eyes are the blackest and 
' her cheeks the reddest, and she sings 

| “Under the Stars,” with guitar accompani- 
| ment,” rattled Matty, all in a breath, 
| It was Tom’s turn to stare. “Where 

did you find all that out 1’ he asked. 
“My dear, a little bird, etc. I think 

ll go and write to my future cousin,” 

indeed 1 

| and off she ran, glad to escape from the | 

questions which she feared he might pro- 

pound. 
| “But yeu haven't told me———" he 

called after her. 
“ And never shall,” she returned, and 

whisked into her own room. 
| In less than an hour she kad reconciled 
her mother to fate’s decree and had writteu 
to Miss Kate Spencer, and persuaded Tom 

| to write also and had done much toward 
| informing the whole village of her altered 
prospects. 

| In due time Tom was married, Matty 
| officiating as first bridesmaid. 
| Matty, after the excitement of Tom’s 
wedding, bethought herself what she should 

do. She began by flirting a little with 
different gentlemen. 

There was Will Ellis. This young 
gentleman had offered himself to our 

heroine on an average of four times a year 
ever gsinceshe was 15. She had invariably 
refused him, decidedly and emphatically, 

world. She now told him in so many 

words, that she would accept all the at- 
tention he would offer her during the next 

week, taking care to remember that this 

| singular declaration proceeded not from 
any special regard for him, but was made 
in persuasion of some occult design on her 
part. Forthwith the pair embarked upon 
what seemed the stormiest flirtation Skin- 

'merville ever saw. 

This state of affairs continued fora week | 

or so, during which time the doctor ignored 

Matty’s existence, except that she was the 
daughter of his dear friend, Mrs. Killicott. 

And all the while the girl was raging in- | 

wardly at her quondam suitor. 

“Why doesn’t he ask me once again?" | 
she queried, mentally “1 ame sure he 

loves me, anyone might see that I love 

him ; 1 

suppose | shall be an old maid.” 
But blame. A 

man of the world would have seen threugh 

He 

imagined that she was either trying to 

but he won’t speak and I can’t, 

the doctor was not to 

Matty’s strategem, but he did not. 

drown ber disappointment at losing Tom 

or had really decided to marry the enam- 

ored Will. 

The truth occurred to Matty at 

She could hardly believe such stupidity 

last. 

existed in the mind of man but she deter- 

mined to try what a modest and retiring 

So she dismissed 

all outward resem- 

Still no advances on 

He came and went 

constantly to the house, however, Matty 

hope finally, of ever coming 

behavior would effect. 

Will to 

blance, a little nun. 

and became, 

the doctor’s pari 

gave up all 

to a better understanding with him when 

somelbing happened. 

Dr. Gibson * dropped in ”’ one morning 

when Mrs. Kellicott sat the 

veranda, in the cool, refreshing breeze, 

sewing ern 

“You musn’t come here,” she called as 

Le tied his horse to the hitching post, “ My 
work requires my individual attention ; 

besides, you’ll step on the ruffles. You 

may go and help Mattie, if you like.” 

That young woman was making pies in 

the kitchen. She saw the doctor coming 

round the corper of the house, gave & bur- 

vied glance at the bright bottom of a tin 

pan sbe was holding found herself presen- 

table and greeted him composedly. She 

¥@8 very glad to see hum, she said 

Wouldn’t he come in ? 

No, he wouldn't come in, the day was 

«0 beautifu He would just stand on the 

ittle brick pavement unger Lie window 
3 ) 

Ver Lae sii 

Children Cry for 

na eal 

“Tom,” she began, “don’t be angry ; | 

| other night. 

"cliff or Dora Collard, I'd have asked some 

So there he stood, under the grape vine 
trellis, with little flecks of golden sunshine 

falling on bis hair and shoulders, Matty 
observed that he looked thoroughly un. 
loverlike, and concluded that he didn't 
intend to propose. She also noticed a rip 
in his coat and wondered who would mend 

it for him, 
Someway the talk veered around from 

the weather to woman's rights. 

Matty, on this, spoke up 
She didn’t at all believe in the second- 

hand influence which reached the ballot 

box through the agency of husbands and 
brothers, “When I vote,” she said, “I | 

want to march to the polls anu put my 

own vote in myself.” 
“ What a pretty spectacle you’d make, 

Matty, with that rolling pin in your band 

and—" 
“I'm not at all sure that I want to 

vote,” she interrupted. “ But] just would 

“Well, you might petition the legis. 

lature,” suggested the doctor, gravely. 
“Oh, they’re not legal laws : only social 

customs and usages, I’ll tell you just 

what I mean.” She laid the rolling pin 

aside, with an emphatic bang, placed her 

floury arme a-kimbo, looking very earnest 

and determined, and quite regardless of 

the fact that she and Dr. Gibson were in 

love with each other. *‘ Now, at a party, 

when a lady sits alone in a stiff chair all 

evening, not dancing simply because she 

hasn’t a partner and can’t ask any me. 

Oh, you know, Dr. Gibson, you know—" 

“ How it is myself 7" interpolated he. 

“How it was at Mrs Campbell's the 

If 1 had been Anna Rad. 

of you men to dance with me.” 

“ Then you think women should have 

the privilege of asking for whatever they 

wish 7” he retorted, with a half smile. 

She answered that she thought just that. 

| “Well, Matty, 1 quite agree with you. 

I not only think they should have this 

right in such a case as you mention, but 

also in more serious affairs. For instance, 

women might, with perfect propriety, 

make proposals of marriage.” * 

Now such an idea had never entered 

Matty’s foolish little head, and she seized 

the sugar box in great embarrassment. 

The doctor went on with much gravity : 

“] am aware that it would be a very 

unconventional proceeding, and I am 
afraid no woman will ever be wise enough 

to take the initiative ; and yet I am per- 
suaded that in many instances it would be 
the most natural and beautiful thing she 

could do.” 
He war looking unconsciously up at the 

blue sky shining through the filigree work 
of vine leaves above him. It was evident 

he was thinking of women in the abstract 

only, but a flattering little “Dr. Gibson ” 
recalled him to the concrete. And there 
stood Matty, smiling, blushing, dimpling, 

ready to extinguish berself in her brown 

gingham apron. 
“Dr. Gibson, I like you ever so much,” 

she faltered, bravely, but breathlessly. 

The doctor jumped through the open 
window and made his proposal over again. 

- a. 

THE MANITOBA HARVEST. 

The Farmers of the Nerth West will 

have Plenty of Meney to Spend. 

WinNiree (Special) Oct. 7—The pros- 
| pects of a good year for the Manitoba far. 
mers are now assured, thanks to the abun- 

| dant harvest. One of the causes for the 
| sickness prevalent last year will now be 
| obviated, as the farmers will have more 

like to make some laws, that’s all.” 

money to spare for the purchase of the | 
| necessities for health. One of the straws | 

ing is the fact that druggists are ordering 

Pills, in unusually large quantities. 

inhabitants of the province are well aware 
of the value of the medicine, and only 

the financial stringency has hitherto pre- 

vented its universal use. 

The Needs of Life. 

To work well, eat well and sleep well. 

Is not this what every man and woman 
desires to be able to do? 

Without this ability, life is robbed of 

enjoyment and becomes a tiresome round 

of labor. 

The use of Hawker’s nerve and stomaco 
tonic by those who suffer from indiges- 

tion, sleeplessness, loss of appetite, ner- 
vous trouble, dyspepsia, or a generally 

worn out condition, speedily restores them 

to the state of health described in the first 

They can work well, eat well, 

In a word, they are restored 

to perfect health. 

The grateful testimony of a great host 

of persons who have been thus restored, 
is a clear evidence that of all remedies for 

sentence. 

sleep well. 

whieh shows which way the wind is blow- | 

Watchmaker and Phot h 
the well known remedy, Dodd 8 Kidney | SNgrapher 

The | 

LOTS OF LAND 

the cure of stomach troubles, the building | 
of new, rich blood, the restoration of nerve 

tissues and the stiioulating and invigorat- 
ing of the whole system, there is none to 
equal Hawker’s nerve and stomach tonic. 
It is sold by all druggists and dealers at 
fifty cents per bottle or six bottles for 

$2.50, and is manufactured only by the 

Hawker Medicine Co., (Ltd.,) St. Jobn, 
N. B,, and New York City. 

Ten Thousand Times, 

Ten thousand times over Hagyard’s 
Pectoral Balsam has proved itself a sure 
cure for coughs, cold, bronchitis, asthma, 
sore throat, quinsy and all pulmonary | 
Cow plaints, 

- Yor - 

fitcher’'s Castoria. 

- Cured 
Permanently Cured 

| Goasiieibon Scrofula 
BY 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla 

Miss Olive 8. Oar} 
Reynoldaville, Pa. 

The cure of Olive Carl by Hoods 
Sarsapar. ‘a has few equals in medical 
history. The iestimonial was fils) 
published two years ago, and a letter 
Jately received from her mother says 
Olive continues in good health and 
«« We are satisfied her remarkable cure 
of constitutional scrofula by Hood's 
Sarsaparilla was permanent.” 
Briefly stated the case was this: “When 

Olive was 8 years old she had the whoop- 

ing cough and measles, followed by in- 
tense pains in every joint in her body, 
like rheumatism. hysicians were puz- 
led, but after a consultation, pronounced 
the disease some form of 

Constitutional Scrofula. 
“ When we began to use Hood's Sarsa- 

parilla, ehe could not be moved without 

erying out with pain, and we were com- 

pelled to cut her hair, as she could not 

bear the weight of it. At firet the change 

for the better was ver dual; the pains 
seemed to be less f aeht and the swell- 
ing in some of the joints subsided after 
using about one bottle. Then {x prove 

ment was more a and one L.ght she 
surprised us by telling ue that we 

Need Not Prop Mer Up In Bed 

as we had done for months, and next 
night she surprised ue still more by roll- 

ing over across the bed. From that time 

on the improvement was very rapid and 

the soon began to creep about the house 

and then to walk on crutches. Now she 

Hood's see 
Foe crafch, the die: El res 
ease having left one 
leg crooked, and I Aa a 
fear it will remain so. We feel that to 
Hood's Seupesiiia we owe ourchild’s Jife. 
“I enclose hg of my eer io 

ter and I think + tare of ect 
health. When I think how near she was 
to death’s door I cannot feel thankful 
enough for her recovery.” Mums. J. A. 
Cary, Reynoldeville, Pa. 

Hood's Pills Sawin, "ae family cathartic. oe, 

For Sale at SHORT’S DRUG STORE. 

WESTMORLAND 
Marble Works, 

T. F. SHERARD & SON, 

Dealers in Monuments, Tablets, Headstones. 

Cemetery work of every description n - 
opted. Teter re Bet filled. " —_— 

MONCTON, N. B. (augSlui) 

A. i. LANDRY. 
SAINT LOUIS, N. B. 

DEALER IN 

Dry Goods, Boots & Shoes, 
Rubber Goods, ete. 

Selling Cheap for Cash, 

AXES! AX 

Clocks and Watches repaired at short 
notice and satisfaction guaranteed. 

Thos. L.. Bourke, 
IMPORTER AND WHOLESALE 

WINE & SPIRIT 

MERCHANT, 
11, 18 AND 256 WATER STRELT, 

8T. JOHN, N. B. 

FOR SALE! | 
| asm instructed to offer for sale tbe | 

| following lots of land : 
1. In Galloway, Richibueto:—A lot | 

containing 75 acres kuown as the Daniel 
Youug lot, and granted to hiw in 1863. 

2. In Carleton Parish :—A lot contain- | 
ing 66 acres, known as lot M, in block R. | 
on the “Allen Road,” north side of the | 
Kouchibouguac River, adjoining John | 
Potter, 7 

3. A lot containing 100 acres on the | 
Acadiaville Road, adjoining the James 
Potter lot, and distinguished a lot No. 72 | 
in block 11. 

4. lu the Parish of Wellington :—A | 
lot containing 60 acres on the north side | 
of the Big Buetouche River, and known | 
as the John Donaber lot. These proper- | 
ties will be sold cheap if applied for at 
vncee. J. D. PuINNEY, | 

Richibucto, March 6th, 1894. 
All parties are hereby forbidden to 

trespass upon any of the said lots, | 
J D.P. 

| 
| | 

Xi 

We are prepared to sell the following makes of Arzss 
at manufacturers’ prices: 

ANDREWS, CAMPBELLS, F OWLER'S, BROAD'S, THORNE'S. 

ORDERS PROMPTLY FILLED. 

W.H. THORNE & CO., Litd, 

MARKET SQUARE, 

St. John, N. B. 

have opened an entirely new Department for MEN’S WE 
CLOTHING and are now showing Men’s Full Suits in 

Fancy Mixtures, Black and Navy, Men’s Black coats and vests, Men’s 
Trousers, Men’s Overcoats, Men's Ulsters, Men’s Reeters, Men’s 
Tweed Waterproof Coats. 

So great are the improvements lately made in the cut and style 
of Men’s Ready-Made Clothing, by the leading manufacturers, that 
now it is impossible to distinguish ready-made from custom-made 
goods. The materials are first class, the cut and style are perfect, 
the finish and work of the best, but the price is away below anything 
of the same quality that can be made to order. 

MANCHESTER, ROBERTSON & ALLISON, ST. JOHN, N. B. 

J. H CARNALL, 
Taxidermist and Naturalist, 

98 King Street, (up stairs) St. John, N. B, 

Birds and Appeals mounted in the best style of the art. 
M oose and Caribou Heade mounted in the best style. 
Furs of all kinds dressed. Good colleetion on hand for sale 
Skins tanned and made into mats, 
Rare birds bought and fair “ rices paid. Arotic Owls partieune 

larly required. 

1 guarantee that ne moths will appear in my work. 

THAS! 
Pyramid Blend, Crown Blend, 

Oolong, Ceylon, xn ca, Saryunes, 
Padre’s, Kaisow's. 

We are offering special value in the above goods. 

WHOLESALEONILY 
F. P. REID & CO. | MONCTON, N. B. 

JUST RECEIVED. 
wv 

A large and complete assortment of Shirts for men and boys. 
WHITE DRESS SHIRTS, FINE SPRING and SUMMER TOP 
SHIRTS, NEGLIGE SHIRTS, DURABLE WORKING 8 8; 
@ 50c. Also, a large stock of Men’s Ready-Made Clothing, be- 
sides 70 pieces of Cloth, suitable for Suits, Coats and Vests or Pants 
and Vests, and 10 pieces of fine Overcoating to be sold cheap for cash. 

HENRY OLEARY, - Rich ibucto. 

ESTABLISHED 1889. 

The Review, 
RICHIBUCTO, NEW BRUNSWICK. 

me an 

Published every Thursday at $1.00]per year in advance ; £1.50 if not 
paid within three months. 

THE PEOPLE'S PAPER! 

THE PEOPLE'S FRIEND ! 

Furnishes its readers every weelfwith more reading matter than any 
other paper in the Province, outside of the cities. 

SUBSCRIBE NOW,


