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At a
Glance

| \ Anyone can SEE the dif-
ference between the twin-
bar of clear, pure

SUNLIGHT
SOAP

And other laundry Soaps,
but you'll KNOW the dif-
ference when you use it be-
cause it cleanses with

LESS LABOR,
GREATER COMFORT.

N. D, HOOPER,
Sole Agent for New Brunswick.
P. 0. Box 151. St. John, N. B.

THE GREAT NORTH SHORE
ROUTE !

The Best, Surest, Safest,
Quickest Route by which
to »aach purchasers in the
North Shore Counties of
New Brunswick, is via

THE REVIEW.

The regular news express
te the homes of all the
people, and most Jlirect
line to the pocketbooks of
buyers every-vhere.

p@~ See that your Advertisement is
ticketed via THE REVIEW,

New m Morning.

Every day is & fresh beginning,

Every morn is a worl muSO new,
You are weary of sorrow and sinning,

eve is a beatiful hope for you,

A hape for me and a hope for you,
All the past things are past and over.

The h‘i‘&,&rp done and the tearsare shed.
Ye;hnhy s errors let yesterday cover.

qtﬁ%sy’s wounds which smart and

Are healed with the healing which night
bas shed.

Yesterday now is a part of forever
Bound ;p in a sheaf which God holds
L.
With glad days and sad days and bad days
which never
Shall visit us more with their bloom
and their blight,
Their fulness of sunshine or sorrowful
night. :
Let them go since we cannot recall them,
Cannot undo and cannot atone.
God in his mercy receive, forgive them!
Only the new days are our own,
To-day is ours and to-day alone.

Here are the skies all banished brightly;
Here is the spent earth all reborn;
Here are the tired limbs springing lightly
To face the sun and to share with the
moon

In the chrism of dew and the cool of
dawn, ‘
Every day is a fresh beginning
Listen, my soul to the glad refrain,
And spite of old sorrew and older sinuing
An ;;uzzlea forecasted and possible
ain
Takepheart with the day and begin again,
~BUBAN COOLIDGE,

-

MATED WITHA CLOWN,

"The old man’s grim face was full of
amazement when his son finished sp aking.
It was not often that the boy talked out,
not often, indeed, that he exchanged an
avoidable word with his father, The
Jatter was gaunt, leathern-skinned, hook-
nosed, & tufi of yellowish-gray whiskers
on his chin, and a crafty sparkle in his
Larrow eyes,

“80,” he said in a voice of irritation,
# you're & goin' ta git marvied ! 1 notice
ye didn's ask ef ye kin,"

The young wan, his brown, elean-shaven
straight-featured face set with veserve and
resolution, looked at the elder,

“1 am of age—and | have talked it
pver with mother.”

“ Your mothey "

The contempt in the tone stung him
who heard,

“Yes,' very quietly. ' Have you auny-

thing to say 1"

“ Mot "less | give you & bit of adyice,”
the old man voplied with s chuckle, " Beg
here, now.  Don't let her get enny non-
sense in her hesl in the  beginnin',

Squelchfit then an’ thar, an’ ye’ll have
peace in yer life, an’ prosper like I've
done. It’s Alty Greaves ye're wantin’—
a girl that has been to boardin’ school and
hes got a pianny, an’ ben set up by her
folks, ez it were. Ye'll have to get the
whip hand of her at first—that’s what I
done with yer mother.”

There was silence in the room. It was
a disagreeable silence, and a decidedly un-
pleasant room, The “best room” to be
sure but not on tnat account less—perhaps
more—repellant and ugly. The floor was
covered with yellow and red oilcloth, the
walls were “alabastined ” an undertone
pink, the heater stood in its accustomed
place, although the August dust was sift-
ing in at the loose casement, the shelf over
the organ held some framed photographs
and hymn books, wooden chairs were
ranged rigidly against the wall ; a picture
on the wall, framed in silver-gilt, repre-
sented a horse belonging to the master of
the house, a horse that had once won third
money at a country fair, another picture
represented adamantine fruit, the original
fervent tones of which had been reduced
to a mellow, monotone by years, Look-
ing through the small window on the north
one’s gaze collided with a buge red barn,
through that on the east one looked on a
barren tract of sun-baked earth.

“Yer mother hed lots of queer notions
when she come here.” continued the old
man, “Her folks were well off She’d
ben brought up in a city an’ eddicated.
One thing, she’d a hankerin’ fer pretty
clothes, Neot that she wanted silk an’
velvet like Hawkin’s wife, an’ their farm
ain’t but a quarter section, but she’d be
fer havin’ white stuff at her neck of a
mornin’, an’ puttin’ on another gown by
the time it come evenin’, an’ sech ridick-
lous notions, Then she wanted to take a
magazine. What’d we want a magazine
fer? I was a-takin’ the Gilead Register—
the paper of the place I come from—the
Farmer’s Friend an’ the Police Enterprise,
so I didn’t see no need fer a magazine,
That was one of the first differences. Then
she wanted to have her ma come an’ stay
a spell the winter you were born, Bnt,
law, I says, they’s ol1 Sally Rankles, who’ll
be glad to come fer a dollar an’ a half a
week., What’s the use of bein’ at the ex-
pense of havin’ yer ma, fer I expect she’d
look to you te pay her way out. Herma
took bad not long after. They telegrapht
yer ma—sech waste ! She wanted to go.
Bat I joked her out of it. Never said a
word to rile her, but just 'lowed ez how
she couldn’t hoM death back, an’ folks had
to go when their Creator called ’em, aun’
she’d better remember her ma like she’d
seen her last. Her madied. Yer mother
didn’t git over that fer a long spell—seems
sometimes like she never got over it plum,
ye know. But she ain’t made much fuss.
She knows & man’s got to run his own
house an’ his own folks. Once she got an
idee she wanted a earpet in the best room,
but I told her ez how oilcloth 'ud wash.
She’d not have had the alabastine ef I
hadn’t vowed I thought it kinder cheerful.
Them pictures, too ! I made her swaller
the fac’ they was good enough fer me!
That settled it.”

His voice, coarse in self-adulation jarred
harshly on the hot silence.

“'Nother time,”” he went on retrospec-
tively, “she set her heart on gettin’ a
pianny. She’d been in foreign parts with
her folks when she was a girl an’ had
studied music. But I set my foot down
on that, She might git an organ, 1 told
her, if she could manage to make the price
of it out’n her butter an’ egg money.
That wouldn’t cost sech a heap, We did
git one—but she ain't never teched it
One thing she did git to have her way in
—that was eddicatin’ you, 1 didu’t hold
out agin that after we'd had mor'n a couple

All her'n never done yer mother no goou.
"Twas only aftershe quit talkin’ of readin’
aud goin’ back east some time an’ bavin’
a flower garding sud sech fool talk ez that,
I begun to feel right comfortable. You
want to Lreak in Alty well at the fivst,

we mother 1

A womap who had been beautiful, a wo-
mwan bent and prewmaturely aged, a woman
with a twitching, nervous face, *unken,
glittering eyes, and tremulous, toil-worn
hauds, vose stitlly from her chair by the
window-—window that loaked out on the

fleeting laugh.
“1 havem't gone wad,” she said,
 though 1 feared | would. 1 haven't died
though 1 hoped | might,  Yes, V've boen
braken in. 1 hope you're proud of it
As for my sou's wife—"

uneasily after her. * Mather," he ve-

acd < dter and enoigh to eut”

said that the large ball, being twice as

o’ talks, Eddicatin’, 1 say, don’t hurt a !
man, but & woman ain’t got no use fer it. |

We get along right pleasant now—don’t |

streeteh of avid earth,  She langhod a bitter |

warked, ¢ spews g bit apsot,  Butshe ain't |
gut nothin' 1o gomplain on.  She's allus

“Your cattle have had that.”

“See here! You be goin’ to take my
advice about Alty, ain’t you? You be
goin’ to treat her foolish notions like I
done mother’s "

The young 1an clenched his hands hard.
Words of fierce indignation sprang to his
lips, but trembled there unuttered. He
turned abruptly and went out. He found
his mother in the kitchen. S8he looked up
at him timidly, He bent and kissed her
with passionate reverence, Her answering
smile was almost one of happiness.
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Am Impeoriant Office.

To properly fill its office and func-
tions, it is important that the blood be
pure. When it is in such a condition,
the body is almost certain to be healthy,
A complaint at this time is’ catarrh in
some of its various forms. A slight cold
develops the disease in the head. Drop-
ping of corrnption passing into the
lungs brings on consumption. The only
way to cure the disease is to purify the

blood. The most obstinate cases of cat-
arrh yields to the medicinal powers of
Hood's Sarsaparilla as if by magic simply |
because it reaches the seat of the disease,
and by purifying and vitalizing the blood |
removes the cause, Not only does Hood’s |
Sarsaparilla do this but it gives renewed
vigor to the whole system, making it pos-
sible for good bealth to reign supreme.
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Whieh Falls the Faster?

An ounce weight and a ton weight of
iron will fall down a pit with equal speed
and equal time. Until about three hun-
dred years ago all the learned men in the
world disbelieved and denied it. Galileo,
an Italian, taught the contrary to the pop-
ular belief. The University of Pisa chal-
lenged him go the proof. The leaning
tower of that city was just the place for
such an experiment, Two balls were ob-
tained and weighed, and one was found to
be exactly double the weight of the other.
Both were taken to the top. All Pisa
looked on, and crowds of dignitaries were
confident that young Galileo, the obscure
and despised, but honored and immortal-
ized now, would be proved to be in error.
The two balls were dropped at the same
instant. Old theory and all the world |

heavy as the smaller, must come down in
half the time, All eyes watched, and lo !
all eyes beheld them strike the earth at
the same instant. Men disbelieved their
eyes and repeated the experiment many
times, but each with the same result. The
listle ball was big enough to destroy a
theory a thousand years old, and had it |
been as little as a pea it would have de- |
stroyed it just as well or even more quick- i

|

ly.
Bat how was this? Did not the earth |
draw down the large ball, which was
double the weight of the smaller, with |
double the force? Yes, truly, but in |
drawing down the large ball there was a 3
double force of resistance to be overcome, ’
and as the two forces acted in a given pro- t
portion on the less, the velocity of the two |
was equal, though in bulk they were un- |
equal. Let us suppose that there be two |
wagons, one with & load of five tons and |
the other ten tons, and that there is equal |
horse power, should not their speed be |
equal, though their weight is unequal |
No ; there must be a double horse power
to draw the double weight to obtain equal
speed. Let a ten pound weight and a oue
pound weight fall to the earth at thesame
tiwe, and the earth must draw down the |
heavier with ten times greater force than |
the other, that they may have equal speed, '
and it does so. A ton weight of iron and
an ounce weight, leaving the top of a pit|
at the same instant, would therefore at the
same instant fall to vhe bottom,
-anh-e
The Fool wot all Dead yeol,

dven & blind man can see that more
clearly thau daylighs, or else why should
50 Wany continue to use ill smelling ouly,
and often useless preparations for the ro
lief of pain, when & preparation just as
cheap, elogant, wmore powerful, and peu:
uating as Nerviline is can be purchased
from any dealer in wmediine ! Nerviline
cures mstantly aches avd paims.  Nervi

| line is the wost cfficacious rewmedy for

internal pains, Nerviline applied exte

nally subdues the most wmtense pain
most at onoe,
. -
It has been estimated that within Lhe

ast seven vears not less than HSVWNW
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! lu.\', and now the b\\‘) oo, W hich has al

ready becowe a formidable compeuitor of

L . L | the livery staple, is developiug for sowe

The b‘?y et hes ?;,luuu fahingly - | of its viders greater speed and enduravcs
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Children Ory for

A BURNING GASHBALL.

Sir Robert Ball Says That is What The
Sun is.

For every acre on the surface of our
globe there are more than 10,000 acres on
the surface of the sun. Every portion of
this illimitable desert of flame is pouring
forth torrents of heat. It has, indeed,
been estimated that if the heat which is
incessantly flowing through any single
square ‘oot of the sun’s exterior could be |
collected and applied beneath the boilers
of an Atlantic liner it would suffice to pro-
duce steam enough to sustain in continu-
ous movement these engines of 20,000
horse power which enable a superb ship to |
break the record between Ireland and
America.

The solar heat is shot forth into space in
every direction, with a prodigality which
seems well nigh inexhaustible, Neo doubt
the earth does intercept a fair supply of
sunbeams for conversion to our many
needs ; but the share of the sun heat that
the dwelling place of mankind is able to
capture and employ forms only an infinit-
esimal fraction of what the sun eternally
pours forth. It would seem, indeed, very
presumptuous for us to assume that the |
great sun has eome into existence solely
for the benefit of poor humanity. The
heat and light daily lavished by that orb
of incomparable splendor would suffice to |
warm and illuminate quite as efficiently |
as the earth is warmed and lighted, more
than two thousand million globes each as
large as the earth, |

Suppose that the coal field of England

and Scotland, Australia, China and else-
where were compelled to contribute every |
combustible particle they coutained f
Suppose, in fact that we extracted from
this earth every ton of coal it possesses in ‘
every island and in every continent. Sup-
pose that this vast store of fuel, which is
adequate to supply the wants of this earth
for centuries, were to be accumulated in
one stupendous pile. Suppose that cm
army of stokers, arrayed in numbers whom |
we need nut now pause to calculate, were
empleyed to throw this coal into the great
solar furnace, How long, think you, |
wculd so gigantic a mass of fuel maintain |
the sun’s expenditure at its present rate!
Fam but uttering a deliberate scientific |
fact when 1 say that a conflagration which |
destroyed every particle of cool contained
in this earth would not generate so much
heat as the sun lavishes abroad to ungrate- |
ful space in the earth in the tenth part of
ever, second.

We all know the consequence of wanton |
extravagance. We know it spells bank-
raptcy and ruin The expenditure of heat
by the sun is the most magnificent extrav-
agance of which human knowledge gives
us any conception. How have the con-
sequences of such awful prodigality been
hitherto averted ! How is it that the sun
is still able to draw on its heat reserves
from aeon to aeen, ever squandering 2,000,
000,000 times as much heat as that which
genially warms our temperate reglons, as
that which draws forth the exuberant veg-
etaticn of the tropics, or which rages n
the desert of Sabara. This is indeed a
problew.

It was Helmholtz who discovered thal
the continual maintenance of the sun’s
temperature is due to the fact that the sux
is neithar solid or liquid, but 1s to a greal
extent gaseous, His theory of the subject
bas gaived unmiversal aceeptance. Thuse
who have taken the trouble 1o bevomie ac-
quainted with 1t are compelled to admit
that the doctrine set forth by this philosc-
pher embodies a profound truth.

Even the great sun cannot escape the
application of a certain law which affvots

every terrestial object, whose proviuce 1
wide as the untiverse 1tself. Nature has
not one law for the rxich and anoiher for
he poor, The sun is shedding forth heat
and, therefore, affivmns this law, the sun
must be shrinkimg in sise, We have
learned the rate at which wbhis ¢ontraction
proceeds, for among the wauny tumphs
which wmathemalicians bave awomphsahed
must be reckoened that of baviug put a
palr of callipers on the sum 30 s 0 Woas
ure s diameter, We thus Bud thad ik
width of the greal luwmiuary . leu
siaadlor to-day than 1L Was Yesterda)
Year in and vear out the glortous oxd
heaven 1s steadily dmnuisbiug av e Sam
rate. Norhandreds o6 xears, axe,

dreds of whousands of Years, Wisshuukng
will g0 0B, AS & SPOBEE SX UGS Miviaiut
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Beauti

those of their friends.

GILT AND OAK FRAME

26x30 inches.
than those which have been seil
Qur prices are :—
Tur “ Review” AND PoRTRAIT,
SUBSCRIBERS WHO HAVE ALREADY
POQRTRALT
SUBSCRIBERS IN ARKEARS 0l

WILL BE FURNISHED WITH

We require photograph
nished—the photograpi
the picture s delivered.

Payment
ordered and tf
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GREATEST OFFER YET!

ul Portraits

IN

BAUTIFUL FRAMES
FOR SUBSCRIBERS OF THE REVIEW!

W have made arrangements for the preparation to our order of

FIRST-CLASS CRAYON PORTRAITS

| of such of our subscribers as may desire them, or may wish to order
Every portrait will be enclosed in & handsoma

These pictures are equal and n so espects hetter
1L AL \ Ve ~ lollars cach.

» ) -
> 13 RS

REPATD THEIR SUBSCRIP NS M
e
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N0 SUBSCRIBER WILL BE REQUIRED TO ACCEPT A MCTURE HE 'S NOT SATISFIED WITN

WE GUARANTEE THE WORK

SEND YOUR PHOTOGRAPHS

The Review,
Richibucto, N. B



