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THE GREAT NORTH SHORE
" ROUTE !

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

THE REVIEW.

<
& The regular news express
to the homes of all the
people, and most lirect
line to the pocketbooks of

buyers every-vhere.

8@ See that your Advertisementi
ticketed via THE REVIEW. <

ﬁ/ Threshing Pime,

A the merry, merry threshers once a
yvear must come and go ;

All the pretty maids in ribbons their ap.
proach will heraid so ;

The harvest now is over, the grain is
gatbered in,

And soon the garnered fruitage will fill
the empty bin,

Oh! the merry, merry threshers are a
healthy, sturdy lot ;

Oh ! the pretty maids in ribbouns that can
weave a Cupid’s knot ;

©Oh ! the pies and cakes and puddings, the
everything that’s good,—

These pretty maids are artists when it
comes to drink and food.

‘Tho’ they may not play sonatas, or trill
a love-sick song,

‘They can trip it with a thresher when
tne working day is gone :

‘The music they aﬁ loie is the hum of the
machine, :

And the rousing, rolling voices of the
threshers strong, and wean.

There’s Janet,' Meg, and Mary, with their
bairall crimped and curled ;

A tresher’s weak as any when
charms at him are hurled.

Now, Mary s eyes are blue, there’s a rose
upbn each cheek ;

Meg’s eyes are gray and downcast, and
her voice is soft and meek.

such

Yet, she’s saucy, is our Meg, and 1
wouldn’t trust her far ; .

‘But such sly arts are graces, and graces
never mar !

Black as night are handsome Janet's with
the moonlight’s softening ray,

JAnd she knows well how to use them in a
killing sort of way !

~ Oh! the merry, merry threshers once a

year must come and go ;

Oh! the pies and cakes and puddings
their approach will herald so,

Oh ! the sly and saucy maidens, pretty
tricks and ways t hey feign.

All to win Love’s golden harvest with the
threshing of the grain.

—MAuD T1sDALE in the Canadian Home

. Journal.

SURRENDERED.

They called her the daughter of thq'
«coufederacy in that southern city. ®he
has a daughter of her own now, who

should, of course, be called the grand- |
- daughter of the confederacy, but probably

isn’t.  That, however, is anticipating.

The daughter of & cause so long dead
could not have been so young and beauti-
ful. She must have been the child of a
memory, that grows more beautiful with
each year. and knows a new youth with
each shcceeding gefferation. |

9!3“\ was very beautiful the day that

Howard Pearce saw ber. He sat on the
window ledge of his second-story office—
he was a young lawyer from the north—
and looked down upon company K.—
Tennessee National Guards, lined up aty
# parade rest.”” He knew their captain,
Saunders, whe was also. = lawyer. and

; encampment time, ? company
%‘ to go to the grounds at the foot
0

pidge. 0 oo
“Qrder—Harms!” commanded Capt.
Saunders.

% Carry—Harms !”” ;i
“3houlder—Harms !  Right for’ad,
fours right—M’ch !”

Company K moved off up the street.
As the last four swung into the coiumn,
there came a clatter of hoofs on the pave-
ment, and & girl rode past the company
and took her place at its head, saluting
the captain gravely and with ceremony.

“ What a beautiful girl !"” Pearce ex-

. claimed.

She wore a gray riding habit, with a
donble row of brass buttons leading up to
two black stars on the collar. Om her
sunny locks a small, gray slouch hat rested
tilted just the least bit over one eye, She
rode well.

Pearce leaued so far from the window
to catcl. a parting glimpse of the girl in
gray that he almost fell. The crowd had
dispersed, and the young lawyer returned
to his desk. It was a warm day toward
the end of July, and he was not sorry that
he had no business on hand that must be
rushed. He reflected that as almost every -
one had gone to the camp ground, there
was no reason for remaining in the office,
which the little breeze that stirred out-
doors carefully avoided

Evidently the girl in gray had gone to
the camp ground. And with Saunders,
But Saunders was married ; happily mar-
ried, Pearce hoped. Anyhow, he was glad
that Saunders was married.

That eveniny he sat before Capt. Saun-
ders’ tent, with the captain, his wife and
Miss Moore—the girl in gray. To the east
of the camp ground the ridge rose in a
gentle slope To the southwest, seeming-
ly towering just over them, was the moun-
tain,

Pearce’s heart beat faster as the thought
came to him that 30 years before white
tents marked the foot of the ridge as they
did that day. But then they had stretched
for miles north and south,

“Captain,” he said, turning to Saun-
ders, “ it is easier to get up the ridge than
it was once,

there to-night.”
“No,” the captain replied ; “but the

sons of some of those men are there,”’
pointing to the company street, in which
blue-clad figures lounged. *‘Loyal?
Without doubt., Listen!”

The bands, which had united for the
evening concert, had just struck up “The
Star Spangled Banner.”” When the air
was recognized, a cheer arose from the
tented wood.

“ Hear that 7"’ said the captain.

“ Wait,” said the girl in giay.

“For what 7’ Pearce asked.

“They will play ‘ Dixie ’ after awhile.”

“ What then ?”

“Then they will yell,” she caid, looking
at him with a bright smile and nodding a
confident “ You’ll see—or hear.”

And hedid. When the national air was
finished there was a brief wait. Then the

quick, stirring notes of “ Dixie ”” started
the woods into life with sharp echoes
which were drowned by one long, loud
yell.

Pearce Jooked at the girl to receive an
expected “I told you so.” Butshe was
not looking at him, Her cheeks were
dark with color, her eyes, brightened by
excitement, were fixed upon the young
men, tossing their caps high above the
tents and shouting with all their sturdy
lung power.

the north as much as she loves the south.”
When the tumult had ceased he turned
to Saunders.
“Well, aptoin."’ be said, “ what do you
say to that ?”
“Of course they love ‘Dixie,’ said the
captain earnestly. “So do I. But there
is no deeper meaning in that cheer than
the love of a memory. They are loyal.”
Miss Mooze said that she must go back
to town, S '
“As it is late, I shall have to leave my
horse with you, captain. I shall send for
hiw to morrow. I reckon I can walk to
the train in this rig.”
She looked down somewhat doubtfully
at her riding skirt, Pearce said that he
would be glad to go with her, and though
it was not apparent in just what way he
could overcome the disadvantage of the
long dress, she seemed to be grateful for
his escort.
Well, that was the beginning of it ; and
the end is not yet. An incicent that oc-
curred under a large tree in the old con-
federate fort on the mountain may give a
hint of the trend of events. ' ?
Pearce and Miss Moore were under the
tree because it was the shelter nearest
when the rain suddeuly began to fall ; and
.t rained, probably, because a number of
young folks of the city had come up om
the mountain to spend a September day
that promiced, in - the moraing, to be
pkl.l.i:ml.’mmw whs not in good humor.
He and Miss Moore had separated them-
selves from the others. One topic of con-

‘versation had led to another, which, in

this instance, was a declaration by Mr,
Pearce that he was irretrievably in love
with Miss Moore, and that if she refused
to muke him Lappy he should be forever

miserable, At s critical mowment of this
declaration & raindrop kissed the girl’s
cheek. ’ :

“Qh, it’s going to rain !”’ she cried.

The next instant the downpour began,
and both rushed through a breach in the
earthen wall of the fort to the tree, whose
brahches, 10 which the leaves yet clung
offered urotection. There they stood in
silence for several minutes, she busily
brushing raindrops from her hat, which
she had taken off, and ke watching her
moodily,

There are no men in gray |

“I wonder,” he mused, “if she hates|

The silence became oppressive, and she
g anced at hiln, curiously and apprehen-
sively, from under her lashes, He caught

the glance, and moving toward her, said :

o wen ?"

*“Oh, don’t,”” she exclaimed, starting
away, her eyes still fixed upon a ribbon
with which she was working.

*“ Why, Katherine—er, Miss Moore—"

“Oh, you musn’t.”

He walked to the edge of the circle pro-
tected by the leaves and looked out over
the clay walls of the fort, down which
tiny red riversran. She, having dried her
bat, placed it again on her head, and be-
gan brushing her skirt where, here and
there, rain had -spotted it. She glanced
several times at his back, stubbornly
turned toward her. He evinced no in-
tention of moving, nor of speaking again,
aud she became netvous, The situation
was unbearable, and she exclaimed :

“ We must get back to the others!”

“ We can’t very well go through this
rain,” he said, without turning round.

Another prolonged silence, broken only
by the monotonous fall of the rain.
Finally, when she had almost made up|
her mind to gather up her skirts and run
to the hotel a quarter of a mile away, he
turned and came quickly toward her, He
put out his hand as though to take hers,
but she quickly put her hands behind her
and stepped back. He folded his arms |
stood before her, looking earnestly into
the eyes that she raised to his, almost ap- |
pealingly. .

** Katherine,” he said, “I love you.
Will you be my wife ?”

A beautiful color stole slowly from the
ribbon at her throat, up, up, until it tinted
the edges of her small, perfectly formed
ears. His gaze held hers for a moment ;
then her eyelids fell, and their long lashes
swept her cheeks. :

“ Mr. Pearce,’ she said, slowly and hesi-
tatingly, “ 1 am sorry, but I—I can’t !”’

“ Because you do not love me ?”’

She looked np quickly into his face,
then down again ; but she did not reply.

“Katheiine, tell me,” he said, “ Why
you cannot marry me,”’

“ Because—"’ she was very busy dis-
lodging a bhalf-buried stone with the toe
of her shoe—*‘ because—because you are a
Yankee !” Another swift glance met his
further away, and stood half turned from
him. His first impulse was to laugh.
But that passed almost as it came. Th®
gray, brass-buttened riding habit, the
flushed cheeks and bright eyes with which
she had listened to “ Dixie,” flashed, across
his mental vision. The “ Yankee ”” might
be an obstacle not to be laughed away.

“But | am not a Yankee,”’ hesaid, with
emphasis. “I am from Illinois.”

It seemed a long time to both that they
stood in silence. Again she was the first
to speak. : :

“This 18 an awful rain,”’ she said.

“Yes, a very wet rain,”” he replied.

“QOh, you are going to jest about it—"

“But I am not jesting,” he answered,
walking rapidly to where she stood.
“ What I mean is that you will get wet.
The water is beginning to drip from the
leaves, Here,” stripping off his coat, * let
me put this around you.” ,

*“Oh, no.”” she said, stepping back.

“Bat you must. The air is cuill and if
you get wet you will catch cold.”

“ But you—you—""

“It won’t hurt me a bit. Come.”

‘He assumed a commanding tone and
that, or something else, accomplished his
end, for she made no effort to free herself
when he placed the big coat about her
shoulders. It took a lomg time to get it
fixed just right, and his arm was still
around her when he looked into her face
and saw that she was looking up into his.
Something in her eyes prompted him to
draw her close to him and to say, very
tenderly : : A
! “Sweetheart, I come from the north,
but I love a southeru girl. Don’t you
think that she can love a mnorthern man
just a little—if he 1s not a Yankee 1"

She studied the arrangement of his neck-
tie closely, and then transferred her scru-

tiny to his watch chain. ~But evidently

she was not thinking of efther, for when
she spoke she asked : :

“ Illinois pecple aren’t Yankees 1

“ Certainly not,”’ he replied, with con-
viction. *“They are a long way from
Yankeedom. More than a thousand
miles.”

She examined the necktie again, looked
into his eyes for a moment, then over his
shoulder off into the rain,

“ Katherine,” he said, softly, “do vou

love me 1" ,

She turned her head slowly until their
eves met. A wave of color rushed into
her cheeks, and she murmured faintly,
“ Yes.” : ‘ ;

“ And you will be my wife 1"

surroundings, and of a stormy day thirty |
years before, she replied : *“I—I surren |
der !

The rain, as if to hide from the scene |
any possible observer, fell more heavily for |
a moment. Then it ceased altogether, '
and soon the sun shone through from a |
blue sky where the gray clouds had parted.
—S8t. Louis Republic.
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Wonderfal Helen Keller,

Helen Keller, deptived when nineteen |
months old of the powers of speech, hear-
ing and sight, isnow, at the age of sixteen
years, entering upon a course of studies,
which she expects will result in her re-
ceiving from Radcliffe college, the annex
of Harvard university, the degree of
bachelor of arts. She expects to recite in
the same classes, to pass the same examina-
tions and to enter in the same competi-
tions with young women, who are in the
posseseion of every faculty. She will en-
ter Dr. Gilman’s school in Cambridge
this fall to complete her final preparation
for Radcliffe. Much was printed several
vears ago concerning this excepticnally
gifted girl. Sheis developinginto a wom-
an of beauty and attainments, She is
fulfilling all the promise of her younge
years, when Richard Watson Gilder and
Edmund Clarence Stedman dedicated
poems to her, and the scientific world
was discussing her remarkable case. Her
father is an editor in Tuscumbia, Alabama.
He is a descendant of the Fairfaxes, of
Virginia, and her mother was a Massachu- |
setts Adams. She inherited a taste for |
literature and the study of languages.

She lost three of her senses when an in-
fant, and practically nothing was done
for her education until she was taken in |
charge when seven years old Ly Miss |
Sullivan, who has been her Colupahiunl
and teacher ever since,

FINGERS AS EYES, i

The child learned to understand lan. |
guage by feeling the organs of speech of |
the persons who addressed her. She |
learned to talk by imitating the motions |
of the lips, larynx and teeth, which she ob- |
served in others. Ter sense of touch be- |
came her eyes. She received impressions |
from the outside world by vibration, by |
touch and by the spelling of words into |
her hand by means of the so-cailled man. |
ual alphabet. Miss Kellar has in this |
way learned to speak English, French and |
German with almost equal facility, Since |
she has been a pupil of the Wright- |
Humason school in this city she has read
many of the German and French classics |
by means of raised letters. In a clear, |
well modulated voice she quotes Shakes- |
peare, Schiller and Racine.

A Frenchman whom the girl met re |
cently heard her speak and did not detect
her inability to see and hear until she as-
tonished him by putting her fingers to his
lips to ascertain what he wassaying. Her
eyes are clear and bright. Her face is |
cheerful and she has none of the hopeless |
look so common to those who are blind.
She has made some progress in mathe-
matics, although on account of her im- |
aginative and poetic disposition she does |
not reach the average in the exact sciences,
She has written some sketches which show |
an insight and observation which would
hardly seem possible to one with such
limitations, She has an exceptional gift |
of language and her productions are
rhetorically perfect.

HER POETIC SENSE,

Here, for instance, is an extract from |
her diary, descriptive of her visit to the
statue of liberty on Bedloe’s island : 5

“We climbed up to the head, which
will Lold forty persons, and viewed the |
glorious scene, on which the bronze Lib.

‘erty gazes night and day. And O hov’

We did not wonder

wonderful it was ! :

that the great French artist thought the
place worthy to be the home of his grand |
ideal. The glorious bay lay calm and |
beautiful in the October sunshine, and

the ships came and went like idle dreams ;

those seaward going slowly disappeared |
like clouds that change from goid to gray,
and those homeward coming sped more
quickly, like birds that seek their mother s |
nest. ‘The city’s busy noise and turmoil |
were hushed, and how beautiful she wos, |
as she stoud 't.pp.d in October’s msiy

veil ! | saw 1t all with eyes of my soul— |

all its beauty and mystery. and in my
heart I eried, ‘O glorious Liberty, guard |
well this high-road of the nation= ! Look '
Jdowun in tender beuedictions trom thy |
maj2stic eminence on this fair home of
freedum until the sun shall sink to rise
ne more.”

She will be accompanied during her
college course by Mrs. Sullivan, who will
interpret to her by a sort of telegraph
upon the jalm of the baund what the
teachers are sayivg. She will sit in the
classroom, and were it not for the woman

' and noticing Mr. PeLtit’s condition made

| ly resortiug to this treatment.

beside her constantly holding her hand it

would be impossibe to distinguish her |

from the wide-eyed and bright faced
young women around. She has attained
such perfection in using the voice which
she has never herself heard, that her ac-
cent aud emphasis are entirely natural.
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A COOD SAMARITAN.

HAVING FOUND HFEALTH HE
POINTS THE WAY Tr10O
OTHERS,

His Adviee Was Acted Upon by Mr,
Miles Pettit, of Wellingion, Who, as
A Result, Now Rejoices in Renewed
Health and sStrength,

From the Picton Times

‘Mr. Miles Pettit, of Wellington, was a
recent caller at the Times oftice. He is an
old subseribei to the paper, and has for
years been one of the most respected bus-
iness men of Wellington.
essed of considerable inventive genius, and
18 the holder of several patents for his own
Inventions,

“t‘ 18 alsu pos-

The Times was aware of Mr.
Pettit’s serious and long continued illness

and was delighted to see that he had been |

restored to health. In answer to enquir-
1es as to how this had been brought about,
Mr. Pettit promptly and emphatically re-
plied * Dr, Williams’ Pink Pills did it.”
Being further interrogated as to whether
he was willing that the facts should be
made public, he cheerfully consented to
give a statement for that purpose, which
in substance is as follows :—He was first

attacked in the fall of 1892, after assisting

in digging a cellar. The first symptom
was lameness in the right hip, which con-

tinuea for nearly two years. It then
gradually «xtended to the other leg and
i0 both feet. The sensations were a
numbness and pricking, which continued
to get worse and worse, until he practical-
ly lost control of his feet. Hecould walk
but a short distance before his limls
would give out, and he would be obliged
to rest. He felt that if he could walk
forty rods without resting he was accom-
plishing a great deal. He had the best of
medical attendance and tried many medi-
cines without any beneficial results, He
remained in this coudition for about two
years, when he unexpectedly got relief.
One day he was in Picton and was return-
ing to Wellington by train. Mr. John
Soby, of Picton was also a passenger on
the train. Mr. Soby, it will be remem-
bered, was one of the many who had
found benefit from Pink Pills, and bhad
giveu a testimonial that was published ex-
tensively. Having been benefited by D1,
Williams’ Pink Pills he has ever since
been a staunch friend of the medicine,

enquiry as to who he was. Having been
informed, Mr, Soby tapped him on the
shoulder and said, “ Friend you look a
sick man.” Mr, Pettit described his case,
amd Mr. Soby replied, “Take Dr. Wil
liams’ Pink Pills, I know from experience

$100 A YEAR.

““In God's Own Temple.”

Onser, Me.—Far from home and kin-
dred with a very sick wife and a little
danghter quite :1l, poor Levi Picton stood
up in front of the plain, white casket that
contained the body of his first born.

Leviis an Indian from Anpnapolis, N,
| S, and with his little family occupies one

of the tents near the temple, This week

a .ittle boy was born to them only to dia

alinost as soon as he lived, and yesterday

bis oldest died and the poor father’s heart
| 1~ almost broken,

He went out into the grove and away
from the people and miourned in solitude,
To a sympathetic friend he said: [ am
hire away from my people and all my
friends, The people in the other tents
are not my people. they come from Old.
town and do not speak my language, For
16 years I have come to Onset to earn
woney by selling baskets and doing all
kinde of work during the summer to keep
us through the winter, This summer I
hardly find anything to do and baskets I
sell hardly none at all, and then my little
boy is born and die at once and my wife
be so sick I do not close since
Sunday. sick
and want to see Fr. Soden up home who

my eyes
Then my }u»y Frank be so
speak our language. I could not get our
own priest for my boy Frank so I send to
Sandwich and the priest from there he
come up but he get here about 15 minutes
too late. My boy Frank he was dead. [
«m a Catholie and my little boy he is gone
and now I bave no friends and no home,
The services that took the place of a
regular funeral were held in the open air
under the waving branches where the boy
had played during his short life. The
| sick mother was in the frout of the tent
| and the little casket was at the back and
zathered around it were several score of
sympathetic white Levi in a
broken voice bade farewell to his boy,
 then Mrs, May Wetson prayed to the
Great Spirit to enmfort the
afflicted offered
prayer also and Charles Suilivan ended

li(‘”l)l“.

A ]
and console

ounes, Madame Bruce

the silll])]:* services by singing * Sweet
Bve and Bye.”

Levi is a strong, rugged specimen of the
Indian race and 1s about forty years old
and is very well liked by the Ouset people,

v e -

At The Door,

BY EUGENE FIELD.,

I thought myself indeed secure ;
So fast the door, 8o firm the lock ;
But, lo ! he toddling c.ymes to lure
My parent ear with timorous knock,

My heart were stone could it withstand
1he sweetness of my baby’s plea—
That timorous haby knoeking and

* ]ease let me in—it’s only me.’

[ threw aside the unfinished book,
Regardless of its tempting charm,

And, opeuing wide the door, I teok
My laugaing darling in my arms,

’

Who knows but in eternity

I, like a truant child, shall wait
The glories of a life to be,

Beyond the Heavenly Father's gate?
And will that Heavenly Father heed

The truant’s supplicating cry,
As at the outer doour I plead,

“Tis I, O Father! only ['?

- -—r .
The September Numuver of the Deline-

ator is called the Autumn Announcement
Number, aud is the handsomest and most
striking issue of this steriing publication
ever seen, containing no less than nine
beautifully ecolored plates illustrating
Dress Modes aud Millinery, including
special plates of Mourning and Bicycle
Attire, and giviug the hrst authoritative
announcemwent of the cowing styles for

what virtue there is in them and I am
satisfied they will cure you.” Mr, Pettit
had tried so many things and failed to get

relief that he wassomewhat skeptical, but
the advice was so disint. rested, aud giveu |
so earnestly that he concluded to give |

Pink Pills a trisl.
sumined up.
used them accorainy to the directions
which accompany each box, and was cured.
His cure he believes to be permanent for

The rest is shortly

|1t is now fully & year sinc: be discoutinued |
My, Perntit -ays he |

the use of tae pills,

believes he would have become utterly |
helpless had 1t not been tor this wonder- |

ful, health restoring mediciue.
The experience ol Years has proved that

ated condition of the hivoed or shatiered

nerves that Dr. Wiiliaws' Pink Pilis will

| mot promiptly cure, and those who are sut-

fering from such troubles would aveid

much mis. ry sud save woney by prompt-
the
genuine Pink Piils every time aud do not
be persuaded tu take an imitation or some

(;(‘\

other remedy frowm & Jealer, which, for |

the sake of extra profit to himself, he may
say is “just as goud.” Dr. Wilhems’
Piuk Pills mak ¢ rich, red bleod, and cure
when other medicines fail,
- e -
Fer immediate relief after eat'ng
vekKDC

He bought the Piuk Pills, |

there is absuluicly o disease due to o vitl-

Autumn Of especial value to
youny ladies having vocal aspiraticis s
Vere.Rarin’s article on
Mrs. Mary Cad-

walader Junes vuts wmuch sprightly good

Wear,

Clewentine  Je

Sikging s & Profes jon,

sense into a disenssion of the Abuse of
Reading. A shun
called “ The Lady of the Portrait,” has a

story by Clinton Ross,

cleverly surprising fiuale.  The paper on

Interive Decorction by Frances Leeds, 18
this mouth devoted to Kitchens, E. E.
F Viek uives practical and mstructive ex-
plavation 1 Fioral Work for Autumnon,
Carolyn Halsted s rrhes the ;'.Hl'iu['..:
{ work ot the Children of the Awmerican
! Revolution ; Luocia M Robbips tells about

“ A Progressive Rainbow Party 7 ; Emma
' Haywoua describes 1u Jetail the ¢ nstruc-
There is

an itlustrated article on Basket Ball—the
' xte s0 popular just nuw at the Women's
| Culleges—and the usual entertaiving de-
| partwents of Tea-Table Chat, New Books
- Seasowvable Cookery, Smocking, Knitting,
. Tatting, Crecheting, Lacemaking, etc.
| Address all commnmcatious to the Des
| lineator Publishing Co., of Torouto, Ltd.,
| 33 Richmond St., West, Torouto. Out., or
l to the lucal agent for the Butterick Pat.
| terns in_your town.

Subscription price of the Delineator,

| $#1 00 per year, or 1d¢. perx single copy.

ton of Embrovdered Handbags

4




