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THE GREAT NORTH SHORE
ROUTE !

T

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

-

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

8@~ See that your advertisement is
ticketed via THE REVIEwW,
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Look Up—Fight On.

Oh! soldier brave, upon the field,

Worn, trampled down, who faiu would
vield,

Who scarce the heavy brand can wield
That gears thee for the fight.

Look up, look up, repress the sigh,
Spring to your feet, and flash on high

Your trusty blade ; ring out the ery,
For God and fruth and right!

~ Fight on, fight ov, tho’ dark the cloud,

hat all the future seems to shroud ;
Though thuoders mutter deep and loud, l
And fierce the lightuing gleam, |
The light of God’s unchanging day
Shall pierce that cloud with clearest ray,
The gathering storm shall pass away
In His resplendent beam.

The wind will change, the tide will turn,
The rising sun bring in the morn,
And hearts with highest hopes will burn
That now are cold and dead ;
And in the land to which we tread,
We’ll find where all our woes shall end,
That every foeman was a friend
Which now we strangle dead.

c. C. C.

Chatham, N. B, jFebh. 22nd, 1897,
e AOP e
Moth-Eaten,

1 had a beautiful garment,
And I laid it by with care ;

I folded it close with lavender leaves
In a napkin fine and fair,

“1It,s far too costly a robe
For one like me to wear.”’

£0 never at morn or evening
I put my garment on ;

It lay by itseif under clasp and key
In the perfumed dusk alone,

Its wondertful broidery hidden,
Till many a day had gone.

There wlere guests who{came to my port~
al,
There were friends who sat with me,
Aud clad in soberest raiment,
I bore them company ;
1 knew I owned the beautiful robe,
Though its splendour ncne might see.

There were poor who.stood at my portal,
There were orphaned songht my care ;
1 gave them tenderest pity,
ut I’a nothing besides to spare,
1 bhad only the beautiful garment,
And the raiment for daily wear.

At last, on a feast-day coming,
I thoughtin my dress to shine ;

- 1 would please myself with the luster

Of its shifting colors fine
I would walk with pride in the marvel
Of its rarely rich design.

So out of the dusk I bore it—
The lavender fell away—

And fold on fold I hela it up
To the searching light of day.

Alas, the glory had perished
While there in its place it lay.

‘Who seeks for fadeless beauty,

Must seck for tne use that seals

| To the grace of a constant blessing

The beauty that use um
For into the folded r
The moth with its blighting steals.

R |

NOBODY’s BOY.

* The close of a lovely summer day was
drawing near. The yellow sunlight had

already began to fade out of the west,and
the birds were warbling their evening
song of gratitude and love. Surely,never

country,“somear 1o nature,s heart,"every-
body was happy and grateful. .

No, not quite,

There was one poor little being whose
downcast eyes and pale. sad face, told of
anything but & light hewrt. Leaning a-
gainst the brown railing of the rustic old

at their frolicsome pet.
bare-footed and ready to drop from utter | The rattle of the wagon brought a plump
weariness, | eozy woman v the door, to whow the far-
The most forlorn little chap you ever | m r said, as he helped Jim out :
saw in all your life, far too young to be | ‘-“l‘:ot here, wother, what I've brought
you '

‘all-day on a remote woedland road,which

his battered old hat to let the eveniug

breeze cool his heated brow, bathed his
swollen )feet in the cool limpid water un-
der the bridge, and mnow they did not
ache so sadly. But he had come a weary
way that hot day, without a mouthful of
food, and now he was not only tired bat

very hungry alsu.

out paseing a single farmhouse where he
;l.i.cif{uk for food. Did nobody Jlive in
this pleasant country He did
not know, poot child, m had wan-
dered from the main highway, and been

did not pass many houses, He was just
now coming back to the *‘big road,” as it
was called, but so worn out that he al-
most wanted to lie down and die, just
where he was.

Indeed he had concluded not to try to
go any farther that night. At least it
was warm enough to sleeep out of doors
as the birds and rabbits did, so he was a-
bout seeking a nook at the foot of & gnar-
led old tree, when he heard a most wel-
come sound—the rumble of approaching
wheels.

Looking eagerly up he saw a farmer’s
wagon coming down the road drawn by a
pair of stout grays. As it came nearer
the farmer reined up his horses, and stop-
ped, staring in surprise at the boy on the
bridge -

“Wal ! and who be vou ?"” he asked in
a gruff yet kindly way

“ I’m atraveller” answered the boy.

«Oh, you'be ! Goin’ to see your friends

hey !
“No sir. Iaint got no friends.”
“Land’s sake! Why who’s boy be you
then ?”

“ Nobody’s mister.”

“ What! Haint you got no folks ?”

“No sir, not nobody.”

“Wal, I vow!Ef that aint a poser 7’7 ej-
aculated the farmer, his kind heart stirred
with pity. “Wal it you aint goin to see
your friends, where was you goin’ hey ?

“Apywhere where I can get/work
sir.”’

“QOh that’s it !
eome from ?”’

“From the city, sir.”

“The city! Why it’s thirty miles
boy! Ye haint walked all that way ?”

“Yes I have mister, since yesterday
mornin’”

“Wal ! that beats me !
name youngster ?”’

“Jim Harris, sir.”

“Tol’able tired like, aint you, Jim ?”

“[’'m most dead mister !” said the boy
piteously. “[’m plum beat out! Say,
if you’ll let me go home long’o you, and
give me somethin’ to eat, and a place to
sleep to-night, I’ll work like a trooper |
to-morrow to pay for it. I will tnat.” |

“ You look{like you’d be a master hand
at work, you do!"” replied the farmer.
laughing.

“But Ben Dowden never yet refvsed a
bite and a bed to a hungry dog, let alone
a human. Justclime up here into the
wagon. We’ll fix you up for to-night
and to-morrow maybe we’ll see, what {
you're good for.”

“] know how to work, mister,” said
Jim, as the farmer lent him a bhand at
climbing up to the seat beside him.

“You do, hey I’ returned Ben Dow-
den. * What made you run away,?” |

“How do you know I did run away !
asked Jim. as he settled himself on the
seat with a long sigh of relief.

“Oh I guessed it ! Didn’t you now "

“Yes sir, I did ?” said the boy almost |
fircely. :

“Was you workin’ fur anybody ?”

“Yes,sir, I was. But I'll never go
back, no, not if I .ie, first! So you
needn’t try to send.

“QOh, look here now ! Don’t get scured
'afore you're hurt ! said Farmer Dowden
soothingly. “We ain’t heathens out this-
a-way, nor boy-hunters, neither. Yon
keep cool till te-morrow, and then you
can tell us all about it. I reckon it'll be
real Christianity to jest let you do noth-
in’ but eat and sleep, to-uight. And ye
needn’t be afraid o’ nobody, while ye are
under old en Dowden’s roof. Go 'long,
Bob! Get up, Jerry ! Il's time we was to
howe, ole’ chaps !
with a slight shake of the reins over their
willing backs, they trotted off down the
road.
A few minutes’ ride brought thew to & |
comfortable farmhouse mnestled awong
great apple and chervy-trees, A prety
red calfl was gamboling in the yard, and a
couple of rosy-cheeked boys were lying
in the long grass shouting with laughter

Wal, where did youn

What’s your

#0 friendless aud alone, He had taken off

|

He had walked miles§he thought with- |

' know much about farmwork, either.”

- already

"hl appealed to the Volksraad to pass the |

“Mercy & Ben! Who is that 77
cried the little woman, lifting her hands
at the sight o1 the pale face and forlorn
figure.

“Rays h+’= nobody’s boy !’ Looks un-
common likeit, | must confess !”” chuckled
the farmer, **! found him up the road
here, "inos! starved.” ;

% Starved ! D .r! dear ! when our very
pigs have too much to eat !”” said the cozy
watron, “ Here, boy, come right in, and
get some supper | Here, you Billy ! Dick!
let that cal' alone, and run for a pail o’
water fur mother, right quick !”

The two youngsters playing in the grass
jaomped up, and came forward, casting
curious looks at Jim, :

“Never mind lhm, now !” cried the
little mother, marshaling the whole troop
before ber mio (le house, “Run for
the water, so we ¢.n have supper. He’s
a boy your father brought home, Dear!
dear ! to think of » poor child hungry in
this land o’ plenty ! There, boy, sit down
there,” and ehe brought forward a chair,
“and you sball have a wash and a good
fill directly !

In afew mromeunt: nore Jim found him-
self seated at the gencrous country table,
with a well-heap | ;late before him, and
beside it a huge glass of rich, creamy milk
—such milk he had never tasted before

That night he siept v a clean, comfort-
able bed, in a little room off the big kitchen
and the next morning awoke refreshed
and comforied.

After breakfast he told his story to his
vew friends.

It was only the old story of shame and
wrong, of the misery wrought by the
demon of the rum-bottle.

His father and mother were both dead.
His mother, when she dicd, left him to
the care of a cruel step-father, who wreak-
ed all the vengeance of his drunken fits
upon the helpless boy.

“ He kep’ a saloon, down by the river,”
said Jim, “and me and some more boys
used to wash bottles down cellar. He
beat us and starved us, and hardly give us
a rag to wear, He used to beat me to
make me drink. But [ promised mother,
afore she died, that [ would never touch
a drop, and I never will! 1’ll die first!
He said he’d peat me to death, that man
did, ef I didn’t diink. | expect he’d ‘a
done it-—there wasn’t noh  d - to take my
part, and so I couldn’c stan’ it, 1 jest
run awzy, bound to go where I could get
work and grow up a good, decent man.”

“ Wal, I kind o’ thivk you are tellin’
the truth,” said Faimer Dowden.

“ 'Tis the truth, every word of it,”” put
in Jim, firmly.

“I guess I’ll have to keep ye along a
spell,”” went on the good farmer. “ Mo-
ther and me’s been talkir’ it over, and
we sort o’ think—how would you like to |
stay here, aud live ’long ’o us, awhile P’

¢ Like it ? Oh, mister, ['d jest be the
happiest boy in the world if you’d let me!”
cried Jim. “Wouldn’t [ work? You jest
try me, and see! My! to live in a place
like this would be fine!”

The farmer laughed at the boy’s eager-
ness, and said :

““Wal, | need a handy boy round here, |
sometimes. These fellows,” yattiug the
curly heads of Dick and Billy, “are toe
small to be good for much, yet awhile,
without its mischief. 1 don’t’low you |

“ No, sir. But 1 can learn,” said Jim»
earnestly.

“ We’ll give you a try at it, anvhow, |
As long as you behave well, you con stay, |
and help rovnd fer your board and clothes |
uncil you're big enough to earn wages.”

“ All right, sir! | count um stayin’ a |
good, long while,” said Jim, feeling that
he was no longer a friendless, “nobody’s
boy.”

He did stay, and soon became uite a
heip on the farm. He loved the free,
fresh air, the green fields aud blovming
orchards ; he loved to feel the gentle
sheep, and frisky pigs and calves—indeed,
there was not a living creature on the
place that he did not love and treat kiod-
ly, therefore he made friends with them
all.

He is on the farm yet, growing up into
a useful, industrious, hounorable yeung
farmer. Ben Dowden did a noble deed
when .ﬁm\u one fiiendless boy, and :

i L

Kruger's ldea.
Pretoria, Feb, 26.—President Kruger

proposed law, placing the high court of |
the South African Repablic virtually uun-
der the Volksraad.

This the president declares, is necessary |

| bugler and courier.

Letter From Sallivan,

Cavnais, Me,, Feb, 24.—A friend of
Jno. E, Sullivan who resides in Calais re-
cently received this communication from
the condemned man now lanquishing in
Dorchester jail awaiting the sentence of
death on March 12: :

Dear FrieNp—There is no spot on
earth that is so lonely and none so cheer-
less as a prison cell. Away from all the
world with its busy hum and business
hustle is had enouyh but in a cell witk
granted prison deor and an outside door
which whewn closed, makes my room look
like a modern dungeon, is even worse
than & case of ordinary imprisonment.
And then again, I am not only incarcerat-
ed bere for a certain period of time with
hopes of rdgaining my liberty, but I am
here for a few days and 1 ean count the
hours when 1 will be iaken from here
and asked to say “good bye” to all the
world and then mount the scaffold and
die. Judge Hanington says so and the
order must be obeyed. 1 am as innocent
as & child unborn of the crime of murder,
but what does that matter ! The crown
wanted a victim and [ was the only avail.
able man. Concerning my trial, I have

only to say that if public opinion ever |
took a hand in a public prosecution it was |

in my particalar case. However, as [
write from behind these dark stone walls,
I only do #0 to let the public know that
Iam not satisfied with the manner in

which the eriminal law of Canada is ad- |

ministered in this country. I make this
complaint as one who has been tried and
found guilty of murder in the supreme
court of Westmorland county.

affairs Lut it will go down to future gen-

erations as a sort of protest against the |
mock trial system which is such a curse |

to our country at tie present time. I
have been asked by several newspapers of
|ate to give a short sketch of my life, which
I nowgladly do. I wasbornin Westmor-
land couuty in 1860, and when quite young
1 went to school to Mr. Friel, father of
Jas, Friel, barrister at Dorchester.

to say that I did not put my services to
any profitable nse. [ went to work in a
saw mill, after which I went on the I, C.
R. as a section man, but grew tired of
the business and again wert milling. I

soon took a notion to go railroading again |

and got employmeut as a brakeman, but
owing to the dull times I went to the
State of Maine, where [ worked for over
a year 1n the saw mills, but wanting to

see more of the world, I shipped on board |

the Anna S. Brown, then commanded by

Capt. McGrath, of St, Stepben. The Auna |
Brown was bound for Newark, N. J. |
When I reached my destination, I shipped |

in the Unitel States mavy 1n the ship
“ Boston ’’ and mde tw. voyages almost
around the world. When [ arrived in
New York I was sent on board of a tor-
pedo boat as deck hand, which posi-
tion I held for six months when

I was promoted to pilot on board the tor- |

pedo boat David Bushell, then a new boat
for the engineers. After sometime [ grew

tired of harbor life and just then the |
Apache Indians broke out and went on
the war path in Arizona, and | was seat

to Arizona with sowe others attached to

the 2pd cavalry, I being reserved as a |

I had quite a varied
experience and witnessed a great deal of
brutality ard genuine batchery. I stuck
to the cavalry ull the Indians were sub-
dued and returned to their respective

reservations. Then we were sent back to

' New*York, where I gave up the trumpet

and shipped on board of oue of the anchor
line boats runuing between New York
and England. 1 made two voyages, afier
which 1 shipped on a small steamier named

the “ Dundee ” running between Eungland |
the East Indies and China. I wade four |

voyages in her when I was taken ill wis
the fever and sent to the bospital. After
my recovery | returned to my home and

being advised by my paremts to reside in |

Canada | weat to work in the mills in
Wesimorland county and in Nova Scotia,
and have recommendations iu my posses
sion from all the firms with whow 1 bave
ever been employed. And now [ would
like to say that iu all wy ravels i the
different foreign countries where [ have
gone, 1 pever saw the inside of a prison
cell and was entirely unkuown to the offi-

{ cers of the law wuntil | was arrested at |

Calars, Me., on a charge of beiug tuplicat-
ed iu the Meadow Brook tragedy. Since
my arvest | have not asked for public

now. Mopeoven, I know that the whole
force ot public opinion has set in against

My com- |
plaint will not alter the present state of |

I got |
a common school education, but I regret |

sympathy nor have L any idea of dving so |

l was false but the crown officers allowed it
to go against me without being honest
enough to state that it was untrue. (Sul-
livan herc assails the testimony ot Steeves,
McKim and others.) The McKims, the
McAnns the Steeves’ and the Greens have

mony an innocent man goes to death, I
have not called upon anyone to svmpa-
thize with me and have tried to be a wman
of manly bearing during the hours of my
trial, but there comes a time in the history
of one who is in grief when their hearts
will despair, and when their courage will
ooze from them. Thatis my position at
the present time. I freely forgive all my
enemies and hope that Ged in his great
goodness will forgive them also.

scaffold on the charge of murder that is
false and has no foundation in fact or in
law, I feel sorry to leave behind me in
disgrace an aged father and a loving

of her erring son, My dear sisters whom
I love with all my heart will have to bear
all the disgrace that a vagabond brother
has brought upon them
keep my sisters and make them able to
bear the name of their brother without
And my poor

murmuring too much,

!

| mother !

| Weep, my poor mother weep,

| Let tears fall fast and free,

| They will help to ease your troubled heart
Of woe and agony.

| Weep for the loss of your son,

|  Whom you will see no more,

! He’s bound down in iron fetters strong,

, . : i

And bis heart with grief is sore,

I wish to thank the Springhill Tribune
| for its wany friendly refereucs to me and
[ candidly say that the Tribune was the
only newspaper pubiished in the Mari-

time provinces that attempted to be fair
I will now
Sincerely

in the discussion of my trial,
say good bye teo all the people.
yours,
JoHN E. SuLLIVAN,
Dorchester Jail.”
- s ~ @
Postmaster in Trouble,

Orrawa, Feb, 24.—A serious fraud on
the Post-Office Department, involving the
important question as to the efliciency of
' the checkiug system at headquarters, has
been discovered. Mr. C. N. Paquin, post-
master at St. Cuthbert, Que., has been In
the habit sinece last October of issuing
money orders payable to himself or his
| brother in Montreal and then drawing the
money out at the Montreal office. He
commenced with five or six hundred del-
| lars, and finally ran up to $3,100, which is
the amount he now owes, The discovery
was accidental. Mr, Chillas, assistant in-
spector at Three Rivers, was in the Mont-
real money order room one day when he

overheard a cleik say : ‘l have certified
to £2 000 from the one coffice.’
Mr. Chillas said : * What otfice V’

¢ St. Cuthbert.’

The reply was

* Where are they " exclaimed Mr. Cnil-

las.
¢ Just gone,” was the reply.
Mr. Chilias rushed to the bank and got

there as Mi:. Paguin was bhanding
woney orders to the teller. He seized
them as they were reached across the

| counter. No arcests have yet been made,

' though the matter is 1o the bhauds of the
Department of Justice. Paquin’s system

was t0 ralse mouey in this way from weexk
| to week, each week remitting to the de-
partment to cuver the previous week's
orders, but always being a week ahead and
always $2,100 behind. He Keeps a gen-
eral store and bhas properiy which 15 ex-
pct'u:d to be 1Uud for the amount of the
defaleation.  On oune occasion he used the
Lowseville office to draw un.

-l
A True " Ghost ” Story.

This is a true English ghost story of an
| unconventional kind. A young lady ar-
| ived late at night on a visit to a friend.
| She awoke in the darkness to find & white
| figure at the foot uf the bed. While she
| watched, the bedclothes were suddealy
| whisked off and the apparition vanished.
! After an anxious, not to say chully, uight,
| the visitor went down with little appeiite
' for breakfast. At table she was intro-

duced to a geutlewman, a very old friend of
the family, who had, she learaed, also
( been sleeping i the howse. He com-
| plained of the cold. ‘L hope you will
excuse we,” be said to the hostess, ‘but [
| found it so cold during the night that,
| knowing the room bext mine was unoc-

cupied, 1 took the liberty of going in and
| carrying off the bedclothes Yo sup lemicnt
' my own,” The room, as it bappened, was
| not unoccupied, but he never learned his

in view of the Dl‘O‘h‘Qll attewmpis of | me and that it wilitated against vie ak my ; mistake.—San Francisco * Argonaut,’

Cecil Rhodes to undermine the Repbblic.

The Chief Justice of the High Court
and his associate justices bave issued a
declaration, that the proposel law with

wial aud <ven the jadge who presided
over the court was prejudiced against we.
The daily press of Canada were both one

sided and uufair and did much to preju- |

its new oath would interfere with the 1n-
dependence of the court. '

dice public winds against me. The state-

! - -

Bob Fitzsimmons says he has had a
| dream that he is goiug tw whip Curbett,
He says he always has a dream when he
| is going to do his wan.

i ment made by Mrs, McAnu, of St, John, | K D € cures Dyspepsia.
i

told their stories anc upon their testi- |

I am |
callel upon to offer up my life on the

mother whose old heart is sore on account |

God bless and

MUNYONS

IMPIGVED HOMOEOPATHIC
I REWERIE S

POPULAR WITHd THE

} FPEOPLE BECAUNE
|

'THEY ACTINSTANILY

. Giving Relief From Suffaring After
the First Two or Three Days.

THEY CURE PROM >TLY

Even in the Most Obstinate and Ag-
gravated Cases Where All
Other Remeodies Have

Failed.

THEY CURE PERMANCTILY

. Thorouzhly Destroying Evcry Trace
of . Isease by Their Action
on the Kidneys,Liv-
er Blood and
Nerves.

THEY SAVE DOCTOR’'S BILLS

Muny« (rd i
r1be Nat i X ’
and 1€l Wha 1a
‘\l‘ﬁ "& 1 | i y
Physician—A Separate Cure
each Disease—Every Remedy Has
Plain Directions, so There Cun
No .\“-'akr‘—\"ul\i YUV All Dr 1218
25 Cents a Bottle—If You are
Doubt as to the Nature of You
case Consult Munyon,s Specialist:
Mr. John West, 1044 St, Lawrence Mai:
Montreal says “For years [ sufferc
from rheumatism which penetrated
whole system. During wet weather L
was often confined to the house a «
plete cripple. I was ireated in England
also here, by the best doctors and took
many so-called rheumatie cures, bu
did me no good. After using one ttle
of Munyon’s Rheumatism ‘Cure the pain

has absolutely disappeared. It has work

ed wonders for me. 1 cheerfully

mend it to all suafferers.
Munyon’s Rheumatism Cu
fails to lelieve in one to three hours, ar
cures in a few days. Price 25
." ¥ il € 3 L
res all forms ndigestion a
il tl _) 3 4]
Mu Coid ( I
uia and ks 4 { w
| & TN ¥
ars. Price 25
Muayon’s Cough ire stops 1zhs
nignt SWeals, allavs soreiiess,
y Lda .( %4
\l 194 L S N
weak m L =
Muny m 4%
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2 Wit
\‘ fohn L' enrand, i s iale,
M:. Johuson Murray, of West Brane
who have been 1n Bathurst 1 a

few months, have returned

Miss Cameron, of Kimzston spen
ing a few days with her friend Shereia
Doherty .

M:. James Tharrett is home m -
lumber woods.

Miss Bell Hudson s in Main River ak
present.

Mrs. David Cochrane broke her arm

by slipping on the ice a few weeks age
M. H. A, Meek, preaghed 1n the hall
Tuesday night.
Mr. and Mrs. Charles McDonald
sunday  Kouchibouguac.

spend

'he Misses Beers bave gone to Boston
for the winter

Miss Jessie Mitchell sstill in Kingstou.

Miss Minuie Mitchell who bhas been n
Amberst for the past few months,
pected home shortly.

IS 8k~

R. N's trip west has not materialized,
Dick & DRivHONY,
-*-

K D Cis marked prompt and last ng
in it effects.




