
bs 
$ 

But no door opened to let her in; 

“You know him, madam 1” 

~ “No,chno! And that was his present | or four, together. 

to the bride, I ruppose! For a farmer, 

“John Cirew knows a gool thing” 
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The Best, Surest, Safest, 

Quickest Route by which 
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THE REVIEW. 
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to the homes of all the 

pecple, and most lirect 

line to the pocketbooks of 

( { pe every'vhere. 
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“TWO SINNERS, 

There was a man it was said one Time, 
Who went astray in his useful prime, 

Can the brain keep cool and the heart 
keep quiet 

When the blood is a river that’s running 
riot? . 

And the boys will be boys, the old folks 

say, 
And a man’s the better who’s had his 

day. 

The sinner reformed, and the preacher 

toid 
Of the prodigal son who came back to the 

fold. 
And the Christian people threw open the 

J 
door 

With a warmer welcome than ever before, 

Wealth and honor were his to command, 

And a spotless woman gave him her hand, 

And the world strewed their pathway with 
flowers-a-bloom, 

Crying, “God bless lady and God bless 

groom!”’ 

There was a maiden went astray, 

In the golden dawn of life’s young day. 

She had more passion and heart than 

head, 
And she followed blindly where fond love 

led 
And love unchecked is a dangerous guide, 

To wander at will by a fair girl's side. 

The woman repented and turned from 

her sin, » 

‘The preacher prayed that she might be 
forgiven, 

But told her to look for mercy in heaven. 

For this is the law of the earth we know, 

That the woman is scorned, while the man 

may go, 
A brave man wedded her, after all, 

But the world said frowning, “We shall 

—ELLA WHEELER WILCOX, 

JOHN CAREWS CHRISTMAS 

[CANADIAN MAGAZINE. 

John paused for a moment, ere he en- 

tered the shop, to look in the glittering 

window where the shopmen had displaved 

their most alluring wares, a wealth of 

gleaming silver and gold and blazing 

jewels, all dazzlingly brilliant in the glare | 

of electric light, It occurred to John, 

with an accompanying sensation of pad- 

onable pride, that there was notking in 

all the window’s array more beautiful or 

calculated to please a woman than the, were doubtless decorating with evergreen 

masterpiece of the jewelers art which he 

had ordered. : 

Le proprietor came smilingly forward 

wher he saw John's tall figure enter. 

It’s quite finished, Mr. Carew,” he said 

briskly ; and burried away to return with 

a small satin-lined case which he opened 

for John's inspection. 

“The neatest thing, Mr, Carew, my 

men have turned out this season!” and 

the jeweler daintily held John’s purchase 

in mid-air between his finger and thumb 

and flashed its beauty in tbe light. 

Ia was certainly a lovely thing, and 

wholld look lovelicr at Mabel’s fair throat, 

It was a star-shaped 

brooch of pearls and diamonds, The 

jeweler placed it back in the case, and 

John walked down to the office and paid 

the price, conscious that he was being fol- 

lowed by the gaze of a handsome woman 

John. thought. 

who had stood at Lis elbow, 

“ A country lover 1" she said carelessly 

to the jeweler us John passed out, 

“The shrewdest young farmer in the 

county,” returned the shopkeeper. 

“ Able to give his check on the bank at 

any moment for ten thousand, He's to 

be married to-morrow, 
name, Jokn Carew, of Dutton,” 

“Ah!” murmured the lady. 

aid the jeweler affably, returning his 

(uestioner’s easy smile. 

“And he’s marrying some city girl, I 

suppose! Isn't that generally the way 

with these well-to-do young farmers 7” 

“ Not this time !”” said the jeweler, with 

a shrewd smile, “John Carew’s too sen- 

sible for that, He wants a good practical 

girl with just enough sentiment, I dare- 

say, to make his house a home. She’s 

Miss Mabel Moore, the daughter of a well | 

to-do neighbouring farmer, and quite a 

beauty, too.” 
“1 see,” said the handsome woman, 

“Mr, Carew is a practical lover as well as 

a practical farmer. Let us hope he may 

be as successful in love as he has been at 

farming.” Then she swept out of’ the 

store with a dazzling smile, the jeweler 

following her fine figure with keen and 

curious eyes, 
“ Handsome woman !”’ he said half- 

aloud, as he closed the door, “Stranger, 

too. Wonder who she is ?”’ 
Meantime John Carew was striding 

down the street, eager for home. His 

mare was in readiness between the shafts 

of the light cutter when he reached the 

livery, and apparently eager for Lome 

too. The prospective bridegroom had one 

more call to make, the tailor’s, where he 
got the parcel that contained his wedding 

suit, and then he turned the mare’s head 

toward Dutton, eight miles away. 

It was Christmas eve, and a fine, frosty, 

starlit night, and as the mare swung stead- 

ily along over the hard, white road, John 

settled himself in his big, comfortable coat 

and thought of Mabel, 

He hoped she would like her present ; 

and be hoped she would be happy as his 

wife. Certainly, loving her as he did, and 

as he had always loved her ever since they 

were boy and girl at the villuge school to- 

gether, he would do his best to make her 

happy. She had not looked very bright 

during the past week or two, John reflect- | 

ed ; but that had been due, he shrewdly 

concluded, to the worry incidental to the 

preparations for her wedding day. A 

woman had not the stoical nature of a 

man in such matters, John thought, Her 

sensitive organization would subject her, 

he vaguely surmised, to many strange and 

serious reflections upon the responsibilities 

she was about to assume, and of the fu- 

ture. And feeling this, aud knowing how 

very sensitive and different from other 

girls she was, John determined that he 

must be and would be very tender to- 

ward his Mabel. 

Presently a cutter went by kim swiftly. 

and John caught a glimpse of the faces of 

two men. He half turned to look back, 

thinking he had recognized one of the: 

faces. The lights of Dutton gleamed 

rosily in the valley below him at last, and 

in the centre of the dim, snow-clad coun- 

try beyond he could discern the lights 

upon his farm ; the finest farm, he proud- 

ly reflected as he thought of Mabel, in, the 

whole township, and without a peer in the 

county, and with the finest house upon it 

you could find in all Dutton, where Mabel 

would begin her reign to-morrow as Mrs. 

John Carew! And over there, to the left 

was Mabel’s ; that big house where so 

many windows were lighted up, and where 

everybody was so busy, He was a man 

of much consequence there to-night, John 

reflected, with a little smile that was half- 

humorous and half-tender. 

The brick church was lighted up and 

John drew in his fleet-footed mare at the 

gate, The girls and the young minister 

for next day ; and he might find Mabel 

there, too, even if was her wedding-eve ; 

for she had always been a prime mover in 

such affairs, and even latterly had been 

the young minister's right bower—to use 

a most nnfelicitous phrase—in the musi- 

cal and other preparaticns for the Christ- 

mas services, 

The church was dark at the entrance 

end, and John stood there a moment 

shading his eyes to see if Mabel was one of 

the group of girls who stood talking near 

the organ. Then he heard Mabel’s name ; 

but as he walked up the aisle and into the 

light the girls stopped talking abruptly, 

and glanced at him so strangely that he 

felt there must be something amiss. 

* Was Mabel here 2? he asked, looking 

keenly from one to the other. 

=. 8he’s gone home,” answered one of 

the girls in a diffident tone, and glancing 

at the other girls as if imvitiug them to 

“But what?” interrupted John im- 

patiently. “What 4s the matter, if it 

isn’t Mabel! Where's Mr. Ellerby 1” 

“Then you haven’t heard 7’ chorused 

the girls together. “ We thought all the 

place would know of it by this time !” 

“How could it, if you have all been 

here 1’ said John drily. ‘I’ve heard 

nothing. I’ve just come from town.” 

“ Well, it’s just this, John,” said the 

brisk little woman, speaking up again, 

“ The minister is in some trouble, and 

he’s gone off to town without a word to 

any of us.” 
“In some trouble?” echoed John, 

“ What trouble can /e be in 7” 
“ Well, we think,” began one of the 

girls, who was dying to tell John what she 

thought, but the little woman interrupted 

her, 
“We don’t think anything at all, be- 

cause we don’t know anything about it! 
But ¢omeone drove ont from town, John, | 
with a letter for the minister, and when 

he read it—we were all working here to- 

gether—he got as white as a sheet ; and | 

then, without a word, went off with the | 

the man who had brought the letter, and 

they drove away together ; and that’s the 

last we’ve seen of him. Didn’t you meet | 

him, John 7” 
“I thought I knew the face,” said John, | 

state of affairs!” 

“ And then, you know,” cried the girl, | 

who couldn’t hold her tongue, “ and then 

poor Mabel went off into a dead faint.” 

for the young minister, John felt that, as 

mah instinctively likes another without 

to be honourable—and a man | 
Perhaps, John concluded, the young | 

minister was in love and his love had not | 

run smoothly, which would certainly ac- | 
count for his gloomy and abstracted man- | 

ner of late. Whatever this trouble of the | 
young minister's was, whatever the con- | 
tents were of the mysterious letter which 

had caused their young pastor to turn | 

deadly pale and hurry away with no ex- 
planatory word, John felt eager to extend 
a helping band if in his power. More- 

over, he felt that such action on his part 

would please Mabel ; and with this idea 

uppermost in his mind, John encouraged 

his mare with a cheery word to quicken 

her pace over the mile or so of frosty road 

that yct lay between them and the Grand 
Hotel. 

Of course it was none of his business, 

John decided. But apart from his liking 

a warden of the church, he had a right to 

extend his hand ; besides he had a per- 
sonal interest in Ellerby’s welfare, since 
he was to perform the ceremony no the | 

morrow which would make Mabel Mrs 
John Carew, And there must be no bar- 

rier to the smoothness of that ceremony. 
It must be a joyful and doubly -memor- 

| 
| 

| 

| 
| 

| 
| 

sacred importance of a wedding inter- | 

mingled with the celebration of Christmas | 

Day ; and Christmas Day at the Moore | 

homestead, John ri called with a smile, | 

“Why can’t you keep quiet 7" cried the | 

elder woman sharply. “The poor girl] 

was 50 unstrung with all the excitement | 
she has had that a thing like that would | 

‘be sure to upset her. You needn’t look 

so grave, John, the girl’s all right. But 

you'd better go over and see her, It will 

do her good.” 
John pulled on his gloves. “I'll have 

to find Ellerby,"” he said, “and see what 

the trouble is, Didn’t he even say when 

he would be back { Haven’t you any idea 

where he went 7 W hat’s this 7” and John 

stooped and picked a crumpled piece of 

papet from the littered floor. 
“ Why, it must be the envelope the let- 

ter was in!” cried the girls, crowding 

round him. 
“It’s a woman’s hand,” said John, sur- 

veying the bold writing of the address. 

“And it’s a Grand Hotel envelope, you 

see. Perhaps the person who wrote it is 

stopping at the Grand Hotel, and I'll find 

the minister there.” And John put the 

envelope in his pocket. . 

“Mr. Ellerby was very strange and 
quiet all day,” said the girl who was dy- 

ing to air her view of the situation. “He 

seemed preoccupied, as if his thoughts 

were quite apart from his work.” 

“He should get married,” said John, 

smiling round. “That new parsonage 

wants a woman in it to make it fit for a 

man to live in.” And he strode off, leav- 

ing the women glancing curiously at one 

arfother at his words. 

father-in-law’. Mrs Moore met him in 

the hall. 

John drove over to his prospective 

was an event to be remembered, 

When he reached the hotel he ran a 

quick but keen glance over the register. 

The entry, “Mrs, Julian Wall, Buffalo.” 
' among the arrivals of the day, caught nis 

eye almost instantly. The writing of the 

entry was ideniical with that of the ad- 

dress upon the envelope which the young 

minister had let fall in the church, 

Mrs. Julian Wall’s room was nomber 

109, second floor. 

John discovered that Room 109 was at 

the extreme end of a wing corridor. He 

did not know what he was to do, having 
bad in his mind, so far, the single idea of 
tracing the young minister. But as he 
walked dewn the heavily-carpeted cor- | 

| nidor, his light, easy step making his pro- | 
gress almost noiseless, a certain word | 

spoken in a woman’s clear voice made | 
him start and pause, and determined his | 

course of action, 
“ Mabel !” 
Then through the open, gas-lit fan-light 

of Room 109 came another voice, that of 

the young minister, followed by derisive | 

laughter, The door of the room facing | 
109 was slightly open. John slipped in 
there, and saw at a keen glance that the 

room was untenanted, For safety he 
turned the key ; and then, by the light 
from the street, placed a small table | 
against the door He climbad upon this | 
opened the fanlight, and being six feet | 

high found he could look directly across | 
into Room 109. ‘ | 

| The young minister was pacing up and | 
| down the room, his hands locked behind | 

“Well 7” she queried, as if expecting 

news. 
“ How’s Mabel ?” said John, looking be- 

yond, as if expecting to see his betrothed. 

“She’s lying down. Idon’t understand 

doesn’t seem ill. I think she’s just tired. 

They drove her over from the chureh, but, 

of course, you were in there and they told 

John 7” 

“1 don’t know,” said John, “but I'm 

going back to town to see. He seems to 

have got unpleasant mews. 1 expect it 

that upset Mabel You dou’t think,” he 

added. with a keen and anxious glance, 

“that she’s ill ?” 

“ Nonsense !” 

mother, “Tl call her.” 

“ No, she mustn’t be disturbed. I'll 

come right in as soon as I get back ; and 

if I can bring the minister with me, or 

her good. You can tell her I've gone.” 

“ Certainly,” thought Jobr, as bis sturdy 

mare sped along toward town once more, 

“certainly the young minister should 

marry some winsome lass like Mabel,” 

though John felt there could be no other 

lass in all the world Jike his Mabel. This 

dark-eyed, pale: faced young clergyman, 

speak. 

there 1” 

John Carew’s his | John broke in with ; 
“ HE ) : ¢ Ng Joh so nh ' ; ‘ 
What is it? It’s not Mabel, surely 1 over lonely rouds into neighbouring par- | a: 0) 00 corton Sn gl SIA 

He was a sombre 
Is she ill 17 

“ That is—"' 

“ Don't be silly, gitls!” hoke in aan extreme degree. 

brisk jitte woman. * Don’t fiighten the | him, with all his sombre ; 

man. No, John, Mabel’s all right, but—"" | air ; had liked him from the fist, as one | mond * and you will always have si cess. 

ter for having a wife, some sympathetic 

| over books and too much long driving 

' ishes, John thought, 

exclaimed Mabel’s | 

who had come to them only a few months | 

“ What's the matter?’ said John | since, but who had, nevertheless, in that One Shahans dyes two pounds of sulk. oF 

head, sat Mrs, Julian Wall, the handsome 
woman who had stood at John’s elbow at 

the jeweler’s. 

at the pair. 
“And so you are in love with this 

country beauty, ¢h ?”’ said the woman in 

you. What's all this abut the minister, the chair. Her tones were incisive and | 

' clear, and reached John’s alert hearing 

| distinctly. “Oh, you needn’t look cross, 

‘my dear boy! I guessed that by your 

face directly I mentioned her name. You 

was the shock, with all this excitement, see, I haven’t lost any of my former sharp- 

ness, have I? And she is to be married 

to-morrow ? How tragic!” 
The young minister paused abruptly. 

(10 BE CONTINUED.) 
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"A RICH. FULL COLOR 

everything is all right, the news will do | J. oo Ss Siaains Be. of Sin] diefud.onre. gives, 

Most Fashionable and Mest 

Useful Colors, 

| Millions of packages of this wonderfully 
rich and popular color are sold every 

year, 

Fast Diamond Dye Cardinal is noted for 
its stzgngth, fastness and beauty of color. 

“ 3 : J te bas : > : 
brusquely, There's nothing wrong, is | time won their regard, would be the bet Sk Genk anode n Mandand shade thes will 

never wash out, It colorsover, with grand 
“I i ia » : | little w os AGE a © bricht. | 

| m afraid there is, John, said an | little woman to share his work and right a Es ion maaan
. 

other girl ; and she was going on, but | en his life. There was too wuch poring | The Fa t Diamond Dye Cardinal for 

dyeing cotton and mixed goods is the only 

that is fast to light and soap. Oue package 
“ i) LHL Son Di . Rk & late ; ; 
No, it’s not Mabel !" exclaimed three | fellow, the young clergyman ; and of late | =p fast and Gah Taadibel om 

had appeared melancholy and reticent t0 | one pound of cotton or mixed goods 

And vet John liked | 
face and brooding | or s)ap grease dyes, Ask for the © Dia- 

Be not deceived with crude imitstions 

him, his eyes upon the carpet ; and loung- | 

‘ing in an easy chair, her arms above her 

“ Listeners never hear good of them- | 

what’s the matter with ber, because she | selves,” thought John, grimly, as he gazed | 

wan fwiveively likes swore vito: IEREE GREAT MEN. HE MAKES ARTIFICAL MILK WIT 

REAL CREAM ON IT. 

Ww. J. Cook, of Chi ago, “AVR he can 

| make artifical milk. He does this by 

Representatives of Three 

Great Nations. 

ONE OF THEM DEVISED 

PAINE'S CELERY COMPOUND 
| ther makes the startling 

A Med'cine That ls The Wonder of 

The Age, 

THE ABLEST MEDICAL MEN RECOM. 

MEND IT. 

Make People Well When Other Pre- 

scriptions Fail, 

Tkree men have done a mighty work 

for the profession of medicine, and they 

will ever be remembered as true benefac- 

tors of the human race, 

Right Honorable Lord Lister, President 
of the Royal Society, Professor Edward E. 

Phelps, M. D_, of Dartmouth College, and 

“hut I wasn’t sure, Well, this is a vice | able date, this twenty-fifth December ; the Professor Charles Richet, of the University 

of Paris, are men that have lived to bene- 

fit mankind. 

Professor Edward E. Phelps, who gave 

the world his famous Paine’s Celery Com- | 

pound, has gone to his well earned reward, 

bat his great medicine still saves men and 

women every day. Thousands live to day 

who owe life, health and vigor to Paine’s 

Celery Compound, the mighty disease 

banisher. The weak, nervous, sleepless, 

rheamatie, neuralgic, dysyeptic and con- 

stipated are soon made hale and vigorous, 

and tne deadly dangers of liver and kid. | 

ney troubles are quickly dissipated. 
There is now zo necessity for continuing 

in agony and danger when such arescuing 

agent as Paine’s Celery Compound is held 

out to sufferers. Paine’s Celery Com- 

pound assuredly cures ; its thousands of 
magnificent testimonials in the past are 
sufficient proof. Have you tried it? 
I — 

SEEING THE EDITOR. 

The office boy, who was also guardian 

of the gate of the Occidentalist, was san- 
ning himself lazily in front of the office 

when a rough looking citizen with his 

pantaloons in his boots and a gun in kis 

coat tail pocket, approached the port- 

cullis. 
‘Can I see the editor?” he asked in a 

voice that sounded like a brass drum out 

of tune, 

‘Do you want him to see you? asked 

the guardian significantly. 
‘I don’t care if he does or not, so long’s 

I can see him. 
This did not strike the guardian propi- 

tiously. 
*What do you want to see him about? 

he asked on another tack. 
‘About four minutes and a half.” was 

| the rather equivocal reply. 

| “Is it personal?’ inquired the boy disre- 

| garding the ancient form of witticism in 

the answer. 

| ‘Yes. 
| ‘What, to lick him? 

‘No; want to pay my subscription fer 

| last year and the year to come.’ 

\ ~The boy jumped up; he badn’t moved 

previously. 
Walk right in,” he said, shoving the 

| door open; ‘walk right in; but say, mister, 

| don’t spring it on him sudden; he aint 

| used to it and something might happen.’ 
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Heart Rescue in 30 Minutes 

after mementarily expecting for years that 

death might snap the vital chord at any 

minute. This is the story thousands 

could tell and have told of the almost 

Divine formula, Dr. Agnew’s Cure for the 

| Heart. Every day chronicles for taking 

| away of many who have not heeded ra- 

ture’s warnings that the heart was tired 

out and needed the helping that this won- 

Heart disorders are 

Don't trifle. This great re- 

Sold 

{ 

insidious. 
' medy attacks the disease instantly. 

by W. W, Short. 
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THE CAPTAIN BRENNAN APPEAL 

CASE. 

The argument in the Capt. Brennan ap- 
peal from the conviction for keeping 

liquor for sale on the steamer May Queen, 

at Chioman, Queens Co., was heard by 

Judge Forbes in St. John Friday fore- 

noon. J. R. Dunn supported the appeal 

and J. W. McCready contra 

was given in favor of Capt. 

Judgement 

Bren: an. 

This gives the tewperance people the costs 

to par in the suit which will not be a 

very small matter. 
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CASTOILY.A. 
Tho fao- : 

simile ar “" 0 
gigaature 

every 

| "8 TLRs ii 

means of acombination of chemicals, The 

product is raid to look like milk, to taste 

like it, aud to have the nutritive qualities 

of the genuine article, Besides penetra. 

ting the mysteries of the lacteal fluid 

which has for so many centuries nurtured 

man in the infant stage, Mr. Cook fure 

tatement that 

cows were never intended by the divine 

economy to milk producers; but merely 

beasts of burden. 

Hyde Park and Englewood residents 

have tested Mr Cook’s artificial milk, 

have compared it with cow’s milk, and 

they all pronounce it a very superior ar- 

ticle. Member of the Labor Exchange 1n 

Englewood gave Mr. Cook a rtun- 

ity to prove that he knew what he was 

} talking about. Mr. Cook brought along 

a five gallon can, and gave each person a 

glass of his milk. He sent out for an 

equal guantity of natural mK, very 

body seemed to like » kind that Mr, 

Cook provided, and all agr at f 

cow had a dangerous rival, 

Mr. Cook now performed a wonderful 

experiment, He sent down stairs for two 

glasses of milk. In one was the natural 

staple, and the other contained the com- 

position, They were permitted to stand 

in an ice-box, and were produced after a 

stipulated time. It was found that the 

artifical milk had twice the amount f 

cream on its surface possessed by the 

quality provided by natural means alter 

passing through the mysteries of the diary, 

— New York Journal, Sunday, Nov. 21st, 

1897. 
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CANCER CAN BEOCURED 

Cancer is the severest known form of 

blood disease. BuRrRDOCK BLooD BITTERS 

is the most powerful blood wmecicine 

known. It cares cancer and all shin dis- 

eases, Proof: “My husband had two can- 

cers taked off his face, and another was 

coming on his lip He took two bottles 

| of Burpock Broon BrrTers and it disap- 

peared. I know this medicine is an ex- 

cellent blood purifier.” Mgrs. Wu, KIRBY 

Akron, Erie Co., New York. 
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UNITED STATES PATENTS. 

AN IMPORTANT LAW WHICH TAKES EFFECT 

ON NEW YEAR'S DAY. 

Communication of Messrs, Marson & Marion, 

The patent office expects to do a rush. 

ing foreigh patent business during the 
month which opens to-day owing to the 

fact that che patent law passed at’ the 

hands of the Cleveland administration 

takes effect on New Year's day. Hereto- 

fore it has been customary for American 

manufacturers wishing to engage in the 

manufacture of some new articles to have 

| an examination of all American patents 

until they find some attractivs device. 

After the present month, however, they 

will be able to select for manufacturers 

any foreign patent that has not been pat- 

ented in this country. These ideas and 

inventions they can use without payment 

of any kind to the inventer, inasmuch as 

the foreign patent does not cover Amer:- 

can rights, After 1st January, no patent 

can be obtained in America for any inven- 

tions patented in a foreigd country, save 

where the foreign application is of very 

recent Jate, Hence, the present holders 

of foreign patents who desire to realize 

their invention, will have to file their 

claims within the next four weeks, other- 

wise they will become public property on 

this side of the water, 

EERE + 2 

POINTED PARAGRAPHS, 

People who are too flesh are apt to get 

| in a pickle. 

When marriage is not a success divorce 

18 1ts successor, 

Corners are as difficult to get in a street 

car as in the market. 

A man would rather win $1 on a wager 

than earn $5 at honest labor, 

Probably the reason football 1s so popu- 

lar is because the punishment fits the 

crime, 

All men are born equal, but some of 

them manage to become football players 

later on. 

What is said to some people seems 
+ +] 

11 at one eal and out at the ther, 

Probabiv there 1s nothing between Lo si 

- aor « 

CROOTS DEATH ACCIDENTAL. 

Loxpox, Dec. 11.—The coroner’s jury 

returned a verdict of accidental deatn this 

+} - . ’ y Wal : * 
morniag in the inquest on Walter Croot 

3 

>» 
: 3 +} 1 he +} 1 » 

killed in the ficht with Jimmy Barry on 
he AY ] 1 . ’ 1 
18. Aedlical testimony sala MAL 
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