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THE HEROES CHANCE. 

There's a cottage Lid 'v roses 
Iv & garden bright and fair, 
Aud on a summer evening, 
Dear friends are gathered thers; 
The children with their pratile 
A merry langh do cause, 
Avpd then some childish nonsense, 
Doth from parents gain applause, 

Oue dav jist after business, 
A friend ihe father met; 
Who througa euireats ard promises, 

Out to the tavern set; 
A «einl glass was handed round, 
The father drank hat one, 
But Oh, he little thought that night 
That ruin had begun, 

A woman through the crowded street, 
Iv poverty and sin, 
Passes the pavers keepers door, 
She turns and walks straight in; 
Her husband s:ands beside the bar, 
A goblet in his hand; 
He drinks his death with maby there, 
The lowest in the land, 

The woman leaves the tavern door, 
Aovd to her home she goes; 
She hears her children beg for bread, 
And from her eve there flows 
A tear, tis all she has to give 
For him whose cruel arm 
Had left the bruises 
That she took 
To save her babes from harm. 

Oh fathers who hold daughters dear, 
Rise up, put down the drink; 
And brothers let your sisters not, 
Into such misery sink; 
And if you wish a heroe’s grave, 
To be your future lot, 
Die fighting for the temperance cause 
Ne’er’ll be your werk forgot. 

Maceie E. Frases. 
ewe 

MAID MATTIE. 

(New York Times.) 

There was always a profusion of old. 
fashioned blossoms in the garden that 

sloped from the little white house to the 
water's edge. My early recollection of it 

is of a spot where the sun shone more 
brightly than The ming.ed 

scents of the flowers and the salt sea are 

as fresh and sweet as the storv that was 

enac’'ed here years ago, 

Mattie was maid to Miss Priscilla and 

her sister, Miss Miriam, who dwelt in the 
cottage then. When little more than a 
child she was “taken home” by the two 
elderly epinsters, who dealt most kindly 

by the orphan from that day. 
The Misses Lorimer were spoken of as 

“very genteel ladies,” although their au- 

tecedents were unknown, They had set. 

tled in the fishing hamlet whem both were 
still comparatively young, but they had 
always maintained » marked reserve, and 
bad mixed little with the inhabitants, 

On the day Mattie learned something of 
the past and realized fully the precarious 
future of her old ladies, life became an 

astoundicg, but above all, a stern reality 
to ber. A letter came that morving ad- 

dressed in a strange hand to Miss Lorimer. 

elsewhere, 

The postmark was “Loudon” —that far-off 
. place sssociated m Mattie’s mind with 
pavements of gold and the palatial homer 

of wealthy lankers—it was there the 

banker lived who was own brother to the 

Misses Lorimer, 

Mattie handed the letter to Miss Pris- 

cilla where she sat at the head of the fra. 

gal but dainty breakfast table, and left the 

room. The door was all bat closed when 

she heard her mistress cry. 

“He dead, Miriam! 

George is dead! 
The distress in the voice she Joved held 

Mattie, 

“What!” cried Miss Miriam. 

it is pot possible. The debt! 

pot call him home before his work was 

is Ob, Miriam, 
” 

“No, no, 
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licre seews to be a little over—enough to 

do our turn.” 
“Thank God!” 
It was at this moment the little maid 

sutside the door burst into uncontrollable 
weeping, and the elder of the sisters rose 

from ner place and followed her to the 

kitchen, 

Through her tears the girl saw how Miss 

Priscilla’s expression altered when alone 

with ber—it had turned to one of blank 

d -spair, 
“Mattie,” she whispered, “I must tell 

somebody, or it will be ton much for me, 
| bad to spare poor Miriam, but that was 

a falsehood I told her.” 
“You may call it that, ma'am! | 

don’t,” and Mattie set her lips in a deter 
mined way she had, while a look of lov- 

ing admiration shone through her tears, 

“I'm afraid you don’t understand, Mat. 
tie,” continued Miss Priscilla, speaking 
with painful effort. “My sister and 1 

will be hard put to it now not to starve. 

My brother is dead. We have nothing to 
depend on for a living—nothing and no- 

body.” 

“You’ve me,” gtioth Mattie brusquely 
“We’ll not be able to afford a servant 

now, Mattie,” said the old lady very sor- 

rowfully, 
“You'll have & servant, Mise Priscilla, 

as long as I've a pair of hands to.do your 

work.” 
And for no reasoning of Miss Priscilla’s 

would Mattie budge an inch from her de. 

cision, 

Miss Lorimer had a feeble constitution, 

and the shock of her brother's sudden 
death made a chronicinvalid of her, Miss 

Minam was almost as helpless in her way 
and it is bard to tell what would have be. 

come of the sisters had it not been for 
Mattie. She was their sole support, but 
the remarkable thing is that nobody knew 

it except poor old Miss Priscilla herself. 
The gir] guarded her mistresees® pride ac 

carefully as if it were her own. 
As soon as possible Mattie started the 

various small iudustries by which she 

managed to keep the pot boiling for three. 
lhe little white house belonged to the 

and that lessened her difficultier 

<omewhat; still it was no light task she 

had undertaken. She was at work early 

and late, and was withal the cheeriest lit 

tle woman you would meet In a day's 

march, 

To the villagers who quizzed her about 
her industry and her earnings she declared 

she was “laying by” for her “providing” 
— the was not minded to be a portionles 

hride. 

Her visits to the neighboring town with 

supplies of fruit and vegetables for th 
market had set the gossips agog, and they 
had many dark biots tc make regarding, 

her honesty. When the girl invaded their 
own ground, however, and began to buy 

and retail the creels of fish, the sight of 

her depravity could no longer be endured, 
and they weut in a deputation to inform 

and caution the old ladies, 
The only bad effect of the ignoraut iu. 

terferences of these busybodies was to 

make Miss Miriam more intolerant in 

private of “Mattie’s eccentricities” and » 

little suspicious that the girl was greedy. 
Mattie’s indefatigable energy became « 
source of irritation to the delicate old 

mail who had not the key to it. and poor 
Miss Priscilla’s office of mediator was nos 

always a sinecure. But they seldom guar 
relled outright, for Mattie rarely forgo 

that Mis Miriam had been “kept in th 

sisters, 

dark.” and, besides, she had a tactful wa 

with her. Scenes like the following wer 

' of frequent occurrence, however, 
| Mattie’s bright face would look round 

the sitting room door of a morning. *“O', 
Miss Miriam, if you're not too busy woul. 

| you mind plucking a few young peas? | 

dope!” 

“Ris work is done, The last of the 

debt was cleared a week ago,” Miss Pris. 

cilla answered with a forced calm tha: 

burt the listener more than her poignant 

cry. The letter rustled in the old lady’s | 

trembling fingers with the sound of | 

sutnmn leaves mn the wintry wid, and | 

Miss Miriam's low moaning intensified the | 
| 1am’s belief that she has the poetic gift, iar | » 

¢ Fert of sudden ~torm and disaster. 

“George gone, George gone—aud he the 

wust finish the washing, but I would lik. 

to take them to the market to-day 

| They're scarce.” 

Miss Miriam would continue to nibh'e 

the end ef her quill pen reflectively, 
‘She is seated at ber desk; it is Miss Mir 

and ber time is much occupied in its exer. 

cise ) 

“It’s such a lovely morning,” 

| tie, persuasively, 

| means moments! | 

But you have no tact, no consideration, | 

vou will never learn, Mattie!” cries the 

“Dear, dear! if you only knew what 1 

to be disturbed at such 

| lady, pettishly, 

Voungest, We have nobody now, What 

will become of u-{’ Fear made the last | 

words faint, 

“We have God,” said Priscilla. 

“You do not RAY, ‘Our Father!” Mir. 

iam ’s voice had hardeved strangely. 

“Don’t sister, don’t!” cried the elder 

guickly. “Your bitterness gives him an. 

other wrong to answer for at the last 

jadgment—and he has sarely enough.” 

“Poor fath-r! 

A sorrowful silence tell on 

the 

You are right, ister.” 

the sunny 

which faced room, windows uf 

south and the sea. 

The thoughts of the sisters were incow- 

wmanicabie even to each other 

“We have pot seen Geopge for 25 

years,” Miriam remarked after a time 

“Ay, be grudged the expense of the loig 

Priscilla's velce 

They would nu. 

J rurney —dear laddie!” 

broke 1a a dey avl, 
esters had shed a tear. 
wourn too grievously the brother whose 

life had been so noble in their eyes iv ite 
stern devotion to a high ideal of recti- 

tude. Besides, they haa known a worse 

sorrow than such a death as George Lori- 
wer's could bring. 

“I"m so sorry, ma'am, but the peas will 

so suon be past their best, and » 

“The peas, indeed! And what of my 

ideas? 1f I do not pluck them when they 

| are ripe, they wither, also.” 
thie | 

“Bat th uk of the price they'll fetch!™ 

cries the maid, her mind upon the peas. 

“What does the lawyer say about— | 
about his circumstavces!” It was Mitiam 

who put the anxious question She wae 

one of those timid women who live in 

constant f-ar of destitu lwp—they who are 

instinctively comscious, poor things, of 

their incapacity. 
“He hal a decent barial sad—aud 

{ trom the do-r. 

“Ihe price! Thank geodness, I have 

uever put my gift to base uses—and neve: 

Mattie, it grieves me to see you be- 

coming so, mercenary. I do not think | 

cal pr eld afford time for the peas thi: 

wii}! 

morn ing.” 

“Dear Miss Miriam, not if I tell you | 

want the woney to buy a chicken for Miss 
Priscilla? She e joyed the last so wuch. 

I assure you, 1's rot for myself this 

time.” 

“That alters th- Cer- 

tainly, certainly, w+ 

f a Priccilla.” The 

lier cap straight a.d Lan. 

tentediy th 

It was during 1b 

case entirely. 

must get a chicken 

the good lady 

- her way 

sels 

cob 

sutuy gardes. 

one, #8 luck would have it—that Ma. i 

had her darkest = rugyele to keep the wool: 

She had not yet started 

the Little poultry farm which yielded her 

says Mat. | 

e first winter—a severe 
qulited. 

a tolerable income later on. The Tlie 

was empty, save for the small household 

supply of winter potatoes. Fruits, flowers 

and vegetables were no longer available, 

and the sailings and catches of the fishing 

ficet were mostfirregular. In spite of the 

girls efforts to earn enough by her needle, 

the pinch of want was felt in the little 

home. It was Miss Priscilla’s painful 

anxiety on account of her sister and Mat- 

tie that ronsed the latter to her utmost 

evdeavor., She bethought her of a plan, 

and straightway entered into a compact 

with a cousin of hers, a young fisherman, 

who had shown himself very friendly tee 

ward her of late. He was to lend her his 

cobble of a night to go a-fishing iu the 

firth on her own account, and he would 

have a percentage of her winnings, She 

wade the stipulations that he was not to 

speak of the transaction to any one, and 

that he would row the boat to the water 

gate of her garden when she wanted it, 

The plan worked well, and Mattie spent 

many a long hour on the cold, dark waters 

after her old ladies were safely disposed 

of for the night, 

Meanwhile, it had dawned upon the 

heavy but calculating brain of Peter 

Small, Mattie’s cousin, that the girl would 

make a desirable wife; she was so active 

and so well-gathered, if report spoke 

truly. 

Peter was not an ill-favored fellow, and 

Mattie, being one of those who are keenly 

sensitive to kindness, felt most kindly dis- 

posed toward him. Ske was so free from 

welf-interest herself that it was the last 

thing she suspected in others. 

Before long Peter spoke of marriage. 

The girl received his proposal encouray- 

ingly, but 10ld him she was not free to 

marry so long as the old ladies lived. The 

young man's wmazement was followed by 

something like contempt. Still, he did 

not believe that this was anything more 

than a whim. 

As the weeks passed, however, and his 

persuasions were of no avail to move Mat. 

tie from her resolve, he became very an- 

gry iu secret. He did not quarrel with 

her outright, because of his exaggerated 

notion of her monetary value. 

He cudgelled his brains for some way 

of bringing her to reason, as he phrased 

it, and at last he hit upon a scheme. It 

was one only likely to occur to a selfish 

and unscrupulous man, but that was of no 

cousequence to Peter, 

Oue night, on the plea of helping Mat. 

tie with the lines, Peter stepped aboard 

the cobble and rowed her out to her fish. 

ing ground. Anchoring the boat secure. 

iy, he seated himself on a thwart within 

reazh of the painter. 

Mattie had tried to dissuade him from 

accompanying her, and she was surprised 

he should ignore her wish, Still, she was 

not altogether displeased to have his com- 

pany. 
It was one of those nights in which the 

lim starlight seems to intensify the dark 
ness of land and sea. The heaving waters 

had a phosphorescent gleam, and the 

waves mounted sullenly as the wind from 

the east swept across thew in stinging 

gusts, 
But for Peter's companionship Mattie 

would have felt the solitude “eerie.” 

Yet they had little to say to each other. 

Chey worked with a will. Fich were 

uleutiful, and in a couple of hours they 

uad caught as many as Mattie wanted. 

“We'll be weighing anchor now,” she 

wid, 

“Not quite yet, lass,” quotn Peter in a 
dry tone, “Il came here to night meaning 

to get your prowise to marry me a fort- 

night from now, and we'll up anchor only 

a ken you've given it.” 

“You'll row me asktore at once, Peter, 
or 1’ll never forgive you.” cried Mattie 

a uuze 1 and indignant, 
“I'll row you ashore as soon as you 

give me your word—uot tll then,” said 

Peter, doggedly. 

“You're never in earnest?’ Mattie was 

besiuniug to tremble a little in the dark- 

ness, 
“Am | not! I’m thinking I've pinned 

you this time, my las:!” and he laughed 

exultantly. 
Mattie was speechless for the moment 

—dazed by the revelation of his character, 
It seemed to her that she looked suddeu- 

iy into a gult of horrid aarkness. What 
a cruel heart be must have to think of 

taking so mean au advantage! He kuew 

so well how afraid she wa. jest the vid 

ladies shouid leary of these midpight ex- 

cursious uf hers. It would break Miss 

Coscilla’s heart to kuow of the bard=bips 

sae hed borue, however cheerfully, for 

dcr sake. As for the otner sister, she 

vould be disgraced forever in Miss Mur. 
aiu’s eyes; ber own silence would insure 

wal. 
“Well, are you content to stop here till 

daylight?” cried Peter, breakiug tn on hor 

troubled thoughts,  ~Lhere will be a fine 

sur at the cottage when the bliss Lorwers 

wake up aud waul their breakfast,” be 

wided crafiiey. 

At thus Mattie sprang to her feet and | 

Arelcied across tu grasp Lhe anchor rope | 

ut he held her off. Then he 'auntes her 

alk her Pun erleasliess, | 

she coutided to me, long afterward, that | 

sie huew the sort of despairing rage that | 

wpts a being lo extremly tu take the | 

Life ul another. 

Peter arove ber back to the seat she had | 

Then she shipped the oars ut 

lie row locks aud strove with all her might | 

rag the boat from its moorings; but it | 
\ 

wae use iL ob, 

#41 oie x ‘ 
d 
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«No Eye Like the 
Master's Eye” 

You are master of your 
health, and if you do not 

attend to duty, the blame fis 
easil located. If your blood 
is or. of order, Hood s Sar- 
saparilla will purify it. 

It is the specific remedy for troubles 
of the blood, kidneys, bowels or liver. 

Heart Trouble “I had heart trouble 
for « number of years and different medi- 

cines failed to benefit me. I tried Hood's 

Sarsaparilla and three bottles completely 
and peer, og _. » Mgs. C, A. FLINN, 
Wal Bridge, N. 

A Safeguard — a 8 I had lost five chil- 
dren with diphtheria I gave va remaining 
two children Hood’s Sarsaparilla as they 
were subject to throat trouble and were not 
very strong. They are now healthier and 
stranger and have not since had a cold.” 
Mrs, W. H. FLecxer, Pembroke, Ont. 

Never Dis »dPpoint 

Hood's Pills cure liver ills; the non-irritating and 
only cathartic to take with Hood's Sarsaparilia. 

eS ——— 

“Come, Mattie, be a sensible woman for 

once, and give in, It beats me to know 

what you make such a to-do for.” 
Mattie’s answer was a cry of despair. 

It was that I heard as was returning to 

the coastguard station after my night's 

round of inspection, 
Mattie’s despair wage not unfounded 

What was the use of telling this man the 

true facts of the ease—that the poor old 

ladies had nobody to look te but her? 
He would only sneer. She need not 

throw herself upon his generosity ; he had 
none, He was hard as flint, He would 

keep his word in spite of all she eanld say 
or du. Daylight would find her here if 
she did not promise, Could she promise 
—for their sakes? But would it be best 
for them in theend? That question saved 

Mattie, She saw so clearly that the wife 

of Peter Small would have little power to 

minister to others, 

“You cau stay here till doomsday, 
Peter, but you’ll never get me to say 1'll 
marry you. That idea is gone, once and 

for all. I've changed my opinion of you 
this night as I—as I never thought to " 

Her words ¢nded in a sob, 
Peter's anger rose. He began to 

threaten and to bully her, thinking prob. 

ably that her tears betokened a weakness 
that demanded such treatment. But he 
was struck dumb of a sudde. by the sound 

of approaching oars, 
“Ahoy, there!” Mattie eried out, her 

voice tull of joyful relief. 

It suffices to tell that I rescued Mattie 
by cutting the cobble adrift from her 

moorings when the surly fellow at the 
bow still refused to haul up the anchor, 
for I am merely the chronicler of a page 

in Mattie's life which proves her to have 
a heart as brave, generous and faithful as 

that of avy heroine of fictivn, 

* * * * * * 

A number of years later Mattie stoon in 
the old-fashioned garden. Two young 

girls were chasing each other round the 
flower beds. Mattic’s eyes were unusual. 

ly dreamy. Coming up behind her un. 
observed, | said : 

“I can tell whe you are thinking of.” 
“[ dare say. The dear old ladies! 1 

miss them sometimes even now. You see, 
since the babies grew up there are none 

of you quite helpless enough,” she replied, 
with a whimsical smile. 

“I'll soon be an old, decrepit man,” 1 
remarked, cheerfully. 
She looked a loving reproach. 

“Priscilla! Miriam!” she called to the 
vouugsters, “come to dinner. Fatber is 

| home.” 
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HEART SIGNALS. 

Quick asa Flash They Appear, buat Just 

Aas Quickly will They Vanish Under 

the Henling Spell of Dr. Agnewn's 

Cure for the Heart, 

When the breath is short—when you 
tire casily—when there is palpitation— 
when there is smothering sensutivn-——and 
dropsical teudency—all these indicate 
ueart weakness, and are the dauger signals 
if you procrastinate. Dr. Agnew’s Cure 
tor the Heart is saving hives which iu mauy 
cases have been proclalived by eminent 
physicians as beyond hope, Jt will relieve 
wiost acute cases in thirty minutes, and 
patience aud the remedy will cure any 
case of beart rouble iu existence. Sold 
by Estate W, W, Short. 

- hr - - 

Dawson City now contains a school 
population of between 300 and 400. There 
are uo schools, teachers or books in the | 

Aud order for books has been | 
placed at Winnipeg, and several Mazitobe | 
district. 

teachers will leave shortly for Dawson 
City, 

PynyPectoral 
The Canadian Remedy for all 

THROAT ano LUNG AFFECTIONS 
Large Bottles, 25 cents, 

DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO,, Limited, 
Prop's. Perry Davis’ Pain Killer. 
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| —IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN — 

(EAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS 
44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST. JOHN N. B. 

g "Bonded Warehouse No. & 
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is where oli can buy the Best Goods and the Most for the 
Least Money. Our advertisement is simply an index to 
which you may refer with Profit. 

ere mp rem 

Fancy Wool Waist Plaids, Carpete and Oil Cloth, 
Plain and Fancy Black Dress Goode, Spring Roller Blinds, N p 
Colored Dress Goods—Fancy and Plain, 
New Stock of Spring Prints, 
Eancv Shirtings, 

Fancy Cottons suitable for Blouses, 
Grey and White Cottons, 
Flannelette, 
Flannels, 

Lace Curtains, 

Art Muslin, 
White and Fancy Spot Muslin, 
Furniture Covering, 

Linings of all kinds, 

Flannelette Blankets, 

Curtain Poles and Fittings, 
3000 Rolls Wall Paper, " 
Ladies’ Blouse Waists, 
Men's and Boy's 8hirs, 

Men’s Clothing, 

Boy's Clothing, 
Men’s Underwear, 
Ladies’ Underwear, 
Fancy Drapery, 

Felt for Fancy Work, 

Men’s Boots, Shoes and Rubbers, 
Ladies’ “ “ “ “ 

Child’n’s “ “ “ “ 

Men's and Boy’s Hats and Caps. 

Our stock of Mixed Paint, White Lead and Paint Oils read 
spring use will be found complete. Full Stock ot Groceries, 
Oat Meal, Corn Meal, at Lowest Prices. \ 

J. & W. BRAIT, xer co, ¥ = 

for 
our, 

ESTABLISHED 1889. 

The Review, 
RICHIBUCTO, NEW BRUNSWICK, 

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

THE PEOPLE'S PAPER! 

THE PEOPLE'S FRIEND 

SUBSCRIBE NOW 

All Kinds of Printing. 

Good Work---Low Rates. 
L 

Address Labels, Books, Bill-Heads, Bille of Lading, Blanke all kinds 
Bonds, Blotters, Bills of Fare, Business Cards, Ball Invitations, 

Ball Programmes, Catalogues, Circulars, Calendars, Checks, 
Certificates, Counter Bills, Charters for Societies, 

Dodgers, Drafts, Druggist’s Printing, Folders, Gang 
Baw Bills, Hangers, Hotel Registers, Invoices, 

Insurance Printing, Letter Heads, Labels, ) 

Magistrate's Blanks, Memorandums, Menu Cards, Note Heads, Notes 
of Hand, Orders, Posters, Programmes, Pamphlets, Price Lists, Re 

Receipts, Reports, Statements, Show Carde, ShippingTagey 
Tickets, Visiting Cards, Wedding Cards, Wedding RR 

Invitations, executed with neatness and despatch.


