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The Fan that 

Was Left Behind. 

Miss Dorothy and I were sitcing out a 
waltz, Miss Dorothy and I used frequent- 
ly to sit them out. I cannot waltz with 

her over gracefully. Iam rather too tall. 
We were on this occasion doing the sit- 
ting-out in a conservatory, hidden from 
view behind a clump of palms. 1 had 

noticed the palms when selecting the seat, 
Mise Dorothy held a fan in one hand; 

the other lay perilously near my own, 

Her hands are most kissable, 
the disengaged hand to my lips and kissed 

it. 
Miss Dorothy pulled it away sharply 

and an angry flood of color mounted to 
the roots of her wavy brown hair. She 

said nothing, but looked volumes, 
I felt rather small—in fact, as small as 

a man of my dimensions can reasonably 

be expected to feel. I had kissed her 

band at two former dances, and she had 

seemed rather to like it than otherwise. 
“I am really awfully sorry!” I said, 

rather reproachfully; “but if you will 

exhibit such—"’ 
Miss Dorothy turved away her head 

pettishly, and began feverishly to tng on 
her gloves, She had only a few minntes 

previously complained of the heat. 
“You are feeling cooler now, then?’ I 

suggested. 
Miss Dorothy rose. 
“Mr, Clissold, I consider your behavior 

most ungentlemanly!” she exclaimed. 

“Please excuse me; [ am going to find my 
aunt.” 

I roee, too. 
“You will permit me to assist you in 

your search?” 1 inquired penitently. 
Mise Dorothy passed me without a glance, 
without a word. I said only one word, 

and that was to myself; but it somewhat 
relieved my feeling. Presently I noticed 
with some satisfaction Mise Dorothy’s fan 
lying on the settee, [ picked it up and 
hurried after her. She bad not gone far; 
she had evidently been searching the con- 
servatory for her aunt. 

“Miss Dorothy,” I cried, “you have left 
your fan behind!” 

She turned sround. 
hind my back. 

“Will you give it to me, please?” 

“With pleasure,” said 1 affably. 

“Where is it?’ she asked, rather short- 
ly. 

“You left it where we were sitting. 
Let me fetch it to you?” 

“Ob, pray don’t trouble! 
myself.” 

Mies Dorothy retraced her steps. 
lowed. 

“The fan isn’t here,” she said coldly. 

“Have you hidden it, Mr. Clissold? 1 
would not Jose that fan for worlds!” 
Her last words conjured up a vision of 

a certain Major Stewart before my eyes 

“Yes, it is an exceeding fine one,” | 

observed. 

Miss Dorothy looked up at me. I like 

her to look up; her eyes are remarkable, 
“I kuow you have hidden it!’ she de- 

clared positively. “Are you going to give 
it to me or are you not?” 

“Are you still anxioue to find your 
sunt?’ I asked meaningly, 

“As s00pn as you give me my fan.” 

I hid the fan be- 

I can get it 

I fol- 

She bit her under lip. 

trick of hers; I have noticed it repeated 

ly. It certainly becomes her, she has | 

such pretty, pearly teeth, 

“Your aunt, at the present moment,” | 

continued, “is sitting out with mv blase 
uncle, making him feel happy for the first 
time this evening, | fancy neither of 

them will exactly thank—"’ 

‘of bets: 
“Ae Vou quile sité you ate speaking 

the truth?” she a-ked, severely. 

“Oh, Miss Dorothy! Come, sit 

and say you have forgiven 

ungentlemanly behavior.” 

“Will you prowmize not to repeat it?” 

she inquired, smiling, 

“I won't again ran the risk of spoiling 
” 1 replied solemn- 

down 

my-—er—my 

my uncle’s tete-a-tete, 

ly. 

Miss Dorothy laughed and sat down as 

far away from me as possible. There 

was an embarrassing pause, 

I raised’ 

al that pestled in ber dress and proceeded | 
to pick it to pieces. I felt unnoyed— | 

very much annoyed indeed! I recognized 
it as one that I had given her earlier in 
the evening. 

“I thought you preferrei white roses to 
red,” 1 remarked, in an ir jured tene. 
Miss Dorothy looked at me, surprised. 

“So I do,” she said. 
“Then why not dissect a red one?” 1 

suggested, pointing to the fast diminish. 
ing flower. She followed the direction of 

my finger quite innocently. 
“Oh, I'm so sorry!” she exclaimed. 

“It’s the rose you gave me!” 

“Yes, | am already aware of that fact!” 
said I, with feelirg. 
“What a pity 1t is you didn’t give it to 

the girl in blue!” she cried suddenly, with 

| just the glimpse of a smile, 

“She certainly would «ot have torn it 

in pieces before my eyes,” [ agreed. 
“Ab, no! She would have pressed it to 

her —in a book, and kept it for ever and 

ever!” 

I stroked my moustache thoughtfully. 
“She might have given me a flower in re. 
turn.” 

Miss Dorothy gave me a decidedly 
scornful look. 

“Oh. most probably!” she said. ‘I be- 
lieve that girl is remarkably free with her 
gifts.” 

“She has a most generous heart,” I ad- 
mitted, trying hard to appear confused, 
“She certainly has a large one!” 
I replaced the pencil tenderly in my 

waistcoat pocket. 

“You know, I admire that sort of girl!” 
I said warmly, 

“Yes, you must find them extremely 
useful! Mr, Clissold, will you give me my 
fan?” 

I laughed aloud; I could not help it. I 
produced the fan. 

“On condition——"" | began. 
But Miss Dorothy snatched it from me, 

jumped up, and ran out of the conserva. 
tory into the grounds. 

astonishment—for Miss Dorotby ie usually 
so very sedate—I followed her, I had 

passed through the door, when I heard a 
faint scream. By the light shining from 
the conservatory I was astonished to see 
Mies Dorothy fell to the ground. Before 
I could reach her a wan darted out from 
behind some bushes and made straight to- 

ward her, 1 was horrified to see him 
raise a villainous looking stick, For an 

instant my heart seemed to stand still; a 
sickening languor overcame me—but, 
thank God, it was only for an instant, I 

rushed at the man and was just in time 
to wrench the uplifted stick from his 

hand. Quick as lightning he turned on 

we. My blood was up, and I struck the 
brute with all my strength full in the 
face. A groan of pain escaped him as he 
fell with a thud, senseless. 

It hurt my fist horribly; took most of 
the skin off, and made it bleed. 1 abhor 

getting in a mess, I turned to Miss Doro- 

thy, who stood by me, tremblisg, and hela 
out my handkerchief, 
“Would you mind hinding up my 

hand?” I asked, quietly, “That ruffian’s 
head is abominably bard!” 

Mies Dorothy gave a hysterical cry, 1 
thought she was going to faint, so stepped 
forward to hold her in my arms. But she 

| | run! 
“What an inducement, Miss Dorothy!” | 

It 15a little | 

i» « or twas a Jeaumy—and, 
She interrupted we; itis a little failing 

' In spite of Miss Deorothy’s presence an 

oath escaped me; 

for the rest of the evening. 

"strong, but, thank heaven, 1 was stronger. 
We swayed backward and forward, 

muscles 

| breath came in short, bard gasps. 

aud kicked, and tried to trip me. 

| and heard his ribs crack beneath my ever- 
“Is Maj Stewart hete this evening, do | 

you know!” I at length asked, carelessly. 
“No.” he 

in fact, did 

somehow: felt certain it was Ms) Stewart 

answer, sadly, So sadly, 

who bad given her the fan. 

“What a pity!” | half to 

“His absence will be such a dis 

wurmured, 

myself. 
appointment to 80 many girls!” 

Miss Dorothy took no notice of my ob 

gervation. Sue was gazing 

‘of agony, his hold of me relaxed and 1 

he utter the negative that | | 

| bed to suffocation, 

intentiy at her | 

programine, 
“Mr Clissold, who gave you that] 

peculiar pencil you used on my pro- 

gramme!" she asked, abrupily. 

I knew who she fancied gave it to me, 

I decided to keep up her wrong impres 

sion. 

“A very particular friend,” I replied, 

producis 

tion. ‘And, 

ed, impressively, 

world-!"’ 

“Yes, it is a remarkably fine one,” 

gnid, with a little laugh, and it was not a 

wirthful laugh, vet it sounded like the 
sweetest music to we. Miss Dorothy 

“I would not lose it for 

she 

ig and stroking the pencil in ques. | 

Miss Dorothy,” 1 comtinu- | 

| 
| 

| 
| 

| touch of that hand, and opened my eyes | 

sbeeutly selected a white ruse [rom sever. 

started in terrorand screamed, ‘ Oh, Jack, 
1" 

I tarned on my heel in a flash. A big 
burly mau was coming toward me. In 

his hand he beld a steel instrument, which | 
glittered omirously as the light fro m the | 

conservatory fell upon it, 

I lost no time in following Miss Doro- | 

thy’s timely advice I ran—at tre burly 

man. In an instant [ had thrown myself 

upon kim, He raised his weapon—which | 
beating down my | 

arm, cut my forehead open with the in. 

fernal thing. 1 felt the warm blood trickli- 
ing down my face on to my shirt front. 

| knew [I was spoiled 

However, the blow was his last for 1 got 
my arms reund him, The man was 

My 

bands; his 

He bit 

But, 

with a cruel joy, I exerted all ny strength 

stiffened like iron 

tightening grasp. Suddenly, with a cry 

hurled him headiong to the ground. Then 

"1 tripped over a wire, lost my balance and 
fell, 
When I recovered consciousness [ found 

myself lving on a sofa in the library. The 

room was dimly lighted by a shaded lamp. 
My bead, which had been bandaged, throb- 

[ felt dizzy, and fell 
back again among the cushions, 

There was a rustle of silken skirts, then 

a soft, cool hand was gently laid upon my 
burning brow, [| instinctively knew the 

immediately. Yes, it was the dear little 

hand that | had Kissed in so ungentleman- 

ly a manner. Mss Dorothy was bending 

over me, 

burglars? I inquired 
sounded absurd- 

“How are the 

anxiously, and my voice 

ly shaky. 
A av very like a stifled sob escaped 

her. 

“Oh, Jack—Mr, Clissold!” she faltered, 

“l thought—1 thought you bad been 
killed.” 
“Oh, no, not at all!” I said, foolishly; 

““ Put Money 
In Thy Purse.” 

Nobody suffering from brain-fag, lack 
of energy, or “‘that tired feeling” ever 
puts money in his purse. Lassitude and 

listlessness come from impure, sluggish 

blood that simply ooses through the weins. 

Hood's Sarsaparilla makes the blood pure 

and gives il life, vigor and vim. 

Pimples—*' My face was covered 
avith pimples and blackheads but after 

taking Hood's Sarsaparilla a short time, I 

was entirely cured, and my shin was 

smooth and clear.” &May Ryan, North 

St., Chatham, Ont. 

Hoods S 

I trust “I'm only in a beast of a mess, 
you are all right?” 
A warm tear fell on iny hand. I caught 

Miss Dorothy’s arm almost roughly. 

“Please don’t cry,” I said, baskily; “It 
—it will knock me over if you do, you 
know,” 

“I shall never be able to forgive my- 
self!” she cried. “It was all my fault for 

being so silly over that wretched fan! Oh, 
when I came back with your uncle and 
found you lying there so still and with 
your head all bleeding 1 thought you were 
dead, and——"" Miss Dorothy buried her 
face in her hands and sobbed convulsive- 

ly. Ireally believe I blubbered a bit my- 

gelf—] am an awfully emotional ass at 
times, Then I called myself all the strong 
names I cculd think of for having given 
her such a fright. But in my heart of 

| hearts I knew well that I would not for 

worlds have altered the course that events 

bad taken, I smoothed Miss Dorothy ’s 
hair; her hair is wonderfully soft. . Pree- 
ently she grew calmer. I always aver 
that a sure remedy to calm a girl is to 

As soon as I bad recovered from my | smooth her hair. 
“The doctor will be here in a minute!” 

she exclaimed. “Your uncle has ridden 

off for him.” 
“Yes; and who is looking after the 

burglars?’ I asked, feelingly. 
“Our host has left them under the 

tender supervision of the gardener and a 

groom. You have hurt them!” 

“Poor burglars!” | murmuréd. 
“Brutes!” cried Miss Dorothy, fiercely. 
I laughed—such a contented laugh! I 

felt contented—supremely contented. 

“I shall feel much more happy,” said I, 
“If you will relieve my mind of some- 
thing that’s weighing heavily. upon it.” 

“What’s the something?” she enquired, 
! shyly. 

‘Who was it that had the abominable 
audacity to give you that fan?” 

“I thought you would ask! My aunt— 
not Maj. Stewart,” she added, with a 
little silvery laugh, 

I caught her to me and drew her sweet 
face down, 

“Darling,” I whispered in her ear, “now 
take another load off my mind, will 
you?” 

For answer she twined her soft arms 
round my neck. 

“My big, noble Jack,” she said softly. 
“I love you--I have always loved you.” 

Then our lips met in a long, sweet 
Kiss. 

We were brought back suddenly to the 

things cf this world by the sound of ap- 
| proaching footsteps along the passage. 
Miss Dorothy escaped in a most miracu- 

i lous manner; I shall never cease wonder- 
ing how she managed it. 

But she hurried to my side again be- 
fore the door opened. 

“Jack,” she whispered peisuasively, 

“tell me gick—who gave you that pen- 

cl” 
I looked into her remarkable eyes and 

laughed provokingly. 

“Ah!” 1 exclaimed. 

would ask!” 

Miss Derothy shot an avprehensive 
glance ‘in the direction of the door, then 

tapped the floor imperiously with her 
little foot. 

“Tell me, Jack!” 

“You must tell me! 

know." 
“My uncle,” I replied. 

in blue!”’ 
oe yen 

This signature is on every box of the DEMON. 

Laxative Bromo-Quinine rabiets 
the remedy that eures a cold in one day 

“I thcught you 

she commanded. 

I have a right to 
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A large party of western men, some 75 

in all, are expected at Quebec shortly to 
witness the first grain shipment by the 
steamship Albanian, and to inspect Que- 
bec’: facilities for ips trade. 

Foe 
« SPITTING of BLOOD, 

COUGH, LORY 
OF APPETITE, 

BEBILITY. the henr fis of this article 

gotten rid of a Rotiomg ou which had troubled 
ine for over a year, and bave gained gonsider- 
ably ia weight. 

T. H. WINGHAM, C.E., Montreal 

CONSUMPTION and 

aro mest manifest, 

50¢c. and $1 per Bottle 

all LUNG DIREAS 

By the aid of The D. & L. Emulsion, 1 have 

DAVIS & LAWRENCE CQ., Limited, 
MonTREAL, | 

“Not the gir! |’ | 

| 
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' placed on a west bound freight and taken 
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DISCUSSED BEFORE GOVERNMENS IN BEB- 

SION AT FREDERICTON. 

FreperictoN, Nov. 16. —The govern. 
ment of New Brunewick was in session 
last evening aud travsact: d a large amount 
of routine business. It was expected that 
the question of fixing the date of the bye. 
elections would come up but so much 

time was taken up considering matters of 
urgent importance that the question of 
filling the vacancies in the legislature were 
permitted to stand over for the time, 
Every member of the government was 
present. Ex-Commissioner of Public 
Works, White, and Ex.M, P, P. Frank 

Carvil, who are in Fredericton attending 
the Supreme court greeted the new mem- 
bers of the government on their arrival in 

town. 
After disposing of a number of routine 

matters, Mr. Henaerson, representing the 
PanA-merican Exposition, who has been 
iu Fredericton for some daye awaiting the 

meeting of the government was heard in 
the interests of the Exposition. He isde 
sirous of obtaining a display of the pro- 
ducts of New Brunswick at the Exposi- 
tion which opens in Buffalo next year 
which, as its name implies is to be repre- 
sentative of the two Americas—North and 
South, The government of Canada has 

not as yet decided to undertake a display 
of Canadian products at the exposition 

and Mr Henderson has been sent to in- 
terview the provincial governments and 
if possible secure their co-operation. He 
explained the extent of the exposition and 
the facilities it would afford to make the 

products of New Brunswick better known. 
No decision was reached or was any action 

taken pending activa by the Federal gov- 
ernment. The expense of preparing an 
exhibit would be very large as would also 
be the cost of maintaining it at Buffalo 
during the period the exhibition will be 
open. If the federal government decides 
to exhibit there is every probability that 

the New Brunswick government will co- 
operate, but if the federal government 
does not act it is doubtful what action the 

provincial government will take. 
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SHERIFF YOUNG. 

A NATIVE OF FREDERICTON KILLED IN 

MONTANA, 

One of the most deplorable tragedies 
that was ever enacted in the state of 
Montana took place on Nov, 9th, when 

Sheriff George T. Young, a native of 
Fredericton, N. B., was shot down and 

instantly killed by a cowardly thug, and 
his under Sheriff, Frank Beller, was mor- 
tally wounded. 

The tragedy took place on the railway 

station platform at Springdale, whither 
Sheriff Young and his deputy had gone 

to arrest a fellow whom the station agent 
suspected of being the murderer of a man 

named Beaver at Logan, Montana, two 

days before. 

It appears that as the officers approached 
the suspect he opened fire on them. Un- 
der Sheriff Beller was struck with the first 

shot, and a moment later tbe stranger 

turned his deadly fire on Sheriff Young, 
who by this time bad advanced to within 

a few feet of him with handcuffs in his 
hand. He was going steadily forward 
when the fatal shot was fired. The Sher. 

iff reeled and fell heavily forward upon 
the depot platform, shot directly through 
the heart. The murderer then fired two 

more shots at random, frightening off 
those who thought of interfering, and es- 
caped., The remains of the sheriff were 

to his home at Livingston, 

Cli th 

Born in Fredericton, April 2nd, 1856, 
George. T. Young became a resident of 
the United States. He lived three years 
in Minneapolis and, starting out for Mon- 

tana, he overtook the Northern Pacific 
railway construction at Glendive in 1880. 

He followed the road westward. When 
the city of Livingston, Montana, was ir. 

corporated he was appointed city mar- 
shal. He became Sheriff of Park county 
in 1894 + _¢ld that office without in. 

_.puon until the day of his death, In 
1879 Mr. Young married Miss Carric Shaw 

of Delno, Minnesota. He leaves four 

children. At the time of his death he was 
grand master of the Ancient Order of 
United Workmen of Montana, Mr, 
Young was a man of undoubted courage, 
with a splendid record as sheriff. 
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KENDRICK’S LINIMENT | 
Cures while you sleep. 
Bathe freely for 
Sore Throat and Lungs 
And all 
Swellings. 

Growing girls in ill health should use 
occasionally Wheeler’s Botanic Bitsers. | 
When horses have Fever, the hair aud 

hoofs are dry and the legs frequently 
swell, give Granger Condition Powders, 

Use KENDRICK’S LINIMENT. 
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The Richeliev & Ontario Navigation 
Company have awarded to the Bertram 

Company of Toronto the contract for a 
new steamer for the route between Mout- 

real and Quebec. 
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If your dealer has ever tried them him- 
self he will certainly recommend Mag- 
netic Dyes for home use, 

J. & T. Jarc 
DIRECT IMPORTERS OF BRITISH AND FOREIGN GOODS, 

—~AND— : 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS 

FLOUR, CORNMEAL, OATMEAL, COFFEE. 

TEA, SUGAR, TOBACCO, 
COARSE SALT, in bulk and bags, DAIRY SALT, 

Molasses, Biscuits, Cheese, 

PORK AND BEEF, 
HAMS, OATS, BRAN AND SHORTS. 

_— 
Vv 

HARDWARE, CROCKERYWARE, GLASSWARE 

BOOTS AND SHOES 

[~
] 

DRY GOODS. 
Ready-Made Clothing, 

IRON, CHAIN, ANCHORS, ROPE, 

NAILS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION LIME. 

7 

dngish House Coal. 

[=
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Scotch Horse Collars, 

placksmith's Coal 

SHINGLES, DEALS, BOARDS AND SCANTLING, 

PITCH-PINE, HARDWOOD, LATHS, etc. 
(=
 

Kingston, Kent County, N. B 

COMBINATION OFFER. 

In order to extend the circulation of THE REVIEW and io in- 
troduce one of the brightest Canadian dailies into this section of the 
Province, we will make the following combination offer :— 

THE MONTREAL DAILY HERALD 
--AND-- 

THE RICHIBUCTO REVIEW 
will be sent to subscribers for one year for $1.50 

The Montreal Daily Herald is an 8-page daily with 16 pages or: 
Saturday and is without doubt one of the best papers in Canada. 
Considerable. of its space is devoted to agriculture, while its editorials 
are unsurpassed. 

brightest papers in the Dominion. 
The HERALD and REVIEW combined will keep any family 

posted on the doings of the world, local and foreign, and at the price 
quoted are within reach of every family in the County. 

Cut the blank out and return it to us with your subse ription and: 
we will have the two papers forwarded to your address, 

- 

iss 

We can recommend it as one of the newsiest and 

Enclosed find $1.50 for which send me for one 

year THE REVIEW and The Montreal Daily Herald. 
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ADDRESS: 

THE REVIEW 

Richibucto, N. B. 
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