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CHRISTMAS OLD AND NEW, 

The century nears its closing year, 
Yet Christmas bells are full and free 

As when the home halls rang with cheer 
And grandpa kept the jubilee. 

The stockings by the chimney deep 
Were like your own, my pet of three, 

Of softest wool from white faced sheep 
And buckled high above the knee, 

The chimney, oh, it was so wide 
"Twould hold the gifts for fifty boys, 

And santa had an easy «lide 
When he came down with grandpa’s 

toys! 

The toys were not the dainty stuff 
Your fingers grasp with childish glee, 

But homely, and a trifle rough 
When grandpa was a child of three. 

A “comforter” dyed green and red, 
A knitted cap and overshoes, 

Of seasoned hickory, a sled, 
Perhaps a ball too big to loge. 

But grandpa liked the Christmas then 
And what old Santa brought to him 

As really as the little men 
Who see bright trees in parlors dim. 

For love is love the great world o’er; 
God’s love the Bethlehem story tells 

From year to year, from shore to shore, 
Wherever ring the Christmas bells. 

— Boston Transcript. 
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Saved By A Christmas 

Dream. 
em. 

It was late Christmas eve when 

ball dress was sent nome, and Marie, my 

dainty fingered French maid, bad finished 

braiding wy heavy black hair and adjust. 

ed my new headdress, an exquisitve die- 

my 

mond bandeau. Nora brought up the 

dress nicely folded, and Marie sprang to 

take it from its wrappings and lay it out 

on the bed. 

As Marie lifted the dress and shook its 

rich folds a slip of paper fell to the car- | 

pet. It was madam’s bill, and I was a 

little startled as my eye ran over it— 
$200! Bat then the trimmings, a 

lace and cord d’or, were perfect, It was 
&n expensive dress, but I didn’t thivk it 
would be quite that, and Mr Gordon 

bad said that money had been getting 

tight for some months back. I wounldn’t 

show him the bill just yet, so I thrust it 
into a drawer of my dresser and turned 

to Marie, who stood waiting to dress me. 

I was contemplating my reflection in 

the mirror with much complacency when 

the door op:ned and Mr, Gordon came 

in, For a moment I was half frightened 
at his pale face and grave air, but he 

aid’ “I only stopped for a moment, Mrs, 

Gordon, to say that I shall not be able to 
join you at madam’s to-night. Business 
affairs will keep me down town till 
late,” 

Before I could ask him what he thought 
of my dress he passed out of the room, 
and presently I heard the street door 
close, ' It was vothing new for me to at- 

tend parties without the escort of my hus- 
band, for somehow he was always im- 
merted in business; neither was it new 

for Mr, Gordon to look grave or pale, 
for he had lost his fresh color these late 
years, 

At length I will ready and was driven 
to the home of Mme, Stableton, 
One ball is #0 similar to another in the 

world of fashion that to recount how the 
hours passed iu Madam’s drawing rooms 

would be to tax your patience. Sufficient 

to say that it was long after the midnight 

chimes had rung [ was handed from my 
carriage to my own door by the most dis- 
tinguished gentleman of my set, 

The atmosphere in the drawing room 
was deliciously warm in coutrast with 

the temperature of the sharp December 
night without, Tt was pleasant to sit 
there with my dainty slippered feet over 
the register and the waves of lustrous 

silk bathing the carjet and reflect that | 
swam on the topmost wave of the sea of 

fashion in the city around me, and the 

Christmas chimes ringing out from the 

church towers and the warm air stealing 

up from the register soothed my senses to 
delicious calmness, 

Suddenly, while I sat thinking, from 
the dim corners of the drawing room 

seemed to glide outa train of figures, 
each dressed in unfashionable garments 
ol bygone days, and yet, strange to Fay, 

each garment was recognized by me as 
something that | bad worn in those days, 

and in the face of each figure turned to- 

ward me [ beheld my own. The figures 

glided around me, then seated themselves 

on the opposite side of the apartment, 

eacn looking at me steadily and with my 

own dark eyes, Granuaily the figure 
nearest my right seemed to invest itself 
with the accessories of a picture, and a 

thin mist hid the others from my sight, 

- A child of 17 summers stood in the 

yard of an old brown farmhouse, with the 
westering light of the sunset streaming 

over the building aud bathing her tiny 
fingers in a flood of gold. 1 Aid not speak 
even in a waisper while the picture of my 
entire childhood was unrolled before me, 

but thoughts like these glided athwart 

wy brain: “Was | once that happy heart- 
ed, wild, romping child whose greatest 

care was to please her paren's and whose 
greatest grief the loss of some woodland 
pet?” 

Even while 1 sat gazing the scene slow- 

dy faded, and out from the dim mists 
that had enfolded the fizure nearest the 

child rose fair and clear the secoud pic- 
ture before me. 

rich | 

A slender, beautiful maiden stood in 
the moonlight beneath the rustic porch 
draped with honeysuckles that twined 
over the farmhouse door. It was Daisy, 
but a child no longer, She wore a neat 

but simple dress of pale pink muslin, and 
a single white rose plucked from the bush’ 
beside the doorstép adorned her hair. 
Suddenly a firm step came up the walk 

leadiog to the farmhouse, It was a young 

and frank faced man who joined her, and 

Daisy blushed, and they went in and sat 
down together in the moonlight by the 
west room window, Eloquence was not 
necessary to love in those days, and Daisy 

and Charles Gordon sat long in the moon 

light and talked together. Charles al- 

ways thought he must leave at 9, but he 

is in no haste to-night. Ten, half past 10, 

11 goes by, and there they stand in the 

moonlight, When they part, a tender 
kiss burns on Daisy’s cheeks aud a slen- 
der gold ring gleams on her finger She 

aud Charles are betrothed, and she goes to 
her chamber to sleep the first dream of a 
happy plighted love. 

For a moment I stretch out my hands 

toward the maiden in the farmkouse, but 

the scene grows dim, the figures fade and 

another picture unfolds before my view, 

lt was a bridal scene. Charles had 
grown more grave looking, for he was a 

business man now, and three vears had 

{ 
| 

their future. 

[ could only sit and gaze longingly and | 

eagerly while the phantom faded away 

| from my geze, Another picture now 

| rose before me, 

| I saw myself clad in a cheerful morn. 

ing robe, Charles had prospered in busi- 

ness, gold poured into bis coffers, and 
| with gold came Fashion, and Ambition 

| 
1 
| 
| 
| 
| 

| 

| and Pride and a score of demons iu her 

| It whispered: 

“You are young aud you are beautiiul, 

In the great world you would be an ac- 
knowledged queen, 

| train. 

Put your husbaud’s 
Let not your beauty fade 

out in the nursery, Your child will get 
on well enough in the nurse’scare. Live 
in the world and shine like a queen.” 
And this was the beginning of the sha 

dow which darkened the picture. 1 saw 

the glitter of the ball, the splendid furni 

(ure, the silver plate, the gay cquipage 
and the stately apartments, and amid it 

all throogh the open door of a neglected 

nursery I saw a pale, drugged 4-year-old 

child slowly dying. The end came. The 
tiny resewood casket was closed over the 

features of the child who died of mother- 
ly neglect. I:aw a strong man bend in 

convulsed grief over his dead boy and 

then go out silently, and growing graver 
day by day, turn to his business again, 1 
heard frantic bursts of grief from the 

stricken mother’s mouth and clasped my 
jeweled hands in anguish, 

A long pause fell between, and then 
another, the last picture, fell before me. 
I recognized its faithfulness at once. Ten 
years intervened between this picture and 
the preceding one. I had not changed 

save to fuller a+d perfected beauty, Ev- 
erything was as plain as day—the magni 
ficent furnishings of the home, with Per- 

sian carpets, costly tables bronze and 
marble statues and china and silver wares, 
and through these walls l moved, a cold 
and beavtiful woman of ice, 

I shrank from the portraiture with dis- 
may. But while 1 sat and gazed into the 

picture glided a pale, careworn man wear. 

ing the same expression | had often seen 
upon my hushand’s face. How changed 
he looked from the hopeful, manly 

Charles Gmidon who had stood before me 
iu the moonhght! He had been a grave 
and silent man ever since his boy died, 
but there was now some fresh trouble 
eating away his life, 

“What has brought this about?’ 1 
asked, 

In a moment my question was answered, 
Into the magic picture came a shadowy 
finger which pointed to the paper strewn 

table at which my husband sat. I gazed 
and behold a revelation, and mechanically 
my eye ran over every paper he opened. 
The catalogue was fearful—a long array 

of bills—plate, furniture, statues, jewels, 
silks, a long array of which [ recognized 
distinctly my own agency, and balancing 
this catalogue stood a tangled trade, 
empty coffers, with the word “Panic,” 
written as with a pen of fire. While he 
sat and unfolded each papar and laid it 
aside 1 stole nearer and gazed upon the 
one he had just taken, It was my latest 
bill, the bili for my ball dress. I made a 
movement to snatch it from bim, and the 

spell was broken, 

“What is Jit Daisy? You asleep here 
and dreaming?" [ started aud to find my. 

self seated in the great velvet chair and 

my husband sianding beside me. 

“Did I fall asleep, I must. But you, 

Charles, you have not slept!” I said, for 
—- 
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addad luster to Daisy’s fuller figure, Both | 

were trusting and beloved and saw none | and said, amid my sobs, “No, Charles, not 

but clouds of gold in the loug vista of | ruined, for we have saved our love from 

jast then I noticed that be was in his coat 

and full drese, $ 
“I have been up late, looking over 

some papers I brought from the store, 
But I was just going upstairs, © You 
should be asleep before this,” he added, 
half reprovingly, his eye wandering 
with a sort of pained look over my toil- 

et. 

“Why do you not speak to me, Charles? 

You areio some great trouble. Oh, 
Charles, | have had a dream this evening 
that has shown me myself in my true 

light, I am nothing more than nothing. 
I am a drag instead of a helpmeet, Speak 

to me, Chatles, and tell we that you do 
not hate me,” 

" “Can you bear the worst, Daisy?’ he 
asked hoarsely, lifting his eyes to mine. 

“Anything, anything, my dear husband. 
[ have been blind, but the scales have 

fallen now. Tell me everything. Are we 
rained?” 

“We are, he whispered in a thick, un- 

steady tone. “The crisis has carried me 
down. I have dragged away the long 

hours of this night trying to devise some 
loophole of escape, but all in vain. I do 
not care for myself, but for you—you 

Daisy,” and he groaned in bitterness of 

| spirit, 

I could not bear it without a burst of 

thoughtful, I so selfish, 1 

lips to his burning forehead 

tears; he so 

pressed my 

the wreck.” 

| 
| 

| 
| 

| 
| 

| 

| vest pocket, 

Charles looked at me steadily, and a 

weight seemed to have been lifted off his 

head. His lips lost their grim expression 

and there was a ripple of tearsin his 

voice, : 

“Daisy you bave saved me!” he said. 
“Maddened by the thought of the mor- 

row, I know not but the result might 
have been this—see!”” and he drew forth 

a little vial labeled *“laudanum’’ from his 

“But you have saved me 
darling ”’ 

“Charles, we have both been mad!” I 
said, with pallid lips, and striving, for his 
sake, to subdue the terror that begrit my 

| whole being when I realized how nigh 
my husband had stood to the wreiched 
guilt of suicide. “And God forgive me 

for my want of sympathy in all your 

troubles and help me from this hour to be 
your faithful wife.” 

And sitting there late in the night, my 
husband kneeling beside me and with his 
head upon my lap, [ bent my cheek to his 

and the tears, baptizing our reunion, fell 
upon the folds of my last folly—my bail 

dress,—New Orleans Times-Democrat. 
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How Catarrh is Cured in 
Maine. 

People in Maine are not so slow for if 

Canada has a good thing why they simply 
come to Canada for it, This is why Mrs, 
James A. Tweedie, of Jay Bridge, Maine, 
has sent for sixteen outfits of Catarrhozene 

for fiiends in her locality. This lady 
gives very fuli particulars why she done 
this. Her daughter fourteen years old, 

bad doctored for Catarrh obtaining no 
benefit, tried lots of other remedies but 
all failed—recommended by a neighbor to 
try Catarrhozore. Instead of despairing 

as she bad good reason for doing, obtained 
Catarrhozone and before it was done, as 
she ststes, she was completely cured, No 
wonder she recommends it. Child had 
dropping in the throat, hawking, spitting, 

father thought she was going into con- 
sumption, could not sleep at night and 

adds : I only wish any one suffering from 
Catarrh to give it a fair trial; any drug- 

gist will enable you to do this for they all 
sell it—your money back if Catarrhozune 
does not benefit you, N. C. Polson & 

Co., Kingston, Ont., Hartford, Conn, 
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THE SHADOW OF THE PAST. 

She laid her face against her mother’s 
breast and sobbed. 

“My poor child, what is it?"’ the older 
lady asked. “Has Reginald been cruel 
to you?” 

“No, mamma,” the bride replied, “it is 

not that Itis all on.account of a terribie 
discovery. I"7— 

“Ah,” the fond mother exclaimed, 
“then he did not tell you all before it was 
too late! Ob, my poor child! Oh, the! 

monster! There is a dark page in his lie! 
Ah, how can man be so base! [low — 

“He found the photograph of me sitting 

in a wash bowl,” the stricken one inter- 

rupted, “that you had taken for a baby 
food advertisement!” 

Then they sat there, dumb with grief, 
- eer « 

Hcuse CLEANING TIME is a good time 
also to cleanse the system. Use Wheel- 
ers’s Botanic Bitters They prevent and 
cure all Headaches, Dizziness, Boils, Pim- 
ples, &c., and purify the Blood. 

Sold on its merits. Every bottle of 
Kendrick’s Liniment is guaranteed to 
give satisfaction. 

A clear skin and bright eye usually in- 
dicate health, which is obtained by using 
Wheeler's Botanic Bitters. Large bottles 
only 25 cents, 

Get KENDRICK’S LINIMENT. 

GENEROSITY. 

“Do you think republics are ungrate- 
ful?’ asked the statesman, 

“No, sir,” ans@ered the professional 
politician. “If you know how to work 
it, vou can coax as much salary and inci- 

dental profit out of a republic as you can 

out of any form of government I know 
of. Asa matter of fact a republic is one 
of the easiest institutions on earth.” 

Has No Price.”” 
Wise advice is the result of experience. 

The hundreds of thousands who have 

used Hood's Sarsaparilla, America’s 

Greatest Medicine, counsel those who 

aould purify and enrich the blood fo 

avail themselves of ils virtues. He is 

wise who profits by this good advice. 

Stomach Troubles — “7 was 
greatly troubled with my stomach, and 

even the sight of food made me sich. 

Was tired and languid. A fea bottles of 

Hood's Sarsaparilla made me feel like 

myself again.”’ James McKenzie, 350 

Gladstone Ave., Toronto, Ont. 

NeverOisappoints 
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AWFUL TRAGEDY. 

ATTEMPT TO EXTERMINATE A WHOLE 

FAMILY. 

SearrLe, Wash,, Dec. 7.— Wm. Seaton, 
aged twenty-two years, formerly >f De- 

catur, 111., attempted last night to exter- 
minate an entire family of his relatives at 
South Park, nine miles from Seattle. 
With an axe he smashed in the heads of 

four people, leaviug them for dead, then 
shot one man in the back and attempted 

to kill a deputy sheriff. before being 
captured Seaton was shot twice, but not 

fatally, by Deputy Sheriff Kelly. The 
only ome killed outright was Seaton’s 

uncle, Daniel Richards. Seaton broke in 

the head of his sister, Mrs Roy Clark, 

but her recovery is hoped for The other 

victims were two children aged about ten 

years. The skulls of the little ones were 

crushed and then the bodies were thrown 

into a manger in the barn. It was sup- 

posed they were dead, but a late report 

from the county hospital says that the 
skull of one of the children had been 

raised and there is hopes of recovery. 
The other child will undoubtedly die. A 
man named Kennedy, who got in Seaton’s 
way after the tragedy, was shot in the 
back, but not seriously. Seaton fired 

three times at Kelley before Kelley 
brought him down witk a shot which took 

effect in the head. Seaton told the fol- 

lowing story : “I was disgusted with the 
actions of my ister, and after I had struck 

her in the head with an axe I came to the 

conclusion that I might as well make a 

clean sweep, I smashed the skulls of the 
children and then threw their bodies into 
the manger. Returning to the house [ 

saw my uncle asleep on the sofa 1 chop- 
ped his head almost off.” While telling 
his story Seaton gave no evidence of in- 

sanity, 
FEERITNEY OG FR 1 

How Are Your Nerves? 
If they are weak and you feel nervous 

and easily “flustrated,” can’t sleep, and 
rise in the morning unrefreshed, your 
blood is poor. Strong nerves depend 

upon rich, nourishing blood. Hoods 
Sarsaparilla makes the nerves strong by 

enriching and vitalizing the blood. It 
gives sweet, refreshing sleep and com. 

pletely cures nervous troubles. Begin 
taking it to-day. 

Nausea, indigestion are cured by Hood’s 

Pills, 
ENGR RO BL NIE TH 

Bill—Did you know old Skinflint? 
Jill—Sure, 

“Did you know he died?’ 
“Yes; and he left a lot of money be- 

bind him.” 
“I suppose because he couldn’t take it 

with him.” 

“You got that right. Among the be- 

quests he left a dollar to each of his 
brothers,” 

“And how many brothers did he have?” 
“Oh, $3 worth, I believe.”—Yonkers 

Statesman. 
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E Wore 
This signature is on every box of the gonuine 

Laxative Bromo=Quinine Tablets 
the remedy that cures a cold in one day 
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Dill—=You can’t keeo some men down. 

Jill—Is that so? 

“Certainly it’s so. Now, when a man 
commits his first act in a downward course 

what do they do with him?” 
“Don’t know.” 
“Why, he’s immediately sent up, isn’t 

he?” 
ree Co - - 

COOK'S NEW BLOOD PILLS 
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“Cats don’t go to heaven, do they 
mammal” 
“No, my dear.” 
“I know why they don’t mamma.” 
“Because they couldn’t enjoy them. 

selves, for there’s uo nights there,” 

The D. & L. 
EMULSION 

The D. & I.. EMULSION 
1s the hest and most palatihie on of 
Cod Liver Oil, agreeing wiiu the most delicate 
stomachs. 

The D. & L. EMULSION 
fo, prescribed by the leading physicians of 

The D. & L. EMULSION 
Is s flesh and will rive bY ~<a Ry ol Bly 
Be sure you get 

genuine | 
DAVIS & LAWRENCE 

the CO., Limited, Montreal 

DIRECT ,INPORTERS OF BRITISH AND FOREIGN 6000S, | 
~AND— 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS 
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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. 

0 

HARDWARE, CROCKERYWARE, GLASSWARE 

BOOTS AND SHOES 

>
 

DRY GOODS. 

Ready-Made Clothing, Scotch Horse Collar, 
IRON, CHAIN, ANCHORS, ROPE, 

NAILS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION LIME. 

[=
] 

Yngish House Coal. 

slacksmith'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 to 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. We can recommend it as ohe of the newsiest and 
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 subscription and. 
we will have the two papers forwarded to your address. of 

Enclosed find $1.50 for which send me for ome 
year THE REVIEW and The Montreal Daily Herald. 
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THE REVIEW 
Richibu ct. N.B.. 
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