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A Happy Imprisonment. 

Harry Grey was ploughing away on the 
last “land” of a twenty-acre lot, and feel - 
ing very comfortable over the thought 
that his spring ploughing was almost 

done, when he saw his neighbor, Mark 

Trowbridge, driving «lowly past, in com- 
pany with his wife, who was seldom to be | 

seen away from home, 

“Hang me, if [ don’t run over and see 

Lucy,” aid Harry, as he hit his horses a 
smart cut with the whip, to hurry them. 
“They are going to town, and will be 

gone three hours, at least, by the way old 

Mark drives. [ can stay two hours and a 
half with Lucy, and get back again be- 

fore they come home.” 

Aud the young wan hitched his team 
to the fence, over which he bounded and 

walked away to the house in a double- 

quick, as though every minute now was 

doubly precious. 
He was alinost out of breath when he 

entered the house, which caused his 

mother to enquire rather anxiously what 

was the matter. Witlout heeding her 

question, he pulled off his brogans, leav- 

ing them lying in the middle of the room 

~—a thing his wondering mother was sure 

she bad never seen him do before. Then 

he surprised her still more by running, or 
rather leaping, upstairs, three steps at a 

time, to his own room. He he pulled oun 
a vair of calfskin boots, took off his blue 

frock and substituted therefor a white 
linen coat. 

It was a raw day in April, and Famer 
Trowbridge, when he started for town, 
had put on his overcoat. But Harry | 
blood was at fever heat, and he imagined | 
the linen coat and straw hat would be 

just the thing. After filling his pockets 
with chestnuts wherewith to bribe Eddie 

Trowbridge to secrecy, he stole to his sis- 
ter’s room, and, emptying the contents of 

ber cologne bottle into his hand, applied 
it without stint to his hair and bavdker- 

chief, Then, seeing a scarlet ribbon on 

the table, he appropriated it for a neck- 
tie, gave himself an approving glance in 
the mirror, dashed downstairs, slammed 
the front door after himself, and was 

gone. 

“What in the world is Harry up to 

now?" exclaimed Mrs. Grey, in wonder, 
as she paused frem her work to watch the 

fast receding figure of her son. 

“He is going to see Lucy Trowbridge, 

I guess,” replied Harry's sister, a demure 

little damsel, who was busy ironing. 
“You know, mother, that her father and 

mother have gone away. Won't there be 

a scene, though, if they get home before 

Harry leaves!” 

“Your brother is just the biggest simple- 

ton I know of,” exclaimed Mrs. Grey, 
with spirit. *“There’s Clara Beamer, jst 

as good looking and smart as Lucy, and 

she thinks the world and all of Harry, 

and her folks are always inviting him 

over, while Lucy’s father won't even let 
her Jook at bim if he can help it!” 

“Lucy is worth a dozen such rattle- 
brains as Clara,” said ber daughter, “and 

1 do believe Mr, Trowbridge had rather 

have Lucy marry Harry than anyone else. 

But he thinks a girl ehould never think 
of a lover till she’s a horrid old maid, and 
too ugly to get one. He keeps Lucy as 

close under his eye as though che were a 

| length the clock struck four, 

baby instead of a grown-up woman, I 

declare if I were in ber place now [I'd 
elope the first dark right Bat I believe | 

Lucy would see Harry married to Clara 
Beamer, and pine away to a shadow aboat , 

1; hefore she would do that,” 

Lucy Trowbridge had 
by the window, where she sai qatetly sew 
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taken ber seat 
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—
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ing, until the buggy coutaining her par 

ents was out of sight; then she threw | 

down her work and stood gazing for a. 

few momehis down the pleasant road | 
along whith they had di-appearel. 

Then she brushed her hair till it shone 

like satin, and fastened a kuot of blue! 

ribbon doing 

which she resumed her seat and her work. 

Did she expect that Harry Grey would 

come! He had not beeuw in stern 

father’s house fora year, not 

epokea with him for a month, though she 
could see him at his work in his fields be- 

yond her father’s meadow almost every | 

day. 
Her father, 

angry it he visited her and it should come 

among the braids, after 

her 

she had 

she knew, would be very | 

to his knowledge, and yet she hoped he 

Lucy was net long kept in 

uncertainty, for Harry was soon coming | 

up the lane, by Eddie, 

with his fat bands full of chestnuts, 

I'he young man’s pants were tucked | 

in his boots, and the wind was flapping | 
the skirt of his coat about unmercifully, 
while the straw hat was only kept in its | 

place by the owners hand, 

Lucy wondered what freak had br ought | 
apparel, when | 

would come, 

fo lowed closely 

her lover out in summer 

wature had not put: on so much as a leaf 

of hers, 

Harry tossed his hat onto the floor and 

sat down before the glowing fire, stretch- 

ing out his hands over the blaz-, appre. 

ciatingly, for truth to tell, he felt rather 

chilly than otherwise, while Lucy sat 

down by.the window to watch the road 

lest soe misha, should bring her parends 

home prematurely, and Eddie took pos- 
session of the rocking chair, where with 

the cat purring on his lav, be amused 

himself by watching the young people, 

and occa-iovally throwing a chestnut at 

Harty’s nose, which happened to be a 

oA 

| sawdust, 

you some supper, and when he goes to 
| bed I'l get the key and release you.” In 

‘a few minutes a plate of edibles was 

| shoved 

| by the absence of 

| crevices that his smoke bad gone out, so 
‘the board was again removed and the 

prominent feature, Harry, of course, | 
wanted to talk love, but how could he | 
with the urchin’s eyes fixed upon him? | 
But Eddie was all unconscious and ate | 

the chestnuts with relish, saying to him. 
self, “Its most all fired stupid bere, and 

I'd just liketo go and fly my Kite. 
There's a glorious wind, how it did toss 
his coat tail, though, but I won't ‘budge 
an inch till he gives me the rest of thew 
chestnuts, His pocset is bulging out with 
em.” Had Harry had the benefit of these 
whispered words, his pockets would, with- 
out doubt, have been emptied in a trice, | 
but he was kept in ignorance of the 
youngster’s wishes, and Eddie remained 

obstinately stationary, wotwithstanding 
Harry made several remarks calculated 
to let the juvenile know that his chair 

might, with propriety, be vacated. At 

¢* Give Him an Inch, 

He'll Take an EI” 

Let the smallest microbe gain lodgment 

in your body and your whole system will 

be diseased. The microbe is microscopic. 

But the germs become inches and then clls 

of pain. Hood's Sarsaparilla destroys the 

microbe, prevents the pain, purifies the 

blood and effects a permanent cure. 

Run Down—*I had severe head- 

aches and my constitution awas generally 

pun down. Had read about Hood's Sar- 

saparilia, tried it, and after using two 

bottles was entirely cured.” Miss Mary 

Flannigan, Manning Ave., Toronto, Ont. 

and Lucy 

went about preparing supper. 
She put the kettle over, made biscuits, 

and then signified her intention of going 
to the smokehouse fora ham. Harry 

took his hat aud followed, glad of the 

chance at last to escape Eddie’s vigilance, 

the bams. He tock it down, aud, 
ing it in bis paud, was on the point of 
saying something sentimental, which he 

had been rehearsing in his 
afternoon, when the old people drove up 
to the gate. Lucy snatched the ham from | 
her lover and whispered in an agitated 

voice as she closed the door: 

“You can’t come out now, Harry; stay 
where you are till you hear me singing 

‘Old hundred,’ and then run across the 
fields.” 
So Harry was left in utter darkness. 
“I've a good mind to go right out and 

‘beard the lion in his den,’ ’’ he muttered, 

as he leaued against the smoke be grimed 

| “Stop, man, stop 

| out |” aid Harry, as he glanced ruefully 
Lucy unlocked the door of the smoke 

' house and Harry stepped in to get one of 
hold- | 

mind all the! 

The farmer stepp:d back and yelled as 
be involantarily grasped his jack-knife. 

“Murder! Murder!” 
! Don’t call shes all 

at his dirty coat. 

“A thief! a thief ! again roared Mr. 

. Trowbridge, and by this time all with the 
exception of Lucy were on the spot. 

“It is only I, neighbor; don’t you know 

me?” 
Harry felt rather sheepish and could 

not help speaking so. 
“Who?” 

“Harry Grey.” 
“Well, you're in a nice pickle. I doubt 

if Clara Beamer would know you, or 
would own you if she did. What are you 

doing here?” 

All at once Harry felt bold as a lion. 
“I want your davghier Mr, Trowbridge. 

Will you give her to me?” 

wall of the prison. Presently he heard 
the key turn in the lock and realized that 
be was fastened in. The farmer, in pass- 
ing from the barm to the house, saw that 

the smokehouse was unlocked, and locked 

it, putting the key in his pocket, 
When her parents and Eddie were seat- 

ed at the table, Lucy took a pail and went 

out to the well, singing loudly and clear 
ly that sweet old tune, “Old Hundred.” 
Then, without glancing at the smoke- 
house, she came in and took her place at 

the table. 

“l wonder where Harry Grey is?” said 
Mr, Trowbridge. 
the fence, and 1 know by the looks he 

nasn’t turned a furrow this afternoon.” 
Eddie looked very wise, but his sister 

trod on his toes to make him keep still. 
““He’s up to the house, no doubt,” said 

his wife. 

“Clara Beamer is there, with her hair 

all in ringiets, There’ll be a match, 
shouldn’t wonder.” 

“Well, [ ehould then,” replied’ Lucy's 

father. “What does any sensible man 
want with such a gadabout as she is? 

Why, sooner than see that happen I'd 
give Harry leave to court our Lucy three 
or four years from now.” 

Nothing further was said until the 
farmer grumbled: ) 

‘These hams wern’t bali smoked. I 
must take them in band,” and true to his 

word, as soon as he rose from the table 

he procured an old kettle and made a 
smudge, which he carried to the smoke- 
house. Tle removed a plank which cov- 
ercd a =mall square hole, left there for the 

take of eonvenience, through which he 
thrust his kettle of smoking corncobs aud 

Then he replaced the plank 

the hams, and, alas! Harry, too, 
} fy 
gis and 

to be thoroughly smoked. Lucy watched 
these proceedings with interest, thankful | 

that her signal bad given Harry time to 

escape, But ler feelings underwent a 

charge when Eldie, with a comical look, | 
Jd Bir thal “her beau’ was locked in | 

the smokehouse, Without waiting to eee | 
"whether she was observed or not, she has- | 
' tened to the smokehonse aud removed | 

the smokingjkettie, 
“Harry, Harry!” she called m a hoarse 

whisper, 

“Is that you, Lucy? I’m in purgatory. 
Have vou taken thing 

I’m blind as a bat and my throat is 

the confounded 

out? 

full of sool and ashes,” 

Harry's came from near the 

ground, He was lying prone on the ashes, 
soot and lime, which cumposed the floor 

of the smokehouse. 

“fl cannot liberate you at present, Har. 

key. Bat I'll bring 

voice 

ry; father has the 

through the aperture and the 
' board restored to its place. But, as ill 

luck would have it, the farmer discovered 

the smoke about the 

farmer’s arm thrust in to get the kettle; 
but, instead of that, Harry’s untouched 

| supper was brought to light, 

“Well, this puts the cap-sheaf on every. 

thing I ever heard of.” 

Just then a ham fell to the ground 

with a dull thud, sending a cloud of ashes 

into the farmer's face, for he was still 

kneeling before the hole, 

«“There, what on earth can that be? 

Well, I've got to search into the matter 

or [shall always think the smokehouse 

was haunted.” 
So saying, he opened (he door, when 

the form of Hurry, unrecognizable in his 
coat of ashes and soot, rose up before 
him, 

“His horses are tied to | 

“Were you lying in ambush watching 
| your chance to steal her?” 

“No; but if you don’t give ber to ne 
you ney repent it, I shall never ask 

| again.’ : 

“That means he will marry Clara Beam- 
er, and [ should repent it then,” thought 

the farmer as he scratched his head medi- 
tatively, Presently he said: 
“Eddie go and call Lucy.” She came 

out shortly, hanging her head and blush- 

ing deeply. 

“Lucy, do you want to marry this 

chimney sweep?” 
“If you please, father.” 
“How long will you wait?” 
“As long as you say if——" 
“If what?” 

“If you will let him come over ouce in 
a while,” 

“And, Harry, how long will you wait!” 
“One year.” 

The farmer scratched his head again. 
“Well, you can have her, and 1 s'pose 

I'll have to let you come over as often as 

you please. But see that you keep out 
of the smokehouse,” and with that, spok- 

en grufly enough, the farmer walked off. 
Harry was soon on his way hoine, 

whistling merrily, despite his forlorn ap- 
pearance. 

He nearly frightened his mother and 
sister out of their wits when he bolted 
into their presence. They listened to his 
story, and at its conclusion agreed with 
him that, although a ludicruus vecurrence, 

it was a very fortunate one. 
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THE LEOPARD 

Cannot Change His Spots. 

BE WASHED OUT THAT 

DIAMOND DYES 

PRODUCE. 

Diamond Dye Blacks far surpass the 
blacks produced by other mauufacturers 
of package dyes in richness, depth of color 
and fastness 
Soap or strong sunshine will never fade 

Diamond Dye Blacks. 
There are three noted Diamond Dyes 

Black—Fast Diamond Black for Wool, 
Fast Diamond Black for Cotton and 
Mixed Goods, and Fast Diamond Black 
for Silk Feathers. 

Don’t risk vour goods with the imita- 
tions that some dealers try to scll simply 
because the poor dyes pay larger profits 
than the Diamond Dyes. Ask for the 
Fast Diamond Dye Blacks and take no 
others, Money and time saved when the 
best are used. 
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GOOD REASON FOR GOLF. 

‘What 
golf?” 

‘You don’t have to keep it oiled or 
pumped up.’—King. 

is it you like so much about 

ca rere ee eee en er a 
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; The D. & L. 
i EMULSION 

The D, & L. EMULSION 
Is the bestand most palatable preparation of 
Cod Liver Qil, agreeing wit. the most delicate 
stomachs. 

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

The D. & L. EMULSION 
Is a marvellous flesh producer and will give 
you an appetite. 50c. & $1 per Bottle. 

Be sure you get ny & LAWRENCE 
the genuine .» Limited, Montreal 

NOR CAN THE BLACKS | 

and our country.’ 

WCT.U COLUMN, 

“And let us not be weary in well doing 

for 1n due season we shall reap if we faint 

not.”’—Galatians 6: 9. 

A BISHOP'S VISION OF THE DRINK 

TRAFFIC 

The rumseller bas been petted by the 

state; respectability bas been thrown 

around his most atrocious crime; he has 

been protected in it by law. 

He has become the boon companion of 

law-makers; permitied to appear in Court 

and sit in juries as a virtuous citizen, 

The scurvy miscreant, once despised but 

patronized, bas become the acknowledged 

gentleman cf fashion, 
The rumseller is a criminal pure and 

simple; he mast be treated as such in law 

and administration. 
Have we not exhausted all possible 

methods of rescuing his victims, only to 

find him, at the end of a hundred years 

of unsuccessful effurt, still entrenched 

and defiant? 

Have we not bound him with the withes 

of low license and high license, and ham- 

pered him with local option aud obstruec- 

tive legislation 1 
The remedy is not alone by sermons, 

prayers, or the abstinence of the well dis- 

posed, no, there is but oue road of deliv- 

erance from this pestiferous evil. 
There is but one way; it is plain and 

simple. Treat the criminal as he deserves; 

let crimival law do its function. 
The felon’s dock, the felon’s cell, and if 

need be the felon’s gibbet, it the only 

remedy for such a crime. 
Moderation, no! Who talks of wmoder- 

ation in the coils of a boa-constrictor! We 

have temporized tov long. It is time we 
talk and act like men. A murderer, cold, 
heartless, cruel, is among us. Not the 

assassin of one or of a family, His vic. 
tims count by millions. 

All that is demanded is concert of ac- 
tion. It will come. It is at the door. 
There are men enough not hopelessly de- 
nauched to vote such law. They will yet 

unite and rid the earth ot this foul mon- 

ster, 
—Bishop Randolph S. Foster. 

The remarkable address of Mrs, Leo- 
nora M. Lake before the Catholic Total 
Abstinence Union at its annual meeting 
in Philadelphia in August, is reported to 
have heen the most notable event of the 
convention. Those who have listened to 
Mrs. Lake’s earnest, eloquent, fearless 
words ‘it any time, can readily believe 
this, and the Catholic church is to be con- 

gratulated upon having oae of its women 
qualified to do such earnest work on the 

platform in favor of total abstinence. 
She spcke a second time at the mass 

meeting held in the Academy of Music, 

on the evening of Aug. 8, and on both oc- 
casions had much to say in reference to 
the increase of drunkenness among 

women, Much of this she charged to the 
kind of life led by society women. She 
said at many afternoon teas intoxicating 
liquors have taken the place of tea. 

Women drink cologne of which 96 per 

cent, is alcohol, and all of the toilet es- 
sences, There are peppermint drunkards 

even. At Bellevue Hospital the doctors 
say the number of women brought to the 

alcoholic ward for treatment seems in- 
credible. The habit of drinking light 

wines by the upper classes and of beer 
drinking by the lower classes is growing. 
To quote a sentence—‘“With the vir- 

tues, purity and endurance of loyal 
women drowned in the punch bowl ard 

wine glass of wealth, aid the beer can of 
poverty, God pity our children, our homes 

"Temperance Tribune, 

NO TOBACCO ALLOWED HERE. 

This is the rule adopted by Lieutenant 
Peary for the house which is to be the 
winter station of his Arctic expedition. 

No doubt the rule is as desirable for the 
health of the party as for the neatness of 
Mrs. Perry’s cozp residence in Upper 

Greenland The captain of the “Falcon” 
told this curious yare, according to a 
newspaper reporter, showing one way in 
which arti (suacco rales are enforced at 

<4. A distinguished passenger on an 

ocean steamer took the liberty to ¢j ct 
not only the tobacco jiice but the “quid” 

itself on the immaculately clean quarter 
deck, ‘All hands on deck with marlin. 
spikes, shovels and brooms,” shouted the 
chief officer. The order was immediately 
obeyed by all the men of the watch, and 
the ungentlemanly gentleman given a re 

buke for his lack of good manners, 

The conductor of an electrig car on an 
Essex county live taught the same lesson 

in a similar way not long ago. A tobae- 

co-chewing passenger declining to take 
any hint as to. the use he was making of 

the floor of (he car near him, the condue- 

tor brought in a pail of sand when a sid- 
ing was reached and gravely spread its 

contents around his feet, The passenger 
tock that hint and left the ear. Of course 
no true gentleman will trespass on the 
rights of others by using the filthy weed 

in public places—least of all in the pre. 
sence of ladies. 
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This signature is on every box of the genuine 

ve Tablets 
the remedy that cures a cold in one day 
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DIRECT INPORTERS OF BRITISH. mo FOREIGN goons, 
—AND— : w iar 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS 

tt I ¢ 

FLOUR, CORNMEAL, OATMEAL, COFFEE. 

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

Molasses, Biscuits, Cheese, 

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

0 
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AARDWARE, CROCKERYWARE, GLASSWARE 

BOOTS AND SHOES 

DRY GOODS. 
Ready-Made Clothing, Scotch Horse Collars, 

IRON, CHAIN, ANCHORS, ROPE, 
NAILS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION iim E. 

ingish House Coal. 

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 RE to in- 

troduce one of the brightest Canadian dailies into this section of the 
Province, we will make the following cornbination offer :— 

THE MONTREAL DAILY HERALD 
--AND-- 

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

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 one 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 subséx 
we will have the two papers fore aloe to your address, 4 

* 

tion and 

1 BE L 

Enclosed find $1.50 for which send me tor one 

year THE REVIEW and The Montreal Daily 
Herald. 
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