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THE OXUANIST. Bnt she wasn’t unse!fish, I will say that, ° . companion, and Mr. and Mrs, George T, g
I wonder how the organist for, having kissed me (she took me una. 1 orptd tver Millington stood smiling before him. a q 1 &
G . roh B Bieess wares, you bet), she bate me seck another “Thought you wouldn’t mind, old & o . I -1
He’s getting ready long before and a fitter spouse.  She feigned tears or | I8 sometimes re!gonsibleltAor difficult di- man,” said George, gaily. “We 0pliced' Ey «
n‘?‘“f!‘.‘:i‘f, —— ’"fsﬁ'igf:émp-, sometbiug of that sort, ‘Is that fin. I 1| Eestion. het " RO and settled down two days after Regay’s A
eﬂ.e!;; pulli‘l‘lg here a;uftbere. askid, for I'd begun to have my sus- | gy dache, dizziness, constipation, | acTival. There've been a lot of howling DIRECT ﬂl"l?!ls OF BRITISH AND FOREIGN G00DS,
And testing wa the Wor King parts ‘pici.mu_ ‘G, George, she \vhis,wrml., ‘it What fits of despondency, mistakes about, but, God biess her, bl‘le wslh N Do
While histenivg to the prayer. is fivall” And I went—rather, and didu’t What fears of Imaginary evils, conduce | made none of ’em. We've fixed up in
He runs & mighty big machine, stop anjwhere uotil 1 found myeeit in | with the distress after eating, the sourm:;s ! the blue-faced hat, and are as bappy as WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS
: ; ; : bad taste in the mouth, ” '
1% full of funny things, Melhourne.” of the stomach, the sandhoys.
A mass of hoxes, pipes and tubes, ' Jobh Clare puched the whiskey, feeling ﬂdrsi’cgogz:" b:o:;‘;:vit:;!me ot & : After this, Regina held out her hand ey
™ ala te Ad stripws g . . rer scarc ! . Yy sy- 3
'ThA:ed’:]li)t‘tl;; :v"hdiuﬂ:: ;:;r A ct:nxtL ' very sad, for there was no misreading the eDysp«epsiaS;esultcd trom torpid liver in | #ud quite timidly said] “Can you forgive | FLOUR COHNMEAL 0
len rows and rows sud TOWS; , deep set despair and bitterness Lehivd the | ype cage of Mrs. Jones, 2320 N. 12th St | we, Mr. Clare—for George’s xake?” : y ’ l_’ COFF E.
1’1l bet there’s twenty moies of tubes other’s words. Philadelphia, Pa., who was a great sufferer, Then Bob dashed away his personal ‘
‘ . ‘
As large as garden hose. “I've not had much to do with women,” |  Her statement made in her 77th year i8 | amotion. f ,

There’s scores as round as stovepipes and
There’s lots so big and wide,
That < veral little boys 1 know
Could play around inside;
From little bits of piceolos
That hardly make a toot,
There’s cvery size up to the great
Big elevator chute.

The organist kuows every one
And how they ought to go;
He wmakes them rumble like a storm,
Or plays thew sweet and low;
At times you think them very near
At times they’re soaring high,
Like angel voicessinging far
Off somiewhere in the sky.

F. r he can take this structure that’s
Ar big as any house, |

And make it squeak as softly as
A lih) little mouse; oo |

Avnd then he’ll jerk cut something with |
A mcvement of the band, 3
rd wake you think you’re listening to
A military baud.

|
He plays it with his fingers and }
He plays 1t with his toes,
And if be really wavted to
He’d play 1t with his rose;
He’s eliding up and down the bench,
He’s working with his Knees,
He’s dancing round with both his feet
As lively as you please,

] alwavs like to take a seat
Where | can see him go,
He’s better than a sermon, and
He does me good, 1 krvow;
] like the life and movement and
I like to hesr him play;
He is the most exciting thing
In town on Sabbath day.
-——T\"."’d:) Tilut“.

- 40> -

An [llusery Terrer.

AN AUSTRALIAN STORY.

chd, nda

The day’s shearing was at an

‘ George without a word.

| funny.

he said slowly, “but I'd rather enj.y
bumbling that one, 1'd like to see her
rarely, She seems the sort that feed ou
men’s bearts with a most Epicurcan rel-
ish, aud—Hullo! who’s coming now?” i

The sound of a rider drawing up out- |

side was heard.®” Both men rose and went ‘ g

into the passage,

“It’s a telegram, boss,” said Bob’s house-
keeper,

Then Bob read these words alond:

“Come bome promptly. Uncle dead—
leaves you everything.

“WILLIS.”

“Liquor bim up and feed bim,” said

Bob quietly, wher he had looked at

The two then 1esumed their seats
George havinglfirst heartily congratulated
his friend,

“Old chap,” said Bob, “Fate’s pretty
Now 1°'l]l just
vou to boss my show while I’'m away.

bave to entreat|
I
know youw’ll pull me out of this hole.
And—I tell you what —I'll do you agood |
turn, too, George, if you’ll give me her
I’ll find

that vampire and report progress,

address, out what's become of!
;

Five

|

| years makes a lot of difference with wo- |

But George® just smiled his old bitter |
i i

“Of course, if you like, now, I’ll squat at |
Wingaroo untii further notice.”

“It’s a bargwin, then,” exclaimed Bob

| Clare, and the two clasped hauds across

the cigar-hox. |

All the same George Millington was
not very happy when he went to bed. !
Regular habtisjirked him like a pain, and

he did not want to kuvow what rieir man |

that she was completely cured of it and all
its attendant aches and pains, as others
have been, by a faithful use of

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

That acts on all the digestive organs,
cures dyspepsia, and give permanent vigor
and tone to the whole system, _

Nevertheless, he himself soon fell under
the fascination that held so many others
in Capperton, and in a month he found
himeelf saving, “Will she be there?”
whenever he was bound for some social
gathering at which Capperton’s elite might
be expected to be present.

He fought against the temptations des-
perately, but Regina Nixon’s face was
always stronger still,  There was this, be-
sides; though he had not said a word to
her to imply that he knew George Mil-
lingtor, she felt a strange interest in him
which heightened ber beauty aud set a
certain conmnecting liuk of sympathy be-
tween them,

At last the inevitable happened.

The twain were together alone in a se-

cluded part of a garden,

“Will you let me speak seriously to
you?”” Bob asked her, with trembling lips.

She looked at him—almost compassion-
ately, yet with a smile as well.

“Seriously 1" she echoed.

“]—I want you,” he then said abrupt.

once interrnpted by her little upraised
hand.
“Stop,
6'.}.‘
tinue.
had experience,” she sighed, and added,

Mr. Clare!” she exclaimed.
or your own sake, please don’t con-

I bave

!
s
|
“p . s . N1 ”» % i 1
‘ lease yourself about that,” he sai ly, with singular Jameness, and was at |
|

I can see what 18 coming,.

“it s no use.”’
“I love you,” he said, notwithstanding
“l am sorry to hear it,” said she; “and

“If there’s anything to forgive,” he re-
plied, “of course, I forgive it—for George's
sake!”

But it waen’t until later that he under-
stood how the main cloud of trouble had
originated. Regina's father bad for the
last years of his life been mad—this was
the secret she had had to guard so jealous-
ly, and it was in terror of the hereditary
curse that she had said *no’” to George
when he asked ber to marry him.

The terror had since then been proved
illuscry, and remorse had worried her
night and day until Bob's visit to Capper-
ton bad given her new hope, which she
had herself falfilled.

— e -y -

Acute and Chronie Xheu-
matism.

are equally influenced by the most magi-
cal pain-subduing power of Polson’s Ner-
viline, equal in medicinal value to five
times the quantity of any other rheuma.
tic remedy. Nerviline . cures because it
reaches the source of the disease and
drives it out of the system, Nerviline is
an unusually good rheumatic cure, and
makes many unusual cures. Just rub it
in the next time you bave an attack. The

| immediate result will surprise you. 2b¢.
- aDy «
THE YOUNG WOMAN WAS ONLY
HUMAN.,

They occupied two $3 50 seats at the
opera, those two women did.

They wore high end costly hats on their
| heads and an aspect of grim determina-
| tion on their faces.

For a young woman in a $3.50 seat be-
hind them had said:

q “I beg your pardon, but will you please
remove your hats?”’

TEA, SUGAR, TOBACCO,

COARSE SALT, in bulk and bags, DAIRY SALT,

Molasses, Biscuits, Cheese,

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

0
v

HARDWARE. CROCKERYWARE, GLASSWARF

0

BOOTS AND SHOES

(=}

DRY GOODS.

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

NAILS OF EVERY DESCRIFTION LIME.

]

wina Nixol d m ] d how many bt . i ;
Regina Nixon had married and how many | do me the justice to confess that it 1s not

ingish House Coal.

the two old college chums were si.ting i Aud eack had answered:

opposite each other, with their feet on the

same chair. PBob Clare, the prosperous

owner « f Winzaroo, smiled over his cigar
at George Millington, the out-at-elbows

tramp, who had, as often before, just

called at the station for a job, It was

smile of pity as well as affection,

““When are you going to settle down,
old chap?’ he asked, as his smile faded

a

children she bad borne.

- -« * * ¥ *

When hefhad seen to his own affairs in

the old country (they were highly satis-

| factory, by-the-bye), Bob Clar:
| to Capperton.fi He
{

set on championing the

was more than
cause of George

suitable. As it happened, too, Lis leg

took train

ever

Millington—in the way that seemed most |

al |

| my fault.”

| Then, in 2 flash, Bob realized that he
' had been treated much as George Milling-

' ton had been treated, and he hated him-
' self. Also, for the over-
| mastering hatred of this beauntiful girl

monient, an
gripped him,

“You serve us all alike,” he said fierce-
ly, “from poor George downwards.”

At these words Miss Nixon started and

“No, 1 will nos.”

When the first scene was over she asked
them again, and again they answered

“NO-,’

Then she went to the head usher and
made complaint, ;

“Yes,” he said, “it is a bardship, mad-
am, but [ hesitaie to ask them to take off
their hats, for I know them, and 1 know

away. adviser, Mr. Willis, could give him a let | ( they would refuse, and if 1 should under-
“Never, Bob, never, That’s a sme | ter of introduction to a Mr. Neve, of Cap- ' went pale as the water-lilies in a touLtain | take to compel them there would be a
thing.” perton, who, as estate agent for Lord | DeaY them scene., But l cau do better for you than
“Still the old wound?”’ Grazebrook, was likely to be in the best | “George!” she muttered. “George— | that, There is 8 vacant seat directly in

“Just about as sore as ever,

up bhoping it wiil heal—even wanting it

to, I think.” This with ashrug.

“The more fcol you, old chap—as [’ve

told you before. Come! Make a big ef-
fort.
and there’s no one I'd like better to be in
caarge while I’m away.”

But George shook his head.

“None of your henevolent larks, Bob,”
“l know

I kpow the size of

he lr,:Lic«i.
Melbourne.’ your
beart and what a downright good fellow

Not but what it’s very joliy .0

that ‘run down to

you are.

Uf .‘IL’-‘

aster

I’ve ‘,{i\'\'h‘

I want to run down to Melbourne,

Capperton set,

Neve. In

But Bob made Miss Nixon’s acquaint- |
ance hefore he had shaken hands with Mr,
accordance with his colonial
babits, he rose early on the morning after !
' bis arrival at Capperton, and, going out you!

‘il!tu the cool August air with a cigar,

i came face to face with a woman of
prising beauty.

] * 93
was a prayer-book. It wasso evideatly

| hers that Bob did not hesitate about pick-

sur- |

She was walking quickly towards a |
church, the bell of which was tinkling |
[ quietly, On the pavement behind her about,

| “Where?” he cried.

who?”’

“George Millington, whom 1 left the
other day in Australia, cursing for your
' sake the hour he was born. Asgood a
| fellow as ever breathed, yet wrecked—hy
But 1 hope I am of sterner stuff.
(ood afternoon, Miss Nixon!”

He was leaving her when ‘she put her
hand on his shoulder. ‘

“Mr. Clare,” she said calmly, “I favecy
you do not know what you are talking
Where is this Mr, George Mil-

»

lington whom yoa——
“Well, you may
as well have it, to minister to your fiend-

and, careless of manners and aught else,

front of them. Go and take that aud I
will see that you are not disturbed.”

She took it,  With her face wreathed
in smiles she turned to them and said:

“Keep your hats on ladies, if you
choose, You will not incommodate me
in the least.”

Then she put on her own hat, a close
imitation of a Gainsborough in its design,
make-up and gener:l scope and sat ser-
enely with it on her head through all the
rest of the performance. For she was
only human and the provocation was

great.,

Dr. Chase esteemed and admired the

bave a week with you like this, I réckoun [ ing it up and following her with it, j — . e

as. the bet an of the lot to.di ) of ol ; v D6 kod | ish pride!” "
1‘ was the best wman of t ¢ lot to-day | lz.ut b«‘ture. giving it to her ne looked | i ol | CHARACTER IN MEDICINE.
Seven score to my own cheek 1sn’t bad.” | inside to see if there was a name. Then | With this he threw her a letter he had There is character in Dr, Chase’s Oi

‘ 4 ! A : xi _ t : S5 ere 1s character 1u Dr, Chase’s int-

“You must be a fool. George.” eried the . s “Reging a0 met his eves | Teéceived only that morning from George /
You must be a fool, George,”” cried the | the words *Regina Nixon” met his eyes, ; A ¥ g€ ment— just such character as has made
i

Wingaroo. five years

now, isn’t 1!’
“Five precisely, at half-past four on th:
iwentieth of June.”

S.I[

“(Can’t vou yet guess at the meaning of

beats all!’”’ exclaimed Bob Clare.

’:::1.,
“Er—1 don’t trouble to, ¢ld man.

l‘.ul‘

months we were as thick ss—well, thieves,

facts satisfy me. quite eighteen

1 suppose, ] ;.i“‘ﬁ_\'~ got the ;»ick of hey
dances; we alwavs drifted t ge he: wheu
ever we were within a bundred yards of
each other; she called me ‘George,” aud
never looked better pleased than when |
called her ‘Reguy’—Reginais such astate

SO N

ly name for « girl, vou know.

he ki

for a coupe through

went on, and all but t owing ones in

our set hooked

aad he understood that Fate had played

| cidence upon him.

and she, noticing the vrayer-bock, looked

purple eves Bob had ever seen, thauked
him and took the book.

He now had much to think about. By-
and-by he had still more to think about,

|
|

copstrained  himself to remember

wronged friend.
Mr. Neve was quite at his service, and

when he heard thar Bob purported to stay
§ in Capperton, did"what he could to make
| things agreeable for him., Thus he saw
| much of Regina Nixon.

i
| She was a lone girl of four-and-twenty,

church porch, where he caught her up; |

| full at him with the most maguificent |

']'1!" !

and it was only by main force that he |
his |

one of its fine old mellow tricks of coin- |

i

|

“Miss Nixon, perhaps?” he asked in the |

|
!
i
|
|
|

left her. That evening, too, having writ-

' ten a note to Mr Neve, he left Capper

ton also.

There was not much actual mention of
Regina in George Millington’s letter, but
the tone of the whole cornmunication was
evidently inspired by the extremity of
bitierness and resignation of a sort. But
there were these words:

“I can’t help it, old man, get me her
photograph, by hook or by crook, and I'll
ask no wages of you for playing ‘locum!’ "’

Even as Bob Clare left the party with-
out word to anyoune, so, too, did Regina
Nixon, and she kept her head bent unti

| she reachied home-—that people might nov

see the tell-tale gleam in her eyes,

oy x * * * *

world over. Dr. Chase’s Ointment has
stood the test of time and remains to-day
the only actual cure for Piles and itching
Skia Discase, It is the standard Ointment
of the world. You can rely on it just as
you rely on Dr. Chase’s Receipt  Book,
because you kvow that it is backed by the
sterling charaeter of L r. Chase— Awmerica’s
Greatest Physician,
-~ 4Oy -
TRANSPARENT, VERY.

“What is the meaning of transparent?”’
asked the teacher of small Bobby,

“Dunno,” answered the little fellow,

“Anything is transparent which permits
the light to pass through,” explained the
“Now can you bame something
transparent?”’

“The hole in a stovepipe,” 1eplied
Bubb)’.

teachier,

Bslacksmith's Ccoal

o

SHINGLES, DEALS, BOARDS AND SCANTLING,

PITCH-PINE, HARDWOOD, LATHS, cte.

(=}

Rexton, Kent County, N. B.

Cut this out

and return it to us with a year’s subscription to
THE REVIEW. |

e Review,
RICHIBUCTO, N. B.

Enclosed find $1.00 for which send me for one

lite. \‘\';‘. , bang it all, I’«.{ :;'-;‘rl_y. got as She _ ' ' Bob Clare did not retarn to Capperton. A M A b year THE REVIEW.
far as giving the puard a tip to jock ugup | living in a large house, with a cousin as | e wrote George such a letter, confessing
together for the journey and ordering twi | companion. PBut though thus lonely, she | everything, and discussing Regina as 1f LABUR lTEMS, A
luncheon ba-kets to be shoved in at Pres. ‘ did mot live the life of a reclise like hker | she were a vile sort of pestilence, and then Sudden accidents often hefall artizans NAME....ccoimeiee o srscsssssssassscssosssssssassssessssssnssssssssssesssesssssess
ton, with iced claret, and ail that. How | father, Bob met her at garden parties, | he give bimself up to business and pleas- | farmers and all who work in the open
do you like this for metapbor, Bob?” colf, and wherever -ociai sport was in | ure. Aud five weeks afterwards, having air, besides the exposure to cold and damy, POST OFFICE ADDRESS 4
TR R AT R R R T I IR R R R R R R R ] ]

Bob Clare wirked sericusly

“It’» my opinion you’re killing your-

And she was more often than

| not at such times the gayest of the gay,

| progress,

wired to Geourge, he set off back to Win-
ga100.
“My word, M1 Clare,”” said the man at

producing rheumatizm, lame back, stiff

joiuts, lameness, etc, Yellow oil is a

1 v hrairy " ¢ ctq . .l a1 « 1t se > 1 g4 nea £ ¢ ! . o
'tAf——‘ our brain v ni Y““d I h more | L’{"X\Ang’ a 1L seeme d’ n lhl’ ‘“{““l"“‘)n ’ l‘ea‘ly Iemedy fOl' hll suCh trouble!. It s T T L R T N R R E R R R Y T ]
of it.” he excited. | the “Busbman’s Rest,” where Bob called | handy and reliable, and can be used iu-

“Kudge! We're made of wire out here. “What’s the meaning of it?” he asked | in his ride from Crossfire Station to Win- | ternally or externally

1 . . 'Y . . - . { ’ . A -

'I! be the -ame fcol this time thirty | Mr. Neve on one occasion. | garoo, ‘them’s startling changes up at ADIDIRESS:

Ry E i A St -
years, your place!

RESTRICTIONS.

“The saints forbid!
she actually say ‘no’ to you?”

“That’s just the cream of the joke.
She it. i

and
said, ‘Go, there’s a dear good boy!’

Let’s see—how did

never said She kissed me

She
piled ou the wood and coal, blew up the
fire with a

borse. power bellows, then

yawnged and said, ‘Go out, can’t you?”

tion point blank. He shook his bead

s
he said:

“l don’t pretend to understand women,

!

?

| . g

| But Mr. Neve did not answer the ques.
i

|

!

l and Jeast of all girls like Miss Nixon,
She might marry a baronet, if she would,
but—she prefers to have a good time first,
[ suppose.”

“That’s it!” exclaimed Pob to himese!f

i
|
|
|
|
|

“What!” cried Bob, “What’s happen-
ed? No fire, rot, or anything, is there?”

I'ne wan preferred to draw his band
across his mouth, grin and say, *I reckon
it’s mnothing to distress you, sir. I’d
rather it sprang itself on you as a sur-
prise.”

Then Bob rode away; he expected some

“You believe in etiquette to a degree
at least, don’t you?”’

“Oh, yes., When a map gives another
man a dinner, he oughtn’t to try to bor-
row money of him uatil the next day.”’
—Chicago Record Herald,

- ath -

THE REVIEW
Richibucto, N. 1§’

“Wasn’t there something about a par- | afterwards, *She is one of those lovely | trifling improvement in sheds or fencing,

ent}”’ monsters that get born into the world | due tu George’s keen mind—that was all. é %j 3
“OY. of course. A convenient father! | now and then to eurse mankind., Since | Jut ivstead, when he got to Wingaroo, PO

A veptleman with the tastes of a recluse, | she broke poor George's beart I duresay ; he saw the head of a lady in the garden} 5 .0 signature is on evory box of tho genuine

*Twas for his sake. She’d be a sister to | she has trodden en scores of others in the | that fronted the houvse, and by the time| | axative Bromo.Quini“e Tablets

we, if | warted a sixth, which [ didu’t, | same way.” | pe was at hiz own door the lady had al the remedy that eures a cold in one day




