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Your Nose 
| That is what you should breathe through 

«not your mouth, 

But there may be times when your ea- 

garrh is so bad you can’t breathe through it. 

Breathing through the mouth Is always 

bad for the lungs, and it ig especially so 

when their delicate tissues have been weak- 

eed by the scrofulous condition of the 
b. ood on which catarrh depends. 

Alfred E. Yingse. Hoernerstown, Pa. 
g ffered from catarrh for years. His head 
f. .t bad, there was a ringing in his ears, 
gd he could not breathe through one of 
h.s nostrils nor clear his head. 

Atter trying several catarrh specifics 
f 'm which he derived no benefit, he was 
completely cured, according to his own 
rtatement, by 

[Tood'’s Sarsaparilla 
This great medicine radically and per- 

manently cures catarrh by cleansing the 
bioad and building up the whole system. 

Moov’ £& MILLE are the favorite cathartic. Be. 

A Young Socialist. 

(Temple Bar.) 

Betty, notwithstanding her refined little 

face and aristocratic air, showed even from 

ber cradle mest democratic tendencies. 

Not «:'v id she ignore all class dis- 

tiections, bul she seemed to lack utter. | 

that sense of the fitness of things so ne- 

cessary in preserving social barriers and 

keeping each man in his proper place. 
When taught to use special terms of 

endearment to her rich old uncle, Betty 
applied the same pext day to the butler 

as he supplied her with a favorite dish: 
“Thank you so much, dear kind Wil. 

hams; I do love you.” 
* * * . - 

The difficulties which beset the path of 

Betty's would-be trainers increased #5 | position which warranted her refusing 

| any chance of a meal. Her grandson’s years went on. 

One day Betty, walking with her mother, 
passed a dilapidated old woman who fol- 
lowed them, pouring out a piteous tale. 

“Oh, mother, do you hear what she 

says?’ cried Betty, tugging at her moth. 

er’s arm. ‘‘She’s not had a morsel to eat 
since yesterday, and her son’s dyin’, and 
ber dear little gran’son’s starvin’!” 
“There, you may give her that shil- 

ling,” said her mother, not daring to sug- 

gest a doubt of the woeful history, for 
Betty’s faith in her fellow-creatures was 
prompt and unwavering. 

The old woman called down the bless- 

ing of Heaven on the “dear kind leddy” 

and the “sweet little missie’”” who was 

“just & bangel that the was,” and the 

‘Lord ’ud reward her.” 

“Her came is Mvs. Robert Macpherson, 

and it’s her dear dead daughter’s husband 

what's dving,” said Betty, as she overtook 

her mother and walked om for a while, 

lost in thought. 

Presently she asked: 

“Jesus Christ wae very kind to ail the 

poor people when He lived here, wasn’t 

He, mother!” 

“Yes, Betty dear. He was always kind 

o everyone, and specially to the poor : 
obs ; P 0 the poor and. | op, she come upon us suddint?”’ 
sick,” her mother answered, half appre. 
Lensive as to what might be coming next. 

“Yes, but He wasn’t on’y just kind, | . 
' yi 8% | mother was afraid you would not be com- 

like givin’ them a shilling; He made them 

His frens, didu’t He, mother?” 

“Yes, darling, He did make them His 

friends!” replied the mother slowly, feel- 

ing ratber as though she and ber child 

should ebange places. 

that poor old woman there, and ask ber 

to come back to tea with us!” 

“Why—well, I will try and tell you, 

poor old woman to tea with me, but it ie 

he who would not like it; she would only 

fee] very miserable and uncomfortable if 

I asked her into the drawing room. She 

is pot accustomed to it, you see, and she | 

would ever so much|rather bave the money | 

and buy her own tea and enjoy it quietly 

ie ber own bome. Doyyou see, my Betty?” 

| 

| 
| 
| 

| 
| 

| 

| 

ter!” she asked. 

ay »" brcke in the impish boy, “See, 

ween e's sick ’e can’t whack yer! ’'E can 

on’y frow fings at yer, and yer can dudge 

‘em it yer pail he added, confidential 

ly. “Grau’ an’ me we prays tle Lord 

'e’ll take ’im purty soon.” 
“There, little iissie, ow can you onder- 

stand. Bless yer sweet little } angel face! 

Me ard Jackie we’ll just be ving, it ain’t 

fer us to git talking to a blessed innercent 

like you.” § 

Mrs. Macpherson made a clateh at 
Jackie, but that piwble y oath promptly 

dodged round Betty. 

“Lemme alown. The little miseie’s got 

a brawnie fer me, airvcler, missie? Gran 

and me, we've not "ad's bite the ‘ole o’ 

this ’ere blessed dy: |” 
He began te whimper, rubbing two 

grimy little fists 1. o a pair of dry, twink]. 

ing eyes, 
“Ob, please 7. u’t go, Mrs. Robert Mac. 

pherson,” entrcated Betty. “Come with 

me and see wy mocther—both of you. 
She will be so glad. She did want you 

to come back the other day and have tea 

in the Irawing room!” 

Betty looked up into the weather. beat- 

en old face with one of her most beguiling 

smiles, 

“Lor’ mow—did she though?’ Mrs, 

Macpherson’s surprise was quite nnaffect- 

ed. “Your ma mus’ be a reel Christian 
leddy, that she mus’, my dearie!” 

“Oh, yes, she ie!” Betty agreed heartily. 

“She on'y didn’t ask you before ’cause 

she Betty hesitated, uncertain how 

to put it without hurting her friend’s 
feelings. “She was—in rather a harry, 

you—you see. But now she will be so 

glad if you’ll come in ”’ 

Mrs. Robert Macpherson was not in a 

mind also was, she saw clearly, made up. 

So, escorted by Betty, they went round 
the garden to the drawing room, which 

opened on a verandah. 

“Mother, mother, here is Mrs. Robert 
Macpherson and her dear little boy—" 

Betty rushed in jubilantly. 
But the drawing room was empty. The 

cups told of five o’clock tea already over. 

The dainty provisions, however, were 

hardly touched, as Jackie's keen glance 

goon discovered. 

Betty’s face fell. 
“Mother is not here! Ob, she will be 

sorry! But” (brightening with a happy 
thought) “I can give you tea just the 

same. Come in, Mrs, Robert Macpherson 

—please do come in.” 
Jackie needed no second invitation, 

Already be bad sidled up to a plate of 
tempting cakes and maneged surrepti- 

tiously to transfer three of them to his 

coat pocket. 
But Mrs. Macpherson lingered uncer- 

tain on the threshold, gazing wistfully at 

| the Paradise within and at its presiding 

' angel! “Bless yer dear little ’eart, but are 
yer sure as the leddy ud find us welcome 

“Ob, ves truly, indeed she would,” 

Betty assured her, “Do you know my 

| fortable here, but I know I can make 

| you quite comfortable—so do come in.” 
| And Betty, taking Mrs, Macpherson’s 

| withered old hand in her own tiny soft 

one, led her to a luxurious easy chair near 

‘ pe | the tea table, and installed her with 
“Then why don’t we make frens with | 

| fer a standing posture; his eight years’ | 
P&T, should be very glad to have that | . : 

Sour. 14h ; TE Sve this | experience of life paving taught him that | 

cushions at ber back. A wondrous strange 

sensation for Mrs. Macpherson. 
Jackie's instinct prompted him to po 

you never know when you may have to | 

rum. 
The rapidity of his movements surpris- 

ed even Betty. 

| being in ’eaven—that’s what it js—I shall 
| never forgit this to my dying day, never, 
' that | sha’nt! And when I’m trampin’ the 
roads sick and weary in me body, and 
hard and bitter in me sdul I’ll jus’ think 
back on you, my blessed little hangel, and 
the fine tea you giv’ us, with the lovin’ 

all the while out o’ them sweet eyes.” 
“Ob, but [ don’t want you to go a- 

tramping the roads any more—I want 
you to come here very often, so we can 
be frens--like Jesus Christ used to be 

frens, don’t you know!” 
“Is that my yourg friend Mise Betty, 1 

hear? Ah, there you are!” said a voice 
outside, and in walked the Reverend Percy 

last person somebow whom Betty would 

bave invited to join this particular tea 

party. 

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed slowly, 

| and surveyed the scene aghast. 
Betty advanced with dignity. 
“How do you do, Mr. Simpkins? We 

are just havin’ tea, and this is Mrs. Robert 
Macpherson and her dear little gram’son 
who was very hungry—we was all very 

hungry!” added Betty with a vague in- 

stinct that she must justify her friends to 

this visitor. 
Mrs. Macpherson rose and commenced 

a series of agitated curtseys accompanied 
by voluble excuses and apologies; among 

other things she mentioned that her aunt 
had washed for a clergyman for fifteen 

years and that she herself had been to 
school and was once reckored quite a 

“scholard.” 
Strong as such bonds should have prov- 

ed in drawing together the reverend 

gentleman and Mrs. Macpherson. Jackie, 
for one, placed no reliance on them, He 
made a prompt boli for the window, and, 
on being intercepted by the outstretched 

arm of Mr. Simpkins, plunged his head 
inte that gentleman's waistcoat in such 

professional style as to send him reeling 

and breathless on the nearest sofa. 
Betty was greatly distressed. 
“Jackie, come back, do come back,” 

she cried, then turned reproachfully to 
the panting vicar of St. Augustine’s.— 

“Oh, you’ve frightened bim away!” 
“Frightened him away! I hope I have, 

the young rascal—he has nearly killed 

me! My dear child, what in the name of 
fortune was that ragamuffin doing in 
here? Surely your mamma is unaware 

that these people are here —she has been 
taking us round the garden; see, here she 

comes with Mrs, Simpkins.” 

Betty rushed out eagerly to meet ber 

mother, 
“Ob, mother, mother I am so glad 

you've come! Jackie’s gone, he was so 

frightened of Mr. Simpkins he ran away 
—but Mrs. Robert Macphersoa is in the 
drawing room, and she’s not a bit un- 

comfortable, we've been having tea jas’ 

like you said you’a like her to!” 
“What do you mean, Betty, dear? 1 

don’t quite understand. Who is Mrs. 

Robert Macpherson, darling?” 
“Oh, she’s goin’—she’s goin’!” cried 

Betty in sudden dismay, as she saw the 
figure of her friend emerge from the 
drawing room and hobble away down the 

path to the gate. : 

She caught her up quickly, and her 

earnest entreaties prevailed on Mrs, Mac- 

pherson to wait till Betty’s mother over- 
took them. Mr, Simpkins followed more 
slowly, wearing a somewhat disconcertcd 

| air. 

| Mrs, Macpberson was terribly agitated, 
her lips trembled, tears of wounded pride 

stood in the poor, dim, old eyes. 
Betty quickly gathered, however, from 

| the short, broken sentences and indigent 
: | denials that it was all “Mr, Simpkins.” 

| The bitterest grievance seemed to be that 

“Ob, Jackie, you can eat fast!” said Mrs. | he bad demanded Mrs. Macpherson’s name | 

Macpherson. The contents of two plates | and address and had spoken of sending 

{ bread and butter and cakes bad vanish- | 

ed before she had finished creaming and 

the Charity Organization Secretary to in- 

vestigate the case. 

Simpkins, vicar of “St. Augustine’s on | 
the Hill,” youny, zealous and austere, the | | 
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tered with a small parcel which she hand- 
ed to her mistress. 
“A little boy left this at the back door, 

mam. He said it was ‘for the little miss,’ 

and then ran away as fact as he could.” 
It was a curiously shaped parcel wiap- 

ped in a very grimy piece of notepaper 

and tied with a bit of old shoe lace, 
On being epened it was found to con- 

tain three small sugar cakes, decidedly the 

worse for wear. And inside the paper 
ware scrawled these words: 

“From Misses Robert Macpherson with 
fond Juv jaky as giv thes up e is Sorie e 

tukem unbeknown e his not a thef deer 
litul mis ged Bles u im gorn ter .unon wi 

jiky is pa is ded lars nite Thank the lord. 
I giv a ron Strete to the curik so e 

* * * * * * 
- 

Betty 18 trying to find her friend Mis. 

Robert MacPherson. 

A New Dress for Ten 

Cents, The Price of 2 

Package of 
DIAMOND DYES, 

Women of every social condition know 
from practical experience that it ié possible 
with the aid of Diamond Dyes to make A 
NEW DRESS FOR TEN CENTS. 

Ladies use Diamond Dyes to their en- 
tire satisfaction, advantage and profit. 
There is no reason why you, too, will not 
find in Diamond Dyes the same aid to 
economical ard stylish dressing. If you 
prefer to get a new dress for ten cents in- 
stead of bnying a new one at a cost of 
from five to ten dollars, buy a package of 
Diamond Dyes, and with very little work 
you cau make your old dress look like a 
new one. 
Send a Postal Card with your address 

and The Wells & Richardson Co., Limited, 
200 Mountain St., Mon'real, P. Q, wil] 

mail you free of cost full range of designs 
of Diamond Dye Mat and Rug Patterns 
to make selections from. 

mari eer - | 

J. 8. Brierley of the Montreal Herald, 
has been summoned before the Rar of the 

Quebec legislature to answer a charge of 

disrespect. 

Mrs. Catherine Soffel who was arrested 

on the charge of assisting the Biddle Bro- 
thers in their escape from jail, bas been 
sent up for trial. 

The alleged refusal of Canada to dis- 

cuss nothing but trade reiations at ‘the 

. > 5 . 

OIRECT * IMPORTERS OF BRITISH AND FOREIGN 600DS, 

—~AND— 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS 

~IN— : 

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 
v 

HARDWARE, CROCKERWARE, CLISSY ITF 

BOOTS AND SHOES 

Ready-Made Clothing, 

IRON, CHAIN, ANCHORS, ROPE, 

=]
 

DRY GOODS. 

Scotch Horse Collars, 

NAILS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION LIME. 

o
 

Engish House Cold. 

slcksmith's Cold 

SHINGLES, DEALS, BOARDS AND SCANTLING, 

PITCH-PINE, HARDWOOD, LATHS, etc. 

Qo
 

Rexton, Kent County, N. B. 
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Coronation is a matter of much exultation THE REVIEW 

among pro-Boer J urnals. 
“Yes, mother dear.” 

The voice wae sad and the “ves” lacked 

conviction, still Betty felt if this were 

really so, there was nothing more to be | 

sugaring ber visitor’s tea, “Vestikate, indeed!” Mrs. Robert Mac- 

“Jackie, mind yer manners, ye limb!” | pherson “didn’t pant no curicks with their 

cried the grandmother sternly—then | charity sercieties to come a ’vestikatin’ of | 

apologetically to Betty—*'is pore inside her and bers! She knew all about that 

The failure i: announced of Lord Fran- 
cis Hope, the husband of May Yohe, the 

American actress. The petitioning cred- 
amid. 

She took comfort ingthe thought that 

it, was pot ber mother who drew back from 

the friendship. Bnt againjshe asked ber- 

self, How wae it poor people never seem- | 

ed to have felt uncomfortable in having | 

tea or supper with Jesus Christi Clearly | 

there was something still unexplained. 
* > * * * 

A few days later Leiity, playing near 

the garden gate, looked up to find Mrs, 

Macpherson standing Just outside. She | 

is as empty as my old pocket, that’s the | sort! Hadn’t that got ber took to the 

| Lord’s trath, missie, so you mus’ excuse 

im, my dearie. For ’e’sa good lad is 

Jackie—the lars tuppence ’e earned off a 

gent 'olding "1s ’oree blest if ’e didn’t buy 

is ole Grapny a box 0’ corf lozengers. 

My corf is the very deuce at nights!” 

said Mrs, Macpherson, becoming quite 

genial and communicative under the com- 

bined influence of tea, cakes and arm- 

chair. 

‘ouse once! No, thank you, no more cur- 

icks for her!” 

Nothing either Betty or her mother 

could say would prevail on Mrs. McPher- 

spectful but firm on the point, and thow- 

ed such nervous apprebension at the ap- 

proach of the Reverend Percy and his 

wife that Betty’s mother forebore to press 

her further. 

son to delay her departure. She was re- | 

itor’s claim was £4,000 

The merchants of Canton, China, bave 
petitioned the viceroy to check the Man. 

darians levying extortionate taxes, an up- 
rising being feared. 

The Review 
RICHIBUCTO, N. B. 

Enclosed find $1.00 for which send me] for ene 

year THE REVIEW, 
: ; | “Well, then, good-bye for to day, Mrs, Kidne S 

seemed more woe-begone than ever, and Betty looked from oneguest to the other | | Macpherson, she said kindly; “as ycu * 

at ber side was a small boy with & sharp | with radiant satisfaclion—refilling their | have left your address Betty and I wil oid 

impish face. 5 before they were half empty and | | hope to come and see yov very soon,” 

. 2 Bless you, my eweel we tle missie! pl ying them with every variety of cake. | “May God bless the darlin’ child, and 

: Why, if it ain’t the very selfsame little “I do hope you are quite, quite com- | keep unger and ’eartache far from ‘er, 

hangel I teld yer about, Jackie; that it ¥ fortable in our drawing room?” she in- | and may the Lord reward er for what 
is!” 

| 

: guired of Mrs. Macpherson, as she took ol dat : : 

The old woman’s face lit up with a wan | 2 p ’ she’s done fer me this day. Ab, leddy, it 

emall chair beside her friend. wasn’t the fine tes and cskes, it was the 

“Bless ‘er dear little ’eart—it’s jus’ like | Juve, it was jus’ the Juve, bless er!” 

Betty clasped the worn, toil-stained old 

Carpenterin is mot MAME. li orsses BT
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an easy trade. The 
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and stooping over are 
all severe strains on 
the kidneys. No 
wonder & pe 
exclaimed, recent] 
that every time 
drove a nail it seemed . 
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swile of recognition. 

Betty rap forward joyfully and opened 

t I on dc you do, Mre. Robert Mac- | bands in both bers, Tears brimmed in 4 “ though he was ADDRES : 

’ i - 3 - , 
: : 

pherson? Come in—do, please come in,” | Relieve those Inflamed Eyes! 3% cg and her voice shook as ehe half Pag hiese Kid Nee Pills 
I i 

she said heartily. “Is thie your little boy 

who was starving?” turning with eager in- 

terest to Jackie. 

“Yes, my dearie, that's Jackie! And 

it’s %is father that’s ill. Please the Lord 

’e won't never get no better, I say. "E's 

real bad to-day, 'e 1!” 

Mrs. Macpherson spoke with genuine | 

cheerfulness, 

Betty's eyes grew Lig with surprise. 

“Why don’t you wautghim 10 get bet 

“Good-bye, dear Mrs, Robert Macpher- | now on the first sign of Backache and is 

son. We'll come very s00a to see you— able a follow his tndle with comfort and 

and I do hope Jackie’s father will keep ; “x Raa kidney and urinar 

on bein’ ill so that he can’t best him any | TOTS than three years Toh ae fain tdi 
more. J shall come very esrly o-moriow i oo od I had severe peu- \ 

Richibucto, N. B. 
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hel, yr A oe are Next morning while Betty’s father snd co 

: ; ‘ mother were at breakfast, the maid en! coand 
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Ponds Extract 
Reduced ove-half with pure soft water, 

applied frequently with dropper or eye cap. 

the congestion will be removed and the pain 
and inflammation instantly relieved. 

CAUTION! Avoid dangerous, ir- 
ritating Witch Hazel preparations 
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