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RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER.
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QOur Heroes.

o'« » hand to the boy who has courage
» do what he knows to be right,
en be falls in the way of t:mptation
e has & hard ba tle to fizhe.
» strives against self and his comrades
ill find & most powerfal foe,
honor to him if he ccnquers,
cheer to tle boy whorays ‘No |’

»’s many & batt'e fought daily

B world k10owx aothing about,

B .. many » brave little soldier
hose st ength puts a legion to rcut,
be wh) bghts sin siu g ¢-hai ded
more a hero, [ ray, :
. he » ho lerds soldiers to battle
p 1 conquers by a:ws in the fray.

eadfast, my boy, whea you’re tempted,
¢o v hat you know to be w 012,
d firm by the colors of manbood.
pd you will o’ercome ia the fight,
ri. ht,” be your battle-cry ever
wag ng the wa. fare . f lif~,
God, who kaows wh) are the heroes,
il gve yon the strength for the sirife
— Phebe Ca y.
e i ~ o G—
The Little Lad.

hoir practice to-night at St. Paul’s,
light falling on the stained glass
Bows gives to passers-by no hint of
seautiful colors that charm the eye
the light is outside instead of in.
pit, low notes float gently on the
t air. The organist is playing
the choir is gathering.
e clock points to seven as a tall,
er boy comes hurriedly down the
, and the frown fades from the
 of the little professor.
h at last I’ he exclaimed ; ‘one
ent more and you would have been
Morrell.’
is not often that a cheoir boy is
t St. Paul’'s. It is toe difficult to
ato the leading choir of the city
iny boy $0 risk a dismissal. 1In
)wight Marrell is the only one ef
twenty who would dare come so
as this to being late ; but Morrell
he finest voice of them all—and is
tly well aware of that fact.
e glances at the clock with a care-
smile that exasperates the fiery
director, who calls out shaxply,
will begin at once.” The rehearsal
on, but it 8 mot satisfactory to
rofessor. He glances impatiently
or twice st Morrell. Finally he
angrily on the table with his
.
op ! stop! That will not do
ell.  You are not singing well to-

e ot coler flushes to the boy’s
A quick retort  trembles on his
ie, but he does not quite dare to
it. He does not realize how
y his feeling is written on his
The professor understands as
s if he had spoken.
you are not willing te practice,
arrell, T can find some one who
he says, brusquely.
rrell started angrily and bit his
He had been so long the leading
of 8t. Paul's choir, that it had
occurred de him that he could
pensed with. Thas the professor
have some.ome else in view, or he
never have ventured such a
of, seemed to him certain. He
d down his furious anger, and
coldly :
Nl we try that passage again, sir?
S time there were no false notes,
the professar’s brow cleared.
s better,” he said, heartily, as
Bt sweat notes died awsy.
rehearsal over, the bops quickly
‘eared. Half a dozen of them
the church together. Dwight

1l among them.
Hat ailed the professor to-night,
W ' he began, then,—‘Get out

Wiy, you little beggar,’ ke burst
ngrily, to a pale-faced little fel-
ho was leaning on his cratch, in
stibule. Ag he spoke, his foot
' cruteh, which went flying down
'Ps, while the boy, with a sharp
bl hus\dy to the stone floor.
rell half started as if to help the
» but another was before him—
it-faced lad, whe sprang forward,
fting the little fellow to his feet,
' till another boy handed up
utch .
YOu meant to do that, Dwight
l, it was 4 mean, cowardly trick,
'd the bright-faced boy, his
Yes blazing with honest indig-
a8 thuy looked stmight into
I's black ones.
el shrugged his shoulders.
zxdt{» about nothing,’ he quoted,
“nd went down the steps with-
ack ward glance,
At was that little wretch doing
'lfy'h(»w ? he said to his chum,
ison, who had stood silently
g this little episode, and now
on w.ith him. Dick was Morrell s
=t.dmlrer ; he could see wo fault
riend,
Matthews’ nephew, I believe,’
: ‘geune to live with him lately.
W8 18 down with chills 'n’ fever,
little chap is doing his work at
reh.’
\ph !’ growled Morrell. ‘Pretty.
SeXton he ig—fop St Paul’l:-

. gt ‘-,S:_‘"'u."", A g D RO Gl

‘& gracious smile. '

' But say, Dick, what did ail tihe pro-
 fessor to-night ? He never dared come

down on me like that before.’

‘He was mighty peppery to night-—
that's a fact,’ said Dick. Then, with
a side glance at his friend, he added
hesitatingly, ‘His son is back from
Germany. They say he's no end of a
singer.’

Morrell was silerit for a moment.
His he rt beat quickly, and the blood
rushed to his head. ‘So that’s what
it means,’ he said, presently. ‘The
professor wants to pick a quarrel with
me, 80’s to have un excuse for turning
me off 'n’ putting hisson in my place ’

‘Looks kinder that way,’” assented
Dick ; ‘but you needn’t ter bother. 1
don’t believe he ¢'n sing any better'n
you can.’

Morrell raised his head proudly.
His belief in his own musical ability
was unlimited. He made up his mind
that at the next rehearsal he would
astonish the professor a little.

Whether or no the professor was
astonished, certainly he was well
pleased with the ncxs rehearsal. His
face beamed with satisfaction as he
listened to Morrell’s fine rendering of
the solo - which he was to sing on
Easter moaning when the great church
would be thronged with the strangers
who would come to hear St. Paul's
choir.

‘Very well—very well, Mr. Morrell,’
he said. ‘If you sing as well as that
next Sunday I shall have no fault to
find. You have all dome well this
evening,’ and he dismissed them with |

Two persous were sitting near the
door at the back of the church as the‘
boys passed out. One was the little
pale-faced cripple with his crutch st
his side. He loved to sit in the semi-
darkness and listen to the sweet music
that made him happiet than anything
else in the world. The other was a
tall, slender lad with wery dark hair
and eyes.

‘ The prifessor’s son,’ whispered
Dick, in Morrell’s ear.

Morrell scowled at both the occu-
pants of the back pew as he passed.
‘Choice company he keeps,’ he said,
half aloud, to Diek.

‘What makes you hate thatlittle kid
8o ¥ Dick asked curiously, as they
walked on together.

‘Oh, he makes me sick. Cripples
and hunchbacks ought to beshut up
for life, like lunatios and murderers,’
said Morrell, roughly “I'd as soon
see a4 snake as a eripple any time.’

‘Pretty hard on the cnipples,’ Dick
remarked. 9 reckon they wouldn’t
e that way if they could help it.’

‘Probably mot,” said Morrell, care-
lessly ; ‘but ceme, let :us talk of some-
thing pleasamter.’

The next nehearsal was the last be-
fore Easter. Morrell was there; but
he looked pale and ill,:and aske@ to be
excused from singing. T've taken a
heavy cold,” he said, uneasily, ‘and I
guess I'll have to save myself up for
Sunday. IH be all right by that time,
I'm sure.’

The professor readily excused him_
but shook his head as he looked after
him. -I.doeubtif he’s all right by Sun-
day,’ he said to himself ; ‘he lgoks te
me as if he were in for a fit of sickness.’

The professor had taken a fancy to
Matthews’ little nephew, and often
sent him on errands, for which he paid
him well. He sent him the day after
this rehearsal to inquire how Morrell
was. The servant who.answered the
bell the sent boy upstairs to see Mrs.
Morrell. He could hear her talking to
her son in the next roem.

‘But, Dwight,’ she was saying, ‘what
is the use? You might just as well
send the professor word that you can’t
sing next Sunday. Youknow that the
doctor will net hear of your going out
s soon.,”

And then Morrell's voice, so thick
and hoarse that the boy in the next
room would not have recognized it,
answered, fretfully :

‘I must be well. T mustsing Easter.
If T don’t I'll Jose my place. They
say the prefessor’s son has a splendid
voice, and if he sings HKaster in my
place—he’ll have it for good—that's
all.  Oh, if I only knew somebody who
would sing for me just this once, and
not try to get my place,” he groaned.

A little pale face—a slight, twisted

there in his shabby clothes, leaning on
his cratch, the child sang in a voice as
sweet and thrilling as any meadow
lark’s~ the beau'itul Easter music.

He looked anxiously a: the sick boy as
he finished.

w old cover this, you kaow,’ touchiag
his cruteh. ‘I'd ba so glad to do it for
you if I ¢'n do it well enongh, 'v’ you

place, y u know.’

now, and tears were runuing down his
flushed cheeks, '

I'm suie the professor will let you
take my placs, and, and’'—.
held out his hand to the little lad.

crutch that night, in the vestibul-.’

didn’. A fellow thas can sing as you
can couldn’t be su mean as that.
go and ask *ha- professor,’ and he

o' in bis rtead sent to many a heart
a strangely sweet thrill that lived in
the memory long after that Easter
service was forgotten.

jauitor, for the professor took him

{to-him !

shook his head as if he understood, and
cluog closer to his master.

English, ‘T make him do even more
great thing than all else for feefteen
cents.’

fevocsh eageruess. And standing

‘Wil it du? he said: ‘the gown

w.ulin’t be 'fraid Id iry to get your

Morrell had covered his faca agamn

‘Do.’ he said, when he could speak;
‘you sing it better ‘han I ever did.

He

‘I've acted like a brate to you, but
bonestly, I didn't mean to kick your

Oh, that’s all vight,’ said the nte
'ad, cheerfully. *’Couree I knew you

Il

hurried away as fast as he could limp.

Some who listened to the Kaster
music at St. Paul's were disappo.nted
ec-use Dwight Morrell did not sing;
but the clear child-voice that eang the

And the little lad from that time on
lived no more with Matthews, the

into his own home and trained his
voice so well that in the years that
followed many a one would have been
willing to use a cratch as he did if aleo
be mighv have had a voice that could

80 move human hearts.—Tndependent.
B

A Surprise Bear.

Oae day, not long ago, Jimmie was
sitting up on the gate-posr, swinging
his feet and wishiog that s mething
nice would bappen, when very uvnex-
pectedly something did happen that
promised to be very exciting ; for down
the street cama an Italian holding a
long chain, at the other end of which
was fastened a little, round, roly-poly
bear,—at lnat it looked like a bear, —
and Jimmie, after one quick glance,
saw that ‘all the other boys’ were with
the man and the bear. And, If you
are & boy yourself, you know what
Jimmy did. With one jamp he was
off the gate-post, and in a few seconds
wae in the midst of the crowd.

‘Hello, Jimmie I’ said one of his
special friends, excitedly. ‘That bear
understands every word the man saye
Watch him I' And Jimmie
watcbed as hard as a little boy with
two bright eyes can watch, The bear
pulled and tugged at the chain which
held him ; but, at a word from the
Italian, he would turn handsprings in
she fuoniest way, walk on his hind
feet, shake hande, and even swiog on
& pole when it was beld in the air for
bim.

Now thie was a'l very interesting,
hat still it was not exactly wonderful
to Jimmie ; for he had seen far more
marvellous things at circuses, and [ am
sure the other boys had, too. But you
will be as surprised as everybody else
was when I tell you chat the little bear.
after he was tired tumbling around,
took an old coreet out of his master’s
hand, put it up to bhis mouth, and—
now this is not a fairy story at ali : it
really and truly happened not long
ago—actually played ‘Yankee Doodle.’

Jimmie and the other boys standin
round were 80 astonished for a minute
that they could not say a word. Then |
they all with one accord broke Into
wild hoots of appreciation ; and the
little bear was so frightened at all the
praise he received that he clung tightly
to his master’s leg, and would not let
go for all the coaxing of the boys and
the tuggiog of the chain.

‘Oh, please make him do it again I’
they urged. Bub the little bear only

‘I tell you,’said the Italian in broken

The boys looked at each other

bodyappearedinthedoorway. Morrell’s
face was covered with his hands.
leoked up quickly as a clear voice
spoke beside his bed.

‘Mr. Morrell, if the professor will
let me I think I can sing the solo for
you, Easter.’

‘You,’” said Morrell ; ‘what do you
mean ¥
*Of course, I can’t sing it half as

Italian, after they had counted the

solemoly, and then felt deep down in
their pockets. Fifteen cents is a goed
deal for small boys to raise, you kaow;
but, then, a bear that could do some.
thiog even more wonderful than play
the cornet was worth paying for! Their
combined wealth, however, only
amoanted to ten cents,

The boys looked appealingly at the

well as you can,’ said the little fellow,
modestly ; ‘but you know I've been
there at all the choir practice, and the
part you sing is the most beantiful of
I couldn’t help learning it, and

I've sung it pretty often at home, I'll
sing it for you, now, 'n’ you can see if
I'll do—if the professor will let me,’

he added, shyly. h

¥

came in his hands ! Yes, it did, really;
and ioside the bear:kin was the small.
est, brightest, blackest-eyed, 1ittls
Italian boy you ever saw, red in the
‘Sing | Sing | said Morrell, with! face, and slmost choking with exervise ' cheating.’

money ; and the Italian eyed the ten
pennies doubtfully. Then he grunied,
and esid, ‘That’ll do,’ and gave the
little bear a quick jerk, and the small
creature put his paws up to his head,
gave his head a quick twist, and off i

ered Ned.
cheating, you know.’

said Grace,
ing ; you know that. You ean't excuse

and suppressed laughter. And every
one else laughed, too, when he passed
sround his bear-head for the ten
pennies.

And the boys ? Well, some looked
foolish and walked away. Others said
that trey ‘knew it was a ‘kid’ in there
all the time ;' and Jimmie said bravely,
‘Well T really was dreadfully fooled;
but it was more fua than a box of
monkeys, snyway.’ What do you
think ?—Ann Spottswood Young, in
Youth’s C,mpanion.

RS S R LS
The Rich Twins.

‘Mamms, I wish we cculd have
beycles and other things,’ and the
twins managed to look quite unhappy.
*So do I wish you could have bicycles
and other things that you would like,’
said mamma; ‘but papa and I ecan’t
seem to get them and get what you
really need.’

The twins luocked more and more
miserable, and added :

‘We can’t have bicycles, and we
can’t have nice clothes, like other
ch ldren, and—and—'

‘Wouldn’c you like to go amd live

with some one who could get you
everything you could ask for ? said
mamma.
‘Why. is there any one who coold ¢’
asked the twins in the same breath.
‘You know that rich Mr. Porter on
the hill ¥ They have no children, and
1 bave heard they would like to adopt
one. Porhaps they would take you
both. At any rate, I don't see how
any one could help wanting both of
you,’ said mamma, with a little tremble
in her voice. ‘Let's go right up, and
see if they wouldn’t like you.’

‘Oh, vo ! not right up. Let's wait
until papa comes, and see what he
thinks,” said Jamie; and Ruth said,
‘Let's see what he thinks,’ because
she always said just what Jemie did.

‘I think 1t would make papa feel
very badly ;to see you go,’ replied
mamma, ‘and you need not take one
thing from home.’

‘Why, we must have our best
clothes ! yee, our very best.’

‘Oh, no! they are not half fine
enough for rich children.’

‘Well, we should want our tin
dippers that you gave us !’

‘You wenld bave silver mugs to

drink from, then !

‘Well, 1 couldn’t sleep in anything
but my crib that papa sat up nights to
make. You koow they are to much
prettier than store cribs; and, Ruth,
we must take the birthday rosabush
papa brought us from the fair.’

‘And you never knew that papa
went without his dinner to buy it, for
he had not money for both,’ answered
mamma. ‘The roses are just like
those his mother had when he was a
boy. But they have a rose-garden at
Mr. Porter’s so the gardner would nog
care for yours. Hadn't we better go
right up and see if they do not want
to?

‘Couldn’t we have you and paps and
our home too, just the same as we do
now I and Ruth chimed in, ‘Same as
now 7’

‘Why, I think that, if they took you
to their home, they wouldn’t want
you to come back to your old home.’

*Oh, mamma ! we couldn’t live away
from you and home too !’

‘And,” mamma replied, ‘we can’t do
balf as much for you as we want to.
Papa said last night that God had
given him such a dear home he wished
he could do more for us. Poor papa !
he works so hard, and’—

‘Didn’t you tell him we had every-
thing that we wanted ! What did you
say V'

‘What did I say ¥ ‘Why, I dido't
know that you cared more for bicycles
and clothes than for us, and I told
him we were the happiest family in
the world, and that if we could have
him, and'—

‘O mamma | we haven't got to go to
Me., Porters,—bave we? Can't we
stay with you? an: Jamie fell sobbing
on ooe shoulder, while Ruth, with
real tears, wept on the other, and
msmms had shising drops in her
beautiful eyes

The tears wishel away every trace
of di-content, and when mamma said,
‘Let’s gather some of your lovely roses
for the tea-table to please papa,’ the
twins found contentment and joy ia
every rose petal.—By Celia M. Stone.

e - —
You Can’t Cheat God.

Ned took his cousin Grace along to
keep him company while he worked at
a job he had to perform.

‘I don’t think you're doing yourwork
very well,” she said. ‘It looks to me
as if you were slighting it,” ‘That’s all
right,” laughed Ned. ‘What I'm doing
will be all covered ap, you know,’
‘But isn’t that cheating 7’

‘Maybe 'tis, after a fashion,’ answ-
‘But it isn't like most

‘That’s not the way to look at it,
‘If its cheating, its cheat-

it because

it isn’t the worst kind of

said Ned.

‘He may not,’ said Grace, soberly,
‘but God will. You can’t cheat God.’

Ned stopped work and went to think
ing. Presently he said : ‘You're right.
I'm glad you said that, Grace. I'm'
going to begin over. There shan’t be
any cheating this time.’

Ned undid what he had done and
began again—began right —and I know
he felt better. T hope he will always |
remember that no one.can cheat God.
—Herald and Presbyter.

‘But the man won’t know about it,’ l
{
]

e
“The Better Part

Of valor is dissretion,” and the better
part of the trea'ment of disease is pre-
vention. D.seass or’ginates in impuri-
ties in the blood. Hood’s Sarsaparilla
purities the blood. People who take
1t at this season say they are kept
healthy the year round. It is because
this medicine expels impurities and
makes the blood rich and health- giving.

All liver
Pills. 25c. :
B N —

Home Hints,

ills are cured by Hood’s

The left-over pieces of baked or
boiled fish should be flaked before they
sre cold.

The yolk of eggs alone should not

be used for covering croquett:s, cecils
and the like.

Cracker crumbs absorb more fat
than bread crumbs in frying.

Bread rolls and oth: r similar dishes
require a hotter oven when mixed
with water than when milk is used.

Oranges or lemons that are served
without pirirg should be thoroughly
scrubbed with a brush and cold water,
as the tiny black specks so often seen
on the rind are the eggs of an insect.

Iron pi'lowslips leagthwise instead
of crosswise if you w.sh to iron the
wrinkles out instead of in.

Save soapsuds if you have a garden,
for they form a very useful manure for
flowers, as well as shrubs and vege-
tables. It is well to have a sunk tub
in every garden where the scapy water
can stand till required for watering.

Do ot give sick people fried foods
or anything highly seascned. Avoid
hot bre«d and biscuits and strong tea
and ouffee,

A continual change in the bill of
fare is desirable; one t res of the same
dessert if seen oo often, no matter
how delicious it is, unless possibly ice
cream be an exceprion.

If & part of & dish 18 left over wait a
day before eerving again, and let weeks
elapse b-f. e prepiring it agsin. In
this way rhe tatle will always present
& pleasa:i.t snrprise,

Three tahles;0oufuls of rice may be
substitvted for tapioca in the ‘‘tapioca
weringue pudding.” Soak the rice
over night in ¢ Id water, and add milk,
eggs, etc.. in the worving.

- ——

A Mouse Story.—Three mice s'ole
silently along a narrow plank over a
trench. And a man stopped to watch
them. Though the path was narrow,
they kept three ahreast, like soldiers,
instead after
Indians,

of one another, like

Looking closer he was surprised to
see that they were carrying a straw, of
which each one took hold. At first he
couldn’t understand why it took three
to carry a straw. But he kept very
still, and as the little fellows came
nearer he found the middle had some-
thing the matter with his eyes. He
was nearly blind, and his two friends
who knows but that they were his own
grown up children—were guiding him
over the dangerous bridge by mean4 of
a straw.

If they had been boys and girls.
they could not have done better. —
Leaves of Life.

.-

The D. & L, Emulsion of Cod Liver
Oil may be taken with most beneficial
results by those who are run down or

suffering from after effects of Ja grippe.
Mace by Davis & Lawrence Co., Ltd.

A PurerLy VeGerasLe Pirn.—Par.
melee s Vegetable Pillsarecompounded
from rcots, herbs and solid extracts of
known virtue in the treatment of liver
and kidney complaints and in giving
tone to the eystem whether enfeebled
by overwork or deranged througb ex-
cess in living. They require no testi-
monial. Their excellent quatities are
well known to all those who have used
them and they commend themselves to
dyspeptics and those subject to bilious-
ness who are In quest of a benefical
wedicine.

Sare, CerraIN, ProMPT, ECoNoMIC
—These few adjectives apply with
peculiar force to Dr. Thom: s’ Eolec-
tric Oil—a standard external and
internal remedy, adspted to the relief
and cure of coughs, sore throat, hoarse-
ness and all affections of the breathing
organs, kidney trounbles, excoriations,
sores, lameness and physical pain.

Scald Hand.

Some years ago I scalded my hand
very badly, then took cold in the bura,
my band swelled and was very painful,
but half a bottle of Haygard's Yellow
Oil cured it completely.” Mrs, Waana-

maker, Frankford, Oat,

!

imontbs in the year.

SEND FOR LIST

of names and addreesess of TWENTY.
SEVEN (27) of our students who ob.
tained good poeitions between January
1st and March 31st, the three dnllest

Also for cata-

logues of our business and shorthand
courses, which enable our students to
accomplish this.

Professiony] Cards.

DR. ATHERTOR.

Late Lecturer on surgery, Womes’

Medical Oollege, Toronto, and Bargeon =
St John's Hospital for Women, Toronte
has resumed practice in Fredericton, N B

H. F. McLEQD. B. A,

BARRISTER,
CONVEYANCER &o. &
Money to Lyan 02 Ravl Estasasryy s
Cuesrnurs BurLping Oep. Oity He
FREDERICOT ON, N.B.

Money to Liyan.

As Solicitor for severa parties de
siring to Invest thelr money on
Real Estate Security,
am prepared to loan amounts of from
$100.00 to $5000.00 at lowest rates
of interest and easy terms. Payments,
on account of principal accepted “as
any time.
ARTHUR R. BLIPP,

Barrister and Solieitor,
Fredericton, N. B,

D. WLEOD VINCE,
BARRISTER.AT LAW
NOTARY PUBLIO, ete.,

WOODSTOOK N B

Manchester, Robertson

aand Allison

8t. John, N, B..

Dry Goods, Carpets, Curtains*
Silks,Millinery, Furs, Cloaks
" ess Goods,Men’s and Boy
Clothing Gents’ Furnishings

Our New Furniture Department centaim
an immense stock of

Fine Furniture

in Parlor Sai Bedroom Sui Diniag
Tables, ‘?idobotrdu Ro:.k’ing

hairs, Hasy Oh.in, Brass
and Iron Bedsteads,
and all kinds of Household Furaltus
at Lowest prices

“—

Dragon Blend

~AND -

Griffin Blend
THAS

are unexcelled. Ask your Groocer isa
them. Wholesale only by

A.F .Randelzh &Son
VIRGINIA FARM FOR SALE

800 Aores. Land layswell Well watered
Large amount of hard wood
railroad

timber; nea

~ _Dwelling and outbuild
Price only F1ve THOUSAND DOLLARS, Gm
title. rite for free Catal

Oog.l.o'mchmoll

v |

60 YEARS® -
EXPERIENCE

B. R. CHAFFIN &

TRADE MARKS
DESIGNS

COPYRIGHTS &cC.
Anyone sending a sketch and descrigtlon way
quickly ascertain our opinion free whether an
vention is probably patentable. Communica.
tions tﬂc%y confidential. Handbook on Patents
sent idest agency for securi tents,
Patents taken t rou{‘h
special notice, without charge, in the

Scientific American,

A handsomely {llustrated weekly. Largest cin
culation of any scientific journal. Terms, $3 g
ﬁn'“rou mor’ntlu. $L. 50)* by all newsdealers.

Munn & Co, receive

N & Co,2oroowe: New York

t.. Washiogion,




