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It isn’t always easy, but it certainly is
right
And it won’t Le leng before results will
show
That work and study give ne all we have
that’s good and bright—
What little boys and girls can’t always
know.
—Golden Days.
et

Hugh's Temptation.

BY EBEN REXFORD.

Hugh Ward got up at dayl ght to
build a fire and warm the room for his
mother, who was not strong and found
the keen air of the Winter mornings
very trying in their dom’icile clcse to
the eaves, and 'all the time he was
about this labor of love he was hoping
that the experiences of to day might
not be a repetition of those of yester-
day, and the day before, and, in fact,
the entire week.

He had been searching for gome-
thing to do in the great city, and it
made him think of what his grand-
mother used to say about ‘hunting for
a needle in a hay stack.” There night
be plenty of work, but the trouble
was to find it.

He had visited stores and manu-
factories—any and all places where
there seemed likely to be a chance of
& boy’s obtaining employment—and
always the answer te his inquiry was,
‘We do not need anyone at .presént,
and several app icants stand ready for
the first vacancy that occurs.’

Matters were getting serious ‘with
Hugh and bis mother. There was
next to nothing left to live upon.

Where food was to come from when
this little was gone, Hugh had mo idea.
He could hope for something favorab'e

to happen, and do his best to get work,
and vhat was all.

He built the fire, and busied him-
self getting breakfast, if the little
there was to do—because there was so
little to do with—could be called
breakfast-getting. Then he went to
the door of his mother's reom, and
called her. He found her crying.

‘Don’'t do that, mother,” he said
gently.

He did not ask her what she was
crying about. He knew only too well.

‘Oh, Hugh, I can’t help it,” she an-
swered. ‘lam completely discouraged.
[ could stand the hardship so long as
I was able to do somethiug to help,
and not mind it much. But now—
with no work, no chance of getting

any as 1 see, and a poor old sick
mother on your hands—

He stopped her with a kiss.

‘What would I do without you ¥ he
asked. ‘The thought of you makes me
strong and determined to accomplish
something. Don’t worry about me,
mother. I can bear it if you can.

‘Yes, I know you will do that for
my sake,’ she replied, with a sigh,
‘but it is hard for me to sit here, idly,

day after day, knowing that I can do
nothing -’

‘You can hope that I will find work,’
he said. ‘That will help, mother.’

‘I can pray, too, she replied. ‘I have
prayed, but it has seemed as if my
prayers were not heard. Forgive me,
my boy, for being so weak as to let
you see how discouraged 1 get. For
your sake I will try to be braver.’

When the poor little meal was eaten
he put on his hat and went out again
in search of work.

Up and dowa the busy streets he
went, trying at this place and that to
secure a job, no matter how hard or
humble it was. He was willing to do
anything honest for the sake of earn-
ing something.

But there was nothing for h'm to
do. It was the old story of the past
five days over and over dgain.

‘Oh,’ he said to himself, as he paused
on the street after the sixth failure he
had met with that day, ‘what is to be
dene ¥

.

He opened thed or and entered the
room. A man sat at a desk busily
engaged in writing.

‘Well, what's wanted ! he asked,
merely glancing up from his paper ae
Hugh came in.

‘Work,” answered Hogh, ‘I have
been seacching for it all the week. 1
will do anything it is possible for me
to do, if I can earn something. If I
do not, we—my mother and I—will
soon be starving, 1 will sweep your
floor ! I will bring in your coal ! I will
do whatever you set me at! Only
give me a chance to work. Don’t tell
me, as all the rest have, that you've
nothing for me to do.’

‘T'm sorry, of course; but I'm
obliged to tell you that, because it’s
true,” replied the man. We have a
dozen app'icants to every job.’

Poor Hugh! He turned away with
a quivering lip. He went to a window
and stood there, look ng out, but see-
ing nothing, for great tears blinded
him.

There was a step in the hall and a
gentleman came in.

‘Hello, Stephens ! How are you?
cried the man at the desk, getting up
to shake hands with the newcomer.
‘Glad to see you ! Sit down !

Hugh felt that he was not wanted
here and went out.

‘Who is that ¥ asked the visitor.

‘A poor boy who wants work,” was
the reply. ‘He seewed terribly cut
up because I couldn’t give him any.
A fine looking chap, but in hard Juck,
if the story is true. Ah, well, there
are hundreds more in the same fix.
It's a hard Winter for the poor,
Stephens.’

Hugh was going down the dim hall -
way, when his foot touched something,
He bent down te pick it up.

It was a pocketbook !

A great thrill went over him as he
opened it and saw that it  was filled
with banknotes. Here was money
enough to keep him and his mother
comfortable for months to come.

‘It’s mine —mine—because I found
it ! he cried, as if in answer to some
one. How do I know who lost it ?

He saw a name stimped across the
inside—*‘W. B. Stephens.’

That is the name of the gentleman
who has just gone into the room that
I came from,’ he thought. ‘I suppose
he lost th's. But he does not need it,
and he will never know who found it
I do need it. I will keep it! It is to
save my mother from suffering that 1
do this. For mother’s sake, not mine.
Surely, that cannot be wrong ; for she
will starve if I don’t.
life !’

‘He thrust the pocketbo.k into his
coat hastily, as if he feared discovery,
and ran d wn the s airs. He would
buy some bread and meat and tea, and
take them home with They
would havé a royal feast !

It may save her

him.

But—how could he explain to his
mother how he came by these things ?
Could he tell her that he had found
and kept a pocketbook whose owner
he knew ! No, no ! She wouald never
touch one mouthful of food procured
in this way.

‘But it won't be stealing,” he cried,
trying to argue with his co:science.

‘Yes, it will,” answered back con-
science. ‘You know whom it belongs
to. Take it back to its owner.’

‘But we need money so much,’ he
said, pausing on the street.

‘But you need honor more,’ some-
thing responded. *Could you re:pect
yourself if you were to keep this
money ¥ No ; you would lose your
gelf-respeet, and when a man, or a
boy, cannot respect himself, he is
going toward ruin. Do what you
know is right.’

‘T will ! said Hugh, stoutly, and
turned at one,to retrace his steps

‘a_nd restore th: lost propeity to is

owner,

Before he went away he had en-
gaged Hugh to come to his house for
several hours daily, to h-lp him to
arrange a library that he was fitting
up.

‘And b’ e is something to bind the
bargain,” he said, putting a ten dollar
bill in'the boy’s hand.

‘Oh, sir you don’t know how thank-
ful 1 am, because I ca /'t express it !’
exclaimed Hugh, with glad tearsin
his eyes,

‘I understand,’ said Mr. Stephens
‘The thing to be most thankful for is
that you resisted and overcame the
temptaticn that was put inyour way.
if you had yielded—think of that ¥

‘l do! rejoined Hugh. ‘But the
temptation was so strong. Mother, I
came near doing it for your sake, and
yet it was the thought of what you
would think of me that helped to save
me quite as much as a desire to do
right. I am ashame! to think hew
near I came to being a thief.’

‘He who is tempted and resists has
more to be thankful for and proud of
than he who is not tei.pted,’ answered
his mother, and kissc 1 him proudly
‘Do what is right and honest always,
let what will happen. That is your
mother’s advice — vremember it.’

And Hugh always w:ll,

That was the end of their trouble.
He had found work and could earn
enough to keep them comfortably
through the Winter. And he did so.

He is at work still for Mr.Stephens
who has proved to be a good friend
to him, because he be'ieves him to be
honest and a boy whom it is safe to
trust. — Golden Days.

e il & G

Sandy Tait’s Return.

It was at the close of one of those
short winter days, when as you return
from school you think with longing of
your mother’s nice warm parlour and
well-spread table, that Sandy lait was
plunging about in one of the slums in a
not very savoury part of our town,
looking for a house he could not find,

At last, accosting a policeman, he
said, ‘Can you tell me where one John
Tait has gone to ¢ He used to live in at
that low door under the arch some five
years ago ’

‘Five years, youngster !’ said the
policeman ; ‘that would be a long time
for the folks hereabouts to be in one
house. They change them about every
month ; and I can’t blame them, for it's
a dismal hole. But 1 do mind of a
man of the name of Tait being there.
Was he one of the blear-eyed, red-
nosed kind that zave the like of us a
lot of irouble ¥

The lad’s heightened colour and
downcast eyes told that the description
was correct, and more than that, that
he was somehow connected with the
original. The policeman saw how
things were, and good-naturedly adde,
‘Oh, but never you mind ; he is right
now, as you'l see when y u find what
fine quarters he is in.’

Following the policeman’s direction,
Sandy found himself at the doox of a
respectable house on the first floor of
one of those well-built, attractive look-
ing tenements which are growing up in
all direction, giving the working man
and his family the opportunity of mak-
ing a comfortable home to themselves.

The door happeaed to be ajar, and
Sandy, pushing 1t open and hearing
the sound of voices farther in, found
himself at one step face to face with
his father, an1 wmother and sister,
whom he had left five years ago in
shame and misery.

‘Sandy, Sandy ! cri§ his father,
stretch ng out his hand to h s long-
lost son. ‘I thank God for this " And
the poor mother, stunned at first and
scarcely able to believe her eyes, stani-
mered out that this was the day she
bad prayed and wa ted and watched
“or,

|

an anxious thought had John TFait and
his son cost him, and he listened eager-
ly as Sandy told how he had run away
to sea, and how, inan appalling storm,
the story of Jonah, which he had
learned from Mr. Renton, came back
to his memory with overpowering
vividness, and he felt he eould not flee
from the Lord. ‘Ah,’ said Sandy,
‘when a fellow feels that there is buta
plank between him and eternity hg
sees things as they are. The husks all
gseem to be but husks, and the only
thing worth doing is to arise and go to
his Father. What a blessing,’ he said,
turning to Mr. Renton. ‘I felt the
lessons 1 had learned in your Sabbath
school to be - the way was clear when
my eyes were opened !’

Before leaving, thelgood wminister
offered up the fervent thanks of the
re-united family the Heavenly
Father’s goodness to them.

for

——

A Dinner Pill.—Many person suf-
fer excruciating agony after partaking
of a hearty cinner. The food partaken
of is like a ball of lead upon the sto-
mach, and instead of being a healthy
nutriment it becomes a poison to the
system. Dr. Parmelee’s Vegetable
Pills are wonderful correctives of such
troubles. They correct acidity, open
secrctions and convert the food par-
taken of into healthy nutriment. They
are justthe medicine to take if troubled
with Indigestion or Dyspepsia.

Sarg, CErTAIN, PrOMPT, ECONOMIC.
—~These few adjectives apply with
peculiar force to Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric
Uil—a standard external and internal
remedy, adapted to the relief and cure
of coughs, s re throat, hcarseness and [
all affections of the breathing organs,
kidney troubles, excoriations, sores,
lameness and physical pain.

Used in‘ernally Hagyard's Yellow
Oil cures Sore Throat, Hoarseness,
Quinsy, Pain in the Chest, Croup,
ete. Used externa'ly cures Rheuma-
tism, Stiff Jeints, Contracted Cords
Sprains, Strains, Burns, Scalds, Cuts,
and Bites of Insects.

[.” Emulsion of Cod Liver Oil, for
those suffering from severe coughs and
hemorrhages, is used with the greatest
benefit. Manufactured by the Davis
& Lawrence Co., Ltd.

A Nacaixg CouvgH drives sleep and
comfort away. You can conquer it
with Allen’s Lung Balsam, which re-
lieves hard breathing, pain in the chest
and irritation of the throat, Give it
freely to the children.
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PALATABLE AS CREAM.—'‘The D. &

ministers.

We expect to be able to present the portraits of a number of our
ministers, with trief sketches of their labors.

The u:ual depariments will be kept up : The Sunday School leeson;
the Woeman's Miseion Scelety ; the Children’s Page ; News of Religious
work everywhere ; Notes on Carrent Kvents ; Denomiaationa! News ;
choice selecticns for family and devotional reading ; besides editorials
and editorial notes covering a wide range of subjeots.

Fiftieth - Year Celebration.

A fitting celebravion of the INTeELLIGENCER'S 5Cth year would be a
large increaee of circulation.

There is room for it. There are hundreds of homes of Frae Baptist

people into which the denominational paper does not go.

All these it desires to enter regularly. Bat it cannot get iasto them

without the assistance of Its friends. Those who know it have to be de-

pended on to introduce it to others,

We ask of all pastors and, aleo, of all ethers who believe in the Ix-
TELLIGENCEE snd the cause for which it etands, to make an earnest and

systematic canvass for new subscribers.
Besides new subscribars, there are two other things the INTELLIGENCER,
neess ;
1.
it is noeded now.

Payment of all arrears. A considerable amount is due, All of -
Those who are in arresrs will be doing the paper &,

kindness by remitting a* once,

2. Prompt advance psyments.

These th'ngs well atteaded to will be &8 most timely and gratifying
way of celebrating the INTELLIGENCER'S Jubilee.

.« A Premium ..

Asking the friends of the INTELLIGENCER to make speclal efforts in
its behalf, we wish, bes!des the new features for 1902 outlined above, to
mark the semi-centennial year in another way.

We are therefore, offering an INTELLIGENCER Jubilee premium
picture.

Darivg the life of the INTELLIGENCER four men have been connected
with its management :

Rev. Ez:kiel McLecd was the founder and till his death its editor.
His connection with it was from January 1st 1853, till March 17th, 1867,

Rev. Jos. Noble was asscciated with Rev. E. McLeed, as joint pub-
lisher, the fiist year.

Rev. G. A. Hartley was joint owner and associate editor with Rev.

E. McLeod for two and a half yeara— July 1858 to Jan. 1861.

Rev. Jos. McLeod has .been editor and manager since March 1867.

The INTELLIGENCER offers to every subecriber a group picture of the
four mea who have had to do with ite management, The picture is

12x16, printea on fine paper, suitable for framing.

.. Conditions .,

The Premium picture is offered to all subscribers to the INTELLI-
GENCER. The conditions are as follows :

1. To every present paid-up subscriber who yrays one year im
advance.

2. Where any arrears are due they musb be paid, and aleo, a year’s

advance subscription.

3. To every new saubscriber paying one full year’s subsecription,

Now i1s the Time.

The present is a good time to w ork for the INTELLIGENCER,

From every Free Bap'ist congregation in New Brunswick and Nova

Scotia we hope to have new subscribers.

Will the pestors kindly direct attention to the c'alms of the INTEL-

LIGENCER and arrange to canvass their people ?

We have to depend largely, indeed almost exclusively, on the min-
isters to present the claims of the denominational paper, and to press
the canvass for subecribers.They will be doing the paper the and cause
they ard we stard for great service if they will give this matter

attention now.

Thres thivgs the INTELLIGENCER needs,—

1. Payment of all subscriptions now due.

2. Advance renewals.

3. New subscribers from every congregation in the denomination
in New Brunswick and Nova Scotia.

Let}work on these lines go on in every congregation.

Le' us make the INTeLLIGENCER s fiftiethiyear a Jubllee year indeed,




