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FREDERICTON, N. B, JUNE, 1903.

35 cents per year
Single Copy 3 cents

¥ ENTSI;PTEEVE&

Queen 'Street., Opp. Post Office.

All kinds of

Dental Work

Performed Promptly and Effici-
ciently with all the

Advanced and Improved
Methods.

A SPECIALIST ON CROWN AND
BRIDGE WORK.

DEXTISTRY
in all its branches.

F. W. Barbour, D.D.S.

Boston Dental College, 1891.

Hale method for painless ex-
traction.

Crown and Bridge Work.

Young lady in attendance.

Telephone at office and resi-
dence.

WAVERLEY HOUSE

Regent 8t., Fredericton.

Norman McDonald,
Thomas G. Pheeney,

Proprietors.

TERMS, MODERATE.
FREDERICTON

1

First class work guaranteed in
all the

Leading Styles
of Photos

HARVEY'S STUDIO.

Wekeep the finest line of Frames in the oity

MODERN DENTISTRY
Dr. A. T. McMurray,

Offices, Queen St., Opp. Soldiers’
Barracks.

Office Hours: 9to 6 p.m., 7 to
8 p. m.

Telephone 93.

Latest methods in Crown and
Bridge Work.

Gas administered for painless
extraction.

F. St. JOHN BLISS,

Barrister; Notary. Etc,

Offices : Corne.f Queen and Carleton
Streets, entrance Carleton St.—Tel. 284,

R. W. McLELLAN,

Attorney at Law.

Registrar Probates
York County.

MONEY TO LOAN

on Personal and Real Estate
Security.

Great Novelties in

CAKE and PASTRY

Fruit and Plain Cakes a
Specialty.
Every Saturday
Turnovers, Doughnuts, Tea-
Buns, Rolls, Cream Drops.

Ask for O’Neill’s Cream Bread.

H. O'NEILL, Jr.

96 Regent Street.

THE NEW CATECHISM.

FroM THE WESTERN CLARION,

Let us ask ourselves some questions;
for that man is truly wise

Who will make a catechism that will
really catechise.

All can make a catechism—none can
keep it in repair ;

Where’s the workman can construct
one that he’ll guarantee will wear?

We are fronted from our birthday on-
ward to the day we die

With a maximum of question and a
minimum reply.

So we make our catechism; but our
work is never done—

For a father’s catechism never fits a
father’s son.

What are we here for ? That’s the
first we want to know.

We are hpre, and all born little just
beca.use sve're heve to grow.. 4

‘What is sin ? Why, sin’s not growing
all that stops the growth within,

Plagues the internal upward impulse,
stunts the spirit—that is sin.

‘Who are sinners? All are sinners,
but this is no hopeless plaint,

For there never was a sinner who was
not likewise a saint.

What'’s the devil ? A convenient but
superstitious elf

Each man builds to throw his sins on
when he won’t own up himself.

And where is hell? And where is
heaven? In some vague distance
dim ?

No, they are here and now in you—in
me, in her, in him.

When is the judgment Day to dawn?
Its true date who can say?

Look in your calendar "and see what
day it is to-day!

To-day is always Judgment Day ; and

- Conscience throned within

Brings up before its judgment seat
each soul to face his sin.

‘We march to judgment, each along an’

uncompanioned way—
Stand up, man, and accuse yourself
and meet your Judgment Day. -

Where shall we get religion? Be-
neath the open sky,

The sphere of crystal silence surcharg-
ed with deity,

The winds blow from a thousand
ways and waft their balms abroad,

The winds blow towards a million
goals—but all windsblow from God.

The stars the old Chaldeans saw still
weave their maze on high

£
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. And write a thousand thousand years

their Bible on the sky.
The midnight earth sends incense up
sweet with the breath of prayer—
Go out beneath the naked night and
get religion there.

Where shall we get religion? Be-
neath the blooming tree,

Beside the hill-encircling brooks thaft
loiter to the sea,

Beside all twilight waters, beneath all
noonday: shades,

Beneath the dark cathedral pines and
through the tangled glades ;

‘Wherever the old urge of life provokes
the dumb, 'dead sod

To tell its thoughts iu violets, the soul
takes hold on God.

So smell the growing clover, and scent
the blooming pear,

Go forth to seek religion—and find it
anywhere. .

What ‘is the church? The ¢hurch is
man when his awed soul goes out

In reverence to the mystery thaf
swathes him all about.

When any living man in awe gropes
Godward in his search

Then, in that hour, that living man
becomes the living church.

Then. though in wilderness or weste,
his soul is swept along

Down naves of prayer, through aisles
of praise, up altar stairs of song.

And where man fronts the Mystery
with spirit bowed in prayer,

There is the universal church—the
church of God is there.

Where are the prophets of the soul?
where dwells the sacred clan?

Ah, they live in fields and cities,
wherever dwells a man.

Whether he prays in cloistered cell or
delves the hillside clod,

Wherever beats the heart of man,
there dwells a priest of God.

Who are the apostolic men ? the men
who hear a voice

‘Well from the soul within the soul that
cries aloud, ‘‘Rejoice )’

Who listen to themselves and hear this
world-old voice divine—

These are the lineage of seers, the
apostolic line.

And what is faith? The anchored
trust that at the core of things
Health, goodness, animating strength

flow from the exhaustless springs ;
That no star rolls unguided down the
rings of endless maze,
That no feet tread an aimless path
through wastes of empty days;
Y Ontinued on page 8.):




