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Tracts and Leaflets
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Prepared especially for the Temperance Literature Committees of the
various Grand Divisions and Subordinate Divisions.

TRACTS, LEAFLETS, DODGERS, CIRGULARS, &C.

All specially prepared to keep the order of the Sons before the public, can
now be had at the JOURNAL OFFICE.

You can have the names of your officers, or committees added at the
bottom of the tracts and leaflets, which we stereotype, and keep for future

use.

Patronize the Sons of Temperance Book and Tract Depository. Send for
sample of leaflets before you order from any other establishment. Leaflets
from $1.00 per 1000 up.

TLis is a practical way for your division to do temperance work. Get a
1000 or so of these tracts relating to the order and distribute them in your
community, and you will see how quickly it will build up yourdivision and
stirfup a strong temperance sentiment in your midst.

HERBEAN <M PIETES, P G W, A,

Proprietor Temperance Journal. - - - Fredericton, N, B.

ey

Bhite e Ulvesy AN R RGO T R AT

THE IDEAL
WASHING MACHINE

If used accoing to directi ons on the Cover Will wash thoroughly a very
soiled tub of clothes in less than Five Minutes.

W

That it will wash any article from a suit of homespun to a lace curtain or collar,
and will not injure the most delicate fabric, nor break a button. That WiTH ONE HALF
THE QUANTITY OF $0AP, it will in two hours, do a larger washing than an eXperienced
washerwoman can do in a day. That it can be used in any part of the house without
mess or slop, and that the entire washing, rinsing and blueing can be done without
putting the hands in the water, or soiling the dress. That we will send sheets of testi-
monials to any address, or refer you to scores of the most reliable parties who will con-
firm all we claim for “THE IDEAL.”

Special Discount to Ministers.

Dominion.

Reliable agents wanted in every part of the

THE IiDEAL MFG CO.,
WOLFVILLE, N. S.

R. BLACKMER,

Watchm alker and Jewweller.

Repairing a Specialty

Wak always delivered when promished.

TaOMAS CLARKE,
J. S. Dopp,
C. R. H. STARR.

Can give you a watch at very reasonable
rates. Call and see if you think of buying.
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" ‘?/ g Opposite Market,
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NOTHING SUCEEDS LIKE SUCCESS

X—X

THE NEW HEINTZMAN PIANO

Has now a reputation gained by the ex-
cellency of Tone, and handsoms finish
and perfect satisfaction it gives to all
those who have purchased them, that
assists largely in New Sales.

D, McCATHERIN,

Opposite the Stone Barracks - FREDERICTON.

ey
Has in his Show Rooms, a lange stock of these instrumants, in handso™®
cases of Double Veneered Rosewocd, Mahogany, Blistered Walnut a2d
French Burl. o AR

If you bave an idea of yurchasing a Piano, ycu thould see these Pianos
Piancs, Orcans, Sewirg Machines, 2xd Sewing Machine Supplies
always in Stock.

I..C. SHARP, M. .D, C. M,

0 {Late Resiqlent Surgeon Mortreal
~'General Hospital )

#" Fredericton, N.B.

FOR 1

Free Treatment S22,

remedies included, will be donated by Dr. Sweet the
celebrated natural born setter and physician, to one
worthy person in each town WITHOUT EXPENSE ex-
cept $1.00 for drawing examination papers. Send
no money until return of papers. Application must
be endorsed by Minister or Postmaster. Send stamp
for FREE EXAMINATION BLANKS and particulars to
_ Dr. Sweet's Sanitarium for the Lame, 16 Union
Park Street, Boston, Mass. <

Marysville, N.B

will go out of business, resign lucrative
positions, part with all they have in the
world, to live perhaps ten years, But
these same men, Were you to ask them,
as the Lord asked the rich young man,
to make a sacrifice for their soul’s sake,
would think it a cruel sort of exaction,
a thing too hard for them to do. Men
who are earning day by day fair wages,
making money, growing in wealth, set
so little value on their soul, and all that
is being done for their soul, that perhaps
they give less than ten cents a Sabbath.
You think that is not a fair way to put
it, and you object to it. But that is
one way of putting it, and it reveals to
us an aspect of the question that is not
pleasant to contemplate. Cheap souls !
the cheaper the better with some of us !
But the Creator of souls and the
Redeemer of souls do not think them
cheap. ¢ For what isa man profited, if
he shall gain the whole world, and lose
his own soul ? Or what shall a man give
in exchange for his soul ¥’

Now, the soul is in danger of being
lost, my soul, your soul. And to lose
the soul is more than to lose life. It is
to lose the greatest treasure we have ; it
is to lose all.

We lose onr soul in a way when we
forget we have a soul, or do not know
that we have a soul. A man may have
what he does not know he has. Some
body rummaging among his old books
and papers may discover a gem of a
book, a book that in its faded pages con-
tains what the whole literary world has
been in search of for centuries. Or, in
bis garvet, buried up among dust and
lomber, is an old picture, the chef
d’oeuvre of one of the old masters, and
that lost work of art is worth more in
money value than all his weaith.

Now, in you and me, buried perhaps

amid worthless rubbish, the dirt and
dust of wasted years, lost to all that is
grand and good, is a scul, a gem along-
side of which the famous Koh.v-noor is
of no account, a work of art of infinite
value. We are so busy with life, so
absorbed in everything else but the right
thing, so taken up with pleasure and
the world and the things of time and
sense, that we hardly know we have a
soul at all. At all events, we do not
know the worth of the soul we have,
and so its worth is lost to us. What it
might be to us and the world were it
where and such that it could shine, and
make its light and power felt ! What a
gladness and glory it might be ! Instead
of grovelling where we are amid mean
earthly gratifications and sensualities,
herding with hogs, companionating with
fools, we might be stars shining in the
night, the light and guide of others.
But our soul is as though it were not,
and so is lost to us and others. It is
hidden, neglected, undeveloped, and so
worthless.
But there comes One, a shining One
who loves souls and knows their worth,
and who wants us to know their worth,
and He searches among what we call our
trumpery and trash, our neglected
garret, and out from dust and darkness,
after much searching, He brings forth
the lost soul, still bearing, though sadly
defaced, marks of its Divine origin. lle
is sure He has found something better
than gold or diamonds. So He patiently
cleanses it of its dust, by a skill all His
own restores its taded beauty, develops
slowly slowly its wondrous powers of
love and light, and reveals to the world
the glory of His discovery. He has
found what was lost, and there is great
joy.

Men lose their souls in their efforts to
gain the world. They barter away
their souls for gold. They say : ‘ Soul,
I want to make money, and I care not
much how I make it so long as I make
it, and you must keep out of the way
while T am doing it. It is inconvenient
to have you around just now, question-
ing, and fault-finding, and meddling.”

And they make their money, make it
in ways that it does not do to enquire
too particularly into, and they make lots
of it. They gain the world. But what
about their soul ¥ What about love, con-
scieuce, faith, hope, reverence, and all
that goes to make a soul? TLost! lost!
And what is a man profited by gaining
the world and losing his soul ?
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There ccmes a day in his history when
he can make no more money, when he is
old and must die, when judgment and
eternity are upon him. And now he
begins to think about his soul. Tt was
inconvenient once to have a soul, but
now he needs it. Oh how he seeks!
You hear bim crying in the night. But
his soul is lost. He has only money,
and money wrongly gotten, stolen,
squeezed out of the hard earnings of the
honest poor, and it cannot help him. It
isa torment to him. Now he knows
wl at this means: ¢ For what is a man
profited, if he shall gain the whole world,
and lose his own soul ¥’

The soul lost!  Origen thinks psyche,
the Greek word here for soul is derived
from another Greek word which signifies
to grow cold, and his idea is that the
soul is called sv, “because it has waxed
cold {rom the fervor of just things.”
But it is not 80 cold but that it may be
kiadicd up again to its original holy
glow.

There is a beautiful Greek romance
about Psyche, generally believed to be a
tale of the human soul. A king had

three daughters, the youngest of whom
was Psyche who was very beautiful,
This beautiful princess was hated by
Venus because of her heauty, and she
did all she could to effect her ruin. She
tried to get her married to a monster.
But in this she failed. At last Psyche,
who was too much given to listen to
silly stories, got into trouble, and she
wanted to put an end to herself. But
nothing in nature could destroy her,
Sho could live, but not die. At last
poor Psyche fell under the influence of a
sleep from the infernal world, and she
slept and slept on in the daugerous
sleep.  But hope came to her, and puri-
fied through suftering, she awoke to a
new and happy life.

Thus runs the old Greek tale, and
how true that the soul is ready to be
lost. How true thata dangerous sleep
has fallen upon the soul, and it sleeps
on through the awful earnest years.
But the Redeemer of souls comes, and
He loves the soul, and awakes it to a
new life of love with Him. He mar-
ries it to Himself, and wins its love and
devotion, and takes it to Heaven with
Him.

But alas! that is not true of every
soul. There is a loss beyond even His
finding, a loss that is so forever. And
alost soul, a =oul in Hell, who can
picture the horror of it?

Sad world indeed, Ah! Who can bear
Forever there to dwell,

Forever sinking in despair,
In all the pains of he]l !

Conscience, the never-dying worm,
With torture gnaws the heart ;

And woe and wrath in every form,
Is now the sinner’s part,

AMEN,

Mourn over it as we may, it is never-
theless true that there are many desert-
ed farms to-day in New FEngland, and
many more that are likely to be aband-
oned in the near future, says the Con-
gregationalist. It is equally true that
farms remote from large towns or cities
have been steadily dccreasing in  value
for several years past. There may be a
difference of opinion as to the causes
which have tended to produce this un-
fortunate state of things, as well as the
best way, if there be one, to counteract
the evil. No one whe goes about the
country towns remote from large centers
can fail to observe that many farms—
especially on the hills— which in form-
er times were considered valuable, and
on which several generations have lived
and prospered, are now left to grow up
again to forest. In many cases all the

young men and women have left for
] cities and it is only a question of time
—and that not very long—when the
old folks, now well advanced in life, will
be gathered to their fathers, and then
in a few years the old farm is no longer
to be cultivated.
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THE WAY TO POUR TEA.

There is more to be learned about
pouring tea and coffee than most pecple
are willing to believe. If those decoc-
tions are made at the table, which is
far the best way, they require experi-
ence, judgment and exactness. If they
are brought on the table ready made, it
still requires judgment so to apportion
them that they shall prove sufficient in
quantity for the family, and that the
elder members shall have the stronger
cups. Often persons pour out tea, who
not being at all aware that the tea grows
gtronger as they proceed, bestow the
poorest cup upon the greatest stranger,
and give the stronger to a very young
member of the family, who wculd be
better without any. When several cups
of equal strength are wanted, you
should pour a little into each, and then
go back, inverting the order as you fill
them, and the strength will be appor-
tioned properly.

An earthen pot is by far the best for
brewing ; the tea may then be poured
tinto a silver pot, if desired. Heat the
pot and pour the water out before putt-
ing in the tea required, filling up at
once with boiling water ; set from the
fire about ten minutes to draw, then
pour out as above.—The Housewife.
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Quince jelly 1equires a quarter of a
pound less sugar to the pint of juice
than other fruits.

Celery acts as a sedative on the nerv-
ous system, and is a cure for rheumat-
ism and neuralgia.

The common dandelion, used as
greens, has a direct effect upon the kid-
neys, and so has spinach.

The culinary jugglers can now em-
ploy their art to transform English spar-
rows into reed birds on toast.

The annual statement of the water-
melon industry in South Carolina shows
that the area planted was 8,000 acres,

Ambrosia is made by filling a deep
glass dish with alternate layers of pine-
apple. oranges, bananas and peaches,
witlh plenty of powdered sugar sprinkled
over cach layer,

Some boys of Princeton ‘lollega tore
up & hundred feet ot sicwalk for a
widow named Nevis, av". /.~ sent them
a great big sweet cake with enough
poison in it to have killed 25 people had
they eaten if.

" THE MODERN WOMAN.

A Washington Bride Outlines the Duties
She Owes to Society.

“Nellie, dear,” began young Mr. Towers
to his bride, who had just come i1n from an
early eonstitutional, *‘you—?

‘‘Helen, if you please, dear. Let us begin
life in good form ; Nellie is obsolete.”

“Well, then, Helen, I'd like to have you
drive with me after breakfast.””

“Impossible, William; at 9:30 I
with the pulleys and weights.”

“Well, ten will do.” 3

“At ten I begin muscular exercise, thea
neck and chest movement and ankle exer-
cise.”

‘Eleven, then—? -

“At111take my Turkish, which brings
me home to lunch with you at 1:30.”

‘“Then surely, dear—”

“How inconsiderate, dear. I have an en-
gagement with the manicure at two sharp,
and at 2:30 the lady who does my hair and
complexion—"?

“Good heavens, you don’t mean—?’

“That I paintor bleach my hair. 0O, no;
but it is now customary for ladies to put
their hair out to regular artists, massage
and oil and electric needles, you know, to
strengthen the facial muscles, prevent
wrinkles and remove superfluous hairs.”

“But you're pretty enough—" 3

“One must be beautiful, William. Mere
prettiness is passe. At three o’clock I play
tennis, which calls into action and develops
one set of muscles. At four I mount the
tricycle for the same reason. From five to
six I go through my posing or drawing-room
exercises, and after dinner—

‘“‘Will you go with me?”

“Well, perhaps; but this is my raw veal
evening—"’

“Raw veal! What on earth—?

“‘Stupid boy. Of course you’ve noticed
that I wear a mask every day to keep from
tanning, and wear gloves every night; but
the raw veal laid over one’s face for two or
three hours is only an occasional—'’

‘*But, Helen,” in horror, ‘‘do you never
do any thing but this all the year round?”

“Goose! of course this merely happens tc
be my physical culture day; to-morrow is
society day. Ireceive and give myself up
to society visitors and the club. Wednes-
day is church day. I hunt up worthy poor,
arrange Sunday-school picnics, visit the W.
C. T. U., Foreign Missions, Daughters of
the King meeting, and have the minister
and wife to dinner. Thursday I devote to

practice

. literature and politics. I read, write, attend

a suffrage meeting or lecture on literature,
theosophical or science subjects. Friday is
art day. This time I devote exclusively to
art, to painting, modeling in clay, or in the
search for antiques and in the study of
ceramics. Saturday I give up to my dress-
maker and the study of fabrics, tones and
draperies. You will notice the Greek
model—"

“Well, Mrs. Towers, will you tell me what
time is left for me?”

“QOh, you, William? Why, I had forgot-
ten; but then,” cheerfully, “I’m never busy
after church Sundays. That time is wasted
any way. We can always have Sunday
afternoons, except the time I devote to
home duties.”’ i

A modern woman is a martyr, concludes
the Washington Post, and she rarely has an
hour for her own enjoyment. ", E
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A Beautiful Creature That Haunts the:
Electric Lights. {
Shadows of flitting nocturnal things that
hover about the street electric lights are
seen, thrown upon street or pavement, by
hundreds of passers-by who never know if
the creatures that cause them are bats}
moths or some smalier “hings whose near{
ness to the light magnifies the Aflitting
shadow. In fact, there ure all of these
creatures frequently hovering about the
lights; the bats, doubtless, in pursuit of
some of the tiny iusect brood, while the
larger moths are drawn, like the minute in-
sect swarms, about the tight as a brilliant
object. Mr. D. W. C. Pond, of dHartford,
Conn., showed a Hartford Times reporter a
beautiful green moth which his wife suec-
ceeded in bringing down with a stroke of a
whip. Itis the Attacus Luna—perhaps the
most beautiful of all our moths. It is not
as brilliant, nor quite so large, as some
others, but the exquisite delicacy of its
wings, both in texture and tint, surpasses
that of any other variety that flies here.
The wings expand about five inches—in
hue a pale, delicate green. A broad border
of purple runs along the front edge of
the fore wings, and the hind wings
are tipped with the same color all around.
In the center of each of the four wings is a
transparent eye-like spot, encircled by a
ring of black and yellow on the upper side
of the wing, and white beneath. Each hind
wing has a slender, symmetrical tail, nearly
two inches long. The good-sized body is
thickly covered with a hair-like mantle of
white—a kind of down,which looks like a soft
kind of slightly curled hair of thie white bear.
The eyes, rather large, are decp, dark, dull
purple; and there are two minute bead-like
shining points in the white down, beneath
the head proper, thatlook lilte the creature’s
sparkling little bat-like eyes, but are not.
The antennze are yellow and beautifully
feathered, and the legs are purple like the
border. The worm of the Luna moth lives
on walnut trees; a large, ugly-looking
creature, which spins its shroud inside a
nest made of the dead or dying leaves in
autumn by tying two or three leaves to-
gether, a brown looking mess, which would
attract no notice among the similarly col-
ored dead leaves on the branch or on the
ground—for it sometimes drops and is
kicked over with the rest by boys poking
the dead leaves in October in search of wal-
nuts. So found, if taken home and keptin
a quiet place in a room, the cocoon w§11
burst in May, and the young moth will
emerge. Itsswift growth and transforpla-
tion before your eyes, as 1t becomesina
few minutes a beautiful green moth, is one
of the marvels of the creature’s changes.
It changes in twenty minutes from a Wet,
white, half worm-like thing into & charming
green moth.

THE LUNA MOTH
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Not Eutire Strangers, by f
Simon Greenleaf, the eminent jurist, who
for fourteen years previous to his appoint-
ment as professor in the Harvard Law
School was a practicing lawyer in Portland,
had a charming daughter. A foppishyoung
man named Barrell, meeting her at a social
gathering in this city one evening in early
spring, remarked to her that he had tpat
day seen in Deering’s woods something
that reminded him of her. When asked
what it was he said: “A green leaf.” ‘‘And
I saw something this morning from my
window tLat reminded me of you,”’ lzetumed
Miss Greenleaf. ‘May I ask what it was?”’
said the youth. ‘‘An empty barrel !’




