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s Only a Boy. | his chum had insisted upon putting the | the writing-table, and twice had the | My whole is a creature you oftea shall M M C L E 0 D Professional Cards.
{ am only a boy, with a heart light and | WTOUg hen on the eggs. king picked it up for him. But as| see ’ § .4t A—
T ol R He always told me to put myself in | Frederick handed it back the second | Working as busy as busy can be. MANUFACTURER J ARTHUR FREEIE
{ am \,r;m‘m‘ing with mischief and frolic | the other boy’s place, said grandfather | time he said, with a warning shake of 111 S“”:RE Woias. .
and giee §

dance with delight, and I whistle and
?'inﬁ',
\nd you think such a boy never cares for a
thing.

But boys have their troubles, though jolly
they seem ;

Their thoughts can go farther than most
people deem.

Their hearts are as open to sorrow as joy,

And each has his feelings, though only a
boy.

Now oft when I've worked hard at piling
the wood,

Have done all my errands, and tried to be
good,

1 think I might then have a rest or a play ;

But how thall I manage ? Can ary one say ?

1t I start for a stroll, it is ‘“Keep off the

street !”’

If Tgoto the house, it is *‘ Mercy ! what
foet !”

1f 1 take a seat, ‘tis ‘“Here ! give me that
chair !”

If I lounge by a window, 'tis ““Don’t loiter
there !”

1f I ask a few questions, 'tis *‘ Don’t

bother me !”

Or clse, **Such a torment I never Jid see !”

I am scolded or cuffed if I make the least
noise,

Till I think in this wide world there’s no
plaee for boys.

At school they are shocked if I want a good
play ;

At home or at church, I aw so in the way ;

And it’s hard, for I don’t see that boys are
to blame,

And ’most any boy, too, will say just the
same.

Of course a boy can’t know as much as a
man,

But we try to do right, just as hard as we
can.

Have patience, dear people, though oft we
annoy,

Fer the best man on earth once was ‘‘Only
a Boy.”

—School Journal.

Grandfather’'s Plan.

The quarrels began, as quarrels so
often do, from a very little thing; but
it grew so fast—and that’s the nature
of quarrels, too—that presently Jo and
Harry wouldn’t speak to each other.

Joe was Father Morton’s son, Harry
was his nephew, and both boys helped
on the farm after their school term
was over,

The quarrel, as [ said, began about
a small matter ; Jo and Harry were
partners in raising chickens, and every
spare moment was devoted in keeping
their yard fenced in, their coops in
order, and their enemies, the rats and
weasls, off .

This spring the Yoys invested what
seemed t0 them a large sum of money
in a dozen eggs of ‘‘Spanish Blacks,”
and looked forward with great dehght
to having the new breed.

Now, Jo, said Harry, we'll put them
under Spreckle ; you know she’s the
very best mnother we've got.

But she’s too small for twelve eggs,
objected Jo ; don’t you remember she
lost some of her eggs last year from
not keeping them warm enough ?

O, she has grown since then, an-
swered Harry.

Grown, indeed! you must be a
goose ; old hens don’t grow any, boy.

(Goose or not, said Harry, raising his
voice angrily. T'm going to put my
share of eggs under Speckle.

Aud T shall put mine under Whitey,
retorted Jo, in & tone no less angry.

And so they did, foolish boys ! For
by this means, you see, they used two
hens instead of one, thereby losing the
chance of one whole brood of chickens.
And bcing thrifty buys, t,hey be-
¢rudged that brood of chickens; every
time they saw the two biddies on their
half supply of eggs they felt exasperat-
ed, and being exasperated they chafed
b one another and said cross things,
until they felt too sore and angry to
Speak to one another.

[ am so worried about the boys ! said
the farmer’s wife ; I can’t bear to have
them fussing with one another this
Way —Grandpa, can’t you take them in
hand ¢
The geutle looking old grandfather
la‘id down the County paper, pushed
his spectacles high up on his forehead,
a0d gazed thoughtfully out of the
window,

I will try, dear, hesaid, presently.

‘The two boys took turns every eve-
Ning helping the grandfather to water
his Gowgp beds, which were his special
¢ire and pride. This evening Jo was
helping,

Jo, said the old man, what'’s wrong
between you and Harry ?

And Jo poured outa voluble tale of

hiB wron
g8, and how badly Harry had
behaved ! ; i :

Would you like to hear my grand-
ther's rule for breaking up a quarrel?
Dear wme ) was it possible that
frandfather had ever had a grand-
father ¢ Why he must have reached

. Way back to Noah. But Jo was
‘Itite eager to know what this eitizen

o the last century would have done if

fa

—to pretend to myself that I was that
boy, and try to look at things just as
he saw them.

The old man did not say anything
more to Jo ; he knew that seed ought
to be put into the ground gently, not
pounded in with a sledge-hammer. But
I think he must have talked to Harry
the next evening about his grandfather,
too.

For afew days later he heard shouts
of laughter from the hay-room back of
the stable. My little sced must have
sprouted, said grandfather; agd he
stepped over the high board into the
hay-room.

Jo and Harry were runmning a race
in turning somersaults on the hay.—
Ex.

Sl -4 P e
A Brave Congo Boy.

There never was a more touching
story of filial devotion than that told
by a Congo chief, Essalaka, to Cap-
tain Coquilhot :

““You know the big island near my
town,” he said. ‘* Well, yesterday,
soon after the sun came up, one of my
women and her little boy started for
the island in a canoe. The boy is
about twelve years old. He says that,
while his mother was paddling, she
saw some*hing in the water, and lean-
ed over to look at it. Then he saw a
crocodile seize his mother and drag
her out of the cance. Then the croco-
dile and the woman sank out of sight.

““The paddle was lying in the canoe.
The boy picked it up to paddle back
to the village. Then he thought, ‘O if
I could only scare the crocodile and
get my mother back !” He could tell
by the moving water where the croco-
dile was. He was swimming just
under the surface toward the island.
Then the boy followed the crocodile
just as fast as he could paddle. Very
soon the crocodile reached the island
and went out on land. He laid the
woman’s body on the ground. Then
he went back into the river and swam
away. You know why he did this?
He wanted his mate, and started out
to find her.

‘“Then the little boy paddled fast to
where his mother was lying. He jump-
ed out of the boat and ran to her.
There was a big wound in her breast.
Her eyes were shut. He felt sure she
was dead. He is strong, but ha could
not lift her. He dragged her body to
the canoce. He knew the crocodile
might come back any minute and kill
him. He used all his strength. Little
by little he got his mother’s body into
the cance. Then he pushed away from
the shore and started home.

**‘We had not seen the boy and his
mother at all. Suddenly we heard
shouting on the river, and we saw the
boy ‘paddling as hard as he oould.
Every two or three strokes he would
look behind him. Then we saw a
erocodile swimming fast toward the
canoe. If he reached it, you know
what he would de? He would upset
it with a blow, and both the boy and
his mother would be lost. Eight or
nine of us jumped into cances and
started for the boy. The crocodile had
nearly overtaken the canoe, but we
reached it in time. We scared the
crocodile away, and brought the canoe
to shore. The boy stepped out on the
ground and fell down, he was so
frightened and tired. We carried him
into one of my huts, and took his
mother’s body in there too. We
thought she was dead.

“But after a little while she opened
her eyes. She could whisper only two
or three words. She asked for the
boy. We laid him beside her on her
arm. She stroked him two or three
times with her hand. But she was
hurt so badly! Then she shut her
eyes, and did not open them nor speak
again, Oh, how the little boy cried !
But he hac saved his mother’s body
from the crocodile.”—Boston Herald.

e 2 S S—
A King's Game At Ball.

More than a hundred years ago an
old man was writing one afternoon in a
small chamber of the palace of Sans-
Souci, at Potsdam, near Berlin, while
on the other side of the room his little
ucphew was playing ball as quietly as
he could, s0 as not to disturb his
uncle.

The uncle was a small, lean, sickly
looking man, whosethreadbare military
coat looked as if it had been ' bought
from an old-clothes-man. But with all
this there was something in the expres-
sion of his firm, thin-lipped mouth,
and of the large bright eyes that look-
ed out so keenly from beneath his great
Inassive fpmh'eg@, which would have
struck the most careless observer,
And well might it be so; for this old
man was Frederick the Great, the
most famous soldier of his time, whose
whole life_had been one Jong. battle
with Anstria for the province of Silesia.

Twice had the ball slipped from the
little prince’s hands and rolled under

his grey head: ‘‘Fritz, I can not attend
to the affairs of Europe and play ball
with thee as well. The next time the
ball comes here I shall keep it.”

Presently the unlucky ball went
astray a third time, and the king quiet
ly put it in his pocket. The boy stood
for a moment in silent dismay, and
then said, meekly:

““Uncle Frederick, give me my ball
pleage.”

But ‘‘Uncle Frederick” went on
with his wurk, unheeding. The boy
again repeated his petition, which
was again disregarded. Then came a
quick stamp, and Frederick, looking
up, found the little fellow standing
before him, with a settled sternness
on his smooth, round face which gave
it a strange likeness to the weather-
beaten visage of the grim old king.
With his tiny hands set defiantly
upon his hips, and one small foot plant-
ed firmly in front of him, he said,
“Will your majesty be pleased to
give up my ball at ¢nce?”

““Good!” cried Frederick the Great,
clapping the little hero on the shoulder
as he gave back the contested ball;
they won't get Silesia from thee
when thou art king in my stead.
Always demand thy rights as boldly;
and thou’lt be a good King of Prussia.”
~ Harper’s Young People.
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In case of a severe sprain immerse
the joint in water hot as can be borne
forfifteen minutes.

Houng FLolks' Golumn,

Conducted by C. E. BLACK,
Case SerrLemenT, Kines Co., N. B.

e —

— l PUZZLE DEPARTMENT.

8T Attempt the end, never standin doubt
Nothing’s so hard, but search’ll find it_out.”

[N. B. — Contributions respectfully
solicited. Address as given above).

The Mystery Solved.

(No. 14.)
No.85.—Bob-o-link. No.86.—Turkey.

No. 87.—Cash, able, sloe, heed.

No. 88.—I. D IL. C
DAN GAD
DAVID CALEB
NYP DEN
D B

No. 89.—*‘My little children, let us
not love in word, neither in tongue ;
but in deed and in truth.”—1 John
3:18.

No. 90.—Boa, March, ace.

No. 91.—Louisiana.
.
The Mystery—No. 17.

No. 108.—Tur Prize Acrosric.
(BY MAGGIE B. RING, Kemptville, N.8S,)

Will you not come to me,

Always says the Saviour,

Till I, the Lord, have set you free—
Clear of your wrong behaviour ?

He will take a little child ;

And His words are always mild.
Now is the time to come ;
Do start for your heavenly home !

Peace at the end will be

Right acceptable to thee ;

All that the soul will need,

You will get when you are freed.

No. 109. - Tae Prize CHARADE.
(BY MABEL I. GILMORE, Williamsburg).

In the wet rice swamps, and cane-
brakes tall,
My first the driver wields,
And its sound is heard by the dusky
gang,
In the snowy cotton fields ;
But fast comes on the day that ends
Its reign of blood and fear,
Comes with the sound of breaking
chains,
And the freed man’s joyous cheer.

Be kind to those wWho are my second,
In spirit and in truth,

Have pity on their helpless age
And on their joyous youth,

Remember them whene’er you feast,
And on your downy bed,

For the sake of Him who *‘ had not
place”

On earth to lay his head.

Ever may good third be in your hearts
Towards all of human kind,

Strong to reclaim the wandering,
And the lost lamb to find;

To help the sutfering and to bear
Thine own adversity,

To speak brave words of truth and

right,

And strike for liberty,

My whole is a mournful little bird,
That in the twilight dim,

Complains how hardly he’s been used,
Till all must pity him ;

But not one word of what he did
Reveals his doleful plight,

His mother’s story could we hear
We might say : “Served him right!”

No. 110.—Cross-Worp Exiama.
(5% CARRIE WADE, Cross Creek,)
My first is in apple, ‘but not in plum;

My 2nd is in finger, but not in thumb;
My r isin trompet, but not in drum

(BY L. LAkKIN, East Pubnico, N. 8.)

A river in Africa ; a bird ; lame; to
sec.

No. 112, —HippeN GRAINS.
(BY MARY CLARKSON, Williamsburg).

When returning to the port every
evening, the boatswain sweetly plays
his cornet, and, leaping from his an-
chored vessel’s prow, he at home finds
a welcome of priceless worth.

No. 113.—=BisLE QUESTIS™N.
(BY ““vAN,” Lower Prince William.)

Where do we read of a prophet

burying a propket who had been killed
by a lion ?

E=Z" The Mystery solved in three weeks.

The Mystical Circle.

PRIZE WINNERS.,

The prize for the best Tharade has
been awarded Mabel I. Gilmore,
Williamsburg ; and the prize for the
best Acrostic to Maggie B. Ring,
Kemptville, N. 8. We publish the
puzzles which took the prize this issue.
Only one other Charade was received.
Prizes have been forwarded ; also
another to Louise Larkin, East Pub-
nico, N. S. We trust they will receive
them. Please acknowledge receipt !

Grace E. King, Carleton, N. 8.,
has our thanks for puzzles and story.
Always write matter for the press on
one side of the sheet only. Nos. 79
and 80 correctly solved.

G. M. W,, Boundary Creek, solves
86, 88 and 89 correctly. Send some
more puzzles, please.

E. Grisworp, Port La Tour, N, S
has our hearty thanks for puzzle. No-
69, 70, 71, 73 (except ¢), T4 (1, 2) 75,
76, 77, 18, 80, 81, 83 solved.

| Our Letter Box,
|

East Pus~Nico, Yarmorra Co. N. S,

Dear UnxcrLe NEp,—1 received the
book thit was sent n.e, and thank you
very much for it. 1 am very much
pleased with it. I would send some
more puzzles, but I have not time
now.

Wishing you good success, I remain,

Your niece,
Louise LarkiN.

owe.—L. L.

was placed on the book.

four prizes.
him.—UncLe Nebp.

OUR BAND RECITER.

MOTHER AND DAUGHTER.

N. 8.

should bind people firmly and faith-
fully together, it is that of mother and
daughter left alone in the world. Yet
how often the mother toils and the
daughter idles! Sometimes it is the
daughter who labors, while the mother
folds her hands and regrets the past.
Again, when each performs honorably
her daily duties, there may be between
them affection certainly but no loving
Intimacy, no sweet and cheerful shar-
ing of toils, pleasures and thoughts,
such as can make life, otherwise the
hardest, contented and happy. The
mother and daughter who stand close-
ly side by side to face the world, are
sure of friends, ‘“‘Ilike to do anything
Mrs. Herman,” says one, ‘*it
pleases her daughter so.” ‘It is a
delight to give a pleasure to Polly,”
says another, ‘‘ her mother enjoys it so
much.” Did you see Polly H. pro-
menading with her mother at the
school reception 7’ asks another. ‘It
was worth geing, if only to see two
happy people. Polly and her mother
always look happy when they are to-
gether.”

The brisk little weman is well known
to all Polly’s friends. They feel at
ease in her presence, and like to have
her with them. Polly is still a school
girl, but already her learning is far
beyond that of her busy mother. Polly
holds a Greek grammar in her hands,
while she runs up stairs for an extra
thimble.

Always gay and willing, never
seeming tired or cross, or ‘‘blue ;"
never leaving behind her, when she
goes oub to join her young friends, a
sense that she has gladly escaped ;
never impatient of her mother’s wishes
or opinions; never meanly mortified
at her little mistakes—such is Polly.

Many a mother, whose child may, be
prettier, brighterand more gifted, may
yet-envy Mrs, Herman, as she marks
how cheerfully th go on their
way together~the o tor giving day
by day unstinted labor and unstinted
love—the young girl blessing her with
gaiety, hopefulness and youth.

for

P. 8.—1I did not receive the other

[It is not me you have to thank, but
the sender, whose name without doubt
If not yom
may judge from the writing and ad-
dress. He kindly offered three or

I convey your thanks to

(BY GRACE B. KING, AGED 13, Carleton.

If there is any relation in life that

e AXDP ~—

MaNUFACTUREES' AGENT.,

No. 36 Dock Street.

McLeod’s Absolutely Pure Flavoring
Extracts ;

Extracts Jamaica Ginger ,

Dr. Noble’'s Great Cure for Summer
Complaint, Cholera, etc. ;
McLeod’s Quinine Wine ;

Tonic Cough Cure ;

Rheumatic and Bone Liniment, ete.

McLeod’s irue Fruit Syrups,

Contains no Alcohel, Artificial Color-
ing or other foreign ingredients.

Strawberry, Raspberry,
Lemon, Lime Juice,

Special Blend and Imperial.

IMPERIAL and SPECIAL Blend
are my own specialities which I can highly
recommend - being of combinations of the
flavors of the choicest fruits of the Tropics
with that of our own Matchless Straw-
berry.

E=Z" Ask your dealer for McLeop’s
Brands of

EXTRACTS AND SYRUPS.

LONDON HOUSE

WHOLESALE.

Spring 1889.

binadian  Manuiactures.

E have received early shipments of
the following lines of goods to which
we would direct the special attention of
the trade ;

Ginghams, Seersuckers,
Shirtings, White Cotton Terry,
Silesia, Linings, Jeans.

Owing to the sharp advance on all Cot-
ton Goods, we would respectfully urge our
Oustomers and buyers generally to place
| their orders at once, as we are quoting
lower prices for many lines than the agents
of the milla will sell for to-day. .

Daniel & Boyd.
Hides, Leather, Oil !

WILLIAM PETERS,

EATHER Mannfacturer, and dealer
Hides and Leather, Cod Oil, Neat
Foot Oil and Finishing Oil.

Tanners’ and Curriers’ Tools
and Findings.

Lace Leather and Larragin Leather a
specialty,

Hides ard Lcather bought and sold on
commission.

BARRISTER-AT-LAW,

Accounts collec.ed and Loans negoﬁat

on good securities,

OFFICE—OrrosITE Post OFFIOR

———FREDERICTON, N. B.—

FREDERICTON, - =~ = =

240Union Street, - St. John, N. B

CLIFTON HOUSE,

74 Princess & 1,3 Germain Sts,,
SAINT JOHN, N.B.
A. N. PETERS, PROPRIEYOR.

TELEPHONE CoMMUNICATION.
HEATED By >rEAM 1 HROUGHOUT

DR. FOWLERS
. e EXT:OF ¢
“WILD "

TRAWBERRY

CURES

HOLERA

holera Morbus
OL: I C a0~
RAMPS

(IARRH(EA
YSENTERY

AND ALL SUMMER COMPLAINTS
AND FLUXES OF THE BOWELS

IT IS SAFE AND RELIABLE FOR
CHiIt DREN JR ADULTS.

1888 UNIVERSITY |388

— OF —

New Brunswick

And all COLLEGES in the Mari-
time Provinces.

The Plays of Moliere, at Hall’s Book Store

The Plays of Racine, -
The Works of Corneille, “
The Works of Chateaubriaud. ”
Turrell’s Lecons Francaise, "
Pujols French Class Book, "

(G ammaire Francaise par F. P, B.**
Le Luthier DeCremoue by Coppee, ‘¢
La Joie Fait Peur,by De Girardin, ‘*
Causeries Avec Mes Eleves par

Seuvear, «“
Saintsbury Primer of French
Literature, pe
Spier and Surennes French and
English Dictionary £
French Treser by De i’orq1xet. v

Seguel to Freunch Treser by De

orquet, i

Elementary French Grammar- ‘¢

Duval, «“
In addition to the above we have the

following—

GERMAN BOOKS,
Cooks, Ottos German Grammar, **
Ottos Materials for Translating

English int¢ German, e
Key to the above, “

The Joynes Otto German Course, **

Key to Ottos German
tion Grammar, "

German is yet in its infancy. When you

want a book, order it of

M. S, HAILL,

Next door to Staples’ ‘drug store, Fisher's
Building, Fredericton,

—-

G. H. COBURN, M. D,,

Physician and Surgeon,

143 Kinc Sr.,—BeELOW YORK"

D. M'LEOD VINCE,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW

NOTARY PUBLIC, ete,

Office—Connell’s Wooden Block Queen
Street, Woodstock, ’

J. A. & W. VANWART

BARRISTERS, &c.

Offices — Opposite City Hall,
Fredericton, N B.

w VENEELYBELL FCUNDRY
B Favorably known to the public site
@=1526, Church, Chapel, School, Fire A}

and other bells: also Chimes and Pegly

Mepeely & Co.. West Troy, N3
BUCKEYE BELL FOUNDRY,

Bells of Pure Copper and Tin for Ch
Schools, Fire Alarms, Farms, etc. FPULL
WARRANTED. Catalogue sent Free,

VANDUZEN & TIFT, Cineia-.ﬂ. o

THE KEY TO HEALTH,

BUKDOCK BLOOD

Unlocks allthe clogged avenues of &
Bowels, Kidneys and Liver,

ing off gradually without weakening
system, all the impaurities and

humors of the secretions; at the sam@
time Correcting Acidity of the
Stomach, curing Biliousness, Dyse

pepsia, Headaches,

Heartburn, Constipation,

of the 8kin, Dropsy, Dimness of'
Vision, h.:’agdice éi.;llt = .
Erysipelas, I'Of\ﬁls u

the Heart, Nervousness, mm
eral Debility ; all these and

other similar Cu.anplaints yield to

ha influence of
BELOOD BITTERS.

T. NILBUERN & C0., Propristers, Torontts

Nova Scotia Hotel,

Reed’s Point. Prince William
St. 8t, Johm,

JAS. L. BELYEA, Proprietor

&% Permanent and Transient Boarde
accommodated en the most reas

terms.
This Hotel is in close proximity to the
American and Nova Scotia steamers.

'IAPLEY’S REMEDY
FO
NEURALGIA, ;
SCIATICA,

NERVOUS HEADACHE, ete,

Persons who have been troubl.
ed with the above distressing

complain have been relieved and
cured by

Tapley's Remedy

FOR SALE BY

JOHN M WILEY,
196 Qneen St., Fredericton,
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