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The Winner of the Race.

I saw them start, an eager throng,
All young and strong and fleet ;
Joy lighted up their beaming eyes,
Hope sped their flying feet.
And one among them 80 excelled
In courage, strength, and grace,
That all men gazed and smiled and cried :
“ The winner of the race !”

The way was long, the way was hard ;
The golden goal gleamed far

Above the steep and distant hills—
A shining pilot star.

On, on they spad, but while some fell,
Some faltered in their speed ;

He upon whom all eyes were fixed
Still proudly kept the lead.

But ah, what folly! See, he stops
To raise a fallen child,

To place it out of danger’s way
With kiss and warniog mild.

A fainting comrade claims his care,
Once more he turns aside ;

Then stays bis strong, young steps to be
A feeble woman’s guide.

And so, wherever duty calls,
Or sorrow or distress,

He leaves his chosen path to aid,
To comfort, and to bless.

Though men may pity, blame, or scorn,
No envious pang may swell

The soul who yields for love the place
It might have won so well.

The race is o’er. ’Mid shouts and cheers
I saw the victors crowned ;
Some wore fame’s laurels, some love's
flowers,
Some brows with goid were bound.
But all unknown, unheeded, stood—
Heaven's light upon His face —
With empty hands and uncrowned head,
The winner of the race.
Sunday-School Times

Too Late.

neither blame,
willed.
Or list what first with dawn appeared.”

** Ah! for neither

Always, when night is lone and
drear, I recall his pleading smile,
his outstretched hand ; and yet he
hesitated in a last step toward me.
Poor boy! He needed to doubt a
gister's greeting. And how amus-
ing he strove to be, with his store of
goseip,—that little budget, usually
of such laughing interest to me!
But that night I was wilfully in-
different, too unreasonably out of
gorts, to profess to care, or even
heed. I recall how perversely 1
vepelled his hand, when, nearing a
gloomy doorway, he would have
drawn me closer to his side. Still,
I could not repress a nervous start
when, a moment later, I saw that
long streamers of crape fluttered at
one dingy corner. We were scarce
another moment in passing ; but,
for all time, I shall remember that
dreary spot and those drearier em-
blems, not flaunting, alas ! even vir-
gin service in the cause of common
woe.

“I am so sorry you saw it, dear,”
he said, while patting the hand he
had forced within his arm when we
crossed the road where an under-
taker’s wheels had cut deep ridges.
“I wisbed to prevent you seeing it,
for I know you dread such things.
Dear sister ! 1I'd never let you see
anything disagreeable if I could help
it. If I wereonly clever, in a work
aday way, or—only—strong.”

[ laughed then. T laughed,—
more’s the pity. Then in defiant,
and, yes, rude in tolerance, I de-
manded his new old story, demanded
the latest history of his vapid
struggles,—a seeming struggle for
work, but which, when found, was
never suited to his capability or
strength. I remember, too, that I
taunted him with his lack, his wilful
lack, of nerve and power. I had
expected him to do as I had done,
—grasp the briers and force success
in the very teeth of a callous world.

We were orphans, this weakly
brother and I. Young, indeed, had
we been cast upon the world, to sink
or float as best or ill we might. Per-
haps wmy sturdy spirit, my audacious-
ly fought and gained success, had
made me vain-zlorious, had left me
less tolerant of his puny efforts
(efforts to be great as I had mapped
out for him.) But he had plans,
senseless dreams, and different from
mine. I never had time or inclina
tion to waste upon waking dreams.
Neither could I comprehend a long-
ing for any life but that which
necessity had foreordained for us.
Thus, latterly, I had almost for-
gotten how to tolerate his vagaries.
His aspirations exasperated and
wearied me. And yet—he was
never evil. He was only meek and
simple and weak.

Now, as I listened to the old, old
atory of failure, and realized anew
bhis ehildish plea and craving for
sympathyand advice, and impatient-
ly heeded his dreamy schemes for
a future, I felt a terrifying arro

ance surge over my lips, “ O pity-
ing Lord, what have I doneill in my
life that I should be afflicted with
this cross 1”

Again he had taken my hand, as
though to coerce the kindly word his
dependent spirit craved. Tattempt-
ed to wrench myself roughly free ;
but he held me fast.

“ Don’t be so impatient, sister, I
feel that I am & sore trial to such a
wise and clever girl as you ; but ”"—

Spite all my coldness, I could not

fail to know that tears trembled on
my lashes. I bad loved to inuse
when he was a fair little child. Ah!
surely, surely, an evil one had full
possession of my spirit that fatal
night, else had I been gentle. And
he my brother.

A hot, quivering tear splashed
down upon my restive hand. It
maddened me.

“I have only you,” he goes on,
“and I need you, sister, so much,
I am not brave like you, but some
day, you will see, we will have a
home together; and to-morrow I
have a chance, at last, to suit me.
To-morrow”—

“ To-morrow?” I sneered. * To-
morrow ! That is your word, the
good-for-nothing word. Bah! There
is no to-morrow for » drone such as
you! And poor me! I'could wish
that I had no brother to fret and
mar my every hour of leisure!”

Spitefully I tore myself free of
his affectionate clasp. Then I sped
swiftly along the deserted street.

“Good-night, sister, and God
bless you !” he called.

I would not heed. But—those
beckoning streamers of crape
fluttered every shadow; and the
glance of the moon fell pale and
chill. With throbbing heart, I had
turned to enter my door, when a
splash of moisture startled my
cheek, Fearfully, Ilooked upward.
A few stars peeped, half troubled,
from a darkish maze, and there
seemed no source for tears. Safely,
I closed the door, and, in the bright
light of my own room, forgot all but
a hundred petty schemes for my
own daily existence.

That next morning the sun shone
clear and bold, careless that it en-
hanced both joy and desolation, and
made more ghastly that poor door
where I had seen death reign pre-
eminent.

And my brother ?
dead.

“ A good chap was Eddy,” avow-
ed the acquaintance who had volun-
tered to reveal the details to me,
the sister, ‘“But Eddy had no
sand. He needed a home and a
loving hand. There, there, miss,
no one blames you. We all know
you had to look out for number one;
and we all gof to be a bit selfish
about it, too. But, you see, Eddy
was very delicate-like; and some
one—some one—hurt his feelings
last night. T noticed it when he
came to my room. [ never thought,
but—but, in fun-like, T laid a re-
volver on the table. It was a self-
cocker. All of a sudden he raised
it, and—and-—whether a-purpose or
not only God will ever know,—he
—he”"—

Alas! T hsve no brother now : T
have only regret,—sregret forever.
Chris. Register.
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What the Money Did.

He, too, lay

Mrs. Wray, the village doctor’s
wife, who had not a large sum for her
household expenses, had contrived
to save ten dollars during the month.
She resolved to spend it in plush
and silk—materials for making an
embroidered table cover which she
had long coveted. She was just
starting out to buy them, when a
bill for ten dollars was brought in
from Pitts, the carpenter.

She scanned it impatiently. ‘Tell
Mr. Pitts he must wait, Mary,” she
said. ‘I will pay him next month.’
But before the maid closed the door
she called her back.

‘Here is the money,’ she said,
adding to herself, ‘I would rather
see a bare table before me than an
unpaid bill.’

Mr. Pitts debtors were not
always so prompt. He took the
bill with a chuckle of surprise and
satisfaction and walked down the
village street in high good humor.
As he turned the corner he met
Sarah Good, the tailoress, who had
done many little jobs of sewing for
him, for Pitts was not married.
‘Here, Sarah,” he called ; ‘I will
settle that bill T have been owing
you since Christmas, and here is a
little over. Those button holes
were 80 neatly worked that my
Sunday coat looks like new,’

Sarah turned the bright new dol-
lar over in her hand as she left him
with a sudden joyous consciousness
of unexpected wealth. She had
almost given up hope of ever gettin
any part of Mr. Pitts’ bill, and here
it was in full—with a dollar which
might almost have dropped from
the skies !

At the door of the station stood
the Carrsville stage, a Jersey wagon
which Jem Bold drove to Carrsville
once a week. Jem was standing by
his horses, awkwardly cracking his
whip, while beside him waited a
bent, shabby little woman, who
carried a baby.

‘T car’t do it ma'am,” he said.
‘The staze ain’t mine. I'm only the
driver and the owners don’t allow
me to take no free passengers.’

‘How far is it to Carrsville 7
asked the woman in a feeble voice,

‘Eight miles. There’s a storm
coming up. You can’t walk it.’

“What's the matter ¥ asked Sarah
stopping on the sidewalk.

“This woman came down from the
city on the train, an’ she has no
money. She didn’t know as she'd

have to stage it to Carrsville,’ ex.lare really too many drunkards in

plained Bold.

The woman came up to Sarah
trembling and pale. ‘It is my hus.
band that is at Carrsville. He has
been drinking hard—he ran away
from me a month ago.
hurt last night —they sent me word
to come if I would see him alive—
and I can’t go—I can’t go !’

‘You shall go,’ said the little
tailoress.
Fifty cents? All right.
door for her.’

She watched the wagon drive
down the street and then took her
way home, her money jingling in
her pocket, and her heart beating
glad and warm in her bosom.

Three months later Sarah had
business in Carrsville. As she
passed a snug little cabin, a woman
came running out and caught her
by the hand. Her face was plump
and rosy ; she laughed with excite-
ment.

‘Here you are! I can thank you
at last | My husband did not die.
They said my nursing saved him.
He is hard at work now—he does
not touch a drop! Come in and see
the baby and our house.’

She brought her in, and placed
her by the fire and put the baby on
her lap. ‘I am such a happy
woman,’ she said, ‘and it was your
money did it all

As Sarah rode home that evening
she thought, ‘It was not my money,
but that dollar which Pitts gave
me.’

Pitts, perhaps, would have traced
it back still farther. So little do
we reckon when we plant a single
seed of good, into what forests it
may grow,—Selected.
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A Sermonette on Etiquette

One hardly likes to say the word
‘“etiquette” when the question is
that of being kind and lovely in
one’s own family. Yet if members
of the same household used a little
wore ceremony toward each other,
no harm would be done.

What true gentleman would treat
his mother or his gister with less
courtesy than he would a chance
acquaintance ?

No one would greatly respect
boy whose custom it was to let his
sister trot about on his errands—
run up stairs for his handkerchief—
fly hither and thither to bring his
bat or his racket.

I well remember the surprise of a
young lady when, in a certain
family, the brother sprang up to
light the gas for his sister ; and when
the latter attempted to put some
coal on the open tire, quickly took
the hod from her hand and did the
work himself,

“ You wouldn’t catch my brother
being so polite to me ! ” she said.

“So much the more shame to
your brother ! ” T thought.

Every boy ought surely to feel a
certain care over his sister, even if
she be older than he. As a rule,
he is physically stronger, and con-
sequently better able to bear the
burdens of life than she.

There is nothing more charwing
than the chivalrous protection which
some boys (bless thew !) lavish on
their unfortunate “ women folks.”
And nothing is so at'ractive to
other girls as to see a boy gentle
and tender to his sister.

As for you, dear gitls, you would
never be so rude as to fail to ack-
nowledge any courtesy which your
brother paid you! If you would
deem it extremely unladylike not to
thank any person who gave up hie
seat in the horse-car to you, or who
helped you across an icy spot on
the sidewalk, you should blush to
be less grateful for a similar kiud-
ness on the part of your brother

If he is ready to place a chair, or |
to open a door for you, to wmake
sure that you have an escort after
dark, to take off his hat to you on
the street, surely you are eager to
please him—to sew on a stray
button, or mend a rip in his gloves ;
to thank him for taking pains to
call for you and bring you home
from a friend’s house; to bow as
politely to him, and to accept him
for a partner with the same pleasant
smile which you would have for
someone else’s brother.

A boy should learn the habit of
easy politeness in all circumstances;
but if there be one place on earth
where one should use treely his very
best manners, it is in his owa howme.
—Mary S. McCobb.

_—-‘*’-——
Advice to Young Men.

Young man, if a friend asks you
to join a card party, where the
stakes are small, just enough to
make it interesting, you know, don’t
you do it.

There are more gamblers in the
world now than can make a decent
living. You are under no obliga-
tion to become one, and of course
you don’t want to deprive any man
of his means of livelihood. To
become an expert gambler it takes a
great deal of patient study and ex-
perience. You have got to give up
reputation, home and heaven. Don’t
you do it.

If you are invited into a saloon to
take a drink, don’t you do it. There

He was |

‘How much is it, Jem!!

the world now; too many dying
every year; too many broken and
deserted hearthstones ; too_ many
gitarving widows and childien ; too
many criminals in State prisons ;
too many murderers being hung ;
too much misery and shame and sin
on every side. Don’t you do ir.
That drink means very little to
your friend c¢ the saloon keeper,
but it may be the first step in a

Open the | stairway that always leads down,

never up, and the bottom is never
reached,

If there are any vacancies in the
ranks of the dirunkards you mizht
be excused for becoming one, but
really the recruiting is going on so
briskiy that good people the world
over are trying to put a stop to it.

That terrible army can do so well
without you that there is no neces-
gity for you to join it. So don’t
take that drink. Don’t you do it.

If you are with some young men
who are depreciating the honor of
women, and ycu are tempted to join
them, don’t you do it. Think of
your mother aud sisters and leave
the crowd. They can stain you,
but you can’c stain them ; they are
soiled almost beyond redemption.

The young man who habitually
speaks lightly of women has found
his data in a society not recognized
as legal or respectable.

If you value your own happiness
and the approval of vour own con-
science, don’t join the gang. Don'’t
do it.

[P S——
A Lesson in Sincerity.

Do not mistake rudeness for sin-
cerity, and try to administer lessons,
like the minister in the following
story, unless you are a minister, or
at any rate, have some right to cor-
rect others. The lesson, however,
is a capital one, and might be ap-
plied to many foolish and insincere
little forms of speech nowadays.

A Rhode Island clergyman, noted
for his frankness and eccentricity,
once cured a femasle parishioner of
this obnoxious habit ; Sister B
had invited him to tea. Her table
was bountifully spread, but the
foolish womarn, as she ushered her
pastor into the tea room, remarked
that she had * really nothing fit to
eat.

Without a word the minister took
his hat and walked to the house of
a mneighboring parishioner. There
he asked to be permitted to sup with
the family, saying :

“I bad iptended to take tea with
Sister B ,but thére was ‘nothing
fit to eat,’ so I'’ve come over here.”’
Ot course this strange speech
took wings and stirred up the parish.
As Sister B , wmortified and
offended, reproached the pastor for
his extraordinary conduct, he calm-
ly replied :

“ Why Nister B , you said
you had nothing fit to eat: and
since [ always took you tor a woman
of truth, and since, moreover, I had
a marvelous good appetite, was I
not constrained to seek a supper
elsewhere 1"

Sister B was never known
afterward to speak depreciatingly
of her own table.

——“"—‘N“’———

Sir Edwin Arnold says of the
Japanese : “Their simple joy of life,
their universal alacrity to pleaseand
be pleased, their utmost divine
sweetness of disposition make them
models of dignified and elegant
behavior ahove all other nations.”

Minard’s Liniment cures
Colds, ete.

GROCERS ARE AUTHORIZED to guaran-
tee that the *‘‘Royal” Flavoring Ex-
tracts will give satisfaction

You need not cough all night and
disturb your friends; there is no occa-
gion for you running the risk of c¢on-
tracting inflammation of the lungs or
consumption, while you can get
Bickle’s Anti-Consumptive Syrup.
This medicine cures coughs, colds, in-
flammation of the lungs and all throat
and chest troubles." It promotes a free
and easy expectoration, which immedi-
ately relieves the throat and lungs
from viscid phlegm.

NICOLET NOTES,

“I suffered continual pain from
canker of the stomach and my face and
body were almost covered with pimples.
I tried Burdoch Blood Bitters, the first
dose occasioned slight pain, but I scon
found relief, and after taking 5 bottles
I became completely cured. 1 think
B. B. B. the most powerful remedy
known to science.’—Stephen Edge,
Nicolet, P. Q.

G dbert Laird, St. Margaret's Hope-
Orkney, Scotland, writes : —*‘ I am re]]
quested by several friends to order
another parcel of Dr. Thomas E:lectric
Oil. The last lot I got from you hav-
ing been tested in several cases of
Rheumatism, has given relief when
doctors’ medicines have failed to have
Lany effect. The excellent qualities of
this medicire should be made known,
that the millions of sufferers through-
out the world may beuefit by its provi-
dential discovery.”

A man's wife should always be the
same especially to her husband, but
if she is weak and nervous, and uses
Carter’s Iron Pills, she cannot be, for
they make her ‘‘feellikea different per-
son”’ so they all say, and their hus-
bands say so to.
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JOHN J. WEDDALL

AN IMMENSE STOCK TO SELECT FROM.,

Dress - CGoods-

A MAGNIFICENT SHOWING.

PRINTS ax» SATEENS

Ahead of any formerjyear and that means a great deal

JACKET CLOTHS.

All the Newest Materials in TABLE LINENS and NAPKINS,
#&" We always take the lead.

w iH

348 T'O 354

JOHN J. WEDDALL.
STOVES. STOVES.

book Ranges Stoves

Both to Burn Coal or Wood.

Self Feeders Hall & ParlorStoves

FOR COAL OR WOOD,

Dining & Bedroom Stoves

For sale at the usual low prices.
CALL AT

NEILLS

STOVE WAREROOMS,

&7 And examine hiz large and well-assorted
= stock of Stoves:

just opposite the County Court House,

QLU EREIN ST

Remember the old stand,

2110 LI Asstrance Compay.

dddd

HEAD OFFICE--MONTREAL.

Statement :

The rapid progress made by this Company may be seen from the following

INcouME, ASSETS, Lire ASSURaNCE
IN FOKCE.

1832 ............. $48,210.98....... ... $5646,461.95.......... £1,076,350.00
18:’ ............. SEOTRAD. ... .. ... Rl N8 ... . . 1,864,392.00
Lo T REG G JORBIR 1S, ... .. R TR SR 2,214,093.43
PR s i iban L@ R SSAREL. . 3,374,683.14
e S MELAOESE: . o RIS ... . . 3,881,478.09
. .++2064,841.73. . ........ LTSOTEN. . o 5,849.889.1
SO i SRANAN.. ... LEILONT.08 ... . .. 6,844,404.04
e PN GRDR S19.087.08........ . LALO00Aes. . 7,030,878 71
SO SRR SOOR0NT. 1. . 9,413,358 07
i ARG 495,831.54. ......... 1,760,004.48. ......... 10,873,777.09
SRR DEB.S73.08.. ... 1LNE388L. . ... .. 11,931,300.6
U R kA IR i 2,223,322.72..... ....17.164.383.08
o 574,254,986 . . . .. 1698

EMLME 20,698,589, 92

Th SUN issues Absolutely Dnconditional Life Poicies

THOMAS WORKMAN,
PRrESIDENTY

R. MACAULAY!
MaxacIiNGg DirgotToR

J. B. CUNTER, Ceneral Agent.
16 Prince William St., St. John, and Queen St. F redericton, N. B

Parlors, Banks, Odfi

churches and

NS g !'!lNR’S Pateni ?«aausm bthue ECh erh' Rea. .'
. y Oheapest and the‘ueoPt. cl'_igh:_ kﬁgiyn fo{.’?hu?c.!fesl.’ ?‘»:ues. S . »
i ces, victure (salleries, Theatres, Depots, etc. New and els.
ant designs. Send size of room. Get i i \
fo o. L P.cm:uluix:d estimate. A li

ow Windows,

A pamphlet of information
stract of the laws, showing lﬁ‘l?)er

Obtain Patents, Caveats, Trad
Marks, COJG hts, sent gr:c.o
Address N & CO.

36 INBro;dluy.
ew

FLOW S

WORM SYRUP

DESTROYS AND REMOVES WORMS
OF ALL KINDS IN -CHILDREN OR
ADULTS SWEETAS SYRUP AND
CANNOT'HARM THE MOST.
oy S DEL|CA‘FI:'CH!ED e

YANKEE BLADE AXES.

Just received—

QO DOZEN Yankee Blade Wedge

Pattern Axes, made from
Forth & Sons celebrated axe steel - the
best in the market. For sale wholesale
and retail Jat

NETLL'S Hardware Store
HARDWARE.

Per steamer from New York

9 CASES general Hardware and Me-
3 Hch?,lié,s, T%h; dR

cases Hand,Cross Cut and Ripping Saws;
1 case Blackswiths’ Tools; Vel e
2 cases Clothes Wringers;
1 case Filu—morﬁ

e ——————————————————————

YSPEPTICURE ¢

PEP
THOUSANDS

NOROU

. OF bottles of DYSPEPTICURE have been sold

during the past few years without any adver-

: tising whatever. It easily overcomes Indiges-
: tion, and POSITIVELY CURES the worst cases

. the disease exp

' on DYSPEPTI

of Chronic Dysg:rslu’ this quality of euring

us its large and spreading
sale without having been brought prominently
before the public.

THE PAMPHLET
gives the results of many years

OURE
: :lt‘ndy on Diet and the Diseases of Digestion. All

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. |

these subjects, Chronic Dyspepticd
upecw. ould this little bo{mpe t 18
wngn about each bottle of the remedy, of
will be promptly malled free to any address.

DYSPEPTICURE

Is s0ld by all Druggists—Sample Size 38 cts.
Large Bottles $i e hoag who clgnot
it easily will recelve a large bottle by mail, all
e ed prepaid, on umﬂ:g $1.00 by register-
ed letter or P. 0. Order to the maker, Charles
K. Short, Pharmacist, St. John, N. B.

P. 8. ~DYSPEPTICURE 18 be sent with

dally
oty t0 the remotest parts
?l'm:d Sum?i: a speeial mu:i"'mg“md -

Nova Scotia Hotel.

Reed’s Point, Prirze William
8t. St. John.

JAS. L. BELYEA, Proprietor.

&F Permanent and Transient Boarders
accommodate’ en the most reasonabl

This Hotel is in ol ximity to the
American and Novs s"&ﬂ'&mu.“
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