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As You Will.

Do you wish for kindness? be kind;
Do you ask for truth? be true.

What you give of yourself, you find;
Your world is a reflex of you.

For life is a mirror. You smile,
And a smile is your sure return.
Bear hate in your heart, and erewhile
All your world with hatred will burn.

Set love agaivst love. Every deed
Shail, armed as a fate, recoil;

'You shall gather your fruit from the seed
That you cast yowself in the :oil.

Like answers to like. No power
Can free from the force of the law
That fashions the p:srfect flower

From the definite germ. No flaw

In the mould but will reappear

In the finished cast, to your shame:
Each kindling of anger or fear

Will wrap your b:st deed with its flame.

Each act is a separate link

In the chain of your weal or your woe;
Cups you offer another to drink,
. The taste of your dregs you shall know.

Look without. What you are, doubt it not
You will sse, youn will fzel in another;
Be your charity st.inless of blot,
And how loving the heart of your brother!
Western Advocate.

How She Let Her Light
Shine.

She was pretty, bright and attrac-
tive. The young man sought her
company and the girls either envied
or admired her exceedingly at the
fashienable resort where she was
spending the summer. She was also
a follower of the Lord Jesus and an
active worker in her city home,
But now she was on a vacation, and
thus courted and admired the time
passed swiftly in a gay whirl of
pleasure.

One Thursday night, as they
watched thesunset from the veranda,
her mother said gently, “To.night
is the evening of the weekly prayer-
meeting, dear, ”

The daughter did not answer, but
stood with eyes riveted on the glow-
ing western sky. Pmyer-meetiugf
She had not thought of it, though
she had heard it announced from
the pulpit of the village church the
preceding Sunday. With a grow-
ing consciousness that duty lay here
as well as at home came a feeling
of dismay. Only last night she had
promised 8o enthusiastically to add
one more to a gay tally-ho ride on
this Thursday night, and Hamilton
Lee, the merry-hearted young man
who was always the life cf the party,
had said but an hour ago: “You
are going to-night, Miss May? Yes,
you must, for it won’t work any-
how without you!”

Oh, it was hard.

“Let your light so shine before
men that they may see your good
works and glorify your father whish
is in heaven.”

Francisca looked around startled.
‘Who had spoken? She rushed into
the house and up to her own room,
She dropped on her knees beside
the bed. When she arose her deci-
gion was made. A few minutes
later she stood on the porch and
braced herself against the storm of
reproaches and entreaties from the
noisy young people just starting on
their ride Her calm, smiling face
gave no sign of the recent struggle,
Yet the ill-disguised pleasure on
some of the girls’ faces at her deter-
mination to remain at home, with
the disappointment in Hamilton
Lee’s manner and his impatient
“Pshaw!” as he turned away after
learning her reason, left a load on
Francisca’s heart as she watched
them off.

The hall in which the prayer-
meeting was held was bare and un-
inviting. To-night the lamps were
dimmer than usual, and Francisca’s
shoes made an unpleasant sound on
the baie floor as she walked to a
seat. In spite of the consciousness
of right-doing there wasa deep feel-
ing of regret in her heart, an invol-
untary desire to be with them as
she heard the notes of the bugle
from the merry party sounding in
the evening air. Grieved at the
worldliness which bad so taken
bold upon her as to make what
should be a privilege to a child of
God a heavy cross, Francisca bow-
ed her head in shame and contrition
on the seat before her.

Was she the same girl who a few
weeks before had risen amid the
large body of Christian ]‘Jnduavor’-
ers at home and said: “I want to
feel all that Paul did when he said,
‘For me to live is Christ;’ I am
willing to consecrate my all to Him?
In a moment she was on her feet.

“He that taketh not his cross,
and followeth after Me, is not
worthy of Me.”

And the brief prayer that follow-
ed was an appeal for forgiveness for
past neglect, and a petition to honor
her Lord and Master in all the re-
lations of life,

Two or three old men stared euri-
ously around as the clear voice ceas-
ed and a group of village girls stop-
ped whispering to look wonderingly
on the earnest face of the young
speaker.

As the meeting closed a tall young
man, screened from ohservation by

hall, softly arose and left the room.
Francisca and her mother walked
home in the cool, clear night.

“How peaceful everything is,”
said Francisca, as they went up the
veranda steps. She lingered, gaz-
ing at the beautiful night,

Suddenly a voice near at hand
rouséd her from meditation,

“I want to thank you, Miss May,
for the example you set to-night,
It all lived up to their profession as
you did, it wouldn’t take long to
bring the millennium.”

It was Hamilton Lee’s voice, but
softened and moved by deep feeling.

“You showed me how T have
been doing everything except honor-
ing the Master. Are you surprised?
I once professed as much as you,
Miss May, but I've wandered off as
many a fellow does, not caring
either when I saw so many people
who pretend to be Christians and
live no differently from others: You
helped me to see that there is a dif-
ference by what you did to-night
more than twenty sermons would.
[ mean to come back and begin let-
ting my light shine again, ”

Great joy and the peace that pass-
eth understanding filled Francisca’s

soul. Impulsively she reached out
her hand. *It pays,” was all she
aid. — Congregationalist.
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Everything Lost.

On the wall there hangs a picture
of a pure and beautiful young face.
Almost directly under it' sit: a
course, brutal man. The lamplight
falls on the picture, and the firelight
shines on the face of the man.

The picture is the portrait of the
latter in his innocent boyhood ; yet
I can hardly recognize the feature
of the portrait in the face of the
man, so much has he lost since his
ynuth.

The man dreams on in his
drunken reverie, while the wind of a
rainy night in May complains with-
out. My mind goes back twenty
years, to a time when that picture
was painted, and I count one by
one the losses of the unhappy
sleeper, while the clock ticks away
the hour.

He had beauty then—a pure blue
eye, a loving cheek, a lip that gave
expression to hope-inspiring words.
T'he beauty is gone—Ilost !

He had health. That, too, has
departed. He 1s a tremulous, gray-
haired, shattered man.

Beauty and health gone !

Hehad confidence in “every one
then. He curses now even father,
mother, wife, and son.

Beauty, heaith, and confidence
lost !

He had honor. He was trusted.
The confidence of howe, friends, and
employers, all were his. Today,
with a lying lip, he has pawned the
most sacred gifts for rum.

Beauty, health, confidence, honor
—all gone !
He had warm affections. His
wife has left him and taken away
his child. His poor father has Jjust
left his side with a groan, and his
sister is weeping in her chamber.
Beauty, healtn, confidence, honor,
and affection—Ilost !
He had self-respect. The rags
that now cover him scantily tell the
story of its loss.
He then had reverence for sacred
things. He loved the place of divine
worship, the prayer-circle and
hymns of home. He shuns them
now. The church-bell smites his
heart, the hymn seems like a re-
proach. His love of holy associa-
tion is lost.
The May wind sighs as I sit with
the two pictures before me—one of
hopeful innocence, and the other of
alost man. Theclock ticks on. I
ask, What must be the condition of
a lost soul —Phil. Standard.
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Mother’'s Day.

She was a woman of about sixty,
the wife of a Pennsylvania farmer.
There was not a picturesque or un-
usual point about her ; she was tall,
lean und round-shouldered, Indeed,
as she walked with long, loping
strides from the kitchen to the
cellar, the cow-yard or the wood}
shed, she bore an absurd likeness to
the gaunt hound that followed her.
Her day was not eventful. She
rose at four in the morning, and
made up the fires in the stoves. Her
husband and sons were asleep,
“ Men,” she said, ‘‘hated house-
work.” She did not call the girls
until breakfast was nearly ready,
becuuse ““young things ~needed
sleep.” She milked five cows before
the sun was fairly up,

The farmer, his five children and
two farm-hands sat down to break-
fast, and she poured out the coffee
and baked the cakes whick they ate.
After they had finished she ate her
own breakfast if she cared for any.
Then came washing or ironing or
scrubbing or baking until it was
time for the heavy noon meal which
she cooked. Her daughters used
sometimes to help a little, but in an
idling, half-hearted way. Sometimes
she would drive them out with a
queer, pathetic smile.

“ Young folks like pleasure, They
ought to have their fun !” she would

the large stove at the back of the

There was the morning’s work to
finish after the dicner was over, It
was a large farm, and the men were
hearty eaters. She ‘“‘laid down”
great quantities of meats and canned
and dried vegetables,

After supper was over, everybody
found some recreation but mother.
The farmer smoked, the young
people visited the neighbors or
gathered at one end of the porch
chattering and.laughing. Mother
was inside at work, sewing or with
her great basket of stockings,

She would look at them smiling.

“ They like their fun,” she would
say. She looked at them again
sometimes as if, old as she was, she
would like some fun too, but she
never joined them. They were with
the friends whom they had made at
college and school. Mother had
been very little at school when she
was young., Besides she had no
time for idling. Sometimes when
she was making shirts for the boys
she worked until midnight.

One evening her youngest giil
read her a story, which she thaught
would suit her mother’s intellect, It
touched and pleased her greatly.
She spoke of it for a year' after-
wards,

One of her days was like all the
others, except Sundays, when she
had time to go to church.
very happy there, but especially
when they sang any bymn which
she had known when a girl; she
would join, scarcely above her
breath, for she knew her voice was
cracked.

When strangers remarked that
she was growing thin, her children
replied that it was no wonder.
Mother’s energy would wear the
ftesh from any woman’s body. Her
appetite failed,the very smell of galt
meat and cabbage which she cooked
nauseated her. She used to listen
eagerly when they talked of the
fruits which could be bought in the
city. But nobody noticed it. Mother
bad always been the motive power,
which had kept the whole machinery
in motion. [t never occured to any-
body that the power could be ex-
h: usted.

One day, however, when they
came down to breakfast, the table
was not spread, and no fires were
lighted. For the first time in her
life, when she was needed, mother
lay in her bed still and quiet. She
would never work for them more.

After they had buried her they
knew how mugch they had loved her.
Their grief was sincere and deep.

They never wearied in talking of
her unfailing gentleness, her tender
patience, her perfect unselfishness,

None of them seemed to think,
however, that by any effort of theirs

they could have kept her with them
still, loving, patient and unselfish,
Our homely story is a true one,
We have told it for a purpose.—
Youth's Companion,
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Just What He Thinks.

A friend of ours received a rude
letter the other day, in which the
writer concluded a long tirade with
the words, “I want you to under-
stand that I always say just what I
think.” This was ‘said with an air
of conscious pride, and clearly im-
plied that the writer held it to be a
virtue always to free his mind, and
let people know his whole thought,
On the contrary, it is a vice, which,
if universally practiced, would make
society intolerable.

One must distinguish between
frankness and rudeness. Frankness
i8 a virtue, rudeuess is a vice,.
Frankness is admirable, rudeness is
detestable. Frankness is compati-
ble with Christian courtesy; rude-
ness violates the fundamental prin-
ciple of politeness. *“Whatsoever
things ye would that wen should do
unto you, do ye even so unto
them.” It is the duty of a Christian
man to be frank, and equally his
duty not to be rude.

The duty of frankness rests on
the obligation to speak the tru*h!
The man who is always trying to
conceal something, or by partial
statement to mislead, or by artfal
insinuations to convey a false im-
pression, soon becomes distrusted
and shunned by all. He may avoid
gross lying, he may even speak
words that are literally true, and
yet he manages to produce all the
effect of falsehood. At the opposite
pole stands the man who always
turns his mind inside out, and never
takes the least pains to conceal an
opinion or a feeling, never asking
whether honesty demands its ex.
pression, nor who may be hit and
hurt. It is hard to decide which
is the greater social nuisance—
which violates more grievously the
Christian law of duty.

It is only occasionally that one is
under obligation to speak the whole
truth. Iu our ordinary intercourse
with our fellows we are not under
oath. If there is a man of our ac-
quaintance whom we believe to be
of bad character, we are not com-
pelled to stop him in the street, and
say, “‘Sir, I think you are a scoun-
dral.” If we are called upon to
admire a wonderful first baby, we
need not choose between the two

Say.

extremes of pronouncing it the finest
child ever born, or a pug-nosed, ugly

She wus |

llump of flesh. There isa middle
ground. We may, for example,
imitate the custom of a distinguish-
ed New England divine, who, in
such cases, saves both the truth and
his own reputation for court!y polire-
ness, by saying, ‘Well, that iz a
baby.”

The man who always says just
what he thinks, should firs: of all
take care that what he thinks is fit
| to be sald, [f what he thinks is
[ vaigar or profane, we suppose he
 would try to suppress it; but if what
.’he thinks is fitted to wound others,

without accempliching any good,
| what right has he to spy it? It
fmay be one’s duty. somstimes, to
' speak out, even if so doing gives
paln to someboly, becivse there 15
a reasonable prospect of doing gcod
to somebody else by speaking. To
give certain pain witbout prospec
of doing any good, is as wantou s
the sport of little boys who pull off
the wings of flies *“just for fun.”

No, good friend-, do not seek s
cloak for your rudeness under the
virtue of frankness. Be manly about
it, and confess that you are rude
because you enjoy shocking people,
n:cause you have a brutal plea-ure
in causing pain, or because you like
to speak in pure wantonness, not
| caring where your words strike.
U.til you confess that, you have
not fully lived up to your own rule
of speaking jusfpwhat you think,—
Ezaminer.
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Two and-a-Half-Dollar
Christians.

i

There are a good many people in
their religion that remind me of
“ Uncle Phil,” a pious old darkey of
the old times in Texas. Well, Phil
was a fervent Christian, with a
great gift of prayer. He attended
all the Saturday-night prayer-meet-
ings ou the neighboring plantations,
and could pray louder and longer
than any of the brethren. But Phil
had one weakness+he dearly loved
money ; and, different from the
negro generally, he loved to hoard
it. Near by us lived a man who, not
troubled by any scruples, would pay
Phil a dollar to work in his fields
on Sundays. Oae Sunday night as
Phil came home after dark, [ ac-
costed him with : “ Where have you
been, Phil ?”

“ O, just knocking abcut, massa.”

“You have been working for
Miller.”

‘“Well, you see, massa, the old
fellow is in needs, and he just show-
ed me a silver dollar, and I just
couldn’t stand it.”

“ Ain’t you afraid the devil will
get you for breaking the Sabbath ?”

Phil scratched his head a minute,
and then said : “ [ guess the Lord’ll
‘scuse me, massa.”

“No. Hesays: ‘Remember the
Sabbath day, and keep it holy. ”

Phil went off looking pretty sober,
and it was not long before I heard
his voice in fervent prayer back of
the barn, and so I thought I would
slip down near enough to Lear.

“Oh Lord!” T heard him say,
*“I have this day rippedand teared,
cussed and sweared, at them con-
founded oxen of Miller’s, and jest
broke the Sabbath day. O Lord!
please forgive me; please forgive me;
for you knows I’s nothin’ but a
miserable heathen, anyhow. If
you'll jest forgive me this time, I’ll
never do it again as long as I live,
‘ceptin’ he gives me two dollars and
a half a day,

At this point I was obliged to
beat a hasty retreat; but I am think-
ing that poor Uuncle Phil isn’t the
only two-dollar-and-a-half Christian
in the world,.— Western Christian
Advocate.
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Minard's Linimentjj cures
Distemper.

To aTTAIN PERFECTION in the art of
Flavouring use the *‘Royal Extracts.”

CLINTON CLIPPINGS,

“l had for years been troubled with

dyspepsia and sick headache
and found bat little relief until I got
Burdock Blood Bitters which made a
perfect cure. It is the best medicine
I ever used in my life.” —Hattie Davis,
Mary St., Clinton, Ont.

If you had taken two of Carter's
Little Liver Pills before retiring you
would not have had that coated tongue
or bad taste in the mouth this morn-
ing. Keep a vial with you for occasion-
al uses.

Smart Weed and Belladonna com-
bined with the other ingredients used
in the best porous plasters, make
Carter's S. W. & B. Backache Plasters.
Best in the market. Price 25 cents.

Why will you allow a cough to lacer-
ate your throat or lungs and run the
risk of filling a consumptive’s grave,
when, by the timely use of Bickle's
Anti-Coosumptive Syrup the pain can
be allayed and the danger avoided.
This Syrup is pleasant to the taste,
and unsurpaseed for relieving, healing
and curing all affections of the throat
and lungs, coughs, colds bronchitis,
etc., etc,

TIMELY WISDOM,
Great and timely wisdom is shown
by keeping Dr. Fowler's Extract of
Wild Strawberry on hand. It has no
equal for cholera, cholera morbus,
diarrhea, dysentery, colic, cramps,
and all summer complaints <r looseness

———————————

of the bowels,
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All the Newest Materials in

'ABLE

EZ We always take the leac

JOHN J. WEDDALL.

JOHN J. WEDDALL

IMENSE STOCK TO SELECT FROM.,

"Dress = Goods-

A MAGNIFICENT SHOWING.

PRIN'TS ax0 SATEENS

wnd that means a great deal ?

CLOTHS.

LINENS and NAPKINS,

b § P

1.

STOVES.

STOVES.

[0ok 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,

@ >And examine his large and well-assorted
= stock of Stoves:
just opposite the County Court House,

QLUEEN ST

Remember the old stand,

2010 LI Asstrance Company 3

HEAD OFFICE-~-MONTREAL.

The rapid
Statement :

progress made by this Company may be seen from the following

INcouME, ASSETS. LiFe ASSURANCE
IN FORCE.

o PR SRR .. $646,461.95......... .$1,076,350,00
SR, il it 84,018.88.......... 621,362.81...... «... 1,864,302.00
L R INENRIS. .. .. 715,944.64.......... 2,214,093.43
o EREaR R e, SR ITAORYL. . ... 3,374,683.14
R sl INA0RN........0 LR SR 3,881,478.09
T ARG cons EDELTE. . .. LOTR Y. . ... 5,849,889.1
B o RN .. ... LTSI, ....... 6,844,404.04
o EESTERE SRE 319,987.08.......... LeLON .. 7,030,878 77
b R SBO0RSL. .......0. LTSI 9,413,358 07
RORY ... R SN, .. ... 1,750,004 .48.......... 10,873,777.09
L Rl s ey OIS, . ... ... 1.014316.81........... 11,931,300.6
1 o s os AN, . 2,223,322.72..... ....17,164,383.08
1§90 ............. DTAS0408. ... .. .. RN E T TR 20,698,589. 92
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J. B. CUNTER,
16 Prince William St., St. John, and Queen St. Fredericton, N. B

Lages to beginners, Stock compl
FIT FIREE  1Pe por v ey h
{ 2 o e 3 U BRROTHERS, Nurse

R. MACAULAY"
MAaNAGING DIRECTOB

Ceneral Agent.

. SARY : S
and ‘fhx n'-eﬂ guld. lai

ast-8e [ e
guarantee what we advertise. Wﬂi?: n’i’:com
ymen, ‘Toronto, Ont, (This house is reliable.

Tennant, Davies % Co

Black Lace Flouncings;
Hamburg Flouncings and

Silk and Lisle Gloves ;

Sunshades, Parasols, ete.,

TENNANT,

0

MIDSUMMER
DRY GOODS.

e { ) —

Black and Cold Fish Nets ;

Allovers ,

Victoria Lawns, White Piques ;

Lace Mitts (Black and Colors );
Ladies’ and Children’s Cotton Hose ;
Ladies’ Lisle and Silk Hose

ete,

o st s .

DAVIES &

202 Queen Street,

CO.,,

Fredericton.

REFRIGERATORS AT COST.

TO make room for other goods and save
carryiug over will sell what Refriger-
ators on hand at cost

NEILL’S Hardware Store,

FLOBERT RIFLES,
vusrs gl Cheap at

NEILL'S Hardware Store

—— s

OMINION WIRE BED—best in the
world—Reduced to $¢75. Former

price $6,50 v
J. G, MocNALLY. _
EST VALUE, — Our Parlour Suites
take the lead. We manufacture them
and guarantee the work. Don't pay $50
for a $30 suite because you get long time
topay for it. You can'do better.
Call at J. G. MONALLY'S.
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