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A Mother's Lesson. 

Everything had gone wrong that day, 
And my temper was sorely fretted, 

And sharply I spoke fo my little boy, 
Who was used to being petted ; 

T told him to go by himself and play, 

And with quertions not to trouble, 

For he was a little hindering thing, 

And made my cares just double. 

He stared in surprisé, then turned away, 
With his curl-crowned head bent lowly, 

His winsome face had a grieved look, 

And his little feet went slowly. 
I turned again to my vexing work, 
And the room seemed very quiet, 

But after all I was ill at ease 
And longed for my baby’s riot. 

I turned to call him, when something went 

By the window with sudden flashing, 
J heard hoarse shouts and hurrying feet, 

And a sound of something crashing; 
1 sprang to the door—wen were lifting up 
A child all limp and quiet, 

From the ground where the tramping heofs 
had been— 

. In an instant I was by it. 

Kneeling there in the dusty street, 

Eager and faint and fearful, 

‘While a pitying crowd came surging round 

Horror-stricken and tearful ; 

But ah ! twas another mother’s heart 

That was broken that summer morning, 
Who saw the light of her life go out 
With never a word of warning, 

But where was my boy? Why, in grand- 
Ma's room, 

(And the room was full of glory) 

Curled in her lap, with her arms clasped 

round, 

And listening to a story, 

I have learned my lesson ; and now I deem 

It my greatest boon and pleasure 

To live for my * little hindering thing,” 

Lest I merit heartbreaking leisure. 

— Lilian Grey. 
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Religion in the Home. 

Let your light shine in your own 
‘ome, and don’t be afraid it will 
become too bright. Don’t be turn. 
ing 1t down all the time, as you do 
the gas. Some people are very 
economical in the use of gas. They 
are always turning it down, and 
trying to see how little they can get 
along with ; and a good many of us 
are just that way about our religion 
at home. We try to see how little 
we can get along with. Let your 
light shine at home. Turn it on 
full head, and let all the children 
have the benefit of it. If you keep 
your light shining brightly at home, 
God will light a good many other 
candles from your taper. IL is be- 
cause you shine so feebly and so in- 
constantly that your children and 
your husband have not been con- 
verted long ago, it may be. Re 
member that you are their Bible, 
They can not read the word of God, 
but they can read you. 
The Bible is all Greek to the 

sinner, but we are living books, full 
of the plainest kind of pictures, that 
can be seen and understood. Let 
us be sure that the pictures are 
right ; that they do not slander the 
God we profess to love. In some 
of the old family Bibles there used 
to be pictures of the devil that used 
to scare some of us half to death, 
and that picture had a good deal to 
do with keeping young hearts from 
finding God. It may be that one 
reason why so many of our loved 
ones do not love God is because 
they see too many of the wrong 
kind of pictures in us. Let us turn 
up the light brighter, and make the 
pict ures warmer and more av- 

tractive, and God will see to it that 
our light will show somebody the 
way to heaven.—7"%e¢ Ram’s Horn. 
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Bishop Newman, 

It is said that one of the most 
successful cavalry officers in the 

United States army once remarked : 
ook upon John P. Newman as a | 

man of splendid courage.” Being | 
asked to explain, he told how the 
unruly element in New Orleans at 

the ciose of the war threatened to 

assassinate him, and how he was 
warned by his friends to leave the 
city in order that his life might be | 

spared. But Ds. Newman would 

not run. He said it was as near 

heaven from New Orleans as from 

anywhere. Assassins came to his 
house midnight and tried to 
enter, and had it not been for the 
guard which patrolled that street 
all night, unknown to the doctor, 
they would have accomplished their 
purpose. So far from fearing these 
men, the doctor by some means 
secured the ritual pass words and 
secrets of the above mentioned 
organization, and published them in 

the paper he was editing. Daring 
his stay in New Orleans the yellow 
fever broke out. He feared it more 
than he feared the assassins, An 
army officer urged him to flee up 
north. His reply was: “The 
Methodist Church put me here, and 
I will stay.” He was soon smitten 
with the fever. Everybody thought 
he would die. The colored people 
stood with uncovered heads in the 
streets praying for him. They 
crowded in the house, and forced 
their way into the room next to the 
one where the doctor was lying sick 
unto death. To the surprise of 
everybody, he said: * Let them 
come in.” Sevem of them crept 
softly in, fell om their knees at his 

bedside, and prayed for hours. One 
of them said: “About midnight 
we got de sign.” Newman lived. 
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Push On! 

You have been hindered in your 
work. §{ omething has gone wrong ! 
Somebody has done wrong. You 
have been injured, grieved, wound- 
ed, and have felt discouraged, and 
80 you have halted and ceased to 
[push forward and do the work 
which the Lord had appointed you. 
You cannot forget the unkindness 
and unpleasantness. You brood 
over it. 

This is just what the adversary 
wants. The object he has is to 
keep you from doing the work 
which the Lord set you to do. He 
cares nothing about your feelings 
or your rights, but he wants to hind- 
er the work, and the longer you 
halt and hesitate and complain the 
better he is suited. 
Now there is just one thing to do 

in such a case, and that is to push 
on. Do not halt or hesitate. See 
to it that you are in the path of 
duty, doing what the Lord would 
have you do, and then go forward. 
You have been defeated. Your 

plans have failed. Make new 
plans, Determine that Satan shall 
make nothing out of the delay, but 
that you will push on and do more 
work than if you had not been 
hindered. 
Of course you have been, wrong- 

ed. Who has not? You have no 
doubt been abused, slandered, lied 
about. Were you not forewarned 
of this? You did not think it 
would come in this way? Of course 
not ; and Satan knew you did not 
think it, and that was the reason 
why it did come in precisely this 
way. While you hesitate, the 
Devil is busy. While you are 
lamenting over the wounds and 
bruises you have received he is 
planning for another attack just as 
malicious.—7%e Christian. 
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“That's My Boy.” 

Once I remember standing by the 
surging billows on one weary day, 
and watching for hours a father 
struggling beyond in the breakers 
for the life of his son. They came 
slowly toward the breakers on a 
piece of wreck, and as they came 
the waves turned over the piece of 
float, and they were lost. Present 
ly we saw the father come to the 
surface and clamber along to the 
wreck, and then we saw him plunge 
into the waves, and thought he was 
gone; but in a moment he came 
back again, holding the boy. Pre- 
sently they struck another wave, 
and over they went ; and again they 
repeated the process. Again ‘they 
went over, and again he rescued his 

By-and-by, as they swung near 
the shore, they caught a snag just 
out beyond, where we could reach 
them, and for a time the waves 
went over them there till we saw 
the boy in his father’s arms, hang- 
1g down in helplessness, and knew 
they must be saved soon, or be lost ; 
and I shall never forget the gaze of 
that father. And as we drew him 
from the devouring waves, still 
clinging to his son, he said, * That's 
my boy! That's my boy !” And 
80 I have thought in the hours of 
darkness, when the billows roll over 
me, the great Father is reaching 
down to me, and taking hold of me, 
crying, “That's my boy!” and I 
know I'm safe.—7"%e Welcome Guest. 
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Poverty Rather Than Harm- 
Doing. 

There is in some of the daily 
papers a story about Lady Burton, 
of England, that at least attracts at- 
tention. Without attempting to 
verify it, we may assame its truth. 
[t is to the effect that on the death 
of her husband Lady Burton found 
in his papers the manuscript of a 
book which he had just completed. 
It was a peculiar book, sensational 
in the extreme, but containing allu- 
sions, descriptions or discussions so 
gross as to be injurious to morals. 

Soon after the death of her 
husband an offer was made to her of 
$30,000 for the manuscript. She 
was without means. If she should 
refuse this offer, she would be de. 
pendent on friends the rest of her 
life. She took the manuscript, 
examined it, and satisfied herself of 
the probability that its publication 
would do mischief, Then she de. 
liberately committed it to the flanres; 
and thus put herself out of the reach 
of temptation ever to yield. 

“ A heroine” is the universal cry. 
Yes, that was heroism. It was 
noble and right. 

But what a contrast with some 
of us. For thirty thousand dollars 
she would not utter that which 
might do mischief. Alas, how many 

fun, do utter that which may do 
the greatest injury. Oh, that Chris- 
tians, all Christians, would use the 
same self-denial as did Lady Burton, 
in all the circumstances of our lives. 
Often, oh, so often, by refraining 
from some word or deed, we can in- 
fluence the world for good, or at 
least avoid influencing it for harm. 

of us, for no gain except a moment's | 

Show Your Love. 

In conversation with a dear friend 
the other day regarding home life, 
he said regretfully: “My mother 
was a good woman, a Christian 
woman. She iuosisted on her boys 
going to church and Sunday school, 
and taught us to pray; but”—and 
an indescribably pathetic note crept 
into his voice—* I do not remember 
that my mother ever kissed me. 
She was of the old Puritan stock, 
undemonstrative, cold, repressed. 
My own children climb into my lap, 
big as they are, for caresses and 
kisses, but my mother never kissed 
me!” What do you think of it, 

women of that type even now! 
With their calm, passionless faces, 
their unresponsiveness, they might 
be chiseled from stone, though often 
beneath this cold exterior flows a 
warm current of pent up affection 
and tender love which never finds 
expression. O mothers and fathers, 
if you are chilling the fresh young 
souls committed to your care, if for 
lack of a affectionate home interest 
your son or your daughter is seeking 
outside love and sympathy from 
questionable companions, will the 
Lord hold you guiltless, even if your 
life is irreproachable in every other 
respect ! Be demonstrative! Show 
your children that you love them. 
Take an interest in their plans and 
pleasures and sorrows. Display a 
proper pride in their attainments. 
A little judicious praise will not do 
a bit of harm. A tender word, a 
loving caress, a kiss, at the right 
moment, may be the means of sav- 
ing your big boy from some evil of 
which you would shudder to even 
think. There is no talisman like a 
mother’s kiss. Shelter your boys 
and girls within loving parental 
arms as long as you can. Then, 
when you are gone away never to 
return, the men and women you 
have given to the world will not be 
obliged to say in tones full of heart 
break: .“] do not remember that 

my mother ever kissed me. "— 
Herald. 
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A Call to Preach. 

Dr. Robert Collyer, said Eli 
Perkins at the Round Table 
Assembly, tells a good many anec- 
dotes at his own expense, but they 

are all as pure as our Saviour’s 
parables. One day he was talking 
to a good old colored man down in 
Kentucky. Mr. Collyer always 
wears his white clerical tie, so the 
conversation was naturally about 
preachers. 

“So, Uncle Jack,” said Dr. 
Collyer, “you don’t much believe 
in the idea that men are called to 
preach.” 

“Wall, sah, de Lawd mout call 
some niggers ter preach, but it 
sorter ‘peers ter me dat whar de 
Lawd calls one old man, Lazineas 
calls er dozen. Nine nigger preach- 
ers outen ten is de lazies’ pussens in 
de worl’, sah.” 
“How, do 

Jack 7’ 
“Case T'se a preacher merse’f, 

sah.” (Laughter.) 
“I tell you what, Brudder 

Collyer,” continued Uncle Jack, 
“we preachers must . wack with 
energy, ef we wucker wall 
Scriptah says, ‘ Wotsomever you 
hastest fer to do you oughter dust it 
wid all yo’ hawt an’ mine an’ 
stren’th.” An’ above all things, 
doan pronasticrate.” 

“ Don’t  whichycrate. Uncle 
Jacob? What do you mean?’ agk- 
ed the doctor. 
“1 mean doan pronasticrate, 

Brudder Collyer. Doan put off till 
nex’ week whatchah orter done lass’ 
year. Time, Brudder Collyer, is a 
mighty hahd hoss to head. = Tharfo’ 
it behoofs you, as Scriptah says, to 
ketch him by the fetlock ef you 
wantah come undah de wiah fo’ he 
deos.” 

you . know, Uncle 
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A Hint to Teachers. 

Don’t give up the boy who sits in 
the back seat and wears his coat 
collarless, his hair non a la Pompa- 
dour, and his finger nails in mourn- 
ing,—who won't learn his lessons 
and who will get into wischief. I 
knew a teacher who had a pupil just 
like him. She showed interest in 
him ; she visited his parents, and 
didn’t act as if their language and 
manners made them void of all 
fine feeling. She asked him to help 
her about some work after school 
one night, and said: ‘ By the way, 
John, we know each other pretty 
well now. I like you and I hope 
you like me. I want you to do 
something for me, will you ? 

‘If 1 can,’ was the answer. 
‘Come to school to-morrow with 

a collar, comb your hair nicely and 
pare your finger nails. You see I 
like you as you are now, but I want 
other people to hike you too, and 
they won't if you are careless about 
your appearance,’ 
Do you think the boy hated her! 

No. He was never seen untidy 
after that evening. = He graduated 
from the high school with honors, 
and is to-day filling a responsible 
position in society, He swears by 

| that teacher. She made a man of 
“him, —Jour, of Education. 

mothers? Are there not scores of 

Wings By And By. 

“ Walter,” said a gentleman on a 
ferry-boat to a poor, helpless 
cripple, “how is it, when you can- 
not walk, that your shoes get 
worn 
A blush came over the poor boy’s 

pale face, but after hesitating a 
moment he said : “ My mother has 
younger children, sir; and while she 
is out wasbing, I amuse them by 
creeping about on the floor and 
playing.” 

“Poor boy!” said a lady stand- 
ing near, not loud enough, as she 
thought, to be overheard. ‘ What 
a life to lead! What has he in all 
the future to look forward to?" 
The tear started in his eye, and 

the bright smile that chased it away 
showed that he did hear her. As 
she passed by him to step on shore 
he said, in a low voice, but with a 
smile: “I am looking forward to 
having wings some day, lady.” 
Happy Walter! Poor, crippled, 

and dependent on charity, yet per- 
forming his mission ; doing, in his 
measure, the Master's will, patient- 
ly waiting for the future, he shall, 
oy and by, “ mount up with wings 
as eagles; shall run, and not be 
athe. g shall walk, and not he 
faint.” 
RE 

Courtesy in Business. 

A successful business man thus 
expresses himself regarding business 
courtesy, and emphasizes a truth 
which some people forget or ignore, 
to their own injury: “I make it 
a puint to reply to every communi- 
cation of a business nature address- 
ed to me. It doesn’t matter what 
it is about, provided only that it is 
couched in civil language. I do 
this because courtesy requires that 
I should; but aside from that, I 
find, also, that it is good policy. 
Time and again, in my life, I have 
been reminded by newly secured 
customers that I was remembered 
through correspondence opened with 
me years before, and many ordeis 
bave come through this passing and 
friendly acquaintance with people. 
On the other hand, I have known 
plenty of business men whose disre- 
spectful treatment of correspondents 
has been bitterly remembered and 
repaid with compound interest. 
Silence is the meanest and most con 
temptuous way of treating anybody 
who wishes to be heard and to hear, 
and resentment is its answer every 
time,” : 

—eatlfl) >t Peer 

The Wish of a Good Man. 

‘1 would rather,’ said Dr. Sharp, 
‘when I am laid in the grave, that 
some one in his manhood should 
stand over me, and say: ‘There 
lies one who was a real friend to me, 
who warned me of the dangers of 
the young. No one knows it, but 
he aided me in time of need ; I owe 
what I am to him.” Or I would 
rather have some widow, with chok- 
ing utterance, telling her children : 
“There is your friend and mine ; 
he visited me in my affliction, and 
found you, my son, an employer, 
and you wy daughter, a happy 
home in a happy home in a virtu- 
ous family.” 1 would rather that 
such persons should stand at my 
grave, than to have erected over it 
the most beautifully sculptured 
monument of Parian or Italian 
marble. The heart’s broken utter- 
ance of réflections of past kindness, 
and tears of grateful memory shed 
upon the grave, are more valuable, 
in my estimation, than the most 
¢ostly monument ever reared.’ 
a, LY pa— 

The life of a true man cannot be 
one of mere pleasure. It must be 
oue of duty to God and his fellow- 
man. 

Minard's Liniment cures 
Diphtheria. 

H. F. MacCarthy, wholesale and 
Retail Druggist, Ottawa, writes :—* ‘I 
was afflicted with Chronic Bronchitis 

pletely cured by the use of Dr. 
Thomas’ Eelectric Oil in doses of five 
drops on sugar. 1 have also pleasure 
in recommending it as an embrocation 
for external use. 

Ayer’s Hair Vigor restores color and 
vitality to weak and gray hair. 
Through its healing and cleansing 
qualities, it prevents the accumulation 
of dandruff and cures all scalp diseases. 
The best hair-dressing ever made, and 
by far the most economical. 

STICK TO THE RIGHT. 

Right actions spring from right 
principles. In cases of diarrhea, 
dysentery, cramps, colic, summer com- 
plaint, cholera morbus, etc., the right 
remedy is Fowler's Extract of Wild 
Strawberry, —an unfailing cure—made 
on the principle that nature's remedies 
are best. Never travel without it. 

Will positively cure sick headache 
and prevent itsreturn. Carter's Little 
Liver Pills. This is not talk but truth, 
One pill a dose. See advertisement. 
Small pill. Small dose. Small price. 

MOTHERS AND NURSES, 

ALL who have the care of children 
should know that Dr. Fowler's 

Extract of Wild Strawberry may be 
confidently depended on to cure all 
summer complaints, diarrhea, dysen- 
tery, cramps, colic, cholera infantum, 
cholera morbus, canker, &¢., in chil- 
dren or adults, 

for some years, but have been com- | 
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$25 We always take the lead. 

JOHN J. WEDDALL. 

JOHN J. WEDDALL 
AN IMMENSE STOCK TO SELECT FROM, 

Goods- 
A MAGNIFICENT SHOWING. 

PRINTS ax» SATEENS 
Ahead of any former#year and that means a great deal 

JACKET CLOTHS. 

All the Newest Materials in TABLE LINENS and NAPKINS, ° 

STOVES. 

a na 

. 

STOVES. 
(00k 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 ) 

NEILL:S 
STOVE WAREROOMS, 

=+And examine his large and well-assorted 
= stock of Stoves: Remember the old stand, 

just opposite the County Court House, 

S48 TO 354 QUEEN ST. 

2110 LIB Assurance Company 3 
HEAD OFFICE-MONTREAL. 
Statement : 
The rapid progress made by this Company may be seen from the fol 
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IN FORCE. 
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ob Ss RACER, 3,374,683.14 
ow IRELARNS,  n 3,881,478.09 
BR Hy fT SERRE 5,849,889.1 
Bf SR A TEER A 6,844,404.04 
a WTI See 7,030,878 77 
Np Ta TE 9,413,358 07 
y STOOD AR . 10,873,777.09 
ly # Ch TR STAR 11,931,300.6 

....17,164,383.08 

0 SUN issuss Absolutely Unconditional Life Plicis. 
THOMAS WORKMAN, 

Prestnestt 

J. B. CUNTER, 

A pamphlet of information - 
stract of the laws, showing JOR Obtain Patents, Caveats, Trade Marks, CTH hts, sent free. Address MUNN & CO. 

361 Broadway, 
New York. 

DESTR MOVES WORM S 

UP AND. CANNOT HARM "THE MOST. 
3 2 DELICATE CHILD &=- 
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74 Pruncess & 148 Germain Sts.* 

SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
i ——— et 

N. PETERS, PROPRIETOR. 

TELEPHONE COMMUNICATION. 

HEATEDBY STEAM 1 HROUGHAUT 

OMINION WIRE BED—best in the 
world—Reduced to $4 75. Former 

price $6.50 
J. G. McNALLY. 

CLIFTON HOUSE.! 

R. MACAULAY" 
MaNaAGING DIRECTOR 

Ceneral Agent. 

16 Prince William St., St. John, and Queen St. Fredericton, N. B 

THOUSANDS 
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 
of Chronic Dyspepsia; this quality of curing 
the disease explains its large and spreading 
sale without having been brought prominently 
before the public. 

THE PAMPHLET 
(Copyrighted,) 

. On DYSPEPTICURE gives the results of many years 
study on Diet aud the Diseases of Digestion. All 
interested in these subjects, Chronic Uyspepties especially, should read this little book; it is 

« wrapped about each bottle of the remedy, of 
will he pr 4 omptly mailed free to any address. 

DYSPEPTICURE 
Is sold by all Druggists —Sample Size 38 cts; 
Large Bottles §| & Those who cannot get 
it easily will recelve a large bottle by hee all 
expenses prepaid, on sending £1.00 by register. 
od Netter or Fo. Order to the oe wf Charles 
K. Short, Pharmacist, St. John, N. B. 
P. S.,—~DYSPEPTICURE is being daily sent with safety to the remotest arts of Canada and the 

United States in a special mailing package. 

Nova Scotia Hotel, 

Reed’s Point, ric re William 

St. St John, 
13 

JAS. L. BEL YEA, Proprietor. 
4% Permanent and Transient Boarders 

accommodate’ en the most reasonabl 
terms, 

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

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 
to pay forit. You can do better. 

Call at J. G. McNALLY'S. 

OWER PRICES—700 Qak and Cain 
4 Seat Chairs, Rattan Rockers, Oak and 

Walnut Chamber Suites, Sideboards and 
Secretaries just received. Greatly reduced 
prices, at RELY 

JG. McNALLY'S, 
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