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RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCEL. Marcu 23, 1892 

Who Touched Me 7” 

And couldst Thou feel, amidst the throng, 
And trembling touch like mine, 

When thousands hurried Thee along, 
Nor knew Thee as divine ? 

They rudely pressed Thee in the crowd, 
And pained Thine ear with accents loud. 

I did not speak, yet Thou didst hear 
The prayers within my breast; 

I could not meet Thine eye for fear, 
Bat only touched Thy vest. 

Trembling, I touched its hem alone. 

That trembling touch Thy grace did own. 

One moment in the crowd I stood 
Afflicted and defiled, 

My sin’s o’'erwhelmed me with their flood; 
The next a pardoned child. 

I knew Thy power, Thy will to heal, 

And to Thy truth I set my real. 

I set my seal, and gracious Lord, 

Thy faithfulness was such, 

That though I scarce believe Thy word, 
Thy person dared not touch. 

The moment that I felt Thy dress, 

Thine eye was filled with tenderness. 

“ Thy faith have saved thee, go in peace; ” 

My faith ! nay, Lord, ‘twas Thine; 

1hy gift, ax Thine, my soul's release— 

The tendril owns its vine. 

Thy virtue drew me to be healed, 
I touched and found my pardon sealed. 

Yes, gracious Lord, “in peace ” I go, 

I leave the throng with T 

They press Thee close, but do not know 

What Thou hast done for me; 

What Thou wilt do for me; 

Who dared to touch the hem alone, 

From ** Wild Them.’ 
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“Small Beginnings. 

BY WILLIAM MATHEWS, L L, D. 

It is related of Washington All- 
ston, that many years after he took 
rank among the masters of his art, 
a painting by a young man was 
brought to him for examination. 
“ What 18 your opinion of it? Speak 
freely, I pray you,” said the person 
presenting the picture. Allston de- 
clined to grant the request; but, 
befpg strongly pressed, he at last 
replied, after having placed the 
picture in a variety of positions. 
“Why, it is a queer thing,—a very 
queer thing.” * But does it indi 
cate talent ?” ‘“ Well, then, to deal 
plainly with you, it is a wretched 
affair. There is no ground for hope, 
—not even for hope. Let him give 
up the idea. He can never make a 
painter.” *‘ It was painted by your- 
self.” “ No,—impossible |” ** It was 
—look! there is your name; and 
here—see!—is the date; only seven 
years ago, you perceive |” 

This example of the humble be- 
ginning of a career in which high 
success was subsequently achieved, 
is one of thousands which might be 
eited, that are full of encourage- 
ment to persons who are just start- 
ing in life. The beginner in a pro 
fessional or business career often 
distresses himself with the thought 
that {he has no genius, or high talent, 
and, therefore, with his utmost ef. 
forts, will never soar above medio 
crity. Let him dismiss all such 
thoughts, and remember that no 
man knows, or can know, what is 
in him, or what time, destiny, or 
circumstances may bring out of him, 
till he has tested himself by actual 
trial. Hardly any eminent man, 
even of phenomenal genius, contem- 
plated at the outset of his career 
the elevation to which he rose at 
last. Cromwell followed little events 
before he ventioned to control great 
ones; and Napoleon never sighed 
for the sceptre until he had gained 
the truncheon, nor dreamed of the 

imperial diadem until he had first 
conquered a crown. The biograph- 
ies of nearly all the most successful 
men in every calling show that their 
careers, however brilliant at last, 
had humble and, in many cases, in- 
significant beginnings. 

Look at the * Wizard of the 
North;” could anything have been 
humbler than the beginnings of 
Scott's career as a romancer, or did 
he for a moment dream of the world- 
wide celebrity which he won! Writ- 
ing a few chapters of a tale, in hum- 
ble imitation of Miss Edgeworth, 
he throws it nto an old cabinet 
drawer,—forgets it utterly,—lights 
upon it accidentally years afterward, 
when rummaging for fishing tackle, 
completes and publishes it. Tt 
(“ Waverly ”) proves a hit: 6,000 
copies are sold in seven months; he 
rubs his eyes and discovers that he 
has talent of which he was hardly 
conscious; throws off ** Guy Manner- 
ing ” in six weeks, and follows it up 
with a long succession of romances, 
all written in the afternoon of his 
life, which utterly eclipsethe achieve- 
ments of its morning. Ruskin, 
when a mere stripling, chances to 
write a letter to a Review, to prove 
that an old artist, whom people 
were laughing at, could really draw 
trees and clouds; the letter is ex- 
panded into a volume (* Modern 
Painters” ), the volume ino five 
volumes, and the author's reputation 
is established not only as the most 
brilliant and masterly art critic in 
England, but as a powerful and 
suggestive writer upon ethics, philo- 
#ophy, and religion. Charles Dick- 
ens engaged in his youth to write, 
at ten guineas a sheet, a burlesque 

accompaniment to a series of comic 
woodcuts, illustrating the hacknes- 
ed theme of Cockney sports. He 
is 80 miserably poor that a couple 
of numbers are paid for in advance, 
to enable him to get married. The 
Nimrod Club of the caricaturist be. 
come the Pickwick Club; and the 
Cockney sportsmen, whose spider 
legs, swallowtail coats, and absurd 
mistakes in sportsmanship, were ex- 
pected by artist and publishers to 
be laughed at for a few weeks, and 
then forgotten, develop into the 
characters of one of the world’s im- 
perishable works of humor and im- 
agination. 

So in the legal, mercantile, politi- 
cal and other professions. A poor 
clerk at Hamburg in Germany takes 
his meals at an obscure tavern, and 
carries home all the waste corks he 
meets with. After seven or eight 
years, he selis them for a hundred 
crowns, and this sum is the basis of 
the future fortune of M. Ostervald, 

the rich Paris banker. A beggar 
boy, Edmund Saunders by name, 
hangs about the attorneys’ office at 
Clement’s Inn, London; is taught 
to write by a clerk, who has a mock 
desk made for him at the top of a 
staircase, becomes a swift copyist 
and ‘an exquisite entering clerk;” 
18 called to the bar, becomes an 
eminent practitioner, and is firally 
appointed Chief Justice of England. 
A poor dealer in spectacles and 
magic lanterns at Glasgow, Scotland, 
fiuding business dull, spends his 
leisure moments in taking asunder 
and remaking all the machines he 
can come at. A machine in the 
university collection needs repairing, 
and he is employed, He makes a 
new machine, and the steam-engine, 
the herald of a new force in civiliza- 
tion and of Englands industrial 
supremacy, proclaims the genius of 
Watt. 

An English boy on his way to 
school, picks up a horse-shoe, carries 
it three miles and sells it to a black- 
smith for a penny. He scraped up 
one day some wasted treacle, and, 
selling it for three pence, counts 
himself rich; and this is the small 
beginning of Samuel Budgell’s 
career a8 one of England's most 
active and successful traders. A 
lady offers to a miserable poor boy 
of eight years in New Hampshire a 
Testament if he will read it through. 
Avxious to have a buok of his own, 
he reads it through in eight days, 
and passes a creditable examination 
in its contents. Al ten he becomes 
a farmer's apprentice; toils from 
daylighu to dark til he is twenty- 
one; meanwhile reads, chiefly by 

| fire light, and under other disadvan- 
| tazes, several hundred borrowed 
volumes of history, biography and 
philosophy; becomes wn shoc-inaker, 
then a teacher, and, after years of 
almost incredible hardship and toil 
is clected representative in the legis 
lature of Massachuetts. He is next 
sent to the senate, of which he is 
twice elected president; in a few 
years is elected a senator of the 
United States, where, ag chairman 
of the committee on military affairs, 
he performs in one session, accord- 
ing to General Scott, more work 
than all the chairman of the mili- 
tary committees in twenty-three 
years before. After serving in the 
senate eighteen years, he is elected 
vice-president of the United States. 
Such was the bitter struggle, ending 
in final victory, of a poor farm- 
laborer’s son, (Jeremiah Jones Col- 
baith, whose name was changed in 
youth to Heary Wilson), with “those 
twin goalers of the human heart, 
low birth and narrow fortune.” 
Not less humble was the beginning 
of a missionary work among the 
poor whose extent and success are 
among the marvels of modern times. 
[t was in an old shanty which had 
been a drinking saloon, but which 
was 80 rickety that it had been 
abandoned even for that disreput- 
able purpose; that with a few tallow 
candles around him D. L. Moody 
initiated his noble mission by try- 
ug to teach a negro boy the parable 
of the Prodigal Son. 

Such has been the small and 
seemingly insignificant beginnings 
of almost all great careers. The 
truest successes in lite are not won 
by a single bold stroke, but men 
grow into them from humble out. 
sets by a slow and sure unfolding 
of capacity and power. What is 
the secret of great riches! How 
have men who have died enormous- 
ly rich acquired their fortunes? 
Was it by one vast sum after 
another, won or bequeathed to them 
—sudden windfalls, which over. 
whelmed them with inevitable op- 
ulence—or was it by minute, care- 
ful, and long coutinned accumulat- 
ions! What, again, is the secret 
of great erudition? [fs it not the 
“nobler avarice of time?’ —the 
miserly saving and improvement of 
odd moments and half-hours, those 
fragments of days and remnants of 
hours which men so generally sweep 
out into the waste of existence, as 
of no account / Locke, wbo has 
written so wisely on * The Conduct 
of the Understanding,” tells us that 
the chief art of learning it to attempt 
but little at a time.  * The widest 
excursions of the mind,” he adds, 
“are made by short flights frequent 

\ 

ly repeated; the most lofty fabrics 
nf science are formed by the con- 
tinual accumulation of single pro- 
positions.” “Every occupation, 
even the meanest, which adds any- 
thing to the capital of mankind.” 
says the historian Froude, “if 1 
lowed assiduously with a desit- 0 
understanding everything connect- 
ed with it, is an ascending stair 
whose summit is nowhere, and from 
the successive steps of which the 
horizon of knowledge perpetually 
enlarges.” Begin your web, says 
an old adage, and God will provide 
you with thread. —Chicago Standard. 
Er ———— 

Uncle Eben’s “Theory.” 

Uncle Eben has a theory that 
“the best way to keep folks honest 
is to look out beforehand, and see 
to’t that they're comfortable.” He 
illustrated his point with the follow- 
ing reminiscence, given by Rebecca 
Hart in the New York Observer : 
“Wall,” said Uncle Eben, “nine 

or ten years back, I remember it 
was right in hayin’, there came 
along a man wantin’ work. He 
said he was from over the mountain, 
Jericho way, and his name was Bill 
Eaton. He was a likely lookin’ 
feller, and took hold real smart, and 
80, when bayin’ was done, I told him 
I'd hire him by the month, and that 
he might live in the little brown 
house this side of the Conaut lot. 
So he brought his mother from over 
the mountain and settled down, and 
things seemed to go on first-rate for 
quite a spell. But they said his 
mother wa’n’t no manager, and was 
one 0’ the graspin’ discontented 
critters that vou can’t suit nohow, 
and Bill got to goin’ to the tavern 
to spend his evenings, and so ’twas 
the old story—drink and bad com- 
pany’il spile the best man God ever 
made. Bill was a wonderful sma.t 
feelin’ feller, and the less he had to 
feel big about, the more braggin he'd 
do ; it seemed to kind o’ bolster him 
up. 

“I see he was goin’ all wrong, 
but somehow I couldn’t seem to lay 
hold on him to do him good ; the 
fact is, when a man gits slidin’ down 
hill ,taint no ways easy to bring up, 
short of the bottom, unless ye run 

into something that gives ye an 
awful shock. 

“Wall, one night IT was settin’ 
here by the fire, along about seven 
o'clock. I'd got a pooty big back- 
log on, and was waitin’ for it to 
burn down a leetle s0’s I could cover 
it up, when, I s’'pose bein’ so still 
and warm, I fell asleep. All at once 
I was woke up hearing something 
drop, ker chunk ! It sounded like a 
frog jumping off a log into the 
brook, only more so, and thinks I to 
myself, ‘It’s somebody in the suller 
at the pork bar’l, so I jist soc a spell 
til) T beard some one move again, 
and then I slipped on my rubbers, 
for I was in my stocking feet, and 
I opened the outside door as still as 
a mouse, and went tiptoeing along 
to where I had opened the suller 
window that very morning. As I 
came round the corner of the house, 
I hit my fcot against a board and 
made a leetle noise, and a man start- 
ed up from the window and ran,and 
I after him as hard as I could put ; 
but he was young and spry, and I 
getting stiff in the joints, and he got 
behind the barn and cut across lots, 
80 [ see t'want no use, and was 
comin’ along back ruther chop-fallen 
when I see a light in the suller. 
‘Oh! sez I, ‘so there's two of ’em, 
and [ jist stepped up to the window 
and got, down and peeked in, and 
there, sure enough, was Bill Eaton 
fishin’ up pork out of the barl. I 
kept kind o’ shady, and pretty soon 
up he comes to the window and calls 
out in a whisper, ‘Jake! Jake! so 
sez I, ‘What’. ‘Here's the basket, 
sez he, ‘haul her up.” So I pulled 
with all my might, and up came the 
basket half full of pork. ‘Ob, get 
some more,” | whispered, ‘hand u 
one o’ them shoulders, and let's fill 
her up with vegetables.” So he up 
with some cabbages, and one thing 
and another till the basket was 
chock full. Then sez I, ‘ Put out 
your lantern, some of the neigh- 
bors’ll see us,’ so he blew out his 
lantern, and I helped him up, 

“It was pretty dark, and all the 
time he was taking me for Jake, 
one of his cronies at the tavern. 

“ Pooty good haul,” he chuckled. 
‘I tell ye what, that brine was cold, 
though ; made my hands smart like 
sixty.’ ‘ Take a hold here, Jake, and 
we'll get her home. We've got 
enough to last quite a spell’ So I 
took hold and we carried the basket 
betweem us down to his house. 
When we got to the door he opened 
it and went in ;it was as dak as 
pitch, and I sez: ¢ Strike a light old 
fellow, and let's see what we've got.” 
So he fumbled around for the 
candlestick, and raked open the fire, 
and blew away at a big coal till he'd 
lit his candle ; then I spoke up in 
my natarel voice: ‘A pretty good 
haul, neighbor, that’s a fa.’ 
‘He jumped as if he was shot, 

and when he saw me, turned as 
white as a sheet, and looked here 
aud there, and said, ‘Lord where’ 
Jake ! His knees knocked together, 
and his eyes fairly stood out of his 
head. I didn’t pay no attention, 
but jist said, as cool as a cucumber: 

‘Just help me take these things out, 
will ye ? If yon bain't no objections 
I'll take the basket, us I may want 
it tomorrow, and it’d about time I 
was goin’. 

“ Bill went on groaning and say- 
ing, ‘Oh, take ’em back, deacon ; 
oh. what'll I do.’ 
‘What makes ye feel bad, neigh- 

bor,’ sez I. ‘Ye seemed to be in 
good spirits a minute or two ago. 
Is it because you've done wrong, or 
hecause ye're found out ¥ Then he 
Jest went down on his knees to me, 
and sez he, ‘Oh deacon, I'm mean, I 
know; meaner’n pusley, but if you 
knowed all about it you wouldn’t 
be 30 hard on me.’ 

‘Thinks I ‘now’s my chance.” So 
I sat down and heard the whole 
story ; how he'd got in the power of 
some of those drinkin,’ lawless 
creeturs down to the tavern, and 
they'd put him up to it, and he bein’ 
in debt and disgrace was kind of 
freckles, and ready to do most any- 
thing for a ‘lark,’ as they call it. 

‘Well, wwmake along story short, 
I made him promise to give up his 
bad company and bad ways, and 
told him so long as he'd behave 
himself I'd stand by him and be his 
friend 

‘Well, from that time on you 
wouldn’t know Bill Eaton, for the 
boastin’, swaggering feller he had 
been. There is folks that nothing 
but real dowright disgrace'll humble. 

‘You wouldn’t believe how he'd 
stick by me ; he didn’t say much, 
but it seemed as if he couldn’t do 
enough for me. I ain’t fond o’ 
preachin’, but a word here and 
there, when the soil is meller, is like 
the good seed we read about in 
scripter, and Bill he began to mend 
his ways, and at last, after goin’ to 
meetin’ with me for quite a spell, he 
got up all of a sudden one evening 
in prayer-meetin,’ and told the 
whole story. He didn’t mince mat- 
ters, neither, but spoke up like a 
man. When he got through he 
said : 

‘Brethren,’ sez he, ‘I’m a sinner, 
and no mistake ; but may be I'd 
never found it out if it hadn't been 
for the deacon. 

‘I tell ye,’ sez he, ‘ye can’t get 
folks to walk in the paths of righte- 
ousuess by drivin’ on ‘em with hard 
knocks ; and a man that’s a sinner 
ain’t half so ashamed of himself if 
you call him bad names, and abuse 
him, as he is if you treat him kind- 
ly. 
“I knew I was mis’able and on 

happy, but I knew how mean I was 
till the deacon began to’ be so good 
to me; and the meaner I felt the 
kinder he'd be, till, at last, thinks I 
“lf it’s as he says, that the Lord is 
more kind and forgivin’ and lovin’ 
to a poor sinner than what the 
deacon is, then sir, he’s the Master 
for me, and if he'll take me I'll 
werk for him through thick and 
thin as long as I live. 

Uncle Eben stopped and wiped 
his eyes with his red bandana, and 
I saw his kind old face “as it had 
been the face of an angel,” radiant 
with the joy which angels have over 
“one sinner that repenteth.”— 
Standard. 
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How to DELIVER A LETTER OF 
INTRODUCTION. — The person to 
whom a letter of introduction has 
been given should leave it at the 
house of the person to whom it is 
addressed, together with his own 
card, on which is his address. His 
part is then done, except to await 
the pleasure of the one whose ac- 
quaintance he seeks. The latter 
ought, according to good form, to 
extend (within twent-four hours, if 
possible) some kindly attention, 
such as to call, a note of invitation, 
ete, 

Minard’'s Liniment cures 
Diphtheria. 

Tae QuEeN or PerruMEs—** Lotus 
of the Nile.” 

Parmelee’s Pills p-ssess the power of 
acting specifically upon the diseased 
organs, stimulating to action the dor- 
mant energies of the system, thereby 
removing disease. In fact, so great is 
the power of this medicine to cleanse 
and purify that diseases of almost 
every name and nature are driven 
from the body. Mr. D. Carawell, 
Carswell P. O., Ont., writes: “I have 
tried Parmelee’s Pills and find them 
an excellent medicine, and one that 
will sell well. 

Buckingham’s Dye for the Whiskers 
does its work thoroughly, coloring a 
uniform brown or black, which, when 
dry, will neither rub, wash off, nor 
soil linen. 

Mr. W. Thayer, Wright, P, Q., had 
Dyspepsia for 20 years, Tried many 
remedies and doctors, but got no relief, 
His appetite was very poor, had a dis. 
tressing pain in his side and stomach, 
and gradual wasting away of flesh when, 
he heard of, and immediately com. 
menced taking Northrop & Lyman’s 
Vegetable Discovery. The pains have 
left and be rejoices in the enjoyment 
of excellent health, in fact he is quite 
a new man.” 

Mrs. Barnhart, cor, Pratt and Broad- 
way, has teen a sufferer for twelve 
years through Rheumatism and has 
tried every remedy she could hear of, 
received no heuefit, until recommend. 
ed to try Dr. Thomas’ Eelectric Oil; she 
says she cannot express thesatisfaction 
she feels at having her pain entirely 
removed and her rheumatism cured 
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will go back to it whenever you 
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—Try it. You will soon be con-| 
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TENNANT, DAVIES & Co. 
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We have received and are now opening over 50 packages 

SPRING DRY GOODS 
NEW DRESS GOODS, NEW PRINTS, 

NEW COTTONS, NEW CLOTHS, 
CARPETS, LINOLEUMS, OIL CLOTHS, 

RUGS, MATTS, LACE CURTAINS, 

Portiers, &c., Curtain Poles. Window Shades, &ec., &c. 

#&F INSPECTION RESPECTFULLY SOLICITED. @¢ 
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NEW GOODS 

DRESS MATERIALS, 
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BEDFORD CORDS, 
CREPAW, 
FANCY HOMESPUNS, 

ALLIGATOR SUITINGS, 
FANCY CHEVIOTS, 
&e., &e., &e., &e, 

PRINTS AND SATEEN in Great Variety. 

ENGLISH FLANNETTES. 

JOHN J. WEDDALLT. 
= E510 Lil Assuranes Company. 
HEAD OFFICE--MONTREAL. 
The rapid progress made by this Company may be seen from the following 

Statement : 
INCOME. ASSETS, Lire ASSURANCE 

IN FORCE. 
1872.............848,210.93. ......... $646,461.95...,......81,076,350.00 
1874.....0000.... 64,072.88, ..,...... 621,362.81........., 1,864,302.00 
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BD iss vb hea A. YR BTR RR NE 7,030,878 77 
J eR Rs ws Cb SR et gE aT GR 9,413,368 07 
BE css ithoncer sr RIEDE: «i avi ETRE AE... ve...10,873,777.09 
1888..... RBSRPRT. 1 ¢ LAREN. ose 11,931,300.6 
ED. iavann donate sak cosine 2,223,322.72...... .+...17,164,383.08 
0 RRR TE BRR. heh SULLOIAA. ii 20,698,689, 92 

The SUN issuss Absolutely Dnconditional Life Policies 
R. MACAULAY" 

Presipent MANAGING DIRECTOR 

J. B. CUNTER, Ceneral Agent. 

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

BATON 
ad 
TOCA Tig 

— 

MarcH 23, 1 
— 

What would y¢ 

tease, 

Asking you dat 
«# Mamma, dos 

the light 

Just when he g 
«Are flowers n 

wing?’ 
“Why do the t 

the sprit 

And then whe: 

undresse 

«How does the 

breast?” 

« Will Santa C 
Zeb's?” 

“Are bicycles 

webs?” 

“Does the mar 

looking ¢ 

And are the bl 

he puffs 

And the stars, 

he lets ¢ 

«Do cat-tails g 

I will st 

And ask you 
please, 

How you wou 

these? 

ee 

I 

«J did not ris 

But was s0 sl 

«The wood 8 1 

But theres th 

‘My lessons ( 

‘But nuts and 

¢1 forgot to W 

Oh, how the 

“There, I forg 

And put awa 

“The cattle t 

My slate is t 

Thus drawls 

From morn 

night : 

And now he’ 

He heedless]; 

With that pc 

The clerk 

window of : 

pretty busy 

casions he | 

It was at s 

afternoon 3 

ed entirely 

man who § 
delivery w; 

able doze 

voice, issu 

(quarter. 

‘‘ Say, n 

a letter fer 

The cler 

corner, buf 

the voice. 

half way « 

and glanci 
of a ragge 

swung aro 

“A lett 

with a sm 

your name 

** Billy. 

‘“ Billy- 

The litt 

foot to th 

eyes looks 

“No'ti 

Billy.” 

“1 gue 
““ Were y 

“Yessi 

There » 

his erran 

and the c 

simple ex 

““ Mebl 

yer why 

cud find 

‘“ Perl 

“Tt won 

way.” 

The lif 

kit down 

“It w 

Sunday 
Sunday- 

way bac 

You kn 
‘ No,’ 

ing. 

igh {¥ 

class, | 

lesson, 

house 1 

walked 

soon I 

of me d 

got d’ 1 

brung « 

WOorrie 
“" v’ 


