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He Could But Cannot,

1o was one of ‘he fellows
hat could drink or leave it alone,
V'ith a fine, high scorn for common men
Vho are born with no backbone.
*“ And why,” said ke, ‘“should a man o
ttrength
Deny to himself the use
([ the pleasavt gift of the warm, red wine,
ifecause of its week abuse ? "

J’ » could quote at a banquet,
With a manner half divine,
"l fifty things the poets say
\bout the rosy wine ;
id he could sing a spirited song
\bout the lips of a lass,
A d drink a toast to her fair young worth
[n a sparkling generous glass.

[

A nd since this lordly fellow
‘ould drink or leave it alone,
I'w chose to drink at his own sweet will,
Cill his will was overthrown.
And the lips of his lass are pale with grief,
\nd her children shiver and shrink,
or the man who once could leave it alone
{s the pitiful slave of drink.
—~Mrs. George Archibald in Union
Cignal.
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THE APPLIED COLLECT
An after Easter story.

BY CELESTE.

The Easter holidays are a season
of delight to those who can go home
tcom school or coilege to snatch a
'w day’s pleasure from the grind
«f the term’s work,but to those who
liave to stay behind the holidays

ce one long,zontinued bore. Clara

{amilton’s home was a day’s
,ourney from the C:lestial city, and
. tiresome day’s journey at that,

ad with Normal School taking up
"8 work again on Monday it was
.aupossible to think of going home

No doubt some of the girls who
lid not go home managed to have

good enough time in town, but

di'h’s chum had gone, and all of

e riils who boarded in the same
place, so she was left strictly to her
ywn devices,

Good-Friday was spent in church
ind over-hauling her effocts in gen
'ral, and setting ey erything to rights.
Some of last year’s gowns looked
taded and forlorn in the bright
‘pring sunshine, and she made up
her mind that it would be impos
ible to get along without a few
new ones. But how is one to get
\nything made in a boarding-house!
She asked herself, and a good dress
maker's charge of five dollars for
vach gown, was out of the question.

Oa Saturday there was absolutely
nothing to do, but to return a cail
or two; and calls made in the spirit
of beiug the last resort of unmiti.
gated ennui are not likel. to be a
success either to the called upon or
he caller, However Easter Sun-
lay would certainly be a bright,
oyful day, and the very promise of
summer in the air would brighten
Clara up.

Sad to relate Easter Sunday was
not a bright day; far from it. The
clouds were leaden in colour and
neaviness, the wind blew cold from
the river and Nature was in any
thing but an Easter mood. [t
seemed too bad. Clara was dull
enough herself, but this dull weather
was the last drop in her cup of bit-
terness. If she had sat down and
had a good homesick ery, it might
have proved a clearing up shower,
but no; she held her lips hard to
gether, blinked a very few times,
tickled herself a little to try and
provoke a smile, and then spent all
the avalable
for church.

The church itself looked cold;
there were not as many flowers as
usual; the alto voices in

time in getting ready

the choir
drowned the sopranos; and things
were generally wmiserable.
took her part in the servie 8, knelt
when the rest knelt, read the re.
Sponses and repeated the creed out
wardly like everybody else, but in
wardly in a mood not at a' worship
tul; and even after hearing the
beautiiul Eaister collect she said to
herself bitterly ‘ as by thy speciul
grace preventing us thou dost put
into our minds good desires, so by
thy continual help we may bring
the same to good effect.” And
what is going to become of you, if
you have no good desires in your
mind ! Altogether the service was
a failure as far as Clara was con
cerned, and the only goad impres-
sions she carried home were those
of the sweet face of the young lady
in front of her, a chéery, contented
face; and the wee demure maidens
on the front seat, bowing their
heads in childlike faith and rever.
ance at the name of Jesus.

The rest of the day was passed
somewhow or other, and was not
much of an improvement on the
morning. After church in the even.
ing Clara was looking over the very
few books that Mrs. Baxter's small
bookcase afforded, and stumbled
across one entitled ““ The Study of
Sociolagy by Herbert Spencer. This
was something new: a little variety
from the Pansy and other books of
the average Sunday School book
character. Clara never stopped to
consider how the book came into
Mrs. Baxter’s hands, or whether
that busy matron was much given
to reading books of that character,

(‘Adl';l

but ook it down. After a fashion
of heis she lioked over the last
chapters and one headed ‘Discipline’
attracted her glance. This book
advocated a culture of a bro.d kind
only begun or hinted at in Nom«l
School and it interested her. She
read on an on until she became
conscious that it was growing late,
and she resolved to shut the book
when she had finished the para-
graph. At the end were these words.

‘“ Not by precapt, though heard
daily; not by example, unless it is
followed, only by action, often caus-
ed by the related feeling, can «
moral habit be formed.

Clara shut th- boock. Up to her
last waking moment shekep: repeat-
ing “only by action can a moral
hahit be formed, ”

In the deep daikness of the night
one little mouse biting at the base-
board awakened Clara, and as soon
as she was broad awake the thought
came back to her: ¢ Only by action,
can a moral habit be formed ” and
joined to that the whole collect
** Almighty God, who through thine
only begotten S .n Jesus Christ hast
overcome death, and opened unto
us the gate of everlasting life, we
humbly beseech thee, that, as by
thy special grace preventing us thou
dost put into our mind good desires,
80 by thy continual help, we may
bring the same tu good effect:
through Jesus Christ our Lord, who
loveth and reizneth with thee and
the Holy Ghost, ever one Go?,
torid without end. Amen,”

The good desire had come; the
desire for action. But it was still
only a desire: no definite purpose
for a particular form of action.

Even Easter Monday is subject
to the same interruption in the form
ot the family washing and conse
quent washer-woman as any other
Monday; ouly this washer woman
was a little more interesting than
most. In answer to a kindly ques-
tion or two from Mrs. Baxter slie
told what a struggl- she wus having
to et along She had lived in the
country until her husband died. but
the fear of her five children obliged
her to come work; and
when fifty cents a day for washing
and ironing and

L0 town ftu‘

scrubbing she was
bravely U0 bring up her
f«mi]y. I'o Clara who was listen-
ing the purpose presented itself.
That ) climbed the
rickety outside steps of Mrs. Jones’
shanty on Checker Board Avenue.
Under ber arm was a big bundle,

-

trying

evening CU.ara

wnd in her mind was ar Kaster
spirit developing itself,
The presence of a man who ap-

peared to have some remote connec-
tion with the family was rather an
eémbarassment, and the fact that
Mra. Jones' children were chiefly
boys, with the exception of one
diminutive girl, cust a doubt over
Clara’s mind as to the appropriate-
ness of her gift, but as soon as she
had tiken out her gown and made
her little speech of presentation,
Mrs. Jones forcibly expressed de-
light set her mind at eage.

“Why never mind Miss if it
won't fit the children; it 1l just do f. r
me. " holding the skirt in front of
her, she continuad “ Look Miss, its
Just the right length., And I can
wash 1t easy enough; and then it/ll
look as good as new and them shoes
18 just fine, Miss, and thank you
very kindly Miss, I'm very thank-
ful to get them,

Clara had never seen quite such
small rooms before, nor quite such
ill lighted ones. She went away
with some material to give zest to
her further Study of Sociology.”

Surely that was a
awagening,

real Easter

R R S——
Bringing out the Grain,

“No, T didn’t forget exactly, but
the truth is, I'm tried of always
having to say things just so. 1
don’t see why I and all the rest of
the boys shouldn’t have noses shap-
ed just alike, oreyes the same shade,
or precisely the same tone of voice,
a8 that I should always be expected
to say and do things just as some
other people do, because it’s ‘polite,’
Suppose it wasn't polite to have red
hair, must | dye mine "

The tone in which Rob asked this
was an aggrieved one, [ndeed, he
thought himself a much abused boy,
that the rules of good-breeding
should be so often mentioned in his
hearing. He rather prided himself
on having his own way of saying
and doing things, and thought that
the way that came easiest to him
wag something that ought not to be
interfered with—like the shape of
his nose or the color of his hair,
Perhaps there have been other boys
like him who have the habit of sa:y-
ing, “O, that’s just my way and ]
can’t help it,” as an excuse for act-
ions that were really rude.

“If you have time now, Rob,
said Uncle Marshall, ‘““ suppose we
go out to the shop and pick out
some timber for that sled I promis-
ed to build you. ”

Rob was more than glad to do
this, both because he was interested
in the sled, and because it would
give him an Opportunity to escape
the hated subject of manners.

“Allright,” hegaid, “I’ll be along.

lmmber I, suppose. ”
“1 thought of using this,” his
{ uncle answered, handing down from
| the joists of the unceiled shop some
rough pieces of split timber.

“ Not that way !” Rob said, in an
astonished tone.

“Why, you see, this is just the
way they grew—their natural way.
You couldn’t expec: them to be in
the shape the timbers in all the
other sleds are, could you ¥’

Rob looked puzz'ed for a minute;
he had forgotten something else in
his interest in his sled.

“ But you're certaiuly going to
shave them down and plane them
gsquare ! To say nothing about the
looks, the sled would run that much
smoother for being planed.”

“Oh-o0!” said Uncle Marshali; “s-
the natural way is not always t":
best way? It makes a differe: .o
about the smoothness with which
one gets through life, does it ?”

tob saw the point now, but chose
nct to notice it. “ It reduces the
friction against the snow, you know,
and the sides of the runners some-
times run against the snow almost
as much as the bottom. ”

“ Yes, reduces friction, and that
is one good thing in favor of mak
ing all sled-runners square, nc mat-
ter in what shape they grow in the
woods. Wonder if the rule applies
to any thing else—if a uniform
fashion in some things doesn’t re-
reduce the amount of friction with
which a boy can get through life,
eh ?”

“Then there’s another thing
about it, uncle; as this is very fine
wood, if you smooth it up, it gives
a chance to finish it so as to briny
out the grain, ”

““To bring out the grain?”
ed his uncle.

“Yousee I have a friend in a
| town who works in a furniture fac-
tory, and you do not know what a

} You're going to the mill for some
|

wood just to bring out the grain.”

‘But is it very hard work? |
sheuld think that if it had been in
| tended to have the grain brought

| out, as you say, it would have beeuw |
Don’c you |

out in vhe first place.
think that the bark is prettier than
the graimn ?’

“No, and I don’t think any one
could say that. The bark might do
for fence-posts, but for tables and
chairs and fine office desks they
have to rub and rub, and oil and
oil, and varnish and varnish, to
make a fine, glossy surface, so hard
that you cin hardly scratch it at
all.”
| ‘Toen the wood in its natural
| state, with the bark and roots on, is
only for fence posts and other rough
uses ! [ suppose it must be the
same with other things, too. There
| was a young fellow who went up to
| the city from here to get a pusition.
| He was bright at figures, and quick
and ambitious, but he came back
within a week, and I heard that he
was 80 rough in his speech that he
drove customers away from the
store. I suppose he was only fit
| for a fence-post, and not for the
finer uses. He hadn’t had the grain
brought out, had he, Rob "

“I suppote he hadn’t had any
sort of bringing up,” said Rob, a
little uneasily, for he had been
fighting shy of that subject.

“You mean the rubbing you
spoke of ! He had the chance to
have the grain brought out, but I'm
told he never would stand the rub.
bing. I suppose if the wosd had
feelings it would oppose being oiled
and rubbed in the way you tell
about it, wouldn’t it? It would
rather have the ragged-looking bark
in which nature clothed it and be
itself, wouldn’t it ¢

Rob winced a good deal, but he
had drawn himself into the subject,
and he did not see how to avoid it
now. So he bravely said: *If ]
were a piece of oak, [ guess ]
wouldn’t mind about the rubbing,
if it would make all the difference
between a fence post and a fine
ctlice-desk ; I'd tell ’em to rub aws v,
and grin and bear it the best [
could.”

“Good for you, Rob!” said Uncle
Marshall approvingly, patting the
boy on the shoulder ; “that means
& bavgain ; this isn’t to be a fence.
post sled, but a mahogany polish.
And you see that the material you
have gets the same kind of a finish,
and nothing more said about rub
bing on either side. Is it a
gain ?”

“It's a bargain,” said Rob. And
theo, as he walked back to the
house, he said to himself, ** If I'qd &
known there was so much in mak
ing a sled good, I’d—but then if
that’s the way to bring out the
grain, why T don’t want to be a

bar-

|
repeat-

difference it makes in a piece of |

And yet she felt humiliated and
restlessmmnd found herself biaming
others, and justifying herself.

What was it ull about? Only
that somebody had criticised her
conduct and spoken as though she
was not doing quite her full duty in
the care of some little girls at sex-
ing school. And then in return she
had been aggrieved and her pride
recented the charge, which she fe't
w48 an unjust one,

Yet now, in thivking it over
camly at home, she said to herself
that perhaps the offending remark
had been half in fun, and she would
better, at any rate, have taken no
uotice of it,

‘ Oh! why is it so hard to keep
one’s temper, and be calm in spirit?’
she thought Just then her eyes
ighted upon the wall-roll of Scrip-
ture thxt hung near the window,
and she read over the bymn for the
day. As she did this, two lines of
it seemed quite to answer her ques.
tion :

The perfect way is hard to flesh,
It i1s not hard to love.

“ Why, yes, ” mused she, “ that
isit! The flesh is quick to take
offense, quick to give retort, and I
must have been yielding to the old
nature that should be crucified with
my Savior, All it needs is to be
under the rule of love, not of the
flesh. Christ’s love in my heart, his
meek spirit controlling my speech—
then nothing will be hard to me !
Christ’s loving love, that ‘vaunteth
not itself, is not puffed up ; doth not
behave itself unscemly, seeketh not
his own, is not provoked : talketh
not account of evil, beareth all
things, believeth all things, hopeth
| all things, endureth all things.”

For several days ufter this,
Barbara found constant help and

comfort in these two lines of Faber's

| —repeating them to herself when
| nlone and when about to go torth to
| companionship with others :

v The perfect way is hard to flesh,
| It 1s not hard to love.

; And then she read again the little
| book that not long before had come
close to her need, Drummond’s “Pax
Vobiscum,” dwelling especially upon
certain passages that fitted her case
exactly. Here is one:

“The ceaseless chagrin of a self-
centered life can be removed at once
by learning meekness and lowliness
of heart. He who learns them is
torever proof against it. Men sigh
| for the wings of a dove that they
may fly away and be at rest. But
lti;ing away will not help us. The

kingdom of God is within you. We

aspire to the top to lovk for rest ;
it lies at the bottom. Water rests
lonly when it gets to the lowest
place. So do men. Hence be low-
ly.

Again she read:

“ Touchiness, when it becomes
chronic, is a morbid condition of the
inward disposition. It is self-love
in-flamed;to the accurate point; con-
ceit, with a hair trigger. . . Tt
is the beautiful work of Christianity
everywhere to adjust the burden of
life to those who bear it—and then
toit. It hasa perfectly miraculous
gift of healing.”

God help all who,like wy Barbara,
are wearing “a rough, ill-fitted
coller at the best, ” instead of the
perfect and easy * yoke” of the
blessed Master,—7%e Addvance,

— e e
Love is always a burden bearer.
Dare always to stand for the
truth. Nothing can ever need a
lie,

Minard’s Liniment relieves
Neuralgia.

All disorders caused by a billious
state of the system can be cured by
using Carter’s Little Liver Pills. No

pain, griping or discomfort attending
their use. Try them.

TURN THE RASCALS ovT,

We refer to such rascals as dyspepsia,
bad blocd, biliousness, constipation,
sick headache, etc., infesting the hu.
man system. Turn them out and keep
them out by using Burdock Blood
Bitters, the natural foe to disease-

which invigorates, tones and strength,
ens the entire system.,

T}ls Mosr DericurroL Handker-
chief Odor is ** Lotus of the Nile.”

The man who called sarsaparilla a
fraud, had good reason; for he got hold
of a worthless mixture at “‘reduced
rates.” He changed his opinion, how-
ever when he began to take Ayer's
Sarsaparilla. It pays to be careful,
whea buying medicines.

As Parmelee's Vegetable Pills contain
Mandrake and Dandelion, they cure
Liver and Kidney Complaints with
unerring certainty, They also contain
Roots and Herbs which have specific

fence post.”— Quyr Morning Guide,

virtues truly. wonderful in their action
on the stomach and bowels, Mr. E.

B e —
Her Lesson.

“Love, which is the bond of per-
fectness.”

Barbara Campbell came in one
day from he: cousin’s feeling some.
how all out of sorts with herself and

the world. Not that much of any-
thing had bappened— perhaps that
was the trying part of it. To think

that she should feel so upset when

A. Cairucross, Shakespeare, writes;
"1 consider Parmelee’'s Pills an ex-
cellent remedy for Billousness and
Derangement of the Liver, having
used them myself for some time,”

Public Speakers, Actors and Vooal.
ists find, and state thar Dr. Thomas'
iclectric Ofl relieves hoarseness and
irritation in the throat better than
remedies specially advertised to relieve
that difficalty. This Oil has a wide
scope, siuce it cures external hurts,

there was really so little to tell of !

cornsy sores, frost-bite, piles, and a
variety of other unhealthy conditions,

1

‘
‘
‘

‘

“‘up in my throat and mouth. When
‘“I feel this coming on if I take 2
““little August Flower it relieves

‘““I take it and recommend it tc
B

‘‘ pepsia, &c.”’ a
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s August Lawn _T_ennis!

99 Racquets! Balls! Nets! Croqust

. g - Oiled Silk and Silk Lines fcr Salmon
The Hon. J. W. Fennimore is the:md Trout ; Flies—best home make ;

Sheriff of Kent Co., Del., and lives fooks of all kinds: Gut: Casting
at Dover, the County Seat and Cap- Liucs ; Reels; Bait Boxes ; Fly Books;
ital of the State.
gentleman fifty-nine years of age, |Poles.
and this is what he says :

The sheriff is a|Lauding Nets ; Bamboo Poles ; Good

“I haVe|
‘used your August Flower for sev-| Base Ball Coods,

,eral years in my family and for my |Bats, Balls, Masks, Belts, Gloves,
‘own use, and found it does me I Hammocks.

‘ more good than any other remedy.

“T have hien troabled witk what 51 All of which will be sold low to close
‘

“in the back part of my head first, | HALL'S 200K & NEWS STORE

sut stock.

!

‘ call Sick Headache. A paincomes|

‘and then soon a general headache

: FREDERICTON.:
‘until I become sick and vomit.

““ At times, too, I have a fullness BELYEA HOTEL

“ after eating, a pressure after eating

‘

‘at the pit of the stomach, and

] 253, 255 and 257 Prince Willlam St.,
‘sourness, when food seemed to rise

aint John, N. B.

S () | S—
JAS. L. BELYEA, Proprietor
—_— O ——

ONE MINUTE'S WALK FROM STEAMBOATY
LANDING,

““me, and is the best remedy I have
“ever taken for it. For this reasor

‘
others as a great remedy for Dys.
g @ Street Cars for ard fronr all Railwa
* tions and Steamboat Landings pass this
ot | every five minutes,

‘manent and Transient Boarders Ac.
ounnodated. Terms reasonable.

MARCH 28th.
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TENNANT. DAVIES & Co.

—0

G. G. GREEN, Sole Manufacturer,
Woodbury, New Jersey, U. S. A

We have received and are now opening over 50 packages]

SPRING DRY GOODS
5. ¥ L | ) )
NEW DRESS GOODS, NEW PRINTS,
NEW COTTONS, NEW CIL( )THS,
CARPETS, LINOLEUMS. OIL CLOTHS,
RUGS, MATTS, LACE CURTAINS,
Portiers, &e., Curtain Poles. Window Shades, &ec., &e.

#&" INSPECTION RESPECTFULLY SOLICITED. o9

Tennant, Davies%Co

——MArch Oth . e

NEW G-OODS
DRESS MATERIALS,

—_ IN

BEDFORD CORDS, ALLIGATOR SUITINGS,

CREPAW, FANCY CHEVIOTS,
FANCY HOMESPUNS, &e., &e., &e., &e.

PRINTS AND SATEEN in Great Variety.

ENGLISH FLANNETTES,

JOHN J. WEDDALL'S

230 Lle Assrance Company 3

HEAD OFFICE--MONTREAL.

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

Statement :

INCcOME, ASSETS,

LiFe Assuranos

IN FORCE,
veve $48,210.93. .. .....,, §546,461.95..........81 076.350.00

1874...... coanvve DINORIEEN, oo viie BRI covo 1,864,302.00
VS, o oo  BOREBRER: .. i IR vevs 2,214.093.43
ety .127,505.87. ....... i TTRBNREE 3,374,683.14
RNy Y gage e i DERIOREN 3,881,478.09
T TR Veav SRR, ool LOESONY:08. ... " 5,849,889, 1
T AR RO Y TR o LETAST.06. ... '] . 6,844, 404.04
T Ao T e e B W . 7,030,878 77
R A OTRBORE ... . 1,673,027.16. .. .. eeer. 9,413 358 07
BORE. .. cicesoi ABRRRENE 1,750,004.48. .........10,873.777.09
1909, ........,...00NNN . AR ... 11,931,300, 6
L TSI dndeedn 2,223,322.72. . . . | ....17,164,383.08
W, S AT MOONRe 2,911,014.19. ... .. ... 20,698 589,99

Tho SON issuss Absolutely Unconditional Lifs Plicis

R. QAOAULAH
Presioext MaNacING Dirroron

J. B. CUNTER, Ceneral Agent.
6 Prince William St., St, J ohn, and Queen St, F redericton, N. B

Creat Church LICHT.
%ﬁ@ﬁ%@m%{’%
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