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If Mother Would Listen. 

If mother would listen to me, dears, 

She would freshen that faded gown, 

She would sometime take an hour’s rest, 

Ard sometimes a trip to town. 

And it shouldn't be all for the chi'dren, 

The fun and the cheer and the play ; 

With the patient droop on the tired mouth, 

And the, ““ Mother has had her day !” 

True, mother has had her day, dears, 
When you were her babies three, 

And she stepped about the farm and the | 

house 

As busy as ever a bee. 
When she rock-d you all to sleep, dears, 
And sent you all to school, 

And wore herself out, and did without, 
And lived by the golden rule. 

And so your turn has come, dears, 
Her hair is growing white, 

And her eyes are gaining the far-away look 
That peers beyond the night, 

Oue of thes: days in the morning 
Mother will not be here ; 

She will fade away into silence, 

The mother so true and dear. 

Then what will you do in the daylight, 
And what in the gloaming dim ; 

And father, tired, lonesome then, 

Pray, what will you do for him ? 
If you want to keep your mother, 
You must make her rest to-day ; 

Must give her a share in the frolic, 
And draw her into the play. 

And, if mother would listen to me, dears, 
She'd buy her a gown of silk, 

With buttons of royal velvet, 
Aud ruffles as white as milk. 

And she'd let you do the trotting, 
While she sat still in her chair ; 

That mother should have it hard all through 
It strikes me isn’t fair, 

~ Margaret E. Sangster, in the Interior. 
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“ Charlie.” 

He came in the springtime to 
hire out for eight months on the 

He was a very quiet, unob- 
strusive young man, neat in his 
dress and habits, but there was a 
pathetic look en his face which 

noticed one day a painful expression 
on his face as he sat in the kitchen, 
a silent spectator of a little unplea- 
santness between some of the young 
people in the family. In a moment 
of confidence not long afterwards he 
said : 
knife seeing sisters and brothers dis- 
agree. It seems to me if I had 
folks that I would always get along 
with ‘em in peace. 
not folks of their own know what it 
is to not have any folks” And 
‘then it was that he told us his 
story :—- 

“Never knew who my father and 
mother was. I was brought up in an 
asylum until [was ten year sold;then 
I was bound out to a man. He was 
hard on me, but his wife was good. 
Many a time she stood between me 
and the horsewhip. Some of the 
asylum folks found out that the man 
wasn't what he ought to be, and I 
was taken back. Next time they 
put me out toa farmer up in the 
mountains, They did well by me, 
only they didn’t praise me when I 
did my work extra good; there was 
nothing to encourage me, and they 
made me feel that they were doing 
a great deal for me to take me in 
when I had no home and no friends. 
I got tired of hearing so much about 
it; I was old enough to know I paid 
my way, and saw other boys getting 
wages for their work, to I ran away. 
I don’t believe they ever tried to 
find me, for I never heard that any 
one was put on my track. I tramp- 
ed it into another State where no- 
body heard of me, and hired out to 
a first-rate farmer. I ought to have 
stayed there, for he was a real every- 
day Christian, and he’d have done 
the fair thing by me, but I had a 
restless spirit and wanted to see the 
world, aud I left. He told me if 1 

wanted a friend or a home to ever 

com bask and I'd be welcome. But 

1 never was one to turn back after 

I'd started out, so I went on and 
found plenty of hardship, I can tell 
you. I changed around considerab- 
ly, had some mighty good places 
too, but somehow couldn’t stand it 
to see boys coddled and looked out 
by fathers and mothers and I noth- 
ing but a wail; it just galled me, 
and I said, ‘I'll hire out where there 
hain’t no children after this.’ I 
tell you I'v seen rome boys that I'd 
like to knock down for talking so 
rough to their mothers. You bet if 
I had a mother I'd know how to 
treat her right. Ain't I thought of 
it lots of times when I was tramp- 
ing and went into a new place and 
said to myself, ‘Theres not a single 
soul here to give you a welcome, 
Charlie—no, nor in the whole world 
either 1've seen mothers at the 
gate when the children were coming 
home, and I've seen ‘em hug and 
kiss each other until some dreadful 
bad thoughts came into my heart, 
I couldn’t see hor 
good and let a b., 

enough and do enough for ‘em.” 
That wes Charlie's story. 

and potatoes came on. Charli 
worked faithfully to help get the 

tears in her eyes, ‘‘ It seems so lone- 

od could be so 
znock around 

the world without no folks, and not 
even know if he ever had any. If 
I had folks, I couldn’t love ‘em 

Not 
long after that we had a week of in- 
tense heat, and the hocing of corn 

crops hoed to be ready for the hay- 
ing which was coming on fase. He 
went to the pasture after the cows, 
and as they walked by the river 
banks, in the extreme heat, he sug- 

gested to his comrade that they 

should goin and cool off. But poor 

Charlie had not been in long before 

he got into a place beyond his depth, 
was seized with cramps and was 

drowned. It was all so sudden that 
his comrade was too dazed to go for 

help for some minutes, and then it 
was too late. 
Then we realized, as never before 

what a sad thing it is to be a waif, 
in the world. No friend to tele- 
graph to or send for in the day of 
calamity, and no kin to follow him 
to the grave as mourners. But 
everything was done to give him a 
decent burial. Neighbors sent 
flowers, and the coffin was covered 
with them. Just before the funeral 
hour a poor woman in the village 
with whom Charlie had made his 
home when he was out of work at 
short intervals, came, and said with 

some to think of Charlie’s going to 
the grave without one mourner. If 
I had a decent black dress and bon- 
net, I would like to go as a sort of 
mothering to him, seeing it’s the last 
I can ever do for him.” A suitable 
outfit was soon provided for the 
dear old soul, and she went asa 
mourner, 
And so Charlie's life-story ended. 

We had seen him on his knees in 
his bedroom at night when the door 
stood ajar, and we had talked with 
him about the Lord Jesus Christ’s 
love for the stranger, and the lone- 
ly, unloved ones of earth; and we 
felt, as we looked upon the coffin 
being lowered into the grave, that 
Charliehad a welcome in the Father's 
house. 

This is a true story, dear readers. 
Perhaps it will bring home to your | have turned away; but the heavenly 
hearts more significantly than ever 
the great boon of family life and ate, as loving, as long-suffering to 

kinship. Perhaps it will make us| day as be was the brightest day you 
value our blessings of bome and |ever knew. 

seemed to appeal to our hearts, We | loved ones more than we have ever 

done before. Another thing it may | (354; tempest tossed though you may 
help us to remember, and it i88)pe in his embrace you may find 
very important duty, too. It is this: | overnal calm. 

Be kind and sympathetic toward the | 1,4. take his word and read it and 
waifs of the world. Take in the | io) jt to others; rejoice in your God, 
stranger, and give the sympathy and 

“Tt goes through me like a |love which the ties of blood make 

so dear to us all. Let the stranger | ine that the time you do live shall 
within our gates feel that we gladly | 0 filled with the peace and gladness 

share our blessing of sympathy and 
Nobody that’s | love with him.—Christian at Work. 
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A Mother's Practicing. 

A young man who was being 
examined preparatory to uniting 
with the church, was asked, “Under 
whose preaching were you convert- 
ed?’ “Under nobody’s preaching,” 
was the reply. ‘“I was converted 
under my mother’s practicing.” 
What a tribute of a consecrated 
motherhood was that young man’s 
answer! How very near to Christ 
must that mother have lived. Prob. 
ably she was a woman full of the 
cares and work of life, but with 
what rare discretion and patience 
she must have administered the af- 
fairs of her household! Usually a 
boy takes but little interest in the 
things that make up the daily rou- 
tine of a mother’s life at home. 

This young man’s mother could 
never have been too much taken up 
with the claims of social life, the 
questions that agitated the outside 
world, or the duties of the home 
life, to stop and give her boy the 
attention he needed. It is likely 
that she had unusual burdens to 
carry, unjust provocations to keep 
patient under, or he would not have 
taken so much notice of her self- 
sacrificing, Christlike life. "What a 
beautiful, confiding, trusting love 
there must have been in the hearts 
of that mother and son for each 
other ! 
As mothers, are we not too apt in 

our weariness and multiplicity of 
cares to let the children think they 
(are hindered and troubling us when 
they come to us so often with their 
needs and interests. We do nov 
always show our appreciation of 
their confidences, and we speak 
hastily and unadvisedly often when 
they have done wrong. 
A sainted mother who lived to an 

old age, used to tell us much about 
the “Mount of Vision.” When she 
was a young mother, she had all her 
own housework to do, and a large 
family made constant demands upon 
her time and strength. “I had so 
much work in the valley,” she said 
to us, “that had it not been for the 
‘Mount of Vision,” I could not have 
possessed my soul in patienco. 
When I became impatient and in- 
clined to be what many of us call 
‘nervous’ ready to speak quick words 
and pass unjust judgment, I would 
go alone into my bed-room, and 
shutting the door, tell it all to Jesus. 
That room was my ‘Mount of 
Vision,” for I always saw with a 
clearer light my weaknesses, and 
received strength from the Lord to 

Christlike spirit.” 

administer my government in the 
home with equity and more of a 

trying and upsetting. May the 
mothers’ preaching in our homes be 
the means of leading the dear chil- 
dren to give their hearts to the 
Lord Jesus Christ ia the days of 
their youth. 
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An Old Woman. 

Are you getting old, and weary, 
and fretful, and discouraged ? Dear 
friend, is there not a better way? 
There is an old age which is not de- 
pendent upon years. There are 
those who even in youth have gray 
hairs and withered hearts; and there 
are those who have seen three score 
years and ten, who still have sun- 
shine in their faces and gladness in 
their souls. There was one of whom 
it was said that at the age of one 
hundred and twenty, ** his eye was 
not dimmed nor his natural force 
abated. ” 

Life has been to you a struggle, 
and perhaps a disappointment, a toil- 
some, wearisome road. Poverty per- 
haps has pressed, and trials have 
come, and you are breaking down 
and wearing out; bu‘ the source and 
fountuin of health is God, who is 
the strength of our hearts and our 
portion forever. Itis he that satis. 
fieth our mouths with good things, 
so that our youth is renewed as the 
eagle’s and he can put gladness in 
your heart, more than in the time 
when their corn and their wine in- 
creased. You sung once, but now 
your voice has lost its sweetness, 
perhaps because the heart has lost 
its joy. Let the heart be filled with 
gladness, and the song will soon 
come back. RCE TAC 

If you are weary, worn, afflicted, 
and disappointed, if everything 
earthly has failed, yet the heavenly 
things remain. Earthly friends 
have fled, kindred and loved ones 

Father is as faithful, as compassion- 

Weary one lift up your heart to 

Begin to praise the 

be of good cheer, be of good courage; 
give the winds the fears, and deter- 

of God. Read, study, make friends 
wth the young; enter into their joys 
and sorrows, and these closing years 
of your pilgrimage may be the 
brightest of all your life. Let the 
love of God be shed abroad in your 
heart by the Holy Ghost, and others 
will be attracted, and will come into 
svmpathy and friendship with you. 
You may find that the world has 
not changed so much as you suppose, 
and instead of sitting discouraged, 
querulous, and fretful, your heart 
will be filled with peace and glad 
ness; you “shall still bring forth 
fruit in old age.” The children will 
gather around you to hear the words 
of grace and truth, and your experi 
ence shall bless and gladden others, 
and make your life a scene of bright- 
ness in its closing hours, and a hal- 
lowed memory when its course is 
run,—Zhe Christian. 
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Dishonest Men Value Honesty. 

A young man came one day with 
a case of conscience. He was cor- 
responding clerk in a flourishing 
house of business. His employer 
had begun to direct him to write 
letters to customers containing state. 
ments which he knew to be false. 
He had objeeted and they said : 
“We are responsible for these 

statements; it 18 nothing to you 
whether they are true or false.” 

I said to him, “Do they sign the 
letters, or ask you to write them in 
your own name ?’ 
As soon as the question had left 

my lips I saw that, if there was a 
difference, both would be wrong, 
and I hastened to tell him so. He 
said : “Then I shall be dismissed,” 
and after a pause—*“I have a wife 
and family.” 

I met him some days after. 
“Well, Mr.—,” said I, “how are 

you getting on now ¥’ 
He replied, “I am still in wy 

s'vuation ; I had an interview with 
the partners, and I told them I 
would not write letters I knew to 
be untrue. They were very angry, 
and I expected to receive notice, 
but I have not received it yet.” 

Months passed, and he remained 
in hic situation, After a while he 
called on me, and [ saw by his face 
something had happened. 

“Well, Mr.—,” I said, “have you 
had your dismissal ?’ 

“No,” he said, “I have not,” and 
smiled, 
“What then ¥” 
“A very confidential post in their 

service, with a higher salary, has 
fallen vacant, and they have put me 
into it.” 
On second thought, those unprin- 

cipled men had come to the conclu- 
sion that a clerk who would net 

Ard soshould we all, we mothers, 
have a “Mount of Vision” to go up ' them, and was too valuable to be 
to when the work of the valley is 82 lost, 

deceive a customer would not deceive 

f fountain, she drew the strength and 

The Source of Strength, 

My mother’s habit was every day, 
immediately after breakfast, to with] 
draw for an hour to her own roo, 
and to spend that hour in reading 
the Bible, in meditation and prayer. 
From that hour, as from a pure 

sweetness which enabled her to ful- 
fill all her duties, and to remain un- 
raffled by all the worries and pettish- 
nesses which are so often the intol- 
erable trial of narrow neighborhoods. 
As 1 think of her life, and of all it 
had to bear, I see the absolute tri- 
umph of Christian grace in the lovc- 
ly ideal of a Christian lady. I never 
saw her temper disturbed, I never 
heard her speak one word of anger, 
of calumny, or of idle gossip; I never 
observed in her any sign of a single 
sentiment unbecoming to a soul 
which had drunk of the river of the 
water of life, and which had ted 
upon manna in the barren wilder- 
ness. The world is the better for 
the passage of such souls across its 
surface. They may seem to be as 
much forgotten as the drops of rain 
which fall into the barren sea, but 
each drop adds to the volumn of re- 
freshful and purifying waters. “The 
healing of the world is in its name: 
less saints. A single star seews 
nothing, but a thousand scattered 
stars break up the night and make 
it beautiful.” — Farrar. 
———p te 

Lunatics do not Shed Tears. 

One of the most curious facts 
connected with madness is the utter 
absence of tears amid the insane, 
Whatever the form of the madness, 
tears are conspicuous by their ab- 
sence, a8 much in the depression of 
melancholy or excitemert of mania 
as in the utter apathy of dementia. 

If a patient in a lunatic asylum 
be discovered in tears, it will be 
found that it is one beginning to 
recover or an emo!ional outbresk 
in an epileptie who is scarcely truly 
insane; while actual insane persons 
appear to have lcst the power of 
weeping, it is only returning reason 
which can once more unloose the 
fountains of their tears. 
Even when a lunatic is telling 

one in fervid language how she had 
been deprived of her children, or 
the outrages that have been per- 
petrated on herself, her eye is never 
even moist. The ready gush of 
tears which accompanied the plaint 
of thesame woman contrasts strange- 
ly with the dry-eyed appeal of the 
talkative lunatic. It would indeed 
seem that tears give relief to feel- 
ings which, when pent up, lead to 
madness. It is one of the pri- 
vileges of reason to be able to weep. 
Amid all the misery of the insane 
they find no relief in tears.—ZFEux- 
change. 
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Other People’s Faults. 

WHAT TO DO WITH THEM. 

Be patient with them, remember- 
ing that you have some faults of 
your own that cail for patience. 
Make mirrors of them, in which 

you can see how your own look to 
other people. 
Be warned by them, to avoid 

what would make you seem foolish 
or disagreeable. 

WHAT NOT TO DO WITH THEM. 

Don’t make them an excuse for 
your own. 

Don’t be so much occupied with 
them that you forget to find out 
and try to cure your own. 

Don’t speak of them unless more 
good can be done by speaking than 
by keeping silent. 

—— lly» eG 

Dr. Cuyler well says: “Next to 
the outpouring of the Holy Spirit, 
what our churches most need is the 
developement of all its members. 
While pastors are overworked, 
a large proportion of the peo- 
ple are underworked. In every 
church hive there is a lamentable 
lot of drones. In seasons of revival 
nearly every member is alive and 
busy; but what we call ‘revival’ 
ought to be the normal condition of 
every healthy church.” 

Minard's Liniment 
Diphtheria. 

cures 

Harsh purgative remedies are fast 
giving way to the gentle action and 
mild eflects of Carter's Little Liver 
Pills. If you try them, they will cer- 
tainly please you. 

There are cases of consumption so 
far advanced that Bickle’s Anti-Con- 
sumptive Syrup will net cure, but none 
so bad that it will not give relief, 
For coughs, colds and all affections of 
the throat, lungs and chest, it is a 
specific which has never been known to 
fail. It promotes a free and easy ex- 
pectoration, thereby removing the 
phlegm, and gives the deceased parts 
& chance to heal. 

Totally deaf.—Mr. S. E. Crandell, 
Port Perry, writes: *‘I contracted a 
severe cold last winter, which resulted 
in my becoming totally deaf in one ear 
and partially so in the other. After 
trying various remedies, and consult- 
ing several doctors, without obtaining 
relief, I was advised to try Dr. Thomas’ 
Eclectic Ol, 
poured a little of it into my ear, and 
before one-half the bottle was used my 
hearing was completely restored. | 
have heard of other cases of deafness 
being cured by the use of this medi- 

1] warmed the Oil and 

HEEL EELILZLE 
> Foatherbone vs, Whalebone. 

Scientists tell us Featherbone 
is practically the same sub- 
stance as whalebone. There- 

T
X
 

fore Featherbone Corsets are 
better than whalebone, being 
more elastic and fitting closer. 
Ask for and see that you get 
* Featherbone Corsets.” Sold 
generally throughout Canada. 

Snow Showvale. 

JUST RECEIVED. 

0) DOZ. Bhort Handle Snow Shovels, 
ro For sale low by 

JAMES £. NEILL. 

BELYEA HOTEL 
253, 255 and 257 Prince William St. 

Saint John, NN. B. 

JAS. L. BELYEA, Proprietor; 
cssatas $() Somimtumn 

ONE MINUTE'S WALK FROM STEAMBOAT 
LANDING, 

MILL SUPPLIES. 

Babbet Metal, Zero Metal, Rubber and 
Leather Belting, Machine: Oil, Cylinder 
Oil, Lace Leather, Mili Fils, Emery 4@ Street Cars for and from all Railway 
Wheels, Disston and Canadian Saws, Stations and Steamboat Landings pass this 

. Hotel every five minutes, 
For sale low by 

4 Permanent and Transient Boarders Ac- 
JAMES S. NEILL. | commodated. Terms reasonable. 

a Be 

St. Martins Seminary. 

The FALL TERM opens on the 15th of SEPTEMBER. 

0 

N its healthful situation, its invigorating atmosphere, and its beautiful surround- 
ings, this school cannot be surpassed. All the courses of instruction are BROAD 

AND LIBERAL. 

The Methods are Thorough and Far-Reaching, 

And are in touch with the movement of the times. The teaching is sound, fresh and 
vigorous, The staff of teachers for the coming year is exceptionally strong. All de- 
partments are unaer the care of specialists. 

Calendars and all desired information may be had by applying to 

AUSTIN EK. DE BLOIS, Principal. 

January 4th, 1893. 

TENNANT, DAVIES & CO. 
We have decided to commence with the New Year, to use the 

knife in cutting down prices of 

WINTER GOODE 
As they must be sold to make room for an unusually Large Spring 
: Importation. Great Bargains in 

FUR GOO 135 
0% 

Ladies’ Fur Capes, Muffs, Collars and Caps, Gent’s Fur Coats, 
Fur Caps, &c., at Great Reductions. 

TENNANT, DAVIES, &Co 

010 Life Assurance Company 3 
HEAD OFF ICE~MONTREAL. 

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

INCOME, ASSETS, LIFE ASSURANCE 
IN FORCE, 

CL SERRE SR eT DAEEARIE hos vini TTR CR RARER $1,076,350.00 
A RAE TRB NEA ORL osc csuns 1,864,302.00 
TE so sianrina 8 BT Nagy 5 FIORE. ooocv00vs 2,214,093.43 
CL RE Asay Lp PRONE TITER. Po iaes 3,374,683.14 
nae OL TRF STORER LIEN 3,881,478.09 
PER Re basil RETR: oooh canivn LORE ici 5,849,889.1 
SRE AVSRA TR FT GRR EEE I: iain 6,844,404.04 
ESRC SI0.007.00.....00050 1,411,004.38......... ., 7,030,878 77 
1888..... a ah BR RANE LTO. I0. iis 9,413,368 07 
Co JOTESEOBERENIET YN ERG 1,760,004 .48.......... 10,873,777.08 
TS... iA Site HE RRR RR SERA 11,931,300.6 
RRR CORT URI 9S 308.78. .... cnn. 17,164,383.08 
MW. i Ceih rind DOR OTO IT. i iavane RELA. ..ooiaviy 20,698,689. 92 

Tho SON issues Abscluely Uncondiiona Lie Policies 
R. MACAULAY) 

PRESIDENT MANAGING DIRECTOR 

J. B. CUNTER, C-meral Agent, 

16 Prince William St., St. Jol n, and Q .een St. Fredericton, N. B 

Groat ChurchLiCH Us 

cine. Chat admis. © LP, FRINK, 601 Foarl Streo Btroot, 
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