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RELIGIOUS (NTELLIGENCER. 

The Blessed Old Tunes. 

‘Will we sing them in heaven, I wonder, 

Jus’ as we oft do here below? 

Will they ring through the wondrous up’ 

yonder, 

And even more beautiful grow? 

‘Che blessed old tunes of cur fathers! 

The tunes that from childhood we love ! 

Were they given to us as a foretaste 

Of still sweeter song up above / 

There are Hursley and Greenville and 

Lennis, 

Bath, Martyn, and quaint Ortonville, 

St, Thomas and Hebron and Rathbun 

And Toplady ! How they can thrill ! 

91d Hundred, Duke Street, and Arundel ! 

Manoah and Antioch, too ! 

Dear Shirland and Boylston and Hams 

burgh, 

4 nd others, so helpful and true! 

Will their meters all long, short or com- 

mon 

Be known to the angels on high? 

Shall we some little earth choir remember, 

Where first we sung *‘Sweet By and By?’ 

‘Will each harp be of church organ volume? 

When played by a seraph’s skilled hand? 

Will choruses grand and majestic 

Roll out from that great ransomed band, 

©, the blessed old tunes are eternal ! 

"They'll ring thro’ the ages to be! 

En praise of our God and onr Father, 

Who from’sin’s bitter curse sats us free, 

"The saints will re-echo them gladly, 
Their voices in chorus ne'er cease! 

"The tunes that they here loved so dearly, 
Will still bring them joy, love and peace. 

—Mvs., Findley Braden. 

A Refined Coward. 

Two gentleman were making their 
way along the streets of Bridgeport, 
in England, both bound for a politi- 
cal meeting. Friends these two 
men were, in spite of their disparity 
<fage and social differences, which 
were unmistakable. In point of 
character there was no resemblance 
between them, but by that strange 
law of attraction which binds to- 
gether two souls as opposite as the 
poles, these two men were friends, 
and friends in the truest sense of 
the word. To night the business of 
the political meeting engrossed all 
their thought and conversation. 
‘Whatever else they differed in they 
were one in politics, 

The elder of the two men was 
James Formby, one of the oldest 
magistrates of the town. His com- 
panion suddenly left his side and 
forced his way into a crowd of men 
mand woman who had congregated 
outside a public house. 
“What ever’s the erratic fel'ow 

after ” asked the magistrate half 
aloud. “Ill be bound it’s a street 
fight. ” 
“Yes, sir, it be the very thing, ” 

ssid a bystander. “It's Jem Hark- 
fing abusin’ of his wife ; but Ran- 
dolph Ladbrooke will soon settle 
‘Gm. I never knowed such a chap.” 

The magistrate made no reply. 
“Give him in charge, ” he shout- 

ed, as he neared the crowd. 
The woman heard the command, 

and half-blinded with the blow her, 
fhusband had given her, appealed 
wtrongly to Randolph Ladbrooke to 
spare him. 

“Don’t send him to prison, sir, 
for God’'ssake. He's never like this 
mniess he’s in beer, an’ he is allus 
ever so sorry afterwards. He's all 
¥% have, sir, this Christmas. ” 

“Yes, 1Ishould think he is, and 
mmore than enough, too, replied Ran- 
wlclph, with hot indignation. *I 
mhould think you would be glad to 
set rid of such a coward. ” 

“ No, sir, indeed I ain't. He's 
very good to me in a general wuy, 
an’ he'll make up far this after- 
wards. Mavbe, he'll buy little Jen- 
ney some shoes. I don’t bear him 
mo ill-will, sir; please not to arrest 
him.” 

“Good gracious, woman! 1’ll 
mot arrest him unless you wish, and 
you evidently won’t appear against 
iim, so 1t isno use. But the for- 
bearance and forgiveness of some of 
you wives are beyond praise. ” 

Here he turned to the half-drunk- 
wn man, who stood leaning against 
the public-house window in a state 
of semi-consciousness. 

“Don’t let me see you at this 
brutal game again,” he said. “Your 
wife's conduct is enough to shame 
the greatest coward under the sun. 
You strike her, and she pleads for 

a” 

The man made no reply, but he 
waffered his wife to lead him home, 
and was speechless. 

“ There's an example of the for- 
hearance of women,” remarked Ran 
wdolph Ladbrooke, as he rejoined his 
friend with an apology for keeping 
faim waiting; “no doubt they'll 
make it up and be as happy as two 
«doves afterwards, all owing to the 
woman's patience and forbearance.” 

“Yes,” returned the magistrate, 
ut the man oughtn’t to have been 
Het off. A month's hard labor would 
ibave done him good. What brutal 
wonduct to strike a woman. ” 

“Exactly so, replied Randolph, 
yet there are worse things than this, 

“ How so ?” inquired James Form- 
“by who never liked his friend when 
/he was in a philosophical vein, 

“Well, I mean a man is a cow- 
ard who will strike a woman, a 
brutal coward, but there is a greater 
wruelty than that even.” 

“I can’t imagine such.” 
“Well I refer to indifference, 

another name for hate. *Thereare 

glances of hatred which stab, and 

raise no cry of murder,’ as George 

Eliot says, and a man may strike a 

woman in other ways than by his 

fist, and be a greater coward too. 

If I were a woman I am not sure 

whether I wouldn’t rather have the 

man of this evening, who would do 

a thing in a drunken passion and be 

sorry for it afterwards, than one who 

would be coldly indifferent to me 

at all times, meeting me with the 

sneer which Johnson speaks of as 
‘intellectual murder,’ though he 

knew my heart was ¢ breaking for a 
little love.” There is the refined 

coward. ” 
“ You're a queer fellow, ” exclaim- 

ed James Formby, with some con- 

straint, ‘and it's a pity you haven't 

got married yourself, just to show 

us what a model husband should 

be,” Randolph was silent. He bad 

his own reasons for remaining a 

bachelor—reasons which he could 

not divulge even to his intimate 

friend. But the fact that she whom 

he had intended to make his wife 
had “gone before” into the land 
where they * neither marry nor are 
given in marriage” made him the 
more anxious to assume the privi- 
lege of protecting those who were 
blind to their own duty to those 
who should be their ‘far dearer 
selves.” And as he had an aged 
and widowed mother to toil and 
care for, his life was by no means 
empty. For some time the two men 
walked on in silence. Randolph 
was not a society man, and there- 
fore did not care to visit at his 
friend's house, but he knew enough 
about the magistrate’s home life to 
be aware that these words he had 
spoken were distinctly applicable to 
him. The drunken man whom 
James Formby would like to have 
sentenced to a month’s hard labor 
deserved it far less than did he for 
the refined cruelty of his home life. 
Not again did James Formby 

speak that evening, except to wish 
his friend good-night at the corner 
of the street, after which he walked 
home in a decidedly moody frame 
«f mind. He was what the world 
called a lucky man. Business had 
prospered in his hands, he had his 
full share of the comforts and luxur- 
ies of life, but he was not satisfied. 

Prosperity does not bring happiness 
where love is wanting and where 
selfishness reigns, and James Form- 
by knew that his life and conduct 
wire not according to the will of 
God. The sacred words spoken at 
the marriage altar, *“ With my body 
I thee worship,” James Formby 
had set at naught, and he treated 
his wife in a way in which he would 
not bave dared to treat one of his 
hired servants; not, indeed, with 
open violence, for he used a certain 
form of studied politeness as though 
to hid his inward indifference. But 
he was wanting in thet active love 
and sympathy without which a 
woman may try to find satisfaction 
in vain. 

Every good and true woman feels 
it to be a bounden duty to preserve 
silence in respect to her husband’s 
failings or wart of love, and Mrs. 
Formby was one who never com- 
plained, even though her heart 
yearned for affection and consider- 
ation. If “lack of service,” as 
some writer says, “is the ruin of 
humanity,” then surely James 
Formby’s life, as far as his wife was 
concerned, was a human wreck, 
And instead of the presence of the 
master giving light to the whole 
household it seemed instead to cast 
a gloom over everything. 

But James Formby’s conscience 
was not dead within him. And 
Randolph’s fearless words had 
touched him to the quick. As he 
entered the house with his latch- 
key he felt like a guilty man, and 
this sense of sin did not improve his 
temper. “A refined coward, in- 
deed !” For that was what his friend 
had called him. “Let him mind 
his own business, and hold his ton- 
gue.” There was an angry expres- 
sion on James Formby’s face as he 
opened the door of the dining-room 
and inquired if supper was ready. 
Mrs. Formby, a gentle, delicate 
woman, came forward to meet him 
with an answer in the affirmative, 
She always sat up for him at nights, 
however late he returned home, and 
he rewarded her by eating his sup- 
per in silence, and by receiving all 
ber little attentions without thanks, 
or without a look. And Mrs. 
Formby had learned that if she 
wanted love and sympathy and rest 
it must not be sought *‘in the house 
of her husband.” 

To-night James Formby was more 
silent and taciturn than ever. He 
had good reason to be so for con- 
science was a very hell within him. 
To be called a coward, even a ‘“re- 
fined coward,” is galling enough for 
any man, and to know the epithet 
wag deserved wade it doubly un- 
palatable. Murs. Forwby, with that 
keen precepticn which 18 an inher- 
ent quality in a woman, saw that 
her husband was annoyed, and wise- 
ly forebore to speak. He never told 

ish to deny himself in order to please | 
hee, though he took good care when 
in society to observe certain forms 
which were expected of a man to 
his wife, forgetting that the very 
observance of these was a subtle 
form of refined cruelty to her to 
whom they were offered. When 
supper was over James Formby re 
tired alone into the smoking-room, 
without even wishing his wife good- 
night, though he was well aware 
that she would be asleep long before 
he had retired to rest. 
“I give her plenty of money for 

dress and housekeeping,” he said, 
as if trying to excuse himself, 
“ what mora can she want ?” 
Bat is there a woman in the world 

who would not vastly prefer the 
“ dinner of herbs where love is than 
the stalled ox with hatred there- 
with?” Isn't the starvation of the 
heart harder to bear than starvation 
cf the body? Yea, ten thousard 
times harder. ¢ A refined coward,” 
Yes, the accusation came up again 
and again as James Formby smoked 
his cigar far into the night. His 
pride rebelled ; yet he must own the 
truth of the accusation as the num- 
berless acts of selfishness stood like 
shadows before him. He merited 
the reproach—there was the bitter- 
ness. His conscience said, * Thou 
art the man,” and James Formby 
was honest enough not to contra- 
dict it. But something more than 
confession of sin was needed ; and 
this seemed nothing in comparison 
with the duty of amendment of life. 
It must be done, but how? At the 
cost of pride? Yes, and James 
Formby felt that it was more than 
be could bear. He sat and strug- 
gled with bis self-will until two 
o'clock. Then the smoking-room 
door opened slowly, and Mrs. 
Formby appeared in her dressing 
gown. 

“TI was afraid you were ill, 
James,” she said, apologetically, 
and as if expecting a rebuke for her 
anxiety. 

“No, I am not ill, but bothered 
[Lena. Come Lere, I want to talk 
to you.” 

Mrs. Formby’s face brightened 
immediately. Her husband take 
her into his confidence—why, such 
a thing had not happened for years ! 
She came instantly toward him. 
“Can I help you, James?” she 

asked, looking lovingly and anxicus- 
ly into his face. 

“Yes, Lena,” he said, holding | 
out his hand, which she took almost 
greedily. 
“1 have been called a coward to- 

night.” 

“A coward ! how dare they say 
such a thing, James ?” 
“They dure—because it is the 

truth,” he replied, quietly. ‘I 
deserve the epithet without a 
shadow of doubt. I am a refined 
coward, and am guilty of the basest 
sin.” 

Mrs. Formby opened her eyes 
wide. 

“ Whatever can you have done, 
Jamey?” 

For a moment he could hardly 
speak. The woman he had wronged 
was the last to accuse him, the first 
to defend bim from those who would 
show him his own sin. He remem- 
bered the woman and her brutal 
husband. She had been just the 
same, so ready to forgive, and tao 
excuse the wrongdoing to herself. 
Aud his wife was just as willing to 
do the same. 

“Lena,” he said, drawing her 
toward him, “I have treited you 
for years with horrible selfishness 
and refined cruelty. I have been a 
brutal coward, but I mean to amend 
my ways ; I can’t do it all at once, 
but be patient with me and I will 
try and make up to you for the 
wrong I have done.” 
But Mrs. Formby spoke not a 

word, She fell on her husband's 
neck sobbing. 
O! how happy she was! Here 

was the hour she had waited and 
prayed for, the hour when her hus- 
band’s love was to be hers once 
more. Did she think of the past 
with bitterness Did she throw out 
merited reproaches on her husband's 
head? No, she forgave all, and 
loved him with her whole soul. 
And the sight of her forgiving sove 
awoke in him a faint idea of the 
Divine pity and tenderness of which 
the human is but the shadow. 
From that night there was a 

change in James Formby's home. 
The wife went about her household 
duties with a *‘rapture lighted face,” 
for she was queen of her husband's 
heart, where she reigned supreme. 
And James Formby had found sat- 
isfaction and rest in the love which 
for 80 long had been waiting patient- 
ly for him. No longer was he a re- 
fined coward. He had the courage 
‘now to meet the eyes of wife or 
friend, conscious that he was doing 
his daty bravely, and was no coward, 
for he had been brave enough to re- 
pent and to amend him of his sin. 
And the “peace” of Christmas 
reigned supreme. 

‘“ It was the street fight that did 
it,” he used to say, but his wife 
knew that it was only through God's 

her where he had been, nor what 
had pleased or annoyed him, and 
she sel Jom asked. He was too self- 

grace that they had power to * live 
, together in holy love unto their 
lives end.” — Christian Common- 

Coming to a Halt. 

“J cannot imagine why I am so 
tired all the time. It seems to me 
that I do very little,” said a woman, 
dragging herself toachairand sitting 
down wearily. 

“ How many times a day do you 
go up and down stairs ¥” inquired a 
friend. The house was in the city, 
high and uvarrow, with four long 
stairways, three of which interven- 
ed between vhe kitchen and the 
mother’s *“ own room.” 
“Why, not very often; I don’t 

know. I have a good many errands 
about the house, here aud there 
and my impulse is usually to wait on 
myself. I suppose I spend a good 
deal cf strength on the stairs, ncw 
that I think of it.” 

““ And pardon the suggestion, but 
you are always looking out for 
others 8> much and so generously, 
that others ou:ht to look out for 
you; have you ever thought how 
often you are interrupted in the 
progress of a day? The ordering 
of the house is the first thing, but 
gome trifle isforgotten, pepperor salt, 
flavor or seasoning, and you are con- 
sulted about that. Then your big 
boy comes to you with his necktie 
and his cuffs, and your four-year-old 
has pinched his finger, and needs 
comforting ; your daughters have 
no end of affairs in which you must 
be the counsellor and your husband 
leaves the weight of his perplexities 
and the irritability that grows out 
of his overwork on your ever-ready 
strength. Dear, it isot wonderful 
that you are tired! The wonder is 
that you rest so soon, after a nap, 
or a little time by yourself, coming 
out to the family made over again.” 
“But what can I de? All that 

you mention forms part of the every 
day duty of a woman like myself, 
whose main work in the world 1s to 
keep her home happy and comfor- 
table, ” 

“Once in a while you might call 
a halt, You should pack a little 
bag, and run away for a three days’ 
visit, leaving the housekeeping to 
the young shoulder, which will find 
it only a slight burden. It 1s an 
Imperative duty, occasionally, to 
take care of one's capital, if one be 
a wife and mother.” Inthe inter 
est of the rest, for the sake of the 
days that are coming, a matron must 
be provident of her own health, not 
suffering herself to drifc into nerv- 
ous prostration or wearisome invalid- 
ism 

There are graves not a few, over 
which the inscription might be 
written ?  ¢ Here lies Mary——tlLe 
beloved wife of Theodore——, tired 
to death.” And in most cases the 
blame is not Theodore’s, but Macy's 
own. She should have called a halt 
in time.— Harper’ Bazar. 

Renew ! Renew now! 

Show the INTELLIGENCER to your non- 

subscribing neighbour. 

etl) GPs 

Happy Home.—To make a happy 
home learn to govern yourselves: 
Be gentle and patient. Guard your 
tongues, especially in seasons of ill- 
health, irritation and trouble. 
Soften them by prayer and a sense 
of your own short-comings and 
errots. As valuable as is speech, 
silence isoften more valuable, Never 
retort a sharp or angry word. The 
second word makes the quarrel. 
Learn to say pleasant things when. 
ever opportunity offers. Study 
character. 

Now is the time to renew your sub- 
scription to the INTELLIGENCER. 

Do not let anything prevent prompt 
renewal of your INTELLIGENCER sub- 
scription. 

Minard’'s Liniment cures 
Burns, &c. 

A CURE FOR DYSPEPSIA. 

In investigating the cause of this 
prevalent complaint it is found to rest 
principally in wrong action of the stom- 
ach and impurity of the blood. These 
exciting causes are easily removed by 
the regulating, purifying tonic and di- 
gestive effects of Burdock Blood Bitters. 
Hence the success of B. B.B, in curing 
dyspepsia in any form, no matter of 
how long standing or how severe it 
may be, 

KEEP IT ON HAND, 

IRS, —I always keep a bottle of 
_Hagyard’s Yellow Oil for cuts, 

sprains and bruises. The folks at the 
house use it for almoet everything. 1 
know it to be a good medicine. It is an 
excellent mollifier for cracked or 
chapped hands. 

Palpitation of the kaart, nervous: 
ness, tremblings, nervous headache, 
cold hands and feet, pain in the back, 
and other forms of weakness are re- 
lieved by Carter's Iron Pills, made 
specially for the blood, nerves and 
complexion, 

A Short Road tv health was opened 
to those suffering from chronic coughs, 
asthma, bronchitis, catarrh, lumbago, 
tumors, rheumatism, excoriated nipples 
or inflamed breast, and kidney com- 
plaints, by the introduction of the in- 

253, 255 and 257 Prince William St., 

ONE MINUTE'S WALK FROM STEAMBOAT | 
LANDING, 

b A New and well assortel list of Books 
y / rup for Libraries. 

G. Gloger, Druggist, Watertown, |*litions of ‘standard Sunday Sehool 
Class 

medicines, comes in direct contact Wall Cards always in stock. 
with the patients and their families,| Berean Leaves, Quarterlies and notes 

merit they have. He hears of all _ All the Baptist and other Hymn 
the failures and successes, and can|/B0oks always in stock and for sale 

oughs, Sore Throat, gop Sunday School and church stock. 
or Hoarseness that had done such ef-| 

Coughs, 

Hoarseness, at my store, who was BE LY E AH OT EL 
suffering from a very 

and that a few doses would give re- Saint John, N. B. 
lief; but she had no confidence in| 

satisfactory I would make no charge 
for it. A few days after she called Bit Ours Bow aod ici ah Bali 

a few doses had given her relief.”” ®| Permanent and Transient Boarders Ac. 
commodated. Terms reasonable. 

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

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

Jaxvary 11, 1893 

Furnishings for Baptist Library a 

Wis. This is the opinion of a man" "gi 20h" School Registers, 

and knows better than anyone else on the International S. S. Lessons will 

therefore judge : wr  - 

o . ! ep 

wey 25 Boschee s EX@1L’S Book Store, 
Sore Throat, C¢rmanSyrup. Last 

severe cold. She could hardly talk,’ 

winsen SEY o 

patent medicines. I told her to take JAS. L. BELYEA, Proprietor, 

and paid for it, saying that she giiiong and Steamboat Landings pass this 

January 4th, 1893: 

knife in cutting down prices of 

PUR GQGLS 

7 ) ‘German als Buk Store. 
specialty ; all the newest and cheapest 

who keeps a drug store, sells allig,oks, Sabbath School Cards and 

how remedies sell, and what true be ordered at week's notice. 

Wane © “I know of m0 "gy, 01d stand and headquarters 

186 & 188 Queen St., F'ton. 

winter a lady called 

and I told her about German Syrup 

a bottle, and if the results were not| AE aE 

would never be without it in future as Hotel every five minutes, 

WINTER GOODS. 

0: 

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

TENNANT, DAVIES & Co. 

November 29th. 

Less than one Month 

CHRISTMAS. 
Our stock is Overflowing with goods suitable for the Christmas 

Trade. An inspection solicited. Money refunded in all cases where 
goods are other than represented, 

JOHN J. WEDDALL, 
Fredericton, N. B. 

22310 Lie Assurance Company. 
HEAD OFFICE-~-MONTREAL. 
The rapid progress made by this Company may be seen from the following 

Statement : 
INcomeE. ASSETS, LiFE ASSURANCE 

IN FORCE, 
PC RR DIBRI008. ...io oo. DMAAERS. i. $1,076,350.00 
1874 pe ig A SEOTRIR. .. iavcann oR 8 SOE 1,8064,302.00 
RRR ..102,828.14..... PURER C1 TW Sd eens 2,214,093.43 
TRA EEE HEIN «os his po wR RE 3,374,683.14 
REE vent DOERR, oi iaaxiin DREAD. io. iin 3,881,478,09 
AE. i ohh soit IRENE sae aiha rH & aT ERO 5,849,889.1 
ORS GRA ge SIO TIRGS. ..c.0c0ee LEAN. hoes .. 6,844 404.04 
BE: i ivsaranis ost SIDI OD. oii vine 1,411,004.38........ es 7,030,878 77 
PETRA DRY. isa hiced 1,673,027.10...... «os. 9,413,368 07 
1887.....0004....495,83L.54.......... 1,760,004.48..........10,873,777.09 
SE. i. lg SR AR 025.273.88......... pe & CT % oR IEEE 11,931,300.6 
BR. v9 PR” OGTR Pet SAN IRRTS. .. ia 17,164,383.08 
BE: ih tae ihn Rf SEERA ALLIEN. .... «+. .20,698,689,92 

R. MACAULAY) 
Prrsinent MANAGING DIRROTOR! 

J. B. CUNTER, Ceneral Agent. 

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

wealth. 
expensive and effective remedy, Dr, 
Thomas’ Eclectric Oil, 
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