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Mothers Room. 

'Tis the cheeriest ro m in the househ old, 
With window seat battered and bruised 

Where the carpets, the chair, and the table 

Are never too good to be used. 

ers little oner con es with their sorrows, 
t# Or bubble with laughter and noise ; 00S Bring sweetest caresses and kisses, And scatter their books and their toys. 

There's an unceasing patter of small feet 

An opening and shutting of doors ; 

And the room tliat was swept and garnished 

Iscove red with spoils and stores, 

In the dawn of a summer morning 
There's a scampering down the stairs, 

And every one knows they are coming, 
They whisper so Joud their affairs. 

And when the ¢ay’s lesson is over, 

They come with their chatter and song, 

To the sunniest room, where dear mother 

And all that is lovely belong. 

If the threads of their lives get tangled, 

She quietly straightens them out, 

And gathers them, sweetly united, 

Her little low r cker about. 

Dear mother, o’er all presiding, 

Oh, honored ard beautiful queen, 
You gather your loving subjects 
With a grace that is rarely seen. 

Then who, to keep spotless and tidy 
The carpets, the windows and doors, 

Would lose the sweet laughter of childhood 
And love from such beautiful stores ? 
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Lost in the Wheat. 

It was a day in July. The thermome- 

ter ran high in the nineties, and the 

alr was 80 oppressive that even the 

birds and insects seemed to have en- 

tirely disappeared. 

It had been an unusually busy morn” 

ing for Mrs. Holt. She had been up 
since three o'clock ; for to-morrow the 

harvesting would begin, and there 

were great perparations going on, as 

in this prairie home it was the gala 

time of all the year, when the nearest 

neighbors came to help gather the 

beaatiful grain that waved in the sun- 

light and covered a thousand acres or 

more of the surrounding country. 

Nothing but a sea of yellow in ever 

direction ! 
Little six-year-old Clifford thought 

there had never been such a day since 

he could remember. Mamma was so 

busy she did not want him in the kit- 
cher, and it was so hot out of doors 

that he could not play at all. 
At’last he ran to his mother, just as 

she was making her last tin of biscuit, 

and said : 
‘Mamma, please put me to bed. 1 

am so sleepy and tired. Rover is 

asleep; and Kitty and I will go, too. 

‘Run away, Clifford. Iam too busy 

If you are so sleepy, go upstairs ana 

lie down in your cot; but you had bet" 

ter play until after dinner, and then 
take a nap with me.’ 

Clifford did not like the idea of going 

upstairs alone, so he ran outdoors to 

play, as his mother told him. But the 

shade was only in such a little place 

by the house, and he would just go 

over ithere by the wheat. It looked 

oooler there, as the grain waved in 

the breeze. So he trotted over the 

road to the edge of the grain; and,sure 

enough, it really was cooler. So he 
sat down in the shadow of the topes, 

that stood four feet high. As he sat 

there, his attention was attracted by 

some little red-birds that were flying 

back and forth into the wheat. Sud- 

denly he remembered what his papa 

had toldihim the night before about 

these birds, who had built their nests 

all through the grain. And Clifford 

had felt so sorry for the baby birds 

that would be so cruelly killed by the 
big machine. All at once he thought: 

‘I will go a little way in and find some 

nests, and I will put them in my hat 

and carry them out in the orchard. 
How glad the poor mamma birds will 

be when I sive the little birdies’ 
lives !' 

Now, Cliff rd’'s mamma had often 

told him never to go away from the 

house alone; but he had forgotten all 

else now, in his wish to save the lives 

of the young birds that were in such 

peril. So into the forest of yellow 

glorv he made his way. Oa and oun 

he went, hunting for the nests. Final- 

ly, the poor l't*le man was so tired of 

making his wiy and of seirching in 

vain for the 1, :ds that, after an hour's 

tramp, he decided ‘t> go home to his 
mimma,” S he turned arouud and 
siarted back; but which way was back? 
Hs was so small that, in coming 

through, he Lad not broken a single 
stalk,fbut had slipped between them, 
and so had not left a trace behind. 
He turned hick,expecting of course, 

to come right ~ut in sight of mamma's 
kitchen door; and he wondered if din 
ner would be ready, and if mamma 
would be glad io see him now. So he 
made his way a little farther; and then 
he thought he would sit down and rest 
just a little while, and perhaps he 
would heir the dinner hcrn blow. 
Then he would run on home. 
When Mrs. Holt finished the biscuit 

it was time to prepare the dinner. 
Once or twice the thought of Cliftord’s 

flushed face came to her; and she 

thought he must have gone upstairs 

aiter all, because it had been such a 

long time since she had seen anything 

of him. When noon came, a shrill 

blast of the long tin horn brought Mr. 

Holt and his two men home to dinner. 
To Mr. Holts inquiry, where is Clif- 

ford ¥ Mrs. Holt replied, ‘Asleep up- 

stairs.” His dinner was carefully put 

away for him, and the men returned 
to their work. 

Late in the afterno n Mrs. Holt 
awoke with a start from the long nap 

she had taken on the dining-room sofa, 

where she had thrown herself for a 

‘little rest before going upstairs. Her 

first thought was of Clifford ; and up- 

stairs she flew, into the little room 

where his cot stood. He had not been 

thera at all, nor in her room. Thor- 

oughly alarmed, she went up into the 

garret, where he sometimes played; but 

all was silent and empty. The next 

instant the horn sent its call echoing 

over the prairie in blast after blast, 

recalling Mr. Holt in great haste. All 

was confusion now. What had become 

of Clifford ? 

The first thought was of the small 

creek that ran half a mile beyond the 

house, and its banks were searched in 

vain for a trace. They went along the 

road for miles in each direction ; but 

nothing was to be seen except the gold- 

en-headed grain on either side, nodding 

their good-night to the setting sun. 
At length, as the great full moon was 

rising, they returned home, the father 
in hopeless despair, not knowing what 

was to be done next to find his child, 

whether alive or dead. Mrs. Holt was 

living over the morning in a perfect 

agony of remorse for the hasty words, 

and the thought that, perhaps, now 

there would be no Clifford ever to 

trouble again. 
Some of the nearest neighbors had 

come by this time to join in the search. 
Just then a thought came to Mr. Holt 

of Rover ; and, calling him, he said: 

*Where is Clifford ? Go and find Clif. 

ford I" This he repeated several times, 

until the dog began smelling on the 

ground. 
It was some time before the track 

across the road was found; but, when 

it was, the dog went straight into the 

wheat acd disappeared. Mr. Holt 

followed, the moon making it almost 

as light as day. 
After going a little way, he stopped 

and called to Rover, thinking what 

nonsense to be wasting the time in this 
way. No doubt, Rover thought he 

was after birds ; and, besides, he was 

breaking the wheat all down. And he 

hid told Clifford never to go into the 

grain for that very reason. But 

Rover would not come back, but ran 

on as if he understood just what he 

was about. So he followed as rapidly 

as he could. . All at once Rover came 

t)> a stand-still, wagging his tail glee- 

fully over a blue sailor hat, in which 

was a nest of little birds with their 

mother. Mr. Holt was sure now that 

Rover knew best, and urged him on. 

And in a few minutes they came -to a 

jittle curly-headed boy lying fast 

asleep, and his face all swollen with 

orying. 
The next instant he wae awake and 

telling papa he was so hungry, and he 

had found one nest of birds, and, when 

he tried to find his way home, he could 
not. As his father held him iu his 

arms and started for the long tramp 

back, two big tears fell on the curly 

head, as he thought of what would 

have happened if it had not been for 

Rover. 
a 

Queer Things in Animal Life, 

The greyhound runs by sight only. 

This 1s a fact. Tne carrier pigeon flies 

hundreds of miles homeward by eye- 

sight, noting from point to point ob- 

jects that he has marked. This is only 

cojecture. The dragun fly, with 12,- 

000 lerses in his eye, darts from angle 

to angle with the rapidity of a flashing 
s vord, and as rapidly darts back, nct 

t wraing in the air, but with a clash re- 

versing the action of his four wings 

and instantaneously calculating the 

distance of the objects, or he would 

dash himself io pieces. But in what 

conformation of the eye does this pow- 
er consist { No one cin answer, 

Ten thousand mosquitoes cance up 

and dowp in the sun, with the minutes 

nterval them ; yet no one 

knocks another headlimg on‘ the grass 

or breaks a leg or a wig, long and 
delicate as they are. Suddenly a 

peculiar, high shouldered, vicious crea- 

ture, wilh long and penden" nose 
darts out of the rising and falling 

cloud, and, settling on your cheek, in- 

s:rts a poisonous st ng. Whit pos 
sessed the little wretch to do tus! 
Did he sm ll your blood while he was 

dancing ? No one knows. 

A carriage comes suddenly upon 

het ween 

some geese in a narrow road and 

drives straight through the flock. A 
| goose was never yet fairly run over, 

nor a duck, They are und r the very 
wheels and hoofs, and yet they con 

rv: to Ap and waldln afl off 

Why does the lonely woodpecker, 

when he descends from his tree and 

goes to drink, stop several times on 
his way and listen and loek around be- 

fore he takes his draught? No one 
knows. How is it that the species of 

an ant which is taken in battle by 

other ants to be made slaves, should 

be the black or negro ant ? No one 
knows. 

The power of judging the actual 

danger and the free and easy boldness 

that results from it, are by no means 

uncommon. Many birds seem to have 

a correct notion of a gun's range, and 

are scrupulously careful to keep be- 

yond it. The most obvious resource 

would be to fly right away out of sight 

and hearing, but this they do not 

choose to do. 

A naturalist of Brazil gives an ac- 

count of an expedition that he has 

made to one of the islands of the 

Amazon to shoot spoonbills, ibisee, 

and other magnificent birde which are 

abuudant there. His design was com- 

pletely baffled, by a wretched little 

sandpiper, which preceded him, con- 

tinually uttering his tell-tale cry, 
which at once aroused all the birds 

within hearing. Throughout the day 

did this individual bird continue its 

self-imposed duty of sentinel to others 

effectually preventing the approach 

of the hunter of the game, and yet 

managing to keep out of the range of 

his gun. — Philadelphia Press. 
— etl > —— 

The Power of Appetite. 
en ee 

A few years ago a a noted wild beast 

trainer gave a performance with his 

pets in one of the leading London the- 

aters. He took his lione, tigers, leop- 

ards and hyenas through their part of 

the entertainment, awing the audience 

by his wonderful nerve and his control 
over them. As a closing ast to the 

performance, he was to introduce an 

enormous boa constrictcr, thirty-five 

feet long. He had bought it when it 

was only two or three days cld, and 

twenty-five years he had handled it 

daily,so that it was considered perfect- 

ly harmless and completely under his 

control. He had seen it grow froma 
tiny reptile, which he had often car- 

ried in his bosom, into a fearful mon- 

ster. The curtain rises on an Indian 

woodland scene. The wild strains of 

an oriental band steal through the 

trees. A rustling noise is heard, and 
a huge serpent is seen winding its way 

through the undergrowth. It stops. 

Its head is eract. Its bright eyes 

sparkle. Tts whole body seems ani- 

mated. A man emerges from the 

heavy foliage, and their eyes meet. 
The serpent quails before the man— 

man is victor. The serpent is under 

the control of a master. Under his 

guidance and direction 1t performs a 

series of frightful feats. At a signal 

from the man it slowly approaches him 

and begins to coil its heavy folds 

around bim. Higher and higher do 

they rise, until man and serpent seem 
blended into one. Its hideous head is 

reared aloft above the masses. The 

man gives a little scream, and the 

audience unite in a thunderous burst 

lips. The trainer's scream was a wail 

of death agony. Those cold, slimy 

folds had embraced him for the last 

time. They had crushed the life out 

of him, and the horror-stricken andi- 

ence heard bone after bone crack, as 

those powerful folds tightened upon 

him. Man's plaything had become 

his master. His slave for twenty-five 

years had enslaved him. In this hor- 

story of intemperance. The man who 

has taken che first glass of intoxicating 

liquor has the boa of intemperance in 

his bosom. If he throttles the mon- 

ster now, it is easily done. But if he 

permits it to live, feeds and nourishes 

it, he may control it for even twenty- 

five years; but it is continually grow- 

ing, and some day its soul-destroying 

folds will encircle his soul and bear it 

t» those regions woe ‘where the 
worm dieth not and the fire is not 

quenched.” The unchangeable decre- 

of Almighty God is: ‘No drunkard 

shall enter the kingdom of God.'— 
Bible Tea:her. 

“Take 'em, Jack.’ 

A very pleasing incident occured on 

one of our busy streets during te 

heated term —pleasing because of the 
unselfish spirit 1t displayed. 

of 

It was » fariguingly h «t day and only 
whose bus ness nece-sipated 

were found upon the serching o'rsets. 

Presently a 1ttle newshoy appeared 

insight, He was no a'ert and bustl- 
ing as is tie ideal newsboy ; on the 

Lthosn 

coutrary, he .moved along as though 

ech step he took wis painful to him 

Meeting an acquaintance, he stopped 
to exchange greetings under the 

friendly shade of an awning. 
‘What's the matter with you t»-day, 

Jack ? You get along "bout as fast as 

a snail,’ 

‘3H» wml? Ton, I gurss, Tim Ragan, 

fynr "et wr fu'l of h'isters walk 

of applause, but it freezes upon their |; 

rible incident is portrayed the whole | 

ing on the hot sidewalk. Every time 
I put a foot down it's like to set me 
crying,’ the other answered. 
Tim looked down at the bare feet 

in question, and glanced at his own 
encased in a pair of shoes that had 
certainly seen duty, but which still 
afforded protection from the heat of 
the dazzling pavements. Quick as 
a flash he dropped down on a step,and 
the next moment was holding out his 
shoes to Jack. 

‘Here, you can wear them till to- 
morrow. My feet ain't blistered. 
Take 'em Jack ; it's all right.’ And 
away he went crying ‘Three o'clock,’ 
at the top of his voice, seemirgly un- 

conscious that he had just pertormed 
a brave deed. 

—————— 

Dora and Her Ring. 

As little D ra was feeding some birds 
out of her window,a pretty ring slipped 

from her finger and fell, and nobody 
could find it. She felt very « r.y, for 

the ring had been given to her by her 

grandmamma. It was too large for 

her; and she put it on only once in a 

while, and then would lay it away. 

Somebody said, ‘How foolish for her 

to feed the birds I" One day, three or 

four weeks after she lost the ring, 

Dota thought she would look for it 

again; and she found in the bushes be- 

neah her window a bird’s-nest, and, 

ing in, saw five little birds. The 

er-bird flew around so wildly that 

thought she would wait till some 

r day to look at the little baby- 

8. But she only got a peep now 

and then, for the mother-bird kept 

wah 7 as if she feared somebody 

waild re’ her nest. But one day in 
July, when all was still, Dora stood 

tigoe and gized into the nest. The 

bigls had lived. It was her own 

ious ring, which had fallen into the 

it | She never lost it again, and 

shi was always glad that she fed the 

bits. — Little Men and Women. 
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All Sorts. 

i—'* You sell cracked eggs at half 

ney, do you not 7” Clerk : *‘Yes'm: 

always make a 50 per cent. reduc- 
on cracked goods. Anything else 

t¢day ? ” Customer : ** Yes : you may 

me a dollar's worth of cracked 

eat, and here's your fifty cents.” 

—— 

“A Thousand Thanks.” 

v. M. E. Siple, of Whitevale,Ont., 

ites, July 24th, 1894 : —*‘I had suf- 

f¢ed indescribable torture for two 

yjars or more, that is at times, from 

djspepeia. Fearful pain and load in 

mach, pain between shoulders, and 

sation as of being pulled right in 

0, in small of back. I dieted, used 

stent medicines, and different doc- 

dr's medicines, all to no use. Your 

4. D. C., third dose, completely re- 

ibved me, and four bottles, I believe, 

Wve cured me. A thousand thanks I 

$n study, preach, and do my work 

yw with energy and satisfaction, as of 

| Did he marry the girl who could 

gaint things on crockeryware? No; 

He married one who could cook things 

to put into crockeryware. 

| When so many people are taking 

and deriving benefit from Hood's Sar- 

gaparilla. why don’t you try it your: 

'gelf ? 1t is highly recommended. 

| A ton of steel made up into hair 

gprings when in watches is worth 
nore than twelve and one-half times 
the value of the same weight in pure 

‘gold, 

‘George !" she screamed : ‘my neck!’ 

‘What's the matter !" ‘There's a pilla- 

catter'—‘A what? ‘A tapekiller’— 

‘What in the world do you mean? 

‘On, dear !" she moaned, as she clutch- 

ed him frantically, ‘a kitterpaller ! 

‘You know, George! A patterkiller! 

‘Oh ?" said George, with evident re- 

relief; and he proceeded to brush the 

future butterfly away. 

Some people are more worried about 

a mole on the countenance than a 

millstone on the conscience. 

You need not cough all night and 
dieturb your friends; there is no occa- 
gion for yo» running the risk of con- 
rracting infl immation of the lungs or 

consumption, while you can get Bickle's 
Anti-Consumptive Syrup- This medi- 
cine cures coughs, colds, inflammation 
of the lungs and all throat and chest 
troubles, It promotes a free and easy 
cxpeetoration, which immediately re- 

liaves the throat and lungs from viscid 

phlegm. 

REASONS FOR SUCCESS. 

The success of Norway Pine Syr 
48 a care for coughs, colds, asthu 
bronchitis and all throst and Iu 
rronbles is due to the fact that it 
the best and pleasantest remedy e 
discovered, and hecause i's acto 

prompt and certain, 
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Influence. 

A man’s influence lives forever. He 
dies, is buried, and goes to his reward; 
but his influence is left behind to work 
on; and it will build up or wreck lives 
down through the coming ages accord- 
ing as it is good or bad. ‘‘Gather up 
my influence and bury it with me,” 
were the dying words of a wrecked 
young man to his weeping friends. 
How his request startled them, and 
lacerated their bleeding hearts with a 
deeper agony? How impossible to 
comply with his request. By livin 
as he had lived he had created a work- 
ing force which only the Omnipotent 
could annihilate ; and God does not 
annihilate. 

W. T. STEAD, the editor of the Re. 
view of Reviews, In speaking at the 
Grindelwald Conference upon *‘The 
Relations of the Church to the Press,’ 
used this characteristically strong 
language: ‘‘I am a revivalist preach- 
er and not a journalist by nature. My 
ideal has always been, and my suc- 
cesses have been, dominated by that 
revivalist preacher idea. When you 
are writing an article about which you 
are in earnest, make it plain what you 
are driving at. Print it in the clearest 
type, so that the greatest idiot who 
buys your paper can understand it. 
Wind it up and bring it home to every 
man. Thou art the man who has got 
to do it, and you will be damned if 
you do not.” 

Professions] Cards. 
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NEW GOODS 
—N 

kentleman’s Depar iment 
27 KING STREET. 

NA Long Scarfs, Silk Handkerchiels 
Made-up Scarfs, Pongees, Braces 

Erench Braces, Ru Straps Jourier Bags 
Dressing Gowns Zloves, Marino Shirs 
sad Drawers. 

IN GTOOK w= 

ENGLISH ALL-LINEN COLLARS 
the ‘atest stvles snd tk ‘‘ Deris 
oir Turn-Down) and THE 

WELL , Paper, Standing 
COLLARS’ 

MANC HE: TR 
ROBERTSOR 

& ALLISON 

DOOR CHECK, 
We have in stoek one of the 

checks ever madeup to date, you can ad- 
just it so as to close the door every time without a slam, it ie complete. x 
We have one on our own store door and 

pun on the People's Bank door for inspec 
on. 
Every store on front street should have 

one. 

best door 

For sale only by 
R. CHESTNUT «4 SONS 

BOARDERS WANTED 
RS. WM. DOWNEY, Proprietre of the EUREKA HOUSE, corne 

ing and Westmorland streets, is prepare 
supply good board with large pleasa 
oms to Lady Normal School Soude 
e can also «cr mmodate aw transie 

~ a. 

G.H. COBURN, M, 0,, 
Physician and Su eon 

143 Kine St.,—BELOW ORK 

REDERICTON, - 

D. M'LEOD VINCE, 
BARRISTER-AT LAW 

NOTARY PUBLIC, etc 

WODSTOCK, N. B, 

Dr.F. W. Barbour, 
Operative and Mechanical Dentist 

Queen St., (Opp. Normal School, 
. Frederic «n. 

Sole Licensee for Hale Method 
of Painless Extraction. 

Orrick. Hours : 9.30 a. Mm. to 12/., 
2 to 5.30 and 7 to 8.30 ».m. : 

Telephone 49. Residence Tel 139 

CLIFTON HOPSE. 
74 Princess & 148 Germage Sts, 

SAINT JOHN N.B 

A. N. PETERS, PROPAETOR. 

TELEPHONE COMMUNICATEN. 

HEATED By STEAM 1 HRQGHOUT 

[Lately associated yh James A, 
VanWart,§. C.] 

BARRISTER, ATTORNEY: NOTARY PUBLIC 
FREDERIGON, N. B. 

Office ;: Opp. City 

W ANT" HD, 

5,000 JOUNC MEN. 

To form fing habits by buying one of 
the ANNEY BONDS sold > the 
ONTARIFUTUAL LIFE (Co. 

rates etc., address 
KE. M. SIPPRELL 

St John, N, B., 

NOW SHOVELS. 

J 
sal 

eived 2, doz. Sn>w Shovels, for 

Wholesale : n1 Retail 
JAMES S. NEILL 

Nursery Stock, 
special varities, both in fr 
tals to offer, which are co 
us, 

ers, Ask your grocer for it, 

New Goods 
a () ~—— 

JAMES R. HOWIE. 
PRACTICAL TAILOR. 

1 BEG toinform my numerous patron 
that I have just opened out a ver 

large and well-selected stock of NEV 
SPRING CLOTHS, consisting of Eaglish 
8co h and Canadian Tweed Suitings, Fie 
Cocrew »rc Diagonal Suitings, Ligh 

and Dark Fp-ing Overcoatings, snd all 
latest decigmv and patterns in Fang 
Trousering tr>m which I am prepared § 
make - Irn FIRST CLASS STYLE, accordip 
to the latest New York Spring and Sew, 
mer Fashions, and guarantee to give en: fp 
satisfaction. 

& PRICES MODERATE. =a 

MEN'S FURNISHING LtPARIMER] 
My stock of Mens’ Furnishing 
cannot be excelled. It oomalots aé He’ and Soft Hats of English and Amery make, in all the noveltiesand Staple Sty for Spring Wear. White and Rega hirts, Linen Collars, Silk Hardkerchists Braces, Merino Underwear, Hosiery and ows ong oc rg rv ent of Fancy Ties an saris, in a e latest patt ; and American designs. Dn 
&F Rubber Clothing a specialty 

Jag R Eowie. 
192 Queen St., Fredericton, 

June 20. 

900 
Teachers 
a8 NEW AND POPULAR STANDARD 0BOOK 
Testimony of 19 Centun 

SALARY and Commission 
* to Agents, Menand Wmen, 
and Clergymen to introduce 

ries est 
of Nazareth. - 

The most remarkable religious book of 
the age, written by 300 eminent scho- 
lars, Non-sectarian. 
wants it. Exclusive territor x ory given, Apply to Tee Henny Birr Pusriss. 
ING Co., Norwich, Conn. 

Every Christian 

Agents to sell our cho ice a d We and hardy 
have many new 
ult and ornamen- 
ontrolled only by We pay commission or salary, Write us at once fc terms, and sec vhoto erliory ’ ecure choice of 

M\Y BROUHERS N \rierym 

The Latest Thing 
CHOICE TEAS 

“Dragon Blend” 

Put up in handsome 31b canis 

Wholsale only by 

A.F.Randolph & Son NN& oY Whe “Co 
Scie” Aerich: 

ATEN 
VIRGINIA FARM FOR SALE 
800 Acres. land lays well, We! 

Large amount of hard wood qo wained | d er; Dear i Eieoed- Dwelling and outbuildings, 
A pamphlet of information and ai. / bv only I'IVE THOUSAND DOLLARS, Good siraci o the laws, showing How to title. Write for free Catalogue Obtain Patents, Caveats, ') rade, A 

; p B. R. CHAFFIN &C).. Ri . y 1 ’)., Richmond Va, 

— 7 5 
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