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ELIG1OUS INTELLIG ENCEK

Lost, A Boy.
He went from the old home hearthstone
Only two years ago,
A lavghing, w llicking fellow
It wou d do you good to know ;
Since then we have not seen him,
And we say, with a nameless pain,
The bo: that we knew and loved so
We thall never see again.

One bearing the name we gave him
Comes home to us to-day,

But thisi= not the dear fellow
We kissed and sent away.

Tall as the man he calls father,
With a man’s look in his face,

Iz he who takes by the hearthstone
The lost boy's olden place.

We miss the laugh that made mueic
Wherever the lost boy went ;

This man has a smile wost winsome,
His eyes have a grave intent ;

We know ke is thinking and planning
His way in the world of men,

And we cannot help but love him,
But we long for our boy again.,

We are proud of this manly fellow
Who comes to takes his place,
With bints of the vanishiog boyhood
In his earnest, thoughtful face ;
And yet comes back the longing
For the boy we must henceforth miss,
Whom we sent away from the hearthstone
Forever with a kiss,
— Exchange.
———e—————

Gifts of the Animals.

‘I have a new game for you,’ said
Aunt Bella to the children one rainy
day. ‘You must sit in a row upon
your little benches, and I will ask you
questions. That does not sound very
amusing, does it? But you will grow
interested after a while, and the one
who answers the most questions shall
order lunch for the party. I shall
begin at once, and not waste time.
Polly, have you - anything that the
animals gave you ?

‘Yes,’ said Polly, promptly. ‘I've
got a scwatch wight on my arm that
my pussy gave me when I wouldn’t let
her drink my milk.’ And she rolled
up the sleeve of her apron to show it
They all laughed, and then Polly cried.

Then they kissed her, and Aunt
Bella said :—

‘No one laughed at the scratch,
Polly ; and you shall have another
question. Try to think of something
nice, something that you like to have,
that an animal gave you.’

‘Not a single fwing,’ said Polly.

*Think, Polly,” said Aunt Bella.
What have you got on your feet ?

‘Shoes and stockings. My yamb’s
wool stockings and my brown kid
shoes,’ said Polly, kicking her feet.

‘Well, Polly, the little, white lambs
gave you the wool off their backs for
the stockings, and the pretty kids gave
their skins for the shoes.’

‘Oh !’ cried Polly. ‘I never frought
of tat ! So tey did.’ Then she laughed,
and the others felt they might, too ;
and Aunt Bella continned :—

‘Now the rest must answer in their
turn, only they must not tell of the
same gifts Polly has told of. What
have the quadrupeds or birds or fish or
Insects given you, Tom ¥

‘Well,” said Tom, with his hands in
his pockets, ‘the tallor said my suit
was ‘strictly all wool,” so the sheep
must have given me that, and my hat,
too ; and oh, an alligator gave me my
shoes,—alligator skin, they are. And
I've got a knife in my pocket thata
shell-fish gave me—the handle for it,
at least, because it's mother-of -pearl,
and that is the lining of a shell and—1
guess that's all I remember just now.’

‘Now, Tilley,” said Aunt Bella.

‘Oh, said Tilley, ‘I am under obli-

gations to the sllkworms for my dress ;-

for it is made of Japanese silk. And
a tortoise gave me my hairpin. And
in my pocket 1 have something a little
blind mole gave me,—a moleskin
purse. I suppore some animal with
horns gave me these little red buttons,
for I think they are bone.’

‘An avimal gave them to you,' said
Aunt Bella, ‘butin a very carious way.
Those buttons are made of bullock’s
blood. There is a great factory n
some part of the country where they
take all the blood that is gathered
from the places where they slaughtar
beef, and tarn it iato something like
bone, of which they make buttons and
buckles and combs and breast-pins and
lots of ttings. You may know them

by their red color. Very few people
guess whar it is.’

‘Now, Fanny ?

‘A seal gave me my cap and muff
and collsr,” said Fanny; and the
feathers in my hat an ostrich gave me,
Oh, T have a little snake-ekin pocket-
book 1"

‘And you, Lilly ?" asked Aunt Bella.

‘Oh, a monkey gave me my cape and
muff,’ said Lilly ; and a kid gave me
ny gloves.

‘Now, I am going to ask you all to
look about the room. and see what
treatures have helped to furnish it.’

‘Of course, sheep have, for there is
'{ool in the carpet,’ said Fanny ; “and
Silk-worms for the curtains have silk
in them,’

‘Oh, and horses,’ said Tom ; ‘for
there is a horse-hair sofa.’

‘An elephant helped,’ said Tilly.
‘Oh, yes, and a camel, not exactly in
farpishing, but as to pretty things,
The portfolio on the desk is made of
camel's skin, and the paper-knife is
ivory ; and ivory is made from an
elephant’s tusks.’

‘Oh,’ said Tom, ‘we’ve forgotten the
big black bear who gave us that rug,—
though he lies there, head and claws
and all,—and the little white goat that
2ave us that small rug.’

'Oh.’ laughed Fanny, ‘the roosters !
What did the rooster give us ? 1 know,
Does any one else I’

‘The feather duster, of course,’ said
Tilly ; ‘and a peacock gave us his tail
for that screen.’

‘A deer tock off his head and antlers
80 that we could have that rack that
holds grandpa's rifle.’ said Tom. ‘For
my part, I cannot see another thing
that the birds and beast and insects
and reptiles gave us.’

‘I do,’ said Aunt Bella. *Isee some-
thing that really and truly belongs to
a duck. I do not suppose she intended
to give it to us. I know she did not.
in fact. But here it is.’

‘A duck! cried all the children,
looking about. ‘Where is anything a
duck gave ua ?

‘Under Pollys head,” said Aunt
Bellia.

‘That little cushion ? queried Tom.
‘I thought that was silk.’

‘There is eider-down inside of it,’
said Aunt Bella. ‘When the eider-
duck makes her nest, she lines it with
down from her own breast. The
down-hunters know that, and come in
the night and steal it. The poor little
duck is very sorry to find it gone ; but
she pulls out more down, and makes
the feather bed over again for the
duck babies who are to come out of her
big, green eggs. And once more the
hunters come and steal it. Bat she
will have the ducklings comfortable,
and she pulls all the down from her
breast this time. They let her keep
that ; and the poor little duck, with
her breast bare and bleeding, 1s still
glad that her babies are warm.’

‘Oh, poor little mamma duck !" said
Polly, crying. ‘Take back the poor
duck’s fevvers !’

‘Don’t cry, Polly,’” said Aunt Bella.
‘All her feathers grew again, no doubt;
and she has made lots of nests for lots
of little ducks since then.’

And then, as they were all ready for
lanch, they had it,—cocoa and jam
tarte and tongue sandwiches, and
plenty of buns and plain cake.,— New
York Ledger.
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A Cheap Price.

‘Hey, Dick, Dick Morris!" called
Tom Folger from across the street,
‘Don’t you want to go out to Cousin
Jim’s with me? Father says I can
have the horse this afternoon.’

Of course Dick wan*ed to go. What
boy would decline a five mile drive on
a supurb September afternoon, especi-
ally when there was a prospective good
time at che end of it !

‘I’ve never been ount to your Cousin
Jim's ; where does he live? asked
Dick as they started.

‘On the plankroad, about a mile be-
yond the tollgate.’

‘Then 1 must be getting some to'l
ready ; four cents each way ; lsn’t it ?’

‘Yes, and it’'s too much for such a
little way. ['lltell you what, let’s run
the toll-gate ; it will be prime fan.’

Dick hesitated a little, but Tom was
the older and leading spirit of the two,
and when they drew up at the little
white house, in front ot which was
raised the long wooden tar, Tom drew
out a ten-dollar bill that he bad taken
from his father's desk before starting,
because, as he told Dick, it looked
large to have the money to show, and
assured the man in charge that they
had nothing less. ‘But we are coming
back this way in two or three hours,
and we may get the bill broken by that
time ; at any rate we will settle with
you then.’ The old keeper looked a
little doubtful, but small change hap
pened to be low that afternoon, and he
decided to trust the word of the two
bright, pleasant-faced lads.

‘It wouldn't do to run past now,’
chuckled Tom, ‘because we must go
back this way, but just wait till then !

Aun enj yable afternoon followed,
what the boys called the best kind of a
time, and dusk was gathering when the
old toll-gate keeper, looking up the
road, saw again the gray horse and
boyish drivers. Very leisurely they
trotted along, and the old man took a
step or two nearer 50 as to be ready for
them as they came opposite. Tow,
who was driving made a motion as if
to stop, and put his fiogers to his vest
pocket, when Dick struck the nervous

gray with his whip, and away they'

went before the old man had time to
drop the gate, the swift-falling hoofe
and derisive laughter growing fainter
and fainter in the distance,

Once st home a half-conscious feel-
ing kept Dick silent in regard to the
exploit. Tom, however, was troubled
with no such scruples, and not 1 ng
after when in at Dick’s one evening, he

referred to the ‘good joke’ they played
on the old toll-gate keeper.

‘What joke ” asked Dick's sister
Floy.

‘Why, when we ran the toll-gate ;
didn’t Dick tell you ? and he gaily re-
counted the story, adding with a laugh,
‘You ought to have seen the old man
with his mouth and eyes both open as
he etood looking after us.’

Dick’s father had paused in his read-
ing to listen.

‘Did you tell your father of this ?
he asked when Tom had finished.

‘Why yes.’

‘And what did he say 7'

‘O, he laughed, that was all.’

‘Well,’ said Mr. Morris, gravely, ‘I
think that you eold yourselves pretty
cheap. Dick, I supposed that my son
rated his word and honor at a higher
price than eight cents. I certainly
hope that he will in the future.’

Dick hunag his head in the light of
his father's words. The act seemed so
pitifully small that he wondered how
he ever could hava thought it funny.
And Tom, though he laughed it off,
soon made an excuse for leaving.

‘I do not think I care to have Tom
a8 an especial friend of Dick’s,’ said
Mr. Morris to his wife that night when
they were left alone. ‘A boy whose
génse of honor and honesty is ng
higher, is not a boy whose influence
and companionship I desire for mine.’

Twelve years had gone by, and Dick
and Tom, grown to be young men,
were each holding a position of trust
and responsibility. Tt was another
September morning snd the Morris
family had gathered for breakfast.
Mrs. Morris was glancing over the
morning paper that had just been
brought in, when she gave a startled
exclamation,

‘What is it ¥’ asked Dick, who had
just enteread.

‘Why, Tom Folger has disappeared
and an examination shows him to be a
defaulter to a large amount. Dick’s
boy friend who used to be here so
much. Such a bright and pleasant
boy ; I am so sorry and so surprised !’

‘I am sorry,’ answered her husband,
‘but 1 am not sarprised. Do you
remember the little incident of Tom
and Dick running the toll-gate ? After
that I checked their intimacy, and
from that day to this I have been
afraid for Tom. Isaw in that act that
he lacked a high sense of honesty, and
when he said that his father laughed at
it, I also saw that his home training
and influence were never going to
make it higher. And when a bcy has
a low perception of truth and honor,
and puts but a light value on his word,
there is grave reason to fear for his
fatare.’— Christian Intelligencer.

D e ay —
Story of the Boy Disciple.

I think I would like to have about
twenty quarts of blackberries,” an-
nounced Dora one morning at the
breakfast table, in her most house-
keeping voice.

What for? demanded John, who
hated picking blackberries for any
purpoee other than to put them black
and soit into his own month. He liked
them 8o ripe that they dropped off the
bush as soon as they were touched.
He said he did not want to pick them,
but only gava them a gentle hint.

Then, propounded his father, why
are boys like unripe blackberries.

Because they need more than a
gentle hint, answered John, sagely. 1
would like to stand by and see Dora
pick her own twenty quarts of black-
berries.’

I think you would have the hardest
time of it, said his father, idleness is
the toughest kind of work for an ener.
getic boy.

Was he that? [Enaergetic? Joha
could work a moath on the remem-
brance of such praise.

Do you want them
asked eagerly.

Thie very morning, for jam.

I know where to go: up in the
sprouts. They are thick there.

That's why I acked you to whistle
when you went after the cows, laughed
Dora; if your mouth was full of
whistle, | knew it couldn’'t be full of
blackberries, and | want those black-
berries,

Jobn needs a trainer like the ancient
Fgyptian, said his father ; he trained
the lion to hunt and leave the prey
uneaten ; he himse!f would return to
his master, and the trained cac wouid
fetch the uuwounded bird from the
thickets of the Nile.

Hurrah for the lion and the cat !
said John. And the Christian boy,
said his father.

John's face flashed deep red, and
how his heart did beat ! Did his father
know that he was trying *o be a
Christian boy ?

Not that it is wrong for you to eat
bisckberries as you pick them, his
father added, fearing the boy was hurt
and ashamed ; but it would be a grand
thicg for a boy to learn v deny him.
self for the sake of his Master, as did
the lion and the cat, for theirs.’

to-day ! he

Jonn remembered Dora’s pie that he
had stolen ; he was afraid he never did
deny himself,

Bat blackberries don’t count, he
sald, aloud. I wish I knew some real
thing to deny myself in.

His father laughed as he pushed his
chair back from the table.

You will find something if you live
long enough, he said.

But I'd rather be told, said John.

One thing that you fina out for your-
self is worth ten that you are told, was
his father's quick reply.

I suppose you would like the black-
berries to.day, said John, an hour
after breakfast.

His enthusiasm for picking twenty
quarts had died out, and he had beguy,
again to hate the work.

Very much, returned Dora, brightly.
She had been afraid his zeal wouldn't
last ; it was usually rather short-lived.
To-morrow will be the pic-nic, and I
want to go ; I didn't go laet year. To-
day is the only day I can do this work.

Jchn's bare toe dug into the rag
carpet. Sam Fleet had asked him to
goto-day for a ride to Lake Hopatcong
on his father's canal boat, and both
their fathers had said the boys might
go.

But Dora didn’t go to the pic-nic
last year—and this might be the last
of the blackberries, while we could go
next week on the canal boat. Baut, O,
how he did want to go to-day. It was
such a splendid day for canal boata—
ard blackberries.

Then he remembered the lion and
the cat. What a shame if a Christian
boy couldn’t be as self-denying as a lion
or a cat !

He had found something to do for
his Master, withoat living very long ;
and he did it ; nat like the lion or a
cat, but like a Christian boy.— Morning
Star.

———— - G
A Boy ,Not a Lawyer, Wanted:

A gentleman who owned a farm told
a friend one day that he needed a boy
to work about his place. The friend
expressed a wish that he would find
one scon. In afew days the gentle-
man went again to his friend and said:

I have just got a boy, and hope he
will be a good one.

About a week later he was asked
how his boy was getting along. He
replied :

| haven't any boy.

Why, the friend said, you told me
last week that you had one.

I thought I had, but I found I was
mistaken. When I told him to do
anything a certain way he would say,
Haan’t I better do it this way ? or
when he was doing one thing and I
told him to doanother he would reply,
Hadn't I better finish this first? I
want a boy who will do as I tell him,
and not a lawyer to instruct me ; so I
sent him away.

———

All Sorts.

A seven-year old girl was asked
what she thought was a boy’s delight.
She replied, girls. Her questioner ex-
pe.ted her to say pie.

Puorify your blood with Hood's
Sarsaparilla, which will give youn an
appetite, tone vyour
strength your nerves.

stomach and

Jamie, called ou: his mother, sharp-
ly, you've been loafing all day. Satan
always finds some work fcr idle hands
todo, Take this basket and bring in
some kindlings.

A hacking cough keeps the bronchial
tubes in a state of constant irritation,
which, 1f not speedily removed, may
lead to chronic bronchitis. No promp-
ter remedy cam be found than Ayer's
Cherry Pectoral. Its effect is immedi-
ate and the result permanent.

A collector of bad debts who lives in
a New Jersey town drives a horse ov r
which is thrown a sheet bearing the
inscription * Thais horse stops only in
front of houses whose inmates are bad
pay.

Which is worse, imprisonment for
hfe or a life-lo ng diseare, like scrofula
for example? The former, certainly,
would be preferable were itnot that
Ayer's Sarsaparilla can always come to
the rescue and give the poor sufferer
health, strength and happiness.

The ground under the city of San
Salvador is full of caverns of unknown
depths. A man was digging a well
there, The last stroke he gave with
his pick the bottom fell out, and he
and his pick fell through, nobody
knows where.

Kvery experience of your life, my
friend, said the tolemn-faced visitor at
the jail, is for you to make the right
use of it. Utter no complaint, bear
your punishment in ailence. Take
things as you find them. 1 allus do,
said the dejected vagabond behind the
b:rs. That's how I got here.

A Clever Dog.

The London Spectator tells the fol-
lowing story :

A collie in Scotland, whom I know
well, is in the habit of fetching from
his master's room slippers, cap, keys,
or anything he is sent for. One day,
sent on the usual errand, he did not
reappear. His master followed, and
found that the door of the bedroom
had blown to and that the dog was a
prisoner. Some days later he was
again told to fetch something ; and, as
the wind was high, his master, after a
few minutes, delay, followed him. He
found him in the act of tixing the door
firmly back with the door mat, which
he had rolled for the purpose, and,
having taken this precaution, the prud-
ent animal proceeded to look for the
slippers. This same collie, when
walking with me, ran on in front and
rang the gate-bell of the house to
which 1 was going, so that I had not
to wait when I arrived there.

RV TR ST el

Nearly as Bad.

——

what we have heard to
another’s disadvantage is not so bad as
starting a slander withoat provocations

but it is next to it. Slanders do more
harm through being repeated by those
who just tell what they have heard
than being first told by the one who
invented them. If a slanderer could
find no one to pass along his slanders
without being sure as to their truth or
falsity, he would have no saoccess in his
occupation. Where nowood is there the
fire goeth out; so where there is no tale-
bearer the strife ceaseth, Before we
tell anything to another’s discredit we
should first know (not merely think) it
is true, and then we should be sure
that good is to come of its repeating.
Evil is wrought by want of thought,
As well as want of heart,

Telling

— Selected.

A Dinner Pill.—Many persons suffer
excruciating agony after partaking of
a hearty dinner. The food partaken of
is like a ball of lead upon the stomach,
and instead of being a healthy nutri-
ment it becomes a poison to the sys-
tem. Dr. Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills
are wonderful correctives of such
trountles. They correct acidity, open
the secretions and convert the food
partaken of into healthy nutriment.
They are just the medicine to take if
tronbled with Indigestion or Dyspepsia.

The Dinner Bell.

The dinner bell has ne charms for a
dyepeptic or bilious person. To enjoy
your food, avoid dyspepsia and have
healthy action of the liver, use Laxa-
Liver Pilis, small, sure, never gripe.
One pill after a too hearty meal re-
moves all ill-eftacts. They cure in-
digestion and give good appetite.

Totally Deaf. —Mr. S. E. Crandell,
Port Perry, writes: ‘I contracted a
severe cold last wiater, which resulted
in my becoming totally deaf i» one
ear and partially so in the other.
After trying various remedies, and
consulting several doctors, without
obtaining any relief, I was advised to
try Dr. Thomas' Eclectric 0Oil. 1
warmed the Oil and poured a little of
it into my ear, and before one-half the
bottle was used my hearing was com-
pletely restored. 1 have heard of
other cases of deafness being cured by
the use of this medicine.

r}lrdirssnm—al Qﬁiian. b

C. H. COBURN M )
Physician and Surgeon

143 KinG Sr.,—BELOW YORK

FREDERICTON, . B

DR. ATHERTON.

Late Lecturer on surgery, Women’s
Medical College, Toronto, and Sargeon to
St. John’s Hospital for Women, Toronto,
has resumed practice in Fiedericton, N. B

H. F. McLEDD, B. A.

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
CONVEYANCER &c.

Money to Loan on Real Estate secrrity
CHesTUTS BUILDING Orp, Ciry HALL.
FREDERICION, N. B.

D. MLEOD VINCE,
BARRISTER-AT LAW
NOTARY PUBLIC, ete

WOODSTOCK, N, B.

CLIFTON HOUSE,

74 Princess & 148 Germain Sts.
SAINT JOHN, N.B

A. N. PE ERS, PROPRIETOR.

-~ —

TELEPHONE COMMUNICATION,
HEATED B8y STEAM LHROUGHOUT

Arthur R, Slipp, LL.B.

Barrister, Solicitor,

Notary Public. Ete.
P. 0. BOX 402, FREDERICTON, N. B

$5800 00 to loan on mortgage security at J
Owest rates of mterest,

R

DiaRRHCEA
DYSENTERY
Couic CrampPs
CHOLERA INFANTUM
wTYard all o2 : ;
%] SUMMER COMPBAINTS IS
75| nChildren afAdults [ieE

= /!?
a~ "_:

NEW GOODS

R §. L—

entleman’s Deparrment

KING STREET.

\T EW Long Sca rfs, Silk Fandk ereh
AN Made-up Scarfs, Pongee:, Brag
French Braces, Rug Straps, Courier Ba
Dressing Gowns 3loves, Merino Sh
and Drawers

e

pRlGE 55C i;)‘“—»‘ %

IN 3TOOK ==

ENGLISH ALL-LINEN COLLARS
the ‘atest stvles smd tfe ‘“ Deris

(P&get, Tarn-Down) and THE
WELL ,Paper, Standing
OOLLARS

MANCHESTER
ROBERTSON

& ALLISO
ST. JOHN, N. B.

SCOTCH FIRE BRICK AND
CLAY.

— —

Just received from Glasgow, two eas
loads square. side arch and end . h Fi
Brick, also Fire Clay. et

JAMES 8. NEILL

JVERY one in need of information
h the subjectof advertising will do weoﬁ
to obtain a copy of “Book for Advertisers

8 pages, price one dollar, Mailed, pos
paid, on receizt of price. Contans s Caree
ful compilatisn from the American News.
paper Directory of all the best papers and
class journals; gives the circulation ra
of every one, and a good deal of informs
tion about rates and other mattors pertain.
xng to the business of advertising. Address
ROWELL'S ADVERTISING BUREAU

Spruce St. N. Y
900 SALARY and Commission

* to Agents,Menand Wmen,
Teachers and Clergymen to introduee
& NEW AND POPULAR STANDARD OBOOK

Testimony of 19 Centuries to L1
of Nazareth. . b

The most remarkable religious book
the age, written by 300 eminent scho.
lars, Non-s.ctarian. Every Christian
wante it, Exclusive territory given,
Apply to THE Hexny Brrg Pusriss.
N6 Co., Norwica, Conx.

WANTED,

Agents to sell our choice and gr
Nursery Stock. We have Iany new
8pecial varities, both in fruit and ornamen.
tals to offer, which are controllei omly by
us. We pay commission or salary, Vgﬂh
us at once fc terms, and secure choice o

territory
MAY BROTHERS. Nurserywen
Rm'imntﬁr_.\Y
The Latest Thi

IN

CHOICE TEAS

——S

"“Dragon Blend”

Put up in handsome 31b canis-
ters, Ask your grocer for it,

Wholesale only by

Do you want a good payin busi
Clean, respectable ﬁnd b%nf»raile. mev%se
know from experience that there is no part
of a canvassers life more agreeable and
profitable than that of soliciting orders for
choice _nursery stock, from the Fonthill
Nurseries of Canada. No capital required
except your own brains and ambition, Fop

articulars, address STONE & WELL

NGTON, Texple Buildiag. Montrea

J. W, BEALL, Manager




