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RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER. 

 Mother’s Boys. window, Jim awoke and saw her sweet | Bat his mistress said: ‘No; goaway. | How to Give Castor Oil to a| Ways of Serving Potatoes. \ 

Le face pale with sleepless watching; a big | Bridget will feed you when she comes Child. Hag 
1 know there are stains on my carpet, lump seemed to rise in his throat; he It seems a pity, when there are so 

pe trace of small mudd
y boots; 

i 1 see your far tapestry glowing, 

|] spotless with blossoms and fruite, 

dT know that my walls are disfgured 

with prints of small fingers and hands, 

d that your own household most 
truly 

p imms culate purity stands. 

4 T kuow that my patlor is lit
tered 

71th many old treasures an
d toys; 

ile your own is in daintiest orde
r, 

rpharmed by the presence
 of boys. 

Ld T krow that my room ‘gs i
nvaded 

Yate boldly all hours of t
he day; 

ile you sit i ycurs unmole
sted 

Apd dream the soft quiet away
 ! 

o. | know there are four little bedsides 

Where I must stand watchful eachnig
ht; 

hile yon can ge out in your carriage
, 

And shine in your dresses so bright. 

w, I think I'm a neat little woman
; 

1 like my house orderly, too; 

‘4 I'm found of all dainty belongings, 

et would not change places with you. 

»! Keep your fair home with its order, 

Its freedom from bother and noise: 

1d keep your own fanciful leieure— 

Put leave me my four noble boys ! 

— Lutheran Evangelist. 

Bi cu —— 

what Jim found in His Pocket. 

It was a great day for Jim Hagen 

hen he went to ba boy of-all-work at 

he Mitchells’ for it was the first time 

y his life that Jim had ever slept in a 

lean bed, or spent twelve hours with- 

at getting a cuff from somebody. 

He was fasc growing up into a wicked 

pan, and seemed likely to end his days 

) the penitentiary, when God gave 

im a chance to do better. 

Mr. Mitchell was crossing Fib’s Alley 

ne day, hunting up some poor people 

e was trying to help, when he saw 

Jim fighting a boy bigger than himself 

o make him give a child back a nickel 

he had grabbed. 

Mr. Mitchell went into the fight 

himself, drove off the bully, gave the 

obbing child her nickel and another, 

nd then turned his attention to Jim. 

or several days he lnquired all around 

he neighborhood about Jim, andevery- 

hing he heard drew him to the boy. 

Not that Jim was anybody's good 

boy; he could not find that he was 

pither honest or truthful, but he was 

brave and kind, and had a sort of 

dogged faithfulness to what was given 

him to do. 
“The image of the Maker is not 

rabbed entirely out from that boy,” 

said Mr. Mitchell to his wife; ‘‘let’s 

give him a trial.’ 

But the first thing they did was to 

give him a bath, which Jim did not 

like any more than a young rooster 

would: then he was fitted out in some 

odd garments of Carter's, and felt him- 

gelf a dude, in spite of the fact that the 

three garments had belonged to three 

different suits, and were somewhat 

ragged about the knees. He was pro: 

mised better clothes if he behaved well 

enough to keep his place. The first 

time that he put his hand down into 

the pocket of his new-old trousers he 

felt something round and hard at the 

bottom. He had never owned a quarter 
in his life, but he knew the feel of it 

In a minute; and having learned to be 

tly, he said nothing to the lady, who 

was turning him around to see if the 

clothes were respectable. 

But the firet minute he had to him- 

self he tied that quarter up in an old 

dirty rag, and swung it by a string 

around his neck, ucder the new-fash- 

loned shirt they had put on him. 

“When they miss thispiece of money 
and come axin’ me forit, I won't know 

nothin’ "tall about it,” said Jim to the 

self he had brought with him from 

Fib's Alley. ‘Pockets doen't tell no 
tales,” 

I have said that Jim was a brave 

boy: he had stood up against oaths and 
threats and blows, and cold and fatigue, 

but there was one force that had never 
been tried on him, and that he did not 

know anything about, and that was 
God and his servants 

Were getting ready for that experiment 

loving kindness. 

now, 

' There were many things in the 
Mitchell's house that surprised and 
delighted Jim, but the thing he had 
the moet hankering after was a highly 
Ornamental pistol, in one of the young 

gentleman's drawers. The pistol ought 
not to have been there, but some young 

men don't cut thier wisdom teeth very 
early, and there it was bright and 
tempting, 

Jim took a look at it every day, and 
Presently began to handle, and cock 

aud aim it, and at last it went of in his 

Tight hand, shattering one of the fingers 
f his left, 
Poor Jim ! The finger had to be cut 

off, and now he had his first taste of 
anguish, 

Mrs. Mitchell sat by his couch, no 
Only during the dreadful operation, no 
only during the long days of pain and 
Bervousness, but straight through the 

night, for fear he might siewp and tear 

fumbled at the neck of his shirt until 

he managed to tear out the quarter, 

wrapped in its dirty rag. 

“If I bad a-known how good you was 
to me, I never would a-took it,” he 

said, putting it in the lady's hand and 

bursting into tears. 

Mrs. Mitchell's tears fell, too. ‘‘My 

boy,” she said, *‘if I tell you One who 

loves you far hetter than I do, and who 

has done unspeakably more for you 
than I ever could, will you not feel that 

way about him, too—that you never 

will grieve him, because he is so good? 
And then she spoke to Jim of the 

Saviour who had died for him, and of 

the love that was now seeking him. 

And so, by this loving-kindness of hers, 

Jim learned to know the **Love divine 

all love excelling.” — Morning Star. 
lll OG - GP 

Effie's Visitor. 

‘Has anybody been here to-day 

mother, while I was gone ? 
Effie had been away all day, since 

breakfast; and now daylight had faded 

out of the sky, and the moon’s ‘silver 

sickle’ was hanging above their heads. 

‘Let me see,’ #aid mother, putting 

on her thinking cap. ‘‘Yes, I have 

had one visitor.’ 
‘Oh ! have you, mother ? Who was 

it? 
‘She did not tell me her name,’ said 

mother, with a quizzical little smile. 

‘Did not tell you her name? How 

very queer ! Where did she come 

from ¥ 
‘She did not say.’ 
‘What did she come to our house 

for 7 
‘Ah! for several reasons. For one 

ching, she cured my headache; she 

brought me a letter from a dear friend; 
she gave me a new hook to read; she 

put a red rore on my table; she finished 

a piece of sewing for me, and gave me 

some sweet new thoughts.’ 

‘What a strange visitor I" marmured 

Effie. ‘Was that all ¥ 

‘No; she wanted me to do many 

things for her. She asked me to make 

broth for a sick girl, to write two letters 

offering to help two people, to pay a 

visit, to make a pudding, and several 
other things.’ 

‘And did you do them for her? 

‘I did some of them, and some I left 

undone. I wish now that I had done 

them all.’ 
‘T would give anything to see her, 

mother. Will she ever come again? 

‘No,’ said mother, ‘she cannot come 

again, because she died at sunset.’ 

‘Died, mother? How dreadful! And 

yet you are emiling. I think you are 

joking somehow— are you ¥ 

‘Not jokine exactly, Effie, dear, but 

I am talking in a little parable which 

I think you can guess when 1 tell you 

that her sister is coming to-morrow at 

sunrise—her twin sister, so like my 

visitor that no one could tell them 

apart, though some of her gifts and 

some of her desires will be different 

from to-day’s guest.’ 

‘You say you don’t know her name, 
mother ¥’ 

‘1 didn't say that. 1 said she did 
not tell me her name. Bat I do know 
it—it is Thursday. 

‘Thursday !" cried Effie laughing: 

“You just mean to-day, then.’ 

‘Yes, to-day.’ 

‘And your visitor to-morrow will be 

named —' 

‘Friday, of course.’ 

Effie was very much amused at the 

idea of the Thursday visitor and the 

Friday visitor; but, when she woke up 

in her little bed the next morning she 

said softly to herself: ‘How do you do, 

Mrs. Friday! I wonder what you 

have brought me to-day ! At any rate, 

I am going to do all the things you ask 

ne, ‘cause you have got to die at sun- 

set, you know, 
And, right away, Mistress Friday 

asked the little girl to get up and dress 

in time for morning prayers.— North- 
western Aduceate. 

smear Pet 

Calling Bridget. 
—_— 

Christopher Columbus is a handsome 

black cat which lives in New York city. 

His mistress is very proud of him, and 

face. He is well taken care of, and 

else in the house. 

gets a saucerful, 

milk, 

early as usual, 

came he knocked several times. 

t 

t | went down herself to take in the milk 

Christopher watched her as she shu 

the kitchen table. 
the bandages from his pocr hand. 

val J he. 

When the first daylight came in the 

down. I muet call her again. She is 

very lazy this morning. 
She went upstairs, and Christopher 

ran up before her. He went all the 
way to the top of the house, where 

Bridget's room was, and finding the 

door ajar he went in. Bridget was 
still In bed. The cat jumped up on 

the pillow, and licked her face until 

she opened her eyes and saw how late 

it was getting. 

I don't know whether Christopher 

kuew that the other folks in the house 

would want their breakfast, but at any 
rate he thought he would wake Bridget 

up to give him his. 

Don’t you think he is a very clever 

at 7— The Examiner. 
mad 

The Way to Excuse. 

A little brown-eyed maid, no taller 

than the] dinner-table, came to her 

mother with her apron wet all down 

the front. 
‘Agnes, Agnes!’ exclaimed the vexed 

mother, ‘you have been to the water- 

cooler again when I told you not to go. 
1 shall be obliged to punish you this 

time.’ 
‘No, mudder,” said the trembling 

little voice, ‘you’ll have to ’scuse me 

this time, ‘cause Lila was av sirsty she 

cried for a drink and nobody was there 

to div it to her but me.’ 

Did you ever find it necessary to give | mM 

a child a dose of castor oil ? Did you 

ever long ior a magic power to force 

the nanreating mixture down the throat 

of the little, obstinate, squalling, 
eputtering youngster f Try administ- 

ering the dose in the form of castor oil 

biscuit or ginger bread and the diffi- 

culties are easily overcome, 
Take one-fourth of a pound of flour, 

two ounces of moist sugar, a small 
quantity of spice and an ounce and a 

half of castor oil. Mix all together, 

roll it eut and cut it into 10 cakes. 
Bake them quickly in a hot oven. 

Each cake will contain a good dose of 

castor oil, pleasantly disguished. One 

or more of the cakes may be given at a 
time, according to the age of the child. 

By adding ginger and using molasses 

instead of sugar, castor oil gingernuts 
may be made and the children will eat 

them readily without perceiving the 
taste of the oil. 

—— lll > GP 
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This is one of the penalties of prom- 

inence, bummed the moequito, sinking 

its etiletto into the sleeping victim's 

long nose. 

A course of Hood’s Sarsaparilla this 

spring may be the means of keeping 

that they are ever sent to the table in 

the unappetizirg lump form which is 

lasting ‘‘boiled”’ potatoes :— 

potatoes as are needed. Cut a small 

piece from one end and a large one 

and run through a sieve. Put on the 

four potatoes. 

Fill the skins with this paste, sprinkle 

tops with grated bread crumbs and 

mealy potatoes. 

Scald a teacup of sweet milk and three 

teaspoons of butter. 

and pepper and mix with the potatoes. 
Beat to a cream, 

the well beaten yolks cf six eggs. 
Beat the whites to a froth and stir 

lightly into the mix:are. 

well-buttered baking dish and bake for 

about half an hour in a quick oven. 

he is very fond of her. When she 
takes him on her lap he climbs on her 

shoulder and rubs his head against her 

always has breakfast before any one 

Every morning Bridget, the cook, 

comes downstairs just in time to open 

the door for the milkman: and as soon 

as she takes the milk in Christopher 
He is very fond of 

One morning the cock was not up as 

When the witkman 
The 

mistress called to Bridget, and then 

the door and set the bottles of milk on 

Then he misowed, 

‘Well, daughter, as it was for Lila’s 

sake you did it I will excuse you this 
time, but you must not turn the spigot 

again, no matter who cries. Will you 

remember ¥ 
The little one promised, her face all 

sunshioeagain, and the mother took her 

off for a dry apron. But that was only 

a sma'l part of the mischief, and in the 

worry and fatigue of mopping up the 

water that had run over the pantry 

floor and collected dangerously near 

the flour barrel, the mother's temper 
gave way. ‘I declare, Agnes!’ she 

said, ‘youn are too much bother for any- 

thing! Why can’t you learn to let 

things alone ?’ 
Hearing no sound she looked up and 

she will not soon forget the look of 

bitter disappointment on the little face. 

‘Why, mudder,’ said the baby, ‘I 

thought you said you would ’scuse me? 

I dow't call this ’scusing me !'—T he 

Evangelist. 
a lll or GP 

You Can't Cheat God. 

Ned took his cousin Grace along to 

keep him company while he worked at 

a job he had to perform. 
1 don’t think you're doing your work 

very well, she said. It looks to me as 

if you were slighting it. 
That's all right, laughed Ned. What 

I'm doing now will all be covered up, 

you know. 

But isn’t that cheating ? 
Maybe 'tis, after a fashion, answered 

Ned. But it isa’t like most cheating, 

you know. 
That's not the way to look at it, 

said Grace. If it's cheating, it’s cheat- 

ing, you know that. Youcan't excuse 

it becayse it isn’t the worst kind of 
cheating, 
But the man won't know ahout it, 

said Ned. 

He may not, said Grace soberly, but 

God will. You can’t cheat God. 
Ned stopped work and went to 

thinking. Presently he said : 

You're right. I’m glad you said that, 

Grace. I'm going to begin over. There 

shan't be any cheating this time. 

Ned undid what he had done and 

began again—began right—and I know 

he felt better for it. I hope he will 

always remember that no one can 

cheat God.—N. Y. Observer.. 
— ep + ~ ———— 

Willie Smith's Two Goats. 

Willie Smith had two goats. His 

uncle brought them to him from Cali. 
fornia, They were Rocky Mountain 

goate. They were quite strong, and 

had been trained to harness. Willie's 

uncle also gave him a little cart and 

two sets of harnees for the goats. 

You never saw a happier boy than 

Willie was, when he first mounted his 

jittle cart for a drive down the road. 

One day Willie's father s2id, ‘I de- 

clare, I wish IT had more men to help 

me get in the hay. We shall have rain 

before night.’ 
So Willie said, ‘Father, I should 

like to help you. I will harness the 
two goats, and work as long as the men 

do.’ 

will give you five cents a load.’ 

‘You will,” said Wiliie. ‘Then 1 

know what I shall do with the money. 

I shall save it, to buy a new pair of 

skates for next winter. 

So Willie harneesed his two goats, 

and got in twelve loads that afternoon. 

earned 1 — Sele ted. 
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ing to have some as usual. 

and rubbed against her dress, expect 

you well and hearty all summer. 

wedded to a woman with a mind of her 

own, 1 think my wife must take me 

for a pneumatic tire, the way she is 

blowing me up all the time. 

‘Very good,’ eaid che farmer, ‘and I) 

Can you tell me how much money he 

~ No soul can preserve the bloom and 

deKcacy of its ex.stence without lonely 

musings ard silemt prayer, and the 

greatness of this necessity is in propor- 

Sometimes, sighed the man who is 

Henry Ward Beecher once informed 

a man who came to him complaining of 

gloomy and despondent feelings, that 

what he most needed was a good 

cathartic, meaning, of course, such a 

medicine as Ayer’s Cathartic Pills, 

every dose being effective. 

Mother— Now, Willie, you've been 

eating mince pies till you made your- 

self ill. 1 shall have to send for the 

doctor. Willie—I say, if you are send- 

ing for the doctor, may 1 have another 

mince pie ! lt won't make any differ- 

ence, you know. 

No small objection which young folks 

had to the old-time spring medicines 

was their nauseousness. In our day; 

this objection is removed and Ayers 

Sarsaparilla, the most powerful and 

popular of blood-purifiers, is as pleas- 

ant to the palate as a cordial. 

Policeman — (to young boy) Your 

name. 

Patrick Reilly. 

What is your father ? 

Dead. 

What was he before he died ? 

Alive. 

Justice. 

Rev. Thomas Cumming, Truro, N. 

S.:—1t is only justice to say that your 

EK. D. C. has baen several times used 

by members of my family, and always 

with good results.’ 

These burdens of life, palpitation of 

the heart, nervousness, headache, and 

gloomy ferebodings, will quickly dis- 

appear if you use K. D. C. The 

Great Cure of the Age for all forms of 

Indigestion. 

Wigwag— What's the matter with 

Mrs. Grumpy? Mrs. Wigwag—Her 

head troubles her a good bit. Wigwag 

— Neuralgia ? Mrs. Wigwag — No. 

Her husband won't buy her a new 

bonnet. 

Professor (visiting a student in his 

chambers)—How cold it is here! Do 

you never have a fire? How can you 

work in this temperature ? Student— 

Ab, professor, when I begin to feel 

cold, I just think of my exam., and 

then 1 perspire all over. 

well #8 

By uting Hall's Halr Renewer, gray, 

luxuriant and strong, pleasing every- 

body. 

They Never Fail.—Mr. S. M. Bough- 

ner, Langton, writes: ‘For about two 

years 1 was troubled with Inward Piles 

completely cured, and although four 

years have elapsed since then they 

have not returned.’ 

cure of Liver and Kidney Complaints, 

Dyspepsia, Costiveness, Headache, 

tions and remove all bilious matter. 

Porter, Lower Ireland, P. Q., writes 

until a neighbor brought me some o 

Dy. Thomas’ Ecletric Oil, 

cured. 

bottle of it in my house.” 
& esr ————— -— 

Cenon Farrar, 

tion to the greatness of the soul — 

faded, or disculored hair Jassumes the 

natural color of youth, and grows 

but by using - Parmelee’s Pills, I was 

Parmelee's Pills 

are anti-bilious and a specific for the 

Piles, ete., and will regulate the secre- 

Always on Hand.—Mr. Thomas H. 

“My son, 18 months old, had croup 
so bad that nothing gave him relief 

which | 

gave h'm, and in six hours he was 
It is the best medicine I ever 

used, and I would not be without a 

Quick Revier and sure cure follow 
the use of Norway Pine Syrup in all 
diseases of the Throat and Lungs, 
Coughs. Colds, Hoarseness, etc. Price 

anydelicious ways of serving pctatoes, 

ost prevalent. Here are a few sub- 
itutes from an exchange for the ever 

Potatoes in Jackets.,— Bake as many 

om the other, Remove the inside- 

re with half an ounce of butter and 

nce ounce of grated cheese for every 

Add boiling milk, ealt 
nd pepper as for mashed potatoes. 

heere and put in the oven to brown. 

Petato Souffle.—Boil six good-sized 

Rub through a sieve. 

Add a little salt 

Add one at a time 

C—— 
Ce — 

baby growth 

dream, every 
of flesh means added hap- 
piness and comfort! Fat 1s 

The baby's mission is 
owth. To that little bun- 

le of love, half trick, half 
added ounce 

the signal of perfect health, 
comfort, good nature, baby 
beauty. 

Scott’s Emulsion, with 

hypophosphites, 1s the eas- 
iest fat-food baby can have, 
in the easiest form. It sup- 
plies just what he cannot 
get in his ordinary food, 
and helps him over the 
weak places to perfect 
growth. 
$corT & Bova, Belleville, Ont. 308. and $1.00 

SCOTCH FIRE BRICK AND 
CLAY. 

Just received from Glasgow, two ear 

Pour into a 

Potato Balls.—Mash some potatoes 

with salt, pepper, butter and a little 

chopped parsley. Roll into balls, dip 

in beaten egg, roll in bread crumbs 

and fry for a few minutes in hot butter. 

Texas Baked Potatoes.—Mash and 

season with pepper and salt some good 

Irish potatoes. Mince a large onion 

fine, mix thoroughly with the potatoes 

and bake in a brisk oven. 

tll 5 GP 

Be careful what you think; for as 
Wordsworth has said, ‘Our thoughts 

are heard in heaven.” Satan may sug- 

gest impurity, but only when you en- 

tertain the thought as a guest does the 

recording angel write it down against 

youn. ‘As he thinketh in his heart, so 

is he.’ 

Lrofessionyl Cards. 

G-H. COBURN, M. D., 
Physician and Surgeon 

143 Kine St.,~BELOW YORK 

FREDERICTON, - nN. B 

DR. ATHERTON, 
Late Lecturer on surgery, Women’s 

Medical College, Toronto, and Surgeon to 
St. John’s Hospital for Women, Toronto, 
has resumed practice in Fredericton, N. B 

H. F. McLEOD, B. A. 
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, 

CONVEYANCER &c. 

Money to Loan on Real Estate secvrity 

Cuesrnuts Buitbing, Opp. City HALL. 

FREDERICTION, N. B, 

.— 

D. M'LEOD VINCE, 

BARRISTER-AT LAW 

NOTARY PUBLIC, ete 

WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

DENTISTRY! 

OPERATIVE, MECHANICAL, AND SURGICAL 

F. W. Barbour, D. D. . 
OprrosiTE NORMAL SCHOOL 

Hale Method for Painless Ex- 
traction without Extra 

Charge. 

Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty. 

CLIFTON HOUSE. 
74 Princess & 148 Germain Sts. 

SAINT JOHN, N.B 

A. N. PETERS, PROPRIETOR. 

TELEPHONE COMMUNICATION, 

HEATED By DTEAM ‘1 HROUGHOUT 

loads square. side arch and end arch Fire 
Brick, also Fire Clay. 

JAMES 8. NEILL 

NEW GOODS 
kentleman’s Deparfment 

27 KING STREET. 

EW Long Scarfs, Silk Fandkerchiet 
N Made-up Scarfs, Pongees, ed 
French Braces, Ru Straps, vurier Bag, 
Dressing Gowns ‘zloves, Merino Shirt 
snd Drawers, 

IN 3TOCK ~~ 

ENGLISH ALL-LINEN COLLARS 
the 'atest stvles and tke *‘ Deria 
(Paper, Turn-Down) and THE 

SWELL \ Paper, Standing 
COLLARS’ 

MANCHESTER? 
ROBERTSON 

& ALLISON 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

JOLENE one in need 
3 Fon 4 subjectof adver 
0 obtain a copy of “Book for Advert; 
368 pages, price one dollar. Mailed, mon ald, on rece’. t of price. Contains a care. ul compilati ‘n from the American News. paper Directory of all the best papers and class journals; gives the circulation rating of every one, and a good deal of informa tion abont rates and other matters pertain ng to the business of advertising. Address ROWELL'S ADVERTI REA Spruce St, N. Y. — . 

of information on 
tising will do well 

900. ag pasado - Commision 
0 ents, Menand W 

Teachers and ase to 
. So. AND POPULAR STANDARD 0BOOK 
estiimon 

The most remarkable religious book 
the age, written by 300 eminent scho- 
lars, Non-soctarian. Every Christian 
wants it. Exclusive territory given. 
Apply to Tae Henny Brir Pusriss. 
Ne Co., Norwich, Conv. 

WANTED, 

Agents to sell our choice an 
Nursery Stock. We have ne go 
special varities, both in fruit and ornamene 
tals to offer, which are controlled oml by 
us. We pay commission or salary. rite 
us at once fc terms, and secure choice o 
territory 

MAY BROTHERS. Nurserywen 
Rochester. NY 

The Latest Thing 
IN 

CHOICE TEAS : 
—IS—— 

“Dragon Blend” 
Put up in handsome 3b canis- 

ters, Ask your grocer for it, 

Wholesale only by 

A.F.Randolph & Son 
Iron Horse Shoes. 

; tv received 
car Bar Iron, 100 kegs Horse Sh 

100 boxes Steel Horse Nails, 25 kegs Steel 
Horse Shoes, 2 tons Toe Caulk Steel, 1 
cask Borax. : 

Wholesale and Retail 

MONEY TO LOAN. 

amounts to suit applicants, 

Terms Easy. 

ARTHUR R. SLIPP, 

f 

Fredericton, N B, 

Apr. ll, lmts 

$8300.00 To Loan on Real Estate Se- 

curity at lowest rates of interest, and 

Barrister & Notary 

JAMES 8S. NEILL 

FIC ey 
ed V 

AM EASEncr sor 

R\ *tract of the laws, showing I 
“\ Obtain Patents, Caveats, Frage) 

Marks, Copyrights, sent free. 
Address MUNN & CO. 

\ A pamphlet of information and By 

Write for €¢.. '“" ne and Prices, 

25g,, all druggists, 

I'he finest QUALITY Of Bells for vshung 

Chimes, Schools. ete. Fi 7 Warrant 

361 Broadway, 
New York. 

BUCK 
mn VAN DULEN & TIFY CO., CIKCINNA 

3UCKEYE BEI L FOUNTR : 


