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 RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER. 

A Short Sermon. 

Children who read my lay, 

This much [ have to say. 

Each day and every day 

Do what is right! 

Right things in great and small; 

Then. though the sky should fall, 

Sun, moon, and stars, and all, 

You shall have light. 

This further would I ray: 

Be you tempted as you may, 

Each day «nd every day, 

Speak what is true! 

True thirgs in great and small; 

Then, thoagh the stars should fall, 

Sun, stars, and moon, asd ali, 

Heaven wou'd show through. 

¥iga as you see and kaow, 

Do not of thistles grow; 

And though the blossoms blow 

White on ths tree, 

Grapes never never yt 

Oa the limbs of thoras were set; 

So if you good would ges, 

Good you must be. 

Life's joursey through and through. 

Speaking what is just and true, 

Dcing what is right to you 

Unto one and al’, 

When you work and when you play, 

Each day and every day; 

Then peace shall g ld your way, 

Though the sky should fall. 

— Alice Cary. 

BE a a—— 

Ted's Surprise Party. 

“Yes,” said the good doctor, look- 

ing kindly at the pale boy on the 

lounge, *‘he is doing all right now, but 

he should be out of this raw spring 

weather by another week. He can’t 

fully make up what he has lost till his 

lungs are baked, so to speak. So, my 

dear madam, I advise you to get him 

to Georgia as soon as possible. Too 

bad, but he'll come back strong and 

well, I think, by June, perhaps earlier, 

Good hye, my lad—for a little,” and 

giving him a hearty grasp of the hand 

he left the room. 

Mamma went out, too, and had a 

final talk; and in a few days the whole 

family—mamma, papa and Ted — were 

off and soon settled in a quiet litle 

Georgia town, a famous health resor-. 

Papa, indeed, had to return in a few 

days to his business, and Ted and his 

mother were left to do the best they 

could without him. 

N-ar the end of May mamma wrote: 

“Peddie is gaining, but I am sure he 

cannot go home for some weeks yet, 

and he is so disappointed about 

‘Memorial birthday,” as he calls it. 

You promised him a grand celebration 

on his ‘tenth,’ you know, and now he 

says it can only be just presents ! The 

day is not observed here, of course, 

but I am going to arrange for a little 

private celebration. We can go to the 

cemetery ourselves, and lay flowers on 

the graves of the brave boys buried 

there, even if they did wear the ‘gray, 

and, perhaps, some sorrowful hearts 

may be comforted by our sympathy.” 

In reply, papa wrote : 

“Your idea for celebrating Ted's 

Memorial birthday is ex ellent. 

ahead and do the best you can, and 1 

will see what I can do to help along; 

but please don’t tell him this.” 

Go 

Late on the evening of the 29th a 

big boxarrived from Chicago, addressed 

to “Master Ted Masters,” which was 

found Lo contain the most beautiful 

flowers—of course, from the hot-houses 

—which made Teddie speechless with 

delight, although there had already 

arrived, by mamma's orders, flowers in 

great variety trom the florists in town. 

“See, mamma !” he exclaimed ag 

last, “‘we shall have some of our very 

own dear flowers to put on the graves, 

and, oh, can't I make up one bouquet 

to give to Chloe to-morrow ! She is 

so good to me, and she cried when 

told her what we were going to do. 

‘My boy was killed saving his old 

master,” she said, ‘though he wanted’ 

to run away and join your soldiers.’ ” 

The morning dawned bright and 

beautiful, but very hot, too, in sunny 

Georgia. So the first part of the cele- 

bration was to be held in the big re- 

ception room. All the girls and boys 

in the hotel, and some from outside, 

had been invited *‘‘for an hour.” 

Mamma had arranged a little pro- 

gramme, as follows : 

Music—Piano and violin duett, by 

Hattie Doone and Freddie Hunt. 

Recitations, by Walter Gray and Grace 

Sweet. 

Song, by Carrie Pierce and Julia 

Mears. 

Tableaux—Scene, Camp-fire. Boys in 

blue and boys in gay exchanging 

tokens of kindly remembrance at 

the close of the war. 

Piano recital, by Miss Clara Boutelle, 

followed by *‘My Country, ‘tis of 

Thee.” 

In the last song everybody joined, 

from the colored servants in the hall 

to the ladies and gentlemen in the 

balconies and parlors. 

Lunch followed, and Ted was sur- 

prised, indeed, to End himself in “‘the 

seat of honor,” and before him a 

big plum cake, wit' his nai, age and 

“‘Memorial Birthday’ pi Luly traced 

in the snow-white frosting. This was 

rom the host and hostess, and made 

the lettering 

daughter of the house. 

by the willing hands of Aunt Chloe, 
being done by the 

Of course every guest had a slice of 

the cake, and every servant, too, and 

a fine piece was saved to send to papa. 

About five o'clock a carriage arrived 

to take Ted and his mother to the ceme- 

tery, and Mrs. Masters was surprised 

to find that several other carriages 

were ia waiting for the people of the 

hotel — “on Teddie’s account,” a lady 

explained in a whisper. 
Arrived at the ‘‘quiet city’ a gentle- 

man, a former colonel in the Southern 

army, gave his arm to Mrs. Masters 

and led the way to the graves. They 

were followed by a colored perter with 

a big basket of flowers, and Ted, who 

at each “‘stopping place” lifted a bou- 

quet or wreath, and gently placed it 

upon the mound. As the last one was 

reached, the last offering made, and 

they weve arout toretraca their steps, 

a strain of martial music greeted their 

ears, and a band, playing ‘‘The 

Soldiers’ Requiem,” entered the 

grounds and proceeded to a stand 

which had been erected for them, but 

so skillfully concea ed by bushes that 

it had not been noticed by the strangers. 

Following the band was a procession 

of the men of the town, with the Mayor 

and his council at their head. 

As the mus ¢ died away the Mayor 

ascended the ttle stand, and for an 

instant there was an impressive silence. 

There, in a voice low but clear, he 

cilled upon a venerable clergyman to 

offer prayer,and all hearts weretouched 

by 1ts tender allusions, and uphfted by 

its strong aspirations and hopes. 

Then the Mayor made a short ad- 

dress. He wished to express, he said, 

their gratitude to the lady from the 

North, who with her little son desired 

to celebrate his birthday by laying a 

graceful tribute of love and sympathy 

upon the graves of our own brave sons, 

over whose loss we mourn. 

“And now,” he said in conclusion, 

‘I desire that three salutes be fired, 

first, in honor of our common country, 

our ¢ mmon flag; second, for our fallen 

heroes; third, for the mother and son, 

and also for the absent father, who 

arranged with the city council for this 

part of the celebration, asking as a 

personal favor that he be allowed to 

give his only son this ‘surprise party’ 

on his tenth birthday.” 

The salutes which followed were 

supplemented by a warm, though sup- 

pressed murmur of applause from the 

company, and then they dispersed, led 

from the iron gates by the band, 

sweetly playing ‘‘In the Sweet Bye 

and Bye.” 

As Teddie laid his tired, curly head 

upon his pillow, he said, “Oh mamma, 

papa is so gool! This is the best 

birthday memorial I ever—"’ 

But what Teddie meant to say you 

must guess for yourself.—The Ex- 

aminer. 
eekly Pc. 

A Boy Who Worked Up. 

One day many years ago a bright 

boy found employment in a photograph 

gallery in Nashville, Tenn. His wages 

were small; but he took good care of 

them, and in gourse of time he had 

saved up a snug little sum of money. 

One day a friend, less thrifty than he, 

came to him with a long face, and 

asked for a loan of money, offering a 

book as security. Although the other 

knew there was little probability of 

his ever being repaid, he could not re- 

fuse the request. 

‘Here is the money: keep your book, 

and repay me when you can.” 

The grateful lad went away in such 

haste that he left the book behind. 

The kind youth. with curiosity, ex- 

amined the volume. It was a work on 

astronomy by Dick, and it so fascinated 

him that he sat up all night studying 

it. He had never seen anything which 

so filled him with delight. He deter- 

mined to learn all that he could about 

the wonders of the heavens. He be- 

gan thenceforth to read everything he 

could obtain relating to astronomy. 

The next step was to buy a small 

spy-glass; and night after night he 

spent most of the hours on the roof of 

his house, studying the stars. He 

secured, secondhand, the tube of a 

larger spy-glass, into which he fitted 

an ey--piece, and sent to Philadelphia 

for an object-glass. By and by he 

obtained a five-inch glass, which, as 

you know, is an instrument of consider 

able size. 

Meanwhile he worked faithfully in 

the shep of the photographer; but his 

nights brought him rare delight, for he 

never wearied of tracing out the won- 

ders and marvels of the worlds around 

us. With the aid of his large spy-glass 

he decovered two comets before they 

were seen by any of the professional 

astronomers, whose superior instru- 

ments were continually roaming the 

heavens in search of the celestial wan- 

derers. This exploit, you may well 

suppose, made the boy famous. He 

was invited by the professors in 

Vanderbilt University to go hither and 

oe what he could do with their six- 

inch telescope. In the course of the 

following four years he discovered six 

i comets. 

He was next engaged by the Lick 

Observatory in California. With the 

aid of that magnificent thirty-six-inch 

refracting telescope, the largest ever 

made, he discovered eight co rets, and 
last summer astonished the world by 
discoveringthe fifth satellite of Jupiter. 

He invented a new method of photo- 

graphing the nebule in the Milky Way, 

and has shown an orginality approach- 

ing genius in his work in star-photo- 

graphy. 

Perhaps you have already guessed 

the name of this famous astronomer, 
who is Prof. E. E. Barnard of the 

L'ck Observatory, and this is the story 

of how he worked up. — Chicago 

R:cord. 
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Effie’s Visitor. 

“Has anybody been here to-day, 

mother, while 1 was gone ?’ 

Effie had been away all day, since 

breakfast; and now daylight had faded 

out of the sky, and the moon's “silver 

sikle” was hanging above their heads. 

“Let me see,” said mother, putting 

on her thinking-cap. ‘*‘Yes, I 

had one visitor.” 
“0! have you, mother? 

it 7” 
“She did not tell her name,” said 

mother, with a quizzical little smile. 

‘ Did not tell her name ! 

queer ! 

have 

Who was 

How very 

Where did she come from ?”’ 

‘She did nov say.” 

“What did she come to our house 

for 7” 

“Ah ! for several reasons. For one 

thing, she cured my headache; she 

brought me a letter from a dear friend; 

she gave me a new book to read; she 

put a red rose on my table; she finished 

a piece of sewing for me, and gave me 

some sweet new thoughts.” 

“What a strange visitor! ' murmured 

Effie. ¢ Was that all 7” 

“No; she wanted me to do many 

things for her. She asked me to mage 

broth for a sick girl, to write two 

letters ofiering to help tw) 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.” 

“I would give anything to see her, 

mother. Will she ever come again 7” 

“No,” said mother, ‘she cannot 

come again, because shedied at sunset.” 

“Died, mother ? How dreadful! 

And yet you are smiling. I think you 

are joking somehow— are you 7’ 

“Not joking exactly, Effie dear; but 

I am talking in a little parable which 

1 think you can guess when I say that 

her sister is coming to-morrow at sun- 

rise—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 guests.” 
“You say youdon’t know her name, 

mother ?’ 

“I didn’t say that. 

not tell me her name. 

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 merning she 

said softly to herself, **How do you 

do, Mrs. Friday 1 wonder what you 

have brought me to-day ! At any rate, 

I am going to do all the things you 

ask me, cause you have got to die at 

sunset, you know.” 

And right away Mistress Friday 

asked the little girl to get ap and 

dress in time for morning prayers.— 

Northwestern Advocate. 

1 said she did 

But I do know 
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Mother's Doughnuts. 

“I've a little surprise for you, 

Harold, ” said the young wife as her 

husband sat down to the supper-table. 

“Is it a pleasant one 7” asked Harold. 

with an anxious look. 

“It ought to be’ said his wife dubi. 

ously, and she uncovered a plate of 

doughnuts. 

“H'm. Theydon’t look much like 

mother’s doughnuts, but then I dare 

say they'll be good. Only you have 

not had her experience.” 

He tasted one and made a wry face 

“Poo much lard, ” he said, ** but of 

course you couldn't be expected to 

know. Allie. Don’t be annoyed, dear, 

but I dare not eat them. Write anu 

ask mother to send her recipe.” 

“ That is hers, dear.” 

Impossible. You must have changed 

the ingredients to get such poor, soggy 

results. Write and ask her to send 

you a batch. She'll be delighted.” 

A week later when Harold sat down 

to the table the doughnuts, brown and 

crisp, loomad before him. 
“80 they came, did they? Ha! l 

knew she wouldsend them. M-m-m-m, 

but they are good, I tell you, Allie, 

there isn't another woman in the world 

that can make doughnuts like mother.” 

““T guess that's Harold,” 

answered his wife. ‘‘ Those I gave 

you the other night were hers, and 1 

bought these you are eat'ng at the 

little bakery around the corner.” 
Then the front door was slammed 

shut by a very angry man. 

80, 
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A Russian Baby. 

A traveller from Russia says that 

Russian babies in Siberia are not very 

attractive. He says that one day he 

noticed in one of the houses a curious 

bundle on a shelf, another hung from 

a peg in the wall, and a third hung by 

a rope from the rafteis ; this one the 

The t aveler 

discovered that each bundle was a 

child; the one in the swinging [bundle 

was the youngest. 
The traveler looked at the little baby, 

and found it so dirty that he exclaimed 

in disgust : * Why do you not wash 

it!” 

mother was swinging 

The mother looked horror-stricken, 

and ejaculated ; ‘““Wash it !| Wash the 

baby !| Why, it would kill it !” 
What a happy country Russia would 

be for some boys! Never to hear, 
““ Wash your face and hands, ” nor 

«* Have you brushed your hair?” — 

The Child's Gem. 
tll > GP ee 

A Candle. 

J. Hudson Taylor tells of a young 

Christian who had received Christ as 

his Saviour, but who said to the mis- 

sionary that he would wait until he 

learned more about him before making 

a public profession. 

¢ Well, said Mr. Tayicr, ‘I have a 

question to ask you. When you light 

a candle do you light it to make the 

candle more comfortable? 
* Certainly not,’ said he, ‘but in 

order that it may give more light.’ 
¢ When it is half burnt down do you 

expect that it will first become useful?’ 

‘No, as soon as I light it,’ was the 

ready reply. 
* Very well,” he said, ‘ go thou and 

do likewise, '—The 

Colportebr. 

begin at once. 
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A Delicious Gruel. 

Boil one tablespoonful of rolled oats 

in a pint of water, adding more water, 

if necessary, with a small pinch of 

salt. When the oatmeal is thoroughly 

cooked, put through a strainer; to the 

jelly thus obtained add one-half cup” 

ful of sweet cream and the whites of 

two eggs that have been beaten stiff, 

as for frosting; sweeten and flavor to 

taste; if nutmeg or vanila is used, be 

careful to flavor delicately.-— Herald 

and Presbyter. 
ell 

Home Hints. 

Warm water into which a small 

quantity of turpentine has been poured 

will clean glass globes, window-panes, 

and mirrows in a most satisfactory way. 

A few drops of alcohol in warm water 

is also good for burnishing glass. 

Tea should never he boiled. It 

should be made in a china or porcelain 

tea-pot, for the chemicals in it will act 

upon tin, not only causing the beverage 

to lose ivs flavor, but making it injur- 

ious to the system. 

Coughs and sore throats may be 

muchalleviated by glycerine and lemon 

juice diluted with water, taken at 

night. Hot flaxseed tea with lemon 

juice, sweetened with rock candy, is 

excellent also. 

A little water in butter, when used 

for frying, will prevent it from burn- 

ing. 

Grease spots in cloth may be taken 

out by applying a solution of salt in 

alcohol. 

A glass of pure cream or glass of 

fresh milk, with a salt cracker or crust 

of fresh bread is a good lunch between 

meals for a hungry convalescent. 

Liniments and ointments should al- 

ways be applied to the patient with 

the hand; if applied wath cotton or a 

eloth the good effect obtained from the 

friction would be lost.-—The Voice. 

eel 4 leeeeen 

It is not every great man who carries 

his honors as meekly as the Mayor 

of Inverness, who rebuked an admir- 

ing crowd in the words: Fiens, I'm 

just a mortal man like yersels. Sir 

Wilfred Lawson tells the following 

story : A woman was once pursuing 

her fugitive cow down a lane, when 

she called out to some one in front, 

Man, turn my cow. The man took no 

notice and allowed the cow to pass. 

When she came up she said : Man, 

why did you not turn my cow? He 

rep ied : Woman, l am not a man ; I 

am a magistrate. 

sl 3s. Bp Wom 

No matter how large (© spot of oil 

any carpet or wollen stuff can be 

cleansed by applying buckwheat 

plentifully, brushing it into a dustpan 
after a short time, agad putting on fresh 

All Sorts. 

Tommy : Pa, what's the board of 

education ? Mr. Figgs : When 1 went 

to school, it was a pine shingle. 

What Hood's Sarsaparilla has done 

for others it will also do for you. 

Hood's Sarsaparilla cures all blood 

diseases. 

Oh, he’s any sort of an old thing that 

won't enjoy his ice cream to-day be- 

cause he is afraid he won't have any 

to-morrow. 

Some people are constantly troubled 

with pimples and boils, especially 

about the face and neck. The best 

remedy is a thorough course of Ayer’s 
Sarsaparilla, which expels all humors 

through the proper channels, and so 

makes the skin become soft, healthy, 

and fair, 

Uncle: What are you crying for, 

Georgie ? 

Georgie : Teacher caned me because 

I was the only one—boo-hoo— able to 

answer a question to-day. 
Uncle : What was the question ? 

G-orgie (between sobs) : Who put 

the bent pin in the teacher's chair ? 

If you wou.d have soft, silky, and 

abundant hair take good care of it. 

Use for a dressing Ayer’s Hair Vigor 

only, that being the most reliable and 

scientific article, and without which 

no toilet is complete. It keeps the 

scalp clean, cool and healthy. 

1 should have brung my umbrella, 

remarked Mrs. Livewayte, a member 

of the Chicago Literary Society. 

Brung ? asked Mrs. Laker, in a 

gentle, corrective tone. 

How stupid of me! Of course I 

meant ‘brang.’ 

A student who secretly dropped a 

piece of paper, on which the word 

‘“ Monkey ” was written in large let- 

ters, in the cap of a professor against 
whom he had a spite, told the joke to 

all his classmates. The next day the 

professor said to the class in bland 

and polite tores: Gentlemen I have to 

thank one of your number for the 

courtesy of dropping his card in my 

cap yesterday. The student was called 

Monkey ever af ter. 
rr D0 

If more people would imitate the 

sea anemone, which shuts up when 

touched, there would be less quarreling 

in the world.—Herald of life. 

Mr. T. J. Humes, Columbus, Ohio, 
writes : *‘1 have been afflicted for 
some time with Kidney and Liver 
Complaint, and find Parmelee’s Pills 
the best medicine for these diseases. 
These Pills do not causz pain or grip- 
ing, and should be used when a cathar- 
tic is required. They are Gelatine 
Coated, and rol ed in the Flour of 
Licorice to preserve their puriiy, and 
give them a pleasant, agreeable taste. 

They are Good. 

Mr. Jas. Hagan, the well-known ex- 
alderman of Kemptville, Ont., says:— 
“For some years I have been greatly 
troubled with pain across my back. 
Urinary troubles caused me much loss 
of sleep, and I suffered from a tired 
worn out feeling. Doan’s Kidney 
Pills gave me relief in a short time. 
The pain in my back has disappeared, 
and 1 feel that I would be doing wrong 
not to recommend them to others suf- 
fering as I did. They are the best 
medicine I ever used.” 

The Horse—noblest of the brute 
creation — when suffering from a cut, 
abrasion, or sore, derives as much 
benefit as its master in a like pre- 
dicament, from the healing, soothing 
action of Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric Oil 
Lameness, swelling of the neck, stiff- 
ness of the joints, throat and lungs, 
are relieved by it. 

CLIFTON HOUSE. 
74 Princess & 148 Germain Sts, 

SINT JOHN, N.B 

A. N. PETERS, PROPRIETOR. 

TELEPHONE COMMUNICATION, 

HEATED BY DTEAM 1 HROUGHOUT 

Men and Women who 
Ww A NT E can work had talking 
and writing six hours daily. for six days a 
week, and will be content with ten dollars 
weekly. Address, 

NEW IDEAS CO., Brantford. Ont 

Uncle James, what is a pessimist ? | ° 

| BRISTOL’S 
PILLS 

Cure Biliousness, Sick Head- 

ache, Dyspepsia, Sluggish Liver 
and all Stomach Troubles. 

BRISTOL'S | 
PILLS 

Are Purely Vegetable, 
elegantly Sugar-Coated, and do 

not gripe or sicken. 

BRISTOIL’S 

PILLS 
Act gently but promptly and 
thoroughly. “The safest family 
redicine.” All Druggists keep 

BRISTOL'S 

PILLS 

Professor] Cards. 

G. H. CCBURN, M 0 
Physician and Surgeon 

143 Kine St.,~BRLOW YORK' 

FREDERICTON, - N. B. 

DR. ATHERTON. 
Late Lecturer on surgery, Women’ 

Medical College, Toronto, and Surgeon t« 
St. vohn’s Hospital for Women, Toronto 
has resumed practice in Fredericton,N B 

H. F. McLEQD, B. A. 
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, 
CONVEYANCER &o. 

Money to Loan on Real Estate security 

CHESTNUTS BUiLpING Ore. CiTY H 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

— 

D. M'LEOD VINCE, 

BARRISTER-AT LAW 

NOTARY PUBLIC, etc 

WOODSTOCK, N. B: 

Arthur R.Slipp, LL.B. 
Barrister, Solicitor, 

Notary Public, BEtei 
P. 0. BOX 402, FREDERICTON, N.|E 

$5800.00 to loan on mortgage security a 
owest rates of interest, 

— 

NEW GOODS 
at Bs Ratan 

kontleman’s Department 
27 KING STREET. 

N%. Long Scarfs, Silk Fandkerchiefs 
Made-up Scarfs, Pongees, Ersce 

French Braces, Rug be ourier Bags 
Dressing Gowns, ‘zl ves, Merino Shirts 
and Drawers 

IN ATOOK w= 

ENGLISH ALL-LINEN COLLARS 
the ‘atest stvles apd the *‘ Derig, 

body + pg wy and THE 

MANCHESTER' 
ROBERTSON 

& ALLISON 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

Dragon Blend. 

—~AND~— 

Griffin Blend 

TEAS 
are unexcelled. Ask * 
them. Wholesale only { - 

A.F.Randolph & Son 

AYER 
THE PIL 
THAT WILL 

CURE 
HEADACHE 
INDIGESTION 

until the oil has disappeared.—Ram'’s | 
BILIOUSNESS 
CONSTIPATION 

A pamphlet of iInformaticn & 
stract of the laws, showing Ber 
Obtain Patents, Caveats, Trad oh 

61 Broadway, 4 
New York. 


