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Trust. 

I canno: see, with my small human sight, 

Why God should lead this way and that 

for we; J 

I only } now He saith, “*Chi'd, follow Me; 

But I can trust. 

I know not why my path should be at times 

So straitly hedged, so strongly barred 

before ; : 

I only know God could keep wide the door; 

Bat I can trust. 

I find no answer, often, when beset 

With questions fierce and subtle on my way, 

And often bave but strength to faintly 

ray ; 
fh But I can trust. 

T often wonder, as with trembling hand 

1 cast the seed along the furrowed ground, 

If ripened fruit will in my life be found ; 

But I can trust. 

1 cannot know why suddenly the storm 

Should rage so fiercely round me in its 

wrath ; y 
But this I know—God watches all my path, 

And I can trust. 

I may not draw aside the mystic veil 

That hides the unknown future froin my 
sight ; Se 

Nor know if for me waits the dark or light; 

But I can trust. 

TI have no power to look across the tide, 

To see, while here, she land beyond the 

river ; 
But this I know, I shall be God's forever ; 

So I can trust, 

—The Watchman. 
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A Question for Parents, 

What shall IT teach my little 
child about death? At what age 
should children be taken to funer- 
als? The questions come from a 
parent. 
Months ago, in one of the magaz- 

ines, a storv appeared which was 
unique in its theme and treatment. 
Some of my readers will doubtless 
recall it. The heroine was a girl 
whose father had shielded her from 
all knowledge of death. She had 

never heard the word, never seen 
the fact. No faintest intimation of 

its mysterious presence in the world 

had penetrated the precincts of her 

home, and she did not dream of 
a power which could hush her song 
bird, blight her roses, and snatch 
away her friend from her side. 
The denouement of the story is 

apart from our purpose. The utter 
ignorance and unsuspicion of death 
in which this young girl lived is 
usually the condition of very little 

children, and vaturally their first 

awakening the shadow which 

hovers over the brightness of human 
existence partakes of the nature of 

a surprise or shock. To the youth 
ful mind the first sight of the death 

is Sometimes the 

earliest impressions of death, oddly 
contused in the childish brain with 
the excitements of a throng of 
kindred and guests, with thestrange 

to 

bewilderment. 

grief of 11s elders, so seldom moved 

to tears, and with the incidents of 
» funeral, tinge the future life un- 

Many a struggle with 

terror dates back to 

favorably. 

superstitious 
the gossip, at such a time, of credu- 
lous servants, or the babble of fool. 

ishly thoughtless friends, outpoured 
in the hearing of a child. 

It were u-eless, even if it were 
desirable, to keep from our children 
the knowledge of death. It is the 

one thing with which they cannot 
escape familiarity. Of that fatal 
fruit of the forbidden tree we must 

all eat, 

A white ribbon streams from our 

neighbor's door. The baby died 

last might. Mamie . was playing 
with her doll in the window only 

yesterday. Scarlet fever is in the 

1 ] 3) 
g cheeks Pres- another with palin 

ently it smites the darling, and she 

13 dead. That merry lad, the pr de 

of the Lavin sch 4 leader 1n the 

class and on the campus, 1S mt 

me day roll call, drops cut or | 

dead. Mournful reiter- 
tion. f death took only the old, 

feeble, we should not won. 

0 much ; but all seasons and 

A We 168 own 

In this spect it 18 very sad : but, 

like ourselves, the children gow 

used to it, and are touched only by | 

the sorrow which invades thelr owl 

particular circle. Is the mothe 

bird taken from the nest? Is it our 

baby who lies in the litt cothn ? 

The experience which comes elosest
 

links them most consciously with 

that unseen world of the super- 

natura! which 80 environs this, 

Hand in hand with the teaching 
which fits our httle ones for 

should cowe the teaching which 
prepares them for death. Death, is, 
as we know, but an incident in life. 
Essential to every higher develop 
ment is the passing up from the 

This is teo 
profound for our babies, but they 

taught that if is a going on, 
a going away, never a going Qutb in 
the dark. The bedy, which ‘wears 
out, grows feeble, and becomes like 
a weathes beaten house, is laid 
away; but the persen who dwelt in 
it for awhile is as much alive as 

it 
should be instilled inte the childish 
mind that death is, to the Christian, 
only going to be with Jesus. Never 

Never wo be 
We 

chains -of the lowe 

may 

ever, Often and confidently 

to be hurt any more ! 
sorry ! Never to be sinful’ 

Scriptures about heaven ; 

we turn to the divine Word, we 

find much that is full of encourage- 

ment. If there were nothing more, 

our lord Himself said. I go to | 

prepare a place for you! It must 

be pleasant to live always in a place 

prepared by the Lord for us. No 

wonder the little crippled boy, 

pitied by a kind visitor as having 

nothing to look forward to. exclaim. 

ed thinking of heaven, Lady, I'm 

locking forward to wings some day! 

We cannot err in telling our little 

ones of the happy land. 

Dr. Cuyler, in The Empty Crib, 

tells a touching story of his little 

son Georgie, who was dying. What 

will Jesus say when He sees we, 

mamma! were the words of the 

darling boy, who understood that 

dying was going to meet Jesus. 

Then we may tell the children 

another beautiful thing, and that is 

that Jesus always comes part of the 

way to meet the person who is go 
ing to heaven He says so. F will | 

come again, and receive you unto | 
myself. 

In Marion Harland’s tender story, | 

My Little Love, there is a page 

vitalized by the throbs of a mother’s 
breaking heart. Little Ailsie 1s 
passing away :— 
At a quarter past nine she called 

quickly, a ring of exultation in the 
eager tone, O papa! papa! 

[ am here, my blessing. 
can I do for you ? 

She stretched her left hand to 
him, the right hand toward the— 
to us—invisiblie. Presence on the 
other side of the bed. 

Papa! It was like Alls well! 
from the other shore. I know Jesus 

is here, for He has hold of my 
hand. 
He had come to meet His own, 

and take her safely across the river. 
Why do we say so little in the 

home about our dead One family, 
some gone sooner to the Fathers 
house, others lingering till they are 
summoned there, we are unkind to 
drop the veil of oblivion over them, 
to hasten to the forgetfulness which 
is the portion of those who are gone. 
The name no longer borne in this 
household is borne above, and the 
sweet memory of it, the merry jests, 
the happy associations, should be 
lovingly recalled in the fireside and 
table talk. 

As for funerals, they are seldom 
means of grace to any of us; the 
sound of the clod on the cotlin is 
the most desolate of earthly sounds. 
Frequent pilgrimages to the* ceme- 
tery are apt to cultivate morbid 

The on earth's sur 
fa e, making the grave, is a remind 

er of the immortality to which the 

dear one lying there has gone ; but 
the flesh is weak, and the grave, in 
grief’s first freshness, blots out the 

blue heaven from the tear-dimmed 
eyes. | should never take a little 
child to a funeral from 
choice, nor should I, at great incon 
venience, keep it away from such 
occasion To tell it of the life be- 
yond, and of Him who is the resur- 

and the life, that is the 

main duty.—Margaret E. Sangster, 
in Congiegationalist. 
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Storing up Grudges. 

'll never forget the unkind 

words Killen Nicholas said about 

me, 80 long as 1 live! exclaimed 
Mary Ashton 

Nor I the 

in which Ella 

disagreeable manner 

Bond treated me at 

Mothers whisper it to one | 

Somehow befor they got through 

they had ga hered together quite a 

bundle of grudges to lay up against 
S1ng | their neighbors, friend and acquain- 

tances, Aunt Martha, gooa od, 

oul, sat in her rocking chair, knit 

ting. The girls did not mind hav- 

school to-day, rejoined her friend, 
Lucy The two friends 
were having what girls call a good 

ul talk over their troubles 

Ruggles. 

confidenti 

g 

ing Aunt Martha hear 

SAL, fe 

what they 

was discretion itself : y she 

wishing to teach the children aright, | 

| easier and more 
| Aunt Martha was the cheeriest, 
dearest old lady in the world, and | 

was full of sympathy }i 

on occasions when chey —
—
 

—
 

life 

But this time, as Aunt 
: Al 

d a recital of their woes 

WA pain hie r face 

spoke out her thoughts in 
it feel 

very sorry to hear you talk so. We 

1 3 

ed look on 

1S W156 Giivd makes ne 

must forget and forgive in our daily 

living and not rei the un 

kind hurts that have been given us, 
Don’t lay up grudges in memory’s 
closet. You have no room for them 
there. They will take up the place 
in which you would far better keep 
beautiful, sweet and lovely things. 
As you grow older there will be 
quiet times when you will sit alone 
and fiad your greatest delight in 
rummaging through that wonder- 
ful storeroom of memory. 1M you 
lay up grudges they will have to be 
gotten out and looked at. and un: 
pleasant thoughts will be shggested 
by them, which will tirow a shadow 
over the sweet pause in life whiéh 
you would otherwise enjoy. There 
are se many things ef value to put 
on the shelves that you wil! need 
all the space fer When I 
was young I though®I must lay up 
such trash as grudges, tco, and I 
would get them out and unroll 

nember 

often allude to the silence of the that only brought up old, unpleas- 

| 

| change came over the child 

| 

| 

yet if, | ant recollections, and which did |- 
not help to make me better in my 
daily living, that I threw them all 
away, and now my memory closet 
is bright and cheery. For many 
years 1 have only laid aside those 
things to keep that would make life 

peaceful to me. 

her counsels were worth paying heed 
to, the girls thought, as they looked 
into her face and saw the light of a 
holy benediction upon it. Perhaps 
after all the grudges had not much 
weight to them. They might have 
been brought about by conditions 
that could be pleasantly adjusted. 
And when they told Aunt Martha 
that they would try to keep their 
memory closet from accumulating 
any rubbish, she smiled, and said it 
did her heart good, for Life is short 
at best, she added, and we have no 
time to go about with a hook and a 
crook, picking up grievances, which 
are so out «f piace in that beautiful 
storeroom which God has given vs 
to sit in and enjoy when the quiet 
hours come, toward the ending of 
the journey. Aunt Martha 
right. Let us only store up the 

was 

throw away 

add to, but mar, the beauty of the 
place so dear to us all.—Christian 
Work. 

nearly GG ere. 

A Dream of Christ. 

Let me tell you a beautiful story 
I heard the other day : 
A good Christian lady living in 

Sweden opened a home for erippled 
and diseased children—children 
whom nobody really cared about 
but herseif-——and received nearly 
twenty of them into it. Awongst 
them was a little boy three years 
old, who was a more frightful and 
disagreeable object than you ever 
saw, or are ever likely, perhaps, to 
see, in your life. He resembled a 
skeleton. His poor gkin was =o 
covered with blotches and sores tha 
he could nov he dressed. He 
always crying and whining, always 
peevish. And the poor little felloy 
gave more trouble than all the 
others put together. 

The good lady did her best for 
him ; she was as kind as possible — 
washed him, fed him, nursed him ; 
but the chid was so repulsive in 
his ways thav she could not bring 
herself to like him, and her disgust, 

I suppose, occasionally appeared in 
her face. 
One day she was sitting on the 

veranda steps with the child in her 
arms. The sun was shining warm ; 
the of the autumn Roney 
sackles, the chirping of the birds, 
the buzzing of the insects, lulled 
her into a sort of sleep; and in 
half-waking, half-dreaming state she 
thought of herself as having chang 
ed vlaces with the child, ard lying 
there, only more foul, more dis- 
agreeable thar he was, Over her 
she saw the Lord Jesus bending, 
looking intently and lovingly into 
her face, and yet with a sort of ex 
pression of gentle rebuke in iv, as 
much as if he meant to say, If I can 
love and bear with you, who are so 
full of sin, surely you ought, for my 
sake, to love that suffering child. 

She woke up with a start, and 
looked in the boy’s face. He had 
waked up, too, and she expected to 

hear him begin to cry; but he 
looked at her—poor Httle mite— 
very quietly and earnestly for along 
time, and then she—sorry for her 
past disgust, and feeling a new 
cowpassion for him, and a new in- 

terest in him—bent her face to his 
and kissed his forehead as tenderly 
as she had ever kissed any of her 
own babes. 
With a startled look in his eyes, 

and a flush on his cheeks, the boy, 
instead of cryn 

smile 80 sweet that 

was 

scent 

1g, gave her back a 

she had never 

seen one like it before, nor will, 
she thinks, tilt 16 will light up his 

gel features some day on their 

meeting in heaven, 
From that day forth 

Mi 

a perfect 

Young 
%8, he had hitherto read the 

feelings of dislike and disgust in the 
faces of all approached him, 

{i that embittered his little heart; 

touch of human love swept 
all the peevishness and ill nasure 
away, and woke him up to a new 
and happier existence,— From 
Flowers from the Garden of God. 

ee lll vo GP 

How She Sang for Jesus. 

Some years ago a young lady in 
one of our great cities became an 
earnest Christian. Her parents 
were very worldly people, and de- 
termined to make their daughter 
like themselves. Thinking that the 
best way to divert her attention 
from the Bige and the church was 
to surround Mer with werldly pleas- 
ures, they gave a grand party, to 
which they invited the gayest and 
most #ashionable people in their 
large circle of frionds. From this 
company she naturally shrank, and 
wou d much have preferred to be at 
the quiet pray er-meeting, held the 

he w 

but thi 

them and find so mueh about them 

same evening. But she made no 
objection to her parents’ wish, and 

taining the guests, 

helpful, kind words and deeds of | 
| vur companions, and 
| the disagreeable things that do not 

cheerfully assisted them in enter. 

During the course of the evening 

some one asked her to sing. As she 

had a beautiful voice, and was 

known to have been a singer of 
many popular songs, this request 

‘was taken up by others, until, at 

last, it became general. At firse she 

declined ; but, being urged, she at 
last consented and went to the 
piano. A hush fell upon the gay 

assembly. All present knew of the 
change in her feelings, and were 
wondering what she would sing. 

She herself felt that the moment 
was a crisis in her life. If she sang 
one of her old songs, she would be 
regarded as denying her profession, 
and she would dishonor her Saviour. 
But what else was there for her to 
sing ? For a little time there was a 
great conflict in her heart; and 
then, almost forgetting where she 
was, and realizing her own need of 
help more than anything else, she 
began, in a low, sweet voice : 

**Jesus, lover of my soul, 
Let me to thy bosom fly;” 

and sang it to its close. 
The effect of this on the gay 

company was extraordinary. Every 
heart was touched. Not a few 
found relief for their feelings in 
tears. The young lady herself be- 
came the obj-ct of the greatest 
respect. Even her parents admired 
her courage and devotion; and, 
shortly afterwards, gave their own 
hearts and lives to Christ. Nor did 
the good stop with them. Many of 
the votaries at the altar of pleasure, 
who had witnessed this instance of 
the power and sweetness bf faith in 
Christ, turned to him who is the 
soul’s true refuge, and found peace 
and forgiveness at his hands.— 
Morning Star. 
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The Debt of Honor. 

Every son when he goes away 
from home carries with him the 
honor of the home to which he be- 
longs, and he may either enchance 
or dissipate it. If he does well, his 
success is doubled, for it is not only 
an ornament to himself, but a crown 
of honor to his parents. There is 
nothing in this world more touch- 
ing than the pride of a father or 
mother in a son’s success. Many a 
student, in the rivalries of academic 
life, is thinking about this more 
than anything ele, and on the day 
when he is being applauded by 
hundreds he is thinking chiefly of 
hear:s far away that are glorying 
in his honor, In the battles of life 
in a city like this there are multi- 
tudes doing their best, living labor- 
ious days, shaking off the tempter, 
and keeping straight in the middle 
of the narrow way, for the sake of 
those far off whose hearts will be 
cheered by their well-doing, and 
would be broken by their ill-doing. 
I do not think there is a sight more 
touching —certainly there is not one 
that touches me more—than when 
a youth, who has been away in 
another city or in a foreign land, 
and bears in his face and demeanor 
tokens of his well doing, comes back 
some Sabbath to the church in 
which his boyhood has been spent, 
and sits again side by side with the 
proud hearts that love him. Where 
is there a disappointment so keen, 
or a disgrace so poignant, as he in- 
flicts who comes not back because 
he dare not, having in the foreign 
land or the distant city soiled his 
good name, and rolled the honor of 
his home in the dust?—James 

Stalker, D. D, 
BE 

Man and Woman. 

A man’s strength is in his manli. 
ness, and a woman’s in her woman- 
liness. Therefore it is impossible 
to respect an effeminate man or a 

woman. One cannot 

avoid the feeling that such creatures 
monstrosities —perversions of 

nature's purposes. Once in a while 
we meet with a. couple that seem to 
have changed places and characters; 
the husband 1s weak, tunid, hesi- 
tating, and the wife is strong, coarse, 
loud. The effect of such a reversal 

of the ordinary rule is sometimes 

amusing and sometimes disgusting. 
No man that is worth the ground 
he stands on is willing to abdicate 

hig position as head of the house in 
his wife's favor, and no woman that 
18 animated by correct insticts de- 
sires to usurp a sphere of action 
that does not belong to her.—Nash- 
ville Advocate. : 
TT EES 

The possibilities for good in one 
child started right, are greater than 
inan army of men who have gone 
wrong. 

masculine 

are 

Hall's Vegetabie Sicinan Hate- 
rece ser is, unquestionably, the best 
preservation of the hair. 1t is also 
curative of dandruff, tetter, asd all 
scalp affections. 

ip nC. 

It may beon'y a trifling cold, but 
negleet it and it wil faseen ws fangs 
in yomr lungs, and you will soon be 
carried to an untimely grave. lao this 
countyy we have sudde changes and 

| must expect to have crghs and colds. 
We cannot avoid them, but we ean 

| eftect a cure by using Bickle's Anti. 
Consumptive Syrup, the medicine 
that has never beea known to f il in 
curing coughs, colds, bronchitis and 
all affactions of the throat, lugs and | 
chest, 

| 

Nota Christian Potato. 

A certain little boy, only seven 
years old, who was trying hard to 
be a Christian, was watching the 
servant as she pared the potatoes 
for dinner. Soon she pared an ex- 
tra large one, which was very white 
and nice on the outside, but when 
cut into pieces, it showed itself to 
be hollow and black inside with 
dry rot. Instantly Willie exclaim- 
ed, Why, Maggie, that potato isn’t 
a Christian. 

What do you mean ? asked Mag- 
gie. 

Don’t you see it isn’t good clear 
thru? was Willie's reply. 

lp =~ Pp ——— 

The bitterest cup, seasoned with 
faith in God, becomes sweet to the 
taste. 

The sins of omission are seeds 

which grow into sins of commission. 

The best way for a man to mend 
his ways is to make new ones, 

- 

Scrofuy 
Another permane 

doctors faj| 

Ask any doctor and he yi 
that, next to cancer, scrofy 
of the hardest diseases ty g, 
Yet Burdock Blood Bitter, 

externally to the parts aff 
taken internally cured R 
Stout, of Kirkton, Ont, perm; 
after many prominent ph 
failed ; Cured Mrs. W, Ra 
Crewson’s Corners, Ont, 
ently, when everyone tho 
would die. Now Mr, H, | 
Windsor Mills, P.Q., states 
as follows : 

¢ After having used Burdock pl 
ters for scrofula in the blood [ 
duty to make known the resul 
treated by two skilled physicians 
failed to cure me. [I had ry, 
on my hands and legs which [4 
nothing to heal until I tried Bp 
remedy healed them completely | 
manently, leaving the skin and fe 
and whole.” 
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ISSA) Re 

scription. 
out health. 

of ‘‘ Favorite Prescription.” 

The pedestal, the support of health 
and beauty, is Dr. Pierce's Favorite Pre- 

There can be no beauty with- 
There can be no health 

beauty, irregular periods, inflammation, 
ulceration and female weakness, are per- 
fectly and permanently cured by the use 

INTERNATIONAL §, 
3 trips a week frog 

BOSTO 
Commencing May 81st. the 

this company will feave St Johg 
2 Lubec, Portland and Boy 
MONDAY, WEDNESDAY, 
DAY mornings at 8.45 o'clock ( 
Returning, leave Boston every 
WEDNESDAY and FRIDA 
at 8 o'clock, and Portland at § D. Connection made at Eastport y 
er for St, Andrews, Calais and § 
Freight received daily up to 5 

C. E. LAECHLE 

FREE TO } 

A SILVER PLATE 

TEAPOT. 

Consumer’s of National Bl 
without doubt the best Blend 
the market, when you have 
twenty pcunds youn will 
Silver Piated Teapot free of 

e
r
 

flour. 

when the delicate womanly organs are D 
diseased. Diseases which undermine : - Sid 100 
woman’s health and prey upon her 

The cheapest house in tow 

York St. and Westmorland 

CLOTHING, HATS, 

CAR IXALL. 
Headquarters for High Art Ready-to-wear 

CAPS, 

MEN'S FURNISHING GOODS. TRUN 

VALISES, BAGS, ETC, ITC. 
The Fit Reform Wardrobe 

C. H. THOMAS & Cf 
167 Queen St. Fredericton, N. B. 

any permanent benefit. 
attac 

been without them since. 

commenced using them. 
more refreshed than formerly. 

fact, my neighbors 

One 
for Soents or twelve pacacta for 8 cen 
ey gy wilt te walled to say 

press Now Yock 

I take one Tabule eac 
and sometimes when | feel more than usually exhausted | take 
a day. They have kept my stomach sweet, my bowels regula 
have not had the least touch of m:!aria nor splitting headache 

) know also that I sleep better and W 
I don’t know how many com 

Ripans Tabules will help, but | do know they will cure any one 
‘condition | was and 1 would not be without them at any P 
honestly consider them the cheapest-priced medicine in the wo 
they,are also the most beneficial and the most convenient 
I am twenty-seven years of age and have worked hard all my li 
same as most farmers, both earby and late and in all.kinds of We 
and | have never enjoyed such good health as | have sin 

ave all remarked my improved condi 
said ® “Say, John, what are you doigg to look so healthy ? 453 

t YU An LED. —~A case of Lal uesith thas R'1I'P'A'N'S 
rellef Notethe word RI'PA'" 8 i Uw uss ge and wccept 

TURY ('w Lau ab aoy Srag Cry Ton 
reas for 3 cents, ee 

I am a farmer located near Stony Brook, one of the most ma 
districts in this State, and was bothered with malaria for years, 4 
so I could not work, and was always very constipated as we 
years | had malaria so bad in the spring, ‘when engaged in pid 
that | could do nothing but shake. 
of quinine pills besides dozens of other remedies, but never ot 

Last fall, in peach time, | had. a most 
of chills and then commenced to take Ri 

friend's advice, and the first box “nade me all 

| inust have taken about? 

pans Tabules, 
right and I have 
1 morning and 

t ii 
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