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For 75 Cents
You can have The Gleaner 
delivered for 3 Months at 
your homes in the City, St. 
Mary's, Marvsville, Gibson.

Eire (Ecmicr. The Best is Cheapest.
The most prudent business 
men in the City advertise in 
TheGleaner. Why? Because 
it pays them.
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Professional Cards

FREDff.JOHN BLISS,
Barrister, N otary, Etc.

OFFICE:

QUEEN STREET, OPPOSITE POST OFFICE.

Fredericton, May 5th, 1888-lyr

fof H. D. CURRIE, 
Surgeon Dentist,

164 QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON.
Fredericton, Oct 6th, 1887

WILLIAM WILSON,
SECRETARY-TREASURER, YORK,

Barrister and Attorney-at-Law 
CONVEYANCER, &C.

ACCOUNTS COLifCTED, LOAMS MECOTIATtO. 
Fredericton, Oot 6th, 1887

CEO. F. GREGORY,
fOF LATE FIRM OF QREQORY A BLAIR,)

Barrister and Attorney-at-Law 

NOTARY PUBLIC.

TIDE: NEXT BELOW QUEEN HOTEL, LATE
LY OCCUPIED BY QREQORY A BLAIR.

Fredericton, Oct 6th, 1887

B.H. TORRENS, D.M.D.
Dentist,

FISHER'S BUILDING,

Queen Street, Fredericton.
Fredericton, Oct 6th. 1887

DR. CROCKET,
OFFICE AND RESIDENCE, 

CARLETON STREET.
Fredericton, Oct 6th, 1887

The North American

LIFE ASSURANCE COY,
OF TORONTO

HON. ALEX. MACKENZIE PRES'T.
tiaaranteed Capital, - - *8TOjStfl.OO
Full Government Deposit.
New basinee* for 1888 over - $2^00.000.0 -

mlum, Endowment, xoniene. rsemi-ionrene, ana Commercial flan,have pnved eo acceptable to 
the iusurin* public, that the Company can to-day 
present a «hewing unequalled by anyotbei home 
Company at the same period ot its existence, and 

lie proereeeive record and sound tinanoial stand
ing, coupled with its prompt and satisfactory 
settlement of death Malms are the recommenda
tions which this Company offers for public pat-

The Company's rates are according to their va
rious plana eo artanvid as to suit the convenience 
ola;l, as by the commercial plan insurance is 
given at the actual cost, while by the endowment 
and tontene the attractive investment feature Is 
combined with insurance.

All information given and apphoations received

C. E. DUFFY,

New Advertisements

Oct. 29.18 87—w tw-lvr.
Agent, Fredericton

THE ATLAS
FIRE

ASSURANCE CO’Y,
Of London, Eng.

Established In the Year 1808. 

CAPITAL, - - $6,000,000.00

Risks against loss or damage or by lire taken on 
all kinds of insurable property in both town and 
country at the lowest rates and losses adjusted In 
the most prompt and liberal manner. Unsur
passed security given to policy holders by " 
Old and Reliable English Company.

C. E. DUFFY, Agent.

Fredericton, Oct 6th, 1887

TO THE CARRIAGE TRADE I
WARNOCK & GO’S

Champion Gear, Buffalo Road Wagon Gear, Dexter 
Queen Fairy Gear, National Gear,

Atkinson Gear.
12 Setts of these celebrated Gears now in stock and for sale at manufacturers prices.

PATENT WINDOW SCREENS.

Z R. Everett.
Fredericton, June 6, 1

Auctioneers

F. J. SEERY, M. D.,0. M.
ICENTIATE OF THE ROYAL COLLEGE OF PHYSICIANS 

OF EDINBURGH;
LICENTIATE OF THE ROYAL COLLEGE OF SURGEONS 

OF EDINBURGH;
LICENTIATE OF THE FACULTY OF PHYSICIANS AND 

SURGEONS OF CLASCOW.

SPECIAL CERTIFICATE IN MIDWIFERY.
OFFICEl FISHER'^ BUIUXNQ, COR. PHŒNIX

RESIDENCE, 109 BRUN8WIOK STREET.
Fredericton, Oct 6th. 1887

GREGORY & GREGORY,
Barristersand Notaries.

OFFICES! CARLETON 6T„ FREDERICTON

ALBERT J.QREOORY, FRANK B. QREQORY,
Registrar ol Probates.

Fredericton, Oct 6th, 1887

C. E. DUFFY,
Barristers and Attorney-at-Law, 

Notary Public, Etc.

8EO-Y-TREA8URER OF 8UNBURY

ACCOUNTS COLLECTED. AND MONEY TO LOAM ON REAL 
ESTATE SECURITY.

Offices : West Side of Carleton Street, Second 
Door from Queen.

Frederiot-n. Nov 1 1.1887

Livery Stables

BARKER HOUSE STABLES.
COACHES AND CARRIAGES

Furniihed with all Possible Despatch:

HORSES BOARDED AT MODERATE TERMS 

JOHN B. ORR, - Proprietor.
Fredericton, Oot 6th, 1887

GEORGE I. GUNTER,
HACKAND LIVERY STABLE,

Queen Street,

OPPOSITE CITY HALL.

COActuiRDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO.

Telephone Communication. 
Fredericton, Oot 6th. 18*7

Hotels

BARKER HOUSE,
QUEBTSTREET, FREDERICTON.

NEWLY REFITTED, AND NOW ONE OF THE 
LEADING HOTELS OF THE MARITIME 

PROVINOE8.

SAMPLE ROOM ANDj.il/ERY STABLE.

Modern Improvements constantly being made.

F. B. COLEMAN, - Proprietor.
Fredericton. Oot 6th, 1887

QUEEN HOTEL
FREDERICTON N.B.
J. A. EDWARDS, - Proprietor.

FINE SAMPLE ROOMS IN CONNECTION.

A FIRST-CLASS LIVERY STABLE.
FredeHoton Oetfith.'8*7

E. H. ALLEN
AUCTIONEER AND 

COMMISSION MERCHANT, 

RECENT STREET NEXT TO CAPITAL OFFICE

Goods of all defcriptiona received end Sold on 
Vommissiou. Quick Sales and Prompt Returns 
«iuaranteod.

Fredericton, Oot 6th, 1887

H. C. C.WETMORE
AUCTIONEER, &c.

Has taken a Store on the Upper Side of

PHŒNIX SQUARE,
Next to L. P. LeForest.Tin Smith, where he li 
uerpared to receive Furniture and Goods of all 
kinds lor Auction or Private Sale, he will also 
give attention to Auction bales of everv descrip-

New Advertisements

WEST END

II
YARD

SEASON 1887.
TUB Subscriber. Intending to nay greater atten- 
1 tion to the RETAIL LUMBER BUSINESS 

than for the last few seasons, bege to inform the 
publie generally that besides the usual stocks of 
SPRlNJb, PINS, and UKMLOCK LUMBER on 
hand or sawn to order, Will keep constantly on

DRY SPRUCE FLOORING AND SHEATHING, 

PINE SHEATHING, DRY HEMLOCK 

SPRUCE AND PINE BOARDS, AND PLANK 

PLANED ON ONE SIDE.
Alio Intends to keep LATHS and PICKETS eon- 

etanlly on hand, 
and all sorte of CEDAR SHINGLES well and 

Smoothly Sawn and Very CarefuUy Assorted.
e t*mUI°ffi0e *“ QUEEN 8TREBT' directly oppo-

R. A. ESTEY.

Fredericton, Oct 6th, 1887

DO
Not be Deceived, but Call at J. D 

Fowler’s if

YOU
Would like to see the Finest 
Stork of Rich English Jewelry 
in Sets, Necklets, Rings, Lockets. 
Lace Pins, Scarf Pins, Gents 
Signet Rings, Buttons, etc. If 
you should

WANT
A Good Watch, we have them in 

Gold, Silver, Gold-Filled and 
Nickle Cases, at prices

TO
Suit all. In Silverware, our stock 
is now full in all lines, consisting 
of Tea Sets, Ice Pitchers, Cake 
Baskets, Fruit Dishes, Card Re
ceivers, Castors, Vases, Napkin 
Rings, Jewel Cases. In looking 
for a Xmas Present you cannot

TIMOTHY SEED !
Western Clover Seed, Northern Clover Seed, 

Alsike Clover Seed 1

One Car Load of the above Just 
Received,

j The Timothy is prime Lower Canada Seed (not Western) 
|and will be sold low.

JOHN M. WILEY, 196 Queen street.
! Fredericton, May 16th, 1898

MAKE
Any mistake in examining my 
stock before purchasing else
where. We have a full line of 
Clocks, French, English and Am
erican, all styles and prices, 
ranging from $1.25 to

$100?
*»-REM EMBER THE PLACE.-**

JAS. D. FOWLER
Directly opposite Post Office

Frederioton. Deo 17th, 1887

212!

Spring 1888.

Joseph Walker,
Practical Tailor,

BEGS LEAVE TO ANNOUNCE TO THE PUBLIC THAT 
HE HAS RECEIVED A FULL LINE OF

Summer Tweeds II

Trouserings a Specialty,

SUITINGS IN SCOTCH, ENGLISH & 
IRISH TWEEDS.

A SPLENDID UNE OF CORKSCREWS.

MODERATE PRICES. PERFECT FIT GUARANTEED.

Next door above W. H. Van wart's 
Grocery Store, Queen Street, 

Fredericton I
Fredericton, April 21, 1888.

Undertaking

JACKSON ADAMS,
Principal Undertaker,

COUNTY COURT HOUSE SQUARE

inrr. qum hotelI

FREDERICTON, - - ■
tHfuhM.OnKk.un

N. B,

Two Cargoes of

MOLASSES!
Now Landing.

One of

BARBADOES,
One of

ANTIGUA.
86T Direct importation. For atle at bot

tom prices by

A. F. RANDOLPH & SON.
fnderleton, May lit, 1888.

AGENTS,

DOMINION
ORGAN

-AND-

PIANOS,

SewingMachines
OFFICE: QUEEN STREET,

Next Door Below Z. R. Everett 

Fredericton, April 26th, 1888.

WANTED

IMMEDIATELY
A GOOD STEADY

PRESSMAN.
GOOD WAGES AND STEADY 

EMPLOYMENT.

ADDRESS,

Post Office Box 123,

FREDERICTON.
Fredericton, May 5th, 1888.

Girdles,Gimps Ornaments, Muslins,
Lawns, India Linen, White Robes,

Cold Robes, Dress Goods 
in Plaids and Stripes.

CASHMERE IN ALL THE NEW SHADES.
JOHN HASLIN.

Fredericton, April 28th, 1888.

FEED^ LIME.
NOW LANDING: ONE CAR

Feed, Middlings and Shorts, Extra 
No. 1 Green Head Lime.

COARSE AND>INE SALT.
Also : Grass Seed, Clover Seed, Seed Oats, Seed Barley, 

Seed Wheat, Seed Buckwheat.

Agents Soluble Pacific Guano.

W. E. MILLER & CO.
Fredericton, May 15th, 1888.

155 and 159 QUEEN STREET.

THE PROOF OTTHE PUDDING.
Honksdalb, Pa., Aug. II, 1887.

Mr. C. P. Ei.dred, Jeweler, Honesdale, Penn.
Dear Sir:—In August, 1883, I purchased of you a Rockford eleven jewel nickel 

S. W. movement, No. 81,785, and since that time the watch baa performed pi irfeotly 
satisfactory. It baa never stopped and could always depend ou it Dur ing the 
past nine months, the actual variation has been less than sixty seconds, i '«mg it 
every day on my engine, compared by the time received each day at the N. Y. L 
E. & W. IL R. Depot.

GEO. P. SLOCUM,
Engineer N. Y. L. E. à W.. B. R.

Call and get one of the Record Books which contains 
many more such proofs that the Rockford is the Best.

S. F. SHUTE, Sole Agent,
FredeHoton. April 26th, im. 302 Queen Street, Opp. Off. Sq.

SEWING MACHINES 
CLEANED 

AND REPAIRED.

Furniture Repaired.

Jobbing in Carpentry
Attended to by

W. S. HIMELMAN
192 GEORGE STREET

All work guaranteed eo far ae possible.
All orders left at above address will reeel ye 

prompt attention.
Frederioten, 0et_10th. 1187

W.R. LOGAN
Queen Street, Fredericton.

Mixed Pickies in half barrels, New Coconuts, Biscuits, Confec
tionery, Sugars, Molasses and all kinds of Canned Goods, Yorkshire 
Relieh, Worcester Sauce, Fry’s and Mott’s Chocolate French 
Mustard, Lambs Tongues, Lunch Tongue, 25 half chests choice 
Congo Tea of extra good Quality, and 50 Caddies Tea, Black Cur
rant Jam, Red Currant Jam, Strawberry Jam packed by Stephen 
& Co., England, Sweet Oranges, Choice Dates and Lemons, 
Labrador Herring, Shad, No. 1 Salt Mackrel and Choice Table Cod
fish, Just received at

W. R. LOGAN’S
Frederieton, March 14th, 1188.

REV. T. DEWITT TALMACE.

The Assassination—A Graphic 
Description

Of the Scourging and Cruci
fixion of Our Saviour.

The Terrible Crown of Thorns- 
Sacramental Day Services.

Brooklyn, June 3.—The congregation 
at the Tabernacle sang this morning : 

i*d ring the precioiti UooU lie -pill.
My ransom from the dreadful guilt.

This is Sacramental day, and a large 
number of persona joined the church, 
making the communicant membership 
4,104. But tliis is only a part of the great 
attendance that Sunday mornings and 
evenings overflow the immense audience 
room. Tho Rev. T. De Witt Talmage, 
D. D., took for his text the passage: 
“Whosoever doth not bear his cross, and 
come after me, cannot be my disciple.” 
Luke xiv, 27. He preached the fol
lowing sermon :

Thu cross was n gibbet on which crim
inals were put to death. It w„a some
times made in the shape of the letter T, 
sometimes in the shape of the letter X, 
sometimes in the shaiiv of the letter I—a 
simple upright; sometimes two cross 
pieces against the perpendicular bar. so 
that upon the lower cross piece the crim
inal partially sat. But whatever the 
style of the cross, it was always di* grace
ful and always agonizing.

When Darius conquered Babylon he 
put 200 captives to death on the cross. 
When Alexander conquered Tyro hu put 
2,000 captives to death on tho cross. Se 
It was just an ordinary mode of punish
ment. But in all the forest of Croesi's on 
the hills and in the valleys of the earth 
there Is one cross that attracts more at
tention than any other. It is not higher 
than the others; it is not made out of 
different wood; there is nothing peculiar 
in the notch at which the two pieces are 
joined; and, ns to the scene, they wit
nessed crucifixions every few weeks, so 
that I sec a reckless man walking about 
the hill and kicking carelessly aside a 
skull, ami wondering who the villain was 
tliat had so flat and misshapen a head; 
and here is another skull, and there on 
the hillside is another skull. Indeed, the 
Bible says it was “a place of skulls.” 
But alioiit the victim on one of these 
crosses all ages are crying: “Who is he? 
Was he a man i Was lie a God? Was he 
man and God?"

Through the darkness of that gloomy 
day, I come close up enough to that 
cross to see what it is. It is Jesus. How 
did he come there? Had he come up on 
the top of the hill to look off upon the 
beautiful landscape, or upon a brilliant 
sunset? No. He came there ill nnd ex
hausted. People sometimes wonder why 
Christ expired so quickly on the cross, in 
six or seven hours, while other victims 
have been on the cross for forty-eight 
hours before life was extinct I will tell 
you the reason. He was exhauster! when 
he came there. He had been scourged. 
We are horrified at the cruelties of the 
whipping post, but those cruelties were 
mercy as compared with the scourging of 
Jesus Christ.

I saw at Antwerp a picture made by 
Rubens—Rubens’ picture of the scourg
ing of Jesus Christ. It was the most 
overmastering picture I ever looked at 
or ever expect to see. As the long 
frocked official opened the door that hid 
the picture, there he was—Christ with 
back bent and bared. The flageilator 
stood with the upper teeth clinched over 
the lower lip, as though to give violence 
to the blows. There were the swollen 
shoulders of Christ. There were the 
black and blue ridges, denied even the 
relief of bleeding. There was the flesh 
adhering to the whips as they were lifted. 
There were the marks where tho knots 
in the whips gouged out the flesh. There 
stood tho persecutor with his foot on 
the calf of the leg of the Saviour, bal
ancing himself. Ol the furious and 
hellish look on those faces, grinning ven
geance against the Son of God. The 
picture seized me—it overwhelmed me; 
it seemed as if it would kill me. I do 
not think I could have looked nt it five 
minutes and have lived.

But that, my friends, was before 
Christ had started for Calvary. That 
was only the whipping. Are you ready 
for your journey to the cross?

The carpenters have split the timbers 
into two pieces. They are heavy and 
they are long pieces, for one of them 
must be fastened deep down in the earth 
lest the struggling of the victim upset 
the structure. They put this timber 
upon the shoulder of Christ very gradu
ally; first, to see whether he can stand it, 
and after they find he can stand it, they 
put the whole weight upon him. Forward 
now, to Calvary. The hooting and the 
yelling mob follow on. Under the weight 
of the cross, Christ being weary and sick, 
he stumbles and falls, and they jerk nt 
bis robe indignant that lie should have 
stumbled nnd fallen, and they cry: “Get 
up, get up I” Christ, putting one liand 
on the ground and the other on the cross, 
rises, looking into the face of Mary, his 
mother, for sympathy, but they tell her 
to stand hack, it is no plack for a woman 
—“Stand back and stop this crying."

Christ moves on with his burden upon 
his shoulders, nnd there is a boy that 
passes along with him, a boy holding a 
mallet and a few nails. I wonder what 
they are for. Christ moves on until tho 
burden is so great he staggers and falls 
flat into the dust and faints demi away, 
and a rutlian puts his foot on him nml 
shakes him as ho would a 'load dog, while 
another ruffian looks down at him won
dering whether lie has fainted away, or 
whether he is only pretending to faint 
away, nnd with jeer and contempt inde
scribable says: “Fainted, have you? 
fainted I get up, get on!”

Now they have arrived nt tho font of 
the hill. Off with his clothes. Shall 
that loathsome mob look upon the un
robed body of Christ? Yes. Tho com
manding officers sny: “Unfasten the 
girdle, take off the coat, strip him." 
The work U dçno. But bring back the 
coat, for here arc the gamblers tossing 
up coin on tho ground, saying; “Who 
shall have the coat?” One ruffian says: 
“1 have it, I have it—it is mine?" lie 
rolls it up and puts it under his arm, or 
he examines it lo see « hat fabric it is 
made of. Then they put tire cross upon 
the ground, ami they stretch Christ upon 
it, and four or five men hold him down 
while they drive the spikes home, at 
evert thump u groan, n g roan l Alas! 
alas! the hour passes on and the time 
comes when they must crucify him.

Christ has only one garment left now, 
a enp, a cap of thorns. No danger that 
it will fall off, for the sharp edges have 
punctured the temples and it is sure and 
fast. One ruffian takes hold of one end 
of the short beam of tho cross, and 
another ruffian takes a hold of the other 
end of the short Imam of the cross, and 
another ri:Ilian puts liis arms around the 
waist of Christ, and another ruffian takes 
hold of the end of the long beam of the 
cross, and altogether they move on until 
they come to the hole digged in the 

* arth, and with awful plunge it jars 
ri, >wn with its burden of woe. It is not 
tfc 9 picture of a Christ, it is not the statue 
of . Christ, as you sometimes see in a cathe
dral ’ ; but it is the body of a bleeding, 
Jivin, T. dying Christ.

Tlx *7 sometimes eav lie had five 
worn* Is. hut they have counted wrong. 
Two w omuls for the hands, two wounds 
for tho feet, one wound for tho side, they 
say, flvt ' wounds. No, they have missed 
the wot "at and they have missed the 
most. L ‘id you ever see the bramble out 
of which that crown of thorns was 
made? I >sbw one on a Brooklyn ferry
boat, in the hands of » gentleman who 
)y4 luife , rsturaad. tarn Ifr >«*<■■ *

orarame just like tliat out ot" which the 
crown of thorns was made. Oh! how 
cruel and how stu bboru were the thorns. 
And when tliat cap of thorns was put 
upon Christ, and it was pressed down 
ui>on him, not five wounds, but ten, 
twenty, thirty—I cannot count them.

There were three or four absences that 
made the scene worse. First, there was 
the absence of water. The climate was 
hot, the. fever, the inflammation, the 
nervous prostration, tho gangrene had 
seized upon him, and he terribly wanted 
water. His wounds were worse than 
gunshot fractures, and yet no water. A 
Turk in tho Thirteenth century was cru
cified on the banks of a river so that the 
eight of the water might tantalize him. 
And oh! how the thirst of Christ must 
have tantalized as ho thought of the Eu
phrates and the Jordan and the Amazon 
and all the fountains of earth and heaven 
poured out of his own hand. They of
fered him an intoxicating drought made 
out of wino aifd myrrh, but lie declined 
It He wanted to die sober. No water.

Then, my friends, there was the ab
sence of light Darkness always exas
perates trouble. I never shall forget tlie 
night In the summer of 1873, in the 
steamer Greece, mid-Atlantic, every 
moment expecting the steamer to go 
down. All the lights in the cabin were 
blown out. The captain came crawling 
In on hands nml knees, for ho could not 
stand upright, so violently was the ves
sel pitching, and he cried out: “Light 
up, light up!” The steward said: “We 
can’t light up; the candles ore gone and 
the holders are gone." The captain said: 
“I can’t help that; light up.” The storm 
was awful when the lights were burning, 
worse when the lights wont out.

Then there was the absence of faithful 
nurses. When you are ill, it is pleasant 
to have the head bathed and the hands 
and feet rubbed. Look at the hands and 
feet of Christ, look at the face of Christ. 
There were women there who liad cared 
for the sick, but none of them might 
come up near enougli to help. There 
was Christ’s mother, but she might not 
come up near enough to help. They said: 
“Stand back, stand back; this is no 
place for you." The high priests and 
the soldiers wanted it their own way; 
they had it their own way.

The hours pass on and it Is 13 o'clock 
of the Saviour’s suffering, nnd it is 1 
o’clock, and it is 2 o’clock, and it is al
most 8 o’clock. Take the Inst look at 
that suffering face, wan nnd pinched, 
the purple lips drawn back against tho 
teeth, the eyes red with weeping and 
sunken as though grief had pushed them 
back, blackness under the lower lid, tho 
whole body adroop and shivering witli 
the last chill, the breath growing feebler 
and feebler and feebler and feebler until 
he gives one long, deep, last sigh. He is 
dead!

01 my soul, he is dead. Can you tell 
why? Was he a fanatic dying for a prin
ciple that did not amount to anything? 
Was he a man infatuated? No; to save 
your soul from sin, and mine, and make 
eternal life possible, lie died. There had 
to be a substitute for sin. Who shall it 
be? “Let it bo me,” said Christ; “let it 
be me.” You understand the meaning 
of that word substitution. You were 
drafted for the last war; some one took 
your place, marched your march, suf
fered your wounds and died at Gettys
burg. Christ comes to us while wo are 
fighting our battle with sin and death 
and hell, and he is our subststute. He 
marches our march, fights our battle, 
Buffers our wounds, and dies our death. 
Substitution! Substitution!

How do you feel in regard to that scene 
described in the text, and in the region 
round about the text? Are your sympa
thies aroused? or are you so dead in sin, 
and so abandoned by reason of youi 
transgressions that you can look upon all 
that tearless and unmoved? No, no; 
there are thousands of people here this 
morning who can say in the depths of 
their soul: “No, no, no; if Jesus en
dured that, and all that for me, I ought 
to love him. I must love him, I will 
love him, I do love him. Here, Lord, I 
give myself to thee; *tis all that I

But how are you going to teat your 
love, and test your earnestness? My text 
gives a test. It says that while Christ 
carried a cross for you, you must be will
ing to carry a cross for Christ. “Well,” 
you say, “I never could understand 
that. There are no crosses to be carried 
in this land; those persecutions have 
passed, and in all the land there is no one 
to bo crucified, and yet in the pulpit and 
in the prayer meetings you all keep talk
ing about carrying a cross. What do 
you mean, sir?” I mean this: Thai is a 
cross which Christ calls you to do, which 
is unpleasant and hard. “Oh,” you say, 
“after hearing the story of this Christ 
and all that lie has endured for me, I am 
ready to do anything for him. Just tell 
me what I have to do and I’ll do it, I 
am ready to carry any cross."

Suppose I should ask you at the close 
of a religious service to rise up announc
ing yourself on tho Lord’s side—could 
you do it? “Oh! no, "you say, “I have 
a shrinking and a sensitive nature, and 
it would bo impossible for me to rise 
before a large assemblage, announcing 
myself on the Lord’s side." Just as I 
feared. You cannot stand that cross. 
The first one that is offered you, you re
ject. Christ carried a mountain, Christ 
carried a Himalaya, Christ carried a 
world for you, and you cannot lift an 
ounce for him.

But here is a man whose cross will be 
to announce among his business asso
ciates to-morrow morning on exchange, 
that he has begun n new life, that while 
he wants to be faithful In his worldly 
duties, he is living for another world, 
and he ought to advise all those who are 
his associates, so far as he can Influence 
them, to begin with him the Christian 
life. Could you do that, my brother? 
“Oh! no," you say, “not just that. I 
think religion is religion, and business Is 
business, and it would bo impossible for 
me to recommend the Christian religion 
in places of worldly business." Just as I 
feared. There is a second cross offered

Sou, and you cannot carry It. Christ 
fted a mountain for you ; you cannot 

lift an ounce for him.
There is some one whose cross will be 

to present religion in the homo circle. 
Would you dare to kneel down and pray 
if your brother and sister were looking at 
you? Could you ask a blessing at the 
tea table? Could you take the Bible and 
gather your family around you, and read 
of Christ and heaven and your immortal 
soul? Could you then kneel and pray 
for a blessing on your household? “Ol" 
you say, “not exactly that I couldn't 
quite do that, because I have a very 
quick temper, and if I professed religion 
and tried to talk religion in my house
hold, and then after that I should lose my 
temper they would scoff at me and say : 
•You are a pretty Christian!* ’* 8o you 
are cowed down and their sarcasm keeps 
you out of heaven and away from Christ, 
when under God you ought to take your 
whole family into the kingdom. Christ 
lifted a mountain, lifted a world for you;

Eou cannot lift an ounce for him. I see 
ow it Is; you want to be favorable to 
Religion, you want to support Christian 

Institutions, you like to be associated 
with those who love Jesus Christ; but as 
to taking a positive step on this subject, 
you cannot—you cannot, and my text, 
like a gate of a hundred bolts, bars you 
away from peace on earth and glory in

There aro hundreds of men and women 
here, brave enough in other tilings in 
life, who simply, for the lack of manli
ness and womanliness, stay away from 
God. They dare not say; “Forever and 
forever, Lord Jesus, I take thee. Thou 
bast redeemed me by thy blood; here is 
my immortal spirit Listen, all my 
friends. Listen, all the world." They 
are lurking around about the kingdom 
of God—they are lurking around about 
it, expecting to crawl in some time when 
nobody ie looking, forgetful of the tre- 
rnwulona week el my text i •*Hbonmtt

. I aotn not dear ms cross, and come after
me, cannot be my disciple."

An officer of a neighboring church told 
me that he was in a store in New York— 
just happened in—where there were 
many clerks, and a gentleman came in 
and said to a young man standing behind 
the counter: “Are you tho young man 
that arose the other night in tho Brook
lyn tabernacle and asked for pray era?" 
Without any flush of cheek he replied; 
“I am. I haven’t always done right, 
and I have been quite tad, but since I 
arose for prayers I think I am better 
thau I was.” It was only his way of 
announcing that he had started for the 
higher life. God will not cast out a man 
who is brave enough to take a step ahead 
like that.

I tell you these things this morning be
cause, my dear friends, I want to show 
you how light the cross Is that we have 
to carry compared with that which Christ 
carried for us. You have not had the 
flesh tom off for Christ’s sake in carrying 
vour cross. He fainted dead awr y under 
his cross. You have not carried the croee 
until it fetched the blood. der his 
there was a pool of carnage that plashed 
the horses’ fetlocks. You have friends 
to sympathize with yon In carrying the 
cross. Christ trod the wine press of 
God’s wrath alone, alone 1 The cross 
that you and I ought to carry represents 
only a few days or a few years of trial. 
The cross that Christ carried for us had 
compressed iutoit the agonies of eternity.

There has some one come here today 
whom you have not observed. He did 
not come through the front door; he did 
not come down any of these aisles; yet 
I know he Is here. Ho is from the east, 
the far east. He comes with blistered 
foot and with broken heart and cheeks 
red not with health, but with blood from 
the temples. I take hold of his coat and 
Isay: “It does not seem to fit thee.” 
“No,"he says; “it is not mine; it is bor
rowed ; it does not belong to me now. 
For my vesture did they cast lots. " And 
I say to him: “Thine eyes are red aa 
though from loss of sleep.” He says; 
“Yes, the Son of man had not where to 
lay his head." And I touch the log on 
his back and I say: “Why earnest thou 
this?” “Ah 1" he says, “that is a cross I 
carry for thee and for the sins of the 
whole world. That is a cross. Fall into 
line, march on with me in this proces
sion, take your smaller crosses and your 
tighter burdens and join me in this 
march to heaven." And we join that 
procession with our smaller crosses 
and our tighter burdens, and Christ 
looks back and he sees some are halting 
because they cannot endure the shame, 
or bear the burden, and with a voice 
which lias in it majesty and omnipo
tence, he cries until all the earth trem
bles: “Whosoever doth not bear his 
cross, and come after me, cannot be my 
disciple."

Oh! my brethren, my sisters—for I do 
not speak professionally, I speak as a 
brother would speak to a brother or 
sister—my brother, can you not bear a 
cross if at last you can wear a crown? 
Come now, let us divide off. Who is on 
the Lord’s side? Who is ready to turn 
his back upon the Lamb of God that 
taketh away the sin of the world?

A Roman emperor said to a Greek 
architect: “You build mo a coliseum, a 
grand coliseum, and if it suits me I will 
crown you in the presence of all the 
people, and I will make a great day of 
festival on your account. " The Greek 
architect did his work, did it magnifi
cently, planned the building, looked after 
its construction. The building was dope. 
The day for opening arrived. In the 
coliseum were the emperor and the 
Greek architect. The emperor rose amid 
the plaudits of a vast assembly and said; 
“We have gathered here today to open 
this coliseum, and to hone» the Greek 
architect It is a great day for the Ro
man empire. Let this building be pros
perous, and let honor be put upon the 
Greek architect Ol we must have a 
festival today. Bring out those Christians 
and let us have them put to death at the 
mouth of the lions.*' The Christians 
were pnt into the center of the amphi
theatre. It was to be a great celebration 
in their destruction. Then the lions, 
hungry and three-fourths starved, were 
let out from their dens in the side of the 
amphitheatre, and they came forth with 
mighty spring to destroy and rend the 
Christians, and all the galleries shouted, 
“Huzza, huzza I Long live the emperor l” 
Then the Greek architect arose in one of 
the galleries and shouted until in the vast 
assemblage all heard him: “I too am a 
Christian I” and they seized him in their 
fury and flung him to the wild beasts, 
until his body, bleeding and dead, was 
tumbled over and over again in the dust 
of the amphitheatre.

Could you have done that for Christ? 
Could you, in a vast assemblage, all of 
whom hated Christ, have said: “I am a 
Christian," or, “I want to be a Chris
tian?” Would you have had the 
10,000th part of the enthusiasm and the 
courage of the Greek architect? Nay, I 
ask you another question: would you in 
an assemblage where they are nearly all 
Christiana—in an assemblage a vast mul
titude of whom love Christ and are will
ing to live, and if need be to die for him 
—would you dare say: “I am a Chris
tian, "or, “I want to be a Christian?" 
Would you say in the presence of the 
friends of Christ, as much as the Greek 
arcliitect said in the presence of the ene
mies of Christ? O! are there not multi
tudes here this morning who are ready 
to say: “Let the world look on; let all 
tho galleries of earth and heaven and hell 
look on, I take Christ this day. Come 
applause or abuse, come sickness or 
health, come life or death, Christ now, 
Christ forever."

Are you for Christ, are you against 
him? The destinies of eternity tremble 
in the balance. It seems as if the last 
day had come and we were gathered for 
the reckoning. “Behold, he cometh 
with clouds, and every eye shall see him. ’ * 
What I say to one I say to all. What 
are you doing for Christ? What are 
you bearing for Christ?

Ohl Christian man. Oh I Christian 
woman l Have you any scars to show in 
this conflict? When a war is over the 
heroes have scars to show. One hero 
rolls back his sleeve and allows a gunshot 
fracture, or ho pulls down the collar and 
shows where he was wounded in the 
neck. Another man savs: “I have 
never had the use of my limb since I 
was wounded at that great battle.” 
When the last day comes, when all 
our battles are over, will we have 
any wounds for Christ? Some have 
wounds for sin, wounds for tho devil, 
wounds gotten in fighting on the wrong 
side. Have we wounds that we can 
show—wounds gotten in the battle for 
Christ and for the truth? On that resur
rection day Christ will hare plenty of 
scars to show. Christ will stand there 
and show tho scars on his brow, the scars 
on his hands, nnd the scars on his feet, 
tbid he will put aside the robe of his roy
alty and show the scar on his aide, and 
all heaven will break down with emotion 
and gratitude in one great sob, and then 
In one great hosanna. WU1 you and I 
have any scars to show?

There will be Ignatius, on tliat day 
showing the mark of the paw and teeth 
of the lion that struck him down in the 
Coliseum. There will be glorious John 
Hubs showing just where on his foot tho 
flames began on that day when his soul 
took wing of flame and soared up from 
Constance. There will bo Hugh McKail 
ready to point to the mark on his neck 
where the ax struck him. There will 
be McMillan and Campbell and Freeman, 
the American missionaries who with 
their wives and children were put to 
death in theawful massacre at Cawnpore, 
showing the places where the daggers of 
the Sepoys struck them. There will be 
tlieWaldenses showing where their limbe 
were broken on the day when the Pied
montese soldiery pitched them over the 
rocks. Will you and I have any wounds 
to show? Have we fought any battles 
for Christ? Ohl that we might all be 
—fnr Christ, that mlghS ha
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