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MESSENGEF AND VISITOR.

THE FACE OF CHRIST,

Aw O Legend Ket. 4 for Christmas

BY KATHARINE PEARSON WOHDS

All of us have beard thé story of the
sriist who scld bis scul to the devil for
the power of painting to the lite what
ever sultject be chose; but net all of
ue know the whole story of the bargain,
how it was broken ana what happened
thereafter, as it is told therein.

i name was Camillo, aod there
were scenes in bis life which he did
not care to remember, and which, con
sequently, he ;.unud qver with others
even less com’orting. AL the sge of
fifty his memory was & charnel-licuse
of dead recollections ; bis wife m.. left,
his children quarrelled with bim;
most of bis friends he bad wronged or
been wronged by ; and he had made a
large fortune and & grest name for
himself. It was not strange, therefore,
that st this very period he sbould be
notified by the devil of the termination
of their contrsot, and the conecquent
immediate foreclosure of the mort-
upon bis soul, :
he mere idea of such a thing

brought out the aweat upon Camillo’s
forehead ; but, baviog & month allowed
him to settle his. worldly sffairs, he |
spent ope night in tossing .lMphnly |
between his silken sheets, or restiessly |

cing the floor of his luxurions cham- |
ber, and another in still wider wander |
ings over the hills sround his vilis : |
the third morning he sent for Padre |
Antonio, the care of his native village. |

The father had now grown to be an \
old, old man; but he came st once at |
the summons of Camilic. The counsel
which be gave is a part of the old
well-known legend; tiat th artist |
should use the #kill bis contraet still |
insured to him, in painting the Face of
Christ.

It was perhaps in virtue of his train- |
ed wmathetic sense, perhaps of his am- |
bition, that Camillo decided to paint, |
pot the dying or sorrowful Baviour, |
which so many artists have attempted | i

failed, but somethiog still mmrs"
difficult—the Christ of everyday life,
By bis contract with the devil he was
able to reproduce his subject to the very |
life, It was a wonderful picture, Just
what tuxm the features wore, cr the
color of the hair and beard, I am not
able to describe, for, In faet, no one
who saw it conld evesremember any
these particulars. What they did see
and could never forget, was the face of
& man of sorrow ard acquainted with
riel; cast off by those wiom he loved
é poor, and rejected | yol with |
glad lighteomencan fn every
one who had come 1o do the
perfect will of God. The lips were
parted in & half smile; the eyes were

wonderf full of lght, too pure Lo be
bold iniquity, sesrchiog to the very
ground of the heart, tender with 1§
finite tenderness

Camille i t stand before those

be oaat himerlf on hia fece upor

wir, weeplog bitterly, and thus be

lay when the de ame to claim bim
But the painter knew not even that the
fated hour bad ste
fog of the clumor rafs
wi

When st last, Loo b
even to read the hour upon his bor
logue, the srilst rose 1o his feet, there
cn the flocy lay the hellleh contraot

sigried with his own blood, and he
knew himsell delivered

For an hour he was {
then
upon the completic
of giving a supper to bis artist fr m‘ n
reading their en x) in their faces, and
receiving thelr ¢ .gn.whu ne O
this occasion be no wild
orgles such &8 Dad

ther timea; b
ous baogaet '—Ca
redson against
surely the best he

picture was
ind ever painted.

gutsis were curious and amusec
at their host's altered mood, but fol-
lowed his lead with well-bred readi |
ness until the cloth had been removed |
anid wine set onibe table Then |
Camillo arose and took away the veil |
from the faece of Christ

There was, for & moment\a w ndrous

[hen, with a great
had sat beside the host’ and
vexed—ot p rofessed Lo be—by the

decorum “of the fesst—this 'umuxi
sprang to her feet, and, with blanched

face and wild white arms beating the

sif, fought her way blindly towardsthe
door.

Let me g she cried, “ere it slay
me! Let me away before his eyes burn

ery lips aside

s drew evenr
1pon the arlist, ealling him
d so torment them
one all.departed from the ban-
all, and Camillo was left alone,
pale, bis bha

and

day lur ll un ¢ sebac : am
AWAY isit. Padre Autoni r

Aye !” returned Camil I a 3
free agent ; and ae suc
the God who has broken m
with Batan, | vow hencelort
my ill ways

The Lord give the grace so to d

sald Father Antonio,
“Bul st the sams Lime,
pursued the painter, “you

that there are some oxcuses for me. 1|

inberited evil tendencies ; I wae badly |

| once mare

a yonng man with the |

on his koees, and |

| they
I"\L, had

| nam

| fro

d evil comuanions, and {
ghteoualy from this day forward.”

woen | was & ragged Htlle lmlt'
model ; look st me now ! 1 hav
never—thongh under & compact wllh
Satan—commifted aught that men call
crime. 1 have lived s life of pleasurs,
but have | barmed any man *"’
+'Thou shouldet know,” said the holy

I do know,” setarned °Camillo.

“Well, give ms my pepance, absoln-
tion, ana thy blessing, father, and let

me returs home whh & clean heart axd
a qmﬂ conscience.’

There is & vell upon the face of thy
pictare !’ asked the father.

The artist assented, with & troubled
glance.

“Then be thy penance this,” said
Father Antonio, “to place the pictnre
in the rcom of thine house thou dost
most frequent, and to ‘remove the veil.”

And wnen those eyes have read £0
deeply in thine hnnhlhu gb(, u seest
thysel! as they see t then come
mz ber—if thou wﬂt‘%“}\ sbeolution
and the bleesirg of peace}: Now God
be with thee; farewell.”” é

Camillo went his way mew ard
with & heavy heart.

“And but now I was so happy and so
blest,” quoth he to himself. } Was it
well done of the father to disfurb my
pesce?’ he asked. Yet did [he not
neglect to perform his penan:

A week Iater he sought be priest

‘My fatber,” said be, “I am a far
worse man than I dreamed. How
dared I ask for absolution? For when
I bad huog in my studio the picture
you wot of, lo! I looked around the
walls, and—ssk me not, I cannct tell
thee. Alas that I should have wrought

4 | evil to s0 many sculs! Think you that

I can ever atone

“Thou u'znml(hl know,” said the
priest, “Retura, and look once more
on the face of Christ.”

80 Camillo returned.

And the next.day he rore early and
went his way to the house of that
woman who had risen up and fled from
the face of his picture.

“Thou and 1" said the artist, “have
done muoh evil together; shall we
now do much good 7"

And the woman agreed. So she sold
her jewels and her fine raiment and
what precicus things she had; and

| Camillo did the lfke; and they found

other women known to them both, and
gathered them into one house, and per-
susded them to live a godly snd virto
cus life. Then Camillo went away to
bis own Bouse, expectin; R 10 look with-

ut fear into the Face of Christ. For,
indeed, there was nothing frightful
thire, bul looks of tender love and
eyes of searching purity,

But the next morning he went Lo the
chief pictare-dealer in the city, and
ordered nim 1o go heve and there and
buy up sgain every inch of canvas
which bore the nan of Camillc
Now Camlllo wes, as has been asid, &
great painter, and the surface of his
pletures might have been covered with

gold coiny withont rewching their
pri s0 when this had been done
thore was left of all his fortune caly »

tiny cottage, inlo which he moved with
bis one soul Leensure, the only relic of
bia greal fae—the Face of Uhriat
For all thewe evil and lewd plotures
had been burot with fire

Now do 1 indeed repent ;| now may

I be sbsolved,”’ quoth Camillo; and
with » happy nn«‘ peaceiul heart he
went bis way 1o the home of Vadre
\utond

i give you pesce, my som; you

have done well,” sald the priest, “Theu
hast & poor home but & wealthy heart

where s she wao should be partner of
both

“My wile " cried Canilllo, springiog
1o his feet why Padre, thou knowest

she wu false to me
1 thou?"” said Father Autonio
‘»\ ¥ L.- went his way back o the
city. "It was ill done of the padre to
disturb my peace,” he said. “Alas! |
wia jast DOW 80 happy
But be did not forget his penance,
and the next day he sought the father
again®—,
Fathér Antonio,”” hs said, “thou

| hast been faithful to my poor soul.

Help me to find my wife
8o the priest aided him gladly, and
hey found the wife of Camillo, sunk

| in such misery and degradation that

fc T many days she escaped their search

“Bat should I not forgive her, who
have been myselt forgiven !’ said the
artist, tenderly ; and he took her home,
and pleaded with her to live & better
life, and dealt kindly with her.

And the Face of Christ nung on the
wall unveiled.

Then, after a day 6r two, came Cam-
illo again to the priest, and there were
tears in his eyes.

“Father Antonio,” he said, “the Lord
has shown me myself I have been a
bad son to .old Marietta, my grand-

sther, a bad husband to my wife, a
ad father to my children. My sins
caused their error; the poison of my
life corrupted them. Help me to

8o Father Aotonio helped him, and
nght out old Marietta, whom he
eglected many yearsand Camillo’s

e | 3008 and daughters; and before them

all the artist bumbled bimself, and
they fell upon his neck with tears, and
forgave and were forgiven. Only
Marietta, who had forgotten by this
time the s of his boyhood, and re-
membered only his glory and grest
maintained that sbe had noth-
> forgive.

amillo took l\:? home, and his
hildren dwelt near by in houses of
their own, and sll were happy and at
pegce among themselves, Ard the
Face of Christ shone down upon them
the wall. Bat they had few friends
cared to enter their
for it was a fearful
carelessly to meet those plclured

ing

Now, when they had so dwelt for
vy days Camillo came sgain to
ather Antonio, and said, " Father, may
I yet be absolved 7",
[7 t Padre Actonio did n 't answer,
“What ! " cried xhu- painter, “is there

brought up ; my friends dave betrayed \ yet more to do?

mie, mine own wife was false to me, and
my children are rebellicus and unduti
fal”

“That is most trae,” said Padre An-
toplo.

“And in trath, though | sm s griev-
ous sinner, other men have done worse,”
continued the sriist. “See what I have
made of mywell, You remember me

‘Thou sheuld’st know,” said Father
Antopio,
“Ido not,” sald Camillo, .mrovlul)yA
“I hiive done all that oan bedone;
tbe siightest tie of friendship that hﬂh
bound my ml in former days have 1

Kb G (le lomnl‘ le-edy M'
Btomach Troubles.

[maughty-ch

sought to reunite; and if the friend had
been wrong(d 1 have besought forgive-

“Hath it been always granted ?"’ ask-
ed the pri
“Nay,” said Camillo, “for to some
the wrong hath been that my poison
hath so tsinted their souls that they
have wronged me; and that wrong is
bard to pudon. But the others have
forgiven.

“It h 'ell ’* said Padre Antonio.
“Yet you tell me there is more,’
said the artist.

“I tell thee? nay,” said the pricst.
“Thou should’et know. What does the
Face of Christ tell thee? " My sonm,
wken thou hast won his absolution
thau wilt not ssk mine.”

en Camillo went home very sor-
rowful, and yet happy, for he felt that
he could now look calmly snd fearlers
1y into the eyes of the Obrist; yet also
he would have liked well the priest's
absolation,

80 when night had fallen and he was
left alone with his masterpiece, he
knelt down before his canvass, and,
folding bis hands like the hands of &
little child st prayer, he locked upward
into the pictared eyes.

And the Face of Christ shone down
upon his roul. The eyes were very
searching, yet, oh ! so loviog and ten-
der; the pirted lips seemed to smile
like the lir of & mother over her

Id as she says, ‘‘But, darl-
ing, you grieve mamma.”’
Then Camillo fell upon his face with
@ great cry

And in the morning he went back to
Father Antonio.

**Ah, my father! how dared I ask for
absolution? I, who knew not the
smallest fraction of my sin! What
are all offences against my fellow-man
to my sin against Him ?”

“Ab! what indeed!” ssid Padre
Antonio. >

“I allicd myself with his foes, I re-
jected his love, I cast him ont of my
heart, I cansed those to sin for whom
be died.”

“And I also,” said Padre Antonio.

“And yet he forgives; hehas nlvuis

forgiven; ‘thst’ crushes me,” sald
Camillo. “There is no effurt in it
with him-—he forgives freely. Thera
is no little by little in it; Ihave come
back to him step by step, but he has
carrfed me always in his hesrt.
Padre Anluniu, what shall I do to be
nwd"
“Go back,” smid the priest, “and
ook once more on the Face of Christ.”
* 80 Oamillo went back, and knelt il
night long before his mn(e‘f(rm! and
the eyes of the Christ shone down into
bis soul. And & grest sorrow came
upon. him, and also & great joy; s
great anguish and a great peace; be-
cause the love without bim was greater
thao the love within, and for the fist
moment in his ball century of years he
fult all fte weight

Thersfors between the joy and the
anguish, bis heart brake, and his soul
waa drawn up ioto the ocesn of love,
eternal and {llimitable.

And {n the morning they found him
lying dest benesth lt(m eyes of Christ,
with the peace of heaven upon his
palid features

The Lord Chirist bath absolved him,’
sald Padre Antonfo.~ Christion  Union
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JUDGE NoT.

| was teaching & private school in &
flourdishiog town in cne of our Weastern
Hiates when an incldent occurred that
showed me how wrongfully we some-
tines judge those whom we consider
beneath us, socially

My school, with one exception, was
composed of ohildren from the best
families in the place—well-behaved lit
tle girls and boys, who never gave me
any trouble with their lessons or their
play. The exception I spoke of was &
if-clad, half-starved orphan boy,
about ten yesrs old. that & friend of
mine had persuaded me to take into my
school. I had expected some of my
patrons to object, but they did not, and
things moved on alowly for a month or
more. Bome of my scholars lived in
the suburbs, and as it was quite a walk
to the school house, the; usually
brought their dinners. One day at noon
two little girls came to me and said
lome one had taken most of their din-
De

"IL is that little starved Moore boy ;
I know it is,” said one of them, spite-
fully

“No,” said 1, “you do not know that
Jack Moore did it ; you only think he
did. You must say nothing to any one
but me sbout this, and we will watch
and see if we can catch thethief. I am
g ing home now to my dioner, and
when I come back I will bring you
sometding to eat.”

I felt hke hiding my face in my
hands and taking agood cry; I felt so
angry with myself, and so sorry for the
desolate little child. But [ controlled
myself and began to hear the lessons.
Jack opened his book, but seemed to
have no heart for study, and turned
the leaves listlessly. His face had lost
its crimson glow, and settled into a
kind of sullen despsir that puzzled

me.

“Imny I)a is,” I said, glancing at
my watch, “it is time you were going
to take your music lesson.”

My voice softened, and I smiled
when I spoke to her. Every one, old
and young, spoke in a caressing way
when they addressed Daivy. B8he w

uch a sweet, delicate child ; she look-
ed just like a fragile flower.

A short time after Daisy quitted the
room I saw Jack lean out of the win-
dow by bis his desk, and thensit down
again with such an  expression of
am: zrment and joy on his face. When
be saw that I had seen him, he mo-
tivned to the window back of my
chair. I looked to see if any of the
older scholsrs had noticed him, but no
one seemed to have soen bim. I went
to the window and leaned out, ss | had
deen Jack do, sud there, close to the
wall, sst Daisy, devouring cake, plckle
and cheese most ravenously. 1do not
know bow 1 finished my morning's
work, but noon came st last; and
when the scholars had left the school
room, I called Jack, and told him how
:;ﬂy 1 was that I had ever misjudged

m.

“You needn’t be nothing about
it,” he kindly %-J,: oould

me, he added, “but I’m glad you fcund
out that "twasn’t.,” Then s.ill more
softly, “I'm sorry for that little girl—
she is such & pretty little thiog.”

‘I am sorry for her too,” said I, “sup-
pose we never tell.”

“All right,” said he, “I'll never tell ;"
and he never did.

That evening I told the scholars that
Jack Moors was inncoent ; that I had
found the thief, but would give no
name, and that in futore their baskets
would be safe. When I asked Dalsy

.gbom. it she burst out crying.

“0a, Miss Morris,” she sald, “I was
0 (eufully hungry. The doctor sayn I
must not eat anytbing but oatmeal,
grabam bread and milk, and lean't eat
that.. But I will try, if you promise
never to tell mamma that I am a thief.
Oh " she sobbed, “I'll never ateal again,
if I starve.”

And she never did, but tried to follow
the doctor’s directions ae best she
ocould ; and it was not long until she
was able to eat anything she wanted
without its hortirg her. “Judge not,
that ye be not judged.”’— The Myrtle,
e -

Balt rheum with its in‘ense] itching,
dry, bot akin is curéd by Hood’s Barss-
parilla, because it purifies the blood.

Discretion of speech is more than
elcquence.

Premature baldness may be prevent-
ed and the hair mace to grow on heads
already bald, by theuse of Hall’s Vege-
table Sicilian ir Renewer.

No man can hate another without
hurtiog himaell.

There's a Bridge of Bighs at Venice,

At Montreal s Bridge of Bizs;

But Futtner's Emulsion is the Bridge
of Health

Which all sick men shounld prize.

Time’s road is siraight ; no cross road
catches up with him.

K D.C. cleanses the stomach and
sweetens the breath, Try it. Testi-
monials and guarantee sent to any ad-
dress. K DO, Company, Ltd, New
Glasgow, N. 8., Canada, or 127 Hule St.,
Boston, Mass.

The surest way not to fail ia to de-
termine to succeed.

A genuine ghost-stcry has yet to be
attested : but not so & genuine blood-
purifier. Over and over again it bas
been proved thal Ayer's Sarsaparilla
stands alone among medicines as the
mcst reliable tonio alternative in phar-
l;u_cy It stood alome at the World's
alr,

It is only the soal in need who knows
how precious are the promises of God.
How to Cure Dyspepsia

Dyspeopsia arises from wrong action
of the stomach, liver, and bowels,
Burdock Blood Bitters cures Dyspepsia
and all diseases arising from it, 90
times in 100

Give becauss you love Lo give —as the
fower pours forth its perfame.
A Boon (o Mankind,
Neuralgia, Swelled Neok, Enlarged
Gilands, Lame Back apd all Mascular
Pain, Lameness and Boreness are speed-
ily and eflcctually cured by Hagysrd's
Yellow OlL. It removes all pain in »
few applications
Noman will ever be cogverted right
until he is willing to be converted in
God's way.
Sorsped With » Masp
Bins,~1 had such a severe congh that
my throat felt as if scraped with a raap.
On taking Norway Pine Syrup I found
the first dose gave relief, and the second
bottle mmplmly cured me,
Misk A. A. Dowxgy, Manotio, Oat,

Perfection is the mensure 0! heaven,
and the wish to be perfect the measure
of man. 2

Flensant as Syrup,

Mr. Douglas Ford, Toromto, Ont.,
states that Milburn's Cod Liver Oll
Emulsion with Wild Cherry Bark is
free from objectionable taste, being al-
most as pleasant as syrup, while for
coughs and colds it-gives complete sat-
isfaction, acting promptly even in ob-
stinate cases.

Love to our enemies conquers not
only our own spirits, but the dispc-
sition of those we love.

> Butdock Blood Bitters cures Dyspep-

Burdock Blood Bitters cures Consti-
patio
Buxdock Blood Bitters cures Bilious-

ness.
Burdock Blood Bitters cures Head-
he.
Burdock Blood Bitters unlocks all the

The man or woman who lives to get
what good can be obtained for self out
of the surroundings, and does not sacri-
fice self for others, has not yet learned
to enjoy living.

3 Rev: George J, Lowe,

The Rectory, Almonte, Ont., writes:
I must ask you to send me another bot-
tle of your invaluable medicine, K.D C.
I think your lsst bottle has cured me
entirely, but some members of my
family, whose cases are worse than
mine, insist on my getting some more.

Indeed we all think it an indispensa-
ble article in the household.
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Emulsion

is a constructive food that pro

motes the making - of healthy
tissue and bone, It is & wonder.
ful rrmrdy for Emmciation, Ceners)
, Throat and Lung Complaints,
Colds, Anaemia, e and

s«.l/n Pamphit om Scotl"s Evolvion. Pree
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AN ALLIGATOR’S NEST,

Al tors’ neets resemble haycocks
more than anythiog else to which they
can be compared. They avefage about
four feet in bdght and about five feet
in diameter, and are constructed of
grasses and herbage, First the mother
'gator deposits one layer of eggs on a
mortar-like flooe, and, haviog covered
this with a strajum of mud and herb.
age about an inch thick, Isys another
set of eggs upon-that, and 8o on to the
top, there being® commonly from one
hundred to two hundred eggs in a nest.
With their tails the parents then best
down the tall graes and weeds w pro-
vent the approach of ucseen enemies.
The female watches her egga until they
are hatched by the heat of the sun, and
then takes her brocd under her own
care, defendiog them and providiog for
their subsistance.

Dz Lutzenburg, of New Ocleans, once
packed one of these neats for shipment
to 8L, Petersbwg, but the yourg hatch-
ed out before they were started on the
long voyage, and were kept about the
doctor’s premises, running all over the
bouse, tp and down stairs, whining like
young pupples.— Harrison's Monthly.
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HINTS.

Don't complain about the weather,
For easier "tis, you ll find,

To-make your mind to weather
Than weather to your mind.

Dou’t complain about the sermon,
And show your lack of wit,

For, like a boot, a sermon hur's
The closer it doth fit.

D m’t complain about your neighber
For in your neighbor’s view
His neighbor is 20t fanltless—
That neighbor being you
A Narrow Escaps.

People who are exposed to the sud-
den changes of our northern climate
have little chance of escaping colds,
coughs, sore throat and lung troubles.
The best safcguard is to keep Hagyard's
Pectoral Balsam at hand. . Tt isa quick
relief and reliable cure for such com
plaints.

I was cured of Pﬂlllf!ll Goitre by
MINARD'S LINIMEN
(huhnm Ont. By u,vM: MuLLx.
was cared of ioflammation by
Ml\'AHD"\ LINIMENT.
W-l.h Ont. Mss W. W. Jouxsox.
was cored of facial neuralgia by
MINAKD’H LINIMENT.
Parkdale, Ont. J. H. BaiLey,

»s-nﬂ»n%

Hadway's Ready a o ln sate, roliable and

rink of injary
use of many
the duy

o
pain remedies of

It Is Highly Important Thai Every
Family Keep o Supply of

RADWAY S

READY RELIEF.

Always in the bouss. Its use will prove bene

flolal on all oconsions of pain or slekoess
The: nothing in the world that witl stop
paln or arrest the progress of disease as quick
A the Ready Teifel.

For headaohe (whether sick or pervous),
toothache, neurslgia, rheumatiem, lumbago,
pains and ‘weakness in the back, spie or Kid-
neys, pains around the liver, plet
of the joluts and paina or all kinds, the appl
cation of Radwayx Ready Iellef will afford n.,
mediate ease, and iia continued uso for w
days effbet & permasent cur

A CURE FOR ALL

Cold ', Coughs, Fors Thrrat, Iuflaenzs,
Bronehi Paeumonis, Sweiling,
of the Jointr, l umbage, loflamma-

tioms, Rheumatism, Nensalgia,
Fros: Chil!
Headn.he, Tooth-
ache, Asihma,

DIFFICULT BREATHING

( YURES THE Wnluﬂ‘]

ty minutes. NuTO
advertiserfient
PAIN

INS in from ono to
HOUK after read-
d any one SUFFER

Radwn)y’s Ready Relfef i* a Sure Care
for Every Pain, Sprsins, Broises,
Proms in the Back, Chest or
L'mbs.. It was 1he first and
isthe only Pain Kemedy

That instantly stops fhe mo-t exeruclating
ammation snd cures Conges:
er of ihe Lungs, Swmack, Bowsle
glards or organs. by one application.
A hall to a teaspo.nful {u half a tumbler of
wator will In & few minates eure Cramps,

Spasms Hearthe s
ness, NI ¥ hmn)m-u
Dysentety loccy, and &l internal
Ppains

There s not n remedial agent fn the world
that will cure Fever and Ague and all other
Malarons, Bilious and. o1t of fevers, nided by
RADWAY's #ILLS s quick as BAD.
WAY'S READY RELIES.

20ets per bottle. Bild by all Druggists.

RADWAY’S
PILLS,

Purely vegetable, mild and refiable. Reu-
Jute e Liver aud i /igestion Orgtns. '§he safest
and best medicine 1o the workd fur the

of all the disorders of the Siomach, 1iver,

Bowels. Kidneys, dintder, Nervhus Liscasos,
Lows of Appoiite, Heonduobe, nmm,ulun
o Hveroms. Indigestion, llbusnon, Fever,
¢ [ the Bowels, Plios W1 det
Ppetiand n.n.u‘..n/:—-u VESF KT
lm:rwn.w will hw aposmpiishied by taking
oAng

RADW A ¥ PILLA. Ry e do

DYSPEPSIA,

-y i e Bt s -nnu't'g
o ey for U suppart of the

T
Mr. J. w. Dy’u‘man

After the Grip

No Strength, No Ambition

Hood’s Sarsaparilla Cave Perfect

The following letter is from a well-known
N, 1

Barsaparilla and Hood's Pill

1 had a severe attack of
, and after getting over the
fever I did not seem to gather strength, and had
# Sarsaparilla proved to be

ry and I recommend this medicine Uy
l Ihl) are aflicted with rhoumatism or other

Hood's*s#»Cures

affictions eaused by polson and poor blood.
‘)wnys kccp n..mx s H\\ni.nparﬂ‘n. m my hmue

need a ton We also k
d and mlnk lngh)) of lhrm.
L. Geor;

R T VS R
Intercolonial Railway.

AND AFTER MONDAY, the Ist October,
1894, the Trains of this !ununy will rug
Iy (Bunday excepted] s fol low,
TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN:
Exprem for Campbaliton, Pugwash, Plo-

fax

Parlor Car runs each way on express traing
n 6t 7.00 clock nod Halifx st
70 'elock. Passengers from Kt Jobn for Qua-
bec and \loulmn ko Lhrough sleeplng cars s
ool
TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT &T. .mx]v
Exproas from Montres al &nd Quebec (Mon-

lcu-m. from Momcten [datly].

Luvm- from Halifax, Pictou und Cam cp-

\truuln atlon from Moncton
hie tratns of the Intercolonial Rail

lway
eated eam from- the locomotive, and
between Hallfux and Moatreal, via Lovis.

All trains are run by Eastern Standard Time

il Deomer 38T, 1094

N & O ..m'ﬁ‘... mdnur

i A T
'lekly. d-mlw!wmn

W Yous: 361 BROADWAY,

larhle, Freestone 2nd Granite Works

A.J. WALKER & SON,

A. J. WALKER & €9..

A AN o Somefivh-olanr

20 University 8t Montreal,

WOR'

"Tis easy enongh
When lite fl ,w
But the man wor
will smile
‘When everythi
For the test of ¢
And it always
And the smile 1k
of earth
Ig the smils thi

It is easy enoug}
When notbiog
When withoat ¢
Is luring your
Bat ivs only a n
Until it is trie
And the lHe tha!

Is Lhe una that

By the oynic, th
Who had no sf
The w‘;»rld s hig

They mnka up
Bat the virtue tt
And the sorroy
It is these that a
of earth
For we find th
THE
PUNCTUALITY
Hardly anythi
subject of puoe
sonaod trite, Y
spite of all that |
the “wise man
resent time, thi
s still the root
evils tkan any o
omission. Men,
ly are to busin
the value of tim
the management
their own times
are committed, s
tematic punctua
certainly.  The
breakfast is lat
charity of thr s
cuse her. The
bank or worksho
cuse that brea
knows no exonse
plans to take a |
nth;r than rdhk
employer an
whg is in hm‘i):
that every mon
office hours mea
business prestige
sometimes found
was never done,’
that it conld not
true of the work
A vast number o
ers, both mistree
best when the &
foew women and
worked that the
rest at night wit
sure of the care
there was no ti
The majrity of
late into the nlg
have ignored th
or in short, in o
work is “abead
systematic work
ways on the tabl
clock, cannot of
hours ars longer
son’s in the field
houss, Thete a
their housework
recison that tl
eisure. There a1
work who are th
5ouop of the n
ru iging consta
with their work.
man politely inf
she has no time
them, but is hap
afternoon, when
ulates her wo
ank president
It requires firm
with work and |
gosaip with the i
basiness doee
the management
which educate
80 Arrange work
itself harmonio
skill that is posil
cess in the house
of the kitchen
time,” and “pla
accomplish.” L«
be simpler. Let
but do what you
let the winter cl
to be made, or t
June. Once hav
ways you will be
leisurs time you
fore all was con
unpleasant sens

HOUSE

The color of pi
1y impru\ ad by
into

When boliling
bread snto the w
pleaséint odor wi
bouse; keep cfl
and cook in pl
water,

To clean sowir
the bearings wi

WALTEI

'Iln




