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THE DARKEST HOUR.

Forrow May Endure for the Night but Joy
Cometh With the Morning.

“It's no use,” said the lit'le lame cob-
bler, dropping his head-upon his hands and
looking, as be felt, the personification of
despair, ‘I've offended the Lord how,
and he won't let me have a chance to keep
& home over your heads. I know I'm notal!
1 ought to be, and I'm punished.”

Becky went across the room and patted
her husband on the back.

“Now, don’t take on, Nick don't,” she
said. “*That can't be, for He as knows all
knows how good you ara. Better times 'll
come. They're sure to ; and you'll be re-
warded for all your patience vet. “‘The
darkest hour is just before day.”

The cobbler shook his head.

“I've gin up hope, Becky,” he smd ;
“what with the rent and the bill for
medicine. It was like me to get sick just at

Readings

were to know real poverty
ukedttl"m. Men whom rhey bal pitied
as Laupers, wera owners of real
estats, Cripples and blind men whom they
had aided were found to bave bound up

strong limbs and glued their eyes together—
so they were upon distress and
refused the broken bread.

At six o’clock that evening, Becky stood
at a street corner with one crust in her bas-
ket—no more.

Boyond lay a pawnbroker’s shop, and
Becky looked at its golden balls and at har
wedding ring. Shs had worn it fifteen
years, and it was th'n and frail, but pure

ld ‘Through all she had kept it until now.

ust it go ?  The thought was worse than

begging.

Becky took a step foreward, another
back. Then she to a little.
Nick's ring that he put on her hand so
long sgo—oh. dear! oh, dear.

ut she grew brave again, and wa'ked
into the shop and pawned the ring! It
was not much thev gave her for it, but it
would buy supper, and perhaps Nick
wouldn’t notice, and perhaps she could get
it back. That was a very faint ‘perhaps’,

the worst, and no work g in; and
the new shop with the gilt sign tempting
folks from our shabby basement even for
the mending of old shoes. I'm crushed
down. Why you are as thin and white as a
ghost. You haven't tasted meat this week,
Becky.” J

“No more have you,” said Becky. *‘But
la, why there is folks thinks meat unhul-
some. Wegetarians, Nick, they call ’em ;
where I lived once, I saw one.”

“Did he say bread was unhulsome, too P
asked Nick. ¢Ob, gal, I wish I'd left ye
living out at service, rosy and bright and
happy; butl meant to do better, I did.
It I was an able bodied man, I'd work
somehow and somewhere, but it's the last
or nothing with me. Becky, why didn't
you take Tim Rolf, the wheelwright, and
send the limping little cobbler about his
buisness P

] didn’t like Tim,” said Becky, ‘and I
just knew how nice and cosy we'd be to-
gether. Never siquarrel, Nick. And how
we used to go to Hoboken and bave lemon-
ade in the garden and coms home after
dark a a‘ternoon, and how we used to go
to church Sunday morning in good clothes
a3 good as any one.”

“Used,” sighed poor Nich.

“Why, it can’t be all up hill,” said Becky.
I haven't time to go out gallivanting now,
but ls, I don’t miss it. We're steady mar-
ried folks now, you know.”

“Oh, Becky,” said the cobbler, ‘“‘you
try to keep up heart, but yon know it’s
come to starving.”

They lock at each other, and then Becky
put her arms about her husband. = She did
not weep upon his bosom ; she was so big
and strong, and he 8o frail and small, that
it only seemed natural to reverse matters.
She hugged him up to her shoulder and
covered his head over with her apron and
put her obgek down outside the bundle thus
made, and soothed an1 patted him as if he
had been n baby. But she cried, too, and
the apron was wet £hrough in no time.

It was a badstate of things. No money,
n) food, no fire, and winter at its coldest.
The children sent to school breakfastless
for the sake of the warmth and comfort of
the schoolhouse. No work to be had ; the
little cohbler also helpless as man could
well be, except at his trade, and Becky's
washing stopped, for heaven only knew
how long, by a great felen ia the palm ot
her right hand. But Becky loved the
queer little mortal she had married so well
that she stopped; crying first, and picked
up his head and patted it, and kiesed him
between the eyes—great, frightened, hight
blue eyes, that seemed made tor crying.

‘You stay home and mind the place,’
she said I'm going out a while. Perhips
there'll be a bit of luck, who knows.’

She put on her bonnet and shawl—such
a thin little shawl—which had been used
for an ironing cloth, and bad an iron
sbaped scorch between the shoulders —and
took up & basket.’

The cobbler looked at her.

‘Becky,’ be said, hoarsely. *‘Becky.’

She knew just what he meant.

“The little children, Nick,’ she said ; ‘we
could starve—but them poor critters. Nick
it won't ssem like begging when it's for
them.’

And then the door shut behind her—and
poor Nick limped after her, as though te

stop her; then paused, and fairly flung | S

himself down upon the floor, wishng he
were under the ground beneath it.
‘God forgive the man that marries a wo-

man to starve her,’ he sobbed. ‘Why, if
1'd known it would have come to this, I'd
never hive courted her. It's time I was

waited, bargaining with the proprietor over
s suit of little girls clothing—costly tbin&l,
strangely cut of place in her hands. Becky
noticed this, saying to herself that they
were never fairly come by. But she had
forgotten all about it, when, coming out of
the baker's, a little voi:e fell on her ear,
and, looking down, she saw a barefoot
child of four, in wretched rags, sobbing
piteously.

Becky was soft ot heart; but. in poor
quarters, crying children are common
enough, and her own were waiting for the
loaves in her basket. She walked on hast-
ily, and so upset the toddler. Then Becky
needs must stop and pick her up.

*“Why don’t you go home to your mother
this night time,” she said, ‘‘and not stand
here to be knocked down?P”

And a little silver thread of a voice ans-
wered :

“I can't find mammsa. Icant find my
home. Where is mamma? Oh, mamma.’
Backy kreelt down. A white head of
crumpled curls, and a pair of blae eyes,
swimming in tears, she could jist make

out.
I'll take you home, only say whore,’ she

said.

Baut the child could tell nothing. It way
plainly lost. Becky took it in her arms,
and made inquiries at the corner grocery,
where she tought a slice of ham, but no
one knew the child. Tt was growing late,
too, and Becky could not leave it to its
fate.

I'll take it home,’ said she, ‘and tomor-
row find its folks.’

So when the cobbler and his children saw
the docr open at last, there entered by it
not only mother and a basket buta baby
also.

‘Iv's & poor, lost child,’ said Becky. I'm
going to keep it to-night. It's parents ara
poorer than w3 are; you can tee that by
its bare feet and only one little frock, poor

thing! Now hold her, Nick, while I cook
supper, I didn’t beg it, Nick—so don't
fret.’

And then, keeping her ring-finger out of
sight, Becky fried the ham and made gravy,
and cut bread, and sent for two cents’
worth of milk—which, judiciously diluted,
made a quart of milk and water, and tried
to be very cheerful.

The lost child cried ; but Becky fed it,
and soon coaxed it to talk; then came a
story of a *‘bu dess,” and a ‘‘nassy wom-
an.”

The youngest, who had chewed the red
kid, acted as interpreter. Soon it was
discovered that some woman described as
“‘nasty,” had taken away th: child's blue
dress and other garments, and had whip-
ped her.

Becky listened intently.

“‘That dress was blue, Nick,” she cried.
I knew it warn't hers—a tipsy, ragged
woman ; and folks that owa them things
don’t come to pawning, [—'

Then she paused—the secrat was out.
Nick's eye had danced toward the wed-
ding-finger, and back again to her face.
“Oh, Becky,” he cried. *‘Becky, I
didn’t think i

Becky flashed scarlet.

“I didn't mean to.tell,” she said, ‘‘but
now it’s out; I'm married all the same,
thaok God. It was at the pawnshop I saw
the blue dress.” And she told them of the
woman whom she had watched and of her
suspicions. ‘‘The child has teen stolen.
“I?i’ck," she said. ‘It's a genteel child,
you can see; and if we can but find its
name out, we may save some one trouble,
we've never had. Think of one of ours
being gone all night, Nick.”

The baby’s name seemed to be Minnie
Smith, though ¢Mis” might mean any-
thing else ; and putting the children to bed,
allin & row, like the little Ogres n the
fairy tales, save that they had no crowns
on, Nick and his wife started off to the
pawnbroker’s.

The man was good-natured, and looked
at the garments. They were marked M.

“I'm riyht, then,” said Becky. “They
are the child’s and they were stolen. And
if we can but find its poor mother, we'll
ulvla' her more than any but a mother can
telly. -

“Bat think of all the Smith’,” said the
pawnbroker. *“There’s thousands of *‘em.”
*‘And thousands,’ said Becky. Butthete

dead.’
Perhaps being a  strange, impulsive lit-
tle fellow, there might have been gr:gic

end to this scene, but that the

the police—they may know.”
And out went Nick and Becky to ques-

came in from school, and began to cry --,
partly at the sight of their prostrate father
partly because of hunger—and Nick for
got himself to do what be could for them.
He had no dinner, but he had gréat deal
of love to give them, and some pieces of
red kid. Only the youngest chewed the
kid. And the fact that mother and the
basket were gone together, impressed them.

s Rl Bt aews baagh
wi y had gone a )
Tt would be borrible,ne doube, sbe themgs.
to take food frow strangers—but she found
there was one thing even more terrible,
not to take it.

Door after door was slammed in her face.
Onice a dog was set
#0. - Professional

gers had made them-

at her, or she thought | po

tion the guardi of the night, until, at
last despairing of an answer, they were
turning homeward, when a blaze of light
from m:{:n door fell over them, and 5
saw on steps &.weeping woman an
a tall handsome man,
*‘Hush, we will find her it she is alive,”
said the man.
“My precious little Minnie,” cried the
woman.

Then Nick and Becky gave a sort of
little cheer in unison.
“*It's them," eaid Becky ; “‘them, certain
sure. Obh, mum, if your name 13 Smith,
::l gon‘vo lost a little girl, we've found

And then the cobbler and his wife were
unsed upon, and the story told.
six poor little Ogre

when it

A woman was in the pawnshop as she |

m_:iblu in the parents’ joy. And
ai
was iike a play.

And so it was—one with a happy eading
—for what should the Iady do but beg and
E:‘y Becky to tell her what she would ke

, and Becky confessed that to have her

wedding ring back was the hope of her life
and this led to the cause of its pawning and
all the story of poverty and sorrow. Then
the dark hours ended and day broke ; and
there was food in the house, and fire; and
as it happened that baby Minnie's father
needed just such an honest man for work
as poor Nick could do, he gave the place
to the cobbler; and from that day there
was enough and to spare in the little home,
because of the simple goodness shown to
baby Minnie.
*‘So it's never time thrown away to do
a kindness to any one,” says Becky, often;
“‘for somehow you always are rewarded for
it. If I'd left the little lost beggar’s child,
as I theught it, in the street and never
stopped to care for it—as 1 might have
done in such trouble—where would Nick
bave been and the children and me this
night ? Not that I did anything but what a
Christian ought, but see how we were paid
for it."—¢'Happy Hours.”

THE LITILE RIFT.

of Temper in
the Father of a Family.

“I declare, ssid Mr. John F'

hald

nln-bmﬂntninl. and the odd  baby
in thejy midst was taken out to their distress
and consternation, for they had counted on

hap‘ her.
And Nick and Becky forgot their No.wz
1
it was like poetry and Becky said it

the house, to
front door wi
papa? Why is he so worried so cross and
uoreasonable always? He never has a
word of praise for us when things are at
their best, and he is forever blaming e
one when they are the least bit wrongr“{
am ashsmed of my father. Don't let us go
to ?nyar-meeﬁnp. Papa did not wait for
us.

‘Darling,’ said Mrs. Freeholder, ‘don't
allow yourself to speak with disrespect of
your father. Business worries him, prob-
ably. He really does not mean all he says.
It is simply & matter of habit into which
be has fallen, and personally, though it
us2d to hurt me, I do not mind it 80 much
now. 1 am di d at the i ion it
leaves upon our friends, because it some-
bow puts the wife and the home into a
false position, when the head of the house
indulges in unkind reflections in the pres-
ence of guests. When we are alone I can
endure it.’

. *Yes, mamma, you do endureit. Your
lip quivers, your eyes are blurred with
tears, you cannot help shrinking as it you
had been struck when one of the boys is
barshly sent away from the table. When
I grow up aud am married,’ said the preco-
cious daughter, firmly, ‘I will begin righr.
The first time my husband dares to find a
word of fault I'll crush the thing in the
bud. See if I don't!"

Mother and daughter went to prayer-
meoting, entering the lecture-room late.
Mr. Freeholder, from his seat at the pss-
tor's right, sent them a severely re, roving
glance which the wife did not trouble her-
;glt to return, with one of defiance. Mr.

laying down his carving-knife and fork,
with the air of a martyr.” I declare I am
discouraged! What do you do with this
knife, Lucilla, to make it so dull! The
best steel that can be bought is ruined tke
instant it gets into this house. I suppose
Bridget cuts the kindling wood with it.
Anyhow, I cant carve rosst beet with a
thing that has an edge like a hoe. Wonld
it be too much, my dear, to ask you to
have the steel brought on the table, so
that I may sharpen this knite mysel’, since
you and Bridget appear to have no time to
look after so trifling an affair?” The
politeness was cutting, it the knite was not.
Mr. Freeholder finished his tirade in a
grieved and vexed tone of voice, frowning
at his eldest daughter, who looked as if she
would like to take her mother’s part, and,
when the steel was brought by Bridget, he
sharpened the knife with much unnecessary
ph Mrs. Freeholder, opposite him
at the table, flashed and bit her lip. Tears
were not far from her eyes, but she was
proud and held them back. Fi'teen years
of married life with John Freeholder had
not accustomed her to his maelstrom of
tault findiag nor rendered her insensible to
pain when he made, in public and before
his family, sarcastic observations on her
housekeeping, hur dress and her manage-
mert of the children.

Singularly enough, it was only in public
thot Mr. Freeholder behaved thus unkind-
ly When husband and wife were by them-
selves he was generally affectionate, gentle
and even generous. But before people,
though aware that his conduct caused his
shy and sensitive wife acute suffering, he
persi in g the impulse of the
moment, and if anything had annoyed him
at the office, or if Mr. Freeholder had
losses, then he gava his ill-temper the
reins, and everybody at home felt its |
power. Words can sting like whip-lashes.
Rupert, the seven-year-old son (there
were six children in all) was chatting in an
undertone with his little sister, and giggled
aloud, just as Mr. Freeholder, with a
flourish, laid down the steel, and proceeded
to cut the meat. Instantly the boy’s
father was upon him, fancying the laugh

T 80 felt asit he could
shake Agnes, she was so lackingin duteons
bebavior, but she was beyond the a 3e of
p.mntl] corzection, and, at home, he occa-
sionally spanked one of the babies as a
vent for his anger with their sister. That
look of hers, across the room, made him
very uncomfortable tonight.

*‘Big as she is,” he said to himself,
“she’ll find that I'll punish her ina way
she'll feel. My lady will be ordered to her
room, and shut up for a day or two, on a
dietof bread and water, if she doesn't
learn to control her eyes and her tongue.”
Poor Mr. Freeholder! At that instant the
pastor, with benignant face, and courteous
tone‘. vemd.."g:ntlly imperious :

“Wewill be led in prayer by Br
Freeholder.” gl S
It was a beautiful prayer, but not a syl-
lable, not a sentence in its course, aroused
any other sensation than that of antagon-
ism in ths beart ot Agnes Freeholder. Her
mother instinctively guessed her state of
ming, and was not surprised, when, the
meeting over, and an opportunity afforded
young people to meet the committee, and
unite with the church, Agnes, who had
lately been seriously consi ering the mat-
ter, walked resolutely pastthe doer. She
said nothing, but had she spoken she would
have said that her father's crossness and
ber tather's prayer were, in combination,
ber stumbling-block on the threshold of
the kingdom.

**Take heed that ye offend no’ one of
these littls ones,” says the Saviour, and
‘‘woe to him by whom the offence cometh !”
Ycars after. John Freeholder bore his
cross in humilitation, when his sons flad
their home as if it had beena prison, his
daughters remained obstinately outside the
Church, and even his wife, patient to the
last, treated him with tolerant pity. Ua-
restrained temper and petty despotism had
brought forth their legitimate consequences.
—Margaret E. Sangster, in ‘Chbristian
Herald.

SUNDAY OBRISIIANITY

A Better Kind is That Which Extends Over
Every Day of the Week.

A goodly - portion of the world labors
under the delusion that religion and
Christianity are synonymous terms ; but
this is a grievous mistake. They are as
different as night from day.

Rsligion is a matter of form and creed.
a dry theological husk, born in the mind or
in the i and capable of ch

ite colors as the chameieon changes, taking

at his expense, and unmfndful of Mra.
Freeholder’s deprecating excuse :
“Never mind this time, papa; Rupert
forgot.”
*‘Yes,” he answered, ‘that is always the
way ; naughty Rupert forgot, forgot that I
have forbidden any child under ten to
speak at this table, unless he isfirst spoken
to. Children should be seen and not
heard ; Rupert, you may leave the table at
once. You cam have your dinmer in the
kitchen, sir.”
This was a great disgrace. ‘ Well,
papa,” said Agaes, a pretty girl of four-
teen, not in the least afraid ot her father,
and very sympathetic with her mother, *1
think it would be pleasanter if you could
pass a thing, a little thing once in a while.
Rupert has beenso good all day, and
Elsie made him laugh. Why didn’t you
send her away from the table, or me, and
why do you get so fretted at any trifling
thing ; you called it a trifls yourself just
now when you spoke to mother about the
knite.”
¢Agnes, do not be pert and forward,”
said M. Freeholder, sternly, passing his
plate for potatoes.
“These potatoes, my love,” he added a
minute after, agan turning to the unfort-
unate mistress of the feast, ‘‘are watery
and underdone, raw in fact. If Bridget
cannot even boil a potato properly she had
better leave, but I do not know that it is
wholly her fault. Ityou would on'y look
after things yourself more carefully.”
et Pt ot e
itse ough, er findin
something as & p:g on which hemighgt
hang a complaint, in every dish and every
course, the mother tg:ov[v@gg more and

its diate surrounding

Christianity is a beautitul flower that has
its roots in the soul and is watered and fed
by the divinity that makes us kin to tke
one eternal God.

A far larger portion of the world, even
among so-called Christian people, has so
far mistaken the relative terms as to pin

yer-meeting, shutting the
s bang, '&ht g:o‘- ail
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every day of the year. |
The true Christian will be one on Mon-
day as well sa on Sunday, and on Saturday
as well as on any other day of the week.
He will be a Christian at home as well as at
church on the street as well as when sitting
comfortably in his well cushioned pew.

He will not wear his Christianity as a
germent to be put aside with his Sunday
garment and ‘o remain undisturbel until
another Sunday shall roll around.

He will carry it with him to his offize,
his store or his shop. It will be with him
when he makes an entry in his ledger,
weighs out a pound of bulter or rive's a
piece of iron. It will enter into all his
transactions with his fellow man, and it
will not take a recess while he is engaged
in a horse trade or is expatiating on the
merits of & piece of property thit he is
oftering for sale. e
The true Christian will be a Christian in
failure as well as in success, alike in pov-
erty or wealth, and in the judgment that
he casts upon his neighbor as well as in the
estimate that he places upon himselt.
He will recogniz2 in every human being
a human soul as precious in the eyes of the
Father as he thinks his own life may be,
and he will adjast to his own life as well as
to bis brother’s the golden rale of divine
justice—N. Y. Advertiser.

A Message From God.
*‘Blessed is the man that endureth temp-
tation ; for when he is tried, he shall re-
ceive the crown ot life, which the Lord hath
promised to them that love him. Let no
man say when he is tempted, I am tempted
of God ; for God cannot be tempted of evil,

neither tempteth he any man; But every
man is tempted, when be is drawn away of
his own lust.” James 1:12-14.

STRONG ENGLISH WORDS.

When a person says ‘‘I suffered excruciat-
itg pain,” he expresses a fact in the
stongest words afforded by the English

all its faith on religi garding it as the
sole and subtle essence of Christianity ;
hence we bave the tribe of Sunday Chris-
tians almost as innumerable as the sands of
the ocean.

These people pay the strictest adherence
to the old fashioned puritanical method of
Sunday observance. They go to church
three times a day, if there happens to be
that number of scrvices, and their devout-
ness, in comparison with their usual week-
day d r, partak hat of the
nature of & masquerade, and is apt to pro-
duce much cynical, amusement among the
ungodly.

" There is a funereal stillness about their
houses on the Lord's holy day ot which
every member of the family partake,
nolens volens.  Nothing of a strictly
secular nature is indulged in; their read-

guage. The word *‘excruciating” comes
from cruz, a cross, and signifies an intensity
of agony comparable only to that endured
by one who undergues the barbarous
punishment of cruicifixion. There are some
diseases which, for a time, cause pain of
this acute and formidable nature. To find a
reliet for it, when possible, is at once the
impulse of humainty and the ious desire
of science. Two brief examples may in-
dicate what success is attending the effort
effort to both comfort and cure cases of
this kind. .

¢“Nearly all my life,” writes an intelligent
woman, ‘‘I have borne the burden of what
appeared to be incurable illness. I always
felt heavy, weary, and tired. My appetite
was poor, and aiter eating I bhad & cruel
pain at my chest and between the shoulders.
Frequently the pain was so intense that [
was impeﬂed to loose my ciothing and

venience, and by a few weeks' further use
of the Syrup I was not only free from any
local ailment, but felt better than I ever
did in my life before. Since then I have en-
joyed continuous good health, taking a
dose ot Mother Seigel’s Syrup occasionally
for some transient indisposition. You are
at liberty to publish my letter. o (Signed)
(Mrs.) Elizabeth Rogers, 42, Plevoa Road,
South . Tottenham, London, S:ptember
13:h 1895.”

“‘In January, 1892,” writes ancter, I
had a‘tick of influenzi, and was conficed
to my bed for eightecn weeks th r after.
Subsequently I was very weak, and could
get up no strepgth. What little food I
forced down (baving no appetite) gave me
ex:rucwating pain, so that I was afraid to
eat. I came to be exceedingly weak and
bad frequent attacks of dinzness. I was
worn almost to a tkeleton, and none
thought I would recover.

“In June, 1892, Mr. Smith, a friend of
ours, recommended ms to try Mother
Seigel's Syrup, which I at once procured
ot Mr. George Coombs, the chemist in
Huckuall. After taking it for only one
week I felt greatly benefitted. I could eat
better. and” food agreed with me. Con-
tinuing with-the Syrup [ grew stronger
and stror.ger, and soon felt even better than
betore I was attacked by the influenza.
You are free to print this statement it you
wish to do it. (~igned) (Mrs.) Ruth
Halliday, 44, High street, Hucknall
Torkard, Nottingham, March 19:h, 1895.”
| Intense pain may or may not indicate
urgent danger to life, but it is hard to bear,
and very exhausting just the same. In
cases of rheumatic gout (Mrs. Rogers) the
pain is caused by & poisonous acid in the
tissues, originally produced by the decom-
position of food in the stomach—indigestion
or dyspepsia. The same poison acting in the
liver and kidneys creates the other symp-
toms mentioned. In the case of Mrs.
Halliday the ailment was dyspepsia, which
in the first place invited influenza, and then
remained to torment her.

It is best and easiest to prevent pain by
using Mother Seigel's Syrup immediately
when the illness appears,

Mianisteriog to a Qulet Kentucky Flock,

Ina pleasant, social little Kentucky
town, not long ago, a new minister arrived.
Fervent in his mission against the {world,f
the flesh and the evil one, and not duly con-
sidering the points of his compass, he de-
livered from his pulpit the fizst Sunday a
tirade agaiust card playing. On Monday
the wealthiest member of his flock called
on him and said :

*‘Oh, dear Brother Parker, your sermon
was very unwise. You will offend hal

your people if you talk against cards. We

are just a little quiet community all by our-
selves here, and we play cards whenever

walk about the room. My nerves were dis-
ordered and impressible, and I was, con-

ing is of the Scripture without regard to
its beauty or appropriateness; and such a
thing as play or trifling social conver-
sation is particularly interdicted during the
legal period of the Sabbath day.

But when Monday comes this feeling is
put away with the Sunday garments, and
the Sunday Christian becomes once more
of the world worldly, and Christ and His
hings are almost entirely forgotten

more silent and pale, , harden-
ed by the frequency of such scenes, de-
vouring their gooseberry pieat the end of
the repast with as much relish as if they
had been seated at s table where every-
thing was cheerful and serenity reigned.
Waell said the wise man, ‘Better is a
dinner of herbs where love is, than astalled
ox, and hatred therewith,’ and ‘Better
is .drg“n.l:ml and quietness therewith,
than & full of sacrifices, with strife.’
‘ * said the oldest daughter, with

uivunuinma tomany people, and how

Inhllhnlmn'&

without crowns aroused from

until another Sanday reminds him of the
duty that he peculiarly applies to that day.
It is very true that we should ‘‘remem-
ber the Sabbath day to keep it holy,” and
that on that day we should pay due rever-
ence to the God who ordained that day
and who gave us His commandments con-
cerning) it. 3 But we should not confine

Eating but little my strength waned
necessity, and I came to be very
a long time I got about feebly and with
diﬂiclﬁty.

rheumatic gout, which gava me the most
barrowing experience of my life. The com-
plaint took its usual course and refused to
ylileld to the ordinary treatment. Throagh
the
dropsy set in and my legs
puﬂl;'ﬂy and swollen. I suff g
pain and was confined to my bed for
thirteen weeks. Romedies of every descrip-
tion were tried, but to little purpose,

he
?y amedicine called Mother

chemist, in Seven Sisters’ Road, and after
taking it i

sequently, easily disquieted and upset. MZ

we want to. Don't say anything more
about card playing.”
: 8o the next Sund:y the new preacher

sleep was habitually bad, and 1 s
none the better for spending a night in hedi
of

weak. For

*“In August, 1887, I had an attack of

partial failure of the liver and kidneys
m:i feet becam ame

excr

*My brother, visiting me one day, said

been cured of an attack of dropsy
Bgzd‘uSmp.

got & bottle from Mr. Hewett, the
felt a trifle easier. I continued

our Christianity entirely to that day. It

‘Mamma, t
Mr. Freeholder had stamped himself out of

should be apparent in our lives and actions

one of the finest
State. You are beside
try to put down horse

ber, ‘‘but don’t overlook the fact
the only, Jew in your congregation.

There was an increase of more
thousand fires over the average of

out on g. Again the
wealthy member fvisited him to say that
bis church people had danced all they want-
ed to, and he must not ssy anything more
sgainst dancing. The evil of horse raci
was his subject the following Sunday, an
this brought the rich member to him. in

great distres of mind.

“‘Great goodnes, Brother Parker ! this is
horse sections in the
youn'a'lf when you

 Well.” said ths demt reacher,
one.

““if you say so I'll have to let evils al
Next 8

ay I'll abuse the Jews.”
«All right,” remarked the wealthy mem.
th at I'm

London had 4,845 fire alarms last

it, and soon the pain and swejling | ten years and of 228 over auy
m~ I could eat without pain or inoon- | yesr.




