~ mill

AUG. 19

“FRET NOT THYSELF.”4

Bo wearily the feet must move
‘When the heart is not at rest;

God keeps His children in His love,
And He knows best.

Bo tedious is the path of life
When the care is borne alone;

But God, amid the greatest strife,
Quiets His own.

No road is sunny all along,
But the shadows thickly lie ;

Yet reason is there for a song
Since God is nigh.

No heart but has to bear its pain,
Yet the trouble goes at length ;

‘The fading hope is bright agein
When God gives strength.

0O child of Giod, be caly, be still
Let the past be what if may,
Live now as for the Father's will,

Asd Him obey !

And let the tumult and the rush
And the doubts and questions cease ;
Give God thy care, and know the hush
Of perfect peace. »
Woman's

— Marianne Farningham, in

Journal

-
Winfield Mott's Conversion,

BY KATR UPSON CLARK,

Tt was ‘n warm morning in July, but
theré had been no  drought in Easthore,

The verdure-of the fields and woods was |

fresh and glossy, and the brook which
turned young Winfield Mott's Lvlnmn;
brimmed its pretty banks full
Thete was therefore 1o apparent reason
why the mill should not-be running, but
it was vot, Winfield - Mott himself sat
in the middle of the niill floor on a pile
of shavings, a fairhsired, bluceyed
oung man of, perhaps, iwentyseven
is handsome face was cleanly shaven

but for a light mustache, His clothes
#ere neat and good. He looked robust
and intelligeny, yot there was an ex
pression upon his countenance of great
dissatisfaction. What was worse, this
expression had rested there for a r
or more, He had been a merry boy, |
but people said that he was getting
soured

“Things have gone wrong with Win
Mott, and kind iged him all up,” was
the way in Which Aunt Nabby Rouaas
put it.

Aunt Nahby was the village oracle, and
kept a sharp lookout on all her neighbors,
Her phrases were often bhard to pamse,
but there was never any doubt as to her

meaning.

Anot mark which she made sbout |
Win Mott was t he looked ws if he |
were “chuck full of besom,” which the |
plain country folk who heard her under
stood to mean that he looked as though
he were full of bitterness and hateful

ness, though no dictiopary” could. have
hélped them to such a conclusion

After Winfield -Mott had sat upon the |
pile of shavings for perbaps fifteen
minutes hé rose and walked towsrd a
window. Opposite the mill stood a little
white cottage. Winfield Mott, as he
glanced tow it now, could see his
young wife moving slowly about in it,
while bir year.old buby crowed as it crept |
about the floor

“1 don't believe (lara will ever-ibe
strong again,” he gjghed, as he turmed
awny Well, I don't know that | can
do any more than | am doing for her
Anyhow, now | must go to work

Tust then, without & note of warning,
the door opened and & gray haired, thin
faced man walked in Winfield Mott
started

“(iood morning, Mr. Ely,”  he stam
mered, extending his hand, though with
scant cordiality, “ [ didn't hear you
cousing Did you drive up from the
village

“No; I walked through the woods and
came in at your back door

The old man took off his spectacles to
wipe theth und revealed a pair of mild
kind, blue eyes

“Ygu must excuse me for calling o
early,” he continyed, “but these hot days
1 bave to go early g0 st all; and
1 bave wanted s you. It sn't. s
busy time with you, | hope, that is, too
busy for you to spend a few minutes
with me? "

An ungracious “ [ suppose not,” mut

tered almost beneath the young man's
breath, was all the réply that he vouch
safed, though his visitor's manner was
tender and even affectioniate.

“Now, Win,” he begin, seating him
selfl upon a work bench close at hand,
“talk with me freely. I have been your
pastor for ten years. 1 baptized you into
the church and your wife with you. You
and Clara seem like my children, but now
you rarely come to church or to the Sun
dayachool. Clara never comes. | sup
pose she cannot leave the little one.”

“No,” replied Winfield Mott, speaking |

with difficulty, “Clara is obliged to stay
with the Laby, She isn't strong enaugh
to go, anyway. | am worried abdut her
all the time.”

“But: she is doing her
" 1 understand.

“Yes
won't let me get any one to help her.
She says 1can't afford it.”

“Are you having very hard times, then,
Win ?” ashed the old’man, anxiously.

“I've had the worst kind of luck. I
supposed everybody knew it.'

“I have heard that you were not pros
pering, but I did not know. for certain,”
murmured the pastor.

1 easily show you

housework

“l ean the main
causés of my trouble,” snapped Winfield
Mott, throwitig his reserve to the winds.
“My fellow church members have used
me ill, Mr. Ely. I might as well tell you,"
he went- on, raising his voice fiercely,
“that I ll»oughl & young cow of our|
pregious Deacon Mosley, and it proved |
2 3 unsound 4 -
when be sold it to me. - He must have |
known it " Wintield Mott was lnrlyl
husky now with his wrath-—%[ paid him |
in hard money, and when the cow died
two weeks afterward | was that much |
poorer. 1tell you he isacheat, and [ |
will never. take sny communion bread
from his hands again.

“But that is only one tiing. I had
& large order for hard wood fnishings. |
bought a load of wood in the log, and
was going to saw it mysell. 1 bought it
of your honorable church member, L. S,
Mead. O, he’s u virtuous and upright |
man, Ae is 1"

Wintield Mott lsnghed harshly.

“1I tell you, Mr. Ely, half that load was
poplar.  Mend loft it these just at night,

|

she isn’t able to do it, but she |
|

He knew it was sick |

[ romptly, () verythe next y in
ﬂ,{ﬁer?orduml it—and 1 did not
happen to look st it for ten days or &
fortnight. Then I found that hslf of it
was 0o good. Mead swears that ‘some-
body meddled with it;' that 1 ¢had no
basiness to leave it Iying around loose
s0l' Does L.S. Mead take me for s
fool 7” cried the young man, his face now
fairly purpling under the stress of his
emotione. “Don’t you suppose I could
tell if anybody had touched my

here? L.S Mead is a fraud; but

money loss wasn't all. I saw what re-
ligion smounts to. 1 don't want any
more dealings with church members,

thank you! World's folks are good
enough for me.
“D Win, Win!" sighed the pastor.

Drops were gathering  upon=his brow.
He meekly wiped them away.

“ Yes,” went on Winfield Mott, frown
ing darkly, “and my wifeand the baby
have been siling for months; the doctor's
bills are anormous.  He's another meim
ber of the church, but he charges me

right up to the mark every time.
O yes! I've had to  mortgage my
house and my mill, ['m about as

tied up as a young fellow can be,
There are other things about church
members that | might tell you. I don’t
feel much Like sttending church. Clars.
makes me sometimes. [ confess I go
only to please her.'

The old man

“ Does sho |
aftor & pause

el as you do? ” he asked,

“Clara? No. She's as good as gold,
| and she thinks everybody else is. But
| P'm free to tell you, Mr. Ely, I don't
care for any church in which such men
| 8 Dencon  Mosely and Mr. Mead are
| shining hghts. No, | thank you!"”

| He laughed another bitter laugh.
| 0 Win, Win!" eried the old msn
again, [n » tongof acutest distress. He

paused.  Higheart was evidently too full
or utterancd. Then he turned and took
his young ffiend’s hand

“ Lot uy/pray, Win," he said gently,
and togeghier they knelt upon the floor
among t ita of broken board and the
little henps of sawdust.

“Daar Lord, implored the old man,
“oome to us thiy morning and show us
Thyself as our pattern —our gaide. Stand
between us and the whole world. Hide
that from us, and et us see only Thee in
Thy beauty. 1ot humanity be blotsed
out before us. Keach forth Thy loving
hand and pull us from the Slough of De.
spond into which we bave fallen. Take
suspicion and hatred from our hearts, if
such there be, and fill us with love and
forgiveness toward all who have injured
us, even as Thou wast full of love for
thoso who reviled and perseocuted Thee.
Qaicken and enlighten us

“O Thou that didst still the tossing
| wavesof Galilee apeak peace to our souls,
| Take our hands in Thine, and tell us how
these our sfflictions are meant for our
| good, snd help us to keep faith in Thee,
| through all. Amen.”
| The old man's words éame to Winfleld

Mott like o

reviving torrent upon s
| parehed land, sliding irresistibly upon its
| Llauod way. God had inspired them.
| It waa like David's music upon the dark:
| ened spirit of King Saul.

As they rose from their knees the
aged pastor caught the young man’s
hand.

“1 musn't take too much of your time,
Win," he began. The tears were welling
up to his kind eyes. “But I must confess
to you,—~may (iod forgive me!—that 1
bave been almost afraid to spesk to you
for fear | should ssy the wrong word.
Then, aa | said, I couldn’t see you alone,
but, O Win, let God say to you what |
cannot!  Study His Word —pray to Him.
Whatever others are or are not, He is
always Lthe same— pure, true, loving.
ean't help thinking you're too hard on
these men. | can’t think they meant to
wrong you. But the human heart is de-
ceitful, God knows, and you must not
look at the faults of church members
here wouldn't be any end to that, would
there We are all sinners you know.”
e young man'flinched a littlounder the
searching glance which. the good pastor
gave him, “Can’t you fix your eyes on

im, Win-just Him 7 Clars will tell
you I'm right. I can't 'bear to see your
young spirit clouded so! 0, come out of
the shadows and be our own bright boy
again | Good by, Win. God bless you.”

T'he young man stood fuin after the
retreating figure of* his faithful - friend,
his handsome face flushed and his eyes
moist. Was it true, indeed, that God
was not against him ?  Could he believe
that God was just, though every man
were aliar? Yes, yes! He felt it ashe
had never felt it before. P; e after
paseage of Seripture came floating into
his mind, verses, long. forgotton but full
| of comfort, verses which warned Chris-
tians of exactly such trials as those
which had come to him. Perhaps he
| bad been too hard in his judgments.
At any rate, whatever might be true of
Deacon Moseley, Mr. Mead and th
doctor, God was still good. He always
would be. A great lightsvemed sudden-
{ly to chine through the bare, plain,

shavingstrewn mill. * He could think of
| nothing but Paul on his journey to Da-
mascus.

(utside he heard & soft, slow footstep.
| Clara was coming, probably to ask him
| some question. He had not been .ve

pleasant to Clara lately, he reflected wit!
aqualm; in fact, he had been sullen,
perverse, gloomy—a brute. .

She opened the door fimidly, His
beart smote him snew ws he observed
her manner. He had been 80 cross and
ugly that his very wife whom he loved
was afraid of hiwo. Her face wore. a sad

| ook as she peered in, but something in

bis expression changed hers and she
smiled, How soft her husband’s eyes
had suddenly become! There was no
shadow today on his brosd, white fore
head, b

“Come in, Clars,” he ssid, gently. He
took her hatd and pulled her down be
side him on the bench where the good
prstor had sat & few moments before. 4“0
Ulara I he continued brokenly, “I have
been s bad husband to you, morose, un
kind. But you have beers n saint! Why
haven't [ looked to you for nrtum in
stead of to Deacon Mosley and the rest 1
Why, Clars,” he continued esrnestly, [
have been thinking that everyhody wae
bad, that every muan's hand was against
me, | have mistrusted the goodness of
God, but Mr. Ely has been here and
prayed with me, and God has seemed to

took no notice of the |
| brutal frankness of thess words.

thought was conversion was ouly a sort
of fair weather conversion, but now [ be-
lieve it is for good, no matter what
storms way come. Lut us pray together,
Clara.” Al

The young wife had pever heard her
husband pray as he prayed for the next
few minutes. Her h'urt ‘;:l f:ll of h.l.%

iness as they rose from their knees,
rt’:: hurried back, after doing her errand,
to the babe whom she had left sleeping
in the little cottage. .

On the way out she met s man who
was coming, as she afterwards learned, to
order a quantity of work of ber husband,
God does npot always send an earthly
blessing with a heavenly, but
“He answers sharp and sudden on some

prayers, _ i
and he was very good to Winfield Mott
to day.

#You are looking first rate, Win,” said
the man, an old neighbor, as he turned
away. i

“] never felt better in all my life,” re-
sponded Winfield Mott, heartily.

“Yonr wife looks today as she used
to,” went on the visitor. “I haven't seen
#0 much color in her face for a long
time."

“1 can’t _help thinking that she may
get back her strength,” said Winfleld
Mott, hopefully.

As the good neighbor went out the
young man laughed aloud for pure pleas -
ure. The morning took on a new splen-
dor. What a beautiful world it was, and
how good God was !

e R G (o

Five years have passed. Winfield Mott
is no longer picking flaws in his neigh-
bors. He is a Christian now and nobody
doubts that he has heen really “ convert
ed,” for his face, his presence in the
house of God, his voice in the prayer
meeting, all attest that the Lord
taken away his stony heart and hess
given him a heart of flesh.

Aunt Nabby Tolman wonders “what-
ever came over Win Mott to change him
80, four or five years ago.”

“After bein' all sodged up for a year or
two,” she ssid, “so that folks thought he
was goin’ to turn out a regular crowspateh,
sudden he grew different. From
n"lum as & plate of cold vie
' (a favorite, though not olnpnb:

tuals’
smile of Aunt Nabby's), “he’s come to

a8 smilin’ as & basket of chips. Folks do
say that he thinks he's been converted

over again. | always sup) once was
enough, but if it would affect other folks
a8 it has Win Mott [ wish more of 'em
would get converted twice. — Congrega
tionalist
-
Meddybemps.
KY LUCY 0. BULL,
Fizzz bang! went firecrackérs of all
sizes and prices, under the window, and
slam, bang ! went Ned through the house
in search of his hat.. It was Saidy, as
usual, who found it for him, and sti t
ened his necktie. Ned's sister was o
lively girl of fifteen, with auburn curhi
and eyes the color of her tortoise shel
necklace
Ned bad daid to himself, the day be
fore, that his holiday would be spoiled
because Paul Spencer could. not share it
with him. He oould not remember s
single Fourth of July without Paul, who
always lived across the street from
him till last sutumn, when his fawmily|
bad moved to another state. Ned and
Paul had been cronies from the time
they could toddle, and had never been
known to quarrel. Now and then a'few
sharp words would pass between them,
and one of them would call the other a
ged-head ; but, as both boys had red
Iair, this term of reproach did not sink

verse mood that morning, gave the door
?n_:l::l.'ohﬂudm_ol to join his

Suidy's t project and greatest
nhinvemenlt” that year had been her
Band of Kar:;{. t of & humane so-
ciety, organized only a few years before
in the state, bad grown a number of
smaller societies known as Bands of
Meroy, and made up of boys and girls of
all sges. . 2

One day Saidy b;{pon.d to be turning
over the leaves the older society’s
sonusl report, with its flaming red
cover, ‘when her eye was csught by the
clause, “Any boy or girl can organize a
Band of Mercy.” Saidy's mind reverted
to the wholesale robbery of birde’ nests
and shooting of squirels which had been
carried on in the neighborhood that
spring, and she said to hersell, “Why
cannot | organize a Band of Merey ?”
Xothing of the kind had been proposed
in her school, but she knew of circles in
other s of the city.

To her great relief, Ned, who had
occasionally brought down a wood-
pecker with his. gun, was in full sym-
pathy with her, and so warmly seconded
her efforts that in less than a week
twenty five boys and ?!ll had plodfod
themselves “to be kind .to all harmless
creatures, and to protect them from
cruel usage.” ;

There was no mistaking the change of
sentiment which had taken place in the
neighborhood. Idle hoys no longer
wanderad slong the river bank for the
sole purpose of shooting innocent frogs.
Even the fice hang-bird's nest was allow-
ed to swing unmolested in the summer
breeze, and it must have been a pleasant
surprise to the robins and barn-swallows
to find that the usual percentage of blue
and speckled eggs had cot been removed
from their dwellings.

In Ned himself, who had now passed
his thirteenth birthday, Saidy had de-
tected an increasing thoughtfulness. Un
one occasion, after defending with spirit
s longsuffering, “one-eyed crow, he had
remarked, half in jest, hall in earnest,
“Don’s think for a'moment that [ shall
not remain faithful to the caws1”

But now a spectacle was about to be
given in which living creatures would be
troated like blocks of wood. What effect
would it have upon the swarms of chil
dren who witnessed it? Saidy felt as if
it would undo all her efforts in behall of
dumb animals.

“1 do think it is perfectly dreaiful I"
she said. “ Father, don't you think it is
dreadful 7

“ What is dreadful, my dear?’ said
ber father, looking up from his book.
“Oh! that performance in the park?
Yes, Saidy ; you are right in condemn
ing it. Even if no sccident ocours, the
moral effect of such an exhibition can
not be good.'

“Can’t the Humane Society put s stop
toit?. Why couldn't | write a note to
the agent, or—or—go aad see him wmy-
selft Wouldn't he be in his office "

“1'm afraid pot,on this day of all
days in the year; but, il messures have
not already been taken,something ought
to be done. | might step around the
eorper,’ —here Mr, Swan stole a regret
ful glance at his slippers and new book,
~* and bave a talk with the president.”

“() dather ! iv's your one hoﬁ’dny, and |
hated to ask you; but if you would—if
you only would "—

The semtence ended in what Saidy
considered one of her choicest bear-hugs.

Two hours later Ned and his friends
might have been seen pressing forward
to the front row of spectators, in that
portion of the purk which had been re-
served for the balloon ascension. Not
only were the boys bubbling over with
expectation, but the grest scarlet

loon iteell was tugging away at its

ifi ient to be let loose.

very deep, and their diff ended
almost before they were begun.

Although the boys had not deen each
other for nearly a year, they had kept
ur a brisk oorrespondence. Paul wrote
of his new home, his teachers and class-
mates, his pony and his dog. Ned re
sponded with the news of the town, with
particulars about Paul's old set, and with
no regrets that he was unable to
joir"them in their plans for the Fourth.
But when the Fourth arrived, it found
Ned s0 full of a balloon asoepsion, which
was to take place in the “park, that
doubt if he gave more than a passing
thought to his friend.

“When does it go up ?" inquired his
sister.

“Twelve o'clock. Father, have you
finished reading the paper ? May I see
it? Yes; it's just as Frank Deming
said. They're gnin; to send up three
dogs and two goats”—

“All alone?” interrupted Saidy in a
horrified tone.

“No; the balloon man is going with
them, and when they are two thousand
feet from the ground, he will throw them
out, one by one”—

“O Ned ! Why, how horrible! They'll
be dashed to pieces !"

“Wait a minute ; 'tisn’t half so bad as
you think, Ths animals won't be hurt a
particle,” Aund he coatinued reading :
“Temporary wings, in the form of para-
chutes, will be attached to their bodies,
80 as to enable them to reach the
ground in safety.”

“Temporary wings | " said Saidy indig-
nantly. “I should like to have that old
balloon man try it himself.”

“The Forformnnoq wouldn’t be per
mitted if it was likely to do the deast
barm. Why, Saidy, don’t you remember
how we used to drag Aunt Charlotte's
little black and tan u}z&o the loft, and
toss bim downeon to-that pile of dead
leaves in the middle of the barn floor?
Oh, how funny he did 'look, all buried
up in leaves, with just the end of his
nose sticking out |

‘Yes ; but that was three years ago.
You couldn’t hire me to do it now, nor
even stand by and see it done. hhy,
Ned, how would you feel if it was Bruno ?
Would you like to have him thrown from
& balloon 7

“1 rather think Bruno would make it
hot for the very first man that tried a
pair of wings on to him. But these dogs
are probably miserable, wretched ours,
and, if one of them is ﬁﬂhd, why, no
matter.”

“Well, Edward Swan,” said his sister,
flushing ; I never heard you talk like
that before | " And she in’w sof.
tor tone : “Do you belong to & Band of

Meray ?

“Isn't it enough if ['ve given up gun-
ning, and you won't wear & wing in your
bat 1 I don't see why we oan't have a
little fun onoce in & while, if we do be-
long to & Band of Merey 1"

s, &8 if imp

To Ned's mind it formed a handsome
contrast with the circle of greem turf,
from which all spectators had been care-
fully excluded by-means of a rope. The
sight of two goats feeding complacently,
and of men in the distance leading dogs
of yarious aizes, did net have a tendency
to lessen his enthusissm. i

“ What a silly girl Saidy is, to miss
such a performance,” he said to himself.
“Wish I'd made her come in spite of
herself. Why, how much that dog looks
like Meddybemps 1

His friend's dog—an intelligent, brown-

eyed, rough-coated, yellow and white
lhev‘:erd’l dog, to whom Paul had given
the [ndian name of Meddybemps—had
been only less deeply attached to Ned
than to his little master. Even Bruno,
a recent and valuable present to Ned
from his father, seemed incapable of
filling that corner of his heart made
vacant by Meddy's departure. Brumo
had not run races, and rolled in the hay,
and gone fishing with him, from time
immemorial, Ned felt a sudden recoil
from the exhibition which was about to
take place. The sight of that dog had
turned him against it. His resemblance
to Meddybemps, as he was led within
the circle, grew stronger and stronger.
They were trying his wings on to the
poor puzzled animal, who turned an ap-
pealing look in the direction of the audi-
ence.
“ Why, it is Meddybemps !"” exclaimed
Ned, speaking out loud in his excitement.
“Meddy, Meddy! How are you, old
fellow ?”

1f he had felt any doubt as to the dog's
identity, it was dispelled by an agonized
whine, followed by a joyous' wave of the

il. Meddy’'s wholé frame was thrown
into a quiver to which the undulations
of the balloon were as child’s play. With
one bound he reached Ned, who had
made short work of forcing his way
under the rope.

“There's some mistake, gentiemen
This dog belongs to my friend, Paul
Spencer.”

“ We owe your friend an apology, sir.
We'd no intention of making free with
anybody’s dog. Upon my word, we took
him for & cur,—picked him up in the

troet.”

»l
The crowd were still disoussing the
:urn of affairs, when Ned's father made
is appearance, in com, with the
Eor:‘u om.;z;d“\mmlb‘“f t'o’?n e Humane
ty. r a investigation the
balloon was allowed- to ascend; but
hastily improvised bundles, to which
parachutes were sttached, took the
place of Ilrin: freight. Little did Nancy
and Billy aod Jip and Carlo realiss, as
they were led away, the precarious situs-
stion to whioh they bad been exposed.
That oveni:‘, when BSaidy was con.
gratulated on the sucoess of her efforts,
#ho insisted that at least two-thirds of

show me my sin. I am going to be dif
ferent now, Clara. I believe that |
never was converted—never had
wy heart changed untll now. What |

And Ned, who was evidently in & per-

the credit belonged to her brother ana
Meddybemps. s

“For, don't you see,” she continued,
“if they had not recognized esch other,
the ballosn would not bave been de-

i and the president would have
arrived just five minutes too late.”

The next evening between nine and
ten, Mr.and Mrs. Spencer were sitting
quietly in the library of their new home,
when the bell rang and Mr. Edward
Swan was announced.

“l've brought you Meddy, I've brought
you Meddyd” cried Ned, bursting into
the room with the dog at his heels. “No,
he didun’t run away to our house. I don’t
know where he was picked up. See how
thin he is! I came on the afternoon
train, Father says I can stay over Sun-
day. Where's Paul 7

“Paul went up stairs an hour ago,” | testl;

said Mrs, Spencer, when she could re-
cover from her bewildermenli “but he's
a sound sleeper, and if you'll promise
not to wake him till morning, 'll put
you right into bed with bim.”

Oh, what sbrieks of delight and peals
of laughter tilled the air mext morning
when Paul woke up and found his oid

— (liticu
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friond in bed with' him! Mr. Spe
declired the boys could have been heard
a mile away.

The meeting between Paul and his
Bemps, as he called him, is more easily
imsgined than described. In the days
when the dog had appeared to have two
owners, the boys had divided his name
equally- between them, Paul reserving
only the Iatter portion for himself, as
much as to say, “The Meddy is yours
and the Bemps is mine.”

After listening to the details of the
rescue, and givmf his indignation -a
chance to cool, Paul remarked that a
very creditable performance could have
been secured without sending a clever
dog like Meddybemps two thousand feet
up in the air. Hadn't the boys taught
him to walk on his hind legs, and do any
number of tricks ?

“Yes, indeed,” said Ned; “he's a
whole ecircus in himself."—Sunday-school
Times.
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Medical selonce has utlerly failed to afford
reliof in rheumatic cases. = Although elec-
tricity bas only been in uss s & remedi
B for a few years, it lias cured more cases
:‘ ~ g umatism than all other means com-
0

Our treatment is & mild, continuous gal-
yanic ocurren l"lu mmﬂ y .l:o 01'1..5
e 2 Ty, which may appl
directly to the affected parts.
WOMEN.
The Owen Eilectrio Bels is

-

INTERNATIONAL $.8.

DATLY TRIPS

(Exeept Sunday.)

OHANGE OF TIME,

|SEX TRIPS per WEEK.

and until Se ber IBP one of ﬁh“
amers of this Company will leave

ST. JOHN

BOSTON,

A8 POLLOWSE

BT.JOHN, MoNDAY, 7.25 a.m., and EASTPORT
at noon, Bowton direct.
od TURSDAY,T.96 & m., and BasTroRT
at noon, to riand, necting
with Boston & Maine R. R.train,
due ln Boston &t 1110 & nt.

Qmm::w{lso MONDAY, June 2ind, 18
8

~ WEDNESDAY, 7.25 8., and East-
PORT &t noon, Boston direet.

L THURSDAY, 7.25 & m., and Banr-
PORT at noon, Bostou direet.

FRIDAY. 7.26 & m., and B usrront
000n, to Portiand, copneeting
with Boston & Maine R R train,
due in Boston at 1110 a. m.
L BATURDAY, 7.95 & m.,, and Basr-
roRT at noon, Boston direet.
Through first and second class Tickets can
be purchased and Baggage checked through
from all book!ng stations of all rallways, and
on board steamer “Olty of Monticello” be-
tween Bt. John, Dighy and Annapolis. Also,
Freight billed through st extremely low rates.
0. E. LARCHLER,
Agent Bt. John, N, B
E. A. WALDRON,
General Agent,
Boston. - J. B. COYLE
Manager Portiand.

e W P TRESE.
INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY.
’90. Winter Arrangement, 91,

\
N D AH%Q-NDAY $Hih NOVEM -
BN 1, of this Rallway will
r(ul Dally (Iu'n‘::y excepted) as mo'u
Trains will loave Saint Johw,
for n-mu.o-c.mm. 7.10
o A on for l"ollﬂdn ne,.

The train leaving 8t John for Quebec and.
on

par
the weman's lr\an& for its merits are equal
s & preventive and curative for the man

troubles pecullar to her sex. Il is nature’s

The following are am o dineases cured
by the use of the OWEN 'RIC BELTS :
Rheumatie DI ftho Chest

euralgia Bpermatorrhea

la potency

Solation Sabust Bahanstion
Lam
General Debllity ls‘pln Diseases
Liver plaint ervous Complaints
Kidney Disease Urin: A6 AsO8
Female Complaints General Ili-Health

CHALLENGE.

the &:ﬂent as completel, 8. We can
use the © belt on an Infant that we use on
" ﬁlnt by simply reduecing the number of
cells. The ordinary belts are not so.

Wealways Lead and Never Follow,
Other belts have been in the market for five
and ten years longer, but to-day there are
more Owen Belts manufactured and sold
than all other makes combined. The people
'731‘ o desiring informati ardl
ns des! n on ny
the ml::;l‘?” Al B RONIC an: NEI{
VOUS DISEASES please inclose BIX (6)
CENTS, and write for Ilinstrated Catalogue.

THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELT 00,
71 King Street West, Toronto, Ont.
Mention this paper.

CURRIE & HOWARD

Manufacturers of

FURNITURBE
FOR THE TRADE,

AMBERST, N. 8
Photos and prices on application.

THE CANADA

SUGAR REFINING CO,

(Limited), MONTREAL,
or/nu FOR SALE ALL GRADES OF

SUGARS v
SYRUPS

OF THE WELL-KNOWN BRAND OF

CERTIFICATE OF STRENGTH AND PURITY,

OMEMICAL LABORATORY,
Modica] Faculty, MeOIT Ustveratty,
To the Cansda Sugar Refining Company

GRTLENEN ]
sample of yo':r “W‘ m3
r S ns
sugar, s ax pure
p&?. ar ns be mi lh!\nm

#. GIRDWOOD.

at 1658 o'clock will:
run to arriving at o
18.06 Bunday event

ng. v
Trains will Arrive at Saint John,

from Bussex,... 8.50-
(-‘a‘l ;syu- from )Qnebn & Montreal P
o excepted),.... 3
un‘o'dnuun Pol;
?ulxpu-mml fax. 18.20.
'ast express from Halifax,. 80

The tralns of the Intercolonial Ballway to
and from Montreal and Quebec are lighted
by electricity, and heated by steam from the
locomotive.

All Trains are run by Eastern Standard
Time.

WESTERN COUNTIES RAILWAY.
WINTER ARRANGEMENT.

N AND AFTER MONDAY,
2ith NOV., 1800, Trains will run daily-
(Sunday exce) ) a8 follows:—
LEAVE Yarmouth at 7.15 2. m. and 2.0

Tralns are run on Eastern -
Connexions—At Digby dally with stenmer
Evangeline, Lo and from Anni Halifax,
and stations on the W. and A. Railway; and
' Rallway with steamer

Bt John every

even-
g With atugs da "g"’"
ly (Bun-
Ay e: ) to and from Barri I
bui n-’”’u and Lives e
Through tickets may be obtalned at 126
Hol %Hlllfn. and the principal sta-
tionson the Windsor and Anlnlgolll Rallway.
J. IGNELL,
Yarmouth, N. 8. Gen. Supt.

YOU WANT IT!

AT ="

[FEor AN BTTE

otfIER It E
oURIFIES *BLooo
ONLY 50 CTS

;
Acadia Miner, N. 8., Bept. 10, 1800,

Dear Bir: I was troubled
ﬁ hr'lnr\:t‘n ) &‘3
+Kill and many prey Theard
1 then

of Tecelving mueh
used your
LIFE of MAN BITTERS
A e AND
Invigorating Syrup,
i

Mns. RORERT KILLAM,

AtA.P.SHANDE 00.'8,

Finest Shoes ™" rum sewe
WINDSOR, IW. 8

* :
AUG. 19.

LESSONS IN 24
A little brown bird sat o
tree H
A swinging snd singing
And shaking his tail an
And baving such fun as
guess.

And when he had finishe
song,

He flow down in the stre
pinuhca

Tbh"ly and way
oet,

While his sharp little ¢
something to eat.

A little boy said to hin
stop |

And tell me the resson
& hop §

Why don't you walk
men,

One foot st a tine, like

Then the little bird w
e

#Use your eyes, little b
and see

What little birds hop wi
like we ;

And what little birds wa
and the ben;

And when you koow |
more than some me

“Every bird that can se
can walk

Every bird that can w
oan walk ; i

Every bird that has olaw
’h:( at ﬁn&,‘ that

One .
they walk,

“But most little birds t}
& song

Are 50 small that their |
strong

To sorateh with, or wade
thiogs ; that's;why

They hop with both fee!
how to fiy!

“I've many relations,

We're called Warblers
other sweet things ;

And whenever you mee
at your play,

You'll see wm 1 told y
boy, good-day.”

b s
THE HO!

Girls Who Stay

Girls whose gumﬂu
the domain of home frec
envious eyes uj the
the outside world and |

@ ranks. - To those who m

s secret discontent o
Ladies’ Home Journal pt
enlt’ quutk:; : 5

ut, ought you to g
life work for you be in
not the reward of indusf
duty done and the love
you? We areall too pron
rewards as commonplac
should come to us, whe:
brightest jewels that sh
of woman, Look at hor
that is waiting for you
underestimate its value
do it with a willing h
hand. Think it your |
well. Make it your del
cessful that the home
you. And ihomelimle; ¥
to the big, gay world,
herself and ou{y God 1’«
of the sigh that you giv
that you are working wh
is beat for mw do so, s
merit displeasure when
work or doitas do
eyeservice of value. ]
from your home. Thin
and see whether mol
Then, afterall, you get
than any other worke:
the bleasing of God and
-of & mother.

HEXTRER
A Good Word fo:

D, W, FAUNCE

The Master has accep
of the Bethany sisters,
the door. But the h
yet all done. Martha f
sibility of hostess, and w
to make Him comfortat
perhaps the better v
&wifter moral instinct, i
that He will be better
both take the D
that His visit affords ; &
down on some -lowly
feet that she may not n
And she drinks In eve

sacred teaching, and i
hosteas as she lets Him
giving them spiritual e
return for their hospits

the kind of attentions
please the Lord. y
By the door passes, a

T, busy, bustling M
ere and there & wore
more. There is just a)
sho asks the Master the
may be told by Him
help hsr; so that, pr
dinner is ready, the
His feet and enjoy His
must we understand ou




