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COURAGE TO DO RIG

DY AXNA D. WALKED

Have coursge to do right
No courage is like Ju.
It proves a sword of might
A goodly shield it is
The hoets of sin it helps to slay
Have courage, child, be brave to-day

Have courage to do right
My boy, the word's for you
Treat not my counsel light
"Twill belp to bear you
*Pwill help you put old Saturi dows
*Twill help you win the

Have courage to do right
My girl, the word's for you
Now whilé the morn is bright
Now in your youth's firstdew
Be brave be brave and strong
"Gainst all th sts of sin and

Have courage to do right
erce and strong t

grace and might

you lay him low

Deem not my counsel vain or light
Have courage i,

children, to do right
Christian Intgllingence

THE WRATH OF THE LAMB

Oh, the wrath of { wrath | wore flies, hurries to the door, and'opens
of the Lamt I rill voicd | ing it stepa outside. It is terribly cold.
soars above the lingling of glasses, the | The wind cuta his face like & whip, agd

ta, {1 iter. the noise and turmoil | blinded by the glare of the snow, he
R , 1| stands for an instant rolling his hot eyes

thied + . {10 and fro, trying to discover the path
e e frethas ] Hin' fook uumh’fm against something.
mogry in the light of the huge Trg WA with a muttered curse he kicks it aside.
o ity Yol o By SR i ''s Bible, and if it ia here
tands the | in their. midst, & pale It is his mother’s Bible, an .
o tad 1 up his voict againat | Bill it not far away. But for once this
them. Then oaths and angry exclama- | 4o not hold good. Bill is nowhere in
tione break out Sghut - np. you |sight  He searches all round the build
e Bt W T g | ing, examines the windows, where in
S, o i AgRhenongec K. Jnt i fright and loneliness Bill might
et of Tl WAL AT ave crept 1o look at the Jight within.
o (ast amough.” . & | But po r’m; is there. Well, he muat

1 1] e is iatehed | have gone home
e (U'(',' b g end B gedly he tirns his face toward the
\ he floor. and | lown—then & sudden thought strikes
Meted back teiim. [him. He examines the snow to the
ronr of latghter goes up At his dis- | Tight and the left of the path. Yes, there
Ihe: boy - Jooks like a | 8re fresh  {ootstaps He plunges into
e e il | the snow, and follows them round the
oo his seat. and the | comer of the house. They are leading
inking go or 1 away out over thé hill and down to the
w and the storm may rage | Bolow where is the town graveyard.
ks’ cellar is & safe retreat. | W Dt a-dance thatboy is leading him-—
o tinks t chimnoy 4 ut 1o the graveyivd \\mlumv ol night,
t & light and heat it gives | When the headstones will be sticking up
scarcely od the oandles | through the snow like sheated ghosts.
tles around the walls, There | He will break every bone in hl‘p young
bles scattered sbout the | Pody. Willhe—over his mother's grave,
wyed, and t} | w the frightened boy has taken
} ;,",, 1 thie bare ige? Over the deall motherleart,
whete the fiv i et used to beat 8o lovingly for them
and - ghisses. " stanide: Jinke He pulls himeelf upifor an in
Jinks, watebing the lami it. Surely that was her voice on the
Btrong snd  vigor | night wind, “Come unto Me all ye that
their muscles har labor.” How she.used to sit in her arm

blacksmi

M o rasanibly the | on ‘her breast—yes, he will. 3
£a owering among them | Of tendernesa is over; he snorts impa-
P n their fe is their | Hently, shakes himself, and swearing
Jen, foremost in strength wst_-continuously, plows heavily
9 n wickedness. His lips are | through the snow-drifts. 3

rain the to-night, and his your He not far to go. A few {»@cm
brotk cnidne Eatice Bt irther, and he stops abruptly. Why,
Bible to his Heart ar ]‘ shud. | there is Bill, lying on his face in the
Wi ar snow, his arms outstretched in the di-
It is the end of the holiday asason .Xmipn he wished to go. Ben's wrath
How Clrtslnsay haw boes Kett | redoubles. He is about to pounce upon
cellur. & ta hoiter pot-to tell. ¢ | him, to ehout furiously, “Get up, you
est drinking set of the town congregates | YOUDg rascal ! when a quick suspicion
here in the suburbs, where the basement | Fe8trains him. . He creeps to the boy's

of an unoccupicd house has been util- | #ide. “Bill”—gently, “Bill
ised a8 & barroom. Jinks’ saloon in the | There is no answer. He puts out &
towr its re. | hand, seizes the boy by his thinly clad
building the s move out | #houlder, and turns him over. There is
heve Row & one wants | #1 unearthly smile on the waxen feat-
mostly | uree.  Benloc ks at it, then stares wildly

men. They don't n

re no policemer
A policen

victor's erown.

1 wrong

curdles the blood of the most reckless in
the room, he flings ont his arms toward
| bis brother, from his lips bursts'a last
wailing, warning ery : “Ob the wrath of
} the Lamb ! ” and he falls senseless to the
foor.
Ben is beside himselfl to-night. With
a roar like that of an infuriated wild
besst, he springs at his young brother,
kicks him, rolls him overand over to the
| door, flings it open, plunges bim into &
| snow bank to bring bim to_his senses,
| thien throwing his Bible at his head, he
tells him to get home, and re-entering
the room, slams and bolts the door be-

1 him, There is a loud burst of ap-
we., “Good for you, Ben!" “Berves
young ranter right—" “Jinks’ cellar

n't want any Bibles.” “You've stopped
tongue . Ben sits down, buries his
¢ in his glass, and the usual uproar of
the room goes on. j

For ohe long, awful hour he sita there.
He handles his cards, he calls for
brandy, which he cannot drink, for it
chokes him as if it were liquid fire, and
in every glass he sees his mother's face,
like therface of & soul in torture. He
must go and bring back that young
rebel before he can begin his evening.
With low, ficrce wrath he s{rn_ngu to his
feet, knocking over the table in front of
him with a_crash. He is plied with
questions. “®¥m going home,” bo says
angrily. “Hands off!” as a dozen out-
stretehed arms are laid upon him. He
brushes his companions aside as if they

The flash

|
|
i‘ Jair reading to them, Bill's curly head
|
|

i | up to the sky like & man bereft of I
senses

as much noisc as | . . ¥ * .
me a8 late as they | Inside the cellar all goes on.merrily,
r night, | There is a great noise, a great smoke.
er's hand | the fire roars up the chimney, and
geid here, | Jinks smiles contentedly, so contented-
s his wo- | ly. How can they guess of the scene
ameful | being enacted within a few rods of them
promise of the dead boy lying in the snow, of.
hie went | the strong man in his agony, of the
e, and ‘when he | finger of God laid on a wicked heart?
he could have sworn | They are lsughing, singing, sbhouting,
ther's deatli-bed ris- | enjoying themsélves after their fashion
the noise and amoke and | when the door swings silently open
{ the place. He saw her | there in their midst again is Big Ben,
towy faoe : he heard her | bareheaded and ghastly pale, bearing in
Promise mé, pronmise me, | his arms, as if it were a baby, his
will never lea brother's alim, silent form

Without & word, almost noiselensly

Tie passes between them, and goes right
p to the other end of the room where
o layn the dead boy on the counter be-
fore Jinks, Jinks, who thinking that
the boy is_simply chilled, jocularly
if he shisll mix him a odrpae re

fr iver
With terrible awiltness Ben's right

1 | hand goes out, he crushes the man back
againat his bottles, shakes him s if he

. large

earth, God wiil be as true to His pro- |
mise to you as He was to that mother
in heaven, looking down on Jinks's sa-
loon.—Unson Signal.
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Desire Brown.

BY ELIZABETH GLOVER,

I suppose nobody ever found less com-
fort in the looking glass than 1. Many
& time have 1 wished my figure were
not so small and thin, my head 80 large.
my nose'and chin so prominent. Many
a time have I wished these black eycs
of mine would not be so eager-loeking.
I knew quite early in life it was im-
possible my bodily self could cver
change 80 as to approximate toward my
ideals of beauty. Of course I had
caught at the old proverb, “Handsome
is that handsome does,” but I wanted
the bandsome that is apart from doings.
T gathered it up eagerly that “not every
woman is beautiful at sixtecn, but
every woman may be beautiful at
sixty.” Yetin my own case I secretly
disbeliéved it, and then I wanted to be
beautiful at sixteen, yes, and at twenty-
six, and thirty-six, toward which ma
ture birthday I was now hastening.

1 knew I cared too much. Caring
would not add one cubit to my stature,
It was better to forget the lack in mat-
ters of thought and unselfish duty. So
] did ; and it answered very well as long
as the thought or duty lasted. Then, at
the first interval--you cannot guard
against suich an interval any morning
while you are dressing, or in any noon’s
rest—tack came the humiliating fact
that I did care. Yes, I cared very much
indeed. It was silly, it-was useless; so
much the worse, for | cared.

Since I am so plain I might feel it
useless to indulge a taste in dress. Yet
1 have such a taste. I would have chosen
to wear all-wool "goods of fine texture
and rich colors. The effect might tend
to atgne for the thinness of bair and
figure. No possible hat conld make my
bead besntiful, but those with
broad, soft brims, capable of picturesque
bending and rolling, and sdmitting a
good deal of rich trimming, look best for
me. But they are always of nice, fine
braid, and are the most expenaive of all
My little bit of an income does not
ocover the kinds of dresses and hats |
bave mentioned. Lam glad that littde
sailor and turban hats are so cheap, and
that so many fabrics which owe their in
cxpensiveness to & good substratum of
cotton are to be had io tasteful colors
and patterns. | need to wear my dresses
a good while, it is true, and they will
often fade and “wizzle.” But depriva
tion inthe matter of dress is not like the
first 1 apoke of. 1 get along with it
better. Only, now and then, I think
how nice it would be not to have (o get
along with it. Of course it is & silly,
useless thought. A New England-bred
woman ought to be béyond it. Somehow
I am not beyond it.

Blessed be neatness, however! That's
the one cheap esthetic delight of aslim-
dowered, little old maid like me. Once
in a while it comes over me with a kind
of rapture that I do know how tobe trim
and neat.

When mother died and the property
was divided between Ned, George and
me, the old house had to be sold.  Then

came to this little room in Mrs.
Barnes's boarding-bouse. There's every-
thing for comfort here. I have some of
the old furniture. I have mother's pho-
tograph and her Bible. I have her birfl,
100, and one of her geranium plants.
have & good window to read in, and an
easy-chair ; and of course the right of
Mrs. Barnes’s parlor when I choose to
go there. One would think I ought to
be satisfied, but sometimes the place
does seem narrow. How I would like
to walk up and down two or three rooms
and make them look gecording to my
notions ! It would seem pleasant to set
a table again, and to cook something
one's self, and invite a friend to tea.
And, oh, mother's garden'! | would
have liked to keep that. Some women
have Bomes, and they seem to come by
them 8o easilg, #d to have so much to
lavish on thgm! ¢Well—I know. It is
not necessary’ tat anybody should
preach to me_abott the silliness of dis-
content, for I'vedgireached it to myself
with more force than anybody else
could presch it to me, because I felt my
need of the sermon 80 much. Get very
thirsty, and nobody need tell you the
uses of water, or spur you to go and get
it. 1 say to mysell, “Get your han
full, and your heart full, Desire Brown.

Keep some large books and some good
books near you. There are wide open
doors by thought into wide places. You
must not feel so limited.”

In these days of benevolences there's
work enough of course for a single
woman everywhere, 1've classes in two
sewing schools.. 1 tack comfortables
every woek for the home missionaries.
I'm & visitor to the hospital. 1 go round
with = one  subscription book for the

{ "y, tw s oo, | wer tile, then, dropping him, points
At {ron ba st hin | grimly to the boy's face.  Jinks, horror
head. he' has | ik trickeen, hin knees knocking'together
and weak, erooning & s mouth full of blood, stands gaxing
il Bible as if it were & chi slternstely at the dead boy and his not
takir bed with him, rising up in | los lerrible living brother. Jinks quails
} with it under his arm, | with fear and looks appealingly st the
the machine shop, weap. | §roup huddied together at the other end
ut afid Jaying it Jer a | Of the roon
e ‘potters about But they will do nothing to help him
5 0 abebt: WitaiN t for froe drinks for a year would one
a i bin 1Le them approach that counter. For
. in book ral minttes there is o grim, horrible
4 5 30 We o silence.  Nothing ll\n‘»rvl?xulll.rtlurk
dit are slways on his lips, | ling of the fire, Then Ben gives up the
was content 1o ait & whole | motioniess cat-like attitude in which he
ng muttering them over w s if | hae stood “walching the saloon-keeper
possessed by a spirit that hséans He lays one hand on his brother's breast
trol, he rises upat intervals ax aoawlul distinotoness that makes
at the heads of the smokers snd sweirens | Hnka's fonh vreep, he awenrs two oaths
and drinkers & sentence that rings | in eternnl hatred to the liquor
their ears, and angers and confuscs tl £ the other, his intention to lead o
coming, though 1t does, from the lips of | better life,  Then swiltly, silently, as he
& partial idiot came, he gathers up the dead body to
Ben &0 s with bim. Me was | his breast and slowly leaves the room

only to bring that Bible hero on condi- | . . S e
tion that he kept it to himsell. Like a hat was two yenrs ago. The boy
surly bear, he sits eyeing his young | was buried by his mother's side and Ben

brother. The lad is getting stubbomn. | took his Bible

He will have to knock it
“You young sinnor

again, “you young sinner,”
over his table, and bringing one po
ful hand down on the boy |

"Il chuck you out in the snow."”

wt of him
he calls savagel
as he nees Bill trying to get on his feet
stretehing

houlder, “if | sfnt
i'un open your mouth again to-night

That Bible emptied
It drove him out of the
liguor traffic into ai awed, subdued and
changed life. In Ben's hands it was a
sword, charged with & power over his
weor- | old companions that they could pot re-
He haunted them incessantly, two
texts on his lips—“The wrath of the
Lamb"*the love of the Lamb.” And

finka's saloon

Like a hunted creature the boy shrinks | now it is & common that the
eam f'dovil runs when be nu.mhlm ocomi

back into bis corner, his exes gl

strangely from undér his matted hair/| down an
Ben has forsaken him—the bitterness of | the town,

death is upon him. With & shriek
4

the back Inuill or dnm':s
th his mother's Bible under

| Woman's Board, and ope for the Indian’s
| Friends, and one ter the C.EY.
| There's never a fair or a supper in our
[ church but what I'm on hand “to do
anything I'm asked, from dressing dolls
| to washing dishes. It's all blessed and
I'm as thankful for it as I can be

But unluckily there come times when
I'm tired, too tired to read even, or worst
of all, too tired tosleep. Or I'm shut up
with & cold, maybe, too sick to do any-
thing, but not toosick tb keep on thinL
ing. Then it all comes back—all that
wanting. I'm distressed to find'it just
as much alive as ever. Turning my
back on it hasn't turned it out of doors.
l%vmﬂug it haso't put it to death. Drug-
ging it with work doesn't seem to pre-
vent its waking the moment the anes-
thetic is off, and showing just as bag-
gard a faoce, and just as grasping hands
as ever. Dear! Dear! Dear !—how tired
I get of it, and how it pains apd fright-
eng me!

Well, of course you know, in tellin,
of my discontent as regards looks nng
dress and & home, I baven’t touched the
core of my trouble. The real bitter of
it is that I seem to stand so far off from
people. Doing all that I can,thanked
and saked for by so many, I'm not near
to anybody. I can't say I'm dear to
anybody. It's queer; it ought to be
deeply mortifying, I'm ggre. But I do
not think it hlhor&her ¥y own blame.
1 do love people ; it makes me happy to
dnkrlhmm 1 ml them to love
me, yes, y. t can one hel,
being Jnldmabo' that? I alwa; wup,
and 1 doubt if sho

that

his arm. Broken-hearted mothers on

-long to parents

gift. In fact, T sometimes think if I
could have got rid of my hungering for
it, it might have come to me more frec-
Iy. People sensed my eagerness too
soon, and it alf-irightencd them. Tuey
were not sure of being ready to give all
Iwanted. ‘And often, the more I feit
the more stitf and consteined [ grew.
Iv's all very quecr. Tsuppose I always
felt my outside wasn't going to sccond |
my heart about love. There was too |
much of me within for such attraction
as showed without. Yet I'm not talkiog
now about the love people count first of
all when they talk about love; only
just of the kind that makes cronies,
and ties women-friends and some near
relatives together. The simple truth is,
I never got ino very close relations of
confidence—such as I can imagine—
with anybody.

Circumstances have made some differ-
ence about this, I suppose. Walls
separate in a boarding-house. Then my
bringing-up was a very quiet one.
Mother was very reserved herself; her
old friends came to see her; it wasn't
strange she did not realize I had any
especial needs in that direction. She
was very careful about my education,
and did not encourage chance intimacies.
So I grew up in an old-fashioned way,
and knew nothing about those free,
joyous, good times some young pecple
ave together. 4
But how idle it is to think of this now.
The results might have been the same
in any case. There is something queer
about me ; these -too enger eyes of mine
betray me. Nothing scares the majoriiy
of people like the possibility of over-
strong feeling. They fear they may not
know  how to meet it.” It's not so with
the children, heaven bless them ! They
are not afraid of me. But children be-
You may stop and pass
s word or smile with them over the
fence, but don’t think you may let down
the bars and feel yourself quite at home
inanybody elsc's preserve. Inthese odd
moments | havespoken of above, Icatch
myself thinking sometimes what it would
be to have some children of my own, to
teach and play with after my own
fashion. To let the length and bréadth
of that denial get the upper band in one'’s
mind would be of all follies the ‘'most
foolish, would it not?

People touch their fellows in different
ways. Some are beautiful, and eycs
are just delighted to follow them ; some
are lovely and dependent, and love is
just poured in upon them, you can hardly
tell why. 1 touch people asa worker
mostly. 1 can do things. All this
troublesome fire that burns so in me
when 1 Nave to sit still, goes into dis-
mtch when T am at work, and runs
things right into grooves of progress.
Things get done whichever way I turn.
I'm glmt, and yet I want more. I want

after mother died. But I feared to put
mysell into the hamess for gain. It
seemed safer to make a free-will offering
of myself in pure missionary work. So
Idid. I set out to live by the highest
light I had. So sometimes it seemed
not quite fair of my Father in Heaven
“to let me find the old, natural, gnawing
bunger still in my heart, as tiresome
and eager as ever after all these years.
I was tired of striving with it; I was
tired of turning my back upon it ; T was
tired of being chased by it from task to
task. I was 80 tired of having it. What
should I do? :

It was one spring evening when I faced
round upon this question, and resolved
to know once for all how to deal with it.

That night the bright, prosperous
young man at Mrs. Barnes's supper-table,
who 18 80 good to -his pretty wife and so
pleasant to everybody, was just over-
flowing with happiness. His firm was
going to send him to Europe onsome
errand, and he would be able to take his
wife with him. Never were two chil-
dren happier in the prospect of the rich-
est holiday.

I heard all about it, and cameupstairs,
and sat by my window, looking out
upon the back walls of my neigbor's
houses.

“0 Desire Brown' do you think an
ocean full of waves and winds and sun
shine, and an on-pushing, victorious
ship, and treasured shores beyond, would
content you? Oh, the foolishness of
you!” I said to mysel.

It was upon that I gave myself the
mental shake that was to be once for all.

“See this, Deaire,” I said; “you can’t
have your cake withheld, yet eat it.

Deprivation ¥s deprivation. You can’t
want and be satisfied both at once, It
is all véry well to have treasure in
heaven, now you're hungry and lonely
on earth. What are you going to do
about it ?”

There was no answer. A robin came
and sat upon the dying old peartree in
Mrs. Barnea's yard. His song sounded
empty and idle. I was glad when he
went off and silence fell. The twilight
deepened ; my mind seemed a blank.

In that blank certain words which
wuly were not summoned of my
thonght, which had indeed bard work to
rouse m{ thoyght and get hold of it, be-
gangto be repeated to my joward ear
"‘"t and over again.
they said ; “take My yoke;”
yoke” and “learn of Me,” “learn of Me.

Learn what of Him ?

Learn to take the yoke? His yoke

How suddenly the light broke’ All
the things withheld, they were giathered
up in one, and lo, it was a thing given—
a yoke, a croes | given of God just as He
had given my good hands and my active
brain—a part of lh;’ legacy of love! It
was not something to be shunned in
thought, not a skeleton in the closet
upon which the door must be-clapped to
and the key turned ; but “My yoke "' ;
not something to be glanced away from
feaxfully, but rather tﬁnl might be gazed
at steadily, lovingly, ]xence?ully. in all
ncqui(‘sceme, For, i)ehold, Christ the

Friend had given it, and in Fiving it had
made me fellow-sharer with Himself.
Well might I face it, and rejoice to face
it! It was given me for blessing, to
make me lowly, meek, trustful, glad in
the Lord, sensitive for others. It was
something that to-day, even just now,
bound up my earthly lot with beavenly
allotting.

After all, what a little cross ! Some
have ill health for theirs ; some, un-
worthy friends; some, cruel’losses b
death. Mine is only that I walk a little
apart from others, the clearer to see their
needs and j y-,ﬁxe(reerwuud-hd

“Take My yoke,”
“take My

been of any use. Love ia the one thing
youeln’h’nbﬁx;lt’uldwbol&u

|1“hlndw ere itis called for. Alterall,
what & beautiful croes !

this man's art, and that man’s scope. I
want more. * = s
I thought some of going into business |

I shall frel it again painfully, Tknow ;
but the hurt will not be .the same as it
has been.  The terror of it has gone. 1
shall know hiow to face it; I ehall take
it, as from the hand of Christ.
“Thanks be to Him who givcth us the
victory,” said Panl. O, you dear Paul,
who taught us so boldly to glory in
neccasities and puins for Christ’s sake!
—Advance.
- o

Reading Fiction,

The educated lady, at least, says James
C. Fernald, in The New Womanhood,
should appreciate the novel at its real
value, and reduceit to-its true place in
literature, Life is not long enough to
read the very-best books if nothing else
were done. ;Let the very best novels have
some part of this precious time. Butlct
them be reserved for the hour of leisure
or of wearincss.

It is a good rule for a young person
never to remd a novel unless recom-
mended by some one of good taste and
sound judgment who has resd it first.
It is an admirable rule never to read
two novels in succession. Force your-
self, if necd be, to read some solid book
between. :
In this way fictjon may be both a re-
freshment and an inspiration, often help-
ing an over-taxed mind for anew start.
It 1s related that Cul_}'ll\, whose habits
of resolute study ériabled him at times
to transcend all rules, when the manu-
script of his “French Revolution” was
bumed, set himself down to reading
novels for three weeks, till bis mind had
recovered its freshness and spring—then
went to work, and ‘rewrote the three|
great volumes.

A home incident may illustrate
another phase of théir use. We had
been trying to get our twelve-year-old
boy to read Prescott's “Conquest of
Mexico,” but in vain. It seemed that
he regliy could not. We bought him
Lew Wallace's “Fair God,” and he read
it with intense interest. : Soon he began
asking, “Papa, did the Mexicans really
write by picturcs as this says? Did
they have those beautiful floating gar-
dens ? "—and above all, “Did they really
drive outythe Spaniards?” At ove
point he was referred to the history, till
he exclaimed with sudden resolve, “Well,
I'm going to read Prescott, and’ see how
much of this isso!” Andhe did read
it every wonl. Even the introduction
was greedily devoured, to learn the
particulars of the old Astec civiliza-
tion, which the novel bad made so fas-
cinating.

|
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Rev. Willtam Hollinshed
Of Sparta, N. J., voluntarily says:
oncern:

itmy duty to a suffering

humanity whose bodies snd souls I would

have healt o tell them of the value of
. 's 8 Na. While living in Ohlo

one of my children was greatly

‘Afflicted With Boils

2 20 on her limbs, and beingunable to
I had heard of Hood's Sapsaparilla,

trely. Two ye
aMicted ns ba
bottle of Hood's Sar
sults,
afilicted wi

iild was
I used the other half
parilla with like re-
Al
n tormentet
bought a bottle (on. Sunday
again a cure. I gave some of themedicine to
a poor woman and two children; they were
helped as were mine. Through & testimo-
nial sent to C, I. Hood & Co., Inquiries camo
from all the country. asking If it was a ‘bona
fide’ ‘testimonial, a of eourse 1 wrote all
1t was, and have the knowledge of
Scores and Scores

Of persons helped or cured by Hood's Sarsa~
parilla. Mid eases of rheumatism have
ylelded to it. _ Blliousness and bad liver have
been eorrecttd in my own family. This is
the only patent medicine I have felt like
praising. I speak not for C. L. Hood, tut for
the Jobs who arc Impatient and are tor-
mented heyond endurance.  Nothing I know
of w anse the blood, stimulate the liver,
or clean tho stomachi 50 perfectiy as

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
Any person wishing to know more, enclosing
a stamp will be informed. Yours for the
health, happiness and virtue of humanity.”
WitLtaM HOLLINSHED, pastor of Presby-
terian chureh, Bparta, N. J.

“Hood's Pills cure habitual constipation.

TSHODA’S GERMAN SOAP,
“Hoft as Velm " “Pare as

Price, 35 ots.

~ Kennedy’s
Medical Discovery

Takes hold in this order:

Bowels,
Liver,
Kidneys,
Inside Skin,
Outside Skin,
Driving everything before it that ought
to be out.

You know whether you need
it or not.

Bold by every Druggist, and manufactared by
Donald Kennedy,

“WE PAY THE
POSTAGE.”

On receipt of One Dollar we
will mail to any address in the

Dominion of Canada—

144 Amnuals of Showy Colors, or
50 Transplanted Bedding Plants, or
14 Choice House Plants

Send post card for our new illus-
trated circular, which contains full

particulars of the above offers.

NovaScotiaNur_sgf_y

£=== LOCKMAN STREET,
HALIFAX, N. S.
JAMES H. HARRIS,

MANAGER.

HE late Captain Tsrael L. Delap, of Granville
etry, who disd on the West Coant of Africa
iast Docember, held a policy of insurance upon his
Jifo in the Mutusl Relinf Society of Nova Scotla,
whose head office is at Yarmouth, for r;A,mo, pay
able to his wife snd child. The proofs of claims
wers only completed this weak, and yesterday Pred
erick Leavitt, Beq., scting for the company, paid o
Mrs. Delap, the widow of deceased, the full sum of
5,000, and Mr. Leavitt has received the following
note from Mrs. Delap
Anxarous, N. 8., May 19, 1808
Dear Sir,~1 heg to acknowledge the sum of Pive
Thousand Dollars received from you this day en be
Half of the Mutual Relief Boclety of Nova Scotia for
Policy No. 435 on the life of my deceased husband,
Tsracl L. Delap: and desire you to comvey to the

Yours respoctfully
LUCRETIA DELAP,

eneficiary.

To Fred Leavitt, En., Annspalis, N. 8

TT afferds us much plearure to publish the forege
ing facts, which apeaks volumes for the ability of
the Mutual Relief ¥ociety of Nova Scotia to mest all
proves conclusively that i is & cound
le Company, under the efficient manage
me of Yarmouth's best men.
There are a number of our promisent citizans who
bold polfcies in thix Society, smong w

Fred Leavitt, Edwin Gater, J. E. Crowe, and others,
whose names ars sufficient to recommend all desirons
of obtaining sound Life Insurance, to do so in this
Home Company —Annapolis Epectator.

5 AR S
Intercolonial Railway.

1891. WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1892.

N AND AFTER MONDAY, the 1oth day of
OCTOBER, 1891, the Trains will run Daily
(Sunday excepted) as follows :

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN—

Day Express for Halifax and Campbellton,
Accommodation for Point du Chene,....... ..
Fast Kxpress for Halifax,,.......,........... 1400
Eaxpress for Sussex, ... ... ... 1630
Fast Expross for Quebsc and Montreal, ... 1656
A Parlor Car runs each way on express trains
leaving Bt. John at 7.06_o'clack and "Jﬂu at 716
Qclock. | Pasengers from St. John for Quebse
Montreal leave 5t. John at 16.55 o'clock, and take
car at Moncton.
train leaving St. John for Quebec and Mon-
treal on Saturday at 16.55 o'clock will run to destina-
tion, arriving at Montreal at 18.05 o'clock Sunday
evening.

7.08
10.80

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN—
Expross from Sussex,

Faat Expross from Q
cept Monday)..............
Accommodation from Point du ¢ L1
Day Expross from Halifax, ? 190,30
Fast Expross from Halifax, 2230
The trains of the Intercolonial to and
from Montreal and Quebec are lighted by efectricity,

and beated by steam from the lotomotive.
Al traing are run by Eastern Standard Time,

D. POTTINGER,
Chief Superintendent
Rallway Ofice, Moncton, N. B.,
15th Oet., 1891

INTERNATIONAL 5. 8. G0.
3 TRIPS A WEEK

—FOR —

BOSTON.

TNTIL |[FURTHER NOTICK the Steamers. of
this [Company will leave SAINT JOHN
for—

Kastport, Portland and Boston

EVERY MONDAY, WEDNESDAY
AND*FRIDAY MORNING

At 7.25 (Standard)

Returning, will lesve Hoston same days st 8.%
. m., and Portland at § p. m., for Eastport and 5t
Joun,

Z8 On Wednesday trip the steamer will not
cal! at Fortland

Comnections at Eastport with Steamer for &)
Andrews, Calais and St. Stephen.

Froight received daily up 10 5 p. m.

Through first and second-ciass tickets can be pur-
chased and Baggage checked through from all Book-
ing stations of all railways, and on board steamer
Oity of Montiosllo betwoen St. John, Dighy, and
Annapolis.  Also, Freight billed through st ex-
tremely low rates.

0. B. LARCHLER,
Agent 8¢, Jobn, N. B.
E. A. WALDRON,
Agent,
‘Boston. J. B. COYLE,
Manager

ROXBURY, HASS.

Are troubled with sour stemaeb,
3':.',31""""::-2:' K. D, O, the

June 1B.

e

%o The matier whichthis page contaln
wlocted from various sources; snd
that, to any intelligent farmer or ho
contenta of this single page, from woek |
{ng the year, will be worth several tin
scription price of the paper.

A WOMAN'S SONG TO W

Pull the needle, swing the brox
Tidy up the littered room,
Patch the trousers, darn the s
Fight the daily dust and dirt ;
All around {ou trust your skil
Confident of kindness still.

Stir the gruel, knead the breac

Tax your hands, and heart, anc

Children sick and houséhold h

(Though some thoughtiess w
stung N

All are waiting on your will,

Confident of kindness still.

Never mind the glance oblique
Never cause of coldness seek,
Never notice slight or frown,
By your conduct live them do
All atlast will seek your skill
Confident of kindness still.

Lift your heart and lift your e
Let continual prayer arise;
Think of all the Saviour's woe
When He walked with man be
How sinners sought His
Confident of kindness still.

Sing the song and tell the story
Of the Baviour's coming glory,
To the children whom He bles
With your guidance and oares
Who for all things wait your v
Confident of kindness still,

Feed the hungry and the weak
Worde of cheer and comfort sy
Be theangel of the poor,
Teach them bravely to endure,
Show them this, the Father's 1
Confident of kindness still.

Gratitude may be your lot,
Then be thankful ; but, if not,
Are you better than your Lor
Who endured the cross and sw
From those very hands whose
Waited ever on His will ?

Noble is a life of care

If & holy zeal be there; %
All your little deeds of love
Heavenward helps at last may
If you seek your Father's will
Trusting in His kindness still

- RO
THE HOME
June.

June by universal soclamat
month of roses, the lealy mon
all her characteristics deserves
eulogiums which poets have e

n her. Without the fic
April or May or the arid heat
and August, she is truly the
nature’s most lavish exuberan
and fragrance. In all ages
Roman times June has been ¢
the most auspicious month for
and , although her i
predecessor, May, was consi
most unlucky month in all t}
which to contract marriage.
dal of May,” says an old ads
bridal of death,” and no reas
assigned for this dismal ide
that the Romans 2,000 years
+ brated their festival in honoro
in this month, and singularl
our only festival in honor of tl
eld in the same month. Th
weddings that occur in the beg
June and the scarcity of wedc
occur in May go far to prove
that old superstitions still exer

There are many other sup
that are recalled by the month
to be always considered unlu
bridal couple on the way to
meet & monk, a priest, a dog, ¢
pent, and these were singled o
noxious on very reasonable g
all being in some way inimi
rishest bliss of the married stat
and priests not accepting it
selves, though willingly enoug
others, dogs and cats being s;
of the most unhappy union poe
the serpent having broken up
nal happy home. But to meel
toad or aspider was an auspici
mde'ed, but upon what groun
considered 80 is not #0 apparen
.. The charivari or horning par
is now quite common in son
villagés, especially on the oc
an ill-assorted marriage, was
away back in the early centu
was the subject of a s&yno
from the church. The fee n
to the minister was formerly
money for the bride given to
“bind the bargain,” and the
ongmxll%hmuely a part of this
money. The system of wedding
which has now become 80 fc

robably arose from the “pe
dings"” of Queen Besa's time, w
4 foustom for all the guest

tribute something to the couy
wedding feast.

To the city resident, June al
sents the time for the annual ¢
green ﬂeld_‘, seashore,lake gnd n
and for thisis welcome enough
it a favorite month without its
or its beauty.—N. Y. Tribune.

The Laundry,

The first June days are welco!
good laundry woman. No
leachers do such work as t
grass andsunshine. Winter ol
quite likely to have acquired s
of & yellow hue. They may
bleached to a snowy whitenes

quire the {ragrance of clover.
Household linens, which n
keeper allows to be frozen, wi
in & few { spread on the gr
in the bright sun and l{adnklod
ng

four times aday. No bleachi
is strictly safe, though the
abounds with bleaching fl
bleaching powders. No prude
kee, uses




