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FOR-BECEMBER
Annual X'mas Sale.

ooooooooooocoooooooooooococcoo

During the month of December, I intend offering the whole of my 
well assorted Stock of DRY GOODS, at very low prices. My Goods 
are reliable, and well worth inspection of close buyers.

It is not my intention to Retire from the Retail Trade, but as long 
as my Customers and Friends continue to support me as well as in the 
past, I shall do my best to supply them with the same reliable and 
seasonable Goods as heretofore. To my wholesale customers I shall 
continue to supply Goods which they sell readily and make money on.

Thanking all for their liberal patronge in the past and wishing a 
continence of the same.

OOCeOOOGOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO
Bargains in Ladies’ Jackets for December.
Bargains in Dress Goods for December.
Bargains in Ulster Cloths for December.
Bargains in Wool Shawls for December.
Bargains in Wool Hoods, Clouds, &c., &c.
Bargains in Gloves, Hosiery, &c., &c.
Bargains in Men’s Cloths. ,
Bargains in Men’s Shirts and Underwear.
Bargains in all Departments, every article reduced in 
month of December to cash purchasers.

B. FAIREY. 
Newcastle.
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Special 
Special 
Special 
Special 
Special 
Special 
Special 
Special 
Special 

price for the :

6

FURNITURE DEPARTMENT.
Special Discounts on Parlor and Bedroom Furniture, this month.

B. FAIREY.
Newcastle, Dec. 3, 1887.

Law and Collection Office

Barrister fc Attorney at Law,
Relleltor le Baakniptcy, Convey

ancer, Nota-v Mobile, etc.

Beni Estate A Fire Insurance 
Agent.

pr CLAIMS collected In sll part» ol me 
Dominion.
Offloe:-NEWC A8TLE, N.B.

U. J. TWEE DIE, 
attorney * barrister 

AT LAW.
.'TOTABY I»TT^IjIO,

CONVEYANCER, Ski,

. . - N. B.Chatba

OFFICE Old Bank Montreal-

J D. PHINNEY.
Barrister A Attorney at Law,

KOI AKY PUBLIC, Ac.,

BIOHIBTJCTO. M-- 33-
Omc*—Conxr House Square.

May 4,1831.

I 1. FIDOLIS, M. D„
PUYSIOAN ami SliKUBOL

NEWCASTLE, IT- B. 
OFFICE at Muse formerly occupied by M.

0.

CANADA HOUSE.
Clattiam, New Brnnswinï.,

W m. JOHNSTON, Proprietor
Considerable outlay baa been made ou the 

b ouiie to make it a first class Hotel and travellers 
still find it a desirable temporary residence 
both as regards location and comfort. IK is 
situated within two minutes walk of Steamboat 
landing and Telegraph and Port Offices.

The piop-ieto: returns thanks to the Public 
for the encouragement given him in the past 
end will endeavor by courtesy and attention to 
ireiit the same in the frtnre.

Have alw^vs bopn bcnefitled 
by ITS 188.”

Moncton, DecJ C, 1887. 
K. M. EtUy, Pharmacist :

Dear Sir,—For the past two or three years 
I have prescribed your Cod Liver Oil Cream in 
my practice, and have much pleasure in stating 
that my Patients have always been beiietitted 
by its use. I consider it the best and most 
palatable preparation of its kind. Cbildien 
will readily take it, when refusing other Emul
sion of Cod Liver Oil

Yours very truly,
L. N. BOURQUE, M. D.

Ack your Druggist for Estey’s. Cod Liver 041 
Cream. Take no other. Price 50c. per bottle, 
or 6 bottles for $3,50. Prepared only by K M. 
ESTEY, Phartnacist, jloncton, Ni B.

Sold in Newcastle by
E. LEE STREET, 

Druggist.
Dec. 17, 1887. ^

’87 THEf ALL ’87
OPEMINQ.

The necessities

GOOD SAMPLE ROOMS
For bomioercial TYave’lers and Stabling on the 
men-lets 

Oct. T2, 1885.

Newcastle, June 11,1887.

o. J. MacCTJLLY, M.A., M. D„
Beak. MT. COL. 81186., LOUDON.

SPECIALIST,

DISEASES OF EYE, EAR k THROAT, 
Oglu : Cor. ChoreA and Main St, Moncton. 
Moncton, Now. 12, 88L

TUM8G Mi RIPilRING.
J. 0. Biederaiann, PIANOFORTE and OR

GAN TUNER,
Repairing a Specialty.

Regular visita made to the Northern Counties, of 
which due notice will be given.

Orders for tuning, etc., can be sent to the 
Advocate Office, Newcastle.

J. 0. BIEDERMANN. 
St John, May 6.1887.

HOTEL BRUNSWICK,
MONCTON, NEW BRUNSWICK,

fr XO. McfiWimNY, CKO. D. FOCH,
*

Proprietor. »

F. CLEMENTSON & CO.
OUR STOCK OF

CROCKERY,
CHUTA,

and GLASS,
LAMPS and LAMP GOODS,
is now complete for the coming spring. - We 
invbe

COUNTRY TRADERS
visiting St John to call and see our unusually 
varied stock, which we are offering at lowest 
possible prices.

OB.Vk.TBS
suitable for country stores always in stock.

F. CLEMENTSON A Co.
Dock Street, 

St John.
St John N. B., April 27, ’87. lyr.

OF -MAN
Woman and Boy supplied.

Boots and Shoes in such a va- 
^ piety as to leave

NOTHIN 2
to be desired.

Beady made Clothing suitable

TO THE FALL
and Winter.

//.ITM 4.VD CAPS Jl’Oir

IN OUR
STORE, at

PRICES
so low as to be raised only with a Derrick.

A general line of FALL DRY 
GOODS to arrive shortly.

D« M0RH1S0.V 
t KewcasVc.

Newcastle, Sept 26, 1887.

ESTEY’S YOUR
ESTKY'S
ESTEY’S
ESTKY’S

IRON
IRON
IRON
IRON

A
AND

D

QUININE
QUININE
QUININE
QUININE

TONIC,
TONIC.
TONIC.
TONIC.

BLOOD wants 
toning up. You 
have no appetite, 

and what yon do eat distresses 
you. You are low spirited 
tnd languid. You arc ner
vous, and at nights roll and 
loss on your bed and cannot 
vieep. This is all caused by 
our system being run down, 

and requiring something to 
•-ace it up, and make yon 
'eel all right again. To se- 
-uve this you should take

Iro:
ESTBY’S

in and Quinine Tonic.
After using it for a short 

time you will find

Your appetite improv
ed, your spirit* become 
more cheerful, and you 
feel and know that ev
ery fibre and tissue of 
your body is being brac
ed and renovated. \

KEABY HOUSE
(Femerlv WILBUR’S HOTEL,) „

BATHUKST, - • - N.B. 
THUS. F. K8ARY . Proprietor.

This Hotel has been entirely refitted and re- 
fnrniahed throughout Stage connects with all 
5 raina Id very connected with the Hotel 
Yachting Facilities. Some of the best from 
and 
fait

----------------------------- 7
SKI2T 2TB R’S

Carpet Warehouse,
H KING STREET.

My Spring Stock is now complete in every 
Department, and customers can rely on getting 
the beat assortment ever offered in this msrket.
125 Designs BRUSSELS:
100 “ TAPESTRY;
50 “ WOOL CARPET;
25 “ LINOLEUM.

CTOTilKS ASD FOIES IH KJDLSS8 T1B1ITT 
All Direct from the Manufacturers.

r* A. 0. SKINNER.
St John, April 26, ) 886.

m pools within ewbt miles. Excellent 
■ bathing. Good Sample Rooms for

TERMS $1.30 per day ; with Sample 
Rooms $1.73.

Bathurst, Oct I, ’88.

CEO. STABLES,
Auctioneer & Commission lertiiant

NEWCASTLE,__- - R.
Goods of all kinds handled on Commission 

and rompt letiuns made.
Will at lead to A actions in Town and Country 
e satisfactory manner.
Newcastle, Ang. 11, 'Sf.

Clifton House,
Princess and 143 Germain Street. 

ST. JOHN, N. B.

A. N. PETERS^PBOPRIETOB,
Heated by steam throughout Prompt at 

teation and moderate chargea. Telephone oom 
muni cation with all parta of the city.
1 April, JO’86.

LE4TUE& » SHOE FINDINGS.
The Subscribers return thanks to their Ba

ft favors and would 
Jy on hand a fn’l 
rof Goods to bel 

Also 8. R. F 
i of all sires, and 
' , Ac. Eng'ieh 

i to order, of

Stoves Jot Sale.
For sale at a bargain, a large

BASE BURNER,
for Soft Coal, Stylo

“OHIO,”
suitable for a Hall or large Dining Room. In 

use only two seasons. Also a

Model Parlor Stove,
in good order.

Offi * p6rticalars ,pply at th« ” Advocate” 

Oct. 10, 1887.

ESTEY’S IRON AND QUININE TONKT
Is sold by Druggists everywhere. Be sure 

and set the genuine. Price 50 cents, 6 bottles 
$2.50.
^Rteyured only by E. M. IhTBY, Moncton,

Willis, Mott & Co. *
GOLDEN GROVE WOOLEN MILLS.

Mannfsctuiers of
Tweedseds, Homespuns, Blankets, 

Flannels, Yarns, etc.
Carding, Spinning and Weaving done to 

order or on shares.
Fleece Wool bought foi Cash or taken in ex

change for Goods.
MILLS, GOLDEN GROVE, SL John Conn- 

ty. Warehouse and Salesroom, 165 Union 
Street, 2nd door East from Charlotte, St John, 
N. B. ’

ALEXANDER WILLIS.
T. PARTELOW MOTT.

St John, Oet 22, 1887.

Obas. R. ESTEY.
Pharmacist and Chemist. 

Medical Hall • • Campbellton.

The Subscriber is Dealer in
PEBB DRUGS and CHEMICALS, 

Chamois Skins, Sponcos, 
Toilet Articles.

BMPHRXT’S BOMSOFiTOIO MÎDICMM, Ite.
tr Phtsiuans Pbbsc turr.ows a SpeciiJ:ty

CHAS. ESTEY. 
Campbellton. Sept 25,1886.

CASTOR IA
for Infants and Children.

tie no weU adapted to ehMna that
1 aa superior to any preacri 

H. A. Aacxza, U.D.,
• Oxtoed St, Brooklyn, N,

— ----- ----- i that I Oasteria enreo Ootte. Constipation,
Iracouuaend it aa superior to any preacriptiaa I Sour Stomach, Diarrhoea, Eructation.

-----i to me.” H. A. awn— U. D., 1 Eflla Worms, gives sleep, and promotes dt-
l Be. Oxford 8t, Srooklm. S. T. I 'WuESlnji

Th* CEKTica Cowrrxv, 77 Murray Street N. Y.

leiected literature.
HOW DEACON TUBMAN AND THE 

PARSON KEPT NEW YEAR’S.

BY/W. H. H. MURRAY.

(Continued.)
‘ Tell the folks that you won’t be back 

till night,’ called the deacon from the 
sleigh, * for this is New Year and we’re 
going to m^ikc a day of it,’ and he laugh
ed away as heaitilv as might be—so 
heartily that the parson joined in the 
laughter himself as he came shuffling 
down the icy path toward him. ‘Blese 
me, how much younger I feel already,’ 
he repeated as he settled down into the 
roomy seat of the old sleigh. ' Only six
teen to-day, eh deacon,’ and he nudged 
him with his elbow.

That’s all ; that’s all, parson,’ an
swered the deacon gayly, as he nudged 
him vigorously baclf ; 1 that’s all we are, 
either of us,’ and, laughing qs merrily as 
two boys, the two glided away in the 
sleigh.

Well, pei haps they didn't have fun 
that day—these two old boys that had 
started out with the feeling that they 
were ‘ only 16,’ and bound to nuke ‘ a 
day of it.’ And they did make a day of 
it, in fact, and such a day as neither had 
had for forty years. For first, they went 
to Bartlett’s hill, where the boys and 
girls were coasting, and coasted with 
them for a full hour, and then it was 
discovered by a younger portion of his 
Hock that the parson woe not an oldj 
•tiff, solemn, surly poke, aa they had 
thought, but a pleasant, good-natured,1 
kindly soul, who could take and give a 
joke and. steer a sled as well as the smart
est boy in the crowd, and when it came 
to snow-balling, he could send a ball fur
ther than Bill Sykes himself, who could 
outthrow any hoy in town, and roll up 
a bigger block to the new snow fort they 
were buikPng than any three boys 
among them. And how the parson en
joyed being a boy again. How exhilara
ting the slide down the steep hill ; how 
invigorating the pure, cool air ; how 
pleasant the noise of the chatting and 
joking going on atound him ; how bright 
and sweet the boys and girls looked with 
their rosy cheeks and sparkling eyes, 
and how the old-parson’s heart thrilled 
as they crowded around him when he 
would go, and urged him to stay ; and 
little Alice Dorchester begged him, with 
her little arms around hie neck, to 1 jes 
stay and gib me one more slide.’

* You never made such a pastoral call 
as that, parsou,’ said the deacon, as they 
drove away amid the cheers of the boys 
and the * good-bys’ of the girls, while

e former fired off a volley of snow-balls 
it^is honor, and the latter waved their 
muffs and handkerchiefs after them.

Ood bless them ! God bless them !’ 
said the paisou. ‘ They have lifted a 
load from my heart and taught the sweet
ness of life, of youth and the wisdom of 
Him who took the little ones in his arms 
and blessed them. Ah, deacon,’ he add
ed, * I’ve been a great fool, but I’ll be so, 
thank God, no more.’

Now, old Jack was a horse of a great 
deal of character, and had a great his- 
tory, but of this none in that section, 
save the little deacon, knew a word. 
Dick Tubman, the deacon’s youngest, 
wildest and, we might add, favorite son, 
had purchased him fof an impecunious 
jockey, at the close bf, to him, a disas
trous campaign, that cleaned him com
pletely out and left him in a strange 
city, a thousand miles from home, with 
nothing but the horse, harness and sulky 
and a list of jg paid bills, that must he 
met before W -could leave the scene of 
his disastre < fortunes. Under such 
circumstances it was that Dick Tubman 
ran across the horse, and partly out of 
pity for its owner and partly out of ad
miration of the horse, whose failure to 
win at the races was due more to his 
lack of condition and the bad manage
ment of his jockey then lack of speed, 
bought him off-hand, and, having no use 
for himself, shipped him as a present to- 
the deacon, with whom he had now been 
four years, with no harder work than 
plowing out the good old man’s corn in 
the summer and jogging along the coun
try roads on the deacon’s errands. Hav
ing said thus much ofUhe horse, perbi 
we should more particularly dcscril 
him.

He was, in sooth, an animal of most 
unique and extraordinary appearance. 
For, in the first place, he was quite seven
teen hands in height and Jong in pro
portion. He was also the reverse of 
shapely in the fashion of his build, for 
his head was long and bony and his hip 
bones sharp and protuberant ; his tail 
was what is known among horsemen as a 
rat tail, being but scantily covered with 
hair, and his neck was even more scanti
ly supplied with a mane, while in 
color he could easily have taken any 
premium put up for homeliness, being 

an ashen roan, mottled with flecks and 
patches of divers hue. But his legs were 
Act and corded like a racei’e, his neck 
long and thin as a thoroughbred's, his 
nostrils large, his care sharply pointed 
and lively, while the white rings around 
his eyes hinted at a cross, somewhere in 
his pedigree, with Arabian blood. A 
huge, bony, homely-looking horse he 
was, who drew the deacou and Miranda 
into the village on market days and Sun
days, with a loose, shambling gait, mak-

riding along in their jaunty turn-outs, 
used to chaff the good deacon on the 
character of his steed, and satirically 
challenge him to a brush. The deacon 
always took their badinage in good ]»rt, 
although he inwardly said more than 
once, ‘ If I ever get a good chance, whan 
there ar’nt too many around, I’ll go up 
to lue turn of the road beyond the 
fchurch and let Jack out on them :’ for 
Dick had given him a hint of the horse’s 
history, and told him * he could knock 
the spots out of 30,’ and wickedly urged 
the deacon to take the starch on) cf them 
airy chaps some of these days. Such 
was the liorte, then, that the deacon hr.d 
ahead of him and the old-fashioned 
sleigh when, with the parson alongside: 
he struck into tke principal street of the 
village.

New Year’s day ie a lively day in 
many country villages, and on this 
bright one especially, as the sleighing 
was perfect, everybody was out. Indeed, 
it had got noised abroad that certain 
trotters of local fame were to be on the 
street that afternoon, and, as the boys 
woided it,1 there would be heaps of fun 
going on.’ Atd so it happened that 
everybody in town, and many who lived 
out of it, were on this particul<r#stroet) 
sud just at the hour, too, when the dea
con came to the foot of it, so that the 
walk on either side was lined darkly 
with looker* on, and the smooth snow 
path between the two lines looked like a 
veritable home-stretch on a race day.

Now, when the deacon had reached 
the corner of the main street and turned 
into it, it was at that point where the 
course terminated and the 1 brushes’ 
were ended, and at the precise moment 
When the dozen or twenty horses that 
had just come flying down were being 
pulled up preparatory to returning at a 
slow gait to the customary starting point 
at the head of the street, a half mile 
away. So that the old-fashioned sleigh 
was surrounded by the light fancy cut
ters of the rival racers, and old Jack was 
shambling awkwardly along in the 
midst of the high-spirited and smoking 
nags that had just comedown the stretch.

‘ Hillow, deacon,” shouted one "of the 
boy», who was driving a trim looking 
hay, and who had crossed the line at the 
ending of the course second only to a 
jjocer that could * speed like a streak of 
lightning,’ as the boys said. * Hillow, 
deacon ; aiu’t you going to shake out old 
shamble heels and show us fellows what 
speed is to-day 1’ And the merry-hearted 
chap—son of the principal lawyer of the 
place—laughed heartily at his challenge, 
while the other drivers looked at the 
great angular steed that, without any 
check, was walking carelessly along, with 
his head held down, ahead of the old 
sleigh and its churclfty occupants.

* I don’t know but what I will,’ an
swered the deacon, good-naturedly ;
' don't know but what I will, if the par
son don’t object, and you wdn’t start off 
tod quick to begin with, for this is New 
Year’s and a little extra fun won’t hurt 
any of us, I reckon.’

‘ Do it, do it ; we’ll hold up for yon,’ 
answered a dozen merry voices. “ Do it 
deacon, it’ll do old shamble heels good to 
go a 10 mile-an-hour'gait for once in his 
life, and the parson needn’t fear of being 
scandalized by any speed you’ll get out 
of him either,’ and the men y chaps haw- 
hawed as men and boys will, when every 
one is jolly and fan flows fast.

And so, with any amount of good-na
tured chaffing from the driven of the 
‘ fast ’uns’ and from many that lined the 
roads too—for the day gave greater liber
ty than usual to bantering speech,—the 
speedy ones paced slowly up to the head 
of the street, with old Jack shambling 
demurely in the midst of them.

But the horse was a knowing old fel
low, and had 1 scored’ at too many races 
not to know that*the * return’ was to be 
leisurely taken, and, indeed, he wa$ a 
horse of independence, and of too even, 
perhaps of too sluggish a temperament, 
to waste himself in needless action, but 
he had the right stuff in him, and hadn’t 
forgotten his early training either, tor, 
when he got to the turn, bis head and tail 
came up, his eye brightened, and with a 
playful movement of his huge body, and 
without the least hint from the deacon, 
he swung himself and the cumbrous old 
sleigh into line, and began to straighten 
himself for the coming brush.

Now Jack was, as we have said, a 
horse of huge proportions, and needed 
‘steady ingrat the start, but the good dea
eon had no experience with the • ribbons,’ 
and was, therefore, utterly unskilled in 
the matter of driving, and so it came 
about that old Jack was so confused at 
the start that he made a most awkward 
and wretched appearance in his effort to 
get off, being all1 mixed up,’ as the say
ing is, so much so that the crowd roared 
at his ungainly efforts and his flying riv
als were twenty rods away before he even 
got started. But at last he got his huge 
body in a straight line, and, leaving hie 
miserable shuffle, squared away to his 
work, and, with head and tail up, went 
off at so slashing a gait that it fairly took 
the deacon’s breath away, and caused the 
crowd that had been hooting him to roar ! 
their applause, while the parson grabbed , 
the edge of the old sleigh with one hand 
and the rim of his tall black hat with the 
other.

What a pity, Mr. Longface, that God 
made horses as they are, and gave them 
such grandeur of appearance when in ac-

ing altogether an appearance so homely tion, and put such an eagle-like spirit be-

plodding motions of the ox, they can fly 
like that noble bird, and come sweeping 
down the course as on wings of the wind.

It was not my fault, nor the deacon’s 
nor the parson’s either, please remember 
then, that awkward shuffling, homely- 
lookirig old Jack was thus suddenly 
transformed by the royalty of blood, of 
pride, and of speed given him by hie 
Creator, from what he ordinarily was, in
to magnificent spectacle of energetic a 
velocity.

With muzzle lifted well up, tail erect, 
the few hairs in it streaming straight be
hind, one ear pricked forward and the 
other turned sharply back, the great horse 
swept grandly along at a pace that wàs 
rapidly bringing him even with the rwr 
line of the flying group. And yet so lit
tle was the pace to him that he fairly 
gamboled in playfulness as he iVent 
slashing allng, until the deacon verily 
began to fear that the honest old chap 
would break-through all the bounds of 
propriety and send his heels antically 
through hie treasured dashboard. In
deed, the spectacle that thff huge horee 
presented was so magnificent ; hie action 
so free, spirited and playful, as he came 
sweeping onward, that cheers and excla
mations, such as ‘ Good heavens ! see the 
deacon's old horse !’ ‘ Look at him 1 look 
at him !’ • What s stride !’ etc., ran 
ahead of - him, and old Bill Sykes, a 
trainer in hie day, but now a bang-on at 
the village tavern, oi that section of it 
known as the bar, wiped hie watery eyes 
with his tremendous fist as he saw Jack 
come swinging down, and, as he swept 
past with hie open gait, powerful stroke 
and stifles playing well out, brought his 
hand down with almighty slaps against 
hie thigh and said ; “ I’ll be blowed if 
he is not a regular old timer !’

It was fortunate for the deacon and 
the parson that the noise and cheering 
of the crowd drew the attention of the 
drivers ahead, or there would surely 
hafe been mole than one collision, for 
the old sleigh was of such- size and 
strength, the good deacon so unskilled at 
the relus, and Jack who was adding to 
his momentum with every stride, was 
going at so determined a pace, that, had 
he struck the rear line, with no gap for 
him to go through, something serious 
would surely have happened. But, as it 
was, the drivers saw the huge horse, with 
the cumbrous old sleigh behind himf 
bearing down on them at such a gait as 
made their own speed, sharp as it was, 
seem slow, and 1 pulled out’ in time to 
save themselves ; and so «without any 
mishap, the big horse and heavy sleigh 
swept through the rear row of raceis 
like an autumn gust through a cluster of 
leaves.

Bpt, by this time, the deaeon had be
come somewhat alarmed, for Jack was 
going nigli to a thirty clip—a frightful 
pace for an inexperienced man to ride— 
and began to put a good strong pressure 
upon the bit, not doubting that old Jack 
ordinarily the easiest horse in the world 
to manage—would take the hint and im
mediately slow up. But though the 
huge horse took the hint, it was in ex
actly the opposite manner that the dea
con intended he should, for he interpret
ed the little man’s steady pull as an inti
mation that his inexperienced driver was 
getting bver his flurry and beginning to 
treat him as a horse ought to he treated 
in a race, and that he could now, having 
got settled to his work,’go ahead, and go 
ahead he did. The more the deacon pul
led the more the great horse felt himself 
steadied and assisted. And so, the hard
er the good man tugged at the reins, the 
more powerfully the machinery of the 
big animal ahead of him worked, until 
the deacon got alarmed and began to call 
upon the horse to stop, crying ‘Whoa, 
Jack, whoa, old boy I say. Whoa, will 
you now 7 that’s a good fellow,’ and many 
other coaxing calls, while he pulled away 
steadily at the reiiu.

But the horse misunderstood the dea
con’s calls as he had his pressure on the 
reins, for the crowd on either side was 
now yelling and hooting and swinging 
their caps so that the deacon’s voice 
came indistinctly to his ears at the beat, 
and he interpreted his calls for him to 
stop as only so many encouragements 
and signals /or him to go ahead, and to, 
with the memory of 100 races stirring 
his blood—the crowd cheering him to the 
echo—the steadying pull and encourag
ing cries of his driver in his ears, and hie 
only rival, the ’pacer, whirling along 
only a few rods ahead of him, the mons
trous animal, with a desperate plunge 
that half lifted the old sleigh from the 
snow, let out another link, and, with 
such a burst of speed as was never seen 
in the village before, tore along after the 
pacer at such a terrifie pace that, withim- 
the distance of a dozen lengths, he lay 
lapped upon him, and the two were 
going it note and nose.

What is that feeling in human hearts 
wlÿch makes us sympathetic with man 
or animal, who has, unexpectedly, devel
oped coinage and capacity when engaged 
in a struggle in which the odds are 
against him 1 And why do we enter so 
spiritedly into the contest, and lose our
selves in the excitement of the moment Î 
Is it pride Î Is it the comradeship of 
courage ? Or is it the rising of the in
domitable in us, that loves nothing to 
much at victory, and hates nothing to 
much as defeat Î Be that as it may, no 
sooner was old Jack tairly7 lapped on the 
pacer, whose driver was urging him along 
with reins and voice alike, and the con

oid Adatii himself entered into the dea
cou and the paison both, so that, carried 
away by the excitement of the race, they 
fairly forgot themselves, and entered as 
wildly into the contest as two ungodly 
jockeys.

1 Deacon Tubman,’ said the parson, as 
he clutched the rim of his tall hat, 
against which, as the horse tore along, 
the snow chips were pelting in showers: 
more stoutly, ‘ Deacon Tubman, do you 
think the pacer will beat ns T

‘ Not if I can help it ! not if I can 
help it !’ yelled the deacon in reply, as, 
with something like a reinsman’s skill, 
he instinctively lifted Jack to another 
spurt ‘ Go it, old boy !’ he shouted en
couragingly. ‘ Go along with you, I say !’ 
and the parson, also carried away by the 
whirl of the moment, cried, ‘ Go along, 
old boy ! Go along with you, I say !

This was the very thing and the only 
thing that huge horse, whose blood was 
now fairly aflame, wanted to rally him 
for the final effort ; and, in response to 
the encouraging cries of the two behind 
him, he gathered himself together for 
another burst of speed and put forth his 
cqllected strength with such tremendous 
energy and suddenness of movement that 
the little deacon, who bad risen and was 
standing erect in the sleigh, fell back 
into the anus of the parson, while the 
great horse rushed over the line a winner 
by a clear length, am id such cheers and 
roars of laughter as were nsver heard iff 
that village before.

Nor was the horse any more the object 
of public interest and remark—we may 
say favoring remark—than the parsou, 
who suddenly found himself the centre 
of a crowd of his own parishioners, many 
of whom would scarcely be expected as 
participants of such a scene, but who, 
thawed out of their iciness by the genial 
temper of the day and vastly excited over 
Jack’s contest, thronged upon the good 
mao, laughing as heartily as any jolly 
sinner in the ertiwd. -

So everybody shook hands with the 
parson and wished him a happy New 
Year, and the parson shook hands with 
everybody and wished-them all many 
happy returns ; and everybody praised 
old Jack and rallied the deacon on bis 
driving, and then everybody went home 
good-natured and happy, laughing and 
talking about the wonderful race and the 
change that had come over Parson Whit
ney.

And as for Parson Whitney himself, 
the day and its fun had taken twenty 
years from his age, and nothing would 
answer but the deacon must go home and 
eat the New Year’s pudding at the par
sonage—and he did. And at the table 
they laughed and talked over the funny 
incidents of the day, and joked each 
other as merrily as two boys. Then Par
son Whitney told some reminiscences of 
his college days, and the scrapes he jçot 
into, and a riot between town and gown, 
when he carried the ‘ Bully’s Club,’ and 
the deacon responded by narrating his 
experiences with a certain Deacon Jones' 
watermelon patch when he was a boy, 
and over their tales aid mulled cider 
they laughed till they cried, and roared 
so lustily at the remembered frolics of 
their youthful days, that the old parson
age rang, the books on the library 
shelves rattled and several of the theo
logical volumes actually gaped with hor
ror.

But at last the stories were all told 
the jokes all crocked, and the laughter 
all laughed, and the little deacon wished 
the parson good-bye, and jogged happily 
homeward, but more than once he laugh
ed to himself and said, “ Êïess my souli 
T didn’t know the parson had so much 
fun in him." And long the parson sat 
by the glowing grate after the deacon 
had left him, musing of other days, and 
the happy, pleasant things that were in 
them, and many times he smiled, and 
once laughed outright at some remember
ed folly, for he said : “ What a wild boy 
1 was, and yet, I meant no wrong, and 
the dear old days were very happy.”

Aye, aye, Parson Whitney, the dear 
#ld days were very happy, not only to 
thee, bqt to all of us who, following our 
sun, have faced westward so long that 
ihe light of the morning shows dull 
through the dim haze of memory. But 
happier than even the old days will be 
the young cues, I ween, when, following 
■till westward, we suddenly come to the 
gates of the east and the morning once 
more ; and there, in the dawn of a day 
which is cloudless and endless, we find 
our lost youth and its loves, to lose them 
and it no more forever, thank God.

DRAFTS ON THE 
SENSE.

BANK OF

The uay to ^ave a good credit is to 
keep out of debt.

To be intelligent is to be honest, kind 
andgood.

You have as much right to put your 
hand into another man’s pocket as your 
nose into anetffel- man’s business.

A kind word costs you nothing, and 
the return of it may come at a time 
when you need it most.

Trust no man’s appearance. The 
roughest bark covers the soundest tree 
aud the thinnest ice has the smoothest 
surface.

He who longs after good precepts is 
quickened in his imagination and

Children Cry for

vine which grows in the sun is the full
est of sap and sweetest of fruit.

A good souled child is a fortress of 
strength between its parents and sin. ,

The barest stump is beautiful when 
over-run by the honeysuckl e.

There is no such thing as a hopeless 
life. The shill could no more exist with
out hope than the body without breath.
MARK TWAIN *AS A LECTURER

[Net» Fori Tribvte.]
The last time I heard him lecture, 

after having got rid of his hands, he 
stood before the house as stiff and silent 
as an unopened oyster. The audience 
was as still as he. After a long pause, 
during which every one was jiainfullv 
wondering what ailed him he said ‘ H’m !’ 
and immediately relapsed into silence. 
A full minute went by during which he 
remained perfectly quiet with his eyes 
staring straight ^before bin. Then he 
said * H’m !’ again. At Last some one 
started a little ripple of applause. Mark 
looked up radiant with sin:les. ‘Thank 
you,’ he said; ‘ I was waiting for you to 
begin !’

itmpmttt**

CAN WHISKEY TALK.

“Mr. Jones,” said little Johnny to 
that gentleman, who war making an 
afterneon call, “can whiskey talk?” 
“ No, my child. How evei came you to 
ask such a question Î” “ Oh, nothing, 
only ma said whiskey was beginning to 
tell on you.”

Strdng drink is sure to tell on a man. 
It tells on his body. Joseph Cook, in 
one of his lectures, says Forbes Winslow, 
the celebrated English physician for the 
insane, once tol.l a committee ofi:Parlia
ment that he could dip out of the brain 
of any habitual drunkard a fluid so full 
of alcohol that, when put in a spoon and 
a lamp placed beneath it, the liquid 
would burn with a blue flame. The 
blue flame which Forbe» Wmslow kin
dled shows the affinity of alcohol for the 
brain, and should be kept burning as a 
pillar of fire before tempted men. There 
is a famous saying of Hytri, that he 
could tell in the dark whether he was 
dissecting a drunkard’s brain or the brain 
of a temperance man for the former 
would be hard under the scalpel. A 
patient once said to a physician ; ‘ Doc
tor, I must have some kind of a stimu
lant, I feel cold, and alcohol warms me.’ 
* Precisely,’ answered the doctor. ‘ See 
here. That stick is cold (taking up a 
stick of wood from the wood, box and tos
sing it into the fire.) Now it is warm. 
But is the stick benefited The sick 
man watched the wood tint send out lit
tle puffs of smoke and then burst into a 
flame, and then replied, “Of course not. 
It is burning itself.’ You are literally 
burning up the delicate tissues of your 
stomach and brain. He-who takes alco
hol to warm himself is like the man who 
sets his house on fire and warms his 
fingers by it as it bums.’ Some think 
there is nourishment in alcohol, but 
there is just as much nourishment in it 
as there is in the lash of the whip with 
which a horse is urged to his highest 
speed. »

Strong drink tells on the purse. . It is 
just this steady leak out of the working 
man’s resources, that causes most of the 
wretchedness of tenement house exis
tence.

A gentleman stepped onee into a Me
thodist meeting house. A large able 
bodied man was sitting in the back seat. 
By his side sat a little girl. Testimonies 
to the power of the Gospel were called 
for. The man rose, but was no overcome 
with emotion that he could not epeok.r— 
There was awkward silence, when the 
child, standing upon the seat, uttered 
the following words in a clear flute-like 
VoicrT'-1 Once we didn’t have as much 
bread as we wanted, but now we have a 
whole barrel of flour at our h mse, and 
ma and me have all the shoes we want 
since papa stopped drinking.’

Strong drink tells on the soul. It 
turns the milk rf human kindness into 
gall. It changes a man into a brute.— 
The drunkaid sacrifices to his insatiate 
appetite the happiness of those who are 
dearest to him. He is not content to go 
down to the abyss alone, but must drag 
down with him innocent ones, and 
blight the only lives which they have to 
live. If you are the slave, of such a hab
it of this, look to Christ who alone can 
save you.

The unusual spectacle of a Catholic 
priest acting as prosecutor wa; presented 
in the police court at Lawrence, Mass., 
recently. Rev. James T. O’Reilly, pas
tor of St. Mary’s, recently saw a child, 
Bridget Elliot, 9 years old, in an intoxi
cated condition. He found she had ob
tained the liquor from Hannah Tooroey, 
and instituted proceedings against her. 
He succeeded in convicting the woman, 
and she was fined $75 and costa, and 
given four mouths in the House of Cor
rection.

M|

KILLED HER FOR DRINKING-

Buffalo, N. Y., December 25.—Mrs. 
Patrick Brennan, South Division, cele
brated Christmas by tilling up with 
whiskey, and when her husband, who is 
reel ion boss for the New York Central 
railroad, went home heffound .hat the 
turkey' hail not been cooked. Mrs. 
Brennan and her husband then indulged 
in a fight, and her dead body was after
ward found on the doorstep. 3he had 
a black eye and her scull was crushed. 
The police arrested Brennan to-night and 
charged him with murder. A son of the 
couple, who manifests perfect indifference 
at his mother’s- death, is held vs witness.

Pitcher’s Castor!a.


