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Professional Cards

DR. M'ALLISTER
Dentist,

IS HOME ACAIH AND READY FOR BUSINESS
Good Reliable Dental Operations at

Lowest Rates.
PAINLESS EXTRÂGTÎûfl OF TEETH A 

SPECIALTY.
Office hours 9.30 a, m. to 5 p. m. ; 7 to 8 p. m. 

tfiT Office Queen Street, opp. Queen Hotel. 
Fredericton, March 7.

M GARTER,
Dentist.

EXTRACTION AMD PRliSlKTIC DENTISTRY A
SPECIALTY.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

DEIÎAL ROOMS OVER F. J. M’CAUSLAIDS JEWELRY STORE* 
260 QUEER STREET, FRE3ERIGT0S.

Fredericton, July 17th, 1888.

JRED ST. JOHN BLISS,
Barrister, Notary, Etc.

CLERK Of THE COUNTY COURT AND CLERK OF THE PEACE,,
Sunbury County.

OFFICE: QUEEN ST, OPP. POST OFFICE
Fredericton, May 6th, 1888—lyr.

DR. H. D. CURRIE, 

Surgeon Dentist,

164 QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON
Fredericton, Got, 6th, 1887.

WILLIAM WILSON,
SECRETARY-TREASURER, YMK, 

Barrister andAttomey-at-Law 
CONVEYANCER, &C.

OFFICE 1 QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON 
OPPOSITE BLAIR & BARRY’S OFFICE,

ACCOUNTS COLLECTED, LOAMS IEQ0T1ATED.
Fredericton, Oct. 6th, 1887.

GEO. F. GREGORY,
(OF LATE FIRM OF GREGORYS BLAIR,)!

Barrister andAttomey-at-Law 
NOTARY PUBLIC.

OFFICE 1 NEXT BELOW QUEEN HOTEL, LATE 
LY OCCUPIED BY GREGORY Ml BLAYR.

Fredericton  ̂Oct. 6th 1887.

B.H. TORRENS, D.M.D.
Dentist,

FISHER*! BUILDING,

Queen Street, Fredericton.
Fredericton. Oct. 6th, 1887.

DR. CROCKET
OFFICE AND RESIDENCE,

CARLETON STREET.
Fredericton, Oct. 6th, 1887.

GREGORY St GREGORY*
Barristersaad Notaries.

OFFIOEB l OARLETON 8T„ FREDERICTON

ALBERT J. GREGORY, FRANK B. GREGORY,
Registrar of Probates. 

Fredericton, Oh 6th. 1387.

G. E. DUFFY,
Barrister and Attorney-at-Law. 

Notary Public, Etoi
SEO-Y-TREASURER of sunbury.
«croire cornera ao wm to icaoumi

BUTE SECURITY.

Offices : West Side of Carleton Street, Second 
door from Queen.

Fredericton, Nov. lab. 1887

Auctioneers

H. G. C.WETMQRE, 
AUCTIONEER, &c.

Has taken a Store on the Upper Side of

PHŒNIX SQUARE,
.-Text to L. P. LaForest, Tin Smith, where he is 
. repared to receive Furniture and Goods of all 
Kinds for Auction or Private Sale, He will also 
give attention to Auction Sales of every des
cription.

Terms Moderate’ Returns Prompt. Allbus- 
nesa confidential.
Fredericton. Oct. 6th, 1887

IMPERIAL HALL.

NEW GOODS
FOR

SPRING & SUMMER
HAVE NOW ARRIVED.

suitings'
AND

TROUSERINGS
In Great Variety and Latest Styles, 

A Good Fit and Satisfaction 
Guaranteed. Alton A Fine

ASSORTMENT OF HATS
Juet Opened. Prices low.

THOMAS STANGER,
280 QUEEN STREET 

Fredericton, Much

WEST END

SAWMILULUMBER
^ YARD.

SEASON" 1889.
rliHE Sabaoriber, Intending to pay greater atten-X tion to the RETAIL LUMBER, BUSINESS 
than for the last few seasons, begs to inform the 
puldio generally that besides the oeual stocks of 
SPRUCE, PINE, and HEMLOCK LUMBER on 
hand or sawn to order, will keep constantly on 
hand

DRY SPRUCE FLOORING AND SHEATHING 
PINE SHEATHING DRY HEMLOCK 

SPRUCE AND PINE BOARDS, AND PUNK 
PUKED ON ONE SIDE.

AIM Intend, to Imp LATHS ond PICKETS coo- 
stantly on hand.

and all sorts of CEDAR SHINGLES well and 
Smoothly bawn and Very Carefully Assorted. 
•T- Office en QUEEN STREET, directly oppo

site mill
R. A. E8TEY.

Hotels

QUEEN HOTEL,
FREDERICTON, N.B. 

j. A. EDWARDS, - Proprietor. 
FINE SAMPLE ROOMS IN CONNECTION.

—ALSO,—

FIRST-CLASS LIVERY STABLE.
Fredericton, Oct 6th, 1887

HAWARDEN HOTEL
Qor. Prince Wm. & Duke Sts.,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

WM. COKWAY, - - PROPRIETOR.
BEST $1.00 HOUSE IN THE MARITIME PROVINCES.

July 20 -3m

HOTEL STANLEY,
(Late Continental.)

KING SQUARE, ST. JOHN, N. B.
J. M. FOWLER. Proprietor. 

THOROUGHLY RENOVATED AND NEWLY FURNISHED. 
FIRST CLASS IN ALL ITS APPOINTMENTS.

July 18—6m

SUNBURY_HOUSE.
D. H. NEVERS,- - Proprietor.

THIS HOUSE having been Thoroughly Re
no valet l and Newly Furnished, I am now 

repared to accommodate

PERMANENT AND TRANSIENT HOARDERS
at reasonable rates. Give me a call.

OS' Good Stabling with hostler in attendance

QUEEN ST., OPP. POST OFFICE
FREDERICTON, N. B.

Fredericton, May 29—Smwtw

LORNE_HOTEL
JOHN KELLY, - - Proprietor

'THIS HOTEL has lately been re-fitted and 
1 re-furnished thoroughly, and is now sup

plied with all modern conveniences. I am now 
prepared to receive permanent and transient 
boarders at reasonable rates. Good "Stabling 
and a hostler always in attendance.

REGENT STREET1
FREDERICTON - - N. B.

Fredericton. May 7th.—1 y

VICTORIA HOTEL,
DANIEL HANSON, - - Proprietor.
H 'HIS HOTEL has been thoroughly Renovated 
1 and Furnished in First Class Style, and I 

am prepared to give good accommodations to 
the travelling public. I am now prepared to 
receive Permanent and Transient Boarder» at 
reasonable rates.

Meals at all hours.
Good Stabling and a Hostler always in at

tendance.

Regent Street, Fredericton, N. B.
Fredericton. May 11—wtwly

WATCHES;
WATCHES;

WATCHES •
GOLD,
SILVER,

GOLD FILLED,
AND

NICKLE CASES,
FROM

$2.50 TO $150.00
EACH.

Best Value in the City.
REMEMBER THE PLACE.

James D, Fowler,
Opp. POST OFFICE,

FREDERICTON, - N. B.
Fredericton. Dec. 16th 1888

JUST RECEIVED
The following MAlTINE PRE

PARATIONS l
Maltine Plain,

“ Wine,
“ Ferratea,
“ Verbine,
“ With Cod Liver Oil.

“ Alteratives,
“ “ Peptones,
“ With Peneine and

Pancreatine.
Elixer Lactopeptine
Peptonized Beef.

DAVIS~
STAPLES

& Co.
DRUGGISTS-

Cor. Queen & York Sts., Fredericton
Fredericton Deo. 16, 1888.

FREDERICTON
MARBLE WORKS,
ALL KINDS OF CEMETERY WORK

CONSTANTLY ON HAND.

Monuments, Tablets, and Grave
stones furnished in Marble, 

Freestone or Granite.
All orders promptly attended to. Material 

and workmanship guaranteed.
C&rleton Street, between Methodist Church 

and Old Burying Ground.

JOHN MOORE, Proprietor.
Fredericton. May 7.—1 y w fcw

Girls Wanted.
rpHK HIGHEST PRICKS PAID for Good 

1 Girle at the BARKER HOUSE. Referenc 
required.

Fredericton. May 4—

New Advertisements.

SEWING SILKS.
Ladies who are annoyed at not finding 

a strong SEWING SILK will please ask for 
our brand :

BELDING, PÂUL&G0.
This quality has for a quarter of a century 
sustained its supremacy over all competi
tors, and its SALE FAR EXCEEDS any 
other make.

Do not be misled into taking an infe
rior article by the assertion that it is our 
make, but . see that every spool has our 
name printed on the end, and

TAKE NO OTHER.

BELDING,PAUL&G0.
For «

Cramps, Chills, Colic, Diarrhoea* 
Dysentery, Cholera - Morbus 

and all Bowel Complaints,
Ç NO REMEDY EQUALS

PAIN-KILLER
AND

48 Years’ Experience proves that PERRY DAVIS* 
PAIN-KILLER Is the best Family Remedy for

Burns, Bruises, Sprains,
Rheumatism, Neuralgia 

1 and Toothache.
Sold Everywhere at 25c. and 50c. a Bottle.

r
Beware of Counterfeits and worthless Imitations.

WINTER’S GONE. SUMMER’S COMING.
-AND—

ADAMS, the FURNITURE Man
Still keeps in County Court House Square.

Chamber Suites, Parlor Suites, Centre Tables, Bed- 
Steads, Bureaus, Lounges, Chairs, Rockers, &c., 

As Cheap as the Cheapest.
W CABINET WORK MADE TO ORDER.

Furniture Upholstered, Repaired, Called 
for and Delivered Free of Charge.

Jackson Adams,
COUNTY COURT HOUSE SO., OPP. OUEEN HOTEL.

Fredericton, Maroh 23

rTcolwell
FREDERICTON, N. B.

Carriages, Wagons, Sleighs and Rungs 
built to order in the latest and most durable 
styles. Material and workmanship oi ths 
best. Particular attention given to painting 
trimming and repairing Carriages, etc. 

Terms, etc., to give satisfaction.
FACTORY

KING STREET, FREDERICTON.

NOVELTY.
Just What You Need.

WÏRE

Call and see at

W. H. VAN WART’S.
Fredericton. August 10

Buildings Moved and Raised.

W1^ _
cute all orders

-MYNEW TRESTLE and Improve! 
Tallow Slides, I am now prepared toexe- 

3 * * Moving Houses- - - - -----------era promptly for M<
and Barns. Buildings separated from one an 
other replaced. Buildings raised, silled, and 
levelled up. Horses or other stock in barns to 
be removed or raised, carefully looked after, 
AU shaking and knocking off of plaster cn-c- 
fuUy avoided. Rigging, racking and erect h g 
derricks and cranes also done.

Orders may be left at R. Chkhtnut & Sons’, 
also at Mr. N kill’s and Mr. Everett’s Hard
ware Stores. Fredericton.

O. McCLUSKY, 
Gibson.I Gibson, Ms

JUST RECEIVED ! 
Latest Designs in

LADIES

POCKET BOOKS
this yeaY, 1889. Beautiful in 
design, well made and reas
onable in price, in fact, 
cheaper than old style 
books are sold else

where, at

F. J. MWSLAND’S
Watch a Jewellrv Store, Queen St

Fredericton March 2

J. H. TABOR
TO THE FRONT.

LOOK AT HIS FINE DISPLAY OF CONFECnONERY
fftHE FINEST IN THE CITY, and surpassed 
1 by none'.in the Province. His goods are 

fresh. That’s why they take. Can always be 
had in hie up-town Store,

198, OPP. NORMAL SCHOOL*
And down-town in

COY’S BLOCK.
In the store formerly kept by Berry Bros.

JOHN H. TABOR.
Fredericton, March 28.

REV. T. Q£WITT TALMAGL

“ He Shall Spread Forth His 
Hands

In the Midst of Them, as Ha 
That Swlmmeth

Spreadeth Forth His Hands to 
Swim” the Words of His Text.

Seattle, W. T., Aug. 18.—The Rev. 
T. De Witt Talmage, D. D., of Brook
lyn, preached here today. His. text 
was Isaiah xxv, 11: “He shall spread 
forth his hands in the midst of them, 
as he that swimmeth spreadeth forth 
his hands to swim.” The preacher 
said:

At this season of the year multitudes 
of people wade into the ponds and 
lakes and - rivers and seas. At first 
putting out cautiously from the shore, 
but having learned the t right stroke of 
arm and foot, they let the waters roll 
over them, and in wild glee dive or 
float or swim. So the text will be very 
suggestive: “He shall spread forth 
his hand in the midst of them, as he 
that swimmeth spreadeth forth his 
hands to swim.”

The fisherman seeks out unfrequent
ed nooks. You stand all day on the 
bank of a river in the broiling sun, 
and fling out your line, and eaten 
nothing, while the expert angler 
breaks through the iungle and goes 
by the shadow of tne solitary rock, 
and in a place where no fisherman has 
been for ten years, throws out his line 
and comes home at night, his face 
shining and his basket full. I do not 
know why we ministers of the Gospel 
need always be fishing in the same 
stream, ana preaching from the same 
text that other people preach from.1
I cannot understand the policy of the 
minister who, in Blackfnars. London, 
England, every Week for thirty years 
preached, from the Epistle to the He
brews. It is an exhilaration to me
when I come across 6 theme which I 
feel no one else bias treated, and my 
text is one of that hindi There are 
paths in God’s Wo^d that are well 
beaten by Christian feet When men 
want to quote Scripture, they quote the 
old passages that every one has heard. 
When they want a chapter read, they 
read a chapter that all the other people 
have been reading, so that the church 
today is ignorant of three-fourths of the 
Bible. You go into the Louvre at Paris. 
You confine yourself to one corridor 
of that opulent gallery of paintings. 
As you come out your friend says to 
you, “Did you see that Rembrandt?” 
IlNo.” “Did you see that Rubens?” 
“No.” “Did you see that Titian?” 
“No.” “Did ÿou see that Raphael?” 
“No.” “Well.” says your friend, 
“then you didn’t see the Louvre.” 
Now, my friends, I think we are too 
much apt to confine ourselves to one 
of the great corridors of this Scripture 
truth, and so much bo that there is not 
one person out of a million who has 
ever noticed the all suggestive and 
powerful piettire in the words of my

▲ BOLD FIGURE.
This text represents God as a strong 

swimmer, striking out to push down 
iniquity and saVe' ^hb souls of men. 
“He shell, srowl Wtthv Ml bapds.in 
the midst of thee^ as he that swuhf 
meth spread^ hjs to
swim.” The njrqçfi ig.bgdd and many 
sided. Most or you know now to 
swim. Some pf you learned it in the 
city school, where this art is taught; 
some of you in boyhood, in the river 
near y opr father’s house ; some of you 
since you came to manhood or wo
manhood, while sunqmering on the 
beach of the sèa. You step down in 
the wave, you throw your head back, 
you bring your elbows to the chest, 
you put the palms of your hands 
downward and the soles of your feet 
outward, and you push through the 
water as though yqii had been born 
aquatic. It is a grand thing to know 
how to swim, not only for you reelf, 
but because you vfill after a while, 
perhaps, have to help others. I do 
not know anything more stirring or 
sublime than to see some (nan like 
Norman McKenzie leaping from the 
ship Madras into the sea to save 
Charles Turner, who had dropped from 
the royal yard while trying to loosen 
the sail, bringing him back to the 
deck amid the huzzas of the passen
gers and crew. If a man has not en
thusiasm enough to cheer in such cir
cumstances lie deserves himself to drop 
the sea and have no one help him. into 
The Royal Humane society of Eng
land was established in 1774. its object 
to applaud and reward those who 
should pluck up life from the deep. 
Any one who has performed such a 
deed of daring has all the particulars 
of that bravery recorded in a public 
record, and on bis breast a medip done 
in blue, and gold, apd bronze ; anchor, 
and monogram, and inscription,, tell
ing to future generations the bravery 
of the man or woman who saved, some 
one from drowning. Butt my friends, 
if it is such a worthy thing to save a 
body from the deep, I ask you if it is. 
not a worthier thing to save an im
mortal soul? And you shall see this 
hour the Son of God step forth for 
this achievement “He snail spread 
forth his hand in the midst of them, 
as he that swimmeth spreadeth forth 
his hands to swim.”

THE RACE IN A SINKING CONDITION.
In order to understand the full 

force of this figure, you need to real
ize, first of all, that our race is in a 
sinking condition. You sometimes 
hear people talking of what they con
sider the most beautiful words in our 
language. One man says it is “home,” 
another man says it is the word “mo
ther,” another says it is the word 
“Jesus,” but I will tell you. the bitter
est word in all our language, the word 
most angry and baleful, the word sat
urated with the most trouble, the word 
that accounts for all the loathsome
ness, and the pang, and the outrage, 
and the harrowing; and that word is 
“sin." You spell it with three 
letters, and yet those three letters 
describe the circumference and pierce 
the diameter of everything bad in the 
universe. Sin 1 it is a sibilant word. 
You cannot pronounce it without giv
ing the siss of the flame or the hiss of
the serpent Sinl Ana then if you 
add three letters to that word it de
scribes everyone of us by nature— 
sinner. We have outraged the law 
of God not occasionally, or now and 
then, but peroetually. The Bible de
clares it Harki It thunder? two 
claps: “The heart is deçeitful, above 
all things and desperately winged,” 
“The soul that someth, it shatydie.” 
What the Bible says our own con 
science affirms. After Judge Morgan 
had sentenced Lady Jane Grey to death 
his conscience troubled him so much 
for the deed that he became insane, 
and all through his insanity he kept 
saying: “Take her away from me! 
Lady Jane Grey. Take her away 1 Lady 
Jane Grey.” It was the voice of his 
conscience. And no man ever does 
anything wrong, however great or 
small, but his conscience brings that 
matter before him, and at every step 
of his misbehavior it says, “Wrong, 
wrong.” Sin is a leprosy, sin is a 
paralysis, sin is a consumption, sin is 
pollution, sin is death. Give it a fair 
chance and it will swamp you, body, 
mind and soul forever. In this world 
it only gives a faint intimation of its 
virulence. You see a patient in the 
first stages of trttaoia fever. The

cnees is somewnat flushed, the hands 
somewhat hot, preceded by a slight 
chilL “Why,” you say, “typhoid 
fever does not seem to be much of a 
disease.” But wait until the patient 
h#s been six weeks under it, and all 
his energies have been wrung out, 
and he is too weak to lift his little fin
ger, and his intellect is gone, then 
you see the full havoc of the disease. 
Now sin in this world is an ailment 
which is only in its very first stages ; 
but let it get under full way and it is 
an all consuming typhoid. Oh, if we 
could see our un pardoned sins as God 
sees them our teeth would chatter, 
and our knees would knock together, 
and our respiration would be choked, 
and our heart would break. If your 
sins are unforgiven, they are bearing 
down on yom and you are sinking— 
sinking away from happiness, sinking 
away from God, sinking away from 
everything that is good and blessed.

A SWIFT SWIMMER WANTED.
Then what do*we want? A swim

mer! A strong swimmer! A swift 
swimmer! Ana, blessed be God, in 
my text we have him announced. ‘ ‘He 
shall spread forth his hands in the 
midst of them, as he that swimmeth 
spreadeth forth his hands to swim.” 
You have noticed that when a swim
mer goes out to rescue any one he puts 
off his heavy apparel. He must not 
have any such impediment about him 
if he is going to do this great deed. 
And when Christ stepped forth to save 
ÿ he shook off the «yidida of heaven, 
and his feet were free ; and then he 
stepped down into the wave of our 
transgressions, and it came up over 
his wounded feet, and it came above 
the spear stab in his side—aye, it 
dashea to the lacerated temple, the 
high water mark of his anguish. 
Then, rising above the flood, “he 
stretched forth his hands in the midst 
of them, as he that swimmeth spread
eth forth his hands to swim.”

If you have ever watched a swim
mer, you notice that his whole body 
is brought into play. The arms are 
flexed, the hands drive the water 
back, the knees are active, the head is 
thrown back to escape strangulation, 
the whole body is in propulsion. And 
when Christ sprang into the deep to 
save us, he threw his entire nature in
to it—all his Godhead, his omnisci
ence. his goodness, his love, his om
nipotence—head, heart, eyes, hands, 
feet. We were far out on the sea ana 
so deep down in the waves and so far 
out from_the shore that nothing short 
of an entire God could save us. Christ 
leaped out for our rescue, saying: 
“Loi I come to do thy will,” and all 
the surges df human and Satanic hate 
beat against him, and those who 
watched him from the gates of heaven 
feared he would go down under the 
wave, and instead of saving others 
would himself perish; but, putting 
his breast to the foam, and snaking 
the surf from his Iocks, he came on 
and on. until he is now within the 
reach or everyone here. .Eye omni
scient, heart infinite, arm omnipotent 
Mighty to save, even unto the utter
most Oh, it was not half a God that 
trampled down bellowing Gennesaret. 
It was not a quarter of a God that 
mastered the demons of Gadara. It 
was not two-thirds of a God that lifted 
up Lazarus into the arms of his over
joyed sisters. It was not a fragment 
of a God who offered pardon and 
peace to all the race. No. This 
mighty swimmer threw his grand
eur, his glory, his might, his wisdom, 
his omnipotence and his eternity into 
this oneaot It took both hands of 
Gofrtoeave us—both feet How do I 
prove it? On the cross, were not both 
hands nailed? On the cross, were not 
both feet nailed! His entire nature 
involved in our redemption 1

THE RESCUER MUST BE FEARLESS.
If you have lived much by the 

water, you notice also that if any 
one is going out to the rescue of the 
drowning he must be independent, 
self reliant, able to go alone. There 
may be a time when he must spring 
out to save one and he cannot get a 
lifeboat, and he goes out and has not 
strength enough to bear himself up, 
and hear another up, he will sink, 
and instead of dragging one corpse out 
of the torrent you will have two to 
drag out When Christ sprang out 
into the sea to deliver us he had no 
life buoy. His father did not help 
him. Alone in the wine press. Alone 
in the pang. Alone in tne darkness. 
Alone in the mountain. Alone 
in the sea. O, if he saves us lie 
shall have all the credit, for “there 
was none to help.” No oar. No wing. 
No ladder. "When Nathaniel Lyon 
fell in the battle chargé in front of 
his troops, he had a whole army to 
cheer him. When Marshal Ney 
sprang into the contest and plunged in 
tne spurs till the horse’s flanks spurted 
blooa, all France applauded him. 
But Jesus alone! “Or the people 
there was none to help.” “All for
sook him and fled.” O, it was not a 
flotilla that sailed down and saved us. 
It was not a cluster of gondolas that 
came over the wave. It was one per
son independent and alone, “spread
ing out his hands among us as a 
swimmer spreadeth forth his hands to 
swim.”

Behold then today, the spectacle of 
a drowning soul and Christ the swim
mer. I believe it was in 1848, when 
there were six English soldiers of the 
Fif% Fusiliers who were hanging to 
the bottom of a capsized boat—a boat 
that had been upset by a squall three 
miles from shore. It was in the night, 
,but one man swam mightily for the 
beach, guided by the dark mountains 
that lifted their top through the night 
He came to the beach. He found a 
sfyore man that consented to go with 
mm and save the other men, and they

Sut out It was some time before 
ley could find the place where the 

men were, but after awhite they heard 
their cry: “Help! Help !” and they 
bore down to them, and they saved 
them, and brought them to shore. 
Oh, that this moment our cry might 
be lifted long, loud and shrill, till 
Christ the swimmer shall come and 
take us lest we drop a thousand fath
oms down.

If you have been much by water, 
you know very well that when one is 
m peril help must come very quickly, 
or it will be of no use. One minute 
may decide everything. Immediate 
help the man wants or no help at all. 
Now, that is just the kind of a relief 
we want. Tne case is urgent, immi
nent, instantaneous. See that soul 
sinking. Son of God, lav hold of him. 
Be quick ! be quick I On, I wish you 
all understood now urgent this Gospel 
is. There was a man in the navy at 
sea who had been severely whipped 
for bad behavior, and he was madden
ed by it, and he leaped into the sea, 
and no sooner had he leaped into the 
sea than, quick as lightning, an alba
tross swooped upon him. The drown
ing man, brought to his senses, seized 
hold of the albatross and held on. The 
fluttering of the bird kept him on the 
wave until relief could come. Would 
now the dove of God’s convicting, 
converting and saving spirit might 
flash from the throne upon vour soul, 
and that you, taking hold of its potent 
wing, might live and live forever.
LAY HOLD OF THIS STRONG SWIMMER.

I want to persuade you to lay hold 
of this strong swimmer. “No,” you 
say, “it is always disastrous for a 
drowning man to lay hold of a swim
mer.” There is not a river or lake 
but has a calamity resultant from the 
fact that when a strong swimmer went 
out to save a sinking man, the drown
ing man clutched him, threw his arms 
around him, pinioned his arms, and 
they both went down together. 
When you are saving a mail in the 
water you do not want to come un hv

ms iace; you want to come up by ms 
back. You do not want him to take 
hold of you while you take hold of 
him. But, blessed be God, Jesus 
Christ is so strong a swimmer, he 
comes hot to cutback, but to our face, 
and he asksuflET throw around frim 
the arms ofprar love, and then prom- 
ilea to taJro u* to the beaeh, and he
will do iC Do not trust that plank of 
good works. Do not trust that shiv
ered spar of your own righteousness. 
Christ only can give you transporta
tion. Turn your face upon him as the 
dying martyr did in olden days when 
he cried out : “None but Christ! None 
but Christ 1” Jesus has taken millions 
to the land, and he is willing to take 
you there. Oh, wliat hardness to 
shove him back when he has been 
swimming all the way from the 
throne of Gk>d to where you are now, 
and is ready to swim all the way back 
again, taking your redeemed spirit 
I have sometimes thought what a 
spectacle the ocean bed will present 
when in the last day the water is 
all drawn off. It will be a line of 
wrecks from beach to beach. There is 
where the harpooners went down. 
There is where the line of battle ships 
went down. There is where the mer
chantmen went down. There is where 
the steamers went down, a long line 
of wrecks from beach to beach. What 
a spectacle in the last day when the 
Water is drawn off! But oh, how 
much more solemn if we had an eye 
to see the spiritual wrecks and the 
places where they foundered. You 
would find thousands along our roads 
and streets. Christ came down in their 
awful catastrophe, putting out to? 
their souls, “spreading forth his hands 
as a swimmer spreadeth forth his 
hands to swim ;” but they thrust him 
in the sore heart, and they smote his 
fair cheek, and the storm and dark
ness swallowed them up. I ask you 
to lay hold of this Christ and lay hold 
of him now. You will sink without 
him. From horizon to horizon not 
one sail in sight. Only one strong 
swimmer, with head flung back ana 
arms outspread. I hear a great many 
in the audience saying; “Well, I 
would like to be a Christian. I am 
going to work to become a Christian. ” 
My brother, you begin wrong. When 
a man is drowning, and a strong 
swimmer comes out to help him, he 
says to him: “Now be quiet Piit 
your arm on my arm or on my 
shoulder, but don’t struggle, don’t try 
to help yourself, and I’ll take you 
ashore. The more you struggle and 
the more you try to help yourself, 
the more you impede me. Now be 
quiet and 111 take you ashore.” When 
Christ, the strong swimmer, comes 
out to save a soul, the sinner says : 
“That’s right. I am glad to see Chnst, ' 
and I am going to help him in the 
work of my redemption. I am going 
to pray more and that will help him "; 
ana I am going to weep extravagantly 
over my sms and that will help him.’’ 
No, my brother, it will not. Stop your 
doing. Christ will do all or none. 
You cannot lift an ounce, you cannot 
move an inch, in this matter of your 
redemption.

This is the difficulty which keeps 
thousands of souls out of the kingdom 
of heaven. It is because they cannot 
consent to let Jesus Christ begin and 
complete the work of their redemp
tion. “Why,” you say, “then is there 
nothing for me to do?” Only one 
thing nave you to do, and that is to 
lay hold of Christ and let him achieve 
your salvation and achieve it alL I 
ao not know whether I make the 
matter plain or not I simply want to 
show ' you that a man cannot 
save hipaself, but that the Almighty 
Son of God can do it, and will ao It 
it, if you ask him. 0, fling your two 
arms, the arms or your*trust and love, 
around this omnipotent swimmer of 
the cross.

SAVED! SAVED!
That is a thrilling time when some 

one swamped in the surf is brought 
ashore and being resuscitated. How 
the people watch for the moment 
when he begins to breathe again, and 
when at last he takes one full innalar 
tion, and opens his eyes upon the by
standers, a shout of joy rings up and 
down the beech. There is joy because 
a life has been saved. O, ye who have 
been swamped in the seas of trouble 
and sin 1 we gather around you. 
Would that this might be the hour 
when you begin to live. The lord 
Jesus Christ steps down, he gets on 
his knees, he puts his lip to your lip, 
and would breathe pardon and life
and heaven into your immortal soul. 
God grant that this hour there may 
be thousands of souls resuscitated. I 
stand on the deck of the old Gospel 
shin amid a crowd of passengers, all 
of them hoping that the last man over
board may be saved. May the living 
Christ this hour put out for your safe
ty, “spreading forth his hands in the 
midst of you, as a swimmer spreadeth 
forth his Hands to swiin.”

Love*» Wretchedness Abroad.
Several Berlin families have been 

thrown into mourning lately by do
mestic tragedies in which love figured 
as the motive cause of all the mischief. 
One Sunday morning the sound of 
shots was heard from a compartment 
of a carriage on the Metropolitan rail
way. When the train was brought to 
a standstill the lifeless corpse of a 
young man and a sweetly pretty girl 
under 20, whose parents reside |in a 
suburb of this city, were found in the 
compartment, each shot through the 
temple. It was clear from the con
tents of the letters in their pockets 
that they had met with the express 
purpose of dying together. Another 
suicide was committed near the Lake 
of Como, in Italy. Nineteen years of 
age and of prepossessing appearance, 
the young Berlin girl who snuffled off 
this mortal coil by her own act had 
been engaged against her will by her 
parents to a cousin whom she disliked, 
in order to free her from the ties and 
consequences of a love affair she had 
had with a retired officer. The in
clinations of her heart, however, had 
more weight than the convenances of 
society, and the new state of affairs 
had such an effect upon her nerves 
and her health that her parents sent 
her to Italy for change of air. There 
the faithful heart could no more sub
mit to the thought of the union im
posed upon her. A correspondence 
with her parents on the subject seems 
not to have resulted as she desired, 
and at length she wrote one last letter 
to her mother and one to the lover 
to whom she clung faithfully, and dis
appeared from the house in which she 
was residing with a relation. A few 
days afterward her corpse was found 
in a secluded olive wood near the lake. 
—Berlin Cor. London Telegraph.

a lut to Scribe*.
“You say you earn more money by your

pen than you did a year ago.”
“I do.”
“How is that?”
“I stopped writing stories and began ad

dressing envelopes.”—Society.

At the Jeweler’s.
“But, Max, don’t you think it extravagant 

to give $300 for a diamond to wear on my 
hand.” “Not at all, my dear; you don’t 
consider how much 1 shall save on your 
gloves."—Fliegeude Blaetter.

Quito Another '.‘.uiceioii.
“Let’s see,” s-i’- i .drs. Li.. “she married a 

Thoiu:^1-,, didn’t she/”
“Hey?” exclaimed Mr. B., who is slightly 

deaf, pausing with a potato held in air ou his 
fork.

“She married a Thompson, didu’t she?" 
asked Mrs. 13. iu a louder tone.

“No,” said Mr. B. gravely, “she married 
minister. ”—t .ewiston Journal,

A REMARKABLE PHENOMENON. '

A Mother Singularly Notified That He* 
Utile Boy Had Drowned.

Two years ago a family named Wil
liams, consisting of father, mother 
and three children, were residing in
Pitteburg. The youngest child, a boy
of *8, more than usually bright ana 
smart, was especially near to the 
hearts of his parents. One afternoon 
about this period, as Mrs. Williams 
was seated in the rear yard of her 
dwelling with a few of her acquaint
ances. tne boy came bounding forward 
to ask if he could go off and play 
with a knot of his enums. The an
swer was given that he could do so, 
but must not go near the river, the 
Monongahela, which was close by.

Witlnn a few minutes of the boy's 
departure one of the women was 
struck with the white compressed ap
pearance of Mrs. Williams’ lips and a 
strange look in her face of gathering 
concern and bewilderment. She ask
ed if anything was the matter, when 
Mrs. Williams raised her hand as if to 
brush something from her face, at the 
same time saying:

“Ido not know what ails me. There 
seems to be a cloud I can’t see through 
all around me.”

The next instant she throw up both 
arms and screamed :

“Oh, my God l my boy is drown
ing!”

One of the women said: “Oh, no! 
don’t think that; it can’t be. He has
only just gone.”

With a quick motion the mother 
clasped both hands to her side and 
moaned:

“I tell you he is drowned. He 
caught his two little hands here and 
begged me to save him out of the riv
er Prthen fell back in a dead swoon.

She was borne within her dwelling 
and, laid on a bed, and restoratives ap
plied until she recovered, her face 
deathly white and drawn into deep 
lines of agony. When again sought 
to be cheered by assurances that she 
must be laboring under a grievious 
mistake» as the boy had not been away 
long enough to be drowned, the mo
ther persisted in a voice of pitiful tor
ture:

“Mv poor boy is drowned! I can 
feel his hands clasping mo hero, as he 
begged his mother to save him. Take 
my clothing down and look.”

She was stripped to the waist, and, 
to the astonishment and speechless awe 
of the attendant women, the marks of 
ten tittle fingers—five on each side— 
were distinctly visible on the skin in 
dark purple streaks, just as would 
have been had tne boy in his death 
struggle caught hold of his mother to 
save himself.

Just then some men came into the 
house bearing the dead boy, only fif
teen minutes before iu the full enjoy
ment of vigorous life, drowned as his 
mother had cried. In jumping into the 
water the poor little fellow had struck 
his body on the end of a sunken pile 
and sank to hie death.

Strangest of all, the livid marks of 
his fingers, imprinted on the waist of 
his mother, are still visible, after the 
lapse of two years, and were seen only 
a lew days ago by a lady friend of 
mine in Cleveland, when Mrs. Wil
liams paid a visit to a married daugh
ter residing near by. The marks are 
■o plain that any beholder would be at 
once impressed with the thought that 
they had been caused by the actual 
grasp of living hands at a moment of 
Intense dire extremity. I leave all 
comment to others.—W. Whitworth 
in Religio-Philosophical Journal.

Took Breakfast With Jefferson.

Samuel Hensley, of this county, is 
90 years of age. He was reared in Vir
ginia, and in his youth knew Thomas 
Jefferson well. A few days ago he 
said to a Sun correspondent:

“I was born in the neighborhood of 
Mbnticello, President Jefferson’s Vir
ginia home. I have seen Tom Jeffer
son many a time, and I ate dinner 
with him once. I’ll tell you how it 
was. Many years ago I was a bare
footed boy, roaming the fields and 
woods of Virginia. 1 lived near Mon- 
ticello, and to tell the truth, didn’t 
think much more of Tom Jefferson 
than any other Virginia gentleman. 
So one day when a companion and 
myself found a big bee tree in Monti- 
cello woods, we determined to ask Mr. 
Jefferson for the honey. The next 
morning, bright and early, we went 
up to Mdnticello, and sent in our re
quest to the father of the Declaration, 
of Independence. He sent back word 
to us to come in and eat breakfast 
with him, and we could have the tree. * 
We were quite willing to share his 
breakfast and in we went We got a 
good breakfast, but I couldn’t eat 
much, for I was somewhat afraid of 
the old gentleman, and then Mr. Jef
ferson wrote an order to. his overseer 
to let iis hâve that bee tree.

“We nearly sweated ourselves to 
death cutting the bee tree down, and 
we didn’t get a half gallon of honey 
out of it I have seen Tom Jefferson 
a thousand titles, but that was the ex
tent of my personal acquaintance 
with him.—Muufordville (Ky.) Cor. 
New York Sun. '

Catching File*.
The early Greek naturalists reported 

that the crocodile caught anu ate 
leeches. His plan of operations was 
described as simple but effective. The 
great reptile lay on, the banks, of the 
Nile with his mouth open and his eyes 
shut, as if off guard. The leeches at
tached themselves to the inside of 
his mouth, and when their numbers 
were sufficient to give the huge crea
ture a taste, his jaws came together 
with a sharp report. Mr. Powell 
found that the crocodiles of- New 
Britain had a similar habit.

At every turn in the river we saw a 
colony of crocodiles of all sizes flop 
off the bank into the water, where 
they had been previously lying catch
ing flies.

Their fly catching is performed in 
this manner. They take up their po
sition on the bank, and remain per

fectly motionless with their mouths 
open. Flies, attracted by the peculiar 
musky smell of saliva in their mouths, 
settle in swarms inside the open jaws. 
Presently there is a sharp snap, and a 
hundred or so of flies are entombed.

I was not aware before I saw this 
that crocodiles were fly catchers, as 
well as fish, flesh and fowl eaters.— 
Youth’s Companion,

Storks lu Holland.
Every one knows that the stork is 

almost superstitiously beloved by the 
peasants of northern Germany and 
the low countries, and that iron sup
ports upon which he may build ms 
nest are set on cottage gaules in the 
belief that where a stork has his brood 
fire will never come. Nevertheless, 
travelers are often surprised when 
they see how tamo the great birds be
come, following the agriculturist 
through field and furrow, and often 
sleeping qn the tali red leg close to 
where tie is at work and within sound 
of the rumble of the passing railroad 
train. So fond is the Dutchman of 
having storks about him, indeed, that 
lie makes provision for • its nests oven 
in the center of his bulb fields. Here 
one may often see slender poles some 
twenty or thirty feet in length, sup
ported by braces, and bearing at the 
top a small round platform similarly 
strengthened. On these the storks 
build their nests, and here they perch, 
like sentinels, protecting the beauti
ful crops.—-Chicago Times.


