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THEBEST.
This is the verdict of all 

who have tried The Gleanet 
as an advertising medium. leaner. FOR $1.00

The Tri-Weekly Gleaner 
will be delivered at any 
house in the City for four 
months.
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Professional Cards

E.A. MCKAY,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

omet: PHOPHX SQUARF, ■ FKHRICTM, 11
(Opposite Upper Side City Hall.) 

Fredericton, Deo. 5,1886-w tw lyr.

ME W. ALLEN
BARRISTER,

Winslow’s Building, St. John St.,
FBeoBBicie*.

Fredericton, Oct. 4.1888.

& D.-ÉARTER,
. Dentist.

uTucnat uo prosthetic dentistry a
SPECIALTY.

Satisfaction guaranteed.

IUTAL MM OWI F. 4. MXAÜ8UUY JEWIUrr STORE 
ISO QUEER STKET, FREBERICTOO. 

Fredericton, July 17th, 1888.

insurance

The North American

OF TdRONTO

Gauranteed Capital,
Full Government Deposit 
New business tor 1888 over -

FRED ST. W BUSS,
Barrister, Notary, Etc.

OFFICE :

QUE0 STREET, OPPOSITE PWT OFFICE.
Frederieton, May flth, 1888-lyr.

nee Is given at the actual cost, while by twgsssssesnseeour^LirtoSrtaatton gRm tod appBoaSon. i

a B. DUPFY,
Oct, 29, 1887—w tw-lyr.

DR. H. D. CURRIE, 
Surgeon Dentist,

164 QUEEN SHEET, FKKHCTOL

WILLIAM WILSON,
taKTAIY’THEASUIEB, YORK, 

Barrister and Attomey-at-Law 
CONVEYANCER, &C.

mm oeum.m# ewtiaiu.
Fredericton, Oct 6th, 1887.

GEO. F. GREGORY,
(OF LATE FIRM OF GREGORY A BLAIR,)

Barrister and Attorney-at-Law 
ROTARY PUBLIC.

OFFICE I NEXT BELOW QUEEN HOTEL. LATE 
LY OCCUPIED BY GREGORYS BLAIR.

Fredericton, Oct 6th, 1887.

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

FISHER'S BUILDING,

Queen Street, Frederieton.
Fredericton, Oct flth, 1887.

: :.DIL CROCKET
OFFICE AND RESIDENCE,

CARLETON street.
Fredericton, Oct flth, 1887.

F. J. SEERYJKI. D,C. M.
LICamttEtf TtflQWCOLLHiE OF PHY8WAR3

UOBTUTIÉ THE IOYAL COLLEGE Of SOICatt 
OF EDINBURGH ;

LieamATE OF THE FACULTY OF PHYSICIANS AND 
8DfiCBM8 OF GLASGOW.

SPECIAL CEBTIFICATE IN MIDWIFERY.

OFF10EI F1GHEB» BUILDING. COR. FHŒMUC 
SQUARE.

RESIDENCE, 100 BRUNSWICK STREET
frederieton, ;Oct flth, 1847.

FIRE

ASSURANCE CO"
Of London, Eng.

Eetsblkhed In th.Y«ar 1808. 

CAPITAL, • - - ie,000,000.00

Risks against loss or damaee or by Are taken

-^C. E. DUFFY, Agent
Fredericton, Get 6th. 1887.

New Advertisements.

t XMAS 1
T‘ We want every Boy and 

prove their time during 
* Dry Goods

ÎDRAWII
Which will b

LADIES, L
Unequal

6 And find a 1
BELDING, PAUL &

Fredericton, Nov. 13.

IS COMING.
Girl in Fredericton that wishes to im-i 
the long winter months, to ask their 
Merchant for one of our

N G BOOKS,
e furnished free of charge.

ISE BELDING’S
lied Spool Silk,
Yeasure in that one name.
CO., Is on the End of every Spool.

Hotels

BARKER HOUSE,
QUEEN STREET, - - ■ FREDEMCTDE
NEWLY REFITTED, AND NOW ONE OP THE 

LEADING HOTELS OF THE MARITIME 
PROVINCES.

SAMPLE ROOM AND UVEIY STABLE.

F.B. COLEMAN, - Proprietor.
MU..MU.W

QUEEN HOTEL,
FREDERICTON,N.B. 

J. A. EDWARDS,- Proprietor. 

FINE SAMPLE ROOMS IN CONNECTIOM. 

LASS LIVERY STABLE.
., 0**h. lMT

OVERSHOES.
ONE HUNDRED CASES

CONSISTING OF

American,
Goodyear, and

Canadian

RUBBERS AND OVERSHOES.
FIRST QUALITY. CALL AND EXAMINE 

BEFORE SPENDING YOUR MONEY.

NELSON CAMPBELL
Fredericton. Nov.l

FIR8T-CI
fwdsrletoa,

Livery Stabloa

BARKER HOUSE STABLES.
COACHES AND CARRIAGES

Furnished with all Possible Despatch)

HOMS BOABDED AT MBBEBATE TEAMS. 

JOHN B.ORR, - Proprietor.
FredwMsn.Oe60U.lM7 -

New Advertisements

GREGORY & GREGORY,
Barristersand N otaries.

OFFIOBSl OARLSTOH BT., I

Registrar of Probates. 
Fredericton, Oct 6th, 1887.

G. E. DUFFY,
Barrister* and Attomey-at-Law. 

Notary Public, Etc.

•ebr^tweuRKR of sunrurv,
AfiOMW ORU0TU,^MDJMIEY Tl LINIM KAL

Frederic toa^Nov. 1st 1887.

Auctioneer*

H.G. G.WETMORE,
AUCTIONEER, &c.

Has taken a Store on the Upper Side of

PHŒNIX SQUARE,
Next to L. P. LaForeet, Tin Smith, where be Is 
prepared to receive Furniture and Goods of all 
kinds tor Auction or Private Sale. He will also 
give attention to Auction Sales of every dee-

Tams Moderate. Returns Prompt AUbua- 
nesa confidential.

Fredericton, Oct flth. 1887.

ENGLISH OAK

FALL GOODS,
IN

Toast Racks, Biscuit 
Jars, Salt, Mustard 
and Pepper Boxes.

The above Goode are beautifully 
finished, and of Latest Designs, 
the only goods of the kind In the 
City and will be sold at a Small

P £ j. mwusland,
Ommaa Quia* am Omura* Sra’ 
riil*ull< M>.as

WEST END

SAWMIIMUMBER
YARD

_____ i

SEASON 1887.

_

MY SPRUCE FLOOBMC AID S8EATNMB, 
PIKE SHEATHING, DRY HEMLOCK 

SPRUCE AND PIKE BOARDS, AND PlAB 
PLANED OK ORE SIDE.

Also Intends to kw LAJB^aed PICKETS eee- 

ilUmUl061®* *” QUEKN S™1™* dlroetly oppo-

R. A. E3TEY.
Fn4erietas.Oetflth.lM7

THE SUN
The Bun beUevee that the campaign for the 

election of a Democratic Congress In 1890 and a 
Democratic President In 1892 should begin on or 
about the fourth of next March. ThXBux wUI 
be on hand at the beginning and until the end of 
the most Interesting and Important political con
flict since the war, doing its honest utmost, as 
ever, to secure the triumph of the Democratic 
party and the permanent d'ipremacy of the prin
ciples held by Jefferson, Jackson and Tilden.

The great fact of the year la the return to abso
lute power of the common enemy of aU good 
Democrats-the political organisation tor 
whose overthow The Bun fought at the front 
for fifteen years, the memorable years of Grant 
and the Fraud Hayes, and Garfield and Arthur.

It Is the same old enemy that Democrats now 
confront, and he will be Intrenched In the same 
strong position. It has been carried once by 
brave and hopeful fighting. Do you not believe 
with The Sun that the thing can be done again f 
Wait and see I

The hope of the Democracy Is in the loyal 
efforts of a united press, cherishing no memories 
of past differences In non-eeientiâls, forgetting 
everything but the lessons of experience, and 
that victory is a duty.

Probably you know The Bun already as a 
newspaper which gets all the news and prints it 
in Incomparable interesting shape ; which 
chronicles facte as they occur and tells the truth 
about men and events with absolute fearless
ness, making the completes! and moet entertain
ing Journal published anywhere on earth ; and 
which sells its opinions only to its subscribers 
and purchasers at two cents a copy—on Sunday 
four cents. If you do not know Tax Bun, send 
for it and learn what a wonderful thing it Is to 
be In the sunshine.
Daily, per month................................#e ee
Daily, per year........................................eee
Sunday, per year................................» ee

: : IS
Aidraw THE SUN, N.w York.

WANTED

IMMEDIATELY
GUNN’S
COAT AND VEST 

MAKERS.
Steady Employment,

and Highest Wages Paid.

ALSO:
A Few Smart Girls, wishing 

to Loam Dressmaking can 
have a good chance.

MRS. J. G. GUNN.
Fredericton. Oct. 18th. 1888. tjr.tt 

30# u/it/ iyou a Q^/Jeity 

t&ÂutimaÀ, Jut uto fa/ /ow 

JttJ yooed a 'y/fo/ it, un/it 

ù à tocone/eed Jy acicont.

</?o wo tay

aned wo undid not ondy wot/, Jut 

/fa you to

j^vw jy. \$vl<LoJJv-
Frederieton, Dec. 11,1888.—2 In w-fl tw.

READY-MADE.
The Subscribers are constantly receiving New Goods 

direct from the manufacturers, which they are offering at 
remarkably low prices. Read the following :

Men’s hand custom Boots, - - $3.50:
“ Canadian Clump Sole, - - 2.00 

Boys’ Strong Boots “ - - 1.60
Youths' “ “ - - 1.25
Women’s Prunella Elastic Sides, 50

LUCY & CO.
PrederictonTTJct 81.1888. V—^ V^

WHITE’S OFFER.
can’tit beQuality Considered 

beaten.
5 Lb. Box, 25 Cents, - - Mixture, $0.90 
5 “ “ 30 “ - - “ 1.00
5 “ “40 “ - - |.50

These Prices are for month of December only.
Clerks in Large Establishments can, by clubbing together, get 

close prices on their orders for Xmas.

WHITE & CO., 194 Queen St.
ALL THE LEADING NOVELTIES.

QUICK SALES AND SMALL PROFITS,
the Subscriber most respectfully solicits a call from his friends and the public generally.

lUowlng departments nro in Stock, which intending purchasers would do

Silks,
Velvets,
Velveteens,
Hushes,
Ribbons,
Dress Goods,
Winceys,
Cloths,
Hosiery,
House Furnishing Goods, 
Cotton Warps,

Tweeds,
Flannels,
Cotton Flannels,
White Cottons,
Unbleached Cottons. 
Ginghams,
Shillings,
Prints, Ducks, 
Haberdashery,
Men's Shirts and Drawers, 
Oilcloths.

JUST RECEIVED
The following MALTINE PRE

PARATIONS ;
Maltine Plain,

Wine,
Ferrated,
Yerbine,
With Cod Liver Oil. 

“ Alteratives,
“ Peptones,

With Pepsine and 
Pancreatine. 

Elixer Lactopeptine. • 
Peptonized Beef.

DAVIS,
STAPLES,

& Co.
DRUGGISTS,

Cor. Queen AYbrk 8te., Fredericton
Fredericton, Dec. 15, 1888.

Girls Wanted.

JOHN HAS LIN.
Frodericton, Dec. 18, 18*8.

ARE THE ONLY KIND ADAPTED TO EVERY CONDITION OF HUMAN VISION.
Their Copyright system qf fitting is an unerring guida for ascertaining the 

exact requirement of all who need Optical.oid.

^OUNQ OB OLD, FAB OB NBAB-SIÛHTKD
▲ fall antLfbmplétCassortrucnt always on hand

JUST RECEIVED.
THK meet complete lino of SPECTACLES and EYE CLASSES In the dti 

Lasarn» A Morrle'e Speelarlee and Eye 6lasses are within the reach of tl
- - - ----- *—* — >ntee you aperfet fit

le city agents of the genuine L---------
mes used to take in the public by a

S. F. SHUTE.

JACKSON ADAMS,
PRINCIPAL UNDERTAKER.

Coffins and Caskets of all kinds, Sizes and Prices. Robes, 
Shrouds and Funeral Goods of Every Description 

kept in stock.
Telegraphic orders promptly attended to. Day or night orders will receive prompt attention.

RESIDENCE OVER WABEROOMS.

COUNTY COURT HOUSE SQUARE,- - - • OPP. QUEEN HOTEL.
A Full Line- of Furniture Kept In Stock I Repairing end Upholstering 

Done I

REV. T. DEWITT TALMACL

Sin as a Taskmaster—“Lifted 
From the Brick Kilos”

The Deathbed of the Infidel- 
Men Who Are Infidel*

Are Men Without Hope?--What 
Religion Does for Man on Earth.

Brooklyn, Dec. 16.—The Rev. T. 
De Witt Talmage's discourse today 
was entitled, "Lifted from the Brick
kilns.” His text was: “Though ye 
have lain among the pots, yet shall ye 
be as the wings of a dove covered with 
silver, and her feathers with yellow 
gold." Psalms lxviii, 13. He said:

I suppose you know what the Israel
ites did down in Egyptian slavery. 
They made bricks. Amid the uten
sils of the brick kiln there were also 
other utensils of cookeiy—the kettles, 
the pots, the pans, with which they 
prepared their daily food—and when 
these poor slaves, tired of the day’s 
work, lay down to rest, they lay down 
amid the implements of fBtàmj 
and the implements of handwork. 
When they arose in the morning they 
found their garments covered with 
the clay and the smoke and the dust, 
and besmirched and begrimed with the 
utensils of cookery. But after a while 
the lord broke up that slavery, and he 
took these poor slaves into n land 
where they had better garb, bright 
and clean and beautiful apparel. No 
more bricks for them to make. Let 
Pharaoh make his own bricks. When 
David in my text comes to describe 
the transition of these poor Israelites 
from their bondage- among the brick 
kilns into the glorious emancipation 
for which God had prepared them he 
says: "Though ye have lain among the 
pots, yet shall ye be as the wings of a 
dove covered with silver, and her 
feathers with yellow gold."

Miss Whately, the author of a cele
brated book, "Life in Egypt," said she 
sometimes saw people in the east cook
ing their food on the tops of houses, 
and that she had often seen, just be
fore sundown, pigeons, doves, which 
had, during the heat of the day, been 
hiding among the kettles and pans 
with which the food was prepared 
picking up the crumbs that they might 
find—just about the hour of sunset 
would spread their wings and fly 
heavenward entirely unsoiled by the 
region in which they had moved, for 
the pigeon is a very cleanly bird. And 
as the pigeons flow away the setting 
sun would throw silver on their wings 
and gold on their breast. So you see 
it was not a far fetched simile, or an 
unnatural comparison, when David in 
my text says to these emancipated 
Israelites, and says to all those who 
are brought out of any kind of trouble 
into any kind of spiritual joy: 
“Though ye have lain among the pots, 
yet shall ye be as the wings of a dove 
covered with silver, and her feathers 
with yellow gold."

HOW SIN WEIGHS UPON MAN’S SOUL.
Siu is tho hardest of all taskmasters. 

Worse than Pharaoh, it keeps us 
trudging, trudging in a most degrad
ing service; but after a while Christ 
comes, and ho says: ‘‘Let my people 
go.” and we pass out from among the 
brick kilns of sin into the glorious 
liberty of the Gospel: we put on the
ultMil lutivaüt «ï CuïTâUùi.
and when at last wo soar away to the 
warm uest which God has provided for 
us in heaven, we shall go fairer than a 
dove, its wings covered with silver, 
and its feathers covered with yellow 
gold.

I am going to preach something 
•me of you do not believe^ and

There
which some o F*wuiuu auuiuui you <IO uut ucucvu, i 
that is that tho grandest possible ad< 
is the religion of Jesus Christ. Tl 
are a great many people who suppose 
that religion is a very different thing 
from what it really is. The —**■— 
men condemn the Bible 
cause they do not understand the 
Bible; they have not properly ex
amined it. Dr. Johnson said 
that Humo told a minister in the bish
opric of Durham that he had never 
particularly examined the New Testa
ment, yet all his life warring against 
it. Halley, tho astronomer, announced 
his skepticism to Sir Ifoae Newton, 
and Sir Isaac Newton said: “Now, sir, 
I have examined the subject and you 
have not, and I am ashamed that you. 
professing to be a philosopher, consent 
to condemn a thing you never have 
examined." And so men reject the 
religion of Jesus Christ because they 
really have never investigated it. 
They think it something impractical, 
something that will not work, some
thing Pecksniffian, something hypo
critical, something repulsive, when it 
is so bright and, so beautiful you 
might compare it to a chaffinch, you 
might compare it to a robin redbreast, 
you might compare it to a dove, its 
wings covered with silver, and its 
feathers with yellow gold.

But how is it if a young man be
comes a Christian ? Ail through the 
club rooms where he associates, all 
through the business circles where he 
is known, there is commiseration. 
They say: “What a pity that a young 
man who had such bright prospects, 
should so have been despoiled by those 
Christians, giving up all his worldly 
prospects for something which is of 
no jjarticular present worth 1" Here is 
a young woman who becomes a Chris
tian, her-voice, her face, her manners 
the charm of the drawing room. Now 
all through tho fashionable circles the 
whisper goes: “What a pity that such 
a bright Light should have been extin
guished. that such a graceful gait 
should bo crippled, that such worldly 
prospects should be obliterated !" Ah, 
my friends, it can bo shown'that re
ligion’s ways are ways of pleasantness 
imd that all her paths are peace ; that 
religion, instead of being dark, and 
doleful, and lachrymose, and repul
sive, is bright and beautiful, fairer 
than a dove, its wings covered with 
silver and its feathers with yellow gold.

Sec. in the first place, what religion 
will do for a man’s heart. I care not 
how cheerful a man may naturally be 
before conversion, conversion brings 
him up to u higher standard of cheer
fulness. I do not say he will laugh 
any louder, I do not say but lie may 
stand back from some forms of hilarity 

which he once indulged; but there 
comes into his soul an immense satis
faction. A young man, not a Chris
tian, depends upon worldly successes 
to keep his spirits up. Now he is 
prospered, now ho has large salary, 
now he has a beautiful wardrobe, 
now ho has pleasant friends, now 
he has more money than he knows 
how to spend; everything goes bright 
and well with him. But trouble comes 
—there are many young men in the 
house this morning who can testify 
out of their own experience that some
times to young men trouble does come 
—his friends are gone, his salary is
Sone, his health is gone; goes down, 

own. He becomes sour, cross, queer, 
misanthropic, blames the world, 
blames society, blames the church, 
blames everything, rushes perhaps to 
the intoxicating cup to drown his 
trouble, but instead of drowning his 
trouble drowns his body and drowns 
liissouL

THE PART OF A CHRISTIAN.
But here is a Christian young man. 

Trouble comes to him. Does he give 
up? No. Ho throws himself back on 
the resources of heaven. He says: 
iQod ie tos father. Out of all these

disasters I "shall pluck advantage fbr 
my soul. All the promises are mine. 
Christ is mine, Christian companion
ship is mine, heaven is mine. What 
though my apparel be worn out? 
Christ gives me a robe of righteous
ness. What though my money be 
gone? I have a title deed to the 
whole universe in the promise, ‘All 
are yours.’ What though my worldly 
friends fall away ? Ministering angels 
are my bodyguard. What though my 
fare be poor and my bread bo scant? 
I sitôt the King’s banquet"

Oh. what a poor, shallow stream is 
worldly enjoyment compared with 
the deep, broad, overflowing river of 
God’s peace, rolling midway in the 
Christian heart! Sometimes you have 
gone out on the iron bound beach of 
the sea when there has been a storm 
on the ocean, and you have seen the 
waves dash into white foam at your 
feet They did not do you any harm. 
While there, you thought of the chap
ter written by the psalmist, and per
haps you recited it to yourself while 
the storm was making commentary 
upon the passage: "God is our refuge 
and strength a very present help in 
time of trouble. Therefore will 1 not 
fear though tho earth be removed, and 
though the mountains bo carried into 
the midst of the sea; though the waters 
thereof roar and be troubled, though 
the mountains shake with the swelling 
fharsof Belah!" Oh. how indepen
dent the religion of Christ makes a 
man of worldly success and worldly 
circumstances! Nelson, the night be
fore his last battle, said: "To-morrow 
1 shall win either a peerage or a grave 
in Westminster Abbey." And it does 
not make much difference to the 
Christian whether he rises or falls in 
worldly matters; ho has everlasting 
renown any way. Other plumage may 
be torn iu the blast, but that soul 
adorned with Christian grace is fairer 
than the dove, its wings covered with 
silver, and its feathers with yellow 
gold

You and I have found out that peo
ple Who pretend to bo happy are not 
always happy. . Look at that young 
man caricaturing the Christian re-

earth anti ail toe principalities of hell, 
and with the other hand beckoning 
messenger angels to come and bear 
him away, as he says: “I am now 
ready to he offered, and the time of 
my departure is at hand; I have 
fought the good tight, I have finished 
my course, I have kept tho faith; 
henceforth there is laid up for me B 
crown of righteousness which the 
Lord, the righteous Judge, will give 
me.”

Which of tho three spectacles do 
you most admire? When the wind of 
death struck the conqueror and tho in
fidel they were tossed like sea gulls in 
a tempest, drenched of the wave and 
tom of tho hurricane, their di«Ynnl 
voices heard through tho everlasting 
storm ; but when tho wave and the 
wind of death struck Paul, like an 
albatross, he made a throne of the 
tempest, and one day floated away into 
the calm, clear summer of heaven, 
brighter than the dove, its" wings cov
ered with silver, and its feathers v"“ 
yellow gold. Oh, are you a '

with
with such a religion—a reUgl^r that

always happy.. Look at that young 
man caricaturing the Christian re
ligion, scoffing at everything good, 
going into roistering drunkenness, 
dashing the champagne bottle to tüe 
floor, rolling the glasses from the bar
room counter, laughing, shouting, 
stamping tho floor, shrieking. Is he 
happy 1 I will go to his midnight pil
low. I will see him turn the gas off.
I will ask myself if the pillow on which 
he sleeps is as soft as the pillow on 
which that pure young man sleeps.
Ah, no! When ho opens his eyes in 
the morning, will the world be as 
bright to him as to that young man 
who retired at night saying his prayers, 
invoking God’s blessing upon his own 
soul andthesouls of his comrades, and 
father and mother and brother and 
sister far away? No, no. His laughter 
will ring out from tho saloon so that 
you hear it as you pass by, but it is 
hollow laughter; in it is the snapping 
of heart strings and the rattle of 
prison gates. Happy! that young 
man happy? Let him fill high the 
bowl ; he cannot drown an upbraiding 
conscience. Let the balls roll through 
the bowling alley ; the deep rumble 
and the sharp crack cannot overpower 
tho voices of condemnation. Let him 
whirl in the dance of sin and tempta
tion and death. All tho brilliancy of 
the scene cannot make him forget the 
last look of his mother, as he left 
home, wjien she said to him : "Now, 
my son, you will do rig»».,; I am sure 
you will do right; you will, won’t 
you?" That young man happy? Why, . 
across every night there this shadows. 8on> OTeternal Were mo SaSUiS'**
coiled up iu every cun; there are vul
tures of despair striking their iron 
beak into his heart; there are skeleton 

throat 
the

lingers of grief pinching at the thro 
I come in amid tho clicking of 1

S3 and uuder tho flashing of the 
eliers, and I cry: "WoeI woe! 
The way of the ungodly shall perish. 

There is no peace, saith my God to the 
wicked. The way of transgressors is 
hard." Oh, my friends, there is more 
joy in one drop of Christian satisfac
tion than in whole rivers of sinful de
light Other wings may bo drenched 
or the storm and splashed of the tem
pest, but the dove that comes in 
through tho window of this heavenly 
ark has wings like the dove covered 
with silver, and her feathers with yel-

Again I remark, religion is an 
adornment in the style of usefulness 
into which it inducts a man. Here 
are two young men. Tho one has tine 
culture, exquisite wardrobe, plenty of 
friends, great worldly success, but he 
lives for himself. His chief care is for 
his own comfort. He lives uselessly. 
He dies unregretted. Here is another 
young man. His apparel may not be 
so good, his education may not be so 
thorough. He lives for others. His 
happiness is to make others happy. 
He is as self denying as that dymg 
soldier, falling in the ranks, when he 
said: "Colonel, there is no need of 
those boys tiring themselves by carry
ing me to the hospital ; let me die just 
where I am.” So this young man of 
whom 1 speak loves God, wants all 
the world to love him, is not ashamed 
to carry a bundle of clothes up that 
dark alley to the poor. Which of 
those young men do you admire the 

? The one a sham, the other a 
prince imperial

Oh, do you know of anything, my 
hearer, that is more beautiful than to 
see a young man start out for Christ? 
Here is some one falling: he lifts him 
up. Here is a vagabond boy: he in
troduces him to a mission school 
Here is a family freezing to death; ho 
carries them a scuttle of coal. There 

eight hundred millions perishing 
in midnight heathen darkness; by all 
possible means he tries to send to them 
the Gospel He may be laughed at, 
and he may be sneered at, and he may 
bo caricatured, but he is not ashamed 
to go everywhere, saying: "I am not 
ashamed of the Gospel or Christ. It is 
the power of God and tho wisdom of 
Got! unto salvation." Such a young 
man can go through everything. 
There is no force on earth or in hell 
that can resist him.
SIGNIFICANT SPECTACLES DÎ HISTORY.
I show you three spectacles. Spec

tacle the first: Napoleon passes by 
with the host that went down with 
him to Egypt, and up with him 
through Russia, and crossed the con
tinent on the bleeding heart of which 
he set his iron heel, and across the 
quivering flesh of which he went 
grinding the wheels of his gun car
riages—m his dying moment asking his 
attendants to put on his military boots 
for him.

Spectacle the second: Voltaire, 
bright and learned and witty and elo
quent, with tongue and voice and 
stratagem infernal, warring against 
God and poisoning whole kingdoms 
with his infidelity, yet applauded by 
the clapping hands of thrones and 
empires and continents—his last 
words, in delirium supposing Christ 
standing by the bedside—u is last 
words: “Crush that wretch."

Spectacle the third : Paul—Paul in
significant in person, thrust out from 
all refined association, scourged, spat 
on, hounded like a wild beast from 
city to city, yet trying to make the 
world good and iieaven full; an
nouncing resurrection to those who 
mourned at the barred gates of the 
dead; speaking consolations which 
light up the eyes of widowhood and 
orphanage and want with glow of cer
tain and eternal release ; undaunted 
before those who could take his life, 
his cheek Hushed with transport, and 
his eye on heaven ; with one hand 
shaking defiance at all tjifl. foofl. flf

can do so much for a man while he 
lives, and so much for a man when he 
comes to die? I suppose you may have 
noticed the contrast between the de
parture of a Christian and the depart
ure of an infidel Deodorus, dying in 
chagrin because he could not compose 
a joke equal to the joke uttered 
at the other end of his table. Zeuxis, 
dying in a fit of laughter et the sketch 
of an aged woman—a sketch made by 
his own hand. Mazarin, dying play
ing cards, his friend- holding hishanas 
because lib was unable to held them 
himself. All that on one side, com
pared with the departure of the 
Scotch minister, who said to his 
friends: "I havo no interest as to 
whether I live or die; if I die I 
shall bo with the Lord, and if I live 
tho Lord shall be with me.” Or the 
lost words of Washington: “It is 
well.” Qr tho last word of McIntosh, 
tho learned and tho great;' “Happy I" 
Or the last word of Hannah More, 
the Christian poetess: "JovI" Or 
those thousands or Christians who have 
gone, saying: “Lord Jesus, récrive 

‘ Come, ’ * *Lord Jesus, ct
quickly.” “O death! where is thy 
sting? O gravel where is thy victory?" 
Behold the contrast. Behold the 
charm of the one, behold the darkness 
of tho other. Now. I know it is very 
popular in this day lor young men to 
think there is something more charm
ing in skepticism than in religion. 
They are ashamed of the old fashioned 
religion of the cross, and they pride 
themselves ou their free thinking on 
all these subjects. My young friends, 
I wont to tell you what I know from 
observation, that while skepticism is a 
beautiful land at the start, it is the 
great Sahara desert at the last.

A STORY WITH A MORAL.
Years ago a minister’s son went off 

from hbme to college. At college he 
formed the acquaintance of a young 
man whom I email call Ellison. Elli
son was an infidel. Ellison scoffed 
at religion, and the minister’s son 
soon learned from him the infidelity, 
and when he went home on his vaca
tion broke his father’s heart by his de
nunciations of Christianity. Time 
passed on and vacation came, and the 
minister’s son went off to spend the 
vacation, and was on a journey and 
came to a hotel. The hotel keeper 
said : "I am sorry that to-night I shall 
have to put you in a room adjoining 
ono where there is a very sick ana 
dying man. I can give you no other 
accommodation.” “Oh, said the 
young college student and minister’s 
son, ‘rthat will make no difference to me
anybody that is suffering.n TteyJUft 
man retired to his room, but could not 
sleep. All night long he heard the 
groaning of the sick man, or the step 
of the watchers, and his soul trembled. 
He tnought to himself: “Now, there 
is only a thin wall between me and a 
departing spirit! How if Ellison 
should know how I feel? How if El
lison should find out how my heart 
flutters? What would Ellison say if 
he knew my skepticism gave way?" 
Ho slept not. In the morning, coming 
down, ho said to the hotel keeper: 
“How is the sick man?" "Oh," said 
the hotel keeper, “he is dead, poor fel
low ! The doctors told us he could not 
last through the night" ‘‘Well.’’ said 
the young man. “what was the sick 
ones name; where is he from?" 
"Well’’ said tho hotel keeper," he Ur 
from Providence college. “Provi
dence college! what is his name?" 
““ i.” ? Ellison !" Oh, "

man was stunned!young man was stunned! It 
his old college, mate—dead without 
any hope. It was many hours before 
the young man could leave that hotel 
He got on his horse and started home
ware, and all the way he heard some
thing saying to him: "Dead! Lost! 
Dead! Lostr He came to no satisfac
tion until he entered the Christian life, 
until ho entered the Christian minis- 
ti-y, until he became one of the most 
eminent missionaries of the cross, the 
greatest Baptist missionary the world 
has ever seen since the days of Paid— 
no superior to Adoniram Judson. 
Mighty on earth, mighty in heaven— 
Adoniram Judson. Which do you 
like tho beat, Judson’s skepticism or 
Judson’s Christian life? Juoson’s suf
fering for Christ’s sake, Judson’s al
most martyrdom ? Oh, young man, 
take your choice between these two 
kinds of lives. Your own heart tells 
you this morning the Christian life ie 
more admirable, more peaceful, more 
comfortable and more beautiful.

Oh, if religion does so much for a 
man on earth, what will it do for him 
in heaven? That is tho thought that 
comes to mo now. If a soldier can 
afford to shout ‘ ‘Huzza I” when he goes 
into battle, how much more jubilantly 
he can afford to shout "Huzza 1" when 
he has gained the victory ! If religion 
is so good a thing to have here, now 
bright a thing it will be in heaven 1 I 
want to see that young man when the 
glories of heaven have robed and 
crowned him ! I want to hear him 
sing when all huskiness of earthly colds 
is gone and he rises up with the 
great doxology. I want to know what 
standard ho will cairy when march
ing under arches of pearl in the army 
of banners. I want to know what 
company ho will keep in a land where 
thev are all kings auu queens forever 
and ever. If 1 have induced one of
Sou this morning to begin a better - 

fe, then I want to know it. I may 
not in this world clasp hands with you 
in friendship, I may not hear from 
your own lips the story of temptation 
and sorrow, but I will clasp hands 
with you when the sea is passed and 
the gates are entered.
IF MAN HAD BUT A FORETASTE O»

That I might woo you to a better 
life, aud that I might show you the 
glories with which God clothes his 
dear children in heaven, I wish I could 
this morning swing back oue of the 
twelve gates that there might dash 
upon your car one shout of the tri
umph, that there might flame upon 
your eyes one blaze of the splcuaor. 
Oh, when I speak of that good land, 
you involuntarily think of some one 
there that you loved—father, mother, 
brother, sister or dear little child gar
nered already. You want to know 
what they yo doing this morning. I 
will tell you what they are do
ing. Singing. You want to know 
what they wear. 1 will toll you what 
they wear. Coronets of triumph. You 
wonder why oft they look to the gate 
of tho temple, and watch and wait.
I will toll you why they watch and 
wait and look to the gate of tho tem
ple. For yoiir coming. I shout up
ward the news today, for I am Hire 
some of you will repent anil eta»*
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