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Marysville and Chatham
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If you will have the

TRADE OF THE NEW FIELDS.
Opening up to us,
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Professional Cards

DR. M'ALLISTER,
Dentist,

S HOME AGAIN AND READY FOR BUSINESS.

Good Reliable Dental Operations at
Lowest Rates.

PAINLESS EXTRACTION CF TEETH A 
SPECIALTY.

Office hours 9.30 a,m.to5p. m.;7to8p.m. 
*3T Office Queen Street, opp. Queen Hotel. "1Ü 

Fredericton, March 7.

rorO. CARTER,
Dentist.

EXTRACTION AND PROSTHETIC DENTISTRY A 
SPECIALTY.

Satis fact ion G uarAnteed.
CENTAL ROCKS OYER F. JM GAUSLASO’S JEWELRY STORE 

260 QUEEN STREET, FREDERICK».
Fredericton, July 17th, 1888.

F6EB ST. JOHN BLISS,
Barrister, Notary, Etc.

omes :
QUEEN STREET, OPPOSITE POST OFFICE
Fredericton, May 5th. 1888—lyr.

DR. H. D. CURRIE, 
Surgeon Dentist,

184 QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON
Fredericton, Oct. 6th, 1887.

WILLIAM WILSON,
SICRETARY-TREASURER, YORK,

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

OFFICE I QUEEN STREET, FREDEWtOTON 
OPPOSITE BLAIR A BARRY* OFFICE,

ACC0MT8 COLLECTED, UttH KfiOTlATUL
Fredericton, Oct. 6th, 1887.

CEO. F. GREGORY,
(OF LATE FIRM OF GREGORY » BLAIR.)

Barrister andAttorney-at-Law
NOTARY PUBLIC.

OFFICE: NEXT BELOW QUEEN HOTEL, LATE 
LY OCCUPIED BY GREGORY A BLAIR.

Fredericton Oct. 6th 1887.

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

FISHER'S BUILDING,

Queen Street, Fredericton.
Fredericton. Ocf.fith, 1887.

DR. CROCKET
OFFICE AND RESIDENCE,

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

GREGORY & GREGORY1
Barristers and Notaries.

OFFICES! OARLETON 8T„ FREDERICTON

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

Fredericton, Oct. 6th. 1887.

C. E. DUFFY,
Sarrlster and Attorney-at-Law. 

Notary Public, Etci

SEOY-TREASURER OF SUNBURY.
ACCCUKT3 C0UECTE0 «80 MONEY TOUUUMMKJU. 

U1AIE SECURITY.

Offices : West Side of Carleton Street, Second 
oorfrom Queen.
Fredericton, Nov. 1st, 1887

. Fowler.
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. Deo. lflthF 1888.

ST RECEIVED
The following MAlTINE PRE

PARATIONS ;

Maltine Plain,
“ Wine,
“.. Fetoatea,

“ Yerbine,

“ With Cod Liver Oil
“ “ Alteratives,
“ “ Peptones,
“ With Pendue and

Pancreatine.

Elixer Lactopeptine
Peptonized Beef.

Cor. Queen & York Sts., Fredericton
Fredericton Deo. 18, 1888.

Hotels

QUEEN HOTEL,
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
J. A. EDWARDS,- Proprietor. 

FINE SAMPLE ROOMS IN CONNECTION.
—ALSO,—

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

SUNBURY^ HOUSE.
D. H. NEVERS,- - Proprietor.
mms HOUSE having been Thoroughly Re- ,L novated and Newly Furnished, I am now 
repared to accommodate

PERMANENT AND TRANSIENT BOARDERS

at reasonable rates. Give me a call. 
tST Good Stabling with hostler In attendance

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

Frederieton, May 29—Smwtw

LORNE HOTEL
JOHN KELLY, - - Proprietor!

1'HIS HOTEL has lately been re-fitted and 
re-furnished thoroughly, and is now aup- 

l plied with all modern conveniences. I am now 
r prepared to receive permanent and transient 

boarders at reasonable rates. Good^Stabling 
and a hostler always in attendance.

REGENT STREET4

FREDERICTON - - N.B.
Fredericton, May 7th.—1 y

VICTORIA HOTEL,
DANIEL HANSON, - - Proprietor.

#x
~aSTPHIS HOTEL has been thoroughly Renovated 

X 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 Boarders at 
reasonable rates.

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

tendance.

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

Auctioneers

H. C. 0.WETM0RE,
AUCTIONEER, &c.

Has taken a Store on the Upper Side of

PHŒNIX SQUARE,
Next to L. P. LaForest, Tin Smith, where he is 
prepared to receive Furniture and Goods of all 
kinds for Auction or Private Sale. He will also 
give attention to Auction Sales of every dee-
CIy?ermBModerate Returns Prompt. All bus-

Fredertoton, Oct, 6th, 1867.

IMPERIAL HALL.
NEW XSOODS 
SPRING & SUMMER

HAVE NOW ARRIVED.

suitings'
AND

TROUSERINGS
In Great Variety and Latest Styles, 

A Good Fit and Satisfaction 
Guaranteed, Also : A Fine

ASSORTMENT OF HATS
Just Opened, Prices low,

THOMAS STANGER,
280 QUEEN STREET

Fredericton, March

WM. JEWS’,
MERCHANT TAILOR,

FASHIONABLE GOODS IN
SCOTCH

Irish Suitings,
ENGLISH SERGES,

-Worsted Coatings.

WM. JENNINGS,
CORNER RfSI SHEET AND WILMOT'S ALLEY

Fredericton, M»y i.

WEST END
oi

YARD
SEASON" 1889.

usual stocks of 
_ LUMBER on
will keep constantly en

DRY SPRUCE FLOORING AND SHEATHING, 
PINE SHEATHING" DRY HEMLOCK 

SPRUCE AND PINE BOARDS, AND PUNK 
PUNED ON ONE SIDE

Alio lnlsndl to km LATHS udPICKZtS on- 
stsntly on hand,

•VSJStA SNSJESSFaXSJS?
mr OOo. »n QUEEN STREET. directly opro- 

dtealU

R. A. ESTEY.
E. M. BOYER’S

(WOODSTOCK N. B. )
COLLECTING AND EXCHANCE AGENCY.
/CLAIMS OF ALL KINDS Collected in any 
V part of Canada or the United States. No 
charge on outside claims unless successful. 
Conveyancing done at very low rates. We are 
Agents for the Canada Accident Assurance 
Company.
ms acorn men > • • woodstock a a

WlMmw

New Advertisements.

For e
Cramps, Chills, Colic, Diarrhoea, 

Dysentery, Cholera - Morbus 
and all Bowel Complaints,

NO REMEDY EQUALS

PAIN-KILLER
AND

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

Burns, Bruises, Sprains,
Rheumatism, Neuralgia 

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

Beware of Counterfeits and worthlese Imitations.

Lucy & Co.
Have Removed to their new premises, 

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STREETS 
ONE BLOCK BELOW THEIR OLD STAND,

Where they have opened a magnificent 
stock for their City and Country customers 
An examination of prices will convince you 
that this is the Lowest Priced House in the 
City.

LUCY & CO.
Cumberland

Superphosphates,
Bradley’s

Superphosphates.
SEED WHEAT, SEED BARLEY,

Clover Seed, Timothy Seed (Northern 
and Western.) P. E. I. Seed Oats,

Also Bermuda Onions and Evaporated Com.

G. T. WHËLPLEY
310 OUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON.

LACE
CURTAINS,
MADRAS CURTAINS,

SARIM CURTAINS,
Corsets, Sunshades,

Parasols, Gimps and Ornaments,

JOHN HASLIN.
Fredericton, April 18.

JUST ARRIVED.
At Yerxa & Yerxa’s,

A CHOICE LOT OF

TEA!
In 1, 2, and 5!bs. Fancy Baskets. This Tea will give sa
tisfaction every time. Also give our 30 and 35 cent Tea 
a trial. A choice lot of Sugar Cured Hams on hand at

YERXA & YERXA’S.

R. COLWELL,
FREDERICTON, N. B.

Carriages, Wagons, Sleighs and Pungs 
built to order in the latest and most durabb 
styles. Material and workmanship oi tii3 
best. Particular attention given to paintin g 
trimming and repairing Carriages, etc. 

Terms, etc., to give satisfaction.
FACTORY

KING STREET, FREDERICTON.
D. A. GRANT & CO.

(Formerly Grant 4t Atherton,)
MANUFACTURERS OF AND DEALERS IN

FINE CARRIAGES AND SLEIGHS,
HEAVY WAGONS AND SLEDS

OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS.
JOB WORK SATISFACTORILY DONE IN WOOD. IRONING; PAINTING AND TRIMMING DEPARTMENTS

REV. T. DEWITT TALMAGE.

Their Way is Lost—The Story 
of Hagar and Ishmael

In the Desert—Our Duty Is to
Look for Our

Own Sphere In Life and Then to
Keep in it.

Brooklyn, Juno lG.-Tho Rev. T. 
De Witt Talmagc, D. D., preached at 
the Tabernacle today. A vast congre
gation filled the spacious building to 
overflowing. After making an expo
sition of Scripture, the pastor gave out 
the hymn beginning :

Glory to God oa high,
Let heaven and earth reply, 

which the great body of worshipers 
sang with majestic effect. The sub
ject of Dr. Talmage’s discourse was: 
"‘People Who Have Lost Their Way.”
fle took for his text: “And God opened 
her eyes, and she saw n well of water ; 
and slio went, and tilled the bottle
with water, andgave the latl drink.” 
Qen. xxi, 19. The eloquent preacher 
said:

Morning breaks upon Beer-sheba. 
There is an early stir in the house of 
old Abraham. There has been trou
ble among; the domestics. Hagar, an 
assistant in the household, and her 
son, a brisk lad of sixteen years, have 
become impudent and insolent, and 
Sarah, the mistress of the household, 
puts her foot down very hard, and 
says that they will have to leave the

Œ' les. They are packing up now.
am, knowing that the journey 

before his servant and her son will be 
very long and across desolate places, 
in the kindness of his heart 
sets about putting up some bread 
and a bottle with water in 
it It is a very plain lunch that 
Abraham provides, but 1 warrant you 
there would have been enough of it 
had they not lost their way. “God be 
with you 1” said old Abraham as he 
gave the lunch to Ilarar, and a good 
many charges as to how she should 
eonduct the journey. Ishmael, the 
boy, I suppose bounded away in the 
morning light Boys always like a 
change. Poor Ishmael 1 He has no 
Idea of the disasters that are ahead of 
him. Hagar gives one long, lingering 
look on the familiar place where she 
had spent so many happy clays, each 
scene associated with the pride and joy 
of her heart—young Ishmael.

THE DEVOTION OF THE MOTHER.
The scorching noon comes on. The 

air is stifling and moves across the 
desert with insufferable suffocation. 
Ishmael, the boy, begins to complain, 
and lies down, but Hagar rouses him 
up, saying nothing about her own 
weariness or the sweltering heat) 
for mothers can endure anything. 
Trudge, trudge, trudge. Crossing the 
deed level of the desert, how wearily 
and slowly the miles slip. A tama
rind that seemed home ago to stand 
only just a little ahead, inviting the 
travelers to come under its shadow, 
now is as far off as ever, or seemingly 
ro. Night drops upon the des
ert, and the travelers are pillow- 
less. Ishmael, very weary, I sup
pose, instantly falls asleep. Hagar. 
as the shadows of the might 
begin to lap over each other—Hagar 
hugs her weary boy to her bosom1 and 
thlTiIre of the fact that it is her fault

Ethey are in the desert. A star 
out, and every falling tear il 
with a sparkle. A wing of wind 

oomes over the hot earth and lifts the 
locks from the fevered brow of the 
boy. Hagar sleeps fitfully, and in her 
dreams travels over the weary day. 
and half awakes her son by crying out 
in hersleep, “Ishmael I Ishmael I” And

STEAM CARRIAGE FACTORY*
SOUTH SIDE BRIDGE,

Main Street, - - - Woodstock, N, B.

no sign in the burning sky. The 
sack empty of the flour, ihe water 
gone from the bottle. What shall 
she do? As she puts her faint
ing Ishmael under a stunted shrub 
of the arid plain, she sees the blood
shot eye, and feels the hot hand, 
and watches the blood bursting from 
the cracked tongue, and there is a 
shriek in the desert of Beer-sheba î 
“We shall die I we shall die!” Now, 
no mother was ever made strong 
enough to hear her son cry in vain for

& drink. Heretofore sh4 had cheered 
er boy by promising a speedy end of 

the journey, even smiled upon him 
when he felt desperately enough. 
Now there is nothing to do but place 
him under a shrub and let him die. 
She had thought that she would sit 
there and watch until the spirit of her 
boy would go away forever, and then 
she would breathe out her own life on 
his silent heart; but as the boy be
gins to claw his tongue in agony 
of thirst, and struggle in distortion, 
and beg his mother to slay him, she 
cannot endure the spectacle. She puts 
him under a shrub and goes off a 
bow shot, and begins to weep until 
all the desert seems sobbing, and her 
cry strikes clear through the heavens; 
and an angel of God comes out on a 
cloud and looks down upon the ap
palling grief and cries: “Hagar, what 
aileth thee?” She looks up and she 
sees the angel pointing to a well of 
water, where sue fills the bottle for
the lad. Thank God! Thank God I

WE MUST KNOW OUR PLACES.
I learn from this Oriental scene, in 

the first place, what a sad tiling it is 
when people ao not know their place, 
and get too proud for their business. 
Hagar was an assistant in that house
hold, but she wanted to rule there. 
She ridiculed and jeered until her son, 
Ishmael, got the same tricks. She 
dashed out- her own happiness and 
threw Sarah into a great fret; and if 
she had stayed much longer in that 
household she would have upset calm 
Abraham’s equilibrium. My friends, 
one-half of the trouble in the world 
today comes from the fact that peo
ple do not know their place; or, 
finding their place, will not stay 
in it. When we come into the 
world, there is always a place ready 
for us. A place for Abraham. A 
place for Sarah. A place for Hagar. 
A place for Ishmael. A place for you 
and a place for me. Our first duty is 
to find our sphere ; our second is to 
keep it Wo may be born in a sphere 
far off from the one for which God
finally intends us. Sextus V was born 
on the low ground, and was a swine
herd; God called him up to wave a 
scepter. Ferguson spent his early 
days in looking after the sheep; God 
called him up to look after stars, and 
be a shepherd watching the flocks of 
light on the hillsides of heaven. Ho
garth began by engraving pewter pots ; 
God raised him to stand in the en
chanted realm of a painter. The shoe
maker’s bench hela Bloomfield for a 
little while; but God called him to sit 
in the chair of a philosopher and 
Christian scholar. The soap boiler of 
London could not keep his son in that 
business, for God had decided that 
Hawley was to be one of the greatest
astronomers of England. On the other 
hand, we may be norn in a sphere a 
little higher than that for which God 
intends us. We may be born in a 
castle, and play in a costly con
servatory, and feed high bred point- 
erst aud angle for gold fish in 
artificial pouds, and be familiar 
with princes ; yet God may have 
fitted us for a carpenter’s shop, or dent
ist’s forceps, ora weaver’s shuttle, ora 
blacksmith's forge. The mat thing

is to mi a jtisi tno sphere tor which 
God intended us. and then to occupy 
that sphere ami occupy it forever. 
Here is a man God fashioned 
to make a plow. There is n man 
God fashioned to make a constitution. 
The man who makes the plow is 
just as honorable as the man who 
makes the constitution, provided he 
makes the plow as well as the other 
man makes the constitution. There 
is a woman who was made to 
fashion a robe, and yonder is 
one intended to be a queen and 
wear it. It seems to mo that in the 
one case as in the other, God appoints 
the sphere; and the needle is just as 
respectable in his sight ns the scepter.
I do not know but that the world 
would long ago have been saved if 
some of the men Out of the ministry 
were in it, and some of those who are 
in it were out of it. 1 really think 
that one-half of the world may be di
vided into two-quarters—those who 
have not found their sphere, and those 
who, having found it, are not willing 
to stay there. How many are strug
gling for a position a little higher than 
mat for which God intended them. The 
bondswoman wants to be mistress. 
Hagar keeps crowding Sarah. The 
small wheel of a watch, which beauti
fully went treading its golden path
way, wants to be the balance wheel, 
and the sparrow, with chagrin, drops 
into the brook, because it cannot, like 
the eagle, cut a circle under the sun. 
In the Lord's army we all want to be 
brigadier generals* The sloop says: 
“Move mast; more tonnage ; more 
canvas. O, that 1 were a topsail 
schooner, or a full ringed brig, 
or a Cunard steamer. And so 
the world is filled with cries 
of discontent, because we are not 
willing to stay in the place where God

Ïiut us and intended us to be. My 
riends, be not too proud to do any

thing God tells you to do. For the 
lack of a right disposition in this re
spect the world is strewn with wander
ing Ilagars and Islunaels. God has 
given each one of us a work to do. 
You carry a scuttle of coal up that 
dark alley. You distribute that Chris
tian tract. You give ten thousand dol
lars to the missionary cause. You, for 
fifteen years, sit with chronic rheuma
tism, displaying the beauty of Chris
tian submission. Whatever God calls 
you to, whether it win hissing or 
huzza; whether to walk under trium
phal arch or lift the sot out of the 
ditch; whether it be to preach on 
a Pentecost, or tell some wanderer of 
the street of the mercy of the Christ of 
Mary Magdalene ; whether it be to 
weave a garland for a laughing child 
on a spring morning, and call her a 
May queen, or to comb out the tangled 
locks of a waif of the street and cut up 
one of your old dresses to fit her out 
for the sanctuary—do it, and do it 
right away. Whether it be a crown or 
a yoke, do not fidget. Everlasting 
honore upon those who do their work, 
and do their whole work, and are con
tented in the sphere in which God has 
put them ; while there is only wander
ing, and exile, and desolation, and 
wilderness, for discontented Hagar 
and Ishmael.

SYMPATHY WITH WOMAN.
Again : I find in this Oriental scene 

a lesson of sympathy with woman 
when she goes forth trudging in the 
desert. What a great change it was 
for this Hagar. There was the tent 
and all the surroundings of Abraham’s 
house, beautiful and luxurious no 
doubt. Now she is going out into the 
hot sands of the desert. O, what a 
change it was I And in our day we 
often see the wheel of fortune turn. 
Here is some one who lived in the 
very bright home of her father. 
She had evervtliing possible to 
administer to lier happiness. Plen
ty at the table. Music in the 
drawing room. Welcome at the 
ooor. oho is led forth into life by 
some one who cannot appreciate her. 
A dissipated soul comes and takes her 
out in the desert. Iniquities blot out 
all the lights of that home circle. 
Harsh woixls wear c ut her spirits. The 
high hope that shone out over the 
marriage altar while the ring was be
ing set and the vows given and the 
benediction pronounced, have all 
faded with the orange blossoms, and 
there she is today, broken hearted, 
thinking of past joy and present deso
lation and coming anguish. Hagar in 
the wilderness 1

Here is a beautiful home. You can
not think of anything that can be 
added to it For years there has not 
been the suggestion of a single trou
ble. Bright and happy children fill 
the house with laughter and song. 
Books to read. Pictures to look at. 
Lounges to restion. Cup of domestic 
joy full and running over. Dark 
night drops. Pillow hot. Pulses flut
ter. Eyes close. And the foot whose 
well known steps on the door sill 
brought the whole household out at 
eventide, crying: “Father’s coming,” 
will never sound on the door sill 
again. Â long, deep grief plowed 
through all that lightness of domestic 
life. Paradise lost! Widowhood 1 
Hagar in the wilderness !

How often it is we see the weak arm 
of woman conscripted for this battle

3i the rough world. Who is she, 
ig down the street in the early 
t of the morning, pale with ex- 

hftusting work, not half slept out with 
the slumbers of last night, tragedies 
of suffering written all over her face, 
her lusterless eyes looking far ahead 
as though for- the coining of some 
other trouble? Her parents called her 
Mary, or Bertha, or Agnes on the day 
when they held her up to the font, 
and the Christian minister sprinkled on 
the infant’s face "the washings of a holy 
baptism. Her name is changed now. 
I hear it in the shuffle of the worn out 
shoes. I see it in the figure of the 
faded calico. I find it in the lineaments 
of the woe begone countenance. Not 
Mary, nor Bertha, nor Agnes, but 
Hagar in the wilderness. May God 
have mercy upon woman in her toils, 
her struggles, her hardships, her deso
lation, and may the great heart of 
Divine sympathy inclose her forever.

TOTE GREAT INFLUENCE OF MOTHER.
Again: I find in this Oriental scene 

the fact that every mother leads forth 
tremendous destinies. You say: “That 
isn’t an unusual scene, a mother lead
ing her child by the hand. ” Who is it 
that she is leading? Ishmael, you say. 
Who is Ishmael? A great nation is to 
be founded: a nation so strong that it 
is to stand for thousands of years 
against all the armies of the world. 
Egypt and Assyria thunder against it; 
but in vain. Gauius brings up his 
army; and his army is smitten. Alex-
upnis hosts and dies. ^For^a long 
while that nation monopolizes the 
learning of the world. It is the nation 
of the Arabs. Who founded it? Ish
mael, the lad that Hagar led into 
the wilderness. She haano idea she 
was leading forth such destinies. 
Neither does any mother. You pass 
along the street, and see pass boys and 
girls who will yet make the earth 
auake with their influence. Who is 
that boy at Sutton Pool, Plymouth, 
England, barefooted, wading down into 
the slush and slime, until his bare foot 
comes upon a piece of glass and he 
lifts it. bleeding and pain struck? That 
wound in the foot decides that he be 
sedentary in his life, decides that he 
be a student. That wound by the 
glass in the foot decides that he shall 
be John Kitto, who shall provide the 
beet religious encyclopedia the world 
has ever had provided, and, with his 
other writings as well, throwing a 
light upon the Word of God such as 
has come from no other man in this 
fOAtUtfj . O mother, mother, that lit-

tie nana mat wanaws over your lace 
may yet bo lifted to hurl thunderbolts 
of war, or drop benedictions. That 
little voice may blaspheme God in the 
grog shop, or cry: ‘^Forward!” to the 
Lord's hosts, as they go out for their 
last victory. My mind today leaps 
thirty years ahead, and I see a mer
chant prince of New York. One stroke 
of his pen brings a ship out of Can
ton. Another stroke of his pen brings 

ship into Madras. He is mighty 
in all the money markets of the 
world. Who is he? He sits today be
side you in the Tabernacle. My mind 
leaps thirty years forward from thin 
time, and 1 find myself in a relief as
sociation. A great multitude of Chris
tian women have met together for a 
generous purpose. There is one 
woman in that crowd who seems to 
have the confidence of all the others, 
and they all look up to her for her 
counsel and for her prayers. Who is 
she? Today you will find her in the 
Sabbath school, while the teacher tells 
her of that Christ who clothed the 
naked and fed the hungry and healed 
the sick. My mind leaps forward 
thirty yeare from now, and I find my
self m un African jungle; and 
there is a missionary of the cross ad
dressing the natives, and their dusky 
countenances are irradiated with the 
glad tidings of great joy and salvation. 
Who is lie? Did you not hear his 
voice today in the first song of the 
service i My mind leaps forward thirty 
years from now, and I find myself 
looking through the wickets of a pris
on. I see a face scarred with, every 
crime. His chin on his open palm, 
his elbow on his knee—a picture of de
spair. As I open the wicket he starts, 
and I hear liis chain dank. The jail, 
keeper tells me t^iat he has been in, 
there now three times. First for theft, - 
then for arson, now for murder. He 
steps upon the trap door, the rope is, 
fastened to his neck, the plank falls. \ 
his body swings into the air, his soul , 
swings off into eternity. Who is he, 
and where is he? Today playing kite, 
on the city commons. Mother, you,1 
are today hoisting a throne or forging, 
a chain—you are kindling a star or, 
digginga dungeon.
GREAT GROWTH OF SMALL BEGINNINGS.

A good many years ago a Christian 
mother sat teaching lessons of religion, 
to her child; and ne drank in tnosO' 
lessons. She never knew that Lam- 
phier would come forth and establish, 
the Fulton street prayer meeting, and, 
by one meeting revolutionize the de-: 
votions of the whole earth, and thrill, 
the eternities with bis Christian influ
ence. Lamphier said it was his moth
er who brought him to Jesus Christ 
She never Imd ao idea that she was 
leading forth such destinies. But O, 
when I see a mother reckless of her 
influence, rattling on toward destruc
tion, garlanded for the sacrifice 
with unseemly mirth and godless
ness, gayly tripping on down to ruin, 
taking her children in the same direc
tion, I cannot help but say: “There 
they go, there they go-^fiagar and 
Ishmael !” I tell you mere are wilder 
deserts than Bceraheba in many of thé 
domestic circles of this day. Dissi
pated parents leading dissipated chil
dren. Avaricious parents leading 
avaricious children. Prayerless pa
rents leading prayerless children. 
They go through every street, up 
every dark alley, into every cellar, 
along every highway. Hagar and 
Ishmael I and while I pronounce their 
names, it seems like the moaning of 
the death wind—Hagar and Ishmael 1 

I leayn one more lesson from this 
Oriental scene, and that is, that every 
wilderness has a well in it. Hagar ana 
Ishmael gave up to die. Hagars heart 
sank within her aa she heard her child 
Crying! “Waterl water I water I” 
“Ah, she says, “my darling, there is 
no water. This is a desert” And
then God’s

This is a des 
angel said from the cloud:

“What aileth thee, Hagarf” And she 
looked up and. saw him pointing to a 
well of water, where she filled the 
bottle for the lad. Blessed be God 
that there is in every wilderness a well, 
if you only know how to find it—foun
tains for all these thirsty souls today. 
“On that last day, on that great day 
of the feast, Jesus stood and cried : If 
any man thirst let him come to me 
and drink.” All these other fountains 
you find are mere mirages of the des
ert Paracelsus, you know, spent his 
time in trying to find out the elixir of 
life—a liquid which, If taken, would 
keep one perpetually young in this 
world, and would change the aged 
back again to youth. Of course, he 
was disappointed ; he found not the 
elixir. But here I tell you today of 
the elixir of everlasting life bursting 
from the “Rock of Ages,” and that 
drinking that water you shall never 
get old, and you wilT never be sick, 
and you will never ale. “Ho, every 
one that thirsteth, come ye to the wa
ters." Ah, here is a man who says: 
“I have been looking for that fountain 
a great while, but can’t find it” And 
here is some one else who says: “I be
lieve all you say, but I have been 
trudging along in the wilderness, and 
can’t find the fountain. ’’ Do you know 
the reason? I will tell you. You 
never looked in the right direction. 
“0,” you say, “Ï have looked every
where. I have looked north, south, 
east and west, and I haven’t found the 
fountain.” Why, you are not looking 
in the right direction at all. Look up, 
where Hagar looked. She never 
would have found the fountain at all, 
but when she heard the voice of the 
angel she looked up, and she saw the
Anger pointing to the supply. And 0, 
som, if today, with one earnest, in
tense prayer you would only look up 
to Christ, he would point you down to 
the supply in the wilderness. “Look 
unto me all ye ends of the earth, and 
be ye saved ; for I am God, and there 
is none else.” Look I look I as Hagar 
looked.

EVERT DESERT HAM ITS WEI,I,.
Yes, there is n well for every desert 

of bereavement. Looking over the 
audience today, I notice signs of 
mourning. Have you found con
solation? 0 man bereft, 0 woman 
bereft, have you found consola
tion? Hearse after hearse. We step 
from one grave hillock to another 
grave hillock. We follow corpses, 
ourselves soon be like them. The 
world is in mourning for its dead. 
Every heart has become the sepulcher 
of some buried joy. But sing ye to 
God, every wilderness has a well in 
it: and I come lo that well today, and 
I begin to draw water from that well. 
If you have lived in the country, you 
have sometimes taken hold of the rope 
of the old well sweep, and you know 
how the bucket came up dripping with 
bright, cool water. And I lay hold 
of the rope of God’s mercy today, and 
I begin to draw on that Gospel well 
sweep, and I see the buckets coining 
up. Thirsty soul 1 hero is one bucket 
of life! come and drink of it: “Who
soever will, let him come and take 
of the water of life freely.” I pull 
away again at the roi>e, and another 
bucket comes up. It is this promise: 
“Weeping may endure for a night 
but joy cometli in the morning. I 
lay hold of the rope again, and I pull 
away with all my strength, and the 
bucket comes up bright and beautiful, 
and cool. Here is the promise: “Come 
unto me, all ye who are weary and 
heavy laden, and I will give you rest."

The old astrologers used to cheat 
the people with the idea that they 
could tell from the position of the
stars what would occur in the future, 
and if a cluster of stare stood in one 
relation, that would bo a prophecy of 
evil; if a cluster of stare stood in an
other relation, that would be n pro
phecy of good. What superstition I 
But here is a new astrology in which 
1. put all my. faith. By looting UP tg

tne EStar or uacon, tne morning star oi 
the Redeemer, I can make this pro
phecy in regard to those who put 
their trust in God: “All things work 
together for good to those who lovo 
God.” I read it out on the sky. I 
read it out in the Bible. I read 
it out in all things: “All things work 
together for good to those who love 
God.” Do you love him? Have you 
seen the Nyetanthes? It is a beautiful 
flower, but it gives very little fragrance 
until after sunset. Then it pours its 
richness on the air. And this grace of 
the Gospel that I commend to you this 
day, while it may be very sweet dur
ing the day of prosperity, it pours 
forth its richest aroma after sun down, 
and it will be sun down with you and 
me after awhile. When you come to 
go out of this world, will It be a desert 
march or will it be a fountain for your 
soul?

JESUS THE ONLY HOPE.
A Christian Hindoo was dying, and 

his heathen comrades came around 
him and tried to comfort him by read
ing some of the liages of their theology, 
but he waved his hand as much aa to 
say: “I don’t want to hear it.” Then 
they called in a heathen priest, end ho 
said : “If you will only recite the Num- 
tra it will deliver you.” He waved his 
hand as much as to say : “I don’t want 
to hear that.” Then they said: “Call 
on Juggernaut.” He shook his head 
aa much as to say: “I can’t do that.” 
Then they thought perhaps ho was

head again, as much as to say: “No, 
no, no. They then Dent down to his 
pillow, and they said: “In what will

Sou trust?” His face lighted up with 
ie very glories of the celestial sphere 
aa he cried out, rallying all his dying 

energies: “Jesus.”
O come today to the fountain—the 

fountain open for sin and unoleanness. 
I will tell you the whole story in two 
or three sentences. Pardon for all 
sin. Comfort for all trouble. Light 
for all darkness. And every wilder
ness has a well in it_______

ODDS AND ENDS.

It is estimated that the United 
States has a doctor for every 600 In
habitants.

The dog tax of France gives the 
state an annual revenue of about 
$1,600,000.

The little prayer beginning “Now I 
tey me down to sleep’rwae written by 
John Rogers, the martyr.

Florida has $12,000,000 invested in 
the orange business, and the sales this 
year were a fourth of that big sum.

Peto Nutt, of Dade county, G<l, has 
a chicken eating mule. He eats them 
raw, and will chase a fat hen for a 
mile, if necessary.

It is fly time with the dishonest 
cashier when he thinks his peculations 
are on the eve of being discovered.

An “inch of rain” means a gallon 
of water spread over a surface of near
ly two square feet, or a fall or 100 tons 
upon an acre.

Several citizens of Greensboro, Ga., 
are devoting much time to taming 
crows. The birds are very intelligent 
and can be easily taught

Tin and glass have found a rival in 
paper as a material for making kero
sene oil cans. The latter, it is claimed, 
will not rust and leak like tin or crack 
like glass.

Alexander Graham Bell, in Science, 
calculates that a mother in talking to 
her infant speaks 86,000 words a day— 
equal to about four hours’ continuous 
talking.

Only 16 per cent of the inhabitants 
of Pai-aguav can read and write. Ac
cording to Consul Hill the women do 
the work and the men do the smoking, 
gambling and cock fighting.

While seeking for work from house 
to house, at Los Angeles, Cal., the dis
carded daughter of a millionaire acci
dentally discovered her parents and 
was welcomed home.

George Cutler was driving home a 
team at Murdock, Ells., during a thun
der storm, when a stroke of lightning 
killed him and both horses without 
leaving a mark on any of them.

To think well of every other man’s 
condition, and to dislike our own, is 
one of the misfortunes of human na
ture. Pleased with each other’s lot, 
our own we hate.—Burton.

One mode of selling turquoises at 
Nishni, Russia, is curious. A person, 
on payment of a fixed sum, is allowed 
to plunge his hand into a bag full of 
them and to become the possessor of 
the handful.

A first folio Shakespeare was lately 
sold in New York city for $1,400, and 
a copy of Venus and Adonis sold for 
$2,000. The latter is the only perfect 
copy known to exist outside of the 
British Museum.

If a fool knows a secret, he tells it 
because lie is a fool ; if a knave knows 
one, he tells it whenever it is his in
terest to tell it. But women and 
young men are very apt to tell what 
secrets, they know from the vanity of 
having been trusted. Trust none of 
these whenever you can help it.— 
Chesterfield."

Capt. Packam. of Sanford, Fla., has 
owned n violin for twenty years. The 
other day he took it to a violinmaker 
to have it repaired. When the in
strument was taken apart the follow
ing inscription was found on the in
side: “Aulonius Stradivarius, Oe- 
mon. Faciebat Anno 1673.” Good 
judges, who have examined the in
strument, do not doubt its genuine
ness.

The present year is the two hund
redth anniversary of the birth of Sam
uel Richardsou, and it is proposed 
that the occurrence be properly ob
served by the publication of a cheap 
popular edition of his works, and by 
placing a brass tablet in St. Bride’s 
church, London, recording his burial 
there. Richardson was buried in the 
middle aisle of the church, and the 
stone is so covered with matting and 
dust that it can be seen and deciphered 
only with difficulty.

Old Time English Judges.
Ilero is an account of the English 

judges in the time of Henry VI:
“1 woulde ye should knowe, that 

the justices of Englaudo sit not in the 
king’s courts above viii howers in a 
day, that is to say, from viii of the 
clock in the forenone til xi complete.

“Wherefore the justices, after they 
have taken their refection, do passe 
and bestowe all the residue of the day 
in the study of the lawes, in reading 
holy Scripture, and using other kinds 
of contemplaciou at their pleasure. So 
that their lyfe may seem more con
templative than active.

“And thus do they leade a quiet 
lyfe, discharged of all wordly cares 
and troubles. And it hath never been 
knowen that any of them beene cor
rupt© with giftes or brybes.’*-—Chi
cago Times.

Tennyson*» First Poem.
Alfred Tennyson received ten shil

lings for his first poem. The remu
neration was given him by his grand
father as the reward of industry, but 
not of genius, since the old gentleman 
took the slate on which Tennyson 
had written liis blank verse, wiped it 
clean and handed his youthful rela
tive the coins with the remark: 
“There is the first money you have 
earned, and I suppose it will be the 
last” The poet laureate’s next ven
ture was a volume of verse written 
with his brother, published under the 
tÜa of “Poems by Two Brothsnk'S-r
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