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THE BURIAL OF JESUS.

KT, REV, T, M, OLAKK, D. .,
Rishop of Rhode |slsnd

No plaintive hyran or word of prayer
Coures flonting 00 the evening sir ;

No priestly voioe, #ith sadred rite,
Breaks on the stillness of the night ;
Nothing relieves the solemn gloom,
That gathers round the rich man's tomb,

Ko long procession wends ita way
Along the rowt from Cslvary ;
No messured tramji of human feet

yagh the street ;

1o mourn, %

Jesus to His rest s borne

1s hear i resounding th
And only stranie

While

re OO

It funersi of & King 1
nuflled vespers ring

of the King of Kings !

+ill no earthly monsreh brings
A royal retioue to swell
The honors of His burial

Down-iu His grave, with less parade,
No humblest man was ever laid
A few poor, wretched women weep,

Looking on Him in His calm sleep |
Ouie of His own disviples there
The service of the dead to share

With hastened hand and burried stir,
Men place the spices and the myrrh

“Within the linen cloth that's wound

His searred and sacred boly round ;
And then, With reverent step, they lay
His precious, mangled form away

The work is dove and all is still

The empty cross upon the hil

Casts its darl shadow on the groudd |
The Paschwl moon illumes the mourd
Where Jesus sleeps; secure from harm,
Beyond the reach of hostile arm.

In the lope garden where He lies,
No sounds from huwman voices rise,
But angels chant their anthems here,
Unhessd by any mortal ear ;
Watching all through- the night alone
Waiting to roll amay the stone.

~—The Independent.
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HOW THEY KEPT
THE FAITH.

A Tale.of the Huguenots of Languedos.

BY ORA/E RAYMOND,

“CHAPTER XXI.—Continued.

THE LAST TIE

The sun was just visible sbove the
borizon, sending ripples of rosy light
scrossthe plan ; the freshness of enrly
morningwas in the air. There were no
pas~ers on the road, and the peasants at
wotk in the fields only looked up 1o dull
surprise as Rene” dashed past them, If
Maryguerite had attempted to mske the
journey on foot, aud hi- pursuit was not
mterrupted, he must overtuke her be
fore she had gone many miles,  But the
hope of intercepting the ssorifion could
not eflace the fact that she had been
willing 10 make it—.that she had
glaily ”
pain md sweetness fillsd Rene Cheva
lier's breast 53

“ My darling!" he solbed once under
his breatii. It was the only time he
5} oke,

He bhad passed the tenth milestone
and was in night of & blacksaith's forg
where & couple of dragoons had just
drawn rein, when he caught sight of wwo
figures unider a widespreading chestnut
tree just ahead of him. The woman was
d upon the ground, evidently it
weariness, while she plended enrnestly
with s Jad
her. The boy's face was toward Rene,
who at once recopgized his landiori's
#0n. A woment molie and he hud leap
ed from his horse an a8 standing be
side them.

“ Mucguerite ?

1o die for him

be said, laying his hand
upon his triend’s arm.

She looked vp, trembling

“ You she gasped

“ iy was » false report about my ar
rest ; | reached the inn just as my mo
ther and _Eglantine found your nots.
Marguerite,
such » sacritice

here

“ You would not have known-—1 did
not mean you W know—until it was
fuitered. But the color had

rushed to her face, and. she did ‘not lfe
her eyes.  The step, which hal secmeil

80 simple, 80 natursl, that morning, hai
suddenly become very difficult of axpla
nation §

tene turned to the lad,

“ M you vught to have known
better. The authorities never exchange
and mademoiselle would only have i
periliod bersplf

“ Chat's just what | was a-telling he

st now, sir. She
till w Jirgle her plan was
aud [ il right away it would be
or if i would, | was afeard you would b
angry with we,
me not 1o be
up.

“ That is true

never lot we know
while ngo what

and she was & beguping of

obstinate, when you rle

Michael is not at all (o

blame,” sided Marguerite, rising fiu
riedly. “1 supposs | have been
foolish, though it did not ssem »0 u

Do not let us say anything tore abisut it

~only tuke we hiome Her voloe was

stricken with tears.

Rene drew her desper into the -h.! |
Michme! darted after |

of the tree, while
thrhm-v, which had suddgoly sprung
Avm\.

| which the troubled color came and went

nevef umvu!:t of warriagotike other wo
men, she will be tnghtened if [ speak
herof love; 1 must wait until she has
seen more .of the world, and the sweet
ness and blessedness of other lives that
God bas joined together. And yoster
vny, when | was fleeing from the dra
goons, sod u.ought {1 would never see
your face again, | told myself it was well:
1 had dope right not to draw your hesrt
to mine, not to link your young life with
one devoted to sorrow and misery. ‘She
will be happy with some one else,’
thought, ‘and when I meet her in heaven
I oan tell her all’ 7

A sudden tremor shook the
l(nm held.

‘| did not know-—1 did not under
thi, faltered Marguerite, and her
voice told him she was weeping. * |
never thought of such a thing, soy more
thaa if [ was still in the convent, or we
were all in beaven, You were Agnes
brother, and we .both loved the Master.
Was that not enough?”

It was Kene's hand that quivered now
Could he have been mistalen, after all ¥
Had this generous act of devotion been

prompted only by simple sisterly sffec
tion? He could see nothing of the
averted face bul s tearwet cheek, in

bhand that

“ Marguerite,” he said, and something
10 his voioe made hhrguvnw forges ber
self, and look nap at him soxiously,
* we have dwelt too long together in'the
shadow of death, we stand oo much in
Jeopardy this very lour, not to' be true
with each other. When | read your nots
this morning [ could not belp believing
that God had given me the desite of my
hgart,  Gresater Jove hath no msn than
this, that & man lay down his Iif- for his
friends’ ; amd you bad gone gladly fo lay
down yours for me.” | reprosched my
self that | had not spoken sooner, that
you might have known that to take care
of yoursell was the truest way to serve
me. Butif I had made s mistake, do
ot let my words trouble you. Only telt
“me 80, and 1 will put the prmum{luﬂuc
bope out of my breast, and you shall be
wy dear sister as before.”

He paused, and waited. Marguerite’s
eyes were Once more upon the ground.

* You were in danger, sod [ thought I
could save you,” she said in a low voice.
“1 eould. bhave gove sway, and never
heard your voice agmin, if 1 could have
set you free, How could [ understand
what that meant?
1 lml done until

“Until when? Oh, my dnlmg are
you afraid to trust me ?

“Unul [ saw you just now,” sbe an-
swered, a tide of rosy color mounting to
her brow, ss her grave, sweet eyes at last
met his. *“ No, | am pot afraid to trust
you, Rene. 1 can trust you with my
whole soul

But the next moment the happy blush
had faded, and sheclinging to bim, white
with terror, as the soldiers, whom he had
sern st (the forge above, galloped past,
with théir carbines gleaming in the sun.

<% If they bad seen you it would have
been my fault,” skie breatbed.

“ {f they had met you this morning it
would bave been mine,” he returtied.
“ Do not tremble, Marguerite. | knew
they were th , and that we were safer
under the trees until they passed. |

1 never knew what

gonad
And s tumule of |

o You may ride on und tell them we

who stood irresolote betore |

1id you think I could aceept |

Do you suppose 1 can ever forget tha®|

you were willing to lay down your life |

for me 7" aaked )\yn'ui havalier's brother
in wshuken voice,

knew the sweetness that bas hien

with the anguish of that thought, through |
all this sorrowful journey, you wéuld not

try to take it from me. Do you remem
ber the day when you wanted to go back
to the convent—how pained [ was, and
how { made you promise never to think
of itagain? Did it never dawn on you
why | was more deeply wounded than
the rest? Your proposition khowed me
in & flash what you had grown to be to
me. I thougbt I had put forever out of
my life any love like that. [ woke to tind
anyself resting in you, rejoicing over you,
a8 | had never done over her whom |
firat hoped to make my wife. Do not
turn away from me now, my love, for
that hour I have telt that God
mum s, for ‘each other. But [ have
o be 6. I said to myseifl:
‘Shabudwe like ome apart, she has

* Marguerite! if you |

will take you at once now to my mother,”

A farmer's wagon was creeping by
along the road. Hene whispered a word
in the ear of the simple looking country |
Ini who was driving the oxen, ifted Mar
| guerite in nmorg the frosh groen vegeta
| Lies, and sprang in after her

wro coming. 1 will not leave mademoi
hie said to Michsel, who eame up,

Lrenthless, with the runawsy steed, and
| while the boy trotted off, overjoyed at
thé permission, he and Murguerite, in
ihe shadow of the old wagou, followed
more slowly, talking band in band of the
wauy God had led ther.

30 the brow of a hill, two miles nearer
the ses, Rene drew aside the curtains,
| aud showed: his companion & dark spot

on the esstern horizon.

“Ivis the tower of Aigues Mortes,” he
sud under his breath, and, as her solc
| eyes filled with tears, | was there yes
| terday. Yes; it was a risk, my darhing,
| but | could not léwve France without

secking the last tidihigs for E_lantine, and
| giving Henri's faithful servant an oppor
| wuinity to mocompany us. But Jesn will
not leave the country while his niaster
lives.”

Ihen he does atill Jive 7’

[ “Yes; he bas beed nigh unto death,
| but has rallied again : his constitution is
| naturally s0 bandy. Jean has seen him
| once more, and says he is stll calm and

Joy ful'ar the prospect of death, and Hirm

i lis commuand tor bis wife to seize the
| vt opportunity to leave France. The
| Abbe Bertrand, your cousiri snd hers,

Marguerite, has lately been appointed
| chaplain of the tower, and shows him
| many kindoesses, but it woull have

maie it easier for Eglaitine if he could

have been ut rest before we went.

B} when bo said as much to Bglao-
tine horsell an bour later, Henri Ta
toche's wife wook her head, while her
tgder_ lips vibrated with sudden pain,

I ain afraid you will think my faith
very woak, or wy love very selli-b, Rere;
bui | cannot see it s0. | know ail you

P woul | say 10 me about thé blessedness
of that other life, but still, when | think

I sy hear that be is dead, my soul

secns W0 dissolve with dresd—nothing is
| »0 ieremediable as that. While [ can

pray for him, sod e for nie, it will be
| emsivr 1o live, even st the ends of the
earth

Thank (fod you feel so, since he does
| live,” was sll Rene could say.
| Eglautine brushed sway her tears. No
drop from her own bitter oup should
mar the swestnoss that had at last been
poured out for him

“You have spoken to Marguerite,

tene 7

# How could I keep silence—after this
| morning ?

“ And I was right.
Imr;-y‘ ?

{s grave, shining eyes sought the
other side of the room, where Marguer:
ite sat beside her mother.

“She has promised to be my wife ;
(iod has given her 1o me,” he aaid.

Eglantine drew . a letter from' her
pocket.

“Itis from my grandfather,” she said,
as she put it into his hand. “Ah, I
thought you would be surprised, H-ne,
but we have each had our little ‘secret.
I wrote and told him that you cared for
‘lhr;::ﬂ&,. and I belie lhe did for
you, but that would not speak with-
out his e 'y

shey will make you

¥ fwve the pleasure of givin
d-'f-hr to you mysell. No, do lol llu‘
me. It has been a selfish ploban
| adly and litsle in com, with whn 1
‘owe. There is his snswer. He bles
« little st being asked to resign whiat he
bus never been able to enjoy, but | can
soe ho is_secretly 'Ho s sen
sible enough to know he could never have
had her with bium hers, sod he will take [
care that she does not come Lo you s pen - |
niless brde. “Oh, | know you do mot eare |
in her- |
|

for that, Kene. She s & dow
self, bt it will be » comfort to Mfarguer
ite aod rae, snd you cannot refae 10 ac

ocept it at hor hands, My brother, | can
ask dothing more for you than shat God
will give buok 10 you in bher, sl that you |
have done for_us, |

* You bave done that & hundred tinies |
already, Eglantine. You re - ourself |
my edbeeding great rewsrd,” he ans
wersd warmly, snd then as llnm » baby
daughter toddled 1o thed, laughing,
scross the floor, be lifted his pet in his
wrins, and bade ber mother 0ome and see
the basket-cradle, in which the littls one
was Lo mnke ber secrol journey on hmrxl
that night.

Ten hours Iater, when the moon rose
round and golden out of the purple sea,
they were on the deck of the English
schooner, moorings loosenedsails spread
(e st danger was passed, Little Ga
brislle slept upon her mother's breuz
Marguerite knelt with ber head on her
siater’s shoulder, Madame Chevalier and
her son stood hund in band. All eyes
were fixed upon the ‘shore fhey would
pever tread again. Thunksgiving for the
fresdom hardly woo mingled in every
breast, with u prophetic wave of the
home sickness that would more than
once steal over them. in the days to
come, The promise of free altars’ on
another shore could not blind their ears
to the fact that the truth, for which they
hud toiled and suflered, was being ban

ished from the land they loved. No one
spoke as the pearly light ened in
the sky, and the silbouettes of the dis-

tant hills and the outlines of the reced

inz coast became plainly visible. Tboughu
of the ruined temple on, the slope of
the Cevennes, the terret-room in the
old chatesu, and the unknown grave
in the convent of St. Veromique came
and went with the visions of the “ better
country,” and glimpses of that love
which is the dwelling-place of hunwl
heaits throughout generation:

1t was Rene whiit last hmke the sil-
ence, laying his Miad on the head of
Eglantipe’s sleeping child.

“ At last we will be able to teach her
the muh, without fear,” he said ten
derly ; “she will mever know what. we
have' passed through,” and with the
words s tender curtain fell upon the
pasr, and & door of hope opened into
the future, through which they would
gaze wuhou: tears.

But when Rene would have persuaded
her to go below, with his mother and
Marguerite, Henri's - wife shook her

emd,

“ While we are in sight of the French
¢oast, 1 cannot close my eyes. Be
patient with me a little lm:ger” she
plended.

“ | have no heart to say you no,” he
answered. “But give my mother thé
child.  The night sir is cool for her.”

She obeyed, snd scarcely seemed to
notice when he returned, and wrapping
& large  cloak about her, resumed his
watch at her side. The boat was being
pit about in thestream, opposite a small
cove, and there was no little eonfusion
as the great hawsers were d to
and fro. The loud sys of the. Knglish
sailors rang out in answer to the sharp,
unintelligible commands of the mate.

“We are to anchorhere until after the
moon sets,” explained Rene. “It is &
little out of our course, but the. captain
has promised to wait for a boatload of
refugees, who are trying to -elude the
coast-guard. When you hear the report
of & curbine, Eglantine, the lights will be
hung out on the side of the hip ; then
look out for the boat.”

“ | wonder if they wre leaving as uxurh
of their besrts behind them as | am ?
she sighed, but,as he had hoped, the
thought of others still in peril proved a
partal diversion from her own grief, and
he was not surprised when the paling
moon had at last sunk into the sea, that
ber ear was the first 10 catch the nquud
of the report.

4 There it is, Rene! The lights gleat
across the water, and see! some dark
oliject puts out from the shore; it is

moving through the water ; it is & boat.”

% Yes, it is 8 boat,” he aoswered, rising
104, and leaning eagerly over the nuliug.
“ And the tide serves, Eglantine ; they
will not be long in reschiog us.” *

It was a sull migus, aod they could
soon hear the plash of oars. The cap-
tain's trumpet rang out across the-water ;
thére was an apswering hail from one of
the rowers.' Then the boat ran along.
side, and & rope was thrown out.

Eglsutine looked up to speak to Rene,
and found herself alove. hence came
the impulse that prompted her, she
oould never explain. There are some
intitions too fine for sense, too subtle
for reason. Without a moment's hesita-
tion, she gathered her cloask about her
and hurried forward. All was darkness,
save where two swaying lanterns showed
& knot of saiors leaving over the gun-
wale, gestioulating earnestly, She ocould
undersiand  pothing of their strange
speech and Hene was nowhere to be
seen. She stood by, troubled snd un-
certnin, unul the good-natured mate
caught sight of her, and cogtrived in
broken French to make her understand
that there was & sick man in the boat,
whom they would Lave to draw up with
a rope.

As he spoke, there was a call from be.
low: x

“ Ready now, my men. Steady—pull
slowly.”

Was that ‘Rene's voice ?” Eglantine
Iaid her hand upon herteart, and tried
1o still its tumultuous beating. Slowly
and carefully the mariners. drew up
their living burden; there was & glad
cheer, as the tall ﬂguro, wrapped in a
bianket, -at last came in sivht. Hands
were instantly ready to hift the sick man
over the railing, and lay r“d‘.ndy upon
a piece of tarpaulin ep upon the
deck. The light of the hnum tell upon
a white, ghastly face; the dark eyes
glowing in their sunken sockets alone
spoke of life. But with a ory those who
nesrd never forgot, soxy that rang out
above the ratthng sail and creaking cor-
dage .Ethhu La Roche darted for-
ward and foll on her knees beside the

snd [ in
turn for ali you done br...:;lhunl'

| side

1aid her head in its old place upon his

t.

A look of unutterable content settled
upon the wan face. The sick man fesbly
moved his bhand sod laid it upen the
droopibg head: then lifted - his eyes
heavenward 8

“ My (od, 1 thank Thee 1" he suid in &
faint voioe that stil] had in it so nething
of the muosic that had stirred the ohild's
heart beside the old Cevanol hearth.

“ Amen I snid Rene's glad voioe beside
them.

Eglantine iooked up, bor face positive
ly desaling with light| dvery teardrop
turned luto s jewel

“[s this your dong tos, Rene 1"

“1 knew nothing unul | reo n‘numl
Joan's voice in the hail just now

e wife turned her full vyee upon the
gray haired valet kneeling at his mastec's

“Then we owe it 10 you, Jean 1"

“1 never thought of it until you pul it
into my bead, mudame.”

Henri smiled, and taking the -tmng
hand of his faithilul servani, lsid ifin the
soft palm of his wife's

“ Thaok him for me, ma mie! [ had
lost all hope of life and freedom here—.|
thought only of meeting you in a better
world ; it was he who rouged me from my

and sorrow, until the blood leaped once
more in my veins, and | was ready to do
and dare. Then he made me change
clothing with bim, and leave the fortress
in his place, while at the risk of his life
he staved behind in mine, snd only
saved himlelf by a leap trom the window
that night.”

Msdame Chevalier and Marguerite
stood beside them. Eglantine took her
sloepm,i child from her sister's breast
and laid the little one in the arms of the
childish man,

“From to-night, she is yours as well as
ours ; her lips shall thaok you,” she said
tremulously, and as if in ratification of
the tender compact, the baby girl stirred
in her sléeep and touched Jean's bronzed.|
cheek with her dimpled hand.

(To be continued.)

v -

A Prince on the Fisheries Question.

Osborne, Isle of Wight, is Queen Vie-
toria’s seaside residence.

Maoy years , when the Prince of
Wales was a lad, he was one day playing
on the beach when he spied a basket of
fish. Thirsting for fun, he overturned
the basket and sent the fish sprawling
into the water. The young owner, a boy
about the prince’s age, soon returned,
and, enraged st the loss of the day's
toils, attacked the perpetrator, giving
him a vigorous beating ; whereupon his
Royal Highness flew angrily to the castle.

“ Know ye, lad, who ye've been laying
hands on?” asked a fisherman, ap-
proaching : “it's nane other than the
heir to the throne!”

Consternation filled the mind of the
boy and all his family, still more when
in the evening & summons came from the
Queen to that youth, to present,himself
at Osborne castle.

The little fellow started with trembling
thinking over all the fireside tales that
his ¢hild ears had heard, of chains and
“ dungeon keeps,” tortures and the axe,
cheerful musings to nccompany his slow,
reluctant steps up the avenue to the
castle. His agitated little bramn was
trying to frame a speech in defence, but
when he was ushered into the royal
presence, every word deserted his( lips,
and he could not Iift bis eyes from" the
floor. 2

“ Are you the boy that dared whip my
son, the Prince of Wales?" asked the
Queen sternly.

“] be,y'r Majsty,” he replied, trem
blihg in every limb, “and | beg y'r pardon
y'r Maj'sty.”

“You don’t.even try to evade the
truth,” said the Queen: “ What pro
voked you to do it ?"

“ They—they— " the boy hesitated,
still trembling, “they was my father's
fish, y'r Maj'sty. Didn't know 'twas his
Royal Highness.”

“ Ab, I begin to understand.” Then
turning to the prince, -he asked : “What
did you do to his fish ?

Wanted to see if they would swim,”
wd the heir apparent, examining the
figures on the carpet; “so I tipped the
basket a little.”

The Queen turned to the fisher boy and

id :

“You sre a brave lad for dejending
your father's possessions. Of such-met-
tle may my army be made! Here isa
guinea for your fish ; and next time the
prince in his eagerness for knowledge
overturns your basket, give him another
whipping, and you shall have two gui-
neas from his purse.”

A ligbter-hearted boy never went out
of castle gates; and a lighthearted
father was ever after loyal to Eogland’s
Jjustice-loving Queen.— Treasure-Trove.
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If you feel languid and bl]loul, try
Northrop & Lyman's Vegetable Discov-
ery, and you will find it one of the best

for such Mr.
S, B. Maginn, Ethel, used ‘\'onhmp &
Lyman's Vegetable Uﬁcovvry,nnd cured
a severe bilious sick headache .which
troubled him for a long time.
TR Wit
-1 belwve that mine will be the
fte of Abel,” eaid a devoted wife to her
husband one day. “ How so?" inquired
the husband. * Because Abel was kill-
ed by a club, and your club will kill me
if you continue to £0 to it every night.”
-

The entcnng wedfo of a complaint
that ‘may prove fatal is often a slight
oold, which a dose or two of Ayer's
Cherry Pectoral might have cured at the
commence nent. It would be well, there- |.
fore, to keep this remedy within' resch
at all times. .

-
—_ Tho Clrlman b’lpndﬂrd nyl “The
biggest mistake we muke is when we
think we cannot mnko any.”

Mrs. w. J. hng, Bethmy, Ontario,
writes : “ I, was one of the greatest suf-
ferers for about fifteen months with'a
disease of my ear similar to uloers, caus-
iog entire deafness. I tried everything
that could be done through modxe:{
but without relief. As a last mt,f
tried, Dr, Thomay' Eclectric Oil, and in
ten minutes found relief. I continued
u-m.it,mdm.-hnﬂ time my ear was

ured and hearing completely restored.
Ihuuudthh wonderful healer sucoess-
fully in cases of inflammation of the
lungs, sore hs and ocolds,

lethargy, he who tojd wme of yoar love i

C/W\R RH JEAD
COLHOWCURED

v b lnutant Relief,  Pormanent Core,

C ATARF Fasturs Impossibie.

Many sovalied diseases are stoply
» headacha, partial deat

foul breath, b

fonting of debn

i sk sl S
Cold in the Head aid Catarrh
o ail lis scagos

SOOTHING, CLEANSING,
HEALING.

proms of
)

"
hing And spitiing,
you are

» hot

seglec

iy Eonsumption as !

1| Sreaaiats, or wiil b

rice Wr.m“.,um
FULFORD A ©0., Bnogxviee, O,

rw. Beware o flar in name.

sco'rrs

Of Pure Cod }_
» Liver Oil and
HYPOPHOSPHITES
of Lime and
Soda

9, in a_pérfeet
Seoﬁ s Emulsion i
@ wonderful Flesh P
M Remedy tor CONS -,
Scrofula, Bronchitis, Wasting Dis-
eases, dh-onlc Coughs and Colds.
PALATABLE AS MILK.
Beots's Emulsion is oply put up in salmon color
wrappér. Avoid all imitationsor luhlnuhon‘-}

Sold by all Druggists ot 60c. and $1.00
H SCOTT & BOWNE, Delleville.
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INTEHNATIUNALS S.Go.
ST. JOHN N. B,

AND

ANNAPOLIS, N. 8.

SUMMER ARRANGEMENT.

ST_JOHN LINE.

Commeneing MONDAY, MAY 6, 0ne of the
Palace Steamepsof this Ling leaves 8t. John

—POR —

BOSTON,

Via EASWPORT & PORTLAND,

Every MONDAY, WEDNESDAY, apd FRI-
LAY morning, 37 .25, Badletn Standard time.
Returning, leaves Boston sama days.

. DIRECT LINE.

Commencing MONDAY, MAY 5, a Steamer
Jeaves ANNAPOLIS (calling at DIGBY),

" FOR BOSTON DIRECT,

EveryTUESDAY and FRIDAY, directly after
the arrival of express traln from Hallfax
Returning, leaves Boston overy MONDAY
and THURSDAY morning.
All Tickt Agents sell by these Popular
Lines.
For State Rooms and any information,
Wiy to C. E. LAECHLER,
gent st John, N, B,
R.A. CARDEW, Agent,

H, B. SHORT,
Annupolis,

Agent Digby, N

o BOESE R
INTERCQLONIAL RAILWAY.
8! Winter Arrangement. 90,

N_AND AFTER MONDAY, 0th DECEM-

BER. 188, the Tralns of this Kallway
will run Dally (S8unday excepted) as follows:

Traind will leave Saint John,

Dly EXVN.I for Hallfax & (‘Aml:ln'llwn,
ation nfo‘I‘l IM .

ene,

18.30
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Perfect Days in June
Need Pexfect Lays for June, and here they are !

IN SHEET MUSIC FORM.

ELAINE. A LoveSong. Vande Waler. 8dc.
MIZPAH, “ong. Adam Geibel. i

SIGNALBELLSATSEA. Soug. W.S. Hays.

40 ce
oLD HO\‘@. DOWN ON THE FARM. Dubofs.
cen!
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beck. 60 cents.
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80 venta:

IN BOOK FORM.

BABBATH DAY MUSIC. For Plano. Very
belull ful musio. More th 40 sacred alrs.

anged by Laon Keao
OPERATIO PIANO n« 'LLRCTI(N The best
of the musie of ras  Arr. for l'lnno.
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CLAHSH‘ FOUH»"A"D OI)LLhU)g
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SETS OF LIBRARIES,

60 VOLS. EACH.

GOLDEN GATE,
KEY STONE,
BAY STATE,
NO. T

The above are all approved
Books for Sunday Schools.

Send for Catalogues®
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GLOOM AND GLI

The days are dreary,
And life is weary.

My heart seems breal
With ceascless achin,
1s there no healing
For God's strange de:
Which makes me sor
Or will to-morrow
Bring joy and gladne:
In place of sadness ?
The summer season
Gives me some reasor
To hope for blessing,
And not distressing ;
Its days are token

Of life s0 broken—
For days bright-dawn
With beauteous morn
With tempest darker
To thunders harken ;
See lightnings flasbin
Feel torrents dashing
The kine cease lowin
Some terror knowing
The birds stop singin|
Toward home straigh
E'’en men are 'frighte
Tha day benighted
Beems to be teaching
Of wrath, far-reaching
The, thunder telling
Its angry swelling.

The storm soon cease
The light increases ;
The day grows fairer,
Its beauty rarer—
Cleansed by the torre
To us abhorrent.
‘The sun now shining,
Beauty outlining,
Makes all, late livid,
With glory vivid.
The storm is breakin
On my heart achiog.
With dread affrightec
1 live benighted.
But hope returning,
With faith bright-bur
‘Will soothe my sorro
Make glad to-morrow
Help me to beauty,
Make joy of duty.
R
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