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Still 'J.‘hey Gome.

MORE NEW GOODS.

‘l'hird Importauon of La.ce Curtains.
7 &M extra value never was} shown.

$1.00 LACE CURTAINS

ith curtain pole and Brass Trimmings all complete for $1.65,)
'ﬁmncmgs in Cream, Black and tht,e White Muslin and Lawn

;-
¥

25 Pieces New Ribbors,
Boy’s Collars, Waist Steels. Hair Crimpers, Hair Pins, P earl

' Mosquito Netting,

vaa, Fancy Stitched Backs, only $1.25 per pair.
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ﬂ.n €OL. SURG., LONDOX,
SPECIALIST,
3 OF EVE, EAR & THROAT,
Cor. Church and Main St., Moncton.
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s PROPRIETOR

Prompt at
com-
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' |GOOD SAMPLE ROOMS

. |DROCEERY,

Hotel,
Some of the b-lt trout
Goghtnl-. Excellent

Sample Roows for

CANADA HOUSE

Chatham, New Branswiek,
Wm. JONMNSTON, Propriclor

Congirlerable outlay has been made on the
houseto make it a first cluss Hotel and trave'lerd
still find it a desirable temporary resiGence
both as regards location and comfort. [t is
sit uated within two minutes-walk of Steamboat
landing and Telegrap and Post Offices.

The proprieto: retnrms thanks to the Public
for tle encouragenient given hin in the past,
rnd will endeavor by com'tesy and a*tention %0
merit the same in the frlure.

For Convaercinl Trave'lers and S%ibling on the
prem ises.
Oct. 12, 1885.

Estey's

Ced Liver Ol Cream

WITH THE

Cod Liver Oil. The most perfect Emulsion
of Cod Liver Oil on the market

PLEASANT! SAFE!! SURE! [ ]

—CURES--
Consumption, Coughs, Colds, Whoop-
ing Cough. and all

Lungs.
SOLD BY DRUGGINTS EVERYWHERE.

Price 50c¢. éﬁiottles, $2.50.

— PREPARED ONILY BY—

MANUFACTURING PHARMACIST,

MONCTON, N. B.
For sale by E. Lee Street, Newcastle, N. B.

CHEARX

CASH STORE

'lhos. Clark & Oo.

Public to the large Stock of

Sprig aod Stmmer (oods,

now in Store, with more to arrive. This Sboc
consists of a nice assortment of Piints, Ging- |
hams, Shirtin,
and Summer
Cashmeres. So!
Jerseys expected sShoctly.
of Hose, all sizes. Ladies’ and Gents'
Underwear. Hard and Soft Hats, Boots and
Shoes, Rubbers, Ready made (lothlnz, Gloves,

of mlmllnueous articles.
Prices down to Rock bottom.

'I.'hos. Clarx & Co.

(F. CLEMENTSON & C0.

OUR BTOCK OF

CHINA,
and GLASS,

LAMPS and LAMP GOODS,

is now complete for the coming spritg. We

invite

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

CRATES
guitable for country stores always in stock.

F. CLEMENTSON & Co.
Dock STREET,
« St John.

1yr.

MILLINERY.

The Subscriber will continue the

Millinery Business

in all its branches at the Old Stand, In Camp-
bellton, where all work entrusted to her, will
be performed promptly and in a satls{actory
manner. Give me a Call

Mrs. Robt. Watt.
Camp’ten, Feb. 14, "88.

St. Johm N. B., April 27, 87

Stoves for Sale.

For sale at a bargain, a large

BASE BURNER,

for Soft Coal, Style

"OHI10,”

suitable for a Hall or large Dining Room. I.:
a

use only two seasons. A

Model Parlor Stove,

in good order
I For particular: apply at the “ Advocate”
Offi ce.

Oct. 10, 1887.

SHEEP DIP !

47 FoR SALE BY THE SUBSCRIBERS.

=

Hardwicke Guerin & Co’s..
GLYCERINE DIP

for smearing Sheep and Lambs.
It is non poisonous and does not discolor the
wool—deadly to all parasites infesting the
skins of sheep and other animals.
It is put up in 5 Ib. Tins avd is recommend-
ed as a first class article.

April, 1888,

JARDINE & Co.
Sr. Jonw, N. B.

O COLE,

MERCHANT TAILOR

—AND—

Gentlomen’s Outfitter, &
Palmer Block, Moncton, N. B.

Our traveller, Mr. C. 8. COLE, will visit the
different towns on the North Shore abvut the
15th of May, with an entirely new range of
Sampies, including some special lines for
Summer wear. . We employ two first class cut-
ters, one a graduate of Mitchell’s Celenrated
Cutting School, New York. Customers can de-
pend upon the latest ntyleﬂ and perfect fits.

ESTEYS

Newcastle, May 8,’

YOUR

toning up. Yon

have no appetite,
ESTEY'S
ESTEY'S
ESTEY'S

IRON
IRON
IRON

ou.
sieep.

feel all right again. To se-
cuce this youn should take

2 BESTEY’S

AND
D

QUININE,

QUININE
QUININE
QUININE

TONIC,

TONIC.

rime you will find

ery fibre and tissue o

TONIC. led and renovated.

Is sold by Druggists eve-y where.

TAILORINC.

for the sum of

$510.00.

will be done at proportionately low rates.
Residence over the Store of Mr,
Morrison.

T. WINTER,

Newcastle, April 25, 1888.

HYPOPHASPAITES OF LINE & SODA.

Contains 50 per cent. of the purest Norwegian

Diseases of the

BE. M _EBESTETY,

woulil respectfully call the attention of the a cigar before speaking again.

, Cottonade = , Staived Muslins
ress Fabrics, splendld value in
thing new and nobby in
A large. aesortment
Fine

Ties and (,ollnrs Trunks and Valises, and lots |

BLOOD wants

and what you do eat distresses
You are low spirited |
and languid. You are ner-|mit me, I'll tell you why.
vous, and at nights rell and
wss on your bed and cannot
This is all caunsed by { man, banteringly.
your system being rnn dowa |
snd requiving something to
brace it up, and make you

[ron and Quinine Tonic,

Afler using it for a short

Your appetite improv-
ed, your spirits become
more cheerful, and you
feel and know that ev-

TONIC. iyom' body is being brac-

ESTET'S IRON AND QUININE TONIC

Be sure
and get the genuine. Price 50 cents, 6 bottles
82.50.

P"epared oniy by E. M. EsTEY, Moncton,

ITu consideration of the hard times I am pre-
pared fiom this date to Trim and make Suits

This is considerable of a reduction from usual
prices. Other work I may be favored with

Donald

Tailor.

_ electedl@ﬁerature

“ TOLD ON A PULLMAN.

¢Dow’t take it, did you say ? Well,
I'm glad I can say that I can take it or
{leave it, as I please,’ and the young fel-
low who had invited his travelling ac-
' quaintance to drink, screwed the flask’s
xcovnr down, fitted on its drinking cup
| and replaced it 1n his pocket.

¢I always carry a little of the ‘right
sort, * A 1’ he gaid, with an air of super-
f ior worldliness. ‘Are you a teetotaller,
{sir ¥

‘I don’t Jike the word teetotaller, sir,
but 1 never drink. I dare not,’ repeated
the older man.

Un flew the train, the car swaying, the
rattle becoming a roar when the door
opened, the stillness at slopping places
emphasised by the sough of high wind
and the beating of rain. Still neither of
the men left the smoking compartment
~of the Pullman car. The young travel-
|ler became absorbed in a bundle of for-
| 1al-looking letters, over which he smoked

¢ It must be late,” he said, looking up.
'l‘Whm. ! After eleven o'clock T Well,
{1l have another taste and go to my
‘berth. You're about the most silent com-
panion ['ve fallen in with, sir. Every
time I've looked up for two hours I've
| observed you looking at me seriously.—
1 See anything wrong ¥’

‘I've been wondering what your alert
i face will be like in ten yesrs.

‘A regular sober eides face, you may
depend on that. Full of business—that’s
| what I'm going in for.

¢ Well, I hope it may be. .Somehow I
{find myself taking an extraordinary in-
terest in the question. If you will per-

‘Teet tal story, sir ¥ said the young
‘ You might call it that.’

‘I guess I must have heard it already.
Teetotal stories are mighty stale.’

Degradation through drink is a trage-
dy ever stale, and ever freshly illustrated.
I was going to tell you a personal experi-
ence.

¢ You don’t look like a reformed drunk-
ard sir.’

¢No, I never drank. Bat I dearly
loved one who did. Shall I tell you
about him ?

¢If it will not be too painful, sir,’ said
the young fellow, moved to sympathy by
something in his companion's tone.

¢ Well, first read a part of a letter I re-
ceived some time ago,’ said the older man,
taking out a huge pocket-book, in which

there were many papers, from which he
iextracted the letter, and folded this pas-
sage down.

The young fellow took it, and read
with a strong sensation of intruding upon
private grief :—

Ah, my dear fellow, I have three little
children and a wife whose childlike and
innocent life should have led me to better
things. Many a care and many a sorrow
she has had since she married me, and
many a time, God kuowe, I've been deep-
ly penitent to have gnen her cause for
grief.

But I have the restless. blood of a
druakard in my veins, and it carries me
away to dreadful and disgraceful sprees.
I promise—I swear off—I protest by all

English Sausage Shop

and MEAT STORE.

We are now
and Tongue.

<

putting u&onr Pressed Beef

Asg FOR Oups.
JOHN 1OPKINS,

=
April 5, ’88.

Labrador Herrmg

IN STORE:
40 Bbls. No. 1.

A. J. BABANG & CO,
Moncton, N. B

CASH

We will pay the

Price for five or mere tons of wool of good
quality. Address

Willis, Mott & Co.

Moncton, May 2,

John, N. B., Jaa. 30, 1888,

holesale and Retail.

186 Union St., St. John

PAID FOR WOOL!
HIGHESTCASH

ietors ‘‘ Golden Grove Woollen Mills.”

that’s good and holy that liquor shall
never pass my lips again, but all t0 no
purpose. A craving—a dJevil—takes pos-
session of me, and after weeks, or even
months, of abstination I break out and
degrade myself and shame my children,
and heap misery on them and my wife.

| *But my brother did dare. You re-
member your expression awhile ago :—* [
am glad I can say that I can. take it, or
Leu\'e it alone, a8 [ please ! How often 1
ad heard the very words and tene from
r Randal. Just about your age he
et have been when he used to meet my
postulations by that perennial boast of
young men.

‘ What's the use of telling me about
my uncles, Fred ? he would say. ¢They
craved liquor I mever touch it, except
for the sake of a little jollity. I can
take it, or leave it as I please.’

% But I'll not weary you by details of
hiz youthful escapades. As I said, we
believed him to have turned over a new
leaf after his marriage in a distant State.
He brought his wife home to us for a few
weeks,—a lovely, golden-haired young
creature. Well! well! there’s no use
telling about that.

He had finally sworn off then, he said,
and they were very happy. After that I
knew nothing more of him than that he
reported, in occasional letters, the growth
of his fawily and his prosperity.

The sad letter which you have read
cawe after a wide gap in our correspond-
ence. I instantly determined to make
time “for a long visit to him, and wrote
him to that effect. He responded joy-
fully, and in early summer I made the
journey.

On arriving at the village I was sur-
prised that he did not meet me. Inquir-
ing where Randal’s office was, the station-
master told me that he wonld not pro-

bly be at his office that day ; ‘he was

little out of sorts,’ the man had heard.
would find him at home ; it wasn’t far
and the railway man gave me directions.

Following them I walked on‘through
a pretty little town of comfortable houses
and shady, sandy streeta—a most peace-
ful place. Reaching its outekirts as in-
structed, I seon faced a haadsome house,
with an extensive lawn in front, well
kept, with flower beds anl many eviden-
ces of care.

I had associated my brother’s confes-
sion with the drunkenness seen in my
own town, and conceived of him as be-
ing miserably poor, hence I' was a good
deal relieved by the appearance of pros.
perity about his residence.

¢ Pooh ! I said to myself, going up the
gravel path, he has exaggerated his vice.
No doubt he had taken too much abeut

| Christmas time, and was suffering from a

bad headache in counsequence.

As I approached, it struck me as rather
strange that no one was to be seem abeut
the bouse. I observed that the garden

{ran far back to a cedar wood or swamp,

and from this wood I thought I heard
faint shouts.

I ascended the verandah steps. Not a
face appeared at the windows. As I

* | rahg the bell I heard a child crying with-

in
Y

With the faint jangle that came to

the cry ceased. I stood expectant.

child again began his wail, but no

came. I ramg again and again.—
ith each sound of the bell the child’s
voice ceased, to rise again, as the tinkle
died away. Much puzzled, I went
around to the rear wing.

O

The kitchen door stood wide open, a
bright fire was in the stove, there were
dishes half washed and food in course of
preparation, but no servants. Eatering,
I looked into three comfortable rooms,
finding no person. In the fourth, a large
sitting-room, a very little girl sat in the
middle of the floor, surrounded-by toys.
I knew at once that she must be little
Flora, my brother’s youngest—his pet,
being the youngest girl—a baby of some-
thing more than two years.

She looked up at me, round-eyed with

The old year is closing as I write and
the new one comes up before me like an
enemy—so much do Ffeel my weakness
That God may close my old life and open |
a uew and better one to me is the cry of
my heart to-night. * For if I do not find |
strength, that the past gives me no hope|
of gaining, before the leaves of next sum-
mer wither, I shall find a drunkard’s
grave and leave my wife and little ones
to the mercy of the world.

‘Svrely the man who wrote that never
diank again,’ said the young traveller,
handing back the page.

‘I will tell you. That letter was writ-
ten by my own brother. I had not seen
him for several years. He was a lawy er, |
practising in a place far from me or any
of our family. We had all thought him: |
a prosperous aud bappy man. His mar-
riage had set at rest some fears excited by
his earlier life. You can understand
that that letter was a dreadful shock to|

ASTORI

for. Infants and Children.

Tax CexravrR CoMpaxy, 77 Murray Street, N. Y.

me. His reference to the drunkard’s
blood in his veins had a significance for
me that you cannot understand, for on |
one side of my parentage I come of a:
family, that has suffered beyond telling
through the drinking habit,
in it;

lo\'ul,

Clever men
witty, great hearted fellows, much
popular, eloguent. Oune held al
very high position ; two more were among
the foremost orators of their native State. !
Their fame blazed up in their very
youth. It declined just as men began to
expect some thing really great of them.
It ended before middle-age in Jdrunken-
ness and death. A miserable record, sir !’
sighed the traveller.

‘ On the other side,' he continued, ‘ my
relatives are steady going people, without
any brilliant qualities. - Itake after lhem
aud remembering the others, I have nev-
er dared to taste liquor,’

| her by the ticking of my watch.

| camein—little Randal and Fred.
{ them from photographs.

wonder. ‘Is this little Fiora 7’ I asked.

‘I'se papa’s little gitl che aaswered,
very distinctly. Papa! papa! and she
began to cry again.

Unwilling though she was, I took her
in my arms and soon managed to soothe
Then 1
carried her through every room in the
house without finding another soul.

Trying in vain to accouut for the de-
sertion, I returned down stairs and to the
kitchen. As I reached it, two small boys
I knew

They stared at me with alarm. Both

been crying, I could see. When I

[told them I was Uncle Fred they came
to e shyly.

And where are papa and mamma ? 1
“asked.

The little fellows hung their heads.—
. Papa is sick, said Randal, the elder, hesi-
talmgl\

“But where is he '

“He got up and ran «ut,’ said the poor
little ni#n, raising a chubby hand to his
eyés

‘And where is mamma and all the
rest 7

‘Mamma didu’'t know papa had gone
till. he was near in the woods,’ he said,
pointing to the rear of the garden, ‘and
theq she ran aftef him, and she called
Ki‘ty aud Jane and Thomas, and we ran
nftqr them, and they sent us home to
‘take care of the baby. They can't find

‘pnpa, and he’s lost,’ se my little nephew

uplame(l through his sobs.

Scarcely hal he done speaking when a
"man appeared at the edge of the wood,
and soon afterwards a group following

him. Then hestopped, turned, and shook
his fist at them.

‘Go’'way ! Lemme alone ! Don’t come
near me ! and I recognized my brother’s
voice.

Those who followed seemed either to
fear or to humor him, for they kept their
distance. On he came tumbling over the
fence into the garden. Then he picked
himself up, reeled, steadied himself,
lurched forward again, and sometimes
ruaning, but always keeping his feet, ap-
proaclied me.

‘The boys, crying and shuddering,.

stood clutching me till he was two thirds
of the way up the garden.

*Come, Freddy, said little Randal,
with a sudden recollection, ¢ we mustn’t
see papa when he'ssick,’ and led the other
in.

It was the most piteous child’s voice—
the most piteous thing—those two littie
lads, fond and ashamed of their own
father ! .

He came on, not noticing me till with-
in a few paces. He was unshod and
only half clad, just as he had run out
and in semi-delirium, and bad staggered
throagh mud and water.

At last he stopped, looking at me in
evident recognition, trying to control his
swayings; then, as if uncenscious of any
shaiue, came towards me.

‘It's you, Fred. When'd you come?
Why din’ you lemme know, Fred ¥

‘His hand closed like a vice on mine;
his.whole strength—and he ‘was a very
large, 'powerful man— seemed to fly to
his fingers; but his fingers trémbled as
he grasped mine.’

¢I could notspeak. He looked stupid-

ly into my face, with half-opened, blood-’

shot eyes, for a few moments; then, ig-
noring me as completely as if I had been
always there, réached out his arms for
Florry.

‘Cowe to papa ~that’s papa’s lill girl.’
At his husky, affectionate, distressing
voice I strained the child closer, but she
beld out her arms to him, and staggering

forward, he grasped her.

¢ Kissing and fondling little Florence,
he entered the kitchen and cautiously as-
cended the steps leading to the hall. I
kept my hand on his arm, and of this
support he seemed wholly unconscious.
It was plain that his debauch had been
a long one, for his hair was neglected, his
beard of a week’s growth.’

‘My brother fell into a chair, still
fondling his little daughter, and 1 looked
dumbly around. I seemed no more to
him than auy senseless object in the
room. To ‘me, this solemn, silent man
was as one I bad never known, so chang-
ed was his from the bright, alert face of
which yours bas reminded me.’

The ycung traveller shifted uneasily,
and the tale again went ou.

¢Soon I heard voices, and left the
room to meet my brother's wife. ‘Poor
Lucy! I was ashamed to ‘meet her,
ashamed that she should know that I
had seen him ; I wished that I could
have escaped unobserved. Little did I
know how far past the pangs of vain ef-
forts to conceal her husband’s vice the
poor girl had got !

* She came silently to me, unsurprised
—not to be surprised by anything in
life. Her fair hair, that I remembered
as seeming blown about her flower like
face, was smooth and lank each side of
her forehead. She was very pale, and
oh, how old she looked ! Her eyes—
they give tragedy to black-eyed women
—1I could not have believed that such
settled migery could ever look forth from
eyes of blue.’

¢ She did not weep, she Jid not speak.
Holding my hand, she only looked at me
with those hopeless eyes.’

¢ Seeing us, the servant who had enter-
ed went back and closed the door. Then
the little boys stole softly down, hand in
hand, averting their looks of shame from
the room where their father sat, and,
standing by their mother, covered their
faces in her skirts.

‘Not a word was uttered in the group,
and the hall clock above us ticked and
ticked its strokes of doom.’

‘We could hear the unconscious baby
crowing, and my brother’s affectionate
mumbling to her.

¢ Pupa’s 1ill girl—papa’s dear 1ill baby
girl!

¢Sir, I don’t think-I can tell you the
rest,’ said the narrator, dashing his hand
across his eyes. The young traveller sat
silently with downcast looks.

¢ Well, we stood for some little time,
listening. Then my brother said, coax-
ingly, ¢ Papa ’ll leave lill dear girl down,
‘n go'n see lill girl’s Uncle Fred At
the same time he rose, and we entered.

* Let me take the baby, Randal,’ sail
Lucy, very gently.

‘Go 'way, Lucy dear ! Musn’t in'fere
with baby,’ he expostulated with drunk-
en not unkind gravity.

‘ But you want to go ’pstairs, don’t you,
Randal dear?

‘Yes, I wan’ to go ’pstairs. Go'n’ set
baby down fire’ 'n’ give her toys. You
oughtn’t take baby, Lucy; she’s' too
heavy—must take care not hurt yourself,
Lucy.

¢ The survival of his affection through
his degradation "was, somehow, more
heart-breaking than violence from him.’

¢I did not thiuk he could set the child
dowa, but refussing to be assisted in the
least, he stooped very carefully, though
swaying & little, and placed her again |;
among her playthings on the floor. For
a few moments he stood leaning, smiling
down on her drunkenly, fumbling hig
fingers without sound in attempting to
snap them for her amusement. The
child looked up into his face, aud held
out her arms.’

¢ Baby want to kiss papa,’ he said in a
gratified tone, and stooping lower. And
then, before either of us could reach him,
he fell forward full length, his whole
weight crushing little Florry down.

‘She cried out, and seemed to smother.
The next instant he had rolled aside, and
there the little, lovely child lay bleeding
at the mouth.’

¢ The poor mother, with a slgh lifted
her baby to her heart. It sighed, sighed
—and lay still. Randal, by my aid, had
reached his feet. The struggling fear,

hope and horror of his face 1 shall never}

forget ! 4

¢Baby " he said, stooping down.
‘ Baby, look at papa. Baby—just once
—-look at papa. O my God ! Lucy, have
I killed 1y little baby girl ?

¢ Even so it was, for little Florry never
held out her drms to him again.—The
mother—but I need mnot describe the
anguish of that household. We hardly
knew when my brother recovered from
the insanity of liquor, for it was followed
by the delirium of brain fever. There
he lay for a fortuight talking constantly
of Florry, and when consciousness re-
turned still lay- there, exhausted, silent, a
mere wreck, often crying dumbly. Two
months elapsed before he left his room.’

“He could never look at the liquor
again ¥ questioned the young traveller.

¢Sir, he swore he never would,’ cried
the older faun, ‘swore it, as his letter

‘|says, by all that was good and holy.

And even between his protests, he said to
me, ‘I can’t keep from it Fred, I can’t—
it’s too strong for me.’ I could not be-
lieve that he judged truly of his weak-
ness, but he knew it two well—it was no
longer for him to tike it or leave it
alone.

¢Que day, when we believed him safe
at his office, he entered the house, look-
ing, I thought, remarkably well. But
when Lucy saw his face, she sprang up
with a bitter trembling cry. He stood,

as if listening, at the door of the room,|

looking in.’

¢ Lucy, where’s little Florry ? I want
to take her out with me,’ he said in a
perfectly natural voice.

¢ Though quite steady on his legs, and
with perfect control of Lis utterances, he
had drunk himself into absolute torget-
fulness !

And from that day out he could not
be restrained. He would have liquor.|:
Again and again he escaped from the
room in which we tried to confine him.
His cunning and agility were preterna-
tural. The demon that he had dared to
trifle with never left him afterward, and,
at last, searching for him after an escape
in the night, we found him half-naked,
face down, quite dead, in a ditch.

¢ Ob, horrible ! sir, most horrible,’ said
the young traveller.

‘And now I ask you whether I can
credit any man- who saye of liquor that
he can take it or leave it alone? The
most hopeless lot you may know began
with that belief. You hold it firmly,
and I wish I could have a clearer vision
of what your face will be in ten years.

The young traveller took from his
pocket the flask which had led to the
story, and poured its A 1 contents into
the wash basin of that Pullman car.
That was nearly eleven years ago, and
when he told me this story or its sub-
stauce, yesterday, it came from the firm
lips of a prosperous man, saved from
temptation.

A STORY ABOUT STEAM.

The story of ‘some hot water is one of
the most wonderful of stories. About
two hundred years ago, 8 man, bearing
the title of the Marquis. 6f Worcester,
was sitting, on a cold night, in a small,
mean room, before a blazing fire, This
was in Ireland, and the man was a priso-
ner. A kettle of builing water was on
the fire,and he sat watching the steam,
as it lifted the lid of the kettle and rush-
ed out of the nose.

He thought of the power of the steam,
and wondered what would be the effect if
he were to fasten down the lid and stop
up the nose. He concluded that the ef-
fect would be to burst the kettle. ¢ How
much power, then,’ thought he, *there
must be in steam " Assoon as he was
let out of prison he tried an experiment.
‘I have taken,’ he writes, *a cannon and
filled it thyee-quarters full of water, stop-
ping firmly up both the touck-hole aund
the louth ; and baving made a good fire
under it, within twenty-four hours it
burst, and made a great crack.’ After
this, the Marquis contrived a rude ma-
chine, which, by the power of st.m'm,
drove up water to the height of forty
feet. About oue hundred years after
this, a little boy, whose name was James
Watt, and who lived in Scotland, sat one
day looking at a kettle of boiling water,
and holding a spoon before the steam that
rushed out of the nose. His aunt

Children ‘cry for

Etcher’s Castoria.

a shawe for you to waste your m?
But James was not idle ; ‘he !'h“

great mm,mdeﬁnmvﬁ“

ful improvements in the

which have made it so useful in our di
What will not the steam-engine do 1
it could speak, it nnglﬁ-y

_I blow the bellows, IWNM
Imanq;ethemill‘mlthslmt, i
I hammer the ore, and turn the
And the news ﬂntm u'h.!.

In the year 1807,&&53!&‘ b
the first steamboat on the Hudson river,
and in 1814 a locomotive ‘
went over a railway between Walleend
aod Killingworth in England. Ar
t.humtheltoryofmht* From

tea-kettle resulted the steam-engine, the
steamboat, mdtheww
which thetmmlofnrﬁnpm “
with such speed on our railways te-day.
Learn what the power of thought will
do. How mnymenhrlhinddﬂ-
tles of boiling water, but how few £l
of the force of the steam, and the good
uses to which it mxghthtllﬂa-b
Youth.

THE LUMP ON'HIB SIDE.

A man long noted for his w
habits, was induced by Rev. John Abbots

to sign the pledge ‘in his own way,
which he did in these words : ¢ I pledge
myself to drink no more Mm
drinks for one year.! Few believed he
could keep it, but near the end of the
year he again appeared at a temaperance
meeting, without having once touched &
drop. *Are you not goigig, P
asked Mr. Abbott. * Yes, YORm '
I can do it in my own Wi’ a1
ingly he wrote : ‘I sign this pledge
nine hundred and ninety-nine years; and
if I live to that time, I infend to take
out a life lease ¥ A fewdm afterwards
he called upon the tavern-keeper, who
welcomed him back to his old haunts -
“Oh ! landlord,’ said he, as if irpin,
‘I have such a lump on my side * .
*That's because you've stopped. drink-
ing,’ said the landlord, ‘you won’t live
long if you keep on.
¢ Will drink take the lump awny ¥
‘Yes; and if you don’t drink yowll
soon have a lump on the other side.—
Come, let us drink together; and he
poured out two glasses of whhy. ¥
I guess I won't drink,’ said. the for-
mer inebriate, ¢especially if hm“
pledge will bring another for it
isw't very hard to bear afterall,’ and with'
this he drew the lump, a roll bf’n‘-
backs from his side pocket,.and walked
off leaving the landlord to his sad reflec-

tionb

The Churches are making themselves
beard with no uncertain sound on the "
suppression of the drink traffic. A few
fashionable preachers who condone the
use and sale of drink find their voices
drowned amid the general demand for
clear declarations of hostility. - The
Methodist Church has with practical un- -
auimity declared its purpose ‘by the
pulpit, by the press and by all legitie
mate means to inculcate the responsibili-
ty of all Christian men and good eitizens
to subordinate political party allisnces to '
the great work of securing the ‘abolition
of the accursed liquor traffic’ Tle Pres-
byterian General Assembly at Bﬂiﬁ:
has, by a majority of a hundied
forty-nine to tem, declared ¢that
prohibition is the mast effective Eori':d ;
temperance legislation,’ and * urges on all *
members of the church to use all legiti-
mate means to secure such legislation.”
The Synod of this diocese seems inclined
to take a step forward oithii‘nw, !
and fthe smaller religious bodies are cer-
tainly not behind the foremost of these
great ones. Those who so express them- -
selves are in direct contact with the con-
science of the people. Among the masses -
of the people, and in this they diffar from
the luxurious classes, no glamor sur- -
rounds the wine cup. It has no social -
status. The minister who denoinces i
Lias no quarrel with his- social suround-
ings. The sting of the liquor ctirse has
no gilded covering, nor are its dire effects
hidden by curtains and cushions. In
these declarations we hear the cry of all
that is religious and moral and manly in
the land. The “next thing is for the
spirit that has declared itself in the
churches to come into action at the polls, -
and to require of both parties prokibition
candidates, aud the promise of prohibi-
tion measures and a prohibition law.—
Mentreal Witness.

The prohibition vote has been steadily
gaining in different parts of the United
States. In Connecticut, it was 2,305 in
1884 and 4,810 in 1886, while thire was
a similar though smaller gain in Ilnn,
New Hampshire and Vermont. In New

from 6,153 to 19,579. In Michigan it
has risen from 10,000 to 35,000, i1 Indis
ana from 3,000 to 9,000 in Ohip
11,000 to 31,000, and in Illinoi

12,000 to 20,000 These figures .
ignificant facts,

aolmnllabegmnng-thtmd"l

Jersey the vote has gone up in tw» years £



