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The Angels' Message.

BT RCBERT WHITAKER.

Not where the holy !cnplc lifis
Tis g lded walls on bigh,

Nt wheee shove My Hermoo drifts
Tu storm clouds in the oky ;

But on the sod where David trod,

2 lonely Bethlebem,

Twas there st morn, the Christ was born
"Twas there the message cadie.

Nor priest nor ruler heard the song
Tast wondion+ ~ oty told ;

Twas but a0 han b» shepherd throng
At midaight with tl eir fold ;

Not to the great, in wealth or state,
Tae sngel hosts were sent,

But low so i few were those who knew
That song, ssd what it meant.

Toose wire the sweetest words of cheer
Tust acge! tongue could tell ;

Yot only 0n & shepherds ear
Tie wondrons masic fell.

| The rict et page, of bard or sage,

‘r..mgnu)
That

Ne'er held a truth a0 great,
ver thought, so desply ﬁ-n‘hl
ith the greut ends of fate,

T'be grandest mueic earth has known,
Awv words of greatest power,

or sorrow’s mosn

cuhuudnt bulr.

All umo shall gash, forgot, alas,
Before their schdts cense,

While eations hear, from year o year,
The wondrous song of pcace.

Po;«bvouml,l world

c-odmu-—'

And left lhnrl'hrkd
A-Mhtbom.'-ﬂn-l.

But sooo again the tramp of men
Was heard on fields of strife,

And swept the flood of fire and bleod
The fairest scenes of life. :

And still Ger man,

& bloady n
The red-stained l«"ﬂh‘

{ And stiil the M\.ﬂ of

[ And will the

f
|
|

E-olh-

Jhu-n-
lu-l.-ly him,

Avd far away is that blest day,
When to the earth is pence

Tis vot snough thal we should ting
The songs of peace sad love,

| 'Tn -d no-‘i that asthems ring

10 God above,
Notice These Prices !"'.',.z"..“'...':",,.':,‘.':.:.'." -

| And sounds sfar the dis of war

!
!
gos. |
i

Above the voioe of nght.
Tb--goh “ pescs on earth,
'.-m.v-m

Mae

i .u.... of & Bavioar's birth
The whole oreation 811

And far and wide the fearful tide
Of sin and wrif: shall cense,

And ovir all the blessing fall,
The heavenly boon of peace

.lrlrml ’tﬂll

N BLACK AND GOLD

A STORY OF PWIN DRAGONS.

BY JULIA MeNAIR WRIGHT,

LHAPTER V. --Continued.
A BYMN FELLER.

* At all evests, I'v+ got one,” said Jonas.
“ Thai's good,” eaid the hymn-seller.
“ Acd you read that bymo ; there’s sound
doctrine in that ; it saye : —
“‘Repentance is the station, (hen,
Where ‘vnmnhn in;
No fee is there for them to pay,
Fo Jesus is himeelf the way.’ ”

The litle woman paused (o see what
¢fi-ct her verse bad on Jonas, It was, in
| her idea, & beautiful verse, and be ought i
| be impressed by it. He was not remarkably

| +flected, and she proceeded to clinch the

verre by appealing to The Law and the
Testimonies.”

“ ¢ Without money and withoat pnoc,
you'll fiad that in the Bible. Look it up.

| Aleo, * I am the way, the truth, the life.”

“1vay, how did you come to teke up

| hymu’lhn‘"’ demanded J nss, laying

down his work.

“How did you come to take up

| cobbling 1

$3.00 per doz. |

Cards, $1.50 & $1.00 per doz.
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8t John, N_B.

ISAAC

13 Charlotty

“ Beeause | was mul
thisg sod nuyin);

“ What s

mad with every-

I bope you' ve got over
Well, that was not my o I bad o
make & I.np‘, snd the ocmr told me 1
otght (o be in the air all the time, I was
#0 poisor o] sumicg consumption all those
years, Well, | did hanker 10 do son ¢ work |
that would bhelp other folk as well as pay
vy rent and bread. Bo ove day I fopnd
droppe d on ihe street some stufl printed in |
¢ warthe worei sinfl ever yos see
or beard of | 1t wes Jast 1ed hot ot of hell
I just 1+ oaght suy cresture ax conld make |
and drop around such fearful 8 off 10 drag
young boys aud girle 10 destruction ought
10 be kept in prison to all eternity.”

* Bo they ought. I'mi with you there,”

era |

d Jovas, heartily
* Asd wark you, Mr. Cobbler, the Bible
s the only that promises them that

suitable reward. Tom Paine dide't

Jonas dropped his head

The hymu-seiler costivued : “ It came
1o my mind, sipoe be devil is going rourd
Iike w raging lion, selling indroenty snd
bl phéiny done up in verscr, why can’s I
fight him by coing rousd nlhu good
Gospel troth in hymos? | wanted to find
some dove up sitractive sod handsome io
biue, bus | coulde’s. Wha ocould be
prettier than & sioe blue bordered sheet
with such verses ae this on it 7

**Thou didet leave Thy throve,
Thou d det leave Thy crown,
Whes Thou camest to d'e for me,
Bat tpere n- u home

pon Tay oty N

'or Th, Nasivity,

Co-u mz-‘y L‘ﬂ Lord Jesus, come ¢
Mnmb-yh‘ﬂ'«l’l«l"

The bymo-seller chanted this in & poor,

Ld been kind 1obis mother. Maybe I bad |

We ought to be kicd to each otber. It is
| commandei. 8o he sail he was & printer,
| and he'd print my bymus sights for noth
| iag, and romewny he interested his bgw in
| e, aud he gave the | aper, and this lovely
| hiue ink.  Aiv'i those bymns bandsome 7
| Blue ink and blue borders | I paste amone
i of each kind on the wall of my room, and
| 1t just looks like u parior. I often lsagh
| in my slerve when I think of Satn prom-
| enading in there 10 see what be may devour,
| and flodicg mwe oul, and them bymns
| glar g at him along the wall, [ bet be'll
| stir up the wretch that put the thinz in my
| bead by dropping vile trash ; he’ll stir him
| up with his poker if ever h- gets hold of
| him, as he’s bound to do, if he haea’t
| already.”

“ Buppose you move from theattic. How
sbout your wall 17

“Oh, I sha’s’t move. The landlond’s s
good friend of mie. 1 am come to stay, 1
calenlate not to move until the Lord sends
me word that he’s got my number among
the many mwansions finely furnished op, |
and sends we the Iatch-key, and telle'me to
move in, That"l bo day for me.”

The h;un eeller the “Bpgiritas!
Railriad ® on the box o{ll"n--ﬁ 's tools
and trotted off. In looking over ber bundle,
she saw she had one hymn of another
kind. That being npxnt her rale, she
concladed to sell it s} onee, and knosked
st the door of the ﬁn‘nﬂaw kitohen, where
M , with great drops of persjiratioo
rolling am her comely face,was grumbling
swvey with ber dish-wasking

morniog ! Bapn you're well,”
nidm
"' ;“iﬂlh h 1
s L L) n 1 want fo
sell you hlnm”}ln’!ﬁu&. on.

Itie about & wicked girl nswmei Poll

“.1 don't care for hym »,” said ) uciu
“1 feel ioo #ad,” she the story of
Doro sad her father,

“ Oh, you'll like this. It tella how Polly

dnoced sod sung, and woulde't tnrn to the
Lord. Bhe she'd tarn when she was
old. Then the Lord sest Desth for he:r,

and it was 00 late.  Says wicked Polly—
“Too late | ' I believe that is true.  Dow't
ou T 1t stands 1o reason it would be 107
date it wicked Polly woulds’t tara when
she bad & chaser ; and when Boath got
ber it wust be 100 lata, Ob, there's &
whole heap like that, aad the Lord's not to
. Don't he say be stretohes ont his
b
folk?
Dos"t be tell you be rises up

My sod oalle? ™

* 1 see you are & religions woman,” mid
mn "lhhnl‘(huﬂh-y." \!l
g*t soy satistaction in

y
but | start the day so riled along of -l
‘(l-d 10 wothing. He's n> more

bumanity « the demanding 10 bave »
shirt edht ywashed u‘ phlbtd
Baod his coffee jng hot asd strong as

Iye ot eleven o'clock, and me over the fire
makisg toast for him! Asd Doro, she
insists be must have it all, beosuse bhe is
ber father. Now, I doa’t hold by fathers
who dou’: sot a father’s part, anJ he doa’t
thank the little soul for it. If there's any
thing lacking in the stiffoess, or the
strongoess, or five minutes late, or & burnt
bit on the toas’, he says she don’t supersede
the house worth saything. Bnpuuda.
indeed ! I don’t wani sny saperseding. I'd
supersede bix out of lb-plm if T had my
way. There ghe comes now.

Singiog slong the hall, the flate-like
voice :—

“ 41 feel like
All the time like singing.

D.ro was a cheerful little creature if she
had say chauce.

“1 don’t see what you fiad to sirg
sbout,” said Maggie, with refr shing
frankness. “I don’t feel like it, I tell you.”

“ No, Maggie, my dear; you feel like
grumbliog all the time, and it don’t pay.
Tt takes twice as much out of you as sing-
ing. Who is this?”

“I'm the attic.”
“ Here’s a hymn [ bought of her,” said

ing all the time,

Maggie.
“ Toavs right. We must live and let
live— she by hymne and I by wax. I'm in
luck, Maggie; I met my Sundsy-school
teacher, sud sbe 80 much likei the ‘Babes
in the Wood’ that she sold for me, that she
asked for sou ething for a Imle girl’s birth
day, and T've tacught of ‘Goody Two
Shoes,” I'm to fend it when it’s done, and
she paid me five dollars in advance. That
wust go to you, Maggie; you baven’t had
soything for s long while. Here’s the
marketing. Can Jou make a living out of
hymns, ma'sm

“ Well—more or less, In winter, what
with light sad fuel, and needing more to
eat, I have it pretly close, and I have
fallen back in my rent sometimes, That’s
all paid now, and- I don™t caleulate to fa'l
back any wore. The landlord here is
friendly to me. I've sold hymos to bis
wife, She is & Christisn woman, and that’s
the kind that have soft hearts, you krow.
I get my attic for two dollars & month.”

“Only one room!” eried Llaggi
“Thw's hard, T lived once with rich
people that bad sixteen rooms, sad every |

| one car rmd with Tm\uy carpet aad set
| gp in plaak furnitare.”

“ Aod you liked that fine, ma'am 1"’ 4
** You'd better believe I didn't. It was |
work, work, work, day in and day out
Keeping clean those peis snd all Qhuk
and such = raft of

plash was no fun;
visitors! 1 hated the right of the whole
thing.”

“T'm well off in my attic. I call i.

rlor, bed room, dming»mm. kitchen,
Whm I'm cooking my little mite of food
at the grate, ssys r‘ “Here's my kitchen.’
[ don’t need more than a kitchen when I'm
in the kitchen, do 17 When it is all ready
1 lay & towel ov » table, and set a chair,
snd put out my spread, whatsoever it is,
sand 1 say, ‘Here’s my dining room.’
fouldn't be in more than the dining room
while I'm eming, could [T When I've
done my day’s work, 1 bave a little cquare
of rag carpet, a little foomool a little’
rocking: chair, sod I set them all conveni-
est, sod I fold my bendsin my lap, snd
look at my bymps on the wall ; aad I say,
“Here I sm mm{wht chu,oug -
all T want while I'm there, you tee. When
Folo my bedroom in the
fur corser. There's my bed ; there’s a nail
for my clothes ; there’s a tin basin, a little

“ Dear knows,” ssid Maggie, “ bow dif-
ferent the world does live! 1 hived once to
s very luscious fsmily who did notbing but
eat and drink.  Coffee, tes, chocolate, ail
on the table at once, not to mention milk.
Never sat down fo dinmer without fish,
fow!, rosst mest, o eay nothing of soup
sod side dishes ; all vegetables that were
out of eeason, because then they cost lots
of money,and were suppored to taste prefer-
sble, as green peas in January, snd
radishes and new potatoes in February,and
srawberries all winter, and grapes in
April. As for cakes—no end of them,with
jelties ned pies,”

“ Then you were a made woman, livieg
#0 'well,” enid the hymn-seller, relishingly,
she havisg breakfiusted on bread and

water,

“Made! NotI!1 thought I should die
51 the beat. , cook, cook, night and
dsy! T was sick of the vigbl of food and

wisting.  If there was one thing I hated
more than a turkey it wasa lobster, or
maybe a sslmon trout. I’ve had to throw
away as much spricots, peaches, and Jimes
a8 would run & family, and now we never
caniave & berry or & melon or s tomsto,
till. they are #o plenty in market that they
are cheap. Uear knows, it bard times.”

“Why, we ocan’t have  everything,
evidently,” said the hyn u-seller. “ We
can’t’ have the plenty snd the epjoyment,
I'll gt & bymn made upoa that topic
Miss, what is this you are doing? A cup
of ecfiee forme! and & slice of meat?
Why, Ised, I baven’t had & bite of meat
for a week—~how good it looks! Batdon’t
mb reelf(

® have plenty,” privately

eying th swall amount o{ oold mutton,
desigoed an picoe de resistance for the day.
“Come to think of it, M wh had
better bave our meat fn & E it will o
farther, Whim is v hear'y.

" Yu. but |-n11uuh- lud," objected

!ElhAeMolm'ebmd battered s

little udl hm.: Is looks nice snd
tastes well. A then, Knma. . we
dov’i et sen s break the

in bot weather,
bove and hdl'nt all day lnlal.nd broth
for this old lady to-night, You can put
some of our vegetables in it-—a little sliced
potato snd oarrol — and give ber this
tamalo, t00.”

“ Now I am ret up,” said the attio, “I'Hl
travel round with o good heart. I've got
{wenly osnts in wy pooket. ThbatI gan
savenow, You see, I want tolayupa
lictle for winter, before ocold wesiher sets
in. That's sccording to Beripture. We
are (o taki n-ovwry’w!omv,hlvc
are (o consider the ant that lays up for
winter,”

“That 42 » good old women,” said
Doro, when she west out.

“Oh, it's sasy enough to be
Maggie, “ when yoy bavea hx
yoaro'n udnoon(nph‘m,nb h

no shirts todo; when you're
I R vl S
miod cold. That's not my case.’

The next Bunday evening Jonas aeked
Doro if she would up 1o the attic with
him to visit the E;mnuﬂa “Bhe 1

Painting & Pain!

A NEW PARISTAN ARTIST § CANYAS STORY OF A
“REEUMATIO.”

“Tell we, Mr. W:ght, asked our re
porter of the well-known art connoisseur
of the Everett, New York, “is Ameri~
can art improving in character snd excel-
lence 1"

“Very much so.”

“Do Amenmns much pnron ze fordign
art

“Yee, And as they pay the best prices,
their private zlllenu contain gegs of all
the modern masters.”

“Which. are preferred, wmh of the
modern or sucient masters ?

“The modern. Historical scenes, resl
and ideal land. and decided ch
in ﬂ re are the most popular.”

be lasttime I wae'in Paris 1 picked

up & very strong bit of dnwxng, which

depicted & middle aged man bol. up in

» much bo-cuhnoud chair, his face and
surronn lin intense agony.

“His table with many :phyu
cians’ plhh, sbsndoned bandagee,
used-up blisters. Before him & tub of
steaming water derisively dends its incense
into lm tace, and .the gra‘e fire cheertly
blazes in mockery of bis unbsppinese. His
nurse is & type of dismay.

“I really enjoy looking at thk pncuarz r

“I know how the :ﬂ feele! I
myself was for twelve years m- of in
flsmmatory rheumatism. B IWI.
sod winter perfect tortare for
two or three months, during which I was
often unsble 1o sleep for & woek at & time;
was lormeatad by continuous agoay, and at
ooe time waa totally blind for a fortaight,
the diseass baving settled in ny eyes, I
bad the beet medioal okill, used All the

settled on me then. -mmr
mnobopto{mory T'had faith in
myself, howevér™
“Well, how did it work "’
“Thé rheamatism was in m
vearly all uhn,ennl by u

o ig
of the

onse,

inactivity of the tor -1, hod, mever
bad any pain in M wenty bottles of
u;:‘l wale “’:'.dbf'""L compm
wy blood, never have en,
pun
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25 CENTS.,
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Mnd- in Blnpud Amhn.o--;
recommendation, used it for general debil:
ty, malaria, rhvu-uﬂm etc,, nad I have
vever heard an umwry reporl from
lhtn."
Mr. Wight has a persoval scquaintance
with tbo'bn lovers of Earope sod
Amerios, th gives mhy

such a brisk, . bright,
creature,” he exphm.d, ey ud{ got a little
mmuulu her talk.” They MWlm-

lb"d
u“.th.hr ﬁn,lr 'l(ht.lhtlhu

to keep him onto( ischi

lwn the attic sitting in Irer?r 1
dormer-window was o ible lay <
the sill, she leaned Eok in _her splint
cbair, and took her reat on nuu-uug day.
She was very glai o see her visitors.
Whim bad the stool, the cobbler the box,
Doro the other

“Well now, I take this friendly,” the
attic sail. “ And this pretty boy,too!
must choose him out & bymn tocheer him
up. Here’ um the thing, right beside me
—a new one, ‘ The Dying Young Mas,’ [
had great luck with him. I him ont
Friday and sold then and Saturda Gny I
never did #o well before. Praise
whom all blessings flow ! But"l'he Dylug
Young Maa ’ is a besutiful piece. Here’s
the first verse:—

“‘I am but twenty one i
And on my death-] beJ'lle,
A queetion now to me appears,
Aw I prepared to die?’

“That's a very great quéstion, you see.
We ought to all ask it, as we may die lns
day. You, my pretty boy, feel strong an
well. I hope you'll remain o fifty years,
You'll be mone the léss so for being
prepared to go any time that the Lord
sends down marching orders. Here's »
veree for you :—

“ “Ark, and it shall be given you,
Seek while in health, you'll flad.
Knock, sad the door wil Open too,
Or yon‘ll be left behind.

* That is all Scripture. * To~day if you
will hear His voice, b not your
hearts” ¢ Ask sad it shall be given you.'
“To him that knooketh it shall be opened.’
Seriptare is full of promises s the heaven
is of atars. I hope they'll all be falfilled
\\ you, my pretty boy, Now read thet
nmih verse,

Whim,much embarraseed a: thia especial
notice, rlv{' -

Lha
on

“‘Rimember when on me you think,
That you must die like I,
‘8o that you hereby warning take,
And 0 your Saviour fly." "’

“ That's it,” eaid the o'd My, noddin,
her beed, * That'sit. You will do that,
woun't you, sosny 7 Is it you I bear mak-
ing-music of evenings in your room? My
land, I thought en angel right out of
heaven had got locse, the first tie I heard
you! I listen ear your door sometimes.
You doun’t mind that, do you? It lifie me
right up. It seeme to me as if I could hear
my dear husband snd children si
hymoe up on u:e sea of glass, when
hear them toves.”

“Madam,” esid Whim ocourteously,
“you are welcome to come inside wy door
if you like to hear me play. Do ot stand
outside and listen. - I will bring up a good
chair for you there.”

Doto approbatively stroked Whim's
shoulder. Aad Jonas admitted in his
secret heart, “that ron‘ rascal isn't quite
i ?b “I::y = kind, azd T tak:

ear , you're kind, ax .

n lu:l) 'llu'.hndtlyo-‘ﬂlonl the
I sha’n’t mind. Your

-mr-um Tike & chariot of gold. ' It

“1 eermay do, sad I hn confidence
that when the trae Americas ides is settled
upon, oar nlopmt will be both rapid
and excel

, said Btrhy tohis wmymtmhy.

~—REQUIRING—

BOOTS OR SHOES,

OF ANY DESCRIPTION

are invived to examine our stock whish eom-
tatns the most stylish lines of English
Ilﬂm Manufsctarers.

WATERBURY & RISING
94 KING AND 212 UMION STS.

ﬂdht. “you dwin’t

one about whl 1 'nb tdl‘n. you ni,in

before last, did ? That's =

secret? Why, I dﬂ‘l know it wasa nant,’

she replied, kind of w-]ly ¢ Well,
ou tell it? I want to kmow.” *‘Why,

no, I never thought of it since. I dgn’l

know it was a secret.’— Newport (Ky).

Journal.

—He—‘Whats lovely fun you hn Miss
Edith” Sae—* Yes, I like it. My papa
gave it to me. 1t came from Paris ns-
band-painred.” He—*Indeed? And how
nicely it matches your complexion | *

-4 Well, Hv wlul m vol do(ng
nowadsys 1 '—¢ Writi P"
‘ Thankless sortof d: 't h'f Blm
your heart, no. Emytlin‘ I write is
‘ returned with thanks.’

~* Whar'd' yo' git det load er Jumber,
Brler Jimson?’ own ter de Healin
BYm church” ‘Dasso, Brler Jimson?
Why, has tored de buildia’ down ?’
*On, no, sah | Hit's dar yet, but I hearn
Parson B'owhaed say dﬂ(hpt'n was free,
sl rz ap "sriy dis mornin’ au’ went down
dar ac’ tipped up a pa’r of ‘em, an’ fotched
’em erlong.’

—The minister's wife sat on the front
poroh mending the clothes of one of her
numerous y. A neighbor passed
that way in for a friendly chat.
A large work-basket, half-full of buttons,
sal ou the floor of the poroh. Afrer vari-
ous n-muh of agossipy nature, the visitor
said : * You seem (o be well stapplied with
buttons, Mrs. Goodman.” * Yes, verv well,
indeed, ’ ‘ My gracious ! if shere sin’t two
of the same duitons that sy busband bad
on his laet winter suit. I'd know 'em any-
where! ‘Indeed!’ said the minister’s
wife, ealwly, ‘ I'm surpriséd to bear it, as
sll these buttoos were found in the
contribution-box. 1 thought [ might as
well pot thew o some um, to I—whm,
\nw yw.vl w. Xl,h.lunlndedl again

What Florida People l.|v. On.

“What do ou Fiorida peoy le live on in
the ummn "Fu-h " bat in the
winter”? “Ynkx es,” Alas! how inany
northerpers draw their last bremh in
Florids, slain by that fell de-troyer, con
sumption, who would have |:v-d, had they
used at first that marvelous euec. fic for von-
sumption, when not 100 far advanced, Dr
Pieroe’s du‘dn Medical D\nnnry—bumr
thin hypophosphites asd cod licer oil,
becuuse more natritive avd wonic; a'so sn
invalunble liver correcive mnd vlood-
rnbﬂ' clesnsing ‘sway all scrofulons

umors ( which oause consumption), sad
all other iwpurites ot the Do, caring
glanduler swellings, goitre or mei peok,
old sores, asd uleers. Of drugginw,

Don’s hawk, and blow, ud -pi', bat ase
Dr. Sage's Caturrh

WINTER SASHES

Enryom shiould bave them; you save
lnd hnn your house warm by

z-'-ﬁnc i -
DOORS, MOULDIHGB. STAIR
RAIL, BALUSTERS, and
NEWEL
mm- in_steck.

lelng‘ Matching, Drolllna

Wi Tumlng. Vlrlal’ ould-

nnﬂ ing, done in first-
munor Prices to
mt everybody.

A.CHRISTIE W. W, CO,

13 WATERLOO STREET.

HERBERT W. MOORE,

Barrister-at-Law,
SOLICITOR IN EQUITY, CONVEYANGER

eto., eto,
OFVICES:

BoOM !o 1 Pvn«x.lt‘- mm.num, PRINCE
s 87, JOoRN, N, B.

Books=lh |

PRIN TING

-or—
every d.tcnplm n

NEATLY, ~
iPROMPTLY >

=CHEAPLY'
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