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WHATEVER COMES.
BY HARRIET MCEWEN KIMBALL,

How dread at times the future seems !
What griefs and struggles may it bring!
Like children frightened from their
dreams
To the dear present how we cling!

The present has its pain, we own
No hour, indeed, from pain is {ree.
But O, the possible unknown
Before the end of earth shall be!

The visitations of disease,
‘The sore dependence and unrest,
‘The loneliness more soré than these,
Unpillowed by one kindred breast !

Jesus, my Refuge, day by day
Increase in me Thy gifts of grace,
O suffer naught to tear away
Those gifts before 1 see Thy face !

‘Whatever comes, if | but keep
My faith, O blessed Lord, in Thee,
Some consolations | must reap
However great my woes may be.

Whatever comes, if hope arise,
Eternal bope, my guiding star.
And I can lift to that my eyes,
I sball not (eel that Thou art far.

Whatever comes, if love but burn,
The love of Ttbe, within my heatt
To Thee for solace | shall turn
And find my all in what Thou art.

Bat, O, if doubt should ever come,
Or if despair should make me blind ;
Or banished love should lesve me dumb,
Dead, deasd in heart and wrecked in
mind ;

Rave me, ©) save me in that hou?,
My last and greatest sin forgive.
Save me {rom self that hath the power
To kill when Thou would'st have me
live.

No agonies of life or death

That wring the soul with bitter cost
Could match the agony of faith

And hope ard love forever lost

Chris Harding's Thanksglving

ruption.
% RAN ML

To have to play for the Thanksgiving
service that morning, was certainly an
interruption to Chris Harding's plans,
no effort to view it

and she made o any
other light

With only Aunt Janetzsnd [ nole A
bert, and lame cousin Willia to dinner
there would 0 little fuss. Good old
black Jane could “easily propare all of
the feast with some help from motber,

and there woold bave been no need of

Chris in kitohen or dining roon Free
from everyone, she might bave had &
few hours at lsst for Sehubert and that
Symphony thet tingled her finger tips
with its hidder meaning, but eluded hor
fiv gor tips” mastery, just for want of &
few hours] to devote to |t alone And us

hindered. For & week she bad planne

on this morning, snd instead 10 have to
g0 to the musty little church, to play
the squeaky organ! and listen to the
squeaky voices singing® the nassl old

tunes in which ahe herselfl never
vecause her own voice hind boen ¢
ted far above all such music

Very impatiently coiling the soft gold
bair, which, despite its unkind - twist,
could not look aught but a pitture, as it
fell around the sweet face it aureoled,
Chris donned hatand gloves, and started
out the big front doors, and down the
long walk to the street

In one way or another, it seemed
everything and ewwboi,‘ for the
month hun conspired to cheat
I | the rebe

ned

ultiva

bl .,rk this morning as she wnh\m to the
little church.

This winter at home wa.
0 very much worse even than
dreaded. For five years now,

n away at schoo ug gay, happy
girls, the last year as teacher o! them,
f pupil. The short weeks of

mstead of
the summer yacation had been spent at
home, but gay visitors came with her

and re she returned. Phil,
the goo: rother, had been with
them to d the quietness of the home
life, which was its wonted tone when she

was absent, bad never touched her. The
sweet mother, sad ever since the father
sudden death, glad of the merry voices
and faces on the silent stairs and in the
lonely rooms, made merry herself as she
could, and neveér once spoke of the lone
liness that would wrap herself and the
house when they were gone. “The dear

child does love company 80" she said
to hers “and is clever at he
musio Why should | deny her and
keep her with me S0 Chris never
saw, because she was never told, and
because her own eyes were Lolden with
all the gaieties of young fresh life

But some one’s eyes were open, if hers

were not, and this sumie t very
firstawoek of vaoation, the good, wise
Phil bad ssid Upposs you stay honye
altogéther this yea h Mother
needs you, and I'll be home myself after
Christmas, and you koow | rathe ke
to bave you aroand
sy home this yea ol .
Whay, Phil Harding suppose y
know |'¥e besn planning for two yosrs
back to go w0 Berlio this autinn, sed
ve only been waiting for & good ehane
w0 ask you specially shou .
my mus, you koow, sod ['ve bes
counting wosls, and with my own iw
. hundred, it w ot be wo very muck
more than you pay for me every yesr at
school, Miss Sternes is going, and ou
pdging house is eogaged..why, P'bil
can's thiok of mot going.‘s whole year
for jist my musié, a whole year in Ber
U've dresmed of it till | am
You'll not get much ‘musio med’ in

Berlin, sis,” said Phil, trying to get time
to think lm- he was !wl 10 answer this
strong, impulsive spirit. “War, beer, or
thé Kaiser, is all they talk about in Ber
lin ; subsoribe to one or the other, or be |
nobody.'

But Chris was not to be put off. She |
knew Phil pretty well, and she saw a
look in the honest blue eyes that was far
apart from the jesting. “Phil, do you
mean it,” she said, that [ mlly must
not go? Isit tboul. the money? Can’t
you spare it, dear? I thought the ships
did so well this year.”

“It is more than the money mother
and 1 can’t spare,” said Phil, “it is your-
sell.”

Chris's eyes turned away from the

Inter- |

flin deed and in truth
through her Christian duties these past |

going Yo be |

sternly lovipg gaze of the brother who
had been to her both father dnd brother
for 50 many years, and granted before
this her every wish,

[t is mostly for the mother, Chris,”
he ssid. “You seeshe is not - very well
lately ; you do not see perhaps, because
you are not here, and I have been blind
inyself or I would never have allowed
you away last: yesr. Don’t you think,
dear, you could stay home and still kup
up your music, and brighten ns all up
around the old housds, a sort of better
half to us both, you know, and just for-
get about Berlin? You couid have
regular hours for practice, and we'll like
the noise around us. Is the home such
a dreary place, dear? Haven't [ put
anything bright or beautiful in it that it
should seem to you such a prison? Per
haps [ baven’t understood—"

But Chris put up her hands over his
lips, “ Hush,” she cried, “don't say any
more, let me have tonight to think
aboat it. It is such & new thought, Phil,
#0 very new, and [ have pever once
dreamed someway that [ could not go,
only don’t talk about ‘regular hours’ and
‘keeping it up,’ and that sort of thing, at
home. You don't know, of course, but
it is an impossible thing—just don’t say
any more, and if | say nothing about
Berlin to-morrow, you will know | bave
decided to give it up. But don’t talk
about it to me, Phil, I won't want it
mentioned. O Phil, how can [!”

There never was any 'moré talk about
it. The conversation next morning was
far from Berlin, and though Chris's face
was a little whiter than usual and the
sweetlips a little straived, Phil's own
nature comprehended her answer, and
respected her wish as to thé silence. He
hoped it might not be so bad as she
dreaded. And all through the Rummer
it was not, Visitors filled the big house,
snd parties and picnics filled the days,
and except that it lent an undert®ne to
all the gaiety, Chris herselt hardly felt it |
keenly

It was when the school,time came
jround that the first sharpoess came.
When the others returned

| Sternes needed to be answered, then
came -the struggle ; then it began to
| grow bitter. And when the quistness of
sutumn seitled down upon the little
| village it seemed intolerable to think of |
| the others in Berlin, and she in that dull
| place, playing in the musty little chureh
going 10 sewing society, receiving and
returning oalls sbe oared wothing aboat,
and finding so many demands vpon her
timse that there were no hours st all for

Sobubert. Even Phil had bessi away |
for months, snd woald Tikely be for as |
many more. To bave bsen lst slons
and guiet would not have been so bad

but to be kept busy over tiings she bad

B0 desiri 6 do was whist chafed hor
-ym.f;«h,r-,m the wound of dis
appointment

And now it was late miber, and
whe might bave been tw potdis (6. e
i A this flled ber  heart and
thoughts as she walked down the narrow
street anid entered the chureh

The people were already gaihered
snd_she wyde ber way okly 10 tha
organ. 1t is not even s minister whe
can say anything worth hesting, probab
Iy, she mid 0 horaall se & strange
preacher. qaietly resd the opening
hymn “Why need we have an ex

change so often

Obris was & Christian, « faithful one in
ber way, and in ber desire. [t wan be
onuse she was & Christian that she bad
| abided by Phil's suggestion. This had
been her impelling forcegn the decision,
but it someway had not’been a sustain
ing force ; and in word and
had she

few months.
All through the reading of the lesson

| her own thoughts were an undertone,
| and only conscious that the new msn's
oice was musical, she heard with deaf
rs the Psalm of I'banksgiving and the
prayer that followed. Then came the
second hymn, and the silver offering,
m,d the preacher rose to pr

ach
’hris settled back against the hard |

sr‘M her eyes out of the
thoughts in Berlin, her he;
to all the spirit of the scene.

“I have chosen no text, no one verse
to speak upon,” said the preacher, as he
leaned quietly on the desk before him
and looked down upon the listening peo
ple. “You canfind my sermon in Luke,
anywhere from the first to the twelfth
verse of the fifth chapter. And if I were
to name my sermon, the sermon these
verses tnum‘ me, [ would call it ‘Inter-
ruptions.’

Chris looked suddénly up at the word |

“IHer very own lhoughb\
Interruptions I” said the ach
Do you have them any of you her

Does any. one live without them ? Listen
to the story of that long ago; think of
those men, fishermen, fishing all night

their families at home, perliaps famish
ing snd waiting their return, fishing all
night and no fish! Day came, aud still
they toiled, preparing their pets that.

they might again go out into the deep
Aond while they worked the mullivude
oame upon them. Do you think they

fid not koow why such & multitude had
gatherod 7 Yes, indead, they
they bhad beard of the Christ, of ti®
Nusarene who wrought the oures of air

knew

and slokness.  Bat they had no time 1o
follow Him, and they kept on with their
work

Av they ‘washed their e the
Mastor, the loader of the multitude, cxme
down o theay, and enter nt thely
boat and daked them to push a lLtde
way out from the land that, | ght
spoak to the people

To horrow thelr bost now Tust
now, when they needed it so, 1o loan it 7
Don't you supposs they hesitated tg

lend 1o & stranger, to this man they knew |

#0 little of, for how long even, He did
not say 7 When they were famisted and
weary, 1o leave their nets and give up
their boat to Him, wouldn't youoall n an
interruption ? l)oyau have them ? I do.
* Last sutumn, when | was wenk with
| long work; and Saturday came upon me
| before I could prepare a sermon for my
| hungry poor I had gone ‘'into my
| study osed the door, fretting that
1 bad 80 little time to prepare it, weary
with my weakness, impatient of my
previous delays; and an mmrnptxon
came, & visitor, an old man of the fail
g:y, bowed, feeble. He had given al
the peopl e b pmml the -s:’ le
e people o8]
people of the forest ; and his visit to me
was 10 ask me to drive him ovarlmf
and long road to see some of his fl

to the old |
| happy life, when the letters from Mise|

in tongue, not |
gon'e |

¥
If I went, I could not return until late
at night. There was my boat to losn. I
hesitated, but, thank God, not long, and
[ drove Him or his way.

“You have such interruptiong, all of
you. Your unbidden callers, angels un
awares, perhaps. Your unexpected visi-
tors when you are busy; who bore you,
doubtless, but who need you, else they
would never have been sent; or you
need them, perhaps. [ believe they are
all sent. Don't you suppose Christ
khew, when He borrowed the boat, that
the men needed the interruption ? They
bad heard of His coming, of His healing
at ‘even when the sun waz low,’ of the
blind, the deaf, the lame, the devils cast
out, of His love, and yet they had not
sought Him or left théir nets to follow
Him ; and'so He tried them, and while
they lent their' boat He spake unto
them. Who can say what they heard in
that waiting time? When He bad done
speaking, they ‘left all and followed
Him.”" Think of it, all the words that
were never put down. Can't you hear
them? I can.

“That good gray head of the man |
drove over the lonely, rough road is
resting now ; but while [ live, will [ ever
forget the lessons that I learned as I
drove him? He so valiant, so strong of
spirit, his long, weary life behind him,
and I but just begun, and impatient, and
weak, and fretting. Oh ! I heard in that
wumng, in that still and lonely drive, in
that interruption, what I would never
have learned in my study or at my
books. Dou’t you suppose Christ knew
I needed it? Does He not always know?
Can He be God and not knaw ?

“There are s0 many boats you can
lend. Yourselves, your talemts, your
hands, your feet, your voices, lend them
all; lend them freely and wait. Think
what you will learn as you wait. Listen
for the voice of Christ in the waiting;
| listen and heed.”
| When he began the next head of his
| sermon Chris had dropped her eyes. She
| was thinking, back to her morning mood,
| back through the month of her im
patienoce, back through all the summer,
through all the past five yéars. Her ears
were no longer bolden. What had she
| said that very morning? “that it Uncle

Albart and Aunt Janet wanted to hear

the ‘Old Oaken Bucket' and the ‘Battle
of Waterloo' played, they must under
| stand, onoe for all, that she wasabove |
| such musico. If Phil could not learn to
appreciste good music, he must go with |
out any. If the ohoir would not learn |
| wuthems, then she was dome playing |
tuties for them.  If whe was never going |
10 Garmany, or snywhere, why, what was |
the use of keaping up her musio ; she
might as weil woulder with the rest of
the village folks

Not erossly, you underetand, had she
said them, but proudly snd martyr ke
How these and countiess other sayings

rushed back (o her now “he oould not
heat the rest of the sermon for the ac
cusing voioes | and the preacher wes
presching his closing sentence when st
ol last looked uy %

“do | have preached unto you these

(nberrup tons foras Thankagiving sermon
Iam e stranger 10 you. | go my way
snd may never apesk o you
Shis oarth. . Perbaps it 4o umt.ﬁ.: o |
giving sermon, afier all. Y ou may Joarm |
10 be Ahankial for isterruptions, u|‘
| have been | if 5o, then | hive not presch
Lod invain, Do wot think of the ;rou!
| draught of fishes you will get for pay, | |

imiplore you that; but listen! lend
wait, and listen, and when you have |
| heard,; laave all and follow Him

| As Chris walked down the aisle, paus
ing once to' look back at the stranger i
minister, and wishing she dared go to!

bim and tell him into  what  fallow |

ground “the seod” had fallen, she

| came upen Phil. "
He smiled at her sudden start. “Yes,

I know you did not see me in church.

I'sat down here by the door. Justcame

into town, some confounded hiteh in

the ship a fortnight, and so I ran up
home. Can't stop to walk up with you
now, but I'll be there in time'to bone the
turkey—good-bye ;" and he was oft
around a corner, and Chris was once
more left alone with her thoughts.

| Uncle Albert and Aunt Jane were
| bome before her, and ‘lame Willie stood
in the door as she came up the walk.

“Well,” said Aunt Janet, *he's a mar
ried man whoever he is, or he never
could have told us so true as he did about
folks coming in upon you just when you
badn’t much dinuner cooked—it's & new
thought about them - being angels,
| though.”

“Itv was a good sermon right through,”
said ' Uncle Albert. “I’'m glad that 1
| béard it, he's a coon to wedge a truth
1r ight home. But who could have told

|
|
'l the works has delayed the finishing of
|

? | him that Janet here was all in & pet yes

ferday because old Aunt Hetty drove up
and stopped her from going to sewing
circle is more than oan tell
sbout me fretting all the week because
tois lame knee hindersd me getting my
winter fruit off, fretting so loud that
thiere was never a ghost of a chanoe to
hear anything tboat might have been said

| you see, and hearing it set me thinking |

| heoard And bis

to me in the “interruption.” Why, since
[ began to lusten: this morning, 1've|
Board a fow things [ wouldn't mise for

doxen berrels of apples, snd yot |
was a ‘lollowing' before
Chris did not tell them her thoughts
seh bad beard according to his need
No one seomed 10 know how the day
passed 80 quiskly

thoughit

"1 have wad & good fill of musle,’ said
Aunt Janet, s she ted her bonnet
strings, “l always hoard ( hris bad & gifs |
for it, but someway | never belioved she

il wuch at it Why, I'll onrry that |
old  Oaken Bucket trylede dedum

around with me all day to morrow, snd
ahurn by it, and sweap by it.”

“ 1 think 1'll come up some day soon
sod lat you help me pick out those
| national songs on my ither,” id lame
I Will, shyly, as be stood leaning on his
| erutehes, while Chris reached up for his
| overcoat. “It must be jolly to phy ltk-
you do, sod you've such a
voice.” Chris smiled at the w-lln-m
iment.

“0 -bye, Chris,” said Uncle Albert.
“We'll be up often as we can since
you're going to be home this winter. It
makes the house lively to l:no you

about. Good-bye, and oss the
preacher who preached that Thanksgiv
ing sermon.”

When the mother had gone to bed,
Chris came down stairs Phil was
writing letters at. the in the
back parlor. She did not disturb him,

sod is mmmhhehe finished,

and came over

“Toasting your toes, sis?’’ he asked,
88 he drew up anotber easy chair and’
txpped his slippered feet toward the
glowing grate.
answered Chris, “and think.

?’ I waited, and by and by Chris

@ again.

“Tuming over a new leaf isu't any-
thing very knew, [ suppose,” she said,
“or of much use.”

“ No, it's not,” said Phil, “ unless you
put something on it every time; that's
my rule.”

“Yes, I know,” said Chris, a bright
flush on ber white face. “ But I am go
ing to talk to you a little, & very little,
dear—your being at church and hearing
the sermon is a help to me—"

“It was to me,” said Phil.

“Oh, was it ?” she cried,™ then it is
all the easier for me to tell you. You
know I can’t put it out very plainly, but
you always understand my jsgged bits
My musioc is a gift, I suppose, and my
boat, because, il [ wanted to go to Ber.
lin (or any oné thing, it was that 1|
might be so competent in it that I
would no longer be a drain on your
purse. Oh, [ know you ‘are good about
it, but I wanted so to feel that I could
earn my own way, but you see I've had
to lend my boat this year—staying home
md playing in- churéh, and not getting

time to practice—and I haven't been
willing. orse than that, I keep al
ways thinking about when I'll get it
back, s0 I have lent it grudgingly. And,
Phil; I've never once stopped to listen
to what [ might hear; you know those
men what they must bave heard to make
them want to follow Him. I thought [
was ‘following,’ but my ears and heart
have been 80 stopped up with though's
that [ couldn't hear. O, Phl! I dare
not think ahead, [ dsre not plan all I
mean, and want, the lesson 1 heard to
teach me; I'm only just going to keep
still, very still, Phil, and listen. I'm
only begmmng to understand what I've
missed in my deafness, and blindness,
and selfishness.”

Phil understood, but said nothing just
then. After a little while he spoke
“Since we're 'fessing up 1 may as well
tell you—.it was an eye-opener to me, too,
that sermon. The delay I fretted so
about. brought me up here to hear it,

that likely one good reason it came for |
just now was, that [ nould take mother
off on that little jaunt to New York. She
misses father, you know, to take her
about, and I baven't been as thoughtful
as | might. So, asa you are home, she
can got off all right. | guess you and I
have been following, without hearing or
soeing, Intely ; but it will be a thanks

giving day to us, surely, if we've
learned the presobar’s legson — God bless o
him. |
“What shall 1 preach " said the
preacher, as he olossd his study door

upou the world, and read over again the
letior mking bim to B the pul‘nl i Lhat
musty letly obhurch. “How ahall | preach
0 » slrange poop le whose neads | do not
know, and satisly the as they listen
what shall [ preach 1

what shall | sing 1" oried Cud

Hiny
| mou o obd, while %o guarded the stabile

ol night. “How onn | slng ; |, who have
noever laarned Lhe songs ke the others
whase lips and wugue sre dumb w0 the
thoughts of iy heart — what would [ aing 7

“Sing! " still commanded the vision
“aing of the oreation, of the glory of God

{ Ning

The mouk saig.  “Jt
o0 1 " the people
swoet
saored history yet lives
voice—His
Him void
T'ne preschér preached ; and
shall say where his words ended. The
boata loaned, the boats held back frem
loaning, the deaf, the blind, the selfish,
are they only in Chris Hardiog's heart,
or are they the world? Then preach,

s & song from
orind as  they
slliteration of
Twas God in his
Word cannot return unto

bt

who

preacher, yourtield is the world.— World-
Examiner,
-
K. D. C. Co.—Gentlemen : My wife

was a sufferer from Dyspepsia for years,
and could not get anything to relieve
her until a friend persuaded her to try
K.D.C. Theetfect was marvellous, less
than one package cured Her. I believe
you have the genuine article for Dyspep-
sis. To the suftering [ would say, try it
for yourselves and you will be able to
vouch for the truth of what I say.
Yours truly,
App1soy LeCaix.
Conductor Windsur and Annapolis
Railroad.
- .

_ (50t anything you want sharpened,
gents 7 inquired the aged pedlar with
the razor paste. “Yes’' replied the
smart youth at the desk nesr the door.
“You can sharpen our wits if you want
to, old man." “Got tohave something
to work on, gents,” the old man said, as
he looked round the r roomy, shook his
head pityingly and walked aivay.

-

T'he permanent popularity of Bur
dock Blood Bitters is due to the high
mtio of cures it performs
out of ten it is sucoessful

- -

“ Whoso kespeth his mouth and
his tongue keepeth his soul from
trouble,” said the wise o of ancient
days. Aod bere is s modern rendering
of the same trite but always fmportant
truth . * The man who kdeps his mouth
s ver has to ent aoy orow

.-
B D, C, restores the stomach to

healthy action. Send for free sampls to
K. 1 Company, Now Glasgow, N
.-

“How does it happen,” inguired
the stranger, “that all the improve
ments are being wade on this one

streat 7" “lt doesu't happen at all, sir,*
replied the citizen, who was showing him
about the village, majestioally. *This s
the streot | live on. | am president of
the town board, sir.”

-
Minard's Liniment cures Biphtheria.

o -
To rus Duar—A oured of Deaf-
ness and noises in head of 23 years’

standing by s simple remedy, will send a
description of it ¥aus to sn; who
?pl.hl to Niwomowsox 30 Jobn Bt,

The lemenger and Visitor will
be sent to New Subscribers from
now till Jan, 1, 1893; for $1.50.

e L i i
Minard’s Liniment is the Best.

In nine cases |

DONALD KENNEDY
Of Roxbury, Mass., says

Kennedy’s Medical Discovery
cures Horrid Old Sores, Deep
Seated Ulcers of 4() years
standing, Inward Tumors, and
every disease of the skin, ex-
cept TRunder
Cancer that
Price $1.50
Druggist in

Huymor, and

has taken root.
Sold by every
the U. S. and

Canada.

insist upon having the HARTSHORN.
SOLD BY ALL DEALERS,
Fuctory,

‘oronto, Ont.

Alfred A. Taylor, of Margaree Harbor,
says :— One bottle MINARD'S LINIMENT
cured a swelling of the gamble joint and
saved a horse worth $140.

Thos. W Payne. of Bathurst, saved the life

of a valuable horsedhatthe “ Vet."” had given
up, with & few bottles of MINARD'S LINI-
MENT

New
Brunswick
Stamps.

original envelopes. Bome of the prices
N. B slxpence, yellow
N. & slapenos, groen,
N. N on noy l\rnbn

' B one shiifing Ao

X, Xa. EEAHFUT,
1 Gottingen 6, Maliing N. &
[ PR VTNISSI - P——

AND Vintron

JURRIE & HOWARD
Manufacturare of
FURNITURRB
FOR THR TRADR,

AMMERNT, N. &,

Friotos and firiess on appheation.

YOU WANT IT

FEarHAN i

oURIFIES *BLoon

ONLY 350 CTS.

Acadia Miner, N. 8., Sept. 10, 1800,

DR. GATES,~Dear 8ir: I was troubled with
the sick beadache for foorteen years; tried
medical - kill and many preparations I heard
of ‘without receiving mach benefit: -1 then
used your

LIFE of MAN BITTERS

——AND——

Invigorating Syrup,

and one bottle has made a o
bave not been l,roubh«l i the
since. Yours truly,

um. ROBERT KILLAM.

{ me, for 1

| - THE CANADA

SUGAR REFINING CO.

| (Limited), MONTREAL,
| OFFER ¥OR BALE ALl
& :

GRADES OF
~REFINRKI

"(l’." l{b‘ AND
S)'IH'I'

¥ THE WELIL-KNOW

HRAND OF

{ CERTIFICATE OF STRENGTH AND PURTY
Modilanl Facuity, MoGI Ui versity
To the ( uu. nu.u Roflulng u.mp-u;

nrln.'rr‘rdymu '?lfln ANI I.ATI\)‘

S v ok (S BRI SroE
Yours traly
b MTRDWOOD

WY r OOMPA
T THOY. N, Y. B
For Churches. Bohools, eto | also Chimes

and oals, For more than il  cantury
noted for superiority uvor all others,

same. WRy

it is y &6 Rave and

INTERNATIONAL 3.8.G

ZD.A.ILY TRIPS

(Except Sunday.)

OHANGE OF TIME,

SIX TRIPS per WEEK.

COMMENCIWG MOVD.\Y June 220d, 189}
and il Beplember iZth, one of the
Steamers of this Company will leave

ST. JOHN

~pom—
AS FOLLOWS
ST. JOHN, MowpAY, 723 4 m., and EAstrows
Boo n dire
“ 'ruumv a.m., and BASTRORT
at noon, o p e..m.na gonneding
with Bowtos R. B.train,

due in Mn st H ll)l

o WEDNESDAY, 7.25 a.m., nnd EasT-
PORT &t noon, Boston direct.

el THURSDAY, 7.3 &. m., and EAst-
N PORT at noon, Bostos direct.
- FRIDAY. 7.25 & m., and B sTPORT

&t 500n, 10 Portiand, sonneeting
with Boston & Maine R. R
due {u Boston l& L0 &

“  SaTURDAY,735's m., snd Bavr-
PORT at noon, Boston direct.

Through first and second class Tickets ¢

be purchased and Baggage checked through

from all booking stations of all rallways, and

on board stesmer “City of Monticello” be-

tween Bt. John, Digby and Annapolis. Also,

Freight billed through a! e:lreme\y low rates.

C. E. LAECH.
‘Aont Bt Jonh, N. B.
E. A. WALDRON,
Genoral Agent,
Boston. J. B. COYLE
Mauager Portland.

& R TG R
INTERCOLONIAL RATILWAY.

9. Summer Arrangement. ’91,

)N AND AFTER MONDAY, 22nd JUNE,
m ihe 'n-un. of this Railway wil rur
e s follows

‘l'-l- -m I—n nu- Johm,

lllon, 700
+ 1160
l-&(!

Fast expross
Fast l:xpn- for Qn-sbu Montreal -nd

m.m Expross for Halltax,
A parlor oar runs emch wa
trains leaving S8 Jokn s 7.
160 o'clook. ' Pasengers
mireal and Chicago leave
mlnh-. mswl.n and Lake sleeping car
-t
nJ-pn* Owrs are atimohed u)TIHnu!h Night
Kxproas Traine between 51 John-and Hall (a3
Traine will Arvive at Saint Fohn

ol express
o'olook and

Night Bxpress from Halitns (Mondsy
@zcopted)
Pask expross from Ohloago, Mosices
wod Queber, ws
Acodmmodation from Polul @ iv
| Day oxpross from ia
W 0 npress (rom alifns R

The tradn dus 4o areive &8 BL Johs fros
Baki e ok 000 o' ctoek, will aot .
day morning goth A& o'l
| irain from Ohlosge. Mustreal and Quetes
| The bralas of the Interantoninl Ratiwey i
| o a and Quwben are |igldes
187 oity, and b by Mhensm from \ae
| ldonmati ve

All Tralns ate
Time

0 by Basters Siande

D POTTINGER
Ohiet Bupor! ntandew
Hallway Ofios, Mouoton, N
176k Junie, LW

WESTERN COUNTIES RAILWAY

\ | BUMMER ARRANGEMENT.,

( N AND AFTER MONDAY
Weh JULY, W), Tralos will ron ae

follows

LEAVE Yarmouth ~ Expras dally at 4

. My, ATTive ak Annapolis 1 noon. Passen
or wnd llm.n.t Mouday, Wednesday and
"rm.y at 2@ p. m., arrive at Annapoils
or and Froight,

um iny o

Tassday ,
206p. m., arrive

m dally atLBp.
o &l ¥ Armouth At 5 00 p. m.. Pas
senger and Freivht, Taosday, Thirsday and
Baturday at 6.10 4. In.; arrive st Y armouth

. .
L pinouth—Passe» ger and qum
Monday, Wednesday and Friday at 850

a. m., arrive at Y armoutt at 11.15 a.
Connexions—AL- Annapolis wich tratns of

Windsor & Annupolis Rallway. At Digby

daily with Steamer City of Monticello from

and to 8t. John, N B.

At_Yarmouth, with steamers Yarmouth
and Boston for Boston every Tuesday, Wed-
nesday, Friday and Baturday evening; and
from Boston eve y Tuesdny, Wedu nesday,

Friday and Saturday moraing. With Stage
datly (8unday excepted) o and from Barring-
ton, Bhelbuine und Liverpool.

Through tlekets may be Obtatned at 126
Hoilis street, Hallfax, and the piincipal sta-
tionson the Windsor and Annapolis Rallway
and on board Steamer City of Montionilo.

J. BRK !\L L.

YlnnuuLh. N.

BAPTIST BOGK AOOW,

120 GRANVILLE ST., HALIFAX.
BOOKS IN GREAT DEMAND:

The Gre ulfnl Work in the World. By Rev.
T. Plerson.

Tm- Groatest Fight In the World. By Rev
. Bpurgeo:

um of Fulih and the Cost of Character
ung Men. By. Rev. Theodore

l». Cu )
Hope: r.m- Tast ‘rmn.( inthe World. By Rev
. T, Plerson, D. D.
1. Deating
+ Al Preparation for Loarni
Ry Prot: Hy. Dramaond, ¥ ka8, F O
The First Thing in the World; or, the Pri-
macy of Faith. Ry wev A. J. Gordon, D D,
The Momage of luvus to Menof Weslth. A
Toet for the Tlme v, Georse &
ul"lﬂl\ h v, W
Power from on u. Do You Neod It, What
1n 11, Uan You el u' By Rev. B. Fay Mills

Addresses

Hy Prof. Henry Drdmmond.
Ifn\e , the Bupreme W The Uire atest Thin)
the World. My Prot. enry Drammond

l huu- rl’rrloun 20 Cents Bach.

Baptist Young I‘mpht Union of America.
BUPPLIHS

|
|

PR 160,

Qonatttution of Natjonal Or saisetion, e

?muht of Btate ¢ Faat

st olA--clu oaa & unnm m,
- e

Mﬂlﬁ of l‘md U nlnnl. )
vitation O ‘F e

SUBSCRIBE NOW.
OUR NEWEST PAPER

Young Peaple’s Union,

(Formerly Young Peoph &t Work)
For nvubnu nr our

OVEMBER
P

DARE YO

Doubting Thomas md ¢
Behmd \hn others walki

« Tell me now, John, da
One of the minority ?
To be lonely in your the
Never visited nor sough
Shunned with secret shr
Thro' the world esteerme
To be singled out and hi
Pointed at as one unble
Warred against in whis
Lest the children catch
To bear off’ your titles w
Heretic and iofidel ?

1f you Uare, come now s
Fearless, confident and

“ Thomas, do you dare
Of the great majority ?
To be only as the rest,
With heaven's common
To accept in humble p
Truth that shines on e:
Never to be set on high
Where the envious cur:
Never name or fame to
3till outstripped in soul
To be hid, unless to Go
As one grass-blade in tl
Under foot with millior
If you dare, come with
Lost in love's great uni
e
THE HO
Whinis
There is a class of per
by no mesns small,
peculiarity is whining
cause they are poor, or
they have no bealth to
es ; they whine becaus
they whine because i
whine because they ha
other’s prosperity exce
whine because some f!
and they are still livin,
cause they have aches
whine no one can tell 1
liké to say a word to
sons.

First. Stop whining.
this everlasting com
scolding, fault-finding ¢
youare the most delud
that evenlived. Did j
it is a wellsettled prin
and common sense, th:
more exhaustive of ne
almost any other viols
oal law ? and do you ki
is pretty much as yon
it? You can make if
or you may make it «
This life is meant only

—to fit us Tor & highe
of being. Then stop ¢
ting, goon your »

hfoomm Sing the »
ly. Hark! Do you
singing joyoualy its |
hope from bough to b
forest home? [mite

our song of Iife, usk
r»nni, Hing om, t
Dot

You are misorable,

tin, ln wrong relation
sll Gusd's universe, »
alle you. Then stop
5 of life and e
.:L'.« of death !

TuA merry hoart doe
olne | but & broken
bones.”  Live sisaply
ngly, sud by sad by
I:O W hemsoives w
Y ou will gradusily gr
into barmony with b
things, snd the brigh
will shine pleasantly
souls and baptize the
Manford s Magazine

Neatness

Neatness is a good
and if she does not le
young, she never will
deal more neatness |
well than it does tc
passable. Not becau
with, is better lookir
the clothes are of a
80 many colors in
don't expect a boy I
girl. A girl that is n
called a sloven, and
look at her. Her
and her eyes brigh*, |
of dirt on her chee
ends are black with
are not laced or but
apron is dirty, and h
toned, and her skirt
be liked. ° Learn to
you have learned it,
care of itself.— Chris

What 1

An exchange says |
be taught what 10 do
cies which are quit
and then instances :
“A few years ago,
girl fainted and fall
moment the teacher
sitting posture, and
dren crowded aroun
hands snd crying. !
dead ; but in the mi
a young girl of a «
the rescue, by str
scious girl flat upon |
firm volce she said

around her widenex
thrown open, the ool
chest was removed
utes the young girl
‘Who taught. you
promptly ¥’ inquire
quiet was n--lnrml
the nnswer. ..I,uml.

Little 1

Little words are ti
little charities fly fa
est on the wing; litt
est; little hearts are
farms are the best
are the most read, &
dearest loved. And



