MESSENGER AND VISITOR.
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OUT FROM DARKNESS

It was in a tall tenement house, that a
woman lay upon a miserable bed in the
corner of & room, dark, cold and damp.
A young babe wes lying beside her and
the guerdon of motherhood so recently
soquired accounted for the pallid face.

A table and two or three chairs were
grouped about the bed. No comforts,
no tiniest sorap of color or brightness
lightened the dismalness of the place.
Curtaine would have been a superfluity
for every ray of light was precious. The
window panes were dingy, cracked and
adorned with many cobwebs, for this

por creature upon the bed had lor
foen tha eobla, too heastaick 0 keep
up her routine of domestic duties

It was nearing noon now, and the poor
room. was as nearly cheerful as it ever
became, the noon-day sun peering in at
ane comer of the dingy window, throw
ing & ray of light acroes the corner of
the table, but bringing out the litter of
ecrumbs upon it, the soiled plates a

2 incotored with

A man had eaten breakfast there long
hours before, and after doing what he
oould for bis sick wife and the babe,
had gone to his day’s work. Tom Mc
@Glenn was not a bad man at heart
when he could let the drink alone he

soughtful and kind, but with
liquor in, reason, kindness and all better
qualitics went ont, and~he was cross
and brota

Btill she clung t0 bim and suffered

this bitter poverty with him, Every
day his oul was a menace, 1
his comi tread. Every day
he eame home ar but brought
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If you would anly help me tosit up a
bit, Tom. I get 8o tired lying here.
Tom had come home fu an unusually

pleasant temper

id

“He's slept all the morning.” = She
turned her thin face toward the child
with a shade of that loviag tenderness
which happier mothers show their
babes

Bhe could not rejoice in bringing a
life into the world when she -had noth-
ing but misery and want to offer it.

“Thank you, Tom," Wrapping her
in & faded shawl, be had seated her in
the one battered rocker in the room,
drawn close to the window, where she
oould see the plant, now oovered with
bloom

) A
His thoughtfulness touched her, and,
drawing his head down, to his surprise,

she kissed hiim. There was s passicnate
longing in her heart for something
warmer and the cheerless
1ife she leod.
“Eb, Mary, what is {47" he said,
k d sttem d

th an ph at
stroking the bair off her forebead with
hhlmh hand until she looked more
wan wild than before. It had been

| neighbor’s door and told his e

k-‘;‘,\,“ right, my girl; and how is the |

0 since there had been anything
uh:m:ndmml between them that he
shrank from §t. A ery fram the bed
created s woloome diversion. o
{ “There's the litle chap,” he said,
turning quickly.

“Tom, do you suppose the woman
over thers would come in to see me?”
she asked with hesitation, as he brought
her the child.

“ What's your notion o' that, Mary ?
Mrs. Mulrooney Il be in soon.

“ Bat she's 80 coarse, Tom., That one
over there is more like what I was used
. I'm sure she would do me good.”

“Do you want me to go up an’ ask 'ex?”

“If you only would, Tom.”

Hall an bour later he stood at the

Doily Barrows was & small, brown-eyed
woman, one of that kind who enters
into another's life with ch impul-
siveness and makes their n her op-
portnnity,

“Why, yes, of conrse I'll come. Ican
bring my sewing and sit awbile as well
as not.”” She made buttonholes on &
cluss of work demanding the best skill,
and, with the aid of ber widow's pen-
sfon, managed to make & living by it.
With kindly forethought she arranged a
plate of food from her own scanty store,
and with it, covered over with the re-
mains of & fine linen napkin in one
hand, and her sewing in the other, she
soon made her appearance in Mary's
room.

“Seems like I knew you,” said the
sick woman gratelully, as the little
widow sat opposite and talked, cheerful-
ly, hopefully bringing out the bright
side of every thought, and listening
with patient interest to the story of sad-
ness which poor Mary, in her longing
for sympathy, poured out.

“I've watched you so much through
the window. If you only knew how
much good it's done me—just the look-
in’ on.”

“Well, I'm right glad if 't has,” Dolly
replied heartily. “I'il always leave the
curtains up now.”

“1 s'pose you've had your troubles
to0?” Mary'd eyes rested on the faded,
black dress.

“Yes, I've had troubles ; but I've had
A partner in 'em, ér I don’t know how
I could a bore 'em.”

‘A partner *” Mary's yoice had an
inquiring inflection,

“Yes, the Lord Jesus Christ. If He
hadn't taken hold of the heavy end I
don't know how I could have borne
what I have.”

“I used to hear tell 0’ Him when I
was  girl,” Mary replied wearily ; “but
I've mostly lost all track o' Him late
years. Why, ma’am, I hain't been in-
side a church or heerd a sermon in fif
| teen years.” .
“Poor moul |? eried Dolly. “How can
ot bear i7"

“Chusches an’ r'ligion hain’t for such
as me. I'm too low down for that.”

“Ob, no, ne,” exclaimed Dolly eager
ly. “You're just the one as needs ‘em
moat. - Don’t you now know ‘the blesaed
Corist didn’t go to the rich to make
friends, but to the poor, the outcast and
the sick ? It's them that needs Him the
most that He meets half way.”

The little widow brought mote - of
brightneas into the miserable home than
it had known for many a day. Bue
tidied the room, making the most of
the poor material she found to do with,
and when she left, Mary was saugly
twcked up in the newly-made bed with
the baby on her arm, and more of hope
and courage in her poor heart than she

1 known for many a day.

0 kept sober for & remarkably long

80 lovg in fact that even Mary
ed to hope for better things, and to
| ook for bis home coming with unusual

cheerfulness ; and  more of comfort too
crept into the dark room as Tam's earn
! ings came in with regularity. =

Dolly Barrows' first visit was not her
last, and a tin can, in which was a grow-
ing slip off’ the plant Mary bad admired
| 80 much, was upon her diogy window
still. The baby laughed now, bless him.
He bad not learned what a sad, utpeirth
ful world he had come into, and added
his little mite of good-fellowship and
£hyer, and upon the whole Mary’s lot
| wh= brighter

»olly Barrows’ words on that first
Yizithad taken a haunting hold of her
Leart, “You're the very one who needs
it m and a growing sense of a press-
ing need of something beyond the
merely physical, kept hold of her with
3 pertinacity

rainy night, and the
room where Mr. Moc
¢ bis wonderful meetings
men coming in damp and
feet, women ensbrouded in
waterprools, drawn there by . charm
d not resist
front seats durivg the
ande, sat & woman
with & puny babe inher arms. - She hag
waterprood garment to protect her
rom the wet, no tight shoes to keep her
poor feet dry in the slippery streets,
y an-old dingy shawl drawn closely
ucross her breast, on which slept the
babe ; u faded, battered thing upon ber
bead which had once been cul]m‘ a bon-

t
Wher: Me. Moody rose to begin the
o, her eyes were fixed q@pon his

{ face with a hungry, beseeching look
which was & revelation in itself.  Come
ve who are weary and heavy luden, and 1
will give « resf. It was & wonderful
mesange, fitting into her sore need as if

| it had been spoken for herself alone;
and she drank it in eagerl§, joyfully, the
tears streaming.down her faded cheeks
like rain. How weary she- was—how
heavy Iaden, for Tom had been upon
another spree of late, and the dark
home was darker still for its recent light.
My yoke is easy, and My burden is
light. 'The baby upon her breast began
to nestle and to cry, and the poor mother
tried to hush it. Bhe had given it all
the food she could, and it was still un-
satisfied and half-starved, poor little
oreatore, Heads began to turn, and un-
?mplthetlc eyes looked fretfully at the
Hitle disturber ot the meeting, and with
& heavy heart Mary arose. How could
sho leave this rich feast. of hope and
pelc: -gr:d :mt haforehher. yet she
must 0ot stay to anncy others, and with
dlnfpolnkd grief in her hrge sad eyes,
ahe looked up in Mr. Moody's kind Tace

s she tu:
He read”it lﬁhu pitiful longing,
her great need, and called ont cheerily,
Bit down, good mother. TLet the
baby cry if it wantsto. I can talk
jer than it can ory. And now, good

and the first one in all that great

Moody then asked those who wished
become Christians
quiry room.

stepped up to her saying res, fully :

She did not look into his kind face in
the intensity of her great desire, but
placing the child in her arme; she hast-
ened away in glad relief. He was a
stalwart young fellow, a new recrait in
the Lord’s army, burning to do some-
thing for the Master. Could he have
chosen a more unselfish service than
walking up and down those aisles, be-
fore the assembled thousands, with a
orying baby in his arms ?

It was his first experience in numing ;
Christ washed the disciples’ feet once
only during His ministry, but the ser-
vice was glorified by its motive, and
when the pale mother came out, her
face transfigured with the joy of a re-
deemed soul, he was more than repaid.

He looked at her with a warm smile
of sympathy, he bad scarcely glanced at
her face before, and how he started in
surprise, “Mary McGlenp, is it you ?”

Perhaps he might not have i

wanted it—how she the rock,
Christ Jesus, to flee to in her weary life;
bly, she arose with her baby in her
rrand. | arms, and presented herselfl for yer.
Many others arose also, Mr.

to go into the en-
The baby had swakened

as .
hesitated in distress. A tall young man

“ Lt me takethe baby while yougo in.”

Going into Port.

A writer has recently said that
“young men think it hard Iaanching
out, but it is harder far to go into port

"

Aﬂubu.ehulodlbua] life and been
a necessity to help off the world's work,

it is rather hui to take a seat in
the corner and give up to others the de-
tails which we have been actively famil-

iar with for yesrs.

Theold father and mother on the farm
find the work they used to do. so essily
and well has become & tax and care be-

yond their stren, But u;l.do bate
to give u e young wonder
why they 't gracefully givée up their

up

places as managers and them take
the care. They can’t understand why
tather will ko«g “puttering” and mother
getting so tired baking all the forenoon,
when she used to be spry and prompt
and have all such work out of the way by
dinmer-time. They think father and
mother would be glad to give up, and
cannot understand why they are not,
and won't understand it until they are
a8 old as their parents. Age steals up-
on us unawares; we arrive at the con-
clasion that we are old men snd women
rather by powers of, reflection than a
felt fact. Ann Gilbert, on her 80th
birthday, wrote :

“Yes, oighty years: They did not crawl,
i

ov, a8 we fancy, iy —
They kept their pace with Time's footfal,
And alid tn silence by."

Itis not until we find it a felt fact
that “the grasshopper is a burden ” that
we are willing to take the retired cor-
ner. Then the dear old people take the
household goods that have the dearest
associations connected with them and
go gracefully into port—into the two
south rooms of the old farm house—and
let John and Mary carry on the farm.

Father sits down by the window with

d

0g]
her with that old, grey look of trouble
uj her face, but this new experience
of love and peace had brought back a
semblance of her lost youth and beauty.
. Bhe looked up into his face with wild-
ly joyful eyes. “It is Nelson, my own
d)en brother,” she said aloud, nearly
dropping the child in her eagerness to
embrace him.

“Ob, Nell, I am so happy,” sbe
whispered as they stood in the vesti-
bule, “I have found my Lord, I bave
found you, and now 1 am sure He will
help us to rescue poor Tom.” And
bearing the baby, which, rocked in the
brother's arms was sweetly asleep, they
passed out rejoicing into the rainy night.
— Union Signal

.-
Paying Back.

“ Please, mother, call Jessie in; we
want t0 go down to the mill and home
by the race, and we don't want to be
bothered with Jessie.”

Netta Wallace atood st her mother's
open window holding the Jittle two-
year-old by the hand,  Virginia waited
at a little distance.

“But I want to go, too,” sobbed the
little one : “ 1 have walked to the mill
osten and osten, and I want to go, too."”

“Why don't you take her, Netta?
asked her mother, stopping the whirr of
her busy mm-him»w{wrl to settle this
fittle trouble.

“Ob, she is such a bother!” cried
ta, fretfully ; “ahe has to be lifted
over the fenoes and led by the hand, and
ahe is in the way.”

Come here, Virginia," called the
mother, turming away from the machine
and leaning out of the window. “Bit
down there on the grass, all of you, I
want to tell yon a Iittle bit of ' story
but it is a short one and will not keep
you back long

“Thirteen years ago there came into
a oertain house that I know of a wee
little, pink baby. Hhe was & great joy
to everybody in the house, but she was
also & good deal of trouble. She was
washed, and dressed, and fed, and put to
sleep, and nursed, and rocked, and osr
ried around. and nobody ever once com
plained of the trouble. In two yoars
more another little baby came, and then,

full. Then there were two little maids
to be washed, and dressed, and fed, put
to sleep, and nursed, and carried around,
and played with, and sewed for. Sull
nobody theught of complaining or once
called them a trouble.

“When mother and father went to
walk babies went too; theirlittle hands
were held, their little feet lifiel over
rough places, and everything was done
t make them happy.

“As the years went by these two
little maids grew ‘sll, and strong, and
independent, while other little ones
took  their places in the family to be
cared for and helped. Now, if you
bad been those maids, my daughters,
how would you have behaved to the
little ones? Would yon have said,
‘Go away, childrén, and don't bither,
or wouid you bave tried 1o pay back

trouble

Oh, mother,” said Virginia, “were
these little maids named Netta and
Virginia ?”

“It is sirange, but I'think they were,

said mother, smiling.
‘Come, Jess,” interrupted Netta, tak-
ivg this way (0 answer her mother's
question ; “it's time we were off on our
walk.”

And deax little Jessie, who had not
been able to make head or tail ont of the
story, sprang from the grass with  hap-
py bound, clouds all gone, rain deops,
100, and ber sun shining brighitly. —Sun-
day school Advocate.

-

—*“Beauty " may be “only skindeep ;"
but the secret of a beautiful skin is-pure
blood. Those coarse, rough, pimply
complexions may, in most cases, be
rendered soft, smooth, and fair by the
persevering and eystematio use of Ayer's
Barsaparilla. s

pt. Esston, of Clarandon, Char-
lotte Co., said it was & pleasure to him
to recomm Hawker's Tolu as &
rameiiy for coughs and colds. He had
proved its power. in his ‘own case.

iatresses you and annoys others—par-
ticularly fn church-send 12 cents 10
stamps to G.

ges. They give i

of course, the mother had her hands |

some of the care, and love, and-

& ~—If you have a hacking cough that

# chemist, Bt
John, N.B., for a box of ﬂuku":’nm

Keep Minard's Liniment in the house.

his daily 3 tells the dearly-
loved, silver-haired woman i near
him how wicked the world is getting to
be, and how full of evil_it is, and won-
ders what will become of the whole
country. Then he looks out and sees
John and his hired man in the pasture,
and he says : “John dggsn't fodder the
sheep the way [ used to; my way was
better,” and he gets up to take his hat
and go out, but the little woman says:
“Father, you know when we gave up
we gave up entirely, and we said we
would not meddle. Mary's doughnut
fat is burning, but I shan't say & word ;
and there was enough butter left on
top of hex buttermilk this morning to
muka a little pat of butter for dinner,
but I didn’t spesk of it. It would not
have conduced to those things that
make for peace.” 2

The dear old people have gone grace-
fully into port. Every morning the
family come into grandpa’s and grand-
ma's room for family worship. The
grandcbildren come in often with their
broken toys to be mended, or to hear a
story about when grandpa and grandma
were young like themselves. §l is the
best place in the house—that sitting-
room of the dearly-loved grandparents.

“ We are almost through,” the dear
old wife says to the man by whose side
she has walk for half a century.
“ We are on the borders of the better
country, and we will let the younger
on¢s, who are following on alter us,
leazn that * there is more rejoicing here
than in parts more remote from the
kiogdom,' that ‘the air we breathe is
very aweet and pleasant, and that as we
draw near the city we have a better
view thereof

Those rooms become consecrated
ground for the two souls who have
learned through discipline and sorrow
how to trast the Lord, kneel, alone to-
gether in the early morning and at
nightfall to pray for the dear ones
uuder the rool, and for those, alto, who
have gone out from the home to do
life's important and wearing wor

But there are others who are suflering
from the infirmities of age who do not
go gracefully into port. They cannot
bear to give up, and In their efforts to
continue to help on the work they only
binder the younger apd strong ones
in their duties. These dear old souls
will persiat in telling how much better
things were done when they were
able to do them. They do not encour-
age the workers of the present time by
words of commendation and kindly
counapl. T are firritated by the
children's nolse and amazed at the
trivial things that young people are in-
terested in.  They almost persuade
toemselven that wheu they are gone the
werld will sll go to pleces. Toey feel
that the young people ars not thought
ful enovgh of n.Jr comfort, and that
they are not appreciated. They are un
happy themselves and ghey make others
unpAppY.

We are all growing old, and, if we live
long enough, we shall find that becauss
of the inlirmitics of age we cannot do
the work that we are now doing. We
are forming ohnracteristics that 1n the
days of out infirmnities wiil make us an
example which is uplifting and enno
bling to those who care for ue, and to
whom our closing days would be a
biensing ; or we are allowing onrselves
to grow penurious, bitter, selfish and
uncharitable, and will prove a source of
trial to our loved ones. As we grow
older let us lean barder on the Lord ;
let us study His holy Word more, and
ba guidad by it.—~Susar Tenl Perey, in
The Walchman.

.-

“And did you hear the sermon, Mose,
At meeting here to-day 7"

“Yeu, snb, [ hoarde sarmint sah.”
“What did the preacher say 7"

“Hon nes, ses hie, hia tex was dis,
‘A k'lection "Il be took up';
8 'mejitly I retch my hay
An’ out de do’ [ soup”

s A
— What I ean do with my single arm
may te mean fnough; but that is not
the question. The thing to consider is,
what can [ do with God t)> help me?
Aund the difference of the one and the
other is the difference. hetween a man
trying to push a traia of cars up
by his siogle’ puny strength, and the
ssme man on & locomotive with ths
steam np, moving tha whole raass hy a
tura of the wrist.~~Robert Colyer, D. D,

D
~ K. D. C. cleanses the stomach and
sweetens the bresth. Try it!  Free
sample, gnaranter and testimonials sent
10 any address. K. D.C.Company, Lid.
New Glasgow, N. 8, or 127 State street,
Boston, Mues, 2

“Resting.”

“The word is very ap " some
one said, who stood .among the little
group about the woman's casket.

I glanced at the wreath of flowers
upon the casket, and then at the piilow
of moss and :&u carnations that was

the b-ok?ound of moss, and then
T vaipoes the word wasing’ mabwars
“Isu 1] WaySs
& pmpr';m for one who has laid down
I&o’n burden,” another lady said in re-

y.

pl“Yu, in & oertain sense it is; but it is
doubly 0 in the case of Mrs, N—r
You did not know her very well, M.
A, or you would not havesaid that,” the
first lady added, quickly.

“No, not very well; but I have met
her & fow times, and she was always very
busy,” was the acknowledgment.

- Bm{, yes—and always, too. I have
known her for several years, and I never
saw her at any time when she was not
busy. In fact, she was obliged to be.
Just look over her life-work and see what
there was to be done, and then see how

faithful she has been to every demand
upon her time. Tois is the first time I
ever saw & flower in her band;” and

the speaker smiled a little bitterly. She
also looked around in a half-guilty man-
ner, as if she had said something amiss.

Bat all of us, with the single excep-
tion, knew that the woman had spoken
the truth, and we did not cast a reprov-
ing look at her. There may be cases,
even in the presence of the quiet dead,
when plain words are necessary, al-
though it is generally the time when
charity, tenderness and forgetfulness of
wrong-doiog prevail,

“Yes, Mys, N—— has had a good deal
of work to do in order to bring up her
large family of children, and the burden
did not seem any less after she had pre-

ared them fortheactive duties of life,”
ventured to say.

“Did they not try to help her in her
work and make Ker burden & little
easier? " asked the lady who was not
acquainted with Mrs. N—— as we were.

“Oh, yes, they have always been kind
to her in & general way, but lh? had
become so socustomed to see her drudge
for others that they did not seem to look
at the matter in its true light. Since
she began to go down into the valley
of ailence, however, they have been
more thoughtful,” and againjthe speaker
stopped abruptly.

he lady who made the inquiry evi-
dently understood the story, true of so
many weary mothers, and she smiled
as she looked at the pale, wrinkled
face, wreathed with smilax and lilies of
the valley, and said :

“Well o is resting now, and very

peaceful she looks in her casket-bed.”
I looked again at the sweet, oslm
face, and for once 1 detected a glow of
contentment and peace, that had come
over it just as the burden slipped from
her tired hand®. Her face in life had
always worn & pleasant lock, and in
spite of the traces of care resting upon
it was sweet and lovable; but it was
at last touched with Ja fairer light of
peace and rest than earth (can ever
write upon the human features. To be
sure, death had not emoothed out the
lines of care from the woman's face, or
brought back the gleam of gold to the
hair that had prematurely been touched
with the threads of silver, but it did
leave the kiss of everlasting rest upon
the saintly dead, Burely the word
“Resting" was appropriate.

More flowers were brought to grace
the funeral scene, as the children came
from their near and distant homes to
soe the dear mother laid away in the
old cemetery. And as they sent out
their sweet perflume and cast a glow of
beauty sbout the scene, it did really
seem s thongh the dead woman's Jife
had been a fluwery one also. Buat if a
thrill of admiration had ever lifted up
hier soul at the sight of God's beautiful
flowers, ahe had not the time to linger
in their sunlight for one briel moment
for daty was ever before her, leading
her away from all the beautiful things
of the world, %

Tears and {lowers were plentiful until
the tired form was hidden from view
forever, and flowers were planted upon
her quiet resting-place. A white monu-
ment was erected above “Mother,” and
upon it were the words

who thus live and die.—Zion's Hera
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Clifford Rlackman

A Boston Boy’'s Eyesizht
Saved-Perhaps His Lifo

By Hood’s Sarsaparilla~Blood Pol-

soned by, Canker.

1 mothior

& years
and with blood
His eyes
$ Wors inten

Read the followlng from & grate
“ My Hitte boy had Se: A
old, and it Joft him very
poisoucd with cank
0 iuflashed that his sufle
for soven weeks he

Could Not Open His Eyes.
1 took him twiee during that time t Ul Lye
and Ear Infirmary on Charles steeet, but t
remedies Talled to do him the faintest shadow
of good. 1 commenced giving lum Tood's
Sarsaparilla amd it soon emved b, 1 have
vever doubted that ff save.d b sighe, cven
i very s YOu 1my use this tes.
timoninl in nu‘ way yon choose. | am aiways
ready 1o somnd the prut e of

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
because of the wondrr/fnl good It Kl sy son."
Anpig F. BLACKMAN, 2888 Washhizton 8t

Boston, Mass. Get HOOD'S.

HOOD'S PILLS wio liand made, wiud ars per
foet in cumpacition, proportion and appesrance.

This world-renowned Boap stands at the
head of all Laundry and Household Sosp, both
for quality and extent of sales.

10 directions, It does away

with all the old-fashioned drudgery of wash
day. Try it; you won't be disappointed.
BUNLIGHT BOAP has been in use in
Windsor Castle for the past 3 years, and ita
manutacturers have been specially appointed

SOAPMAXERS TO THE
QUEEN

Awarded 11 Gold Modals

HARDING & SMITH, Saint John,

Agents for New Brunswick.

‘At Resr.” /1

This is only one of the many wum%
i
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run ddl{ 5
VE YAEAHU o —Expreas daily at 8.10
»

Freight, Monday, Wed: Friday
a4 13 noon ; . m.
LEAVE ANNAPOLIS—Expross daily t12.65 p. m.
arrive at Yarmouth 4 85 p. m. Passengers and
Thursday and Saturday st 7.50

& m., arrive st
WEYMOUTH—

arrive at A
CONNEXION! &
sor

INTERNATIONAL . 8. C0.
2 TRIPS A WEEK

—— FOR —

BOSTON.

MMENCING FEB. oth,
Company will leave SAINT JOHNX

EVERY MONDAY
and THURSDAY

#7.96 & m. standard, for

astport, Portland and Bosto.

Returning, will leave Boston same days st 8,30
s m., and Portland at 6 p. m,,

Comnections ot Hastport ,with Steamer for 8.
Andrews, Calais and 8t. Btopben.

Proight received dally up 0 5 p. m.

Through firet and second-class tickels can be pur.
chased and Baggage checked through from all Book-
ing stations of all rallways, and on board steames
Ofty of Monticallo betwsen 8t. John, Digby, sod
Also, Preight billed through s em
tremely low rates.

0. B. LARCHLER,
Agont 8t John, N. B,

¥ A, WALDRON,
General Agent,
Bowton.

3. B. COYLE,

and Halifax .40
Expross for Halifax, .. : 1'%
for Sussex, sive o . » 1080

xpross for B1. du Chane, Gusbos,
Ohloago 1.8
A Parlor Car runs each way on sx; traine
Bt John st 7.00 o'el ok and M 7.00

John for Quebee

TRAINS WILL ARRIYR AT §T. JOHN—

Bxproas from Suseex, s o
Rxpress from Ohicago, ‘Monirsal, Guobes
)

Halifax, Pictou & Campballton,

D. POTTINGER,
Chief Superintendent

Wesrn o v,
WINTER &H-ENGEHEHTA

and after Thursday, 5th January, 1893, traine

unday exovpted) as follows
=
" meive b AaegUe o

‘armouth at 13.408. m.

} . mﬂ%

the Steamers of thiy

for Eastport and

Managor Portland.

b "R SEE
Intergolonial Railway.
NTER ARRANGEMENT. 1893

ND AFTEE MONDAY, 17th October, 1808,
he Traiva of this Rail
iday sxcepted) as follows
TRAINS WILL LEAVE 8T, JOHN--

Expross for Oampbellion, Tugwash, Pictou

y will ren Dally

§ onrs al Mancton et

8.2
tavevine MNOD
Moncion. = 10.38
9.00

20.50

hted by electricity,
e Tocemetive. -

TH,

49 o Yur ket (o,

Out of our paln and straggle,
Up from our grief and dole,
We are swift 10 ory to the Healer
Por the touch that makes s whole .}
Swift with our passionate pleading
Wor the heip of the King Divine,
(Ome ook of whase face can lighten
Al trouhle of yours snd mine.

Alnsl we nre uot w0 ready,
In the day of our Jay and crows,
'With the palma and the (ragrant incense
Latd ot His altar down
And how 18 must grieve the Master
That His owa are 90 slow o praiss,
In the fiush of their peace and gladness,
The goodness which brims the days.
Lord, fur Thy waves of blessing,
Lord, for Thy breesss of balm,
¥or our hopes, our work and our wages,
‘And the bliss of our household’s calm
For the gold of our garnered harvests,}
Por our ships that ars salling the sea,
For the human loves that sublime us,
Oh! whom can we thank but Thee?

Forgive that we weep like children,
And the shadow that comes for a nigh

And are heedlons again like children,
‘When gladnes returns with the light

And still let us walk in the sunshine,
And ot in the gloom of Thy frown.

Oh 1 1t us, Lord, to the summits,
Whereon we may dwell with Thee!
Oh! teach us how we may worship
The Saviour who seta us free
That 0, in our ey and triumph,
As aye in our grief and dole,
Womay go in our love to the Healer,
The touch of whose hand makes whe
— ManGauwr B. Sax
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after death had th
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The Homely Girl
are & many pe
ke, s, th
even ever imagine, w
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