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MY NIDNIGHT BURGLAR.

Powers, the chief of police, whom Reach
had introduced to me the day beforé:

“We've got him,” he said, rapidly; ‘“‘he
was going off by the express, so 1. nabbed
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he is called ‘‘/Jesus,” and in other parts of
the Bible he is called ‘“Christ;” but that
there might be no mistake about this
passage, all thrce names come together—

The next three days were hard for me. him. It was the 01)]_\7 way. Here he iS,fOI‘ “The Lord Jesus Christ.”

Luckily I could find excuses for not seeing
much of the Edisons; but it seemcd to me
that I met Devereux at every turn, and he
would be excessively amiable—even calling
several imes at my rooms.

My putience nearly gave way once, and
my piudence, too. He actually had the
audacity to say:

“Your face seemed familiar to me, Mr.
Pearsal, the first time we met; it made me
feel as if you were not a stranger, and I
had so much wanted you to like me. You
know whata powerful reason I have for
desiring your good opinion.” ot

I restrained myself, returning some civil-
1y vague answer; and just then we were 1n-
terrupted, of which 1 was glad enough.
He had not been gone long when I had a

visit from Reach, who was looking so tr1-
umphant that T knew the necessity for de-
lay was over.

“He's bagged. himself neatly,” Reach
said. *“What do you say to this?”

He pulled out of his pocket a bank-note
for £20, showed me the number, then pro-
duced the list I had given him of the stolen
notes, and pointed to the corresponding
figures. 3

*‘He got that changed this morning. 1
was shadowing him; saw him go into Rex:
ford’s, and watched; and here’s the note.’

“It scems very extraordinary that he
should have kept it so long,” 1 said, after
we had talked awhile.

«Not a bit; he hadn’t needed it. .And
the job was done so many months since,
that nothing could seem safer. It’s only
that luck was against him—you and I hap-
pened to cross his track. He’s good for
seven years certain, for your business will
give him honest employment for five.”

There was no help for it; I must act,
painful as it was to be the _instrument of
destoying poor Amy’s illusions. We ar-
ranged our plan before Reach left me, and
I went to bed with a heavy heart; and the
next morning I sent for Mr. Edison, and
told him the whole story. Ao

You can fancy his horror and indig-
nation, his dread of his daughter’ssuffering,
and his thankfulness in having been cir
cumspect, and m:king his wife so. Asyet,
even their intimate frierds only guessed at
the state of affairs between the young peo-

le.

o I told Edison that I had written to Dev-
ereux, asking him to call at eleven, which
he had promised to do, and urged my
friend to receive him as pearly as usual as
his self control could manage.

Presently Mr. Devereux appeared, well
dressed and bandsome as ever, and I saw,
by the light in his eyes, that he jumped at

-sace to the conclusion that he had been
sent for to hear some good news.

«This is an unexpected pleasure—the
meeting you,” he sald, warmly grasping
Edison’s hand, after saluting we,

Edison answered briefly, picked up a
newspaper, and pretended to read; but I
could see it tremble in his flugers. He
was only using the journal as a screen to
Jide his agitation, and his distress render-
ed me indignant esough to want to make
short work with the scamp.

1 opened the drawer, and took out the
parcel, cut the string, and produced the
sketch-bock.

“You were speaking yesterday about
my face looking familiar to you the first
night we met at Mr. Edison’s house,” I
said, abruptly. ‘I had the same impress-
ion in regard to you.”

«How odd ! he rejoined, with his pleasant
Jaugh. I suppose believers in magnetism
would call that a premonition.”

“No,” 1 said, quietly; “we had met
before. 1 have remembered where and
when it was. Who is this, Edison?

I h:ud been turnine the leaves of the book
till I came to the portrait I wanted. Mr.
Edison leaned forward, and looked over
my shoulder.

“Devereux!” he exclaimed.

The young man rose. I moved the
volume so that he could examine the
sketch.

‘Why, I can see the likeness myself,” he
said, wonderingly. ‘““Whois my double,
Mr. Pearsall?”’

¢ There are several names to chose
from,” said I. “But I made the sketch
the morning after I first met you.”

““At Mr. Edison’s house?”

«No, sir; in my house in London,at two
o’clock in the morning on the 5th of last
Februrary,” said [ slowly.

He did nct start; not a muscle quivered,
though Lis color blanched a little as he
glanced from me to Edison. and back.

“Doyou mean you dreamed that?” he
asked, tryinz to laugh, ihough Dby this
time Edison’s countenance ::ust have shown
+him there was trouble aicead; but Reach
had warned me that he had nerves of steel.
« gsuppose there is some joke but I don’t
understand.”

“I thought it a poor joke when I saw
your confederate’s pistol pointed at my
head,” said 1.

“What does this mean,’sir?” he cried,
springing to his feet, his face livid now;
but 1 flt certain more from rage at the
failure of his plan, which had seemed so
pear a successful ending, than fear of the
consequences which discovery muse bring.

“It means,” said I, ‘‘that, on the night I
mention. [ saw you and two other men in
my bedroom. You robbed the safe; your
mask fell off ,and 1 had a good ok at you.
There’s the evidence,” and I pointed 10 the
gketch. ‘‘And, after all, Mr. Devereux—
Hanlon, or whatever your retl name may
be—you did not get the bonds.”

He stood siaring at me, open-mouthed;
his eyes took a strange expression, as if a
sudden film obscured their brightness; he
repeated, half aloud — unconsciously, I
think:

“Did vot get the bonds?”

«QOnly your share oi a paltry hundred-
and-forty pounds; and this note,which you
cha-iged yesterday, makes the chain of my
evidence com ‘lete,” smd 1, holding up the
bank note as I spoke.

He drew himself up to his full height.
The fire flashed into his eyes again, as they
passed me and rested on Edison.

«I don’t know whether this man is drunk
or mad,” he cried; “but even for yoursake,
Mr. Edison, I can’t bear anything more.”

My old friend was absolutely speechless
with wrath at the fellow's audacity; but I
eonfess 1 rather ad mired his pluck.

«What a pity a man like you should be
what you are!” i exclaimed, mvoluntarily.

«“Your age protects you!” he cried, with
a fierce gesture of his clinched hands.  “If
I cha'lenged vou it would do no good; but
if there’s justice in the land—"

«There is, and you're poing to get it at
last, my boy,” interrupted Mr. Reach, ap-
pearing from the inner rtoom. “Come,
come, old chap, put down your fist—the
game’s up; we've ot you safe and sound
this time. You're the smartest cracksman
in Englasd T'm proud, Jack Hanlon, to
be the man to arrest you.”

The criminal did not stir. He stood
staring from one to the otber in silence, his
face white and drawn as that of a corpse.
Only the black eyes lookpd alive; the effect
was 1s if they were blazing at us from a
parchment mask. Just then tbere came a
knock at the door.

“T'li see who it is,” Reach =aid, and

Aurried forward toopenit. There stood

Iand in

Mr. Pearsall to identify.”

In another instant a couple of policemen
entered the room, and between them walk-
ed—well, my first stupid thought was,how
did they gec Devereux, when, a moment
before, I had seen him among us?

But there he stood by the table, and
near the door stood his double; and we all
—ofticers, Edison, and 1—stared, first at
one, then at the other, in dumb astonish-
ment.

Powers was the first to recover himself.
He moved towards Devereux, pushed the
hair back from his forehead, and gave a
rapid glance;then was before the new-comer
performing the same action, which showed
a long scar close under the roots of the
dark locks.

“Well, this beats me!” he exclaimed.
““Mr. Devereux, if my friend Jack} hadn’t
that mark, I'll be jiggered if I could tell
which from ’tother, even now! :
Hanlon gave a low laugh, and said, with
a mocking bow to us all:

-‘Mr. Devereux, I've been taken for you
half-a-dozen times these three days I've
beenhere. I'd seen you in Scotland, was
struck by the similarity of our general ap-
pearance, and heightened it by dressing as
much like you as I possibly could--much
obliged for the use you've been. Come
Powers, don't keep me waiting all day.
Pray excuse my intrusion, Mr. Pearsall—
this time it was unintentional.”

Well,he got seven years’ penal servitude,
and luckily died before he served his time
out. Gregory Devereux forgave me freely.
He could afford to do so, for Edison con-
sented to give him Amy.

They were married within a twelve-
month, and I wasat the wedding. 50 was
Gregory’s uncle, whom I found I had
known very well for a long time.

So that’s all the story. Ends differently
from what you expected, perhaps; well,
glad enough Tam that it does. F. L. B.
-

“THE EARTHQUAKE.”

Dr. Talmage's Discourse Yes-
terday.

St. Paul, Xinn., July 28 —The Rev. T.
De Witt lalmage, D. D., of Brooklyn, N.
Y., preached in this city to-day. His
subject was, ‘‘The Earthquake,” and he
took for his text:—‘Believe on the Lord
Jesus Chirst and thou shalt be saved,”
Acts xvi, 31. The sermon was as follows:
Jails are dark, dull, damp, loathsome
places even DOW; but they were worse in
the apostolic times. I imagine to-day we
are standing in the Philippian aungeon.
Do you not feel the chill? Do you not
hear the groan of those incarcerated ones
who for ten years have not seen the sun
light, and the deep sigh of women who
remember their father’s house and mourn
over their wasted estate? Listen again.
It is the cough of a consumptive, or the
struggle of one in the nightmare of a great
horror. You listen again and hear a
culprit, his chains rattling as he rolls over
in hisdreams, and you say, “God pity the
prisoner.” But there is another sound in
that prison. It is asong of joy and glad-
ness. What a place tc singin! The music
comes winding through the corridors of
the prison, and in all the dark wards the
whisper is he rd:—‘ What’s that? What’s
that?” .

It is the song of Paul and Silas. They
cannot sleep. They have been whipped,
very badly whipped. The long gashes
on their backsare bleeding yet. They lie
flat on the cold ground, their feet fast in
wooden sockets, and of course they cannot
sleep. But they can sing. Jailer, what
are you doing with thesc people? Why
have they been puiin here? Oh,they have
been trying to make the world better. Is
that all? That is all. A pit for Joseph
A lion’s cave for Daniel. A blazing fur-
nace for Shadrach. Clubs for John Wesley.
An anathema for Philip Melancthon. A
dungeon for Paul and Silas. But while we
are standing in the gloom of the Philip-
pian dungeon. and we hear the mingling
voices ot sob and groan and blasphemy
and hallelujah, suddenly an earthquake!
The iron bars of the prison twist, the pil-
lars crack off, the solid musonry begins to
heave and all the doors swing open. The
jailer, feeling himself responsible for these
prisorers, and believing, in his pagan
ignorance, suicideto be honorable—-since
Brutus killed himself, and Cato Kkilled him-
self, and Cassius killed himself —puts his
sword to his own heart, proposing with
one strong, keen thrust to put an end to
his excitement and agitation. But Paul
cries out: “Stop! Stop! Do thyself no
barm. We are all here.” Then I see the
jailer running through the dust and amid
the ruin of that prison, and 1 see him
throwing himself down at the feet of
these prisoners, crying out: *‘What shall
I do? What shall I do? Did Paul
answer: ‘‘Get out of this place before
there is another earthquake; put hand-
cuffs and hopples on these other prisoners,
lest they get away” No word of that
kind. His compact, thrilling, tremendous
answer, answer memorable all through
earth and heaven, was: ‘‘Believe on the
Lord Jesus Christ and thou shall be
saved.” Well, we have all read of the
earthquake in Libson, in Lima, in Aleppo
and in Caraccas, but we live in a latitude
where severe volcanic disturbances are
rare. And yet we have seen fifty earth-
quakes. Here is a man who has been
building up a large fortune. His bid on
the money market was felt in all the cities.
He thinks he has got beyond all annoying
rivalries in trade, and he says to himself,
“Now I am free and safe from all possible
perturbation.” But in 1837, or in 1857,
orin 1873 a national panic strikes the
foundations of the commercial world, and
crash! goes all that magnificent business
establishinent. Here is a man who has
built up a very beautiful home. His
daughters have just come from the semin-
ary with diplomas of graduatior. Hissons
have started in life, honest, temperate and
pure When the evening lights are struck,
there is a happy and unbroken family
circle. But there has been an accident
down at Long Branch. The young man
ventured too far out in the surf. The tele-
graph hurled the terror up to the city. An
earthquake struck under the foundation of
that beautiful home. The piano closed; the
curtains dropped; the lauchter hushed.
Urash! go all those domestic hopes and
prospects and expectations. So, my
friends, we have all felt the shaking down
of some great trouble, and there was a
time when we were as much excited as this
man of the text, and we cried out as he
did, “What shall Ido? What shall T do?”
The same reply that the apostle made to
him is appropriate to us:—‘‘gelieve on the
Lord Jesus Christ aud thou shalt be sav-
ed.)’

There are some documents of so little
importance that you do not care to pat any
more than your last name under them, or
even your initials; but there are some
documents of so great importance that you
write out your full name. So the Saviour
in some parts of the Bible is called ‘‘Lord,”
other parts of the Bible

Now, who is this being that you want
me to trust in and believe in? Men some

times come to me with credentials and

certificates of good character, but I cannot
trust them. There is some dishonesty in
their looks that makes me know I shall be
cbeated if 1 confide in them. You cannot
put your heart’s contidence in a man uniil
you know what stuff he is made of, and
am I unreasonable to-day when I stop to
ask you who this is that you want me
to trust in? No man would tnink of
venturing his life on a vessel going out to
sea that had never been inspected. No,
you must have the certificate hung amid-
ships, telling how many tons it carries,

built it, and all about it. And you can-
not expect me to risk the cargo of my
immortal interests on board any craft til}
ou tell me what it is made of, and where
1t was made and what it is. When, then,
I ask you who this is you want me to trust
in.  You tell me he was a very attractive
person.  Contemporary writers describe
his whole appeatance as being resplendert.
There was ro need for Chrish to tell the
children to come to him. ‘‘Suffer little
children to come unto me,” was not spoken
to the children;it was spokentothe disciples.
The children came readily enough without
any invitation. o sooner did Jesus
appear than the little ones jumped fiom
their mother’s arms, an avalanche of
beauty and love, into his lap. Christ did
not ask John to put his head down to his
bosom; John could not help but put his
head there. I suppose to look at Christ
was to love him. Oh, how attractive his
manner. Why, when they saw Christ
coming along the stree: they ran into their
houses, and they wrapped up their invalids
as quick asthey could, and brough: them
out that he might look a2t them. There was
something soj pleasant, so inviting, so
cheering in everything he did, in his very
look. When these sick ones where brought
out, did he say: ‘“Do not bring me these
sores;do nottrouble me with these leprosies!”
No, no; there was a kind look, there was a
gentle word, there was a healing touch.
Tney could not keep away from him.

In addition to this softness of character,
there was a fiery momentum. How the
kings of the earth turned pale. Here is a
plain man with a few sailors at his back,
coming off the sea of Galilee, going up to
the palace of the Cwesars, making that
palace quake to the foundations, and utter-
ing a woird of mercy and kindness which
throbs through all the earth, and through
all the heavens, and through all ages. O,
he was a loving Christ. But it was not
effeminacy or insipidity jof character; it
was accompanied with majesty, infin-
ite and omnipotent. Lest the world
lsl;()uld not realize his earnestness, this
Christ mounts the cross.

You say:—*If Christ has to die, why
not let him take some deadly potion aud lie
on a couchin some bright and beautiful
home? If He must die, let Him expire
amid all kindly intentions.” No, the
world must hear the hammers on the heads
of the spikes. The world must listen Lo
the death rattle of the sutferer. Theworld
must feel His warm blooddroopingon each
cheek, while it looks up into the face of
his anguish. And so the cross must be
lifted and a hoile is dug on the top of Cal-
vary. It must be dug three feet deep, and
then the cross is laid on the ground, and
the sufferer is stretched upon it, and the
nails are pounded through uerve and mus
cle and bone, through the right hand,
through the left hand, and then they shake
his right hand to see if itis fast, and they
heave up the wood, half a dozen shoulders
under the weight, and they put the end of
the cross in the mouth of the hole, and
they plunge it in,all the weight of his body
coming down for the first time on the
spikes; and while some hold the cross up-
right, others throw in the dirt and trample
it down, and trampie it hard. Oh, plant
that tree well and thoroughly, for it is to
bear fruit, such asno ether treeever bore.
Why did Christ endure it? Hecould bave
taken those rocks and with them crushed
his crucitiers. He could have reached up
and grasped the sword of the omnipotent
God, and with one clean cut have tumbled
them into perdition. But no; he was to
die. He must die.” His life for your life.
In a European city a young man died on
the scaffold for the crime of murder.
Some time after the mother of this young
man was dying, and the priest came in,and
she made coufession to the priest that she
was the n.urderer and not her son; in a
moment of anger she had struck her hus-
band a blow that slew him. The son came
suddenly into the room, and was washing
away the wounds and trying to resu-citate
his father, when some one looked through
the window and saw him, and supposed
him to be the criminal. That young man
died for his own mother. You say:—‘It
was wonderful that he never exposed her.”
But I tell you of a grander thing. Christ,
the Son of God, died not for his mother,
nor for his father, but for his sworn en-
emies. Oh, such a Christ as that-so
loving, so patient, so self sacrificing—can
you not trust him? [ think there are many
under the influence of the spirit of God
who aresaying:—*‘I will trust him if you
will only tell me how;” and the great
question asked by  thousands is
“How?  how?” And while I
answer your question I look up and utter
the prayer which Rowland Hill ¢o often
uttered in the midst of his sermons: —*‘Mas-
ter, help!” How are you to trust Christ?
Just as you trust any one. You trust your
partner in busiuess with importaat things.
If a commercial house gives you a note
payable three months hence, you expect
the pavment of that note at the end of three
months.  Yeu have perfect confidence in
their word and in their ability. Or again,
you go bome expecting there will be food
on the table. You have confidence in that.
Now, I ask you to have the same confi-
dence in the Lord jesus Christ. He says:
“You believe I take away your sing, and
they are all taken away.” ‘“What!” you
say, ‘“‘before I pray any more? Before I
read my Bible any more? Before I cry
over my sins apy more?”’ Yes, this mo-
ment. Believe with all your heart and you
are saved. Why, Christ is only waiting to
get from you what you give scores of peo-
ple every day. What is that? Contidence.
If these people whom you trust day by day
are more worthy than Christ, if they are
more faithful than Christ, if they
have done more than Christ ever did, then
give them the preierence; but if you really
think that Christ is as trustwortby as they
are, then deal with him as fairly. “‘Uh,”
said some one in a light way, “I believe
that Christ was born in Bethlehem, and I
believe that he died on the cross.” Do you
believe it with your head or your heart ? I
wiil illustrate the difference. You are in
your own house. In the morning you
open a newspaper and you read how Capt.
Braveheart on the sea riskefl his life for the
salvation of his passengers. You say,
““What a grand fcllow he must have been !
His family deserve very well of the coun-
try.” ou fold the newspaper and sit
down at the 'Fl)le, and perhaps do not

think of that rpcident again. That is his-
torical faith.

and how long ago it was built, and who |
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But now you are on the sea, and it is
night, and you are asleep, and you are
awakeved by the shriek of ‘ Fire!” You
rush out on deck. You hear amid the
wringing of the hands and the fainting, the
cry, “ No hope! no hope! We are lost!
we are lost I’ The sail puts out its wings
of tire, the ropes make a burning ladder in
the night heavens, the spirit of wrecks
hisses in the wave, and on the hurricane
deck shakes out its banner of smoke and
durkness. ““ Down with the lifeboats !”
cries the captain. ¢ Down with the
lifcboats I’ People rush into them.
The boats are about full. Room only for
one more man. You are standing on the
deck beside the captain. Who shall it be?
You or the captain? The captain says,
“You.” You jump and are saved. He
stands there and dies, Now, you believe
1hat Capt. Braveheart sacriticed himselt tor
his passengers, bu: you believe it with
love, with tears, with hot and long con-
tinued exclamations, with grief at his loss,
and joy at your deliverance. That is sav-
ing falilh. ~in other words, what you be-
lieve with all the heart, and believe 1a re-
gard to yourself. On this hinge turns my
sermon; aye, the salvation of your im-
mortal soul. You often go acrossa bridge
you know pothing about. You do not know
who built the bridge. You do not know
what material it is made of; but you come
to it and walk over it and ask no questions.
And here is an arched bridge blasted from
the *‘Rock of Ages.” And built by the
architect of the whole universe, spanning
the dark gulf between sin and righteous-
ness, and all God asgs you is to walk
across it, and you start, and you come to
it, and you stop, and you go a little way
on and you stop,and you fall back,and you
experiment. You say, ‘“How do I know
that bridge will hold me?” instead of
marching on with firm step, asking
no questions, but feeling that the strength
of the eternal God is under you. Oh, was
there ever a prize proffered so cheap as
pardon and beaven are offered to you ?
For how much ? A milliondollars? Itis
certainly worth more than that. But
cheaper than that you can have it. Ten
thousand doilars? Less than that. Five
thousand dollars? Less than that. One
dollar ? Less than that. One farthing ?
Less than that. ‘¢ Without money
and without; price.” No money to pay.
No journey to take. No penance to suffer.
Only just one decisive action of the soul :
“Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and
thou shalt be saved.” Shall I try to tell
you what it is to be saved ? 1 cannot tell
you. No man, no angel can tell you.
But I can hint at it. For my text brings
me up to this point. ‘“Thou shalt be
saved.” 1t means a happy life here, and a
peaceful death and a blissful eternity. It
is a grand thing to go to sleep at night and
to get up in the morning, and to do busi-
ness all day feeling that all is right between
my heart and God. No accident, no sick-
ness, no persecution, no peril, no sword
can do me any permanent damage. I am
a forgiven child of God, and he is bound to
see me through. The mountains may de-
part,the earth may burn,thelight of the siars
may be blown out by the blast of the judg-
ment hurricane; but life and death, things
present and things to come, are mine, Yea,
further than that--it means a peaceful
death, Mrs. Hemans, Mrs. Sigourney, Dr.
Young, and almost all the poets have said
hanasome things about death. There is
nothing beautitul about it. "When we
stand by the white, and rigid features of
those whom we love, and they give no
answering pressure of the hand and no
kiss of the lip, we qdo not want anybody
poetizing around about us. Death is loath—
someness, and midnight, and the wringing
of the heart until thegtendrils snap and curl
in the torture, unless Christ shall be with
us. I confess to you an infinite fear, a
consuming horror of death, unless Christ
shall ve with me. I would rather go down
into a cave of wild beasts or a jungle of
reptiles than into the grave, unless Christ
coes withme. Will you tell me that I am
to be carried out from my bright home and
put away in the darkness? 1 cannot bear
darkness. At the first coming of the even-
ing [ must have the gas lighted, and the
further on in life 1 get the more I like to
have my friends round about me.

And am I te be put off for thousands of
years in a dark place with no oune to speak
to? When the holidays come and the gifts
are distributed, shall I add no joy to the
““Merry Christmas,” or the ‘“‘Happy New
Year?” Ah, do not point down to the
hole in the gronnd, the grave, and call it a
beautiful place. Unless there be some su-
pernatural illumination I shudder back
from it. My whole nature revolts at it.
But now this glorious lamp is lifted above
the grave, and all the darkness is gone, and
the way is clear. I look into it now with-
out a single shudder. Now my anxiety is
not about death; my anxiety 1s that I may
live aright, for I know that if my life is
consistent when I come to the last hour,
and this voice is silent, and these eyes are
closed, and these hands with which I beg
for your eternal salvation to-day are folded
over the still heart, that then 1 shall only
begin to live. =~ What power is there in
anything to chill me in the last hour if
Christ wraps around me the skirt of
his own garment? What darkness can fall
upon my eyelids then amid the heavenly
daybreak? O Death, I will not fear thee
then. Back to thy cavern of darkness,
thou robber of all the earth. Fly! thou
despoiler of families. With this battle axe
I hew thee in twain from helmet to sandal,
the voice of Christ sounding all over the
earth and through the heavens: ‘O Death,
I will be thy plague. O Grave, I will be
thy destruction.”

To be saved is to wake up in the pres-
ence of Christ. You know when Jesus
was upon earth how happy He made every
house He went into,and when He brings us
‘up to His house in heaven how great shall
be our glee. His voice has more music in
it than i3 to be heard in all the oratorios of
eternity . :

Talk not about banks
etflorescence. Jesus is the chie. bioom of
heaven. We shall see the veuy iace that
beamed sympathy in Bethany, und take
the very hand that dropped its #lood from
the short beam of the cross. Cl, I want
to stand in eternity with Hi:n. Toward
that harbor I steer. Towar! that goal I
run. I shall be satisfied when [ awake in
His likeness.

Oh, broken hearted men and women,
how sweet it will be in that good land te
pour all of your hardships and bereave-
ments and losses into the loving ear of
Christ, and then have him explain why it
was best for you to be widowed, and why
it was best for you to be persecuted, and
why it was best for you to be tired, and
have him point to an elevation proportion-
ate to your disquictude here, saying: -
“You suffered with Me on earth, come u
now and be glorified with Me in heaven ’
Some one went into a house where there
had been a good deal of trouble, and said
to the woman there:—‘‘You seem to be
lonely.” ‘Yes,” she said, ““I am lonely.”
““How many in the family?” *‘Only my-
self.” Have you had any children?” *]
had seven children.” ‘‘Where are they?’
“Gone.” ‘“All gone?” ““All.” “All
dead?” ““AllL” Then she breathed a long
sigh into the loneliness, and said:—‘‘Oh,
sir, I have been a good mother to the
grave.” And so there are hearts here that

dashed with

P | chronic diarrhcea, as 1 have used it for two
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and has done morz ~ood than an
For SPRAINS BRUISES,
TOOTHACHE,

ca s gthe pain | instantly stop.
= “or CONGESTIONS, INNFLAMMATIONS

Pe

known remed
ACKACHE,

ed applications are necessary.

AGUE. 25 Cents a bottle.

KV 400t R LI

DER, NLERVOUS DISEASES,
PECULIAR TO FEMALES,

ments of the Internal Viscera. Pureiy vegetable,

Will be accomplished by takin
FOUL STOMACH, BILIOUS

RADWAY & CO. (Limited),

~ —

» any other external PAIN a few applications

TICA. TAINS IN THE SMALL OF THE BACK

For the Cure of all DISORDERS OF THE STOMACH, LIVER, BOWERLS, KIDNE

RADWAY'S

READY RELIEF FOR

THE MOST CERTAIN AND SAFE

PATIN REMEDY

[n the world, that instantly stops the most excruciating pains
sufferer of Pain, arising from whatever cause: it is truly’tpdlm'

It neve fails t give e&l-(;"t.t
1€ great’

CONQUBEROR OF £AIXN,

AIN IN THE
» rubbed on by hand, act like magie
, RHE

TIVEfor FEVER AND

B Bl A L R O )
R

PILLS.

419 St. James Street, Montreal.

Tegpooy.

S ————

awo  This brand is manufactured

' \l}O'.l cae 1 1est Havana filler. No

gcigar in the market can equal
it for 5¢. Manufacturel by

Opp. City Hall. Richmond St.

m,s ly

SILK SHIR

WE HAVE RECEIVED TO-DAY THE

Fliest Lite of P

EVER SHOWIN IN TH®R CITY.

Neat and Nobby Patternd

For coolness and comfort

PAIN

CHEST OR SIDES, HEADACHRI

UMATISM, NEURALGIA, LUMBAGO!
» more extended, longer continued acd re-

‘ SUMMER COMPLAINTS
A]‘l II\’I‘EBNA‘L PAINS, DTARRH(EA, DYSENTRY, COLIC -
Lin.+ SPELLS, NERVOUSN:SS, SLERPL.ESSNESS are relieved i
taklpg mwar'(hy 20 to 60' drqps in half a tumbler of water.
Taken with RADWAY’S PILLS there isno better CURE or PREVEN
Sold by Druggists.

SPASMS, NAUSEA, FAINT-
ustantly. and quickly cured by

: THE STON YS, BLAD-
HEADACHE. CONSTIPATION. COSTTV EN ESS, COM
PAINS IN THE BACK, DR/ GGING FEELINGS, &0 INDIC 85

TION, BILIOUSNESS, FEVER, INFLAMMATION OF e

OF THE BOWELS, PILES and all derange~-
containing no mercury, mineral or deleterious drugs

DYSPEPSIA.

"RADWAY'S PILLS are a cure for this complaint.

healthy action, restore strength to the stomach and enable it to f
toms of DYSPEPSIA disappear. and with them the liability to cg%rtr(;;?dli?eggg e

PERPFECT DIGESTIOIN

RADWAY'S PILLS. By s ing 3 SPEPS ) >
e ol y so doing 3D YSPEPSIA, HEADACHB

Price 25 Cents per box. Sold by all Druggists.

They tone up tne wternal secretions te
The symp-

TS.
VI

-

these goods have no equal -

Make your selections early before they
ate all gone.

BURNS & BAPTY,

154 Dumndas Street.

N. B.—New lines of Neckwear and Collars.
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are utterly broken down by the
bereavements of life. 1 point you
to-day to the eternal balm of heaven. Are
there any here that I am missing this morn-
ing? Oh, you poor waiting maid! your
heart’s sorrow poured in no human ear,
lonely and sad! how glad you will be
when Christ shall disband all your < rrows
and crown you queen unto God and the
Lamb forever! Aged men and women,
fed by His love and warmed by His grace
for three-score years and ten! will not your
decrepitude change for the leap of a hart
when you come to look fac=to face upon
Him whom bhaving not seen you love?
That will be the Good Shepherd, not out
in the night and watching to keep off the
wolves, but with the lamp reclining on the
sunlit hill. That will be the captain of
our salvation, not amid the roar and crash
and boom of battle, but amid his disband-
ed troops keeping victorious fastivity.
That will be the Bridegrocm of the Church
coming from afar, the bride leaning upon
His arm, while He looks down into her
face, and says:—‘Behold, thou art fair,
my love! Behold, thou art fair!”
S v
Intellectual Women.

*[ do belieye those women,
Who for years and years and years,
Keep polishing their intellects,
To ornament their biers”—
should again call the attention of their sex
to the remedy, especially provided for the
correction of their physical ailments by
Dr. R. V. Pierce, of Buffalo. It is called
“Favorite Prescription.” Wemen of in-
tellect for years and years and years have
used it and pronounced it the best correc-
tive of all ‘‘female weaknesses” that can
be had anywhere. Ask your druggist for
it. Full directions for using. Guarantesd
to give satisfaction or money refunded.

——lp
Mystic Worps.—I can recommend Dr.
Fowler’s Extract of Wild Strawberry for

years and can get nothing else that helps
me like it.—JANE TAYLOR, Mystic, P. Q.
This medicine cures all summer comp:aints.
q

—_—

Syracuse writes:—"For about

Northrop & Lyman’s
Vegetable Discovery & Dyspeptic Cure, I suf-
fered from a complaint very prevalent with our
sex. I was unable’ to walk any distance or
stand on my feet for more than a few minutes
at a time without feeling exhausted, but now I
am thankful to say, I car walk two miles with-
out feeling the least inconvenience.” For
Female Complaints it has no equal.

A lady from 1
seven years before taking

The Loss of the Hair

Isa zreat misfortuce. and the sight of &
bald head should be a waiming 1o you to
take the best possible care f your hair
little of Dr. Dorenwend’s ““Hair Magi
ased occasionally will prevent all chang
of its falling out or turning gray, and v
remove all traces of dandruff. Eve
druggist bas it in stock. Ask for it.
-
A Wonderful Flesh Producer.

This is the title given to Scott’s Emulsion o
Cod Liver Oil by many thousands who have
takenit. It not only gives flesh and strength
by virtue of its own nutritious piorerties, h
creates an appetite for food. Use it, and try yo
weight. Scott’s Emulsion is perfectly palatal
Sold by all Druggists, at 50c. and $1. €0

i

A BaBY IN DANGER.—My baby v
taken very bad with diarrheea, nothing d
any good until I tried Dr. Fowler’s Extra
of Wild Strawberry. I am certain nothin
equals it, and could not do without it
time of summer complaint and diarrheea;
Mgrs. A. L. Buig, Shell River, Man.
_._—.——.—_——__

ExcELs ALt OTHERS.—I used one .%t
of Burdock Blood Bitters for constipatid
and loss of appetite, and it cured e,
W(?ll]d not be without it at six times the-
price, for it excels all others.——WiLLz
WarLroN, Galt, Ont. '
_—_._’,,_

ON THE INCREASE. — S0 increasin
prevalent have scrofulous diseases b

that we call the attention of our reada. 2@
the best _blood purifier and altergg, ‘@
known, viz., Burdock Blood Bitters, whX®
unlocks all clogged secretions and remo

all blood diseases, from a common !
to the worst scrofulous sere.

—_————————

AN OLD FAvorrTE that has been populax
with the people for thirty years is Dr.
Fowler's Extract of Wild Strawberry foy
all varieties of summer complaints of child.
ren or adults. It seldom or ever fails to ¢
cholera morbus, diarrhea and dysentery. gy
—_— -

HeLer WANTED by all who suffer from
dyspepsia, biliousness, sick headache
jaundice, liver complaint, rheumatisny
dropsy, etc. Lose no time in procurin
Burdock Blood Bitters, nature’s regulata
and tonic. It is a prompt and permanengy
cure for all diseases of the blood, liver, *

=~

kidneys, bowels and stomach. S

pimple™§
g
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