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Reading.

THE FRUITS OF A PRAYER.

A Fow Words From a Dylag.Wife Oured
His Unbelief,

A friend, who is mourning the loss of bis
-wife, and to whom in bis deep affliction the
‘mercy of a great consolation has been seat,
wishes us to place his experience o record,
“tin the hope that the mercy shown to him
‘may be extended to others who need it.”

His wife was a great suffs er, and for

* twelve months before her death she never
Jolt her bedroom. Shortly before the end
.came, her husband was attacked by a rbeu-
matic seizure, 80 violent that he had to
take to his bed, and for several days he
could move neither hand nor foot. This
‘was a great trial to him, for his wife lay
dying in the next room, sl he could }not
0 to see her. At last, with great pain
and difficulty, be managed to get out of
bed, and fiading that he could walk a little,
he naturally wished to see his wite; but his
doctor came, and told him he must not gn,
for her life was hanging on a thread; he
would be sure to break down when he saw
her, and the agitation would certainly cause

‘LGet instant death.

This, our friend writes, ‘was hard to
‘bear—to know that my wifs was dying in
‘the nex: room, and I could not go to ber.
1 went to my knees, and prayed with many
words that God would streagthea and sup-
port ber through the Vallev of the Shadow
of Death, and that He woald make the way

| any longer, I think it a great mercy to have

such a place to go to.”

**Have you been long blind P

*“Thirty-eight years, sir.”

You would be glad to have your sight
again "

*‘Indeed I should ; but as that cannot
be. it is of no use to fret about it.”

*Well, I hope yoa bave light in your
soul 1y

+*8ir,” said be, earnestly, ly as 1
should be pleased once more :mm
me, [ would not part with the light I have
within me for the best eyesight in the world.
The ‘Sun of Righteousness’ sbines in upon
my soul. Icannot see my way along the
path that leads to heaven, for I am follow-
iog ‘the Light ot the world,” and so I do
‘not walk in darkness, but have the light
f lite.” ®

Shortly after this we arrived at the old
man's destination ; and, baving seen him
safely m charge ot the porter, I took my
l-ave of him, with a kindly-expressed wish
on his part that we might meet in that eter-
nal home of which he had spoken. But he
left me something to think about.

Happy old man, I thought. Aged, sfflict-
ed, poor, and blind, yet so full of light and
lpem ".:nd'hop: mul:m :h:tu he w:ld :ot
ose them for the t ol eyes, delight-
ed as he would h:’v‘e been on’c? m:hr: to
have enjoyed the light of day.

. Itmust indeed b:uln.rd to endure the
oss of sight, especially where the blessin
bas been enjoyed for many years; but, uhs
bow much worse to be spiritually blind!
In such cases, there is no counterbalancing
comfort. Men may Eoneu and rejoice
in bealth, strength, riches, and all that can

inless for her, sparing her the dreadtul
fight and straggle which so often takes

.., Rlsce. Soon, however, my prayer resolved
"\ jteelt into just these four words : **Strength-

en and support her,” aand that prayer [
.continued to offer up almost incessantly
for two days and nights. Either vocilly
.or in my heatt that prayer was continually
going up to God.

«Early on the morning of my dear wife's
.death she told the nurse she wanted to see
me, and I went in at once. She said to
ane with intense earnestness, *‘I cannot tell
-you how I have been strengthened and sup-
ported, especially during the last two days
Oh! What should I have done without it ?
Praise God for all His mercy and His love
to me, & poor helpless. sinner ! Praise—!"
That was her last word, and in it God's
amessage to me was delivered by her.
*The heart stood still, the labored breathing
.ceased, and with two or three almost im-
percep'ible sighs, without a struggle or a
.groan, her spirit ascended to the presence
of God, and took up there the song ot
praise begun on earth with her dying
‘breath. ;

«QOn the next evening I was walking ‘n
‘the paddock at the back of my house, re-
calling tte two days and nights ot my al.
most incessant prayer—*‘Strengthen and
supporther!” Aund as I lhouﬁht of my
dear wife’s words—*I cannot tell you how
I bave been strengthened and supportel,
especially the last two days,” it secmed as
if a voice spoke within me. ¢ Behold the
-answer to your prayer, sent from the lips
of your dying wife in the very words you
prayed, and with vour eyes you saw her
painless death.” Then flashed to my mind
the scere when Christ showed Himselt to
Thomas and in my hesrt I heard the same
loving Jesus say, *‘Be not faithless, but
believingI"* As I stood breathless, this
word came to me, **Behold, I stand at the
door and knock !” and in swift answer I
.cried, **Lord Jesus, the door of m{ heart
in open. Comein! Comein!” In that
same moment He came in and took posses-
sion. He is there still and I enjoy a peace
that His presence alone can'give.

*For some years I have been offering u
this prayer fo God, *‘Lord Jesus, rev
“Thyself and Thy salvation to my heart as

lainly as it stands revealed to my mind.”
1t now seems to me that my case been
like that of Thomss. He had plenty of
evidence to convince him ; you know what
be said and how Jesus in His aboundi
mercy met his unbelief. Just like me ;
‘have had oceans of evidence of God's love
and mercy, as you know ; and yet, though
1 had almost unbounded faith in my head,
it did not seem to reach my hesrt ; henca
my years-long J»nyer. And just as Christ
in His mercy dealt with Thomas, so also
He bas dealt with ma-—-uyi::g. a8 it were,
the outstretcted hand of the Angel of
iath long exough for me to receive that
ge from God by the lips of my dying
‘wite, and giving me that great after-bless-
:ing of which I have told you.—Melbourne
‘Spectator.’

‘THE LIGHT OF LIFE.
.

@e Walked by Faith Rather Than by
right.

A blind man, sged, sfilicted and poor,
‘was one day standing hesitatingly at a
-crossing in the city road. Coming up at
(h#'me. I guessed what he was waiting
foF, and the following conversation took
iplace:

¢«‘Shall I guide you over this crossing,
friend P”

«If you please,” was the reply ; and then
‘he said, *“I am going to St. Luke’s' work-
‘house, snd I am glad that 1 have not much
ifarther to go.”

*] am goivg in that direction; and, if
-you like, I will lead you to the door.” .

*“Thank you sir, for your kindness. It
-will most likely be the last time I shall
meed & friendly hand in the street.”

“Indeed! How is thatP”

“] am going to the workhouse as an in-
‘mate ; and as I am almost worn out, I shall
'most likely, end my days there.”

«Does this trouble you P"

¢No, sir. I might not have chosen it ;
dut as I cannot earn my own livelihood

g the ey2 and please the senses;
yet they are poor indeed as compared with
this man if they are mot tollowing ‘‘the
Light ot the world.” What is life and all
its smrroundings if the “*Son ot Righteous-
ness” does not shine upon the soul ? What
a noble testimony to the power and bless-
edness of true Christianity was this which
was borns by one whom the world would
esteem poor indeed ! —Exchange.

4 THOUGHVFUL AOT.

Livoola had a Kind Heart for Creatures in
Trouble or Distress.

The following incident ill g the
tend ot heart of Abrabam Lincoln is
related by Mr. Speed: Lincoln had the

tenderest heart for any one in distress,
whetber man, beast or bird. Many of the
gentle and touching sympathies of his
na‘ure, which flowered so frequently and
beaautifully in the humble citizan at home,
fraited in the sunlight of the world when
he had place and power. He carried from
his home on the prairies to Washington the
same gentleness of disposition and kind-
ness of heart.

Six geatlemen, Hemgore, Lincoln,
Biker, Hardin and two others whose
names I do not recall, were riding along a
country road. We were strang along the
road two and two together. We ware pase-
ing through a thicket of wild plum and
apple trees. A violent wind storm bad just
occurred. Lincoln and Hardin were behind.
Thera were two young birds by the rosd-
side too young to fly. They had been blown
from tte nest by the storm. The old bird
was flattering about and wailing as a
mother ever does tor her babes. Lincoln
stopped, hitched his horse, caught the
birds, bunted the nest, and placed them in
it. The rest of us rode on to a creek, and
while our horses were drinking, Hardin
rode up.

“Where is Lincoln ?” atked one.

¢Oh, when Isaw bim last he bad two
Lttle birds in his hand hunting tor their
nest.” :

In an hour perhaps he came. They
laughed at him. He said with emphasis.

¢ Gentlemen, you may laugh, but I
cou.d not bave slept well to-night it I had
not saved those birds. Their cries would
have rung in my ears.”

Be honest with God.

How about your psstor,s salary, asks a
contemporary. Isitall paid? When next
you greet him, let it be with the conscious-
ness that you have not withheld from him
his due. And do what you can to get
delinquents to settle their church acccunts.
The minister has to lay in his winter sup-
plies as well as other people, and cash goes
farther than credit in making good bargains.
Be honest with God’s servant. Do not
pay everybodyelse tefors you pay your
church stipends. Eater God’s house with
& clear i Pay 'y moncy
promptly and without fail.

The one all-dividing line in the universe
is the line tetween truth and falsehood.
God is the God of truth. The devil is the
tather of lies.  No matter what gain is
offered by the devil as a reward of lying,
lying isever and always wrong; and we
ought not to do evil that good may come.
There are, it is true, perplexities and
perils in the line of right-doing; but God
1on that side, and the devil is on the
other. We must do right, thongh the
heavens fall; and, indeed, the God of
truth can keep the heavens from fallin,
better than the devil can.—‘Sunday—
School Times.’

Thoughts by the way.

Cheques that are not signed go into the
waste basket, and prayers that mean roth-
ing never reach heaven.

The kegnote to the religion ot Christ is
unselfishness.

While the disciples were cl ing tor

NOICHES ON THE STICK.

PATERFEX AND HIS TALKS OF

LITERARY PROPLE.

The of Mrs. Maé
Greene—Burss and his Life Work—The
Author of Tom Browa's School Days—A
Splendid Book for Boys.

Exit, the gracious and manly spirit of
Thomas Hughes! We knew and loved him
long ago, and numbered bim among those
with whom it is good to live. He had the
*‘spell o'er hearts”—the power to make
the reader his triend. The boy who reads
+'Tom Brown's School Days,” will never
forget the book, nor lose the personality of
the author. Here is & man who was once
& boy—who never quite leit the boy be.
hind,—but who is not less the man there-
for. Here is a teacher who never makes
you feel the nettls of the pedagogue and
here is a gentle physician whose pall is in
honey. He knew and loved Thomas
Arnold, and that was -*a liberal education”
(the only kind well worth baving). He
painted Ragby School and Rugby School
Days, and put one more book on the im-
morta! shelt where moth and mildew are
slow to find their way. He is adull boY
who feels no glow ot brain or heart, no
quickening in the pulse ot manly life, as
be broods over these pages ; nor can he be
entirely corrupt who reads them all sym-
pathetically. The close of the book is
wisely besutiful. Over a morning mist of
tender grief rises the sun of hope with a
pew promise, bracing heart and sinew, and
out the young knight goes from his chapel
vigil, to be & champion of youth, earnest
as the Summer, but genial as the Spring,
and with golden spurs won in life's glorious
baitle. Raad your *Robinson Crusos”
and your Agabian Nights,” if you will, my
boys, but do not neglect ‘“Tom Brown.”

-

Far enough was he from the perking
conceit of him who must be censor or
nothing, and who never ventures an opinion
without deserving a rebuke for insolence ;
who peers out of the puppet-box of hus
specialism over the *‘wide wide world,” his
shut! np spirit bas really never travelled,
and believes be knows it all. Breadth of
view and generosity of conception ara best
titles to distinction mowadays, when the
spirit of rampant criticism is abroad like a
flood, and the carper is ound standing on
every step doing what he can to unsettle
the world and breed disgust and dissension.
What is one brain among some hundreds ot
millions, that it should suppose itself the
local centre of & universal intelligence.”
What is one spirit, to deify itself, before
any otter consenting soul has suggested
such an elsvation ? These questions might
bave challenged a Bacon or a Dante, and
all the seers and sages whose light the
envious darkness would have pui out. But
their sublime self-conaciousness is not to
be compared with his petty conceit of
opinion who presumes upon & moment’s
notice to judge things ; and most promptly
of all, the thing be knows least about,—it
may bs divinity or philosophy. It is now the
practice to invite lay opinions on sll topics:
in symposiums and social unions, which are
usually givén with wondrous alacrity and
cock-sureness. It it is the lay critic on the
medical or the clerical profession, for
example, you usually get it all with frank-
ness and reserve. The members of one
profession, delight in & chance at those of
the other. In an assembly, at which & good-
ly array of church dignitaries presented a
fair mark to the lay archer, a brisk lawyer
of Chicago declared as follows: It I
were a minister and had the power, I would
have every theological seminary turned in-
to an orphan asylum. I would do away
with all degrees . . . . Your ministers are
the most impracticable people in the world!”
Ghost of Thomas Hnghes! would you not
be put to the blush before so wise a spirit ?
What & pity for the world if this man shall
be constrained to remain a lawyer all his
lifetime ; when, bad he entered the ministry
the scholar might have been ousted and the
orpbaninstalled :

L

Yet shall ono hesitate to render an opin-
ion, for fear he may not express the ul-
timate wisdom on the topic? The least
odium attaches to errors of opinion and of
judg when panied by modesty
in him who entertains them and a con-
sientious desire to arrive at truth. But
humility is the living garment of the spirit.
The moon, divested of her at h is
a visible emblem of the barrenness of soul

which comes with want of that fine sense’

we _term intellectual modesty. It is the
atmosphere in which all just and noble

lifein its exuberance and intensity of action.
Such pieces as *-Toe Curse of Conemangh,”
in this volume.—s0 picturetque and vivid
a8 it 10—is evidence of ber bent, and qual-
ity. Her joy in the multitude of moving
things, and gift to depict them appear in
some of the stanzis entitled—

“Sweet Bells Jangled out of Tune.”
Adows the soft + the
‘Where floweth a river its brown banks between;
Where the willows bend over in love with taelr

shadow
And the rippies laugh lightly in dia pling sheen.
‘There the brown bee doth hover the red lilies over,
And softly doth settle at Iast m their deeps;
Above the broad daisies the butterfly rover
Heasltates, dallies and swings and sleeps.
There the sparrow’s nest sohly the south winds
discover,
And that wonderful sky is the sky of June;
‘The myrtie with bine is blossoming over,
And life and the worid are all in tune,
Oh, the dimpiing and smiling of that flowing river
And ob, the green meadows 50 warm in the sun !
Toe reede, the lush grass>s with joyance a-quiver,
And ob, the swoet :dyl one summer begun !

Her d ity, felt especially in
such poems as *“The Magdalen,” My
Lady, the Sands and 1" *‘Marsh,”"— too
long for quotation here,—is also in her
briefer lyrics, such as—

Question—Answer.
WINTER.
Tae sun is wamog waa sad old;
The days are brief and gray and cold;
‘We shiver ia their garment’s folds.

A homeless dog, with dismal bark,
Bemoaneth twilight chill and dark,
The shrouded hills lie white and stark.

‘Wild sweeps the snows about the clod,
The stabble soughs above the sod;
The skies are blasting. Where is God?
SPRING.
A flrod of light, & deep-drawn breath,
‘That through the being shuddereth,
‘With raptarous coming back from death.

A flash of eong, » glint ot winge,

The starting of a thousand springs,
A thousand runnel murmurings: 3
Life thrills in the awakened clod,

The cowslips breath,—the crocus’ nod,
The stir of nestlings,—~Here is God!

(Hereis a little lyric, which has been set to music

by Rankin:)
Night Unto Night.
Day unto day uttereth speech;
Night unto night
Bhoweth new knowledge; the golden reach
Of dawns, succeeding each unto each,
Brings gracious light.
Aye, night unto night new knowledge shows;
At set of sun
Man lies in wonderful repose,
Heart still and labor done!

This dlso has a musical lilt about it,
which might tempt the musician to jot down
his score :

The Meadow Brook.

Iroam the green meadow, I lave the lush grassee,
1 hide in the shadow of bank and of fen;
My song is the song of the waiden whe passes
.1 A-glanciog at Steven who mows with the men.
I run from her coming, to greet hisscythe swingiog

‘With musical measare, and stroke that is strong;
I murmur to him of the rhyme she is singing.

His cheek turns aye redder at sound of her sorg

And ob, I know not if this giddy girl-rover
Has a thought more of him than of all other men;
But mowing in meadows, with blue skies hung over.
Will ne'er be the same to young Steven again !

Saveral of the pieces in this book have
been included in collections of dramatic
readings, and have been used on the public
platform. Mrs. Greene's qualities show at
fine advantage when her pieces are render-
ed with skilltul elocution, and such selec-
tions as “‘A La Mode,” “The Legend of
the Bell” and Hannah Haliday,” may be
heard more than once with appreciation;
but, unlike many poems that have attained
this sort of popularity, they are also well
adapted to the study and to private read-
ing, because of their genuine and poetic
merit.

We do not so readily attempt to exhibit
this writer by fragments, as there is umty
and comprehensiveness in her pieces, mak-
ing them appesr better in the completeness
of all the parts together, than 'any single
one; and yet, here and there, we find
single starz s, or couplets, to mark :

A leaning wallof willow green,
A glimpse ol shining river,
A wild rose hedge—all, all has been
And will again forever!
The moon is s wraith forevermore,
Crossing the sea with a fiery shoe!
‘When two have met, and caught in sudden gleams

Life's full compluteness measured each in each,
There is no slience evermore; what seems

8o, verily is the very gold of speech.

The radiant, glittering splendor
Ot the great dome chandeliers
Broke in a thonsand lustres,
Like & passion tnat shook wih tears.
Grapes empurpling lush green bowers,
And great pomegranites, glowing and dusk.
0 God! in Thy creation Thou didst make

Each new day's work some grace of life express;
For gladness, light was fain to overbreak,

For Beauty, there were flowers in plenteousness.
But when for infinite sadness thou woulds't find

Some form which should its whole expression be,
And love and woe incarnate there be shrined,

Thou stretch’det Thy hand,snd lo, the heaving ses,

Mrs. G is @ daughter of Deacon

things grow. It is the revolt and outbresk
just here that we deem the cause of much

8 | confusion at the present time.

We came upon “The Magdalen and
Other Poems,” at the home of & friend, and
carrying it into the upper chamber, tested
it over the midnight oil, when other folk
were busy sleeping. Mrs. Clara Marcelle
Greene is fit to keep us awake for a while;
she wialds & graphic and & vigorous pen,
and shows whether in verse or prose, an-

David Farrar, of Buckfield, Maine, snd
wife ot Wyer Greene, of Portland.
She is an artist, as well as a poet and story
writer, baving opened sn art studio at
Portland in 1870, in which she inued
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Nerves and thews wax iron strong :
Mad with fary and despair

He will rage against his wrong.

‘With his bonds and fiery heart,

Bpirit, this is what thou art!

Cage an eagle, maim his wings,
Beek to tame his daaotless eye;

Teach him songs the linnets singe,
Tell him to forget the skv;

Tel! him'fight brings arrow stings;—
He must soar or he will die.
Beating pinion, eye of flame,
Spirit, this is thou the same!

Mark the everlasting sea,
Watch bher mighty heart uphift;
O'er her bosom, broad and free,
Fleets may ride, and wrecks mav drift;
Storms may rage,—whut reckethshe?
Boundless freedom is her wift.
“Bpirit wait,” she murmurs thee,
“Eternity ! Etermty!”
- * »

The “Week, in aneditorial, entitled
“Canada First,” has one paragraph at
least, that deservcs the most careful con-
sideration on the part of all Canadian citi-
zens. We believe it is down right truth,
and much-needed truth, and truth not
applicable to Canadians alone:

*The Dominion can only exist by a
steadtast policy of concession. It the
Fi ph the Anglophob the
Orange fanatics, the ultra supporters ot
Papal supremacy ara not soon put in their
Ehee they will turn Canada into a Donny-

rook fair. Protestant and Papist, French
and English Canadians; meet in the draw-
ing room, eat side by side. They must
learn to give and take in politics. Any
members ot the Houre of Commors who
does not act on this line must be driven
out. Itis on this point that the Equal

| their value. Ih

Rightero. lucus a non lucenio, come to
griet. That is why they will not succeed.”
# - -

Dr. Jobn D. Ross, ot Brooklyn, N. Y.
ina recent address commended recent
editions of the works of Burns, and mod-
ern biographies, which have discarded the
stories derogatory to the poet, formerly
credited, but which are now believed to

rest upon insub ial or d
evidence. He thinks that Burns, equally
with 1l'oe, has  been misrepresented

that his actual faults and follies have been
greatly exaggerated, and that it is time
that the theme should be taken up with less
ot apology and ot regret.. The hundred
years bave rolled away, the time has come
which the poet himselt predicted, when the

his turn, C g
the like tribute ot annotation from Leigh
Hunt. Lioe after line is underscored with
an emphasis that will not let you turn the
page till you bave read them. The lovely
passages seem to gain at least a double
value from his signs of admiration. Itis
dangerous to gather flowars in such fislds !
Thev rise in crowds about us, and we re-
gret a seeming partiality. When we come
to ‘Kubla Kban,’ bardly a line escapes
Hunt'siodex; we seem to read certiin
things with him for the fi-st time, »nd are
startled by their wondrous beauty. ‘Youth
and Age,’ ‘A Dsy Dream,’ ‘The Aucient
Mariner,’ and *Christsbel,’ are, of course,
specially marked, as if he really could not
restrain his wonder and delight.”
- L] -

How can the traditional Spring poet
flourish in such a season as this! Tbe
editors say he is in the back ground, this
year,—trozen out, we may suppose by tte
wintry dolors of this fourth of April. There
is need, however, for him to cry aloud and
spare not, against the further prevalence
ot icy crown and sceptre. There is a lam-
entable absence of the balmy airs he is
supposed to invoke. ATERFEX.

THE MAN WHO KNOWS THE ROAD.

He drives directly home, even n dark
nights, does the man who knows the road.
The over-banging gloom, the deceptive
shadows, the uncertain sounds, don’t botber
him. He can feel the ground under bis
waggon wheels, and the *‘lay of the lana™
is open to him as at clear noontide. Itis
the stranger in those parts who 18 contused
and betuddled, who knocks people up to
ask questions, who finally lodges in the
ditch.

Where to go, and how . to get there ;
what to do, and how to do it--why, the
man who knows that comes to ‘he front
everywhere and always. But the opposite
—the waste of time, money, power, health,
&c , in blind experiments, how dishearten-
ing and disastrous it is! Take sn illus-
tration ot this sort, und you will sce how
it fi's in & minute.

**In the spring of 1842, says a lady who
lives down near the east coast, *‘I began to
feel)ll. I bad a poor appetire, ana stier
everything 1 ate, no matwer bow simple it
was, I was seizad with great pain across
the chest and around the sides. I was
freqoently sick, vomiting a sour, bitter
flmd. I was almost afraid to eat, and my
tood gave me no strength. In this state I
contipued, now a bit better, and then worse
uatil D. , 1893, when I became very

world should eee him in true persp A
and be able to deal justly by him. We
are inclined to think there is reasonableness
in some ot Mr. Ross’ observations.

The grand hotels and railroad companies
wie with each other in the splendor of their
advertising pictures and their richly illus
trated guide-books. We bave recently
had a series, pertaining to the Dominion
and the United States, which shows how
neither labor nor expense is regarded in
the matter of volume and attractiveness.
Among the finest of these is ‘*Routes and
Rates for Summer Tours. Rome, Water-
town and Ogdensburg Railroad, 1895,
which is & sub ial book, abounding in
colored maps, snd engravings, giving
glimpses of most bewitching loenor{. The
crowds who run and read must make such
publications profitable, or possible. Next
to these are the illustrated Catalogues,
issued by the large publishing houses,
abounding 1n portraits and artistic illus-
trations.

* » *

The editor of The Epworth Herald has
a peppery pen, and does not lesve all the
points to The Rams Horn, aud other
journals that sport that sort of thing. We
like his opinion on the “War on Large
Hats,” and quote him as follows :

Hurrsh for Denver Some people in-
that city are making war om the babit of
wearing enormous hats to the theatre,
lectures, etc. It has long been a nuisance,
not only in Denver, but everywhere else.
The pagn sgai the abominati
should be broadened so as to include the
big hat at church. How often the minister
is utterly hid by the hat worn by the temale
in the pew just in front! Women ot sense
will not wear such millinery in church.
And women who have no sense should be
compelled by public sentiment, by law,
or something else, to be sensible.”

» - »

What a prize is a favorite poet in an
early edition, and that with the marks and
aonotations ot another poet;—s Milton,

for several years, or until her marriage.

Her early writings were puolished under
the nom de plume of * Kate Kendall.” Her
book, ‘“The Magdalen and Other Poems,”
appeared in 1890, from the house of Brown
Th & Co., Portland, Me.

the highest place, not one of them de-
served the lowest.
Succees that is not deserved cannot be

long enjoyed.
&'.’ ﬂ’re in the heart soon melts all the
lead in the feet.

It is the privilege of e Christian to
bave a mountsin-moving faith, but how

man; d their liyes in experimen
with’mmlh.» ‘Higin’s Horn.' . -

and directn She ges to
tell an interesting story, making a skillful
disposition of its scenes and characters.
The artlessness and innocence of childhood
and maidenhood are especially well ex-
P d by ber. Instinctively she inclines
to the social side of life, and is not over in-
clined to meditati and i pecti

She instinctively inclines to see and exhibit

We conclude these few citations and
comments with the following nervous lyric,
illustrating finely the author's dramatic in-
tensity, the quality in ber outshining all
others :

Spirits In Prison.

Hedge s lion in his lair,
Bind him fast with leash and thong;
Muscles quiver, eyeballs giare,

we will suppose, once the property of Gray,
and with his name 5:;:“5” nine thI:'::
the title page; ors ridge, once Lei
Hunt's, lh:)"il‘lg his marks of analysis and
appreciation on every page. Such jewels
og literature are scarce on our shelves, but
Mrs Fields had many of them, when she
wrote the hook mentioned in our lest num-
ber of Notches. Relative to the latter
volume, Mrs. Fields writes :

ill. 1 got so weak I could bardly bear the
weight ot my body on my teet. I tried
this, and I tried that all kinds of medicines
I heard of, but none of them gave me any
relief.

*In January, 1894, I read in a little
book about the cures done by Mother
Seigel's Syrup. The book contained letters
trom people who had been cured, some of
whom bad suffered like me. I gota hottle
from Miss Caroline Foster, grocer and
draper, High Street, in tbis place. Afier
taking it I was much better. I bad a new
relish for tood, and no more distress atter
eating. I continued taking Mother Scigel's
Syrup and was soon free from all pain snd
sickness and fast gaining strength. Since
then I have been in the pest ot health, and
needed no medicine. (Signed) Mrs.
Eleanor Clay, Messingham, Brigg, Lines,
April 30th, 1895.”

**In the early part of 1875" writes an-
other, ‘‘my health began to fail me. I
felt low and weak, and lost all power and
disposition to exert myself. Aiter every
meal I bad pain in the chest sni all over
me ; [ was much t~oubled with a sickening
wind coming up from my stomach ; and
now and then 1 belched up a sour fluid that
bit my throat and half choked me. Then,
too I had attacks of spasms, which gave me
intense pain. I got about my work slowly
and in much distress, and grew gradually
weaker and more despondent in mind. 7
tr;'ed th:.ltl the ;:an'oua bmedicinea 1 cou'd hear
0 might possibly be good for me, but
none of them were of any avail./ 4

**Atter tedi years ot gs, my
dsughter, who is in service in London,
wrote me of the benefit of Mother Seigel's
Curative Syrup when troubled such as I
was. 1 replied, and my daughter sent me
two bottles of the Syrup, and after havin,
taken it, I felt quite like a new woman.
had no pain after eating, and was in better
healch than I had been in since I was first
taken ill. From that time onwards my
health was good and if I ail tamporarily, as
the best ot us will, a few doses ot Mother
Seigel's Syrup puts me right. I have told
many persons of what this now celebrated
remedy did for me, and am willing you
should publish my statement it you desire
todoso (Signed) (Mrs.) Ann Knighs,
near the Church, Fenny Compton, Lea-
mington, September 27th, 1895.”

By looking back to the italicised words
in these letters the reader will catch my
point on the instant. Both these ladies,
not knowing the true remedy for their dis-
ease (indigestion and dyspepsia), blindly
experimented with anything they could get
bold of. Tinder like circumstances we all
Go the same. When one dosn’t know the
road be is almost certain to blunder and

“Charles Lamb sa; here : ‘Read-
er, if haply thou art blersed with a moder-
ate collection, be shy of sho! it; orif
thy heart overflo to lend , lend
thy books; but let it be to such s one as
8.9. C.—he will return. them h(ose)nmll
anticipating the time appoin wit
ipuig the £ sty it

ble ; and{he can't know uatil be learns.
Now, in all ailments of the digestion, with
the local symptoms which proceed from it,
Mother Seigel's Syrup is, 80 to put it, the
right road. Follow it faithtully, and you
are hitl{lmmbring up in the pleasant
shelter of good health. Knowing ﬁu. di-

rect your neighbours.




