Sept. 29th.

Strangers visiting the city during the
FAIR will find at

Join J. Weddall

AN IMMENSE STOCK OF

FALL & WINTER

DRY GOODS,

=—AND—

Genlemens' Furnishings.

We cordially invite you to visit
the establishment whether you wish
to purchase or not.

JOHN J. WEDDALL

Agents for Mc(Call's New York
patterns, “Patterns kept in stock.’

LARGE STOCK

—AND-—

Low Rates

AT

Owen  Sharkey's

COMPRISING IN KIND THE FOLLOWING, VIZ ;—

ADIES’ DRESS GOODS in Cashmeres, !
Serges, Suitings, and Stuff Goods in all de- |

sirable shades and colors, Velvets, Plushes, |
Jerseys, Shawls, Squares, Scarfs, Corsets, Hose,
Gloves, Men’s, Youths’ and Boys’ Ready-Made !
Clothing, Coats, Vests, Pants and Undercloth- |
ing, Scotch and Canadian Tweeds and Worsted |
Coatings, Furnishing G'oods, Hats, Caps, Ties
Shirts, Silk Handkerchiefs, Gloves and Braces. |
Also, Grey and White Cottons, Paints, Tickings !
Ducks, Drills, Swansdowne, Table Linens
Towellings, Cottons Warps, Flannels, all colors, i
Blankets,*Table and Floor Uil Cloths, Carpets
etc. Horse Blankets, Sleigh Robes, Trunk and l
Valises.

427 Prices will cornpare favorably with any in
the Trade. Remnants always on hand.

0. SHARKEY
CLIFTON HOUSE.

Cor. 'Germain & Princess Sts.

B TOTEN, S V=B

"Bhis hotel is sitnated in a most central position
and has all the modern improvements ,gwsg

Telephone Connection, Electric Bells.

A. N. PETERS, - PROPRIETOR
E=Z Office on Germain Street

Exhausted Vitality.

HE SCIENCE OF 1.IFE,
the great Medical Work of 7
the age on Marhood, Nervous ¢
an Physical Debility, Perma- :
ture Decline, Errors of Youth, Heg
and the untold miseries conse-
quent thercon, 300 pages 8 vo.,
125 prescriptions for all diseas-fiff
es. Cloth, full gilt, only $1.00, ¢
by mail, sealed. Illustrative samples fiee to all
young and middle-aged men. Send now. The
wold and Jewelled Medal awarded to the author
by the National Medical Agsociation. Address
P O Boxl 1895, Boston, Mass., or Dr. W. H.
PARKER, graduate of Harvard Medical Col-
ege, 25 years grsctice in Boston, who may be
consulting confidentially. Speciality, Diseases

AMan, Oftice, No. 4 Bulfinch Street.

: floor

®xr Pulspit.

Threshing and its Results,

SERMON PREACHED BY

REV. A. J . MOWATT.

In St. Paul’s Church, Sabbath morning, Fred-
ericton, Sept. 23th , 1888,

“O my threshang, and the corn of my
Jnory =S, X L0

The thought here is the work and its
results, and the prophet’s feeling seems
to be that of disappointment rather than
that of joy and a sense of satisfaction
and trinmph, disappointment aliike with
the work and its results. “O 1y
threshing, and the corn of my floor!”

He had been called to the work when
the nation had seen its best days and
had begun to slope to its downfall, and
the special work he had heen called to
do as a prophet of the Lord was vpon
the whole discouraging, a struggle
against the downward tendencies of the |
time. If you will tarn back to the |
sixth chapter of his prophecies, you will I
find there a striking account of his call
He was then » young man wanting to
know perhaps what there was for bim
to do, a young man of brilliant promise
and high hopes. He was in the temple
at Jerusalem worshipping. That is
where a young man should be when he
wants to know what there is for him to
do., While there the youthful Isaiah
bhad a vision of God. He saw, or
thought he saw, th Lord on a thro ne
with attendant angels and great glory,
and he heard words that struck terror |
into his soul, and made him feel as he
had never felt before what a sinner he
was. “Then said I, woe is me! for I |
am undone; because I am a man of un- |
clean lips, and I dwell in the midst of a
people of unclean lips.” But he was
not left to his despair. There is hope
for the sinner at the feet of God, A
seraph flew, or seemed to fly, having in
his hands a live coal he had taken with
the tongs from off the altar, and with
the live coal he touched the prophet’s
unclean lips, and gave him to under-
stand that he was pardoned, consecrat-
ed. Then he heard it asked who would,
go to the work, and he offered bhis ser-
vices and was aceepted. And this was
the commission given him to work out,
and a hard one it was: “Go and tell
this people, Hear ye indeed, but under-
stand not; and see ye indeed, but per-
ceive not. Make the heart of this peo-
ple fat, and make their ears heavy, and
shut their eyes; lest they see with their
eyes, and hear with their ears, and un-
derstand with their heart, and turn
again, and be healed.” That was in-
deed a hard outlook for the young pro-
phet, one that might well make him
shrink from the undertaking. Can we
wonder that he was troubled, and want
ed to know how long this hopeless state
of affairs with the nation would last?
“Then said I, Lord, how long? Ard he
was told it would last till the cities were
emptied of their populations, and the
land bad become a howling waste. Of
course a little hope was held out, a be-
yond of joy was promised. Still, what
a threshing his was, and then when
the threshing was over, what an empty
floor, how little to show for his work.

Now, Isaiah has been at work for
some time. Years of toil have passed
over him, and as he contemplates what
he bas done, or tried todc and be, and |
comes to take account of the measure of |

| success he has had in the work, or

rather the no-success, he cries ont with
a sore heart in the words of my text:
“O my threshing and the corn of my
I”

In further illustrating and applying
the striking and suggestive text, we
have here, first, what the work is. And
it is aptly called a threshing.

We all know what threshing is. It is
the process by wbich the graio is separat-
ed from the straw. Andit would appear
that in Isaiah’s time as well as in our
day it was done in different ways, The
simplest way was, and still is, by beat-
ing the sheaves witha stick or flail.
Then it was often done by driving oxen
backwards and forwards over the
sheaves, the trampling of their feet
affecting the process, and the Lord
made a law to the effect that the ox as
he trode out the grain was not to be
muzzled. And then it was done also
by dragging over the sheaves a roller
with teeth. This seems to have been a
new invention in Isaiab’s time from
what he says aboutit. “Behold I will
make thee a new ‘hreshing instrument
having teeth; thou shalt thresh the
mountains, and beat them small.” We
have further improved upon this teethed
threshing instrument by driving it with
horse-power or steam.

Now, the prophet’s work of old, and
the preacher’s work of to-day, is a sort
of threshing. Let us follow out, if we
can, the anology Letween the two pro-
cesses of threshing grain and preaching
the gospel, and we will find, I think-
truths and lessons that will be both in.
teresting and instructive, that may clear
some things that are not as clear to us
as thoy should be.

And threshing is a necessity. You
never find grain in its native state as
pure grain, grain without straw and
chaff, grain

further trouble you can go and fill up
your sacks. You do not find wheat
that way, mnor ocats, nor barley, nor
buckwheat, nor any other kind of grain,
Our grain comes to us as straw and
grain together, and more or less clesely
attached, so closely attached sometimes
that it 1s quite a serious task to separate
them. We sometimes ask in our ques-
tioning way, for we think it is very
clever to ask questions. why we do not
have, and cannot have, the pure grain,
the grain without the straw, so that we
would not need to thresh any. And I
do not know how it is, but I have not
tho Jeast doubt whatever that the way
things are, is the wisest and very best
way for them to be. Perhaps the Lord
saw it would not do that we have
things roade ready to our hand too
much. And then st aw has its uses as
well as the grain,  And then it makes
it easier to gather the grain with the
straw than without. At all events we
have grain and straw together, and
sometimes hard and fast together, and
that being the case the threshing pro-
cess 18 a necessity. The grain buried up
in the straw is, comparatively speaking,
lost; it is no good unless we can get it
out of the straw. The best of wheat may
be there, but, wheat and straw together
we cannot make bread of with which to
feed our families.

And the threshing of preaching is a
necessity too. We do not find the gold-
en wheat of God’s kingdom made ready
to our hand, We find the wheat of the
church and the straw of the world very
much minced, so minced that we
not gure indeed whether there is any
wheat at all.  We wonder perhaps why
it could not be otherwise; we wonder
why we could not have churches all
made ready to our hand in a natural sort
of way. But somehow things are not
that way either with grain or men, and
that is about all the reason we can give
for their not being so. Loeok at society
as it is with us, and what an admix-
ture it is, a mass of you do not know
what, certainly indeed of not much that
is good. And then look at the world as
it is in its native state. Some of the
wise men of our time want us to believe
that our isms, our creeds and churches,
our so-called civilization and education
and such like, have been doing the
world more harm than good. The world
in its native state is well enough; let it
alone. But our missionaries who have
gone out to where the world isin its
native state, to the raw heathenism, tell
us that the state of matters, socially,
morally, spiritually, and in every other
respect, is about as bad as it can be.
It is with the world morally and
spiritually in its native state very much
as it is with wheat in its native state—
wheat and straw together, the wheat
buried up and lost to any practical
utility in the straw. There is a neces-
sity, then, urgent claimant necessity,
for the threshing of the gospel, if the
wheat of the kingdom here or yonder
would be saved from the straw and
rubbish of the world around it.

Then again, threshing is noisy dis-
agreeable work. It is work that bas
to be done if there is to be auy good,
any wheat, any bread; but it is work tha*
no one likes, It mokes the dust fly. It
fills the barn-floor with confusion and
disorder. Set two strong young farmers
to work with the old-fashioned flail, or
four of them, to thresh, and what a din
and dust they make, and how scon the
orderly wheat-sheaves are beaten into a
shapeless heap of straw. You come in
where they are at work, and you find
things in a terrible stew perhaps. It
looks as if there could never be order
again on your barn floor, and it looks
to as if all the brilliant prospects of
your whest crop are to be utterly beat-
en out of it in the threshing. You say:
“Boys, what does all this mean? Can
vou not take it easy, and do it neatly?
O pity the wheat; you will ruin things!”
But they belabor away harder than ever,
and laugh at the idea of takingit easy
in threshing. The more the dust flies,
the more the straw is tossed and troubl-
ed, the more the wheat-sheaves are beat-
en out of shape, the more hope that the
results will be satisfactory.

Now. the . preacher who would be
successful In winning souls must be a
thresher, He must know bow to wield
the word-flail with unsparing effective-
ness. He must cry aloud, and spare
not, in the language of Isaiah. There
will be loud complaints, harsh crivicism,
People do not like to have it laid on
too beavy. They do nct take it kindly
to have their way ot doing things and
the life they are living rudely knocked
about to see what of good there is in
‘thew. They come up to the House of
God Sabbath morning from a week of
caroless ease and indulgence, and they
are in & pleasant mwood, in a happy state
of composure. They sit down in their
pew, and they want to have a sweet
quiet time, nothing to ruffle the serenity
of their soul, nothing to disturb  their
peace. But the preacheris a thresher.
He is armed with a flail, and he swings
it right and left, and seems to care not
whom he hits or how hard he bits. The
dust flies. There is rvestlessness in the
pews, uneasiness, a shifting from side
to side asif the pews were not as com-
fortable as usual. The husband locks

are

at his wife, and the wife looks back at [ and ye shall be to e sons and daughters,
80 that without any ) him, and citizens look at one another, | suith the Lord Almighty.”

and the looks are a puzzle and a study.
But the threshing goes on, and some of
the straw flies out of the door perbaps,
and it looks serious and threatening all
over the church

One quiet Sabbath morning in the
long ago, the people of a certain village,
since famous, rvepaired, as they were
wont, to their meeting-place to worship,
and as they greeted one another at the
church door and across the aisle they
were pleased and happy. A young man
was in their pulpit that Sabbath morn-
ing, one of themselves, a real tl:nl'eshel‘.
He began in a mild tone of voice, and
he spoke with an ease and elcquence

that were pleasant to listen to. But as
he warmed to his work, his eyo began

to flash fire, and the blows of his words
fell thick and hard. The people grew
restless and impatient. They hustled
uncomfortably in their seats. They did
not like to hear that young man, who
knew all about the way they lived their
lives, and how hollow were their religi.
ous profession, let out on them the waj
he was doing. :Every word from his
lips was the truth, but they did not like
it any the better for that. It was not
the truth they wanted to hear—those
bearers. 95 they looked at one another,
and then at the preacher, with their
blacklooks, and they whispersd ominous-

ly. The thresher, however, kept right
on with his vigorous truth-telling, un-

til at last the people could stand it no
longer, and they leaped up and tried to
mob him. But they were not able to
eftect their mad purpose. That preach-
er was Jesus, and the village where it
occurred was Nazareth.

You tell me sometimes not to be so
hard with you. You say, it does no
good to come down on your drunkenness,

your worldliness, yonr follies. = You
might as well spare your breath. It
only exasperates. It drives people

away, alienates them from the church.
Ah'! the thing that troubles me is, that
I spare you tuo much, that I am too
gentle with vou, that I am not half as
hard as Jesus would be were He here in
my place. How He would stir up
things among us, as He did in Nazareth
in the long ago, if He would preach to
us! And I am to preach as He would
preach. I am to cry out against this
wretched ease of ours. I am to give you
no rest in yoursins. Let your drunken-
ness alone ! Let that dark river of pollu-
tion flow along our streets, and say noth-
ing against it! I would be recreant to
my trust and unworthy to be where I
am if I should do so. It is not pleasant
to thresh. It is often bitter work. But,
for all that, itis work that must be done,
if there is to be any good, and, because
of the good, I should be glad to do it. I
am beginning to feel that I have not
been doing enough of it of late, and so I
have brought my flail to-day to have a
half-hour’s threshing, and God grant that
the rude stern work may not be in vain.

Still another thing about threshing, it
is a work of separation. It is to separate
the grain from the straw. All the sea-
son the grain and straw had been grow-
ing and ripening together on the hill-
slope, and they clung to one another with
a fond embrace. The harvest-time came,
and the reapers with their sickles cut
them down. Or perhaps the modern
reaper was used, and soon the acres of
standing grain were sheaves. S:ll, the
grain and straw held together; they re-
fused to be sundered. Then came the
day when the sheaves were carted to the
barn and mowed away. .And still the
grain and straw held to one another and
lay down to sleep together, as if they
would never be called upon to part. But
they must be separated, and the day of
separation came at last. Unusual stir
was heard on the barn-floor, and it was
known and felt that something was go
ing on. The threshers had come with
their flails, and the sheaves were un-
bound, and laidl on their backs, and sore
beaten. Or, they were thrown into the
voracious jaws of the modern threshing-
wmachine, which, with intinite clatter and
cruelty, soon tore straw and grain asun-
der never to be together again. The
separation was hard ; still it had to be.
It took many cruel blows to effect it, but
there was no salvation for the wheat
without the separation, and the threshing
was necessary to the separation.

S) also here. The preaching of the
gespel must have a separating eftect, if
any real good is to be done. Our Lord
said in strong words : ‘“ Think not that
I came to send peace on the earth; I
came not to send peace, but a sword
For I came to set & man at variance
against his father, and the daughter
against her mother, and the daughter in
law against her mother in law ; and a
man’s foes shall be they of his own
household. He that lnveth father or
mother more than me is not worthy of
me. And he that doth not take his cross
and tollow after me, is not worthy of
me.” Thus, in » very rugged sort of
way, the Master shews us the necessity
there is for separation.

And the Apostle Paul in his ietter to
the Corinthian christians impresses up-
on them the duty of separation:
“ Wherefore come ye out from among
them, and ‘be ye separate, saith the Lord,
and touch no unclean thing; and I will
receive you, and will be to you a tather,

As the gospel finds us, we

; ; 7 are j -
tain relationships. s

We are ;

. 3 me; ¥

families. We are in society, w??:::q
o

business. We have our companing 1
We have our ideas of thingzlg‘ﬁnd}lm
and opinions, We are living in sinw%'s 5
have evil habits that we indulge b e
we are 1more ov less fettered by {hand‘.
The world has us in its coilg, W, om,
the devil’s slaves. And perhaps w: %
very well satisfied to be as we . %3-9
want to be let alone in oup '":ebch -3
world-relationships. We haye o ed
of things, and our way of livip : &ndeu
are bound to hold on to thep, %e'
think they are all right, and we wmﬂ:'
not part with them for anything, And
thus we are.

Now, the only hope
up these old Wor}d-relationshipg to diget
entangle us from the worthlesg ;traw:;'
society, to sunder us from our ayj] com
panionships, to tear us from the dead]’.
fascirations of sin, to change, in g word
the whole tenor of our lives. Apq thix;v
is what the gospel proposes to do, and g4
it puts ns through the threshing Process
by which it would separate us from whag
we have been, It isa hard process, anq
sometimes a long and tedious one, but if
it is persisted in, it is usually successfyl,

for us is io break

You think, some of you, that you ar
good enough as you are and where yon
are. ‘‘Joining the church,” you say
“what is that going to do for me? I gq
not believe in it, and T am not going to
join any church. It is bigotry to tie;w.
self up to a church, and I am too liberg]
in my ideas, too broad in my views ang
opinions, to be a member of a church,
If T canuot be a ehristian vhere I am, [
cannot be a christian in the chuich,
Aud so I want to be let alone, for I am
well enough as I am and where I an,
This being preached to, and hustled
about and turned over, I do not like, and
it is of no use, and does no good.”

Ah ! my hearer, does the farmer
yonder let the wheat and the straw con-
tinue together? No ; he wants to know
which is wheat and which straw. There
is a difference. You think you are good
enough where you are and as you are,
Good enough for what ? Good enough—
for straw. The wheat that persistsin
( holding to the straw after it is threshed
and threshed, is not wheat ; it is counted
as straw. And are you satisfied to be
straw ? If you are satisfied to be the
straw of the world, and that is what you
are where you are and as you are, I con-
fess I am not satisfied to have you straw,
and so I keep at you, and I am going to
keep at you. for I teel sure that some-
thing better can be made of you than
straw. Some farmers feed their cattle
with straw, and poor feed it is. Others
burn it to get it out of the way, or con-
vert it into manure. Oh, my hearer, it
is awful to be straw and stubble here
and to be straw and stubble everlasting
ly, to be on the left hand here and to be
on the left band yonder! God will burn
the straw and the chaff, but the wheat
He will gather and save. “O my
threshing and the corn of my floor !”

Again, the results of the threshing

the corn of the floor. After threshing
for a while, the thresher puts the s
aside, and finds out, if he can, what
there is of grain for him. And some
times it is hard toreshing, and mos
meagre and unsatisfactory returns. The
grain that is hardest to thresh often
yields the meanest results. The grain 8
small in quantity and poor in quality.
I am very much afraid that when the
farmers this year come to thresh their
grain, they will find, that, what Wil}l
the frost and the wet weather, their
threshing will come sadly short.  After
a hard day’s work threshing, when they
come to clear up, they may be heard
bitterly bewailing thewr disappointment
thus : O my threshing and the corn of
my floor !”

Now, I have been threshing away asl
can, perhaps not upon the most improved
methods, the wisest and best way of do-
ing the work. There is always room for
improvement : there is always a good,
better, best way of doing everything:
And far be it from me to say that I do
my work as it might be done. I wantt

come far short. Still, T have been at
work threshing away. And now the
time has come round again when we are
to gather 1 the results, and see what of
wheat we have and what of straw. Peo-
ple wil! say to me sometimes, strangers
from round about: “ You have a fine
congregation.” And I say, “Yes!” And
yet, when we divide up, and get the
wheat together by itself, and the straw
by itself, there is so much straw and s0
little wheat that my heart crige out with
soreness and disappointmemg S0 -my
threshing and the corn of my tioor !”

I have been inviting you to come a!}d
take your place with ns in the church, 1o
the work there is to do, in the good there
is to enjoy, and so few seem to want t0
come this time, fewer than usual. I say
to myselt : “ How isit? Is it my fault?
And T have always felt that if the results
were meagre and unsatisfactory, 1t was
in some measuve my fault. O how sad
t is to thresh and thresh, and no wheat
on the floor ! Is that to be my exper:-
ence as it was the prophet’s ?

" And this concerns you as well as me.
What are you, my hearer, wheat or
straw! When we come to gather to-

gether in our poor imperfect way the

do the best I can, but I am aware thatl =




