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A CHRISTMAS SERMON.

By Phillips Brooks.

“And all they that heard it wondered at those
things which were toldthem by the shepherds.”—
Luke ii. 18,

It is a wonder which has never died away.
In all the ages which have come between,
as year by year has brought back the story
of the birth of Christ. the wonder has
sprung up again as fresh as ever. And
now. when, on another Christmas morn-
ing, the shepherds come again to tell their
tale, there 18 no listening Christian who
does not feel anew how wonderful it is.
For it declares that, on a winter night,
while everything was still and nothing
seemed to promise any marvel, some sleepy
agepherds, watching their sheep in the
fields near the old Jewish town of Bethle-
hem, were startled and amazed by seeing
the sky suddenly filled with angels, who, in
words which were so rich and sweet that
when one heard them he never again forgot
them, told the shepherds that a Saviour
for the world had been born that night in
the City ot David; and the shepherds,
starting up, went to Bethlehem and found
that what the angels had said to them was
ttrue, and that the Messiah whom the Jews
had expected, and the Lord for whom the
world was waiting, was even then lying in
His mother's arms in a poor lodging ol the
town. ‘T'his was the story which the shep-
herds told along the streets. They stopped
the early traveller and made him listen.
They opened their friends’ doors and
awakened them with the strange tidings.
They spoke to men whom they met by
chance, strangers and men to whom
they commonly would not have dared

to speak, and poured into their ears
the tale ot this wonderful night. And

everywhere the men to whom they told it

wondered.

Can we tell at all what the nature of their '

wonder was?  Can we put ourselves back
at all into that winter morning long ago at

Bethlehem, and read the feeling that is in |

the people’s faces?

We must remember that there are gwo
kinds of wonder. There is the wonder
which is perfectly amazed with that which
was not in the least anticipated, that which
could not have been foreseen.  And there
is the wonder whose surprise comes from
the fact that what occurs meets some
anticipation, or hope, or dream that your
own mind bas formed belore.  This second
kind of wonder has recognition init.  The
wondertulness of the thing which happens
is that it is not totally unanticipated, but
in some unexpected way fulfils the antici-

ation which bas been waiting halt-acknow-
edged in your heart.  You are walking in
some foreign city, and, in an instant, out
from a dark corner starts some brilliant or
grotesque figure which belongs to that city’s
peculiar lite, and which you have never
dreamed of from any experience which you
have ever had.  You start back, then, with
the wonder of entire unpreparedness.  Buat,
as you walk on, your thoughts run on some
friecnd whom you have leit at home, and
while his familiar picture is belore your
mind. lo! there he stands before you in the
foreign street—there he comes in the midst
of that stream of strange Lite which is pour-
ing down to meet you.  Your wonder, then,
18 the wonder of recognition.  **How came
you here P you ery. Itis the strange way in
which be has met your thought ot him, com-
ing in answer to your dreams and wishes,
that seems to you to be wondertul.

Which kind ot wonder was it that the
story of the shepherds excited? Can we
tell? The Gospels leave us no doubt.
The waiting Jewish race—the men and
women—nay, the whole world which is
seen peering into the darkness, sure that
some light 1s coming—Zacharias, Mary,
Simeon, Anna, Herod, Peter and Andrew
—every man and woman of whom we read,
i8 ready for the wonder of recognition, the
wonder which comes with the tulfilment ot
their dreams and hopes and fears. We
cannot doubt that this was the wonder
which came into the faces of the men to
whom the shepherds told their tidings.
“Can it be that this which we have so long
dreamed of has really taken place—that
this which has seemed the one thing lack-
ing in the world has really been supplied ?
Has God really come among men, and is it
possible that now and here, this morning
and in Bethlehem, it is all true ?”  Vasily
more wonderful  than if the shepherds
came and told them that the skies had
broken and the stars had fallen was this
wonderof the long-imagined, long-expec-
ted. ball-despaired-of manilestation ot God
in buman lile, at last come true.

1 said that the wonder ot that winter
morning in Bethlehem had never died
away. Men have always wondered at the
birth of Jesus. They are wondering still.
And it is ttue also that their wonder is
aat first day ot Christendom.  Indeed, it
is 80 marvellous that we may be sure that
the world would bave dropped the story
of the Nativity long ago out ol its be-

lief, and given it up to the company of

mythologies and fairy tales, if it were not
that something of recognition mingled in
its perpetual wonder. It is because it
finds man waiting for the thing it tells that
the wonder which it excites is ot the kind
which makes the soul receive, and not ot
ty2 kind which makes the soul reject, the
marvellous event.

Of the two kinds of wonder of which I
spoke, these are always the different tend-
encies. The wonder which has no recog-
nition in it disposes the wondering man to
disbelieve it he can; but the wonder which
has recognition in it makes men inclined,
it it be possible, to beheve the strange
event. It is because the story of the shep-
herds has seemed to men to answer to so
much in their own hearts and hopes that
they have clung to it most strongly, and
refused to let .t go for all its strangeness.

1 want to bear a.l this in mind this morn-
ing as the story comes back to us again.
Here we are, all wrapped up in our cares
and pleasures, some of us committed to
sorts of life and ways of thinking which
would seem to leave no place tor any such
events as those ot Christmas Day. Why is
it that those events hold the world, hold
all of us, and will not let us go? A thou-
sand pretty pictures die and are forgotten ;
a thousand legends are dissected into their
historic elements and laid away, dry and
dead, labelled and catalogued, among the
curiosities of the myth-secker and the an.i-
quarian. But this record remains the pos-
session of the deepest faith and the most

Did you ever bay a horse and not have some mis-
givings as to his points till they were fully tested?

Nor go with Ayer’s Sarsaparilla; you may be sure
of it ut the start. It never disappoivts those who
give it a fair aud persistent trial.—ddet.
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earnest thought of man. The shepherd
part of us, the simple soul of our race,
repeats it to the intellect. and the intellect
receives it and wonders what it means, but
wonders with a sure and certain sense that
it means something, that in it there 1s some
clew and key to the deepest desires and
profoundest guesses of the heart and bramn
of man.

Here is the real phenomenon of Chris-
tianity. The record of Christ has held
the world's faith. because it answered the
wo ld's soul. Remember, that does not
abolish the necessity for the historie truth
of the story of the Nativity. The world’s
soul must not dream its dreams and then
write its stories to match them. That is
mere mythology, and sooner or later the
historie sense of men finds that out, and
sends the unbelieved story to dwell in the
shadowy realm of parables and myths.
But when the story is first true, the power
of it and the permanency of it come with
its acceptance by the human soul as the
fulfilment of its wishes and the interpre-
tation of its dreams. Without such accept-
ance, the proved truth of the story could
never rescue it from death and burial
among the exhausted facts of the history of
mankind.

What are the dreais and hopes, then. in
the heart ot man which the Incarnation
satisfies ? 1 think that we can easily group
them into two classes, and speak, first.
about the meaning of the world, and then
about the character ot man.

1. Think, first. about the meaning of the
world 1 do not know how clearly any two
men think alike about this puzzling, fasci-
nating mystery of human lite; but it does
seem as it there must be some most general
convictions which will be common, in their
most general statement, to very many sen-
sitive and thinking men who live under
the same conditions. And one of these
convictions, one that the whole history of
man has always seemed to play around and
illustrate, is the conviction that this world
is, somehow or other, the scene of hindered
intentions. Do you not know what I mean?
To conceive ot the world as a mere lifeless
thing. which had no intention underneath
its moving processes—men have always
tound that impossible on any large scale
A few men here and there, sometimes, in
some places, have believed it. but the mass
ot men have always found it impossible,
and they always will.  On the other hand,
the effort to persuade themselves that the
world was all right; that every plan was
moving just as it was meant to move; that
all the appearance ot disorder and hinder-
ance had its source and explanation in our
feebleness and  comprehension—men, how-
ever they have struggled to believe that,
have always found that, too, impossible.
Back and torth between these two efforts
at beliet men's faith has practically swung :
sometimes trying to think that the world
was all a hopeless snarl of chance; some-
times trying to think they thought that the
world was all an orderly and recognizable
success—but, on the whole, practically
thinking that the world had a purpose,
which was really struggling to its result,
but which was being hindered and ham-
pered and oppressed by countless circum-
stances which were, for the moment, too
strong for it—so men have actually lived.

This is not only a conviction about the
world at large, got from great views of
history. The little worlds in which we
live give us the same idea. Look at the
various interests for which we care. For-
ever trembling on the borders of a rich-
ness which it never reaches, and yet which
we are sure that it will reach some
day; just ready, always, to open into

a Jluxuriant blossom from which some-
thing forever holds it back, and

yet of which it never can despair—tell
me, is not that the record of your social
lite? Learning, always just going to puta
sceptre into man's hands to rule the earth,
yet always just withholding it! Govern-
ment, always just going to glority the world
with peace and happiness, but always stop-
ping its chariot wheels at some unseen
obs‘acle! Everywhere, in the little and
the greater view of it, this is the world ;
the scene of hindered intentions—of inten-
tions certainly, and no less certainly of
hinderance.

And now, suppose that through that
world there runs the story of the Incarna-
tion. Think what it is. The God who
made the world is there; the very divine

Nearly all colds are slight, at first, but their ten.
dency 1s to so lower the system that the sutlerer be-

comes a ready victim to any prevalent disease. The
use of Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, in the b ginning ot a
cold, would guard against this danger.—Addvt.
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clear to them about their Master’s nature.
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mind and soul which, with intentions that
were the echo of its own character, shaped

all this earth and filled it with the lite of

man. It is all here, but it is here in a poor,
weak, little, human child.  The will which
lies behind all action, the wisdom of which
all thought is but an echo—it is all here;
but see how it is all held in restraint by our
humanity. The unmistakable divinity is
here.  Our humanity is evidently capable
of receiving it and being filled with it
And yet the divine lite in the human con-
ditions is hindered and restrained.

In such a sight—the sight ot the Incar-
nation—does not our human experience leap
up and recognize itself? Does it not see at

once its glory and its misery 7 Is it not
filled at once with exultation and with
shame ?  These two truths are manifest

there at Bethlehem. The Human Nature is
capable of closest union with Divinity : and
Divinity, living in our haman nature, is
cabined and imprisoned and confined. Do
not these two truths together tell gxactly
the story of our human condition which we
have just deseribed 2 Will not the world, in
which both ot these truths are true, be just
th: world we pictured—a worll of vast
hopes, possibilities, and powers, and yet a
world that moves but very slowly to the

great results of which it never ceases to feel |

sure ; a world always pausing on the brink
ol its greatest achievement, and just miss-
ing what it seems just ready to attain: a
world into which God e¢an come, but a
world which, receiving Him, must hold Him
in restraint and feebleness ?

‘T'hink how, again and agrin, during the
life of Jesus, His Incarnation set s dis-
ciples to asking questions which are just the
questions which we are always asking ol the
world.  They believed in His power, and
vet His power always lingered and disap-
puinted them.  **Art thou lle that should
come P <Wilt thou at this time restore
the Kingdom ?”  So they questioned Him.
Gradually they learned the lesson ot His

life. It is divine in spite of every hinder-
ance. It may be Lindered even though it

These two traths both became
Out of the first trath came truimphant cer-
tainty, out ol the second truth came endless
ptience 5 and these two together—certainty
about the final issue, and patience with the
lingering means—these two together, which
were written upon all the lite ol Jesus, have
made the power of the Faith which has over-
come the world.

He who looks abroad upon the world
through the light ot the Incarnation must
always sce it thus ; and is not this what we
necd ? Both to be sure and to be patient ;
to know that GGod is in the world. that 1his
omnipotence is pledged to the destracnion
of all evil and the suceess of every good,
and yet to see evil rampant and to see
good trampled under toot—we  know how
hard that 1s! We grow used to it; we
straggle on in spite ot the preplexity and
discouragement into which it casts us.
But yet how hard it is! By and by
Christinas comes ! God is going to enter
into this world! **Now,” we say, “‘every-
thing will be set right. Now the right
arm of the Lord will be displaved. The
King is coming, and this moral confusion
and anarchy will cease.” Aund then the
news arvives that He has come.  The shep-
herds tell their story, and what a new sur-
prise their story is!  “leis a livde child,”
they say. **There is no active strength in
hand or toot or voice.  We know lle is the
Saviour, but llis power is shut up in an
intant’s teebleness. e is a little child.”
What can we do but wonder at the things
they tell us?  But, certainly. it is the won-
der of recognition. The tale they tell fits
the world we know—a world which has
God in it, and yet in which even God works
under the limitations of humanity, and
where the power which is divine yet lin-
gers and must slowly grow. Surely this is
our world in which the Incarnation per-
tectly corresponds.

Sureness and patience—sureness, because
itis God; patience, because it is a child.
Sureness and patience ! Oh, my friends, if
you and I should catch them both t om the
shepherd’s story upon Christmas Day, how
clear this world would grow to us, and with
what calm and faithtul energy we should
work away at it in these lew years in which
God bas appointed us to work § not despair-
ing atanything, and yet notexpecting great
results to comeat once ; glad simply tor the
chance to do our little share in that long
labor which was going on ages upon ag.s
before we came, which will be going on
and on ages upon ages alter we have done
our little work and gone our way ; welcom-
ing most cordially the younger men whom
we see coming up to take the work which
we feel growing too heavy for our hands
even while they are yet in their prime of
strength 3 scanning the young men’s faces
as they come, in genuine and eager hope
that they will be stronger for the work of
their day than we have been tor the work
of ours ; satisfied, pertectly satisfied, it we
can help the new Incarnation ot Christ
(which is the gradual embodiment ot His
divine soul in wme lite of a regenerated
world) toward its completion, as Mary and
Joseph tended and tauzht the Divine Child
who was in their humble house. Can we
picture a lite more soberly enthusiastic,
more patiently devoted—a lite more truly
**without haste and without rest” than that
lite must be?

O that we today may mount to the full
heights ot the truth ot the Incarnation, and
from thence look out upon the world!
Men say the world, or this or that good
cause in it, is hopeless. 1 know that they
are wrong, because God is in the world.
Men say: *The good must conquer in-
stantly. The ¢nd ot all things is at hand.”
They. too, are wrong, for God in the
world fulfils himselt by human ways, and
that means hinderance and delay. O that
on Christmas day each ot us might take up
his own task, and work at it at once in
new, inspiring assurance ot its ultimate
success, and yet in new and strengthening
patience with its long delay, both  caught
trom the Christinas truth, the truth of God
manifest in the world in Christ the little
child.

2. Turn to the other of the two great
regions in which we were to look
for the light of the Incarnation: namely,
the region ot human character. There. too,
man's best dreams and suspicions about him-
selt are taken up and clanfied and certified

)

by the coming ot God in Christ.  Let me
try to show you briefly how this is.  What

is the best that man has ever dared to
dream of his own lite? Never contented
to live in simple slavery to the earth on
which he walked, and to fellow-man and
to himself, he has always lilted up him-
selt and claimed that he belonged to God.
That is what all religion means. All the
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not felt better for the last nine years.

not fit to do any more work.

St. Joun, N. B., Oct. 20, 1890.

DEAR S1R,—A friend and myself got a jug of your “Microbe Killer”
between us, and my share was in a bottle in the house. One night I had
a bal attack of dyspepsia and my wife wanted me try the “Microbe
Killer.” IHaving no faith whatever in any patent wmedicine, I was not
inclined to comply with her request, but slie induced me to try it. The
first dose relieved me and the half jug cured me, g0 much so that I have
During all that time I have been
more or less unwell, and last spring had made up my mind that I was
Nothing I could get would give me any
relief, und the fact that I am as well able to do as much work as I ever
did, makes me feel under a great obligation to the cause of my cure—
«Microbe Killer.” I can fully recommend “Microbe Killer” to any one
troubled with chronic dyspepsia—Sincerely yours,

GEORGE B, CROMWELL.

it here.

York for it,

1909020 30303050202920900034303020998490DD¢D00DIDE000DIT0293430893080302086L
—— TR A TD ANM’S

MICROBE KILLER g

was introduced into the Maritime Provinces only last July, The great re-
putation it had attained in the the United States and Upper Canada, where
it had effected many miracu-
{ lous cures, assisted materially in introducing
Before it could be got in St. John

W™ RADAYS
M.cROBE KILLER

=S (
TRADE-MARY,

*
M
a
b4
4
b4
-
®
b4
@
o
«
-
4
4

there were many individuals who sent to New §

It has had a wonderful sale in the ¥

Lower Provinces, and its great reputation is b4

entirely owing to the remedial qualities it con- §

tains, being such as to CURE ALL KNOWN $

DISEASES. The price is $3.00 per wine gal. $

All Orders addressed to §

s
b
4
4
b4
b4
4
S
@

C. H. PENDLISTON,
General Agent for N. B, N. S, and P. E. I,

ADELAIDE ROAD, NORTH END,
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

AGENTS WANTED.

‘OW”30.0.0“30.0“.“0300“0“.“000.“00““000.0.080‘00308080‘08000‘““0

great religious conceptions—all the views
ot life which are distinetively religious—
bear witness to man’s irresistible conviction
that he belongs to God. The conception
ot sin is steeped in that conviction. It I8
man’s unescapable assurance that wrong-
doing is something more than unwisdom—
something more than mischiel and mistake
—that it is ingratitude and offence to One
whom we are bound to serve. The idea
of forgiveness could never have been born
except in the heart ot a humanity which
seemed to itself to need a personal release
trom that which had been personal disobe-
dience. The idea of goodness has always
tended to transtorm itself into the other
itica of duty, which is debt or obligation to
a benefactor and a triend.  And, noblest
proot ot all, at the height of man’s out-
reach alter happiness, when, starting from
the mere delights of animal appetite, he
has gone up and up from spiritual to more
spiritual. always, at the top, as the su-
premest happiness which the humanity

most capable of being happy ever could |

attain. there has stood, in the imagina-
tion of the religious man, the possibility
of intimate communions with the God to
whom he so entirely belonged ; that not
merely in obedience but only in commun-
ion could he claim God as he had a right
to do. This is the great religious cou-
sciousness ot man. It hvlungs to no one
race. to no one age. It is the soul of all

religions. ot every altar’s sacrifice, ob every |

ceremonialist’s ritual, of every dogmatist’s
creed, ol every mistic’s dream-—that un-
quenchable, unanswerable guess that man
belonged to God, that struggle of man to
realize and assert his high belonging.

And now once more comes Christmas
Day. Once more. borne abroad on the
words of simple-minded shepherds, runs the
story. God and man have met, in visible,
actual union, in a life which is both human
and divine. God has been able to come
down to man. Humanity has been able
to take in the entering God. How shall
that tidings be received by men fuall of t!nis
old, inspiring, ineradicable guess ?  With
wonder, certainly ! Thrilling the soul that
hears it through and through, wonder must
fill it when it hears the story. But what
kind of wonder? Surely not simply the
wonder of surprise ; surely the other higher
wonder—the wonder ot recognition. Surely
not the mere wonder which says: “‘Inever
could have dreamed ot anything like this !
but rather the wonder which cries out:
“*T'his is what my soul has dreamed of a
thousand times.  Behold, here is just the
folfilment of my dreams. llow wondertul
itis!”

It seems to me that that is the noblest
welcome that the soul of man can give
to any truth of God ; not blank amazement
that a thing could happen which contra-
dicts all human expectations—but satisfied
delight at such complete and undreamed
ot fulfilment of man’s highest dreams.
Men say : **How strange that Christ should
be willing to die for human sin.” Yes, it
is strange ; and yet the innocent has been
willing to die for the guilty, and the loving
for the beloved, everywhere and always.
The wonder of the sacrifice of Christ is not
that it contradicts, but that it overtops and
finishes all man’s idea ot sacrifice for man.
If I were privileged to stand and preach

the Gospel to a crowd ot savages, the
wonder that I should most of all love to see
growing in their faces as they listened
would be the wonder of recognizing, in their
glorious perfectness, in Him whom [ preach-
ed to them, the same divine impulses which
they had telt dimly moving in their own
savage hearts, **Ah, so | gave myself for
my children.”
selt for me.”

the man who hated me.

“*Ah, so I once tried to love
So [ once spared

the enemy who lay beneath my club.” |
, table are to celebrate the love of Him who

That, I am sure, would be the heathen’s
noblest tribute to the Gospel—the percep-
tion of how wonderful in its pertection was
that same condition which, in his impertect

i showing ot it, had seemed so insignificant

and mean, and yet had always hinted at a
glory tar beyond itself.

Is not this the relation which the Incar-

[ must come to something, it we only per-

|

“So my father gave him- |

nation ot Christ holds to human character? |
It is the great authoritative declaration that |
man belongs to God, and that God can come |

infinitely near to man.

It announces that |

in his wildest dreams ot selt-=conceit man |
has not overestimated, however he may |

have misconceived, his own humanity.
What degenerate Roman Emperor, perch-
ing himselt upon the paltry throne, and,

{ with a ecrown upon his head and a seeptre

in his hand, making believe that he was a |
cod, has begun to get any such conception |

of the true glory which a human heing may
attain as is set lorth here, where, in a
manger, without the least change of the
circumstances from the lowest and most
sordid, the Divine Spirit joins itself’ to
human flesh, and the Son of God and Son
of Man is born?

It a man so understands that miracle,
then, my dear {riends, and only then, has
he reached the real wonder ot the Christ-
mas story. It is a wonder which does not
offend, but tempts his faith.  All his best
dreams about himselt make him more ready
to believe it. It draws him onward into
beliet as the infinite sky draws on the eagle.
It is to him the light by which he under-
stands his brethren and understands him-
selt, this possibility which the Incarnation
has revealed to him—that his life and the
life ot God should come close together, this
assurance issuing from the birth of the
Godman, that lis Humanity and God’s
Divinity belong to one another.

There must be in the man who thus un-
derstands the Incarnation a lolty charity ;
no supercilious pity of tellow-man, no cold
and hard duty-care, no fastidions choosing
of the poor men who most pleasc our fancy,
but an honor tor the human nature of the
least and lowest, and a thankful acceptance
of the privilege of setting any burdened
and hindered nature free.  This must come
to any man who sees the Divinity of which
Humanity is capable in Jesus Christ.

And then, a humble independence—a
quict, calm insistence on our right to live
our own lite, to think our own thought, to
choose our own way of working out our
work. Oh, believe me, my dear friends,
there is no way so sure and permanent in
which all this can be made ours as through
the faith in, the honor for, our human
nature which the Incarnation brings.

And than a hope which never flags, a
quiet and settled certainty, lasting right on
through every disappointment and mistake,
that we can come to something, that we

severe.  The assurance ot complete hum-
ility, the brave, happy, earnest spirit of
work and trust—that, too, belongs to him
who hears with all his heart the things which
are told him by the shepherds ot the birth
ot Christ.

Charity, Independence, HHope—these are
the true fruits of a true faith in the Incar-
nation.

I must not keep you longer. Those of
vou who will, are to come now and at llis
gave Himselt for you. o it by giving
yourselt anew to Him. Lift up yourselves
to the great meaning ot the Day, and dare
to think of your Humanity as something so
sublimely precious that it is worthy ol being
made an offering to God.  Count it a privi-
lege to make that offering as complete as
possible, keeping nothing back, and then go
out to the pleasures and duties ot your
lite, having been truly born anew into His
Divinity, as He was born into our Human-
ity, on Christmas Day.
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SKIN

4 whethertorturing, disfigaring, hnmiliating, iteh-
ing, burning, bleeding, scaly, crasted, puapiy, or
blotehy, with loss ot hair, from pinaples to the most
distressing eczemas, and every humor of the blood,
whether sunple, serofulous, or hereditary, is speed-

ilv, permanently, and economically curved by the
CurTicUrRAa REMEDIES, consgisting ot CUTICURA, the
greart SKin Cuarve, CUTICURA SOAP, an exquisite SKin
Sk Parificr and Beautifier, and CUTICURA RESOLV-
ENT, the new Blood aud skin Paritier and greatest of
Humor Remedies; when the best physicians and all
other remedies tail. This isstrony language, but true
Thousands of grateful restun nials trom infancy to
age attest their wonderful, unfailing and incompar-
able efficaes .

Sold evervwhere.  Price, CUTICURA, Tie.; Soap,
35¢.; RESOLVENT, £1.50. Prepared by the POTTER
DruG AND CHEMICAL CORPORATION, BOSTON, Mass

Send tor “How to Cure SKinamd Blood Diseases.”

bj‘ Pimples, blackheads, chapped  and  oily -Fﬁ‘
) skin prevented by CUTICURA SOAP. Sy

Rhenmatism, Kidney Pains and Muascular
\ Wenkness velieved in one minute by the
CuTiCcURA ANTI-PAIN PLASTER. 80c,

' ,C i
Dqspepﬁcure aids

ige stion.

Dquepflcure cures

i lndige stion.

The ‘most'serious and_ £
S Jong-standing cases of

ronie yspepsia

positively cured [

i

Price per bottle 35cts and 400
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