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MORNING THOUGHTS.

Some Fragments of Thought Compiled by
Rev. Geo. Bruce of St. David’s Church.

(Fi o - Morning Thoughts Fer Busy Days.)
““ When I have a convenient season, I will call for
thee.”—Acts xxiv. 25.
So Felix said, as he rose from his seat,

srembling and alarmed, and dismissed the
Apostle. Notnow. * Not this time ™ is
the prescription which Satan thrusts into
the hand of a convicted soul.
card ot dismissal to the messenger of the
cross, and a new life. Not now. And with
this simple device he leads men past every
awakening into the eternity of lost souls.

It seems s 0 simple. It is so easy and harm- |

less wi'ﬂful, and in this lies its power and
its affinity with eternity. It simply puts off
indefinitely until indefiniteness becomes in-
finity. A friend of mine, who held chiet
control of a system of railroads, once sent
me a ‘‘pass” over the road.
opened the envelope. and read the accom-
panying note, I looked at the little card
which had so much meaning, and I found
upon it, in the blank space left for the name
of the destination, these words instead:
'« From station to station.” That was all.
«« Conductors will please pass the bearer
from station to station.” Very simple it
seemed, but it meant more than if it had

been filled up with ten thousand or a hun- |

Simply to the next
An insignificant

dred thousand miles.
station : that was all.

thing it seemed—a mere matter of five or |
But it meant indefinite |

ten miles or so.
postponement of action, and secured my
eontinuance on the road. *‘From station
to station” is the inscription on the card
which Satan uses in answer to the voice of
conscience. *‘ Merely to the next station.”
¢« You will make a change presently.” ¢ By-
and-by you will get off this track of folly
and sin.” It is only to the next station.
“ When I have a convenient season, I will
call for thee.”

«.Measuring themselves by themselves, and com- |
paring themselves among themselves.” 2 Cor x.12, |

A very common occupation and very
profitless.
and spiritual pride. It is so essy to look
for a smaller man and congratulate myself
and say, “Well done.” It is, perhaps, not
hard, to my mind, to discover a meaner
man than I am, and therefore I clap my-
self upon the shoulder as I go about some
of my untruthful ways and exclaim, ‘“What
a fine fellow ! It would not be quite so
bad if I would onlylook up some of the
best men, or if I would keep my eye upon

the strong features of the characters of |

those with whom I measure and compare
myself, but I am sure to select the weak
things, the blemishes and impertections.
I am blind to the excellencies of my neigh-

bour when I am comparing myself with |
And |

him, and quick to see his defects.
even at the best this process is a poor affair
—a number of men taking hold on one an-
other to raise themselves higher by each
getting on the shoulders of the other while
all are in the miry clay. It is, of course,
open for one to get up higher, but he wants
a mountain to climb on. A number of
people cast from a sinking ship on the
water cannot be helped by trying to struggle
with one another. They need the life boat.

“Thou hast given a banner to them that fear thee,
that it may be displayed because of the truth.”
—Ps. 1x.4.

When soldiers are going away on some
dangerous campaign, or when they return
from a victory in which their valour has
been signally displayed, it is a beautiful
and significent practice frequently to pre-
sent them with a banner. Some one held
in esteem and of elevated position, usually
a lady, presents the commanding officer,
in the presence of the men, with a set of
eolours. This is in token of their bravery,
or of assurance and encouragement to them.
Is would signify how grace and beauty,and
purity—all that is dearest n life—places
s trust in those to whom this emblem is

ted; and the banner is to be dis-
played in the presence of the enemy because
of the sacred trust committed to the keep-
ing of these bonored and march-stained
men. So God, so Jesus, so the Spirit has
iven to us a bahner in the name of and
in defence of the Trath. All that is holy
and noble and pure and true is committed to
our keepi Shall we be true, or shall we
tail ? Shall weary march, or sudden assault,
or wounda, or hunger, or death cause us to
foveake or disgrace this sacred banner?

As It Is 1n Heaven.

Someone, who believed it to be an im-
perative duty, recently undertook to tell a
widow that her only son, who was absent
from home, become wild and dissipated,
that he was in fact g:ing down hill very
fast and would soon be at the bottom.

The widow, who was also an invalid,
tor her son to come home and make

» vieit.
He bnood The mother

and came.

This is the |

When I |

It is the ministry of indolence |

from your mother now, Jack?”

*“ Now, you see, when—a—fellow—"
* B Yes, ves. Jack, but you are not a fel-
' low, you are just my Jack—my boy who
- used to tell me all his troubles and naugh-
| tiness, and whose father when he died said
to him, ¢ Take care of your mother, Jack.’
How will it be when I see him—shall I tell
him you are a good boy, as he wanted you
to be?”

** [—I hope so mother,” with a sob.

*“ And, Jack there’s something I've
heard—it's too ridiculous. I know you'll
laugh, because there isn't a word ot truth
init. Why, nobody could make me be-
lieve it. They tried to tell me that my boy
Jack had fallen into bad company.”

“ Oh® mother ”

“] know it isn't true. You, a boy
| brought up to despise evil-doing, going
| about with wine-bibbers? No ! no! They
' couldn’t make me believe that.”
| ““No, indeed, mother, whispered Jack,
' recording a vow under his breath.
| ““And Jack,” continued his mother, in
| her sweet consoling tones, ‘* do you remem-
| ber how we used to say our prayers to-
| gether—you and I. Tonight, Jack, I
| have a fancy to hear our voiees blend n
' the dear old prayer. Kneel down by my
| bed, Jack, as you used to when you were
an innocent boy.”
| Jack knelt, and his bowed head came

very close to that gentle heart that was
| throbbing with love for him.

* Qur Father—which art in Heaven—

hallowed be Thy name—Thy kingdom
{ come—Thy will be done on earth—as it is
' in Heaven "
| Jack stopped, for the voice that had
| accompanied his was silent.
| ¢ Mother,” he called in a frightened
| tone, and he bent over the pale lips that
| opened to repeat softly :

iother everything. Have you any secrets

| ¢“Asitisinlleaven. Amen.”
[ Then Jack was alone to begin the life
| he would henceforth live.—Free Press.

Just a Few Words For Mother.

Uttering a faint cry he fell forward, and
as I rushed to the invalid’s assistance I
realized that something terrible was about
to happen. To take his trail, wasted form
in my arms and carry him down to his
state-room was a small task. As I laid
him on the berth the doctor appeared at
the door.

*“ My poor friend, be brave!” he said
| gently, after looking for moment at the
sufferer.
| ** Is there any message or anything I can
' do for you in England ?”
| For answer he shook his head sadly and
| beckoned to me to draw near.

** Ask him—how long ?” he whispered.

I turned to the doctor and as we stepped
outside the door I asked the question,
“ How long ?” but felt a sickening tear of
the answer.

““ Poor lad, galloping consumption—
perhaps a day—possibly only an hour!”
answered the doctor, in broken sentences;
it was hard for him to speak.

I composed my face and reverently knelt
at the side of the dying boy. He searched
my face for the sad truth.

* How long ?”" he gasped.

I strove to answer but my tongue for
some moments refused to speak. ** Per-
haps very soon,” was all I could say, the
words choked me.

He was braver than I, and rallied his
| strength as he said :
¢+ Please write a letter for me, will you?”
| I hastened to procure pen, ink and paper
and waited.

¢ I should like to receivethe sacrament,”
he said, instead of dictating.

The chaplain was only waiting for a call.
We hurried to the cabin. 1 placed my arm
around the dying boy, and together we
listened to the service, and received the
holy communion.

“ The peace of God, which passeth all
understanding, be with you always. Amen!”

There was deep s’lence for a moment,
then the poor lad pointed to his dressing-
case. I opened it and held it for him. Ile
took from it an envelope and a small pack-
age, both ready addressed.

“Will you do one last kindness tor me ?”
he asked.

I bowed my head for answer.

“Thank you. Please cat a lock of my
hair, put it into this envelope and deliver it
with your own hands. And now write just
a few words for mother.”

But the letter was never dictated—he
died without speaking again, and with a
sad aching heart I clipped from the pale
temple a lock of hair, fastened it on to the
sheet of writing paper, and wrote below it,

August 12, seven p. m., Mid Ocean.
ERNEST ASKEW
aged 19
Fell asleep, peacefully, while trying to say
Just a few words for Mother!
CAPEL KOWLEY.

Geneva, Illinois.

A Church Goer’s Confession.

« For years,” said a steady churchgoer:

+ T had been sitting in the same pew and
in the same seat, the end seat by the aisle.
Usually the other places are occupied by
members of my family, for all attend pretty
regularly, but one Sunday recently when,
for one reason and another, they had stay-
ed at home, I sat in my pew alone. See-
ing plenty of room there the usher brought
to sit with me a stranger. I was, of course,
to welcome him. I did not get up

and step out into the aisle so that be might
pass in by me, but I moved along to the
other end of the and Jet him sit in my
place. When I
seated and handed him &+ hymn
had turped toward the pulpit -

view of them had been cut off by the heads
and shoulders of other persons. The
preacher appeared to me in another light,
and it seemed as though his sermon, com-
ing as it did along a new angle, came with
new power. Indeed, it was almost like
visiting a new church. The fact is that we
are all such creatures of habit that we are
apt to be surprised if we depart even a
little way from the road we are accustomed
to travel.”

Fading of Ideas From the Mind.

Ideas quickly fade, and often vanish
(quite out of the understanding, leaving no
more footsteps or remaining characters of
themselves than shadows do flying over a
field of corn. The memory of some men
is very tenacious, even to a miracle; but
yet there seems to be a constant decay of
all our ideas, even of those which are struck
deepest, and in minds the most retentive ;
so that if they be not sometimes renewed
by repeated exercise of the senses, or re-
flection on those kind of objects which at
first occasioned them, the print wears out,
and at last there remains nothing to be
seen. Thus the 1deas, as well as children
ot our youth, often die before us; and our
minds represent to us those tombs to which
we are approaching, where, though the
brass and marble remain, yet the inscrip-
tions are effaced by time, and the imagery
moulders away. Pictures drawn in our
minds are laid in fading colours, and, un-
less sometimes refreshed. vanish and disap-
pear. How much the constitution of our
bodies and the make of our animal spirits
are concerned in this, and whether the
temper of the brain ‘make this difference,
that in some it retains the characters drawn
on it like marble, in others like freestone,
and in others little better than sand, I shall
not here inquire ; though it may seem pro-
bable that the constitution of the body does
sometimes influence the memory, since we
oftentimes find a disease quite strip the
mind of all its ideas, and the flames of a
fever in a few days calcine all those images
to dust and confusion which seemed to be
as lasting as it graven in marble.— Locke.
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Striking Freak of Nature.

It is one of the most striking things in
nature that objects are fitted for a new pur-
pose by becoming unfitted for their primary
purpose. Thus the nectary of a flower is
regarded by scientific botanists as a de-
generated statmen ;that is, a statmen that no
longer serves its original object in helping
to propagate the plant; and yet, strange to
say, in its altered form.this nectary or de-
generate statmen secretes a sweet fluid which
attracts bees and other insects, by whose
entrance into the flower the pollen-dust
is scattered and carried from one blos-
som to another. In this way the nectary
helps to fertilize the plant more effectually,
and tulfils in a more admirable manner its
part in the economy of the flower, than if
it had retained its original form and func-
tion. It serves even higher purposes than
those which belong to the plant itself; it
looks to the wants of other orders of lite
bevond and above its own. It feeds the
insect world; the bee fills its comb, and
thus stores up nourishment for itselt during

which 1t secretes. Nay, more, the nectary
ministers to the wants and {uxuries of man
himselt—the lord of creation—and supplies
one of those pleasant gratifications of the
senses which God did not disdain to com-
mend when He spoke of the Land of Pro-
mise as a land flowing with milk and honey.

A Satamic Deception.

It is recorded in ecclesiastical legends
that the devil on one occasion appeared to
a famous saint m a vision, in order to
tempt him to be wunfaithful to his Lord.
The arch-deceiver personated the glorified
Redeemer, and thought he could do this
most effectually by presenting himselt
dressed in splendid robes, with a golden
crown upon his head, and his face and form
radiant with dazzling lovelivess.  IHe ex-
pected in this way to fill the saint’s mind
with awe, and make him do easily what he
wished. But the spiritual instinct of the
saint knew that not thus would Jesus ap-
pear to him. Te looked for the marks of
the Cross vpon His person, and for the
signs of suffering in His face; and finding
these altogether absent, he knew that it
was not Jesus that stood before him, but a
mere satanic counterfeit. The device of
the devil was one that might seem to be in
full accordance with human expectations.

such resplendent manner the risen Re-
deemer would have manifested His glory
to Mary Magdalene.

Curious Calculations on Gould’s Wealth.

Dr. Hitchens, ot Eccleston square, Bel-
grave road, London, preaching recently,
said : ** To get some idea of the vastness of
the possessions of the late Mr. Gould, let
us take, ” said the preacher, ** some inter-
esting calculations. Suppose his millions
to be changed into £5 notes, and these
notes jomed together in one strip, it would
reach trom London to Moscow. Suppose
you change those notes into sovereigns and
place one sovereign upon the other, they
would make a columm seventy-three miles
high. Suppose the sovereigns were to be
transferred from one place to another, you
would require an army of 11,400 porters,
each to carry 240 pounds, or fifty-seven
railway trucks. Suppose, again, those
sovereigns were changed into shillings, it
would take you nearly 240 years, workiug
night and day, to give away one shilling to
each person, at the rate of ten persons each
minute. You would have one shilling for
every person in the wide world. " —W estern
Mail, Cardifi.

Church Hospitality.

The anecdote is told of Gen. Grant that
soon after his first nomination tor the pre-
sidency be was in the city of——, where
he bad not been expected and was known
to but few, and there, on a rainy Sunday,
entered a church and took a seat in a va-
cant pew not far from the pulpit. The
man who rented or owned the pew coming
in and seeing someone in the seat, sent the
mt:r:l 1o, ".‘etl hi?d to }u\rle it, which the
general quietly did, simply saying: ‘I
supposed it was :fy the pew of a

Lot ot

ntleman, or | not have entered
True Grestness.

 ud
A little girl was on one occasion bro
to see the Queen as sh x

0. "“

@A‘ dis %‘ﬁuzb’ohmi
m dressed in widow's

the idle winter from the sweet golden tears -

We should bave imagined that in some | \ ‘
i JOHN A. KIMBALL.

Empire. She expected to see a majestic
figure, clothed with magnificent robes, with
a jewelled crown on her head, and a golden
sceptre in her hand. 'This disappointment
of the little girl was a very natural one:
but she did not know, what she would
atterwards find out, that true greatness does
not depend upon outward show and cir-
cumstance. Emerson wisely says that the
gods always come in low disguises.

Where Borrowing is a Favor.

The city of Pskov has a high-minded
mayor. The city owed to one ot its alder-
men, V. N. Khemielinsky, 6,000 rubles.
The mayor ot the city recently informed
the creditor that he could have 3,000 rubles
refunded him for the present. To this
Khemielinsky answered by letter that he
*“ assented to the self-humiliating request
of the city,” and would accept the 3,000
rubles, leaving the balance for some time
yet at the disposal of the municipal council.
The mayor. on receiving this notc, made a
complaint afainst the alderman for using
disrespectful Janguage toward the munici-
pality of Pskov. The city council adopted
a resolution that Khemielinsky be ordered
to withdraw his abusive note and to apolo-
gize publicly to the mayor. If he wiil not
do this his 6,000 rubles should be paid him
at once and a resolution of censure be
entered against him in the city records.
Such a resolution in Russia is tantamount
to the deprivation ot right to hold an office
in the municipality.—N. Y. Sun.

" THE BEST

Remedy for colds, coughs, and the
common disorders of the throat and
iungs, Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral is uni-
versally recommended by the profes-
sion. It breaks up the phlegm,
soothes inflammation, allays painful
symptoms, and indnces repose. In
bronehitis and pneumonia, it affords
speedy relief, and is unrivaled as a
prompt and effective

Emergency Medicine

in croup, sore throat, and the sudden
pulmonary diseases to which young
children are so liable,

“ Ayer's Cherry Pectoral has had a
wonderful effect in curing my brother’s
cliildren of a s=vere and dangerous cold.
1t was truly astonishing how speedily
they found relief, and were cured, after
tanking this preparation.”—Miss Annette
N. Mcen, Fountain, Minn.

AYER’S
Cherry Pectorai

Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell. N gs

Promptto act,suretocure

KOFF Nu MOhe

WATSONS’ COUCH DROPS

WILL CGIVE POSITIVE AND INST-
ANT RELIEF TO THOSE SUFFERING
FROM COLDS, HOARSENESS, SORE
THROAT,ETC.,AND ARE INVALUABLE
TO ORATORS AND VOCALISTS. R. &
T. W. STAMPED ON EACH DROP. TRY THEM

STRANC-HANDY--DURABLE

L
oot ol Meads evervthing that €lae will Mend.

ALWAYS

Small packages for h-uschold use.
:5: DY Sp?chfgrwdcl for Mechanics,

Don’t Forget “"HASE’S.”
USE T
WITHOUT [Sold by all Druggists, Statiopers and

Hardware deale s, or sample by mail for
HEATING. [i0cuis.  GILMOUR & 00, MONTAEAL:

coa e e ot e g = gt
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Neuralgia of the Heart! Chronic Dyspepsia!
Awful Constipation ! Rheumatism !

CURED BY
GRODER’S SYRUP

Saint Jonx, N. B., October 11, 1802..
To Tue GrRopER DysprEPsIA CURE Co., LT’D.
Gentlemen: I, John A. Kimball, of the City
of St. John, in the Province of New Brunswick,
shoemaker, do solemnly declare that:

I cannot speak in too high praise of
the wonders that Groder’s Botanic Dys-
pepsia Syrup has worked in my case. It
T H E is an aet of justice as well as

duty for me to tell the public

through you just what your reme(;)y has
done for me. I am 45 years of age. My
life during the past 23 years has NEVER
BEEN FREE FROM SUFFERING UNTIL
gow. Since I began to take GRODER'S
: N CHRONIC NEU-
nml:; Kl ND of the heart of 20
YEARS STANDING has entirely disap-
peared. My distress from SEVERE
CONSTIPATION has been an unending
torture for the past ten years, but your
1?xztll:3dy is fas; restoring healt:y"daction
of the stomac bow-
els. Rheuma- THAT tism of
long-standing has eeased to trouble me.
I am no lom gloomy, melancholy
dyspeptic. 18 NO ACHE (:)Juin
in any part of my body. My food di-
gests readily and causes me no distress
whatever. Your medicine is the first of
the hundreds I have tried that has given
me any relief. Iam ready to answer any

mwme;:.n;::nll tﬁgrmly CU BES
as I have.

believe in Groder's
other sufferers to_obtain

It will cure them as it has cured me.
And I make this selemn d

tiousl bellevny the to be true, and
ous. same e
vin-e’”ot the * Act respecting usn'-jndka

m.

Done and declared at the City of St. John, in the
mdgwm&uﬁhyd
October, A.D. 1882 ;AN A. KIMBALL.

”‘ ‘. "

BARNES,
Alnao::t‘orhu‘kﬁow.d

At all Druggists. §1.00 per Bottle. *
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That G, B. Mark is stamped

on each Chocolate.

Bright, Silvery, Quick Polish for
Stoves and Grates. Easytoapply.

:g Always bright and beautiful.
=Black Lead

W. G. Nixey, LonNnoN, ENG., is the oldest and largest manufacturer of
Black Lead in the world. An article which has been popular everywhere
for nearly a ecentury must, of necessity, be the best of its kind.
CHAS. GYDE, Agent, Montreal. Sold by Grocers and Hardware dealers.

Heating Stoves.

50 SIZES AND STYLES TO SELECT FROM.
ALL COOD HEATERS.
AND THE PRICES WILL SUIT YOU.

J. H. SELFRIDGE, 101 Charlotte St.
Advertise in | CIRCULATES WIDKLY. c?

CLEANLY PRINTED.
. BE I&C ON

CLOSELY READ.
Publisher,
St. Andrews,N.B. T he

of the “BeAcoN” distributed during the next thrce months among best class of
Summer Travellers in (‘anada and U. 8. Great chance for Hotel Men and

12,000 GOPIES 22
Creat Cash Bargains.

Pants from $3.00 up. | Overcoats from... $13.00 up.
Reefers from...... 8.00 up.| Gent’s Suits from 14.00 up.

MADE TO ORDER AT SHORT NOTICE.
PANTS MADE WHILE YOU WAIT.

W. EI. MCINNIS, Tailor,

127 and 129 Portland Bridge, Mill Street.
ALWAYS INSURE Insurance Company of

your property in the PHGN lx HARTFORD, CONN,

l’ Because of its STRENGTH, LLOSS-PAYING !’()WER, gn_d
WHY H record FOR FAIR AND HONORABLE DEALING.

D. W. C. SKILTON, President.
7. H. MITCHELL, Vice-President.

Ni

DUST

Statement January lst.-1891.

Cash Capital..ceeeerseroccacnccinncnns $2,000,000 60 GEO. H. BURDICK, Secretary.

Reserve for Unadjusted Losses........ 293,831 17 CHAS. E. GALACAR, 2nd Vice-President,
Reserve for Re-Insurance.......ooveee 1,813,903 88

NET SURPLUS.cccocccecoscsccscscss 1,517,079 68 CANADIAN BRANCH HEAD OFFICE, MONTREAL.

r ) GERALD E. HART, General{Manager."
TOTAL (ASSETS 35'624,814 i Full Deposit with the Dominion Government.

KENOWLTON & GILCHRIST, Agents, 152 Prince William Street, St. John, N. B.

Famous Fiction by the World's Greatest Authors'
A CHARMING SET OF BOOKS,

EMBRACING

of the Greatest Novels Ever Wribten

BY TEN OF THE

GREATEST AUTHORS WHO EVER LIVED!

of the great authors of our day. you will observe that in most
Let but one work thas

If you will study the biographie: r
Instances their reputations were m-de by the production of a single book
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is really great—one mnm‘noco-cmauto from an author's pen, and thorgh his future efforts
be trivial in comparison, his name will live and his works be read long arter the author has
away. A well-known New York publishing house has issued in uniform and handsome style ten of
the greatest and most famons novels in the English language, and we have perfected arrangements
whereby we are enabled to offer this handsome and valuable set of books as a premium to our sud-
scribers upon terms which make them almost a free gif. Each one of these famous novels was ita
auther's greatest work—his masterpiece—the great production that made his name and fame. The
works comprised in this valnahle set of books, which are published under the general title of

* Famous Fiction by the World’s Greatest Authors,” are as follows:
By'lAr'-.T nx:woh I'.AD.!' :H-n 1{'.3 E?:ro.d?loc-n.:r'
lly.,c“hﬂotfer‘m‘;‘u. vammy.
f— %i‘.-x'uemm' m-%n’.’ﬁﬁ?.’m’,&?m
Hy George Bitet. e s n,
TER WOMAN O wirra  FUTYOURSELEINISFLACK
w PR T L T

in artis
king A charming set of ' books which will be an ornament to the home.

M':'n mnm from new type, clear, bold and readable, upon r of excellent quality. Altogether

itisa lntdwm to be _to afford our anep

wortunisy of obiaisin such 108 terms as wé can give.

Our Liberal Premium Offer | [ozizmd e e gnat 2o

‘l. .M'. M. w w' ~

Wu&d“ amous Fiction by the World's Greatest Authors,” also
for one year, upon receipt of enly $2.50, which is an advance of but 50 cents
over eur ¥ pn pﬁtvum.m‘hw-udhﬁ
terms of su renewing now ;
onoe, and their tio ‘s'h : one year from date of expiration. Wa
will give the set of books free to any one sending us a club of twe new
subecribers. is o groat promiue offer. EDWARD 8. :
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