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JEWISH SYNAGOGUE. 

Caught Hold of the Silken Shawl and 

Kissed It. 

The 11th September being the Hebrew 

New Year's Day, the writer thought that 

other people beside himself, might be 

interested in reading a few particulars re- 

arding the Jewish ceremonial worship. 

Taving obtained an invitation, I presented 

myselt at the door of a synagogue, not a 

mile from Houndsditch, about 8a. m. I 

was most courteously received, and was 

shown to a good seat by the beadle, or 

church officer as we should call him. 
The proportions of the building were 

fine, and compared favorably with many 

English ¢hurches. The rostrum or plat- 

form was in the centre of the building, and 

was raised some three or four feet. Six 

parallel rows of oak pews ran down each 

side of the synagogue, and several more 

crossed the space behind the plattorm. 

The reader in white surplice, or robe, and 

, wyite satin skull-cap was chanting in 

Ppoprew as | entered, and two more were 

seated behind him on the rostrum ready to 

take their turns, the elder ot them—a very 

corpulent man—appearing to be in com- 

mand. 
For the first hour very few people were 

present, but at nine o'clock the house be- 

gan to fill, so to speak. Each worshipper 

had his own numbered pew and locker, 

where he kept his books of ritual and his 

mantle. The mantles were about thirty 

inches wide and three yards long, finished 

off with long fringe, and crossed at either | 

end by several colored bands, usually nine, 

though my informant told me there was 

nothing significant about the number or 
colors of the bands. 

Bach male worshipper (who, of course, 

J Tot his hat on) caught hold of the silken | 

shawl or mantle at both ends, kissed it in 

three places, covered his face with it for a 

few seconds, and then put it round his neck. 
The female portion of the congregation, 
according to custom, sat upstairs away 

from the men. A startling crash drew my | 
attention to the chancel. I discovered that 
someone had drawn the large curtain from 
before the ‘‘ark.” This, I was told, was 
made of the same species of wood as the 
original ark of the Covenant. 
The doors of the ark were next opened 

and disclosed several rolls (books) of the 
law. These were encased in silk bags, the | 
central rods, which protruded, were made 
of fine gold, the pointers being adorned 
with precious stones in addition; and, my 
informant added, ‘the books are all hand 
written on parchment and are several cen- | 
turies old. They were presented to us, 
and we value them very much.” 
A goodly congregation having now as- 

sembled, a small procession was formed, 
the leader of which took one roll, or book 
of the law, trom the ark, and marched with 

it back to the rostrum, where he set it on 
the floor. The choir, dressed in black sur- 
plices, or gowns, and wearing black velvet 
Edward VI. caps, now mounted the plat- 

form and sang—in Hebrew, of course. An 
intercessory prayer for the Royal family 
was then offered with great tervor, in Eng- 
lish, the congregation responding loyally. 
Another hymn was sung, and then the | 
blowing of the ‘‘cornet” took place. The 
¢scornet” mentioned in scripture was made | 
from a ram’s horn, and had no keys. Three 
separate ‘‘calls” were repeated a great 
many times, and then the procession re- | 
formed, took the law back to the ark, the 
door being shut and the curtain drawn, the 
ow again making a crash. 

he worshippers were most devout and | 
many churches I could name might well 
copy the Jews in this. Even the little 
boys sat quite still for three long hours— | 
an almost impossible feat for the average | 
English bov. No one seemed in the least 
disturbed by the frequent arrival of fresh 
worshippers. When the pews were filled 
up I was struck with the resemblance 
which the gathering had in some respects 
to the House of Commons on a full night. 
Everyone was wearing a tall hat, and the 
number of people who were present would 
just about fill the house, the Hebrew res- 
ponses sounding to be as intelligible as 
certain remarks which I have heard honor- 
able members utter in concert. I passed 
out and handed the atientant the prayer- 
book which he had kindly lent me, thank- 
ing him at the same time tor his courtesy, 
the like of which I had never experienced 
in any other church. 

A Clergyman Busy. 

Many people think that so far as really 
hard work is concerned clergymen have a 
very easy time of it. Their chief employ- 
ment, one sometimes hears it said, 1s to 
attend tea parties and play lawn tennis. 
But people who talk like this usually know 
nothing of the real life of an average town 
parson. Here, for instance, is the ordin- 
ary routine work of a young curate in a 
parish containing some five or six thousand 
inhagtiants. He took high honours at Ox- 
ford before ordination, and receives the 
munificent salary of £150 a year. 
Sunday is, of course, his principal day, 

and then he usually commences work at 
eight o'clock in the morning, and does not 
leave off till after mmne at night. First 
comes a communion service from eight till 
nine, then Sunday-school from ten till a 
quarter to eleven, and morning service 
from eleven to a quarter to one. In the 
afternoon he has to take another service, 
and after tea comes church again and a 
migsjdn meeting. Very often, when his 
vicar is away, he will preacn three times 
on one Sunday, before a congregation 
numbering in the morning and evening 
nearly a thousand peopfe. 
Four mornings in the week he has to give 

the children mn the day-schools Scripture 
lessons ; and every ak night he has to 
take one or two meetings. Besides this, 
he must study and prepare his sermons for 
two or three hours every day, and he is 
expected to spend each afternoon in visit- 
ing his parishioners. Thus the writer has 
known him on a week day start after break- 
fast to the schools ; then go off to a meeting 
of district visitors ; back to dinner, and off 

Reading). 
once more till tea-time, visiting. Immedi- 
ately after tea he would have to conduct a 
Juvenile service, and that must be over in 
time to permit him to be at the opening of 
a public meeting of one of the parish socie- 
ties. After the meeting was finished, say 
at a quarter to ten, there would come a 
committee meeting, which lasted for nearly 
another hour. Then, on getting home, he 
must settle over his desk till Yoog after 
midnight, for a time of quiet study. 

Yet, not content with his routine work, 
he gives free instruction in Latin and (Greek 
to three or four young men in the parish; 
and he also occasionally manages to contri- 
bute to one or two religious magazines. 
He is honorary secretary to a diocesan 
clerical society, and 1s in constant demand 
as a speaker at special meetings in his dis- 
trict. But in spite of all his work he can 
find time to go to tea parties, and he plays 
a capital game of lawn tennis. And where- 
ever he goes he is always voted the jolliest 
fellow there. 

Perhaps our friend may be pardoned for 
getting indignant whena horny-handed son 
of toil who works eight hours a day, with 
Sunday free and a ‘‘Saint Monday” religi- 
ously observed, tells him that he is only a 
parson who lives on the fat ot the land and 

| does not earn his keep! 

Among the Chinese. 

In a letter from Foochow, China, Rev. 

| (+. S. Minor, professor in the Anglo- 

| Chinese College there, tells of the religious 

| work among the Chinese. He says in 
| 

| 

| part: 
*“ From the Orient we send greeting. 

| We can dimly see the light. The dark 
| clouds of idolatry and heathenism are roll- 
| ing away. The Christian dawn is break- 
| ing. Great and good work has been ac- 
| complished here, but mainly for those who 
have come from a dist:nee. Hitherto this 
proud, literary, aristoct. tie, rich, idolatrous 
and heathen city has barred 1s gates and 
closed its doors, with but few exceptions, 

to all gospel messengers. In our four 
churches here we have less than 300 mem- 
bers and a large majority of these are trom 
our schools. But revolution is at hand. 
Only last Sabbath I had the pleasure of at- 
tending divine services at the home of a 
man who is a first degree literary graduate 
and the most eminent Chinese physician in 
all the city, and administered the sacrament 
of baptism to himself, mother (who is over 

| 70 years of age), and three neighbors. 
This public demonstration will have a won- 
derful influence upon the literati. Many 

| of his friends and relatives are literary men 

and are very friendly to Christianity and 
| we expect them to follow his example in 
the near future. Just a few weeks ago 
one of the finest cultured men of the literati 
refused a position in the government of 
$45 a month to teach mm our ‘‘high class” 
girls seminary at $15. Few Christians in 
America even would have done the like. 
I can but wonder every time I think of it. 

Not having time to write of the others 
who are doing more effective work we will 
speak only of the work in **Ah Do,” a sec- 
tion of 21 wards, containing over 70,000 

people, of which we have been placed in 
' charge. We first asked for resources and 
| were told there were none either in the 
| shape of money or workers, cnly as the 
latter could be secured from our schools. 
In looking over the ground we found only 

| one chapel that would seat about 50 per- 
| sons, where weekly services were held, a 
private bouse where monthly services were 

| held and a girls’ day school under the 
| supervision ot the Woman's Foreign Mis- 
| sionary Society. To enter into the details 
| of the progress of the work would weary 
| you, we fear, so we will only say that the 

| church has been enlarged, covering all the 
ground owned by us, and will now seat 
100. Two buildings for school and church 
purposes have been rented until Chinese 
New Year (about the middle of February). 
Three day schools with 123 pupils, one 
evening school with 65 pupils, three Sun- 
day schools with an average attendance of 
about 300 have been organized. At each 
ot four places we are holding from one to 
three weekly services for the men, having 
the students, local preachers and teachers 
conduct them as far as possible. The W. 
I. M. S. ladies, with their students,are do- 
ing a great deal of visiting from house to 
house and are holding two or more weekly 
services for girls and women. They are 
reported as being well attended. Much 
interest is taken. 
A great incentive to regular attendance 

upon our public services is the gift of a 
picture card. A highly colored advertising 
card is just the thing. We print Scripture 
texts upon red Chinese paper and give one 
to each person attending services, gener- 
ally a different text each time. When they 
receive a certain number and can repeat 
them betore the congregation we give them 
a large card. It they cannot repeat the 
texts, as many cannot read, we give "them 
a small card. Upon all those cards Scrip- 
ture texts are pasted, and in this way thou- 
sands ot Bible promises have been made 
known to this people, and as many hun- 
dreds have been memorized within the past 
few months. 

Book of Proverbs. 

It was written in poetry, and contains 
about 1,000 of the 3,000 proverbs of Solo- 
mon. The whole book abounds in allusions, 
now found tor the first time and precisely 
applicable, to the age of Solomon; to gold 
and silver and precious stones ; to the duties 
and powers of kings; to commerce. The 
Book of Proverbs is not on a level with the 
Prophets or the Psalms. It approaches 
human things and things divine from quite 
another side. It is the philosophy of prac- 
tical life. It 1s the sign to us that the 
Bible does not despise common sense and 

most forcible manner the value of intelli- 
gence, prudence, of a good education. 
Above all, it insists over and over again 
upon the doctrine that goodness is wisdom, 
and that wickedness and vice are folly.— 
Dean Stanley. 

discretion. It impresses upon us in the: 

Different Kinds of Sextons. 

A sexton, like a poet, is born. A church, 
in order to peace and success, needs the 
right kind of a man at the prow, and the 
right kind at the stern—that is, a good 
minister and a good sexton. So far as we 
bave observed, there are various kinds. 
The fidgety sexton. He is never still. His 
being in any one place proves to him that 
he ought to be in some other. In the most 
intense part of the service, every ear alert 
to the truth, the minister at the very climax 
of his subject, the fidgety official starts up 
the aisle. The whole congregation instantly 
turn from the consideration of judgment 
and eternity to see what the sexton wants 
The minister looks, the elders look, the peo- 
ple get up in the gallery to look. It is left 
in universal doubt as to why the sexton 
trisked about at just that moment. He 
must have seen a fly on the opposite side of 
the church wall that needed to be driven 
off before it spoiled the fresco, or he may 
have suspicion that a rat-terrior is in one ot 
the pews by the pulpit, from the fact that 
he saw two or three children laughing. 
Now, there is nothing more perplexing 
than a dog-chase during religious service. 
(Give my love to the sexton, and tell him 
never to chase a dog in religious service. 
Better let it alone. 
The lazy sexton does not lead the strang- 

er to the pew, but goes a little way up the 
isle, and points, saying, ‘Out yonder!” 
You leave the photograph of your back in 
the dust of the seat you occupy ; the air 1s 
in an atmospheric hash of what was left 
over last Sunday. Lack of oxygen will 
dull the best sermon, and clip the wings of 
gladdest song, and stupefy an audience. 
People go out from the poisoned air of our 
churches to die of pneumonia. What a sin, 
when there is so much fresh air, to let 
people perish for lack ot it! The churches 
are the worst ventilated buildings on the 
continent. No amount of grace can make 
stale air sacred. **The prince of the power 
of the air” wants nothing but poisoned air 
for the churches. After audiences have 
assembled, and their cheeks are flushed, 
and their respiration has become painful, 
it is too late to change it. Open a window | 
or door now, and you ventilate only the 
top of that man’s bald head, and the back 
of the neck of that delicate woman, and 
you send off hundreds of people coughing 
and sneezing. One reason why the Sab- 
baths are so wide apart is that every church 
building may have six days of atmospheric 
purification. 
The good sexton is the minister's bless- 

ing, the church's joy, a harbinger of the 
millenium. People come to church to 
have him help them up the aisle. He wears 
slippers. He stands or sits at the end of 
the church during an impressive discourse, 
and feels that, though he did not furnish 
the ideas, he at least furnished the wind 
necessary in preaching it. He has a quick 
nostril to detect unconsecrated odors, and 
puts the man who eats garlic on the back 
seat in the corner. He does not regulate 
the heat by a broken thermecmeter, minus 
the mercury. He has the window-blinds 
arranged just right—the light not too glar- 
ing so as to show the freckles, nor too dark 
so as to cast a gloom, but a subdued light 
that makes the plainest tace attractive. He 
rings the bell merrily tor Christmas festival, 
and tolls it sadly for the departed. He has 
real pity for the bereaved in whose house 
he goes for the purpose of burying their 
dead—not giving by cold, professional 
manner the impression that his sympathy 
for the troubled is overpowering by the joy 
that he bas in selling another coffin. He 
forgets not his own soul; and though his 
place is to stand at the door of the ark, it is 
surely inside of it. After a while, a Sab- 
bath comes when everything is wrong in 
church; the air is impure, the furnaces fail 
in their work, and the eyes of the people 
are blinded with an unpleasant glare. 
Everybody asks,‘ Where is our old sexton?” 
Alas! he will never come again. He has 
gone to join Obed-edom and Berechiah, the 
doorkeepers of the ancient ark. He will 
never again take the dusting-whisk trom 
the closet under the church stairs, for it is 
now with him **Dust to dust.” 

Be Faithful in Little Things. 

‘* The best portion of a good man’s life 
—the little, nameless, unremembered acts 
of kindness and love.” 

Little only in the eyes of the world, 
where fame, power, wealth and position 
overshadow true nobleness of soul, and the 
tender sympathies that are balm to an- 
other's woe. In the eyes of the Master, 
sublime. 

Nameless on the scroll of fame, but in- 
scribed in imperishable characters in the 
recording angel's book. 
Unremembered by the giver, but crea- 

ting, perhaps, an everlasting impression on 
some struggling soul—giving it renewed 
courage and hope, and a teeling that it is 
not quite alone on its weary journey to the 
common goal. 
We cannot all dazzle the world by great 

wealth, few of us can win its applause by 
brilliant talents or electrify it by a God-given 
genius, but all may strive to be ** faithtul 
in little things” by giving help and comfort 
to those around us—in short, by being a 
true and honest member of the Heartsease 
Circle—and thereby learn one of the 
secrets of a happy life 

Ah, genius burns like a blazing star, 
And fame has a honeyed urn to fill; 

But the good deed done for love, not fame, 
Like the water cup in Master’s name, 

Is something more precious still. 

Charity. 

I do not mean the charity that consists 
of alms-giving alone, but the charity that 
“‘thinketh no evil.” Oh, my sisters if we 
all exercised this charity daily, would it 
not be the speediest way of ourselves 
answering the prayer ‘Thy kingdom come?” 
There is much of sin and evil in the world, 
many ‘‘whitened sepulchers” walk among 
us, but God is judge of all, and you and 
I—ah, must we only see the wrong ? 
“You are deceived mn that person,” 

Madam Suspicion declared to me the 
other day. *‘He is a hypocrite and utter- 
ly devoid of principle,” and I, remember- 
ing said person's kindness and tenderness 
of heart, refused to agree with her. Time 
may prove her right, bat I would rather be 
imposed upon now and then than to go 
through life expecting to find insincerity 

and falseness in all my seeming friends. 
Do not think I am asking you to look 
leniently upon real sin; it is the always 
thinking there is sin. And if it is there, 
none but our Father knows how they were 
tempted. Shall we draw back our skirts 
lest they touch us ? Would you and I, in- 
heriting the same temperament, surround- 
ed by the same environments, assailed by 
the same temptations, have proved strong- 
er ? God knows, and He alone. 

Are we always charitable to our loved 
ones? Humanity is weak and tired and 
worn out. We give the tretful word, the 
uncharitable remark, whose memories will 
sometimes sting us. George Eliot says: 
“When death, the great reconciler, comes, 
it is never our tenderness we repent of, 
but our severity.” 

“Speak gently to the erring one; 
Oh! do not thou forget, 

However darkly stained by sin, 
Ie is thy brother yet; 

Heir of the selt-same heritage, 
Child of the self-same God, 

He has but stumbled in the path 
Thou hast 1n weakness trod.” 

“Now abideth faith, hope, charity. these 
three ; but the greatest of these is charity.” 

Described Them All. 

A well-known Episcopalian minister tells 
the following pretty good story : 
A few days ago I was engaged in missi- 

onary work inthe West, and one afternoon 
I alighted from the train at a small station 
and, after walking a short way, I accosted 
an old farmer and told him the nature of 
my business. The old man seemed quite 
pleased and ventured the information that 
he was an Episcopalian and would like to 
have me hold a “meetin,” at his house, a 
large, roomy farmhouse, which he at once 
conducted me to. He showed me every 
kindness possible, and with his team drove 
all about the scattered neighborhood in- 
forming the people of the service, which I 
was glad to hold. We had nearly a hun- 
dred out in the evening, and all seemed 
very interested and attentive, although I 
could see that tew of them, it any, had ever 
attended such a service before. 
The next morning, as I was leaving, I 

thanked my host for his hospitality and 
asked him what parish he belonged to. 

“Don’t know nuthin’ ‘bout any parish,” 
was his answer. 

“Well, what diocese do you belong to?” 
[ inquired, 

“There ain’t nothing ot that sort in this 
part of the country that I ever heard of,” 
he replied. 
“But who confirmed you "said I. 
“Nobody,” he returned. 
“But didn’t you tell me you were an 

Episcopalian?" 1 asked him in astonish- 
ment. 

“Oh, ves,” said the old man, “I'll tell 
ye how that is. Last spring I went down 
ter New Orleans visitin’, and while I was 
there I went ter church, and it happened 
ter be an Episcopalian one, and among 
other things I heard 'em say that they'd 
left undone them things they'd oughter 
done and done them things they hadn't 
oughter done, and 1 said to myselt 
‘that’s jest my fix, too,” and since then ['ve 
always considered myself an Episcopalian.” 

“Well,” said I as I shook the old man's 
hand, **if your ideas ot an Episcopalian 
are correct we are the largest denomination 
in the world.” 

G.B.CHOCOLATES avo FINE CREAMS, 

See that 
£5 

Stamped on every G. B. Chocolate. 

[f you haven't eaten any kind of §, B, CHOCOLATES 
you've missed a pleasure—but there is an enjoyment 
before you—any first class confectioner can supply you 
with G. B. Chocolates—the price is moderate——the 
quality “the finest in the land.” 

GANONG BROS., L'td,, 
St. Stephen, N. B, 
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Speaks through the Boothbay (Me.) Register, 
of the beneficial results he has received from 

a regular use of Ayer’s Pills. He says: “I 

was feeling sick and tired and my stomach 

seemed all out of order. I tried a number 

of remedies, but none seemed to give me 

relief until I was induced to try the old relia- 

ble Ayer’s Pills. I have taken only one 
box, but I feel like a new man. I think they 

are the most pleasant and easy to take of 

anything I ever used, being so finely sugar- 
coated that even a child will take them. * I 
urge upon all who are in need of a laxative 
to try Ayer’s Pills. They will do good.” 

For all diseases of the Stomach, Liver, 

and Bowels, take 

AYER’S PILLS 
Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. 

Every Dose Effective 

“PHUL-NANA" 
THE “LADY” SAYS: 
“One of the most delightful perfumes of the day 

is Phul-nana. It is distilled from the choicest 
and sweetest scented blossoms of the East, and 
once used is always a favorite. The very pleasant 
thing about Phul-nana is that, though powerful, 
it is not heavy, for the odor is as refreshing as 
that brought by a Summer breeze from a 
garden full of lowers,” 

We have also PHUL-NANA SACHET 
POWDER in 10¢, Packets. 

G. A. MOORE, 
Cor. Brussels and Richmond Sts. 
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HORSE BLANKETS. 
All kinds in stock or made to order. 

EARNESS 
Repaired or taken in exchange for new at 

Wm. ROBB’S, v.i%s. 

HERE'S A PRETTY GOOD LETTER. 

‘Hartland, N. B., 
Oct. 31, 1893. 

(rentlemen : 
Groder’s Syrup still leads, 1 sold 

two half dozen lots on Friday last 
and one half’ dozen lot yesterday--- 
yesterday I sold ten bottles, six at one 
sale, and two at one, and two sales 
of one each. 1 have heard good re- 
ports from former sales, and I have 
faith in it myself as a cure for Dys- 
pepsia, if taken 3 Sp oes 

; Yours Respectfully, 

ure Go T3e™ } WM. E. THISTLE, 
Druggist. 
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WE ARE SELLING 

MEN'S CLOTHING VERY CHEAP. 
A glance at some of our suits that are marked down at balf price will convince you 

of that fact. 

A VERY LARGE AND FINE ASfORTMENT OF 

"SCOTCH" WATERPROOF AND ‘‘MELISSA” COATS 
Just the thing for wet Fall weather.’ 

Blue Pilot Cloth Overcoats, 
Made to Order and Fit. 

CITY MARKET CLOTHING HALL, 
51 CHARLOTTE STREET. 

T. YOUNKGGLAUS. 
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LET US WHISPER, 
not because we are ashamed of it. but to avoid hurting anybody's feelings. 

There is really only one soap for the nursery and that is BABY'S OWN, 

There is nothing like it. It is delicately perfumed and is good for the 

skin, keeping it fresh and soft and smooth. 

THE ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO., MONTREAL. 

rronterenst 1 ORONTO 
B. B. BLIZARD, St. John, N. B., Sole Agent for the Maritime Provinces. 
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DFAT 
PLAYED AND ENDORSED BY 

The World's Most Eminent Musicians and Pronounced 
by Them 

‘Tar MosT PERFECT PIANO MADE.’ 

& SONS; st. John, N. F, 
Agents for the Maritime Provinces. 
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