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Sunday Reading: 
A LITTLE SERMON, 

Containing A Few Short Stories and Lesson
s 

Drawn Therefrom. 

«Seek ye the Lord while he may be 

found.” Delay is dangeaous. The time 

for finding the Lord and obtaining the 

mercy and pardon he waits to bestow 18 

now. ‘Now is the day of salvation.” 

Now is the accepted day. To-morrow it 

may be everlastingly too late. 

A king of Scotland, after subduing a 

rebellion, offered a general amnesty to all 

who on or before of the 31st of December 

of that year would ground the weapons of 

warfare and take the oath of allegiance. 

The offer was gladly accepted, but one 

chieftain, Malcolm by name, vowed that he 

would defer the act that would ensure his 

pardon until the very last moment. So he 

dyed the time for his departure until 

the latter part of the last week of the year. 

But while journeying, a great storm arose. 

Streams usually placid and tordable, 

suddenly became swollen and turbulent and 

much time was consumed and n-uch danger 

incurred in crossing them. Snow and ice 
hindered the traveler and when finally he 

did reach the city that might have been 
to him *‘a city of refuge,” the final day set 

had passed. He was at once apprenended, 

cast into prison and promptly executed as 
a stubborn rebel. 
“Let the wicked forsake his way.” Sin 

~ must be renounced and renounced forever. 

? "Do not delude yourself that by giving up 

the grosser sins and clinging to the lesser 

ones you are tully obedient to (God’s com- 
mand. ‘The soul that sinneth, it shall 
die,” is too plain to admit of misinterpre- 
tation or misconstruction. Unless sin is 
entirely put away, sooner or later it will 
germinate, grow and blossom and bear the 
fruits of unrighteousness and breed ever- 

lasting destruction of the soul. . Little and 

secret sins are more frequent sources 
of danger than the more glaring ones. 

There sailed from the city ot New Or- 

leans a large and noble steamer, laden with 
cotton and having a great number of pas- 

sengers on board. While they were taking 
in the cargo, a portion of it became slightly 
moistened by a shower of rain that fell. 

This circumstance, however, was not no- 

ticed, the cotton was stowed away in the 

hold and th2 hatches fastened down. Dur- 

ing the first part of the voyage all went 

well, but far out toward the middle of the 

Atlantic ocean, all on board were one day 

alarmed by the fearful cry of “‘fire !” and in 

a few moments the noble ship was com- 

pletely enveloped in flames. The damp 

and closely-packed cotton had become 

heated. It smouldered away and got in a 

more dangerous state every day until at 

last it burst out into a broad sheet of flame 

and nothing could be done to stop it. The 

passengers and crew were compelled to 

take to the boats, but a number were suf- 

focated and consumed in the fire and many 

more were drowned in the sea. Now the 

heated cotton smouldering in the hull of 

that vessel is like sin in the heart of man. 

“For ve shall go out with joy.” Oh! the 

joy and happiness that fill the heart of 

every child ot the Great King! What but 

conscious salvation can supply it? Man 

may strive for it, and scheme and plan and 

plod to obtain it, but all in vain, until from 

the very depths of his heart he can sing: 

Oh, the joy of full salvation! 
How 1t thrills my mmost soul. 

Spread the news to every nation, 

Jesus’ blood has made me whole. 

A famous king, who had great riches 

and honors, found, as many others had 

done before, that these things do not make 

people happy. He heard of an old man 

tamous for his wisdom and piety, who could 

tell what we must do in order to be happy. 

So the king went to see him. He found 

him living in a very humble way in a cot- 

tage on the border of a wilderness. *‘Sir,” 

said the king, “‘I have come to you to learn 

the great secret how I may be happy.” 

The old man received the king kindly and 

asked him to join him in a walk. He led 

him along a rough path till they came di- 

rectly in front of a very high rock on the 

side of a mountain. On the top of that 

rock an eaglé had built its nest. Pointing 

to that rock the old man said: “Tell me, 

royal sir, why bas the eagle built its nest 

on yonder high rock ?” +*No doubt,” said 

the” king, ‘because it wants to be out of 

the reach of danger.” True,” exclaimed 

the wise man. ‘‘Follow then, the exam- 

ple of the eagle. Build your nest on the 

Rock of Ages and make your home in 

¢aven. Then you will be safe and be- 

ond the reach of danger and enjoy peace 

‘and happiness all your days.” 

MARTIN'S VISITORS. 

An Extract from Tolstol’s Story, “Life Is 

Worth Living.” 

Martin again took up his work and be- 

gan to stitch. After working some little 

time, he saw that it was growing dark and 

he could no longer see to sew. Looking 

through the window, he saw a lamplighter 

7 pass by. “Well,” he thought to himself, 

‘jt istime for me to have a light.” He 

arose, and after trimming his lamp and 

lighting it, he hung it up and again pre- 
ared to work. 
Presently he put his tools away and 

brushed up the scraps, after which he 

placed the lamp on the table. Ile next 

took down the holy book trom the shell. 

He intended opening it at a place which 

he had marked with a piece of leather, but 

on placing the book on the table, 1t opened 

atan entirely different place, and as he 

did so he remembered yesterday's dream. 

At the same time he heard a noise in the 

room, as it some one was moving behind 

him. He turned suddenly around and 

fancied he saw a number of people stand- 

ing in the corner, but he was unable to 

recognize them. Presently a voice whis- 

pered: ‘Martin, ob, Martin, did you not 
know me?” 
“Whom ?” muttered Martin. 
«Me,” repated the voice. “‘Itis I,” said 

Stepanovitch (whom he had fed), smiling 

pleasantly as he advanced from the dark 
corner ; and than like a cloud he vanished. 

«And this is I,” said another voice, when 

the woman with her child (whom he had 

succored) stepped torth. The woman also 

smiled, while the infant laughed gleefully ; 
and they, too, quickly pe gr . 

«And here am 1,” said the third voice; 

when the boy, with an apple in his hand, 
came forward, He also smiled, and in- 
stantly faded away. 

Martin was now almost overcome with a 
feeling of joy, more sweet than he had ever 
before experienced, He began to read the 
following passage, at which the Bible had 
accidentally opened : 
“For I was hungered, and ye gave me 

meat ; I was thirsty, and ye gave me drink : 
I was a stranger, and ye took me in.” 
And Martin understood that his dream 

bad been realized, and that the Saviour had 
in very truth visited him that day, and that 
he had received him in the proper spirit. 

" INTERVALE LAND. 

How Dr. Talmage Got a Text From a Sall on 

The St. John, 

I was sailing down the St. John River, 

(Canada, which is the Rhine and the Hudson 

commingled in one scene of beauty and 

grandeur, and while 1 was on the deck of 

the steamer a gentleman pointed out to me 

the places of interest, and he said: ‘All 

this is intervale land, and it is the richest 

land in all the provinces of New Brunswick 

and Nova Scotia.” “‘What,” said 1, ‘‘do 

you mean by intervale land?” “Well,” he 

said, ‘this land is submerged for a part of 
the year; spring freshets come down and 
all these plains are overflowed with the 

water, and the water leaves a rich deposit, 

and when the waters are gone the harvest 
springs up and there is the grandest harvest 
that was ever reaped.” And I instantly 
thought, “It is not the heights of the 

Church, and 1t is not the heights of this 
world, that is the scene of the greatest 
prosperity, but the soul over which the 
floods ot sorrow have gone, the soul over 

which the freshets of tribulations have torn 

their way, that yields the greatest fruits of 

righteousness, and the largest harvest for 

time, and the richest harvest for eternity.” 

Bless God if your soul is ‘intervale land.” 

Washington's Mother. 

In a recent biography of Washington 
some of the charming incidents of his life 

—not hitherto related by biographers—are 

brought out, which show his domestic 

character and beautiful nature. One of 

his strongest traits was the love he bore 

his mother. When the news reached her 

that the General had won the day at York- 

town, this patriotic lady exclaimed: 

«Thank God! the war is ended, and we 

shall be blessed with peace, happiness 

and independence, for at last our country 

is free.” Shortly after Cornwallis sur- 

rendered, Washington started out for 

Philadelphia, and on the way he stopped at 
Fredericksburg to see his mother. Seven 

years had elapsed since he had last seen 

her; he had left her a young, ardent 

patriot, his honors yet to be won on the 

field ; he returned a hero, admired and 

almost worshipped by his countrymen. 

But it was not of the hero or the soldier 

she thought, but of her dear boy. He sent 

a courier ahead to notify her of his arrival 

and, with that fine old courtesy ‘that pre- 

vailed in those days, to inquire when it 

would be ‘‘her pleasure to receive him.” 

When he did come, it was not with pomp 

and surrounded by brilliantly-decorated 
companions in arms, but alone, and on 

foot. The mother’s eyes kindled with love 

as she greeted him and after a fond embrace 
she said : **You are growing, old George; 

care and toil have been making marks in 

your face since 1 saw it last.” Her voice 

is said to have been singularly sweet, 

and he loved its cadence as 

she called him by name. She 

inquired as to his health. and she spoke 

much ‘of old times and old friends, but of 

his glory not one word.” 

Thought He Meant Them. 

To a friend with whom he was speaking 

on the unexpected application of sermons, 

the late Pastor C. H. Spurgeon once re- 

lated a remarkable experience. ‘Two 

weeks ago,” he said, in my Sunday even- 

ing sermon I supposed the case of a yonng 

man who bad got into fast company, and 

meaning to have his fling unfettered, was on 
the eve of starting to India, in order to es- 

cape the restraint of a godly, widowed 

mother’s influence. Ispoke as it I knew 

such a young man was present and plead- 

ed with him to retrace his steps ere yet he 

had broken his praying mother’s heart. 

At the close of the Monday evening prayer- 

meeting a young man was shown nto my 

room. As soon as he was alone with me 

he wished to know who had informed me 

as to his movements. He could scarcely 

believe me when 1 told him I had received 

no information concerning him, and did 

not even know his name. The same week, 

after the Thursday evening service, anoth- 

er young man wished to see me alone; 

wanted to know who had been telling me 

about him? 1 asked, what about him? 

About his fast lite, and his intention to 

leave the country, and escape bis praying 

mother’s influence. He had been very 

distressed ever since. He said I appealed 

to him on Sunday ; he wished to see about 

it, but could not come on Monday evening 

as he had intended. ‘But,’ said he, ‘there 

is one mistake you made, Mr. Spurgeon ; 

you told the people I was going to India, 
rr" 

and it is China I am booked for’. 

A Dream of Judgment, 

Jam in the burnished Judgment Hall 

of the Last Day. A great white throne is 

litted, but the Judge has not yet taken it. 

While we are waiting for his arrival I hear 

immortal spirits in conversation. ‘What 

are you waiting bere for?” says a soul 

that went up trom Madagascar to a soul 

that ascended from America. The latter 

says: *‘l came from America, where forty 

years I heard the (vospel preached and the 

Bible read, and from the prayer 1 learned 

in infancy at my mother’s knee until my 

last hour I had Gospel advantage, but for 

some reason I did not make the christian 

choice, and I am here waiting for the judge 
to give me a new trial and another chance.” 

“Strange,” says the other; ‘I had but 

one Gospel call in Madagascar, and I ac- 

cepted it, and I do not need another 

chance.” ; 
“Why are you here ?” says one who on 

earth had or Dp to one ae had 
t brain, and silvery tongue, and mar- 

«ak influence, The latter responds : 
“Oh, I knew more than my fellows. I 

mastered libraries, and had learned titles 

from colleges, and my name was a synonym 
for eloquence and power. And yet I ne- 
glected my soul, and I am here waiting for 
a new trial.” ‘‘Strange,” says the one of 
the feeble earthly capacity: *‘I knew but 
little of worldly knowledge, but I knew 
Christ, and made him my partner, and I 
have no need of another chance.” 

THE CURSE OF SOCIETY. 

The Scandal-Monger Who Filches from Me 

My Good Name, 

We often sit with amazement and hear 
ople tear to pieces reputations that have 

een a quarter of a century forming. Men, 
and women too, seize with avidity evil re- 
ports, and like maggots run in and out the 
carcasses of fallen character. Society be- 
comes a great slaughter-house in which 
honorable names are strangulated ard 
butchered. When a man begins to totter 
a little in his integrity or Christian princi- 
ple, instead of gathering around to steady 
bim, and keep him from complete prostra- 
tion, we come out from our homes and our 
associations to push him flat down. Tale- 
bearers almost always deal in superlatives. 
If a man shows a little impatience, they say 
he was livid with rage. If he was seen 
taking a glass, they call him a besotted in- 
ebriate. They put the blow-pipe of their 
exaggeration into the slightest inconsist- 
ency,and blow till the cheeks are distended, 
and the bubble swells, and the story is 
rounded into a great orb in which swim all 
the rainbows of conceit, and you can see 
almost anything you want to see. They 
are hounds, good for nothing but a chase. 
When you hear evil of any one, suspend 
judgement. Do not decide till you have 
heard the man’s defense. Be lenient with 
the fallen. You see a brother fall and say, 
“I never could have done that!” Per- 
haps you could not, because your temp- 
tation does not happen to be in that 
direction ; but you have done things in the 
course of your life that these fallen men 
would never have done, because their temp- 
tation was not in that direction. Perhaps 
the devil that inhabits you is avarice, a 
more respectable vice. You grind the 
faces of the poor. You have an infernal 
clutch for the throat of the unfortunate. 
There is no more mercy mn your heart than 
there is grace in a lion’s paw or a rattle- 
snake's tooth; and though your sin does 
not bring upon you so much of social op- 
probium as the conduct of the man you 
condemn, I do not know but that your sin 
in the sight of God is as loathsome and 
damnable as his, He surrendered to one 
temptation ; you surrendered to another. 
Do not say in boasting, ‘‘I never could 
have done such a thing as that I” You don’t 
know what you would do it sufficiently 
tempted, You have an infinite soul-force. 
If grace directed it, a force tor the right; 
it evil influences seize upon it, a terrific 
torce for the wrong. There are passions 
within your soul that have never been un- 
chained. Look out if once they slip their 
cables! 

In our criticisms of others, let us remem- 
ber that we have faults which our friends 
have to excuse. How much would be left 
of us it all those who see inconsistencies 
in us should clip away from our character 
and reputation? It is an invariable rule 
that those who make the roughest work 
with the names of others are those who 
have themselves the most impertections. 
The larger the beam in your own eye, the 
more anxious are you about the mote in 
somebody else's eye. Instead of going 
about town slashing this man’s falsity, and 
this woman's hypocrisy and that one's in- 
discretion, go home with the ten command- 
ments as a monitor, and make out a list of 
your own derelictions. 

Why the Hand Came Down, 

The torce of parental example was prob- 
ably never better illustrated than in the 
following incident, related in The Christian 
Standard: A lady, in addressing a chil- 
dren's meeting, asked all the children who 
had pious mothers to hold up their hands. 
Little Bertha, the pastor’s daughter,put up 
her hand partly, but quickly drew it down 
again. The lady said: “Bertha, why do 
you not put your hand up ?” “Well,” said 
Bertha, “I was just thinking.” ‘Well, 
Bertha, what were you thinking ?” Bertha 
replied, ‘Well, mother prays, and she goes 
to prayer-meeting, and she goes to the 
sacrament, and I guess she must be a 
Christian.” *Well, Bertha, put up your 
hand.” Hesitatingly she put it up partly, 
and quickly drew it down again. Tne lady 
again asked Bertha why she did not put up 
her hand, when she answered: ‘Well, I 
guess mother is a Christian, but she scolds 
awfully when she has to wash the dishes.” 
A lady who was present ventured to tell 
the mother,and I reckon a more astonished 
woman you never saw. Parents cannot be 
too careful in what they say and do tn the 
presence of their children. We may well 
fear that things are not right at home when 
our children can only say, ‘1 guess father 
and mother are Christians.” They should 
be able to say, ‘“The best Christians that | 
know anything about are my father and 
mother.” 

A Hint for Summer Studies, 

Will youtake from me a little word of 
advice—a hint which I will warrant, betore 
a summer is over, to add very much to your 
stock of bappiness in the present and to the 
store of sweet memories you would treasure 
up for the future? Begin at once the study 
of some branch or other of nature's work- 
shop. Let it be what yon will, according 
to your taste or opportunity—botany, ge- 
ology. entomology, ornithology—anything 
that will bring you face to tace with the 
thoughts ot God written on tables of stone 
or iliumined like golden missals on the pet- 
als of the flower, or shining on the insect's 
wing, or ‘‘made to be twittered or sung” by 
the bird. The band-books or introduction 
to these cost but few pennies, and are 
easily mastered, but the wealth for heart 
and mind these humble keys open up will 
exceed all your power to estimate. 

He prayeth best who loveth best 
All things both great and small; 

For the dear Lord who loveth us, 
He made and loveth all. 

From Spurgeon’s Last Sermon, 

«Settle this in your heart: ‘Whether I 
am up or down, the Lord Jesus is the 
same.” My time is ended, although I had 
much more to say. I can only pray the 
Lord to give you to believe in him. Ifl 
should never again have the pleasure of 
speaking for my Lord upon the face of this 
earth, I should like to deliver, as my last 
confession of faith, this testimony—that 
nothing but faith can save this nineteenth 
century ; nothing but faith can save Eng- 
land ; nothing bat faith can save the pres- 
ent unbelieving Church ; nothing but firm 

faith in the grand old doctrines of grace, 
and in the ever-living and unchanging God 
can bring back to the Church againa full 
tide ot prosperity, and make her to be 

the deliver of the nations for Christ ; noth- 
ing but faith in the Lord Jesus can save 
you or me. The Lord give you, my 
brothers, to believe to the utmost degree, 
for His name's sake ! Amen.” 

Messages of Help for the Week. 

““(iod is greatly to be feared in the as- 

sembly ot the saints, and to be had in re- 

verence of all them that are about bim. 

Blessed is the people that know the joyful 

sound : they shall walk, OO Lord, in the 
hight of thy countenance.” Psalm 89:7. 15. 
“A soft answer turneth away wrath, but 

grievous words stir up anger.” Prov. 15. 1. 
“He whom God raises again saw no 

corruption. Be it known unto you there- 
fore that through this man is preached unto 
you the forgiveness of sins, and by him all 
that believe are justified from all things, 

from which ye could not be justified by the 

law of Moses.” Acts 13. 37-39. 
“] am not ashamed of the (Gospel of 

Christ : for it is the power of (God unto 
salvation to every one that believeth:” 
Romans: 1. 16. 
“The wages of sin is death ; but the gift 

of God is eternal life through Jesus Christ 
our Lord.” Romans: 6. 23. 
“Though he was rich, yet for your sakes 

he became poor, that ye through his pov- 
erty might become rich.” 2 Cor. 8. 9, 
‘Be perfect, be of good comfort, be of 

one mind, live in peace; and the (od of 
love and peace shall be with you.” 2 Cor. 
13. 11. 

Talne On Christianity. 

Although Taine was a deeply learned 
man, he was very meek in spirit and often 
read the Bible in his family circle. Accord- 
ing to his wish Rev.Mr.Holland officiated at 
his funeral. In all his writings Taine pro- 
fessed the highest respect for Christianity. 
In our days many think it shows a great 
and tree mind, when a person speaks con- 
temptuously of God and his word. It will 
therefore not be superfluous to hear what 
Taine said of the worth of Christianity. 
His observations are based on history. 

“*To-day, after eighteen hundred years.” 
he says in an article, ‘‘the Gospel has the 
same effect in both continents of the globe 
as it had in Palestine. In the place of 
selt-love it puts love for our fellow-men. 
Neither in substance nor in practice has it 
changed ; in its Greek,Catholic or Protes- 
tant shape it is still for more than four 
hundred millions ot people, the great wings 
with which man lifts Roelt above this 
world. Through patience and hope man 
becomes content with his lot. Wherever 
these great wings have been injured dur- 
ing the last eighteen hundred years the 
morals of public and private life have dis- 
appeared. No philosophy, no art, no 
overnment, no law can effect what 

Christianity has done tor the world. The 
old Gospel is to-day the best means of 
culture tor all classes.” 

“He Lives in Our Alley.” 

“Where,” said a teacher to his class of 
little ragged boys gathered from the 
crowded courts ot the great city, ‘‘where is 
Jesus Christ?” 

Quickly the answer came from a bright- 
eved little fellow, in a tone of the utmost 
confidence, as though there were no man- 
ner ot doubt aboat it: 
“Oh, he lives in our alley now!” 
What a revelation ot faith and hope and 

love embodied in the daily life and work, 
was wrapped up in thatanswer. The alley 
had been the abode of poverty, dirt and 
misery. The women quarrelled, the men 
drank, the children were neglected. Buta 
lady came to 1eside in the neighborhood 
who offered her services as a district visitor 
to the pastor of the parish. 
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Saved Her Life. 
Mrs. C. J. WooLDRIDGE, of Worth

am, 

Texas, saved the life of her child by t
he 

use of Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral. 

«One of my children had Croup. The 

case was attended by our physic
ian, and was 

supposed to be well under control. One 

night 1 was startled by the child's hard 

breathing, and on going to it found
 it stran- 

ling. It had nearly ceased %0 breathe. 

ealizing that the child’s alarming co
ndition 

had become possible in spite of th
e medicines 

given, I reasoned that such reme
dies woul 

be of no avail. Having part of a bottle of 

Ayer’s Cherry Pectora in the house, I gave 

the child three doses, at short inter
vals, and 

anxiously waited results. From the moment 

the Pectoral was given, the child’s brea
thing 

grew easier, and, in a short time, sh
e was 

sleeping quietly and breathing naturally. 

The child is alive and well to-day, and I do 

not hesitate to say that Ayer’s Cherry Pec- 

toral saved her life.” 

AYER’S 
Cherry Pectoral 
Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer& Co., Lowell, Ma

ss. 

Prompttoact,suretocure 

DOMINION EXPRESS 
COMPANY, 

(Via C. P. R. Short Line) 
Forward Goods, Valuables and Money to all parts 
of Ontario, Quebec, Manitoba, Northwest Territor- 
ies, British Columbia, China and Japan. Best con. 
nections with Sapland, Ireland, Scotland and all 
parts of the world. 

ces in all the Principal towns in New Bruns- 
wick and Nova Scotia. 
Operating Canadian Pacific R’y and branches, In- 

tercolonial R’y to Halifax, J s R'y, New Bruns- 
wick and P. E. IL R'y, Digby and Annapolis, con- 
necting with ts on the Windsor and Annapolis 
Railway, Elgin & Havelock R'y. 
Handling of Perishable Goods a Specialty. 

Connect with all reliable Expres Companies in 
the United States. Eight hours ahead eof all com- 

Supe from Montreal and points in 
nial a5 Quebec. 

Lowest Rates, Quick Despatch and Civility. 

96 Prince Wm, Street, S John, N. B, 

DONT 
WORRY! 

IT BRINGS 
COMFORT 

ON 

SMITH & TILTON, Agents,St, John, N. B. 

C 

THE AMERICAN 

00 Typewriter, 

This isa well-made, practical machine, writing capitals, small letters, 

figures, and punctuation marks (71 in all) on full width paper, just like a 

It is the first of its kind ever offered at a popular price $100 instrument. 

for which the above claim can be truthfully made. It is not a toy, but a type- 

writer built for and capable of REAL WORK. While not as rapid as the 

large machines sometimes become in expert hands, it is still at least as 

rapid as the pen and bas the advantage of such simplicity that it can be 

understood and mastered almost at a glance. We cordially commend it to 

helpful parents and teachers everywhere. 

Writes capitals, small letters, 

figures and marks---7l in all. 

Writes just like a $100 machine. 

No shift keys. No Ribbon, 

Prints from the type direct. 

Prints on flat surface. 

Writing always in sight. 

Corrections and insertions eas- 

ily made. 

Takes any width of paper or 

envelope up to 8 1-2 inches. 

Easy to understand---learned In 
5 minutes. 

Weighs only 4 pounds---most 
portable, 

Compact, takes up but little 
room. 

Built solid and simple, can’t get 
out of order, 

Capital and lower-case kevboard 
alike---easily mastered. 

More “margin play” for the small 
letters which do most of 
the work. 

Takes good letter-press copies 
Packed securely in handsome case and expressed to any address on 

receipt of price—88.00, in registered letter, money order or certified check.
 

We guarantee every machine and are glad to answer all inquiries for 

IRA CORNWALL, 
Gen. Agent for Maritime Provinces, Board of Trade B’ldg. St. John, N. B., 

further information. 

or from the following agents: R. Ward Thorne, St. John, N. B,; A.S. Murrav, Fredericton, N. B.; W 

B. Morris, St. Andrews, N. B.; T. Carleton Ketcham, Woodstock, N. B ; VanMeter, Butcher & Co. 

Moncton, N. B.; J. Fred. Benson, Chatham, N
. B. : H. A. White, Sussex, N. B ; A. M. Hoare, Knowles 

Book Store, Halifax, N. 8.; J. Bryenton, Amherst, N. S.; W. F. Kempton, Yarmouth, N. S.; Bs.) 

Stewart, Charlottetown, P. E. I 

ACENTS WANTED. 

FRONTS? 47:TORO NTO 

B. B. BLIZARD St.Jhon, N. B., Sole Agent for the Maritime Provinces. 
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