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Sunday Reading:.

ANOTHER EDITOR’S SERMON.

This Week It is “Resignation,” by the New
York Herald Man,

O my Father, thy will be done.—Matthew xxvi.,
42,

The man of faith lives with more satis-
faction to himself and with greater benefit
to his kind than the man of doubt.

We do not refer to the man whose brain
contains a mere muddle of beliefs, who has
prejudices and superstitions instead of con-
victions, but to him that feels sure that
there is an eternal right and an eternal
wrong, that the right is worthy of his sup-
port at all hazards and the wrong will
bring him to physical and spiritual bank-
ruptey in the long run.

We do not need a long creed, but we do
need a few verities as a basis for action. The
Thirty-nine Articles may seem very prolix,
and the Institutes of Calvin may not com-
mend themselves to our best judgment,
but our rejection of them does not consti-
tute us heretics in the sight of God, al-
though men may excommunicate us.

If we believe that the universe is ruled

+'y love as well as power ; that the outcome

" of virtue is happiness and the result of

evil is misery; if we see a Providence in
the events of life and feel that we can com-
municate with that Providence by means
of what is called prayer; if we have faith
in another life where the freed soul will
have larger opportunities than its environ-
mwent has permitted here; if we abserb the
spirit of brotherly love and helpfalness
which was 1ncarnated in the Christ, we
need have no fears as to our fate in the
future.

Vi Sian’s creed is apt to be a long one;
God’s creed is very short. Short as it is,
however, you will have no time to spare if
you shape your years according to its re-
quirements.

Your life, everybody’s life, has its pathe-
tic side, aud you must have the sympathy
of God if you are to do good work.

There are times when you are appalled
by the situation in wkich you find yourself.
There is no light anywhere, but darkness
everywhere. A score of friends stand by
you and give you what comfort can be con-
tained in words, but they have lives ot
their own to live, and they cannot help you
as you must be helped if you are to recover
from the disaster.

Human friendship is precious, but much
more is wanted. Human love mingles 1its
sighs and tears with yours, but still there is
an empty place in your heart which neither
friendship nor love can fill.

We have all had experience, a heaviness
which no arm can lighten, a dread which
no words can dissipate, a weariness which
no one within reach can brighten with hope.

Is there no comfort anywhere, no conso-
lation, no unseen influence that will steal
into the soul with transfiguring power ?

The agnostic shakes his head in an emer-
gency like that, and does not speak. be-
cause he has nothing to say. He can fur-
nish you with additional despair, but with
no thought which will afford you resignation.

“What kind of a world is this,” you ask
yourself, ‘‘in which what one craves most
18 beyond one’s length?” Is there no
remedy anywhere for your disease of mind ?
Are you lett alone to siruggle as you can
to find your way out of the grief by the
slow process of forgettulness ?

We think not. Else it were a misfor-
tune to be born, and the chiet blessing is
to get rid of it all in childhood, before you
learn that life is nothing better than tra-
gedy.

Your tather has fallen asleep, perchance,
and when you call him he will not answer.
The eyes will never open again, the lips
are like lips of marble. There is a fright-
ful stillness in the house, broken only by
muffled beating of your own heart and

our unrepressed moans. [s that the end ?
{Ias the story been all told? Is the vol-
ume of filial affection closed and clasped
with an iron clasp ? Have vou said fare-
well forever, and has the dear one taken a
sudden departure inte the region ot black
nothingness ?

Then what is life worth? What is the
use of loving if the most sacred ties are
snapped when Death taps at the door?
He is better off than vou who never loved
at all, for he will suffer less, and the less
love we bestow on any one the larger our
chances of happiness. Let us henceforth
care for self alone and pay no heed to
others.

Qr, it may be that a child, the light of
Your home, your joy and pride, lies in your
arms with raging, consuming, relentless
fever. Its little eyes look into yours im-
ploringly ; its little arms are tightly clasped
about your neck. Hope dies out of your
heart, and the inevitable, like the shadow
of a setting sun, throws its gloom over the
scene. The babe is slipping away from
you, and carrying with it the best part of
your,own liife, for in all the earth there is
noi#fing so beautiful, so sublime or so im-
pressive as a mother’s love.

What say you? What has any one to
say 7 The man of doubt is at your side, a
tender hearted man, full of iuman sym-
pathy, and willing to do what he can to
assuage your grief, but what can he honest-
ly said to give you comfprt? Has he any
balm for your wounds, any solace for your
distress ? Then he were better absent than
present.

But Christ comes, or some kind friend
who bears His message, and tells you of
the House not built with hands, of the grave
as the bronze gate through which we enter
heaven, of a time of meeting beyond this
time of Earting, of that Being who does
what is best even when He causes the tears
to flow, only asking you to wait patientiy
in faith that spme gay you will see that He
was right.

What a change comes over yoar soul!
God’s magie bidden a smile under

your tears, a hope under your despair. Inre-
pose ful faith you say, ““Thy will be done,”
and standing at the grave of tfather or of
child, you lift your eyes to the blue sky and
cry, “For a time, good bye ; we shall meet
again yonder.”

The sad side of life has a rainbow, and
hope makes sorrow easier to bear.

LITTLE PEOPLE.

It Is Thelir Lives That Compose the Mass of
Deed.

“When thou wast littlein thine own sight.”—1
Samuel xv., 17.

It you happen to be strolling through the
fields at this time of the year you are more
than likely to run upon a bed of wild violets
at the foot of a maple tree in some obscure
corner. No other eyes than yours have
ever s=en them, and no other eyes, perhaps,
will ever see them again, for in a few days
their little lives will be ended and they will
have withered.

They have their mission, nevertheless,
and who shall say that it is unimportant ?
They are fashioned in beauty; their slen-
der stems bend with grace to the passing
breeze ; the conical leaves are of an exquis-
ite shade of green, and the purple petals
are painted with a skill that no artist  can
borrow. He who was at the pains to create
them was not witnout a purpose in that act.
He had a plan in this wild violet, on which
He bestowed no perfume, as well as for the
honeysuckle, with fills the air with fra-
grance. And if it blossoms with fidelity
and dies with resignation as much credit
may be accorded to it as will be given to
the imperious oak, or the stately elm, which
attracts the attention of every traveller.

If you were learned in the language of
flowers you might kneel on the sod and
hear the complaint of some discontented
violet. “I am of no consequence,” it
might say in despair, ‘*and wonder why I
was made. No one knows or cares that
[ am here. Ilive, I die; that is all the

story I have to relate. No one is better
for my coming and no one will miss me
when I go.”

And yet it is possible that that bed of
violets, blossoming and witheriug under
the maple, and upon which you have
chanced in your aimless stroll, has set you
upon serious thoughts. It is an epitome
of the universe, as far beyond the reach of

our power to make as blazing Arcturus
in the evening sky. It is a clue to a thou-
sand mysteries, and all unconsciously to
itselt it may lead you up the spiral stair-
case of logic until vou lie reverent and
prostrate in the awful presence of Deity.

The violet is a type of humanity. We,
too, wonder why we are here. We are so
small, so insignificant ; we can do so little ;
we are so slenderly gifted; we live such
narrow lives and have such meagre influ-
ence that we are overwhelmned with dis-
appointment. What does it mean and
what does it all amount to? A thousand
times we ask the question, and get no
answer. It we had conspicuous ability,
could sing some song that would be rem-
embered, or paint some pictnre that would
be hung in the galleries of the future, or
do some deed that would leave our name
as a heritage, our lot would be plainly de-
sirable. Or it, with lower ambition, we
could affect the lives of those within the
circle ot our acquaintance, make them
think and see more clearly, temper their
souls for nobler tasks, contribute to their
comtort and happiness in some essential
way, we should feel that there was a pur-
pose in our birth and an object in our
lives. But to be simply common-place—
an odorless violet under a maple in an
obscure corner—it gives us a sinking at
the heart and we grow weary and despon-
dent.

How many of us have passed through
this experience and reached the conclusion
that we are of no value! How many ot us
have thoughtfully summed up our lives and
painfully declared to ourselves that we
count tor nothing !

But such sighs are based on a mistake.
We misinterpret God, and are theretore
led astray. We have a plan of our own
and wonder why the Almighty does not
make His word to conform to it, instead
of seeking His plan and persuading our
wills to conform to that.

In the universe as constituted by Him
the humble positions are vastly in the ma-
jority. We are neither expected nor asked
to do much, but to do a little and do it
well. It is not demanded of us that we
shall stamp our characters on a generation,
since the ability to do so has not been given,
but if we keep our narrow house in order,
greet the small auties of each coming day
with cheertulness, throw a kindly word to
the passer by, drop a penny into the beg-
gar’s hat and maintain the calm serenity ot
a contented heart, the evening shadows
will not fail to bring us our reward.

There is but one Niagara, but on every
hillside is a rippling rill. As much credit
is given to the rivulet that sings as to the
cataract that roars—neither more nor less.
Each was made for a specific purpose. and
each must accomplish tbat purpose. The
rivulet has no right to com Ynin, the catar-
act no right to be proud. Not ability but
excellence, determines the measure ot merit.

Only Richard could wield a sword six
feet long, but victory in the battle did not
depend so much on Richard’s sword as on
the arrows of his brave army. He could
work miracles ot valor in single combat,
and loud bhuzzas greeted his deeds of
prowess, but atter all it was the rank and
file of stalwart yeomen twangling the bow-
string who drove the enemy trom the field
and planted the banner of England there.

It is always so. The obscure make
history when each man does his duty, and
human progress is more the result of what
takes place in private life than ot what our
giants do.
people. each of whom is doing his little
work, but the aggregate influence is an
irresistible dynamic torce for good. The
best men and women are unknown. There
18 a long list of saints whose names will not
be heard until the day of judgment—men
who have made a hard fight with fate amid
surreundings too lowly for recognition, and

The world consists of little ]

women who have sacrificed more than any
one knows except One.

It is not the smallness of your life, but
the quality of it that is important. You
cannot be an oak or an elm. but if you are
a violet under a maple, drinking in the sun-
shine and dew, you should be content, for
in the providence of God humble lives
cheerfully lived have infinite value.

G1VING GOD OUR BEST.

“Give God the Cream and Flower of Youth,
Strengtb, Time and Talent.”

“‘Give God the cream and flower of youth,
strength, time and talent,” was a sentence
written by a friend on the fiyleat of a book
she gave me. Without doubt these few
words more strongly influenced me than
did the contents of the whole book.

We are to give God the best of our life.
“Remember now thy Creator in the days
of the youth, while the evil days come not
nor the years draw nigh when thou shalt
say I bave no pleasure in them.” Give
GGod the years when life is bright, when
hopes and aspirations are high, when faith
in friends and love is strong, when en-
thusiasm and zeal is burning, when mind
and body are vigorous, when the heart is
not yet weighted with the cares, the worries,
the disappointments and sorrows of the
world.

Give Him the best of your time. How
often we say ‘‘we have not time,” time for
prayer, time for thoui t or reading, time
tor doing God’s work. The time 1s all
God’s, He only lends it to us. Suppose
(God, tfor one short hour, should turn from
us and say, ‘‘I have not time,” what would
our efforts to employ time avail us?

Give God the best of your talents. To
some (sod has given many talents—yes, to
all, could the receivers but see with their
eyes. In God’s sight the talents are all of
the same value, but in men's not so. To
one God has given a marvellous gift of
song, to another a power of speech or pen
to stir men’s hearts, to another a personal
magnetism to draw all men to him, to an-
other to carve or paint beautiful images,
and we say he or she is very talented, but
God gives to one a sweet, gentle voice,
with a shy, quiet demeanor, to another a
kind, strong touch, to others a steady,
plodding disposition, a desire to do every-
thing faithfully, abilities to fit them tor

laces in sick rooms and kitchens, at sew-
ing machines, behind counters and desks,
and in God’s sight this second class is as
talented as the first. As influence is as
measureless and incomprehensible to man
as space, we know not but that one of the
latter lives accomplishes as much as the
most distinguished of the former, when
both are devoted to (God’s service.

All these talents are to be used for God,
and there is no way in which a talent can
be so improved as in using it in the Master’s
work.

And God has given to all, countenances
which He meant should reflect the soul
within. Let us keep these reflectors
burnished and bright with kindly thoughts
and loving deeds.

He bas given to every one an oppor-
tunity to feed the hungry, to minister to
those in sickness, in need, or in prison,
and has He not said that if we do any ot
these things the deed is done unto Him.
No talent has He given greater than this
one of helping others.

THE SOCIAL BORE.

To Cultivate Bores is to Feel Out of Charity
With the World.

Ours is an age of universal toleration;
the vicious and the saint, the agnostic
and the tanatic, have all a social welcome
extended to them, and an itching ear is al-
ways at their service, so long as they are
amusing, but no longer. Society has but
one terror, but it is one which dogs its
steps through the day and far into the
night ; it is a fear betore which the stoutest
heart tails, and the man who has fled from
any company, if questioned as to the rea-
sons for his flight, has only to offer one
excuse, and his offence is at once condoned.
He has but to say that he was bored, or
feared that he might be bored, or that he
knew an army ot bores awaited him in those
regions to which his steps were for the mo-
ment ordered, and only thee ccentric or the
imbecile question the propriety or the
necessity tor his precipitate retreat. If we
are asked as to whether this state of things
is a wholesome one, showing that society
is in a healthy and regenerate state, we
can  confidently  affirm that the
attitude is one of grace, and is not neces-
sarily contrary to Christian doctrine and
practice. It there is an injunction to turn
the other cheek to the smiter, there is no
command to present either ear for the use
of that enemy of mankind, the social bore.
But there is a command that a check should
be kept on the unruly member, and it is
certainly a Christian act to assist the un-
happy owner to control this member by
giving him nothing to exercise it upon.
Further we are told to live at peace with
all men, and to cultivate bores is to feel
out of charity with the whole world. Some-
times one bore will frequent the society of
another, whose tiresomeness, differing trom
his own, he is quite able to perceive, but
whose intimacy he cultivates because be
finds that by listening to his diffuse dis-
courses he receives a similar kindness for
himself. These natural selections should
not be interfered with ; bores should by a
gentle process of weeding out be placed
together, and should be encouraged to bore
each other, for that is usually not their
ideal of amusement.

Messages of Help for the Week.
‘I counsel thee to keep the King’s com-
mandment.” Eccl. 8: 2.
““The Son of Man is come to seek and to
save that which was lost.” Luke 19: 10,
*“There is nothing from without a man,
that entering into him can defile him: but

the things which come eut of him.” *‘The

beart is desperately wicked.” Mark 7: 15
and Jeremiah 17: 9.

‘*‘Come now, and let us reason together,
saith the lord: though yoursins be as
scarlet they shall be as white as snow.”
Isaiah 1: 18.

“Blessed be ye poor: for yours is the
kingdom of God. Blessed are ye that
hunger now ; for ye shall be filled. Bles-
sed areye that weep now: for ye shall
laugh.” Luke 6: 20, 21.

‘I came not to call the righteous, but
sinners to repentance.” Luke 5: 32.

. ‘‘Let the word of Christ dwell in you
richly in all wisdom; teaching and ‘ad-
mlsxlh!ng one another in psalms and hymns
and spiritual songs, singing with grace in
your hearts to the Lord.” Colossians 3 : 16.

A LESSON WHICRH TEACHES

That We Should Be Careful About Calling
People Liars,

In 1860 Mr.J.C. Jeaffreson was engag-
ed to write the biography of Robert Ste-
rbenson. the famous engineer, then recent-
y deceased. He began at once to put him-
self in connection with the friends and fa-
miliar acquaintances of Mr. Stephenson in
search ot documents and information.
Among these friends one of the most im-
Eortant was GGeorge Parkes Bidder. In

is youth Mr. Bidder had been famous as
*‘the calculating boy.” For Mr. Jeaffreson's
entertainment he multiplied tour figures by
tour figures in his head.

Then he gave Mr. Jeaflreson with confid-
ential freedom a tull account of his long
and close acquaintance with Mr. Stephen-
son, narrating at the same time many droil
and nteresting anecdotes. Of all these
Mr. Jeaffreson made notes upon the spot.

Some time afterward he called upon Mr.
Bidder again and drew his attention to im-
portant discrepanci-s between his state-
ments and certain documentary evidence.

Mr. Bidder after examining the docu-
ments said :

*This isa very interesting and instruct-
ive demonstration of the fallaciousness of
memory. Those writings put it deyond
question that while I was instructing you
so confidentially I was strangely misre-
membering the very incidents of my story
on which I have reflected most often and
thoughtfully. In writing your book use
nothing I have told you from mere memory,
unless you can corroborate it by docu-
mentary evidence.”

The lesson, although not new, is strik-
ing. Mr. Bidder was peculiarly a man to
be trusted. How full of errors, then,
must history and biography be! And how
easy it is tor men to tell different stories
and yet be honest !

The Psalms,

Marson, a recent writer on the Psalms,
notes that ‘‘hardly any holy men died on a
death-bed, or at a scaffold, or at a stake
withont breathing out the unworn passion
of the great prayer,” the 51st Psalm. In
tbe Middle Ages, the tavorite inscription
on sword-blades was the first verse of
Psalm 144,— “Blessed be the Lord my
strength, who teacheth my hands to war
and my fingers to fight.” The title of
“Vindictive” Psalms was at first used in
the sense of Psalms of Vindication. **Vin-
dictive” had not then any malice in the
meaning of it. *‘Touch not mine anoint-
ed” was the watch-word of the Royalists
during the civil wars of the Commonwealth.
The concluding Psalm has been to a large
extent the reason for the continued use of
instruments of music in the Christian
Church.

A Gentleman

Who formerly resided in Connecticut, but
who now resides in Honolulu, writes: “For
20 years past, my wife
and 1 have used Ayer's
Hair Vigor, and we
attribute to it the dark
hair which she and I
now have, while hun-
dreds of our acquaint-
ances, ten or a dozen
years younger than we,
are either gray-headed,
white, or bald. When
asked how our hair has
retained its color and
fullness, we reply, ¢ By
4 the use of Ayer’s Hair
Vigor—nothing else.’ ™

“In 1868, my affianced
was nearly bald, and

fll induced

: : hertouse
Ayer’s Hair Vigor, and very soon, it not
only checked any further loss of hair, but
produced an entirely new growth, which has
remained luxuriant and glossy to this day.
I can recommend this preparation to all in
need of a genuine hair-restorer. It is all
that it is claimed to be.”—Antonio Alarrun,

Bastrop, Tex.

AYER’S
HAIR VICOR

DOMINION EXPRESS
GOMPANY,

(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 El(lfhuld, 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'Et.o Halifax, Joggins R'y, New Bruns-
wick and P. E. I. Ry, Digla' and Annapolis, con-
necting with points on the Windsor and Annapolis
Railway, Blgin & Havelock R'y.

Handling of Perishable Goods a Specialty.

Connect with all reliable Expres Companies in
the United States. Eight hours ahead of all com-
5eting Exgresses from Montreal and points in

ntario and Quebec.

Lowest Rates, Quick Despatch and Civility.

E N, ABBOTT, Agent,
96 Prince Wm, Street, S John, N.B

Canadian _Egress Co.,

General Express Forwarders, Shipping
Agents and Custom House Brokers.

Forward Merchandise, Money and Packages of
every description; collect Notes, Drafts, Accounts
and Bills, with goods (C. O. D.) throughout the
Dominion of Canada, the United States and Europe.

Special Messengers daily, Sunday excepted, over
the Grand Trunk, Quebec and Lake St. John, Que-
bec Central, Canada Atlantic, Montreal and Sorel,
Napanee, Tamworth and Quebec, Central Ontario
and Consolidated Midland Railways, Intercolonial
Railway, Nethern and Western Railway, Cumber.
land Baliwsy. Chatham Branch Railway, étesmship
Lines to Digby and Anappolis and arlottetown
and Summerside, P. E. I., with nearly 600 agencies

Connections made iith responsible Express Com-

anies covering the Eastern, Middle, Southern and
estern States, Manitoba, the Northwest Territor-
ies and British Columbia.

Express weekly to and from Europe via Canadian
Line of Mail Steamers,

Agency In Liverpoel in connection with the for-
"é'.;‘f“‘ h:;ltem og. Giinrat Brltalln ind the .g:)nth%z;t.

P Aﬁn verpool, Montre uebec
and [gnhnd. aine. Q

Goods in bond promptly attended to and forwarded
with despatch.

Invoices required for s from Canada, United
States or Europe, and vice versa

J.R, ST
H, C. CREIGHTON, Ass. Supt, 1 STONE: Agent.

Stamped on every G.

B. Chocolate.
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* Fiowers that bloom
in the Spring”

have not a sweeter perfume than

Made out of the finest Castile Soap,
and delicately perfumed, it leaves the
skin soft, white and with a deliciously
*‘fresh” teeling.

Your Grocer or Druggist may tri
to sell you some other kind on whic
he makes more profit, but insist on
getting BABY'S OWN.

ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO.,
Montreal, - - Sole Manufacturers.

T MARES OLD) )

\ U

Added to the Lives

What with Gladstone 84 years of age.
Pope Leo XIIL 84. Bismarck 79, Fran-
ccseo Crispi 75, Oliver Wendell Holmes
85 and Ontario's G. O. M., Eir Oliver
Mowat, 75, this is indeed an age of
grand old men They are holding their
places with the young men nobly.

A study of the men who, at these ad-
vanced years, perform so much intense
laber all show that care of health has
been one of the essentials of theirre-
markable longevity. It may be thas all
the old men of the age have mnot a per-
sonal acquaintance with the invigorat-
ing and health-enlarging effects of South
American Nervine, but with much in the
way of testimony before us we do know
that this great medicine is toning up the
«vstems of men and women tosuch an ex-
tent that their years are being lengthen-
ed beyond the allotted three score and
ren. There is something in this medi-
¢ ne that is peculiarly efficacious as a
health-builder. It operates with sure
suc~ess on those who are weak and, per-

A. C. Smith & Co.; 41 Charlotte

Indisputable Testimony that South American

Nervine Tends to Longevity—Many Years

of Those Who Use

This Great Discovery—An Age of
Great Old Men—What a Windsor
Resident of Seventy Years

g .
of Age Says.

MR. JAMES SHERYV 027, Windsor, Ont.

haps, suffering from indigestion, nervous
prostration and debility in one shape and
another.

Mr. James Sherwoed, of Winds r, Ont.,
has attained the ripe old age of 70 years.
A few years back he suffered from an at-
tack of paralysis, and a second attack
came on him 12 months ago The result
of this trcuble was to seriously derange
his digestive organs and comvlicated ner-
vous troubles followed. He obtained from
LaBelle & Co., of Windsor, a bottle of
South Amerfean Nervine. It had an im-
mediate effect on the stomach trouble
and on the nerves, besides strengthening
the heart action which had become weak.
He says : ** I consider it a splendid medi-
cine. It has relieved me of very much
pain, built up my health, and has given
me a much better appetite than I had be-
fore using it. I have so far used four
bottles and will always keep it in my
house.”

Would you be healthy and live long ?
Then become acquainted with South
American Nervine

For sale by Chas. McGregor, 37 Charlotte St.; Chas. P. Clarke, 100
King St.; R. E. Coupe, 578 Main St.

E. J. Mahoncy, 38 Main St.
St.
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