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Sunday Reading.) 
WORKING ON SUNDAY. 

From a Purely Physical standpoint it is an 

Unwise Thing to do. _ 

King Charles I., as he stood by the 

block at which he was beheaded, said to 

Bishop Juxon, “Remember,” and handed 

him the jawel of the Georges, which hung 

by a ribbon round his neck., When the 

Bishop was questioned by the king's 

executioners afterwards, he said ‘'re- 

member’ was to remind him to tell the 

Prince ot Wales, that if ever he became 

king,be was to forgive his fatber's enemies. 

If that was the meaning, it was a noble 

‘remember,” a last kind thought for 

«others. 

God says remember—*‘ Remember the 

Sabbath day to keep it holy.” And he has 

good reason for saying ‘‘remember,” as we 

shall see. 
A well-known doctor declared that 

‘under the due observance of Sunday, life 

would, on the average, be prolonged more 

than one-seventh of its whole period, that 

is, more than seven years in fifty.” 

Dr. Farre, after spesking of the need 

that horses have of Sunday's rest, said: 

“Man, in the lorg run, breaks down more 

suddenly. A violaticn of the Sabbath law 

abridges the length of his life and the vigor 

of kis old age.” 

T.ord Macaulay, our great historian, 

said: “Of course, 1 do not mean that a 

man will pot produce more in a week by 

working seven cays than by working six, 

but I very much doubt whether at the end 

of a year he will have produced more by 

working seven days than by working six 

days a week.” 

Now, perhaps you say : ‘These are 

doctors’ opinions, ond learned men’s 

opinions, but a man must make bay while 

the sun shines.” Well, let us look at a few 

facte, and see from them if God's ‘‘remem- 

ber” is worth remembering. 

No men in the world do such bard 

manual labor as English navvies ; the 

strain on both strength and endurance is 

enormous. If you do not have your Sun- 

days you must break down. How seldom 

one sees a vigorous old navvy as it is, but if 

you work week in ar d week out there will 

soon be no young ones either. It is bad 

policy for the contractors as well as for the 

m?n. 

Daring the construction of the Yeovil 

and Exeter line the mea were at work 

every Sunday. The railway was completed 

and ready for opening, when, a few days 

before the day appointed, a thunderstorm 

destroyed several bridges and delayed the 

celebration fcr months. The engineer and 

men worked on Sundays to complete the 

contract in time, but although they were 

ready on the second opening day, they had 

an accident tken to repair, which took 

exactly as many week-days as they bad 

worked Sundays ! Did God speak here or 

not ? 

The London and North-Western Rail- 

way Campany had always been one of the 

best paying lines, and it has always been 

one of the best lines for keeping down 

Sunday traffic and caring for its men. 

Has God said “Remember” in these in- 

stances ? 
“He is a fool” (Protessor Miller says) 

‘who works all night ; Le is a greater fool 

still who works on the Sabbath day.” 

I.ook around and see if ‘‘it pays.” Ob- 

serve the Sunday traders. Do they suc- 

ceed ? See the shops kept open on the 

Lord's day; are they the ones whose 

owners succeed? Go to Paris and see the 

jaded faces, the puny frames, and unre- 

freshened aspect of a people who do not 

regard the Sabbath. It is remarkable that 

whiist we, as a nation, are relexing our 

observance of the Lord's day, in France 

and other continental countries there is a 

. steadily-increasing movement in the oppos- 

ite direction. 
Yet there are men mad enough to wish 

to open places of amusement on Sunday, 

in England, forgetting that doing so wil] 

entail Sunday labour on thousands of 

others, and also forgetting that masters will 

force men to work, if the alternative is only 

amusement. 

Yes, in God's “Remember” there is the 

remembrance and care for men’s bodies; 

but He alto who created their souls also 

careg far more for the immortal spirit in 

us, and, for our soul's wake, He says “Re- 

member.” 

Christ has lived and died for you Itis 

his day—the day he ross for you, and if 

you are ever to live with him you must 

rise, too, out of the present life of sin into 
the life of forgiveness and holiness. 

Let me tell you of two men, the one a 
manager, now gone, and the other still 

alive, both of whom honoured God by keep- 
His day holy. And, do not forget that 

what one man has done, and another is do- 
ing you may also do. 

George Corderoy was the manager of 
large works for a government contractor, 
and had to pay some hundreds of men on a 
Saturday night. His employer told him 
that he must work one Sunday, and have 
his men in the yard. 

“Sir,” he replied, “I will work for you 
until twelve o'clock on Saturday night, but 
I dare not work on the Sabbath ; I have a 
higher Master to serve.” 

be replied, “There isa da coming 
when must give an account of Dimeelf 3 

Sngoatiolly but firmly declined to and he 

work on the Lord's day. Sunday morning 
came ; the men assembled and went to 
work under another foreman. George 
Corderoy assembled his family, the Scrip- 
tures were read, prayer was offered, and 
breakfast over, the rather, mother, and six 
children, left the yard (for they lived on 
the premises) in the sight of the workmen 
and walked to the House of (God. 
The situation was not lost; the God- 

fearing workman was all the more honored 
and trusted, because ot his consistency. 
Now, here is another instance. John 

J—drove the engine for the air-fan, when 
the Mersey Tunnel was in course of con- 
struction. He was a Christian, but every 
other Sunday he had to work his engine 
all day. It was a work of necessity, and 
he tried to quiet his consequence by telling 
h'msell so. The thought kept coming, 
‘“ Yes, it must be done, but am I obliged 
t) do it?” 
He felt he {was burting bis own soul. 

Seeing other working men wasting the 
Lord’s day, his mouth was shut; for did 
they not see him coming home from bis 
work? ‘I'hen the thought of bis family 
came. He had four children and a delicate 
wile, who needed every penny he earned. 
If he refused to be on his engine on Sunday 
he must give her up and take a fireman's 
place. The struggle was bard, but he 
came across the words, ‘Them that honor 
Me I will honor, and they that despise Me 
shall be lightly esteemed,” ard he could 
stand it no longer. He gave up his situa- 
tion, and got on as fireman at a drop of 
eight shillings a week. Nearly a year 
passed, and one day I went to see him. Ie 
came up out of the fire-hole wiping his 
hands on some waste, and his face one 
bright smile. 

“*Well, John,” I said, ‘‘how are you?” 
““Well—well—body and soul.” 
“How is the wite ?” 
“No better, I am sorry to say.” 
“It was a great sacrifice.” 
*“Ay, but the Lord las made it up to 

me a hundred-fold already in peace and 
happiness. 

* * 

By and by an advertisement appeared 
for an inspector engineman on a Govern- 
ment appointment abroad. There was an 
examination to be passed. John went in 
for it and gained it, and then he wrote me 
this letter :— 
“Dear friend, I hope ycu will forgive 

me for being so long in writing. 
“‘(yod has fulfilled His promise, even to 

me. I am gong to Africa, under Govern- 
ment terms, £25 per month, 2ad class pas- 
sage out and back. (God has been with 
me in my examinations. According vo my 
faith He has answered my prayers, yes, 

even more than I have asked. 
“I will write to you when I get settled 

and give you all particulars. Thank God, 
my trust in him 1s stronger than ever. I 
can say, ‘To me to live is Christ, and to 
die is gain.’ 
“Ever your humble friend and brother 

in Christ Jesus, “John J—.” 
He hes risen since then, and his family 

are now with him. When out in the 
“Veldt” he has ridden thirty miles into 
Verulam on a Saturday to spend Sunday 
with God's people. 
Dear friends, do lay to heart God's 

“Remember "—DBritish Messenger 

WAS ONLY A VISION. 

It Taught the Lesson That Wo Do Not Fail 

When We Strive Aright. 

I stood in a beautiful place. Where it 

was I know not, but a sense ot calm and 

rest stole over my wearied brain and sooth- 

ed my weakened nerves, and my earthly 

troubles dropped from me as a cloud. And 

there came, as through from afar off, the 

sweetest music falling on my ears and 

entering into my toil-worn brain, and I 

thought to myself, ‘Surely this is heaven, 

and I entered in,’ and I breathed a deep 

sigh of happiness ; but a voice, melodious 

and deep, spake in my ear. 

“Nay, not yet have you reached heaven.” 

And I turned and saw standing beside me 

an angel, and a light of perfect happiness 

shone from his face.” 

«Where, then, am I?’ I asked, ‘‘and 

what is this beautiful place?’ 

«This is but the Border Land,” he an- 

swered. ‘Yonder"—and he pointed on- 

wards—is Heaven. But not yet may you 

enter ; your work lies there,” and he point- 

ed back to my life. 
“But I am tired,” | cried; “all my life 

is a failure. I have tried and worked 

hard-—only to fail.” 

The angel raised bis hand, and a look 

of solemnity came over his features. “It 

is decreed that you must go back,” he 

sid, “and say not that you have failed 

wait till the All-seeing (iod says you have 

tailed.” 
Then he touched me on the shoulder, 

«t1,00k” he said, ‘and I will show you,” 

and he pointed onward towards heaven. 

«What do you see ?” he asked. 

And I said, “I see nought but fairness 

beyord description, and a great light.” 

And he said, ‘Look well, and tell me 

what you see.” 

« And I looked lozg, then I said, “I see a 

great multitude of souls, and in the midst a 

burning and shining light, but I cannot 

look,” and I covered my eyes with my 

hands. Then the angel touched my eyes. 

“Look,” he said, and I looked and saw as 

it were a veil, before the shining light. 

And there came borne to us on the frag- 

rant air of heaven a triumphant burst of 

sang, and I heard loud ‘‘Hosannas” sing. 

ing, and I saw the multitude like a great 

sea divide, and leave a broad pathway up 

to the shining light. 

At the end of the pathway, nearest the 

Border Land, I saw a woman standing. 

She was pale and thin, and her face was 

haggard as she stood at the beginning of 

the pathway. And methought I saw the 

tears well up in her eyes as the chorus roce 

and swelled. 
Come, ye blessed, come, come ! 

And saw one step swiftly down the 
pathway, and gently wiping her tears, as 
the angels bowed before them, he led her 

up, up to the siining light into the pres- 

ence of God. 
And I turned to my companion, and he 

had bowed himself to the earth; and I 

asked him who the woman was, and he 
answered me, ‘‘She gave up all that a 
woman holds dear in life to work tor and 
nurse her sick mother, and people called 
her life a failure ; but God sees not as men 
see; to him her life was a grand success.” 
And 1 began to muse on these things, 

when the angel said ucto me, ‘‘Look yet 

again.” 
And I looked, and still the pathway was ) 

there. And at the ertrance a man s'ood 
with bowed head, and the tears fell from 

his eyes, and he clasped his hands nervous- 

ly ; and I saw that his face was thin and hus 

cheeks sunken, as though the battle of life 

had gone hard against him. 
At the burst of music trom the heavenly 

choir he looked up tremlingly, then he fell 

on his knees. And the Saviour, Christ 

came to him and gently raised him up and 
apoke sweet words of comfort in his ear; 

and the man’s face grew bright with a new- 
found hope, and the tears were dried from 
off his cheeks as his Redeemer led him into 
the presence of God. ° 
And I turned to the kneeling angel. 
“Surely,” I said, ‘‘those bursts of ap- 

plause could be but for one of earth’s graat 
ones ?” 
And he said : “The world accounted him 

a failure. He was a business man; and a 
man already rich, with no need of more 
took a business in the same street as he, 
and did his best to take the bread out of 
this man’s mouth ; but this man lived hon- 
estly, and owed n> man anything, and the 
All-seeing’—and the angel bowed himselt— 
“knoweth and seeth all things on the earth, 
and he saw this man’s struggles and en- 
deavors to do right ; therefore he isa suc- 
cessful man in the eyes of our God.” 

Atter a while 1 looked again toward 
heaven, and I noticed that the faces ot the 
multitude were solemn and grave, and the 
harpers had ceased their playing, and the 
grand chorus had stopped ; and at the en- 
trance to the pathway stood a man, and 
the light from the presence convicted him 
as a money-loving man. 
And I turned to the angel. 
«What does it mean ?” I asked. 
‘This is the man of whom I spoke but 

but just now,” he answered me. “lle at 
tended church, ani left money at his death 
to charitable institutions; but all are as 
nothing in the eyes of God. He looks at 
the life of a man.” ¢ 2.4.9 
“Why, then, is the man here ?” 1 ack- 

ed. 
“At the last he rep2nted him,” the angel 

made reply, ‘‘and is forgiven ; but how can 
the multitude welcome him so joyously? 
Truly he was one of the earth's successes, 
but he was a failurein the eyes of our 
Lord ?” . 
And I looked again, and I saw that the 

pitying, forgiving Christ had gently led the 
man into his Father's presence. 
And as I gazed I saw the faces of the 

multitude grow radiant once more, and 
the barper’s sweetes music, and the anthems 
and the hallelujahs swelled and vibrated on 
mine ears. And I looked, and there stood 
at the entrance to the pathway a woman. 
Her soft, dark hair, just touched with gray, 
was loosely braided above her sweet, pure 
tace, and her brown eyes were filled with 
the light of a patient love. And the great 
multitude swayed as it saw her, and their 
eyes grew soft as they looked at her, and 
where I stood I could hear the voices sing- 
ing in a melodious, joyous triumphant 
tones. And the Lord Christ stepped 
swiftly down the pathway to the woman, 
with both arms stretched out to receive 
her—and a wondrous sweet and glad look 
was on his marred face, and right up, right 
up he led her, and it seemed to me that the 
light round about the presence shone 
brighter as they neared it. Then I turned 
me to my prostrate companion. ‘‘Tell 
me,” | said, ‘*was she not a queen upon the 
earth ?” 
And the angel raised himself, and a 

glad smile came over his features. ‘‘She 
was not what you mortals call a great 
woman,” he answered me,” but she was a 
good mother. She taught her children to 
love and serve God, and her prayers rise 
even now as incense about the throne of 
the Most High. With her rested in a 
measure the future of generations unborn, 
and her influence has been for God, there- 
fore is the welcome accorded to ber so 
jubilant and triumphant, for it was a hard 
thing to be a good mother. The world 
called her ‘‘common-place,” but she is one 
of our God's heroines, and a successful 
woman.” 
Then the angel turned to me. ‘Say no 

one has tailed who has really tried,” he 
said, ‘‘the Lord God Almighty, the All-See- | 
ing looketh at men’s hearts.” 

* * * * 

And I awoke, and behold 1t was a vision, 
and I had returned from the Border Land 
—returned to earth’s struggles, its strifes, 
and cares, and failures, but if so be, by the 
race of God, I try, then shall I not have 
ailed when I cross the Border Land.— 
London Sunday-School Times. 

THE PRODIGAL FATHER. 

He is Often Responsible for the Misery of 

the Prodigal son. 

The parable of the prodigal son is a 
beautiful story and has been told to almost 
every people and in almost every clime. 

It has been the theme of unnumbered 
sermons and essays, and its little role has 
been played by a great army of young 
men in remote as well as in present times. 
There are ro doubt thousands of young 

men roaming the world over in ‘‘poverty, 
hunger and dirt” who would gladly return 
to the parental roof it they only dared, but 
they are deterred by a fear that the wel. 
come accorded them would be widely 
different from the one received by the 
prodigal son of Scripture. 
Now, while the prodigal son is held up 

as a warning to ‘point a moral and adorn 

dren, and never fear. 
duct himself as to be a worthy example for 
them to follow, and he should win and 
maintain their respect as well as their 
affection. 

a tale,” too little attention has been paid 
to the prodigal father, although it can be 
proven that he is directly responsible for 
the prodigal course by tha son. 

While the prodigal father does not take 
to the woods, he yet truly does wander 
from the plane of conduct that would in- 
sure a happy home, and he too often 
wastes the legitimate heritage 
children in riotous living. 

of his 

It is not enough for the father to supply 
his son with food, shelter, clothing and 
education. 
boybood, and as far as posrible be a com- 
panion, counselor, guide and friend to his 
children as well as their father. 

He should remember his own 

In too many cases he thinks that he is 
complying with all the requirements of the 
law of God and of man when he supplies 
their material needs. 
happy homes, to many ruined lives and so 
many prodigal sons wandering over the 
earth and eating the bitter husks of sor- 
row and defeat. 

Hence so many un- 

The true father will pour out his love 
and sympathy upon his children with un- 
stinted measure. 
their aims and smbi‘ions, end make their 
surroundings at once so pleasant and so 
Ro that home 

He will enter into all 

will be to them a 
eaven and they will have no desire to 

stray into strange and untried fields. 
A father should inspire love in his chil- 

He should so con- 

He should tully realiz: that these chil- 
dren are given to him in trust; that a 
most portentous responsibility rests upon 
him, and at the last day their souls may 
be demanded at his hands. 
And when these boys are growing up he 

should study their inclinations, the bent 
of their minds, into what direction of trade 
or protession it may appear to go, and when 
he 1s satisfied that the inclination is real 
and not a fancy, he should gratify it so far 
as the ability to do so is in his power. 
Many a bright young boy has been trans- 

formed ittoa wretched prodigal because 
forced into a trade or business for which he 
bad not the slightest taste or aptitude. 
The prodigai father is not a curiosity; 

he is too plentiful for that, and he is re- 
sponsible too ofien for the miserable story 
of the prodigal son that so frequently 
arouses the pity and regret of humaaity.—- 
N. Y. Advertiser. 

PORTRAITS OF CHRIST. 

They Vary Much According to the Ideal o 

the Schools of Artists, 

It is a singular tact that throughout the 
entire New Testament there is nothing re- 
garding the personal appearance of Christ, 
and the early fathers of the Church, who 
doubtless knew something of how He look- 
ed while on earth, are equally silent about 

it. A portrait of Him has been claimed 
by some to have come down from Apostolic 
times and that copies of it were taken and 
are still extant. That this statement has 
no foundation in fact would appear to be 
cv: lent from the circumstance that the old 

masters, in their representations of the 

Saviour, follow no recogniz:ad model and 
are as various in such portraitures as were 
their conceptions of what the real Christ 
should be. 

This diversion must be apparent to all 

who have examined such paintings in the 
Louvre and other large collections. In Fra 
F. Lippt’s “Madonna ani Child,” tor in- 
stance an exquisite creation, the face of the 
infant Saviour, though perfect in contour, 

has a look of precocious intelli- 
gence which seems unnatural in 
one so young. Carlo Dolce, Murillo and 
others, though displaying different types 
of child ite, are perhaps equally success- 
ful in conveying a nearly satisfying ideal 
in their representations of the child Christ. 
They all, however, pay no regard to ethnic 
considerations in their work, and as a re- 
sult the face is Italian, French, Spanish or 
Flemish, as the case may be, rather than 
Jewish, as it should have been. 

In paintings of the man Christ in F. R. 
Francis's panting, “The Virgin and Two 
Angels Weeping Over the Dead Body ot 
Christ,” is probably the divinest conception 
of it ever traced on canvas. Though the 
face is evidently that ot the dead, all the 
emotions of the soul seem to be mirrored 
upon it. 1n Borgognone’s ‘Christ Bear- 
ing the Cross,” Correggio’s ‘Ecce Homo,” 
all marvelous creations, as well as in others 
perhaps equally meritorious, however dif- 
ferent they may be, they at least convey an 
ideal Christ, which does not shock Christ- 
iin sensibilities as dees Munkacsy’s repre- 
sentation of ths Saviour in his famous 
paintirg, ‘Christ Before Pilate.” —Neil 
Macdcnald. 

Opportunities to do Right, 

Whatever God may deny us, he never 

denies us the opportunity to do the right 
thing, This thing may be our going for- 
ward or our going back, our acquiescence 

or our refusal. He leaves it to us to de- 

cide and this is our opportunity. Some- 

times the opportunity is to become poor, 

sometimes it is to become rich. Some- 

times it is to live, sometimes it is to die. 

But it rests with us to make the circum- 

stances in which we are placed our oppor- 

tunity to do the right thing, and to take it. 

God often shuts the door in our face in 

order that we may go through another one 

which be has opened. He knows that the 

closed door is the one that we want to go 

through, but the open one is the door that 

we need to go through. But sometimes he 

permits the opening of a door which he 
knows that we know we ought not to enter. 

He then puts us to the test by allowing us 
the opportunity of keeping out of it. And 
there are times when he closes ail doors in 

order that we might have the opportunity 

of patiently waiting and persistently knock- 
ing until one is opened. No one can com- 
plain of the lack of opportunity, for he is 
pretty sure to be in one or another of these 

SATINS, 
The Finest 

Molasses Chewing Candy 

in the Land. 

What you can do. 

You cannot set the world right, or the 
times. but you can do something for the 
truth ; and all you can do will certainly tell 
if the work you do is for the Master, who 
gives you your share, and so the burden of 
respousibility is lifted off. This assurance 
makes peace, satisfaction and repose pos- 
sible even in the partial work done upon 
earth. Goto a man who [is carving a 
stone for a building; ask him where is 
that stone going, to what part of the temple 
and how is he guing to get it into place, 
and what does he do? He points you to 
to the builder's plans. This is only one 
stone of many. So, when] men shall ask 
when and how is your little achievement 
going into God's plan, point them to your 

aster, who keeps the plans, and then go 
on doing your little service ss faithfully as 
it the whole temple were yours to build.— 
Phillips Brooks. 

Christian Giving. 

Give as God prospers you. It isa duty 
required in the Scriptures. It is a privi- 
lege ; it makes you a co-worker with (vod. 
Then God blesses those who obey this rule, 
so that they increase in their basket and 
their store. Thousands of years ago it was 
written: ‘Honor the Lord with substance 
and with the first fruits of all thine increase 
so shall the barns be filled with plenty, and 
thy presses burst forth with new wine.” 
Dr. Talmage tells of two merchants. The 
one said when he got rich he would give to 
promote the Lord's work. The other 
said: “I give now as the Lord prospers 
we.” The former lives in poverty; the 
latter is a rich man. Yes, *‘God gives 
power to get wealth.” 

| Using The Telephone, 

A telephone has been placed on the 
preacher's desk in the congregational 
church at Nortolk, Conn., in order that 
members of the church who are unable to 
attend the services may hear the sermons 
as they sit at home. 

His Good Record. 

Dawson Oldham, a 78-year-old resident 
of White Hall, Ky., never has missed a 
sermon at the methodist church in that 
plac? inthe forty years he has been a 
member. 
any form, nor has he tasted whiskey" 

dd. 

«The world passeth away and the last 
¢her:0f: but he that doeth the will of God 

abudeth for ever. Little children, it is the 

last time : and as ye have heard that anti- 

Christ shall come, even now are there 

many anti-Christs ; whereby we know that 
it is the last time.” 1John2: 17, 18. 

The Love of God, 

Toe love of God does not destroy, but 

elevates and prefect all other love to kind- 

red and to friends. But it subordinates 

every affection to Him. It makes us not 

indifferent, but independent. 

A SHORT TALK ON BEING TIRED. 

Are you a working man, or & working 
woman? I don’t mean one who is so by 

classification, or by having been born on 
sinister side of certain lices of social cleav- 

age, but solely because you daily do some 
sort of real, honest, and useful work? Yes? 

I shake your hand. I hope you manage to 
live by 1t without overdoing. and that 
(being still hearty and healthy) you some- 
times find yourself tired, dog-tired, and 
hungry as a wolf with plenty ot good feed 

for supper. Then hey! for bed and a gen- 
uine sleep of eight hours; to jump trom 

bed in the morning, both feet on the floor 

at once. That's the right kind of “‘tired” 

and the heaven-descended brand ot rest. 

It is a blessing mn itself, and bears others 
in its train. 

But the variety ot fatigue so many people 

are all che time writing us about is different. 

Listen to this one, for instance: “In Sep- 

tember, 1893,” he says, ‘1 was overcome 

by a teeling of languor. 1 was easily tired 

and comparatively slight efforts served to 
exbaust me completely. Indeed I never 

seemed rested at all, and was as tired in 

the morning as when I went to bed. Bo:h 
muscles and mind were inert and relaxed. 

At the same time my appetite seemed to be 

tired too. I had no relish for food, and 

after eating felt uneasiness and distress in 

the stomach and pain at the chest. My 

skin was sallow also, and there was a dull 

aching at my right side in the region of 
the liver. 
«] was constantly belching up a sour 

fluid, and my tood would sometimes ‘re- 

peat’ or rise into my mouth. All I could 

do to rectify this miserable state of things 

I did, acting upon the suggestion of friends 

and others, but failed to come across a 

remedy for my complaint, which meantime 

obtained a stronger hold upon me. 
«On account of my inability to eat and 

digest food my flesh fell off until I became 
so thinyou might have fancied me as hav- 

ing gone into a decline. And I was so 
weak I could scarcely get about. I remain- 

ed in this condition month after month, 

unfit, of course, for work and virtually a 
man out of the world’s fight. 
“The doctor who prescribed for me prob- 

ably understood my case, but he was not 

able, ap ntly, to cure me. And I notice 

it is in illness as in business; unless one 

holds his own he is bound to be falling be- 

hind, which made me anxious to obtain 
relief soon, lest I might pass beyond the 
reach of it. And in answer to hope 
dnally came to the help I needed. 
“In July of last ing (1894) I read 

about Mother Seigel’s Syrup ina small 

pampbiet which was left at our house. The 
book described my symptoms perfectly 
and stated the disease to be indigestion, 
with dulness and inactivity of the liver, the 
latter condition a result of the former. The 
weakness and loss of weight it explained, 
naturally enough, to be the effect of want 
of proper nourishment. Cure the stomach 
trouble in such cases, said an article in the 
pamphlet, and the consequences will vanish 
of themselves. 
‘On this I procured a bottle of the Sy- 

rup from Messrs. Robinson and Co., chem- 
ists, Hunslet Carr, and after taking it for 
a few days, I found myself much better. 
My food now ceased to give me pain, and 
1 gained some strength with every meal. 
No better proof of the power of this medi- 
cine could ask. I continued the use of 
it; the bad symptoms abated and no long- 
er troubled me, and in a few weeks I felt 
as vigorous and well as ever I did. 1 could 
work as before and experienced that kind 
of fatigue which promotes rest and is reliev- 
ed by it. I have since enjoyed good health, 
oe on _e welcome to publish this short 

count of my case. (Signed) Percy Har 
daker, 42, Wonlnus Hill Road, Hunelet 
Carr, Leeds, March 29th, 1895.” 
Mr. Hardaker is agent for the Pearl As 

surance Society, and iv well and widely 
known. His own intelligent comments on 
his complaint renders any words of ours 
quite needless. In private conversation he 
said he looked upon that unnatural “tired” 
feeling as a warning that none should neg- 
lect. It means, not the effect of work, 
but of exhaustion through that subtle dis- 
ease indigestion. Mother Seigel's Syrup 
should be taken tien, as he would have 
taken it then bad he heard ofit. We hope 
Mr. Hardaker's timely words, based as they 
are on an instructive experience, wil! be 
heeded by al. to whom they apply. 

Eagland proposes to raise a regiment of 
gentlemen; there would be plenty of 
recruits from the young men who failed to 
pass the examination admitting to the mili- 
id gchools. Lord Wolseley favors the 
plan. 

A British Columbia M. P. and a Bufia’g 

Clergyvman, 

He never has used tobacco in |! Andrew Haslem, M. P. for Vancouver 
| Island, B. C., and the Rev. A. D. Buckley, 
| of Buffalo, a clergyman well koown both 
| 1n his country and Canada, bear simultan- 
| eous testimony to the blessing of Dr. 
Agaew’s Catarrbal Powder in case of 
catarrh. Whether used on the Pacific Coast, 
or within easy distance ot the roaring 
Niagara, the result is the same. Mr. Buck- 
ley’s words are these : “I have been 
troubled with ca'arth for years, but the 
first time I used this remedy I received 
most delightful relief, and now regard my- 
self entirely cured after the use of the 
remedy for two months.” Quoting Will 
Carleton, Mr. Haslem can say: *“‘Daom is 
my sentiments, too.” ; 
One short puff of the breath through the 

Blower, supplied with each bottle of Dr. 
Aguew'’s Catarrhal Powder, diffuses this 
powder over the surface of th: nasal pas- 
sages. Dlainless and delightful to use, it 
relieves in ten minutes, and permanently 
curas catarrh, hay tever, colds, headache, 
sore throat, tonsilities and deafness. 
Sample Bottle and Blower sent by S. Gi. 
Detchon, 44 Church street, Toronto, on 
receipt of 10 cents in silver or stamps, Sold 
by H. Dick and S. McDiarmid. 

Russia and Japan will have the total 
eclipse of the sun on August U entirely to 
themselves, as the line of totality passes 
through Nova Zembia, Siberia, and the 
Island of Jesso only. 

Years of Suffering frem Rheumatism Ree 
lieved by Oae Dose of Medicine, 

_ “For many years,” writes Mrs. N. Fer- 
ris, wife of the well-known birch manufac- 
turer, of Ilighgate, Oat., “I was sorely 
afllicted with rheumatic pains in my ankles, 
and at times was almost disabled. I tried 
every‘hing, as [ thought, and doctored tor 
years, without much benefit. Though I had 
lost confidence in medicines I was induced 
to try South American Rheumatic Cure. 
To my delight, the first dose gave me more 
relief than [ had in years, and two bottles 
have completely cured. You may publish 
this letter.” Sold by H. Dick and S. 
McDiarmid. 

A London magistrate, being unable to 
write, made bis mark to a number ot com- 
mitments to prison lately, and they were 
held good. He is not illiterate, but has 
gout. 

March a Trying Mort, 

The month of March is a trying one 
and at no season of the year is the need of 
Hawkers nerve and stomach tonic more 
keenly felt, especially by those advanced 
in years or persons who from any course 
are reduced in health. Hawkers tonic is 
a blood and flesh builder, and nerve and 
brain invigorator that brings renewed 
health and power to the over-wrought or 
weakened system. Throughout eastern 
Canada it is supported by the strongest 
testimonials from leading clergymen, as 
well as trom men and women in all walks 
of life. Persons suffering from indigestion 
or dyspepsia, general debility or nervous 
prostration find it a health restorer in the 
tullest sense. Hawker’s nerve and stomach 
tonic is sold y Sor druggists and dealer 
at 50 cts. per bottle or six bottles for $2.5 
and is manufactured by the Hawker Medi- 
cine Co. Ltd. St. John, N. B 
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