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Sumday Reading.

THE DEACON'S TENTH.

Ye see the elder had preached a most
powerful sermon on Christian givin’, n
which he took what I called purty strong
ground. Among other things, he said we'd
ought (o do as much for our religion as
the old Jews did for theirs, an’ while it was
all right to lay up fora rainy day, an’ to
get ahead if we honestly cou'd, we should
set apart at least one-tenth of our income
as the [.orl’s money.

‘Now, I think the elder went a leetle too
far,’ says I to my wite, Huldy, as we was a
drivin’ home from meetin’. ,Givin'is well
enough, but I get a’most tired a hearin’
these ministers forever a dingin’ about it.

‘Waal, Lyman,’ says Hudly, ‘why don’t
you try givin®’ a tenth—try it for one year
anyhow.’

‘My !" says I, ‘as if I didn't give more'n
that now ; it's two shillin’s, an’filty cents,
every time I turn around, to say nothin’ o’
If I get
home with a dollar in my pocketI think
I'm a lucky fellow.’

‘Then I'm sure,’ says Huldy, with that
queer little smile o’ hern that she some-
times has, ‘it’ll be a real savin’ to ye to go
in*o systematically a givin’ yer tenth.’

Now, I hadn’t any idee of doin® it, an’
keepin’ a reckonin’ of what I coutribute—
in fact, I thought that verse about let'in’

.yerright hand know what yer left was a

doin’ was rather agin it, but somehow
Huldy bas a cool way o’ takin’ things for

granted, an’ though the mildest of all |

women, sh2 ginerally manages to carry
har p'int,

Next mornin’ I see ber a makin®' a book
out o’ som2 sheets o’ paper, and rulin’ ’em
off, and stitchin’ on to ’'em a pasteboard
kiver an’ on the outside she writ in big
lstters that was as plain to read as printin’,
“The Lord's Money.” This she handed to
me an’ said nothin’.

That very week I got pay for my wheat ;
it is an uncommon good crop; it came to
six hundred doliars. I was a settin by the
fire a countin’ it up with some sa‘isfaction,
when Huldy jest stuck under my nose that
book, ‘The Lord's money.’

‘Whai's that for Huldy ?’ says I.

‘Why, for the tenth,’ says she.

‘Bless my soul!says I, a wrigglin’ an’
twistin’, that would be sixty dollars; I can’t
stan’ that.’

She didn’t say anything, but set a watch-
in’ me an’ I knew it warn’t no use a dodgin’
her, so I tosk six ten-dollar bills, all crisp
an new, an’ laid 'em in a pile.

“Yis, yis.” says I, a tryin’ to screw my
face into a smile, an’ to act as it I'd been a
calkerlatin’ all the way through to give ’em.

Ye see there was an awful sight o' old
Adam in we. I jest set there a begredg-
in’ that money. I most wished the wheat
hadn’t come to so much. Then I happen-
ed to remember what the elder had said
in his searmoc—'hat it would be a mighty
herd wrench on us at first to givea
tenthb—thit when the fingers had
got crooked up a gaspin’ this world’s
goods, ’twas hard to get 'em straightened
out, but that when we’d become used to
this way o’ givin’, we'd enjoy itan’ be
blessed in it asmuch as in prayia’ an’
readin’ the Scripters. A thinkin’ on that
sermon, I made up my mind 1'd double my
subscription for the elder's support, an’
that would just take the sixty dollars.

As I harvested my crops an’sold ’em,
1 was astonished to see how the Lord’s pile
grew, av’I had to think it over middlin’
sharp to know where to invest it so ’twould
do most good, an’ I was gettin’ over the
wrench alittle until my interest money
come due. The year before old Uncle
Nat had died, an’ most unexpectedly had
left me five thousand dollars. If the
legacy had dropped down from the skies I
couldn’t have been more surprised. Now
I had three hundred a comin’ in from it,
and it most killed me to take thirty on’t
an’ put it aside for the Lord. I couldn’
help whinin.’

‘Now, Huldy,’ says I, ‘don’c ye believe
the old Jews deducted their taxes afore
they laid by their tenth ?’

‘I dunno,’ says she ; ‘we might read up
Leviticus an’ Numbers an’ Deuteronomy
an’ see.’

‘Bless my soul, Huldy,” says I, ‘I'd
ruther pay the whole thirty dollars than
wade through all them dull books. An’
then,’ says I, a thinkin’ hard, ‘accordin’ to
whatthese agents that coms3 around beg-
gin’ say, I s'pose it would be a good speck-
erlation to give to the Lord. They tell
about throwin’ out crackers an’ comin’
back loaves, an’ show how them is blessed
in their baskets an’ in their store that be-
stow their goods on the poor. Anyhow,
I've made made up my mind to try it.’

‘Now, Lyman Tubbs, don't ye go into
this tenth business with no such worldly
motives. It ye do ye'll be worse than
Ananias and Sapphira, who was struck
dead at once. Not but that the Lord has
said, ‘I will never leave thee nor forsake
thee,’ and ‘prove me now herewith,’ but if
ye undertake to drive a sbarp bargain with
him, ye'll find out that he'll git ahead of ye
every time. No, he's given us all we have,
an’ 'm thinkin® be’ll ask us some mighty

close questions about the way we've used
it.

Huldy didn’t very often preach, but when
she did her sermons were what I called
plintad.

Time passed on, an’ I got used 7o givin’
my tenth. I didn’t squirm over it as I did ;
in fact, I got kinder raised, an’ to feelin’
liberal. I didn't sell so much as a turkey
without puttin’ aside tithas of it.

It happened in the summer that my wife's
cousin Silas an’ his family came to see us,
av’ I supposed he'd never heerd o’ sech a
thing ; but Silas says, says h2, ‘I've doneit
ever since I was converted. 1 airn two
dollars a day, an’ every Saturday night I

» | jest lay aside one dollar and twenty cents,

an’ I pray over it; it's sacr:d; it's the
Lord’s moaey.’

‘Don’t ye take yer livin’ out o’ it first?’

‘Yer what?’ erays Silas, amazed. ‘It's
jest so much I ain, an’ the ability to airn
it comes from the Lord, an’ I joyfully give
back to him the little part.’

‘But,’ says I, ‘ain’t that kinder resky?
Ye might be took sick, or yer work give
out; I should be a little fearsome.”

‘Thes> are the promises,’ says Silas;
‘My God sha'l supp'y all your needs,’ an’
‘Lo, I am with you.” They are all yea an’
amen.’

Waal, it I didn’t feel small after that.
I had simply given a tenth of all I'd sold
an’ grumbled over it at that, an’ there
were all those broad acras that bad fed us,
an’ those big trees in the woods that had
kept us warm—blessin's upon blessin’s that
I hadn't counted, an’ here was Silas with
nothin’ but his hands, an’ yet so willin’-
hearted an’ doin’ so much. When I carried
him an’ his folks back to the city I jest
filled my waggon box full o’ things, an’ felt
asif I was a givin’ directly to the Lord.

One day the elder an’ his family was
over to our house, an’ we was talkin’.
His son Fred was a playin’ with my Thomas
—they was awfu! good friends—an,’ says
the elder, ‘if I hsd as much money as you
hive, Deacon Tubbs, I'd send Thomas to
school, an’ ask the Lord to make a minister
o’ him.’

‘Blesy my soul ?’ thought I, ‘that’s the
last thing I want him to be.” Yesee I bad
other plans for my boy, butI said nothin.’

My next neighbor, old Mr. Hodges, had
a son who went to the city an’ studied law,
an’ got to be a judge, an' comes home in
his big carriage once in a while to visit the
old tolks, his wife an’ children dressed to
fits, an’ seein’ theam I had a natural hanker-
in’ for Thomas to turn out like that. I was
a sayin’ this to Huddy when the elder’s
folks was gone.

‘Now, Lyman Tubbs,’ says she, alookin
at me with them great, earnest eyes o’ hers,
‘would you really like to have our Thomas
jest like old Mr. Hodge's son—a breaking
the Sabbath, he an’ his boys, a shootin’
ducks an’ a drinkin® an’a playin’ cards ? Be
you a deacon an’ a member of the church
an’ not feel as if ’twas bigger business to
persude m3n to forsake their sins an’to
love the Lord Jesus Christ

Ever since Silas was here my mind has
been dreadfully took up with somethin’ he
he was tellin’ me. He siid some good
christian men hired rooms in the worst part
of the city an’ made ’em bright an’
attractive, an’ was a singin’ hymns
an’ a preachin’ to the folks, sll
without money an’ without price, an’some
sech work as that is what I'd been a wishin’
my boy could do, an’ j2st then Thomas
came in an’stood beside his mother. IHe
had the same hair as hers, an’ the same
brown eyes, an’ somethin’ told ms that if
he took to preachin’ he’d be on3 of the
¢>avincin’ sort, for I must say that nobody’s
words ever took hold of an old sinner like
me as Huldy’s does.

Well, my tenth money grew; half the
time I didn’t know what to do with it. I
was over ro the elder’s one dayan’ he was
a tellin’ me of a school near by which he
thought would be a good place to send our
Thomas—he'd noticed how crazy the boy
was for books an’ learnin’, an’the minister
said he’d a cousin alivin’ jest out o’ the
village that would take good care o’ Thom-
as, an’ board him, an’ he’d be under good
Christian influence.

‘What do you say, Huldy?’ says I, as
soon as I'd got home.

‘I'd like bim to go,’ says she, ‘an’ for
the elder’s boy to go with him.’

Sure enough he should, an’ that would
be a use for the rest o’ my tenth, an’
Thomas an’ Fred was awful good friends ;
they was like David an Jonathin, an’ what
think, there was a revival that, jest like a
big wave, struck that school, an’, in fact,
the whole community, an’ both the boys
was converted, an’ you can't think how I
felt, so glad about it, an’ kinder streaked,
too, for I knew it weran’t none o’ my doin’;
I'd beea sech a poor, good-for-nothin’
Christian all my lite, it was enough to set
my Thomas agin’ the Lord.

We got the good news on Saturday
mornin’ an’ 1n the afternoon was the
covenant meetin’. It was jest about a
year from the time that Huldy handed
me the ‘Lord’s Money’ book. I remem-
ber how I got up in the meetin’ then
and talked not, because 1'd anything to
say, but bein' deacon, I felt as if I

b

ought to an' told the brethren I badn’t
made no progress, an’ all that—jest what
I commonly said. How could I talk that
way now when I'd had a year o' such on-
common blessin’, an, with Huadly beside
me a cryin’ for joy because our Thomis
bad been converted. No, I couldn’t keep
from breakin’ down, an, thankin’ the Lord
for his goodness to me an’ mine, an’ I knew
that givin’ my tenth—though it bad come
s0 begrudgin’ly bad bsen a help to m3. I
warn't sech a small, waspish critter as I
was afore.

The next year I was man enough to
divide my tenth with Huldy, an’ sech good
times as we bad investin’ it. Now, Huldy
was great on what we call the ‘Inssmuch
charities’—‘Inasmuch as ye bave done it
unto one o' the least o’ these’, etc. She
was always a findin’ some bed-ridden
woman to help, or crippled child, or some
other case of need, while I couldn’t hardly
sleep o' nights a thinkin’ o’ the great West,
with the foreigners a comin’ into it, an’ of
the poor freedmen of the South, or of the
great heathen world that so needs the
gospel. We'd spend hours an’ hours a
talkin’ it over, an’ as we did so we'd get
nearer to each other, an’I trust, nearer to
the Lord.

I’s now b2en a good many yeirs that
we’ve be’n a tryin’ this tenth business, an’
I wouldn’t go back to the old helter-skelter
way o’ givin’ for anythin’.

Huldy has j2st been to tke city to s2e

tha children, an’ sis came home with her
tace all aglow. Our Thomas an’ the mini-
ster's Fred, who married our Mary haive

one into business together, an’ are doin’

rst rate; but that isn't the best ofit;
they’'ve started a mission in the wickedest
part o’ the city, and Huldy said it did her
old soul good to hear those young voices
a tellin’ them poor, ignorant ones of the
love of Jesus, an’ to see them a listenin’ an’
a comin’ into the kingdom.

As I'm a closin’ I've got this much to
tell you; if you want to be a happy chris-
tian you must let your prayin’ and praisin’
an’ given’ go together, an’I will say that
Huldy never did a better thing tor me than
when she give me ‘“The Lord’s Money
Book.’—The Examiner,’

A Holy Messenger.

In the nime ©f common sense and of
immortal souls le! thas2 who hav2 nothing
but doubt and wuncertiinty to proclaim
from their pulpits step dowa and out; for
the world is crying out for reality and for
bread, not for negatioas. And such
negative, such cipher m3n give clearest
proof and they know not the Saviour of
men, are not taught of the Spirit ot God,
and knows not His power in their hearts
and lives. They have never heard the
command, ‘Preach the | preaching that [
bid thee,’ nor the warning, ‘Add thounot
unto His words, lest He prove thee, and

thou be found a liar.” Every true messen-
ger of God to m2n must be as Paul—a
witness of mighty truths of God’s revelation
and of blessed raalities in his own exper:-
ence (Acts xxvi., 16-I8). No other has
any mandate from the Master to men.—
Rev. S. A. Dyke, Toronto.

THEY DESERVE PITY.

Calety and Lﬁé—nepend Upon
Paine’s Celery Compound.

We must sympathize with, and pity
tbe poor, weary and jaded sufferer whose
life is made miserable and alm st un-
pearable in the hot weather,

The healthiest of us have &all we can
do to withstand the enervating effects of
scorching days and sweltering nights.
The sick mortals—heaven help them—
must suffer increased agony during these
hot days. !

Thetroubles that bring low the majority
of people at this season are mnervous
prostration, nervous debility, dyspepsia,
indigestion, headache, and a bost of trials
that result from impure and poisoned
blood.

The above troubles attack men and
woman because their rupply of nerve
force is almost exhausted. ILnss of this
nerve force and feebleness is at the root
of nearly every case of gickness.

A true nerve medicine is what 18
needed if health is to be restored, and
the dark grave avoided. Paine’s Celery
Compound is a perfect and unfailing
restorer of nerve force and powerto the
weakened and debiliated system. It
quickiy cures prostration, sleeplessness,
dyspepsia, indigestion; it cleanses the
poizoned blood and gives new life and
permanent vitality and strength.

Paine’s Celery Compound comb nes
the most efficient alteratives, laxatives
and diuvretics, and soon restores the sick
one to complete healtb. Today it is
earth’s most reliable medicine; it is
made for your special case, poor sufferer,
and its use will implant that state of
health you are so earnestly longing for.

As there are vileliquid imitaticns sold
in many places, insist upon your dealer
giving ‘‘Paine’s'’’ the kind that cures.

HE IS NOT A DRUNKARD.

Robert Barr Denles the Story That He s
an Incurable Drunkard,

Mr. Robert Barr (Luke Sharp writes
from London, Eng., mn re‘erence to the
startling story published recently about him
in the Canadian Press: —

““I should be sorry to have my many
friends in the charming towns ot Ridge-
towa, Morpeth, Highgate, Dusrt and
round about believe that I was a druokard
and been sent to the inebriate asylum.

There is not a word or a suggestion of

truth in the outrageous story, which was

garted a few weeks ago by the New York
un.

‘This villainous lie comes to me at a
most inopportune time, as I was never so
busy in my life before. A book ot mine is
now being set up at the Oxford Upiversity
Press, the myst notable printing establ sh-
ment in the world, and as the baok is to
be dedicated to Dr. James Symson, whom
you a!l know, 1 am going over thke
proofs with some care. Another book of
mine has just been purchased by Sir.
George Newnes for one of his publications,
and it should be finished before the snow
flies. Nevertheless I shall go over to New
York and sue Th3 Sun for $100 000 and I
think they will find me the most sober
drunkard they ever tackled. If you get me
a hall in Ridgetown, and give the proceeds
to some charity, [ will run up there from
New York and give you a lecture free on
temperance.’

“SAVED MY LIFE.”

It's no Hopeless Wail, but Testimony With
a True Ring to it for the Great South
American Cures,

WONDERFUL TESTIMONIALS.

RHEUMATISM —Ths Great South
American Rheumatic Cure issafe, harm-
less, and acts quickly. Gives instant reliet
and an absolute cure in one to three days;
works wonders in the mos! acute forms of
rheumatism and neuralgis. ““I was crip-
pled so that I had to usea stick to get
about,” writes James A. Anderson of Cal-
gary, N. W. T. ““Attimes I suffered un-
told misery. I tried every medicine under
the sun—spent six weeks in the hospital
under special treatment, without any relief.
I was induced to try South American Rheu-
matic Cure. After uung two bottles 1
threw away my stick and went to work,
and have worked every day since, and that
was two and a half years ago.”

KIDNEYS.—“I believe it saved my
life,” is the positive testimony of Mr. James
McBrine of Jamestown, Huron Co., Ont.,
in speiking of the miraculous curs of a
complication of kidoey troubles by the
Great South American Kidney Cure. This
gentleman was so severely affected that his
physicians had to attend him daily to take
the urine from him. The first dose gave

: him relief, and half a bottle cured him

complately, dissolving ail obstru-tions, and
healing ani strengthening the parts. South
American Kidney Cure 1s a kidoey specific
only, and it does all that is claimed for it
every time.

STOMACH AND NERVES.—Two
thirds of all chronic diseases are due to
disordered nerve centres. Cure the nerves
and you will control the disease. South
Am-rican Nervine has proved this thous-
an's of times. It is a powerfol nerve
builder and, in cas2s of acute indigestion
and dyspepsia, bas effected marvellous
cures. (Geo. Webster of Forest writes:
“For a number of years I suffered greatly
from nervousness, twitching of muscles
and sleeplessness. I tried almost every
known remedy without rehef. I wes in-
duced as a last resort to try South Ameri-
can Nervine. Thne first bottle bencfited
me, and five bottles cured me. It isa
a grand medicine, and I owe my life to it.”

“Ta ra-ra” Brought Her Back to Lifg,

A devout woman of a fashionab'e Back
Bay strect was recently sick, as her family
and friends believed, unto death. She hid
made her preparations and was daily await-
ing ber end with patient resignation. Her
hours of suffering were ch2ered by the
glimpses of the unseen world that came to

her, and one day she called to her attend-
ants, wbo were grouped around her
hourly anticipation of her diseise: ¢‘Oh,
that heavenly music. Don’t you hearit?”
Strongly imp-essed in spite of themselves
by her fervor, they strained their ears to
catch the harmonizs of heaven, when a cy-
clonic burst of sound from a street organ,
manipulated by an Italian acroes the street,
swurg fu'l into the rollickiny measures of
¢Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay,” accompanied by a
tambourine. There was a moment's silence
in the sick room, then an involuntary burst
of laughter, in which the sick woman join-
ed. From that moment a reac'ion set in,
and today she has the prospect of years o!
life before her.—Boston Home Jonrnal.

Cheap and Dangerous Toothbrushes.

An operation for appendicitis upon a
patient living in the States revealed the
fact that the disorder was due to the pre-
sence of tooth brush bristles. *‘Cheap

tooth brushes,” remarked the Albany sur-
geon who had charge of the case, *‘are re-
sponsible for many obscure throat, stomach
aud intestinal ailments. The bristles are
only glued on and come off by the hali
dozen when wet and brought in contact
with the teeth.”—American Druggist.

Established 1780.

Walter Baker & Co.,

Dorchester, Mass., U. S. A.
The Oldest and Largest Manufacturer- of

. PURE. HIGH GRADE
Cocoas S Chocolates

on this Continent. No Chemicals are used in their manufactures.
Their Breakfast Cocoa is absolutely pure, delicious, nutritious, and
costs le=3 than one cent a cup. Their

Limited.

remium No. 1 Chocolate

1| is the pest plain chocolate in the market for family uvse. Their

children.

German Sweet Chocolate is good to eat and good to drink.
- It is palatable, nutritious and healthful; a great favorite with
Consumers should ask for and be sure that they 6et st.heA.genmn.

Walter Baker & Co.’s goods, made at Dorchester, Mass.,
CANADIAN HOUSE, 6 Hospital St., Montreal.

SATINS,

The Finest Molasses Chewing Candy ,, ,. Land.

GANONG BROS., L’td., St. Stephen, N. B.
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

SOME MISTAKEN SACORIFIOES.

For People Who Did Not Appreciate them
as They Should Have,

A certain woman, with a sma'l income
and a lerge heart, has a family of im-
pecunions cousins—mostly girls, of the
type that cannot earn their own living and
let themselves down helplessly upon the
vearest available benefactor. She worrizd

she finally gave up the Christmas presents
to her own family and sent the cousins a
che k instead. Two weeks later she met
two of the girls at a tea=~they always go
to everything—aud to her amaz2ment each
wore a handsome gold buckle at her waist.
“Dear Cousin Jane,’ one of them raid, ef-

fusively, ‘‘we were so grateful for your
gift! We have wanted buckles for a year.
and now we have gott:n them through
your kindness ! ousins Jane's feel-
inge, as she thought of her home
Christmas sacrificed tor these adornments
—butchered to make a Roman holiday, as
it were—can be imagined.

She could sympath:ze with another friend
in New York who gave up going to bear
Patti, with her son and daugater, in order
that she might send the money for three
tickets—815—to relatives who, she knew
were much straitened by the business
crisis and i1 8c'ual need of ready money.
What was her surprise to hear, next day,
that three of the family had treated them-
selves promptly to Patti on receiving the
check. ‘It came just in the nick of time !”
one of them said, appreciatively; but, of
course, Mrs —could not feel it as pro-
vidential a bhappening as they seemed to
do.

Three gentlem:n, one of them wealthy,
meeting at the sea shore last summer,
heppened to discuss the needs of an old
classmate and each pledged himself to aid
towards a generous gift. The recipient,
when last heard from, was enjoying the
Atlanta Exposition on th2 proceeds, while
bis three benefactors were a triflz sore over
the affair, which had cost them some
troublesome ecanomies.

We all know such cases. They are both
atsurd and disheartening, and yet, since
true charity is more blessed to the giver
than to the receiver, and since it takes all
sorts of people to make a world, generous
minds will go on giving to the end of the
chapter and will not lose it after all.—
Harper’s Bazar.

GOLD OR SILVER.

You'd Give All You Have of Both to be
Regtored to Health—Dr, Agnew’s Great
Cures ave Specific Cures for
Specific Ailments,

HEART DISEASE —Rslief in thirty
minutes inmost alarming cases of heart trou-
ble: A strong statement to make for Dr.
Agnew’s Cure tor the heart, but it is borne
out by the testimony of thousands who to-
day proclaim themselves snatched from the
grave by its wonderful curative powers
1f the heart flutters, palpitates, tires eas:ly,
it indicates heart dicease. Be warned in
time. Use this surest and quickest cura;
it never fiils. James Allen of St.
Stephen, N. B., writes: ‘‘Iwas troubled
with very severe pains in the hs art, pain in
the side, and shortness of breath. I be-
came completely exhausted with th: least
exertion. Doctors siid my case was a
hopeless one. I procurad a bottle of Dr.
Agnew's Cure for the Heart. A few doses
gave me permanent relief—six bottles en-
tirely cured me, and today I am well, and
strong as I ever was. I think it the best
medicine on earth for heart trouble.”

CATARRH.—1It goesright to the seat
of the trouble, attacks the disease, removes
the cause, cleanses out and heals the parts,
quick!y and permanently. Dr. Agnew’s
(Catarrhal Powder does all this, and it’s no
hearsay. The slaves who are freed from
this loathsome malady, by this positive cure,
are singing its praises day in and day out.
‘I am 80 years old. I have had catarrh
for 50 years. Dr. Agnew’s Catarrhal
Powder cured me, and I look upon my cure
as almost a m'racle,” says Geo. Lewis of
Shamokin, Pa. A simple cold in the head
may be the first step to chronic catarrh.
Stop the cold and prevent the catarrh.
Dr. Agnew’s Catarrhal Powder is harmless
and easily applied.

PILES CURED IN THREE TO S.X
NIGHTS.—Dr. Agnew's ointment will
cure all cases of itching piles in from 3 to
6 nights. One application brings comfort.
Forblind and bleeding piles it is peerless.
Also cures Tetter, Silt Rheum, KEczema,
Barber's Itch, and all eruptions of the
skin. 35 cents.

TEN CENTS CURES CONSTIPA-
TION AND LIVER ILL.—Dr. Agnew’s
Liver Pills are the most perfect made, and
cure like magic Sick Headache, Constipa-
tion, Billiousness, Indigestion and all
liver ills. 10 cents a vial—40 doses.

A Nice Point.—The Lady Ermyntrude
—+Well, I certainly do not intend to go
another yard !”

The Lady Dorothea—*‘And I certainly
intend to go on!”

The Fair Cyclists E. and D. (together
—+“Which do you intend to do, Major?”

(The Major, an aocofptod authority on

etiquette, hasn’t the faintest idea.)—

Punck.

over them last winter considerably be-

cause she was sure the necessaries of life |
were running low in their li‘tle house, and | bodies of ours as the rushes bend and bow

DESPISE NO MESSENGER

In a great monarchy no subject can tell
what other man may or may nst be a mes-
senger from the king. Angels of mercy
seldom carry harps and arrive amidst rad-
iant lightand a vast flappiug of wings. It
may be a little child who sball btring you
the longed-for go>d news, or, as in the
cate of Mrs. Charlotte Davis, it may be a
quiet old lady who drops in to make an
ordinary friendly call.

And help was badly needed, as it always
is when piin and illness crush these frail

before the swollen stream. Referring to
the old lady’s call, Mrs. Davis draws aside
the curtain from an experiznce of the sum-
mer of 1878. She says: “I fell into a
condition that was strange and new to me.
I didn’t krow how to account for it, nor
could I tell what it was going to lead to. I
bad alwaysa bad taste in the mouth, and
was constantly retching and spitting up a
sour fluid. The s2nee and feeling of it
were horrible. My appetite failed until
food hid no attraction for me. Even after
taking the least morsel I had great pain at
the chest and under the shoulder blades.
But the complaint seemed to be seated
more particularly in the stomach. There
the pain was very keen and violent. Some-
times it felt like a knife cutting me asunder.
I got no rest day or night, acd was confin-
ed to my bed for weeks together. Inas-
much as I could take no solid nourishment
I grew weaker and weaker as the weary
time dragg:d by. Indeed my cnly tood
was milk and soda water.’

[We may remark at this point that Mrs.
Davis’s entire digestive system was, at the
time ske speaks of, dangerously deranged.
The failure of the appetite was a signal in-
dicating that the presence of food in the
stomach could not be tolerated. As it
could not be digested it would only sarve
to aggravate the inflimmation which wis
raging there. Such a state of thiogs is bad
as possible. The very scuce of all power
and life was virtually paralysed. We muvst
eat in order to live, and yet, in such a case,
to eat is only to invite additional suffering,
and to bid for a more speedy deith. Hence
the terror of that ailment, which some silly
people (who have never had it) speak of as
‘only an attack of indigestion and dyspep-
sia.” Would they allude to an inhabited
dwelling wrapped in flames as ‘Oaly a
house on fira? ]

Mrs. Davis, and plenty of others whom
we know, are able to rebuke that addlepat-
ed sort of talk.

She continues : *“Tbe dcctor who attend-
ed me siid 1 had inflammation, caused by
gall stores.’

[Very likely. Gall stones are composed
of bile sand, which is carried into the gall
bladder and then adheres until the larger
stones or maeses are formed. The bile
has stagnated, owing to the poitons from
the stomach acting on the liver, until this

ainful ard dangerous complication results

n other words, gall stones mean bilious-
ness, and biliousness m :ans indigestionand
dyspepsia |

Bat let us listen again to the lady; I lay
in great agony.’ she siys,’ wesk after week
duriag which time I passed two gall stones.
The doctor’'s treatment gave me no relief,
and what I suffered for over a year isin-
describable. One day an old lady
called at my house, and seeing my

cendition, strongly wurged me to
take Mother Seigel’s Curative Syrup.
I said, ‘Yes, of course, I'll take

anythiog that will help me.’ After the first
bottle I passed a third stone, but tkis time
mithout pain. 1kept on with the Syrup
and was soon as well as ever. Sincs that
time, now fourteen years sago, I bave kept
in good health and perfectly free from my
old ailment. I will answer inquiries from
any sufferer. Yours, &:. (Signed) Char-
lotte Davis, 8, Edithna Street S:tockwell,
London, September 27th, 1893.”

“‘The first bringer of unwelcom2 nows,”
says Shakespeare, ‘hath but a losing
offica.” Quit2 true, but the messenger
who tells of help and rescue wins a better
place in our mem:ry. IDoes he not?
Yes, say all of us.

Perfection of Cynicism.

Oscar Wilde was introduced once at a
garden-party in London to Mrs. Osgood,
of Knebworth House. I~ ths course of a
few minutes’ talk it was divu'ged that the

lady was on the eve of dsparting for Amer-
ica. ‘Going to America ?’ siid Oscar;
‘deah me; what for now ” ‘To see my
husband,’ was the reply. Oscar stared
sleepily at her in astonishment. Droppin
languidly ioto a chair he said: ‘Going al
the way to America to see your own’ (with
accent on the own) ‘husband? Deah me!
What a lovely ideah !

¥ootball Championghip for 1895,

The knowing ones are speculating on
the football possibilities of the season.
Ottawa is not likely to retain the honors of
the championship. as Queen's will put in &
team sure to smash all records. It is often
the case that very slight causes will lose a
victory. Itis stated that a painfull corn
made useless one of the best American
players. It follows that no team can hope
to win this year that neglects to supply its
members with Patman's Painless Corn
Extractor, the only safe, sure, and pain-
less ramedy for corns.

A voice comes from the Colonies :

‘Oh, by your lives, oh, send us wives,”
A voice then back rasponsive flies;

‘“Oh, by the powers, take ours, take ours’

—The Canadian (:azette.
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