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1o bike manner we who call ourselves
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18 the Sussbine of Christ's Love. |
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callage, and his waother packs bis trunk,
with wav) » tear mawtening bis ward
robe &c-l‘bmﬂql
o bim, * , wy desr boy, this you
‘-l-q-—.‘ul-bund
while you are an your knees in jrayer,
cv-‘nu.&;-r.. by
hnnlt-& when he writes
ber that i Just what she
b ; and overy time that obedient
r- that Book and bends on
Anews e d

" | yot in the air.
e

sute way, and that is to live in the light-
warmth-giving sunshine of your
pa 14 S i
Chrigtianity and Byolution.

There is a revival of interest in the
comtroversy concerning science and reli-
gion, due to the agitation in Presbyterian
circles about the revision of the West-
minster Confession. Dr. McCosh, »
Seotchman, a man of wide learning, an

old man, a famous educator, has
» sort of eulogy on the old -
terian formularies, and u the
» of new ones. Dr. MeCosh has
also been an advocate of Theistic Evolu-
tion. By these facts the revival of a dis-
cussion of science and religion bas been
renewed. The renewal of the discussion
does not mean that the old battles are
to be refought. The wuf-nl h?nuon

a 8!
is ended, for both have done their best ;
all that is left is to arrange the results in
order, and for each to reconstruct the
red territory. Here the discussion
munl, and bids fair to increase
in weight gpd"bulk for some years to

come.

Theology is not likely to have any se-

vepe struggle with the physicists ; the

main struggle #ill be among ourselves,

0 formulate the truths that have been

won in the conflict, and to recast such
of i need

Yiews of a Pastor's Wife—How 1t

Appears to Her.
A great deal bas been said and writ- |/
ten t&:mrﬁp but I won-
der if anybody ever s a moment's

resigning, or do they really They
often bave to be resigned. Are they
ever called to the pastorate ? I know
they go in the pastorate, call or no eall.
They are not a ealary to come, but
I have heard of some whom the church
would pay a liberal salary if they would
g0. A pastor’s wife, of course, is never
u'l‘ll:” to v‘l;n the church té':; ih‘t;o
wi 0, as e m are juently
® -mp‘ad " but when she does “:’-

How Daisy Brought Her Father Home.
A CHRISTMAS STORY FOR YOUNG PEOPLE.

“ Mollie, where's !
“Eh, marm?" gaid Mollie, sus)
ing her scrubbing and looking up at her
questioner with- a face' in which
nature largely overbalanced intelligénce.
“Don't you know where Dalsy is?"”
repeated LIn‘ Trovey, as she wipad the
flour from her hands. “She was talking
with you not half an hour ago, and now
ou k as surprised as if you didn't
now what I asked you. Oh, Mollie,
Mollie, I reaily shall have to get you
some memory [mvder."
“ Yes, marm,” said Mollie, looking at
her sorubbing brush with ‘a deeply
i i Then her face

there, j ,inﬁqfrom the iption of
her, she is about the largest subject
there is.

Well, T have the profoundest sym-

by for a woman who tries to be a
elp to the called pastor who has called
her, and a feeling of impatience comes
over me when I %e.r a woman who has
answered that call say, “Oh! I am not
a public character. My husband belon,
to the public—I dog’t.” Well, if you do
not, the public thi you do, and it
amounts to the same '

A pastor’s wife has it in her power to
do enough harm in six months to coun-
teract all the good her husband hasdane
ina year, I shudder when I think of
what a responsibility rests upon her. She

forms i k
Bat the old rancors are not to reappear,
and if it is done—as there is every evi
dence that it will be—in love and gentle-
Dess, the gains are
The coming
The historic criticism is where we are
to hear the war drums and seo the
of battle. The keenest opponent
of the religion of Christianity of to-day,
. T. Huxley, is ot using many of the
old weapons of early peeudoscientific
materislism, but has turned to the
e of historic criticibm, and is fory
is weapons out of materials gath-
eved there.
In the conflict with materialism, theol-
ogy bas suffered noth:t’p . Christianity
not been enfeebled at any point.
years ago, when | began my
, the smoke of the conflict was
Too often the
panicstricken, and afraid to wait
until the air was clear. Today we find
thiat the spostles of old mate can
not define L»:uhalo;y in “terms of mat-
ter,” and have abandoned spontaneous
tion, teaching in its stead “ Bio-
" or there can.be no life
antecedent life. They have
found their hands empied of matter and
aad
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M becomss the seciot t joy.
Christ tells us thet our shall be
tull =
2 The second duwotibn for. keeping
w thse brighit Leninings of the «hnutwe
w, Girowth i golly charseter. Tum o
gintle of Jude and read this

The comstiuction of o Christian
whasnctor s like the constrdition of a
There must first be & solid tloun
dation Bt some members never

4 sk begond thie. Up yonder on
ala)ubié avemiue are loug lines of mas
wive shaie work laul there twenty yoan
age. Those graw grown siones we the

]

de net * add 1o thewr faith, courage, tem
wraner, werkiices, patience, liness,

v, and all the other stones enter
wie & solid-and besutiful Christisn
Eavwry Sunday they com. and draw away
ware brieks and stones in the shape of
truth ; but they do not build then into
thew chanes. “ueh self stusited pro
fossors kuow but little of the sweet sun
shine sud joy of Chrat's susde. They
way be growing ricl, or growing popular,
o growing s sell estecm, but they aré
ot s prace. They try to live
out awtwos) bere than the love
of Chawt ; and their plety is » winper
killed ” and withering swhy. ~Such re
ligion is & poor, joyless thing; it sue
veeds no better than an st Lo raise
arimygs ssong the freeiing fogs of New
foundland y

4 There » one more. essontial to o
stoong snd & happy life. Keeping Christ's
copunandments and constructing a solid
character, cannot be done without
Therefore the Apostle
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are in ¥ of their un-
known (ied, whom ignorantly they will

ha:.e left sbundant room for the
preacher to declare him. Their
of the finite has widened,
stand with the muruou of
the Infinite enlarged as the background
tion they have. Con:
is as undefinable to them as
, aud the denial of God be-
do not kvow [im, provides
he denial of consciousness on
basis. The oconclusion of
is the absurdity of a denial
well as of G Leave the
Agnostic to the conclusion of
ing process, and he will argue
himdelf out of the universe before he is
The most common experience of

in these days is that of
i to deny his own

i

i
3

b |

i
i
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“ | personality. Agmo. tictem is the denial of
ma

'
tion the fact of the concepti
sciousness, even in their relation to what
the senses bave percbived, constitute the
weakness

ions of con-

of their argument.

So, after the stir and ferment around
the method of evolution, there is no-
thing in it which conflicts with funda-
mental Christian truth. That it even de-

stroys the doctrine of the fall is an.|

. It provides a broader basis
for the Augustinian dootrines of sov-

ﬂ:.nnnﬂon provides argu-
ment for the doctrine of retribution.
The field of illustration and analogy bas
heen intensified. Drummond and Hugh
MeMillan and many others are working
the mine with deft skill. And while no
man should turn his pulpit into a scien-
ufic leeture platform on Sundays, he can
still, if be has the skill and industry, find
new hammers for driving nails as & mas-
ter of assemblies. He need not defend
ovolution, but ‘a thorough knowledge of
what modern evel is increases the
power of a preachier and widens the
sphere of bis influence over men of lib
eral oulture.

For a man to say “ that he knows the
Gospel and that is enough,” may be pop-
ular with ignorance and prejudice, but no
man preaches save in the language of

* | & woman, & lovin,

is no ethereal being dwelling in anotber
sphere, but should a co-laborer with
her husband in the great work God has
ml‘od'blm to do. 3 sb&aeld mh:r b;uu

formal ndix to y but
0 oing and* wlde'::nke wo-
man ; a friend tothe , & sympathizer
and li’huncr of the burdens of the pas-
tor. Of all classes of people a pastor
needs most a bright cheery wife, and a
happy home. He sees so many
of sadness, home should be a gho‘
where glad and hine p i
nate. But I did pot mesn to write all
this. wmk-:m reader tell me what he
or she thinks of pastors’ wive-ueupm
calls and resigning? I know bow
it is to be resigned when r ing time
comes. There may be some bt about
s preacher’s call, but there can be nene
as to of the pastor's wife. She knows
she is called. hy is it,then, that she
bas mgl;co in the mafter of resigna
tion ?— Western Baptiat,

- -

Zenana Work Is Telling.

A Moslem manifesto, issued at Lahore,
and circulated in different of ludia,
testifies to the sucoess of Christian ‘work
ers in Zenanas, In this manifosto it is
said ; “Bebold the sples and beguilers, |
English women of Christian m .,
under pretense of educating and tesch
ing handiwork, 1: about teaching all
your women folk In every ho {0
‘Why do’m waste your lives? 3
become Christisns; be free!’ and Jnum
berless households have been destroyoed
and are being destroyed "—that is to say,
numberless women have been discipled
to Christ or are being discipled. An
opinion has been obtained from the doo
tors of Islam—*“It is not right to let such
women come into the ses ' —and
from the lawyers or scribes—*“The unbe
leving woman of another faith is as &
strange man "—and men are exhorted :
“Let Mohammedans be extremely wary
of such women, and on no account let
them come into their houses.” It is

ible that the work in zenanas may be
indered for a time., But the good seed
bas been scattered broadcast, and we
cannot doubt that the result will be any
other than helpful to the extension of
the kingdom of God — Freeman.
: -

— Dr. Theodore L. Cuyler never ut
tered a truer saying—and he bas uttered
many which will be long remembered—
than when he said, “ This sinful world is
not to be saved by geniuses.” It will be
a blest day for Christianity when both our
churchewand preachers realize this. The
churches are run mad about geniuses.
They must all have great orators to fill
their pulpits, and thig'begets the desire
with many hers to try to measure uj
to the desired standard. The result is
disastrous all around. ~ The geniuses are
pretty good on a dress parade, but when
it comes to the dull and toilsome busi-
ness of saving the world commonplace
men have to do the word.—Baltimore
Baptist. :

e e 5

— Every day a little knowledge, One
fact ip a day. How small is one fact?
Only ope. Ten years pass by. Three
thousand six hundred and fifty fasts are
not a small thing.

Every day, a little self-denial. The
thing that is difficult to do to-day will be
an easy thing to do three hundred and
sixty days bence, if each day it shall
have been repeated. What power of

1r- y shall he enjoy who, looking

soine seience, either Ptol ie, Coperni-
can or Evolutional. No day escapes the
influence-of science on language, and he
who speaksin the vernacular of to-day
¥ wlklha‘\nﬁ. representing some sta;

scientific culture. "The saying ma g:
sound and nothing else. The Gospel for
the common people can not be devoid
of it. The masses know more of the
general outline of evolution than they
are generally credited with. It isa bare-
faced assumption wpon the part of the
skeplic that scicnce is with him. It is
not ; it furnishes often the best weapon
for the hand of the theologian.

In olden time, when David wanted a
weapon hLe visited the priest, to whose
care he had committed the sword which
be had wrested from the giant Goliah,
and as the venerable priest unwrapped
the blade, the wartior of Israel said,
“There is none like that. Give it me!”
It has seemed to me that if we would
take the sword once wielded by Philis-
tine giants against us, and turn its point
upon our foes, we would find it even as
David said. At least it is my experi-
ence.—Jev. C. Lockwood, in Journal
and Messenger.

— >

— Spurgeon relates that he deemed it

to God for grace, seeks every day to prac-
tice the grace he prays for.

Every day a little helpfulness. We
live for the good of others, if our living
be in any sense a true living. It is not
in great deeds of kindness only that the
blessing is found. In “little deeds of
kindness,” repeated every day, we find
true bappiness. At home, at school, in
the street, in the neighbor's house, in
the play-ground, we shall find opportuni
ty every ﬁ‘;oy for usefulness.

— If & man is to exist millions of years
after his death, if one can speak of years
in idering the ad s 0
eternily, to be himself he must be able to
remember- himself. Let a man now
think what will probably be the precious
things of memory a myriad of years
hence, when all the present state of ter-
restrial affairs shall have passed away, all
its history destroyed, all its monuments
forgotten. Will it be the accumulation
of a few poor, Eiﬁful millions of dollars,
most ot which he could not use even
while in the flesh? Will it that his
name was in the new-meu of his day ?
Will it be that he & momen

- | thrill olﬁbyllul enjoyment ? Wht':(yl
1

ithe? amid all these things, he was
ever able to turn one soul from the error

dbil':{,lﬂdﬂ ped and dried up a
tbepmﬂ::amld l:ﬁmv:ﬂim“;w

of ete not the
memory of that in the 'to come be

brightened. “ Yes, marm ; Daisy is gone
out. . 8he came to me for some bread
and butter, and to have her hood tied.
Then she went down to the shore,
marm. Britain was with her.”

“ She must have gone to grandpapa's,”
said Mrs, Trovey, as assuring herself
that the Christmas pudding was boiling
in a highly satisfactory manner, she
turned her attention to the turkey. “I
wonder what the ohild wanted bread
and butter for?"

“Eh, marm ? " said Mollie.

Then the scrubbing was resumed, and
Mrs. Trovey's brisk movemegits told that
the hundred and rm.{n' lisp bl
Christmas were making fair progress.

For it was Christmas Eve, Christmas
Eve in Cornwall. Within, the fire roared
and crackled in & ous way, as it
always does or should do at Christmas

tide, turning the dainty pink in Mrs.
Trovey's chdeks to a deep red ag she
bent over her cooking. ithout, the
sun shone ly, the wind w—it

always blows on that coast—joyously—
the long Atlantic waves rolled on the
shore in a joyous way, tumbling about in
a state of joyous ovnf{ulon—dlmm.d to
Jjoin in s tribute to Christmas tide.

Mrs. vey gave some finishing
touches to her little parlor, a veritable
bower of evergreen, where the bright
English holly contrasted oddly with
coral that owned its birthplace, amid the
Then she

fuir jslands of the tropie sea.
must Weeds run down th
tween the shell bordered
the flagstafl stood, and, shading her
oyes with her hand, looked over the
sparkling sea for the white sails of the
Cornish Lass,

Hoven years had passed sinoe its oap
tain had brought her to be mistress of
the little rose-covered oot on the
oliff, and he had never been t from
home st Christmas.  As for Dalsy, the
one little daughter whom God had given
them, the mother's heart was at rest, for
st the trim, white house, where the old
ocomstguardman now kept loving watoh
for his son's ship,Daley was & frequént and
woloome_ visitor, and grandpaps did his

bost in hisdoving way to undermine the
mother' ining, while ndmamma
shook h d over her kn unr:g,.qmutul
sundry B like maxims, n ably

And Britain was with her—Britain, the
Newfoundland dog, who had been Dalay's
guardian and playmate sinoe the days
when directly mother's haok was turned,
the little on would crawl down to
the beach, .and clap her hands as the
tide came rolling

Now it happengiiithat morning, Dalsy
rose earl b being too ax-
cited at the thought of her father's re-
turn, to sleep any longer. She resolved

to be ve
ther, »o sl

good and not hinder her mo-

ato her bread and wilk with-
out asking for more sugar, looked at the
Christmas dainties on pantry shelves
with her hands behind her, uyin‘wfllr.
“Daisy must nof touch,” then wisely
took herself out of the way of tempta-

tion.

A bright idea. She would go and meet
him. e know just where he would be.
Had she not stood by mamma and seen
him sail away into the sunset. Yet there
was something tiat sent her to Mollie
instead of mamma, to be made ready,
and get provisions for her vuiqe. Then
she trotted down to the beach with
Britain.

* Britain,” she said, as they got into
the boat, that was moored at the little
wharf, “we are going a long voyage. 1
am the captain and you must do just
what I tell you. Do you hear "

Britain in response wagged his tail:

“There is no place 8o lovely as the
Spice Islands,” said Daisy, as she strove
to undo the fastenings of the boat.
“That is where cocoanuts grow and mon-

keys live. Oh, Britain, we must get a
monkey, I have wanted one for ever so
long. 1 asked papa to bring me one,

but he said one monkey in the house
was enough, if there were two he should
have to run away. Britain, do you think
he meant me ?” Britain looked medita-
tively at the rudder.

There was a little jerk, and they were
off. Daisy clapped her hands with glee.
Britain looked at her, and then at the
fast increasing stretch of water between
them and the shore, for the tide was go-
ing out, and the boat was carried swiftly
out to sea. To the left a ledge of roc!
ranout some distance and al the extreme
end the boat jarred agsinst them and
stopped. The dog turned to lprinﬁ on
the rocks, then caught Daisy’s cloak
firmly with his teeth, and, regardless of
a succession of slaps from her fat little
hands, strove to drag her off' the boat,
but in vaip. -

“Bad dog! Naughty Britain!" said
Daisy, struggling desperately.

Again lﬁe tide carried them on.
Britain let go his hold and remained in
the boat, barking loudly ; but the wind
carried the sound out to sea,

Slowly the sharp outlines of the cliffs
grew misty. With a low howl the dog
had laid down in the boat.

“ You wicked, wicked dog,” said Daisy,
who was munching her bread and butter
with great satisfaction. “I'm sure you
have gone barking like that and
trying to me.  I'm never going to
speak to you again, and,” she ed,
severely, “ 1 will not give you one bit of
bread and butter. I wonder,” she con-
tinued, after a short pause, * how many
monkeys this boat will hold. Britain,
you must catch them for me. I want
gyt X for the

and one, no, two, for
ister. 1 like him, though he looks

they A the

clouds spread over the sky, shut-

g out the sunshine, and piling them-
selves in dark masses high up on the
horizon. Colder and stronger grew the

i

ks | cOttage that ni

One each for all the little | patterns

“I think those islands

wvay off,” said Dai
nothing todo, Bri

were out of sight of lsnd now.
. | She could see nothing but ses aid sky.
Her bread and butter wers all gone, snd

d, tle
S ey

across the waters for

Then she roused herself.
never do,” she said, bravely, “'m going

to -il; that song I
school,”
clear childish voice rang

“No room for Thee, Lord Jesus,

On all Thine own w

No friendly roof to shelter
Thy gentle, lowly birth.

Was this the world’s reception
Of her Redeemer-King,

‘Who left His throne in heaven
Eternal life to bring ? "

The child Enu-ed in her song and
y up at the sky, rapidly

looked wistful
darkening with the

“ Britain,” she said, coaxingly, “won't
I am a great deal
paughtier than you, for mamma does not

you be friends?

know where I am.’
The big

.m}il with a burst of tears
in his shaggy coat, but in
sho sat up, and dried her

“I-wm going to turn

round,” #he said, “then we shall go

home.”
Britain watched the liti
rudder uneasily. The

Dainy's efforts was to send & wave wash-
ing over the boat. Daisy gave up.
w.'gh.unu to go on, Britan,” she
is boat wou't turn round, and it
must be nearly night, so I lhbll 80 to

sleep. You may if you like. ~Brit-
tain, | expeeot l’hﬁn‘ will go on all

4
said,

right.  Then next m

st the Spice lslands,

someone to turn the boat
We won't stay for
the monkeys, Britain, because mamma
does not want them, And
be afraid, though the sky

ocome home directly.

am going to ask the Lord
me (you have not done
and take us home."

8o Daisy said her simple P!

with » “ good night,” to

in the stern, wng&d in
sall, and slopt, w Britain kept anxious
waloh over the waste of waters.

Shrilly the wind whistled th the

rigging and filled the salls of the iah
she sped through the waters,

Lass, »
homeward bound.
Far behind her lay

Islands, with their m:‘ud summer,
and ce-laden pes. While be-
ost in sight, rose the wintr,
oha:lol England, -In: the keen wi

p among the lea! boughs.
'?{.w. ! fm oabin the capiain sat
writing, now and then glancing lovingly

fore,

at & portrail besiue him,
with an In(rllo eXpi

“ Dauny st O "
ealled it.

wind and the .

“Captain Trovey, I'in
thero's & dog hr“n
but we can't see -nylg
m.(:'cr of that the alr is
at all”

There was
they reached the deck,
brought disgjnotly the

who was barking with the energy of de-

spair.

ly a boat was lowered and
rand of meroy. “ Keep

shouted the mate, with a

a4 the dog's bark sank to
ceased in weariness.
The dog did keep on,

ous barks, as he saw the resoue boat ap-

proachin,

8-
It seemed a long time to those wniunj
on the ship, before a glad shout tol
them the castaways were
then, as the bost neared the ship, the
i words-—

captain heard the

“Captain, it's your own little Daisy.
She was bound for the Spice Islands, she
says, to look for you and some mon-

keys.”
A few moments and

" P‘Apn I was not going to
sonkeys,” said Dalag; #1 had o
ing to, but [ remembered mamma did
not want me to have one, so I changed

my mind.”

“Thank God,” said her father, fer-
vently, as he put her down gently, think-
his darling’s danger, now happily

past, while Daisy, quieted by his

ing of

resolved pever to ask

again.

On through the heaving waters, while
louder grows the murmur of the noml:s
storm. On till the harbor lights glesm:

across the waves. Now

come, little the Cornish Lass will care,
rocking securely at her anchorage.
Unheeded the storm swept round the
t,u the mother heard
the story of y's ndvqntures, to which
the culprit listened quietl,
“But, mamma, I went to fetch papa

home. I thought of the

wards, and, mamma, I nm]very ”"5,',
away again when you don't
ni! pleadingly.

Her mother kissed her, and bending
low to stroke Britain’s head, a bri
fell among his ourls. He look:
canine bewilderment, his brain puzaled
over the amount of attention he was re-

will not
know,” sl

ceiving.

And this is how Dais
father home.—Annie Taylor, in

lustrated.

PR R Y
C. L. Easton, of Hamilton, Ont., speaks
gratitude and praise of the
t benefit he derived from Burdock
1: Bitters, taken for Dyspepsia.

in terms of

ong
y, shivering. “[I've
bm"

and over the dark waters the

tears guthered in the bright
eyes, “Oh, Britain, I do want her so,”

urch,” ber father la
The door opened, admitting » gust of
mate.

somewhere near,

The ship’s course was changed. Quick-

are a very k

" western isles.
“This will

at Sunday-
out—

ide earth.

coming storm.

she hid her face
a few moments
eyes.

o boat right

tle hands at the
only result of

we shall be
wa_will get
round, and

must not
dark, for |
Jesus to iorﬁu
anything bad),
y and

s lay down

Y of odl

the Coral Reef

a fair baby girl
in her eyes.
ughingly

almost certain

forthe
10 see

#oen when

the wind
of a dog,

d sped on its er-
on, old fellow,"
rill whis
a low howl, an:

with short, joy-

found, and

she was in his

get any
bee

for & monkey

the storm may

.
monkeys after-

t tear
up in

t her
assey's

brou,
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ALBION HOUSE,
23 Sackville St.,
/ k. HALIFAX, N. 8.
e —
sond P. P. AROCHIBALD, Proprietor.

CENTRAL HOUBSE,
78 Granville St,, -
 HALIFAX, N. 8.
Conducted on strictly Temperance prineiples
MISS A. M. PAYSBON.

Jan1

ELLIOTT'S HOTEL,
28 to 32 Germain Nt.,
BAINT JOHN, N,
Modern Improvements.
Terms §1 por day. ° Tea, Bed & Broakfast 7so.
E. W. ELLIOTT, Proprietor.

HOTEL STANLEY,
KING SQUARE,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

J. M. FOWLER, Proprietor.
}o and Newly
" First-class in all its appointments.

HOTEL OTTAWA,
North Bide :

T

E. COSMAN, Proprietor.
YARMOUTH HOTEL,
MAIN STREET,

Yarxovrs, N. 8,

W. H. 8. DAHLGREN,

PROPRINTOR. Jan 1
OXFORD HOUSHE!
TRURO.

8T, JOuX.

J. ONAMBERLAIN & SON,

Undertakers,
‘Wareroom, Offlos and Residence :
146 Moy Svamer, Porrrawn, N, B
.,.'l Orders ’l:'- will vé
wﬁ-.lm night or day.
J. F. ESTABROOK & BON,
COMMISSION AGENTS Fom
All' kinds of Qountry Produce.
Also, Recelvers of Foumion Frorr.

No. 18 North Market 8t., ST. JOHN, N. B.
Consignments Solloited. Returns prompt.

3. P Bwtawnoox. Wi O Eavamuoox
W. Rosnr May,

JAMES 8. MAY & 80N,
- MERCHANT TAILORS,

Domville Building, Prince Wm. Street,
87T TOEREN, XN. B.

P. 0. Box M8

JAuma 8. Mav.

LAMP GOODS.
A o F

Spirit
~—For Sale by —
J. R CAMERON, 94 Princo Wm. Street.
J."McC. SNOW,
— GENERAL —
Fire, Life and Accident
INSURANCE AGENCY,
Maix Sraner, ’

BECEE s i, i SRSAERE moakah
BOOKS AND STATIONERY.
W. H. MURRAY,

Max Sr,, Moxorow, N. B.
School Books and School Statlonery.

Bibles, Hymn Books, Sunday School Books,&o
Orders by mail promptly attended to.

NOBLE ORANDALL,
Oustom Tallor,
Dore's Building, Gerrish Street,
WINDSOR, N. 8.,
A few doors above Post Office.
All orders promptly attended to.

‘SHAND & BURNS,
(Successors to CURRY & BHAND,)
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS IN
FLOUR, MEAL and GROCERIES.
Also, Blasting Powder and Fuse.
ml;mmgmlu- speclalty, Vessela
WINDSOR, IW. 8.

Jan1

JOHN M. CURRIE,
Manufacturers of and Dealerin
FURNITURE AND BEDDING,
Wholesale and Retall.
Fine Upholstered Work a Specialty.
Photos and prices on application.

Also, PIANOS and ORGANS.
Machine Needles, Oil, and Parts, always
“on hand.

Marble, Freestone,
And Granite Works.
Warxzr & Pacw,  A.J, Warxez & Co.
TRURO, N. 8,
& All work done first-olass.

Hing
SAINT JOHN, N. B..
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