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““THAT COD IN ALL THINGS MAY BE CLORIFIED THROUGH JESUS CHRIST. ’~Peter. 

NEW 

FOR 

FALL AND WINTER. 

October Ask, ARTS, 

THOMAS LOGAN 
8 DAILY RECIEVING NEW GOODS from England 

I and the United States for the FALL TRADE. He 
has now opened— 

DRESS GOODS, 
WOOT, SHAWLS, 

FELT SKIRTS, 

Jacket and Mantle Cloths, 

DRESS TWEEDS, GREY FLANNELS. 

BLACK ALPACAS, 
Bought at a bargain, sélling tor 

20 CENTS. 

FINGERING YARNS, BERLIN WOOLS, 
. 

TWO BALES OF 

AMERICAN PRINTS, 
AT 9 CENTS, 

SLACK FRENCH MERINOS, 

BLACK HENRIETTA CLOTHS, 

BLACK CRAPES, 

GREY COTTONS, 

Ribbons. 

TWEED SHIRTINGS, 

Velvets and Velvet 

PARKS COTTON WARPS, 

&c, &e., &e. 

Ax luspecstion Respectfully Solicited. 

THOMAS LOGAN. 

Fredericton, September 20, 1876. 

Sept. 15th, 1876. 
———— 

NEW FALL GOODS, 
AND VERY CHEAP, 

BUYERS OF 

DRY GOODS 
Will please take notice that 

MILLER & EDGECOMBE 

are pow opening NEW GOODS for the FALL 
TRADE from EUROPE and the 

AMERICAN MARKETS, 

vl WE ARE NOW SELLING 

Good Grey Cotton, 

Yard Wide, for 7c, 8¢., 9c. and 10c. 

WHITE COTTONS, 
‘ow 7 to 13 cents, 

BWANSDOWNS—Very 
GREY SHIRTING ELA 

less than ever sold before. 

GOOM FANT COLOR PRINTS, for § aud 9c. 

NEW GOODS received from the AMERICAN 

MARKETS every week. 

Just opened per 8.8, Acadia : 

BLACK COODS, 
in Cords of all kinds. 

EE + ES <a — 

SAINT JOHN, NEW 

The Fndelligencer. 
~ 

THE INTELLIGENCER FOR 1877. 
Perhaps, as the yearygets near its close, it may | 

and its future. We will do it in the fewest words | 

possible." { } w 

THE PAST. 

10 be ashamed, 
The record is made. By that the INTELLIGENCER 

must bejudged. By it we are willing it should 

be judged. 

THK FUTURE. 

We have not many promises to meke. 

The Ixzeriagescer will live, Its, right apd | 

ability to live are well established. That right 

und that ability it is purposed to exercise for an in- 

definite umber of years, 

In the year to come this paper will be at least as 

good as in the past, and as much better as it is 

possible to'maké it. 

There will probably be some new features intro 

Quced, Phich will make the paper more acceptable | 

even than now. 

: 

! 

Proper attention will be given to the leading | 

questions of the day. Right will be commended 

and defended ; and, wrong, wherever found, will | 

be exposed acd condemned. 

No quarter will be given to the rum traffic and 

traffickers. The INTELLIGENCER believes in the 
proiabition of * the gigantic crime of crimes,” and 
will, to the fullest of ite ability and in all ways 
that seem right, labour to bring it about. 

The various réligious questions that agitate the | 

world will réceive due prominence, 
Naws of the progress of vital Christianity at 

home and abroad will be carefully collected and 
presénted to our readers. 
Sermons by Talmage and other notable preachers 

will frequently be published. Thus many who do 
not often nor regularly hear the voice of the living 

preacher will be preached $o, 

The general religious reading, carefully prepared, 
will be full and varied, as in the past. The chil-| 

dren’s aud other departments will receive careful | 
attention, and effort will be made to make them 

all intreasingly interesting and instructive. 
The secular news columns will contain a sum- 

mary of what is transpiring not oely at home, but 
all the world over. Furnishing a good summary 

of news in addition to the large amount of religi- 
ons and other structive reading, makes the Ix- | 

TELLIGENCER especially adapted to families that 

cannot subscribe for more than one paper, 
In conclusion, the INTELLIGENCER in the year to 

come will be as good, earnest and true as it can be 
made. It will aim to help to a better and purer 
life all who read it. 

For all the success that has thus far attended it, 

we do not forget that we are indebted to the good- 

ness of God. And that it ‘may be increasingly 

helpful to all who read it, the prayers of Christians 

are asked. 
RITTENTTINGE Soap. 

“ AND THERE WERE IN THE SAME COUNTRY 
SHEPHERDS ABIDING IN THE FIELD, KEEPING 
WATCH © THEIR FLOOK, BY NIGHT, 

LO, THE rete Lond exme vrON'THEN | 
AND THE GLORY OF THE LORD SHONE ROUND 
ABQUTUITHEM | AND THEY WERE SORR AVRAID. 

Syuicn BHALL BE TO ALL PEOPLE. 

A SBAviovr wuicn sUarisr rue Logp, 

MULTITUDE OF THRMEAVENLY HOST RAISING 
Gov, AND SAYINE, Grory 10 Gov IN THE 
HIGHESE, AND ONBARRH PEACE, GOOD WILL TO 

” MEN, 

COMING OF MESSIAH. 

LBY ALEXANDER POPE, 

m
e
 

| and wife who are both mutes. 
| daughter, who can’ hear and speak. 
| daughter is a Christian, and has for some 

be in order, after the tanner of most newspapers, | four of five years been a member of one of 
to say a few words of the INTELLIGENCER, its past |our churches. For the past three months | 

| much concerned about the spiritual condition 
| of her parents, shut out in a great measure 

Of its Jhidtivd/dé ok Wig ‘there 4s) kay tbason | ** they are from holy influences, She bas ac 

| preparing the way, she brought them a few 

Joy, and raised her left band toward heaven, 

AND, | say it is so dark and mysterious, common 

Hark! a glad voice the lonely desert cheers ; 
Prepare the way ! a God, a God appears ! 
A God, a God ! she voeal hills reply, 
The rookw proclaim th’ approaching Deity. 
Lo, earth roceives him from the bending skies! 
Bink down, ye mountains! and, ye valleys, 

rise | 

Be smooth, ye voeks! ye rapid floods, give 
way! 

The Saviour comes ! by ancient bards foretold! 
Hear him, ye deaf, and all ye blind, behold ! 
He from thick films shall purge the visual 

Yay, 
And en the sightless eyeball pour the day; 
Tis he, th* obstructed paths of sound shall 

clear, 
And bid new music charm th’ ucfoldin Car; 

| The dumb shall sing, the lame his cry . y fore- 

» 

it Tout exulting like the bonnding roe. 
No sigh, no murmur, the wide world shall 

hear, 
From every face he wipes off every tear. 

‘| In. adamantine chains shall Death be bound, 
And Hell's grim tyrant feel the eterpal 

Wound, 
As the good shepherd tends his tleeoy care, 
Seeks freshest pastore and the purest air, 
Explores whe lost, the wandering sheep di- 

repta, 
BF days o’grsees them, and by night protects, 
The tender lambs he raises in his arms, 
Feeds fiom his hand, and in his bosom warms ; 
Thus sball mankind His guardian care en- 

e. 
The promised Father of the future age. 

* * * * * * * 

Rise, ovowu'd with lig, imperial Salem, rise ! 
Exals thy towery head, and lift thy eyes! 
See a long race thy spacious courts adorn; 
See future sons, and daughters yet unborn, 
In crowding ranks on every side arise, 
iy fe, impatient for the skies ! 

barbyrons nations at thy gates attend, 
bgt thy light, and in Wr temple bend ! 

thy bright altars thropg’d with prostrate 
n { 

Aud beapd with produets of Sabean springs! 
Ror thee Idume's spicy forests blow 

COBVRGS, JONERES, WFAGAS, A eae old in phir's mountains glow. 
Merinos, _ Brilliantines, A ‘Heaven Th sparkling portals wide dis- 
TWEEDS ‘) WINCIES  Fypgeriges, play, LAUREN 4 gy 

Ry : RRO DES ” And bre on thee in a of day. 
vw 3 PP CRE Ar 5 0 word ih eile sun shall 1d the morn, 

GLOVES, x or evening ‘Oynthia ll her silver boro 
MEN'S BRACES, But lost, dissolved in thy superior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze WOOL SHAWLS, && Ororflow thy ports § the Light Wimelf shall 

THREE GOODS ARE ALL NEW AND FRESH, AND 
b Wiki BE SOLD AY 

BOTTOM PRICES FOR CASH, 2 on power cr 
angi 0 g 4 

ai id § A be 4 i HERS 

shine’ 
veal'd avd God's eternal day be thine! 

Te int init the skies 4 smoke decay, 
vy I. and mountains melt away, 

Y ord, His saving power re- 

Thy oh vir is, thy own Messish 

|'suany childhood. 

yg | 
THE DUMB SPEAK. 

BY REV. PETER STRYKER, DD. 
In the city of Rome, N. Y_, are a husband 

They have a 
The 

there has been a revival of religion in the | 
community, and this young disciple has been 

cordingly prayed for them, and talked with 
them at home, in the sign language, and thus | 

nights ago to the church, 
Every one who knew them was astogished 

as these mute people walked up the aisle, and 
took their seat near the pulpit. At length an | 
opportunity was given all who desired an in- | 
terest in thé prayers of God's people to come | 
forward. Promptly this fathor and mother, | 

| eanquer them, and if not them, then at least 

BE PATIENT. 

Be patient with your friends. They are 
néither omniscient nor omnipotent. They | 
cannotgse¢ your heart and may misunder- | 
stand you, They cannot know what is best | 
for you, and may select what is worst. Their | 
arms are short, and they may not be able to | 
reach what you ask. What if ako they lack | 
purity of purpose and tenacity of affection ; | 
do not you alse lack these graces? 
is. your refuge. 

Patience | 
Endure, and ih enduring | 

Tennis Above all, be patient with your | 
»éloved. Love is the best thing on earth, | 
but it is to be handled tenderly, and impati- | 
ence is a nurse that kills it, | 
Be patient with your pains and cares. We | 

know it is easy to say and hard to do. But | 
dear child, you rmust be patent. These | 
things are Killed by endaring them, and lade 
strong to bite and sting by feeding them | 
with your frets and fears. There 1s po pain | 
or care that can last long. None of them | 

BRUNSWICK, FRIDAY, 

| Jumping-jacks crowded upon ome another. 

DECEMBER 22, 187 

There was something yet te be found for 
Bridget, and the baby must have a toy, and 

bered, for his old age was lonely without the 
companion of his long life, and he uceded the 
oving rememberances to keep his heart cheer- 
ful in the few years he staid waiting. The 
windows were full. Dolls and cradles, tea- 
sets and sleds, books and toys, horses and 

ere was something for everybody, young 
| or old, boys or girls, 

It made one wish that there were twenty 
children at home, with each a long, big stock- 
ing to fill, and that one’s pocket was full of 

| money, and was like the widow's oi}, told 
about 1a the Bible, could not use it all if you 
tried. Mrs. Dana cast a lingering glance at 
the little play-house with ite doll as mistress, 
and another for servant, its bed and little tea- 
table and kitchen stove all complete. She 
remembered how a year ago she had planned 
for this surprise for her little Carrie this 

led by the daughter, approached the pulpit | shall enter. the City of God, .A little, while, | Uliristmas time. “She is ‘enjoying a more 
and kneeled side by side, There were per- | 
haps a dozen others asking for prayers; one | 
in tatters, like the prodigal returning to his 
father’s house, and several lads. But the 
most touching sight to us was the bowed | 
forms of those mutes, 
Of course they could hear nothing the man | 

| said, yet who will say that the earnest prayer | 
which was’ éffered up, particularly in their | 
behalf, was not heard and answered ? Could | 
not God speak to their souls ? Did he not ? | 
We believe he did. : 
They arose with the others, and all ocou- | 

pied the front seat. The leader of the meet- | 

ing then invited any of the penitents who | 
chose, to speak. Several availed themselves | 
of the privilege, At length the mute parents 
simultaneously arose, and the daughter, who 
stood up with them, in a few words stated | 
that while kneeling there they had found 
Christ. She then turned her eye upon those | 
beloved ones standing by her side. They | 
s¢emed to comppehend the situation. First | 
the mother looked up, her eye eparkling with 

Then the father ganght the inspiration, and 
in a quiet and graceful manner lifted his 
right hand, his eye looking and his hand 
pointing upward. Nothing could exceed the 
beauty of this sign language. Words canuot 
deseribe 1t; nor could Raphael, had be seen 
it, bave put it on ganvas. Their faces shone | 
with angelic lustre. Nothing but the grace 
of God could have given those mutes such an | 
unearthly, such a heavenly expression. | 

Without supposing there was anything | 
supernatural in thas, other than all conver- 
sions may be regarded as supernatural, we 
cannot but see in this event the wonderfal 
prace of God. He speaks to the hearts of all 
lis intelligent creatures, and enables those, 
who cannot wsrticulate, by signs to make 
known their experience, and thus join other 
Christians in praising his holy uvame, 

TE nnn 4 #0 I ——— in 

STUDY ONE BOOK AT A TIME 

The way to study the Bible is to study one | 
book at a time. If you take Genesis, it is the 
seed-plant of the whole Bible; it tells us of | 
life, death, resurrection; it involves all the 
rest of the Bible. Or take just one word that | 
rans through a book. Some time ago I was | 
wonderfully blessed by taking the seven bles- | 
sings of the revelation. If God did not wish 

us to undérstand the Revelation, he would | 
npt have given it to us at all. A good many | 

readers cannot vnderstand it. Let us only | 
keep digging away at it, and it will unfold | 
itself by-and-by. Some one says it is the) 

AND THE ANGEL SAID UNTO THEM, FEAR Nor, | only book in the whole Bible that tells about | 
¥OR I BRING YOp GOOD TIDINGS OF GREAT JOY | the devil being chained ; and as the devil 

For unto | knows that, he goes up and down Christen- 

YOU IS BORN THIS DAY IN THE CITY OF Dayip | dom, and says: “It's no use your reading 
AND | the Revelation; you cannot understand the 

SUDDENLY THERE WAS WITH THE ANGEL A | book; it’s too hard for you.” He doesn’t] 

want you to understand about his own defeat. | 
Just look at the blessings it contains, In 

xxi, MM, “ Blessed are they that do his: cous 
mandments, that they may have right to the 
tree of life, and may enter in through the 
gstes into the city ;” chapter xvi. 15, * Bles- 
sed is he that watgheth and keepeth bis gar- 
ments ;” chapter xxii, 7, “ Blessed is he that | 
keepeth the sayings of the prophecy of this | 
book.” Then there is a blessing on them 
that are kept from the world. We do not 
belong to the world, but belong to the pew 
creation. God has taken us out of the old | 

{ and put us in the new, and therefore we keep 
| ourselves from the 

With heads declined, ye cedars, homage pay! | 
world. 

those that die in the Lord, for they shall rest 
from their labors,” * Blessed are they that 

| have part in the first resurrection, for on such 

shall live and reign with Christ a thousand 
years,” 
the marriage supper of the Lamb,”* Or you 
may take the eight “overcomes” of Revela- 

tion, and you will get wonderfully blessed 

with them, 
yen; you climb by them right ap to the 
throne of God, ~~. L. Moody. 

POP 

OUR CHILDHOOD. 

glides away, and slips into eternity, Before 

away childish things, wi staning bands are 

with the gelden gates of childhood barred 
againsi ge forever, 

It is “well 10 dgcui of those dead days 
sometimes, for we find none like them wow, 
as we plod, foot-sore and weary, along the 
thorny highway of life. How glad would we 

ve if we could but live over our childhood 
again, but alas for us the stream of time 
never flows backward, but on, on, on, till it 
empties itself in the Mighty opean of eternity, 
It is well for us if in Ri these years we have 
learned to endure in silence the ills we are 
owerless Lo avert. It is well for us if, when 
rionds torn against us, and hfe’s shadows 
darken round our pathway, we do not despair 
or grow faint hearted, but remember that 
from each new despair rise brighter hopes 
and renewed strength, We need strength, 
true strength, courage and unshrinking taith 
in We great battle of life, if we would come 
optponguerops. “We have heard it said, it 
ix best that we should meek with sorrows and 
disappointments in the journey of life; that 
this world would be too fair and our heart. 
strings would be twined too closely around 
its perishable idols, if wé had all sunshine or 
childhood ; that heaven would not be worth 
striving for, if we had no heart-aches of 
crosses to besv in this life, which is but a 
day. And then there is in store for us a far 
brighter and happier time than even our past 

There we shall shed no 
more tears, know no more sorrow, and 
00 more with loved ones whou we put off the 
corruptible for the incorruptible, Oh! may 
each of us be prepared for death aud heaven, 
which await us all.— Cluudie, in Ohristian 
Standard. 

wal nT 

| is the only way to get work out of him. 

* Blessed are | 

the second death hath no power, and they | 

* Blessed are they that are called to | 

They take you right up to hea- | 

Softly, swiftly the dewy spring-time of life | 

tne heart begins to realize that it must put | ™ 4 : 
| tion to bind it to earth, but ln the spring | 

torn from the dear ones who guided our tot- | 
tering baby steps, and we find ourselves | 
pushed gut to battle alone in the cold world, | 

and you shall ‘leave behind youn thé whoie | 
troop of howling troubles, and forget in your | 
first sweet hour of Rest that such things were 
on the earth. 
Be patient with your deferred hopes. The] 

heart is sick no doubt, but sick hearts must | 
take the tonic of patience. All that is worth | 
hoping for will come to the Christian. The | 
hope itself is put in peril by the impatience | 
that weakens and prostrates your strength. 
Here also you have no better resource than 
patience, You will reach vext vear just as | 
soon by taking it quietly ; the end of your | 
preparation for life's work-—your apprentice- 
ship or college course—will come of itself. | 
The end of all your labor is not far beyond, 
aud need not be sighed for or impatiently ex- 
pected. Clad in patience, you walk in an in- 
visible armour, against which temptations to 

| repice and marmar fall harmless, Put on 
patience against your hungry hope, 

Be patient with yoarself, You are full of 
fanlts, and your lite abounds in blunders. | 
Do not lash yourself sore with self-debase- 
ment, Some confidence in yourself is need- 
ful to your success. A servant who is always | 
scolded and flogged and kicked will end in| 
utter worthlessness. You are your own ser- 
vant, and ought to bea severe master but not 
a tyrant in your own house. But a worse 
than tyranny is capricious treatment of your- 
self. To-day you call this servant a dear and 
perfect one; to-morrow you upbraid him as 
au ass and coward. Be patient with him ; it 

Be patient with God. Iv seems almost ir- 
reverent to counsel you so, And yet, you 
know that even against God you have cried 
out in your impatience. Your garden did | 
not bloom in season or bear fruit in abund- 

ance, and in your heart you ssid, “ God will 
never reward me according to my works, 
He has flowers for others and fruit even for 
the ungodly, but me he leaves in want. 
When shali my turz come?” Be patient. 
He has one time and you have another. | 

| Your time is when you desire; his time 1s | 
He sees your day of real | when you can use. 

want ; you see only the hour of capricious 
wishes, For Him and for yon there is abund- 
ance of time, 

will yours. You ean 
patient.— Methodist. 

afford to wait. Be 

to — 

MRS. DANA'S CHRISTMAS DAY. 

The light from the open fire was dancing 
over the furniture, playing 

about the engravings and little chromo on the 
wall, and brightening the plain old carpet 
until it was as handsome as the elegant tap- 
estry iu the drawing-room agross the street. 

| Through the half open door was a glimpse of 
the little supper-table, with Its scarlet plaid 
ed cloth and bright silver, It was a cheery 

picture. Bridget felt the inflaénde of 1t even 

in the kitchen, and as she looked after the 
muflins bummed an Insh ditty to herself. 
Birdie in his cage by the window had snugly 
tucked the lithie head away for the night, | 
and as snugly asleep in the soft cradle bed 
was baby boy, with the fat little thumb in 
his mouth, the darling of the household. Al 
was sunshiny, but the face of the mother, 
alone in the fielight, The sewing had drop- 
ped. With hauds clasped she satdooking in 

| to the depths of that’ little bright fire, as 
| though she was not willing to take its bright- 

ness and accept it8 warmth, but she must 
needs go bagk 10 the black coal and to the 
dull lifeless ashes and ponder them. Now 
aud then a quiver of the lip, a little silent 

| tear stealing down the cheek, showed how 
sad the heart was within; it was forgetting 

and the'glory of heaven-—so veal, but memory 
had taken the thoughts back to a little grave 

| made in the spring time, to the little form 
laid away to rest. It seemed cold out at 

| Hazlewood Cemetery since the smow-arifts | 
had come, and the winas blew so flercely, O, 

| if she could only take she little casket home 

and keep it wear ber, 
| that the casket is nothing, when the priceless 
| jewel is gone, The poor, fragile tenement of 
clay is only the temporary home of the loved 

| for the dear one’s sake, 

mother had had many strong cords of affec- 

time the Saviour visited the little home, and 
found it wise to sever ene, and fasten it above. 
The loving Bhepherd took to his bosom, the 

first-born, the sunny-haired, blue eyed darling 
of nearly five years, 

say, “It is well, since God wills it so,” but 

earthly presence. 
| he mother's heart was aching still for the 

lips so still, Heaven seemed too far away, 
|and a long weary way cre she should reach 
it, How apt the sorrowing Christian heart is 
| to forget the daily toil of Jesus, aud * look 
| tao eagerly beyond.” Bhe 

| along the street, under the window — 
| * Go work to-day, go work to-day, 

Go work in the vineyard of the Lord.” 

It sent a thrill through her, 

doing ¥” she thought—* murmaring 

keeping, than mine could be? Shall | 

more opportunity ¥’ Thoughts prompted by 

me, my Saviour, let me not idly siand ia thy 

help. 

jewel in my erown. 

the silent Spirit withia, “onl 
for other opportenities,” * 

band at the door and welcome him home. 

ned to finish her | gifts for Christmas time. 

His years shall not fail ; nor | 

hide-and-seek | 

the warmth and brightness of the present, | 

How littie we realize | 

one, and yet we loye to lay it tenderly away | 
The heart of that 

The Christigh parents could in submission | 

the longed for a sight of | 
the sunny face and the sound of the pratiling 

was startled in | 

| her reverie by a boy humming as he passed | 

“What am [| 

the Bpivit crowded along upon her heart, ud- 
til with bowed head she prayed, ““ O forgive 

vineyard, when so many souls are needing 
Bless unto me my sorrow, that by it 

I may be more faithful, and win at last some 
(Give me work to do for 

the dear Jesus,” “Hut what can | do,” she 
thought, * with baby and house caves” 
“That eau all be done for the Master,” said 

be watchful 
will resclve 

noew''—she said, and turucd to meet the hus- 

ge the busy streets Mrs. Dana hast- 

beautiful Christmas than loving parents could 
make for her,” she thought, as she stood at 
the bright window. 
*O, Johnnie, don’t you wish me and you 

had that little dollie for our own, O, John- 
nie, ain’t it spel-endid ?” said the little voice 
from under the ragged hood, while the little 
face was all aglow in its delight at the very 
thought of owning a nice dolly. * No,” said 
the little fellow who was holding on to her hana 
80 tightly, “No, Maggie, I'd rather have one 

0’ them sleds and a pair 0" red mittens—but 

let's go home.” said the 
“Let's stay a min 

ute here, please Johnnie, do let me, we never 

“ Please, Johnnie,” 
little voice pleadingly. 

has no ilissums to our house, and I wants 

to see the httle shiny tea-caps and dollic 
please,” and the little voice gave something 

like a sob, but Johnnie was inexorable; 

Waiting at the crossing, hand in hand, stood 
the little pair, Just such littie smutty-faced, 
poorly clad children as are to be seen in every 
city, as will ever be found while King Rum 

does his work of misery in the homes, 
“Little boy,” said Mrs. Dana, who had 

followed them along from the store, * 
do you live?’ “On Beacon's Lane, ma’am.” 
“Have you a father living?” The little 
head went down as be replied, * Yes mum.” | 
“ Have you a mother, my boy ?” asked Mrs, 
Dana again,  * Oh, yes ma'am,” and the face 
looked up brightly again nw the lady's, 
“we've got a little bit of a baby to home, 
too.” “Dg you ever go to Sabbath school 2” 
“1 used to, ma'am, but I bad to help mother 
and mind the baby ; and then my clothes, 
they don’t be very nice 10 go where the rich 
boys be.” * Would you like to go, and take 

Mtile sister, if I would find you some clothes ¥” | 
The little eager face told the answer better 
than the * yes mum” did. “ Well little chil- 
dren, tell your mother I will come to see her 
to-morrow, and see the little baby too, so 
good night.” 

Mrs. Dava hurried home, wondering with- 
io herself if here was not an opportunity of 
working for the Master, 

“I will go and sce them, any way,” she 
said, “ and whatever the Lord will have me 
do, that I am willing to do.” 
Up three pairs of winding, rickety stairs, 

she found her way the next morning, to the 

door pointed out as belonging to Mr. Thomas 
Brown. The gentle tapping was not answer- 
ed, and again she knocked, and lifting the 
latch looked in, as a womon's voice Kindly 
said, “ Come in,” On the bed at the side of 

the room was the mother, with her little babe. 
Johnnie, the oldest, a boy of eight, was try 
mg to warm something in a stew-pan for the 

children to eat, 

where 

Here was blue-eyed Maggie, 

the little five vear old girl whom Murs, Dana | 

had seen at the window, who, in spite ot dirt 
1 tanalad ) 
9 an angied nDawr was very pretly, and made 

the mother's heart throb as she remembered 

her own little darling of the same age. Un 

der the table sat one of the twins, a merry 
black-eyed bov of two and a half, and on the 

bed by baby was the other, a darling little 
girl, 

"Could you eat 

Mrs. Brown?” 

| “I learned accidently last evening from your 

| little boy, about the baby in his home, and | 
| thought, perhaps, I could tempt your appe 
tite a little with this chicken and jelly.” 

a little of this chicken, 

“Thank ye, ma'am, very much, but if ve ! ’ 3 y ? J 

| please, I'll taste of the Jelly, but I'm not 
needin’ much a lyin’ here, and if you'd as soon | 

{ let the little ones have it. I'd be greatly 

obliged. A dttle drop o’ sometl in’ di Cd Tht 

nicely now, but \ 
very hearty.” 

“You take this, Mrs. Brown. and I have 
something for them 
strong. 

“Oh, I'll soon be up now, | got up too 
suon, and took a cold {rom the broken window, 
and it gave me quite a bad turn 

two, and that's the res~on the children 

80 bad, ma'am. Johnnie can't do for them as 
I ean, of course, ma'am.” 

the thildren, mum, they’s 

you do nut look very 

for a day or 

: 

| may ask 
| * Oh, yes mum, Thomas he's a very good 
| man at his work when he's not in drink, bat 
singe just before the twins came he’s been a 
drinkin’ pretty bad.” 
“How do yon get food and clothes for she 

ghildren then, Mrs, Brown? It must come 
| upon you very hard 

“1 have gone out washing,” replied the poor 
woman, “and ironing, until the day ’afore 

the baby ¢ome, and Johnnie has minded the 

children at home ; he's a good boy, my John- 
nie 1s. We'll have better times some dav | 
hope so he can begin his sob i 0 
to be very comtortable and tidy, before 

Thomas got into this bad way ; we used to 
gO to the free-meeting 'most every Sund vy. 
Over in England, my mother was 8 member 

ten years, ma'am. Thomas's folks was all 

as she continued. “I hope you'll excuse me, 
but I've been clear down discouraged since | 
found this little one was comin’, and it seems 

| a8 if I couldn’t ever get along, no how.” 
With kind, Christ-like words, Mrs. Dana 

& reploing | tried to comfort and encourage the weary, because Jesus has taken my lamb to better : 
nov 

trast him with her, and work now that I have 

straggling heart of the sick woman, 

here, she bade them good day, with the 

would come again and see how they were all 
getting along, 

In the elegant home on C. street were 

cas Society” of the Park street churgh. 
* Ladies,” said the President, after the open- 
ing exercises were concluded, “ we have com- 
pleted our usnal donations to the poor and 
needy in our church and school. Since Aunt 
Polly, our aged colored sister died, we have 
not had very mach to do, ard this afternoon 
we must decide how we shall bestow our 
charities, and for whom we shall sew. There 
are several objects to be presented 10 you— 
one of a worthy yoang man who is needing 
belp in bis vfforts to educate himself for the 

oS SR dbase = 

dren, with a 

| sured garments. 

kindly inquired her visitor. | 

look | 

“Is your husband able to work, Mrs, Brown, | 

We used | 

of the Haptist ohurch, but she's dead these | 

church-goin’ people, and we'd little thought | 
of ever comin’ to this, bat its all the cursed | 
ram’’—and the tears rolled down the sad face | 

Know- | 

mg well that more than words were needed | 

promise that she should not forget them, but | 

gathered that Thursday afternoon the “ Dor- | 

» 
) . 

ministry ; another worthy object is the send- 

ing of clothing to the colored orphans who 
| dear old grandpa, away East, must be remem- | are under the care of our sister, Miss Ellis, in 

North Carolina; but our sister, Mrs, Dana, 
would like to present a case first, and we will 

| listen to her.” 

“Jn two littie rooms,” began Mrs. Dana, 
“in the third story of the building known as | 
the ‘ long house,’ lives a family of five chil- | 

kind mother and a drunken 
lather. The mother has a babe ten days old, 
1s sick with cold taken by getting about ‘oo 
soon, and from a broken window, She and 
her little ones are living upon a few dollars | 
laid by, by washing, before the haby came, 
Two of the children can be put into our Sab- 
bath school as soon as ready, and in the mean 
time the mother needs help, What will you 
do, my sisters ?” 

“ Is it unnecessary to take any formal vote,” 
sald the President, w iping her eyes, ** we will 

immediately do what we can. How large 
are the children, and what do they need ?” 
“They need everything,” replied Mrs. Da- 

na, “ bat 1 will first bring one to you,” 
But a few moments elapsed before the little | 

feilow was before them, and after being mea- 

sured for a suit of clothes, and given a plen. | 
tiful meal, he went ranning home with a bas- 
ket of good things for the children, 

“0, mother I’ he exclaimed, bounding into 

the room—* See what I've brung you—some 

tea and sugar, and a nice piece of meat, and 
some cookies, encugh for ail”—and he filled 

the little outstretched hands, * When | git 

to be a man, we'll have such nice things of 
our own, mother, won’t we? and I'll bay you 

rich lady had on, over to 

the nice house, Oh, mother!” 

ting his little thin face mother's, 
“1 wish drink, don't vou #" 

Stroking the little face and « ye, all “black 

where the r had straek him the 

a nice dress like th 

he sald, put 

against the 

father wouldn't 

Imbhuman tathe 

night before, ran down the poor 
face, and fell on to the 

locks of Ler boy. It was her only answer, 

The * Dorcas Society ” sent to Mrs. Dana 

an entire new suit for Johnnie, nice bed linen 

and a pair of blankets—but it was so near 
Christmas that they would wait until the 

woman's tangled 

| hurry was over before doing more. 

“ What more can be done ?” thought Mrs, 
Dana, “this is my work, and God will hold 
me responsible for it. There is a trunk full 

fit the blue-eyed Maggie,” suggested the in- 
ward monitor, whose voice, il we would bat 
listen to it oftener, would lead us into many 
pleasant paths of right. * Oh, they were my 
little Carrrie’s, I could not give 

she said to herself. “Not give 

when the Lord hath need of them. 
as ye have done it 

them up,” 

them up 

Inasmuch 

least of 

me,” again whis- 
“1 won't hoard them for 

the moths and mice,” she said aloud, *‘ and 

they are thine, O Lord—forgive this selfish 

unto one of the 

these ye have done it unto 

pered conseience, 

| heart.” 

Into the attic she w ent, to the trunk where 

| she had so carefully laid evervibing her little 
Carrie had worn. 

She took out one after another of the trea- 

and warm sack, and there is a calico, and she 

shall have some of these under-garments and 
colored aprons. The little half-worn shoes 1 
will keep as a remembrance, these that [ took 

off her teet t the last day she was about,” said 

{ Mrs.-Dana to herself, ** but here is the dolly 
{ must keep that too”—in an instant thé | 

| little face pressed against the window pane | 

came before h Pe and the little voice saying 

so pitifully, “ We don’t never have no Kiss- 
mus Lo our house, 

“They shall have one for once,” she said in 
a decided te and the dollie with its little 
bed was put with the little garments 

Neighd and Inends, to whom shi ap 

plied, found cast-off dresses and aprons and 
| flannels for the twins and the baby. and an 
old dress of her own was fixed aver for the 
mothe r, and Lous Lhe ew davs betore ( Lrist- 

mas were spent very busily 

“ Mother, | wish the kind lady would come | ) wd y by ul y Oe | chi-Gami, or Wanderiags around Lake 
"SJ€ hamn't | . 

Lo day LO see us, ; sald Johuny, 

| been here for a good many days. 
| I like to go to her house and stay 

Wouldn't 
"no 

al. Gay, 

Here is a nice plaid dress | 

{ Oysters jus 

| give good advice to 

| consent to this, my brother ?” 

| suspended from the gaslight above. 

{ mother ? She took me into her sittin’ room, ! 
she called it, that time when | 

: 3 3 

medicine or you, and there'sa big g 
went for the 

lass thing 
there with little yellow fishes in it, and a bird “ 

| thal Kept a singin’, and some flower ML Le 
window, real prety 0! ald lots ol preily 

things wil there comes, tathe r, hush ! 

“Be quiet, children,” said the wother's 
Voie be quiet,” 

here was wo need for them to hide from 
him to-Gay, for he had come home without 
Lh Ol | dt mou in him 

The man was surly without his rum, and 
swearing at Joonie, he sat down by bed, 
saving, “It’s a prety country, where a man 

| works hard, and can't get his own pay. ta do 
what he likes with it. “Why, Thomas 

| what's the trouble 2” said the wife, © Well, 
this is the trouble,” was the reply, “and its 

| enough, too. I conldu't git & cent to-day, 
| but the boss, he said to me, I've v 

| liberty of sending some coal and flour around 
to your home, and will send some potatoes. 
I thought 1 would save you any trouble ahaa 

he said it so kindly, and when | was coming - 
J 

| out the door he put his hand on me like a 

gentleman, and said, 
1 

Hrown, vou're a fine 
fellow yon leave drink alone.’ But 
what does he know about it, and I'm parched 
with thirst.” 

. Johnuie 

when y 

my boy,” sald his 

* warm that tea for your {ather, and give him 
the jelly and the pie the lady brought us.” 

| Warmed by the nice tea, and softened by kind 
| words, the man felt ) 

| the poor wife, and got up and w@mt out, to 
| choke down the feeling of remorse stealing 
| over him, 

“It's too late!” he muttered to himself, 
“there ain't no use to Lry 3 The felle I's would 

| langh at me, and 1 couldn’t stand it. I can’t 
give it up—I1 wish I could. I won't drink so 
much—I will just leave old Sykes alone for 

fg 
I’'his did not pacity the aroused 

conscience, and sitting on the old door step, 

his sprees.” 

it down, when a pleasant voice startled him— 
| “Can vou tell me, sir, whether Mr, Thamas 

Brown is at home?” “That's mv name, 
| ma'am.” “ And you live up stairs here 7" 

“Yes ma'am.” “Well, I am 
| very glad to meet you, Mr. Brown. I have 
| been wanting to see you for somo time. You 
| have some beautiful children, and I am very 
fond of them, and your good wife, and 1 
want ta know you better, Mr. Brown. Won't 

| you walk along woward my home with me, 
land let us have a chat together.” “ With 
| me, ma'am ? walk with me? I’m uot fit to 
| walk the street this fine day with a lady like 
yourself,” * Bat, Mr, Prdgn, you will do 
me a great fayar if yon will, and I shall be 
mast happy of your company.” The man 
straightened himself up, a feeling of manli- 

| ness coming over him, Iv did him good to be 
addressed as Mr. Brown, Setaad of “ Ola 
Tom,” “ Old Boy,” and the like, 

! she replic d. 

Gradually she drew him into comYereation, 
© —— 

taken the : 

it, 1 couldn't somehow git mad afore him, | 

mother, | 

a half-sorry feeling for | 

| with his head in his hands, he was fighting | 
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and by the time they had reached her little 
cottage, he was willing to accept her cordial 
invitation to go in a few moments, “I have 
some hot fee, Mr. Brown, snd a dish of 

’ ready for my lanch, and you 
must keep me company in trying a dish.” 

She knew full well that there was no use to 
a hungrv man. The 

stomach is one of the main highways leading 
to the heart. 

Comfortably seated in the cozy little room, 

with tones tull of 
Christian love how she wanted to help him 
upward. She pictured the future as it might 
be without ram, for himself, for his wife and 
children—of the earthly happiness yet to 

come, and of the eternal happiness through 
Jesus, who would keep him from temptation, 
if he would but trust him, lean on him. She 
pleaded with him long and faithfully, *“ To- 
night,” she said, *“ we have in our church a 

meeting. Come--go with me 
and sign there a pledge, and to-morrow come 
with your family, and begin your new life 
with us. Spend the first day as a changed 
man here. Will you give me your band in 

With bis form 
and eves wet he extended the 

trembling hand, and as Mrs. Dana grasped it 
she said, “ May God bless and keep you, m 
brother, and in his strength yoa will conquer, 

There were many Happy family parties 
that bright sunny Christmas day. Beautiful 
sleighs went dashing by, with gayly dressed 

she told the erring man 

temperance 

quivering 

| children, and boys were shouting merrily 
with their new 

that little sitting-room at 
happier group than all 

Mreg. Brown was fixed in the big chair by 
the fire, and the little folks were warming 
toes and fingers, Mrs. Dana said: 

| ready, before we have dia- 
what 1 have got hid in the 

Throwing back the 
folding-doors, she displayed to the astonished 
children a large evergreen lit with tapers, 
and over which was a little angel with wings 

“ e 

will close the shutters awhile,” she said, 
“that it may seem like the evening,” 

It was a beantiful sight—the little ones 
held their breath in surprise ; never had they 

anything like it before. “Oh!” ex. 

sl ds and skates, but within 

Mrs. Dana's was a 

when 

“ After we are al 

ner, you must sed 

parior ior you a 

seen 

| claimed Mageie, “ this is the most beautifal 
| of my darling’s clothes, and they would just | lest Kissmus anybody ever did see.” 

Mre. Dana felt riebly paid for the sacrifice, 
when she saw the dollie in the loving arms of 
its little owner. There was a sled and mit- 

horse for one of the 
twins, a rubber doll for the other, a rattle 
for her little baby, oranges, pop-corn, and 
horns of plenty filled with candy for each 
a framed motto, * God 

the father, with a pair of new boots, 
“What you er) about, mother paid 

the children, gathering about her with hands 
fall, * please don’t ery, mother,” “J am only 
a’ erying because I am so very happy, and 

the best present that ever 
“Oh, no, mother; your new 

dress ain't quite so nice as my dollie in her 
9. patting the little 

- 018 18s my present. ¢ dren i 

your father and Mrs. Ic) oo Sa Dana t00,” turning a 
beaming look upon that lady as she aun. 3. 
“1b 18 this beautiful Bible, and between the 
leaves I found a pledge sigred by your dear lather, never to touch, taste, or handle 

tens for Johnnie, and a 

. 

bless oar home,” for 

crvin 

because I've got 
could be.” 

little bed,” said Maggie, 
pillow.” 

| the intoxicating drink any more.” 
There was a bountiful dinner that day, and 

music and merry gales, 

In the firelight Loge! her before parting they 
Dana prayed that God's 
upon them, Lo strengthen 

and he ip Cal § Lo be ome - 5 J quer: r 1n the 

cor flict of life. Thus passed the first day of 
tie, and such was the 
Dana's 

kovelt, and with Dr. 
1.1 
DIesSsINgT w 4 ould rest 

Us New 

Mrs Christmas day at 
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INDIAN TRADITION OF “THE FALL" 
A very striking tradition of the creation 

aud fall of man is given by G. Kobi in “Kit. 
Supe-« 

| “He mentions the 
following singular traditions amougst the 
Red Indians: * The first man and woman 
were placed in a garden rich with all manser of fruit, They ate lived there for days 

| happivess ; and the 
n €¢ to them and con- 

versed with then ‘One tl he said, | thing,’ 
: 0\ 

i 
Warn you See, this 

rior,” translated in 1860. 

, and 

and years in pleasar | 

APeat Spirit ot M 

agamst. Come hither, 

middle of the garden 8 not good, 
time this tree will blossom and 

very fine and taste 
L do not cat ol them, orf you 

will die, Lue day, howey er, when 

ree in whe 

In i short 

vear fruits, which look 

very sweet, but do 

{ dO 80 v¢ 

the woman was walking in the garden, she heard a very kindly and sweet Voice say to 
ner, ’ Ww ny ny dost thou not eat of this beautiful 
fruit iL Lastes Spl udidly ' Nhe resisted 
tor some time. The voice was repeated, The 
fruit smelled ple asantly, and the woman 
licked ia hnttle, At length she swalloweq it 
enurely, and felt as if drank. When her 
busband came to her soon alter, she persuad- 
ed him also to eat of it. He did 30, and also 
felt as if drunk. But this scarce had hap 
pened ere the silver soales with which their 
bodies had Leen sovered fell off; only twenty 
of ‘hese sd ales remained on, i ut lost all their brilliancy-—ten on their fingers, and ten on 
their LOes, They CHELY themselves to be quite 
uncovered and bey tn Lo be Ashi d, and with- 
drew h irriedly ento the bushes of the garden.™ 

a a; 

HOW NIAGARA ALMOST RAN DRY. 
On March 29th, 1848, a remarkable phe- 

nomenon occurred. The preceding winter 
cold, and the ice formed on 

lake Erie was unusually thick. In the warm 
days of early spring this mass of ice Was. 
loosened around the shores of the lake, aud | deteched from them. During the forenoon 
of the day named a stiff eastealy wind moved 
it up the lake. A little before sunset the 
wind chopped suddenly round, and blew a 
gale from the west. This brought the vass 
field of ice back again with such tremendous force that it filled in the nook of the lake and its outlet 80 as to form a very effective d 

| which cansed a diminution in the outflow of 
| the water. Of course, it needed but little 
time for the falls to drain of the water below this dam. The consequence wus that on the 
morning of the following day » Tive 
nearly half gone, abo fol 

The American channel had dwindled to a 

was intensely 

seemed to have been smitten with a quick consumption, and to be fast sing away. Far up from the head of Goat Island and out into the Canadian rapids, and from the foot of Goat Istand out beyond the old tower to the deep channel 
water was gone, The rocks were bare, 
and forbidding. The roar of Ni 
subsided to a moan. This extris 
cope of the waters lasted all 
night closed over the strange soéne. during the night the dam gave way, 
next morning the river was 

—
 

deep and narrow creek. The British channel 

of Horse shoe Fall, the 
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