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MY LEGACY.
They told me I was heir. 1 turned in
haste,
And ran to seek my treasure,
And wondered, as I ran, how it was
p]iv ml
If I should find a measure
Of gold, or if the titles of fair lands
And houses would be laid within my hande.

I journeyed many roads; I knocked at
gates ;
I spoke to each wayfarer :
I met, and said, ** A heritage awaits

Me. Art not thou the bearer
Of news? Some message sent to me where-
by by
[ learn which way my new possessions lie?
Some asked me in—naught lay beyond

their door ;
Some smiled and would not tarry,
But said that men were just beyond who
bore
More gol1 than I could carry ;
And so the morn, the noon, the day were
spent,
While empty-handed up and down I went.

At last one cried, whose face I could not
see,
As through the mist he hasted,
* Poor child ! what evil ones have hindered
thee,
Till this whole day is wasted ? i
Hath no man told thee that thou art joint
heir
With one named Christ, who waits the
goods to share !”

The one named Christ I sought for many
days,
In many places, vainly ;
{ heard men name his name in many ways,
I saw his temples plainly.
But they who named him most gave me
*no sign
‘I'o find him by, or prove the heirship mine.

And when at last I stood before his face,
I knew him by no token,
Kave subtle air of joy that filled the place;
Qur greeting was not spoken ;
{n solemn silence I received my share,
Kueeling before my Erother and ** joirt
heir.”

My share ! No deed of house or spreading
lands,
As I had dreamed : no measure
Heaped up with gold ; my Elder Brother's
hands
Had never held such treasure,
{"oxes have holes, and birds in nests are
fed—
My Brother hath not where to lay his head.

My share! The right, like him, to know
all pain
Which Le.;rm are made for knowing ;
The right to find in loss the surest gain;
To reap my joy from sowing
In bitter tears ; the right with him to keep
A watch by day and night with those who
weep.

My share! To-day men call it grief and
death ;
[ see the joy and life to-morrow :
I thank our Father with my every breath
For this sweet legacy of sorrow ;
And through my tears 1 call to each,
** Joint heir
With Christ, mmake haste to ask him for
thy share !”

—Mrs. Helen Hunt Jackson,
e
HAVE YOU A CUT BIBLE?

BY LAURENS,

Whoso reads the biographies of
Josiah and Jehoiakim, as recorded
in Holy Writ, will not only dis.
cover how the best of fathers may
frave one of the worst of sgons, but
also the ditferent wavs in which ths
good man aud ithe bad man treat the

Mible.

Josiah received the B ok of the
L.aw which Hilkiah found in the
house of the Lord, listened with con-
cern to the punishments there fore-
told, turned with p'eading towards
God, and made with and for his peo-
ple a covenant “to walk after the
Lord and to ke p his commandments
and his testimonies and his statutes
with all their beart and soul.” Josiah
stands an imperishable type of the
wman who takes God’s word, all of it,
takes Gol at bis word, puts that
word into ccntrol of his conduct and
translates it 1ato life.

Jeboinkim listened to the reading
of thr.e or four paragraphs of search-
ing truth, then in a rage seized the
voll, * cut it with the penknife, and
cast it into the fire that was o the

wrazier, until all the roll was con-
sumed.” He stands a type of the
man whe rejects God's word, refuses
to be guided by God’s commands,
sad deliberately chooses to follow
his own downward course,

Thus where Josiah reverenced
God’s word, Jeboiakim cut and
wurned it. Where Josiah made it
« savor of life unto life, Jehoiakim
made it a savor of death unto deatb.
Aund he reaped the fruit. of hiu
siqoities,  Begioning with dis
obedience of God, the unhappy man
ended with defiance of God. And
e found, as men ever do, that cut
sod burn and defy and deny as you
will, that word of God endure_th.
Lts promises and judgmonts are alike
sure. Jehoiakim cut the sacred roll,
end wae himse!f cut off, despised,
and cast out, buried with the burial,
not of a king, but of a beast.  But
the saddest funeral was not that of
his body ; it was that of bis soul.

The Jehoinkims still live, In all
ages this Scripture mutilator has had
successors. Men stand ever with
penknife ready to cut the roll. Not
maoy are there who want no Bible
at all, but a multitude are there who
want & cut Bible. And, of courss,
every man wants to do the cutting
to suit himself. One cuts out every-
thing that relates to hell, because
thot is undeniably an unpleasantly
suggestive word, even when made
into sheol, a8 in the revision. Another
deaves this word in, but cuts out
eternal punishment and pastes in
probation after death. A third cuts
eut all reference to God’s righteous
sager and threatened punishmeants,
leaving only love as the divinn at-
tribute ; while a fourth is as strongly
bent on cutting out love and leaving

euly justice, The man with a smat-
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tering of science and a surplus of
conceit cuts ont the Genesis and the
miracles, and writes legend and myth
across whole chapters. The man
whose life is not above reproach for
honest dealing and nnselfishness and
self-sacrifice and love to his neigh
bor puts his dull mental and moral
penknife to the practical teacbings of
Jesus and Pau! and John in these
regards. The worldly-minded cut
out the doctrine of scparateness from
the world. The man who thinks
more of convenience than obedience
cuts out this ordinance of Christ or
that command, #s suits not consci-
ence so much as custom. So bold
do men become in this business that
one school calmly cuts out the
divinity of Christ—that i1, the en-
tire centre of the book, which falls
to pieces in consequence.

0, it is shocking how men have
mutilated this Book ot books—
nothing more shocking in the annals
of a fallen and miserable mankind !

Mr. Moody tells a pithy story of
a young man who held out a book
to his pastor saying, ‘ Here’s your
Bible,” and turning the leaves
showed him the volume with many
books cat ont altogether, and hardly
a whole page among those that were
left. “ Why, what do you mean?”
asked the doctor of divinity, “ that
is not my Bible.” ¢ Yesitis,” was
the reply, **I have followed yoar
preaching carefully for ten years, and
whenever you have discredited a
book or verse, or explained it away
as uninspired or mythical, I have
cut it oat ; and this is what is left
of your Bible.”  “Let me take it,”
said the pastor. “ O, no,” said the
young man, instantly, *“ I aw going
to bang on to the covers, anyhow.”

Sad enough is it to see professed
believers in this Bible, men who
stand in pulpits and speak in the
naroe of its author, God, cutting at
it with their penknives, and new-
theologyism, and skepticism, and
evolutionism, and rationalism, and
materialism, and every other wsm.
Sad, I say, but not very dangerous
were this all,

But is this all? I ask of the great
masses of Christians: Do you carry
a Bible? Is it a cut Bible?

Are you treating the Seciiptures
as Josiah did, or as Jehoiakim did ?
You find the way of life in this beok
—are you walkicg in it  You fiad
ucpleasant and sharp hints in this
book—do you cut them out of your
remembrance? Much is being said
about the new version of the Bible.
This is not multilation but revision.
I wish it were in many cases more
clear vision. But have vou that
best of ver:ions, a Bible charscter
printed on the page of a Bible-life 1
Have you resisted every temptation
from without or within to cut this
Bible, and held to it in its entirety
as the word of God to you, the word
of life, the word of salvation through
its revelation of the Christ 1

There are no more important
questions to-day than these. Ifour
Christianity has anything weak and
wanting about it, it is because there
is not enongh Bible-believing, Bible-
knowing, and Bibleliving in it.
Who can tell what would result of
spiritual might if the church of
Christ would resolve itself iato ome
great Bible school, get a new and
full supply of uncut Bibles, and then
throw all the penknives away!’

Think about these things, Chris-
tian reader. It is not the cutting
of God’s word by infidels that we
have to fear. It is the stab of the
supposed and professed friend that
gives most deadly hurt. Asa Chris-
tian, of course you have a Bible.
You professedly live by it. What
kind of u Bible is yours? Is it a
cut one 1—The Standard.
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FRETTING.

That fretting existed so long age
88 in the Psalmist’s time appears
from his admonition three times ex-
pressed in the 37th Psalm: “ Fret
not thyself.” The chief cause or oc-
casion of the fretting seems to have
been the apparent successes and
trinmpbs of the ungodly, ** Fret
not thyselt because of evil-doers,
neither be thou envious against them
that work unvighteousness, Fret
not thyself because of him who
prespereth in bis way, beeause of
the man who bringeth wicked
devices to pass,” Indeed his owa
heart seems at one time to have
yielded to this spirit of fretfulness
and envy. *“ As for we, my feet
were almost gone; my steps bad
well nigh slipped. For 1 was en-
vious of the arrogant, when I saw
the prosperity of the wicked.” Nor
did he get relief from bis pain and
perplexity “ until he went into the
sanctuary of God and considered
their Jatter end.” Contemplating
their character and destiny from
this standpoint, he felt that pity
would be more becoming than envy,
for he saw them ‘standing on slip-
pery places and becoming a desola-
tion in a moment.”

We could wish that fretting were
altogether a matter of the olden
time,—that the antidote prescribed
for it by the Pealmist had cured it
forever. That this is not the case
is no fault certainly of the antidote,
for it is a divinely true and efficaci-
ous one, a8 has beea found by all

who have thoroughly tried it. But
men can be cured of their moral
and spiritual disorders only for
themselves, not for others. As the
disposition to fret is inherent in
human nature, it shows itself, as
might be expected, to a greater or
Jess extent, in every age and iuv
every gencration. Manifestly there
is not a little fretting in the world
at the present time, nor is it confin-
ed to persons making no proiession
to Christianity.

The primary signification of the
term rendered * fret” in the Psalm
above referred to is o burn and then
to burn with anger ; that is to say,
fretting is in one form or another
an ebullition of anger, the fretful
man is he who is swayed more or
less by this passion. And as anger
burns that it may consume, hence
the fitting expression of this idea by
the word *“ fret,” which means pri-
mavily to eat,to corrode, Lo wear
away. Fiewing, like a corrosive
acid, eats into and destroys the in-
ward peace of the breast—the ten-
der telicity of the home into which
it is permitted to come. Life itself
is worn and shortened by it ; other
things being equal, fretful, peevish,
tau't-finding pe:sons die sooner than
others.

A variety of reasons might be
nrged against fretting, among which
are the following :

1. It destroys affection. Theheart
goes out very slowly towards per-
sons of unsubdued tongues and tem-
pers. By the exercise of a high
moral principle they may be toler-
ated and borne with, but can hardly
ba loved. Their presence is both
repulsive and expulsive ; it begets
the wish that you and they were
farther apart. The fretful husband
has rendered miserable the lot of
many a gentle and uncomplaining
wife ; the fretful wife has driven
many a kind and generous husband
to the tavern and gambling saloon,

2. It is the bane of domestic hap-
piness. A large proportion of dom-
estic trials and unhappiness spring
from this source. Wivessometimes
wonder that their husbands are nov
tonder of their company, that their
children cause them so much trou-
ble, that their domestics do not like
to work for them, and that they can-
not secure the good will of the young
people, whereas the true explana-
tfon is found in their own peevish-
ness and fretfulness. Alas for the
man, woman or child that is exposed
to the influence of such a temper in
another.

3. It defeats the end of fumily gov-
ernment. The secret of good family
government is the blending of au-
thority with affection so as te secure
respect and love. Buat this is im-
possible in the presence of scolding,
tretting, and fault-finding. The
mother who taunts her child or
treats it as thcu_h it bad no feeling,
fosters in it the wvery disposition
from which many of the faults of
childhood and of subsequent life pro-
ceed. Children brought up in this
way will in tarn probably bring up
their children in the same way, and
thus the generation of fretters will
be perpetuated.

4, Fretting s a mark of & vulgar
disposition. Those who induige in
it betray their ignorance and ill-
breeding.

5. It is unphilosophical to fret.
He is unworthy the name of a phile-
sopher who allows the petty anney-
ances of life to ruffle his spirit or rob
him of his ealm self- }
These annoyances are to be dealt with
as the traveller deals with the net
tles and mosquitoes whick he meets
in bhis way, that is, they ave v be
patiently endwred. The traveller
in the desert shoots dowm the lions
in his way, but it would be as futile
as undignified to deal thus with the
pestiferous insects.

6. It is unehristian to _fres. Fret-
ting is not one of the fruits of the
Christian religion. Those addicted
to the practice show that they bave
not goue far inlearning of Him who
was meek and ' wly, and who, when
reviled, revile not again.

7. Fioally, «ll reasons against
fretting are 1uainly comprehended
in these two : JFirst, we should not
tret over what can be helped ; and
secondly, we should not fret over
what cannot_be helped.—Canadian
Baptist.
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NOTHING BUT LEAVES.

The angel of consolation wended
his way down to earth ene night,
and bent his ear to catch the mur-
mur of God's chosen ones.

A faithful pastor was kneeliog in
prayer for the members of his flock.
“ Of what avail are my tears and
pleading,” be cried ;  my people are
cold and indifferent ; my most ear-
pest efforts seem to fall unheeded
upon them, and when the time of
reaping shall come, how can T say,
¢ Master, 1’ve nothing but leaves "

The voice of the angel fell sooth-
ingly upon his ear, *“ He that goeth
forth weeping, bearing precious seed,
shall come again with rejoicing,
bringing his sheaves with him.”

An aged mother wept for her way-
ward son. * He was the delight of
my eyes,” she mourned. ‘I conse-
crated him to heaven in his infancy,

but he has forsaken his mother’s
God. Long nights bave I plead for
him ; my pillow has been wet with
tears ; in the harvest I hoped to
biiong him with me, and how can I
bear to say, ¢ Master, I've nothing
but leavesI'” In silvery notes the
angel’s voice was heard, “ A
mother’s prayers are not forgotten ;
thy trars are in my bottle ; thy faith
shall save thy son.”

A weary invalid tossed upon a
bed of pain.
life,” she sighed. *‘ Exempt from
active labor, the days pass slowly
by, only to be followed by more
weary nights ; and while others are
strong, and busily engaged in bring-
ing in the golden grain, in sorrow
must I fall at the Reaper’s feet, say-
ing, ‘Lord, I've npothing but
leaves.”” Again the angel answered,
“ He knoweth our frame. He re-
membereth that we are dust.”

A teacher sought her pillow
wearied with the fatigues and dis-
couragements of the day. “ Long
years have 1 labored to sow good
seed in the hearts of my pupils,”
she said ; “ by precept and example
have I endeavored to mold their
characters aright, but the lesson of
to-Cay seems forgotten to-morrow,
My brain reels with the long re-
peated efforts to guide them, while
my heart aches as [ think of the
harvest, when sadly I must eay,
‘ Father, I’ve nothing but leaves,’”
But the angel whispered, * Blessed
are ye that fow beside all waters.
Feed my lambs.”

A mother hung over the casket of
her darling child. Her greatest joy,
her fondest hope was centred in that
infant boy. With aching heart and
tearful eyes, she cried, “ My hopes
are Llasted. 1 bad hoped to see bim
grow to manhood. With delight
would I have trained bhis young
feet to walk in wisdom's ways, so
when the end had come I could ap-
pear before the Reaper with the glad
refrain, ¢ Behold, here is the child
whom thon didst give me.” Bat
now I will have nothing but leaves.”
But her tears were dried as the
angel said, ¢ Suffer little children to
come unto me, for of such is the
kingdom of heaven.”

The widnight oil burns low as a
lonely watcher sits beside the couch
of a &2 one, For months has dis-
ease in blighting for@ been suffered
to rest upon the household, and tired
nature almost succumbs to the
weight of care and anxiety. “ My
life is blighted,” the watcher cried.
*“ My years are wasting away in a
darkened room ; my usefulness in
the world is at an end, and while
others are bringing in their sheaves
to lay at the Master’s feet, I can
only say, ‘Here are my leaves.””
But the message from the angel was,
« Inasmuch as ye have done it nnto
one of the least of these, ye bave
done it unto me.”

So the hearts of God's chosen
ones were cheered and comforted,
and as the angel of consolation took
his flight heavenward, each weary,
discouraged one was softly saying:

“ Now do 1 gather strength and hope anew.
For well I know thy patiens love perceives
Not what ¥ did, but what I strove to do;
And though she full rine earsare sadly few,
Thou wilt acceept my sheaves.”

—Christian at Work.
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THE BORTLE DISAPPEARED.

“ No, I won't drink with you to-
day, boys,” said a drummer to sev-
eral companions, as they settled
down in the smoking-car and passed
the bottle. “ The fact is, boys, I’ve
quit drinking—I have sworn off.”
He was greeed with shouts of
laughter by she jolly crowd around
bim ; they put the bottle under his
nose and indwlged ic many jokes at
his expense, but he refusea to drink,
and was rather serious about it,
“ What's the matter with you, old
boy 1" sang out one. “H you've
quit drinking, something’s up ; tell
us what it i.” “ Well, boys, I will,
though I know you'll laugh at me.
But 1'll tell you, all the same. 1
have been a diinking man all my
life, ever since 1 was married, as you
all know. I love whiskey—it's as
sweet in my mouth as sugar—and
God only knows how I'll quit it.
For seven yeais not a day has pas-
sed over my head that I didn't have
at least one drink. But I am done.
Yesterday I was in Chicago. Down
on South Clark street a customer of
mine keeps a pawn shop in connec-
tion with his other business. 1
called on him ; and while I was there
a young man not more than twenuy-
five, wearing thread-bare clothes,
and looking a8 hard as if he badn’t
seen a sober day in a month, came
in with a little package in his hand.
Tremblingly he unwrapped it, and
banded the article to the pawn-
broker, saying, ‘ Give me ten cents.’
And, boys, what do you suppose it
was? A pair of baby’s shoes, little
things with the buttons only a trifle
soiled, as if they had been worn but
once or twice, ‘ Where did you get
these ! asked the pawnbroker. ‘Got
'em at home,’ replied tae man, who
bad an intelligent face and the man-
ner of a gentleman, despite his sad
condition. ‘My-—my wife bought
them for the baby, Give me ten
cents for 'emn—I want a drink.’
* You had better take the shoes back

i

“How useless is my

to your wife, the baby will need
them,” said the pawnbroker. * No,
s-she won’t, because—because she
dead. She’s lying at home now—
died last pight.” As he sail th's
the poor fellow broke down, bowed
his head on the show cass anil cried
like a child. Boys,” s1id the drum-
mer, “you can laugh if you please,
but I—I have a baby of my own
at home, and I swear 1’'ll never
drink another drop.” Then he got
up and went into another car. His
companions glanced at each other in
silence ; no one laughed ; the botile
disappeared, and soon each was sit-
ting in a seat by himself reading a
newspaper.—Chicago Herald.
A

THE GOSPEL OF WOMANHOOD.

The gespel of Luke bas beer
styled “ The Gospel of Womanhood.”
In justification cf this peculiar de-
signation, Canon Farrar says : “ St.
Luke alone records the special gra-
ciousness and tenderness of Jesus to
women. He alone tells of the rais-
ing of the dead boy, for whom the
heart of Jesus was touched with
compassion, because he was the only
son of his mother, and she was a
widow. He alone, that Jesus was
accompanied in kLis mission, not by
warriors, like David ; not by elders,
like Mcses ; not by kings and princes,
like the Herods, but by a most humn-
ble band of ministering women. He
alone preserves the narratives, trea-
sured with delicate reserve and holy
reticence in the hearts of the blessed
Virgin and of the saintly Elizabeth ;
parratives which show in every line
the pure and tender coloring of a
woman’s thoughts. He cnly tells
us how honest Martha was cum-
bered with much serving, and how
Mary of Bethany—the gentle and
the lowly—chose, sitting humbly at
the feet of Jesus, the better part ; he
aloné, how the Lord once addressed
to a poor, crushed, trembling, hum-
il ared sutferer, the ter der nawe of
daughter ; be alone, how when the
weeping women mingled with the
crowds that followed Him as Le
passed to Calvary, he turred and
said, ¢ Weep not for me, but weep
for yourselves and your children.” ”
—Baptist Weekly.
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A REMARKABLE STORY.

Rev. C. 11. Spurgeon relates the
following, which was told him by
oue of his evangelists :

A woman in Scotland, who was
determined, as far as possible, not
to have anything to do with religion,
threw her Bible and all the tracts
ghe could find in her honse into the
fire. One ot the tracts fell down
out of the flames, so she picked it
up and thrustitin again, A second
time it slipped down, and once more
she put it back. Again her evil
intention was frustrated, but the
next time she was more successful,
though even then only half of it was
consumed. Taking up the portion
that fell out of the fire, she exclaim-
ed, “Surely the devil is in that
tract, for it won’t burn,”

Her curiosity was excited ; she
began to read it, and it was the
means of her conversion. The tract
was one of the sermons published in
“Fhe Metropolitan Tabernacle Pul-
pis.” Verily, that sermon, and the
woman, too, ‘ were saved, yet se as
by fire.,” What wondrous ways the
Lord Las of bringing home the truth
to the hearts and conscience of tin-
ners !
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HAPPINESS IN PRISON,

Samuel Rutherford, in prison,
used to date his letters *‘ Christ’s |
Palace, Aberdeen.”” He wrote to a |
friend, ‘“ The lord is with us; 1}
care not what man ean do ; I burden |
no man. I want nothing. No |
king is better than I. Sweet, sweet
and easy is the cross of my ILord.
All men I look in the face, of what-
soever rank, nobles and poor, ac-
quaintances and strangers, are
friendly to me. My Well-beloved
is kinder and cometh and visiteth
my soul. My chains are over-
gilded with gold. No pen, no
words, no engine can express to you
the loveliness of my only Lord
Jesus. Thus in haste I make for
my palace in Aberdeen.”
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To mast waiting i8 harder than
working. Patience is a difficuls
virtue, and in this busy, overstrain-
ed age it is becoming somewhat
scarce, Ofttimes it is the best ser-
vice that can be rendered. * For
they also serve who only stand and
wait.” Away from the glare of the
world, in the privacy of home, wait-
ing, not in idleness, nor in dis-
appointed pride, but in faithful per-
formance of the small duties, which
come bour by hour, the soul’s devo-
tion to God is proved, its strength
is nourished, and if a call comes to
higher work, it is not found want-
ing. “ He that is faithful in that
which is least, is faithful also in
wuch,”

The best remedy for evil thoughts
is to have the mind occupied with
pure and ennobling thoughts. The
mind cau not be & vacuum. It muat

be filled, if not with the good, with
that which is evil,

Ho! for Christmas.
1885!
LEMONT’S

VARIETY STORE!
(Established 1844.)

Boys and Girls supplied with all
Christmas Knicknacks,

Sleds and Sleighs ; Moccasins S
shoes, Blackboards, Cars, Bln:l?g 5(!;6:]:-
boats, Dolls, Chairs, Towers and Co"ltsges
Zitherns. Telephones, Wooden Guns
S.tude.nu' Book-racks, Frisky Cows, Com-
bination desks. :

A NEW LINE OF

Velvet, Brussels and Tapest
Folding Chairs. ¥

A Beautiful Collection of
COLORED

GLASSWARE
LARGE VARIETY OF SINGLE
CUPS AND SAUCERS, AND
g MIE"OSI'I‘IACHE CUPS,
JLS ! JLS! Inlarge num é
INDIAN CURIOSITIES, l();:r:.t.euzst.)
Our stock cf Silver-Plated Ware is well
assorted and consists of the usunal kinds
CASTERS, 4, 5, 6 Bottles, large variety.
Cake Baskets,
Pickle Bottles,
Butter Dishes,
Card Receivers,
Tea Setts, (Plated),
Plated Knives
and l'%)rks,
Spoons, ete.
THE PERFECTION IRON G y
TEA AND COFFEE POTS ¢ 118
FANCY ~AUSTRIAN, GERMAN
FRENCH AND ENGLISH GLASS.
WARE AND CHINA.

We have two upholsterers making up
PARLOR SUITES,
LOUMNGES,
EASY CHAIRS,
SOFAS,
" p PATENT ROCKERS, &c.
uy a nice Parlor Suite, o i
finiched BedromurSac;:tl.)eautlfuuy

EASY CHAIRS.
Furniture of all kinds

and qualities in large Warerooms,

Feathers, Matresses and Sprin
\Yoven-wire Mattresses, ])avznp«i‘rtbng(t’::i
],'.mk-rm es, L:cm.ps, Chandeliers, Hall and
Side Lamps, Kuives and Forks, (different
handles), ooking-Glasses, (low and high
riced), White Stone and Colored Dinner

reakfast and Tea Sets. :

And Thousands of (
by the piece or dozen.

A magnificent stock of goods at ve
prices, Don’t forget, atf oy low

Lemont & Sons.

ESTABLISHED 1844,

rockeryware sold

Dr. John M. Howe's Inhaling Tube.
:I‘o be carried in the Pocket, for breath-
ing Pure Air. Used as a remedy for dis-
eases of the Throat, Lungs and igestive
Organs, expands the Chest and Lungs
from two to six inches in a few montgs
use. Has been sold thirty years. Very
best of testimonials. Price at store, $2.25;
by mail to any address in Canada. $2.50.

LEMONT & SONS,

Agents for Domini
Des. 14, 1885, on.of Canada.

T. W. Smith’s
GREAT HIOLIDAY SALE

—OF —

OVERCOATS,

Boys’ Ulsters and Reefers,

Tremendously Cheap, Call and See.

LINDERS, DRAWERS, & READY.
MADE CLOTHING FoOR B()’I‘l:[Y
MEN AND BOYS. VERY
CHEAP.

Men’s Overshirts, Trunks and Valises.
The Cheapest in the Market.

FUR AN%) ﬂ(l:lll:(e)TH CAPS,
i sold Regardless of Cost.
LADIES SACQUE CL:‘)'IEH;,'
At a Great Sacrifice.
OVERCOATING IN}EVERY STYLE,
ixceedingly C >
BOOTS, SHOES, RUBBERS® ~ *P
AND OVERSHOES,
At Any Price.
The above goods, with a vuriety’too lcl.;
merous to mention, must be sold to make
room for Spring I’mportstiom. Be sure
to call and examine stock. ‘
&7 In the Tailoring and Custom De-
tment, we cannot be outdone in Style,
th:.:::d.:. and Fitting, by any others in
of the

Our Stock of Cloths is large
Latest and Best Makes, and will be made

. up to order and satisfaction guaranteed.
THOMAS W. SMITE,

Fisher's Buildin

i QUEEN STRERT, FREDERICTON.

decl4-tf

1885. Fall and Winter, 1886.
NEW GOODS!

WluiﬁmGs,

AS NOW IN STOCK A CHOICE

SELECTION OF GOODS SUJ¥FT-
ABLE FOR THIS SEASON'S TRADE,
amongst whick will be found

BEAVERS, NAPS,
AND MELTONS,
In Plain and Fancy Colors.

Fancy Worsted Overcoatings, Di al
and Corkskrew Coatin orsted ma-

erings, in Stripes and Checks.

Aﬂ;—All the Latest Patterns in ENG.
LISH, IRISH, SCOTCH AND CANA-
DIAN SUITINGS.

WM. JENNINGS,
Corner Queen St. & Wilmot's Alley,

Frenerioron, N, B,

Babbath School Libraries
AT HALL’S BOOK STO
FREDERICTON.
SABBATH SCHOOL BOOKS
AT HALL'S BOOK STORE,
SABBATH SCHOOL PAPERS
AT HALL'S BOOK STORE,
FREDERICTON.
SABBATH SCHOOL CARDS
AT HALL'S BOOK STORE,
SUPT.'S REGISTERS
AT HALL'S BOOK STORE,

8. SCHOOL CLASS BOOKS

AT HALL'S BOOK STOE&
FREDERICTON,

LIBRARIANS' BOOKS
AT HALL'S BOOK ETORE,
Very Low Prices.
M. 8. HALL,

Opposite Normal School
FREDERICTON.
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