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CHRISTMAS OUTCASTS 

Christ died for all and on the hearts of 

Whe gladly decorate their cheerful 

At Christasss tide, tlhe biadoed thuth shal 
That they may mix some honey with the 

Of those to whom no Christmas ever 
comes, 

The poor are nature's 
course, 

Yet they may still control some sweet- 
ened crumbs ; 

No matter what they lack in hearts or 
purse ; 

everywhere in 

jut there are those whose bitter fate is 
worse, 

To whom no day of Christmas ever 
Coles, 

The man who wildly throws away his 
charce 

An outcast from all cheerful hearts and 
homes, 

Who may not mingle with the happy 
dance, 

Nor gain from loving eyes one kindly 
glance, 

Is he to whom no Christmas ever comes, 

The man condemned in hidden ways to 
grope, 

At sight of whom each kindly voice is 
dumb, 

Or he whese life is shortened in its scope, 
Who waits formothing but the hangman’s 

rope, 

Is he to whom a Christmas cannot come, 

Christ died for all : He came to find the 
lost, 

Whether they hide in j— or slums, 
No matter how their lines of life are 

crossed, 
And they who love Him best will serve 

Him most 
By helping those to whom no Christmas 
comes, 

a ely _— 

WHAT CHRISTMAS BROUGHT TO TIM. 

BY MYRA, 

It was near the close of a bitter day 
in December, The cold wind crept 
into every nook and cranny, blew 
around the corners, rattled the win- 
dow panes, whisked under the case- 
ment and through the cracks of the 
doors. 

Tim had the rheumatism ; and the 
whistle down the chimney made him 
shiver as he moved the geranium from 
the window. He stopped a moment 
to look out. It was the night before 
Christmas ; you would have known it 
by the rush and the whirl and the mys- 
terious parcels, large and 
Everybody looked happy—at least 
Tim thought so ; and for awhile there 
seerned a reflection of it in his own 
face. Once, he smiled, and a wistful, 
far-away-look came, as a stout, rosy- 
cheek little girl danced along, * My 
little gal,” he said, softly—and turned 
away, teara rolling down his cheeks, 
as his eye rested on the small willow 
chair in the corner, with a doll in it. 
What a Christmas for him, he 

thought—no one to love—no one to 
love him ; and tears came faster and 
faster. No wonder; the room did look 
cheerless—as a room always will with- 
out a woman's care, though the occu- 
pant be a bit artistic in the arrange- 
ment of bis plain furniture, and the 

small. 

two or three ornaments about. You 
will imagine Tim had not always lived 

A comely wife, and a sweet 
little girl, called Blossom, had made 
life —0O so happy for him,unti] a dread- 
ful fever came, and in one short week 
both of these treasures were taken 
from him. 

alone, 

And now all the sunshine had gone 
from life ; and the ache that came into 
Tim’s heart then had never died Away. 
Friends came to weep with him ; the 
minister offered his sympathy and con- 
solations; but from them all he turned 
away, saying only, “God has been 
cruel to me.” 
That he might free himself from 

old associations, he sold his little 
home, and went 10 a large town, miles 
away—rented the room in which we 
find bim, worked every day, and 
wrapped himself about in his own sor- 
rows. From a strong man, cheery, 
with a ready helping hand for any in 
need, he had come to be morose ; and 
#0 gloomy, that the few who met him 
rather avoided speaking. A stoop was 
in his shoulders ; his hair was turning 
grey ; aud he looked older by ten years 
than he really. was. The Bible, once 
read daily with his wife, was rarely 
opened, 

And now Christmas was coming for 
the fifth time to him alone—no word 
of good cheer given to him ; none had 
he given to others. The lodgers in the 
house and come and gone, few giving 
a thought to the lonely man, 

A few weeks before this, a family 
had taken the rooms opposite his. For 
the first time since Tim had taken up 
his abode there, children’s voices were 
heard. He tried to shut the sound out, 
and when, this very day, having left 
his door ajar, a little face peeped in, 
and spying the doll, called out, **Dan 

pa! dolly I" he only said, 
child.” 

little mother, who had come for her 

‘“ go away, 

But as he shut the door tha 

*“ excuse him, 

gir ; he did not know any better.’ 
‘*“ Pretty little dear,” Tim heard her 
say, as she kissed the child ; and his 

baby, bowed and said, 

heart must have been a little softened. 
bor he muttered to himself, * I don’t 
want any baby but my litde gal. No- 
body cares for me,” 

Poor man ! how could he know that 
the same little woman had fult so Sorry 

for him—had been trying for days to 

3 

find some way to do him a kindness, 

Yes, his heart was softened, or he 
would not have smiled out of the win- 

dow at the little girl. 4nd long years 

had passed since he had wept—now he 
buried his face in his hands, aad wept 

convulsively. Somehow, blowing his 
nose had made the tears ccme faster ; 

but he did not notice for a long time, 
that as he drew his handkerchief from 

his pocket two leaflets had fallen. 

When, at length, he saw them, he 

picked them up and read on one, 

“God never forgets ;” on the other, 

*“ God so loved the world that He gave 

His only begotten Son,” In the fad- 

ing light Tim read them all through. 

Some one must have tucked them in 

his pocket as he came from his work 

yesterday, as he had not been out to- 

day. Many a time this had been done | 
before ; but they had always been | 

thrown away. 

‘“ It may be all true ; but I can’t— | 

no, I can’t,” he said, half aloud ; and 

leaped his weary head against the 

chair. Soon he fell into a state be- 

tween waking and sleeping, 

which the images of his faney had a 

dreamy reality ; yet the thread of his 

thoughts was not broken. Away back 

he went to the days of his childhood. 

The little cot on the mountain side was 

before him ; he could hear the rippling 

of the brook, and the singing of the 

birds; again he kneeled with his father 

during | 

| 
] 

rent of temptation, we might never 

have heard of even the name of 

Daniel, 
All the people who make their mark, 

or ever achieve substantial work for 
God and the Right, are the people who 

| are not ashamed to be ** peculiar’ and 

singular. The man who runs with the 

| crowd, counts for nothing. It is when 

| he turns about and faces the multitude 

who are bent on evil, that he com- 

mands every eye. Then by a firm, 

courageous protest, he may ‘‘ put a 

thousand to flight.” So the young 

monk of Wittenburg turned and faced 
the angry hosts of the Papacy. Mar- 

tin Luther standing along was rein- 

forced by the Almighty. 

Every young man and woman in 

their humbler spheres must dare to 

come out and be separate from sinful 

fashions if they wish to save their 

characters and their souls. The down- 

ward pull of evil custom is tremendous; 

to be able to face it with a resolute 

“no” requires the strength of God in 

the heart. Unless one has a firm foot- 

and mother for the evening prayers ; | 
, : | over again he lived the years of boy- 

hood ; recalled the day Rosa became 
his wife ; that other day when little 

Blossom open her blue eyes; the years 
of happiness with these treasures. Had 
not God been good to him ? had He 
ever forgotten? And then Tim must 

have fallen asleep, for merrily rang out 
the midnight chimes, ‘“ Glory to God 
in the Highest,” as he opened his eyes. 
‘‘ Father in Heaven, forgive,” was all 
he could say, as the remembrance of 
his years of selfish ingratitude came 
over him. 

When Tim waked in the morning, it 
seemed to him that the angels had 
been singing to him all nisht. He 
knew his own little girl had been to 
him—had kissed him, and satin her 
own little chair, and said, ‘‘ Father, 
be good to the children, for the Lord 
was once a little child ;” “ God so 
loved the world that He gave His only 
Son.” It could not have been a dream, 
he thought ; and yet there was the 
chair, just as he left it the night be- 
fore. He heard a noise at the door, 
and dressing quickly, he opened it and 
found a little parcel on the knob out- 
side ; and two curly heads could be 
seen peeping out of the opposite door, 
and sweet voices called out, * Merry 
Christmas, sir!” and ‘“ Merry Ch rist- 
mas,” Tim tried to say, but his voice 
choked him. You'd been pleased to 
see how the clouds had cleared from 
his face, and how much of the old 1>0k 
had come back, as he opened the pack- 
age aud found a big apple, a turn-over, 
and a little candy. * Bless them,’ 
said he; and he took down his Bible 
and read. 

I should like to tell you all about it, 
but I can’t now —how the children be- | 
came acquainted and said * Uncle 
Tim ” that very day—how he was pre- 
vailed upon to take Christmas dinner 
with them—how they all became great 
friends—how the children often played 
in his room, and the dolly and the 
chair were always the delight of the | 
little girl, and a tin horse the great 
wonder of the boy. Yet it was truly 
80 ; and by-and-by, when a young 
woman, whom the children called 
‘“auoty,” but who was not an aunt at 
all, and had not a relation in the 
world, brightened again Tim's fireside, 
they both remembered the Lord Jesus, 
and went about doing good—unnoticed | 
—and poor in this world’s wealth, but 
rich in the wealth of loving hearts and 
sunny smiles. 

Pr 

THE MIGHTY MONOSYLLABLE, 

BY REV. T. L. CUYLER. 

The most effective word on many 
occasions in English language, is the 
mighty monosyllable No. It has been 
the pivot on which innumerable des- 
tinies have turned for this world and 
the next. Uttered at the right mo- 
ment, it has saved multitudes from 
perdition. For example, the splendid 
career of Joseph turned on the prompt 
“no” spoken at the very nick of time. 
Had he stopped to parley with that 
wanton woman (as too many young 
men stop to parley with a temptress 
on the street), he would have been 
lost. How can I do this great wicked- 
ness, and sin against God #” saved him 
from the dizzy cataract. Daniel might 
plausibly have said to himself 0, 
everybody about the court drinks wine 
and lives high on the king's dainties 3 
I do vot want to be thought queer or 
self-righteous.” He dared to be singu- 
lar. At the end of a few weeks he had 
a cleaner countenance and a sweeter 
breath than any of the fast livers in the 
palace. “So will not I” was the 
motto of the courageous teetotaller. 
Lf he had drifted along with the our- 

| 

ing he will be carried with the sur- 

rounding carrent. Three-fourths of 

all the persons who are drowned at the 
sea-bathing resorts are swept out by 

the undertow. This is the secret but 

strong influence which lays hold of so 
many church-members, and carries 
them off into extravagant living, into 

perilous amusements, and all manner 
of worldly conformities. 

Pluck is essential to true manly 
piety. The messmates of Captain Hed- 
ley Vicars (whose biography ought to 
be in the room of every clerk and 
every college boy) sneered at him as a 

 ‘* Methodist,” and dubbed him a fana- 

| bang it about your neck, and you must | 

| true pluck ; ** Yes” 

tic. God's grace gave him staying 
power. He placed his Bible on the 
table ia his tent and stood by his 
colors, saying ** that Book shall speak 
for me.” I once met a soldier who 

| served with Vicars in the Crimea, and 
| he told me that the young hero was a 
spiritual power in his regiment. Ad- 
miral Foote wielded the same sort of 
influence in our American Navy. Even 
the frivolous and the profane respect 
a man the mere when he has the cour- 
age to face them with a ** No !” Earu- 
estly do we urge every young man or 
woman who would maintain a good 
conscience, and every follower of Christ 
who wishes to honor his Master, to 
keep this mighty monosyllable within 
reach. “No” is the watchword of 

18 the cowardly 
surrender of mere pulp, If the Chris- 
tian character starts with faith in 
Christ, it is very imperfect and ineffici- 
ent until you *“ add to your faith cour- 

| age.” 

a — 
A YOUNG LADY ABANDONS DANCING, 

Mr. Campbell observed : ¢ Not long 
ago I was living with a gentleman, and 
the young lady of the house asked me 
about the harm of worldly amuse- 
ments. After we had discussed that 

| matter for some time, she asked me if 
there was any great harm in dancing. 
I asked her if before going to a dance 
she could kneel and ask God's blessing 
on what she was about to do. She had 
not as yet fully come out for Christ, 
and these pleasures of the world were 
very dear to her. So I brought her 
face to face with the Master himself, 
for 1 think it right to leave such in- 
quirers to work out the details for 
themselves. I had given her a system 
on which to work, and that was all 
that was needed. The next morning 
when she came down to breakfast, 1 
saw by her appearance that she had 
not had much sleep, and when I was 
about to leave the room she followed 
me and said : ‘ Mr. Campbell, I have 
resolved to give up dancing; I thought 
Ll would just like to do so for Jesus.’ 
“Just a little lpve-gift for him,’ I said. 

| ‘ Yes, just that,’ she replied. She had 
taken her difficulty right to the Lord, 
and she had conquered.’ 

—— - rr 

WHAT ONE WOMAN DID, 

Several years ago Miss Beilby, a 
young English-woman who had studied 
wedicine to fit herself for usefulness as 
a missionary at Lucknow, India, was 
sent for by the wife of the native 
Prince of Puuna, who wasill. Punna 
was a long distance from Lucknow, 
and the journey was a dangerous one; 
if Miss Beilby went, she would be 
soparated by more than a hundred 
miles from any white man. 
Her friends urged her to refuse. The 

English-woman was young and timid, 
but she knew her duty ; she went, re- 
mained two months and cured the 
patient. When she was about to re- 
turn, the Ranee sent for her and 
begged her to go in person to Queen 
Victoria, with the message that Indian 
women, not being ¥Mlowed the attend- 
ance of men physicians, died in great 
numbers every year for want of care. 
The Ranee brought paper, pen, and 
ink, and, with tears, besought Miss 
Beilby to write her petition to the 
Queen to send to them women doctors, 

‘““ Write it small, Saheba,” she beg- 
ged, ‘‘ for 1 shall put it in a locket and 

wear it until you put it into the hands 
of the great Ranee herself.” 

Miss Beilby returned to England 
the next year, obtained an interview 

with Queen Victoria, and placed the 

locket with the message in her hands. 
The Queen was deeply touched, and 

empowered Lady Dufferin, the wife of 

the Viceroy of India, to form an 

association for sending out female 
medical aid to the women of India. 

Many women doctors have been sent 
out by the association, and Indian 

women are now being educated as 

physicians and nurses. An estate of 

fifty acres, with large buildings, has 

been given by a native prince as a 
hospital for Hindu female patients. 
Had the timid missivnary refused to 

undertake the perilous duty to one 
woman, these great blessings—which 
are but the beginning of help and hope 
for all the women of India—probably 
never would have come to them. 
Sow the seed, however small it be, 

of good deeds. Only God knows what 
the fruit will be.-- Youth's Companion. 
 — 
BITTER WORDS, 

A single bitter word may disquiet 
an entire family for a whole day. One 
surly glace casts a gloom over the 
household ; while a smile, like a gleam 
of sunshine, may light up the darkest 
and weariest hours. Like unexpected 
flowers which spring up along our path, 
full of freshness, fragrance and beauty, 
80 kind words, gentle acts, and sweet 
dispositions make glad the sacred spot 
called home. No matter how humble 
the abode, if it be sweetened with 
kindness and smiles, the heart will 
turn lovingly toward it from all the 
world ; and home, if it be ever so 
homely, will be the dearest spot be- 
neath the circuit of the sun.—Sel, 

Wabaseihoee 10 toca ah 

NOTHING FINISHED, 
—— 

1 had the curiosity to look into a 
ittle girl's work-box. I founda “bea d 
purse” half done. There was no pros- 
pect of it being finished, for the need- 
les were out, and the silk on the spools 
tangled into a wisp. I tock up a nice 
piece of perforated paper, on which 
was wrought ome lid of a Bible, and 
beneath it the words, ‘I love ; but 
what she loved was left for me to con- 
jecture, Beneath the Bible lid I found 
a sock for some baby foot; but it had 
come to a stand just on the heel, and 
there it seemed doomed to remain. 
Near the sock was a needle book, one 
cover of which was neatly made, and 
on the other, p:rtly finished, was 
marked, ‘‘ To my dear,” 

During my travels through thay 
work-box I found not a single article 
complete. Mute as they were, these 
half-finished, forsaken things teld me 
a sad story about that little girl. Th ey 
told me that with a heart full of gener- 
ous affection, with a head full of useful 
and pretty projects, all of which she 
had both the means and the skill to 
carry into effect, she was always doing, 
but never accomplishing her work, It 
was a want of perseverance. 
My little friends, it matters little 

what great things we unde rtake. Our 
glory is in what we accomplish. No- 
body cares for what we mean to do : 
but everybody will open their eyes, 
by-and-by, to see what men and 
women and little children have done. 

oman ARS SEE 

SPIRITUAL GROWTH, 

Charles Kingsley has said, * If a tree 
1s not growing, iv is sure in the long 
run to be dying.’ And so are our 
souls. If they are not growing, they 
are dying ; if they are not getting bet- 
ter, they are getting worse. This is 
why the Bible compares our souls to 
trees, not out of a mere pretty fancy 
of poetry, but for a great deep, world- 
wide lesson, that every tree in the 
field may be a pattern, a warning to 
us thoughtless men, that as that tree 
is meant to grow, so our souls are 
meant to grow. As that tree dies un- 
less it grows so the soul's spiritual life 
must die unless it grows, 
The importance of having a vigorous 

spiritual life, of having it abundantly, 
was ably enforced in one of our city 
pulpits on a late Sabbath. It being 
zenerally admitted there is a spiritual 
life, and that it is capable of growth, 
a moment's reflection upon what spir- 
itual life is, and to what perils it is 
exposed, the need of its being kept ina 
healthy, vigorous tone is obvious, As 
the delicate, feeble, physical frame is 
especially exposed to disease, so the 
feebly, sickly spiritual life is in special 
danger of being overcome by the temp- 
tations of the world. Exposure to dis- 
ease that the vigorous constitution will 
meet unharmed, will successfully assail 
the weak. Temptations to evils that 
those with abundant spiritual life re- 
sist without injury, seriously imperil 
the feeble in spiritual attainments, The 
times are presenting many conspicu- 
ous examples of those who, professing 
a spiritusl life, have it so feebly de- 
veloped, so little of a healthy, vigor- 
ous tone that it is overcome by the de- 
ceitfulness of riches, the pride of life, 
and lust of other things. In the exi- 
gencies of life i: is found wanting, and 
Christ is betrayed in the house of His 
friends. To insure efficiency in spir- 
itual life in these davs, it must be 
vigorous and abundaut, 

SUN I. XE": 

Assurance Company, 
Head Office=MONTREAL. 

The rapid progress made by this Company may be seen from the 
following Statement : 

INCOME, ASSETS. Lire ASSURANCES 
IN FORCE. 

1872.........848,210.93.........8546,461.95. . . ..£1,076,350.00 
1674... ..:0. "64,008.88. 5. i... 62136281". 1,86,4392.00 
Lh PAAR | adie Eg 715,944.64. 2.214,093.00 
Cd TARR 127,506.87. ........ 773,895.71... ....... 8,874,688.43 
3800, + cre oon SEE AUREE 45 00s 2H PINISR 085i cttio + 8 3,881,479.14 
1888 ivi. ci. SBA BALES. .ovn Ul 107907708. «iis aay 5,849,889.19 
ROBE. id 278,379.65... vo. 1,274,397.24 . ...... 6,844,404.04 
1880. iv tu vi 319,987.06........1,411,004.33, 7,930,878.77 

THE SUN 
Issues Absolutely Unconditional Life Policies. 

THOMAS WORKMAN, 
President, 

J. B. GUNTER, 

R. MACAULAY, 
Managing Director, 

General Agent. 
61 Prince William St., St. John, and Queen Steeet, Fredericton, N. B. 

Yerxa & Yerxa 
——= DEALERS IN — 

GENERAL GROCERIES. 
IN STORE: 

50 Bbls. good Halifax Sugar. oe esis 
s ALSO: 

30 half chests Breakfast English Tea. ..55%. % 
cents per 1b., or 5 1bs. for $1.00, 

We keep our Stock Fresh and New. 

We are giving 20 Ibs. of th 

Call and see us 
before buying. 

Second door above People's Bank, 

Fredericton, Queen St, No. 156 
YHEHRXA & YERXA. 

McMurray & Co. 

BOOKSELLERS, 
STATIONERS, 

AND DEALERS IN 

PIANOS,ORGANS AND SEWING 
MACHINES. 

We handle only first-class Instruments, 
which we sell at very low prices and on 
easy terms. WE EMPLOY NO AGENTS, but 
give the large commission paid agents to 
the buver. 

Call and see our Stock, or write Jor Prices 
and Terms. 

WE MAKE A SPECIALTY OF ORGANS 
Having furnished over twenty churches 

in New Brunswick and Nova Scotia with 
Urgans, for which we make a special dis- 
count beth to the church and clergyman. 
Any person in want of any of the above 

Goods, will find it to their advantage to 
write us for prices, terms, etc, 

McCMURRAY & CO. 
P. 8.—Reference, by permission, to the Editor of this Paper, who has two of our 

Organs in his Church, 
MoM. & Co. 

FREDERICTON. marl0 ly 

NEW CARRIAGE RUGS 
AND WRAPS. 

An Extra Nice Stock New Styles and 
Patteras in 

FINE REVERSIBLE AUSTRIAN 
GS; 

REVERSIBLE FINE ALL - WOOL STRIPED RUGS ; 
EXTRA LARGE HEAVY YORK. SHIRE RUGS : 
FINE ALL - WOOL CANADIAN 
SOFT, HANDSOME AND STYLISH RUGS ; 
NEW FRINGED RUGS, EXTRA 
VALUE; 

CHILDREN'S CARRIAGE RUGS, 
MALLSIZES ; 

FRINGED SCOTCH RUGS, HEAVY 
AND WARM ; 

PLUSH RUGS, MUCH UNDER 

THE NEW GROSVENOR RUG 
WATERPROOF s 
a BLE RUBBER axp FANCY 

GS; 
THE NEW (SELF - ADJUSTING) 
RUBBER RUG ; 

And a large Stock of extra good value in 
low priced Goods. 

MANCHESTER, 
. ROBERTSON 

& ALLISON. 

DAILY. 

oct 

ee 

TO OUT OF TOWN 

CUSTOMERS. 

Special Advertisement, 
HE UxsvavNpriep WHITE SHIRT 

A at $1.00, manufactured by MAN. 
CHESTER,ROBERTSON & ALLISON, 
St. John, has now become a standard pro- 
duction, giving employment to a great 
many of our own people. It is a better 
Shirt in every way than any imported 
garment that can be sold for the price. 
We claim that this Shirt is a perfect fit- 

ting garment, every size being proportion. 
ate throughout. 

It is made from an extra quality of 
White Cotton ; the Linen in Fronts and 
Cuffs, is specially selected for its good 
wearing qualities, Every Shirt is Re- 
enforced or made with a Double Thick- 
ness of Cotton in Front, where the strain 
of the Braces is most felt, and the best 
workmanship is used on every part—Sizes 
134 to 18 inch neck--Buy the same size 
neck for Shirt as you wear in collar. 

SPECIAL, 
As there Shirt: may now be had from 

dealers (to whom we allow a Sy small 
discount) in wany of the principal towns 
of New Brunswick, Nova Scotia and Prince 
Edward Island, at the same price as if 
bought direct from us, viz., $1.00 each 
out of town customers can save express 
charges by buying from their local dealers. 
Be sure and ask for MANCHESTER, 

ROBERTSON & ALLISON'S White 
Unlaundried Shirt, at $1.00, 
Try one as agample and you will be 

convinced it is the best value in the Do- 
minion. 
M. R. & A. will send one Shirt as sam- 

ple, post free, to any part of the Dominion 
on receipt of $1.00, Give size of Collar 
worn when ordering, 

Manchester, Robertson & Allison, 
apr7 27 & 29 KING STREET, 

A PROMPT AND 
RELIABLE CURE 

For Cholera Morbus, 
Cholera Infantum, 

Colic, Diarrhcea, 
Dysentery, and all Summer Complain s of Children 

or Adults. BUTTER, POTATOES. wv savas 55, sveseistes, 
B. MEAL, 

TORONTO, ONT. 

AND ALL KINDS OF SEASONABLE | CLIFTON HOUSE, 

COUNTRY PRODUCE, 

P. NASE & SON, 

GROCERIES & HARDWARE, 
| INDIANTOWN, ST. JORN,N.B | 

74 Princess AND 143 GERMAIN Sts, 

SATNT JOHN, N. B. 

A. N. PETERS, ProprriETOR. 

TELEPHONE COMMUNICATION. 

HEAtep BY S1EAM THBOUGHOUT, 
Jan201y 
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