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GE Wa So She inc of Np, these two strangers. I felt ashamed | wy, on Jesus washed my sins away. | Grandma Payson looked up quick. | pia 

SAFES tho tooth of § driving storm, of myself as I compared my pretty, | He taught me how to wateh and pray, ly from her knitting and said, hid 
og og ees nk Sap . modern home with her plain, even | And live rejoicing every day. earnestly: Girls, you cannot look | Sipe ows 

gd 2 drs Ee Rr "| bare little house, but to her I know | Happy day ! happy day!” | forward and see the influence that | as fair, Faterecas a. ics on | love made 1t seem a palace. : | Northwestern. this one girl may have in the world. od the ne 

And gave us the living bread. | You'll not mind now, my dinner’s a I can look backward and see the \) \; 
on, if I put the kettle on for your CHO RISEN ou SEE influence of another young girl who 0 gete® And father wa 

We know his look in our Jeade~'s face, laces. I know the sun is going to RA . | was converted under similar circum. \o\w And he war 
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bowed, ta said ae she brought out another large | © 500%, ‘anguid with ifiness and |, same remarks then that you are | Positively Cares Diphtheria, Croup, Asthma, Bronchitis In Ge We heard his “Come to Me !’ 3 
Nobody saw him lift the latch, 
And nore unbarred the door; 

But ‘ Peace ” was his token to every heart, 

And how could we ask for more? 

Each of us felt the load of sin 
From the weary shoulder fall ; 

Each of us dropped the load of care, 
And the grief that was like a pall ; 

And over our spirits a blessed calm 
Swept in from the j sper sea, 

And strength was ours for toil and strife 

In the days that were thence to be. 

© It wes only a handful gathered in 

To the little place of prayer, 

Outside were struggle # nd pain and sin, 
But the Lord himself was there; 

He came to redeem the pledge he gave— 
«Wherever his loved ones be, 

To stand himself in the midst of them, 

Though they count but two or three, 

And forth we fared in the vitter rain, 

And hearts had grown 80 warm, 

It seemed like the pelting off Summer 
flowers, 

And not like the crash of a storm. 

"Twas a time of the dearest privilege 

Of the Lord's right hard,” we said, 

As we thought how Jesus himself had come 
To feed us with living bread. 

—Congregationalist 

A Kettle Saint, 

Set down, Mis’ Norton, while I 
lift off this kittle, 

I was glad to rest, even in the 
hot little kitchen of my poor neigh- 
bor. The east wind had given me 
neuralgia outside, and Bettie ny 
girl, bad just broken a valuable 
platter and given me some rude 

ay 

words about it, which gave me 
neuralgia of the inner man. My 
usually indulgent husband had de 
clared expenses must be reduced, 
and hinted his mother did her own 
work, besides rearing eight children. 
Now, the modern woman, with 

thousand demands on time and | 

strength her foremothers never 
dreamed of, hates above all things 

to hear of their doing more than the 
= | 

busy women of to-day. I regret to 
say that I made some fitting reply, 
and—an almost unheard-of thing 
John slammed the door and went off 

without the good-by kiss. Of course, 
I was not in the humor to get the 
children off to school in the pleasant 
est way, and I was thankful enough 
when baby fell asleep (he had fussed 
all night) aud I could run out in the 
open air a moment. It was damp 
and chilly, but T wanted some fine 
laces done up, aud, even more, 
wanted to see some 

| 

one who would 
1 9 i 2 | ” < rub the tur the rigl way, a8 Somd 

| 1 - 
peopie know just 

What have you in that kettle 
Phebe ? 1 asked We knew encl 

other in the country as girls. The: 
was no sucial difference the Now 

I live on a front street nd on 

1S bad kk one, 

Ste laughed her old chee ry laugh 

One of my big boys has a cough, 
and I'm max ng him some medicine. 
Don’t 1ts piney smell minke you think 
of the woods back of the schoo!- 
house ? 

Yes, now you speak of it, though 
I thought it dis:grecable at first, 

Well, a good breeze will soon take 
it away, was her cheerful answer, as 
she carried the kettle to the shed. 
Back with auvother in 
which was a generous soup bone 
My folks are taking more soup than 
usuul this week, ‘cane Grandma 
Perkins needs it. She's sick, you 
see, and my blessed boys, every one 
of em, agie-d to go without pie an 
live a little lighter to keep her till 
she gets around. 

I declare, Phebe, if you don’t 
find more ways to help people on 
your small income, I rephed. Bat 
you really ought to give up keeping 
boarders ; it mukes you ‘80 much 
extra work, and don’t pay half as 
well, at the prices you ask those 
boys, as doing up laces. 

[ know it, she admitted, but I 
may want tome one to mother my 

boys some time, if they are alone in 
a big city. I don’t mind giving up 
the front room upstairs, nor letting 
them have a fire evenings and Suu 
days, for it keeps them out of tempt 
ation. You'd feel like crying to ree 
the bare attic room, and the vile 
stuff they got to eat when they 
boarded, for they can’t afford, out of 
their b ginning wa_es, to pay wore 
than two dollars a week, all to'd 
They Lelp ue with the work at night 
for their washing, and their mend 
ig isn’t wuch. The letter I sot 
from Jim’so!d mother last week paid 
for the extras. Think, Mis’ Norton. 
he’s give up cards and smoking since 
he came here, 

she came 

ereryway, to live ina rough life. | 
On, I’m glad to bave’em, and her fice 
shone with a satisfaction that was 
vesiing to sce, y-t broughu a mist in 
ny eyes not exvctly caused by the 
steawing kettle before m+, 1 knew 

Joe's too de ieate, | 

| 

| 

| 

kettle. 
If any one would suspect the sun 

of any good intentions to-day it 
wou!d be you, Phebe, I said, laugh- 
ing myself. Don’t those heavy 
kettles tire you? You used to suffer 
with your back, I remember. 

[ do yet, she admitted. I hope 
some time Ben will get work enough 
80 we can save enough to get a stove 
with a boiler on. This does very 
well, though, for the price we paid. 
It was old-fashioned when we went 
to housekeeping, but I'm glad I've 
plenty of kettles. It saves time. 
Phebe, you make me ashamed of 

myself. It's hard enough for me to 
get along with hot and cold water at 
my hand, and a girl to lift my 
kettles for me, they are so trying— 
not the kettles. Ben ought to fill 
them for you, anyway. 

He's poorly now, and he’s tired 
when he gets home, for be’s got some 
work now. He's an awful good 
husband, is Ben, aud he ain't got 
any bad habits, save chewing to 
keep off the stomach trouble. 

I never had any patience with 
slow, good-natured Ben, who was 
as great a contrast to my energetic 
ausband ag could be imagined, Yet 
I really believe Phebe thinks she 
has the best husband in the world. 
As for kettles, Phebe went on as 

she put the last heavy one on the 
polished stove, my life’s among them, 
and I'm used to it. As I say to 
mother when she complains about 
Ben's not earning more, he's what 
the Lord gave to me, and I’m satis. 
fied. I'm only too thankful to get 
work enough to help keep the chil- 
dren in school. Providence is awful 
good to me and mine, Mary, or I 
suppose I should suy Mis’ Norton, 
and she hummed alittle tune as she 

| stirred the fire in the cracked stove, 
“1 Mamma, came from the bed room 

off the kitchen. 

Yes, my lamb, was the quick 
answer 3; and how that plain, 

| freckled face became glorified with 
the lcok of love that flashed over it. 
Out she came with her youngest in 
her arms—a beautiful child, such as 
painters dream about; great blue 
eyes, with a look as if they saw 
moire than we could understand ; 
soft, sunny hair falling around a 
fair, sweet face ; but alas! the tiny 
feet Phebe held to the warmth 
would never walk. 

Don’t the darling grow prettier 
and sweeter every day ? she asked 

, TY 

proud'y. He's so good, too. Never 
Cries, even when he’s mal sick. Ben 

| and me wish he f SOM ¢ would fret 
times when he hurts, it’s so pitiful 

the lamb-like way he tO See Laie i 

| bears pain, nestling so close, and 
looking so stil ll and w hite. He says 
papa and m Pi] ima, Loo, 80 pretty. 
I'hey’re all precious, the girls in 
heaven id the boys here; hut 
Bennie’s the dearest of all, Hel 
always be mother’s baby. 

I thought of my own strong, rest 
less baby, and how ungrateful I was 
over the care he made, 
with (ss 10 my eyes as | answered: 
Yes, Pheeb | he’s the most beautiful 
child T ¢ver saw, 1 must hurr. 
back to my baby. | was tired and 
discouraged over my little burdens, 
and you've lifted them all by the 
way you bear your heavier ones. 
God bless you, Phabs, for the good 
you do me ! 

Why, Mary Pepper, how you talk, 
she said in surprise. 1 never could 
talk religion like other folks, 1 ain't 
gifted and educated you know. 1f 
you feel better, it’s baby’s face, Ile 
belps me, too. Come over soon, 
dear, she said, her {ce shining as 1 
kissed her good bye. There, Bennie 
love, I'll put you in the Ligh chuir 
whils 1 finish dinner. Harry takes 
the old lady her dinner 
eats, 80 | have to be rea ly. 

and rose 

before he 

He's a 
boy, if he is fv. of mischief. 

Theres the sun, I to'd you so, 

LAL youl 

The sun never gets quite cut of 
Might from my kettle sain, Phoebe 
Joues, 1 said to myse'f, hurrying off. 
She thanks God for iis providence 
in her poverty while most of us 
grow weary in our abundance. I 
met her Ben going home, a general 
good-for-nothingness enveloping him 
like a garment. Farther on two 
school boys were hurrying toward 
the little cottage, They were no: 
well dressed like wy boys, but 
Phebe might well rejoice in them. 
As I turned the corner 1 wet the 
two f.ctory young men, black aud 
grimy with work. ‘They, too, were 
eager for the good plain dinner and 
cheery welcome that awaited them. 

| Yes, the sun had come out, and the 
ust glimpse I had of my saint she 
was stooping in the sunvy window 
to snateh a Liss from the little one 
thera. Her hands were full of com. 
mon dishes, but in the sunlight she 
looked like a glorified Madonna with 

hard work, and longing for the op- 
portunities to preach the Gospel 
which his lack of strength denied 
him. It was a sunny day, but the 
veranda was cool and shaded. The 
air was sweet with the perfume of 
flowers, and there were curious 
people, sirange ights and sounds 
enough to have attracted the atten- 
tion of one not accustomed to lite in 
a heathen city, 

But the missionary’s thoughts 
were busy with a little band of 
native Christians who were about to 
gather for instruction from the 
Word of God, and with whom, alas ! 
he could not mcet ; and then with 
the crowds of heathen on the streets, 
thronging the temples and the 
bazaars. 
Day after day he had stood among 

these crowds, telling them the sweet 
story of a Saviour’s love, selling or 
giving them Christian books and 
and parts of the Bible. How much 
they remembered of what he said, 
how many had read the little books, 
he did not know ; yet he loved to 
think that in this way the Gospel 
had found its way to many hearts 
and homes. But to-day all this 
must be left to other hands, Close 
beside him was a palm leaf, large 
and clumsy, but a comfort in a 
climate like that of India. 

Its beauty is not in its shape, 
thought the missionary, but I would 
like to send it on a message. I be- 
lieve I'll try an experiment. 
Taking an iron pen he traced on 

the broad leaf the story ot Christ's 
life, cf his death for sinners and his 
gift of everlasting hfe. 

Atter the meeting was over, the 
natives came flocking in to see the 
teacher. Among them wus a nev. 
comer, a stranger who had follov ei 
on into the compound, eager io 
gratify a curiosity which had been 
awakened by the singing of the 
hymns. The missionary was too 
weary to talk, but hé g.ve the fan 
to the unknown visitor, told him 
there was a message on it for him, 
and bade him come the next day 
for an explanation, 
The next day came, but not the 

native. The missionary gradually 
regained his strength, spent his life 
in India, and finaily died. But he 
never heard again from his unknown 
visitor or the message on the fan. 
For all he knew to the contrary the 
‘experiment’ was a failure. Yet 
all the while that message was doing 
its work, 

Not very long ago another mis- 
prised by a 

| visitor who came not from curiosity, 

S10Nal y 1K India was SW 

f but with a message from one of the 

if any inissionaries have ever gone. 
{ The was himself the chief 
lor head man of this tribe, and he 

presented an earvest plea that a 
teacher might come and live with 

( bis people, to teach them the way of 
life. 
And what sort of a letter of in- 

| troduction do you think he brought 
| with him ? It was none other than 
the palmleaf on which, so many 

years before, the missionary had 
traced the story of Jesus’ love, worn 
almost to shreds by frequent 
readings, 

Where did you get this ? inquired 
the missionary. 
The Most Holy sent it to us, de- 

voutly replied the Hindu. 
Avd then followed a story more 

strange than any romance, how a 
chiof of a neighboring tribe had 
given it to him with the assurance 
that be had seen a holy man, who 
had put the message into his hands ; 
how Le had wept it a long time, how 
the pe p'e had given up idol wor- 
ship, « plum chewing and smoking, 
and in some cases the use of intoxi 
cating drinks, till now they we:e 
feeling the nacessity of leading a 
holy Life ard a desire to know more 
of the true Gud. 

All the tiibes about us, urged the 

chief, beg that some one way come 
to teach our people about the Lord 
Jesus Christ, and how we are t> 
love and serve him. All this bless. 
ing came from the missionary’s 
experiment, the messeng r fur vent 
out in its wissicn so long ago. You 
may have heard the story before, 
but its meaning is ever new. Itis 
ouly another version of an older 
story, wiitien thousands of years 
ago, which reads: 
“My word shall not return unto 

M» voil, but shall accomplish the 
thing whercunto I sent it.” — Mrs. 
l. E. Mead. 

RE Ly 
Only Cue. 

After a'l these meetings and so 
much ha d work, and only one eon- 
verted, and that one just a youug 
girl ! said Sirah Payson, sadly. 

It does seem very little, replied 

her friend ; but we wust not forget 

3 Y 3" 3 g oO ie o 

| tribes India, where few 

native 

making now, but : 8 time passed on 
she was warried to an unconverted 
man, and, according to ~he rules 
then in force, the was put back six 
wonths on prebation again, though 
she was then a member in full stand 
ing. 
O grandma! interrupted Sarah, 

how could she bear it? 
Because, said grandma, she was 

so loyal to her church, that all its 
rules were cheerfully obeyed. Be- 
fore the six mouths were past her 
husband was converted, and hence 
forth they walked side by side in 
the Christian pathway, They had 
a large family of children, who were 
all converted early in life. Two of 
the sons became useful and accepta- 
ble ministers of the Gospel, and the 
1°8t were active members in their 

- mother’s church. The geavdchildren 
« © traveling in the same way, and 
one has already been sent as a mis- 
sionary to a dista .t land. Looking 
forward through the coming years, 
who can estimate the influence of 
that one girl’s Christian life? So, 
my dears, do not mourn because 
there are no more, but rejuice and 
be glad that even one is added to 
the army of the Lord. 

ree ft Pm 

Talking Slang. 

This ‘sermonette’ is especially 
for you, dear girls. The advice 
could be put in three words,— Don’t 
do it. Possibly there might come 
an occasion—say once in a lifetime 
—when a gocd round bit of the 
genuine article ¢ slang’ would prove 
funny. But to hear vulgar words 
used by a gentle girl is almost in- 
variably shocking I remember 
passing two girls in the street, and 
hearing one of them say, ‘T’ll bet 
you a quarier.” It gave me a shiver. 
And when a group of school-girls fil] 
their conversation—as, alas! they 
often do—with one slang phrase 
after another, the effect on an out- 
sider is painfully disagreeable, 
The habit of talking slang grows 

rapidly. It is like reporting a bit 
of scandal. Have you never noticed, 
if you say an unkind word against 
a neighbor, how quickly a chance 
comes to say another? And with 
Just that same appalling ease a habit 
of using careless, coarse words in- 
creases. Weeds grow rapidly, 

; There is plenty of good, strong 
English to give expression to wit, 
drollery, indignation, or sympathy, 
without recourse to the phrases 
which belong to horse jockeys, gam- 
blers, tipplers, and vagab nds. The 
street Arab picks up slang as he 
does the ends of old cigars from the 
gutter. Surely, a well-bred girl is 

| not on the same level in her speech 
and roanner. Why should she use 
vu'gar words any more than she 
would stain her hands? 
There ought to be something akin 

to flowers in a fresh young gir), 
She needs not be prudish nor 
priggish. No one wishes her to y 
‘prunes and prisms’ to coax he: 
lips into the proper curves. But 
refined and dainty in speech as we 1 
as in dress she surely ought io le 
Won't vou think about it 
five minutes, and see if you do not 
agree with we t— Mary 8, McCobb, 
wn Harper's Young People. 

a 

For the sake of cach other, hu. - 
band and wife shou'd try to acquire 
the inestimable art of making duty 
seem pleasant, and even digappoint- 
went not 8» blank and crushing. 
They should be to each other like a 
bracing, frostv w*mosphere; without 
a suspicion of the element that 
chills nud pinches, 

pease 

Our murmurings and repinings 
arise from our ignorance. We see 
not the prec'pice or the pit on the 
otherside of the hedge or wall — Jay. 

3 Minard’'s Liniment cures 
Burns, etc. 

Che great luag healer 1s found in 
that excellent meliome sold «es Bickle’s 
Aunti-Consumptive Sviup. It soothes 
and diminishes the sensibility of the 
membiane of the throat and air Ps. 
sages, and is a sovereign remedy for 
all coughs, colds, hoarseness pain cr 
soreness in the chest, bronchitis, ete. 
It has cured many when supposed to 
be far advanced in eovsumytion. 

C. © Jacobs Pufllo, an employee 
of the U. 8 Express Co, says :— Dr. 
1 homas’ Eeleetrie Oil cured him of a 
bad case of Piles of 8 years standing, 
having triea almost every known 
remedy, ** besides two Bufislo Phy- 
sicians,”” without relief ; but the O01) 
eared him : he thinke it eanvot be 
recomines dod too highly, 

The puencwenal success of Ayer's 
Sarsaparilla started into existence a 
host of competitors. This, of course, 
was to be expected; but the effect has 
been to demonstrate the superior mer- 
ita of Dr. Ayer's preparation by a con- 

stautly increasing demand for it, 

ache, Nervous Headache, Sciatica, 

All who dey direct from us, and 
if not satisfied. Retail price by m 
United States or Canada. 

Whooping Cough, Catarrh, Influe Cholera Morbus, Diarrhoea, 
sons] gg te Back, Soreness in Body or Limbs, Stiff Joints and 

AS MUCH FOR INTERNAL AS FOR EXTE 
It is marvelous how many different complaints it will cure. Its og 4 
quickly. Healing all Cuts, Burns and Bruises like Magic. Relieving all manner of Cramps and 

ORICINATED BY AN OLD FAMILY PHYSICIAN. 
mall 8 Ci horien, 0 ace a. ec pe 
Valuable pamphlet sent free. I. S. JORNSON & CO. 

GENERATION AFTER GENERATION HAVE USED AND BLESSH 

Colds, Tonsilitis., Hoarseness, 
eumatism, Neuralgia, 7 

Taing, 

NAL USE 
point lies in the fact thay 

Chilly, 
at the money shall be pes, 

paid to any pen 

SUMMER DRY GOODS, 
Dress Goods: Sateens 

LACE AND LAWN FLOUNCINGS, 

PRINTS, GINGEAMS, ote, 

SILK, TAFFETA AND LISLE GLOVES, 

Ladies’ and Children’s COTTON HOSE, 
LADIES’ AND GENTS’ SUMMER UNDERWEAR, 

SUNSHADES, PARASOLS, etc, ete. 

TENNANT, DAVIES & CO, 
202 Queen Street, Fredericton. 

S54 S48 TO 

STOVES. 

book Ranges Stoves 

STOVES. 

Both to Burn Coal or Wood. 

ef Feeders Hall & Parlor Iie 
FOR COAL OR WOOD. 

Dining & Bedroom Stoves. 
For sale at the usual low prices. 

CALL AT i 

Eirl § 
STOVE WAREROOMS, 

= And examine his large and well-assorted 
stock of Stoves; 
just opposite the County Court House, 

QUEEN 

Remember the old stand, 

od i 

310 LI Assirance Company 3 
HEAD OFFICE-MONTREAL 
The rapid progress made by 

Statement : 

0: 

this Company may be seen from the following 

INcouE, ASSETS, Lire ASSURANCE 

MNBL $48,210.93.......... $546,461.96. .........81 076. 350.0 TURE ai 621,362.81. ......... 1.864 302.00 1876.............102,829.14.......... 716,944.84. 2,214, 093.43 VBE El 773,805.71. ......... 3.374 683.14 RRR Yd at 911,132.93. ... 3.881 478.09 BE ARERR Tt 1,073,677.94. ......... b.849.880.1 IRENE ia Lele 6,844. 404.04 1885...... Re $19,987.06... ..... LOLLSs. 7,030,878 77 1886. . .. Fora 37350081... 1,678,027.10.... °° 9,413,358 07 1887... . veers 495,831.64... ...., 1,760,004.48. . |. | 10'873 nn 09 TU SER ome Ld Nen 11.931 300.6 IY. ....i. BEN tabEs 2,22399079. .. 1" 17,164, 383.08 

Th SON ses Abul Gconitiw) Lig ul 
THOMAS WORKMAN, 

PRESIDENT 

Jg. B. CUNTER, 

16 Prince William St., St. John, and Queen; St. Fredericton, N. B 

R. MACAULAY’ 
AANAGING DIRECTOR 

Ceneral Agent. 

PORTRAITS, 
— FROM — 

Cabinet! to Life Size 
- BY 

HARVEY. 
Fredericton 

Studio — 164 Queen Street, 

WINDOW SASHES. 
COMPLETE and full lie of Win 
dow Sashes in stock. Primed and glazed and ready to be placed in frames. Also orders taken for dows, Ye. jor de very in ehort notice at 31.ces lower than usual It will bs to the luilders’ advan tage to buy Sishee ready glazed, at 

NEILL'S Hardware Store. 

HAYING TOOLS, 
Just recei: ed and in etock : 

*0 dozen Scythes ; 
HN Forks; 
2 '* »naths: 
2) *“ Fok Handles 
G0 boxes Mtones : 
200 dozen Hay Kakes ; 

1 car Grind St nes. 
Wholesale aud r tail, at 

NEILL'> Mardware Store. 
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