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Fear Not

MARGARET J BIDWELL.

All day I had toiled in the household,
Had grown weary in heart and brain,
As Lheard 'mid the lensthening shadows

The moaning and da=h of the rain,

Then out of the darkness eame trooping
The phantoms of Doult and Despair,

Till it seemed, tomy thrice-fevered fancy,
All tha goblins of Hades were there,

There was cold Unbelief in the corner,
With a heart and « face like stone,
As he whispered, “‘dow :trangely
cheated,
To belisve that God cares for His own

your

Then came Doubt, with an insolent’ wmurmur,
“Suppose that the promise is true,

How dare you, the least of God's creatures
Believe ‘twas intended for you ¥’

Then the Past, ““As you've sown so youn're
reaping,
You have frittered away vour best years,
There i« little to show fr the /1 aster ;
For your harvest there 18 nothing but
tears.’

Now the Fature, with visage appal ing,
Came creeping out to my view
And he whispered, ‘‘There's sickness, and
SOITOw,
And poverty waiting for you.

“Oh, where ix the G-d whom you trusted ?
He may give you a home by.and-by,

But the sofrows and cares of this earth-life,
You shall bear them alone till yoa die.”

Then I whispered, ‘‘Lord, save or I perish!"
Lo ! the goblins shrank back in affricht
While the room that
darkness

Was aglow with a beautiful light,

reemed shiouded in

And the silence seemed fi'led with music
Of a language my soui understands,

While there came to my fever-tossed spirit
The soft touch of the Crucified Hands,

Then I felt that in meekness and patience,
To the will of my God Icould bend,

FortheSaviour who loved and redeemed me,
Would console and protect to the en.
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Making it Hot,

Benoni Burns is a passionate man.
1f anybody don’t treat him just as
he thinks that he ought to be treat-
ed, he gets very angry, and his fav-
orite expression at such times is:
“I’ll make it hot for him.” .He has
had a chronic quarrel with bis
neighbor—Ichabod Adams. They
met one day last summer near the
division fence that separates their
fields. Each accused the other of
failing to keep his part of that fence
in order. From angry words they
might have come to blows if the
fence had not separated them. At
length, Benoni, almost beside him
self with rage, said : “I won’t de
mean myself by c'imbing over to
fight you, but Il give you some
thing to fight ; I'll make it hot for
you.” And with that he took a
lighted cigar from his moutn and
thrust it into the dry stubble in his
neighbor’s field. The wind was in
the right direction to suit his pur-
pose. 1t caught th« flame as soon
as it was kindled and bore it rapid-
ly toward Ichabod’s grain stacks.
He had no time to ntter the curses
which rose to his lip+, but hastened
to put out the fire. He called for
help, and his family and neighbors
ran to his assistance. While they
worked, Benoni walked leisurely
home and set down on his porch to
watch the contest. He had no fear
for his own stacks, as they were in
a distant field and the wind was
blowing away from them. But, of
ter a while, he saw that as the flames
were driven back by Ichabod and
his men they ran along the division
fence in the direction of his own

reap what we sow. The world is a
great echo canyon. What we say
comes back to us in echoes. If we
sing, we hear sngs: If we curse,
we get curses in return. If we sigh,
the whole atmosphere becomes vocal
| with sighs. Let us instead of mak-

ing it hot for those who injure us,
do good to all men, and we shall
find a reflex influence brightening

our own lives. Interest combines
with duty in teachiny us to be pa-
tient, gentle and forgiving'—Select

I//,
.
Living And Giving For Christ,

Is Mr. Grant iz ? said a young
Gerwan, of about twenty-five years,
a8 he entered my cffice, the other
day.

He is, said the
walk in.

clerk addressed,

Well, young man, what can I do
for you to-day 7
I want to give some money for

Bishop Taylor’s work.
I ama ways glud to receive money

for Bishop Taylor’s work; how
much do you wish to give ?

Seven fifty.,

[ began writing. Received of—

. seven dollars and—

Here the young man laid down a
hundred do!lar bill, and then anoth-
er, when [ asked hins : How much
dil I understand you to say !

Seven fifty, he replied, laying
down another hundred-dollar bill,

Do vou mean seven dollars and
fifty cents !

0, no, be said ; seven hundred and
fifry dollars

I was maz-d.

Can you afford this?

Yes.

Well, brother, I said. Jesus
done a great deal for you.
Yes, He has.

And his tears began to drop, and
mine, too, Silence was the only
out et to two hearts that had been
80 mysteriously and unexpectedly
brought together. At length, I said
in choked utterance :

You love the Lord, brother ;: but
can vou afford to do this for Jesus.
Yes I can afford to do anything
for Jesus.

3y this time the money was count.
ed, and we both felt very tender.
How I was made ashamed of the
little I had done for Christ and the
outside world, during all these years
of my professed Christian life! I
gave him a receipt, and was anxious
to know more about him.

How long have you been a Chris-
tian ? said 1.

If 1 mistuke not, he
four years.

What is your occupation !

I drive truck.

What wages do you receive !
Twelve dollars a week.

And you saved this out of your
earnings !

Yes ; I have some left.

But how do you do it !

[ lay away a little every week.

A gentleman present, said, 1 guess
you do not go to the theater !

Never was in one in my life,

[ said, I take it you do not drink
beer, or smoke ?

Never smoke, and -do not
the taste of liquors.

has

answered,

know

We parted ; but I did not cet
over the effoct of that meeting for
days ; and when I think of it now,

I am led to say with the poet :

Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were 2 present far too small ;
L(n\'v SO Wmazing, so (“\‘Hn'.

Demands my love, my life, my all.

He e is a practical lesson of lis ing

and giving for Christ—or giving our
lives to the Lord’s work. though, in
body, we are not in the foreign field.
This young wan is a real mission.

stubble-field. And then the wind
81ddenly changed, as the heat of a |
great fire will often change it, and |
lo, the flames were going swift as a
race-horse toward his own stacks.
Now he ran. He shoured for help.
But no one heeded his call and he |
reached the field on'y in time to see

| bright as though teaching the

ary, an example of self sacrifice, as

hea.
While
front, and
and follow
the call, others are needed on this
end of the line, both as w,\amp!vs of
holy living and holy giving ; of earn

then in their wigwams,
some aie called to the
heroically give up all,

his crop of grain ail ablaz-. Ichabod
saved his crop. And when the ﬁn‘s
that threatened it was subdued: he |
and his friends sat on the fence and |
watched Benoni in his frantic «fforts |
to stop the flames, which he himse!f |

had kindled, Some of them

were

80 unfeelingastoshout : “Ho. Beno. |
ni, you made it hot for Ichabod, |
but how about yourself ! ‘
That happened months ago, But |

ever since, though Benoni is as pas
sionate as ever, he has not once said |
“I'il make it hot for you.” He l
knows the retort that would be
flung into his face. But does not the
incident illustrate a princip'e? 1Is
it not true that we can not inflict
suffering upon o:hers in anger anid
revenge without inflicting suflering
aleo on ourselves? If we made a
hot atmosphere wa have to live in
it. If we quarrel with our neigh.
bour, and thus distuib the paace
and quiet of the communiy, we
have to whirl in ths social turmoil.
This is especially true in'the home
circle. Let one member of a family
try to make it hot for any . other
member or members, and he changes
the home into an infernal caldron
in which he must be broiled or
roasted with the rest. On the other
hand, how true it is that a soft an-
swer turneth away. wrath, We

ing for Christ, and giving it cheer-
tull_v. for his servicze. Wedical Ms

| stonary,
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Personal ktfort.

I was in college. I had returned
to the University after a six-months

campaign of teaching. I was occu-

was as yet unconverted.

pressed,

to college—this was in the spring
of 1855H-—-a very intimate college
friend callel upon me, and, having
engaged me inconversation for a
while conc-rning things mo-e oy less
in fifferent, he managed deftly to
divert the talk to the religious 1n-
terest which had of late been quite
extensively prevailing up at the
college. Not unnaturally, whatever
uppertained 1o the college boys in.
terested e at once, and accordingly
as my friend alluded now to this
siudent, now to that sne of our mu-
tua! acquaintance, who had recently
evinced a marked interest on the
subject of religion, my curiosity was
piqued, and even my sympathies
were enlisted; for, strangely,though

irreligious myself,
gratified, not to say deliguted, to
hear of others, and particularly my
young friends, being converted. My

visitor, it need hardly be said, was a,

Christian young man ; but his re-
lhigious life in college had hot hith-
erto been pronounced, and I was
deeply moved when he, incidently,
yet very sincerely, admitted in the
course of our conversation that his
life, his example before me, had not
in all respects been what a Chris-
tian’s ought to kave been. He
added, with real feeling, that he
had lately been reclaimed, and he
certainly intended to be more faith-
ful in the future. After something
like thirty minutes had been thus
occupied, my friend arose and took
his hat to withdraw. As yetnot a
word had been said to me on the
subject of personal religion. No
suspicion had been awskened in my
mind that he was really angling for
me. Said he, as he stood, hatin
hand, at the door, “I understand
that your class has a very interest-
ing prayer-meeting in one of the
boys’ rooms—Kent's I believe—
to-morrow afternoon at three o'clock,
and,” said he, with the blandest and
most genial smile possible, “if I were
you I would drop in.” Said I, in-
stantly replying, “I will.” And
now comes the strangest feature of
the whole transaction. In that
self-same moment a flash of spirituai
licht seemed to pervade my whole
being. A wave of spiritual joy
rolled over mysoul. Hardly had
the voice of my visitor died away
on my ear, ere a “stiil small voice ”
—the voice of conscience as brood-
ed by the Spirit—was already whis-
pering to me of pardon through the
blood f Christ. It seemed to me
as if a good frien1, a kind mentor,
who had been following me up, and
tenderly admonishing me for years
to do better than I was doing, was
now laying his hand gently on my
shoulder, and, with an ineffable
smile, eaying, “That is right, right
at last.” Andso had I almost in-
advertently found “sweet peace in

believing "— Rev. R. H. Howard.,
— .-
A Little True Story.

Four stalwart men sat around the
fire in the old homestead in Conn-
ecticat. They had come home for
a family reunion, bringing their
wives with them. They wereall on
the bright side of thirty-five, and
altogether a ‘“very likely” set—hon-
est, upright, industrious, Christian.
Their mother, a vigorous woman
for her years, welcomed them, and
could nct do enough for them to
make their home-coming pleasant.
Tueir father had been many years
dead.

One of the daughters-in-law, in
moving around the room, paused at
the window to look out on the
landscape. It was snowing heavily,
but there was no wind. Across the
road that ran past the house she
saw a big wood-pile, and at the
wood-pile was a woman usingthe axe.
She looked more closely : it could
not be Ler husband’s mother ! She
looked again through the blinding
flakes. Yes, certainly it was the
m.other of these four stalwart men.

She crossed the room to where
her husband was sitting, led him to
the window, pointed toward the
wood-pile, only saying :

*John, Jook at your mother !”

John quickly got his hat and
went to his mother’s aid, while his
wife pondered on what had made
her wonder through many years.
John was kind, true, a ‘good pro-
vider.” a just man : but he allowed
his wife, unless she protested against
it, to bring in the wood, to split the
kindling, to wade through the snow
in hanging out her clothes, to do
any kind of ha:d, rough work she
would do, while he sat quietly by
the fire and saw her do it. g

|
|
l
|
|
|

|
|

She had trained him, in a meas.
ure, to do his part of the chores
and relieve her, and when she saw
his old wmother splitting wood in the
snow-storm, rather than call on her
sons to do it, the understood how
her troubles had come about. The
mother had not brought up her bovs

I was alwaysl

The facts in this case were that
the owner of a mansion had earned
his fortune, dollar by dollar,
by steady hard work. Now
that he had earned it, much of his
time was given to considering and
relieving the wants of his poorer
brethren. He was sober, frugal aad
temperate.

The men outside were lazy me-
chanics who had chosen drink and
gambling in pool rooms instead of
work. They had their reward 1in

| rags and starvation.

The boys who read these lines

will soon take their places as citi-
zens of a nation where the antagon-
ism between the poor and the rich
is pushed by foolish and vicious men
to the point of actual combat. Let
them look at the matter as it is, un-
moved by false sentiment on either
side. A man who lives in a palace
is not necessarily a Dives, forge*ful
of God ; noris the beggar at his
gate sure of heaven merely because
he is & beggar. It was not his
poverty that carried Lazarus to
abraham’s bosom.

In this country there are a great
many men Jike George Peabody,
Asa Packer, Stephen Girard, John
Hopkins and Isaah Williamson, who
have accumulated great wealth by
hard, honourable work, and who
have devoted it to the help of hu-
manity. And there are countless
poor men who owe their poverty to
idleness, dishonesty, or love of liquor.

Learn to be just, boys, to the rich
as to the poor, and you will be lacking
in charity toneither. Ifycu bave in-
herited wealth, remember how hard
it is for those who put their ‘‘trust
in riches to enter the kingdom of
God.” If you are poor remember
that you are no more honest, estim-
able or devout because you are poor.

The man with five hundred dol-
lars a year may trust in his money
and exaggerate its value as truly as
the man with millions If you lie
or cheat for a single dollar, it soils
your soul the same as if it were all
the diamonds of Golconda.

et G .
An Illustration of Faith,

A man whose mind was much
perplexed d:eamed a dream which
seewed 1o him to explain the mean-
ing of the saving faith. He thus
reluted it to a Christian friend :

“I thought,” said he, “that I stood
on some desolate spot on the edge
of a steep cliff ; below, at a great
deptb, the sea wus dashing violently
aguinst the bottom of the cliff, 1
stood .with only half a footing on
the edge, when, in a moment, some-
thing—1I know not what—whirled
we over the precipice, and I found
myself falling downward into the
ocean beneath.

“But suddenly—how I cannot
tell—I thought I caught hold of a
crag in the sides of the cliff as I ws
falling past it, and there I hung
with one hand grasping a small
piece of rock. I hung afew seconds,
and then 1t seemed to me that the
crag wis crumbling in my fingers, or
breaking away from the side,

“What was [ to do? The next
second I must fall, and be dashed
to atoms. All at once [ turned and
looked behind me. There I saw a
figure dressed in pure white coming
toward me, and walking on the
water. He came nearer and near-
er, until he stood just underneath
w here 1 was hanging ; and, although
the distance was great, yet I could
see the expression of his counten-
ance, and that it was kind and gen-
tle. I could even see that our eyes
met, and instantly 1 heard him
whisper softiy upward to me, ‘Let
20, let go.” Ilet go, and fell into
his kind arms, and was saved.”

The pcor man undeistood his
dream thus : The craz was self-right-
eousness, and every false refuge that
crumbles in the grasp of the sinner.
He who came walking on the waters
was Jesus Christ, and the words
“Let go” were the same as ‘Give up
all eélse and believe in me,’

The man was right. Faith is
isimply the letting go of all other
| dependences and falling into the

:unnsof Christ. God help us all

| : x now, since 10 3 18 3 los
| to be considerate and helpful, and | T AR fime 18 to be lost, to

| to do lhvn'p:u'f in the zeneial work |

| of the household.
pying lodgings at some little dis-‘i
tance from the college premises. 1 |

!

There was |
| An unusual amount of religious in

: - -
Why They Were Poor,

Two ragged men with faces pinch-

: | ed by hunger, stupped the other ev.
terest 1n the community generally. |
but T as yer remained utte ly unim- ; one of our laige cities,
Oue Saturday afternoon |

eulog b-fore a stately dwelling in

the walls lined with books and pic-
tures, and prettily dressed children
playing. A grave old man, with
white hair alighted from his carriace
and entered the honse. k

One of the men muttered a curse
on the “b'oated aristocrats.” “Why
should they live in idleness on the
fat of the land, while you and [ toil
and starve 1”

Nov this was a hackneyed,
popular bit of pathos, which has
been effective since time began.,
The world invariably bestows its
sympathy upon the poor man out
in the cold and darkness, while it
'8 apt to suspect the rich man, simp-
ly because be is rich, of being a
ge!fish tyrant.

!
As the cur-
| tains were not drawn, they could

about three weeks afte y return | catch glimpses of a bright Inte: lor,

let go. The crag crumbles, the bil-
| lows roar and yawn beneath us ;
the next moment they may be our
grave, Let us say, then, to him
who is at our hand and who is ever
| willing and ready to save us—

| “*A guilty, weak, and helpless worm,
On his kind arms [ fall ;

Be thou my strength and righteousness
My Saviour and my all,"”’

Our Young People.
————"«’_ﬁ

The bitterest tears shed over
graves are for words left unsaid and
deeds left undone. “She never
knew how I iuved her.” *“He nover
knew what he was to me.” “] al.
wuys meant to make more of our
friendship.” Such words are the
poisoned arrows which cruel death
shoots backwards ut us frowm the
sepulchre.—H. B. Slowe.

—Infinite as are the varieties of
life, 86 manifold are the paths to
saintly character, he who has not
found out how directly, or indirect-
ly, to make everything converge to.
ward his soul’s sanctification, has as

yet missed the meaning of this life,
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Sheridan’s Condition Powder

absolutely pure and highly concentrated. One ounce is worth a pound of any other kind. Strictly &
:edlch:le. to given lnstm’a7 food, once daily, in small doses. Prevents and cures all diseases of hens,
Worth its weight in gold when hens are moulting, and to keep them healthy. Teat.lmonlals sent free
by mall. Ask your druggist, grocer, general store, or feed dealer for it. f you can’'t get it, send ag
once to us, Take no other kind. e will send stpaid by mail as f'?uomz:—‘A new, enl
clegantly illustrated copy of the “FARMERS’' POULTRY RAISING GUIDE” (price 25 cents; tells how
to make money with a few hens), and two small packages of Powder for 60 cents; or, one large 2 14
pound can and Guide, $1.20. Sample package of Powder, 25 cents, five for $1.00. Six large cans, express
prepaid, for §5.00. Send stamps or cash. L S. JOHNSON & CO,, 22 Custom-House Street, Boston,
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b00k Rangese Stoves

Both to Burn Coal or Wood.

Self Feeders Hall & Parlor Stoves

FOR COAR OR WOOD.

Dining & Bedroom Stoves

For sale at the usual low prices.
CALL AT

T MNEILL S

=  STOVE WAREROOMS,

And examine his large and well-asserted
stock of Stoves; Remember the old stand,
just opposite the County Court House,

s QLUEEN ST

._____1 O —

e () —

en per cent. Discount

ON THE FOLLOWING GOODS

DURING THIS MONTH.

PR | Y—

a0 s

4 g ‘aox

A
4

3848 TO 354

J

=

FURS, ASTRICAN JACKETS;

FUR LINED CLOAKS;

BLANKETS, COMFORTABLES ;

WINTER JACKET CLOTHS ;

WOOL SHAWLS ;

MENS’' and BOYS’ WOOL UNDERCLOTHING.

Discount for Cash Only.

OHN J. WEDDALL

2310 LG Assurance Compay 3

HEAD OFFICE--MONTREAL.

The rapid progress made by this Company may be seen from the following
Statement :
INcoue. ASSETS, LiFe Assurance
IN FORCE,
- AR IR $48,210.93.......... $646,461.95. . . ....... $1,076,350.00
L AR 0407888, ...... ... LR ... 1,864,302.00
AOEWL (s su v unedat SRR AR . aihia 715,944.64........ .. 2,214,093.43
L BRea bRty ANV .. ik TIRORTE.......... 3,374,683.14
SO+ o iins o b AR OO . e LIRS, ... ... 3,881,478.09
AR soe s SOMBRLYS. .. il G 1,079,677.9¢. ......... 5,849,889, 1
L B e 878,378,088, ... ....:x 1,274,397.2¢. ......... 6,844,404.04
B % E iisns o ais 319,987.05.......... 1,411,004.38. . ........ 7,030,878 77
L IR OTRIIIE cavsiiohs 1,673,087.10.......... 9,413,358 07
DO & o355k & bs 65 495,831.54.......... 1,750,004.48. ......... 10,873,777.09
ARG R SRR . .o B R T 11,931,300.6

The SON issnes Absolutely Unconditional Lo Pulicies

THOMAS WO%K-AI',‘N o
RESID

R. MACAULAY
ANAGING DIRECTOB

J. B. CUNTER Ceneral Agent.
16 Prince William St., St. John, and Queen St. F redericton, N. B

Mr LAWRENCE

OPTICIAN.

ILL beat WILEY'S DRUG
SI'O RE, 196 Queen Street, Fred-
ericton, on WEDNESDAY and THURSDAY,
g anuary 21st and 22nd, for the purpose of
tting persons requiring glacses f
kind of defective sight, " - fny
January 8, .

CLIFTON HOUSE.

74 Prvncess & 148 Germain Sts.,

SAINT JOHN, N.B

A. N. PETERS, PROPRIETOR.;

TELEPHONE COMMUNICATION,

HEATED By DTEAM 1 HROUGHGUT

-

JANUARY 29

——————————————————

Save

If you wish to
From the sou;
You muset teack
Ere to manh

Kindly words ¢
Gently scatte
Will do very m
From the evi

Do not say you's
Or you have 1
Is the evil one 1
Seeds of deat

There is surely
Of the childr
Who would gla
To the warni

Let us labor for

Labor loving
For the good t
In the future

Two £

The little
and conseque
Never before
80 unpromisir
she looked
winter afternt
of disgust, an
of the long e«
her. For the
a ** city girl,”
drove every d
In summer sh
that was de
long winter
storms set in
least, not eny
were blocked
slippery witl
nearly impass

She was a
said that of h
added and su
think her sch
who did not e
and whether
you must jud
in mind that
qualities mig]
drive of four
prospect of a
wholly smoky

On the p
Fowler had t
the road, wh
arrival at the
horse kicked,
rolled out on
Then the har
the driver
farmhouse fo
it, the strong
the hill, stri
wraps, while
patiently. |
was not smok
the fire was o

The man w
warming the
sidered his p
kindled the
back to his h
dence and th
complete his
this morning
snmv-balling
battle, while
their endeav
with wet wor

tinguishing 1

Not a che
must admit.

After the
sauntered in
ly manner.
finishing tou
were making
ly and each
air and garm

Of course
“‘ passing,” ¢
disorder cou
and when tl
sided many
teacher may
until at last
was grouped
alr-tight, as
ed it.

The first
dismal fail
which nonec
Hayseed flu
gap with s-u

A class in
lornly. Sor
were brougt
Cromwell m
and behead
Another—t!
was prime n

Originalit

the young g
the situatic
ranges, an
Rome was '
wma'am, ten
interesting
school ma’a
to their seat
the magnifi
with' the sq
ment.

At recess
flock (black
rushed in &
almost on e
of some of



