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For Jesus’ Sake, 

but full of sweetest Three little words, 

meaning, 

Three little words that heart can scarce- 
ly hold, 

Three little words, but on their import 
dwelling, 

What tenderness of love do they unfold ! 

“For my sake” 
the needy. 

On earth this was my work ; 

thee ; 

It thou wouldst follow in thy Master's 
footsteps, 

Take thou and bear my cross and learn of 
me, 

cheer the suffering, help 

I give it 

“Por my sake” let the harsh word die 
unuttered, 

That trembles 

tongue ; 

* For my sake ” 
feeling 

Which rises when thy brother does thee 
wrong 

on the swift impetuous 

check the auick rebellious 

“ For my sake” press thou with all patience 
onward, : 

Although the race be hard, the battle 

loag; 

Within thy Father's house are many 
mansions, 

There thine - own voice shall join the 

victor's song. 

And if in coming daysthe world 
If ‘for my sake” 

lces, 

Bear on, faint heart, 

before thee ; 

They only wear his crown who share his 

; Cross, 

revile tl ee, 

thou suffer pain aud 

thy Master went 
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ANGELS UNAWARES, 

A True Incident, 

BY LEIGH YOUNGE, 

The chill November rain had been 
falling all day, until by night the 
earth was soaked, and the wind 
blew so that one could scarcely keep 
his footing. The night was dark as 
pitch, when a forlorn-looking man 
slowly ploughed his way down what 
is called in Kentucky a dirt road. 
It was literally almost ploughing, 
for the stiff clay had become liquid |, 
mud. 
“A nice fix I'm in now,’ he said 

to himself, ‘to have gotten myself 
lost among these mud roads, but 
there's a light ahead ;’ and he push. 
ed on with vigor to the farm-house, 
where the lamp shone like a beacon 
to the weary traveler. And worn 
and weary he was when he reached 
it, with just enough strength left to 
give a rap at the door, 

Who's there?’ called the 

from within, as ke unbarred the 
door. Just behind him stood his 
wife, with a candle in her hand. 

‘Who's there?’ called the man of 
the bouse again, as the rays from 
the candle fell on the muddy figure 
before him, 

“Can you give a night's shelter to 
& man who has got belated and lost 
his way?’ asked the stranger, 

The keen eye of the old farmer 
viewed the di-re putable-looking 

person st: anding in the shelter of the 
porch, and he said, in a surly tone : 
‘No I can’t; I don’t keep a hotel, 

nor give shelter to tramps, 

farmer 

‘But I have nowhere to go,’ 
pleaded the stranger, in a feeble 
voice, ‘and it’s a bad night to b> 
abroad without a shelter.’ 
*It is a wild night, and no mis 

take,” said the farmer, with seme 
Bigns of relenting in his voice, as he 

looked out into ‘he darkness and 
the rain. But before the stranger 
could speak, Mrs. Jones, who evi- 

dently looked with disfay or upon 
the softening manner of herhusband, 
ga d quickly : 

*I wish you would shut the door, 
busband ; the wind’il blow the light 
01t ; and as for the man, it’s not our 
business to find a place for him. 
It’s as much as we can do to keep a 
roof over our own heads, let alone 
taking care of all the tramps that 
come along. Besides, how do I 
know but he might murder us in our 
beds.’ 

A faint smile came over the face 
of the so-called tramp, who looked 
scarcely like a murderous person, so 
weak and faint he seemed. The 
farmer hesitated, and then said : 

‘1 tell you what ; you can go in 
the shed yonder, but there ain’t any 
room for you in he house ;’ and the 
door was shut in his face. 

Ruefully the man looked at the 
open door of the shed, but it was 
dark, damp and dirty, and the pains 
in his limbs were increasing ; £0 he 

shook his head, and tramped on for 
another half mile, perh: aps ; then, 
shining through the trees, he saw a 
light like a star. 

“There's another house,” he said 
to himself. ‘I mig ght try again 
but how do I know but the wll turn 
me out like a dog, tno! However, 
I cavnot die here;’ and on he 
plunged. Stumbling over the gate, 
he found the entrance, and had just 
strength to give a faint rap at the 
door. 

‘It's a wild night, and no mis- 
take, I tell you, mother,’said Farmer 
Moore, stretching out his hands over 
the blaze, as a gust of wind blew the 
bare, brown branches of a great tree 
against the window-pane. ‘Gud 
pity the poor who have no shelter. 
I am thankful for the roof over our 

| restoring 

heads, though how Jong we shall 
keep it, God only knows.’ 

‘ This dreadful mortgage,’ answer- 

ed the wife; ‘and it would be so 
little to some people—only five 
hundred dollars | It does seem hard 
in our old age. But God will take 
care of us, hushand, Keep up heart, 
he'll not desert us in our need. But 
don’t that sound like somebody 
knocking at the door! Just listen.’ 
They listened, but nothing could 

be heard but the howling of the 
wind. 

‘I don’t believe it was anything 
but the wind,’ said he. 

‘Suppose you go and see, anyway,’ 
said she ; ‘I’m sure I heard some- 
thing.’ 
As he unfastened the door, a great 

gust almost extinguished the light. 
‘I told you there wasn’t anything, 

mother,” he said, peering into the 
darkness. 

Just then his foot touched some- 
thing, and, sogping, he cried : 

*Sure enough! Here's a man; 
and he’s dead or dying.’ 

‘ Bring him in, and let's see,” she 
answered, 

So into the warm room they 
' brought the wayfarer, and with hot 
flannels and stimulants succeeded in 

him from the faintness 
which, from exposure, had overcome 
him, 

‘ Where am 1%’ he said, raising 
himself with difficulty and strug: 
gling to rouse his recollection. ¢ Ah, 

yes, I know ; they turned me_ from 
the other place tv die like a dog, 
and then I remember knocking at 
your door ; 1 must have fainted on 
the step, and you good Samaritans 
took me in; God will reward you 
for it," and be sank down into uncon- 
sciousness again 

‘ What'll we do with him, wife ; 
make him a bed here on the floor?’ 
asked Mr. Moore. 

‘ No,’ she answered, ¢ it's too hard; 
the poor fellow’s in for a spell, and 
it'll go pretty hard with him I'm 
a-thinking. No ; take him upstairs, 
I'll take care of him; maybe we'll | 
never have another place where we 

can nurse a poor-creature, but as | Tpy 
long as we have we'll use it., 

So up into the clean, though | 
homely, chamber, where had died 

the only son of the old couple, they 
carried the tramp, and laid him on 
the white bed, and there for long 
days and nights the good woman 
nursed him, 

His old clothes were brushed and 
cleaned and laid away ; his name, as 
they found from a letter in his 
pocket, was John Earle. But more 

than this they did not know, for 
with a scrupulous delicacy they had 
put away unopened the packet of 
papers which had been found in his 
pocket ; that they might have found 
the relatives of the sick man from 
his papers, and perhaps they ought 

to examine them, had never occur- 
red to these simple- minded people. 
The papers were not theirs, and 

| » » 

| they bad no ight to pry iuto 
annther’s affairs because he was un 
able to prevent it, so the pac ket was 
locked up in the farmer’s old secre 
tary. 

ln the meantime John Earle’s 
cousciousness returned only by fits 
and starts, and even then he only 
talked of houses and lots in Chicago, 
un‘il. they thought Le was dazed. 
But at length one morning in the 
chill before the dawning the change 
came. He opened his eyes and saw 
Mrs, Moore's kindly 
over Lim, 

‘ Good mother,” he said faintly, ¢ 1 
Know more than you think, of what 
you have dune for me, and God will 
reward you for it.’ 

“ Are you one of God’s children ¥ 
asked the good woman. with misty 
eyes, for she knew the end was not 
far off. 

‘ Aye, that I am,” was the answer: 
‘I have an inheritance, incorrupti- 
ble, undefiled, and that passeth not 
away.’ 

* Thank God,” said 
kneeling by the bedside. 

‘ Amen,” was the response from 
the sick man. 

There came a pause, and then he 
said : 

‘My papers, 
Have you them ? 

‘ Yes,” she said, ¢ they are all safe; 
no one has looked at them’ 

his nurse, 

where are they ! 

‘It is well,” he replied ; examine 
them when I am gone; they wil 
tell you all.’ 

And then the unmistakable look 
of death came over his “ae. Smooth- 
ing the hair back frow off his face, 
the good woman stooped and kisse: | 
the brow. 

‘That reminds m> so of my | 
Charlie,” as she told her husband, 
and said : ‘ The Lord is my shepherd, 
I shall not want.’ 

Instantly tbe response came from | 
the pallid lips ; 
You, though I walk through the 

valley of the shadow of death, yet 
I will fear wo ill, for thou art with 
me ;’ and his eyes close, 

‘ Who was the msn 7’ asked the 
neighbors, when they came in the 
next day. 

* His name was Earle, that's all 
we know,” answered Mrs. Moore, 
‘but husband is going to take the 
papers to town this afternoon, as 
the poor young man told us.’ 

face bending | 

| 

| 

| 

{ mud. 

{ subject 

The old man 1ieturned from 
Frankfort with a peculiar look on 
his face. 
“What is it, father? she asked 

as soon as she saw him ; ‘whats 
happened ¥ 

‘Let us thank God, mother,’ he 
said ; ‘our troubles are over.’ 
And then he told her that when 

Lawyer Thomas opene! the packet 
of papers, he fonnd that their guest 
was an eccentric Erglishman, with 
no relations, and in the will which 
he carried in his pocket. he had left 
all his property—fifteen thousand 
dollars in Chicago lots—to whoever 
would take him in, in his time of 
need, and care for him when he was 
dying. 

‘And to you it rightfully belongs! P 
said the lawyer, who had waited in 
the onter room, while the farmer 
told the strange tale to his wife, 

‘But it was not for pay,” said the 
tender-hearted woman ; ‘and oh, the 
poor young man, and that is what 
he meant when he kept saying the 
Lord would reward us. But 1 
always told you, husband, that the 
Lord would deliver us in some way, 
and you see he has dore it.’ 

‘Yes,’ said the lawyer, ‘you have 
entertained augels unawares.’ 

‘Well, well,” said Mrs. Jones, 
when she heard of what had befallen 
her neighbor, ‘some people do have 
luck. —Journal and Messenger. 
reel 0 Pm. 

Providential Aid. 

Eider John Stephens held a 
pastorate in the Free Baptist 
Church, at Gardiner, forty-odd years 

"Remarkable alike for sincere piety 
and genuine humor, the good man 

so tempered his teachings as to make 
them entirely acceptable to saint or 
sinner. Riding one day along the 
road to West Gardiner, he overtook 
an ox team that was stuck in the 

refused to pull, and the driver, who 
had sworn till the air was blue, was 
preparing another string of oaths, 
when the parson stopped his horse, 
and said : Try prayer, 

prayer. 

‘Try it yourself,’ 
vexed teamster, 

‘I'll do it,” said Elder John, and | 

retorted the 

The discouraged cattle had | 

{ 

dropped on his knees in the wagon. | 
For a while 

as if afraid to touch it 

Gradually, however, his 
strengthened, and in A voice which 
bade fair to arouse the neighborhood | 
he besought the owner of the zattle | 
on a thousand hills to move the 
hearts and legs of those stubborn 
oxen. The prayer was unconscion 
ably long, and no sooner had it end. 
ed than the impatient driver pre. 
pared to start his team. 

‘Stop,’ said Elder John, descend- 
ing from his wagon ; ‘as I have done 
the praying I teel that T ought to 
do the driving, Hold my horse and 
give me the goad stick.’ 

The man consented to the arrange. 
ment, and with a grin waited to see 
the parson worsted. At that 
moment another ox team was seen 
approaching. 

‘ Halloa, neighbo: !’ the parson 
shouted to the new comer. ‘Lend 
me your cattle for a moment.’ 

* Hold on!’ cried the owner of 
the mired cart. ‘That's not fair. 
If you can handle this team better 
by praying than I can by swearing, 
do it ; but no doubling vp, mind you; 
no doubling up.’ 

Elder John's robust figure was 
drawn to its fullest height and his 
voice was like the roar of the ocean 
as he answered : ‘My friend, the 
Master I serve is abundantly able 
to move this load with a single voke 
of oxen—or without any oxen at 
all ; bat when in direct answer to 
prayer he sends me an extra pair of 
cattle, I'm going to hook ’em on!’ 
And with the aid of reinforcements 
the loaded cart was easily drawn out 
of the mud.— Lewiston Journal. 

Co 
The Power of One. 

Many years ago, an invalid lady 
whose home was in the country, 
visited a large city near which she 
lived, on a sultry summer day. She 
had business in the smaller streets 
and alleys, and was appalied at the 
number of pale, puny, and sick 
babies in their mothers’ arms, who 
were literally dying for a breath of 
fresh air. What could she do? 

‘1 cannot save all,’ she said, ‘but 
I may save one. There is room for 

' a mother and her child at home.’ 
She took the one mother and her 

child to her country house, kept 
them for a fortnight, and then took 
them home and brought others, Her 
neighbors followed her example, 

The next sumer the number of 
children entertained amounted to 

| hundreds ; the next thousands. 

Another woman who lived in the 

‘city, and bad money to give, was 
vexed that she could not help in 
this most gracious charity. ‘1 @n 
at least tell others of it,” she said. 
She wrote an account of it for a 
New York newspaper. 

A third woman, possessed of great 
wealth sent a thousand dollars to 

the editor, with the request that he 
| should open a fund for this noble 
purpose, The Fresh Air charity was 
the result. The various organiza- 
tions throughout the United States 

faith 

| 

| 

for, the removal of poor children 
from the poisonous air of the cities 
tv the country, have grown out of 
this first attempt of a single weak 
woman to save one dying baby. 
During the last two years the 

charity has taken root in England 
and on the Continent. No one but 
God knows how many lives have 
been saved by it. 

If the woman who thought of it 
on that torrid day, as she passed, 
sick and weary through the slums, 
had decided, ‘I camnot save all; why 
should I trouble myself with one ?’ 
how many lives that might havebeen 
saved would have been lost !— Sel. 
eet 8 Peet 

Toe Make A Happy Home. 

1. Learn to govern yourself, and 
to be gentle and patient. 

2. Guard your tempers, especially 
in seasons of ill-health, irritation 
and trouble, and soften them by 
prayer, renitence, and a sense of 
your own short-comings and errors. 

3. Never speak or act until you 
have prayed over your words or acts, 
and concluded that Christ would 
have done so in your place. 

4. Remember that, valuable as is 
the gift of speech, the gift of silence 
is often much more valuable. 

5. Do not expect too much from 
others, but remember that all have 
an evil nature, whose development 
we rmaust expect, and which we 
should forbear and forgive, as we 
often desire forbearance and forgive- 
ness ourselves. 

6. Never retort a sharp or angry 
word. It is the second word that 
makes the quarrel. 

7. Beware of the first disagree- 
ment. 

8. Learn to speak in a gentle 
tone of voice. 

9. Learn tosay kind and pleasant 
things whenever an opportunity 
offers, 

10. Study the character of each, 
and sympathize with all in their 
troubles, however small. 

11. Do not neglect little things, 
if they can affect the comfort of 

wy friend. oh in the smallest degree. 
2. Avoid moods and pets and 

gta of sulkiness, 
13. Learn to deny yourself, and 

| to prefer others. 
14. Beware of meddlers and tale- 

he prayed arodsd’ his bearers, 

15. Never charge a bad motive if 
a good + one is conceivable, 

16. Be gentle, but firm, 
children. 

17. Do not allow your children to 
go away from home at night with. 

with 

| out knowing where they are. 
18. Do not allow them to go 

where they please on the Sabbath. 
— > 

People Who Are Not Soul-Winners. 

The husband who blows up his 
wife before the children because she 
happens to get too much saleratus 
in the biscuit, 
The mother who can talk by the 

hour about the dresses and bonnets 
of her neighbors, but can’t say a 
word to her little ones about the 
love of Christ. 
The Sunday school teacher who 

don’t know enough about the lesson 
to ask questions without reading 
them from the lesson paper. 
The woman who talks about 

heaven in church, and about her 
neighbors on the street. 
The young lady who hands wine 

to callers. 
The sectarian who never has a 

good word for any other denomina- 
tion, 
The man who rings a bell every 

time he puts a dime in the contribu- 
tion box. 
The man who never goes near the 

church on lodge night. 
The man who blows a tin horn 

and shouts himself hoarse during a 
campaign, but is down on anything 
like excitement in religion. 

The woman who knows in her 
heart that she is wrong, but is too 
proud to own up to it.—7he Ram's 
Horn. 

Minard's Liniment is used 
by Physicians. 

Must not be confounded with com- 
mon cathartic or pignitry pills. 
Carter’s Little Liver Pills are entirely 
unlike them in every respect. One 
trial will prove their superiority. 

The coughing and wheezing of per- 
sons troubled with bronchitis or the 
asthma is excessively harassing to 
themselves and annoying to others. 
Dr. Thomas’ Eelectric Oil obviates all 
this, entirely, safely and speedily, and 
is a benign remedy for lameness, sore- 
ness, injuries, piles, kidney and spinal 
troubles. 

If you could see your own scalp 

through an ordinary magnifiying glass, 
you would be amazed at the amount of 

dust, dandruff, and dead skin thereon 

accumulated. The best and most popu- 

lar preparation for cleansing the scalp 
is Ayer's Hair Vigor, 

Sallow and leaden-hwed com- 

plexions soon give place to the loveliest 
pink-aud-white, when the use of Ayers 
Sarsaparilla is persisted in, and cos- 

metics entirely abandoned. Nothing 
can counterfeit the rosy glow of perfect 
health, which blesses those who use 
this medicine, 
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iE ANY OTHER.=- 
Positively Cures Diphtheria, ('roup 

i h, Catarrh, Influe 
Ralehe Sciatica, 

00 ing Co 
ache, ervous ng Ry TT 

Asth popehitls Colds, Tonsilitis, Hoarseness, Cong 
holera’ Morbus, Diarthcea, cumatism, singlets. Too Ton 

nese in Body or Limbs, Stiff 

AS MUCH FOR INTERNAL AS FOR EXTERNAL USE, 
It is marvelous how many different complaints it will cure. Its stro point lies in the fact tha t it acts 
quickly. Healing all Cuts, Burns and Bruises like Magic. Relieving all manner of Cramps and Chills, 

ORICINATED BY AN OLD FAMILY PHYSICIAN. 
All who bu direct from us, and a uest it, shall receive a certificate 
if not satisfied. Retail price b 
United States or Canada. 

that the money shall be re fun 
1 85 cts.; 6 bottles, $2.00. gs pe dut SL Nyon to any 7 an of 

Va Inable pa I. 8. mphlet sent free, .» Boston, M 

GENERATION AFTER GENERATION HAVE USED AND BLESSED [if 

SUMMER DRY GOODS. 

DressGoods:Sateens 
LACE AND LAWN FLOUNCINGS, 

PRINTS, GINGER AMS, ete. 

SILK, TAFFETA AND LISLE GLOVES, 

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

SUNSIHADES, PARASOLS, etc. etc. 
i sare 

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

STOVES. STOVES. 
G00 Ranges Stoves 

Both to Burn Coal or Wood. 

Self Feeders Hall & Parlor Stoves 
FOR COAL OR WOOD. 

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

CALL AT 

RRRRAR 
©. And examine his large and well-assorted 

: stoek of Stoves: Remember the old stand, 
just opposite the County Court House, 

» £2 
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The rapid progress made by this Company may be seen from the following 
Statement : 

Income. ASSETS, Lire ASSURANCE 
IN FORCE. ABTS. 2. ooiveiins JN00S.... . $646,461.95. .........81,076,350.00 

BEE viii ain MTRes......... . 621,362.81....,.,.., 1,864,302.00 
Ri cos sR BR. | «oss TAD9404.......... 2, 214, 1093.43 
To SRE I OROT. nis 773,895.71 . PEER 3,374, 683.14 
RRR op | WF SEEGER BLIRS. 3,881,478.09 
BR» iiss oes. 804,841.78........ nl ,073, ERA yo ihih ise 5,849,889. 1 BR. iii 278,378.65....... ee 1,274,397. vi. .. 6,844 404.04 SO ia inal 319,987.05......... . 1,411,004.38.......... 7,030,878 77 ea 373, DURE. +i nvniis FTA 9,413,368 07 30T...i, i ; 495,831.54 hE oh .- 1,750,004 48. .......,.10,873,777.09 
BOL ¢ os okabbivhee SIRES: .......i BCR TE REG 11,931,300.6 1889.....00s ....563 140,52 ; 2,223,322.72.......... 17,164,383.08 

The SUN issues Absualy conditional Lie Plc, 
THOMAS WORKMAN, 

RESIDENT R. MACAULAY" 
MANAGING DIRECTOR 

J. B. COUNTER, Ceneral Agent. 
16 Prince William St., St. John, and Queen St. F PAT NB 

PORTRAITS, CLIFTON HOUSE. 
FROM ~— 

Cabinet to Life Size 
- BY 

HARVEY. 
Studio — 164 Queen Street, | 3 

Fredericton 

74 Princess & 148 Germain Sts., 

SAINT JOHN, N.B 

A. N. PETERS, PROPRIETOR. 

TELEPHONE COMMUNRKSATION, 

HEATED By DTEAM ‘I HROUGHGLT 

CARRIAGE BOLTS. 
Just received-— 
5 Cul containing 10500 Carriage 

and, 9000 Tire Bolts, 
For sale b 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS, 
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