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“Thy Burden.’ 

To every one on earth 

God gives a burden to be carried down 
The road that lies between the cross and 

crown. 

No lot is wholly free; 

He giveth one to thee. 

Some carry it aloft, 

Open and visible to any eyes ; 

And all may see its form in weight and 
size. 

Some hide it in their breast, 

And deem it thus unguessed. 

The burden is God's gift, 

And it will make the bearer calm and 
strong; 

Yet, let it press too heavily and long, 

He says, Cast it on Me 

And it shall easy be. 

And those who heed His voice 

And seek to give it back in trustful prayer, 
Have quiet hearts that never can despair; 

And hope lights up the way 

Upon the darkest day. 

Take thou thy burden thus 

Into thy hands, and lay it at His feet, 

And whether it be sorrow or defeat, 

Or pain, or sin, or care, 

It will grow lighter there. 

It is the lonely load 
That crushes out the life and light of 

heaven, 

But borne with Him the soul, restored, for- 
given, 

Sings out through all the days 
Her joy and God’s high praise. 

— Marianne Farningham 

The New Parasol. 
— —— 

In Light and Life for Women, the 
following story is told by a lady 
concerning an experience” of her 
childhood days. She says :— 

Twenty-five years ago I was a 
little girl nine years old. We had 
moved from New England to the 
woods of Wisconsin, and my parents 
had to endure much privation. 
One bright day in summer my 

Aunt Hannah, mother’s sister, came 
all the way from Massachusetts to 
visit ue. She had many nice things, 
but what pleased me most was her 
parasol. It was a large one,— 
made of black satin, lined with 
white, and running up to a point at 
the top like an inverted cornucopia, 
—having also a cord and tassel. 
My mother’s parasol was very 
small, and made of black silk. She 
had owned it six years, and it was 
worn almost through on the ‘folds, 
looking when it was 1aised. as if it 
would crack open between each 
pair of ribs, 
One day I said to my aunt, “ Oh, 

what a beautiful parasol! I wish 
mother had one,” She smiled and 
said, “ After I go home I will send 
her one, and this shall be our 
secret.” 
O how I thought about my 

mother’s present! I busied myseif 
imagining her surprise,—her stately 
appearance as she would walk to 
church beside my father under its 
grandeur, and the looks of admira- 
tion that other ladies would give 
her. I could not keep it to myself, 
and the dear little sister who slept 
with me rejoiced fully as rauch as I 
did. 

It was my duty to walk a mile to 
the post-office every day at four 
o'clock, and I used to announce my 
return by calling out what I had 
brought, as soon as T opened the 
door. If I said, “ The Missionary 
Herald and the New York Observer,’ 
mother was likely to say, “ Sit right 
down, and see if there is any news 
from Rev. T. 8. Burnell, of India ;” 
or else, “Give your father the 
Herald, and let us see what word 
from Mr. Coan, in the Sandwich 
Islands.” 
About a week after my aunt’s re- 

turn, I found a letter for my mother 
in her hand-writing. I ran home 
and entered the house, crying, “ A 
letter Aunt Hannah!” and 
eagérly watched my mother’s face 
to see how she would receive the 
news. As she opened the letter, a 
new five-dollar bill met her eyes. 
To my surprise she put her hand 
over her face, and I saw tears fall- 
ing, and heard her say, “0 my 
Father, I thank thee!” Then read- 
ing the letter through, she opened a 
little writing-desk that stood on the 
table, and writing three or four 
words, folded the bill within, sealed 
it, aud directing it to * James 
Gordon, Treasurer American Board 

trom 

of Foreign Missions, Boston, Mass.,” sleep. I went away, and prayed to 
asked me to take it right to the|God. I learned what I had never 
office, #0 it would be sure to go in 
the morning. 
“Why, mother, wasu’t that 

money for you to buy a parasol 
with ? I faltered. *“O my child !” 
she said, ““ I never had five dollars 
at a time to give to the Amer.ica.. 
Board before, and they need money 
80 much now, for they are enlarging 
their work, and I have been pray- 
ing the Lord to let me help them, 
and he has answered my prayer, and 
Iam so thankful.” And tears filed 
her eyes as she spoke. 

That made an impression on my 
mind that will never pass away. 
All the way to the post-office and 
back, two miles of solitary walk, I 
was thinking about my mother and 
her sacrifice. How grand it was in 
her to feel so! What a wonderful 

must be that she should love it soy! 

kept to this day,—to love and pray 
for its success, and to help it all in 
my power. 

which I wish we all might appre. 
ciate and apply to ourselves. 
Children are keen judges. That 
which they see is loved by their 
parents or Sabbath school teacher, 
they will love. Their interest will 
center about that which is talked 
about and labored for at home. 
One example such as that related 
above will do more to make mission- 
aries of the children than any 
awount of teaching without example. 
When they see older persons deny- 
ing themselves of fine dress and 
luxurious food, and dispensing with 
articles actually necessary for com- 
fort that they may have means to 
spread the gospel, then a spirit will 
be aroused in them to do the same. 
When dollars are spent for pictures 
and ornaments, and dimes for the 
cause of God, we may expect the 
children to grow up loving them. 
selves and the world more than they 
love the cause of Christ. 
As they hear of the work to be 

done in Europe, of the heathen in 
Asia and Africa, of the open doors 
where light and truth wait for men 
and means to bid them enter, what 
is the interest they see manifested 
in our homes on this subject !? 

That will be an auspicious day 
for the cause of missions when gar- 
ments are made to last longer, 
when the food becomes ‘plainer, 
when this or that pleasure is denied 
that the warning message may go 
to those in darkness. Then will the 
children catch the same spirit of 
love and self-sacrifice. We may 
also expect that from such homes 
will come heroic servants of Christ 
who will add to the sacrifices al- 
ready made, the offering of them- 
selves as an act of final consecration, 
and trom hearts full of love and 
zeal the prayer will go forth, 
“Lord, hete am I; send me.”— 
Advent Review. 
—— tt Pen 

A Man Without a Soul. 

Wh:n I lived on the Pacific 
coast, in the early days of mining 
times, there were not many women 
there, and it was a rovgh kind of 
life. I had had a great desire to do 
missionary work. I wanted to go 
into foreign parts, but I found 
missionary work in my own 
country, and I have ever since. 
Ouae day I heard the miners telling 
my husband about a man that lay 
dying over in another camp. They 
said “There is no crime that his 
hands are not stained with ; even 
the boys from the mines cannot 
stay with him, he is so wild.” I 
went over to the sage-bush hills 
until I ¢ot to the little cabin, The 
door stood wide open. The man 
was there, on the straw and colored 
blankets on the floor, and as my 
shadow fell across the doorway, he 
greeted me with an awful oath. I 
stopped a moment. I had never 
heard such oaths. I said, “My 
friend, don’t.” He said, * You 
ain’t my friend. I never had 
a fiend. I don't want any 
friend.” ¢ But it seems sad to me 
to see you lying here, suffering, and 
tave you lie here and die.” He 
said, *“ No one cares anything about 
me; I never had any friend.” 1 
thought to touch his heart, and I 
said, “Do you remember your 
mother ¥’ I have hardly ever found 
any one whose heart would not be 
touched by these words. He cursed 
her. I said, “ Had you a wife!” 
He cursed her. 1 spoke of God and 
he cursed Him. I spoke of the 
Lord Jesus Christ, and he did not 
know what I was talking about. 
He had been working around sixty 
years of his life, forty years in the 
city of New York, and he didn’t 
believe any lie like that. In about 
two weeks I visited him again ; but 
every method seemed to fail. J 
wanted the key to the man’s heart. 
[ went home, and said to myself, © I 
don’v know that there is any use in 
going there again.” TI put my little 
boys in bed, and left them with a 
prayer. 1 thought, suppose one of 

and wander off, would not I want 
some woman to try and look after 
him, and not even give it up after 
two weeks’ labor? [I could not 

learned before, what it was to 
travail for a humdn soul. I asked 
for myself that I might get such a 
glimpse of the worth of the human 
soul that I might know how to work 
for him, [I got it, friends. I start 
ed next morning. [had been there 
often before, when the shadows lay 
thick and dark, on the mountain 
side. There went with me a lady 
and a little girl. The man greeted 
me with a curse, just as before, It 
did not huit me, as other curses 
had. I furnished him with a clean 
basin of water, a towel, and clean 
dishes, as I had been accustomed to 
do, of which he had availed himse!f 
without thanks. So we heard the 
clear laugh of that little girl come 
floating in. He said, “ What is 
that |” in-a tone of voice in which I 

institution the American Board 

And the decision made then I have 

This story illustrates a principle 

either 
sound lungs.” 

never saw a man yet that could 
my httle boys should drift into life speak sae lang an’ say sae little. 

Still-an-on we micht pit up wi’ him 
for aince.” 

grumbler, said his master. 

please—1 ken guid preachin’ when 

speak the truth, I dinna like to 
carry up the 

said, *“ That is a little girl outside.” 
He said, “ Would you mind bring- 
ing her in, I would like to see a 
little girl once more.” TI called her 
in ; she was afraid of him, poor sick 
man. Finally she bent over him ; 
she had picked seme flowers, and 
with the voice of a little angel, she 
said, “Sick man, will you have a 
flower?” He reached out his great 
bony hand beyond the flowers, and 
laid it on the plump hand of the 
little girl, and with a tear starting 
from his eye, he said “I had a 
little girl once, and she died, and I 
have hated everybody since then. I 
guess I would have been a better 
man if it hadn't been for that.” I 
said, “I spoke about your mother 
and your wife, and you cursed 
them.” “Yes,” I said, “Would 
you like to have had your little girl 
grow up like you? she might have 
done so if she had lived.” He re- 
plied, “Great God! I never 
thought of that. I am glad she 
died.” T said “ You loved ths little 
girl, and she is waiting for you ; the 
little hand is beckoning, and you 
can see her by the help of Jesus 
Christ.” He asked, “ What do you 
do when you talk to him?" I gaid, 
“I pray.” He said, " Won’t you 
pray to-day? I knelt down and 
prayed. The prayer was heard. 
He lived weeks and weeks, and 
finally passed over to the other side ; 
but before he died he said to them, 
“ Boys, I want to tell you the story 
this woman has told me. You 
know how the water runs down the 
sluice box and leaves all the gold 
behind, Well, the blood of tia“ 
Man she told about, went over me 
Just like that, and carried of the 
last plank, but left enough for me 
to be saved, and I shall see Mamie 
and the Man that died for me by- 
and-by.” At the last moment he 
said, “I shall see Mamie, and I 
shall see the Man that died for me.” 
Friends, if God cau save my poor 
Jack, whose hands were stained 
with human blood, he can save all 
men that any of you have the care 
of, if only you go to work for them 
and save them.— Pres. Witness, 

—e tll >t GP. 

Puipit Supply. 

The minister had been ordered to 
take a holiday. Peter, the “ minis- 
ter’s man,” came to advise him to 
try the effect of sea air. That be- 
ing satisfactorily settled the minister 
remarked. “As to the supply of 
the pulpit in my absence—I shall 
only be absent three Sundays, and 
there are several of the neighboring 
ministers who owe me a day—DMr. 
Black, of Greencleugh » 

“ Dinna bring him amang us, sir, 
on ony account !” interrupted Peter. 
“ A man that reads his sermon frae 
beginnin’ to en’ an’ thinks nae shame 
o't! We winna hae him at no hand!” 
“I don’t see that a read sermon 

should have less effect than an ex- 
tempore one, Peter,” remonstrated 
the minister. * It shows careful 
preparation at least ” 

“ Noo, dinna uphaud him in his 
errors, sir,” exclaimed poor Peter, 
becoming excited. “It’s but the 
thin edge of the wadge—-alloo paper 
sermons an’ human hymns, an’ vera 
sune ye’ll be prayin’ to the Lo:d oot 
o’ a buik, an praisin’ Him wi’ a kist 
o’ whustles! Na, na; religion may 
be at low ebb amang us, but we're 
no’ ready to lay her oot in thae deid- 
claithes yet !” 
“Then there is your good old 

friend, Dr. Moneypenny,” pursued 
the minister. 

“The auld Dominie! Weel, he's 
a fine cratur, an has been a powerfu 
preacher ip his day, but losh me, 
sir, his day’s lang past. What wi’ 
his want of teeth an want o win,’ 
ye canna hear him half ower the 
kirk. As the Scriptur’ has it, ¢* He 
speaks in an unknown tongue, edify- 
in’ himsel’ but not the church.’ He 
winna dae either.” 

“ Well, there is Roy of Wester- 
ton. You can have no fault with 

his sound doctrine or his 

“Oo ay,” rejoined Peter, drily, 
“he’s soun’ ; he's like a toom barrel 
—naething in him but soun’ I 

“Peter, you are an inveterate 

“Oh, weel—maybe I'm no easy to 

1 hear it as weel as ony man ; an’ to 

Bible afore ony 
minister but yoursel,’ sir.” 

“I am surprised that my poor 
efforts should find favour with so 
keen a critic.” 
“Oh! that's anither thing— 

ye'ere oor ain man, an’ we'll uphaud 
you against all comers. An’ troth, 
unless it be that ye whiles gie oot a 
human hymn i’ the worship instead 
o’ abidin’ by the inspired Psalms o’ 
Dawvid, we hae nae faut to find wi’ 
you.” 

“Well, I am thankful for such a 
measure of acceptance,” replied the 
minister, smiling ; * but to return to 
the matter of pulpit supply. Mr. 
Roy is to be asked for one Sabbath, 
then I propose inviting Moncur of 

had never heard him speak. I Blair,” 

A dry chuckle from Peter arrest- 
ed the speech. 

“Well, what objection have you 
to make this time?” asked Mr. 
Home, with a little impatience, 
“Oh, nae objection! nane ava. 

Only,” and here he chuckled once 
more, “we maun gie the folk warnin’ 
that he’s comin’ so that they may 
bring their nicht-caps an’ a bite o’ 
bread an’ cheese i’ their pooches. 
Ye'll have heard hoo he served the 
folk at Plovermuir ae Sunday 
mornin’—carried the service on frae 
eleven o'clock till half-past twa, an’ 
whan they met fer afternoon service 
there was naebody i’ the kirk but 
twa ould wives that had never gane 
hame.’ 

It would be tedious to relate the 
whole of the long discussion which 
ensued ere suitable ministers were. 
found for the vacant Sundays ; how 
one was rejected because he took 
snuff in the pulpit, and another 
because his ideas of the Creation 
were believed to be unscriptural, 
how one was too frothy and another 
too dull, but at length the parties 
were agreed upon and written to, 
and two days later Walter Home 
found himself in the train speeding 
southward down the vale of Strath- 
more.— Christian Leader. 
Tru m= 

Billy Myers’'s Mare. 

One day Mr. Hunt, the temper- 
ance lecturer, was making a hard 
assault on rum drinking in a neigh- 
borhood where a Dutch distiller, 
named * Billy Myers,” was a sort of 
king. This man was present and 
continually interrupted the speaker 
by saying in a loud vgice: «Mr 
Hunt, money makes the mare go I” 
At first this raised a laugh which 
Mr. Hunt took ir. good nature. 
At last he stopped for a personal 

talk with his tormentor, and said : 
“Look here, Mr. Myers, you say 
money makes the mare go, and you 
mean that I lecture on temperance 
for money, don’t vou 7” 

“Yes, that is what I mean, Mr. 
Hunt.” 

** Well, Mr. Myers, you carry on 
a distillery, and you do it for money, 
don’t you ¥” 
“To be sure I do, Mr. Hunt; 

money makes the mare go.” 
“And so, Mr. Myers, you say I 

have a mare, and you have a mare, 
also ; suppose we trot them out to- 
gether, and see how they compare ¢” 

The weeting was in a grove, and 
the sharp lecturer knew a thing or 
two, and so the old distiller found 
out; for Mr. Hunt pointed to a 
young fellow who was quite drunk, 
and was steadying himself by a tiee 
and said: “Mr. Myers, who is 
that young tellow © The distiller 
started as if stung, as he answered : 

“That is my son.” 
“Your son, is he, Mr. Myers? 

He has been riding your mare, and 
got thrown, hasn't he? 

“ And who is that young fellow 
sitting so drunk on that log out 
there 7” 
The distiller uttered an exclama- 

tion of real pain, as he said : “That 
1s my son, too.” 
“He is, is he 1” said Mr. Hunt - 

“I guess he has been riding your 
mare, also, and she has kicked up 
and thrown him over her head, 
hasn't she? Your mare rust be a 
vicious, dangerous brute, isn’t she, 
Mr. Myers?” 
The distiller could not stand it 

any longer, but ssid : * Look here, 
Mr. Hunt,I won't say another word 
if you will let ie off.” 

Billy Myers’s mare is a very 
dangerous beast. She steps off very 
gayly at first, but she is sure to kick 
up before ycu are through with her. 
The man who starts out on that 
beast is pretty sure to come home 
on foot, if he comes home at all ; 
which is by no means certain. 
Don’t ride Billy Myers’s mare. — 
Selected. 

Minard’'s Liniment 
by Physicians. 

Do TELL ME? the name of that de- 
lightful Perfume you use. With plea- 
sure. It isthe “Lotus of the Nile,” 

THE VOICE OF THE PEUPLE. 
In every part of Canada the voice of 

the people rules, and the voice of the 
people endorses Burdock Blood Bitters 
as the best and surest blood purifier 
known. Nothing drives out boils, 
blotches, humors, sores and impurity 
80 quickly as B. B. B., and perfect 
health with bright clear skin always 
follows its use, 

is used 

Excellent reasons exist why Dy, 
Thomas Eelectric Oil should be used 
by persons troubled with affections of 
the throat or lungs, sores upon the 
skin, rheumatic pain, corns, bunions, 
or external injuries. The reasons are, 
that it is speedy, pure and unobjection- 
able, whether taken internally or 
applied outwardly. 

Those unhappy persons who suffer 
from nervousness and dyspepsia should 
nse Carter's Little Nerve Pills, which 
are made expressly for sleepless, nery, 
ous dyspeptic sufferers. Price 25 cents 
The great demand for a pleasant, 

safe and reliable antidote for all affec- tions of the throat and lungs 1s fully 
met with in Bickle's Anti-Consumptive Syrup. lt is a purely Vegetable Com. pound, and acts promptly and magic- 
ally in subduing all coughs, colds, bronchitis, inflammation of the lungs, ete. It is so palatable that a child will not refuse it, and is put at a price that will not exclude the poor from its 
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JOHN J. WEDDALL 

AN TMMENSE STOCK TO SELECT FROM. 

Dress = Goods" 
A MAGNIFICENT SHOWING. 

PRINTS ax» SATEENS 
Ahead of any former year and that means a great deal ® 

JACKET CLOTHS. 
All the Newest Materials in TABLE LINENS and NAPKINS, 

#& We always take the lead. 

JOHN J. WEDDALL. 

xne Great Church LICHT. i 
CE ~e tam 

WITTER = 
SLT 777 y 

jing, 
HLM 

i the xfest Light known for Churches y w Windows, 
i yy Offices, Picture Galleries, Theatres, etc. New and ele- 

nt designs. Send size of room. Get circular and estimate. A liberal discount {0 churches and thetsade.  L P. FRRINK, 651 Pearl Street. N_¥. 

STOVES. STOVES. 
(00k Rangas= Stoves 

Both to Burn Coal or Wood. 

Self Feeders Hall & PariorStoyes 
FOR COAL OR WOOD, 

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

CALL AT 

STOVE WAREROOMS, 
And examine his large and well-assorted 

stock of Stoves. Remember the old stand, 
just opposite the County Court House, 

348 TO 354 QUEEN ST. 

2110 Lil Assirance Company 3 
HEAD OFFICE--MONTREAL. 
The rapid progress made by this Company may be seen from the following Statement ; 

INcoME, ASSETS, LIFE ASSURANCE 
IN FORCE. ST a ll DENN... $540,461.98. ......... $1,076,350.00 Re a SRE RTRs... .... LEE AN 1,864,302.00 LL RAR RS Tn CAB 04d. 84. ......... 2,214,093.43 SU. i he RLY... ye CE 3,374,683.14 OA MLA... NLM: 3,881,478.09 ERE sine DARTS ras LNT... 5,849,889.1 1884 FAY & va shank al 278,378.65. ..¢...... ARTA... 6,844,404.04 Saat LR 4 EE HERTHA 7,030,878 71 1886 Ph hal dasa TRB... &e Bg 9,413,358 07 REE et SRL... LION... 10,873,777.09 SER SR anes... ...... LAAN... 11,931,300.6 1809. .....0 D003 24008. Lo. RRS TS..... .17,164,383.08 REE RE STANOLIS. .. 2,911,014.19 . +. . 20,698 589,92 

0 SON isin Absolutely nconditionsl 
THOMAS WORKMAN, 

PRESIDENT) 

Life Policies. 
R. MACAULAY? 

MaNaGING DIRECTOR 

J. B. CUNTER, Ceneral Lgent 
16 Prince William St. St. John, and Queen St. Fredericton, N.B 
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YSPEPTIC 
AA, 

THOUSANDS 
Of bottles of DYSPEPTICURE have been sold 
during the past few years without any adver. 
tising whatever. It easily overcomes Indiges- | tion, and POSITIVELY CURES the worst cased | of Chronic Dyspepsia; this quality of curing | the disease explains its large and spreading sale without having been brought prominently : before the public. 

THE PAMPHLET 
(Copyrighted,) 

| On DYSPEPTICURE gives the results of many years ; Study on Diet and the Diseases of Digestion. All | Interested in these subjects, Chronic Dyspeptics especlally, should read this little hook; it 8 wiikped about each bottle of the remedy, of 
will be promptly mailed free to any address. 

DYSPEPTICURE 
4 , Is sold by all Druggists —Sample Size 38 cts. | Large Bottles $1.00. Those who cannot ge | it easily will recelve 8 lar bottle by mail, a : expenses prepaid 1. egisters DESTROYS AND REMOVES WORM S| edletter or ia 0. Drder to te 2d Charles OF ALL KINDS IN CHILDREN CR || K. Short, Pharmacist, St. John, N. B. ADULTS SWEETAS SYRUP AND! 2 S.~DYSPEPTICURE is being dally sent with CANNOT HARM i1 1 safety to the remotest parts of da and ;: = DELICATE HILD ST. United States in a special malting package. 

“LIFTON HOUSE. Nova Scotia Hotel. 74 Princess & 148 Germain Sts. 

SAINT JOHN, N.B. 

A pamphlet of information - stract of the laws, showing Feds Obtain Patents, Caveats, Trade Marks, Copyrights, sent free. Address MUNN & 
361 Broadway, 

New York. 
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Reed’s Point, Prir de William N. PETERS, PROPRIETOR. 

JAS. L. BELYEA, Proprietor. 
&¥ Permanent and Transient Boarders 

sccommodate’ on the most reasonabl 
rms. 

TELEPHONE COMMUNICATION, 

HEATEDSY STEAM THROUGHOUT 

OMINTON WIRE BED—best in th D world—Reduced to $4 75. g eb 
benefits, This Hotel is in close proximity to the 

price $6,50 : 
J. G. McNALLY. American and Nova Scotia steamers. 
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