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In thy God’s good name go forward,
And, with hearty will and mind,

Do thy work and sow thy harvest;
What is done is left behind.

Look not always on the distant,
But thy nearest duties keep;
He may only rest. who labors,
Thou must sow if thou would'st reap.

I for thee is idle standing,
For temptations gather fast;

Better far to work in earnest,
And to rest when day is past.

Fear not, then, because thou know’st not
What may happen or go wrong;

Do the right—for God’s good blessing
Clears all clouds,and keeps thee strong.

In God’s name, then, up and forward!
And, with hearty will and mind.

Do thy work and sow thy harvest—
What is done is left behind.

Selected Sevial,

MARGIE'S MISSION.

BY MARIE OLIVER,

Aunthor of “Rub{) Hamilton,” “0Old and New
f#riends,” “Seba’s Discipline,” ete., etc.

CHAPTER IV.—Centinued.

Ruth knew just where to look for
the little chamber furnished with
those inxuries which follow a petted
child of fortune—and which present-
ed a pamnful her own
plain hiutle room tucked away under
the eaves. She could picture Lois
asleep. She knew every turn of the
white neck, every smile that flitted
across the fair face. She wondered
if she was dreaming of her? How
lonely the great house looked looming
up so silently against the heavens.
The guests had departed. The music
had died away. Lois was tired and
had gone to sleep. How strangely
the sky looked! Here and there ap-
peared a great space of empty blue,
with a few mottled clouds grouped
together like a flock of timid doves,
while the moen coming up from be-
hind the tree-tops threw queer
shadows over the maples and rose
bushes.

Ruth pressed her lips to the bit of
woodbine climbing in at the window,
then the hot tears welled up in her
eyes and rolled down her cheeks.

“Oh !” she cried, “what would life
be without papa? What should I
care for sky, moon and flowers if he
were not here ?”

Breathing a faint prayer that her
father might be well in the morning,
she closed the window, shutting roses
and woodbine out, and after seeing
that everything about the house was
secure for the night, went up to her
little chamber under the eaves.

Kirke Morton found it impossible
to rest that night, in spite of the

contrast to

'scattered senses, Taking her candle
'she went out into the entry where
' he stood putting on coat and hat.

“Father is very sick, Ruth,” he
said. “I am going for Dector Allen,
and one or two of the neighbors.
Don’t be frightened,” as Ruth’s eyes
met his with an appealing look. “I
truet it is nothing serious.”

Nothing serious!

Ruth’s heart sank lower than ever
at these words., She watched Kirke
down the stairway, and out into the
wind and rain, clesing the door be-
hind him with that carefulness which
sickness invariably teaches, thdlf
passed on te har father’s room and
went in.

Daniel Morton lay on the bed just
as his son had left him. A deadly
pallor had settled on his faee, and
bis eyes as he lifted them to Ruth’s
wore a dim far-away look. A bowl
of water, with a wet towel thrown
over it, stood on the table. Kirke
had evidently been bathing his

father’s head. Ruth took it up
mechanically, and commenced
smoothing the thin hair from the cold
forehead.

“Is it one of your old spells,
father ?”

The minister moved slightly. His
lips parted, but though Ruth bent
her ear close to them, she failed to
catch the whispered words. Just
then Kirke came in, bringing Dector
Allen and one or two of the neigh-
bors with him, and Ruth moved
away to make room for them.
Kneeling by her father’s pillow,
her startled eyes watched every
movement of the family physician.
She counted each drop = of the dark
colored liquid he put between her
father’s lips, noted every motion of
his hand holding the great gold
wateh whose tiny beats betrayed the
state of the feeble pulse clasped
between his fingers.

Doctors seldom betray their feel-
ings, and Doctor Allen knew very
well how closely he was watched by
Ruth Morton’s brown eyes.

Sitting back in his chair, he looked
keenly at the face on the pillow for
a moment, then ealling Kirke, whis-
pered a few words to him, and the
two left the room together. Ruth
could hear them talking just outside
the door, but she did aot attempt to
follow. She did not move cven,
when one of the neighbors came to
her, and putting back her hair from
her face, kissed her and called her
“poor child !” in that commiserating
tone one unconseionsly assumes %o-
a person in treuble. Presently
Kirke came in, and then Doctor Al-
len called Ruth to him.

“Ruth,” he said gently, “your

weary fee]ing which a hard day’s father isa very sick man, I can do
work at his desk had left in back and nothing for him. You must be pre-
limbs. Much as he coveted sleep, he | pared for the worst. I can only

lay till long after midnight watching leave you in God’s hands.”
the moon sail under this and that| HRuth bowed her head. Why had

soft cloud, ever calm and stately, as | be told her that? She had known it

if she had ought but the most peace-|ali along. She had thought herself
ful scenes to shine on. Finally a|prepared for the worst; and yet—
brisk breeze sprang up. The moon | Why; how could she live without her
grew timid and withdrew her light, | father !

The maples in front of the house| Just then Mildred came in. It is
shivered as with fear, and here and |said the blind are keenly sensitive to
there the rattling of aloose blind|change in the voices and actions of
gave evidence of an approaching|those they love; and Mildred Mor-
storm. ton knew there were tears on Ruth’s

At the first patter of rain on the|cheeks, and sobs in Kirke’s throat,
window, Kirke turned on his pillow | without being told. She put out her
and sat up. Something beside the|hand with a helpless cry. Ruth
rain had caught his ear, and without | heard it, and forgetful of self, clasped
further delay he hastily drew on his|her in her arme, whispering words
clothes, and lighting his candle,|of comfort. Some one hurried
stepped out into the hall. Margie to her father’s bedside and

Every one knows the confusion |lifted her up to look at him. She
which follows a sudden awakening|nestled down beside him, bewildered
from a sound sleep to the stir and |by the tearful faces, the dim lamps,
bustle of outward things ; and for a |and Doctor Allen’s presence. Then
moment Ruth Morton could not col-[there was silence. Daniel Morton
lect her scattered senses sufficiently | evidently slept, but still the physician
to ask Kirke what the trouble was, | walked the room, his eyes fixed in-
or why he had called her. tently on his patient’s face.

She noticed he had set a lighted| The rain fell on the window pane
candle on her bureau, and she reach- | unheeded. The wind whistled through
ed out listlessly for the dress she had | the maple-trees, and twisted the wet
laid over the back of a chair the last | leaves of the woodbine into queer
thing before going to bed. But when | little shapes. Now and then a loose
she had found it and put it on, she|blind in the L. rattled and tried to
buttoned it up slowly, wondering all | free itself from its hinges ; but though
the while how there came to be a|Ruth heard every sound, she never
storm when the evening had been so | ence changed her position, or re-
quiet and beautiful ; if she had not|moved her hand from Mildred’s.
dreamed Kirke bad called her—and| At last day broke. The rain had
if she hadu’t better go back to bed|ceased. The early sun hurried up to

in, dry the drops from the rose bushes,

Kirke’s face looking in through |and the ivy climbing over the gate.
the half-opened door reealled herlIt shone in at the eastern window,

and as it fell across Mr. Morton’s
face, he unclosed his eyes, turning
them with a tenderness born of love,
first on Margie and then on Ruth.
Instinctively the elder girl under-
stood his wishes, and her trembling
lips pressed a last good-by on those
held feebly up to them.

“God helping me, I will try,
father,” she said, then hid her face
and sobbed aloud. A moment more
the sun rose in full splendor, but the
soul of Daniel Morton had gone to
meet the Sun of Righteousness.

CHAPTER V.

GOD’S PROVIDENCE.

I weened not that a time so sweet

Could have an end ; and yet too soon
God in his mercy deemed it meet

That each should walk a way alone.

—Anor.

Every one knows the stillness
which settles throughout a house of
mourning in the country. Every
one remembers the closed blinds, the
slow steps and subdued voices of the
mourners. There is no crape on the
door, no idle crowd of gaping child-
ren, no lookers out of the windows ;
but the quiet and caim make the
passers-by speak softly, and look
with pity on the house standing
hushed and siient. .
All Maplewood mourned the death
of Daniel Morton, but grief cannot
last forever, and when another grave
had been made in the little church-
yard, the neighbors returned to their
various homes, each te their own
work, leaving Ruth to cemfort the
sorrowing hearts about her as best
she could.
The sun was just setting. The
distant sky blushed scarlet and crim-
son under his steady gaze, and one
tiny purple shaft shone in at the
window of the deserted study, and
lay like a narrow ribbon across the
sombre carpet. The trouble Ruth
had feared so long, had come at last.
The Bible lay closed in the little
beok case, the unfinished sermon in
the desk drawer beneath. The
favorite study chair stood pushed
back against the wall, and the well-
worn dressing-gown hung hmp -and
motionless on its accustomed nail in-
gside the closet deor. The time for
Ruth to go into the little study and
find it empty, had come. What
should she do? Never before had she
been called to the front of life’s bat-
tle, and she stood tearful and dismay-
ed. Oh! for one more sound of that
dear voice—one more smile, one more
caress. But the setting sun shone
on that father’s new-made grave,
and the old Parsonage would never
again echo to the sound of his foot-
steps.
Kirke Morton had borne up nobly
under the heavy blow which had
fallen op him; but he was only a
boy at best, and it was natural he
should feel heart-broken and alone.
Because manhood’s cares lay just
beyond, was no reason he should not
give way to his sorrow. His heart
was heavy, and tears oftem relieve
the weight of grief. I doubt if Dan-
iel Morton had sadder tears shed for
him than those which fell from the
eyes of his sun Kirke, when in the
solitude of his own room. Then a
thought of his young sisters entered
his mind, and made him wipe his
eyes and begin to lay plans for the
future,
As a boy, he could do much better
than they, therefore his first care
should be for them. No matter if
Death does steal into our homes and
take our loved one’s from us, life’s
tide sweeps on the same as ever.
There are meals to be got and eaten,
rest and sleep to be taken, and the
comfort of others beside ourselves to
be thought of ; so Ruth and her bro-
ther Kirke met at last in the deserted
study, and sitting down with clasped
hands, began to look bravely into the
future.
«I don’t suppose we shall be able
to stay here much longer,” he said.
“Maplewood will be callinga new
pastor before a great while, and then
the old Parsonage will be needed. I
have been examining father’s papers,
and I find he has left us
To besure, a few hundred dollars
will remain in the bank after payiag
funeral expenses, but I would rather
not touch that at present. Margie
needs to be educated, and that will

but little. | poo

salary is small as yet, for I am only a.
boy, but I stand as good a chance of
having it raised as many who are’
older. I think with economy we
shall be able to make it do, providing
you are willing to help. And that is
where the tug comes. Oh Ruth! I
never can let you ygo out into the
wide world. You have always been
shielded so carefully. Oh! if I were
only a man instead of a useless boy.”

Kirke flung himself on the little
pofa face downward. It was Ruth’s
turn now to act the part of comforter.
All a woman’s feelings came into
play at the sight of her brother’s
tears. A moment before she had
been rebellious and wicked enough
to wish God had taken her teo. Now
she wanted to live for Kirke’s sake.
Kueeling beside him, she smoothed
his flushed face with her hand.

Tobe continued.

SUNDAY SCHOOLS ARE ASKED TO
SEND FOR SAMPLES OF OUR owN S, S,
Parers, Tae Recorp, Yourn's Visi-
ToR AND GEM BEFORE ORDERING
ELSEWHERE. PRICES ARE LOWER
THAN IMPORTED PAPERS.

How They Lock Up the Tower of London.

A few minutes before the clock
strikes eleven, the porter, with an
attendant, appears before the main
guard-house, carrying a lantern, and
calls out “Escort Keys.” The guard,
supplied alwaye from the queen’s
bousehold troops, then turns out and
escorts “Keys” to the outer gale
called the “Spur,” each sentry chal-
lenging as they pass his post. “ Who
goes there ?” ¢« Keys.” After the
gates are securely locked and barred
the procession returns, the sentries
exaeting the same explanations as
before. When they come in front
of the main guard,house, the sentry
stationed there givesa loud stamp on
the ground with bhis foot, and de-
mands, “ Who goes there ?”’ “ Keys.”
“ Whose keys ?’ “Queen Victoria’s
keys,” “Pass Queen Victoria’s
keys, and all’'s well.” The porter
then ealls out “ God bless Queen
Victoria!” to which the main guard
sponds ‘“‘Amen.” The guard then
presents arms, the officer kisses the
hilt of his sword and the keys are de-
posited in the Lieutenant’s lodgings.
After this all ingress or egress is im-
possible. It sometimes happens that
strangers visiting the pile do not get
out before the time comes for locking
up. In that event they may have to
sleep—or keep aweke—on benches in
the guard-room.

The Place of Music in Church Service.

Eugene Thayer tells us in the Cen-
tury for October, that music should
not be considered the chief attraction
in church service. We have all seen
churches where, for a little while at—
tractive music seemed to augment the
number of worshippers. There is not
a case on record where this device
did not ultimately fail. Nothing but
the Word of God, preached by one
able and consecrated, ever did or
ever will permanently fill the church.
Setting aside, however, all the claims
of worship, the pastors are still in the
right on simple grounds of courtesy
and common sense. A plain parallel
case is this. How would we like to
have them step upon our concert
platform and insist upon reading the
liturgy or even the Bible as the chief
attraction of the concert? No; we
are not to forget that music in the
church is a means, and not an end,
We weaken our cause when we claim
too much for it.

Corn Raising,

It may surprise the good people of
Canada to learn that the corn crop has
been immensely increased in Canada. No
doubt the N. P. people will clalm this as
a product of protection, but PurNAm’s
PAINLESS CoRN EXTRACTOR alune is en-
titled to all the credit. It raises more
corn to the acre, than anything else the
world can supply. Safe, sure, and pain-
less. Take no substitute. Only 25 cents.
Try your hand. A good crop guaranteed.
Beware of flesh-eating substitutes. N.
C. Polson & Co., proprietors, Kingston,

ADVICE TO MOTHERS.

Are you dlsturbed at night and broken of
your rest by a sick child suffering and crying
with pain of cutti teeth? If so, send at
once and get a bottle of MRS. WINSLOW'S
SOOTHING SYRUP FOR CHILDREN TEETHING.
It value is incalculable. It will relieve the
r little sufferer immediately. Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake about it.
It cures dysentry and diarrhoea, regulates
the stomac{' and bowels, cures wind colic
softens the gams, reduces inflammation, and

ives tone and energgoto the whole system.
glns. WINSLOW'S THING SYRUP FOR
CHILDREN TEETHING is pleasant to the taste,
and is the prescription of one of the oldest
and best tgmsle nurses and physicians in
the United States, and is for sale by all drug-

form the first stepping-stone. My!

glosu throughout the world, Price 25 cents a
ttle ly-6

Better th

So easily is a cold taken that not infre-
quently one is at a loss to tell when or
how }t bai?loriglnuwd, and is pni;:ehtlo ex-

ect it w 0 as lightly as
t came. Pegr- HEALTH haps it may
go easily, if helped a little; but every
cold that comes is liable to stag. It may
happen just at a ls time when, from
other causes, the normal strength of
resistance in the system has been lowered.

A l(ilttlc inattention or dela{ r;:’ay vct: :%
gncembﬁg(;:g BETTER ﬁgml. seated,

and the work of dislodgment will be very
%ﬂlcglt.d The simple Corﬁza, Ior c;)ld in

e head, ma evelop into a
Catarrh, and I§ THAN indeed exceed-
ingly likely so to do. That such is the case
is evidenced by the fact that seven persons
out of eve:;{ GOLD nine, in the At-
lantic and Mid- « dle States, have
catarrh in a severe form. Or,if it does
not take that turn, the little cough that is
at first but an annoyance, is almost certain
to become dry, hard, racking and con-
stantly recurrent, worrying in waking
hours, banishing sleep, and momentarily

an Gold.

weakening the patient. The larynx, vocal
cords, and tonsils, become inflamed. e
Inﬂb:mmition extends into tl;e lbr:mchlal
tubes. ‘‘Laryn- ] tis” and
¢ Bronchitis » AYEH S gre the easiest
words that the doctor, called in about that

}ime(iwill ttlze The treuble goes on vlvlolrki
ng down the ronchia
tuﬁes to the c“ RRY lungs,ulti-

mately threatening Pulmonary
:i':m. ?i’l perhaps, the malu}iy ?ssu!:nes
e quickly ata ase
of Pneumo- PECTORAL nia. Rust
about as unwise a thing as an ordinarily
?‘e;l:itbh person can do, is to ne;il:lect a
e co or
cough and PRESERVES give it a
chance to develop in any of these ways.
And when it comes to the treatment of

onsump-

children, ne- H H lect is crim-
inality. All : < fls the dangers
to be feared fromeolds and coughs may
be averted, in the very outset, by the
administration of AYER’S CHERRY PEc-
TORAL, & medicine ineffably beneficent,
which allays the coughing, soothes to re-
freshing rest, and brings back health,

Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral,

Is the only medicine that can be relied u

n to break up a cold and cure a cough,

and is invaluable in the treatment of all aflections of the throat and lungs.
The following are samples of what people say who know it:

“Mediecal science has produced no other
anodyne expectorant so good as AYER’S
CHERRY PECTORAL. It is invaluable for
diseases of the throat and ln:(fs.”
—Pror. F. SWEETZER, (Maine Medical
School) Brunswick, Me.

“AYER’S CHERRY PECTORAL affords
more relief in cases of Whooping Cough
than any other medicine.,”—DR. ARTHUR
Yo COX, tth LO‘uiS, MO.

“I have used AYER’S CHERRY PECTO-
RAL in my family for 20 years. It is a
wonderful remedy for Throat and Lung
Diseases.”—L. GARRETT, Texana, Tex.

“My children have taken AYER’S
CHERRY PECTORAL for Coughs and
Croup, and have found it give immediate
relief, followed by cure.” — MRs. J.
GREGG, Lowell, Mass.

“T find nothing else so efficacious as
AYER’S CHERRY PECTORAL in the treat-
ment of Colds and Coughs, and have
used it in Croup, Asthma, and incipient
Consumption, with great success,”—
Dr. J. H. WIL8SON, Centerville, lowa.

“My wife, troubled with violent cough-
ing, hard and dry, for 30 years, got so
low I thought it would kill her. She
took AYER’S CHERRY PECTORAL, and is
entirely cured.—G. M. CARR, French
Camp, Miss.

“Several members of my family suffered
severely with Influenza. All were cured
by AYER’S CHERRY PECTORAL in a few
days.”—-HENRY RUSSELL, Somerset, N.J.

“The best remedy that can be had for
Coughs and Colds is AYER’S CHERRY
I;IECTORAL.”—E. M. SARGENT, Lowell,
- a”'

AYER'S CHERRY PECTORAL,

PREPAR

ED BY

DR.J.C,AYER & CO., [ Analytical Chemists ] LOWELL, MASS,

For sale by all Druggists.
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Christmas

Present!

Order an India Ink, Water Color or Crayon

PORT

RAIT

Copied from Any Kind of Small Picture by

H. C. MARTIN & CO

., - 46 King Street.

IFCall and See ﬂpgzc&m(-ns of Work. &)

BUY ONLY THE
Cenuine Bell Organ!

A MODEL OF BEAUTY

OUR Designs are all NEW, and we employ o

and SWEET IN TONE.

nly the best skilled labor. Before buying an

Organ, send for our Catalogue and get our P

W. BELL & CO., GUE

W. H JOHNSON, -

121 and 123 HOLLIS STREET, =« -

LPH, ONTARIO, and LONDON, ENGLAND.

A gent,

HALIFAX, N. S8,

b i ﬁnﬂs,

And Diseases of the
HEAD. THROAT & LUNGS!
Can be taken at home. No case
incurable when our questions *
are properly answered. Write
for circulars, testimonials, etc.,

CATARRH

ORCHESTRAL PIANG-ORGAN.

A NEW INSTRUMENT.

SWEET AND POWERFUL.

SIX
4 feet b inches; Le , 4 feet
8 inches; Depth, 2 feet 3 inches.

THE CASE is a beautiful de-
of an upright Piano,« xactiy
lllultnnon}' manufactureil

Treatment For

REY. T. P. CHILDB, Troy, Ohle

of solid Ch ighly polished
to resemble wood. THE
g& SIO is produced upon

ELV ves of Reeds,

aided by a double Right and
ft Coupler), constructed,
tuned, and vo as to imitate
as nearly as possiblea stri
instrument, operated by a full
Octave compass of Keys.
instrument excels all others
in elustlci? of touch, and the
mostrupld Musie tfl be ’lls-
ageng 4o ed to perfection, It responds
Wny o 2z 7 at once to the touch, combining
an easy action with quickness
of articulution. e tone is
smooth, full and not harsh
nor ear-pi reing. 1t1s the best
&m-mnlmeuc fo! OCAL
ing subordinate to the
., Yoice, instead of cove it up,
! the tone is pure and flexible.
+ The instrument can be played
with peifect ease by as
f‘ new invention for
cation for patent hs 3
been e)are ope without

a
Additional

ustable for children are sent
instrument. Knowing
rgan will please the
rubllo. we are determined to
ntroduce it at once and make

the following offer :
If you will remit $95.00 within one month from the X
Post O{Boe Money Order, or ress wzwm -glm 8; th E.‘.’"mm"w.’ it
 onbio Btoct and book, IMATFHTA "Fu{'“"r N RECEIPT OF ORIFR.
ven and money returned if instrument is not just as represented and perfectly
°°3& The compared with other man:
turers, not be
mention this paper.

.
price of %“' instrument, as ufac- 95 u u
BTOOL, BOOK AND BUSIC. INULUDES, BNIY £o "

‘'@ recommend this instrument because we know its merits, but we in stock and SHIP PROMPTLY on
receipt of order, all our different styles of O for the lor, the Chapel, the Church or the Sabbath School.
Ph.no: ({or mwa.nd np:u:l'l. Send for 1llustra C&hlocue‘ Visitors are always welcome at our mammoth factory.
dress or Call @

Daniel F. loa&’y Organ & Piano Co., Washington, New Jersey, U. 8. A.
W. . EXADWIEIN, Manager.

~—

T L

& CO., 35 & 37 Cortlandt Street, New York.

Many Agents are Making $5 to $10 per Day &6

SELLING OUR NEW WORK ON FARMING,

Single Copies mailed f .50.
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