 styles t :
 travellers

re for resh §
he original {
A £

veen Mufv‘f
Sambuzi, #7
rerealiouts
ad seve!'*Q;
ng the wal |
't Sambuzt g
have five
the levee
; he would i
l, his com
of to hinh ?
ceived the
oice :— ]
r to Mutd 4

lead the
ed. No¥ i
send fouf §
1ssist you- §
should e &
, until yo#
. 1f yov §
rizing you 4
my anger |

et N WD S
po o e e = -

anks, my ]
ce in the:

B w——

ears, ﬂn’d y
Emperor $ ]
Nzigé. *
Unyoro 0
and stﬂfy ' :

”

‘
conversd :
ally sorty
and fin® 4
1versatio?
begun to :
1 were to 4
style an®
s Missio?
- his plac® |

e rmi s ToirtRb I

00 e o

s of thb
re, at B 3
ntages w‘ :
 religio® 8
in whiel’

%uld not command, the little teacher
Sempair,

tan
: The
, battleq of the world, have had splen

&

3
H -
H
{

The Wreckers.
BY C. . BURLEIGH.
HARK to the roar of the surcges,
Hark to the wild winds’ .hoWl;

See the black cloud that the hurricane urges

Bend like & maniac’s scowl !
Full on the sunken lee ledges

Laps the devoted bark ;

And the loud waves, like a hundred sledges,
Smite to their doomeéd mark !

Shrill the shriek of theseamen -~ .
Cleaves like a dart through the roars
Harsh as the pitiless laugh of the demon
Rattles the pebbled shore.
Ho ! for the life-boat, brathers; -
Now .may the hearts of the brave,
Hurling their lives to the rescue of others, .
Conquer the stormy wave.

Shame for humanity’s treason!
Shaine for the form we wear
Blush at the femple of pity and reason
Turned to a robber’s lair !
Worse than the horrible breakers,
Worse than the shattering storm,
See the rough-handed, remorseless wreckers
Stripping the clay yet warm. -

Plucking at girlhood’s trdesselsé ]
Tangled with gems and golc;
Tearing love-tokens from ma:nhood s caresses,
Clenched with a dying holv‘l.. ,
What of the shrieks of despan;lng. ‘
What of the last faint gasp aring:
Wreckers, who lived would but lessen yol:l‘ sharing;
Gold—’twas & god in your grasp

Boys in their sunny brown beauty,
Men in their rugged bronze,
Woman whose wail might have taugh
Dead on the merciless atones.d .
Tenderly slid o'er the plundere o
Shrouds from the white-capped 3: rfd :
Loud on the traitors the mad ocean thun
Low o’er the lost sang & dirge.

¢t wolves a dutys

Friends! there are deadlier breakers,
Billows that burn as they roll!
Flanked by a legion of crueler wreckers—
Wreckers of body and 80“1_5
Crested with wine re(;llf)ir flashing,
Swollen with liquid fire,
How the strong ruin comes fearfully ﬁ?’:i:gl’
High as the soul walks, and hig

What though the soul of a..drunk“d
Be lost on the reefs of crime, .
What though his children by beggary co!
Sink in podlution’s slime. o
Gold has come in to the Wl:ezkeﬂ’
Murder has taken his prize ; ers,
Gold, though a million hearts burst on the ?re&k
Smothers the crime and the cries

» ”
. About being “The Captal;"' bout &
I mEarp a droll story the otherf :nyed to 8
®ompany of little fellows who were oned  great
clul by their teacher. She had P‘“:o do. 'They
™Many delightful things for the club * 1L to have
Voo to go on excursions, to ph’y basew w’hafv olse,
"egular military drills, and I don’t k?:
hich boys take pride and pleasure 18-
hing *
But all the fine plans can;B wm’;:t 1ng
%u imagine why? When they i "No-
the °l“b,°all the boys wanted to be “capts:

all
. g; and, 88 &
Y would consent to be in the ranks; gave up 11

qnered

‘ Can

” boys, bat Aunt
that before 0P°

obe orders.
i ,-eg in the

It is very well to be * captain,
Arjorie wants you to remember
lead, one must always learn -
great armies which have congit1

ainns ©
Mmand them ; but they have also ha"iuz:lu they
Worg 14 mep, who wero glad vy ithout any
“ere told, without the least delay and Wi¥%"

ing of duty.

{to touch

to orgenise

goldiers 0.

must
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learn, in the first place, to control' himself. You
know what the Bible says abou-t this, do you not ¢
«He that is slow to anger 1s.b.etter than the

ishty, and he that ruleth his spirit than he th:?t
s t}{,a. city.” “He that hath mo rule over his
:flf spirit is like & city that is broken down and

»

mthou: v:;lxlxs.who flies into a rage, or gets into a
f,.i;wcvfhenever there are difficulties in the way,

;I never be able to manage his forces. Control
Jwi

then you may hope to govern others.
yo;rs:lf,s;ﬂ ghat th{,)ugh it is quite simple, yet the
© sf “leader” has its grave cares. Before you
oﬁoco.de ou must know how to follow; and
:u;mgﬂ;ou zan rule others you must have yourself
in“h""nd'm you must learn a great deal, and be
"I‘hen, see, what ought to be done, and prompt
-u}ck - it. “King” means the man who
::i (:ge!;:ga thing ; and when a boy is « .Re:f,”
qa:‘ Kiﬁg" on the play-ground, or at the pic-nic,
or h s,chool-roomx you may make up your mind
or In ¢ a lad who can do some things better
t:at l;:;sxzomfa,des, and of whom the other boys
than ‘

are proud.

Py

‘What One Glass of Wine Did.

Maxy thrilling stories of sadd.ened 8_"“? ruined
. .o heard in the Central Union Mission, but
lives ar:be saddest was told at a Sunday afternoon
oneé (.)f few weeks ago. It was a powerful tem-
Poeting B - in itself, as it showed the awful
rt, from years of dissipation—but of one
's debauch. A stranger, whose hair
and whose face bore indeli-

perance se
results—no
single night

ly gra,
was premazlflr:‘)irgow}:h“ bad burned into his soul,

blcz1 m::ll‘; never be effaced, rose one dayl'l to give his

and € . told in hopes that it might
. His story,

testimony-.

me one from the awful effets of a similar
gave 80! .

llows :—
as 88 f;e:rs ago he started out from a happy

South, with high hopes and anticipa-
! o to college, in New York. He got along
tions, to ;g studies, made friends, and kept out of
finely 1n S ‘He had promised his mother never
tempt.a.bloﬂ)-_ wor, and he kept his promise. One
el%f his lady friends gavi a party, ami.
; companions, he was present.
with other "i::i{,?:ng\ong Ehe refreshments, and a
But there ¥ a foolish enough—in the light of ex-
young woma should say wicked enough—to offer
fience we oung men who were her guosts. This
wine to the ze fused, and she laughed at aim. He
oung MAan in: telling her of his promise to his
refused aga; s,he urged him still harder. Finally,
mother—an were added to pleadings, he yielded,
when meen;he wine. It was good, and he tasted
and‘ tast’ii o promise 0ne broken, was forgotten ;
agzm- o an‘,; again he drank.
and agh and his ¢chum, whom he loved as a
l:fet the house at & lJate hour, it was to
brothef’ wild debauch in a saloon. What was
fnish in 8 he searcely knew at the time, but he
done there his drunken atupor in the morning to
awoke' ‘fmx in & police-cell, and to be told that, in
find himse he had murdered his friend that he
that sa.loolll:l He was tried, and sentenced to be
joved 0 ‘::t; through the interposition of friends,
hanged ; 2% was delayed. He lay for twa years
his executlmll) in New York City, and then his
S ted by Governcr Fenton to
t;m and relentless against 1;\1:;
rst and only crime
one m@h""st;y'uwn:::e gle inspiration of wine,

gin, W
E,ghteen
home in the

1 onk
mght S

gentence
life imprisonmen
The law was

‘heen commi him by the demands of society, and
foroed upe™ in o licensed saloon. His whole
whiskey drenk

soul revolted against the sin he had committed, and
the producing cause of it. There was no murder
in his heart, but the law must take its course now.
Tt let vile criminals, who hated society, and scat-
tered death and destruction wherever they went, to
escape; but this college boy must expiate his one
crime to the full extent, and they felt that the
limits of generosity were exceeded ‘when his life
was spared. Then he was taken to Sing Sing, and
for long years he stayed there a hopeless prisoner.
There came a day when the love of a Saviour
for such wretches as he dawned upon his darkened
soul, and the joy of sins forgiven filled his whole
being. For twelve years he-lived only in that joy
—his only comfort, ‘ :
Through an accident, he had the opportunity of
saving the life of a keeper that was threatened by
a hardened criminal who was a fellow-prisoner.
Because of this good act, his case obtained favour-
able notice, and he was pardoned by Governor Hil,
and was now on his way to Atlanta, to see his
mother. But, oh! how different frem the way he
had ieft it eighteen years before—his life before
him, beautiful and bright and full of promise !
Now, hopes are blasted—his young manhood gone
—the future dark—the stain of a crime and a
prison upon him—broken-hearted friends to look
mournfully upon him—and all because of one glass
of wine!—American, ‘ '

A Noble Offering.:

Tue superintendent of one of the street-car rail-
ways leading out of New York into the country,
told a touching story to a friend, the other day,
which found its way into a city paper. \

Sitting alone in his office one day, a strange
gentleman entered, who proved to be an officer in
the army. He carried a little box in his hand. -
After some hesitation, he said—conquering great
agitation :— ,

“I have a favour to ask of you. I had a little
boy, and I have lost him. He was all the world
to me. When he was alive, my wife used to search
my pockets every night, and whatever loose change
she found she would put away for the baby.
Well, he’s gone! Here is the box. We talked the
matter over, and came to the conclusion we could
not do better than to bring the money to you, to
pay the fares of poor, sick children out of town
during the summer. It would please him to know®
that he is helping to save the lives of other ‘poor
children. As soon as the box is empty we Will fill
it. While we live we will keep up the bank.”

The box has been twice emptied and filled, and
hundreds of sick or dying children have owed to
this dead baby their one breath of fresh air this
summer. '

How much more tender and true is such a
memorial of the beloved dead than a pretentious
monument, or even a painted church window,
beautiful though it be,

In England it is a frequent practice to build and
furnish a life-saving station on the coast, in remem-
brance of a friend who is gone; and in this country
memorial beds in hospitals are becoming a usual
way of keeping in memory of those we have lost.

Surely, if the dead can look back on earth, they
are better pleased to know that kind, living deeds '
are done in their name, than to see them emblazed
on cold stone in forgotten graveyarda.— Yoy s
Companion. '

A SaBBATH-8CHOOL teacher once asked her class :
“How did the Queen of Sheba travel when she
went to see Solomon?” A little girl answered: -
“She went on the cars ; for it says that she oatne : |-

with & very great train.”

n
"4 person who wishes to be “ captain,
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