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But this was only the bony framework, It had
w0t to be indued with the flesh and skin, so to
peak.  Everybudy who was stalled i carpentry
—and in the bush altost everybmdy learus to bLe
o skilled—gave one, two, or more weeks' work,
and before winter the church was covered in, and
by spring it was nearly tinished.  Although not of
very elaborrte architecture, it was an object of
grent complaceney to the entirs community, and
ospedinlly to these who lad wrought upon it.
Among these wero several who had never pro.
viously shown any interest in Church matters, but
who now became quite realous in its secular con.
coerns.  They soon became more interested, also,
w its religious worship, and were brought at last
more immedintely under the influence of the
Gospel. Get a wan to give or work for any oh-
eet, and you have quickened his interest in that
1 object forever.

(To be continued.)
; “I AM JESU3 CHRIST'S MAN.”

Tue beginning of Christian life is that a man
should subinit his whole heart and his whole being
to the rule of Jesus Christ. When 1 was living in
Africa, I had a very dear missionary friend, an
American missionary. Ile was a very beautifui
speaker of the language, so that when you heard
his talk, you would feel that he really kuew how.
On one occasion he was speaking in & large crowd,
in a great town of 60,000 people, a town which
wur has swept away ; hut when it was in full pros.
perity our American friends had a strong mission
there, und Phillips was preaching in the market,
and among the listeners stood a Mohammedan, who
was conspicuous uamonyg the rest by wearing n
turban. While my friend was speaking, this
Mohammedan said,

“ White man, stop.”

Sometimes services in this country are monoton.
ous ; it is & one man wministry right through ; it is
not half so interesting ns when s man or womman
asks you a question. So my friend stopped, and
the man said, . .

“ My friend, write it down in your beok that I
am Jesus Christ’s man.”

That was his way of suying that he meant to be
a Christian from that dny.  Aud years after, when
the war hiad destroyed the town, and my friend was
separated from his church, and there was no chance
of getting up to see them, there came a spy to the
coast, and he brought these words from that,
Mohammedan : “Try and find out Phillips, and
when you find him, tell him I'm Jesus Christ’s
man yet."—2'homas Champness.

THE GENTLE S8OUTH WIND.

«“ Now, Walter MHarrison Aumes, you get right
out of that chair this minute, for that's my set,
and T want to sit there,” and little Miss Rose,
who looked like a snapdragon just then, tried to
shake her sturdy brother, who had u very cool
way of pretending not to hear when he did not
mean to heed, nnd who sat us calmly looking out
of the window as if only a fly were attempting to
move him.

Papa was reading at the other window, but he
seemed to know exactly what was going on, and so
he called the little snapdragon—though he did not
use that name--to come to him, as he hud a story
to tell her.

A story was always a delxght and so the little
changecable flower—almost a rose agin—went in.
stantly, and seated herself on a little bench at
his feet.

“This morning, Rose, as I was going down
'\, town,” "he began, “1 met a disugrecable north

wind, und it suapped and snarled i a very spite
ful =ay, It began by teyving to inure the trees,
and break ofl the branches, bat the branches were
tou strung for 1, aud wouldn't give way.  Then
it rushed at me, und blew my cont as hard us 1t
could ; and saud in w grufl tone, as pluin as wind
can talk, ‘Take otf your coat quick; 1 won't wait.!
But I laughed at the idea of obeying such & com-
mand ns that, aud 80 just buttoned my cont up as
tight as 1 could, and the noeth wind tugged and
tugged in vain, .

*In the afternoon, as 1 came home, the south
wind met me; and such sweet manners as it had !
[t came up and kissed me tirst; and then said so
wently, a3 it played with my hair and patted my
cheek, ‘Open your coat, please; open your cont.’
I opened it right away—every single button , for
1 was glad to get all the south wind that T could,
and it iy doing me good yet. Wiieh is my httle
girl. ~the stormy novth wind, or the sunny south t”

“The sunny south, papa,” answered hitle Rose
cheerily, as she wem up to brother Walter, aud
kissed and patted him, and said, “ Please let we
have that chair, Walter dear 1”

Brother Walter didn’t say one word, but he
whisked out of the chuir in a second, caught the
nttle south wind up, clapped her in the chair, gave
lier two kisses, und scampered off' to play.

A BOY'S BIBLE

It is a good plun to begin the day by reading a
few verses of God's word and by learning at least
one verse by heart. Then we should go on our
knees and ask him to lead and guide us all the day.
Tu the reign of Jumnes I, a night watchmnan of the
city of London came to a linen-draper who had a
shop in Swithfield, and told him that he had
frequently noticed of late, in looking through the
keyhole, the Jight of a candle burning in his shop
all the night through. He wanted to put hiwm on

his guard lest thieves might be making free with |-

his goods while he wus asleep. It turned out that
the shopkeeper's apprentic  a boy called Newinan,
had been sitting up three mghts a week trying to
write out the whole Bible in shorthand. He was
Mraid, seeing that the power of popery was growing
so fast, that soon no one would be permitted to huve
a printed copy of the Word of Gad, and he was
detertined vo prepare a copy of his own which no
one would be likely to take from him. ‘The secret
of hnppy days and of a good and useful life lies
within those sacred pages, and any one may find
it who searches for it carnestly and prays for
the teaching of the Holy Spirit. It is reconcilin-
tion with God through faith in Jesus Christ as our
Mediator and Advocate, “in whom we have
redemption through his blood, the forgiveness of
sins,” followed by a life of loving and faithful
service.—Rev. V. Park.

@OUGH'S TOMBSTONE.

Jony B. Gouci requested that on his monument
the fo]loumg sentimient should be amt as part of
e inscription: “ 1 can desire nothing better for
this great country than that a barrier high as
heaven should be raised between the unpoliuted
lips of the clildren and the intoxicating cup ; that
everywhere mien and women should raise stroug
and determined hands against whatever will defile
the body, poliute the mind, or harden the heart
against God and his vruth” The seutence has
been duly added to the stone.

It is & remarkable pceuliarity with debts that
their expanding power continues to increuse us one
contracts thesn,
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A Banker's Eventful Joutney- A Trie Incident.

RY MT9 JLiZAathuit 0. BANNELLY.

ONCY tn & westery tateat,
Whete the tincket densely grew,
Whers the goliten tight of heaveu
Scarcely daved W atruggle through,
There groped » weary traveller
Who hiad blhindly lost Ins way
As the shade of night grew darkes
Aud duinpelled the light of das
Foul muniers had polluted oft
Thin dismnl, lone retreat,
And here hiad roblers banded
\WVath their hidden, steaithy fees.
A thntl of horror darted
Through hin wild and frenzied mind
As, in despair, uo beaten road,
Ur pathway could he tind
At bt a distant ray of hght
Hia anxtous eye discerued,
And, gladdened by thia gleam of hope,
Hun fuithful steed he turnel,
He reached a wretchied calin,
Scarce a fit abode for man,
Perhiaps the den of robbera—
Oh, imagine, if you can,
Hin aw o wud atrange emotion
An he neared the cruaking donr,
Where none, perhaps, bus ruthune
Had over knocked Lefore,
‘Twas opened by a wonan
Who beheld hin with surprise,
An the cause of his intrusion
She endeavoured to suriuise,
She told him that her husband,
Who woutd preawtly return,
Had been out all way hunting
That & living hie might earn ;
But thought she'd give him ahelter
From the wiutry, chilling air,
She told him to unhitch hias hurse,
And otfered him a chair.
He »at sud tmused iy silence,
His alarin was very great,
He expected an eucounter
Aud was doubtfal of his {ate;
For, hidden in hia pocketa,
There were liank-billa by the scure,
Concealed about his purson
Peecious gems sn 1 valued ore,
At length the m n, 1 deer-akin shire,
And bear-tkin cap attired,
The hunter came with weary tread,
For tnany a shot he'd tived.
As hours passed he silent sat,
Was in no talking moad,
And this, the anxious traveller thought,
Betokened naught of good.
He took his loaded pistols out
And placed them by his side,
Dctertnined to sell dear his hie,
Whetc braver noan had died.
At last the olil man drowsy grew,
. And asked him to retire ;
But no, he said he'd rather oit
Al night before the fire,
* Well, stranger,” then the old man said,
*“I'll let you have your way ;
But always, ere I go to bed,
I vead God's Word and pray.”
Then, stepping to a wooden shalf,
He reverently took down
A lable, dingy, old and wors,
Aud acon a chapter found.
The travellcr was an infidel,
He scorned the Holy Pook,
Its sacred counse! oft coniietuned,
1tx paths of right forsook :
But what a chungs came o'er his miud 1
How very calin he rew !
There was no reason for alarm
Now, this full well he knew ;
That uiglit he sleys as still anvl sousnd
As ‘neath bis father’s roof.
The sceptic wan convinced at last,
Of this he soon gave proof ;
For, from that long. remtmlxerod nigh?,
He ne'er reviled ags
The Holy Word, thi s Bool of Raoks,”
That neue shall rend in vain.
A Chtivti he ut laat becamne,
Aud ofien told the story
Of liow tus wagward steps wors tursed
From sin 40 Uod ssd glory,
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