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Some % $ ,506 in 1891 (the census of 1881 gave 62,660) to about
Thmgs Wot‘thé( nOWIng hom the :59;;: at the present date. Aund still they come—a
Great West. s

cosmopolitan mass of every kindred and nation and tribe
and people. May the Lord help us to give them the

e ot blessed gospel of Jesus Christ, that unifies and saves.
DrAr EDITOR.—As many of your readers are inter- I have been writing ** things worth knowing.” In.an
ested in this country a few figures relative to its progrese oo previously written I intimated that I was laid
during the Ingt decade wonld be interesting reading.  geide from work. Maybe I ought to change the heading
Althongh last ”\e" was a mostHiscouraging one to wheat ¢ tpig article before writing anything about myseif, but
growers the average for the ten years gives good'returns, . faw words will not be out of place. On the igth of
and one of the Jistingnishing characteristics of the peo-  (uoher I was suddenly seized with-an attack of sciatica.
ple of Manitoba is hopefuluess, and Prof. Whidden, who 1 <ontinued preaching for ten nights, though com:
brought light into our home by his visit the other day, pelled to lie in the day-time. A few daysat hanie atd
says that they are * much more ready to forgive Provi- 4po pain left me, On Lord's day, the 4th of November,
dence than the people of the East.”” A man of my g gt ag well as ever, drove thirty miles, preached twice,
acquaintance sowed goo bushels of wheat last spring “d/lud administered baptism and the Locd's Supper, and
threshed only 490 in the fall, but he is not discouraged goiy none the worse. On Monday sbout g o'clock the
on that account. He is looking for-a big crop next year. i, returned with increased intensity, and I have been
This is a country of great extremes. Our near neigh- prostrated ever since. It takes some grace to- reconcile
bor, five years ago thireshed 52!4 bushels peracreof & .4, ¢his enforced idleness in view of all that there is
field of wheat, but this year & lot of his wheat was not 4, 35 hat He knows® For the past ten days I have been
worth catting. Whes I wrote you in June last I was ... 0ratively free from pain, but it requires absolute
trying to keep cool under thé shade of an onk with the ioaesto keepme 80 I wm happy in the love of my
mercury 107° in the shade and the mosquitoes much in  31000ed Lord, aud am being prepared, I trust, to bring to
evidence, Last week we were trying to keep warm with i, greater glory here or yonder. 1 much’ enjoy the
the mercury 45° below zero and not a mosquito in sight. visits of friends that are near and the letters of those that
Notwithsta ding these extremes and uncertainties the are far away. Just at this moment I received a twelve
country is making steady and rapid progress. page letter from & very dear brother living on the shore
The following figures will show the yearly increase in  op ype ppiantic, contaiving a generoun gift which is much

the average under cultivation and the average crop each  yyj,04 and expressions of love which are valued more
; yoar The visit of Professor Whidlen, above referred to, pro
; iy duced much joy. His life is already telling upon the
Acreag Vield per acre.  Total yleld. oy iutian life of ** the wheat city.” Great: pleasure was
1891 916,664 -3 33,191,899  given alwo by the unannounced visit of Bro, Wm, Baglow,
19y L ,r' N-j 2«, :;'2?;8;"3 all the way from the dear little isle where I was twice
::‘: :'.‘ S, 146 17,179, born, These letters and visits would be enjoyed any
1893 1,140,276 27 B 31.775.0% time, but the present confinement adds to the enjoyment
1890 999 59 4 33 14 371,806 they produce, and not the le st enjoyed, I assure you,
18y ":M T" “fl;: :::‘6;‘?:: brother editor, is the silent, regular, weekiy, potent,
::;: t }‘w, .,»;f 17.13 n},gnt:j. visits of the MRSSENGER AND VisiTor, bearing the lm-
g 457,36 59 13,025,852 press of the editor's steady haud and thoughtful brain

AT I neartlly wish you and every one of your readers a

Acreage Vield per sere.  Total yield.  yery happy and prosperons new year

1891 303,644 48.99 14,763,605 Austin, Janvary 10

18g2 130 974 35 11,684,090

1893 88 S 29 25 o8 9333.235 S B N

184 413,088 FLE ] 11,907 854

" i b g o 4 | That Unbeliet is The Sinof Sins.

18y 468 14 9 10,629,513 A fortnight ago we quoted our Lord’s utterance on the

thys §14,824 3 02 '&Q’x'“g Holy Spirit, "When Heis come He will reprove the

:‘? ', WI ll ),", .:" . ‘: 8:.}?, world of sin because they believe noton Me,"" character”

1 BARLRY iy ising it as the New Testament doctrine which is at once

Acreage Yisld per acre Totsl yleld, most supremely difficult and most unmistakably pln.ln-

" gl Ho Ba8 15.6 3,197.876 We endeavored frankly to set forth the difficulties

1hys 97 644 29 2,831,676  difficulties never more keenly raised than now. It is

18y 114,762 22 11 2.5 7.65% our part to show that, difficalt as the doctrine in, its
| BRM- e iy I 2 24l "ﬁ"ye evidence s plaiu and commanding, The appeal must

:::2 4 }: ;w i‘, ?: i«, be to what is elemental in human nature and experience,

18y 183, 26t .7 3 ll;.z-n‘ Content to be judged by that appeal, we maintain that

rod 135 05" "1y 4,611,314  the consclence bears wituess that unblief is the sin of

s el Gl 5379158 s, I ever consclence apeaks out it is when thissio ls

."I:;u attention “,'k '”\L people i lm: confined w'l;:?lgy‘:: committed on thé levels of human life. As Bunyan puts

grslu growlug, as the following fgures relating to stoek it, they shut up Mr, Consclence, they blind his windows,

- they barricade his door, they cut the rope of the great
. bell on the house-top which he le wont to ring, that the

P ogiees Cattle Snesp PIE®.  town of Mansoul may not be disturbed,  But sometimes
e oo 173850 351400 079 My, Consclence escapes and rings the bell.
::r :T ':’:{ ::“:'t :2;;‘; f:‘ 7 For the sin of all siug to which the conscience bears
] 9814 ato g0y . \f\‘Hu 72.562 witness s the siu of mistrusting and desplsing- love,
thy 190874 231.507 36 680 4 z: There is 90 little love in this world, and there {s such a
',gw il 3 14 %83 &‘“” hard need of it, Multitudes have to go through life
90 18 u:‘, 217 g:, :: ;?4, 77:9,, famished for lack of love., Iven the most favored have
STOCK RXPORTED. very few really to love them. If we have no love, human
Cattle. or Divine, then indeed life censes to be worth llving. I
) 11,000 would rather,” vaid one, 'be condemned to be led out
- 22,000  gand hung if I knew one human soul would love me after-
- lj;l'as'?x» warda than live half a century aid be nothing to any
¥ 49,005 living creature.”" Vet lu there one of us who is not guilty
1894 47,000 in this matter ? Is there one of us who has not sinned
1900

4459 ageinst human love ! Hven when we prised it, even
The butter-making has yrown from 529,812 1be. in, when we were glad and proud and grateful for it, did we
1895, and valued at. $85 652, 1o 1,254,511 1bs, last year, 4o enough to require it when the time for requital was ?
wvalued at $541.661, wnd the cheene product of Iast year When the pitcher is dashed in pleces and the light
went over the million 1b, mark streams from it in the act of its po:hh.l(nl. who is there
The wale of lands during the last decadeis another that does not mourn that he loved so - poorly and gave
ftom that shows the progress made.- This I cannot give  back so interruptedly here ? When years and years have
in full, but some couception of it may be had by the passed, when time has dulled the keenest feeling, some-
sales of the C. P, R. Company -atone, which erew from thing on which one falls, a lock of the hair ‘that
97,340 sores in 1891 At A comt to the purchasers of drained the sun for gold," an old letter, dim and blurred

« $4T4,945, 10 413,086 acres in 1900 costing’ $1,377,718. with age, from a hand long since crumbled into dust,
Thelr aggregate dales for the ton years reached the And all the past is back again in a blinding light, Often
emormions amouut of 2173 359 acves, for which there it is far worse than this, A true remorse awakens at the
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sble to make her understand how mach he reaily loved
her, and eo send her to sleep in peace.’” Oh ! to be able
to say, ‘She knows now, dear child, how she is missed
from this cold November world.’

“So I hid my face in the grass,

Whispered, listen to m 5upuir :

1 repent me of all I did— !

Speak a little,”

But when men mistrust a great love, dnd do it to death
we are in presence of the crowning tragedy of the world.
The very highest literature is concerned with this. The
story of Desdemona will move men's hearts to the end of
time. They will never cease to thrill at her proud gentle-
ness, her purity like snow, heér glorious truth of love.
“I am very sorry that you are not well.” ‘I have not
deserved this.”” *‘I do not know—I am sure I am none
such,” till at last she says, “A guiltless death I die.”
Each sentence is a sword and Othello knows the tr-th,

*“Thou hast killed the aweetest innocent
That e’er did lift up eye,”
he could live no longer. He is looking at the purs white
dead face.
O ill-starr'd wench !
Pale as thy smock | when we shall meet at compt,
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven,
And fiends will snateh at it. Cold, cold, mygirl !
Even like thy chastity.—0, cursdd slave |—
Whip me, ye devils,
From the possession of this heavenly sight !
Blow me about in winds | roast me in sulphur !
Wash me in the steep-down gulfs of ligquid fire | —
0O, Desdemona | Desdemona !’

It is only the passion of his despair that makes it pos-
sible for us to forgive Othello. But hie sin is not so far
from ue as it seems. *‘ Men and wowen, if they do not
murder one another, do actually in everyday life for no
reason whatever come to wrong conclusions about eath
other, utterly and to the eud of their lives misconstrue
and lose each other. Nay it seems to be a kind of luxury
to them to believe that those who could and would love
themn are fulse to them. We make haste to doubt the
divinest fidelity, We drive the dagyger into ench other,
and we smother the Desdemona who woull have heen
the light of life to us, not because of any deadly differ.
ence or grievous injury, but because we uiterly and
wilfully reject. The tale evermore s

Of one whose hand,
Like the base Indian threw a pearl sway
Richer than all his teibe
And that {a the sin of sius

If this is trae about human love, how much more true
it is about Divine love ! However miuch we may grieve
over human affection, the greatest need of the human
heart s the need of God and his love, That love moved
toward us (o Jesus Christ. In him the stored up wonder
of the great eternal years was made manifest, He came
to, bring us the knowledge that God loves as the most
loving man or woman on earth loves, hut infinitely mere.
It was love that brought Christ down from heaven to
earth, and led him through the weary journey to the
garden, the pavement, the death sweat, and the tree. It
was for love of us that the Lord laid himpelf on the hard
bed where pain racked every bone. . It was for love of us
that the Father bruised the first-born Son, and he eried,
* My God, My God, why hast Thou forsaken me? " It
was for love that he bowed his head in the last agony,
when there was 1o hand to wipe away the drops that
hung on his brow. It was for love that when the course
of his sad years was run, he lay in the tomb over which
his angels of peace kept guard. It was for fTove that he
rose again and climbed the hills of heaven, It is for love
that he stande and pleads for us before the eternal
throne. Our ransom had to give his life to redeem a
single soul, and each one amongst ns is known to him
and dear to him, ae much as if there had been no other
to seek and to save. When we see him die amid dark.
ening skles and rending vells and opening graves, it is
for us to say, '* For me he trod that weary way, and died
a'thousand deaths in passing one.'” It was for love he
thirsted in the greatness of hin way, When it was re-
fused him, his agony found vent in cries and bureta of
paln. When it was given him in the scantest measure,
he was thrilled with gladness. At the table of Simon,
when the despised woman came to wash his fest with
tears, he put away the banquet for what was better than
wine. Out of weak. ess he was made strong when he
won the Samaritan's heart, And this is still his passlon,
still his gladeome labour, to bless in the unkind and
rebellious wotld the loveless hearts of men,

When He the Spirit of Truth is come he reveals the
Lord Jesus Christ as a living person. Our faith does not
lie at the mercy of critics in Germany or elsewhere, If
Christ had been merely & man amongst the race it might
have been reasonable to say that there might have been

were or shall be paid the sum of $7,284,145. When you thought of the faithful, gentle, pati and tant
#dd to this the sales made by ull the other companies, 10ve that was beside us, and that we never know, or held

- and the lands sold and given by the Governments, you but 8 light thing. This is an experience of the lives that
will pee that the dbvelopmient has been rapld and large, Seem - mdat ordinery and insignficant. ' ‘George, my
Lands are rapidly ingreasing in value also, Two years dear,’ she just breathed out, ‘I am a poor, silly girl, but
#go I could have bought a somewhat rough quarter I always loved yon,' He stopped her inatantly with his
seotion of laud near our home for $900. This fall, not. Xisses, but death had stopped her too, Three months
the fallure in crops, it was sold for $1,600, Paseed, and one image was ever before his eyes, Whay

These ls much land yet to be possessed althongh in elf-aeeusetions | Of what injustice had he not been
the pest ten years the populstion has grown from gullty | Gone, forever gone; gone before hie had been

o

dispute about hie claimas in the same way as there is dis-
pute about the claims of Plato and Shakespeare. As it
is, critical questions about Christ are not vital, For

* Christ is still living, and every day disclosed to faithful

souls in the fuluess of his grace and truth, The Holy
Spirit brings him before our eyes as'one who .became
Incarnate, snd was made dead, and lives for ever that we
may live also, He shows us that in him we have re-
demption through his blood, even the forgiveness of
slus, He interprets to us the mystery of his life asd
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