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Tho Best.

o] u tired of making tho best of things,"
She gard with o littlo sigh ;

« 0t smoothing tho hard, rough places,
And straightening things awry.

« 0f taking the snarled and broken ends,
Of many n worry and paiu,

And tryluj to malee from tho tangled threads,
A benutlful, oven skein.

w [ wish just onco, for o littlo while,
1 could stop tho struggle and strife,

And have for my own, o great broad piece
I'rom tho very best of life,

w A picee all fresh and beautiful,
Not saddened liko the rest;

That I need not mako, beeause it waa
Already, the vory best,

w.Just oneo I would feol it through and’
throu%h
Wath oll the joy 1t brings,
And then moro wlllin;{ly 'd go back,
T'e make the best of thinge.”

We thought of hor words ag wo folded
Her patient hands in their rest,

And said in low broken voices—
 Doar heart, she has found the beat!™

—Desste Chandler,

Band Work,

Tui remarkable work wunder the
labours of the Rov. D. Savags has
attractcd much attention. TFrom the
August No. of tho Zapositor of Holiness
we take the following acconnt of it

“The Band movement in the wester
part of Ontario grow out of a powerful
rovival of religion experionced in the
town cf Petrolia during the winter of
1884, Whilo far from endorsing indis-
criminately all the methods of tho Salva-
tion Army, it is only due to thut organi-
zation to sny. that their first few weeks
of labour in Petrolia resulted, in associa-
tion with the labour of other Christian
peoplo ¢f the place, in 8 wonderful
gpiritual awakening through the entire
community, Hundieds were brought
from darkness to light, and from the
power of Satan unto Gad. Tt was an
unmistakable work of the Holy Spirit.
And one proof of this, among many
others, was s deep and somewhat general
interest in the subject of entire holiness,
with an earnest desive on the part of
many to enter into the experience of
this grace. Hungering and thirsting
after righteousnces, many, very many,
wero ‘Alled,” ‘filled with all the fulness
of Ged.! It was a time of great rejoic-
ing. Theservices of the sanctuary were
‘seasons of graco and sweet delight.
Full of zeal for God and love for perich-
ing sinners, the people of my charge
were yearning for increased facilities to
give exprossion to vheir longings for
goulr.

“Just at this juncture, and as I was
looking for God's guidance with an im-
pression upon wy spirit that some new
door of usefulness was atout to be
opened, I met a notice over tho signa-
ture of the Rev. J. B. Clarkson, of
Belleville, of 1he organization in that
city of what was called a ‘Hallelujaki
Band.' This was under circumstances
very similar to our own in Petrolia,
Tmmediately following Bro. Clarkson’s
statoment, and in the samo column of
the Clristian Guardian, was a letter
from the Rev. W. Young, of Trenton,
giving a most thrilling account of the
visit of {the Belleville Band to Trenton,
and its wondexful results. I took this
ag & Divine intimation for myself and
for Petrolia. Not conferring wiih flesh
and blood, I anncunced on tho follow-
ing Sabbath my intention to organizoa
timilar Band. The conditions ot mem-
bowship were, 1. The gxperience of
consciova salvation, 2. Consecration
to God and His work. 3. Above the

ago of fourteon. 4. Abstinencs from
tobacco and intoxican.#, B, Willing-
ness to bear testimony for Qlirist on any
fitting occasion, G, To be under the
direction of the ‘Band’ leador for
sgrvico at any poiut and at any time,
circumstances pormitting,

“T was astonished at the responso.
Some sty onrolled themselves for
mombership the first day, The an-
nouncemont was made at the Sabbath
morning service, and the Band was
organized at the closo of that gervice,
I appointed myself leader of the Band,
with Brother John Murdoch as my
aesintant, At night we held our first
public gervice, after preaching, Some
eleven souls profes.cd conversion at
that gorvice. It was n day that will
never bo forgotten in Petrolia.

“The following week, by consent of
the Marthaville minister, a strong con-
tingont of the mew organization went
out from night to night, some three
miles, to hold services in the Methodist
church thore. Tho effort was tentative,
Our work was havdly well in hand, still
God gaveus a number of souls that week. .

#T'hen, by invitation of the Rev, G.
J. Kerr, our minister at Brigden, wo
wont to that village, somo eloven miles
away, for our second campaign. Hero
God gavo us over n hundred souls in
about ten days, Tho mighty power of
Cod fell on the people. Agonizing.
conviction, strong crying and tears, and
triumphant deliverance were antong the
features of the work.

“From that time to the present we
have pushed our lines, passing from
point to point, ag the Providence and’
Spirit of God have led us on, enjoying
the hearty sympathetic co-operation of
many of cur ministers, and indeed of
Christian ministers and people of other
communities as well, In each succeed-
ing number of this Magazine I propozotc
givo reminiscences of our work in the
West during the sixteen months of its
history,

v

“«DAvID SAvAGR.”

I Will not Question his Intent.

SHALL not the Lord of all the earth
In overything do right?

‘Why should I question His intent
Whether Ho bless or smite?

11is love and power are infinite,
And marvellous His skill ;

A single atom cannot fall
\Without Ilis sovercign will.

Sufo in the sunshine of His grace
The whole creation moves,

RBotter than we can love oursolves
The Lord Ilis creatures loves.

1 sce but little of His plans,
And connot know what's best;
I'll tako 1lis precious promises
And trust Him for the xest.
= Mrs, Annie Willenmey: .

>
The Prayer in the Deep Canon.

Nor quito twenty yems since, three
men, Baker, Strole and White, were
searching the river-beds in Colorado for
gold. The rivers theto aro different from
other rivers in tho country. They do
not run between green banks, with trees
or corn-fields on cither side, and so near
that wo can always see them and, if wo
wish, wads in them. They run deep
down, hundreds, in eome places thou-
sands, of feot out of sight, between great
walls of rock. Imagire a rangs of
mountaius split lengthways from their
ridge to tho root, and a river flowing far
down at the very bottom of the split,
and tumbling over precipices and rush-
ing wildly through the darkness. That
ig how the rivers of Colorado flow,

Une morning the threo men I have
named, having slept over night at tho
entrance to ons of theso slits, which in
that country are called canons, were
coming up the ateop sides of the canon
to continno their search for gold. As
they camo near the surface tho wild
war-whoop of the Indiang burat on their
ears, and ot the samo time a shower of
arrows and bullets fell on them. DBaker
was hit, and, ag it turned out, go sorely
<hiat he died. And ag ho was captain,
he cried to tho othor two to escape
for their lives, But they were loyal
mon and stood by their dying captain,
facing the cruel savages and beating
them back, until tho last quiver of his
sirong body told them ho was dead.
Thon they fled back and down the can-
on or deop slit in the rocks through
which the river ran, And thithor tho
Indians were afraid to follow.

At a bond of a river they found some
drift-wocd, plexty and strong enough to
make a raft. And with ropes and horse-
harness they had they made a raft, and
tying a bag of provisions to it, they
iaunched into the unknown stream.
Never raft sailed on that stream before.
As they went on the darkness became
nearly as great as that of a tunnel;
only, far up, they could see a thin lino
of bluo sky, over which for one short
half-hour in the day the sunlight passed.
Then night came and there was total
darkness. Higher and higher roso tho
walls on either side as they sailed further
on. At one place they roached the
heigiit of 2 mile. Meanwhile the little
raft sped on, but on a terrible voyage.
The turns in the river wero frequent,
and the falls and whirlpools terrible.
The men clung tv the raft for dear life,
the one keeping it from burzping against
tho sides, the other guiding it with a
pole.

Only the night before their cajftain
had told them at the foot of tho canon,
if it could be reached, was a village
called Caville. And the hope of the
two men was that they might arrive
there before long. But one day passed,
another, a third, a fourth, in the terrible
darkness, on the terrible stream, and
Caville was not reached. On tho fourth
day, as the raft was caught by the rush-
ing stream nnd dashed around a sharp
bend in the caunon, it went to pieces,
and Strole, trying to guide it with his
pole, was tossed into tbe roaring whirl
of waters, gave a loud shriek, and was
geen no more. ’

White was now alone and with a
broken raft. A fecling of despair and
terror can. over him; he wished ho had
fallen in the fight with the Indians as
Baker had done, Mo felt the tempta-
tion to throw himself into the recthing
waters and end his sorrows where
Strole’s had ended. But the good Lord
had something better in store for him.
He helped him to put away those evil
thoughts and bind the raft together
again, This time, that Strole’s fate
might not happen to him, ho tied him-
gelf to the raft. But when he soarched
for the bag of provisicns it was gone.
And thus tied to the raft in the awful
gloom, on the awful stream, withoub
companion, without food, the pocr man
launchedoncemore, Alas! hewascaught
in a whirlpool, fiercor and stronger than
that which had swallowed Strole. The
raft was whirled round and round and
round, Tho thought came to him that
ho should whirl on there till raft and
ho sank.  “This is the end,” he axid tq
himsolf. Heo grew dizzy; bo fainted.

When ho came te himself he glanced
upward, The rocks rosv nearly & milg

on oither side, A red lino along the
open showed that it was evening. Then
the red changed to black, and all was
dark, And then and there, in that
terriblo depth, in that thick darkness,
and amid the roaring of the whirling
und rushing of waters, this poor man
found God “I fell on my knees,” he
told afterward, “‘and as the raft swept
round in tho curvent I asked God to
help me. I spoke as if from my very
goul, and said, ¢Oh, God, if there is a
way out of this fearful place, show it to
vae; tako me toit,’” He was still look-
ing up with his hands clasped, when he
félt o different movement in the raft,
and turning to look at the whirlpool, it
was behind, and he was floating down
the smoothest current he had yeb seen
in the canon, Six days moroe, and he
came to a bank where the rocks disap-

peared and some Indians lived. From |

them he received food and started once
more on his voyage; and three days later
he came to Caville and to the homes of
white men, whore hig troubles came to
an end.

1t was & terrible voyage, the most

terrible, perhaps, ever sailed by man; :

but it had this good for White; it put

the thought and faith of God into his |
‘When in after days, he told the |
story te Dr. Boll, who records it in ||

heart,

“ Across JAwmerica,” his voice grow husky
as he dencribed the awful scone in the
whirlpool—the appeal to God,and God’s
loving and helptul reply. —A. McZeod,
D.D., in Illustrated Christian Weekly.

.

The Scott Act in Operation.

No one expects that the tastes snd
habits of a nation can be revolutionized
in a day. No one imagines that the
coming into force of the Scott Act.
means the immediate extermination of.
drinking and drunkenness, All that is:
claimed is that the Scot* Act will at;
once materially diminish the terrible.
ovils of intemperance, that-it will pre-.
vent the acquirement of drinking,
habits, that it will educate the public:
conscience, and that it will lead to.
still better legislation in the not far-off
future. All this we claim is being’
accomplished with a completeness and.
rapidity that surpass the anticipations
of even the friends of the new measure,
The writer of this article has had
good opportunities recently of seeing
tho practical results of the working of
the law. In villages that were for-
merly the sceunes of nightly revel and
disturbance, the chaunge is fairly “start-
ling. Bar-rooms still lie open, but the:
noisy crowds that used to fill them are’
no longer seen. The harmiess bever-
ages now retailed incite no lawlessness
or turmoil, and men who formerly
spent their evenings in riot and dissi-
pation, may be found taking needéd:
rest or playing with their little ones
round the cottage door at home. The
credit of workingmen is bettor than it
was bofors, manufacturers and other
employers of labour testify tc the in-
orengod stendiness and working capacity
of their employees, police officials give
unhesitating ovidence as t6 the matked

diminution of crime, and from wany a |

home go up daily songs of thanksgiving
for the removal of the terrible crime
that was leading loved ones far astray.

CurnpreN, when going to a feast,
oat sparingly that they may have a
keener relish for the coming dainties;
so we, who are going to the feast aboye,
ghould not dull our appetites with
earthly joys.—McCheyne.




