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MAN'S CHIFiF END.
Wealth is not the Ibighest object,

Which the sons of nmen csîî gain
Plcasuro nover satisifieth.

It is always nucod with pain.
Honor is an empty bubble;

Sooni as grasped it fades fromt view,
AIl that earth can give is floeting,

As f»he transient mornirîg dew.
Is thoero thon no wurthy object,

It there then no highest end,
Vhich ue ought to Pet before us?

Yes, thoro is, my youthful friend
There is wealth of Lau ýndIess treasuro,

There are juys tiut nover die,
There are honors al' unfadin-.

.In the glorious w )rld on high.
If we love the Lord our Maker,

If the Saviour is <aur friend,
Weo posseas the noklest -ubject,

Wo havo %ained the highest end.
If our hea! are turned to heaven,

We shail ind our treasuro there;
WVe shahf t&ste the truest pleasure,

Radiant crowns of glory wear.

THE INTOLERAN CE 0F THE GREEK
CHUIRCH.

whoîî I visited the prisons of St.
Petersburg, I have already ']escribed the
overcrowdîng that I fonind in the sniall
prison. which is a kind of Clearing-House
for the transfor of prisouers, froin one
place to another, and for their templorary
ilccoiniodation, pend:ng thieir dispatch to
Siberia, or to their owJ native province.
Shortly afterwards I iveut to inspeci. a
charitable institution o'n the northorn
batik cf the Neva. Whin there. 1 was
tuld that the gardenerof the establishment,
a Russian, front Snmolensk, who had lived
fur fourteen yeda iii the capital, bearing

an r.eproa)«chable chaiacter, had held a
little pinyer-nîceting in his own bouse.

Newas \chat is called iîn St. Petorsburg a
Pashkuffçtz-that is tu say, hoe was, an
Evangelical Christian of the school of
Lori! Radstock, gîven io the siaginsr of
.Sankt-ey's bynins, and to the inculcation of
the fainiliar doctrines of Englisn Evangel.
icalisuî. Ho %%as arresti.d, with bis wife
and clàlld, carried t 4f tu this overcrowded
old prison and thrust in witli tho rest.
W~hen bis friends came to itiquire, they
were told that hoe wight have' to stay in
the prison two mioiths, or hoe night be sent

away in two days. Fortunately for him
bis tinte camne before the week was over ;
but ho was sent off with bis fatnilv to
Smolensk, nor was hie suffered te return to
the homoe and situation in which ho hiad
spoî&t the last fourteen years of bis hie.
When I reinembered the condition of that
overcrowded prison, and the thought of
the offence ft~r ivhich the poor gardener
had been first thrust in among criminals
and then banit h-d frorn the place where
hie was iaaking a living, I feit that there
was only a diffasrence in degree between
tho % ario':s members of the finit of Diocle-
tian, Torqueniada, Pobedonestzeff & Co.,
Limited, and that the sole surviv'ing part-
ner is a worthy representat ive of the
Romian Emperorand the Papal Iinquisitor."
-Tritths abouwd sa

DRIJNKING A TEA4R.

"Boys, 1 wont drink unles you t ale
what I do," said old Joshi Spilit, in reply
to an) invitation. H-e was a toper of long
standing and abundant capacity, and the
boy,;s looked at hini with astonishnient.

-The ides," ýsne of ilieui replied, "that
you should prescribe conditions nxakes, us
iaugh. Perhaps you want to force une of
your abominable mixtures down us. You
are the chief of înixed drinikers, and 1
wont agree to your conditions."

"4Ho wants us to run in ffstor oul and
brandy," said the Judo, who would have
taken the cil to get the brandy.

"'No, Fm, square. Take my drink, and
and l'in with you."

The boys agreed and ail stood along tho
bar. They turned to Spilit, and all looked.
at himt with interest.

"Mr. Bartender," said lie, " give tue a
glass of wator."

'What ! %vater?"
"Yes, water. It's a new drink, to mie,

l'Il admit, and it'é a scarce article, I ex-
pect. Several days ago a party o5 us %vent
13shing. We took a fine lot of whiskey
along, and had a hcap >f fun. Long towv-
ard evening 1 got poworful drunk, anid
crawled off under a tree sudwernt to, sleep).
The boys drsnk up ail the whiskey,and
came back to town. They t houglit it was
a good joke because they had lef t nie cut
thore drunk, and told it around town with
a inighty bluster. MNy son got hold of tho
report and txald it at homo. -Well, 1 lay
uuder the troc ail night, and when I woko
in the morning my wvife sat righit tht.'ro be-


