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¢ Then Mary came a.running, ete.
A-looking for her Lond. B €l

*0h, whero havo you laid Him, ote.,
For Ho is not in tho tomb.

*Oh, why stand ye gazing?
Uh, ye men of 551523 'g

**Don’t you sce Him now ascending ? otc.,
There to plead for you and me,

. By-nud-by wo'll go to meet Him, ete.,
Whero ploasures never fude,”

While the incomparably suporior
lyrics of Wesloy und Watts wero
generally sung in the public sorvice
of tho Subbath, when tho preacher
gave out the hymus from the book;
yet these stmpler and ruder straing
wero the gieater favourites at the
revival meoting, By the<o the godly
foreafthers of Methodism in Canada
nourished their souls and dnbraved
their spuits for the heroic work in
which they weroc engaged, of conse-
crating tho virgin wilderness to God.

&

A LITTLE PILGRIM.
8 Jesus paid the fare.”

O\
‘NE summer's evening, ere tho sun
= went down,

Wuen city men where hastening from the

town
To resch thoir homes—some near at hand,
B some fare— b b
y snorting train, by omnij Or car,
To be boyond he reach of tl?;’cizy's din,
A tram.car stopp'd, a little girl got in ;
4 cheery looking gurl, scarce four yeurs old ;
Alzhguf;dh not shy, her magners wore not
old 5
But all alone! one scarco conld understang,
She hold a little bundle in her hand—
A tny hankerchief with corners tied,
But l;vigi%h did vot some bread and batter
Q3
A satin scarf, so natty and so neat,
Was l;)'or betr shoulders thrown. She took
or y
Acd laid ner baudle undernesth her arm,
And'smiling prettily, bat yet so calm,
She to tho porter said, ** May 1 lio here t'*
He & gwer'd instantly, ‘¢ Ohb, yes, my, dear,”
And there she scem’d inclined to make her

- stay,
While ouco again the tram went on its way.
The tall conductor, over six fest high,
Now scann’d the traveller with a business
eyo;
Batin that oyo wassomething kind and mild,
That took the notice of the little chid.
A little after, and tho wan went round,
And soon was heard the old familiar sound
Uf gathoring pence, aud clipping tickets
too~—

1he tram was full, and he had much to do,
 Yoar df‘a.-o, my little girl,” at length he

8ai
She look'd 8 moment, shook her little head :
1 h;vo no pennies ; don't you know,"” aaid
she,
‘' My fare is paid, and Jesus paid for me 1”
Helook'd bewilder'd—all the people amiled.
*1 didn’t know—and who is Jeaus, child "
‘“Why don’t you know He onco for sinners

died,
Forlittle children, and for me beside,
To make us good and wach ns £om our ain?
Is this His railway I am travellingin 1*
l ““Doa't think it is{ I want your fare, yon
tetdyon 3 dit ]
I told you Jesus paid it long ago.
, My mother told ijaxlut before ahe died,
That Jesus paid when He was crucified ;
That at the cross his railway did -begin,
Which ¢ook poor sinners froma word of sin 3
My mother said His homo was grand and
fair;
I want to go and soe my mother thern—
I want to go t» heaven whero Josus Lhres;
Woa't yon go, too* My mother ssid h¢ givea
A loving wolcome—shall wonot be lats?
O let us go before He ahuts the pate;
He bids us little chi.drea ocme to Him,"
The poor conductor’s eyes felt rather dim,
He kuew not why~he fumbled at his coat,
And felt a substance rising in his throat,
The people listen’d to the littls child ;
Some where in fears—the roughest only

And some one. whis' 'd as they looked

? ?

““Out of the mouths of babos the Lord is
ised.”

pra
‘“1am a pilgrim,” said the little thing ;
“I'm i:,going to heaven. My mothor used to

s
To me (ﬁ Jesusand lis Fathor's love;
Told wme to moot ber in Hishoms abore ;
Ard 80 to.day whon aunt went out to

And Jooking oat I could not father ses,

I got my bundle—kiss'd my little kit,

(an 80 hupgry—won't you have s bit?)
And %“ my hat, and then I left my homo,
A littlo pilgrim up to heaven to roam;

Aond then your carriage stopp®d, and 1 could

500
You looked 20 kind, I saw younbeckonme;
I thought you must lelong to Jesus' train,
And aro you just golng homo to hoaven
again)”’
The p%or conductor only shook his head.
Tcnnﬁ i:l‘ his eyos—ths power of spoech had

ed.
Hnd{ conscience by hor prattle roused his

‘cars,
And struck upon the fountain of his tears,
And mado his thoughts in asd confusion
whirl ? .
At last he said: Once I'd a little girl,
Iloved her much ; she was my litt @ pet,
And with great fondaess I remember yet
How much sheloved mo. But one day she

“She;- gono,to heaven,” the littie girl re.

plied ;

She's ({;nne to Jesus—~Jesus paid her fare.

Ob, thc" gonducwr, won't you meet her
ero '

The poor conductor now broko fairly down ;

Ho could havo bomo the harshest look or
frown, .

But no oue laughel; and many sittivg Ly

Beheld the scens with sympathetic eye,

He kiss d the child, for she his heart had
won. .

‘I amso sloepy,” said thoe little one,

G If you will lct me, 11+ lis l.xlero and :l:it

ntil your carringecomen to Jeans’ gato;

Be surs {on wake me up, and pul my frosk,

And att glfate just give one hittle knock !

And you'll see Jesus thero 1 Tho atrong
man wept !

I counld but think as from tho car I stept,

How oft a littls one has found the road,

The narrow pathw&g to that blest abode;

Throulgh faith in Christ haa read its title
clear,

While learned mon remainin doubt and fear,

Alittlochild § the Lord ofc uses such

‘To break or bend, the stoutest heart to touch,

Then by His Spirit bids the conflict cease,

And oncs forever enter into o,

Aud then along the road the uews we bear,

\Ve'x}o going to heavea—that Jesus paid our

are

—Selected,
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THE FISK JUBILEE SINGERS,

HESE gifted children of song,
are now making their tour
through Cansda. They bave
given three nightly suo-

cessful concerts in the Horticultural
Pavilion, the largest audience room in
Toronto. We are glad to know, that
the Toronto hotel-keepers did not dis-
grace themselves, as they did a year
ago, by refusing to entertuin those
Christinn Iadies and gentlemen because
they were black. The following is the
account of their singing before Queen
Victoria:

The Duke and Duchess of Argyll
were among the friends who gave the
Jubtlee Singers an early and hearty
welcome to Great Britian. It walz;
while ding an evening at Argy
Lodge,sg:ntbeir guests, that the singers
had the honour of appearing before the
Queen. At the Duke's request they
rang for her, first, “#Stexl away to
Jesus,” then chanted the *Lord’s
Prayer,” and sang, * Go Down, Moses."

| Her Mujesty listened with manifest

pleasure, and as-they withdrew, com.
muniosted through the Duke, ber
thanks for the gratification they had
given her. There was no stage parade
or theatrical pomp in the scene ; but
thaspectacle of Britian's Queen coming
from ber palsceto.listen to the mongs
which these bumble students learnedin

their alavo cabins, and that not morely
for hor own entertainment, but to en.
courage them in their eflorta to lift up
their fellow-freed people, was worthy a
placo in history.

Anothor intercating incident is their
ninging at the house of Whittier——the
poet of the slave, It ia thus desciibed
by ono of their number.

Being about to depart, we sang a
slave song, among the sweotest,

¢ Bwing low, swoet chario,
Coning for to carry wmo home,"

and ending with tho benediction,

¢ The Lo-d bless theo and keep thee,

The Lord mako Iis face shine upon thes,
And be gracious unto thea

The Lord lift up His countenance

Umn thec, and givo thoe peace. Amen.”

As Mr. Whittior listencd to this he
stood with bowed head, tho tears
rolling down his cheeks. It was with
great difliculty that wo could sing, so
deoply were we touched by the ox-
perionco of this hour now closing. I
sbull nover forget tho expression upon
that illumined fuos at that parting
moment. Ho stopped forward and
shook hands, but so deep were his
feelings that ho did not speak until he
came to tho two last.
to shake hands with him, and ho said,

-1 ** Good bye; God bicss yon all{” 1

loft my album, in which he promised
to write. I called the next morning,
just a8 ho was| finishing, and spent
sbout a half hour with him., He
showed me an old key to a slave-pen in
Richmond, which had been sent him
by some General, at which time, said
he, “I promised it should nover boused
for that purposo again.” I found that
Mr. Whittier had written the following
in my album ;

Voice of a people sufferiug low,
The pathos of their mournful song.
The sorrow of their night of wrong !

Their cry like that which Israel gave,
mnver for one to guide and save,
iko Mosea by the lted Sea’s wave.

The blast that started camp and town,
And shook the walls of alavery down—
The spectral march of old John Brown

Voice of a ransomed race ! Sing on
Till Freedom’y every right is won,
And slavery’s avery wrong undone |

Joux G. WimrrigR,

OUR INDIAN SCHOOLS.

£8% OME people ask me if our
Mission Schools are really
= doing any good among the
6‘7 Indian children 1 Le% me
>; tell them about four of my
scholara who died during my
stay in Alderville,
the first was Tommy
Franklin, a bright little fel-
low of nine, whoso regular atterdavce
at day and Sunday-school gave us great
hepe for his future. He retainél s
strong attachment to Miss Lottie
Barret, a former teacher, and when
dying, told his mother that he hoeard
her singing with the angele Miss
Brooking, bis gentle and faithful Sun.
day-school teacher, was also very dear
to him, and from her lips, in both
text and song, he learned many sweet
lessons about Jesus. His conscience
became very tendor during the study
of tho little Catechism. Ono day
while reciting the 4th Sec., he seewed
to feel' very badly ; when I ssaid,
“ What ails my little man to-day " ho

I was the last

laid his head on my shoulder and
sobbed out,” *“Ob, I'm afraid Jesus
won't love me!” ‘“ What makes you
think that, Tommy1" I asked.
“'Causo I told a lie,”” Lo said, still
sobbing as if his heart would Lreak,
I tulked to hims about Josus, and how
lnd ho is to forgivo little children and
ﬁolp them to be , and thon wo
pruyed together, and o roemed greatly
comforted.  Always after this, tho
guestion, * Tommy, do you think the
dear Lord Josus wouid like you to do
that1” would bring a gravo sweet look
into the bright black eyes and stop
any further weywardness. ‘Towards
tho close of his last illness, which was
long and sovere, his faco took on an
unearthly beauty. Tho lovelight of
heaven seomed shiniog through his
soft dark eyea whenever I spoke to
bim of the Swious, A day or two
before ho died ho called out, * Mammy,
don't you sce tho angels? Oh, they
aro lovely! Why I feel tho wind
fromn thoir wings on my check,” and
the Jittlo wastod fuco frirly shone as
he guzed upon the beautiful wings in-
visible to our duller sense.

Then there was Hetty Black, who
died of consumption last fall, at tho
ago of fifteen. Sho had studied her
Catechism and Bible lessons diligently,
and in this way had guinod several of
M. Brooking's beautiful prizee, one
of which was a Bible which sho valued
very highly. I visited hor often to-
wards the last, and always found her
gentle and patient, und glad to talk
about Jesus. As long as ahe was able
to sit up, even in bud, sho was busy
with patchwori or knitting, both of
which sho %ad learned to do very
neatly. Onoday I asked her how she
got through the loag woary nights
when her oough was troublesome,
Hec face grew wonderfully bright as
she answered botweon her graps for
breath, “YWhen my cough’s, bad T
pray to Jeaus, and thon I feol better ;
He stays by me and helps mo all the
time.” A day or two before sho died,
I said; “ Almost bome, Hetlty, ain't
youl” “Oh, yes, she replied, I'll
soon be there !" and her large beauti-
ful eyes shone with a light that was
not of earth. Then something com-
pelled me to say, “ If you see my doar
father, Hetty, will you give him my
love and tell him I am coming?’ I'll
never forget the radiant look on her
pale thin fiace as she said, “ Oh, I'll
be sure to téll him how you are help-
ing us here and that you'll como by-
and-by.”

Tho next who went away was Mary
Aun Bigwind, a child of nine. She
was very shy, and did not come to
school regularly, but she loved the
hymns the other little onos had learned,
and during the last few days of her
life she talked about Jesus and beaven
to all around ber with the wisdom of
& woman. The room, to her, secmed
full of beautiful things wsiting to
carry her spirit home.

Just & week passed away and then
we buried coother of my *‘brown
lambe,” dear little Joe Simpaon. He
died very suddenly, but bis sweet tom-
per and loving ways, his tender con-
science and nniform obedience needod
no dying words to show that he be-
loczed to the Saviour’s fold.

Hoping some one may be convinoced
that *“ our work of faith and labour or
love is not in vain,”

Mz B. Sa¥prrsoy,
—TAs Outleok. g
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