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machinery appearto bo in constant use. We sawn
* Daniel * Plaver which je an admirable pieco of ma.
ohinery and eapablo of surfacing any kind of lumber.
‘Lho maiu line of the Grand Tmuk has a guage of 5ft.
6 inchies, but wo understand that a cliange, in order to
admit of connection with the Awerican rouds, will be
wado this ueat Foll.  From Surnin to Buffalo, and
from Port Huronto Dotroit, tho gungo will Le reduced
to m.e?. All the engine ropairs of the Western Di-
vigion of tho Grand Trunk are mado nt Saatford, and
tho car repairs nt Brantford.  Through tho courtosy of
M. E. }}:xrdmnu, Suporintendent of thoe Eugine De-
partment, we visited tho * Round House," whiols cost
Jonte $100,000, and whiolt required 100 tons of iron to
comploto its construction.  On Faturday nights, when
theengines como home * to rogst,” (as it was jocularly
remarked to usthoy did) 17 engines, worth $13,000 each,
could be counted in the * Round House.” We visited
the Engineor's Report Rooin; saw tho largo Water
Tank, and wo think Mr. €. J. DBrydges and the Grand
‘Crunk are to bo congratulated upon having in thewr ser-
vice—ns thoy have bad for the past 17 years—so ex.
perienced and oxccllent a sorvaut as Mr. Hardman, A
drinking fountain quenches the thiia. of all the mon,
and semo sixteen hydrants, with an ample supply of
hose, stand prepared to eoxtinguish all the fires that
may attack tho Grand Trunk Works.

(To be Continud.)
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THE THREE MISSIONARY CHAPTERS OF
AMERICAN CHURCH HISTORY.

BY THE REV. J. LLOYD BRECK, MISSIONARY.

{ Concluued from our last.

The third great chaptor in the American Church
is the Pacific coast, its westernmost confines being
the trans-continental territories, consisting of Sit-
ka, Washington, and Oregon, on the north; Ne-
vada and Arizona, in the Sierras ; and the State of
Californis, cight hundred miles in moeasurement,
north and south ; which are the correlatize of the
Atlantic States, whether we consider their extent
of coast, area of surface, variety of productions,
rapidity of development, or cosmopolitian popu-
lation.

As aChurch we approach this coast far different
from that wherein our fathers labored on the At-
lantic. Here wo have no Church and State battle
to fight ; that has been once and for all (Jorerer, we
hope) fought. We have no Episcopate to wait fur
and do without. We have no particular geinsayings
to the order of Bishops fo withstand. Iiturgical
worship is accopted as o demonstrative fact of
Chliristianity. And wherever wo appear as the first
Gospellers, there the Church is welcomed, and at
onco supporters aro found from amony tho masses,
which beforo have been strangers to her faith.

Her orderly worship, her froedon from fawmiliar-
ity of speech 1n addressing the Mngesty. of Hoaven,
Her Catholic views of Christian doctrine, and her
conversatism, without narrowness, ao all commend
aer to the unprejudiced mind.

Now it is this third chapter of tho American
Church thatis painted in bold outline on our west-
ern horizon ! And we, as Churchnen, canuot re-
frain from reading it, except, in tarn, we would
have a lesson full of moral read tous. In those
Pacific States are gathering men of stature ; not
physical staturo ; not mental :  but men ef markea
purpose for gigantic enterpnise, such as appoarnet
in any other land of the world.  Mon of stature as
farmers, as graziers,, 38 manufacturers, as miners ;
beld in vast undertakings, such as are unknown to
our citizens of the Eastern, Middle, and Western
States.  And if thisis true of the Pacific in its in-
fancy of twenty years, what will be the facts cf the
case here in another scoro of years?

Naver beforo was thera such a field presented to
the Ohurch to enter sud o occupy.  And if we do
it not now, theblameand the fault will bo ours to
mourn ovex, andin vain will we repent of neglected
opportunities whon wo_sce the land given over to
all sorts of atheism, infidelity, or fo false and un-
worthy views of Gob and his revealed Truth.

1tis n mighty problem, this Pacific coast! and,
when considered from a commmercial point of view,

it threatens to revolutionize the world of commerce.
Look at tho steamers already plying from San Fran- I
cisco to Japan, China, Austratia, New Zealand, and

tho islands s the Pacific! And the cuast at the
setting of our suncannot bo overestimated froma
Churchly and Missionary point of view. If wene-

sloct it, before we are aware of it the mightyine ]

fluences hero taking root will outmnster us, and wo
shallnot reconquer at pleasure.  From an cconomi-
cnl aspect tho delay is most hnzavrdous : for the vast
monoyed resources which will bo horo willall be
turned into chaunela foreign to the Church ; und to
rostore confidence in us, after such noglect, will
tako two or throo genorativns 1* least, and the ex-
{:enditm‘o of & vast amount of men and means!

ut we do not purposo neglectingat ; o will nat be

neglected.  The brief history of the Missionary Col-
lege of St. Augustine, Benica, Cal., with its cighty
boarders, beside day scholurs, gathered within four
yoars, 13 proof enough that it is not too Iate for us
to set to work. Thoro are now required buildings
for a Divinity School, in ordor that a native minis-
try may bo educated for the supply of this vast
coast, & coast no Jess in osctont than the Atlantio,
and with intoreste .equally great with your own in
the no-distant futute. Wo cannot afford to send
our young men for their theological education threo
thousand miies acruss the Continen®,and leave them
with you three yeaas , no mmore than in the colomal
times could the Missionary Church of this country
afford to sond hor sons three thuusand miles across
tho Atlantic for Ordination. Not afford it, because
now, as then, not more than two out of overy five
would find their way back to us. Wo must educato
thomon the soil where they are to minister.

‘We are striving also to build up heroa Church
school for the education of the daughtersof the
Pacific coast ; and, to this end, to win them back
from out of the embrace of the Rumish schools,
which are here founded with a magnificenco which
ought to be startling to our own imbecilo action in
behalf ¢ the rising goneration.

Jortheso two vital objects, we need the holp of
our friends in the Atlantu States. WSen accom-
plished, we shall return the same to others, I trust,
fourfold. It istho highest sort of Missionary, work
to educate the young in the Church, and toraise up
a native ministry.

Poetry.

—

OVER THE RIVER.

Over tho river thoy bockon to me,

Lovod ones who'vo crossed to tho furthier side;
Tho gloam of thoir snowy robes I sce,

But their voices aro lost in tho dashing tido.
Thero’s ono withfringlets of sanny gold,

And oyes tho refootion of hoavon's own blue ;
Ho crossed in the trilight, gray and cold,

And tho pale mist hid him from mortal view.
o saw not the angels who mot him there,

The gates of the city wo could not see.
Over tho rivor—~over tho river—

My Lrother stunds waiting to welcoma me.

Overthe rivor tho Loatman palo
Carriod another, tho'houschold pot,
Hoer brown curls waved in tho gendo galo—
Darling Minnie! I scohor yet. .
Sho crossed on her bosom her dfmpled hands,
Ana fearlossly ontored tho phantomn burk .
Wo fell it glidotrom tho sflver sands,
Andall our sunshine row straugely dark.
Woknow she ig safo on: the further sido,
Whero all tho ransome.1 and angols be.
Over tho rivor—tho mystic rivor—
Afy childhood’s idol s waiting for me.

For nond roturn from theso quiot shores

Who cxoss with tho boatman cold and pale.
1Wo hiear tho dip of thio goldon oars,

And catch o gloam of tho snowy sail,
Andlo?! they havo passed from our yearsing heaxts,

Who cross tk:2 stroam axnd arogono for ayo.
Wo may not sunder tho veil apart

That hides from our vision tho gates ofday;
Wo only know that their barks ro moro

Ay sail with usoverlifo’s stermysoa;
Yot somowhere, I know, on the unsoeen shore,

Thoy wwatch, and bockon, and wait for wo.

And Isit and think whontho sunset’s gold
Js fushing river aud hill and shore,
I ahell ono dayfstand by thoxatercold,
And jist for the sound of tho boatman’s 0ar;
1 shallwatch for & gloam of the flapping sail,
I shall bear the boat asit gains tho strand,
1 ghall pass from sight with tho bostman pale,
To tho bettar ahioro of tho spirit laad,
1 shall know tho loved who havo gunuo Lefore,
Asd joyfullyiaweet will tho morting bo,
Whon over tho rivor—tho poacstcl civer—
The angeljof desth shall carry mo.

HYMN FOR TRINITY SUNDAY.

—

(THE FIRST THREE STANZAS BY THE LATE BISLOP
TERROT.)

Praisk yo tho Fatnin, iy whose might
Croation sprung from ancleut right,
Who guides tho stars, and rulos the flood,
Aud givos His moanost creatures food,

Praisotho REDEEMER, Gon, \Whaso love
Loft Hia Etornal Throne ubove,

Took our degraded flesh, and gave

That blecding form tho world to sava.

Praisoyo the Srinit, Who alono
Softons tho sinner's hoart of stono;
Romovoes tho film from darken’d eyes,
Englightens, comforts, sanctifies.

Pratse Gob, from whom all blessings flave;
Praiso Him all crentuxes horo below;
Praiso Himn above, yo hoaveniy Hoat,
Praisc Paturr, Sox, and Horx Guost.

Tule,
NED'S INFLUENCE.

(Concluded from our last.)

There were many who listened to the preacher’s
words who resolved to begin a better and holier life
on that first day of the Church’s yewr, many who
prayed in tho pause which followed the sermon that
they and those they loved might obey the gentle
command which had been given to cach and all of
them, when the holy waters of Baptism had made
them Christ’s soldiers and servants for over.

“Lord we will follow Thee whithersoever Thou
leadest,” was the cry from many a heart that night,
as they left the glorious Church, where henceforth
they could carry their burdeus to thefoot of the
Cross, and find rest for their souls.

Ned Martin's usually bright face wns sobered inte
a strange awe as he walksd home in silence with his
mother; she poor thing, was feeling wretched
enough, she had entreated her darhug to accompany
her togEvensong, and he had refused to dosoin a
dogged sullen manner. Where was he now? A
shudder prssed through widow Martin's frama as
the glaring light from the gin palaces fell upon the
wet shining pavements and sounds of unseemly
revelry foll upon the ear at overy turn.

Ned wished his mother good-night with more
than usual affection, and the next momsant she
heard his voice from tho top of the attic stairs say-
ing cheorly, ¢“ Allright, mother, Johnnie is in bed
and aslecp.”.

¢ No I ain’t,” mumbled a gruff voice from be-
neath the bed-clothes, “ how can afellow aleep in
such & noise as you are making ¢

“ I am very sorry,” answerel Ned humnbly, “but
Johnnie, since you are awake, I want to tell you
how sorry I am, I'spoko so proveking-like to you
this morning ; and Johnnie, dear Johunie, won’t
you let us be happy, won't you give np O'Reilly
and his set, and come to Church with mother and
me? Christmas will soonbe here, and there will be
such pleasure if we'll all of us only give up our own
way, and come—(Ned spoke very shyly and hesi-
tatingly now, and hid his faceonlis brothers pil-
low,) and come to Jesus who swill never castus
away."”

¢ None of your cant L ‘re,” said Johnnie, shaking
him off roughly, I tell you X won't haveit ; if you
want mo to say I'm sorry I strock you, Y am, and
that’s all you'll get out of me.”

Ned knew it was useless to atiempt anythi
moro, so he blew out the candlo and knelt by the
side of the bed, and asked God to helphim to bea
botter boy, moro loving and gentle to all around
him, and ther perhaps ho might be able to win -
Johnnic from his bad companions. Thoy were sim-
ple, honest, childlike words which ho wused 5 but
somehow I don’t think the teaching of St. Andrew’s
Day had been lost upon Ned Martin.




