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WHITSUN-DAY.

The portion of the Church's year specially
devoted to the commemoration of the events of
our Lord's life has once again passed away,
and the Church awaits anew (ag it were) the
coming of the promised Comforter and Teacher
—the gift of the Father, ¢ the indwelling and
abiding Presence, invisible to the world, known
only to the souls which receive it.' A fresh and
copious outpouring of the spirit is sadly needed,
" to heal the divisions of the One Body which
bring scandal upon the name of Christ its Head
to convince the unbelieving and douhtfal and
lead them to the Taora ; to inspire sn1l enrich
the Ohuroh 88 a whole and each individual
member thereof with holy zeal apd to sanctify in
every part, . Wore all who name the name of
Christ apimated by the epirit which led the
eleven to return from the Mount of Olives to
the Holy City, and in the upper room there to
abide, continning in prayer axd supplication,
waiting for the fulfilment of the promise and
the baptism of the Holy Ghost; did the oneness
of heart and worship which led ail—the eleven
with the band of disciples—with one accord to
the oue place, now characterize all those who
olaim to be ot the tame fellowship, who can
tell what a blesming wounld descend anew npon
this sunivereary of the birthday of The Charoh,
(0 the conviction of the world that (he Father
did pend the Son to be its Savicur? But alasl
alasl

‘' By echims rent asunder
By heresies distrust.’

this evideuce to the world is wanting, and Satan
and his bosts rejoice.

The Church Catholic however fails not to
commemorate year by year that event of won-
drous greainees snd power which wot only
witnessed tho insuguration of the Christisn
Church, but alio afforded urmistakesble proof
of the fulfilment of the promises of her Divine
Head snd Founder, and of what e did and can
and will still do for hor in answer to patient,
belicvirg, waiting, ard prayer on her heart,
How imperative then ia the duly, how urgent
the cull 10 increating avd faithful prayer doring
this week preceding the great festival of
WarrsuN-DAY, whoso celebration saye Bishop
Barry is of ‘ immemariel antiquity'? And on
the day iteelf how chounld the Church wait in
earnest instant oxpeotation of the baptism of
the Spirit in apewer to the united believing
prayorof her ' snmless numbers '—not doubting
that * s God is always ready to fuifil His own
promise, the blessing is 88 sure to come a8 the
promise has been made.’

BY PATH MEADOW ; OR, THE PIT-
FALLS OF LIFE.

By 1hke Author of " Hcw to be Happy though
Married,”

Speaking of Christian and Hopeful in his
¢ Pilgrim's Progress,’ Bunysn says: ‘Now a
little before them, there was on the left hand of
the road & meadow ; and a stile to go over into
it; and that mesdow is called ‘By path Mea-
dow.”’ ‘Buat how if this path should lead us
ont of the way?' was the first thought of the

pilgrims reforred to. It is a pity that their
first instinotive fear of the by-path did not
make them shun it, for they were severely
unished for lesving the siraight road, The
y-patb looked as if it led 10 the Celestial Gate
as well as the road, and peemed ensier for the
feet; r0 Christian spd Hopelul followed a man
called Vain-Confidence, who was walking alorg
it, When night came on they counld not see
where they were going, and the path led them
into the grovnds ot Giant Despair, that sur—

roendcd Doubiirg Custle. These were full of

pivslls, into which the pigrims fell and paid

at the bands of the giant the penalty of their
folly in leaving the straight road:

“And an highway shall be there, and a way,
and it shall be called The Way of Holiness; the
nnclean shall not pass over it; but It shall be
for those : the wayfaring -men, yes, fools, shall
not err therein,’ It requires no intellecs either
to find or keep this road ; but he who does 8o is
truly wise, and will manage his life much
better than the greatest genius who strays into
‘ By.path Meadow.' If life is to be a suocess,
and not & dismsl failure, we must follow Him
who is the Way, as well as the Trath and the
Life. And this obedience of ours shculd be
like that of the boy who was saved from a ter-
rible danger by instinctive, uoquestioning sab~
mission to his mother. He was running along
st play, whon suddenly she saw that he was on
the point of falling into a deep stone quarry
that was just before him, but which he did not
sée, She knew her boy, so she shouted only vne
word : *Stop!' He alopped instinctively arnd
instantaneously, and by doing so saved His
life. In this way only are the pitfslls in the
ground of Giant Despair to be avoided.

Alas] our obedience, when it exists at sll, is
generally mizxed with too much self.will to
enable us to keep out of the pitfalis. Lat us
then, if not before, turn to Him who ualone can
draw us out of them., The following, written
by & converted Chinese, conveys what is mesnt
much better than I could: * A man had isllen
into a deep, dark pit, and lay on its miry bot
tom groaning, and utterly unable to move,
Confaciuns, the great moralist of Chins, walked
by, approashed the edge of the pit, and said,
* Poor fellow! I am very sorry for you. Why
were you such a fool as to get in there? Let
me give you a piece of advice, If ever you get
out don’t get in again,’ ‘I can't get out,’
groaned the main, A Buddhiet priest next
camo by, and esid, ‘Poor fellow ! I am very
much pained to see you there, I think if you
could scramble up two thirds of the way, or
aven half, I could reach you and lift youn up
the rest,” Next the Saviour came by, and hear-
ing the cries, went to the very brim of the pit,
siretched down Hia arms, and Iaid hold of the
poor man, brought him up, and said, ¢ Go, and
8in no more.’’

When we set out upon & holiday tour we
generally expeot to enjry ourselves and bave &
profitable time, These expectations, however,
aro frcquently prevented from being realized by
the mistukes we make on the way. We ohoose
& wrong route, or we fall in with disagreesble
or mischievous companions or we have our
money stolen, or, being vnable to get the osres
of oidinary life out of our minds, we are so
preococupied ihat the beautiful zcenes through
which we pass make littla or no impression
upon us,

Now, if it is difflonlt to travel wisely, even on
& 8o-oalled ¢ pleasure trip,’ what shall we say of
the jonrney of life from the oradle Lo the grave ¢
On that road are many pitfalls, inio some of
which the traveller, if not forewarnad and on
hig guard, is sure to fall, We need not speak
much about the large and obvious ones; their
vory size is their rafety. Everyone knows that
drunkenness, impurity, gambling and such
like, have made the journey of lite, for maay,
a short ont to destruotion, I shall rather speak
of a few small pitfalls, which, though they do
1ot bury us competely, do nevertheless trip us
up, and greatly hinder us on our journey,

And first we may remark that the sins
which drown men's souls in perdition were
once kLitle sins. They began with what seemed
trifies, and even harmless trifles, but being

* Well pursaed betimes,
They reached the dignity of orimes,’

The first cantion, then, that should be given
1o ono entering upon his own guidanoce in life,
is 10 watch the beginning of habits, and to ask
himself every now and then where they are
tending.——From the American 8. 8. Magazine,

(T be continued )

A PLEA FOR THE OLD HORSE, -

Mr, H, C. Merwin, who has an artiocle on
“The Bthios of Horse Keaping” in the May
Atlantic, writes at length on our daties towards
disabled horses, He says:—

There remains only one branch of the sabjeot
which I feel bound to consider, namely, the
daty of the owner towsrd the horse that has
grown old and infirm in his service. I say
little about the man who employs horaes in the
course of bis business; let him aettle the mat-
ter with his own conscience, though I oannot
refrain from the obvious remark that whereas
it might be a poor man’s duty to sell his
superanpuated besst for what he would bring,
lest hia family shonld ruffer, so it womld be the
rich mau's duty to dispose of his work horses
in a different manner, Baf as regards horses
bought and used for pleasure this general rule
geems8 to me undeniable, that the owner 1s
morally bound to protect them from oruelty
when they become old or broken down, He
may do it by killing them or otherwise, as he
gees fit, Buat how seldom is this duty per-
formed ! [t is negleoted, possiblly, more from
thoughtlessness than from intention, A span
of carriage horses, we will say, after some years
of aervioe, lose their style; they become a little
stiff, a little ‘sore forward,' it may be; one of
them, perhaps, is suffering from incipient
spavin; and on the whole it is thought high
time to dispose of them, and get a fresher,
younger pair, Aoccordingly, John, the groom,
is directed to take them to an sauction stable,
and in due course Dives, their old master, re-
ceives in return a check,—a very small check,
to be sare, but still Iarge enongh to mske a
respectable contribution to foreign missions or
to purchase & oase of champagne, That is all
he knows about the tcamsaction, and he does
pot allow his mind to dwell upon the inevitable
results, But let Dives go to the auction stable
himeelf ; let him observe the wistfal, homesick
air (for horses are often homesick) with which
the old favorites look about them when they
are backed out of the unaccnstomed stalls; then
let him stand by and see them whipped aup and
down the stable fl yor to show their tardy paces,
and finally knoocked down to some hard taced,
thin lipped dealer. It needs very little imagina.
tion to foresee their after career, To begin
with, the old companions sre separated,—s
great grief to both, whioh it reqaires a long
time to obliterate. The more active one goes
into & conntry livery stable, where he is hacked
about by people whose only intecest in the
beast is to 1ake out of him tbe pound of flash
for which they have paid, He has no rest on
week days, bat his Sanday task is the hardest.
On that sacred day, the reprobates of the vil-
lage who have arrived at the perfeot age of
cruelty (which I take to be about nineteen or
twenty) lash the old horse from one public
house to another, and bring him home ex
hausted and reerking with sweat, His mate
goes into & job wagon, perhaps, possibly into a
herdio, and is driven by night, lest his ataring
ribs and the painful lameness in his hind leg
should attract the notice of meddlesome per-
gons, The last stage of many a downward,
equine career is found in the shafts of a frait
peddler's or junk dealer's wagon, in which
gitnation there is continusl exposare to heat
and oold, to rain and snow, recompensed by the
least possible amount of food, [t may be that
one of the old horses whoge fate we are con~
gidering is finaily bought by some poverty-
gtrioken farmer; he works without grain in
sammer, and passes long winter nights in a
cold and draughty barn, with scanty covering
and no bed bat the floor, It is hard that in Yis
old age, when, like an old man, he feels the
cold most and i8 most in need of nourishing
food, he should be deprived of all the comforts
—the warm stall and soft bed, the good blank-
etB and plentiful oats—that were hesped upon

bim in youth,



