THE CANADIAN INDLPENDENT.

DRIT TN G.
Downward, downward with the stream,
Crowds 1 see, asan a dream,

Floating aimlessly along;
Now through flc wing meads they ghde,
Now behind a mountain hide,
Now with others side by side
‘They are dntting on the tde —
Dnfung as a qudldy throng

Onward, onward swaft they verze

Toward that bourne where soun shall merge
Time mt - cternity ;

Yet, as birds upon the wing,

‘Thoughts of ill away they fl.ng,

While the echoing hillsides ning,

With the jocund songs they sing,
In their merry-mahing glee,

Backward, backward, as they gase,
O'er the past a misty haze,

Hangs along its distant marge,
While o’ercast in mystic blue,
Growng darker 10 ats hue,

Bursts the future into view,
And from vistas breakiry through.

Opens onunous and large

Upward. upward now the eve
Wanders vanly to desery

w Objects floating dimly there
For the peaks, which thes hasepast,
On the far horizon cast
Shadows magmified and vast,
And which spectre-hihe at last

Fill the landscape cverywhere.

~Seaward, seaward they {orlorn,
Toward that shorcless sea are borne,
Dritting on without « guide ;
See. the hghts along the snore,
Which of late apprared before,
Now are past, and, misted o er,
Seem receding evermore.
As adnft at sea they e’

Shvward. shyward, in the g,
Bullows on the ocean loun,

And purtentous shoreward roli:
Denser gather cdouds aroanid,
Louder boams tae thunder's sound,
Peals from warve towave resound.
While carth recling under ground

Qaakes from centr to cach pole,

Lanuaward. landward, tempests lower,
And thzy, wholly in ther power,
Now can see no bgas astern .,
From the past no ghmmers. sift,
In the future gleams no nift,
Never shall its darkacss hft,
On and on they ceaseiess dritt,
Never, never to return.,

s=hdigions Herald.

Qur Jtory.

THE DRUMMER £014.

One cold December morning about
cight years ago, a party of tourista were
crossing the Alps  and a pretty large
party. too, for there were several thotsand
of them together.  Soime were niding,
some walking, and most of them had
knapsacks on thetr shoulders, hike many
Alpine tourists nowadays.  But mnstead
of walking-sticks they carricdmusheisand
bayonets, and dragged along with them
fifty or sity cannon.

In fact. these tounsts were nothing |

lessthan a French ammy: and a very
hard time of 1t they appeared to be hav-
mg. Trying work, centainly, even for
the strongest man, to wade for miles
through knee-deep snow in this  bitter
frost and biting wind, alongthese narrow,
rslippery mountain paths ; with precipices
hundreds of feet deep all around.  The
soldiers looked thin and haggard for
want of food and sleep, and the poor
horses that were dragging the heavy guns
stumbled at every step.

But there was one among them who
seemed quite to enjoy the rough march.
ing. and tramped along through the deep
snow and cold gray mist - through which
the great mountain peaks overhead
loomed hike shadowy giants  as merrily
as thougt. he were going 10 a  picnic
This was a litle drummer boy ten years
-old, whose fresh rosy face looked very
bright and pretty among the grim, scarred
visages of the old soldiers  When the
cutting wind whirled a shower of snowin
his face he dashed it away with a cheery
laugh, and awoke all the echoes with the

lively rattling of his drum, till it scemed
as if the huge black rocks around were
all singang in chorus.

“Bravo, Petit Tambour!" (little drum-
mer) cried a tall man in a shabby gray
cloak. who was marching ac the head of
the line, with a long pole in tus hand,
and strking 1t into the snow every now
andthen, to see how deep it was. “Bravo,
Picrre, my boy With such music as
that one could march all the way to
Moscow.”

The boy smiled, and raised his hand
to hus cap 1 salute, for this rough look-
mg man was no other than the general
himselt, “Fighung Macdonald,
the bravest soldiers i France, of whom

his me ased to say that one sight of his
face attle was worth a whole regi-
ment

“l g hive our general,” shouted a

hoarse voice, and the cheer, flying  from
mouth to mouth, rolled along the silent
mountar ke a peal of distant thunder.
But its echoes had hardly  died away
when the silence was again broken by
Fanother sound of a very different hind
a strange, uncanny surt ot whispuring far
taway up the great sinte side. Moment
by moment 1t grew louder and  harsher,
s ullat length it swelled into a deep, hoarse
| roar.
“On your faces, lads' 7 roared the
i general, its an avalanche !
Buzi. betore his men had ume o obey,
i the ruin was upon them.  Down thun-
“dered the great mass of snow, sweepmng
the narrow ledge path ke a waterfall,
Cand crashing down along with it came
pheaps ol stunes and - grasel and  luuse
carth, and uprooted pushies, and great
blocks of cold blue ice. For a moment
"all was dark as might  and when the rush
 had passed, many of the brave {dlows
. wha had been standing on the path were
nowhere to be seen. They had been
carned down  over the preapiee, and
vither Jalled or buned alive in the snow.
But the first thought o1 tharcomrades
was not for them. When 1t was seen
rwhat had happened, one cry arose from
every mouth:
“Where's aur Prerre?
litte drummer 27
Where, indeed? Look windh way they

Cwould. nothing was to be seun of thar

- poor little tvornte, and when they shout
ed fis name there was no answer - Then
there brode forth a tanble v of g,
and many a hard old soldur, wiha had

ooked wathout flinching at a line o

Aeveded mushots, felt the tears start tha

+that face would  nover be seen among
them agun.

1 Bat ail at wiv e, far bedow them, eut of
the shadow of the black unknown guli

» that lay between thosetremendons rocks,
arose the faint roll of a drum beating the
charge. The soldiers staried and bent

_eagerly turward to histen, then up went a

, shout that shook the air.

“Hes alive, comrades! our

ahive after all™”

1 “And beating s drum sull, hike a

ybrave ladt He wanted to have the old

"music to the last "

© “But we must save him, lads. or he'll

He msst

Merre’s

j frecze to death down there.
i be saved ™

*He shall be !” broke in a deep voice
from bchind, and the general himself
was seen standing on the brink of the
precipice, throwing off his cloak.

“No, no, gencral'” cried the grena-
{ diers, with one voice, “you mustn't run
ysuch a nsk as that.  Let oneof us go
instead ; your life 1s worth more than all
of ours put together.” .

*“My soldiers are my children,” answer-
ed Macdonald quictly; “and no father
grudges his own life to save his son.”

The soldiers knew better than to make
any other objections. They obeyed in
silence, and the general was swinging in
mid air, down, down, down, till he van-
ished at last into the darkness of the
cold, black depthe below.

Then every man drew a long breath,

vne of

Wherd's our |

and all eyes were strained to watch for
the first sight of his appearing, for they
knew well that he would never come
back without the boy, anl that the
chances were terribly against him.

Meanwhile Macdonald, having landed
safely at the foot of the precipice, was
looking anxiously around in scarch of
Pierre ; but the Kcating of the drum had
ceased, and he had nothing to guide
hipe.

“Pierre ! shouted he, at the top of
P hie wSice, “where are you, my hoy?”

“Here, general'™ answered a weak
voice, so faintthat he could hardly dis.
tinguish it,

And there, sure enough, was the little
fellow's curly head, half buried in a huge
mound of snow, which alone “ad saved
him from being dashed to pieces against
the rocks ashe fell. Macdonald made
for him at once ; and although he sank
waist deep at every step, reached the
spot at last.

“All nght now, my brave boy,” sad
the gencral, cheerily: “put vour arm
around my neck and hold tight ; we'll
have you out of this in a minute.”
 The «hild tried to obey, but his «tiff

encd fingers kad lost all their strength,
“and  even when Macdonald himsedf
jriaspcd the tiny arms around his neck
their hold gave way directly.
What was 1o be done? A few mm-
. utes more and it would have been too
late to save the lives of cither the genc il
cor the uid, when the brave fellows
l above sceng the - periloys position, low-
ered two of their comrades who succeed-
ed 10 rescuingthemirom a terrible death,

——————

A RUSSIAN LEVANGELIST.

i The cvpulsion of Colonel  Pasbkoff
Sfrom Russia marks an epoch m the
history of redigious knowledge in that
Jand.  The sule cause of his expulsion is
, that he preachesChrist as “the onhy name
gnen under Heaven among men where-
by we must be saved " and this teach-
ing threatens to disturb the coclesiastical
Ccobwebs, and remove the dinty crust of
supernstitien, which ages of ignorance and
s indolendce have allowed to defile the Holy
Name, Noone ever supposes that Colo
P ael Pashkoff, and those working with himy,
chave ary connedtion with revolutionary
| ~sucieties, or  poitical organuzations . on

the contrary, they are all conspicuous

oo devoton to the Emperor, and
_are abrolutely foval to the Imperial House
“hoyond all suspicion.  Colonel Pashkoff
aapound the Seriptures  thatisall. He
avoids all questions of Church forms, all
matters of controveny, and  keeps close
“to the wntten word on the one subject
. of Christ and Carist alone as the Saviour
~of the world. This  and only this -has
i atoused the anger of the Church digni-
I'taries, and they have succeeded  at least
for atime  in putting astopto this good
,work.  But in Russia the State hasnever.,
since the days of Peter the Great, been
, the blind slave of the Church . and it re-
mans 1o be seen, when the presentterror
"arising from the wicked acts of political
- mountcbanks has passed away, it theState
will not recognize the value of the move-
ment begun by Colonel  Pashkofi, and
sanction it with advantages not hitherto
given him. At any rate, now that the
Government by its decision has brought
this subject before the Christian Church,
it becomes a matter of thankfulness and
praver for all Christians in free Christian
lands thankfuiness that our lord has
enabled His servants to begin this work ;
prayer, that the rulers may reconsider
their decision to withdraw 1, and that
the laborers, for a scason compelled to
rest, may be sustained during the dark
hour.

‘The whole history of this movement
is full of encouragement, for it showsthat
God is working in ways littie suspected
by us. Russia scems the most excluded
of any land in Europe from the benefits
of the Gospel ; partly from ihe crushing

“trance and resolutely har admisson,

power of the Church, and partly from its
language ; yet within the land there are
some twelve milhons who dissent  from
the ruling Church.  They are, however,
all fettered, and prevented in every pos-
sible way from public teaching.  The
great bulk of the people are compelled
to enter the Orthodox Church, as it
called. and then the clergy use thewr
authority to prevent them escaping from
it.  ‘The dissenters are not allowed to con-
vert to their views a member of the Ortho-
dox Church. Foreigners arenot allowed
to enter the country and convert mem-
bers of the Orthodox Church by teaching
Scripture truth.  “The clergy have no de-
site for improvement ; and the laity have
no ability to start in scarch of it.  As a
matter of fact the higher classes of Rus-
sians travel abroad freely, and come in
contact with religious thought and activity
inotherlands. Inthisway many havefound
Christastheir Redesmer; and theydepiore
the superstitions of the ruling Church,
which practically hide Christ from the
people.  Among those who in foreign
lands have embraced Christ as thar
Saviour is Colonel Pashkoff; and, when
he had found this “ Pearl of price,” he
was amious to <how it to his feliow-
countrvmen.  Lor some years be has
labored assiduously to diffuse scriptural
knowledge in Ruswma ; he has been most
carnest in working, most hberal mo giv-
ing: he has translated religious books,

{attractive tales, interesting  tracts, from

English and French, into Russian; and
as often as the censors would allow the
printing, he has published them at such
a price as to be easily accessible to the
poorest.  Often, the  censors, i thar
blindness or fear, have thwarted his plans,
by refusing permission to print hooks
which had but one fault, and that only a

| Regative one, viz, that they said nathing

of images or <aints.  Herein consists @
great ditficulty in the path of tmprove-
ment.  The censors stand at the en-
At
particular moments everything depends
on the whim of the censor, who probably

' has but little knowledge of the thing he

forbids, but 1 acting from fear of, or a
wish to please, s supeniors. Novels,
even of a doubtful character, casily meet
with censorial approval, because  they
please the people : so doscrentific books ;
but moral and religious books are subjert
10 suspacions and worrying exanunations,
unless they preach up the superstitions
and authonty  of the Church. Bt
Col. Pashhoff has worked with unceasing
energy  and untiring zeal to secure a
better hiterature for the people. 2710
some estent he has succeeded, but
the prosecution of this noble work he has
met with rebufis and  opposition that
would have mtimidated any man less
-arnest than he is.

Some years ago he found that several
droschky-drivers, as a matter of con-
venicnee and economy, had given up
Sunday work : but they had nothing to
occupy themselves with, and centainly all
the after part of the day was simply idle;
immediately he gathered them together
on Sunday evenings, he taught them,
read good and instructive books to them,
and always somec portion of the New
Testament. ‘The men were delighted,
many of them have reccived lasting
spirituai good : and the numbers increas-
ed so that he had to open more places,
and ask friends to help him. As wavs
opened before him he went on in f -
until finally, having secured all requisite
permissions from the authoritics, he
apened his own house for expounding
the Scriptures and for prayer. This
truly was o new and stantling step.  Ala
that in the capital of a great European
country it should be a novelty for Chris-
tians to mect togetherto speak of Jesus ;
but 2o it is in St. Petersburg; and for a
rich man in the position of Coloncl Pash-
koff to do so, was more startling still. He
hos a noble mansion in the best part of
the city, with saloons large enough and



