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The Burial of Moses.

# And he buried himn in « valley in the land of Moub,
er ageiust Bothpeor; but no man knowoth of his
pulehre unto this dey.”—Dont. xxx1v, 6,

Ly Neba's lonely mountain,
On this sule Jordan's wave,
In a vale in the land of Moab,
Theve lies u lonely grave :
And no man dug that sepulchre,
And no man saw it v'er,
Tor the angels of GGed upturned the sod,
And laid the dead mun there.

That was the grandest fuheral
That ever passed on eai th,
But no man heard the trampling,
Or saw the train go forth,
Noiselessly as the daylight
Comes, when the night is done,
And the ciimson st1eak on ocean’s cheek
Grows into the great sun ;-

Noisolessly as the springtime
Her crown of verdure weaves
And all the treee on all the hills
Open their thousand leaves s
8o, without sound of music, -
Or voico of them that wept,
Silently down the mountain’s crown,
The great proceasion swept.

Porchance the bold old eagle

On grey Bothpeor's height,
Out of his rocky oyvio

Looked on the wondrous sight ;
Perchance the lon, stalking,

Still shuns that hallowed spot,
Tor beast and bird have scen and heard

. That which mun knoweth not,

But when the warrior dieth,
His comrades in the war,

With arms reversed and muffled tirum,
Follow the funcral car; -

Thoy show the banners taken,
They tell his battlcs won,

And after him lead his masterless steed,
While peals the minute gun,

Amid the noblest of the land,
Men lay the sage to test,
And give the bard an honoured place
With costly marble dressed,
In the great minster transopt
Where lights like glories fall, .
And the sweet choir sings, and the organ rings
Along the emblazoned wall,

This was the bravest warrior
That ever buckled sword ;
This the most gifted poet
That ever breathed a word ; y
And never earth’s philosopher
Traced with his.golden pen,
Or the denthless page, truths half o sage
As he wrote down for men,

And had he not high honour?
T'he hillside for his pall,

To lie in state while angels wait
With stars for tapers tall ;
And the dark rock pines, liko tossing plumes,

Over his bier to wave;
And God’s own hangd, in tha lonely land,
To lay him in his grave,
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In that deep grave without a name,
Wheunce his uncoftined clay,

Shall break again—~most wondrous thought 1
At tho great Judgment Day;

And stand with glory wrapped around
Ou the hills by never trod,

And speak of the strife that won our life, <
With the incarnute Son of God. ¢

O lonely tomb in Moab's land |
Q dark Bethpeor's hill 1

Speak to theso anxious hearts of ours,
And teach them to be still,

God huth his mystervies of grace,
Ways that we cannot tell ;

He hides them deep like the seciet sleep
OF hiim he loved so well,

The Tiger ancl the Bracelet,

OxE day, a bigeon ferding in n southern forest
saw an oll tiger, who, baving bathed, was sgitting,
with kusa grasy in his paw, on the bnink of x pond,
and was calling out, # [lo, ho, traveller, come and
take this bracelet of gold.”

Whercupon n cortain  traveller, attracted by
avariee, thought with himself, * Wherever contact
with poison is, there even the bevernge of immor-
tality tends to death; yet overywhere in the
acquisition of wealth, enterprise ian risk. I will
therefore examine the bracelet a little.”  He then
said to the tiger, “Where is thy bincolot3” The
tiger, strctching out his paw, displayed it,

Then the traveller said, “How can trust be put
in thee, a ferocious creature 1”

To this the tiger replied, “ Listen, O traveller.
Formerly indeed in the state of youth I was very
mischiovous. DBecauso of the slaughter of many
cows, Brahmans, and men, my children in great
numbers died, also my wife, I am now without a
family. A very religious person told me to practise
the duty of liberality. Through his advice I am
now a practiser of ablutions, and am also generous
and merciful ; besides which I am old and my claws
and teeth ave decayed ; am I not then a fit ohject,
of confidence 4 T'o such an extent am I free from
selfishness that I am willing to give any one this
bracelet of gold. It is difficult to forget the old
saying ‘The tiger devours man,” but I have been
studying religious Looks, nnd my old nature is
changed, so fear not, but having bathed in the
lake, take this bracelet of gold.”

When the traveller heard the tigor’s words, he
enteced the lnke with grent confidence, but imme.
dintely stuck in a quagmire, and was unuble to
escape,

Then the tiger, sceing him in the mud, said,
“Ia, ha, thou art fallen into & great slough, I will
help thee out.” Suying this he drew near, and
seized the traveller.

Then the traveller thought of the old saying,
“Contidence ought never to be put in rivers, in
thoso with weapons in their hands, in animals
having claws or liorns,” and whilst thus meditating
he was killed and devoured by the tiger. So true
it is that avarice destroys men.
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A New and Striking Argument for Tee-
totalism.

BY THE REV. TRYON EDWARDS, D.D,

Ture aneccote is told of Dr. Benjamin Ward
Richardson, that, by a simple experiment, he con-
vinced an intelligent young man of the importance
of total ahstinence, when argument or appeal might
have been in vain. The young man was singing
the praises of the *“ruddy bumper,” as he called it,
and saying that it not only did him good, but that
he coulid not get through the day without it.

Without attempting w divect reply, Dr. Richard-
son said: “'Will you he good enough to feel my
pulse as I am standing here ¢

Hoe did so, and the doctor said: *Count it cave-
fully, and tell me what it says.”

“Your pulse,” was the reply, “Dbeats seventy-
four to the minute.”

The doctor then sat down in o chair, and usked
him to coung it ngain. Ile did so, and said: « It
has gone down to seventy,” )

The doctor tien lnid himself down on the lounge,
and said : ¥ Now count it again.”

He did so, and exclaimed : *Why, it is only sixty-
four; what an extraordinary thing1”

The doctor then said: *“ When you lis down at
night, that is the way Nature gives your heart vest,
In sleep you know nothing about it, but that beat-
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fug orean is resting o that evtont ; and if you
reckon it up, yon will sen ut once it is a great deal
of rest, beeauso in lyviny down the heatt is doing
ten strokes lews every minute than before,  Mow
multiply that nwnber by axty, and it is sic hun-
dred 5 and wultiply that mumber again by the eight
hours you auny give to sleep, and, within a frie.
tion, it is five thousand strokes less than when you
are awake,  And a3 the hewt throws out tome
Kix ounces of bLlood at every stroke or pulsation,
it makes n difference of thirty thoucand ovunces,
or nearly nineteen hundred pounds, of hiting
during the night, or nearly eleven millions of
ounces, or almost seven hundred thousand pounds,
of lifting In a single year—and this by so deficato
an organ or instrument ns the human heart,

“When I lie down at night without alcohol,
that is the rest that my heart gets, DBut when you
take your wine or whiskey, or grog of any kind,
you do not get that rest, for the cffect of alcohol,
or spirit, is to inciease the number of strokes ; and
instend of gotting this rest, you put oa something
like fifteen thousand extra strokes, or some ninety
thousand ounces of extra lifting, in a single night;
and the result is that you rise up weak and ex-
hausted, and unfit for the next day’s work till you
have taken another drink, which, in the end, in-
creases the exhaustion, and rapidly wemrs away the
life itself.,”

The young man acknowledged that all this was
perfectly true, though it had never before struck
him in that hght. Ie carefully reckoned up the
figures, and finding what it meant to be the lifting
up so many extra thousand ounces whenever he
took a drink, he hecame u total abstainer, with
every benefit, as he admits, to his purse, his health,
and his happiness.

Is there not here a most striking and conclusive
argunent for tectotalism? Let every young mwan
ponder it—British Workman,

Finish Your Jobs.

Maxy persons seem always to be in a hurry, and
yet never accomplish much, Others never seem to
be hurried, and yet do a very great deal,

If you have filty letters to answer, don’t waste
too much time in looking over to find which one
should be noticed first. Answer the one you first
Iny hands on, and then go on through the whole
pile as rast as possible.

Some begin a thing and leave it partially com-
pleted, and hurry off to something else. A botter
plan is to complete whatever you undertake before -
you leave it, ond be thorough in everything. The
going back and forth from one thing to another
wastes valuable time,

Another thing. Deliberate workers are those
who accomplish the most work in a given time,
and are less tived at the end than many who have
accomplished half so much, The hurried worker
has often to do his work twice over, and even then
it is seldom done in the best manner, either for
neatness or durability.

It is the deliberate and mensured expenditure of
strength which invigorates the constitution and
Luilds up the health, Mnltitudes of ficemen have
found an eacly death, while the plough-boy lives
healthy aud lives long, going down to his grave ’
beyond three scove and ten.—Indus*rinl Worl i,

A Goop rule for the guidance of a girl through
the years when she is the objoct of adwiration and
flattery, is to do nothing which she would not be
willing to tell now to her wother and hereafter to
her hushiand.  Lifo may be wade tamer for her by
nbserving that rule, but it will assuredly bo more
pure, womnly and safe.
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