
THE CANADIAN INDEPENDENT.

WORDS AND WEA1 ONS FOR CHIRISTIAN WOIRERS
(Dr. Pentecost, Brooklyn), a nionthly magazine f ull of
happy thoughts and stirring, words, an evangelist in
print, with. which has been incorporated Gospel Uinon

And sometimes we grow weary,
Tho wraiting seems s0 loog:

God teacli the chastened mothers
In ]Iamali to lie strong 1

-Christian ait WoTk.
Netos. Full of happy hints anid quickening words.

THE HOMILETIC REVIEW (Funk & Wagnalls,! UNCLE GABE ON CIRTRCH M1ATTERS.

N~ew York) continues its monthly visit with its Sym- Oid Satan lube to corne ont to do meetins now a days,
posiums on Prohibition, Ministerial Education and An' keeps bis bizzniss runnin in de slices* kind o' ways.

the Pulpit ; its pulpit themes, prayer meeting service! He struetifies a feller how to sling a faney cane.
and~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ semncltrtr.Teseilofro tnad\hen he's breshin' roun' de yaller gais wid ai bis miglit

and ernoni litratre.The pecal fferof tanard and main.
works at reduced rates to the subserihers to their He pats the fines' techas on a nigger's red cravat,
magazine continue to be of the olî mnent. Dr. Parker's Or shoves a pewter quarter ia de cireulatin' bat.

"People's Bible "now cornes under this happy arrange- He hangs aroun' de sisters too, an' greets 'em wid a smile,
An' sbews 'em bow de white folks put on lots o' Sunday

ment. The Augrust number of this review is unusu- style;
ally fuîll. He tells de congregation, in a whisper sweet as boriey,

______________________________________ 1 To bab de boeuches painted wid de missionary money,

1115 JEWIELS. 1Or to send de gospel 'way out wvhar de necked Injuria stay,
And meet de bill by cuttin' down de parson's 'eerly pay.
His voice is loud an' strong enougli to niake de busbes

"God biess the littie clidren!" ring9,
I say it o'er and o'er, Au' he sets up in de cboir jis' to show 'em.bow to sing.

Whene*er I see tbeir fsces jDen lie drops de ehune 'way down s0 low, an' totes it Up
Pass by my cottage door; si 60igli,

And thougli they neyer hear it, jDat 'twould pester ail de augel's what's a-listenin' in de
I think they know the prayer sky ;

0f the brie and silent woman, iAn' bie makes de old.time music sound so froliesome an'
With early whitened liair. gay,

Dat 'twill haTdly git bayon' de roof-naucb less de milky
Away Up in my garret a;

- Thre s asacrd ct, .For dar's-beap o' dese new.fasbion songs-jes' sing 'emi
\Vhose spread of dainty rushes liowvyon please-

In summer Iay 1 ru ; Dat 'il1 fly orf wid de barrykiri, or lodge emungst de
And on whose ti rought I trees,

The impress of a head Or git drownded in de thunder-cloud, or tangled in de
Stili bears its dented shaping, lms

For ail the tears I've shed. For dey iack de steady wild-goose flop dat lif's di. good

Oh! mother love, that folded old hyms
The abe hat estld threDe wak-enin' old camp-meeting chunes is jes de things for

The abe hat estld threme,
Did the love of -"the Good Shepherd" Dat Btart up from a nigger's soul like black-birds froni a

Transcend thy fondest care ? treo,
Did arms thaa mine more tender Wid a flutter 'mongst bis feelins an' a wetness round

Gathier my ]amb froin me? de eyes,
Gould otnly Jesus' bosoni Till lie almost see de chiinhys bo de mansions in de skies.

Her rightful pillow lie? -J. A. Macon, in the Century.

Adown the glistening mountain
His sied the scboolhoy steers

But my boy's sled is hidden
Beneath the dust of years.

The ice upon the river
is sk-immed by lightsome feet,

But his wiIl press it neyer,
The fieetest oz' the fleet.

Oh!1 mother's hope, whoFe promise
Bloomed fair to montai oyes.

Couldst thon but find completion
'Neath skies of Panadise?

Did gentler band than mother's,
My boy, thy gniding need,

Where flow the peacefuilw~aters,
Whcne Christ His fiock dotli fce-d.

"God bless the littie chlden"
They strav fromn s so soon,

And leave the frost of winter
WVhene lay the flush of Jane.

TI-LE BOTTOMLESS 7U&.

1 saw it harigirig up ini the kitcheri of a thrifty,
hicalthy, sturdy farmier ini Oxford Courity, 'Maire-a
bottomlcss jug: he host saw that the curious thirig
caught my eye, and srniled.

"Vou are wonrinr what that jug is harigirig up
there for with its bottorn kriocked out,' lic said. "My

wifé, perhaps, can tell you the story botter ' han 1 cari

but she is bashful and I ainit, so l'Il tell it.
My father, as you a-re probalb!y aware, owned this

farin before me. He lived to a good old ago, worked
liard ail his life, nover squandered money, wvas a

cautious trader, anid a good calculator ; and, as men
werc accourited in lus day and gerieratiori, lie ivas a

i temperate mari. 1 was the youngest boy; arid when
the old mani was ready to go-arid lie knew it-the

27,9


