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step forward with a gift of $5oo to relieve the suf-
ferers. His success came by perseverance.-&-
leced.

THE DESERTED CAMP.

D, Mxs. I
3
owras.

IIE wigwam is deserted, the camps forsaken ill
No more at evening hours the huntcr's footsteps

.rail ;
No more the watch.dog bxys, his master's voice to

hear,
But silence reigns supreme with its cepening sense

of fear.

But yesterday the voices of children there did ring,
The mother crooned her hlabe to rest in its muss bag or its

swing,
The father smoked his pipe of pence, and dark skinncd

youths did tell
Of many a bold adventure which mid their sports befeil.
But yesterday that wigwam nas tear tu une and alil,
The sturdy polcs for frane work, mooseskin for plastercd

wall,The brushwood for their carpct, or their couch by night and
day, .

WVhcre, wrapt in fur or blankct in clreamless slecp thcy lay.
Now on ihat camp decrtei, thc> lok with fear, n..t pridt,
Far frrom its sacred shelter with hasty steps they stride ;
The snoke no longer curis aloft, nor sparks ai cvening soar,
For on that spot the Indian will kindle fire no more.
For therc a step bas lalted, a grm, pale form has been;
No warning marked :ts cunung-nts presence felt, not seen.
At murn the oUVds rang sn..bLI, and chalrns siutb s nere

gay,
At cve one little blossom in death's long slumber lay.
Well ma the çtricken moklit r, bnlx. n n I bneni the blun,
In cry of bitter nngiish, bewnil ber hopele.ss woe :
Well may her words re-echo throughout the forest lune,
"'Se yaze, se yaze,' my child, ni scet, my ittle one.,

Ves, and that cry of anguish speaks with unconscious power,
The minstrel can the itrint stir witht visions of an hour,
The prencher wakes the slumb'ring soul to a reniorseful sigh
But lbc cry uf a broken iceart wells up tu the throne un liigh !
For to the Indian cer is dentli niah hurrur drest
lle recks not of the sleep wlerein the weary rest,
Ie thinks not of the spirit fron its cruel hondage firce,
Crowned, by the Saviour's bloocl, with Immortality !
No, strong and brave and tencer,--paticit mid enrthly storm,
He owns in dcath's dread image but the destroyer's form;
And tu the stern and fixed decree will unresistng yield
IJis sictimn, dith n i.th.lallng turn as frum jpullutcd field.

But yestcrday their darlhng was their glowing hope and prde,
Now tremblingly the basten the sleeping fori to hide ;
And, clotied blan ets, lay ber within the new marie grave,
With gay cloth streamers fastenel above ber fori to wave.

They take each childish relic from lier safely hoarded store,
The little, w cil worn garmen, wnh quill and bead rum o'er,-
The toy with whicli she played, tlc rube un which she lad

lain,-
And hang them safe on lofty bough never ta be moved again I
Perchance her dog at evening around that camp may rave
And track the tiny footprints with quickcning sense of love,
And where bis lite playmate sleeps iay weary lay him

clown,
And wake the siumbcring cchoes with fttut bark or moan;
But only he ; not c'en the mother with lcart so strong
To sufler, and so serene unpitying hosts among,
Not sbe, nor yet the father, brave, tearlcss, thro' fields of

blood
Would trcad again the spot where the angel death has stood I

TRANSFORMATIONS of character, such as take
place among individuals and races under Christi-
anity, are more encouraging than would be a statis-
tical table of larger figures relating to persons whose
light was not shining before men. The boy sprung
from a degraded tribe of Kohls, living formerly by
rapine and pretended magic, and notorious as
drunkards, who, a few years after the conversion of
his family, could write in English to the Mission-
ary, and tell of his gaining a Government allowance
at the end of his school career to enable him to
continue his studies, and of his formerly thriftless
father possessing twenty.five cattle ; and the idle,
lying Kaffirs, who have been taught handicrafts,
and learnt candour, straightforwardness, and
honor at such stations as Keiskamma Hoek and
St. Cuthbert's, show that they have not merely sub-
stituted one set of beliefs for another, changing the
false and absurd for the true, but have learnt to
cast off evil, and to adorn the doctrine of God
their Saviour in all things. Such as these are not
mere numerical conversions.

MAHANORO is a Mission in Madagascar, which
was opened only four years ago, and in one of his
quarterly reports the Rev. A. S.mith mentions 192
baptisms there, and several times describes how
the opportunities offered by the work exceed those
which can be seized by the workers. At Phokoane,
in Basutoland, forty-thrce adults were baptized on
Easter Eve. At Tokyo no less than 130 Japanese
were baptized in twelve months. On the Skerang
River, and in other parts of Sarawak, numerous
conversions have taken place: At Kalsapad, in
the Diocese of Madras, the baptized Christians
have, in but ten years increased from 779 to 2,514,
and the communicants from 200 to 834 ; while all
other details of the statistics show a like character.
At Ramnad, in the same diocese, the 361 baptized
Christians of fourteen years ago have become
3,146, and instead of 9 communicants there are
now 741. We do not think we lay undue stress
upon such facts as these, which it is our privilege
every month to record. Each of the many thou-
sands of baptized converts has caured rejoicing
among the angels, and should prompt us to utter
thanksgiving and praise.

TuE Journals of David Brainerd, who did such
a wonderfl work among the American Indians,
vere the means of making William Carey and

Henry Martyn into missionaries to India.

THE MEASURE OF SACRIFICE.

" Do you imagine that the Lord will be satisfied
with what you can sfare-the ' straik' of your full
measure ? Has it never occurred to you that God
demands, not what you can sbare, but what you
will miss; that He requires a real sacrifice at your
hand ?"-Pollock.


