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Marquette.
"TIIY ARE UMANY; WE AnE FEw.

IT was on an autumn evening,
And two hundred years ago,

That around a cabin fire,
Gazing on its ruddy glow,

Se t a grouip of souls In silence,
While without thoir cabin rude

They could hear the cold winds moaning
Through tho forest solitude.

Long they sat in silence musing,
Not one speaking any word,

Though 'twas plain amid that silence
Some grave thought each bosom stirred,

For each comrado's face was sober
As if death that very day

To their number had descended
And some loved one borne away

But, at last, one spoko: " O brother,
I appeal this hour ta you 1

Can we do the work, and mighty,
That we aought these wilds to do ?

Point the red-men-they are many-
To the Crosa-the Saviour truc-

For remember, O good brother,
They are many ; we are few."

Spoke another of the number,
And his speech was sad withal:

"O good brother, from the Fatherland
I hcar loved voices call,

And in toues of very sorrow-
'Oh, return to those who yearn

For thy presence every hour-
To thy loved ones, oh, return."'

Thon ho of the number truest,
Turning ta hill comrades, said:

"Ia the spirit of the Master
In your faithlesa bosoms dead ? i

To the cause ye long have cherished
Are ye going te provo untrue,

Though the rod-men be sa many,
And, alas l wo be sao fow

"Though ye hear loved voices calling
From the Fatherland, ' Roturn 1'

Though te look upon dear faces
Far away, I know ye yea.n ;

Will yo leave me, O companions,
While ye go unto your own ?-

Leave me haro, far from my kihdred,
Leave me hoe te toil alone ?

"For I cannot go, O comrades I
There's a worc which muet be done.

Who will do It if wo leavewit ?
'Whop 6f Christ; the Holy, One,

Bere shall spakto those who' know net
Of Ris meris, over new,

Unto those who seek His blessing 1
To my trust I muet bo true !"

Thus ho spoke, the loyal, loving,
The true liera, patient, meek,

In that hour, when in his comurades"
Breasta faith scemed, alas I se weak.

And once more thora foll a silence
In that little cabin rude,

Whilo without the winds went moaning
Through the forest solitude.

But at length, in tears, spoka Jacques:
" Brother, 'twill be as you say!

Whero you labour for the Master
Thora I, to, hall toil and pray-

Pray and toil, and doubt not evor,
Holdin ta the faith with you,

Though the red-men be se many- -
Oh, so many I w se fow 1 '"

Spoke the lone Pierre, and homeaick,
Sighing for loved ones afar:

"Neither will I leave you, brother,
Since faith le my guiding star 1

Though I hear loved voices calling,
Ho who calls me first is Christ;

Cherished wishes of my heart, for
Hie sake, must be sacrificed."

Thon Marquette, with gladness beating
In his heurt, arose and said

(Looking upward, whilo ho laid his
Hands u on each comrade's head):

"Halleluiah te the Father I
Hallelulah ta the Son 1

Halleluiah to the Spirit !
Blessed Triune-Three in One !

And they went forth on the morrow,
Those three knights of long ago,

Stronger, botter, nobler, purer, for that
Very hour; and le 1

In the winter, and the sommer,
In the cold, and in the heat,

God was with thom In their labours
With His bonediction sweet.

Vanisled are the mighty forests,
Gene, for aya, the red-mon bold.

Passed ta God are they who for Him
Wrought amid the days of oa:

But whero stood the mighty forests,
You may lear tham caIlin yet

Hear the red-mon sadly callng-
"Jacques, Pierre, and loved Marquette 1"

-Geo. NeweU Lotjoy.

Tna zeal that would concentrate the
most eficient e"angelizing agenciès
whore you happen te live te Lhe ex-
òlufioù of needier fiolda is questionable.
Solfishness slips in, calling itsolf by an-
other name.
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Ak-HIlssar, the Ancient Thyatira.
Tmc namo ot this ancient city is

mentioned four times in the Naw Tes.
fanient-in Acta 16, 14; in R ovelation
. 11, and 2. 18, 24 The first mon.

tion is in connection with Lydia, whom
Paul and hisi companions met among
the worshippors by the riveraide at
Philippi. She was a native of Thyntira,
a seller of purple, and apparently a
woman of means, In Revelation,
Thyatira ie mentioned as one of " tho
soven Ohurches of Asia" to which
special letters were addremsed, (Seo
refeiences as above.) It has been
thought probable that Lydia, after
having become a Christian, returned
again to this city, and became the
means of establishing the Gospel there.
Thyatira was from early times noted
for the richness and beauty of its
purple-dyed goods; and this reputation
is maintaino i to the present day. Tho
scarlet cloth especially dyed there is
said ta ho unsurpassed for elogance and
permanence of colour. The city in
situated in the western part of Asia
Minor, on the northern border of the
province of Lydia. The present por u.
lation is estimated to bolrom 17,000
te 20,000.

A Waif of Song.
IT is the inspirations of duty, and

net of ambition, that make one's efforts
most useful te tho world.

Soma vears ago I was called te do
sore work in association with an
American song-writer, whosebenevolent
purpose in life and self-forgetfulness
for aters greatly impressed me, and
whose influence I hope never te forget
or lose.

His songs are known whorever the
English language is spoken, but many
of them are very simple-voices of the
heart, In moral and spiritual thinga
he claimed that that is the best music
that will do the moL good, and that
inspiration dictates te be written.

" The people love those simple airs,"
ho said, "and I like te write for the
people."

It is easy to criticise such interpre-
tatinna of the heart, but they cannot
be successfully imitated.

One of these airs was written to
the words,-

"When He cometh,
When He cometh,
To make up His jewels,

Ail Ris jowels, precious jewels,
His loved and.His own.

Like the stars of the morning,
His bright crown adorning,
Thoy shall shine in their beauty,

His loved and His own."

Two years ago we heard the chimes
of St. Martin, at the West End, Lon-
don, one Sabbath morning, bursting
into music, filling all the air over the
Thames and about Westminster Bridge,
the Parliament Houses, St. James'
Park and Buckingham Palace, with
crystal tones. Parliamélit was in
session; it was near the close of the
London season, and the West End was
crowded with titled people.

What tune were the belle of St.
Martin playing on this quiet Sabbath
morning, preaching an carly sermon te
England's law-makers, as it awoke
them from their slumbers 1

It was our friend's simple air,-

"When Ho cometh,
To mako up His jewels."

A few weeks later, ;ve returned te
lAnerica on one of the ships of the
Allan lino. On Sunday the ball rung

-

for service, and the cabin passengers
generally responded ta the call, but the
steorage passengera, on account of their
poor clothing, wore unwilling te attend.

The poor people in the storago
numbered a thousand seuls, and repre-
sented nearly all religions and nation-
alities. After service in the cabin was
over, it ocourred to them that evon
they might have a sermon or two in
the form of songs. What could they
all sing 1 Listen :

" When Ho cometh."
The song floated up grandly from the
hatchway. Thera wero few silent
voices: the chorus was full, oven the
children could all sing that.

We arrived at Quebec on Sunday
morning. The thousand emigrants
poured out of the ship, and waited in
the emigrant sheds for the "making
up " of "their trains,"

At about four o'clock in the after-
noon two trains of great length were
ready for them, one going cast te Rich-
mond, Canada, and the other weut to
Winnipeg, and the shores of the
Georgian Bay.

The whistleas blew, and the trains
began te move. In one train rose a
hymn; it was taken up by the passon-
gers of the other ; it was the emi-
granta' sermon for that day-

"Ail His jewels, precious jewels,
Ris loved and Ris own.

Like the stars of the morning,
Ris loved and His own."

"Whon Ho cometh 1" The two
streama of song flowed wider and wider
apart as the trains moved on. Few of
these thousand emigrants would ever
meet on the Atlantic or in either con-
tinent again. Yet the parting on that
dreamy summer afternoon made them
feelthat all in this world are emigrants,
and the words lighted the rainbow of
hope in the spiritual horizon like an
antiphon.

The trgins wound away from the St.
Lawrence, and the parting song was
lost in the sun-flecked woods.

"Al the purs onas, al bright unes,
Rhi loved and His own;

Like the stars of the morning,
Ris bright crown adorning,

They shall shine "--

It became a shadow song, and wau
lost. The simple heart-tone had re.
peated te muiy lands the sublime truth
of the great Hebrew prophet:-

" And they shall be mine in that
day when I nake up my jewels."-
Malachi 3. 17.

But one Journey.
"WHmE I was a young man there

lived in our neighbourhood a farmer
who was usually reported te be a very
liberal man, and uncommonly upright
in his dealings. When he had any of
the produce of his farra te dispose of,
ho made it an invariable rule to give
good measure, or, rather more than
would be required of him. One of his
friends, observing him froquently do-
ing seo, questioned him as ta why ho did
it; ho told him he gave too much, and
said it was te his disadvantage. Now,
mark the answer of this excellent man:
' God bas permitted me but one journey
through the world, ari whon I arn
gone I cannot returnto rectify mistakes.'
The old farmer's mistakes were Of the
sort ho did net want te rectify."-
Horatio Seynour.

GoD gives us many precious pros-
.pects for'this life andsthe.next.

Ac.HIssAy. TnE ANcIENT TiYATiaA.


