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A GLASS OF LIQUOR.

BY J. . GOUGH.

Wiere is the liquor which God the eternal
brews for all his chuldien?  Not in the simmering
still, over smoky fites chuked with poisonous gases,
and surrounded with the stench of sickening odours,
and eank corruptious, doth your Father in heaven
prepare the precious essence of life, the pure cold
water. But in the green glade and gmssy deli,

where the deer wandeis, sl the child loves to play;
there God lrows it.  And down, low down in the
lowest valleys, where the fountuins murmur, and
the rilssigg . and Ligh upon the Gl wouutain tops,

whue the nakad granite glitters Jike gold in the | then hiss me, aml bid e good night !
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: The Volce of the Grass
] Hxnx | como creeping 1 Similing «very where ;
AN round t‘lo open door,
! \Whero alt tho aged poor;
Hero whero tne clnldven play,
, In tho bright and merty day,
i 1 come creeping, crecpnng everywheie !
g MHere [ came ereeping | Creeping cverywhery
i My humble kong of prame
] Most Joyfully 1 rasse
To fum at whose commanld
1 beautify the land,
. Crecping, silently eveoping overywhere.

GRATEFUL MEATHEN CHILDREN.
BY BOPIHE F. SMITIL

Axvie—Tomuy, it is Missionary Sunday. Iave
you any money 1

Tommy—Missionary Suuday !
money anly two Sundays ngai
money all the time.

Aunie— It wus four weeks ago that you gave the
Inst money, and this is the time for the monthly
meeting.

Totomy—Well ' T ean't get money for anything
else, It takes wl 1 can serapo together for the
wissionary collections, and I want a top and mnr-
bles and lots of things.

Annie—Tammy Sims, you ought to be ashumed
of yourself. You have hud o new top this manth,
and ever so many marbles; Lesides other thmgs
And what is n few playthings compared to the zood
the money will do to some poor heathen child who
has no such blessings as you have.

Tommy—Tt may do them some goad, hut 1 don’t
believe any of them would do ag twuch for us.

Mother—You aro mistaken, my son, in thinking
they would not do as much forus, 1 hewrd of sume
little heathen boys and girls who wanted the wis
sionnry to tnke them to hie own covutry that they
mizht thank the dear white childran for sending
gome one to tell them about Jesus,

Tommy—Did ha take them?

Mother—No. He lived in Lngland and they on
the New Hebrides Islunds, and he could not take
them so far.

Annie—What did thoy say when he refused
them 1 .

Mother—They begged very hard, and offered to
live on one biscuit u day; and if they got too
hungry they would tie a cord tightly around their
bodies so that they might not feel their hunger
They felt sure that the white children would take
care of them after they reached there, for, they
said, if the white children came to seo them, they
would rather die than see them sufler.

Tommy—Didn’t the missionary tuke them aftor
that? Why, I would have done it.

Mother—It was impossible for hiin to take them
such a long way oft, but he told them what they
could do. 1f they could not go to thank the white
children, they could pray for them, aud ask the
dear Lord to bless them, So they all knelt down
and prayed in a very earnest and touching mnnuner.
Towmmy—Well, 1 think I won't say anything
more about giving too much, for they certaiuly
were willing to do more than I have done.

Why, 1 gave
It is missionary

A MOTHER'S LAST LESSON.
A sotier lay dying. Her little son, not know-
ing of the soirow cowing to him, went, as was his
custom, to the chamber door, -saying :

“Please to teach me, my verse, mamma, aund
I am very

sun, where the stutu-clonsd bruods, and the thunder- | slecpy, but no one has heawd me say my prayers.”

stucns crasl, and away far out ou the wild sea,

“ush!” said a lady, -who was watcling Léside

where tho hursican howls wusic, and the big waves | her; “ your dear mother is too ill to hear your

toat o the diorus sweeping the tarch of Gud ; there
he brews it the Ueverage of life and health-giving
water. And everywhere it is a thing of beauty,
gleam.ng in the dev.lr g, singiv g in the summer

prayers to-night,” aud, caming forwuid, she sought
to gently lead him from theroomi. Roger began
to sob, as if his heart would break.

“ 1 caunot go to bed without saying my prayer- -

rain 3 shining in the ice gem, 2l the leaves all seem | indeed T eannot.”

ta turn to living Jewels | cprevhing a wotden veil

The car of the dying woman caught the sound.’

over the setting sun; or n white guze around the | Although she bad been inscusible to everything

midnight moan.

Sporting in the eataract : sleeping in the vlacier;
dancing in the hail shower ; folding its brizht snow
curtainssoftly abent the wintry world; and weaving
the muny coloured ivts, that serapl’s zone of the
sky whose warpis the raindrop of earth, whose
woof 36-4he sanbeam af heavan, all checkered over
wivh apbmsipl Sowarg, by the awystic hand of refrac-

taoh.

M alenyeit @ Peantiful, shat lifegiving water;
we gaioes babhlos:au its brink : 1ts foaw -brings nat
‘x »bd mander, 1o blood stains its liquid
ey 5 pale -widows aud starving orphans weep no
upuityt tenrs W ats depth ; e -drunken, shrieking
ghest £vom the gronve uniaes it Ju the wards of
vterna! despaic ; speéak on, wy friends, would you

exchange for it demon’s drink, alcoholt

around her, the rob of ler darling aroused lier
from her stupor, and, turnipg to her friend, she
desired her to bring her little <on to her.  Her 1e-
quest was granted ; and her child’s golden haie and
rosy chucks nestled beside the cold face of his dying
wmother.

My son,” she said, * repent this verse after we,
and pever forges it* ‘ When my father and mother.
forsake me, the Lord will tak» me up.*” The child:
repeated it two or three tini-a and then said his
little -prayer Then he kiseed the cold face, andi
guictly wept to his bed.

" In the morning he ¢ame as usual to his mather,
but found her still and cold. :

This was her last lesson. He has never for-'
gotten it, and prabably never will as long as he
livea—The Christian Woman. N

The Blave's Dreerw.
By rogortiow.

Besioe the ungathered rice he leg,
tila aickle in his hand ;

His breast was bare, hls matted heir
Was buried in the sanl.

Agalu, in the mist and shadow nf aleep,
,ih: saw his native land.

Wide through the landecape of hia dreams
‘The lordly Niger tlowed ;

Jleneath the palu-trees on the plaiv,
Once more a king ho strosde ;

Aund heand the tinkling caravans
Descend the niountain road,

He saw onco more hia dark.cved quesn
Among her children stand ;

They clagped his neck, they kissed his cheeks,
They held him by the hand ¢—

A tear Imrst from the sleeper’s lids
And fell into thesand. - - -—-

Aud then at furions specd he rode
Along the Niger's bupk :

s bridlercins were golden chains,
And, with a mastial clank,

At cach leap he conld feel his senvnndd of steel,
Suiting his stallion’s flank.

Before him, like a blood-red flag.
The bright flamingocs flew ;

From mora till night he followed their fiight,
O'cr plains whers the tamarind grow,

‘I'ill ho saw the roafs of Catira hnts,
And the Ocean rose to view.

At night he heard the lion roar,
Aund the hyena scream ;

And the river-hurse, as ho crushed the reeds
Besido some hidden stream ; '

And it passed, like a glorious roll of drums,
‘Through the triumph of his dream.

The forests, with their myriad tongues,
Shouted of liberty

And the blnst of the desert cried aloud,
\With a voice so wild and fiee,

That ho started in his steep and smilod
At their tempestuous glee.

He Qid not fcel the driver’s whip,
Nor the burning heat of dny ;

For death had illumined the laud of sleop,
And his lifeless body lay

A worn-out fetter, that the soul
Had broken and thrown away !

THE SLAVE CHASE.

BY SYDNEY TWATSON.

.

Author of “ Wops the Waif,” *“ Run Down."” etc,

CHAPTER TII.

THE STORY OF A CRUEL WRONG.

quartermaster,” cried the officer of .the watch,.us
H.ALS. Bluster entered Sierra Leone.

Ay, ay, sit, it is hard over ; but the fide Jus
ot hold of her, aud is swingipg her off. sir.”

Then the officer’s voice was heard shouting,
«Forward there! Al repdy with the anclior$.”

«All rcady, sir.” !

“Very well, 'stand by : one— two—bdhres—let
go!" and away wernt the anchgr into the deptls
below, and it® 4 woment or tvo the vessel “was
riding safely. . ’

What n scene ensued! scores of canoes sur
rounded the vessel, laden with bananas, smangoes,
plantains, limes, yins, sweet potatoes, joggery; aud
all sorts of strange things—at least, stranys to .the
eyes of the crew, the majority of whomn wers taking

- their tirst sight of & foreign land. “Then-therewwere

the nptive washerwoien, all :c]amori_ng.ior. pre-
cedenco for-the -washing.of the dilon %
the ‘boat, -with the -dootor feom the ghpve
wlhits fuce or two feom the ‘wiesion ;” o bont
with « messenger dnden with Wi hage ; ame I

but not least (because ﬂ’:;‘lmlvdc 20 i
our story), ‘a long en podiiiotl by twelve semi-
naked bllckn, with -::G{iut_cllw{gk' 00
man seated in she stern, ‘who, with a peddle,
steered the bLoat,

.
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This man, in accordanoe with . wess-soayt ousho::.

“Harna at,;uboaﬁli Put your helm hard orver, .
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