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wouid hagve disgraced a heathen clîme. Ancient pagart-
tam denoutied ltitempernnce, thougli it encouraged it
by the exampie of the godo. Nlabomedani&m refuses
the mine cup to its Çalovern. Eastern idolity reekons
drunkennes one of i.ýc five enormous oins. And
shili Chrisîinnity bp iess enlignnnt ln ber denunciation
of thip offence, or leée urectirtaici In the note of warning
or aiarm wbich ahe beraids forth ? Suréiy the Christian
pulpit and prcsâ niust speak ot.

THE BENIGHI,.ýD ANGEIJ.
DY MARY IIOWITT.

A pouthfui angel lost her way
By chance from beaven'a golden portai,

And juat about the close of day
In London slood tlic youug Imrnortel.

No eye might sce the pinions white
That softiy plumeci ber graceful ihoulders3;

Dirnueci was ber robtes celestial light
Before the eyes of ail beholders.

Sbe anty seerneci af earthiy moulci
Unto ecit par.sing man aund %voman j

.&nd, sbivering with te wiuter's coid,
Appeared a beggat pour and common.

Her beaveniy birth was no avait ;
Noue did with tender words accost ber

And when she told her piteous taie,
Tbey saici she was a young impostor.

Adsome they caiied to the police,
And swore that she descrved ne pityp

And tlbat the liw must cause ta cesse
This beggiug nuisance in the city.

The. auget turntd.her round and wept-
In heaven ait strangers ait befrieuded-

And, sigbing mournfutly, she crept
Tbrough lordiy streets, by mansions splendid.

The powdered lackeys, oemootb and fait,
Looked forth mbt the streets gas iigiîted,

But noue teck pity, on the smaii,
Pair 6tranger, homelesa anid benighied.

In chariots mnade for pomp and case
Lolled Many a ewe»ed yonthful ýeauty

T'he littit angel lhought ihat thete
Wcre they Who llnd deligbt ini duty.

And hastcning Iin the cbariot's door,
Sire toîci ber taie ta mauy a peeres;-

They lutte thought that angei poor
'tVas richer thaîî thre richest beirees!

l'h. pornp rolieci by. it had n rga
No eyes for anytbiag so !owly ;-

She turnei and smiled, andi dried ber tears,
Reînemberiug lhere were bishops boly.

The muan of God is filled with love,
Even for thre wretched outcast sinner;

-So may it be in realuis above-
*But here the bishops were at dinner.

T'he duencbiug ctouds shirt heaven froîn oigrt,
Rer weary steps began ta falter,

laid naw sbe sougbt ta spend the night
Wlthin sorne chutreh beside, the citai.

iNCE AIWOCATE.

But oach church door was strongiy barredg
Alike by Churciîmne and Diuienter-

Aund bead les' hearts as rock were bord
The bouse of God she couid nal enter.

The tain pcuîed doivu, the air tvas chili.
0f c harity theî e wris no giver;

The shnps werc clo9ed, thie wharves were.çlill,
And midnight, brooded on the river.

A~long the black and homeless street
Reeied on thec drunkard hoarseiy brawiing;

,%ci wvantons Young witb snuntering L-et
Ta every pnssior-by %vas caiing.

Drunkenne.s and sin were round about;
And a drear cense af coming danîger-

A wildering sentiment oif doubt-
Oppresed the youthfui, heavenly straingtr.

She turned a corner; bright with gas
Shone forth a bouse from roof ta basemnent,

The front ail chiselled sÈone aud bras,
Blaziug with iight in every casernent.

And througti te burxdshed window pane
Gieamed critmson hangings' golden friliges

Ând the large donrs, fromn %vind and raia,
Turueci eauiiy on polistred hinges.

A miserable crowd riîshed in-
The night il %vas so cold and dreary-

These doors atone ; these halls of.gin
Wero open to the warn and weary!

lothers, %with babies iately born
Grandsires, aivd wreiched bare 2oot chilciren;

Fathers and eon-s, and wives ferlor»,
And every forrn of wvo be,%vlderiug.

Ucre, here a beady eutrance fourndi
And through the âmoothly-turuing portal,

Ar, if she troci an heaweniy ground,
Entered %vith joy the young Immortai.

The halls werc ail a-blaze with light,
Like festive halli wvbere miy-th carouses:

Without was ail te dreary nigbt,
The muddy sireets, the tau,9 black bouse".

A place of solace and repose,
The vontbfui augel thought to enter,

lWbere"love and hope soothed human woes,
And whcre no evil tbing could veunture.

Sbe looked at those who crowtied in,
Tue. man, the boy, the cbiid, the mother;

And ail were drinking-driuking gin-
Andi cbiding, cursing, each the other?

The augel turned ber rouind about,
And passed tiiose shining portais tliorough;

Into the witd, black night came aut5
And wrung bier bands in bitter sotrw. -

And "gOh, thon London town Il" she crieci,
Spite of tby churches and tby preachers,

Thy Christian vîrtues vaunted wide,
Tby books, tby 9chools, thy mny teachere,

T'hus dost thou charter deatb and si-
*fhus af Coe law ait thon a scoruer,

And plantest Hett--tiy licenseci Gin,
To snare tihe poar at every corner!»"

The weepiug angel weut ber way,
The cutting night-wineic made ber siver,

Aund tilt the early dawu she lay
Beneath the arches of the river!


