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“THE MAID IS NOT DEAD, BUT
SLEEPETH.”

Ah! yes, sleeping that last, long sleep,
That here knows no waking;

While loved ones bending o’er you weep
With grief almost heart-breaking.

And yet 'tis said, *“There is no death;
But, Lord, with silent tread,

Thou bearest those we love away,
And we lmiscall them dead.

“And when there is a smile too bright,
A heart too pure for vice,

Thou bearest it to realms of light
To dwell in Paradise.

“That soft, sweet voice, whose notes of joy
Made glad this world of ours,

There sings the everlasting song
In heaven’s beauteous bowers.

“And often near us, though unseen,’
Their dear, sweet spirits tread,
For all the boundless universe
Is life. There is no dead.”

We had our plans for our beloved,
But, ah! God knoweth best,

Those plans of ours He laid aside
And gave our loved one rest.

“Thou hast come very near us, Lord,”
Haast called our loved away;

While we with sorely stricken hearts
To Thee can only pray.

That cheerfully we now may yield
The gift we had from Thee,

And the seventeen beautiful years
A memory sweet may be,

To draw us to that home above,
That bright celestial shore,
Where God’s redeemed with Him shall
dwell

Rejoicing evermore. —Ex.

DEACON LEE'S OPINION.

We know not where ‘““Deacon Lee” liv-
ed, says the Golden Rule, nor whether he
ever lived at all; but his “Opinion,” as
éxpressed in the sub-joined sketch, sent to
us by mail, ought to be read and pond‘e‘r-
ed in every parish in the land.

Deacon Lee, who was a kindly, silent,
faithful, gracious man, was one day wait-

‘ed upon by a restless, ambitious, worldly

church member, who was labouring to
create uneasiness in the church, and especi-
ally to drive away the preacher.

The deacon came in to meet his visitor,
who, after the usual greetings, began to
lament the low state of religion, and in-
quire as to the reason why there had been
no revival for two or three years past.

“Now, what do you think is the cause
of things being dull here? Do you know?”
he persisted in asking.

The deacon was not ready to give his
opinion; and, after a little thought, frank-
ly answered:

“No, I don’t.”

“Do you think the church is alive to
the work before it?”

‘“No, I don’t.”

‘Do you think the minister fully realizes
the solemnity of his work?”

“No, I don’t.”

A twinkle was seen in the eye of this
troubler in Zion, and taking courage, he
asked :

“Do you think his sermon on ‘Their
eyes were holden’ anything wonderfully
great?”

“No, I dom’t.” )

Maklng bold, after all this encourage-
ment in monosyllables, he asked :

- “Then don’t you think we had better
diemiss this man and hire another?”

The old deacon started as if shot with
an arrow, and in a tone louder than his
wont, shouted :

“No, I dom’t.” ,

“Why,” cried the amazed visitor, “you
agree with me in all I have said, don’t
you?”

“No, I don’t.” .

“You talk so little, sir,” replied the
. guest, not a little abashed, ‘‘that no one
‘can find out what you do mean.”

“I talked emough once,” replied the
old man, rising to his feet, “for six pray-
ing Christlans. Thirty years ago I got
my heart humbled and my tongue bridled,
and ever since t;lm.tl'ye walked softly be-
‘fore God. I the inad% vows solemn as
eternity; and don’t you @mpt me to break
them!” ;

THE CANADA PRESB\{TERIAN.

The troubler was startled at the earn-
estness of the hitherto silent, immovable,
man, and asked: .

“What happened to you thirty years
ago?”’

“Well, sir, P11 tell you. I was drawn
into a scheme just like this of yours, to
uproot one of God’s servants from the
field in which He had planted him. Tn
my blindness, I fancied it a little thing
to remove one of the ‘stars’ which
Jesus holds in His right hand, if there-
by my ear could be tickled by more
flowery words, and the pews filled with
thowse turned away from the simplicity of
the Gospel. I, and the men that led me
—for I admit that T was a dupe and a
tool—flattered ourselves that we were con-
scientions. We thought we were doing
God’s service when we drove that holy man
from his pulpit and his work, and said
we considered his work ended in B——,
where I then lived. We groaned because
there was no revival, while we were gos-
siping about, and criticising and crushing,
instead of upholding by our efforts and
our prayers, the instrument at whose hand
we harshly demanded the blessings. Well,
sir, he could not drag on the chariot of
salvation with half a doien of us taunting
him for his weakness, while we hung as
dead 'weight to the wheels; he had not
the power of the Spirit, and could not con-
vert men, so. we haunted him like a deer
till, worn and bleeding, he fled into a cov-
ert to die. Scarcely had he gone when
God came among us by His Spirit to show
that He had blessed the labours of Hig
dear rejected servant. Our own hearts
were broken, and our wavward children
converted, and 1 resolved at a convenient
season to visit my former pastor and
confess my sin, and thank him for his faith-
fulness to my wayward soms, which, like
long-buried seed, had now sprung up. But
God denied me that relief, that He might
teach me a lesson every child of His ought
to learn, that he who toucheth ome of
His servants touchee the apple of His eye.
I heard my pastor was ill, and taking my
oldest son with me, set out on a twenty-
five miles ride to see him. It was evening
when I arrived, and his wife, with the
spirit which any woman ought to exhibit
towards one who had so wronged her hus-
band, denied me admittance to his cham-
ber. She said, and her words were ar-
rows to my soul, ‘He may be dying, and
the sight of your face might add to his
anguish?’

*‘Had it come to this, I said to myself,
that the man whose labours had, through
Christ, brought me into His fold, who had
consoled my spirit in a terrible bereave-
ment, and who had, till designing men had
alienated us, been to me as a brother—that
the man could not die in peace with my
face before him? ‘God pity me!’ I cried,
‘what have I done? T confessed my sins
to that meek woman, and I implored her,

‘for Christ’s sake, to let me kneel before
His dying servant, and receive his forgive-
ness. What did T care then whether the
pews by the door were rented or not? I
would gladly have taken his whole family
to my home forever, as my own flesh and
blood, but no such happiness was in store
for me.

*‘As 1 entered the room of the blessed
warrior, wNose armour was falling from
his limbs, he opened his languid eyes,
and said, ‘Brother J.ee! Brother Lee!’
I bent over him and sobbed out, ‘My
pastor! my pastor! Then raising his white
hand, he said in a deep, impressive voice,
‘Touch not mine anointed, and do my pro-
phets no harm!’- I spoke tenderly to him,
and told him I had come to confess my
sin, and bring some of his fruit to him,
calling my son to " tell him how he had
found Chrigt. But he was unconscious of
all around; tl‘e sight of my face had
brought the last pang of earth to his
troubled spirit.

“I Kissed his brow, and told him how
dear he had been to me; I craved his
pardon for my unfaithfulness, and promis-
el to care for his widow and fatherless

little ones; but his only reply, murmured
as if In a troubled dream, was, ‘Touch
not mine anointed, and do my prophets
no harm. .

“I stayed by him all night, and at day-
break I closed his eyes. I offered his

1

widow a house to live in the remainder
of her days, but like a heroine she said,
‘I freely forgive you. But my children,
who’entered deeply into their father’s an-
guish, shall never see me so regardless of
his memory as to take anything from those
who caused it. He has left us with his
covenant God, and He will ¢care for us.’

“Well, sir, those dying words sounded
in my ears from that coffin and from ithat
grave. When 1 slept, Christ stood before
my dream, saying, ‘Touch not mine anoint-
ed, and do my prophets no harm.” These
words followed me till T fully realized the
esteem i1 which Christ holds those men
who have given up all for His sake, and
I vowed to love them evermore for His
sake, even if they were not perfect. And
since that day, sir, I have talked less than
before, and have supported my pastor,
even if he is mot ‘a4 very extraordinary
man." My tongue shall cleave to the roof
of my, mouth, and my right hand forget
her cunuing, before I dare to put asunder
what God has joined together. When a
minister’s work is done in a place, I believe
God will show it to him. I will not join
you, sir, In the scheme that brought you
here; and, moreover, if I hear another word
of this from your lips, I shall ask my
brethren to deal with you as with those
who cause divisions. I would give all I
own to recall what 1 did thirty years
ago.
if perchance the thought of Your heart may
be forgiven you.” .

This decided reply put an end to the
newcomer’s efforts to get a minister who
could make more stir, and left him free
to lay out roads and build hotels.

There Is often great power in the lit-
tle word ““No,” but sometimes it requires
not a little courage to speak it so resolute-
ly as did the silent deacon.

PRECISION IN ASTRONOMY.

There are few doubts in general
among the public of the precision attained
by the science of astronomy in what con-
cerns certain very interesting points in the
study of other worlds. Thus, for instance,
the rotation of Mars on its axis, 2 diurnal
movement to which this globe owes, as
does our own, the suceession of the days
and nights. The rotation of the earth is
accomplished in 23 hours, 56 minutes and
4 seconds. The Martian rotation is made
in 24 hours, 37 minutes, 22 seconds, and
65 one-hundredths, no more and no less.
It is with the same exactness that the
year of the inhabitants of Mars has been
determined. It is 686 days, 23 hours, 30
minutes and 41 seconds long. When we
state that on Mars the years and seasons,
are nearly twice as long as ours, no one
has the right to suppose that there can
be in this assertion a grain of fancy. It
is the same thing if we speak of the weight’
of this planet. In representing the weight
of the earth by the number 1,000, that of
Mars is represented by 105; and as our
planet weighs 5,875 sextillions of kilo-
grams, Mars welghs 617. Its diameter is
by nearly one-half, shorter than that of the
earth ; it measupes 6 758 kilometers. Its
surface is estimated at 143,000,000 of
square kilometers, of which 66 are sea and
77 continents; the habitable surface be-
ing about six times large~ than that of
Europe. It is not necessary to journey to
Mars to know what is the intensity of
weight on the surface of the planet. A ter-
restrial kilogram of 1,000 grams, ecarried
thither would only weigh 376 grams; a
man weighing seventy kilograms here
would there only weigh twenty-six. A
body which on the earth in falling drops
four meters and ninety centimeters in the
first second of its fall, would on Mars on-
ly drop one meter and eighty-four centi-
meters in the same degree of tine. A would-
be suicide flinging himself from a height
would have ample time to think during
his descent and probably would seldom suc-
ceed in his design.-—-Camille Flammarion, in
Frank Leslie’s Weekly.

Rev. Dr. Newman Hall, interviewed on
Home Rule, quoted the appeal of Paul
from Jerusalem to Rome as a strong ar-
gument against handing over the Protes-
tants of Ireland to the merey of a Roman
Catholic majority.

Stop where you are, and pray God, .

KY

Jimmediately begun.

[Mm t6th, 1893 ,

fIdissionary Wlorld.

MISSIONARY HYMN,

The fields ave white unto the harvest,
Lord,

They stretch, in wealth untold, on every
side ;

But  who shall gather in the priceless
grajn ?

The reapers are bLut few, the world I8
wide.

Lord, send the labourers forth !

The fields are Thine, bought by the prec-
ious blood, )
So ireely shed, of Thy beloved Son;
"Tis long since He the wondrous
som paid,
Yet scarce the reaping seems to be begun.
Lord, send the labourers forth !

ran-

To us, Thy people whom Thou hast re-

deemed,

To us belong the sin, the humbling
shame,

We have been sunk in sleep, our voiccs
dumb,

We have not called upon Thy Holy Name.
Lord, send the labourers fopth!

Awuake Thy Church, for while she sinful
sleeps,

Silent, but ceaseless, works
Death ;

O God! forgive, and into torpid hearts

Send. like a mighty wind, Thy quicken-"
ing breath. .

Lord, send the labourers forth !

the reaper,

Come irom the north, O wind! come from
the south,

And from Thy Garden make the spices
flow,
Umtil the fragrance perfuvme all the
. earth,
And God’s great gift to men all men
shall know.
Lord, send the labourers forth !
The glory shall be'’ Thine, and Thy
dear Son
The travail of his soul fulfilled
shall see ; .
While men redeemed, and glad angelic
hosts,
Shall hymn Thy praise in one grand har-
mony. B
IL.ord, send the labourers forth !
James 8, Scotland in U. P. Missionary
Record.

COLLEGE AT INDORE.

When Mr. Wilkie was home about four
years ago, he appealed earnestly for $10,
0vO, towards the erection of college build-
ings at Indorg, which were urgently need-
ed. Mr. Wilkie was encouraged in this ap-
prai, by the prospect of getting another
510,000 frow' the Indian Government.

The Foreign Mission Committee did
not see its way to undertake this work
and referred it to the General Assembly.
AF the meeting of the General Assembly,
Leld in Toronto in 1889, the following
resolution was passed : “The General AS
sembly recommends to the liberality of
the Church, the High School, and College
work committed to Mr. Wilkie, and trusts
that a!l necessary aid will be given him
in his endeavours to raise funds to enable
him to procure buiidings requisite for the
eificient carcying on of the work.” The
Church responded to this appeal, and Mr-
Wilkie, after much laborious effort, s€-
cured the $10,0Q0 for which he agked.

After his return to India, the work was
The plans are 38
foilows: A two story building with &
large Assembly Hall in the centre, 70 ft-
by 40 ft., and surrounded on each ilai DY
Class rooms, library, ete., 25 ft. by 20 ft.
The centre hall is to be the height of the
W hole building, and its walis to constitute
the iuner walls of the class rooms around |
it.  Between this hall and the class rooms
in the lower flat, are folding doors, that

will, when necessary, throw the
whole flat  into one audience room;
capable of accommodating 1,200 per-
soms. all  of .which will be needed,
indeed 4 it iy already needed b
times. But imagine Mr. Wilkie’s disap

pointment, in finding that the Governments
owing te financial embarrassments, is not
able to grant the expected $10,000. The
first story is completed and already I
use, greatly to the comfort of the schools
and for public gatherings two class roomss
thrown into one, are used, which aithough
entire.y insufficient for the crowds that
come, yet are a very great improvement
on what they formerly had. -

Now the question Is, what next? Will
it be necessary to roof over the first story,



