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LI of marvel, full of mystery,
FHGcult to understand ?

PBOR tiction? Xsit truth?
&“}' refl in the flawer of younth,

e
drt in heatt and hand in bawl.

orant of what helps or Jimms,
hout armour, without arws,
meying to the Holy Lanit!

shall answer or divine?

er since the world was made
h a wonderful crusade

farted forth for Palestine.

Bver while the world shall last,
1it reproduce the past ;

er will it sce agaiv

an army, such a hand,

r mountain, over tnain,
eying to the Holy Land.

¢ a shower of Llossoms lilown
n the parent trees were they ;

e a flock of birds that fly
hrush the unfrequented #ky,
\ing nothing as their own,
they into lauds unknown,
to suffer and to die.

¢ foith that conld belicve

at the harnessed, iron-nailed
ights of Christendom had {iiled

y their prowess to achieve,
ioy,-the children, could and inust!

ttle thought the hermit, preaching
B0y Wars to kuight and baron,

Rat the words dropped in s teaclung,
entreaty, his besceching,.

uld by children’s hauds be gleaned

d the staff on which he leaned

ossom like the rod of Aaron.

$8% & summer wind uphcaves

¥iie innumerable leaves

the bosom of 2 wond—

JFot as separate leaves; hut massed
il together by tho blaat—

fuc evil or for good

iz resistiess hireath upheaved

3l at once the many-leaved,

iany-thoughted multitude.

The crusado-of the children in tbe
lle ages~from which very few of them
ned, and which never reachied the Holy
is but a typo of the new crusade to
ek onr bags-aud - girls are simmoned—
e sot fcr tne rescre .of Christs

ity sepulchie, bat for the res:ue. of men
gt Women inade in his iviage: a crusade
gch is destined to ba awnnel with
1. We want 1o enlist every by wnd
An-Canadaan this crusade niaiast tho
Ror truffic—the grentest evil which deso-
8 our cotttry,  Noun onr boys andl girls
B bo wizn anid” women, and - by their votes
B30 nollz and the rinfucnce in the homes,

As from fires in far off woods,
In the autumn of the year,
Au unwonted feve: broods

In tho sultry almiosphere.

In the tumult of the air

‘Rock the boughs with all the nests
‘Cradled on their tossing crests ;
By the fervour of his prayer
‘I'roubled hearts were sverywhere

tucked aud tossed io human broasts, I

In Cologue the bella wero ringing,
In Cologne the nuns were singing
Hymns and canticles divine,

Loud the wonks sang in their atally,

For a century, at least,

His prophetic voice had ceased ;
But tho air was heated still
by his lurid words and will.

NATIVE CHINERE MISSIONARY,

OsEe of 'the most striking triumphs _ religion of Budidha, who rencunced
of the Gospel is when a worshipper of y that vain philusophy, ecame a dusciple
a fnlse god. becomes not mwerely u,of Jesus, and then went forth to
worshipper of the true God, but also | preach to lus countrymen the precious
a pracher of the Gospel of Jesus., faith which he had learned. Many of
This moral miracle has many times | these Chinamen are just the material
been repeated in the history of Chris- | to make fist 1ato Mcthodist preachers
tian missions. We give a portrit of — they are shrewd, ntelhgent,

Bable to Bweep fiom the.land this great.

here of & native Clinese preacher, ipioux and devoted to God and to lus

sod crime, brought up :iti the dark-tenets of tho | cause.
] v 'S 3 . ] L] ) . *

© Uh, return, while yet you may,

And the thrunging strecta wero luud
With the voices of the crowd;
Underncath the city walls

Silent flowed the river Rhine.

From the gates, that summer day,
Clad in robes of hodden gray,
\Vith the red croes on the breast,
Azure eyed and golden-haired,
Forth the yuung crusaders farel,
Wlile alin o the band devetal
Consecrated banuers fluated,
Fluttered many a flag and streamer,
And tho cross v er all the reat:
Singing lowly, meekly, slowly,

** Givo us, give us back the holy
Scpulchre of the Redeemer 1™
On the vast procession pressed,
Youths and maidens. . . . .

1L

Ah'! what master band shall pant
How they journeyed on their way,
How the daye grew long and dreary,
How their hittle fect grew weary,
How thei- littlo henrts grew famnt !
Ever awifter day by day

Flowed the homeward river; over
More and more ite whitemog current
Broke and scattered into spray,

Till the calmly flowing river
Changed into a mountain torresnt,
Kushing from its glacier green

DPown thruegh JLasmand tlak cuva.
Like a phanix in its nest,

Burucd the red sun in the weat,
~mhking 1n an ashen cloud

In the cast, abovo the creat

()f the sea like mountain <liain,

Like a phanix from its shiroud,
Canse the red sun Lack again.
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N:w around theni. wlite w th anow,
(1sed the mountain peaka  Below
Headlon, from the precipi-o

Buwn into the dark abyss, R
Flunyel the wataract, whate wath fuan,, I

And it said, or scemncd to say:

Fuolish clulilren, 1o your hune,
There the Holy Caty i 2™

Lt the Jaun ‘ess leader sad

Faud not, theagh you bleenag feet
O'cr these shppery paths of sluet
Morve but pa.afully and sluniy ,
Other fect than yours have bled ,
Qther tears than yours been rhisd.
Comrage * lose not hoart or hope |

On the mountain's southern alupe
Lics Jerusalem the holy '™

As a white roae in its pride, ‘
Ba the wind in suasner tade |
Tosst~] and Voavsesoe? {1, the Ur Iln.ll,
Shower 1tz petals o'er the ground, !
Frow the distant mountain’s vide, !
Scattering all ita snows around, I
With mysterious muflled sound, l
Loosenanl, {cll tuo avalanihe. (
Viices, ¢ lionn far and near,

Roar of winl and waters blending,
Mists uprising. clouds impending, |
Silled them with a sense of fcar,
Formless, nam:lcss, never ending.
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