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HOME AND SBOHOOL.
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Fill aud desire to have, How long, O
Lord, how long will men thus seek to
destroy oach other! Surely the wrath
of man worketh not the righteousness
of God. Bat God psrmita this evil, 1
fear, for the hardness of men’s hearta.”

Scarcely had the wailing music of
the Dead March, which had toilowed
the elain men to the grave, ceased,
when the shrill acream of the pipe and
rupid throb of the drum invitsd the
townsmen to enrol for an attack on the
enemy, whs were besieging Korts St.
John and Ohambly,

“Now, my fine fellow,” said Major
Featherstone. who had succeeded to
the rank and title of his slain superior
ofticer, to Paul Heck,  why don’t you
take gervice for the King! With your
education and steady habits you're sure
to be a corporal or a sergeant before
the campaign is over.”

“I have taken servico under the
best of kings"” said Paul, devoutly,
‘“and I desire no beiter, And as for
King George, God bless him, I am
willing to suffer in body and estato for
his cause; but fight I cannot, I would
ever hear the voice of the Master whom
I serve, saying, ‘ Pat up thy sword in
its sheath.’”

“You'rs an impracticable fellow,
Heck, How ever would the world
wag if everybody was of your way of
thinking 1"

“I doubt not the widows and orphans
of His Majesty's slain soldiers think
it would wag on better than it does
with so much fighting. And if we
believe the Bible, we must believe the
day is coming when the nations shall
beat their awords into ploughshares
and their spears into pruning hooks,
and learn war no more,”

*“Yes, I suppose 50,” said the major ;
and tapping his sword by his side, he
sdded, * Bat not in my time will this
good blade's occupation be gone,”

“I fear not, more's the pity,” said
Paul, with a sigh,

“Eut the Methodists are not all like
{ou,” the major continued, “ When

Was an ensign in the ¢ King's Own,’
in Flanders, there was & lot ogf Metho-
dists in the army, In my own oom-
pany there was a fellow named Haime,
& tremendous fellow to preach and
pray. In barrack he was as meok as
a lamb, let the fellows shy their belts
and boota at him, and persecute him to
no end.  But when ho was before the
enomy, he was the bravest man in the
army, Another fellow named Clomeats,
in the Heavy Dragoons, had .is left
arm ghattered at Fontenoy, But he
wouldn’t go to the rear. ¢ No,’ he sai
‘I've got my sword arm yet,’ and he
rode with his troop like a hero, against
the French cuirassiers,

Puaul's eyes had kindled while listea-

udge them not. A man must follow
iu'.n own lights, To his own Master he
standeth or falleth, But they died well,
ax well ag lived well, the Methodists in
tke army, I'm sure,”

“That they did. I never maw the
like,” continued the masjor, with genuines
sdmiration, “There was a Welshman
lmmed Evang—J ‘i\lm Evm—mh’artil-

man, & great hand to preach, too,
;3 both his legs taken off by a chain-
shot at Mm&rich:.h 'I(‘lhi;y Iaid him b?zn
& gun-caisson, aud he nothing but
prfiie God and exhort the men around
him as long ss he could speak. I'll
never forget his last words, His ca
tain asked himi if he suffered much,
‘ Bleas you, captain,’ he gasped, I'm as

f.nslbo the tale, but he merely said, I | drum

tell back dead. I ne‘ver jeored at the
Mothodists since, as, I'm sorry to say, I
used to do befors,

I telt, and I'm not ashamed to own
it, that there was something in religion
that they underatsod, and that I didn’t.”

*“Doar major, you may understand
it and know all about it. The dear
Lord will teash you, if you only will
agk Him.”

“ Thank you, my good fellow. But
I tce I can’t make a re~vuit of you for
active servics, 1l hava to make you
hospital sergeant,”

“I would fain make a recruit of you,
sir, for tho beet of mastcrs, in the best
of service, As for the hospital, fain
and glad I'll be to do all that I can for
both the bodies and the souls of my
fellow-nien, eoapecially for them that
need it moat, But Il do it for love,
not for money, I can’t tske the
King's shilling,”

John Lawrence, however, did not
share the rcruples of his friend, Paul
Heck, and eagerly voluntesred for the
rolief of Fort St. John, on the Richelieu,
Colonel Richard Montgomery, & brave
and generous Irish gentleman, whose
tragic fato has cast & halo around his
memory, had succeeded Schuyler in the
commsnd of the American invading
expedition. He vigorously urged the
siege of Forts 8t. John and Chambly,
The latter ingloriously surrendered to
two hundred Americans, after a siege
of a day and & half, The capture
of seventeen cannon, and six toms of
powder, was of immense advantage to
Montgomery, enabling him to press
with greater vigour the siege of Fort
St, John,

Moanwhils, General Carleton, ll)xy
t efforts, got together about eight
m.d ed Canadians, regulars, and g[n-
dianx, for the relief of the garrison
of Fort 8Bt. John., On the 31st of
October, he attempted, in thirty-four
boats, to cross the St, Lawrencs from
Montreal, in order to effect a Jjunction
with Oolonel Maclean at Sorel, A
great crowd of the townspeople —the
mothers, wives, and children o the
volunteers, and other non-combatants,
gsthered on the shore or watohed from
the walls the departure of the lttle
flotilla, From the windows of iheir
own dwelling, Paul sad Barbara Heck
and Mary Embury followed with their
prayers the expedition in which they
were the more interosted that it hore
their friend and companion in exi
Jobn Lawrence, Gallantly the bay-
teaux rode the waves, and under the
impulse of strong arms resisted the

said, | downward aweep of the current, The

red coats gleamed and the bayonets
flashed in the morning sun, as, with
ringing cheer on cheer, boat after boat
pushed off, and the music of fife and
grew fainter and fainter ay they
rfoeded fronl:edthe huhore. They had
almost reac the opposite baak,
where the village of &mw »ow
stands, when, from out the bushes that
lined the shore, where lay an ambugh
of 300 men, there flaghed g deadly
volley of musketry, and the deep rour
of two pieces of artillery boomed
through the air, Instantly everyching

was in the direst confusion, Many | M

men were wounded, Some of the
boats were shattered and began to sink,
After a brief resistance, General
Oarleton gave the word 0 retreat,
and the discomfited expedition slowly

p- | mude it way back to Moatreal.

“The Lord have wercy upoa them,"

exclaimed Barbara Heok, as from her

tho souni of the first tire. But she ]

was even more startled by the sudden
gagp of Mary Ewbury, beside her, and
lnoking vound, she beheld her turn
ashen pale and fall fainting to the floor.
The usual restoratives of the puriod—
cold water and buint foathers—wero
speedily applied, and the swoon passed
gradually away,

“Dear heart,” said Barbars, gontly
caressing her pale cheok, * thoy are ail
in the Lord's hands, Shall not the
Judge of ¢ll the earth do righs "

“What has happenod 1" asked Mury
Embury, in a weak, bewilderod voios ;
aud then, *“ Oh, I remember, It is not
the Lord's doinga, [t is those wicked
men, Oan they not le: us bide in peace?
Why do they follow s even here! Is
—is John hurt3” she asked, blushing
with eagerness,

“No, Molly dear, thank God,” ex-
olsimed Lawrenoe, bursting into the
room, ‘“Though we had » desperate
time of it, and meny a gallant fellow
has got his death blow, I fear, Tney’
¥ant you Barbars, in the hospital

Puul is there already. They are bring-
ing in the wounded,”

* I can’t leave Mary, you see,” said
Barbara, administering a cordial,

“Oh, yos you can,” exclaimed the
fair young matron becoming rapidiy
convalescont, ‘The safo return of John
Lawrence seemed to have a more re.
storalive ecffect than even the burat
feathers. Tnere was a rather swkward
solf-consciousneis on the paré of each
of having betrayed feolings of which
they had hardly, till that momeat, beea
fully aware. "It sometimes huppens
that chemical solutions may become
super-saturated with some aalt, which,
upon & suddeu jar of the veasel, will
shoot instantly 1ato solid crystuls, Bo
also it may happon that certain toelings
may be in unoonsclgus solution, ag it
were, in our souls, which suddenly,
under the agitating impulse of some
great crisis, may orystallize into con-
wious reality. So was it wish theso
two honest and loving hearts. For
years they had known eash other well,
and with growing esteem, But sinoe
their common exile, they
more together. The bereaved
widow had leaned for sympathy upon
the warm heart of Barbara Heok ; but
she had unconsciously come to lean also
for protection on the strong arm of John

wreace. The peril turough which
he had just passed was the skock that
revealed her feelings to herself, But
the present, with its awful shadow of
disaster and death, was no time for the
indulgence of tender emotions, 8o
Mary Embury busied herself, wita
Lawrence's help, in tearing up ahoets
for banduges, and scraping unt for the
wounded, who were bej borne be-

neath the window on bioody lit 0
the barrack hospital, v S,

An Important Incident,

IN an obsoure corner of an humble
chapel there sat, one Sunday morning,
& young maa burdened with a sense of
sin. Hw heart was longing for rest
sad peace, The proacher rose in the
pulpit, He was & feeble old man,
lieve,. He wag not
learned, not eloquent, not famons,

 Witha trembiing voios he Announoed
his text: * Look untp Me, and be ye
saved, all the eads of the earch ; for I
sm God, and there is none else,”
oxalted Christ ag

refage. As Moses lifted up the mpen{

scemoad to rest upon the young wyy,
Raising his voioe hs shouted : “Young
man, look, look now 1"

It was the birth-moment of the new
life. ‘Tho young man leoked an lived,
With the look of faith came lite, The
burden fell from his heart. Joy fiileq
his soul, He left the house Justifie],
The humble presacher kuow noy, g
God did, what giorious work was doge
that morning. That young man jg
known throughont the entire world ag
one of the groatest preachors ming
Paul's translation, Hl;a name negl
I say itt—in Charles H,

Spurgeon, —
Dy, Macdrthur,

The Rose of Waterloo,

How feagile art thou, litths flow'r !
And yet how very fair;

The fragrance of thy one brief hour
Still lingers on the air.

Thy home ia where the god of war
Trod down the brave and true,

And where weat out the empiro’s star,
O rose from Waterloo |

The sotl that nourished thes was red
With biood owe summer day ;
It groaned beneath {ta welght of dead
Where nations fought for sway,
‘Tne royal Timor of hia age
Was conquered wheee ye grew,
To die within his ocean cage,
Fair rose from Waterloo !

The Belgian lion guards the plain,
And Mar's baptismal font ;

The spactces of the gallant slain
Stand guard at Hugomont,

Thy sisters in the soft starlight
Keceive the spotiess dew,

And wonder where thon art to-night,
O ross from Waterloo !

The oannon ruts, those scars of hate,
Have vanisked with ths years ;

The oricket oalis his simid mate
Where died the grenadiers,

The soaring lark ber mains sings
Amid the balmy blue;

With happy mete my birth-place riags,
Sweet tower of Wesertoo,

The lambkine spect wivere battle's wave
Beat high their fateful day,

Aud whers the bravest of the brave
Went down, ¥ha ohildven piay.

The Ianguage shat shy pesale spenk
They whtsper 'neash the yew,

Til bl{uhu t?r.:wn the lassie’s c’heek.
O rose from Watarloe |

Now, ax I look: thee o'er and o'er,
And touch my lips %o thine,

I hear the tids of war ence mere
Roll down she aliied lias !

Lut ah { the flags thus Hoased Gien
Wave o'sr a pesatenad fow,

And sileut is thy native len,
Loae rose from Waterloo !

What & Bius Ribben Oost.
YEaRs age, ia Lowdoa, Mr, Frederic
Omingwn.,pm of a very wealthy
brewer, was converted, His father
bad lavished on him every indalgence,
and had givan him & ghare in the
business, which was a fortune, After
bis convorsion the mea engaged
m Christian work among the neglecied
of the East Ead of London, But it
was gradnally forced om him that the
most potent and fruitful sourees of evil
among the poor and wretched were the
gln h:hopn and beer h:ouu. (ino nlgli:;
a8 he to his work, heavy
heart ll;'“:um of the sights and
sounds of wee and wickedmess, his oye
was drawn toafl beer shop,
over the door of which was » BIgh,
“ Oarrington & Co./s Eatire” From
that moment he destrmined om his
course. He went to his father, ad
told him that he oould not longar bain
the firm, At a luter day some one
casually asked him *what his blue
ribbon oowt him.” He « Four-

. : " or
happy as I can be out of heaven,’ and | window she saw the flash and heard :?o:e't.mmtyed g::::“o'i:!:&o;ngmgmhua- :70(;:00‘3“‘”‘ pousds w yost
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