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The Sabbath.

BY EDwARD LYTTON BILWRE.

REFjsHl glides the brook and blows the gale, w
I Yet yonder sits the quiet mill; th
'The whirling whelo, the rushing sait,

Hlow motionless and still'

ýSix days of toil, oor child of Cain,
Thy strngth th slavo of want nay bo;

iThe seoventh th limbe escape the chai-
And God bat ado the- free i

w

Ah t tender was the Law that gave h
This holy respite to the breast; i

yTo breathe the gale, te watch the wave,
And know the wheel may rest I b

lut where tho waves tho entlest glide, o
What ima o charme to lift thino cyce?

The spiro ruàectin on tho tide
Invites theo to the skies.

To teach the soul its nobler worth,
Thie rest from mortal toit in given; r

Go, enatci the brief reprieve fromt carth, c
And pas a guest to heaven.

They tell thce in thir dreamin school,
0f power f rom old dominion hurled;

When rich and poor with juster rulo,
Shall share the aitered world.

Alas 1 sinco tine iteoif boean,
That fablo hith but fooied the hour;

Each age that ripons Power in mai,
But subjects man to Power.

SYet every day in savon, nt lst,
Onobrigitreublie, sa o >ekown;

Man's wold aw ilo hath suroly ceased,
Whon God proclaims His own 1

Six day may rank divbe the poor,
o i ves f rom thy banquet hall i

The seventh tho Father opes the door,
And holde his feast for all 1

Tho Saokatchewan R.iver.

TnE Saskatchewan is one of tre

great rivers of the world. It flows in
two great branches from the Rocky
Mountains eastward till they pour
thoir united flood into the waters of
Lake Winnipeg. Those rivera watir
one of the best wleat-growing regions
in the globe, the vast "fertile boit"
which is destined within the experience
of those now living to be the home of
millions of industriouc settlers. The
picture gives a view from the clbow or
groat bend of the river, lookisg west.
It is on the south branch of this stream
that tho recent battles have talkn place
which have given sucb heroic exhibi-
tions of the valeur of our volunteers;
in conflict with the half-breeds and
Indians, entrenched as they were in
almost imprognable strongholds.
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HOMFÀ AND BOHOOL
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THE 8AsKATOcîwîAN RIvER.

The Battle of tho Giants, n1a

IT seems as though thero must bo do

ar betweOU the two great empires of m

e world. The question is not who eb
all rule in India, but whether the ce

axon and Colt, or the Slav and Tartar it
hall bo the promoter or retarder of th
uman progress. Wisdom as well as th
hristianity say there is no occasion for T
ar and need nover be. Russia in' S
owever, net governed by reason. She w

a blind force lu forward motion, k'
hich cannot stop itself. A stop would cf
o a crah. A sufficient postponement w
f the war, were that possible, would t
robably save England the task of f
ealing with her. England is not a i
rute force, but a moral force, whose u
world-wide ascendancy gains ground
apidly through lier commerce, mechani- ia

al skill, missions and other modes of f

activity, all of which are promoted by c
peace and checked by war. The con-
test botweon England and Russia would E

be aptly represented by a fight betwoen
a man and a bear, the one all nerves,
grievously hurt by every scratch, the

other all strength, feeling nothing but
a shot through the heart or brain. Yet
the mai conquers. The fighting value
of the English soldier as compared with
that of the Russian soldier is, when war
does come, the leadmng element in the

problem. H1appily, 6ven iere, the
moral element comes in, and decides
the question. The warlike qualities of",
the soldiera of India are very good
But the rosi strength of the Indian
army is in its European core, and upon
the Englishmen who form this the brunt

of every fight will fall. In like man-
ner, it is not upon the Oossack or the

half Russianized Tartar, but upon the

true Slava that tho Russians muet de.
pend, and if moder war is a true test
of prowess the victory will go te the
strongest of the two, the Slav or the
Englishman. No two races of men
could have a more diverse history ti
these. The English race nas been in
the fore front of the world's progress,
fighting always for liberty, for know-

lodga, for commerce, and for the mere
sake of fighting, with an individuality,
and an intellectuil life, that no other

race lis ever shown. The Slav, on the

other hand, ias beau content to rest

upon the carth that supportel him
until, as some writers have expressod
it, yeu can see in the face of the Rus.

.n pensant the clay of whichlhe je

ade. Whatever the Siavia race bas i

ne. or whatever advances it bas cO
ado have been always in masses iu m
edience to despotic power. it is y
rtainly the younger race, for as a mass PC
ls yet rude, but history has not proved I
at the Englishmen who swept back w

e wild Arabs from the square at El se

eb, or dashed across the desert under ai

towart, are waker mon than those w

ho fought all day at Hastings, net
nowing how the battle went, only
aring te fight on. The Russian soldiers, q

ho, with stolid faces, marched up to v

he cret of tho slope before Plevna and o

l under the fire of the Turkish repeat-
ng rifles until their dead bodies, piled 0

p liko a wall beforo them, were as

nlike the mon who stormed Lucknow a

s it i possible for mon to b. The
ield of Inkerman, where tho individuai 8

ourage of a few scattered groups of

Englislimen hold out on the ridge
against solid masses of Russians coming

on in column alter column. marke e
lifference between the two races for-

ever. lu the army of England every
man is a volunteer, who fights for the

Love of the game, for victory, for hi

country, and his own future, overy good

stroko he makes, teillng on that as

surely as if ho made il for himself alone.

The Russian peasant is torn by the

conscription from his home and mother
earth, to lead a dog's life, and ail le

can expect from battle is the sicar of

it. On the one hand is ludividual
thought, intelligence, fiery courage; on

the other, hearty but unthinking sub-

mission. It is not ta b woudeted at,

thon, that throughout th wl British
Empire there should be no fears, nor

even doubts, as te what the issue of

the great duel will bo, and that English-
men, whilo they do net vant the war,
feel as ready for it now, and ever, as

mon can be.-WYitess.

,ac Sermon,

«HAD a goCd sermon, Jacobi my

wife asked me lat night, when I came

nome from church.
" Complote, Rachel,» says I.
Rachel was poorly, and couldn't go

te meeting much, so sire always wanted

me to tell lier about the sermon and

the singing and the people.
"Good singing, Jacobi n1
"I'm sure I couldn't tell you.
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"Many people out to day?"
"I don't know."
" Why, Jacob, wliat's the

matter I Vhat are you thinking
about l"

The sermon."
What was the text 1"

'1 don't think thore was any.
I didn't hear it."

"I doclare, Jacob, I do be-
liove you slop t all the tinOi."

"Indee'd, I didn't. I never
was o wide awake."

"What was the eiuject, then?"
"As near as I can remember,

it wan Ile."
" You i Jacob Gay 1"
"Yes, ma'am. Yeu think it

is a poor subject. I'm sure I
thiought so, too."

" Who preached 1 Our min-
ister '1"

"iNo. Bc didn't prreacb-
not to me, at any rate. 'Twas a
woain-a )oung woman, too."

" Why, Mr. Gav 1 You don't
mean it, surely 1 Those womlen's
right foiks haven't got into our
pulpit?"

"Weil, no, not exactly. The min-ter preaohed from the pnlit, but I

uld not listen. I was thinking about
y sermon. I'll tell you about it.
oy know that young woman at the
>toflico, Mrs. Hydo's niece. She and
wore the firt ones ait meeting, and
o sat by the stove, warming. I have
en lier a good deal in the postoffice,
ed at her aunt's when I was there at
ork. She is pleasant-spoken, and ar ty girl. We were talkingbo r m ings. You know thet e's
uite a reformation going on. She
as speaking of this one, and that
ne, who was converted. There was
ute a silence, and thon she said, sort
f low, and in a trembling voice, and
vith a little pink blush on ber cheek,
md the tears juet a-starting:

"' Oh, Mr. Gay, some of us were
aying at the prayer-meeting that we

did so want -oU to be a Christian.'
"l Hier cheeks flushed redder, and

the tears fell. I knew she. feit it, and
it was a cross to say it. I never was
so taken back in my life.

"c Why, bless your i3on1,' I said,
'y child 1 I have been a momber of

the church forty years.'
cc "Do excuse me, Mr. Gay,' she

said. ' Excuse me for hurting your
fe•lings, but 1 didn't know you were a
Christian. I never see you at prayer-
meeting or Sabbath-school, and I nover
noticed you at communion. I'm sorry
I've hurt your feelings.'

"'Tut, tut, child,' I answored, 'No
harm done. I'm glad you thought
about an old man. I am a meinber, as
I said but Ihaven't worked at it much,
I'il allow. I don't go te prayer-meeting
and Sunday-school becaue-well-I
made the excuse to myself and other
foiks that Rachel was poorly, and
needed me te stay with her, but I'm
afraid the Lord wouldn't accept it.'

" Just thon the people begun to come,
and I took my seat, but the loos and
words of that young woman went ta
xxyheart. Icouldn't think of anything
eîse. They preached ta me all themeeting timte. Ta think some of the
young folko in Warton didn't know I
was a member, and wore concerned for
the old man. I said to myself, by way
of application, ' Jacob Gay, you've been
a slent partner long enough. It is
time yau woke up and worked for the
Lord; tisme to lot your light ahine s0
that thre y g folks ca see itil"'-


