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oy < e o seopmmrane rir A b o ¢ Many people out to dayt”
e S o N D AT «1 don't know.”
Rige " AR “Why, Jacob, what's the
i ) . g - B ey mattor? What are you thinking
1 : AL G about 1
Tk ) " e R ¢ The sormon.”
4 3% e s, . g © What was the text 1”
i{ " T &a{}f‘;f N ¢1 don't think thero was any.
15 . . i Lonial', . 1 didn't hear it.”
35N ,kmgg:.ﬂ«.ﬂ?\ 4 o ; wI declere, Jacob, I do be-
| %5 N TR BT Jiave you slopt all the tine.”
z,- PHREER s AT «TIndeed, [ didn’t. I nover
0 Fa: i was ro wide awake.”
AL  What was the ru* ject, then1”
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iEThe whirling wheel,
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The Babbath.
BY EDWARD LYTTON BULWER.
Fuesit glides the brook and blows tho galo,

1 Yet yondor sits tho quict mill ;

the rushing sail,
i 1ow motionless and atill,
oor child of Cain,

i{Six days of toil,
o slavo of want iy be;

{ Thy strongth ¢

; fi’l‘ho soventh t;h{l limbs escape the chain—

1 And God hat made thee freo!

%Aht tender was the Law that gave

" 'This holy respite to the breast;

iTo breathe the gale, to watch the wave,
;; And know the wheol may xeat !

But whoro the waves tho gentlest glide,
¢ What imago charms to lift thine eyes?
. The spiro re ecting on the tide

)

Al.  Invites theo to the skies,

‘T teach the soul its nobler worth,
This rest from mortal toil is given;
Go, snatch tho brief re rieve from carth,
And pass a guest to heaven,

,,Theg tell theo in their dreaminfg school,

Of power from old dominion hurled ;

‘When rich and poor with juster xule,
Shall share the altered world.

Alas! since time itsolf begf'an,
i That fablo hath but fooled the .hour;
Each ago that ripens Power in man,
But subjects man to Power.

Yet overy day in seven, at least,
Ono bright republic shall be krown 3

| Man’s world awhilo hath surely ceased,

When God proclaims His own !

Six days may rank divide the poor,

01 Dives from thy banquet hall 1

(| The seventh the Father opes the door,

And holds his feast forall !
Tho Saskatchewan River.

Tpe Sagkatchowan is one of the
great rivers of the world, It flows in

4l two great branches from the Rocky

Mountains enstward till they pour
their united flood into the waters of
Lake Winnipeg. These rivers water
one of the beat wheat-growing regions
in the globe, the vast ¢ fortilo belt,”
which is destined within the experience

8 | of those now living to be tho home of

millions of industrious settlers. The

'| picture gives a view from the elbow or

uroat bend of the river, looking west.
Tt is on the south branch of this stream
that the recont battles have taken place
which have given such heroic exhibi-
tions of the valour of our volunteers
in conflict with the half-breeds and
Indisns, entrenched as they wore in
almost imprognable strongholds.
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THE SASKATCHEWAN RIVER.

The Battle of the Giants,

It seems ag though there must be
war betweon the two great empires of
the world. Tho question is not who
ghall rule in Indis, but whether the
Saxon and Celt, or the Slav and Tartar
shall bo the promoter or retarder of
human progress, Wisdom as well as
Christianity say there is no occasion for
war and need never be. Russia is,
however, not governed by reason. She
is a blind force in forward motion,
which cannot stop itself. A stop would
Yo a crash. A suilicient postponement
of the war, were that possible, would
probably save England the task of
dealing with her. England is not a
brute force, but a moral force, whose
world-wide ascendancy gains ground
rapidly through her commerce, mechani-
cal gkill, missions and other modes of
activity, sll of which are promoted by
peace and checked by war. The con-
tost botween England and Russia would
be aptly represonted by a fight betwzen
o man and a bear, the one =1l nerves,
grievously hurt by every scratch, the
other all strength, feeling nothing but
a shot through the heart or brain. Yet
the man conquers. The fighting value
of tho English soldier as compared with
that of the Russian soldier is, when war
does come, the leading element in the
problem. Happily, even here, the
moral element comes in, and decides
the question. The warlike qualities ofy
the soldiers of India are very good:
But the real strength of the Indian
army is in its European coro, and upon
the Englishmen who form this the brunt
of every fight will fall. In like man-
ner, it is not upon the Cossack or the
half Russianized Tartars, but upon the
true Slavs that tho Russians must de-
pend, and if modern war is a true test
of prowess the victory will go to the
grrongest of the two, the Slav or the
Englishman, No two races of men
could have a moro diverso history than
these. The English race has been in
the fore front of the world’s progress,
fighting always for liborty, for know-
ledgs, for commerco, and for the mere
gako of fighting, with an individuality,
and an intellectusl life, that no other
race has ever shown. ‘The Slav, on the
other hand, has been content to rest
upon the esxth that gupported him
until, as soms writers have expressod

it, you can seo in the faco of the Rus-

J earth, to lead & dog's life,

sian peasant the clay of which the is
made. Whatever the Slavic race has
done. or whatever advances it has
roado have been always in masses in
obedience to despotic power. It is
cortainly the younger race, for a8 a mass
it is yet rude, bus history has not proved
that the Englishmen who swept back
the wild Arabs from the square at El
Teb, or dashed across the desert under
Stowart, are weaker men than those
who fought all day at Hastings, not
knowing how the battle went, only
caring to fight on, The Russian soldiers,
who, with stolid faces, marched up to
the crest of tho slope before Plevna and
foll under the five of the Turkish repeat-
ing rifles until their dead bodies, piled
up like a wall beforo them, were as
unlike the men who stormed Lucknow
as it is possible for men to be. The
fiold of Inkerman, where thn individual
courage of a few seattered groups of
Englishmen held out on the ridge
against solid masses of Russians coming
on in column after column. marked the
difforence between the two races for-
ever. In the army of England every
man is & volunteer, who fights for the
love of the game, for victory, for his
country, and his own future, overy good
gtroko he makes, telling on that as
surely as if he made it for himself alone,
The Russian peasant is torn by the
conscription from his home and mother

and all he
can expect from battle is the scars of
it. On the one hand is individual
thought, intelligence, fiery courage; on
the other, hearty but unthinking sub-
mission. It is not to be wondered at,
then, that throughout the whole British
Empire there should be no fears, nor
even doubts, ag to what the issue of
the great duel will be, and that English-
men, whilo they do not want the war,
teel as ready for it vwow, and ever, as
men can be.—Witness.

Jacob’s Sormon,

«Hap a goed sermon, Jacob?” my
wife asked mo last night, when I came
home from church,

« Jomplete, Rachel,” says L

Rachel was poorly, and couldn’t go
to meeting much, so she always wanted
me to tell her about the sermon and
the singing and the people.

« Giood singing, Jacob?”

«T'm sure 1 couldn’t tell yow.”

« Ag near ag 1 can remember,
it wan me.”

«You! Jacob Gay?”

“Yes, ma'am, You think it
is a poor subject. I'm suro 1
thought 8o, too.”

“\Who preached? Our min-
ister 1"

«No, He didn't prrach—
not to me, at any rate. "Lwag a
Wolnan—a young womean, t0o.”

% Why, Mr. Gay! You don't
mean it, surely? Those wonwen’s
right folks haven's got into our
pulpit?”

«Woll, no, not exactly, The min-
ister preached from the pulpit, but I
could not listen. I was thinking about
my sermon, Il tell you about it.
You knew that young woman at the
postoffice, Mrs. Hyde's niece. She and
T were the first ones at meeting, and
wo sat by the stove, warming, 1 have
geon her a good deal in the postoffice,
and at her aunt’s, when I was there at
work. She is pleasant-spoken, and a
nice, pretty girl. We were talking
about the meetings. You know there's
quite & reformation going on. She
was speeking of this one, and that
one, 'who was converted. There was
quite a silence, and then she said, sort
of low, and in a trembling voice, and
with a little pink blush on her cheek,
and the tears just a-starting:

«¢Oh, Mr. Gay, some of us were
saying at the prayer-meetiny that we
did so want vou to be a Chriatian.’

«Her cheoks flushed redder, and
the tears fell. I know she, felt it, and
it was a cross to say it. I never was
go taken back in my life.

«<Why, bless your soul,’ 1 said,
¢my child! I have been s member of
the church forty years.

« (Do excuse me, Mr. Gay,’ she
gajd. ¢Excuse me for hurting your
feelings, but I didn't know you were a
Christian. I never ses you at prayer-
meeting or Sabbath-school, and I never
noticed you at communion. I'm sorry
I've hurt your feelings.’

s« Tyt, tut, child, I answered, ‘No
harm done. I'm glad you thought
about an old man, I am a member, 83
I said, but I haven't worked at it much,
THallow. Idon'tgo to prayer-meeting
and Sunday-school because—well—I1
made tho excuse to myself and other
folks that Rachel was poorly, and
needed me to stay with her, but I'm
afraid the Lord wouldn’t accept it.’

« Just then the people begun t come,
and T took my seat, but the looks and
words of that young woman went to
my heart. Xcouldn’t think of anything
eise. They preached to me all the
meoting time. To think some of the
young folks in Warton didn’t know I
was & member, and wers concerned for
the old man. I said to mysel, by way
of application, ¢J: acob Gay, you've been
a silont partner long enough. It is
time you woke up and worked for the
Tord time to let your light shine so0
that the young folks can sce it? —
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