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B oL it the gloom. Kven after
B i cting wan dismissed, ho still
ky 1t upon the gr'onnd. P'rommt]y ho
bolt, » it hund 1sid upon his aho.uldnr,
Lol a wit voico Bpoko gently in hia

§ o 1 wited patiently for tho Lord ,

in
|
ch

voneer (SR 1 (1, incined unto mo and heard
ll‘lthil]' ﬂ Ty "

]
Croxly ; ):. P'il wait,” ho replied, ¢ Ho waited
i°0 Why many » year for me; T'll wait His good
) B0 v wo i
“? }’1;:: e And with & gentle pressure of

d awyy
% smyll

fhis hand, Idith glided away.
Ard wait ho did till after midnight,
Boith two or throe who remained to

“Nono over porished there” auid
Edith, And sho began to sing softly
the sweot rofrain—

¥ There (i)l lito for a look at the Crucified
Dy,

i There is lifo at thin momant for thee,

Then look, ui‘nnur, look unto Him and be

Havey

Uuto Him w,ho was nailed to the treo.”

“Isooit! Taeo it!" oxclaimed tho
penitent soul, sfter somo further coun-
sox from Lowrenco and his wife, ¢ I've
been doubting and mistrusting the
blessed Lord, though He died on the
ero 8 to save mo; and, bless the Lord,
o gaves me now'! T do trust Him!
11l never doubt Him more! Lot me
go and tell my brother Phin. We
wuz companions in sin, We ought to
bo companions in salvation ag well,”

% (Go,” said Edith, “like Andrew of
old, and bring your brother to Jesus;”
and she placed her moft hand in his
brown and horny palm, with a gentle
prossure of sympathy and congratula-
tion

Bob Crowle soon found his brother
Phineas loitering on the outskirts of
the camp-ground with a number of
boon companion#, among whom was
Jim Larkins, the lacdlord of tke Dog
and Gun,

“(ome with me, Phin,” sid Bob,
“ 1 want you,"

# What's tho matter, Bob1" asked
his brother, as they walked through
the forest aisles, * Larkins was tell-
ing the boys the preacher’s wife carried
you off by the ear last night just us
collie dog would & sheep.”

“She's been my good angel, Pain,
and she'll be yours if you'll let her.
I've led you into wickedness many &
time. I want now to lead you away
from it.”

« Well, I don’t want no women run-
ning after me; I'm feart o' them. I
know I'm as awkward as an ox, an’ if
such a fine lady was to tackle me, I'd
b3 sure to act like a fool. I know I
should,”

“She's just an angel, Jim, ‘Why,
ghe laid her hand on my arm and called
ms Brother—me! a poor drunken
wiatch—just as if I were her own
brother for certain, An' I thought if
this woman that knows ncthin’ about
me but what's bad, is so much con-
cerned about my soul, the good Lord
that bought me will not cast me off,

 Why, Phin, the very worll seems
changed,” exclaimed the new convert
after & pause, *The sky seems higher,
the sunlight bnghter, tl.xe forest &
fresher green, and the lake a deeper
blue. It seems as if I had just come
out of a dungeon into & bright and
beautiful gavden. My heart is as light
as a bird's, and I can’t help but sng.”
And he burst forth in'o a glad carol of
! y‘ Oh, Phin,’ he went on, ° won’t
you c,me to the blessed Lord your-

1f1°
" «] wish to goodness I could,” said
Phin, with a great sigh. “I feel that
mean and ashamed of mysel!, and mad
at myself after coming off a spree,
that I often wished I wuz a dog that
had no soul to lose.” .

# But yon've one to gave, Phin, and
the blessad Lord that saved mine will
gave yours, too, Lot it be this very
day.” \
“]'ve often ithought I'd try, Bob;
but then the Davil 'ud get his houvks
into me, and temptation ud get the
botter ‘o me, and when the liquor's in

“ Dear Phin,” said Bob, ©stay away
from Jarking and the rest, snd come
with me to the mceting. Oh! Phin,
the text o' that preacher Jast night
just makes mo shudder, ¢ One shall be
taken and t'other laft God forbid it
should bo one of us.”

“ Amen {o that, Bob, I'll try, dear
old fellow ;* and for a time the brothers
parted,

In the evening the sermon was on
the nearncss of the spirit-world, and
the terrovs of tho Judgment Day,
Deop convictions acized upon strong
mon., Scoffers were silenced, and des-
porate and hardened sinners were smit-
ten down beforn the power of God.
Ono old roprobate fairly roared for
mercy a8 ho realized the terrors of an
angry Judge, Many souls struggled
into the liberty of the children of God ;
but some, among them Phin Orowle,
resisted the rtrivings of the Spirit, and
plunged the more madly into sin, to
stifie and drown the upbraidings o
conscience,

“Teot us get out of this,” said Jim
Tarking, to & group of his cronies and
patrons of bis bar, ‘“Int us get out
of this, These people ave all going
crazed, and if you don't look out they
will make you as crazy as themselves.
Come along! There's free drinks at
the Dog and Gun for u1l hands, T.ot's
make & night of it;"” and s band of
them broke awsy, as if under the
guidance of an evil spirit, from that
place of sacred influence, As they
reeled through the shadowy forest—
for some of them had brcught liquor,
and were already under its influence—
they tried to keep their courage up by
roaring drinking and hunting songs.
At length, when they had got away
from the camp, certain strange forest
voices—the snarl of a wild cat, the
yelp of a fox, and the melanchely cry
of & loon on the lake, smote upon their
ears, mingled with a strangs hooting
more unearthly still,

«The saints preserve us! what is
that?" exclaimed Phin Crowle, as
almost directly above his head a strange
cty, a8 of & soul in mortal fear, burst
forth, Then he caught sight of a pair
of large and fiery eyes glaring at him,
and a great horned and snowy oal,
perched on & mossy branch, uttered
again its weird “to whit, to-whoo,”
and sailed on mu:iled and silent pinion
directly across his path.

« Mercy onus ! * he cried, I thought
it was u ghost.”

His companions burst forth in scur-
rile mookery at Euin, for being afraid
of an owl; and their ribald laughter
and wicked oaths rose on the still air
of night, and fell back from the patient
gkios, like the laughter of evil spirits,

From the tent where she sat, Edith
Temple could hear on tho one side the
unhallowed sounds of the blasphemiee,
and on the other the singing an'* pray-
ing of the camp-meeting. One solemn
refrain, which was sung over and over
in s sad minor key, mingled weirdly
with the sighing of the nighi-wind
among the trees—sa refrain like the
awful Dies Irw—

#Qh! there'll be mourning, mourning,
mourning, mourning; .
Oh 1 there'll be mourning at the judgmeat.
seat of Chriat.”

Ir tle Glovernment would take the
game method to enforce the Scott Act
as it does to enforve our customs and
exoige, there is no doubt but that the
liquor traffic would soon be extin-

Xaster Day.
BY L. BVA RKINNKY,

fryoror in the Lord, yo saints,
"Iiz Kastor Day.

0, hush all your sad complaints
On Easter Day,

For Christ the Lord has come,

He's burat the bars of the tomb,

And taken away death’s gloom,
‘Thia Eastor Day,

0, that all wonld praise the Lord
This Faster Day,

Belioving the truth of God’s Word
This holy day.

Accepting the wisdom and light,

He gives by the power of His might,

To save from an endless vight,
On Easter Day,

0, how sweot to think of His love
On Laster Day,
Of the glories of Heaven above
This Easter Day,
Prepared by our Father above
Through Christ, who was given to prove
The wonderful depths of His love
To all who obey.

Yes, His praise we will ever sing
On Easter Day,
An humble tribute bring
On Easter Day,
For had Christ not ‘risen again,
All our prayers and faith would be vain,
And no hope of salvation remain,
Nor Easter Day.

Being Dead &tihe Yot SBpeaketh.

Visirors ab the Toronto Genersl
Hospital may mve noticed in the
Women’s Ward, No. 8, a bed bearing
the name of The Amy Macdonald Bed,
and in the Men's Ward, No, 6, a bed
with the name of The John Muodonsld
B.d. The firat is in memory of &
daughter of Mr. Macdonald, in whose
name he pays $100 a year towards the
support of the bed, and he contributes
a like sum towards the support of the
bed which bears his own name. The
Frospital lately received a legacy from
the late Mrs. John Roaf for the aup-
port of another bed which will bear
her name, Mr, Macdonald also in-
itiated in the memory of his daughter
a fund cu'led the Amy Mucdonald
Fund for providing for patients deli-
cacies and comforts which the ordinary
supplies of the Hospital may not afford,
His contribution toward this fund is
8100 a year in the name of his daugh-
ter, to which he adds an equal amount
annually in his own name. The fund
is mansged and applied by the Lady
Superintendent of the Hospital, and
has proved of great benefit and value
to the sick persons for whom it is
designed, The knowledge of these
generous and considerate gilts may
suggest to others & chaunel intc which
their benevolence may usefully te
divected, Miss Macdonald waz s very
devoted young lady, whose last illness
snd death were a benediction to the
entire household of which she formed
a . It is pleasant to think that
through this benefaction she can alle-
viate the sufferinga of the children of
gorrow and pain.

&

A sigNiricaNt fact illustrates the
rapid political and social changes now
taking place in England. Mr. H.,
Broadhurst, the Under-SeCretary of
vhe Home Department in the Gladstone
Government, took part as a stone mason
in t'e building of the Home Oftice,
where he is now second in ccmiusnd.
« My, Broadhurst,” says the Mathodist
Times, “naturally shrank from the
high honour when it was offered him,
but Mr. Gladatone pressed i upon him
with 85 much heartiness and so much
courtesy that he could not reiuse it.”

the sensc is out, and I vare {or neither

God nor man,”

guished.—Brucs Eeporler.

-— Wosleyan.

1 into ray with and counsel him; and after
rinking [y ¢ all night long he walted in the
'z over (S 4 on forost, wrestling with God as
 7acob wrostled with tho angel, saying:
mblage M1 il nat lot thee go until thou bless
itation, NN\ v I3at still tho blessing came not.
iweotly Sull the burden was unremoved,
Tho Sabbath morning dawned bright
and boautiful. Tre dew-drops hung
well  like sparkling jowols on every leaf and
— [ shiub and blade of grass, The lake
" ]"' I and islands and the surroundiog forest
T o (W Loy feiv a8 Eden on the firat Sibbath
lthm: @ which dawned upon the world, And
ing o | 2" unlike the voice that breathed
1 dgnof o'er Kidon wes the sound of prayer and
Crowle praise from many an Indian wigwam,
in fiom many a rustic temt, Shortly
Blog— before the preaching was to commence,
0t01" Lawience Temple came to & tent whero
in the (R s prager-meeting was being held, and
i he: beckoned to his wife to come out.
“ Bob Crowle wants to see you,” he
" gaid ssid, “come and see if you can help
rosoli- him. He is in deep distress.”
e prof- “Poor fellow,” Edith replied; ‘“he
> altar is like the man in the Gospel out of
whon: the evil apirit would not de-
pat.’
':1:2{:: “¢This kind,'” wsaid Lawrence,
s foll “egocth not out but by prayer mod
| {)asz}ing,’ and yet I am sure he hau tried
0" l'”
l;l:z:lz va a little knoll overlooking the
p“ t° fl lako, sat Crowls, looking haggard in
. az'd‘ the morning light. He gazed with
ol in fixed atare into space, as though he
iy saw naught, He heaved & deap and
" veins heavy sigh as Edith took his hand and
aked him in sympathetic tones how
 fore- he was,
eﬁ(:i]n:y “Iv's good o' you to come and ceo a
- 03' Nl poor wietch like me,” he said, *‘but
in | I'm af-ard it's too lae. I'm afesrd
an I'vo sinned away my day of grace.
vor— || IR I'm afeard I've committed the sin for
o hiro || IR which there's no forgiveness either in
who  this world or in the world to come. I
 olaco § know what the Soriptur’ says about it,
i wor. || I for though I've beem & drunken vagi-
 of || I bond for years, I wax bronght up in
¢ and i the Sind y-school. But I hardened
b and | Sl my heart like Pharaoh, and 1eeisted
I'vo | the Spirit of God, and made a mock
for. i of religion, Perhaps yow've heard
8 o | how at the revival last winter I did
S tho | tho Devil's work, trjin’ to break up
il 1 tho meetin’ by puttis’ pepper on the
'°Wed stove. Siuce then I took to drink
[’f i;’l])e worse than ever, and got kinder past
L the feelin', I ‘low,” and ie gazed with
! ke stony stare on the d'mpling waters of
5[;)‘; 7 tho lake, but evidently saw them not.
uble “Bat you're not past ferling, my
Tve brehor,”” said  Edith,  “You feel
aer. || IR deeply concerned about your soul, Tre
ST J{ very fear that you have committed this
appy 8in 18 & proof that you have not; for
anke- 'yfm:iod's i{)irli)b had indleed 1311& you,
| ; wou i ]
 and | ot 1o s porfectly indifferen
mwot || Bl No, thank Gad,” he said,  I'm not
ol B lodutlerent. I'm in dead earaest, and if
o I porish, I will perish wt the foot of
dw he the cross ;" aud a look of fixed resolve
: lighted up hia face.
light ,
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