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The People’'s Curse.
BY OOLIN RAE-BROWN.

CuRse of the land l—of svery clime
Where thou dominion hast,

What havoo dxro to thee is duo
Thmughout t.hy fcarful past !

T ho a'h.t!orcd hvea nud scattered homes
Wh\ch ﬂm\\ Haat rent and rivin,

For vongoanco n{d [dr aiddivino
Send pforcing cries-to heav'n.

‘ 2% » Fad
The. m&triagc i)e“s wiid ) mxm-mbo vows
Aro bealitif uL to'htar,
ARd. eath msponsh devoutly breathed
Falla sweot upon ﬁw ear.

A t.hqusand blcssmga m;h them go
As they froim s, dep:n-t 3

Tiidir wedded.lives seém “ruly orie,
In took nmd word and heart.

Y qt ere ono \M\o ycnr hasaped,
Ho!ulls withit thy apell,

Aud. thon het‘ little piradise
Becomca a dréaded hell.

is smile is banished for a frown,
Fach day hiz love grows less,

And in the end she but receives
A curse for a caress !

It exnnot bo that precious lives,
Aund souls more precious stiil,

Shall in the future as the past
Be given thee to kill,

Enfranchised millions ev'rywhero
Now freely-think and vote,

Yet still the demon fiend of drink
Holdes nations by the throat

‘Neath ev'ry vky thy victims swarm,
They poison every land

As countless us are drops of rain,
Or graius of shining sand.

A day of doom nuat come ere long,
_ When men thy bonds shall burst,
Aud give delivernuee to a world
By thee for ages curst.

Therv is the rushing of a wind
Alrcady heard avound,

Which in the fury of its wrath,
Shall hurl theo to the ground.

Run riot yet awhile in crimo,
Scorch all the carth with fire,
Then, iu the zenith of thy power,
With oio wild shrick expire!

Last Days of Chas. Wesley.

Iy old age Charles Wesley rode a
litile white horse, grey with age. It
appears to have beeu brought every
merning from thefoundry —an arrange-
ment which its master did not like, but
which it was impossible to avoid. He
was somewhat stouter than his brother,
but not corpulent. lenry Dooro says
that ho wore winter clothing oven in
summer,  'When he mounted his horse,
“if n subject struck him, he proceeded
to expand it and put it in order. This
he used to write on a card in short
hand  with his pencil” Not an-
frequently he used to ome to the
house in City Road, -and, having left
the pony in the garden in front, he
would enter, crying out, “Pen and
ink! pen and ink1” "When these wero
given him, ho proceeded to.write out
his hymm, This done, he looked around
on thoso present, saluted them with
much kindness, inquired after their
health, and then gave out some short
bywn,

! What unpremon he produced on
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strangers may bo understood from
Willinm Wilberforce’s account of his
first interview with the venerable poet,
at the house of Hannnh More. Ile
says: “I went, in 1782, to scoe her,
and when T came into the room Charles
Woesley rose from tho table, around
which a numerous company sat at tea,
and, coming forward to me, gave me
solemnly his blessing. T was scarcely
ever more cffected. Such was the
effect of his manner and appearanco
that it altogethor overset me, and I
burst in tears, unable to restrain my-
self.”

‘When City Rond Chapel was built,
Charles Wesley preached there or in
some other Mothodist chapel every
Sunday morning aund afternoon, ex-
cept when he was supplying the coun-
gregations, in Bristol, or was laid aside
from bhis growing infirmities. His
ministry was solemn and awakening,
yeu full of tenderness for the mourners,
When in good health and under the
speeial influence of the Spirit, us he
often was, he was fluent and powerful.
He used short, pointed sentences, full
of Scripture sentiment and phrascology.
« In prayer he was copious and mighty,
especially on  sacramental occasious,
when he scemed to enter into the
holiest of all by the blood of Jesus.”
If his thoughts did not flow freely, he
was very deliberate in the pulpit,
waking long pauses as though waiting
for the Spirit's influence. *“Tn such
cases he usually preached with his eyes
closed; he fubled with his bands
about his breast, leaned with his elbows
upon the Bible, and his whole body
was in mwotion. He was often so feeble
as to be under the necessity of calling
upon his congregation to sing in the
course of his sermon, that he wmight
partially recover himself, and be able
to finish his discourse.,” Till within a
few months of his death he continued
his ministry in the London chapels.

Every lover of Charles Wesley's
poetry has been touched by the dying
cllort of his muse.  For some time ho
had Leea lying quietly ou his bLed. At
last he called for Mrs. Wesley, and
asked her to write the following lines
at his dictation:

¢ In age and feebleness extreme,

Who shall a-sinful worm redcem
Jesus, my only hope thou art,
Strength of my failing flesh and heart;
O could T catch a smilo from thee,

Aud drop into cternity 1™

On Saturday, the 29th of March, his
happy spirit fled.  Through the whole
week the restlessness of death had
been on him. e slept much, without
rofreshment. On Tuesday and Wednes-
day, he was not entircly sensible. His
end was what he particularly wishied
it might be-—peace. *“No fiend,” he
said to his wife, “was permitted to
approach  him.” Somcone obscrved
that the valley of the shadow of death
was hard to be passed. * Not with
Christ,” was his answer. He spoke to
all his children with aflection and hope
of their salvation. Samuel Bradburn

sat up with bim the night but oné

beforo his death. His mind was calm
as a summer evening.  On the Satur-
day all the fannly stood round his bed.
The last words which they could catch
from his lips were, “ Lord, my heart,
my Qed!” With his hand lying in
his daughter’s, the old saint passed
homo so gently that the watchers did
not know when the spirit fled. It was
afterwards ascertained that John Wes-
ley was in Shropshire, and at the
moment of his brether’s death he and
his congregation were singing Charles
Wesley's hymn :—

““ Ono army of the living God,
To his command wo bow :

Part of his host have crossed the flood,
And part are crossing now.”

~The Quiver.

The Maiden’s Song.
DY CHAPLAIN HMENRY B, HIBREN, U. 8. N,

I saw a inniden young and fair,
At ovening’s quict close,

A flow'ret bloomed in her Qark hair,
And on her check tho rose.

She sang a song in plaintive strain,
With mien of sage or scer;

Tho cchoes of the sweet refrain
Still linger on my ear:

T fear not death ; I love not earth,
"I'is full of toil and pain;

The soul is of cclestial birth,
To die in Christ is gain.”

When a few days had floated by
Adown life's solemn main,
I saw that gentle maiden lio
Upon a couch of pain;
T'ho damp of death was ou her brow,
Her cheek had lost its bloom—
“What is it,” said I, ¢‘cheers thee now
So pear the voiceless tomh?”
I bent down o’er the dying bed
To hear the maid’s reply ;
In whispered words she sweetly aaid,
‘I do not fear to die!"”
And while my own lips moved in prayer,
Her eyer beamned as of yore,
And faintly on the evening air,
She breathod her song onco more:
“T fear not death, I love not earth,
"Tis full of toil and pain;
Tho soul is of celestial birth,
To die in Christ is gain!”

The flceting years havo passed away
Like cloud-specks from the sky,

Since on tho sumincr cvening day
I saw that maiden die;

Yet sometimes in the crowded throng,
And sometimes when alone,

I fancy that I hear the song,
The sweet familiar tono—

T fear not death ; I love not carth,
"Tis full of toil and pain;

The soul is of cclestial birth,
To dic in Cbrist is gain "

Patriotisy, humanity and religion
all demand that you join this conquest
against tho saloon. Get on the right
side, tho strong side, God’s side,

A VRRY aged lady and geatleman
wero- seen walking on one of .our

thoroughfares recently, the ldtter &
o v '| promised to all his children.”

littlo in: advance of the foruier in croes-

ing the street. Ho came very near|
being run over, and the lady shouted |

in notes of warning, - Willie | Willie1”
It soemed odd to hear an octogenarian
nddrcsscd by this pet name, but she
had,probably always called him thus,
and he was the same Willie” to her
that ho was uxty yeam 2g0.

- .

The Dingy Sod-House of Dakota.

I rasskp it far out on the prairie,
The house of necessity born;
No lines of its dinginess vary,
So sombreo, so dark, so forlorn,

It is bounded by measureless acres;
Not a fonce or n tres is in sight ;

But, though plain ns the dress of tho Quakers,
It stands in tho sun’s broadest light.

The badger near by makes his burrow,
The gopher ais hitlock of soil,

And plows, with their mile-lengths of furrow,
Go round it with infinito toil.

A welleurb, a washbench, a woman,
With poultry and pigs, are outsido ;

The clothes.line is wondrously human
In look, and the vista—how wide !

You can go to the sunrise or *‘sundown”
In straight lines, the left or the right,

And leagues of long level are run down
Before you cscape from its sight.

The roof iswell thatihed with coarse grasses;
A stovepipe peers out to the sky.

"Tis o picture whose plainness surpasses
All objects that challengo the cye.

Twisted hay serves its owner for fuel ;
He twists it at enis by tho roar

Of a hay.fire, which parrics the cruel,
Harsh bite of the wind at the door.

Sometimes in an ocean of colour
(In sumier 'tis yellow or green)

It stands. 1In November o duller
Broad carpot about it is seen.

In winter, whilo blasts from the prairie
Bring “blizzards” that cease not to blow,
"T13 as warm as an islo of Canary,
Deep under the tempest and suow.
—larper's Magazine,
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Here and Hereafter.
TuEe Duke of Ilamilton, it is said,
had two sons. The older one was, of
course, the heir of the dukedom and

.of the estate, but he was stricken with

consumption. Two or three Presby-
terian ministers visited bim, and they
asked him : “What is your hope and
your expectation?” And he bade
them take o little Testament out from

ander his pillow, and read the verse

that he had marked : I have fought
a good fight; I have finished my
course; I hme kept the faith; hcnce
forth t,here is laid up for we n crown

of rightecousness, which the Lord, the |

righteous judge, shall give me at that
day.” “There,” said he, “stop there;
leave me in the contemplation of that
crown which the Lord Jesus has

promised to give me in that day.” He |

sent for his brother, and took an
affectionate adieu of him, finally utter-
ing these words: “Douglass, a short
time, and the estate will be yours;
but remember one thing, when you are
a duke, I shsll be a king ; when you
ave in the possession of the estates, X
shall come into an everlasting posses-
sion, the inheritance which Christ has

A

Tar Daily E’crald, of Chxcago, after

a careful estimato, computes that the
.cost of the mtoncatmg drinks annually
consumed in tho galoons of that city i !

$30,000,000, much the larger portxon ;-

of which comes out of the pocketl of
labounng mon,
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