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APPEAL 0F TUE NATTONS FOR THE
GOSPEL~.

CHTINES E.
Far, far to the.East,iere the tea plant grows,

Is the hut where xny mother dwells,
Abuscd and beaten, and starved and scorned,

As the Christian traveller tells.
Her fernale babies for the ivant of food,

By lier owrî fond liand miust die ;
But 1 have escaped, and wvitli feet unbound,

Yet a Chiniese maid ain I.

Oh, Christ ian wife, lxow blest yourlIrt
You inay scarce, 1 thjnk, divine,

Unless you compare your peace and jo0y
WVith the fate that mnust soon bc mille t

BAS'r INDIA
1 have stood amid Iiidia's.jungle grass,

And hieard the half-stilled sereain
0f the hielpless babe by its xnother cast

On the breast of our sacred streain.
'Tis the %v!IL of our gods of wvood and stone,

Who niake only cruel laws,
And bid the half-frenzied mother throw

Her child to the cropodile's jawvs.
I have left niy home on the Ganges' bank,

And have crossed the encircling sea
To plead that the Christ who blessed thielabes

XViII set our poce India free.
JAPI>NESE.

1 corne fron-i Japan and niy island homne
Shut in by the sapphire sea

Is better than India7s coral strand,
Or the glooni of the banyan tree.

I have heard. the tale of a riseni Cbrist,
And rny heart now buriis to speak

To sin-boNved nations everywhere
And bld themi the Christ-child seek.

Shall my owvn dear nation dwell in glooni,
And 1 in the Gospel's ri y ?

Nay, God forbid ! lb is twvilig1it now
'Ihat shall grow to the fui 1er day.

TURE.
I have kneit on a gorgeons Turkishi rug

Full-oft at the sunset Ixour,
In one of Mohammed's sacred mosques,

And have feared the prophiet,'s power;
For lie poured our blood as a purpie flood-

Not blood that wvill cleanse and save,
Like the pure life stream froin a Saviour's

[side,
Whichi cleanseth bobli prince and slave

To Mecca we turn -hlen our hearts are sore
And travel îvith penance meet.

Oh -%vhen shal %ve fa y our burdens down
At a crucified Saviour's feet ?

AFIlICAN.

Away lu the heart of that vast plateau
By Stanley aud Livingstone trod,

I dwell on the banlk of a noble lake,
And worship a heathen God ;

But the one great fear that chilis our blood
la thb- Arab wvho deals iii slaves,

For lie hears away hundreds every year
To I up unitimely graves.

Our broîvs are dark, but we thiuk and feel,
And -%ve bleed 'ixeath a tyrant's strokce.

Oh ivhen wvill the strong wvhite nations corne
To tear off the Arali yoke ?

NORTH AMEICAN I NIIAN.

Oh %vild, free landl, %vler-e my fathiers roved,
I seek for a forest glade,

Wliere along witli the wouuded deer nmay

Thie formn of an Indian maid. [rur
This siniling land, wvith its %%-oodis and streaxua,

Was the red mxan's birthriglit dear,
But the pale-face came, and îny tale is told-

We now dwell as outcasts here.

Oh wvhite mani, -lien 8hall thy delit be paid,
Or wvlexî shahl our liatred cease ?

lshall neyer bc tilt you bring your God
With the olive brandi of peace.

ESKIM.0

1 dwell in a far-ofl'frigid clinie,
And uîy house is a bank of snow,

While tie iiight is brigit with auroral liglit;
'Tis enough for an Eskimo.

We glide afong iii our sledges, drawn
B your faitiful dIo-, or our deer,

AnVd te fatal nialas ia's finger gaunt
Has no power to touchi us liere.

We feed on tie flesli of the whxale and seal,
For with frost 'tis a bitter strife;

Yet ive huniiger still till our soxîls be fed
W~itlî tiat nîanna, the Bread of Life

ALL IN cONCERT.

To yoîî who dwvell in a Chrian land,
Mdade briglit by the Go5,pel's ray,

XW plead for a liglit that shai b;aisi gloomn
And dIrive our false gods away.

We nîoan and wu w~eep, but tie goda are
[durnb

As tic pitiless skies above.
Oli take our wvooclen and niarble gods,

And aend us the God of love!

-. Lissioniary Rep.orter.
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