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Pastor and People.

BE NOT WEARY.

Yes ! He knows the way is dreary,
Krows the weakness of our frame,
Kuows that hand and heart are weary ;
He, “*in all points,” felt the same,
He is near to help and bless ;
Be not weary, onward press,

Look to Him who once was willing
All His glory to resign,

That, for Thee the law fulfilling,
All His merit might be thige,

Strive to follow day by day

Where His footsteps mark the way.

Look to Him, the Lord of glory,
Tasting death to wia thy life ;
Gazing on that ** wondrous story,”’
Canst thou falter in the strife :

Is it not new lite to know
That the Lord hath loved thee so ?

Look to Him whoever liveth,
Interceding for His own :

Seek, yea, claim the grace He giveth
Freely trom His priestly throne.

Will He not thy strength renew

With the Spirit’s quickening dew ?

Look to ITim, and faith shall brighten,
Hope shall soar, and love shall burn ;
Peace once more thy heart shall lighten :

Rise ! He calleth thee, return !
Be not weary on thy way,
Jesus is thy strength and atay.

—Frances Ridiey Havergal.
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MUTAMIN,

Oa the third day Waniskawin was very faint and weak, so
that he could not rise from his couch, but lay ali day ia the
lodge with his eyes towards the open door. He thought he
saw some one coming toward him out of the sky. It was a
young man, tall and handsome, graceful in movement, and
clad in rich garments in varied shades of green and yellow,
while over his head nodded a plume of waving feathers. The
young man soon stood before the door of the lodge, and in
silvery accents accosted Waniskawin. * The Great Spirit,
who made everything in heaven and earth and sea, who cares
for all His creatures, has sent me to you,” he said. “ The
Spirit sees and hears aad knows all things, and He knows
you and why you are fasting here. It is not because you
want to be a successful huater or a strong  warrior, to get
wealth or praise, but because you wish to do your people good.
That is what the Great Spirit loves, so I am sent to show you
how you may gain the desire of your heart. You must rise
and wrestle with me.” Waniskawin knew that he was very
weak from fasting, but the heavenly messenger's words gave
his heart courage. He rose, hardly knowing whether he was
awake or sleeping, and, passing through the door of the lodge,
stood before his visitor, determined to strive for victory, even
should the struggle cost him his life. So the two wrestled
long, until Waniskawin was almost exhausted, Then the gor-
geously-clad stranger said : “ It is enough for to-day ; I will
come again to tiy you.” So saying, he smiled on his oppon-
ent and glided away back to the place where earth and heaven
meet, and there he disappeared from view. The faster re-
turned to his lodge and lay down once more to sleep.
t1 At the same hour the next day the beautiful stranger
came ; and Waniskawi, though weaker in body, had grown
more courageous and confident in soul. He wrestled with
great determination, so that, weak as he was, his antagonist
failed to throw him to the ground, and departed without hav-
ing gained a victory. Tne following day he returned and the
one after, and each time the fasting youth prevailed against
him, yet not so as to bring him to his knees. Oa that six:h
day of the fast, however, the heavenly visitant confessed that
he had been worsted, and, begging Waniskawin to cease the
contest, he entered the lodge with him for the first time.
They sat down together, while he told the youth how he
should act when victory was his. **You have wrestled like a
great chief and a warrior,” he said, ** and you have won your
heart’s desire from the Master of Life. To-morrow is your
last day, when your father will come to you with food that
will make you stronz. Then I know that you will canquer
me. Let me tell you what to do when [ am beaten. You
must strip me of my beautiful garments and bury me in the
ground, after you have cleaned it of roots and stones and
weeds and made it soft. When this is done leave my body
there, seeing that no man or beast of any kind disturbs it.
Come again and again to see whether [ have returned to life,
as, if you follow my directions, [ will surely do ; and, as you
love me, let no grass or weeds grow on my grave, but, once
in every month, cover it with fresh earth, till I appear. Thus
will you get the boon which you have craved, and your people
will be happy.” Waniskawin was grieved, and asked : “ s
there no way to this but through the death of my best
friend?” He answered : “ There is no other way,” and thus
left him,

And now the sevanth, the last fast day,came. rChe morn-
ing sun was high when Mistikoos came to see his son, with a
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little food in his hand. The father begged him to take some,
lest he should faint and perhaps lose his life. “You have
fasted long enough,” he said, *“if the Great Spirit is going to
answer you at all you must have His reply by this time to
your prayer and fasting. Arise, my son, and eat.”” But
Waniskawin replied : % Not so, my father. It is true that the
Master of Life has heard me, but He has given me a battle to
fight, and I must fast, in view of that struggle, until the sun
goes down.” Mistikoos was glad to hear that his son had re-
ceived a message from the Great Spirit, and promised to
come back at sunset with the food, though he wondered much
how the lad was able to endure so severe a fast. “It must
be a brave, pure, good heart,” he thought, ** that makes my
boy so strong; there will be no such a warrior in all the
tribe.” So he went away and left Waniskawin alone with his
thoughts and his hope ot a final but a sad victory. The
heavenly messenger had to die, and he, his friend who loved
him, was to give him over to death and the grave.

The afternoon sun was sinking towards the western horizon
on that balmy spring day, fragrant of atmosphere, with the
many scents of opening buds and flowing sap that made them.
It was a day of glad nature’s resurrection, but Waniskawin
was to make it a day of death. The heavenly messenger
came ; his garments drooped, his face was pale. But the In-
dian lal was pale and haggard, and so weak that he could
hardly rise from his couch to meet him. As soon as they
closed, however, his strength came, he kaew not how; a
strange, wonderful strength such as he had never felt before,
so that nothing could stand before him. He looked on the
man he loved and his heart was nigh relenting, till the thought
came into his mind of blessings to his famiiy, to all his race,
that were to come out of this contest if he were brave and
true. He wrestled like one trained long on nourishing food,
and at last, catching his beloved antagonist up ia his arms he
threw him to the ground with a force that drove all the Iife out
of the body of his heavenly friend. Then he sat down and
Wept as it his heart would break, wept because he, the con-
queror, felt “ Would that I had died for him.”

Waniskawin believed the word spoken, that his friend
would rise again. He stripped his body of its green and yel.
low garments, and cast his nodding plumes aside. Weak as
he was, he dug the ground with his own hands, casting out
roots and stones, making it soft, and tenderly lowering into
it his victim’s body, which he reverently covered with earth,
tlacing stakes all around the grave, that no wild beast might
enter through to scratch and burrow there. Now that his
work was done he went home, to the great delight of his father
and the family, there to partake of food and break his long
fast. “What has the Great Spirit givea you?” asked Misti-
koos. And his son answered, “ He has given me the dead
that shall rise again ;” whereat Mistikoos marvelled, but un-
derstood nothing, Whenever Waniskawin had an opportunity
he visited his friend’s grave. He weeded out the grass and
kept the ground soft with his tea rs, and on one day each
month he piled fresh earth upon it. So the spring passed
into summer, and then the green plumes of the heavenly visit-
or rose out of the ground, which the lad kissed reverently,
saying, “ Welcome to life, my beloved.” Thus the days and
the weeks passed away, and the plumes shot up higher and
higher, until the beautiful garments of him who was slain ap-
peared in all that living glory close to the site of the lodge
where Waniskawin had fasted and prayed.

The summer ripened into autumn, Mistikoos and his son
had been huanting, but with no success, for the game had been
driven away, and their arrows brought down no supply against
the winter’s needs. Waniskawin weat away to the fasting
lodge, and his father, in bitteraess of spirit, said : “ He has
Rone to ask the Master of Life why faith has not been kept
with him.” Waniskawin came back -radiant.  “Come, my
father,” he cried, “ come and see what great things the Mas-
ter has done for us.” Mistikoos doubted, but followed him.
They came to the place of the lodge, and there they beheld
the stately plants, stout of stalk, clad in long, green robes,
over which waved purple plumes, and here aad there among

the leaves were large golden clusters topped with thick, silken
crests. “It is my friend ! ” cried the lad, “ my friend who
was dead aad has come to life again for us, for all the children
of the Great Spirit who sent him. We will call him by his
new name, Manito-menis, the fruit of the Spirit.”

So Waniskawin and his father, having thank:d the Mastar
of Life, stripped the cornstalks of maay golden ears and car-
ried them home. Mistikoos’ wifa and his other child,en wera
waiting anxiously for food, and deep was their grief wheq they
5aw 0o fat buck borne between the huaters, no string of hares
or black squirrels, of ducks or grouse, or even of fish, yet the
two carried something in their arms, something yellow anq
green in colour, and the good squaw said, “ Alas ! they have
failed in the chase, and are bringing home pond lily roots,”
which Iadians eat when they can get nothing better, But no,
these were not pond lily roots which Mistikoos and hig son
laid reverently upon the floor of the lodge. Waniskawin
stripped an ear of its outkr coatiogs and cut away the silky
crest, then he drew near to the fire in the centre of the lodge,
and over its glowing embers he slowly browned the thick,
clustering berries, so as to keep all the nourishing milk withig
the ear. He gave the browned ear to his mother, saying :
‘“Eat it, for it is the gift of the Great Spirit ; it is Manito.
menis, and while it remains to us we shall never know starva.
tion.”  Mistikoos also roasted some ears and fed the children,
who rejoiced in the new-found food, and asked for more
Mutamin, as they called the Manito-menis, whereupon father
and son said together : * It is the children’s food, let it bear
the children’s name.” So, among many thousands of Algon-
quins, it bears to this day the name mutamin, but others call
it mandawmin, a word that better shows the presence in it of
Maaito, the Spirit,
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Before the snows of winter arrived the corn wa:‘;o
gathered in and stored away for use. {t was too hard nstone
roast, but not too hard to pound iato powder in a large brea
mortar, and this powder was meal of which the daily oame
was made. Some of the ears were saved until spring the
round again. Then Mistikoos and Waniskawin prepare pad
former ground and added to it that on which the lodge
stood, and much beside. In this large piece of groun wou
planted the seeds of Mutamin, in sure faith that they bright
rise again. Carefully they tended the ground till the o e
green blades appeared, and afterwards until at l.‘:a’scl a0
heavenly visitant appeared before their eyes multiplie the
hundred-fold. Thus there was always food in plenty if i
lodge of Mistikoos ; and to him other Indians came, 35nc t
for food and for seed, that they also might share the be ar-
Gladly he gave what he could spare from the abundan_:dren’
vest. “Itis the gift of the Great Spirit to all His chi s
the gift He bestowed in answer to the fasting and prayes 10
my son Waniskawin.” So the Indians lifted up thel(eV; b
heaven as they partook of the gift, saying Mataminu¥,
which they meant bread from heaven. . (d 10
Starvation of the body is a very bad thing and h:eaf"
bear. It is very hard, for anyone who has a kind '
to look upon others that are suftering from want of food. e 10
the want of food will not starve the soul which God mabe 50
live for ever. Can the soul be starved ? Yes, it can body-
starved as to die forever. It must be fed as well as the that
What are souls fed with? Jesus said to Sitan, when by
tempter asked Him to show that He was the Son of Glpe
commanding a stone to become bread, * Man shall not ";,ken
bread alone, but by every word of God.” God has SP pr-
many words, ail of which we find in the Bible, words wa 0
triarchs and scribes, by kings and prophets, but Ifle'hese
spake in time past to the fathers by the prophets has in

. 0.
last days spoken unto us more excellently by His dsgle
Therefore the Lord Jesus Christ is called The Word, agf the

called Himself the Bread of Life, given for the life
world. v odi€s
The world was starving in soul, even while men’s "’s
were well nourished. Their souls were offered false go falst.
false teachers, and there was no nourishment in thesg Jike
gods, nothing to make a soul healthy and strong. Go -sﬁccS-
Baal and Moloch, that were worshipped by human sacr! The
could not make healthy souls, but the very opposite. hes
souls of young and old became faint with terror before ok
and other frighttul beings, with whom they peopled the of
Then these souls became t < lov
Cruelty and bloodshed and many more vile things, in 100
which they imitated their false gods. Still there was nohoP‘
found to strengthen them, so the souls died, having no theif
and being without God. -Many wise men and good in the¥
way saw the dying all around, aund, like Wa.mskawm't He
fasted from earthly pleasures and prayed to God tha of
would send food to” His children’s perishing souls. M“"gud
them did not know how it was that they were led to fastev p
Pray, but it was the same great power in all their hea"t's' d
the Holy Spirit saying within them Abba, Falh?fhas it
heard the world’s cry, for He so loved that world, stoful - 4
was, that there was nothing He would not do for it-
sent the world a gift. . bili&'
He who bestows a gift does so according to his ahabfe
Now God is very rich, rich in everything with unSc'f“":s -
riches. We need to practise economy in many thing e
cause our stock of everything islimited.” God is so verys
rich that He can afford to let many things go to waste-

Full many a gem of purest ray serene

The dark, unfathomsd caves of ocean bear ;
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its fcagrance on the desert air.

. ité

In many parts of our own Canada, where neither Wl:'he
man nor Indian dwells, millions of berries ripen o0n fe¥
bushes, only to fall to the grouad and rot away, save thehcn.
that passing birds peck ora stray bear devours. Giving ¢ "
is no hard task for God ; there is bread enough and to sPHe
in our Father’s house. What will He give, what has of
given out of His riches? He has given what n® teacbefnot
any god ever dreamt of, He has given Himself. I dObw
know how God feeds the souls of the angels, of the cherd
and the seraphim, but for our souls nothing less than G
Himself will do. So that men might see the gift of GOdWofd
their eyes, and hear Him and look upon and handle the oved
of Life, He came among us in the person of His well-be (;or
Son. He has gone back to heaven, but we have Hls(s:hi
and can read or have read to us the life of that holy Chil
who became the God Man. «] am

What did He come to do? He came to say: 16"
God ; come to Me, my children, and find life for your 5°“was
But He came for more than this. He came to die. Itd of
no kind hand of a Waniskawin that stripped our Brea’gher
Heaven of His humb'e robes, that slew Him who ";'au
strove nor cried; by wicked hands He was cracifie ick-
slain.  Yet all the world had part in that death, for the { the
edness which nailed Him to the cross was but part 0
wickedness of ail the world that lieth in the wicked one. | les
Bread of Life was laid in the tomb, and His own d‘sglpnot
even did not expect to see Him rise again. If He ha ere
risen there would have been but one Son of God, 3 main
memory, on the page of history. But when He rose agGo
He was declared to be the Son of God with power, e"e“-b i0g
manifest in the flesh. Thus the grain of corn died to l't :
forth much fruit in all them that believe. What is
heavealy fruit that feeds our souls? It is what God }S,l. Bt
Himself ; therefore it is light and life and love. God’s ‘ih
feeds the soul with heavenly wisdom, with the joy that com it
in the morning when darkness is gone ; His life makesrld
strong to believe, to endure, to hope, to live above the W‘l{n‘
and beyond the world ; and His love takas away the enfeeb 165’
fear that hath torment and ali the fever of sin and selﬁshniﬂ«"
filling us with the peace of God that passeth understandt of
So in Christ Jesus has our God given Himself for the life
the souls of men.

{(To be Continued.)

HAVE YOU ASTHMA?
.. . e
After trying every other remedy in vain, thousands ht"-
been cured by using Schiffmann’s Asthma Cure. Trial pann’
age free of druggists or by mail. Address Dr. R. Schiffma
St. Paul, Minn, Mention this paper. .
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