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HOMBR AND

S0HOOL,

Superannuanted Preachoers.

WK are waitinF for the Muster,
IYor our sun s almest down,
And its partivg radiazce gloameth
Like the gliutings frons w viown ;
Bi# He bids us not be idle,
Whilo the daylight seems to stey
If we cannot do full servico
Wo at least con watch and pray,

W a aro waiting for the Master,
We have wandered far and wids,

Sown, and reaped, and kound the harvest,
Stood ja battle ride by sido -

Now when heart and courage failoth,
Hands are weak and feot uro slow -

Ta our doors our dusy cometh,
Round our paths occasicns grow,

Wo can wipa the tear of sorrow,
Wo con comfort hearts dhat blaed,

Wo can plont for fusure barvests,
Seatter here and thare a seod.

Wao can pluck the taset of error,
Nurture {f we can't defend ;

Wao can watoh a broken hedge-row
Till a stronger liand oan mend,

Wo must strive with fierce temptation,
Coming with our waning powers,
Serve in walting, not in doing,
Boar through many weary hours
Doubts and. fears, which active labonr
In the runks can never feel
Wrestling in a brokon harnoss,
Fighting with a blanted steel.

Soon the Master will bo calling,
We who sowed In tears the seed

Will our sheaves be homeward biinging,
Joy and gladness on our head;

Aud we'll answer, ¢ Wolcome, wolcomes !
1o tho message from above;

hl% aside our broken armour,

est us in His boundless love,

-
Mount Baker.
(See cuts on frst page,)

THe oity of Victoris, British Colum-
bia, is one of the most charming cities
which we ever visited, The climate
ig delightfully mild, Snow and frost
are scarcely known. Roses and other
flowers are in bloom till nearly Ohbrist-
mag and begin to bloom again early in
the spring, In the gardon of the Rev.
Mr., Pollard, well known to many in
Ontario, I was presented in October
with & magnificent bouques of roses,
fresh and fragrant as our: in June.
The drives around the city are most
romantic ; great arms of the sea run far
inland, through which the tide swirls
in and out. These make delightful
picnic resorts, High hills rise nere
snd there, from which majestic views
are gained of the winding coast of the
Gulf of Georgia, an arm of the vast
Paoific, and of the many islands far
and near. In clear weather a constant
object of delight is Mount Baker on the
wainland lifting his snowy crown into
the sunlight, and the far shining Olym.
pisn rangs, whote exquisite pearly tints
no pen can describe,

Sam Jones on Fashion,

I naven't been living thirty-eight
ears for nothing, I have learned a fow
{hings. I tell you I see just ag plain
#8 I seo my hand before my face what
is the matter in all this land, Parents
don’t control their ohildren, and you
know they don't, Ohildren are con-
trolling parents three times in five
all over this land, and whatever your
children say you do, and what you tell
our children not to do they will do it
if they want to. Ain't that a fact?
When you let your ohildren get from
under your grip you have done fearful
damage to your child, to say nothing
about adding misery to yoursolf, If
you had dons duty to your children that
daughter would have been the brightest
star in your view, and that boy would
have been the pride of your house, I

buHeve oy Ohristian proplo ought to bo
like vne of our goverunors' wives, A
country Iady but a sensible woman, but
who did not know much about town-
wave, and when she moved to the
capital sho started her little childien
to school in red flannels, "Well, thoy
came homo just mortified to death, and
gaid, “Mother, if you don't take off
thego red flannels we won't go to sohaol,
Red flannels are not tho fashion b the
schoal, and everybody laughed at vs”
# My dears,” said the governor's wife,
# 1 never camo to Milledgeville to follow
the faghion; I came here to gob the
fashions,” Let us Christian methers
do as ghe did, not follow the fashion,
but set the fashion of righleousness,
and make the talance of the world
follow us. Let’s make it fashionable
to Jove God and keep His comwand-
ments, Lot's make it fashionablo to
do right, to stay away from the ball-
rooms and worldly places. TLot's make
it fashionable to go to prayer-meotings,
and to have family prayers, and to read
the Bible, and to serve God and do
right, won’t that be a good thing? Oh,
if it could be made fashionable to love
God and keep His commandments !
Lot's make it fashionable to do that,
and make the rest of the world follow
us in the fashion,

-

Thol Welsh Girl"andiHor)Bible,
BY G, 8, SAVAGE, D.D,

Tuxuse facts are gatherod from a little
book recently issued by the British and
Foreign Biblo Society, London, entitled
“The Story of Mary Jones and her
Bible.”

Mary Jones was the only child of
Jacob and Molly Jones, pious weavers,
living in Llanfihangel, Waler. She
was born December 16, 1784, It was
the custom at Llanfihangel for the
piously inclined to gather once a week
in the little Methodist meeting-house,
to study the Word c¢f God. Mary’s
parents were members of this socioty.
Children were not permitted to attend
these gatherings, but little Mary be-
came an exception o this rule, Her
father was afllicted with & cough, and
could not lesve home at nigat, and
hence Mary went with her mother, for
company, and to carry the lantern to
light the difficult way, extending some
distance from their humble dwelling.
And while her elders discussed the
wonderful truths of the Holy Book,
this quiet and attentive child reverently
hid away in her loving heart many
priceless jewels of its precious teach-
ings.

“ Why haven’t wo a Bible of our own,
mother 1" agsked Mary, one night, as she
trotted homeward, lantern in hand,

“Becauss Bibles are scarce, child,
and we are too poor to pay the price of
one, A weaver’s an honest trade, Mary,
but we don’t get rich by it, and we
think ourselves happy if we can keep
the wolf from the door, and have clothes
to cover us, Still, precious ag tho Word
of God would be iz our hauds, moro
precious are ite truths and teachings in
our hearts,”

This longing of the little one for a
Biblo was blended with intenso yearn.
ing for an opportunity to learn to read,
that she might fully enjoy the study of
the saored pages, which she #o earncatly
oraved to call her own, At last a school
was opened within two miles of hey
home, and Mary was duly entered by
her kind father as a pupil,” Thevo she
soon distinguished hetself for fidelity in

every regard, and for a sweet amiability

horn and cherished by her love of God,
and the teachings of [lis Ward.

At the age of ten, upon cntoring
tchool, she regolved to earn all che
could, by doieg chores for the neigh-
boara st odd tirees, and save the small
amonntg until she should be ablo to buy
the leng.coveted Dible, an undertaking
which sho knew it would require yeara
to accomplish, Meantime, 8s toon as she
had learned to read, Mrs, Evans, a kind
neighbour two miles away, genorously
permitted Mary to come once a work,
and read and study her Bible, an
opportunity which the pious child im.
proved in committing to memory many
precious psalms and ohapters, which
she would recite at home to her de-
lighted parents, For eir years Msry
storod in & box which her father made
for the purpose, the farthings and pen.
nies of her patient earnings, including
the returns from two hons given her
before the amount necessary to secure a
Bible was accumulated, Then, with her
pironts’ blessing and a happy heart,
she set forth—on foot and barefoot—
over a rough journey of twenty-five
milog, to Bala, to purchase from Mr.
Charles the long-coveted treasure, Afte:
an gall-day's walk, footsore and weary,
she reached hor destination at nightfall,
and spent tho night with the family
of David Edwards, a much-reapected
Methodist preacher of Bala, Early the
next morning, accompanied by M.
Edwards, she called on Rev. Mr.
Charles, who xeceived her very kindly,
and skilfully dvew from her her
modestly told story, He then regret-
fully told her that he had only u fow
copies of the Welsh Biblo on hand, and
that they were all promised, and that
he could not even promise her one
in the future, as the Society for the
Diffusion of Useful Knowledge had
decided not to publish any more Welsh
Bibles,

“Hath the Lord forgotton to be
gracious? hath He in angor shut up
His tender mercies?” was her cry of
agonized disappointment, as with her
head bowed the hot tears chased them-
selves over her cheoks, which had loat
their accustomed rosy tint, and coursed
between the trembling fingera of her
suz-burnt hands, roughened by toil and
exposars,

Mr, Charles was silent a fow moments,
then he approached and laid his hand
or the drooping head of tho girl, and
with a voice brcken and unsteady, he
gaid: ¢ My dear child, I see you must
have a Bible, diflicult as it is for me
to spare one, It i3 impossible—yes,
simply impossible—to refuse you.”

In the sudden revulsion of feeling,
Mary could not speak ; but sho gla- ced
up with such a faco of mingled rain and
sunshine—such a rainbow smile—such
8 look of inexprezsible joy and thankful-
ness in her brimming ‘eyes, that the
respousive tears gashed to the eyes of
both Mr, Oharles and David Edwards,
After handing herthe Bible;Mr, Qharles
turned to Mr. Edwards and said :

“ David Edwards, is not such a sicht
a8 this enough to melt the hardest
heart? A girl so young, so poor, so
intelligent, 80 familiar with the Serl
tures, comp lled to walk all the.distance
from Llanfihangel to Bala (about fift
miles, there and back) to get a Bible |

From this day I can never rest until
I find out some means of supplying tho
pressing wanis of my country, that
cries oub for tho Word of God.”

Mr. Obarles constantly revolved in
his mind the ineident above related,
until the ory of the child for the Word

of God scemed to him tho voles of al)
Waleg, Consulting with gome of hig
friends, who belonged to the committon
of the Religions Traot Seodety, he ro
coived the warmest sympathy and
oncouragemont, and wag introdnesd at
their next mooting, where ko spoko
most feolingly and ologuently about
Wales und its povorty in Bibles, bring-
ing forward the story of Mary Jones
and her Ifiblo, which geve point and
pathos to his appesl.  Rov. Joseph
Hughes arose, and in reply to My,
Charles's appoal for Bibles for Walew, cx-
claimed enthusiastically : “Mr, Oharlos,
surely a socioty might bo formed for
the purpose, and if for Wales, why not
for the world " Tn two years tho fact
was uccomplished, And now, after the
lapso of a little over three-fonrths of a
century, this stream of blessing has
bolted the earth, and with its gistor
societies is sending rills of refreshing
among all nations, kindred, tongues,
and peoples.

Mary Jones married Thomas Lewis,
a weaver of Bryncrug, not very far from
Llanfihangel, Thero with a husband
aud ohildren of her own, with now
duties and fresh cares, sho baautifully
fulfilled tho promise of her early lifo,
To the last her love for hor Bible grew
stronger and stronger, By her con-
sistent Ohristian walk and examplo, sho
influenced for good all who were about
her, Foremost in her estimation ever
soowed the British and Foreign Bible
Society, with the establishment of which
she had been 5o closely connected. Mary
was algo interested in the Oalvinistic
Methodist Missionary Society, Many
a secrot of self-denial could have borne
witness to her generosity, in giving of
her substance for the furtherance of
the Gospel of Ohxist. * Onone occasion,”
we are told, ‘“when a collaction was
mnade at Bryneruq, for the China Million
Testament Fund, in 1854, a ten-shilling
gold-pieco was found in the collection-
plate, neatly wrappsd up between half-
pence, and thus hidden until the money
came to be counted. This was Mary's
gife,”

Mary Lewis died on the 28th of
December, 1866, at the age of 82 years,
She bequeathed her Bible to ~Rov.
Robert Grifliths, and he to Mr, Rees.
This Bible is now in the possession of
the British and Foreign Bible Society,
and is a thick octavo, published by the
Society for the Promotion of Christian
Kuowledge, in 1709, Mary Lewis was
baried in Brynorug, and a stone has
heen erecled to her memory by those
who love to vecall the influence of her
beautiful life, and the important if
humble part she had taken in founding
the great British and Foreign Bible
8.ciety. The stone bears, in both Welsh
aud English, the following insoription :
‘' Mary, Widow of Thomss Lowis,
Weaver, Bryncrug, who died Dec, 28th,
1866, aged 82 years, This tombstone
wai ereoted by contributions of the
Oulvinistic Methodists in the district,
and other friends, in respect to her
memory as the Welsh gir), Mary Jones,
who walked from Llanfibangel to Bala,
in the year 1800, when 16 years of age,
to procure a Bible of Rev. Thomas
Oharles, B.A., a circumstance which led

¥ | to the establishment of the British and

Foreign Bible Society.”

‘What hath God wrought! God hath
chosen the weak things of the world to
confound the things which are mighty.
And a little child shall load them.

The Yest power of song should bo
used in the servico of God,




