. 30

THE CANADIAN

brother, saying, ** There is a lad here, which hath five
" barley loaves nnd two small fishes.”

Wo stayed in the village all day, had invitations to
four other houses, and promised to come back when tour-

ing this way again

F. M. Srover.

Boat ** Glad Tidings,” July 8th, 18305,

Written fur Tua Lisk
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NAMAKEI]
A Nrory or TIHE NEw HEBRIDES.

BY MRS, 0. J. BAKKR,

L

Ancwa, isle of beauty circled round

With suow white cornl reef on which rebound
The wators in their musical unrest !

Scarce sixteen furlongs strotch from cast to west.
A fortilo isle, where coco’ put and palm,

The arrow root. the banyun and the yam

Are meat and drink ¢ Across the island blow
The never-failing trade winds.  Years ago
There lived s beathen chieftain on this iele,
Whose gods wore many and his homage vile.
His form was uude ; his face was wildly smoearcd
With gaudy colors ; superstition wierd
Swavyed every {ooling in his heart of sin,

He feasted on the fiesh and biood of kin;

He knew uo law, no virtue would he own
And love, and joy, and pity, were unknown.
But in the darkneas Namakei hesrd

The voice of Jesus ; nnd the tender word
Seomed swoeter far than any earthly sound ;
He listeoed o'er and o'er ; and when he found
That long ago the bleased Christ had given
His life to win Anéwa back to heav'n,

*The white man’s (iod "~ -he wmd - truly good,
Is betler than my goda of stone and wood.”
Then ono by one he caat into the sen
The objects of his base idolatry.

0, wondrous transformation ! he becamo

A oreature new through faith in Jesus’ name.
The old chief grew in knowledge and in ygrnoe :
Hix people loved him ; on his tawny face

The beams ol light in-dwelling seemed to play :
He loved to sing of Joesus, loved t say

That he had made a covenant with Christ,

And magnitied the sweetness of the trynt.
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To wostward in the sea an island lay
Reaplondeut in the light of Gospel (fny,
Aneityum waa Christ's ; hetwixt the 1slea
The restless ocean atretched full forty miles
The Christian worshippers were gathered there
In holy conference of praise and prayer ;
And thaos the chieftain of Anc¢wa spake :

* My woul is full of longing ; lot me make
A voyage to the island, let me meet
With thoso to whom my Jesus' name is nweet.
My people, hoar me ! Let no heathen waya
Be found among you; few are now my days,
And 1 would go to aleep where | can hear
The voices of the Christinne rising cloar
Acrogs tho sea ; lot not my people fall
Tao idol worshipping ; my love to alt.”

MISSIONARY LINK.

Tho little native basket held the book
And scanty wardrobe, and the old man took
A fond farewell of all whilo o’er and o'vr

Tho wnil arose : ** Ve seeo his face no morv ! "™

1L

The island of Anietyum echoed lon
The Christisn's fervont prayer and Eoly souy.
No cold conventionality was there,
No strife for eminence, but all might share
The brother’s joy. Their gladneas was uahound ;
F'on little children told how they had found
The peace of Jesus ; and the nged one
In simple eloyuence adored the Son.
(ld Namakéi eang the joys of heav'n ;
Unte his soul prophetic power was given
To tell the raptures that await tho blest,
And paint the beauties of etornal rest.
As wave oo wave of harmony uprolled
He beard the music frém the harps of gold.
And rising with exulting heart he sald .
I'm growing tall with joy, I lift my head
Up higher like a tres.”  And higher stil)
The old man's exultationa rose unti
His roptured vision caught the perfoct way
And ho beheld the hn.nfnm. far awny.
With trembling limb he wought the banyan shade.
And with o joyous sxpectation prayed .
* Lat Jesus' name in all the world be known,
Auad letymy dear Ancwa be His own.™
Then fainter grew his voice : * ['m going wow,
I feol the breath of Jeaus on iny brow,
How near | am to Him ! O Miasi pray !
My soul will then be strong ta go away.
My people ! toll thom I have gone to dwell
With Jesns in His glory ; fare you well.”

With many tears of mingled joy and grief
The Christian concourse laid to rest the chiuf.
Whose soul took up the song forever new,
A wondrous trophy of what grace can o

Stouffrille, September 29th.

THE GOSPEL SHIP.

{4 muissionary exercise for chidren.)

(U held In the church have a amall platform made & [itthe luwor that
the
nast
rout of the -hlr.

o tho pulplt platform, forming a semiclrele |

rulp(t ploatform.  On this have a emall eail-boat with white saile,
ng theroon In gift lotters, ' The (lospel Bhip * Chikiron warch in

and, placing their mitebozes tn it, fram therice pass on

AUl sing: (Tune —'* Christmns.”)

Raceive, O Lord the mites we bring ;
We leave them in Thy hand.

Thy touch can change our trifling yiius
To values high and grand.

Our Father's God ! Our country’s hope *
To Thee we lift our eyes ;

All things are Thinoe, yet offerings small
Thou dost not hence despise.

Oh speed the day when Thou shalt bo
In all our bordors known,

When all the ‘* strangors in our midat,”
Shall worship thee alune



