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the good providenco of God. Mis
closing years passed in hallowed and
8| congenial toil at Luttorworth, For
two years previous to his death, he
suflered from partial paralysie, But
| his high courage, his carnest zoeal, his
fervent fuith, were nnpalsied to the
§i last. While breaking the bread of
the Lord's Supper to his beloved flack,
the final summons came. Sianding
N at tho altar with the sacred emblems
gl in his hand, he foll to the ground,
B deprived at once of consciousness and
| speech.  He loft no words of dying
testimony, nor needs thore such. His
whole life was an epistle, known and
8| read of all men. His spirit passed
J| away from earth on tho last day of the
year 13a4,

ENGLISH MARTYRS.

Yet he did not all die. In the
hearts of thousands of faithful followers
his doctrines lived. In the troublous
times that came upon tho realm, his
dirciples bore the glorious brand of
R| ¢ Gospellers,” or Bible-men. Ay, and
| in the Lollards’ Towor, on the scaffold,
and amid the fires of Smithfield, they
j| bore their witness to the truth that

makoth free. The first of the noble
army of martyrs, the smoke of whoso
burning darkened the sky of England,
was William Sawtrey, rector of St.
B Osyth’s in London. Then followed
j| Jon Bidbee, a humble tailor, who,
| drnying the dogma of transubstantia-
tion, avowed his faith in the Holy
Trinity. *Ifevery Host," he declared,
8| consecrated on the altar were the
| Lord’s body, then were thero twenty
thousand Gods in England; but he
helieved in the one God ommipotent.”
The lofty as well as the lowly in like
manner bore witness of the truth.
Among the most illustrious victims of
J| papal persecution was the gallant
}| knight Sir John Oldcastle, Lord Cob.
g| bam. As his sentence was read, he
j| answered, “ Yo may judge my bodv
but ye have no power over my soul,”
M| and, like his Master, he prayed for his
Bl murderers  As he walked to the

stake, he refured the aid of an earthly
8] priest : “To Gad only, now and ever
Bl present, would he confess, and of Him
3| entreat pardon.” His last words,
| drowned amid the crackling of faggots
Ni and the 10ar of the flames, wero of
§| praise to God. Sach were some of the
| glorious fruits of Wyclifle's teaching
§[ in the generation following his own
31 death.
g Although removed by God's provi-
8| dence from the evils of those troublous
B times, yet the malice of his enemics
ki sulfered not the bones of Wycliffe to
& lis quiet in the grave. Thirty years
R after his death, the Council of Con-
! stance-~the same council which, in
W violation of a plighted faith. burned
g the two illustrious disciples of Wycliffo,
B| Jeromo and Huss—wresked its petty
8 rage upon the dead body of the Eng-
Ml lish Reformer, by decresing that it
Bi should be disinterred and cast forth
d| from consecrated ground. But not
| t1l thirteen ycars la, was this im-
¥ potent malice fulfillea. At the com-
fi mand of Pope Martin V., his bones
§| were dug up from their grave, burnt
B to ashes, and strewed upon the neigh-
f| bouring stream. “And so,” observes
% Foxe, “was he ~golved into three
N clomeats, earth, firo, and water ; they
M| think thereby to abolish both the name
Bl sud doctrine of Wycliffe for over.
d' But though they digged up his body,
22 burned his bones, and drowned his
R ashes, yet the werd of God and trush

v

of His ) doctrine, with the fruit and

success) thereof, thoy could not bhurn, |

which yet to this day do remain, not-
withstanding the transitory body and
bines of the man were thus consumed
and digpersed.”

“The nshes of Wycliffo,” to quote
the words of Fullor, “ were cast into
a brook which entered the Avon, and
they were carried to the Severn, from
the Severn to a narrow sea, and from
the narrow sea into tho wide ocean ;
the ashes of Wycliffe thus becoming
an omblem of his doctrine, which is
now dispersed all over the world,”

“‘The Avon to the Severn runs,
The Severn to the sea ;
Su Wyelitlo's ashes shall be borne
Where'er those waters be.”

THE JUBILEES,

" ‘_;OICE of a people suffering long !
The pathos of their mournful song,
The sorrow of their mght of wrong !

!

Their cry. like that which Israel gave,
A praver for one to guide and save,
Liko Moses by the Red Sea’s wave.

The blast that startled camp and town,
And shook the walls of slavery down—
The spectral march ot old John Brown !

Voice of a ransomed rave! Sing on
Till freedom’s every right is won,
And slavery's overy wrong undone !

THE “NEW YEAR CALL.”

,g?gm'rLE did we think when Miss
L} 2 Brown offered a prize for Bible
verses that it would end in a
New Year call. Hattio learned
the most—300 verses. When Miss
Brown asked her what she would like
to have, she answered, “T don't carc
for anything, please.” Our teacher
locked rather puzzled, but only said,
“Think it over, Hattie, and let me
know next Sunday.”

Hattie did thiuk it over, and the
next Sunday asked Miss Brown * to
please take the money and buy,”—
but I guess I'll let you hear the story
from our teacher, just as she told it to
Mrs. McKie whomn we favoured with
& call.

Wo met in the pastor’s study, and
had a giand time in getting ofl.
‘“Are you all ready?” asked Miss
Brown with a swmilee. We answered
with & merry “ yes,” and stepped out
ints the bright sunshine ; although I
don’t think it was any brighter than
the bright subshine in our hearts. Wo
wore quite a procession, as we walked
along. Our bundles gave us no end
of trouble for they would keep coming
undone ; sud two or three times wo
camo to a halt—fearing their contenta
would be scattered on the street, <« 1
really can’t carry mine much further,”
at last exclaimed Carrie from bLehiod
the biggest bundle of all.

Miss Brown laughed, and we stoppid
again,—but this time to enter a storo,
and while the refractory bundle was
being tied up more sccurely, wa pur-
chased, oh ! such a pretty blue hood,
and the most cunning little dress that
over you saw. Again wo started out,
and down into 2 dingy, dirty street
we wended our way.

“ Here we are ! ” said Miss Brown,
ag sho pushed open a door of a large
tenement house. How dark it looked
up those stairs! We all held our
breath, and little Belle exclaimed,
“Ohmy!” as we followed closely the
steps of our teacher. Up, up we
climb to the very highest storey, and

Al

then waited in silence, as Miss Brown
tapped gently at a door.

“ Como in,” a voico said. But such
a small room! We filled it com-
pactly a8 we walked in with our
bundles ; while a woman with a baby
in her arms, and three children, stared
at us in amazement. I'm sure 1 don't
wonder that they did—for we were
rather a big New Year'’s call, “This
i8 my Sunday-school class,” kindly
explained our teacher, shaking hands
with Mrs McKie, and “ we have all
come to make you a New Yeur's call.”
“I'm sure I'm very glad to tee you
all,” gaid the poor woman ; and then
she put the baby down, and got out an
old rickety rocking chair for Miss
Brown, while the little boy tried to
lind something for us girls to sit upon.
The room was small, and thero didn't
seem to be much init. The flaor was
bare, an old stove stood in the middle
of the room, and there wero no pictures
on the walls. A door led into a small,
dark bedroom; and though the bed
was madé up on twoold boxes, yetevery-
thing looked neat and clean.

¢ Lust Christmas,” she went on to
say, ag weo all seated omreelves, «I
ifered a prize to the scholar in my
class who should in three months learn
the greatest number of Bible verses.
The little girl who won the prize,
instead of accepting it, asked me to
take the money snd expend it on
material with which to clothe a needy
child. My class then proposed to

make up the articles; so last summer
thay finished ten little garments, and
wo are here to-day to ask you to accept
them for your little children.

I wondered afterward how Mrs.
McKie felt at that moment, for thera
ghe stood, with the baby in her arms,
not saying a word, and just looking at
us. We were all a little embarrassed 5
but just then, the old rocking chair
gave a solemn warning, and our teacher
as suddenly arose,—just in time to
escape u fall. Wo had to laugh then ;
and that seemed ¢ to break the ice,”
for while Mrs. McKie carried the
broken chair away, we girls, with
quick fingers, were undoing our gifts.
No wonder our bundles were big.
We had

For the oldest boy, a nice warm suit,

Stockings for feet, and a pair of boots ;

For Lillie and Freddie, our fingers had mado

Warm clothing complete; while Carrie—sho

ave

To the motheran apron, and Hattio bestowed

Bool-zls, flops, goame and candies, the rest of our
oad.

It was just Jike what you read of in
story books; we never thought they
were 80 real before. Mrs. McKioe
thanked us again and again ; the little
girl, Lillie, fairly jumped up and down
tor joy, the boys were jubilant; and
even the baby did its best to thank us,
by joiniog in with its little voice,
And how pleased the poor sick father
was? He could scarcely hear our
teicher, as che stood by the bedside
speaking to bim words of sympathy
and  encouragement ; but his eyes
brightened, as the little ones ran’ to
him in their happiness.

Somehow, as we stepped out into
the bustle of the street, our hands
wero lightened, a shadow from that
home of poverty and suffering scemed
t3 rest upun us. It wasa new experi-
onco, and we walked very quietly
beside our teacher oa the way home-
ward. But the mctier had promised
to send all the little ones to Sunday-

school on the morrow, and we felt surs

she would keep her word, “T never
thought,” said little Belle, “ that peo-
ple lived so poor; it makes me feel
real sad ;" and this feeling was inall
our hearts,

God was leading us out of self and
into his love.

THE NEW YEAR'S COMING.

BY ELLA C. 4. PAGE,

7 HO comoth now along time's dusty

N: way,
Beneath the last year's branches brownand

sere,

Wrapped i a misty veil of eloudy yray,
‘Through which her eyes translucent shine
Like sparks of heaven s flame divino?

“Is the New Year!

And the merry bells are chiming o'er furest,

hill and plain,—

*The OM Year dies at midnight, and the

Now Year comes agan,”

What bearest thou, O Year, to us below?
Is 1t farr golden gifts, or promise dear
That strlowcd alony life’s path shall wmake 1t
slow
With tender tints like sunset’s rosy light ?
Or dost thou bring us sorrow’s mildew
blight ?
nswer, O Year!
4s loud the bells are chuming o'er forest, ll
and plain,—
““The Old Year dies at midnight, and the
New Year comes again,”

And the New Year nfade answer to my quest
From lips serenely, gravely fair.
**1 bear within my rosy arms closo pressed
Full boughs ot buds that yet shall bright
unfold
In blossom-bells of azure and of gold,
Hope's blossoms rare.”
And still the bells are chiming o'er forest, hill
and plain,—
*'The UM Year dies at mudmght, and the
New Year comes again.”

**1 bear the golden, starry flower of Peaco
To set above the natwen's angry fray,

To bid all discords and all warnuy cease,
Andrblr;lhers Jjoined beneath one banuers

o
Shall s?&v the seed and reap the cornfield's

'0 3
8 Vrom day to day.”

And sweet the bells are’chiming o'er forest,
hill and plain,—

“The Old Year dics forever, and the New
Year comes again.”

*I bring to some the signal of release
From "all of carth—its weary round of
care;
The angel message of divinest peace,
The summons that shall epe the radiant

oor
o glories nover thought or «'reamed before,
To them I bear,”
And joyous bolls are chimning o'er forest, hill
and plain, —
“The Old Year dies forever, and the New s
come again.

“ And smiling sweet among my gifts I stand

Amid the mortals on this wiurhing sphere,

An emblem evermore, a type most grand,

Ot thlut bright goal to which the centuries
flow,

The goal of all mau's days abd years below,

Heaven'’s golden year.”

And still the bells are chiwing o'er forest,

hill and plain,—

‘The Uld Year dies forever, and the New

Year comes again.™

A WORD TO THE BOYS.
5 OYS, did you ever think that
¢ @

T

% this great world, with all its
#4  wealth and wos ; with all its
mines and mountains, cceans, seas and
rivers ; with all its shipping, its steam-
boats, railroads and telographs; with
its millions of darkly-groping men, and
all the scienco and progress of ages,
will soon be given over to the boys of .
the present age % boys like you assem.
bled in school-rooms, or playing with-
out them? Believe it, and look abroad
upon your inheritance, and get ready 1

to enter upon its possession.




