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Christ at the Treasury.
DY MRS. W. T. nBOWN.

OvRa against the tresury
The Master was sitting one day,

And His looks were wise and gentle
As the people passed that way.

Wise, and gentie, and human;
Blut never on hearts of men

liad fallon sucl stern icart-searchling
As wrought in the temple thon.

For nover man spake as this Man,
And thoy who listened and saw,

iIcard and saw something more than a
sermon,

Learned soniothing more than the law.

They had scn how He entered the city
Fi-oi Olivet's beautiful cslm,

Amidst the hosannas of triump,
Tho waving of garment and patm;

And from the far hills of Judea,
Stran tidings had reached thom ere

Of One who had come from the lowly
To be the Great Healer of mon ;

And they knew that this simple Stranger,
Who rebuked them again and again,Was something in wisdom and honour
Surpassing the children of men.

And they felt as He looked upon them
With more of pity than scorn,

That He knew how they cast their money
uto the sounding horn.

And the scribes and the Pharisees saw it,And trod with a humbler mien,
While the publican dropped his eyelids

And reverently pased between.

And the rich cast in their abundance
And never a band did withhold,

Til te trulnpts clahnged loudly ad often
Witli the tithings cf saivor aud geld.

Thon one came alono and unheeded,
Se quiet and lonely lier mien,

And dropped iu ber gift with the others,Nor guessed tlat the Stranger had seen.

Through the gentle, sad face of the woman
The Master looked down to her seul,

And knew that of all her Eor livii g
She had given no tithe, ut the wseoe.

More sweet thian thse worcîs of an sugol
His blessed appreval did fal a:

"I say unto you this poor woman
Hath cast in more tan ye ail.,

No record was left of the silver,
Nor yet of the ahinkela of gold.

But wherever the Lord bas a temple
The tale of the widow is told.

And the two little mites that out-valued
The gifts of the rich and the great

Have hown and have grown through the
a ges

To riéce and royal estate.

• • • • • • •
0 .

Over against thse treasury
The bltr in sitting te.day,

And Hie counts the gain and te giving
Of aIl who pass that way.

0 hearts that behold Him and know lim,
0 bauds that de scatter your hoard,

Be sure they have riches and lionour
Who have given thoir all te tle Lord.

-Ieathen Woman's Frieui.

The Christian Nartyr.
A STORY OF THE EAiLY CHURCH.

vasRi w a great stir lu tise City
Of Nicomedia, wher Galerius tie em-
peror ived. A band of Christians had
been captured, and were to be sent to
the lions on the morrow.

The night befors,- a Young soldier
enterod the bouge ef Gahico, the cobier
gladiator. He was met by Gailioo,Whs id:

"heloome, my boy. I am glad
tion art oome. ou art ready for the
vocat o

IA-or the Lest, if yen 'wiigoed1

"Yes, nophow; I hope so, but greatly
fear."

" Thon fear not," replied the younges
man. "You would not if you knew

"Ail what ?"
"That Agustus is dying."
No 1

"Ho in. I saw one fromn the palace
to-day, and ho told me other things
besides. Ho told nie that Galerius
believes that the Christians' God hath
sent thisawful sicknees upon him; and
lie will to-night sign a new order, that
ail the Christians be set free."

Gallico'a faoe brightened at the news,
and ho aaked in an eager voice,-

Can it ho t.uc, thin Yeu ye
"Yeu, iL is true, uncle," the other

answered. IAnd that will help me.
The order vil bo publ lhed to-norrow.
Nov, let me tell Yeu my plan. Yeu
know it was I who caused those Chris-
tians to be taken. As I brought away
my captive, ho spoke to ma-spake
words about forgiving me, and said
that he would ask his Lord, the Christ,
to give me pardon. He gave me this
book, and bade me rend. Thore I
found the story of the God they wor-
ship; and, uncle, I believe it all.
Then I said, ho shall net die; he ia a
more youth, and I a soldier; so I
resolved to seek your help, that te.
morrow, dressed like him I may leave
his cell, stop into the ring like the other
Christians, and perish in lis plaoe.Y

"It is a noble resolve, my son, and
I have not the heart to turn thee from
it, but I will at least try te help thee
to gave thine own life. We will bide
a sword for thee lu the sand; take thon
that, and attack the beast. If thon
canst keep him at bay for a little
while, may bo the order of the emperor
may reach us; and, trust me, thon
shalt not want assistance. And now,
lot me tell thee a secret. Thine own
father, niy lad, vas a Christian, and
died in that very ring. Tho sorro
broke tby mother's heart, and sho died,
leaving thee te my care. I kept the
secret froi thee lest thou shouldst foo]
shamo te think thy fathor vas a Nazar.
ene; but now, I fancy, thou wilt be
proud to know il. But away now. If
thon art te die on tht morrow, thon
aboulâat bo alone to-night."1

In the early dawn of the followvig
day great crowdc of people were set-
hurrying to the amphitheatre.

At the same time Gallus the soldier,
dresed like the young Christian whom
ho had made captive, went alone to
one of the cells of the martyrs, and
unlocked the door.

The morning light fell acrosa the
form of one lying on the straw. Gallus
stopped a moment. The prisoner was
sleeping, and the soldier entered, and
locking the door passed the key through
the bars. It fell upon the pavement
outaide, and the noise wakened the
ileeper.

"Io the time come 11 ho asked.
Net for thee, brother,' was the

auswer.
Who callu me broths6- " ho asked.

"One," replied Gallus, " who bas
learned te love thy Lord the Saviour."

",But thon art the man who arrested
met"

Ill am, and will be the man who
shall set thee freè."

While they were talking some one
came te the door and opened it. Gallus
stepped out.

«'Thy sword is yonder, in the very
centre of the ring. Quick te gain it
before the lion comes I P

London Gin-Palaces.
MORE than one-fourth of the daily

earnings of the donizens of the slums
goes over the bars of the public-houses
and gin-palaces. To study the phase of
this burning question let us take the
districts from which I have drawn the
facta and figures I have submitted te
your readers in provious articles.

On a Saturday niglt in a great
thoroughfare adjacent, there are three
corner public.houses which take as
much money as the whole of the other
shope on the other aide of the way put
togother. Butchers, bakers, grcen-
grocers, clothiers, furniture-dealers, all
the caterers to the wants of the popu-
lace, are operi till a lte heur; there
are hundreds of thom trading round
and about, but the whole lot do net
take in as much money as three pub-
licans-that is a fact ghastly enoughin all conscience. Enter the public.
houses and you will see them crammed.
Here are artizans and labourers
drinking away the wages that ought
te Clothe their little ones. Hore are
the women squandering the money that
would purchase food. for the lack
of which their children are dying. One
group rivets the eye of the observer
at once. It consiste of an old grey-
haired dame, a woman of forty, and a
girl of nineteen, with a baby in her
arma. Ail theso are in a state whicb is
best described as " maudlia "-they
have finished one lot of gin, and the
youngest is ordering another round.
It is a great-grandmother, grand-
mother, and a mother and a baby-
four generations together-and they
are dirty and dlabevo]ied and druuk,
except the baby, and evon the poor
little mite may have its first taste of
alcohol presently. It is no uncommon
sight in theso places te see a mother
woL a baby's lips with gin aud vater.
The proces i caled g iving re
yeung 'un a taste," and thebaby'aather
will look on somotimes and enjoy the
joke immenselv.

But the tlime to see the resuilt of a
Saturday night's heavy drinking in a
low neighbourhood i after the houses
are closed.
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These words were whispored in his

ear by the man who stood at the door,
and ho bounded forward.

Ho found the sword lying as if
dropped by chance on the sind, and
grasped it. Twisting his light cor.t
round his armn ho waited for the beaoý.

The people, nt firat astonishoed at his
finding a weapon, seemed plèased at his
bold bearing; and the officers ia charge
made no sign, so the lion was turned
loose.

He sprang out with a roar and
bounded toward Gallus. But the
young soldier was ready, and after
several times trying to seize him and
only meeting the sharp eword inîstead,
the lion held back, growling torribly
and lashing the earth with his lail, but
etill frightenud.

It was at that moment that an officer
rode to the gate of the amiphithoatre
and delivered a message. Thon a dozen
mon rushed into the ring, and slew the
lion on the spot; While a great shout
proclaimed that the battle was over, for
the edict of Galorius was made public,
that the persecution of Christians was
te come to an end.

Gallus joined the Christians, and for
years after people used to point to him
as One who was willing to lay down
Lis life for the brethren.

One dilapidated, ragged wretch I
met last Saturday night was gnawing
a baked potato. By his aide sto6d a
thinly-clad woman bearing a baby in
ber arme, and in hidcous languago ahu
reproached him for his selfhinoe.
She had fetched him out of a public-
house with his last halfpenny in his
pocket. With that lialfpeny ho had
bought the potato, which ho rofused
to share with her. At every corner the
police are ordering or coaxing moen
and women te "move on." Botween
twelve and one o'clock it is a long
procession of drunken mon and wo-
men, and the most drunken sem to
be those whose outward appearance
betokeus the most abject poverty.

Turn out of the main thoroughfare
and lito the dimly-liglited back
streets and you come ulpon scene after
scone to the grim, grotesque horror
of which only the pencil of a Dore
could do justtee. Wonen with hideous
distorted faces are rolling froin aide to
aide, shrieking loud snatches of popu-
lar songa plentifully interlarded with
the vilest expressions. Mon as drunk
as theinselves neet them, there is a
short interchange of ribald jests and
fou oatis thon a quarrel and a shower
of blows.

Down froi one dark court rings a
cry of murder, and a woman, her face
hideously gasod, nakes across the nar-
rov road jsursued by a bowling mad-
nwin. It is only a drunken husband
liaving a row with his wife.

A friend of mine who is nover tired
of trying to urge the people of this
district to temperance, not long since
found a man sitting up naked on a
hoap of rags, shivering with the death
throes on him, and crying for water for
his parchied throat. Hia wife, in a
maudlin state of intoxication, was
staring helplessly at her dying hus-
band. A coat was given to wrap rouud
the poor feilow. At night vion myfriend returned, ho fouud tise man coid
and dead and naked, and the woman in
a state of mad intoxication. She lad
torn the coat froi the body of the
dying man and pawned it for drink.
In these districts mon and women who
are starving will get grants of bread,
and some of then wili even ask for the
bread te be wrapped in clean paper.
Do you know why ? That they may
sell one loaf te some one for a copper
or two, and get drunk with the money.
Men will come and buy a pair of boots
in the morning out of their earnings,
and pay seven shillings for them. At
night they will return te the same shop
and offer to sell thein back for four
shillings. They Lave started drinking,
and want the money to finish the
carouse with.-London Daily Nvos.

MR. MoODY's greatest hindrances, so
he said, is the number of church mem-
bers who came to his meetings and
kept out the unconverte:1 and non-
church goers whom he desires to reach.
At his first great meeting recently in a
new part of London ho asked all who
wors Chriatians te rise. Net suepecting
wLat was to folow, about thine-fourtise
of the audience arose, whon, quick as he
could speak, Mr. Moody said, "Now
oo net ait dovn; pmm ot at once.
Glad te know that yon are Christians,
and se you may go, as I want the sinners
o como in." And as the stewards
showed the Christians the way out, a
great multitude which ad been stand-
ing at the door crowded in and filled
the Tabernacle with the very clas
which Mr. Moody wished to reach.
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