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PARISH AND HOME

pastors, churches, and schools.  \We have l
uften heard of Sierta Leone as ¢ the white
man’s grave,” but we feel now that the
costly sacrifice uf li'e wasnotin vain, Itis
an ccho of the stury of the cruss. The good
shepherd lays down his life for the sheep.

Further suuth alung the cvast, we come
o Lagos, and here learn sumething about
the Yoruba country, with its many mission
stativis.  The two culured bishops, re-
cently conseaated, are hard at work,. We
pray that Gad miay Licss them as we shal
atear fur goud old Bishop Crowther, the
once slave lad, who died at Lagos.

At Bunny, i the delts of the Niger, we
acarch fur the famous idol temple decorated
with human skulls, bLut hear that it has
been destruyed by the native Christians. i
We find a church.

A trip up the Niger brings us Lokoja,
but we must go no further into the vast
Soudan until we have breathed a prayer |
that the sacrifice of such nuble lives as
thuse of the Rev. Jo A. Robinsun, and of
Mt. Graham Wilr st Brouke, the devoted
leader of the Soudan mission, may not be
in vain.

Fullowing Stanley’s route up the Congo
and across the Dark Continent, we find
oursclves in Uganda, sunounded by native
Christians cager to leam mwure about the
Kingof Lame.  Sailing up Lake Victoria,
Nyanza, we cannot stopping a
moment at Usambiro, wheredicd Mackay,
whom Stanley called *‘ the best nussionary
since Livingstone.”

Turning  wastward, we  find, 0 our
astonishment, mission work  going  on
among the Busoga people. It was said of
Bishop annington, when he first passed
through this districi, that he might assafely
havewalked into aden of lions as have ven.
tured n Usoga.

Artiving at the woasl, we mingle with
freed slaves, now Christianized, and pray
that **the Trth ™ may indeed make them
fiecc—{rec, not only from the ymanny of
thedr brother man, but frec also from the
tyranny of decply tooted evi® habis, We
tecognize at once the importance of the
moral training of the ming gencration,
nominally Christian,

Embauking at Zanzibar with some wmis.
sionaries returning to England to plead for
mure volunteers fur the work, we accom.
pany them as far as the Suez Canal, where
we Jeave the steamer 1o visit Cairo.  Here
we find a station of the Church Missionary
Sucicty, and a dvzen missionarics labor-
ing among the Mohammiodans. It s
cvidently uphill wark, but in duc time
they shall reap if they faint not. i

1esist

While coming up the Red Sea, we
passed close by Abyssima. Far to the
west of us are tbe provinces of Tripoli,
Algeria, and Morocco. Could we get hold
of some of the colporteurs of the British
and Foreign Bible Suciety, they wouldgive
us 2 most interesting account of their work
in these regions—among 2 mingled race
of Europeans, Arabs, Moors, and negrocs ;
amung Mohammedans and Jews. We
sigh as we ask the question: Where is
the church of North Africa, so vigorous in
the days of Tertullian, Cyprian,and Augus-

| tine?

But our journey now lies eastward, so
we bid farewell fur a season to the conti-

nent of Africa.
F. II. DU VERNET.
(To be Continued.)

HE CARES FOR ME,

1¥ 1 could only surcly know

That all the little things that tire me so
Were noticed by the Lord,

The pang that cuts e like a knife,
The noise, the weanness, the stnfe,
What peace it would afford $

I wonder if He really shares

In all my little human cares—

This mighty King of kings!

If He who guides through boundless space

Each blazing planet in its place

Can have the condescending grace

To rund these petty things !

Hient with each ill would ¢eme such Bliss

That I might covet pain '

Dear Lord, my heart hath not a doult

That Thou dost compass me about with sympathy
divine.

Thy ivve for me, once cruufied,

1s nat the love 1o leave my side,

But waiteth ever 10 divide each sinallest care of

mine.
—Selected.

DIACONESS WORK.

Maxy of our readers, we trust, are in-
terested in the Deacuness Home lately
established in Toronto in connection with
our church.  We give the following sketch
<f a truly noble life, in the hope that some
of vur Canadian young women may feel
the call to devote their whole life to the
work of adeaconess.  The sketch is from
the pen of Miss Battersby in the ¢“ Ilome
Friend.”

Have you cver heard of Agnes Jones
and her work? Iam afraid very few of
my readers can answer ‘‘yes,” for this
beautiful life made little stir in the world,
though  Florence Nightingale wrote of
Miss Jones that she realized in our busy
nincteenth century the swecl pure legends
of carly saints. :

Born at Cambridge in 1832, she was
yet an Irish woman by virtue of her par-

cats’ nationality, and wus full of the fun
and vivacity of her race, the delight of all
who knew her, both at home and in
Mauritius, where her father was stationed
with his regiment for six years.

Some of the persecuted Christians from
Madagascar took refuge in the island, and
the child’s carnest mind was filled with the
thrilling stories of- their suffering, and
with a burning desire to preach the Gospel
of the meekh and merciful Chiist to hea-
thens and sinners.  The wish was granted,
but in God's way, not hers.

Colonel Jones returned from abroad in
1843, and the next years were passed at
Fahan House, a lovely spot near Lough
Swilly, where Agnes became deeply inter-
ested in the poor Roman Catholics around,
but school interrupted this train of thought
until she was summoned home on the
death of her father in 1850. Different
arrangements, and months of travel fol-
Jowed, far from that dear Irish dwelling,
but the golden thread of purpose continued
unbroken, and six years later Agnes Jones
setiled down to definite mission work at
Fahan. :

God had blessed her with overflowing
health and spirits, so that no weather, no
weariness, daunted her.  Wrapped in her
warm cioak, the young girl set out daily
after breakfast, and spent the long hours
in visuing, teaching, and nursing among
the poor ignorant cottagers scattered over
the black hillsides.

No difference was made in giving help
whether the recipients were Romanists or
Protestants, but one rule was firmly ad-
hered to—Agnes never paid a visit with-
out reading some verses from her Bible,
and the holy words entered into the
darkest hearts  with their own peculiar
powes.

The knowledge of the goed she was
cnabled to do was a cordial which carricd
her on, though roads might be slippery
with snow, and the keen wind often made
her head ache sorely. But the deeper
sufferings of her poor patients put all
thoughts of sell aside, and many a terrible
wound and scald was brought to her to be
dressed.  One little child was ¢ burned
fiom the waist upwards — a shocking
sight,” but Agnes never shrank from any
pain she could alleviate, and her healing
powers were looked upon as a special gift
by the poor. Can we venture to say
¢ Nc ™ to their simple faith?

Miss Nightingale writes that she was
absolutely without sclfishiness, and in her
humility she desired to b: looked on as
a mere Scripture reader, and even drew



