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must kand in smaldl boats, but few will
be deterred by this deawback from
treading the saered soil of the * Bles.
sed Isle,”  'The village consists of about
fifty lowstone wallod cuttages, tonanted
-hy simple fisher-dolk and Gllces of the
soile The ehief atteaction of the island
is the roofless and runcd  cathedral,
160 feet in length, with its massive
tower, rising 70 feel in height.  Here
are shown the clvisters, the bishop's
house, and the alleged burying place
of St. Columba himself.  “'That wan
is little to be envied,” said Dr. John-
son, as he moralized mnid these wounld-
cring monuments of the carly Culdee
faith, “whose patriotistn would not
gain foree upon the plains of Marathon,
or whoese piety would not grow warmer
amony the ruins of Tona.”

Nine miles northrrof lona is the tiny
island of Stalty, scavce n mile in cir
cuit.  Its appearance is highly pie-
turesque, amid an archipelago of sistor
islands.

The island rises at its highest point
144 feet nbove the sea. 1t is covered
with luxuriant grass, which - affords
pasture for a few cattle. The entive
facade of the island, the arches and
tflooring of the caves, strangely re
semble architectriral  designs.  The
whole islind may be said to be honey-
combed with these grottoes; but the
chief marvels are on the eastern side,
where those scenes are displayed which
have long been the theme of painters’
pencils and poets’ pens.  The special
wonder is Fingal's Cave, the sides and
front of which ave formed of perpen-
diculir basaltic columns.,  The arch is
70 seet high and supports a roof 30 feet.
thick,  The chasm extends in length
230 feet. Mere dimensions, however,
can give no idea of the weird effect
produced by the wwilight gleom, half
revealing the varving sheen of the re-
flected light 5 the echo of the measured
surge as it vises wnd falls, and the pro.
found and fairy solitude of the whole
scene.  Our engravings  give remote
and near views of this remarkable cave,
The colmmnar stiucture of the rock
and the {esselated pavement of the floor
will be observed,
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Wayfarers.

[The story connected with the following
toucking Hues, whose anthor is nat known,
adds new beaty 1o their tender pathos, A
few weeks ago, ad the age of cighty-three,
there died in Bocton a Christian man who
for thaee years before his death had vead
the following verses to his aged wife every
cvening witer iy prayers before retiving,
OQue of thewayfarers has reached home 5 the
“tired feet” of the other ave nearing the
saune blessed country.}

T way s long, my darling,
% 'Tke road i3 vough and steep,
Al fast aciuss the evening sky
"1 sev theahindows sweep,
Hut, oh, my love, my darling,
Vo ill to us can come,
- Noterror turn us from the path,
Far we are going home,

Your feet ave tired, my darling—
S0 tired the tender fect !

But think, when we are there at lant,
Tlow sweet the rest! how sweet !

Far lo* the Inmns are lighted,
And yonder gleaming dome,

Before us khining like u star,
Shall guide our foatsteps howme,

We're loat the flonwars we gathered
No caly jn the morn !

Al on we go with empty hands,
And garments soited and worn.

But oh ! thegreat All-Father
Will out to meet us come,

And turer floners and whiter robes
There wait for us at home,

Art cold, iy lovo, and famished ?
Arve faint and sore, athirst?

Be patient yet e little while !
And Juyonn 3 at fist?

For oh, thie sun sets never
Within tisv. Mad of bloom,

And thou shalt eat the bread of life,
And drink life's wine, at howe,

The wind blows cold, my darling,
Adown the mountain steep,

And thick acss the evening sky
The dar ki ning shadows ereep

Bt ohy oy lnve, press onwand,
Whatever trials come,

For in the way tho Father set
We twoare going home,

—Adrvance,
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The Distiller and His Son.

Ix the fivst year of wy ministry
there occurved an incident within the
bounds of my congregation which a
haif-century hias failed to el ¢ from
my memory, At that early day the
cause of temperance was gradually
spreading its intluence through our
country, and we thought it well to
organize a temperance socicty in our
community. In my congregation there
was a gentleman thirty-one years of
age, of more than ordinary intelligence
and business activity. It was desirable
that he should join our new society,
and I did my best to bring him to that
point, but without success. On one
aceasion, when trying to persuade him
to connect himself with the temperance
movement, he said to me, “I never
expect to bea member of a temperance
society, and yet Lrejoice at their exist-
ence.  Not on my own account, but for
the sake of that boy ;” pointing to his
little son of four years. “When he
has grown to manhood he will be
under better influences than  those
which have surrounded his father.
e will have temperance men for his
companions—drinking usages will then
have ceased.”

T replied in most serious tones,
“Mr. S , whatever efleet temper-
ance societics way have on the com.
munity at kuage, one thing is certain,
which is that the destiny of your hitile
ron is in yeur hands more than with
all others; that such is your intlucuce
on that boy that it may well Le ex-
pested that his future will be shaped
by you, more than by the whole outside
world.”

I regret that my words were ton
prophetic! In about two yewrs after
the abovementioned interview 1 was
called to bury that dear boy.  He was
burned to death! Jis futher had a
small distillery on his farm.  One
cvening, while engaged. in removing
some apple-brandy from the “receiver”

into a cask, the hoy standing by with
lighted candle, the liquor was ignited,
an explosion followed, and both father
and son were covered with flumes! The
father was taken to his bed, und slowly
recovered after weeks of sufleving. But
where was the son, who was to live and
grow up under the happy influence of
a temperance community b where was
he? On the day of the funeral, as 1
entered the chamber of the suffering
futher, he turned diis faco to the wall,
and raising his wounded hand as if to
shun my sad look, he exclaimed in
agony, “Oh, I know what you are
going to say!"
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Too Late.

A sTony ds told as authentic of a
yvoung man in the Highlands of Scot-
land who beeame a drunkard, 2 gam-
bler, and in the expressive Svoteh
phrase, “a ne'vedoavecl” s futher
owned a small farm which had been
in the family for two bondred years,
But to save Jock from
quences of his misdoings, he  was
obliged to mortgage it, far beyond
the possibility of redemption,

the conses

The old man sunk under the disgrace
and miseryy and divd, leaving his wife,
tvo or thiee childven, and worthless
Jock. But the shock of his death
brought. the boy to his seases.  He
forswore cards and  whiskey, cune
home, and turned into hard work.
He toiled steadily for years. At last
Jhis mother was “strack with death.”

Jock, now a middleaged, grizzled
farmer, stern and grave, was sent for
in huste.  Ho stood in silence by her
death-bed a moment, and then broke
forth: «Mither! mither! gin ye sce
feyther there, tell him the farw’s our
own agen.  An' it's o2’ recht wi' met”

The story reminds us of Dactor
Johnson, who caume when he was an
old man of seventy to stand in the
market-place of Uttoxeter, his gray
head bare to the pelting rain, in bitter
remembrance of some act of disobedi-
ence to his father on that spot when
he was a boy.

But of what avail are these tears
or acts of atonement when the old
father or mother whom we have hupt
and slighted so cruelly is deadt Do
they see¥ Do they forgive? Who can
say?

“It is only,” said a mother lately,
“since wy own children speak to e
with rudeness and contempt that )
understand  how great the debt was
which T owed to my own mother, and
how poorly T paid it.”

Manysa gay girl who wads these
words, who treats her wmother as «
wember ef the faily who does the
work of a servant without a servant's
wages, or i lad who flings about the
wmoney which his old father is fast
spending his fechble life to carn, will
waken some day to utter their remorse
i an exceeding bitter ery ; to which,
alas, there cw come no answer l—
— Youtl’s Companion,

The Weary Curse of Rum,
RY JOEL SWARTZ, D.D,

\Vx hear, until our hearts grow dumb, §

Of all the ruin wronght by rum 3

Men plead in prayer and spocch and song

Agninst this endless, world-wide wrong,

While from ten thousand wretched homes

A ceaseless wail of sorvow comes,

Wheroe husliands, fathers, children, wives

Weep o'er dishonoured, blighted lives,

Or gather reund the hopoless graves

Where lie entombed rum’s ruined slaves—

A sad, funereal, endless teain,.

Who mourn theht dead as doubly slain,

What curse in all this world of woes

So wide and deep o shudow thiows?

What plague so lire pervades the carth

A that which has from pam its birth?

Wi, fumine, pestilence—a train

Of triple ;lagues—have never slain,

Throngh ail the woeful ages past,

A multitude of men 8o vast

Ax that which makes the total sum

Of those who've lost their lives by vum,

Those plagues but steal man’s mortal breath,

I'his smites him with the *‘second death ™ ;

Those make the body's grave their goal,

Fhis kills the body and the soul;

Those atay whers ouce the victim fell,

“This digs his grave ns deep as hell ¢

‘Those leavo beyond all harm aml loss

A place for merey's hoaling cross ;

Thix for the man who by it fell

No object but the drankard's hell,

O men who lave onr human kind 1

Are yo so careless orao Wind

That ye will shield by voice and vote

‘Fhis monster at the nation's throat,

And give him still o stronger hold,

All for the cursed love of gold ?

O justice ! canst thou bend thy bow

From storm-clonds o’er this scene of woe

And stay thy bolts nor siize the wrong

For human hands too old and strong?

0 thou who rulest overall ¢

And hearest whene’er thy children call,

Come to our rescue, Father, comne,

And stay this blighting curse of yum !
—National Temperance Advocale,
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A Startling Fact.

I xxew a gentleman who arried
a sweet and lovely girl,  She was
very devoted to him, and when she
discovered his dissipated  habits, she
endeavoured to shicld him.  When
he stayed out at night, shu would
send the servants to bed, while she
waited and watched for him; aud
then, in her night-dress and a pir
of slippers on her feet, she would
glide down very gently wnd let him an,

One night he came home late.  The
servants were in bed.  The house had
a front door, then o marble vestibale,
and then an inner door. She opendd
the one, stepped upon the cold marhle
and opened the outer door.  The
dranken husbhand entered, scized fier
by the shoulders, swaug her round,
opened the inner door, quickly passel
throngh, and Tocked it before his wife
conll enter. She would not speak or
cry out, lest she should disgrace her
hushand before the servants.

In the morning she was found with
her night-dress denwn uuder ey fo,
crouching in the coruer; ahmost chilled
to death.  On her deathded she 1ol
her father all about ity or the cireum-
stances would never have heen known.
There is much that is never known, as
well as v vast wmount of isery and
degradation that does crop out, and
which is startling in its reality.
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