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| — Talking With God.
The Hawk-Ow! and the A v17TTLE girl, whose father
Weasel.

TrE owl has a large round

ead with enormous eyes.
Its large eyes enable it to
_Pursue its prey by night.
It sleeps by day, thus pro-
tecting its eyes from the
€xcessive light of the sun.

The ow] has a dense cover-
ing of downy feathers, which
enables it to fly so noiselessly
through the air. Its pre)
18 not startied by the move-
Went of its wings.

There are a great many
Varieties of owls, as there
8re many kinds of chickens,
and they differ in their
habits. - The hawk-owl has
the habit of hunting by day.
Its head is not so round or
broad as are those of other
Owls, The large snowy-owl
Catches fish and also preys
on hares and other small
&me, The burrowing-owl
8ccompanies the prairie dog,
8nd takes possession of his
deserted burrow. It preys
ou mice and other small

|| imals. The scops-eared-

OWw] utters a monotonous cry
83 though it were repeating
the letter Q. It feeds on
tles, grasshoppers, and
Other large insects. The
8reat eared owl, or eagle-
Ow], is the largest. Being
& powerful bird, it attacks
Young fawns, vabbits and
birds, The barn-owl, when
it can do so, resorts to the
arn for rest and a hiding-
Place, It kills rats and
| Mice, and many insects.
The wensel is very useful

and gometimes attacks men.

Ell 3bly aims at the throat; and having
ong sharp teeth, its wound is danger-
%us, Tt cuts a little hole into the
throat of its prey and drinks its blood. .
The accompanying picture shows a .

THE HAWK-OWL AND THE WEASEL.

The picture illustrates the result of . that talk
doing evil for pleasure.
repeated become habits. Habits once
formed can never be broken.
boy who takes his first cigar or social
glass for the fun of it has caught him-
gelf in a trap. Never take the first
step in the way of any pvil, and the
evil habit will never fasten upon you
to drink up your life.

a weasel at its

ts hawk-owl f . that the owl

to farmers, as it destroys all the ra
and mice about the barns and stacks.
t has a sharp scent and tracks rats as
8 dog tracks rabbits. It is very brave

has perched upon th
him as prey, but
" his teeth into

1 has fastened
the owl’s throat and is
ood. He will not let

has weakened the owl by

blood and brought him to the

Thus the owl in catching
t caught himself.

the weasel go

was an infidel, went to visit
afriend of hers whose parents
were both Christians, While
they were reading the Word
of God she listened very
attentively, but when the
father knelt reverently down
and engaged in earnest
prayer, she seemed amazed
and glanced all around the
room to see with whom he
was talking, and seeing no
one looking at him she was
puzzled. Assoon as she had
opportunity, after the service
was over, she whispered to
her friend and asked :—

“Who was your father
talking with this morning$”

“Why, he was
with God,” said her friend.

The little girl knew noth-
ing about God, or his dealings
with men, so they tried to
explain to her who and what
God was, and then told her
the “old, old story” of the
cross.

To all this she listened
very eagerly, and when they
had finished, she inquired
earnestly, “Can’t I talk
with bim too?”

“Certainly you can,” said
they, “for he loves little
children, and has said, ¢ Suf-
fer the little children to come
unto me, and forbid them
not, for of such is the king-
dom of heaven.’”

She seemed very happy,
and when she got home that
night she jumped into her
father’s lap, and told him
about those good people

ed with God, and what they
had told her about him ; and then, with
her little face beaming with joy, she
exclaimed : “Oh, father, they said I
could talk with him too, and he would
hear me!”

She did talk with him, until her
father and all the family learned to
love and commune with God.—Rev. J.
G. Merrill,

chosan
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Song of the Printing-Press.
DY A, A, NMOPKING

J Ast silant to-night fn tho barentent dim,

And tho shadows around me are vague and
grim;

But my vorvas reach out where the home.
Rroups are,

Where the homoe-lighty are tlickering near
and farg

And Livel a glad theill in my iron heart

For the gladness and cheer that 1 thers im-
part:

For utthough I an only a dumb wmachine,

I can movewith a wenderful powor, I weent

There are beautiful stories that I can tell,
And that full on the ear like a magie spells
And @ whisper them sweetly to one and to
all—
Su aweotly thas even the tear.drops full—
Tu the maiden who sits in the o tage tow,
To the lovar who lomgeth her heat o know,
To the poet who dreams, and the child who
waits .
For the princess to open tha fairy gates,

I am King, and my aubjecty are neattered
wide,

Sut wherover they he, they are lealand tried,

. And though other kings fall and thar king.
doins wane,

For ever aud aye must my own rauain,

It is one to grow greater with lapee of time,

And w tower through ages to heithis sub.
litne;

While the cry of my subjects forave shall be:

* Five la PRESS ! for our liang s het™

Ob, I day after day at my libnur sing,
For I know of the gluduess T widely fling
With my fingers of tron actoss the earth—
At the gate of the rich, aud the cottage
hearth—
And 1 feel that the living of all who live
Will be richer by far for the gifts 1 give;
And that millions of hearts shull look up and
bless,
With the truestof blessings, the PRINTING.
PRESS,
~Inland Printer.

&

Bob's Talking Leg.

“THAT wooden leg of yours must be
rather inconvenient.”

“Maybe, sir; but I walk with it
better than when 1 had the nat'ral
pair comnplete.”

Bob wus our crossing sweeper, and a
sort of public messenger—seli-cstab-
lished, but recogmzed 1in time ns one
of the institutions of the Bank. The
road just opposite our mam entrance
was rather wide for n country town,
and it was here Bob kept a path care.
fully swept in all weathers,

When employed by the Bank or one
of the tradesmen with a message, Bob
would leave his broom leamng against
the letter-hox, and go an his way quite
certain that the most mischievous boy
in the place would not interfero with
it. Bobwas so gond-natured and kid
to all that cven his broom was re.
spected.

Ho was a bit of a character, aud
generally wore n past-hox’s cap and an
old red hunting coat when on duty.
But theso werconly sort of trade signs ;
and work done, Bob put aside his “ uni-
form” and assumed the gurb of a
respectable Inbourer.

And a labourer he had been once
vpon n time—a man well known in the
town, nnd not a little notorious for his

drinking, but he shall tell his own
story. Jasten to him as ho relates it
to me,

“ Wall better with n wooden leg than
with two sound ones !" 1 said ; *how
can that be1 1 cannot faney 1 wooden
leg would be better than cither of
mme "

“1 was not speaking of vour legs,
sir,” veplied Bob, dryly, “but of the
pair 1 had.  They were not given to
walking very stranght.”

“That must have been your fault,
Boh,” 1 said,

“* Well, yes, sir," ho said, *of course
1t was; but | was spealing in a sort
of meddlefor, you see.”

“ T hear yvou are fond of metaphor,”
I returned; *but tell me about this
leg of yours. How did you get ™

“ Drink gave it to me, replied Bob,
“and 1 omust say that it ain't very
grateful to drink in return for al
though it makes nowse enough in
orinary, it knocks double as lu.d when-
ever I'm nigh a public ouse.  Jt says
tdon’t’ as plainly as you can, sir—
meamng, don't go an. I was once
nearly led back in the old ways, and
wag going into  The King's Head* with
a friend, as I hadn't seen for years,
hut this leg wouldn't go in; tother
went over the step right enough,
but the wooden one tripped up, and
down I went.  *All right,’ 1 says,
*you knows how 1 got you, and 1'll go
back agmin,' and out 1 went, dragging
my friend with me.”

“Of course,” he added, “1 doun't
mean o say as the leg knows it's do-
ing, that's my meddlefor way of speak-
ing; but it's there, and it is always
stumping out the same story, ‘Don't
drink, don't drink.’  Just you listen to
i‘."

He stumped rapidly up and down in
front. of me, and really the leg and his
sound foot. gave out sounds not unlike
the words he had spoken.

“You hear, sir,” he said, *“the
wooden leg says *Don't, and tother
says ‘drink. Put ‘e both together,
and you've got good advice—*Don't
drink 1"

“ Undoubtedly,” T replied, * but will
vou tel) me how you came to lose’your
limb! Ttisa quet day, and you aro
not likely to be inter:upted for n few
minutes.”

“Jt's soon told,” said Boh,  “LEight
years ago I was a brickli yer's Inbourer,
w smart, active fellow when I hadn't
a drinking fit on; but T used to break
ont for the week and fortnight ata time
and leave my work, and starve them
at home in the way of drunkards
generally.  When the drink’s in, kind-
ness and love and industry is out,
which 1s & meddlefor I'll thank you to
make a note of.”

J promused not to forget it, and with
his hands cossed on the top of his
brooin he went. on with his story,

“When sober, T worked as avanner,
1 headed o gang of inboarers, and tilmed
‘etn, as 1t were, JE there ' nt a tunner
they don't keep up th. waik, wd get
into confusion. One day, when 1 was

a little worse for drink, I went to the
works, and kopt at it all right until
eloven o'clock, when a man from a
public house clase by came round, I
had two pints of him, and that, with
what 1 had taken, finished me.  The
next time 1 went up the ladder, T lost
my hold, and the sky seemed to turn
right over; then I heard a shout, and
1 lost iy seuses.”

“ When T eame to,” ho said, “~ fouud
myself at the hospital, with asensation
of Lring as helpless as a child, At
first 1 didi’t feel any pain, but scon
my leg began to throb, and T was
woing to put my hand down, when the
nurse, as was close by, stops me.
‘Don’t touch it,” she snid, ¢you've
injured yourseli.'  They gave me some
wmedicine and it goothed me and T went
off to sleep.  When 1 awoke ngain
several grave lovking gentlemen were
standing about the bed talking, but
they stopped as soon as it was known
T was awake. I asked for my wife,
and they said she would soon come to
me. To cut a long story short, sir,
one of the kindest told me that iy
leg must bo taken off, or I should lose
my life.

“ And what am I to do in ths world
with one leg, sir?” I asked,

“lo told * ¢ to leave all to the
wisdom of Ged, but I didy't know
much of religion then, and found no
comfort in it. That night they gave
me somcthing, and T lost my senses.
While I was in that state my leg was
taken off; and I shan’t forget the feel
ing when 1 cameo round and found it
gone.

“And yet it wasn’ exactly the feel
ing in the leg that told me so, for at
first 1 fancied it was there; and what
is more, 1 feel it now, and a very
curious thing it is. But I'll get back
to the hospital, where, after my leg
was taken off, my poor wife used to
come and cry over me as [if I had
been the best of hushands, instead of
one of the worst ; but women, speaking
in meddicfor, are angels on enrth,
they are.

“With my wifo a gentleman used to
come. Jle was grave and quict and
kind, and I recognized him through
having often seen him down our street
visiting the sick and poor. I wouldn’t
have nothing to do with him in the
old days, but lving there maimed and
helpless, I was glad enough to listen
to him, and I'm thankful to this day
that T did so; for there 1 first really
understood what salvation through the
Saviour meant for me and other sinners,
and learnt to see the blessings of a
solier Ine.

T was a long time getting well, for
my constitution was toerribly cut up,
and it wag supposed at one time that
J could not live ; but prayer and fath
saved me, and 1 got about at last, full
of gontd vesolve and hope for the future,

“ Bemng only » labourer, 1 wasn't fit
for miuch with a wooden leg; so after
castang abunty 1 thought I take this
crossing-—the man who had it afore
having just died of drink—and try to

t
get a littlo publio messengering.  The
yvoung gentlemen  inside tho bank :
has their little joke, and calls me the
*Dot and carry one,” but § don'’t wini
that. I shall not object to my ley su
long as it keeps on saying, ‘Don't’
and the other leg may say ¢ Drink ' as
often ans it likes. Don't drink. Tve
told lots of people what my legs sav,
und some as do drink thinks it funny
to call me *the man with the talking
leg.
“And- this wooden leg have done
some good to others. When I cume
out of the hospital und stumped around
to my mates, and told ‘em what 1'
suflered, and that I'd signed the pledue,
five of 'em did the same, and thres
have kept it to this day. The other
two went back and one is dead, mnd
tother nobody_knows where,  He left
a wife and three childven behind b
“When T first took ny stand here ]
zot hardly any messages, 1 had abad |
name and people mistrusted my g
but when they got to know that it was
a leg that wouldw't go into a public
house, work began to roll in On
Saturday I'm running about il day,
and I lose & lot at the crossing, no
doubt; but the messenger money is
fairly carned, while a shilling o day
gained at the crossing is very fair pay.
I sweeps it in the morning about seven,
then again at nine, and so on every B
two hours if T am here, and if you puw
it all together you wou't make nore
than an howr's fair work of it. 1 like
the messengering as it’s honest Inbvar,
and I'm trusted and it fits in with
t'other, so that T'm hardly ever idle”
“ And what do you make per week "
T asked. :
“One way and another, about s B
much as T did as a labourer,” Bob v [
plied; “and the misses does a hit of FF
washing and clear-starching” (Bol him
selfwas renowned for thelinen hewore,,
“and we've got three children, and »
little picture of a home.  Mr. Sawyver, §i#
the photographer, he took me here one B
worning and he put o lot of iy pictuns 8
in his window. I've got one at hone g
he gave me, but it nin't quite right
He ought to have done the jaket
red, and it cams out white; but the
leg is took splendid, and that is the [
chicf point.  They do tell me that the
publicans hate the very sound of wy §
leg, as the very noise it makes is a son
of accusiation against ’‘em, and 1 dv
know that it is often cast into their
teeth by angry customers.
“So you sce, siry” said Bob, jn con |
clusion, “that I walk better in ¢very §
way since 1 had this wooden hz
and I'm content to travel so until t §
shall please Gad to call me away
dwell with him in heaven.”
A voico from n house on the opposite
side called Bob from me, and 3 walkid
away, wusing upon what 1 had heanl
The story was not without profit
me, and 1 trust it will be of benelit o
the reader, who has yet to realize tht
deadly work drink is everywhere doin
in this fair land of ours.—Z%e Lritid |
Workman,

s N A -,
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Mother's Mending Basket.

Ovenr and muder, and in and out,
The swift little needle {lies;

Fur always between her and idleness
The mending basket lies;

And tho patient hands, though weary,
Work lovingly on and on

At tasks that nover avs finished ;
For mending is nover done.

She takes up the father's stoching,
And shillfully knita in the heed,

And sinooths the seam with o tender touch,
"Fhat ho may no roughness feels

And her thoughts to her merry girlhiood
Aud her early wifehood go,

Auid sho smiles at the irst pur of stockings
She knit so long ago.

Then she speaks to the little waiden
Learing to kmt at her side,

Au tells hier about those stockings
Uueven and shapeless and wido—

[ had to ravel thum out, iny dear;
Don't by discouraged, but try,

Aud after o while you'll learu to knit
As swift and even us 1.

She takes up a littls white apron,

: And thinks of the woefu) faco

B U1 her darling whon shoe camuo crying;
ol mammat vo torn my laee.”
-l menided the child’s pet apron;

. Then took up a tiny shoe,

{ And fastened n stitch that was broken,
And tied the ribbon of blue.

e maiden hany wearied of wurling

1  \nd gouo away to her play s

§ The sun in the west is sinking

1 At the close of tho quict duy.

Nuw the tuother's hands ave coesting
Stll holding o stuchang of s,

A her thoughts du tha talight shadow
To the far oif future have fled,

8 0L whers will the Iittls feet wausder
Befure they have timo to rest?
Where will the bright heuts be pillowed
When the mother's loving breast
Is tnder the Spring’s blue violets,
Ad under the Summcer grass,
B When over hier fall the Autam leaves,
3 And tho sterms of Winter pass”

1} And a prayer from her heart she utters;
f “God bless then, my Jdear ones all
0 way it be wmany, wisuy yeass

Fer sorrow them befall?"
B To hier work from the mending basket
B She turns with a heart at rest;

Sk 13 aluays the trst and best,
~Nee Yurk Ledger,
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8 Missions and Sunday-Schools,

Weare glad that our Sunday.schools
Bidoso much for the support of Chris.
B tian missions. For the last year the
~ Misstonary Society veparts an income
Hof 304,11L31 from the schools, an
gincrese of §9,410.31 from the s

Bamounted to §14,701.  Newertheless
B have not yev done all that we ean
[in this vespect.  Weo look for still
Esreater things in the near future. The

oming familiar with the good work
Blat is Leing done thereby.  The ex-
Ruplo set by the school whose methed
described in tho following letter is

| previous years, and it is hoped that

one that we hope will bo very widely
imitated, A gentleman in St John
writes thus,

“In the Queen Sguare Methodist
Suneday school, St John, N.B., un in-
creased interest has been  taken in
missionery work during the preseat
year. A missionary socicty was formed
some months ago, with o president,
treasurer, and seeretary. The Sunday-
school collection is omitted upon the
first Sunday of each mounth, wind s
placo a wnonthly missionary contribu-
tion is collected from ench member of
the school by collectors who have been
appointed for each cluss. A record is
kept of each member's contributions,
and uny who may not Lo present upon
the first Sunday of the wonth are
supposed to piny the atount of their
contribution at another time. The
amount collected in the school for the
past year was double the amount of

this year's amount will Lo at least
double that of last year's.

“The schuul does a little practical
missionary work in the way of distri-
buting Sunday-school papers to coun-
try schools.  After the schulurs have
read their papers, wany of thew return
them, and & commnittes mail them to
schools whose funds do nut permit of
their subscribing to these valuable
papess. Many letters of ackuowledy-
went have been received, showing that
the papers are highly  appreciated.
Many city Sunday schouvls wight go
and do likerise,

“On October 21st a Sunday-school
missionary meeting was hield, at which
a novel feature was introduced.  T'wo
prizes were offered for the best essavs
upon Japan—one for scholars over
fifteen yeurs of age, and the other for
those under fifteen--the essays to b
written after having read the October
uwumber of the Wissionary Qutlook.
The prize for the essay by a scholar
under fifteen was allotted to Mary
Lidith Coombs, and as it gives o very
fair synopsis of tho contents of the
Outlook, T tako tho liberty of seanding
it to you for publication, trusting that
it wilj prove of great bencetit to the
many readers of your valuable paper.”

JAPAN.

Japan, or Nippon, as tho natives
call it, means sunrise. Tt is divided
into four large islands, with an area of
148,456 square miles, and a population
of over 38,000,000. The empire was
founded in 660 B.C., by tho emperor
Jiwmu, Tho oldest Japancso bookg
form the basis of the Shinto religion,
and give their theory of creation.
"the present sovereign cominenced his
real reign in 1868, when ho promised
a voustitution to his people. In 1890
an imperial parlinment will bo elected.
Owing 10 lack of exercise, tho upper
chsses of the peopls are not very
healthy, while the lower elasses appear
to endure more of labour and fatigue.
They are very polito; ctiquotte being
taught in many schools, especially in

thoso for givls. ‘Their food consists of
ricc and fish, with somo vegetablos.
Many are now learning the uso of
meat nnd nilk.  In their own houses
they sit on mats, where they havo
their meals, each person being supplied
with a small table six inchies high and
A foot square.  Instend of knives nnd
forks they use chopsticks.  The ceilings
of their houses ave low and the parti.
tions are mostly paper.  For doors and
windows they havo paper slides.  They
paper the rooms but have very little
furmture,  Lheir dress is long, with
large sleoves, They are s very cave-
less but happy people.  The women of
Jupan wro often very beautiful, with
skins as white as their westorn sisters.
Their ornuments consists chiefly of
hair-pins, gay sitks and enorinous sash,
All that o forcigner would notice is
that marcied women blacken their
teeth, but of late years educated
people have done awny with it.

Among the 38,600,000 of Japan the
Gospel is as free and well protected as
any other place on this planet, and
awdiences of thousands can be gachered
any place where tho Bible is presented.
In 1872 the first Protestant Church
was organized with about a dozen
believers.  The last year’s increase
was about thirty-four per cent. on the
year previous. The number of mem-
bers now in the churches is probably
over 13,000, What is needed in Japan
is more missionaries. Tet the brothers
and sisters all over this Dominion pray
for Japan, have prayer-meetings, and
plead that every worker may receive
power from on high, and that a mighty
revival may visit them there and bless
them with speedy conversion.—Mary
£dith Coombs.

>

Manners Between Boys.

Tnxer is a good deal of rudeness
between boys in their intercourse and
Learing with one another that is not
really intended as such, but is not
therefore any the less to be disapproved,
[t is often simply the overflow of jolly
good huwor.  But the overflow of the
very best good humor, unrestrained
by proper bounds and limitations, muy
become tho most positive incivility.
Wo often apologize for tho conrseness
of people by saying, “He means well.”
It is well wo can make such apology
for them; for if their rudeness is
really intentional they are not fit to
Lo received into any good person's
society. But they who mean well
should also do well; and the ways of
politeness uro never so easily learned
asin youth. The boy who is habitually
coarso and rude in his bearing toward
other boys will by such as a man to-
ward men, and in all his life he will
nover gain the reputaticn of being a
gentleman.

« Manya,” said a little up-town boy,
as ho left his bed sand crawled into
hor's the other night, “T can go to
sleep in your bed, I know I cun; but
I’ve slept my bed all up.”

As Others See Us.

A connesroxpest of the Christian
at- Work writes in this way of a Sab-
Lath spent in Toronto:

“We arrived on Satarday evening,
and soon began to realize tho quiet of
tts city.  On Saturday night all
saloons are closed at seven o'clock, and
aro 8o kept clused until Monday morn-
ing, so that illicit selling is o very rure
thing. The quict of the Sabbath sur-
passes that of Edinburgh, or of uny
Anerican city. 1 asked n friend to
guide me to the homes of the poorest
and the lowest of the inhabitants, but
could not find any of the ususl signs
of dizxerder.  No street cars tun on
the Sabbath, uo uewspapers are pub.
lished, and oo mail goes out; yet
Toronto grows, aml is not a whit
behind  the times.  Her statesinen
have found out that righteousness ex-
alteth a nation, while sin i8 o vepronch
to any people.  Wau do not know that
this city has a greater proportion of
religious people than our United States
citivs, but wo¢ do know that her
political evononmists have found out
th nt law and onder ave eapital for the
wothing people as well as the church-
men, and that the highest of police
regulations is a legal insistance upon
Sabbuth rest.  There is also n strong
temperance seutiment in the com-
munity, although there is not any
active prohibition movement.”

Toronto is noted for n good many
things.  The vapid growth of the city,
the educationnl institutions, the large
munber of young men who come here
to study, the cleanliness of our city
press, the guod order on the streets
and several other good things have
often been pointed out by visitors,
There is nothing, however, that strikes
a stranger so much as our Sabbuths.
We have, many say, the best kept
Sabbath in the world,  And the
Sabbath is no better kept in Torouto
than in mauy other paris of Untario.
Let Ontario honour Gad hy retember-
ing the Sublbath day to keep it holy,
and God will honour and prosper our
Leloved Provinee—Lresbyterian.

-~&

A MOVE in an unexpected quarter
has been made against Sabbath labour,
which 1z is hoped will reccive encour-
agement and support.  The Hackmen's
Union of Montreal have issued v cir
cular which contains the following:
Tt having been represented to us that
it was wrong to work on Sunday:
Tirst, because God commanded man
to keep the Sabbath day holy; and
second, because our horses require rest
from labour on the scventh day;
therefore, we, the hackmen of Mou-
treal, believing that we should act in
accordunce with God’s law, do hereby
agree to abstaiu frow labour on Sun-
days in future, and request all hack-
men not to bring out their carriages
for hire on Sundays, aad muny God
help us and keep ug steadinst in this
resolution.

e e e
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Home. fresher and more attractive. To pro-
cure its general introduction for that
More than d:in?)fﬁne array, o purpose, special rates will be given to

More than domes and lofty steeples,
More than station, power and sway;
Make your home both neat and tasteful,

Bright and pleasant, always fair,
Where each heart shall rest contented,
Grateful for each beauty there.

Seek to make your home most lovely,
Let it be a amiling spot,

Where, in sweet contentment resting,
Care and sorrow are forgot.

Where the flowers and trees are waving,
Birds will sing their sweetest songs;

Where the purest thoughts will linger;
Confidence and love belong.

There each heart will rest contented,
Seldom wishing far to roam,

Or, if roaming, still will ever
Cherish happy thoughts of home.

Such a bome makes man the better,
Sure and lasting the control,

Home with pure and bright surroundings,
Leaves its impreas on the soul.
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TrE growing interest in Sunday-
schools, and increased recognition of
their value as an important part of
the work of the Church, is shown by
an article in the January number of
the Methodist Magazine, by the Rev.
Dr. Carman, one of the General Super-
intendents of the Methodist Church, on
“The Sunday-school as a Centre.” It
is written in his own vigorous style,
and enforces great truths which should
be pondered by every teacher and
superintendent in our schools. In an
early number the Rev. John Philp,
M.A,, of the'great St. James Street
Church, Montreal, will also contribute
a valuable paper on “ Methodism and
Sunday-schools.” Several schools have
taken for a number of years from two
to ten copies of this Magazine to cir-
culate instead of libraries, as being

schools, which will be made known on
writing to the publisher, Rev. William
Briggs, Toronto.

Rev. E. R. Young on our Indian
Policy.

“HaviNe had the pleasure of spend-
ing three happy, busy weeks among
our wide-awake neighbours south of
us, I feel prompted to give you some
items in reference to the trip.

«] went, at the cordial invitation of
the “Women’s National Indian Asso-
ciation,” with the request to speak on
the Indian question from our Canadian
standpoint. I spoke out as plainly
and as emphatically as I could in
behalf of the vanishing race. They
listened to me with patience "and
acknowledged that our methods of
dealing with the Indians were vastly
superior to theirs.

“It came as a great shock to the
national vanity of some when I told
that grand audience in the great
Broadway Tabernacle, New York, with
Gen. Clinton B. Fisk in the chair, how
that when a company of us Canadians
were travelling through the upper
parts of the States of Minnesota and
Dakota years ago, when the angry,
war-like Sioux were roaming and
chafing under the dishonest treatment
of their agents and defeat by the
troops, and were watching for oppor-
tunities to rob and murder all who
fell into their hands, the talisman that
had enabled us to pass safely through
the very heart of the disturbed region
was a British flag fluttering from a
whip-stalk. They looked at each other
for a moment in amazement, and then
the building rang with their applause.
The good people of that great nation
wish to treat the Indians fairly, and
this grand Women’s Society is doing a
blessed work in arousing public senti-
ment, and in bringing such pressure
to bear upon the Government that
treaties are being more respected and
a better class of agents is being ap-
pointed. The ladies are among the
noblest in the land, and their Associa-
tion is becoming one of great power
and influence.”

Portrait of a Brahmin Priest.

SoME of our young readers, as they
look at the picture, will be ready to
ask, “Is this a man or a woman? and
what is that queer thing on the fore-
head and nose ”

This is & Brahmin priest, who thinks
his face is greatly beautified by that
ugly mark. He is a follower of the
Hindu god Vishnu, and the mark like
a trident tells everybody he meets
that he is so. Every morning, when
lie dresses himself, bathes and says his
prayers, after he has washed his face
he takes a paste made of yellow earth,
and makes that middle mark just over
his nose; then, with similar material,
he puts a broad white lime on each

PORTRAIT OF A BRAHMIN PRIEST.

side, and joins them across his nose.
To be without this mark he would
consider worse than being without his
clothes., A crowd of half-naked Brah-
mins, all marked like this, makes one
think of that verse in the Book of
Revelation, which speaks of the men
who “worship the beast and his image,
and receive his mark in their forehead,
or in their hand.” (Rev. xiv. 9.)

&

I HAVE seen the precious old heart-
broken mother; her boys had gone to
the bad, and patiently the mother came
up to me, and said: “I will have to
give my boys up forever. I have
prayed for them every day frof their
birth to the present: I have filled them
with my prayers, and at night when
they were asleep I bathed them in my
tears; and yet my boy to-day said to
me, ‘Mother don’t you ever mention
religion to me again, and scoffed me
away from his presence.” And she
said, “I will just have to give up and
quit.” But the very next night I saw
the two boys of that precious mother
‘walk up to the altar and give their
hearts to God, join the Church, and
each say, “Glory to God! I am 4
saved man.” And then I saw the old
mother jump up and clap her hands
together and say: “Glory to God!
He has delivered my soul in peace
from the battle that was against me,
I thought my boys were gone forever-
and, blessed be God! they are sa,ved:
when I thought they were lost forever,”
—Sam Jones.

The Singing Heart.
“Poor child! don

the day while your
work 17

“I should, ma'am, if it wasn’t for

the singing.”
“What singing, dear?”
“The singin
The Bible says: ¢ Anp,
song,’ and I have

hear it in my h
and I don't get lonesome any more.”

the promises in the Bible until we

have singing heartsl— Youthy £z B

aminer,

—

Mind.

Mi¥p your tongue !

hasty,
-Mind your eyes! Don’

them to look on wick .
or objects, cked books, pictures

Mind your ears!
to listen to wicked
words,

Mind your lips! Dont let tobacc?

Don’t suffer thew
speeches, songs of

foul them. Dopy let strong drink
Pass them. Don’t Jet the food of the
glutton enter between them.

Mind your hands! Don't let ther
stea]i or fight, or write any evil words-
Mind your feet!
walk. in the steps of the wicked
Mind your heart ! '
love of sin dwell in it
to Satan, byt .
his.—Selecteq.

Don't spesk §
crue],/ unkind or wicked words
permit i

Don’t let the |
Don’t give it |
ask Jesus to make it

lonely 1o 't you feel very |
nely living here all alone through &
mother is away at -

ng in my heart, ma'an , -
d they sang a ncv i
’ thought so much §
about it, and when I'm alone I can [

eart all the time now, f§

OW many of us have thought of

Don't let them i
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are there, for wo are told, “whereso-
ever the carcass is, there will the eagles
be ‘gathered together.” With their
great horned beaks and their horrible
claws they fasten upon the body, and
in an incredibly short space of time
the work is done, and nothing but the
bare bones left of what was so shortly
a human being. The birds of prey,
still unsatisfied, hover around the bier
until they are driven off by the priests,
who now emerge from the inner
chamber armed with sharp sticks.

Je
X

Ly

e 7.1:'\&? . > With silver tongs they gather the
Y NS o R ER % RN . R bones together in a heap, and touching
SN a spring, the grating slips to one side,
disclosing & funnel-shaped  conduit,
down which they slide to a subter-
ranean cavern below,  Then with mops
the grating is cleansed, sprinkled with i
perfumed water, and is ready for the
next occupant. There ave seventy-
five thousand Parsces in Bombay, and
as this is the only place for the disvos
ing of the dead, one may imagine the
priests who have charge of the revolt-

ing task have no sinecure,
Anything more repulsive cannot be
conceived of, to see these horrible,
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THE TOWERS 0F SILENCE.

i

The Last Leaf.

n"Y OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES,

1 saw b once before,
As he passed the dogr,
And aguin
The pavement stones resound
As ho totters o'er the ground
With bis cane.

They say that in his prime,

Ere the praning knife of time
Cat Lim down,

Not u better man was found

By a crice on his round
Through the town,

But now he walks the streets,
And he looks at all Lz meets
Sad and wan;

And he shakes his feeble head,

That it sccins as if he said,
*“They ure gone!”

The mossy warbles rest

On the hips that he has pressed

In their bloom;

And the names ho loved to hear
Have been carved for rany a year

On tho tomb.

My grandmzimnina has said—

Poor old lady she is dead
Taong ngo—

That he had & Roman nose,

And his cheek was like » roso
In the snow.

Rut now his nose is thin,

And it rests upon his chin
Like o staff;

And a crook is in his back,

Anud a mclancholy crack
In his laugh,

I know it is a sin
For me to sit and grin
At him hevo;

But the old three-cornered hat,
And tho breeches, and all that,

Aro 80 queer!

Aidif I should live to be

The last leaf upon tho treo
In the Spring,

Let thom smile, as I do now,

At tho old forsaken bough
Whore I cling.

The Towers of Silence.
BY SARAN LEE.

WaaT Contral Park is to New York,

. the Bois de Boulogne to Daris, and

Hyde Park to London, Maulabare Hill
! is to Bombay.  Here, after the intense
heat of the day, come the wealth and
fashion of the city to be refreshed by
the cool delicious breezes from the
Indian Ocean, and to listen to the
music of the English band, which plays
in the park on the summit.  Here are
the homes of the wealthy, and ono
sees hundreds of bungalows scattered
about, embowered in thick foliage;
and through the trees vou see the
oceupants, half reclining in long bam-
boo chinirs, watching the stream of
riding and driving that goes down the
broad avenues.

T & beantiful garden on the highest
point of the hill stand three curious
cireular  towens.  They e about
twenty-five fect high, are built of
yellow stone, and have no opening,
save one small door on the ground.
In looking at them, one can but think
of the brazen tower the old king of
classic story bailt for the Princess
Danae’s residence.  Tropical trees and
wonderful fowering plants surround
the towers; it seems to be the veritable
“aarden of God.” The whole is en-
closed by a wall.  The tops of the
trees are black with « fluttering cloud.
It is not the brilliant plumaged birds
one naturally expects to find in such
a place, nor is the air filled with song,
as in most tropical gardens. Insteud,
there is » harsh, geating sound, and,
if you can come close enough, you will
sce the frightful beaks, and great bat-
like wings of crowds and clouds of
cnormous vultures.

This is the burial ground of the Par-
sces, and if you watch you may sco
the frequent processions wending their

way to it. When a Parsee dics, after

tho elaborate ccremonies at the house
are over, & procession of his friends is
formed, preceded by a band of priests,
cach bearing in a small vessel a light.
The dead is clad in white linen, and,
uncofiined, is horne upon s bier and
carried through the streets. Upon
arriving at the garden, prayers are
suid in the sagri, and the man pre-
sented to Aheuri-Magdi, who is repre-
sented by the fire, fed with perfumed
oils, and burns on the brazen altar,

The bearers then resume their bur-
den and carry it to the small door in
the tower. That door stands open,
and the passage within is lined with
priests.  They pronounce a blessing
upon the bearers, who lay down the
bier—their work is done, the dead is
now in the hands of the priests; they
take it up and dissappear in the tower,
and are lost to sight. What is to be-
come of it, we ask, Wo know they
cannot burn it, for worshipping the
sun and cvery emanation of firo as
coming from the sun, they cannot des-
cerate the flamo by applying it to =
dead body. They cannot bury it in
the ground or cast it into the sea, for
carth, aiv and water ave equally sacred.
There must bo another method.

They are very jealous of any intru-
sion into their sacred rites, but occa
sionaily somo English dignitary has
penctrated into the sceret recesses of
the towers and given us an account.

A winding stairway leads from the
ground to thetop.  On the summit are
three iron gratings the size and shape
of a bier. Upon these gratings tho
dead, first having been stripped, are
laid, and the priests rotiro to an inner
chamber.  In a few moments, if we

atch from below, we hear a flapping
and a whirring of wings, and sce o
black cloud riso in the air. The tower
has no roof, but is entirely open ut the
top. Now wo know why the vultures

voracious creatures hovering around,
and waiting with eager, distended eyes
and hungry looks for their next victim,
who may Lo the friend at your side
with whom you have walked, talked,
lived and loved. We wondered if the
Parsees feel thus, or if they accept it
as the only way; if each one says to
himself, with a shudder, as he leaves
his dear ones at the foot of the terrible
tower, “Shall it be so when I am dead?”
Compared to this, the Hindu burning
seems a blessed contrast, for there the
funeral pyre is heaped with sconted
woods, and aromatic spives; flowers
are strewn above it, while friends
stand around the bier chanting sweet
songs. Here the pyre is bure and
barren, for the scented wood and spices
are iron bars; instead of the rhythmic
chant is heard the dull flapping of
wings, and for the urn in which the
ashes are sacredly gathered, wo have
& gruesome cavera of dry bones.

&—

This Life is What we Make It.

Lrz's oftener talk of noble decds,
And rarer of the bad ones,

And sing about our happy days,
And none about the sad ones.

We wero not made to frot and sigh,
And when grief sleops to wake it;

Bright happiness is standing by—
This lifo is what wo make it.

Lot's find tho sunny side of men,
Or bo beliovers in it
A light there is in every soul
That takes the pains to win it.
Oh! theres a slumbering good in all,
And we perchanco may wake it;
Our hands contain tho magic wand—
This lifo is what wo mako it.

Then hero's to those whose loving hearts
Shed light and joy about them !
Thanks be to them for countless gems
Wo no'er had known without them,
Oh1 this should bo a happy world
To all who may partako it,
Tho fault's our own if it is not—
This lifo is what wo make it.

e o b s e e e
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Mother's Girl.

SHE sits sccurvly by 1ay side,
My bonuny, little {ass!

The world i cold, the world is wide,
I let the cold world pass;

With Muary smiling up at me,

I caro not what the world may be.

She looks into my faded face,
My bonny, little lass}
But does not seo the wrinkled place
Where I'nne’s rongh footsteps pass;
She measures me by love's owa rale,
And thinks * mamme is heautiful.”

She usks mo mnny curious thivgs,
My bonny little lass!t

“* Be angels shuking out their wings?”
She sy, when snow showers pass,

I Kiss her happy face and say,

* Angels have surely passed this way."

She looks at me with serious cyus,
My bouny, littls dass?
Right up w mine the sweet thoughts rise
That through her lushes pass.
She pats iy chieek with smilo and nod,
And softly asks, * Does you know God?”

And though I cannet answer her,
My bowmny, little lnsy!
Queer little questions quaintly stir
The rippling wonds that pass—
‘I8 God a Quaker? ’cause you know,
He theo's and thou’s tho verses so. "

She holds her head against my heart,
My bonny, little lasst
Her cyelids droop, ber tired lips rest,
Her thenghts to dicamland pass;
Whnle bendiyg down to kiss that curl,
I hear hier wlasper, ** Mother's Girl!”
—Good Housekeeping.

Keep the !Home Pure.

1 was a guest once nt n beautiful
home in one of the Eastern States,
~othing that wenlth and taste could
provide was wantiag to beautify and
adorn it.  The father was a mun of
business and immersed in its eares ; the
mother was a vefined and cultured
Iady, who moved in the first circles
of society. They had two children,
one a young girl of some fifteen years
of age, and the other a young man of
more than eighteen years, who was
attending the college in the town, and
whow his fund parents designed for
the profession of the law.  The home
was & hospitable one, and its hospi-
tality had been conducted on {he old-
fushioned lines of what was called
polite society, No entertainments were
more clegant, no table more daintily
suppliecd and none had costlier wines
than were to be found in the home of
this foremost business man. The Jatter
were used to no excess in the private
life of the family, and were dispensed
with refined hospitality to the family
guests.  Iather and mother, daughter
and son drank of them with their
guests, and, so far as could be seen,
drank of thein sparingly and prudently,
Once or twice the young man had
been noticed to il his glass more than
once, hut ncither father nor mother
dreamed that excess would ever mark
his conduct. He was brought up to
use wine as a gentleman, and would
never so0 far forget himself as to allow
it to master his sclf control. So thought
father and mother, if ever the mattes
became a subject of thought,

But who can answer for consvquences
when once the subtle spirit of drink
and the waem  blood of youth are
mingled.  The fucts unseen by all was
that the wine cup had already fatal
charius for the youth,  Often, when no
eye saw him, did ho quadl’ the extra
ulass, or takoe the hulf empty hottle to
his chamber.  And often, when his
father and mother thought him with
his student, companions busy at worl,
wias he to be found with companions,
not at work, but playing the exciting
game and drvinking the still more ex-
citing draught.

I had avisen early, and was veading
in the pleasant little library, when an
anxious, hurried step was heard in the
dining-room, and thrcugh the half
open door I eaught the quick tones of o
woman's  voice, saying: *‘ Where's
Tom ; his bed has not been touched
last night, where can he be?” Tt was
Mrs. To it veplied the
slower, more earveless words of the
husband, “ Do not be anxious, denr:
Tom's all right. e has likely goue
home with one of his friends; he will
turn up presently.”  We sat down to
breakfast, but the whole atmogphere
was disquicted. T could natice the
listening ear and the glancing eye of
thut  stately wother s each  step
sounded near, or a form passed the
window, But no Tom came.  Break-
fast had just cnded when a servant
hrought in a note and handed it to
Mr. A, He quickly opened it, turned
as quickly pale, and  then, with a
hurried, anxious look at his wife, left
the room, followed by the frightened
mother. A half hour later 1 learned
it all. Tom had been arvested the
night before amd taden to the lock-up,
and  the note was from the kindly
keeper who wisliad to spave the re
spected family the disgrace of a public
trial, 1 shall never forget the face of
that mother.  Pride, shame and love
chased each other over it in varying
light and shade, but love conquored and
lighted 1t up with asad, pritying, merc
ful glow. It was settled that she
should go to the lock-up, and that )
should accowpany her. We alighted
at tho forbidding door, we entered the
still more forbidding passage way, amd
were conducted to Tow's cell.  With
a cry of unutterable love and mingled
bitterness the wother flung her arms
about the neck of the boy whom she
had nurtured so delicately, and wept
hot tears of shame and pity. “Oh
Tom, my son, how could you digrace
me s01” she uttered brtween her sobs,
The answer came slowly, bitterly,
almost  deliantly, cutting into the
conscience of that mother with the
sharp, remorscless edge of vetribution.
“Mother, oh my mother, why did you

aeh me to drink 1 But for the wine
on your own tubly, curse 1t, I should
never have been here. It crept into
my Llvod, fastencd upon wy will, and
chained me fast. What 1 did last
mght L know not. 1 was mad drunk.
Oh! if you had Lut kept it from mo
yeurs ago.”

Ns voiee.

That mother's face is before mo now,
ale as death, agonized beyond possi-
bility of description, every lino of
reproach for the wayward boy turned
into a deepening furrow of self-re-
proach.  She spoke but once. *TFor-
give me, my boy, I seo it all now.
And may God forgive me.”

Tom was tuken home.  The disgrace
wus not suflered to become an open
one. 'That night a lengthly and solemn
couference took place between  the
proud mother and tha wealthy father.
And the next day no vestago of strong
drink was to bo found in the princely
homo. The ovil spirit was cast out,
but, alus! not before it had well nigh
possessed the only son of those who had
50 thoughtlessly harboured it.

I have visited that houso sinco.
Wealth and refinement mark oft its
appointments as of old, hospitality
reigns as royally, but thoe lesson of
chastoning is to be read in the absence
of all that can intoxicate, and in the
tendoer care and constant prayer that
the Ileavenly Parent may repair the
ervor well nigh irrevocably wrought
hy the loving earthly parents.

Yes, dear reader, keep it out of the
home.  Have no deceitful ally within,
working hand in hand with the guile-
tul confederato without. Keep it out
of your kitchen, away from your table,
make the family circle seeure.

1t may be that some member of your
family will fall a victim to the tervible
power of the drink appetite, but what
a pitiable and  almost unendurable
thought it would be to launt you for
ever, if your conscienco recused you of
making it casy for the first step to be
taken.  If the lightning must strike
your home, don’t, for pity’s suke, pre
pare the rod which draws the destroy-
ing bolt upon you.

Cider, beer, wine, may sound and
scem harless, but all these contatn
the subtle spirit of destruction, the
fatal aleohivl. They ave the easy steps,
the alphabet; once allow them to be
learned, and you cannot stop the
going forth and forward toward de

“struction.

Make yeur home pure. Tt is the
eradle of youth, the refuge of middle
life, the asylum of the aged.  What.
ever mny he tho temptations and the
dangers without, give no place for
them within,

Keep the drink out of the home.

The stately homes of Canada,
Long may they prondly stand,
Begirt with kindly temperance,
The glory of our land.

Try cvery day of this year to make
somebody better and happier.

A uTniE gicl who had a thoughtful
Clristian  mother, overhearing  her
little brother sayiug his evening prayer
in a carcless mauner, said to him,

S Willie, if you do wt mind how you

pray, God will uot hear you. You
would not ask mamma for anything
you really wanted in sueh a corcless
way,”

Out of the Depths.
By

LAURA DAYTON VEAKIN.

It was all very well while tho sun (/[
shone, and the winds Llew gently, and
the ocean was ealn.  They could dis |
cuss all the modern phases of skepticism
with perfect equanimity.  They could
oxpress theiv admiration of Darwin !
and Tugersoll, and read extracts frun i
infidel aunthors, to listening  groups, | i
"They could make jokes of very solewn *
things, nnd go to prayerless pillaws,
after hours at the card-table, without -
ous twinge of conscience. They werea :
wonderfully congenial sot of traveller, .
making the return voyage from the
South American const,  Most of them
hailed from Valparaiso, Chili; aud,
to judge from their conversation, they '8
had not found in it the “Vale of
Paradise "—its nwmmo would lead you
to expect. Some had spent yeans
there; others had gone out in the
governmont service; and one wus a1 B
distinguished scientist, who had been
studying the wondrous Flova of that
tropicul land.  The three best tallers
among them were avowed unbelievers
in our holy religion. True, there was [
no bitterness in their feclings toward B8
it. They simply regarded it nas an
aumiable delusion, something fit. for the
consideration of women and childveu; B
hut. unworthy the attention of & man
of the world—a wan who Lad not only I8
read, but thought for himself,

Jt happened that they had picked p,
at an obscure port, a young missionary, 2
zoing back home to veeruit his health, g8
The deadly miasma of the South
Aaeriean climato had paled his cheoks, §
and  shattered his nerves; but ghe
spirit was yot strong within him, and
he never missed an  opportunity o
putting in a word for his Maer
There was not a man of more culivre
in the group that gathered round the
captain’s table ; but his faith wus a
simple as 4 child’s. He had read wany
volumes high in favour with those who I8
seofl'at revenled religion ; and still, Le
daily searched the Scriptures with eva iy
new delight. o was young, and some »
of his fellow-voyagers were wont to el
him an enthusiast ; but there had ixe
more real heroismy in his  brief life B3
than in all theirs combined,  Hp had 82
taken his lifo in his hand when he
went to South Americn, His inediae i
predecessor had  died of maligna
fever in less than three months afte
his arrival; but that sad fact did s
daunt his carnest soul.  Tn spito of (8
tewrs of his mother, wnd the disappron 3 8
of a Inrge circle of friends, he sudw
the Board: *Here am T—send me
The dreadful malaria of the undramed 8
swamps spared him only to fall inef®
the violent hands of a Jesuitical mob;Jd
and though life was left in him, he (WE
not gather strength suflicicnt o go o i
with his work. The physicians bad
sent him home, hoping much from e
ocean voyagoe; and, in the little coe§
pany, there was not a mori: pepale
companion than this lowly ser .t i
Christ Jesus, Ho wasalways courteons g
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alWays careful not to offend by word
or deed ; and even those who differed
Most, widely from him, were fain to
acknowledge that he well deserved the
“grand old name of gentleman.”

They had been many days out now ;
and eager eyes were watching, and
Pious hearts were praying, for their
8afe return. With fair weather, and
10 ill-luck, the captain hoped to sight
their destined port to-morrow. Ah!

[| these to-morrows, that we count on

So certainly. They had almost lost all
feeling of insecurity hy their long
fH-miliarit.y with their ocean home.
They had slept so many nights—

~ Rocked in the cradla of the deap—

Wwhy should not they go to their berths
% usual on this Inst night, and fall
asleep to the lullaby of the panting
engines, and the splashing of the waves
8gainst the vessel’s side! The *City
°.f Charleston ” had praved a staunch
little craft, and there was a tinge of
Tegret in the thought that their ways

| Tust soon divide, and the association,

that had been so pleasant even in
Spite of its monotony, be a thing of
the past. Tt was near midnight before
they could bring themselves to say
8%od-night ; but no thought of danger
disturbed them. Loved faces soon to

8reeted fondly, loved forms to be
®mbraced tenderly, seemed near each
Member. of the happy graup.

No one ever knew how it happened.

It would seem that in the broad

Aﬂantic, there should be room for two
Vessels to pass each other. The night
hag darkened suddenly, a rough wind

ad risen, and rain was falling in

) lillding sheets. There was some

Reglect or mistake in the display of

| Yignal lights ; and without any warn-

lng, o great French brig bore down
UPon the poor, doomed “City of Charles-
ton,” a1d the terrified passengers were

Town headlong by the shock of the
Collision. The vessel careened, and for
& few moments the sea seemed to
Wallow it up; but it righted itself by
& highty effort, and straining timbers

.%ettled back. The brig went on its

Vay, scarcely injured at all; unable,
16y said, to tind their wounded victim,

Ough, they searched till morning

Awned,

A very brief examination showed the
Oficers that the pumps would make
Slow headway against the rushing tide

2t was fast filling the vessel’s hold.
The brig had made a frightful opening
"W its side. Could it he kept afloat

' ‘l.ntil a boat from the life-saving sta-

'on should reach them? The water
g aining at a fearful rate, althiough

® pumps were being urged to their
Umost force. The life-boats were
Unched. All the life-saving apparatus
48 put in readiness for humediate
ugf’; and then they watched and waited
th death staring them in the face.
h, what a precious thing this human

1if§ of ours is in times Jike this! All

®arts were full of an intense longing
> Preas the solid earth once more ; and

prayers went up from lips that rarely
used God’s name save in unholy ways.

There was no looking at God from
an intellectual stand-point now. Every
man realized that there was a Supreme
Arbiter of human destinies, in whose
hands they stood powerless. It was
the great admirer of the }?.vo]utlon
theory wha clasped his hands in agony,
and said, in a voice that trembled,
despite his efforts to make it firm, to
the young missionary: ‘

“Sir, you are a praying man. Be-
seach your God to spare our hve?. I
cannot hope that my prayers will be
heard ; but he may listen to you.”

The servant of God was calm. If, was
no new thing to him to trust his.hfo to
his Heavenly Father. He had said now
as often before; “My ti'mee are in
thy hand,” and he was thinking how

ng ago Paul had
rc)) si)a:e all who sailed with him. N ow
he raised his hand in response to this

oor unbeliever’s request, artd praye.d
aloud that God would guu?e their
efforts to save their lives, or give them
ce to die. Fervent amens were
§;:emd on all sides, and vows ‘to lead
better lives were silently registered.
An awful stillness settled upon them,
broken only by the gannon’s report of
their distressed condition. The mo-
ments seemed hours, and the hours
Jong nights of horror. They cm.ﬂd
gcarcely be convinced, when the Jife-
reached them and

ing corps had
:;:l:::lg them ashore, that the day had

pot yet dawned.

They were eaved. .God was goo(ii,
and some of them praised him for his
great mercy; and out of the depths
of their great despair one soul rose to
walk forever in newness of life. Tl.'le
disciple of Ingersoll.became f:he (]i]m;
ciple of Christ, crying out in tha
supreme moment : “Tord, I believe.

Help thou mine unbelief.”

Temperance Notes. .
DriNg is the keystone of the bridge
which leads to moral degr,ada't{ou,
physical deterioration, and political
slavery.—The Reformer.

Neutral in the fight

NEUTRAL!
against drupkenness ! Pon’t nsk. a
mother to be pentral when 8 wild

peast is destroying her child.—Chris-

tian Advocais.

No way so rapid to increase the
wealth of nations, and the ‘m'ora,!n;y of
as the utter anmhlla.tlo_n.of
tyre of sardent spirits,
ag they do, an infinita
mixed evil.—London

society,
the manufac
constituting,

waste, and ah un

T'smes.
op——rr

apinion shall place

:n public ]
War p he means of this

those who furnish t

destructive vice on & .

and counterfeiters, then, and not till

ihen may we expeet to see our land
1

purf'e(.l from this abomination.—Judye
\rg
David Dayyell.

besought the Lord |

level with thieves |,

AND when the victory shall be com-
plete—when there shall be neither a
glave or a drunkard on the earth—
how proud the title of that land which
may truly claim to be the birthplace
and the cradle of both those revolu-
tions that shall have ended in that
victoryt How nobly distinguished
that people who shall have planted
and nurtured to maturity both the
political and moral freedom of their
species,—dbrakam Lincoln.

g

Tae grog-shops must be shut, The
power that will do the thing, whatever
it be, i the power that muyst do it.
Bo long as eighty-five per cent, of our
prisoners owe their incarceration to
drunkenness; so long as there is in
our city one licensed place for the sale
of liquor to every 170 inhabitants ; so
long as sixty thousand -~a year die
drunk or from the effects of drink,
there is no other side to the matter,
The grog-shops must be shut. At any
rate—whether of public inference or
private self-denial, whether the law
goes on the statue books or the wine
comes off the dinner-table—by some
means the grog-shops must be shut.
He is either criminally ignorant of
the facts, or criminally indifferent to
them who can deny this.—Elizabeth
Stuart Phelps.

Two Angels.
BY M. K. A. STONK,

Tae Lord from his glory spake
To an angel by his side,

“Go, wing thy flight to the green-robed earth
Where my well-belaved diad;

For there, at the solemn midnight hour,
A sinner to me hath eried,

Go, tell him that heaven hath joy
Over each penitent tear;

Go, clothe his nakedness in my robe,
That his shame do not appear;

Yea! give him my golden ring of peace,
The seal of his souship here, _

¢Tell him the door is opened,
The feastsof my love is spread;

That you bring him the Father’s welcome
In the name of him who bled;

And the Spirit’s oil of anointing
Qutpoured on his bended head.”

Then to another angel,
Of loving and gentle mien,

Whispered the Master: *‘An erring child,
Who hath grieved me by hij sin,

Is asking pardon in Jesus’ namne,
That his bleod may make him clean.

#Go, tell him where he mourneth,
How faith’s instant flash can bear

His message swiftly from earth to heaven,
By the shining path of prayer,

While his anawer from the Father's hoart
Speeds back as on wings of air,

Tell him my love restoreth

His soul unto pence nnd lights
That my covenant stands unchanging,

More sure than the day and night;
That I clasp him now and forever,

In Jesus’ blood washed white,”

SickNEss should teach us what a
vain thing the world is,—what a vile
thing sin is,—what a poor thing man
is,—and what a precious thing an
interest in Christ is.

Sam Jones on Praising God.

“IN everything give thanks.” I
reckon you all think that’s the hardest
thing in the world. “Thank God I
was sick. Thank God I lost my child.
Thank God T lost money.” Whatever
is a blessing you had better thank God
for it. And the best way in the world
is to put yourself in the hands of God
fully, and then thank God for every-
thing that happens. This incident
will illustrate what I mean, A Pres-
byterian preacher who preached with
glorious power, commenced bleeding
from his lungs profusely; and for five
Buccessive sermons as he preached that
bleeding took place. Finally the doc-
tor said, “Sir, you can never preach
another sermon. You must come
down out of your pulpit.” When he
walked down from his pulpit the elders
paid, “ Pastor, our new pastor’s coming
in about a week ; you must leave this
house.” One noble man said, “ Pastor,
you can come to my house; the bhest
room in my house is yours, the best
place at table, the best place in our
hearts.” Just a little while after he
left the parsonage, his only daaghter
took suddenly ill—about grown up,

she was—and grew worse and worse,

and died about the sixth day. And
they buried their only daughter, and
God took her to heaven. In a few
days the wife was stricken with an eye
trouble, and became quite blind. The
pastor walked out one afternoon, and
when he got back to his howe, his
wife walked up to bim and put her
hand on his shoulder, turned her sight-
less eyes toward him with a tremor in
every muscle of her face, and the tears
running down her cheeks, and said,
‘“ Husband, I got a great victory since
you went out. I made up ny mind
to submit to God.” He said: “ Wife,
that is a good thing, but let us go at
it understandingly. We have got the
best friends anybody ever had in the
world. Will you submit to that}”
And she said, “Yes.” “Wife, we
have got the best place to stay any
mortals ever had, Will you submit to
that?” “Yes,” «Wife, our precious
daughter is in heaven playing on her
harp. Will you submit to that}”
“Yes.” “We have got all the pre
cious promises to count on. Will you
submit to that?” “Yes” «Well,”
he said, “God is going to come down
in a few days and take us to heaven,
Will you submit to that?” And she
said, “Oh hush, husband, hush,
will nevar- say another word about
submission. I will praise God from
this day out,” Glory to God for the
privilege of praising God in fire and
out-of fire; praising him when wmy
body is rotting in & dungeon, praiging
him. q&t the stake, praising him in gnol,
praising him living, praising him
dying, praising him everywhere, The
Lord sanctify this talk this afternoon,
I want every person to stand up that
8ays, “I want my religion to make me
rejoice evermore, pray without, ceasing,

and in everything give thanks” The'

whole congregation appeared to rige,

Teers
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, that dog "

“White as Snow."”
Y FLLN A, SVMALL,

Tue snow is nuiselessly falling
In whitenad tlakes fiom the sky,
Diaping the earth with o mantle
Of puraty from on lngh;
Covering the leafless branchies
Of the trees with o garb of white,
Traunsforming them into heauty,
And objects of real delight,

I think ax the crvstal snow-tlakes
Mahe the earth o vigon fair,

O the wondious passage quoted
By the sncient seer Tainh:

*Although your st be as searlet"—
1 have siied, all this I know;

¢ Must T always bear its impress?”
¢ They shadl be ws wlute as snow,”

Can it be? My eyes glance outward,
And as far as I oan see,

Only glimpses of rare whitencss,
Az an nmswer come to me;

[ look upward -1 »ee clearly—
Chiist the sinless Sastour dies,

Pleads his blood for my redemption,
Gives himself, my sacrifice,

Though the years have long since vanished
Sinee the Master spoke o men,
1 can hear the echo vinging
Down the centuries again:
* Althotgh your sins e as searlet 3
Oh, that all the workd might know
The fultiliment of the promise:
*They shuldl be us white ay anow !

« S——y

The Brahmin and the Coat,.

Toeke is an old Sunskric story told
in Tidia wlneh shows the folly of being
intluenced mto giving up what we know
to be true just because so many clever
people conteadiet it.

Three thieves once saw a Brahnin
toiling alonyg, carrying s e goat on
his back.  Now these regues inade
their living by outwitting people ; and
for this purpose, with diligence worthy
. better cause, studied all the weak-
nesses and faults of the human race,

In this case a plan was speedily
concocted, which they proceeded  to
carry out.

One v swiftly through a by path
till he was some distance beyond the
Beahmin: then, striking the wain
road, he sauntered carelessly back till
he saw the Brahwmin coming.

“Ha,” suid he, aceosting the latter,
“it is a w o day to he eareying such
aload. s your dug lnmne?”

“Doy?” said the Bralunin; “what
dog?”

“Why, the one¢ you have on your
back:”

“Man, this is a goat!” quoth the
Brahmin, and pressed on, feeling a
mld contempt for the idiot.

Soon he met a second pedestrian
{the second thief).

“What is the matter with that dog,
friend 1" asked this second man, in a
sympathizing tone; “you must have
a kind heart, indeed, to lug that great
brute, this hot day.”

“Man, can you not sce that it is a
goat1” asked the Bruhmin,

“Do you joke with me, old man?
Don't you suppose I know a goat from

“Ttis aogeat, T tell you!” asserted
the Tirahnun, sl pressed on, but. not
hefore the look of innocent astonish.
went on the other’s faee awoke per-
plexig doubts,  Could his eyes have
deceived him, or had he taken leave
of his senses?  Here  wus  another
stranger coming, he would refer the
question to him,
He was saved that trouble, for the
third thief, at the Brahmin's approach,
struck an attitude of dumb nmazement.

“What ails you, fellow?” said the
Beahmin impatiently.

“Ts it not enough to surprise a wiser

man than T, to sec onc of your years| 6-7. lare ov B

. v M rav. 4o L0 L cieiee... 000

carrying that great dog? But then, | ¢ gy’ Thamas Carlyle. dto. 0 20
poor soul, poor soul, if it pleases you, 9-10.C Lir axp Wouk or St. Pavt.
8 AN anon Farrar. 4to. 2 parts

\\hat.mnttu'l . BOU «vennnrnee soeenninenes 060
This was too much for the Brahmin, | 11, SkLe-Currone.  Prof, J. S,

and throwing his burden off; he strode Blackie, dto. 2 parts, both.. 0 10
. . . . 12-19. Porvranr History or Eso-

away, leaving the thief with his beoty. LAND. Charles Knight. 4to 2 80
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STANDARD SERIES,
Best Books for a Trifle.

Thee hooka are printed i redable type, on falr
paprer, und are boutid e cant mwil a,

241 These books are printe. wholly without abirldy-

st

No, Price.
1. Joix Provanmas's Tark, C. H.
Spurgeon. Os Cuaice. o Books,
'I‘Lmn:\s Carlyle, dto, Both.. §0 12
2. Masuizess or Cittist - Thomus
Hughes, dto . . . ... .ov 010
3. Essavse Lowd Macaalay,  dto. 015

. Ltant ok Asta, Edwin Araold.

4

L L7 PO | I §5)
&, Iamtration or Cunisr, Thomas

A Kempis, dto .. oo 015

~

Criusr, Canon Fae-

CANADIAN

NETHODIST MAGAZINE

FOR 1887.

Volumes XXV, and XXV 1,200 Pages;
230 Fine Engravings.
$2.00 a Year: $1.00 for Six Months.
Macazive and Guannian or WESLEVAN
together, 83.50.,
W. H. WITHROW, D.D,, F.R.8.C,, - EDITOR.

ILLUSTRATED ARTICLES.

—

OUR ILLUSTRATED SERIAL WILL BE

**In the Trades, The Tropics,
and {he Roaring Forlies.”

5 Lady Brasses, with 80 Puisite Fogr
vings, ‘I'his series, which will run through
wost of the year, descaibes wic ont joumngy
of 14,000 miles in the Yucht Senbean.
Another important Series of Articles will”

be
“OUR OWN COUNTRY,”
most of which will be ll.ulnlN;lmL\ illustra
ted It wall el i

|
!

Aeross e Contisear, by the Fditor.
Bemy Notes of Travel from Toronto to
Victorin, B.C.: Trips winonyg the Rocky
Mountany, et =deverad Papas, with
coptons NMustrations,

T Caxantax Pacrrie
Matquis of Lorne.

Also Caxaniay Lare axp SceNenry, by the
Marquis of Lorne.

Tk Nortit Pactrte Coast AND ALAsKa, by
John 'L, Moove, Esy.

Tuk RIVER SAuUUENAY : T GRANDRC L AND
115 GLooM, by Reve Hugh Jubustan, B.D.

Ixpray Misston Wonrk oy tue Pacrrwe
Coast, by the Reve W. W, Percival,
Victoria, B.C. l

Tk Doyasion orF Casava: Its Resotkors
AND TS DesTINY, by DL L Cameron, Esy.

Mission Wokk 18 The Noryp-WiesT. )

Tue Dury AND DIFFICOLTY OF THE IRENCH
Wonk.

Misstox Work 18 tHe Muatime Pro-
VINCES, and

Lirr axD Lanovn 1x T Bermebas,

atway, by the

ANOTHER ILLUSTRATED SERIES WILL BE

Stephenson, LI.D.
Tur Biatisn Piasces i Tk Sot Teny
Sras, by the Sons of the Prince of Wales.
SouveNirs or Joux WESLEY.
gravings of many of the places and things ,
with which be wassatiatldy rdatc 1
Tt LAND ok TuR Sk, Sketches of Travel
in the High Alps. By the Editor. !
AMONG THE Sprck Isnasps,

1

Wy av | a MeTnooist? by the Rev. Geo.

CDEMANDR AND

COITY MISSION SKETCHES,

{ Is the best yet offered. Simox Horsrs, TiE

i thew Mellowdew.”  The

AT THE ANTIPODES, by the Rev. T. Bowman |

With En- 1, Some schools have taken ten copies to

Sketches of , 3 Dleury Street, Muntreal;
Life aud Adventure in Java, Sumatra, ete. l Huestis, Halifax, N.S,

Laxps or Tue Binne,  IIL
Misstox Lirg aND Wonk I8 CHINA,
Ox Tk Cotoranvo, 11,
Henr Magesty's Towen,
Evisnunracit, OLD AND NEW,
Davin Livisasroxe,
Aud nunierous other articles, copiously
and hamdsomely Hlustrated,

OTHER ARTICLES.

Tur Less Kyows Pokrs or Mersomsy,
by the Rev. Dr, Williams,

Ty Suspay-Scitoor ax 4 Cestre, by the
Rev. Dr. Carmau,

Sm Jonx Lawnexcr, by tho Rev. Alex.
Langford, of Winnipeg.

MrTiunisy anp Suabav-Scioets, by the
Rev, John Philp, M. AL, Montreal,

Mamouvse Literarere, by Dr, Daniel Clurk,
Supt. of the Lunatic Asylum.

R. Crooks, LI.D.

Fatuen Marrnnw axp His Work, by the
Rev, W, MeDonagh,

Tus Seurr Acr ast Uroisition, by the
Rev, B, B Kedfer.

ST Patiich, 10k Avostry oF Invrasny, by
the tate Thomas Gunrd, DD,

DirricriTies o Movers
Userniky, by Rev. W, Harrison,

Mizistris o8 Wakkts, A Bieyele Tour of
Twenty Ministers through Camdas. By
the Rev. G, S, Barnes, Ph.D.

Famous Mex axp Woses,  Second Series,

Her Masesty's Main.

NaTunal SCHENCE Parkns,
Lire aMoxe T LowLy, ETC,
I'ne Macnek Lare,
RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCE,
J00R REVIEWS,
Many vther Papers of special itterest and
impor tance will Le given.

OUR SERIAL STORY

*Tur Puracier’s Datentir,” by Mrs, E,
A, Rarr, author of *“Jun Vedder's Wife,”
is u tale of great power and pathos, We will
also publish unother story to be hereafter
announced.

Our ‘Premium for 1887

CanveNTER, by tho Rev. Juckson Wray,
asuthor of *Nestleton Magna” cnd ' Mat.
k is of fasci
nating interest, aud will be read with avidity
Ly both old and youny, It is & volumo of
330 pages, illustrated and handsomely bound,
only 35 cents, vuly oud fourth the regular
price.

arculate mstead of hbranes, as being fresher
atie mure attiactive. Send for special rtes.

Address—Winniam Bricas, 78 & 80 Kirng
Street Ilast, Toronto; or, C. \W, Coatks,
Rev, 8, F

No.
20-21, Ruskin's Lerrens 1o Wosk.-

MEN AND Lanounens, 4to, 2
parts, both L..o0. woiiiiieees
22 Ik or THE Kivo, Alfred
feunyson,  4to.....v veeenn

(L8
-

. Lare oF Rowiaxn Hinn,  Rev.
V. J. Chavlesworth. 4to ..

24, Tows Grotoay. Clirles Kings-
ley. 80 oovveenns vivinenias
25, ALFRED TR GREAT. ‘Thomn
Hughes, 4to....veiienennnns
26. Ournook Lirk 1N Eurorr, Rev.
B, P Thwing, 4to ... ...,
27, Catawtirs or Aumiors. I,

L Isvaoli. 4to ..ouen.. ..
98, Sarox o MabpaME NECKER.
Part’l, 4t0 ...vivvinnnennnn
29, Etise o Ttitk Dusr.  John
Ruskin, 4to ...co.vvvennenns
30-31. Mesories oy My ExiLe.
Louis Kossuth. 4to..........
32, Mister Horx axp His Friexps,

[lustrated, 4t0 ....ccevivaen
33-34, URATIONS OF DrMOSTHENES.
35. FroNDES AGrestes.  John Rus-

kin, 480 ciceieiciiiiinneiians
36. Joa¥ or Arc. Alphonse de La-

martine, 4t0......00.0en ers

37. Tuovonrs or M. Aunrrnus

ANTONINUS, 4t0....cceeun..

38. SaroN  or MapaMk  NECRER.
Part I, 4%0..........

39. Tur Hensurs, Chas, Kingsley.
Provenyan’s Prerunes.

C. H. Spurgeon.  dto

41. Purrir TanteTark, Dean Ram.
82y dto..ee e Ll

42, Bk axp Newsravew, C H.
Spurgeon. 4to ..........

43, Lacox, Rev, C. C. Colton.  4to.

t4, GorosmiTi’s CITIZEN  oF TRE
Wonrtbh, 4to ........

45, AMERICA  REVISITED,
Augustus Salu.  dto

46. Lire or C. H. Srunraros, 8vo,

47. Jonx Ganviy, M. Guizor,  dto,

4S5-40. DickENs' Cunristmas Books,
[llustrated,  8vo ...... .

50. Suame's CuntURE AND RELIGION

31-02. GODET'S  COMMENTARY 0N
Lukr,  Ed. by Dr. John Hall,
Svo, 2 parts, both . .

54, Diany oF A MINisteER's Wik,
art I, 8vo ... . . L.l

=07, VAN DoRRN'S  Srackstive
COMMENTARY 0N Lukek., New
edition, enluged.  Svo....

58, Diany or A MINSTER'S Wirek,

4to
40. Jonx

Gicorgo

Part 1I. 8o .. .....

59. Tne Nurmimive Conre.  Dr.
Robert Walter,  8vo

60. Sartor Resantvs. Thos. Car-

Picreres oy Tnum. Rev.
E. P, Thwing. Svo........

04, Sarox  or Mavamg NEcrenr.
Part. 1. 4to ........

63-66. Tur Porvnar History or
Exouisn BisLe ‘TransLatios,
H, P, Comnt.,  Svo.  Price,
bothparts . ..o Loaail o
07. INcERsonL Axswerkn,  Joseph
Yarker, DD, 8vo ....
63-69, Srupikx N Mark., D, (.
Hughes,  8vo, in two parts..
70, Jow's Comrontinrg, A Religicas
Sutwe.  Joseph Parker, h.n,
(London.) 12mo ..... ..
7L Tng Revisers'  Exapse, (G,
Washington Moon, F.R.S.L.
Pmo . .. L0 P
72, Tug CoNvERSION oF CHILDREN.
Rev,  Edwand!  Paveon Hume
mond, 12mo............
73, Nrw Testayest Hewrs. Rew.
W. F. Crafts. 8$vo ..... ....
74, Ortum, England’s  Coercive
Policy. Rev. John Liggina 8vo.
75. Broob ov Jrsvs. Rev. Wm, A,
Reid. With Introduction by
E. P. Hommond, 12mo..
70, Lessox 1N TuE CLOSKT For 1883,
Charles F. Deems, D.D., 12mo.
77-78. HErors axp Houpavs, Rev.
W, F. Crafts.  12mo. 2 parts,
both .......... Ceess
79. ResiNiscences oF Rev. Lyatas
Beecurr, D.D. Svo..........

27 Any of tho sbove Bouks toailed freo on
of price.

WILLIAM BRICCS, 78 & 80 KINC ST.

Toronto.

€. W, COATER,

3foutreal, Qua.

20 30

8. F. RUFSTIA,
Halitaz, 158

Price,
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