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lona, Staffa, and Fingal's Cave.
BY THX EDITOR.

Tue south-western isles of Scotland
nresent some of the finest scenery and
most interesting associations of any
part of Great Britain.  The little
steamer Jona leaves the busy quay cf
the Broomiclaw at Glasgow, and glides
down the river Clyde, through the
crowded shipping from every land

whose quiot “God's-nere” sleeps the
dust of ' Highland Mary,” the object
of Burns’ purest and most fervent love,
and the subject ¢f his most tender and
touching ballad.

We enter now the winding channel

burned for long ages the beacon fire of
the Christian faith, when pagan dark-
ness enveloped all around.

Aumong the wild mouuntains of Done.
gal, in Ireland, early in the sixth
century, was born s child of royal race,

of the Kyles of Bute, the clifls rising | destined to become famous throughout
abruptly frow the sea, like n land- | the world as the Apostle of Christianity

locked Inle.

Crossing Loch Fyue, we | to Scotland, and the patron saint of

enter Crinan Canel, which saves a that land, till he was superseded by

detour of seventy miles around the St. Andrew.

which throng the busy port. On tho
B north shoro we pass the littlo haulet
B of Kilpatrick, the reputed birth-place
B cf the patron smint of Ircland.  Ac-
B cording to legend, the holy man was

f 10 beset, by the minions of Satan, that
Mbie fled in asmall boat to the Isle of
DWRR Gaints.  Satan, enraged at his escape,
B wized o huge boulder and flung it after
3 Ye fugitive.  1f you presume to doubt
K e story, you aro shown the identical
E:tone, Dumbarton Rock, crowned with
it loity castle, 560 fect in air. To
), Ioft is the Port of Greenock, in

FINGAL'S

Mull of Cantyre, and threading the
Jurn Sound, between magnificent cliffs
and crags, we glide into the benutiful
“White Bay " of Oban,

From Oban, n staunch little sea-
worthy steamer—for the passage is
often very rough—conveys one around
the rugged island of Mul), calling at
Tona’s holy isle, and at the mnrvellous
cave of Staffa.  The island of Tona—
Isle of the Waves, or Icolmkill, the
Isle of St. Columba’s cell--is very
small, only two miles and a half in
length, by one in breadth—but here

CAVE,

STAFFA,

Columba, who in his youth had a pas-
sion for borrowing from the convent
founded by St. Patrick, and copying
manuscripts of the Gospel and Psalms.
When grown to man’s estate, in fuliil-
ment of a vow. he became a missionary
to the pagan Picts and Scots. With
twelve companions, in  skin-covered
osicr hoats, he reachod Tona's loncly
isle, amid the surges of the melancholy
main.  Here ho reared his monasteries
of wattled huts; his chapel, refectory,
cow byres, and grange. The bare
ground was their bed, and o stone their

pillow. The sca-girt isle became s dis-
tinguished seat of learning and piety—
a moral lighthouse, sending forth rays
of spiritual illumination atnid the dense
heathen darkness all around. Much
time was spent by the monks in the
study of.the Greek and Latin tongues,
and in the transeription of MS. copies
of the Scriptures.

‘The pious Culdees, as these wmission-

This boy was Colum, or { aries were called, in their frail osier

AT B ONE Sl

barks, penctrated the numerous gulf
and straits of that storm-lashed coast.
They carried the Gospel to the far-oft
steeps of St. Kilda; to the Orkaey,
Shetland, and Faroa Islands; and even
to Iceland itself, where relics of their
visit, in Celtic books, bells, and crosses,
have been found. Three hundred mon-
asteries and churches are ascribed ¥
their pious toil, some of which survived
the stormy tumults of o thousand
years. - .
The island has no harbour, and only
one very rude pior; visitors, therefore,
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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,

e oo
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,

— et S s o

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!"

e g

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,

—

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.

o T N WD e m pme O A e
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8trength for To-Day.

SrREXOTE for $o-day ia all that we need,
As there wever will be a to-morrow ;

For to-morrow will prove but anathor to-day,
With i¢e messure of joy and sorrow.

Then why forecast tho trinls of lifo
With such grave and sad persistence,

And watch and wait for n crowd of il
That 2+ yet hias no existence.

Strength for to-day—what a precious boon
For the earneat souls who labour,

For the willing hands that minister
"To the needy friond or neighbour,

Strength for to-day—that the weary hicarts
In the buttle for right may quail not ;

And the eyes bedimuned with bitter tears,
In their search for light, muy fail not.

Strength for to-day—on the down-hill track,
For the travellers near the valley,

That up, far up on the other side,
Ere long they may safely wmlly.

| Strength for tauday  -that one precious youth
May happily shun temptation,

And build from the vise to sct of sun
On a sure and strong foundation,

Strength for to.day—in house and howe
To practice forbearance sweetly

To seatter kind words and loving deeds,
Still trusting in God completely.

Strength for to-day i3 all that we need,
i As there never will be o to morrow
I For toomorrow will prove hut another toaday,
| With its measure of joy und sorrow,

.

A Touching Picture.

Waex the case of Mary Silk was
called in Justice C. J. Whites court
the st interested spectators were a
little boy of seven years old and a givl
a year or two older.  The woman had
been disorderly, and was tined £10 and
costs.  The boy stepped up to an otlicer
and askod : “ What aro they going to
do with my mammat” I am afraid
they will have to send her to the
Bridewell unless you can raise $11 to
pay her fine,” was the response.  The
boy looked up at him w wmoment, while
his under lip quiveral and his eyes
grew moist ; then, with an air of de-
termination, said: “Como on, Hattie,
well get the moner.” A few hours
later the Iad came back to the station
wnd stood in front of the desk serjeant,
twirling his hat tn his hand,  1is hend
just cunie above the desk, “ Well, my

litthe man, what ean 1 do for.you?”

“Please, sir, I came to see if I couldn’t
get my mother out of juil,” replied the
urchin, as two biyg tears rolled down
his chiecks.  “I've got $2:60 which
was given to ma; please tuke it and
It me go in mmnma’s place. I ean't
work a8 hard, but [ll stay longer.”
With this.the littls fellow Lroke down
and commenced to sob.  “Don't cry,
my lad,” said bailift Relley, who had
overheard the conversation; “I'll not
send your wother to Bridewell, I'd
pay ten fines myself first.” The oflicers
of the station beenme interested in the
boy’s munly bearing and his efforts to
get his mother released.  Justico C. J.
White was seen, and he consented to
suspend the fine.  The children were
taken down to their mother, who was
Wid low thoy had tried to beg the
money to pay for her release. It was

the one touch of nature, and mother,
children, and oflicers held a little
jubilee in the station. A wotan
with such children as yours ought not
to be here,” said tho bailitt. ¢ No”
wius tho sobbing answen,” “and she
nover will Lo agnin.”~~Chicago Z1'ri-
bune,

—

His Bible Saved His Life.

Samurt Procror was a soldier in
the st Regiment of Foot Guards,
and took part in the terrible seenes of
Waterloo. He had received religious
impressions in early life, and these
wero decpened in ufter years, so that
ho became identiticd with the few
plous men of the regiment who met
for devotional purposes. Ife alwiys
carried his Bible in his trousers pocket
on one side, aud his hymn-hook on the
other. Tn the evening of the 16th of
June, his rvegiment was ovdered  to
dislodge the French from a certain
woud, frotn which they greatly annoyed
the Allies.  While so engaged he was
struck on one hip with such force that
e was thrown some four or five yards.
As e was not wounded ho was at a
loss to explain tho cause.  But when
he caumue to examine his Bible, he
found that o musket badl had struck
hit just where the Bible rested i his
pocket, penctrating nearly balf through
the sucred Book, Al who saw the ball
said it must have killed him bLut for
the Bible, which thus literally served
as u shield,  He was filled with grati-
tude to his Preserver, and ever kept
the Bible in his house, ns David laid
up the sword of Goliath, as a uemorinl.
He used to say, “The Bible has twice
saved me instrumentally @ first from
death in battle, anu second from death
cternal”—Zhe Quicer for dpril,

Beyond,

Never aword is said
jut it trembles in the air,
And the truant voice b sped
To vibrate everywhere s
Aud perhaps fur off’ in cternul yoars
I'he echo‘tuny titgg upot our vars,

Never are kind acts done,
T'o wipe the weeping cyes,
But, like Hashies of the sun,
They sigual to the skies;
Aud up above the angels read
How wo have helped the sorer need.

Never a day is given
Tut it tones the after yenrs,
And it carries up to heaven
Its sunshino or its tears ;
\While the to-morrows stand and wait—
The sileut mutes by the outer gate.

There is no end to the sky,
A tho stars ave everywhere,
And timo is cternity,
Aund the hero is over there;
"For the comnon deeds of a cominon day
Are ringing bells in tho far away,
—if{enry Burion,

o

Memiop and dispatch govern the
world.

Turnrg- is nothing 8o nccessary as
necessity ; without it, mankind would

Iinteresting Facts.

Krvs were oviginally made of wood ;
aud the eavliest form was a simple
crook similar to the conmmon picklack.
"The ancient keys are formed of Lronze,
and are of remarkable shape, the shaft
terminating on one side by the wuds,
on the other by o ving.  Keys of this
deseription were  presented Ly hus-
Jbands to wives, amd were returned
again upon divoree or separation.

Hats were first made by a Swiss at
Paris, in 1101, ‘They are mentioned
in history at tho period when Charles
VIL made his triwmphal entry into
Rouen, in 1449, o wore a hat lined
with ved velvet and surmounted with
a rich pluue of feathers. 1t is from
his reign that hats and caps are dated,
which henecforth began to take the
place of chaperous and hoods that had
been worn before in Vrance,  Previous
to the year 1510 the men and women
of England wore close-knit woollen
caps.

A Woman's Work.

A riw wecks since, I received a
visit from my old co.worker during
the war, the veteran army nurse,
4 Mother Bickerdyke.t  She had spent
the rainy day in srarching for an old
soldier, who for the last ten yeurs has
lived dissolutely, in Boston. She had
visited police courts, jails and houses
of correction, and was wet, weary and
depressed. I remonstrated : “My dear
friend, why do you, an old women at
the age of soventy-three, wasto your-
self on such a worthless fellow as
B——1" Turning to me with a flash
of her blue eyes, und a straightening
of tho curves of her yet beautiful
wouth, she gave me this rebuke:
“Mary Livermore, I have a commis.
sion from tho Lord God Almighty to
do all I can for every miserable
ereature who comes in my way. He's
always sure of two friends—God and
me!” What if this spirit dwelt in all
of us. .

-

By This Conquer.

IN the yea~ 312 A.D., Constantine,
a Rowan oflicer, was marching with
his army toward Rowe for the pur.
poso of making himsclf master of the
Rotuan empive.

Suddenly he Ueheld a luninous cross
in the sky, upon which was written,
“13y this conquer.” From this time
Constantine became o Christian,  He
went in tho faith of that cross, and
overcame  Maxentius, who opposed
him. At that time tho people of Rome
persceuted Christirns; but when, after-
ward, Constautine became emperor -of

‘1 Rome, he protected the Christians,

and in 324 A.D. made Christianity
the state religion.

Although Constantine professed to
be @ Christian, yet he was one in
theory moro than in practice. He no
doubt did many things which Christians
nowudays would not dcem right. But
children, and especiudly young Chris.

havo ceased to exist ages ago.

tians, may learn 'a lesson from Con-

stantine’s vision, © Whatever mny be
your trouble, your temptation, your
wenkness, conquer it by the cross of
Christ. It is a sure stay. I kunow
to what peculine temptations young
Christinng are exposed ; bat tho cross
s sullicient for all these. The scorn
of friends, the taunts of encmies, the
struggles of pussion, are warded offy
and fall harmless at tho foot of the
Cross,

No wonder Paul said, "I gloryin
the cross of our Lord Jesus Christ!”
He had tried it; and at the end of n
long life of pevsccution and trinl, of
labour and anxiety, he could triumph-
antly say, “My glory is in the cross
of Christ,” because his trust hmd been
in the siae cross.

Think mote of the cross, read of it,
trust in it, and in the end you may
rejoice in it. :

-

Dandelion.

A DANDRLION in & meadow grew,
Among the waving grass and cowslips
yellow ;
Dining on sunshine, breakfasting on dew,
He was & right contented littlo fellow,

Fach morn his golden head o lifted straight,
Lo catch the first swoet breath of coming
day; .
Each evening closed his sleepy eyes, 1o wait
Until the loug, cool night had pmu.:.J &Y.

One afternoon, in sad, unquict mocd,
I paused beside thiw tiny, brighe .wad
flower,
And begged that he would tell me, if he
could,
The sceret of his joy through sun and
shower. ‘

Ue looked at me with open cyes, and said:
“I know the sun is somewhers, shining
clear;
Aud when I eannot seo him overhead,
I try to be a littlo sun, right here”
—St. Nicholua,

Tue Quiver for April publishes for
the first time a sermon delivered by.the
Rov. Wm. Juy, in Argyle chapel, Bath,
on the accession of Queen Victoria,
July 9th., 1837. The text of this
sermon was an appropriate one, taken
from Isaiah, “As for my people, chil-
dren are their oppressors and woman
only aver them,” A poitruit-of Queen
Victoria taken in 1837 is given. «“The
Ilistory of Sabatui Sevi,” the pretend.
ed Messiah in the reign of Charles
the Second is given. *Some Curious
Pulpits,” describes with pen aud peucil
sowe beautiful and some quaint old
pulpits of England. Cassell & Com.
pany, 15 conts & number, $1.50 & year.

-

Tug heart gets weary, but néver
gets old.

You cau outlive a .slander in halt
the timo you can outargue it.

WE have no necd to search other
continents fo~ work, while a neighbour's
child is ill for want of food, or & brother
or a sister unhelped-in our owi' Nouse.
God docs not send us out on distaat
dutics, while' pressing -ones -are left'at
howe uudone. BT S
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“The Hand that Rocks the
Cradle.”

THEY say that man is mighty,
He governs land and sea,

He wields a mighty sceptre
O’er less2r powers that be;

But a power mightier, stronger,
Man from his throne has hurled,
““For the hand that rocks the cradle

Is the hand that rules the warld.”

Behold the brave commander,
Staunch ’mid the carnage stand,
Behold the guidon dying,
With the colours in his hand.
Brave men they be, yet craven,
When this banner is unfurled :
“The hand that rocks the cradle
Is the hand that rules the world.”

Great statesmen govern nations,
Kings mould a people’s fate,

But the unseen hand of velvet,
These giants regulate.

The iron arm of fortune

. With woman’s charm is purled,

“For the hand that rocks the cradle

Is the hand that rules the world.”
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A Protecting Providence.

It will not be difficult to mention
cases in which eminent individuals
have been preserved from danger and
death by the manifest hand of Provi-
dence.

John Knox, the Scottish Reformer,
had many enemies, who sought to
compass his destruction. He was in
the habit of sitting in a particular
chair in his own house, with his back
to the window. One evening, however,
when assembling his family, he would
neither occupy his accustomed seat nor
allow anybody else to doso. That very
evening a bullet was sent through the
window with a design to kill him. It
gmzed the chair which he usually
oocupied, and made a hole in the
candlestick.

It is related of Augustine that he
was going on one occasion to preach
at 2 distant town, and took a guide to
direct him on the way. By some
means the guide mistook his way, and
got into a by-path. It was afterwards
discovered that a party of miscreants
had designed to waylay and murder
him, and that his life was saved
through the guide’s mistake.
Charles, of Bala, was once saved from
death by what some would call a foolish

Liverpool his saddle-bag was put into
the wrong boat. He had taken his
seat when he discovered it, and had to

he was vexed and disappointed, but he
afterwards learned that the boat in
which he intended to go was lost, and
all its passengers drowned.

Howard, the philanthropist, was
once preserved from death by what
some would call mere chance, but
which was no other than a special
Providence. He always set a high
value on Sabbath privileges, and was
exact and careful in his attendance on
the means of grace. That he might
peither increase the labour of his
servants nor prevent their attendance
on public worship, he was accustomed
to walk to the chapel at Bedford,
where he attended. One day a man
whom he had reproved for his idle
and dissolute habits resolved to way-
lay and murder him. That morning,
however, for some reason or other he
resolved to go on horseback, and by a
different road. Thus his valuable life
was preserved.

The Rev. John Newton was in the
habit of regarding the hand of Ged in
everything, however trivial it might
appear to others. “The way of man
is not in himself,” he would say. “I
do not know what belongs to a single
step. When I go to St. Mary Wool-
noth, it seems the same whether I go
down Lothberry, or go through the
Old Jewry ; but the going through one
stroet and not another may produce an
effect of lasting consequence. A man
cut down my hammock in sport, but
had he cut it down half an hour later
I had not been here, as the exchange
of the crew was then making. A man
made a smoke on the seashore at the
time a ship was passing, which was
thereby brought to, and afterwards
brought me to England.”—The Quiver

Jor April.

Eleven Weeks' Excursion to
Europe for $450.

IN compliance with numerous re-
quests, the Rev. Dr. Withrow proposes
to orgunize a tourist party of not less
than 20 for a Summer Excursion to
Great Britain, Holland, Belgium, the
Rhine, Germany, Switzerland, France.
It will occupy eleven weeks, and cost
$450, which covers all expenses. Per-
sons joinin this party can enjoy one
of the finest routes in Europe, with
great economy of time and money,
under the personal guidance of a trav-
eller familiar with the whole of the
journey. For particulars, address him

at the Methodist BooK"Room, Toronto.

mistake.- On one of his journeys to.

change at the last minute. At first |

Dog-Teams in the North-West,
BY THE REV. E. R. YOUNG.

WHERE is the genuine noble boy,
who does not love a splendid dog.
Somebody has styled the dog man’s
most intimate dumb . companion, the
first to welcome, the foremost to defend.

In the Wild North Land, the dogs
are much more to the inhabitants than
mere companions and guardians. In
those vast dreary regions, where there
are no railroads, or street cars; no
horses or carriages or waggons; no
roads, or paths of any description, the
dogs, with their long, narrow sleds,
supply the place of all the other modes
of travel and traffic in winter. The
picture on the opposite page is a
common every-day scene in the re-
gions lying away north of the fertile
prairies of our own great western
country.

See how cantentedly the “boss ” sits
on the dog-sled, smoking and watching

‘the cautious Indians trying to harness

up that vicious, wolfish Huskie dog.
They have need of caution, for he
seems bound to make a subborn fight
for his liberty, even if the odds are
against him. .

THE SLED.

The sled upon which the men are
sitting will give you a fair idea of the
ones used in that country. It is made
of two oak boards, each about twelve
feet long, eight inches wide and one
inch thick. These two boards are
strongly fastened together by cross-
bars, then one end is planed down thin,
and after being well steamed is bent
up to form the front end. A good
train of four dogs is supposed to be
able to draw about five hundred pounds
on one of these sleds. The speed at
which they travel, of course, depends
very much upon the nature of the
country, and the character of the dogs
and drivers. I have travelled through
some wild, rough regions where the
high rocks were 80 numerous, or the
forests so obstructed with dense under.
brush or fallen trees, that after toiling
along as hard as we could all day, we

did not make more than twenty-five
miles. Then, to make up for this slow
rate, T once. went ninety miles in &
day,
of Lake Winnipeg, with a * blizzard,” {8 '
a North-West, storm, blowing us on. ;

-

THE DOGS.

HThe. dogs of that land are called }
uskies or Esquimo’, They are a wilds ff
wolfish lot of fellows, good to work, i
wefll broken in, but they are terrible
tlneve.s. They have warm, furry coats
of hair, sharp, pointed ears, sharp
lll‘mzzles, and very bushy, curly tail*
hey.sometimes say in fun, out theré
that xf you want to get a real, genuin®
hHi:skx.e dog, you must get one with
liftstal! cufled up so tightly, that
his hind feet from the ground
They have wonderful powers of endw®
ance, and wil] tug and pull away at the
heavy loads long after horses would:
have been wearied out. Like the¥
masters they are exposed to msdy
hardships, and often suffer from st*
vation and the bitter cold.

GREAT THIEVES.

These dogs are t thieves, and i
seems to be naturg:leaw theme? Poo?
fellows, they are often so sadly 0¥
g}ected by their owners that they must
?ther steal, or die of hunger.
ike the ostrich, it does not seem t |} |
:la.l.:e much difference what they mak® {{f

elr meal out of. I have known the®
to eat the harness from each other
backs, and the leather fastenings fro®
.the slet:ls. SOI‘ne of them think the whif
:; & dainty morsel, and ethers delight
: steal and eat leather mits or 81076‘

knew some of them, that found *
drunken Indjan asleep one day, %%
th.ey eat the moccasins off his o
vithout waking him up. They sh® |}

® fortunes of their poor Indis®;
:}agters, and ‘are fat or lean just
melr owners are, and that is accordi®$

the abundance or scarcity of
or game, -
THEIR HARDSHIPS.

When 5 company of Indians "':;
turned to a Trading Post, or Missio" |

but this was on the frozen surfsc® -




\

by-five
s slo¥W

'» ‘tof these are harnessed before

HOME AND SCHOOL,

77

HARNESSING DOG-TEAMS IN THE N

After & long winter’s absence, we could
Always tell by the appearance of ?he
0g8 how they had prospered during

e winter. If the dogs were fat and
Dumerous, we knew at once that all,
both Indians and dogs, had a good
ime, and plenty to eat. If the dogs

{|: Yere thin and poor, we knew.the times

not been extra good, or game
Plentiful. If the dogs were not to be
%een, we knew that the times had been
Yery bad, and the poor Indians, not
n%g in getting enough food.to
%t in hunting, had killed and eate.n
their dogs. Boiled or roasted dog is
Dot very bad eating when you have
Rothing elge. Among some of the
tribes, dog-feasts are great state oc-
Casions, and it is considered a great
n to be invited. If you should
Visit some of those Indians, and they
Wished to treat you with honour, the.y
Wwould kill and roast- one of their
Vourite dogs, and, of course, you
Would be expected to eat it with them,
aud Indian etiquette expects you to
%at all that is put on your plate. .
The dogs are generally broken into
work when about a year old. The
Teaking-in process is not always very
Pleagant. Some dogs take to the work
Raturally and quickly, while others
'h‘bbornly resist, and desperately re-
to submit to the loss of liberty-
It is really amazing what an amount
of ferocity and vindictiveness some of
them wil] develop, when they begin to
Tealize the nature of the duties re-
Qired of them. They will not hesl-
tate to bite and cruelly mangle the
d that tries to harness them, even
it is the hand of their own master.
how cautious these two. big stal-
Wart dog-drivers are going to w.ork to
8¢t the harness on that dog in the
Picture, They had better be careful,
Or iy spite of their strength and know-
e of dog-nature, they will both get

A | l’itteu, and he will slip away from them

Mter all. Tho best way to break in &
Young, stubborn dog is with the aid o

"8 good train of old experienced ones.

A steady,
the one to be conquered, an:;n steady,

is put behind
;‘:‘01168“0;:“ lfe securely fastened on
hir:,n for he will use the most desperate

efforts to squeeze OT wriggle himself

out of it. If he does escapeé he is like a |

he will be

hat has once run away, .
:;:szottry it again and con%uentgexﬁ

ighly valued. ~¥vhen

:Ot essedso hlii t}y;is way, the driver ?g:t,:
“tl;narche /" the word used for ahea:d
and the well-tmin?d three Gdeog; roon
spring off on the jump- f:i ally o
ﬁl:'st the new dog 18 hal.f gh encd

’ £ his wits, when he ﬁnds tha N
fo:'le:((;om is interfered with, and t.ha.tthe
cannot romp and play aroun;dl mooul;
came independent Way thago le:e o
in his happy puppyhood ool
d jumps, and springs this fy nd
ﬂ': t 3vay and makes the most {:’x; o
tﬂ'zrts to,get out of his harness. ]:e.
lo;e finds this to be ir'npqssxble,dh:r::s e

:mes stiffens out his legs an ;
tl;:p and think a little, but th'e ; !:]o‘::i
a his mind,

’ are not of nd; ju

gl(:fl‘;, :}rl:iafhey jerk him along in spite

he tries another
is stiff legs. Then .

of his 8 :] fancies that he would 1.1ke tl;
pla: ’j::z now, 0 he throws himse
res

he steady dogs
the snow, but tea
flo:;z: say, “No, you don’t, k::d ::
:‘;ey push on, he is obliged to keep
the move. v bo piticd, he
brute, he 18
f::: move sidewsys, f'or tl;; Str;:;:ﬁ
;aog and heavy slt?d be:;:dﬁx psome
: line, and he is mn & D&% “< ome
Py me’uickly accept the sltuatno‘x;, nd
doti;eqdown to steady worl':, :1; gf;, °
e more trouble. Some ngt’ ot g
:il;l of trouble, and often :

bellion. Some will

most cunninglys and while pre-

. awsy’ are not
i be tuggﬂ{sgometimes a dog

d shouting s bim to 8% T
an poG TRICKS.

At one place the people had a dog

ORTH-WEST.

so stubborn and obstinate that it seem-
ed to be impossible to make him move
when harnessed up. So one day they
took hin away a mile or so from the
house and then securely harnessed him
to an empty sled. Then they.went
away and left him, and waited to see
how long it would be before he came
home with the sled. He waited only
until they were out of sight, and then
with his teeth cut off his traces and
ate up the greater part of them, and
then deliberately walked home. I for.
get, just now, whether his flesh supplied
the family that day with a capital din-
ner, or whether they made a pot of
soft soap out of his fat.

The poor dog drivers have a hard
time of it when they have a train of
sulky, lazy dogs. Once, when I re
proved a French half-breed for swear-
ing, he replied, “Oh! missionary, don’t
you know that it is very hard work for
a man to keep his temper, or keep from
swearing, and drive dogs.”

For years I travelled over my large
circuit, in the winter time, with these
dogs. How they used to amuse me
with their tricks and antics, and some-
times what hardships and suffering
they caused, by cunningly stealing and
eating all our provisions in the night,
when we were scores of miles from a
human habitation, Sometimes, when
the nights were bitterly cold, they
would. leave their beds in the woods,
and come and crowd into our camp,
where we were sleeping, and fight with
each other over us, for what seemed to
be the honour of sleeping on our heads,

DOG TRAVELLING.

Travelling with dogs, in that cold,
dreary North land, is more pleasant to
read about than to actually endure.
The bitter cold, that used to cause us
the most intense anguish ; the bruised
limbs and bleeding feet ; the long days
of painful toiling along through the
deep snow, in the pathless forests,
where we had to go ahead on our snow
shoes to pick a track for the poor dogs,
that had all they could possibly do to

1

drag the loaded sleds after them, will
never be forgotten.

Then, wearied as we were, when
night came down upon us, instead of
having a friendly home to sheiter us,
we had to go to work and dig out.a

‘| place in the snow, and prepare our

camp ; and then how uncomfortable it
was after all our toil. Here we had:

to prepare our food, and here we rested-

and slept. We had no roof above is.
but the star-decked vault of heavén, .
and yet it was often forty, and some-
times fifty degrees below zero. ’
We often suffered intensely on these-
long, toilsome journeys, but they were
not in vain. The poor Indians received
us so gladly, and treated us, in their
simple way, 8o kindly, and listened to
the Word of God with such rapt at-
tention, and were so willing to leain
all they could about the way of salva-
tion, that we often forgot all about the
frost-bites, and cramps, and bruises,
and bleeding feet, and rejoiced that we
were counted worthy to be permitted
to undertake these journeys, for the
sake of telling the “old, old story of
Jesus and his love,” to precious souls
who were 80 very anxious to hear it.

&

The Blessed Brood.
GATHER them close to your loving heart—
Cradle them close to your breast ;-
They will soon enough leave your brooding
care,
Soon enough mount youths’ topmost stair—
Little ones in the nest.

Fret not that the children’s hearts are &y,
That their restleas feet will run ;
There may come a time in the by-and-bye
When you'll sit in your lonely room and
sigh

For a sound of childish fun.

When you long for a repetition sweet,
That sounded through each room,
Of ““mother ! mother 1” the dear love calls
That will echo long through the silent halls,
And add to their stately gloom.

There may come a time when you'll long to
hear

! The eager, boyish tread,

The tuneless whistle, the clear, shrill shent,

The busy bustle in and out,
And pattering overhead.

Whentheboyumdgirhmgllgm"np
And scattered far and wide,

Or gone to the.undiscovered shore,

Where youth and age come never more, -
You will miss them from your side,

Then gather them to your loving heart,
Cradle them on your breast,
They will soon enough leave your brooding

care,
Soon enoug’h mount youth’s topmost stair—
Little ones in the nest.

—Good Housckeoping.

My Mother; and our Old English
Homes. By Rev. SaMvEL Massxy.
Second Edition. Price 10 centa.
This neat little book, which contains

a portrait of the author, who iz o

minister in Montreal, is full of inci-

dents taken from the life of hig mother,
and abounds with practical suggestions
for Christian mothers. The design of
the author is to encourage mothers in
the discharge of their maternal duties,

They will be greatly encouraged by its
perusal,
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" THE DAYS OF WESLEY.”

L

WEDNESDAY, May lat, 1745

MorRER always said that on the day

I became sixteen she would give me a
book of my own, in which to keep a

diary. I have wished for it ever since-

I was ten, because mother herself al-
ways keeps a diary; and when any-
thing went wrong in the house, she
would retire to her own little light
closet over the porch, and come out
again with a serenity on her face which
seemed to spread over the house like
fine weather.

And in that little closet there is no
furniture but the old rocking-chair in
which mother used to rock us children
to sleep, and a table covered with a
white cloth, with four books on it,—
the Bible, Bishop Taylor's Holy
Living and Dying,” Thomas & Kempis
on the “Iinitation of Christ,” and the
diary.

The three printed books I was al-
lowed to read, but (except the Bible)
they used in my childish days to seem
to me yery gloomy and grave, and not
at all such as to account for that in-
fectious peacefulness in mother’s face
and voice.

I concluded, therefore, that the
magic must lie in the diary, which we
were never permitted to open,-although
I had often felt sorely tempted to do
50, especially since one morning when
it lay open by accident, and I saw
Jack’s name and father’s on the page.
For there were blots there, such as
used to deface my copy-book, on those
sorrowful days when the lessons ap-
peared particularly hard.

It made me wonder if mother too
had her hard lessons to learn, and I
longed to peep and see. Yes, there
were certainly tears on mother’s diary.
I wonder if there will be any on mine.

"To-night, as we were supping, and
Hugh Spencer, the vicar’s son with us,
Betty the maid came, in great agita-
tion, into the room, and exclaimed that
a church parson had been mobbed, and
all but killed, at Falmouth.

He had been preaching to the people
in the open air, and was staying quiet-
ly in Falmouth, when the mob were
excited against him, and led on by the
crews of some privateers in the harbour,
attacked the house in which he was,
swearing they would murder the parson.
The family fled in terror, leaving him
.alone with one courageous maid-ser-
vant. The mob forced the door, filled
the passage, and began to batter down
.the partition of the room in which the
. parson; was, roaring out, “Bring out
the Canorum.t Where is the Cano-
rum ?” Kitty, the maid, through whom
. Betty heard of it, exclaimed, “ Oh, sir,

*Condensed from ‘The Diary of Mrs.
Kitty Trevylyan,” by the author of the
‘¢t Schonberg Cotta Family.”

+A slang name for Methodist in Cornwall,
See Wesley's Journal, 1845,

what must we do?” He replied, “We
must pray.” Then she advised him to
hide in a closet; but he refused, say-
ing, “It was best for him to stay just
where he was.” But he was as calm
as could be, and quietly took down a
looking-glass which hung against the
wall, that it might not be broken.
Just then the privateers’men, im-
patient of the slow progress of the
mob, rushed into the house, put their
shoulders to the door, and shouting,
“ Avast, lads! avast!” tore it down
and dashed it into the room where the

clergyman was. Immediately he step-

ped forward in their midst, bareheaded,
that they might all see his face, and
said, “ Here I am. Which of you has
anything to say to me? To which of
you have I done any wrong? To you!
—or you t—or you?” So he continued
speaking until he had passed ‘through
the midst of the crowd in the street.
There he took his stand, and, raising
his voice, said, “ Neighbours, country-
men! do you desire to hear me speak?”
The mob stood hesitating and abashed,
and several of them cried vehemently,
“Yes, yes; he shall speak !|—he shall !
Nobody shall hinder him!” and two
of their ring-leaders turned about and
swore not a man should touch him.
Then they conducted him safely to
another house, and soon after he left
the town in a boat.

“A brave heart the parson must
have had, truly,” said father.  “I had
rather face an army than to be pulled
to pieces by a mob. But what did the
mob attack him for 1”

“Because he will preach in the
fields, Master,” said Betty, “and the
people will go to hear him, and the
parsons won’t have it, and the magis-
trates read the Riot Act on him the
day before.”

“But parsons and privateersmen
do not usually act in concert,” said
father, “and the Riot Act seemed more
wanted for the mob than for the
parson ¥’

“I have heard of them, sir
brother Jack. “Some say this parson
has been sent here by the Pretender.
The common people go to hear him by
thousands, and he speaks to them from
a hedge or a door-step, or any place he
can find ; and the women cry, and fall
into hysterics.”

“Not the women only, master Jack,”
interposed Betty. My brother-in-
law, as wild a man as ever you saw,
was struck down by them last summer,
and ho has been like a lamb ever since.”

“ What struck him down, Betty?%”
said mother, in a bewildered tone.

“Jt is the words they say?’ said
Betty,—‘“they are so wonderful power-
ful! And they do say that they be
mostly Bible words, and the parson is
a regular church parson—none of your
low-lived Dissenters—and if he comes
in our parts, I shall go and hear him.”

“But, Betty, you must take care of
what you are about,” said mother.
“There are wolves in sheeps’ clothing;
and I do not understand women going
into hysterics and méh being struck

\

1” said

down. There is nothing like it in the
Acts of the Apostles. T hope, indeed,
it is no design of the Jesuits.”

But Betty stood her ground. «T am
no scholar, missis,” said she; “but I
should like to hear the parson that
turned my brother-in-law into a lamb.”

“And L” said father, “should like
to see the man who can quiet a mob in
that fashion,” '

“And I,” said Hugh Spencer quietly |.

to me, “should like to hear the sermons
which bring people together by thou-
sands.” :

I'do not know that I should have
thought so much about it if our vicar
had not preached about it on the next
Sunday. i

* The things our vicar preaches about
seem generally to belong to times so
very long ago, that it quite startled us
to hear him say that in these days a
new heresy had sprung up, headed by
most dangerous and fanatical persons
calling themselves clergymen of the
Church of England. This new sect
he said, styled themselves Methodists,
but seditiously set all method and order
at defiance. They had set all England
and Wales in a flame, and novcs", he
said, they threatened to invade our
peaceful parish. He then concluded
by a quotation from St. Jerome (I
think), likening the heretics of his day
to wolves, and jackals, and a great
many foreign wild beasts. He gave
us a catalogue of heresies fromothe
fourth century onward, and told us he
had now done his part as a faithful
sheplierd, and we must do ours ag
valiant soldiers of the Church.

Betty thought our vicar meant that
we should be valiant like the priva-
teers-men at Falmouth; but I ex.
plained to her what I thought he reall
meant.

But in the evening, as T was reading
in the Acts of the Apostles how thz
magistrates and the mob seemed to
agree in attacking the Apostles ;
about the riot at Ephesus and the
calmness of St. Paul, T wondered if the
Apostle looked and spoke at all like
that brave clergyman at Falmouth. .

And my dreams that night were a
strange mixture of that old riot at
Ephesus, and this new riot ag Fal-
mouth, and Foxe’s “Book of Martyrs.”

Hugh says the clergyman’s name ig
the Reverend John Wesley, and that

he is a real clergyman, and fel]
college at Oxford. ’ ov of a

To-day a letter came from
Henderson to father, inviting hin‘:\:r?(‘l;
me to pay a visit to them and Aunt
Beauchamp in London. She said it
would be a pity to let slip this oppor-
Funity, it was time I should be learn-
ing something of the world ; and Aung
Beauchamp, who was staying at Bath
for ;lheé watelgs, would fetch me in her
coach from Bristol, if we
far as that., ' could get as

Father would not hear of going him.
self, saying he had seen eno%gh %fh :;Illfe
world, and had done with it ; but he
¥Ias v¢'a(xi'yI earx;list that I should go.

e said I ou not to mo; 1
away in Corn%va.ll. pe wy life

Mother turned rather pale, an
of the perils of the on:'ld ,fordsilc):(})xk:
child as me. .

But father would not heed her : he
has found a ship about to sajl f’rom
Fe}hnouth to Bristol, and he himself
will accompany me thus far. 8ol is

’

°| the morning,

vl

and |

| when we were all in the coach on €%

settled, and mother says no doubt it is [
best, ' 4 . f

. My box is packed, all but the corner |
into which I must squeeze my diary: |
if ‘it were only for the precious words
at the end in mother’s handwriting.
_ Tam glad, now it is-settled, that it B |
18 80 near. I cannot bear to meet
mother’s eyes, and see hor try to smile §
as she turns them away, and feel ho |}
long théy have been resting on me.  [f [
Oh, I wish I were baclé again, of [ |
that things need never change! * -
- Mother came in as I had fimished:§
t'hese words, -and brought me fs'Oma'i
little bags of lavender she had just’
finished to lay in my linen. She sa¥ if
I had been_crying, and bade me goto
bed at once, and finish my packing in |

Tl}Bn she knelt down with me by the
l?edmde,' a8 she used when I was 8:
little child, and said the Lord’s Praye’ g 1
aloud with me, and saw me safely into
bed, and tucked me in as when I was |
a little child, and kissed me, and wish- §
ed_me good night in her own sweet'i
quiet voice, ;

But when she went away I Cfiea'
and almost wished she had not come. |

All the days and nights T ani awsY §
from her shall I not feel like a chill §
lefﬁ; alone in the dark 1

But then came on me ‘the echo o }
her _volce saying, “Our Father whidh !
art in heaven,” and if T can keep that
I my heart, T cannot feel like a child

alone in the dark. . E

I suppose that is why our dear- S8
viour taught it to us, and not .ondy |
baught it us, but said it with ws, tb#]
We might feel, as it were, his hand #

ours when we say it, and so be wrap” JR |
ped all around Withtiove. ° Y

Haokney, near London. ;
It has happenod as mother saif:|
The first few days were dreadful. ‘*If ‘
felt like a ghost in another world,— i}
Imean a kind of heathen ghost in &,
world of shadows it did not belong 0
Mother stood like a white statue 8¢ §
tl)e' door when I rode away on the §
pillion behing father ; Jack laugh"(lt
and made jests, partly to cheer me 9P [l
and partly to show himself a mee; BRI
Betty hoped I should come back saf®
again, and find them all alive, “but 19
one ever knew ;” and the only refug®
T could find was to fly from all the up”
certainty ; straight to him with who®
all is life and certainty ; to fly fro#®
clrﬁumsta.nc% to God himself, and s
—*“Thou knowest. Thou carest. KeP
them and me” )
And then I became calm, and coufd
even talk to father as we rode alond
and think of the last requests I wante®
to make for the animals and the oW *
ers, which had to be cared for while
Ay |
b did make me proud to see ho" [Hll "
noble father lookedpin ‘his plain old 1
suit of clothes, Every one knew L
Was a “born gentleman ;7 and whe? | [t
cousins met us in their velvets, a¥¢ [
laced suite, and hats, I thought 1° 1Ml
looked like a prince in disguise amond [§
them, i
It is worth while coming into ‘th If
¢ ; g into W8
vz:;;lg‘ :ia; .lxttle, if only tq learn ‘Wti
And cousins felt it too. One of 8
st things Cousin Harry said to 9

D At Pte At Ite PP e - A

;0

|, o« D MY g P QD I S S, ot ot

fi

wg‘)" to London was,— ‘
Your father looks like an 6‘&;

general, Kitty, ‘
Yhink he ‘hadty One would nev®

rastioating for®

¢

g
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: =
TMrter of o century among the Cor-
nml baors.” y 8

abt it i8 [
. ' Captain Trevylyan could not fail

o corner | 6 Jook like a gentleman and a soldier,”

y diar}s | %ad his father, Sir John Beauchamp.
s words ; + v+ like 8ir John’s manners far better
ting. I | Wan Cousin Harry’s. He is so grave
 that it 38 | d_COllrteous, and attends to all I say
o meet gt {8 lf. I were a princess, in the old
to smile 8 11 %valier may,ner father speaks of ; and
eel hov i § Dever swears unless he is very angry
me. [ With the groom, or the coachman. But
ain, oF {48 | ki‘“'l‘y spices his conversation with all
- 8 AI0ds- of gearcely dispuised oaths, and
fmished' ‘Nterrupts not me only, but his mother
e ‘some M I ®0d Cousip Evelyn, and is as free and
ad just Y as if he had known me all my life.
She sa¥ 8 | €t I think he is good-natured, for
e go 0 | 8¢e when T coloured at some words he
king 17 I | o €d, he was quite careful for an hour
R T two.  Cousin Evelyn and he had
» by the I I :;()St of the conversation to themselves,
was & 3 ‘agh"“gh Evelyn was not very talk-
Prayer g1 'Ve. Frequently when I looked at
ely int0 er I found her large dark eyes resting
n I was | :n e, as if she were reading me like
d wish i o bOka. Aunt Beauchamp was busied
sweeh B | Mong her furs and perfumes, and
. i se-‘?m?@l every now and then on the
[ Cfiea' R ﬁ“’t of going into hysterics when the
come- R “ﬁ%es dashed round a corner into a
1y aw‘ﬁ E 1B l’ut:fe’ :3 the carriage jolted on the
a chilt R road. -
sh In one place, not far from Bristol,
echo of | W 1.0 Vas very much frightened. We
c which Sl 1o stop while way was made for us
ep that I wh 1gh the outskirts of a large mob
a,chﬂ,df O were collected to hear a great
Rl Beucher called” Whitefield.  Unele
ear- S 18 I a '“C‘hamp says he is a wild fanatic,
ot ol Z ik v':l'd that the magistrates were not
as, ¢heb ; ' Orth their salt if they could not put
and | el fellows down.  Aunt Beauchamp
o wraf” BRI son € might as well travel through
. ‘} SWe barbargus country as be stopped
R o dtbe King’s highroad by a number
ndon. - Irty colliers, who made the air not
r said. BRI ' 0 Lreathe,
fal. 1 fRH | BUt as we waited, I could not help
»rld,*"l 1 tlclng how very orderly the people
t in % BB 1"  Thousands and thousands all

t . "8ing on the words of one man, and
iy q}n% you could hear yourown breath-
I‘wfgi " All quite quiet, except that, as
o Stened, I could hear repressed sobs
! sm Some, both men and women, and
0‘:“’ tears making white channels
. ' many of the sooty faces
H “’on;d the preacher had such a clear,
{ Wi} erful voice. He seemed to spef:tk
" deiout effort.  His whole body, in-
Mgy, not only his tongue, seemed
Wigh by the passion in him, but the
%gil ty, musical voice itself flowed
ang Y as if in familiar conversation,
tihctthe fine, deep tones were as dis-
Whe on the outskirts of the crom‘rd
I;erire We stood as if he had been whis-
i Qlerng In one’s ear. He looked like a
{ Ver 8Yman, and the words I heard were
.vg'bey good. He was speaking of the
i 2t love of God to us all, and of the
. Iat' sufferings of our Lord for us all.
"ligte sh‘{uld have liked to stay and
I g us.n With the colliers. I never heard
Wy rlc like that voice; yet the words
" Peaf ore than the voice ; and oh, the
ty is more than_the words! It
‘011? e feel more at home than any
. S since mother’s last prayer with
itgp_2nd I should like Hugh Spencer
Ave heen there.
afg, Nele Beauchamp asked me soon
]o,; We had gone on, what made me
‘1 80 thoughtful.,
lig, $1d T was wondering if these were
i iy the people they called Methodists
it th, Orawall, who come together in
W“Sa,nds to hear a clergyman called
b %y preach.

il

« Are they there, too?” said Uncle
Beauchamp. “Confound the fellows,
they are like locusts. The land is full
of them, but if ever they set their feet
near Beauchamp Manor, I sha,l}’ know
how to give them their do?serts‘l )

«They have met their deserts in
more places than one, sir,” said Harry;
and he proceeded to relate a number
of anecdotes of Methodist preachers
being mobbed, and beaten, and dragged
throzgh horse-ponds ; which seemed to

use him very much. )
amBut, they made me th1’1,1k again of
Foxe’s “ Book of Martyrs.
0Suddenly Cousin Harry paused, and
d — .
saJl“,Cousin Kitty looks as grave as if
she were a Methodist berself; and as
fierce as if she could imitate the Meth-
odist woman who once knocked down
three men in defence of a preacher

they were beating.”
«J cannot see any
of men setting on one an
im,” I said. ) i
hll}:,VVe]l said, little Enghshwoma,r‘.x‘,’
ed Uncle Beauchamp. I
doubt if she did not knock 1:,2&3
assailants down, she would hg,ve pic
;Llslza}trlgchel' up and dressed his wounds,
in face of any mob.” ., )
" “RIC (;mpe T should, Uncle,” I said.
And since that, Un‘cle Beauchamp
venerally calls me his little Samaritan.
“ But Aunt Beauchamp checkedtt.;he
f rogress of the conversation
{)u rltzﬁ?:u{)dlyg observing that she thought
w); had been occupied long enough with
colliers, and mobs, a_md Metllxodlst,s,
and all kinds of unwashed peop e.h .
« John Wesley is certainly not that,
said Harry. “He loqks”as neat and
pri a court chaplain. )
ﬂ‘I‘nI: Sthe fellow a dandy, too?” ex-

(1
claimed Uncle Beauchamp,——l‘]txgore
contemptible even than.l thought. -

«Dandy or not,” said Harry, C(;l
batively, I have beard he is a gentle-

”
maIr;. was three days before we reached

t so much
don. And then I was not 0

slg'r;)r?sed with it as my cousins vns.léed.
The streets were certainly w;] er,
and the houses higher, and the shops
and I saw more sedan chairs,
and magnificent footmen 1in
1 had seen in all mﬂ illfe
ed to me all the

ro. But that seem
}{)‘iaf{;grence. The th;]x;gsson::;y n::fce]?

to me, after all,
:,{;?]2 only a,, little larger or smaller, or

)

i sicher or poorer.
* l',l[?lt;lee gl;:as wonder i8 t:he people, and'
that is quite pewildering.  Because
the stream never ceases ﬂowmg}r; any
re than the river or the sea at home.
mOJAnd so many of the faces lqok }slo
hite and wan and defeated, as if the
;)‘;oll)le had been tossed and bxgklen ggg
back so very often. Only txod
be:?lu:::)t ;wet his human creatures stnfxg
:r?e and be tossed about and bz;,ﬂl:‘d or
nothing. I am quite sure of t 13 ear
I wish the preacher I hear hear
Bristol, Mr. Whitefield, could stpea;1 < to
thtel:e I;oor London crowds. }I t ull]e
he might comfort them. Per ,:P]sped
has s;oken to them, and has he. ;
1d listen.
th?[?}?ewp};:c:OAuunt and Uncle H efu}ilc;s
son live in is called Hackney. RN
idea a merchant’s house cou o
o ::t as thisis. Father always slf;ot‘-
oif (;nisy sister Hendersonha.s}:‘ gocl);w e: e&

» i olying that she ha v

ﬁn?e’lfu?r)rz,mfdiably by marrying :
vy But I find that Aun

fun in hundreds
d ill-using

interpos
have no

grander,
coaches,
an hour than

ently regarding Cornwall as a kind of
vault above ground, in which we led a
ghostly existence, not strictly to be
called life.

And, indeed, as to what are called
riches, handsome furniture, and costly
clothes, Aunt Henderson is certainly
right.

It is very strange to me the idea
some of the people in London seem to
have, as if the rest of the world were
a kind of obscure outskirts of this

reat town.

Uncle Henderson is a Dissenter.

Mother warned me a little against
this. But I find they have their own
good books, just as we have, although
they are not the same.

Quite a different set of names there
are on the book-shelves in the best
parlour; Baxter and Howe, and Owen,
and a number of tall, old books, bound
in calf, which do not look much read,
and which seemed to me to go on very
much from page to page, with very
long paragraphs. -

Some of the books, however, seem to
me as good as Bishop Taylor, and

Saint’s Rest,” by Mr. Baxter, and a
small book called “The Redeemer’s
Tears over Lost Souls,” by Mr. Howe.

There are also some new hymns,
some of which are delightful, composed
by Dr. Watts and by Dr. Doddridge.

I do not think mother knows any-
thing of all these good people. She
will be pleased when I tell her. It is
so pleasant to think how many more
good books and men there are and have
been in the world than we knew of.

Uncle Henderson, however, does
not seem at all pleased with mother’s
good books. When he asked me one
day what we read at home on the
Sabbath, and I told him (although
mother does not read her religious
books only on Sunday), he shook his
head very gravely at Bishop Taylor,
and said he was very much in the
dark, quite an Arminian, indeed, if not
a Pelagian, besides his natural short-
comings in common with all Prelatists.

Then I said that mother’s principal
good book was the Bible, and that I
liked it much the best of all.

And Uncle and Aunt Henderson
both said,—

«QOf course, my dear, no one dis-
putes that.”

Neither do I like the service in
Uncle Henderson’s chapel very much.

At home the sermon was very often
beyond my understanding, but then
there were always the prayers, and the
psalms, and the lessons. But here the
prayer seems as difficult as the sermon,
and is nearly as long,.and all in one
piece without break. And when it is
done I feel as if I had been only hear-
ing about sacred things instead of
speaking to God (although, of course,
that is my own fault). The minister
does not preach about Socrates and St.
Jerome, like our vicar; but somehow
or other, when he speaks about God
and the Lord Jesus Christ, it seems
just the same as of they had lived in
the past, and made decrees and done
eat things a long time ago.
«@And the people do not look inter-
ested. They are all, however, hand-
somely dressed. Aunt Henderson says
she has counted five coaches at the
door ; almost as many, she says, as
there are at the church Lady Beau-
champ attends at the West End.
I suppose the poor go somewhere
else. I should like to know where.

easier to understand, especially “The |

a celebrated chapel in the days of the
old Pm"ita‘.ns. The minister used to
preach in it, and the people to come to
1t, at the risk of their lives, or, at the
least, of having their ears slit, and
being beggared by fines.

I should like to have seen the con-
gregation then.  Probably none of
them went to sleep, I suppose the
poor came there then ; and the coaches
went somewhere else,

On our way home from the chapel
to-day I saw where the poor-people go,

It was in a great open space called
Moortields. Thousands of dirty, rag-
ged men and women were standing
listening to a preacher in a clergyman’s
gown.  We were obliged to stop while
the crowd made way for us. At first
I thought it must be the same I heard
near Bﬁstol, but when we came nearer
I saw it was quite a different-looking
man ; a small man, rather thin, with
the neatest wig, fine, sharply cut fea-
tures, a mouth firm enough for a gene-
ral, and a bright, steady eye which
seemed to command the crowd. Uncle
Henderson said,—

“It is John Wesley.”

His manner was very calm, not im-
passioned like Mr. Whitefield’s; but
the people seemed quite a8 much
moved.

Mr. Whitefield looked as if he were
pleading with the people to escape
from a danger he saw, but they could
not, and would draw them to heaven

in spite of themselves. Mr, Wesley
did not appear so much to plead as to
speak with authority. Mr. White-

field seemed to throw his whole soul
Into the peril of his hearers. Mr.
Wesley seemed to rest with his whole
soul on the truth he spoke, and, by the
force of his own calm conviction, to
make every one feel that what he said
was true. If his hearers were moved,
1t was not with the passion of the
preacher ; it was with the bare reality
of the things he said.

But they were moved, indeed. No
wandering eye was there. Many were
weeping, some were sobbing as if their
hearts would break, and many more
were gazing as if they would not wee
stir, nor breathe, lest they should lose
a word.

I wanted so much to stay and liste
But Uncle Henderson insizted on drigi
ing on, '

“The good man means well, no
doubt,” he said, “but he is an Armin.
ian, He has even published most
dangerous, not to say blasphemous,
things against the immutable divine
decrees.”

‘z}ﬁd Aun}il: Henderson said,—
might be all very we
wretched outcasts such asrythosél wf}?;
were listening, but we, she trusted
who attended all the means of gmoe’
had no need of such wild preaching.” '

But he was not speaking of the im-
ml}ta.ble decrees to-day, nor of any-
thing else that happened long ago,
He was speaking of the living God
and of the living and the dying. soul,
of the Saviour dying for lost sinners'
of the Shepherd seeking the lost shecpf

And I am so glad, so very glad, the
lost sheep were there to hear. .

. Because in Uncle Hendcrson'’s chapel
1t seems to me there are only the JSound
sheep, or those who think they are
found; and they do not, of course

want the good news nearly so much,
nor, perhaps, on that account, do the;
seem to care so much about jt,

»
n.
;‘Iter::li:;%; ps commonly speaks of

father as ‘“my Poo

r brother,” appar-|’

Uncle Henderson says this was quite

(To be continued.) A <11
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May Blossoms.
BY HORATIUS BOMAK, D.D.

11 is May, all May around us,
In the flush of its summner-glee:

1ts blrssoms, hke sunles of childhood,
They ave sparkling on every tree.

O blosscms, May blossoms, how Leantiful ¥
But what is your fruit to be?

Ye are waving wtad shining everywhers;
But what 1y your fruit to he?

It is May, all May arovud us;
And how softly ita motnents tleo;
The birds in the sunlight's singing
To the hum of the happy bee!

It is May, all May around us,
Over garden and vale and lea;

The scent of the flowers goes past us,
And the shadows are wandering free.

It is May, all May around us,
And, with eyes all glistening, we

Are watching the waving blossoms
Thut are sparkling on every tree.

1t is May, all May around us,
And we lift up our eyes to thee,
T'o whom all this May belongeth,
With its beauty of earth and sea.

O blossoms, May blossoms, how beautiful ¢
But what is your fruit ‘o be?

Ye are waving and shining everywhere;
But what is your fruit to be?

LESSON NOTES.
SECOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THY OLD TFSTAMENT.

B.C. 1491)  LESSON VIL [May 15
THE CALL UF MOSES,
Exod. 8. 1.12,

Memory verses, 2 6,
Gotpex Texr,

1 will be with thy mouth, and teach thes
what thou shialt say.  Exod. 4. 12,

UUTLINE,
1. Moses. 2. The Call,

Tise.-1491 B.C.

Prack.— Horeb, or Mount Sinai, in the
Arabian peninsula,

RULeR.—A successor of Pharaolh, the

opjressor.

Cosstemive Lisks. Eighty years, or
nearly so many, have passed since tue
Hebiew waif was drawn in fromethe Nile
by the Egyptian princess. The princess
was ¢ead. The Pharwohs who had kuown
Moses were dead,  For forty  years Moses
hamself bt been a fugitive because of his
linaty et in trying to right the wrongs of his

wople.  The ptince has become o prasant.
hc is now only a keeper of sheep i the
deacit. But God hias not lost sight of him.

Qur lesson takes us to the burning bush,
Let us draw nigh with reverent hearts,

EXPLANATIONS, —[fack xitle of the deseit—
The partof the desert farthest from the land
of Goshen.  Desert does not here mean a
barren, sandy waste, for in such a place there
would have Leen no pasture, but a wild,
dexerted place.  7he mountain of God—
Hureh, not so called then, but, when this
rechrd wis written, it had become so known,
und Moses calls it by anticipation by its well-
known wune.  The angel of the Lord—"The
munifestation of Gl by tire in the bush,
Sce Psa. 14, 4, Jesus Christ, the cternal
Soni.  God of thy gither—"This means, us so
often, the God of yous forcfathers. Abruham
waa not his father,  Amram was,  But the
Jews ealled Abraham theiv father,  Leand
Sowing with milk and honry—"That is, o land
of marvellous fertility.  The expression is o
comtnon one in Orviental literatures,  Place
of the Canwnnites="1'he particular place of
the' nation to be in thus agnin designated.
In "Egypt these nations were well known,
Hho am I—An evprexdion of humility and
fecling of unworthiness for so great amission,
He, doubtless, remembered his fist fislure,

Questions yor Home Stioy.
1. Moses.
. " How came Moses to be in Midian?

How came he to be a member of Jethro's
family ¥

How nrany years did he live in Midian?

Wihat was the value of this hife to Moses?

Ix thare evidence that Mosens knew the
voice that called him?

Wiy was he so rveady to believe the
announcement of ver. GY

W hat charaetenistic of Moses is shown by
wer, 3

What characteristic 1s shown by ver, 11?2

Wi cchunge had theseforty yearswrought
in Mo<es?

How do we know that it was forty years
since Moses tled from Egypt? Acts 7. 30

2. The Call.

From whom did the call in this lesson
come Y

What was the call? ver. 10.

What dangers wero involved in the aceept-
ance of the call?

What liscouragements had  experience
taught litn to eapeet?

Id this eall come as an answer to prayer?

How had Moses long years before shown
that he had felt ealled to this work ?

Why did he hesitate now?

What personal sacrificewas then jnvolved ?

What was now ?

Pracricat TracuiNes,

God often comes to men who faithfully do
the duty of the hour, with aew commissions
for service.

Moses turned acide to see. Do we?

Moses, like Jacob, was on holy ground and
did not know it: and we are many times,

The fuithful shepherd beenme the faithful
leader.  Fidelity is the great lesson of the
word,

Sce God’s compassion, ‘1 know their
sorrows.” Read }m 53. 4-6.

The bush becamne a ¢ holy place” beenuse
(:ul(ll was there,  So our hearts ean be, if we
will,

Hints ror Home Stuoby,

1. Perhaps you have already read all of
the Questions, Explanations, and Practical
Teaclings,  Perhaps you conld no. answer
romie question. Do not give it up,  Think,
Think till you find what the snswer must
be,  “Thimk when you ate unoccupied about
thix whole story.

2. Take a reterence Bible and ook out
warefully all the references to other parts of
the Bible

3. Pind every place where God appears in
fire, or by fire, ur shows his power 1 five,

4. Find how many men were spoken to by

T God by their numes.  See i you can el ten,

5. Find how many times the purpose had
been expressed to give Israel the lund of
Canaan,

Docrrival Suceestios—Divine compas.

sion,
CATFCHISM QUESTION,

23, But are all manhnud, being botn in sin,
borie without hope ¥

No: for a Saviowr was provided from the
beginning, and all that cote into the world
recerve of s grace nnd iy Spaint.

Genests ni, 155 Jobm i 65 Johin i, 9, 10,

B.C. 1491}  LESSON VIIL
TIE PASSOVER,
Exod. 12, 114,

GoLDEN ‘I'raT,

(May 22

Meniory verses, 13, 14,

Christ our passover 1 sacriticed for us.
1 Cor. 5. 7.
OvTLINE,
1. The Passover.
2. Qur Passover.

Time, 1491 B.C.
as last lesson.

Praces.—in Egypt.  The lund of Goshen.
Rever, ~Thotmes 11

Coxsecrise Lisks.  From Midian back
again to Egypt.  The divine covanission is
wccepted.  Anron and Moses have met,
have aroused their people, have given God's
message to Pharaoh, have been rebnked amd
refused,  The hand of bondage hns fallen
still heavier on the Hebrews,  God has
avisen in might.  The plagues have only
hardened Pharnoh’s heart, and now comes
the Angel of Death and of deliverance.

Later in tho same year

EXPLANATIONS. — The heginning of montha
—The tirst month of the first year of the
new nation so svon to he. It was called
Abib or Nisan, and corresponds nearly to
our April.  The conyregation of Israel—
Simply the people as a whole.—dccording

to the house of their futhers- That is, one
lamb for each famnily.  7'Ae hunsehold be too
tittle  ‘I'radition said there must ho at least
ten persons to mnke a sutticient number.
Keep it up~"I'hat is, keep the lamb thus
chosen with great ware from the tenth day.
Kill it i the evening — At some time between
three o'clock and six, when the new day
begun,  Unlearened  -eald—Simple cakes of
tlour, baked without the use of anything to
foerment, as w symbol of haste in departing.
Sodden at all with water — Not boiled, but
roasted with tive,  Let nothing of it remain-—
The wiwle substance of the animal, except
the blood, was to pass futo their substance
as nouvishinent and support.  Loins girded —
The flowing skirts ticd up out of the way of
the feet, ready for a hurried march.

Questions ror HoMx Strpy,

1. The Passover.

0Of what two national observances does
this lesson tell?

Do the Hcbrews, who observe their
national religion, still begin their ecclesi-
astical year with the month Ahib?

Of what uctual event was the passover a
sign?

bllow long was it to be kept by the nation?

Was the law concerning it obeerved
through their history ?

How extensive was the destruction of the
first-born in Fgypt?

On what day was the pref)arltion to begin?

How long (fid the feast [ast?

\What was the food eaten at this passover
supper?

n what manner was it to be eaten?

Why was this?

2. Our Paswover,

Of what was this passover a type?

How does Paul in 1 Cor. 5. 7, apply the
memorinl to Christ?

Of what was the blood sprinkled upon the
dour-posts u sign?

In what respects was the paswchul lamb a
type of Christ?

On what day daes tradition declure our
Lord to have made atoncment for his people?

Why was it to be *‘roasted with fire,”
and not to be **sodiden with water®”

Of what was the eating of the whole lamb
symbolical ¥

What observance in the Christinn Church
commemorates the ancient passoser feast ¥

What do the broken bread and the wine
symbolize to thoe believer?

Do you believe in the historical truth of
the passever?

Pracricat. TeacHINas,

The pussover was for every Hebrew family.
The provision wasample ; the means casy to
obtain; the requirement cusy to be et
Even sois it in Christ,

1t was the mark upon the door that showed
obedience, that saved the houselhiold,  Even
som the spintaal house whidh we build, It
must be by the blood upon the door post, or
no xlvation,

Who will say that the Egyptian family
that shiould by any ;msibilityfm\'e imitated
it Hebrew ncighixxur would not also have
been saved ?

Who wili asay that the Hebrew family
that neglected would nat alue have sutfered
the loss of its fimst-hoin? 1t is so in Christ.
** How shall we escape, if we neglect so great
salvation?”

Hixts vor Hoxg Stuny.

1. You cannot possibly understand this
lesson, and what mmediately followed, if
you do not study from chap. 3 all between
to chap. 12, .

2, Learn the plagues in their order,

3. Find how many times Moses had been
before Pharaoh ; all that he had threatened.
See him' bold‘lne hl:ullgr{)wn. tu

4. Jaearn the whole law of the passover.
very, 15.24, 43-48.

5. Find from the Scriptures notable in.
stances in which the passover was obwerved
by Hesckinh, by Josiah, by Ezra, by Jesus.

DocTriNalL SucorsTioN. —Salvation.
Catecmise QUrsTioy.

24. By what mcans were our first parents
led to comnit so great a sin against God ¥

By the subtilty of the devil, who mude use
of the serpent to beguile Eve.

Genesis iit. 13; 2 Corinthiaus xi. 3.

Tur silent man may be overlooked
now, but he will get a hearing by and
by.
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