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THE EDITOR ON HIS TRAVELS.
No. III.

I left Boston with reluctance and regret. It was,
hard to bid adieu to kind friends, to art galleries, the
Congregational house, and especially the bLook room.
In a few hours I was in North Adams, passiug through
the wonderful Hoosack Tunnel, over five miles in
length, I spent a few hours pleasantly at the princely
dwelling of the Messys. Cady Brothers. Embarking
in a railway sleeping car, I slept till near .he Suspen-
sion Bridge at Niagara. Ispenta few hours examining
the famous Falls. Certaiunly all that has been said or
_written of them coines far short of conveying to the
mind any correct idea of their greatness, My next rest-
ing place was London, Ont., the finest city of the West.
Here the Congregational Union of Canada was to meet
on the morrow. I wal the guest of a good Presby-
terian elder, Mr. XlcIntosh, who with his amiable
family contrived to make my visit most agreeable. 1
. way about the first arrival to the wmeetings, and the
last to leave. It was quite homely to be taken to see
London Bridge, and Westminster, and Pall Mall, and
the Thames,etc. The city covers an immense area;
the present population is about 25,000, but whenall
that is laid out is built upon, it will be a formidable
rival to its namesake beyond the pond. I cannot say
half enough in praise of the London people; we were
feted and honoured in all quarters. But the main
work in London wasin connection with the Congrega-
tional Union. To me it was a rare treat to meet with
so many brethren from different parts of the continent:
they were there from the United States, from the far
East, from the shoresof the Bay of Fundy, venerable
fathers of the churches, grave professors from the
college, young men just girding on the spiritual
armour, students from the University, and our good
friends the deacons and lay reprosentatives. We had
a cordial greeting from the London Charch through its
able pastor, the Rev. Mr. Wallace, the chairman’s
address, papers on important subjects, sermons by the
Rev, Mr. Brown and the veneruble Dr. Wilkes. We
had public meetings, and animated discussions on
various denominational matters, on church discipline,
polity, doctrine, missions, finances, etc.,etc. A morn-

j ing pl.t) er meeting every day, which was the best of
tall.  The Union conzluded with a communion service,
l which was a time of power from on High and of bless-
ing which will not soon Le forgotten. The Congre-

‘nmoml ninisters of Canada ave second to no nther

men in point of education, carnestness, and spiritual
power, They have been toolute in taking the field—
other denominations are before them, hence they are
labouring under serious disadvantages, nevertheless,
they have done, and are doing, a good work, and yet
there is a bright future before the denomination in the
progressive and rising Dominion,

When the Union meectings terminated, T crossed
Like Erie to visit Obetlin College, Ohio. This
famous institution was opened in 1833. 1In its early
days it had to contend with much opposition in con-
sequence of its antislavery attitude, etc., but it has
surmounted all obstacles : present number of students,
1,200. T have stated in my last on my travels, that I
had a verypleasant time at an Alumni dinner in Boston,
with an association of Oberlin students. Through
the kindness of the Rev. F. Wright, of Andooer,
whom I met there, I was introduced to President
Fairchild and the Faculty of Oberlin University : I
wag present on the day of the closing excreises of the
session. Thirty-three students graduated in Arts on
the occasion. I had the honour of making a speech
at the Alumni dinner, and the pleasure of listening to
aconcert in the evening. Music forms a part of the
regular education in Oberlin.  About 200 well-trained
students, four professional singers from Boston and
New York, and an orchestra from Cleveland, performed
Handel's ¢ Messinh.,” There was an aundience of*
about 2,000. Altogether T may safely say that I never
heard anything better in the music line.

I visited the college buildings, the cemetery, and all
the places of note in the beautiful little town; ad-
dressed congregations in the first and second Clongrega-
tional churches, gatirered valuable information regard-
ing the late president Finuey, whose evangelistic
labours have been owned of God in the conversion of
tens of thousands, both in England and America, and
whose writings have done much to mould the thoughts
and shape the lives of the rising ministry in Awerics,

and to whom I owe more myself than to any other
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author, Iheartily recommend hislectureson Revivals,”
and lectuves to ¢ Professing Christians,” ¢ Systematic
Theology,” and his « Autobiography.” (Congregational
Publishing Society, Boston.) While in Oberlin I was
the guest of Professor Shutless, who spared no pains to
make my visit pleasant and profitable. I met the Rev,
Professor Morgan, D.D,, an Irishman ; the Rev. Mr-
Clarke ; the Rev. Henry Cowles, D.D., veterans in
the cause of Christ and of education. Oberlin is a
favoured place. It is one of the stations on the under-
ground railway. I was in one of the houses where
the poor fugitive slaves found shelter on their way
to liberty beyond Lake Erie. Here is a prosperous
and thriving town, surrounded by an immense farming
country, yet it has not, and will not, have the glory
of a grog shop.

On my return I spent a day in the beautiful city
of Cleveland. Here I met some who were formerly
members of the church in St. John’s. It was pleasant
to renew old friendships. I also met Mr. George
Muller, of Bristol, and heard him preach; T took part
in a meeting in the Young Men's Christian Association
rooms, and in a temperance meeting. Again crossing
Lake Erie to the Canadian side, 1 spent a few days,
including a Sabbath, with the Rev. Mr. Stringfellow,
Wesleyan minister, Salford, with whom I claim a
family relationship. Toronto came next on wy list.
But my time was growing short, and I had only two
days for this place. Through the kinduess of Mr.
'W. T. Parsons, late of St. John’s, I was shown the
Yons of the city without any delay. Here I had the
great pleasure of renewing acquaintance with one of
the most respected friends of my youth, Joshua Burns,
Esq. I spent the evening with him, talking over the
scenes of other days in the dear cld land of our birth.
My friend once entertained the idea of the same call-
ing as myself, but Providence seemed to lead him in
another direction. One thing is certain, he is a
wealthier man as a Toronto merchant than he would
be if & parson, but he cannot be happier.

(Z'o be continued.)

HASTE TO THE RESCUE.

On the evening of the 22nd of August, 1878,
during a gale of wind, a vessel was seen by her lights
to be fast driving towards the fatal Scroby Sands. She
was anxiously watched in the darkness by'the expe-
xienced eyes of the Caister and Yarmouth boatmen
and beachmen, who, with a noble forgetfulness of self,
are ever ready to risk their lives in attempting to save
those of their fellow-creatures.

On, on she drifted, as with almost breathless anxiety
they watched ber fatal course. At length she struck,
and lights and signals of distress were sent up, to make
known to others her dangerous condition and entreat
their help. The « Covent Garden ” lifeboat was at once
launched from Caister, and willing hands, impelled by
willing hearts, pulled rapidly towards the sands. One
by one the lights and signals of distress disappeaved,
until, even to their experienced eyes, nothing was left
in the darkness to guide them to the spot.

In spite of wind and wave they reached the sands,

but where was the vessel? Where wus the wreck?
They rowed hither and thither, thither and hither, for
hours, in dangerous proximity to the treacherous
sands, some of the men wading in search of the vessel,
but all was in vain ; no trace of her or her crew could
be found, and the gallant, wearied life-boatmen returncd
to Caister at two o'clock the next morning, thoroughly
disheartened by their non-success.

But where was the vessel ? It was utterly impossible
that in the darkness she could have got off the sands
unaided and alone! No; she had been treacherously
sucked in by them, and engulfed ; and the poor fellows,
who, as they sighted Yarmouth Roads a few hours
before, walked her deck in the proud and happy con-
sciousness that they were nearing friends and home,
were fast in death’s embrace, and with mortal eyes
would never behold friends and home again.

How sad—how touchingly sad—this true picture!
How many, many wrecks lie around our coast, and
how many of them might have been prevented ! Sad to
say, there are quite as many wrecks on land as at sea
— some on rocks, some in sands, some from gales, and
others from collisions and top-heaviness from want of
ballast. But the great rock in this land on which so
many fine vessels are wrecked is Intemperance.
Intemperance ! intemperance ! how much hast thou to
answer for? The light of how many noble intellects
hast thou put out? the faculties thou hast paralysed?
the beautifal forms thou hast marred and disfigured,
till no trace of humanity remained? the souls—the
undying souls—thou hast utterly ruined? Oh, thou
monster ! wilt thou never be satisfied? Is there mno
way of checking thy insatiable thirst for victims? Yes,
thank God, there is a way—a way that is open to all
—the good old way recommended to us in the Bible.
“ Look not thou upon the wine when it is red, when
it giveth its colour in the cup, when it moveth itself
aright. At the last it biteth like a serpent, and
stingeth like an adder,” as no doubtmany of you have
found to your cost in the empty pockets, wretched
homes, trembling limbs, headaches, diseases, and a
whole tribe of evils it has brought upon you.

“Touch not, taste not, handle not” any kind of
intoxicating drink. That is the remedy—the only
remedy for millions. A gentleman once said to his
medical adviser, “ Doctor, what is the best way to pre-
vent drunkenness?” Said the doctor, “There is no
other way so sure as never to touch a drop of liquor.”
And was he not vight? If only a poor sinner afilicted
with this evil will seek help from God to enable him
to renounce the poison, he is “a new creature.” His
eyes are at once opened to see the great rock against
which he was dritting, and which must have resulted
in utter shipwreck and death ; and thankful and joy-
ful at his escape, his softened heart is often ready to
receive the Gospel message of love from his Father,
and the door of hope and salvation for this world and
the next is thus opened unto him.

Oh, my friends! let temperance be your lifeboat, and
bear you away from the quicksands which lie around
drink, lest you too, beginning by being moderate
drinkers, be driven by some gale against the rock, and
be dashed to pieces, or be gradually drawn towards the
treacherous sands and engulfed.

H. D. Isacge.
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SAFE WALKING.— ‘41l the paths of the Lord are mercy and
truth, unto such as keep Mis covenant and his testimonies.”—
Paalm xxv. 10.—The paths of the Lord 1 My soul! ncver
follow thine own paths. If thou dost so, thou wilt be in
danger often of following sight rather than faith—choosing
theevil, and refusing the good, But * commit thy way unte
the Lord, and He shall bring it to pass,” Let this be thy
prayer, ¢ Show me Ty ways ; O Lord, teach me Thy paths.”
Oh! for Caleb's apirit, * wholly to follow the Lord my God,”
—to follow Him when self must bo sacriticed, and hardships
must be borne, and trials await me. To * walk with Ged,”
—to aak in simple faith, * What wouldst Thou have me to
do ?”—to have no will of my own, save this, that God's will
is to be my will. Here is safety,—here is happiness. Fear-
lessly follow the Guiding Pillar. He will lead yon by a
right way, though it may be by a way of hardship, and
crosses, and losses, and privations, to the city of habitation.
Oh ! the blessedness of thus lying passive in the hands of
God ; saying, ‘ Undertake thou for me !”—dwelling with
holy gratitude on past mercies and interpositions—taking
these as pledges of future faithfulness and love—hearing His
voice behind us, amid life’s manifold perplexities, exclaiming,
“This is the way, walk ye init!” "¢ }appy," surely,* are
every people who are in such a case !” Happy, reader ! will
it be for thee, if thou canst form the resolve in a strength
greater than thine own : ¢ This God shall be my God for ever
and ever ; He shall be my Quide even unto death !”

Love IN CUASTIBEMENT.—* As many as I love I rebuke
and chasten.”—Rev, iii. 10.—Sorrowing believer! what couldat
thou wish more than this ? Thy furnace is severe ; but look
at this assurance of Him who lighted it. Love is the fuel
that feeds its flames! Its every spark islove! Kindled by
a Father's hand, and designed as a special pledge of a Father's
love, How many of His dear children has He so rebuked
and chactened ; and all, all for oncreason, *‘ 7 love them !”
The myriads in glory have passed through these furnace-fires,
~there they were chosen—tlerc they were purified, sanctified,
and made **vessels mcet for the Master's use’ ; the dross
and the alloy purged; that the pure metal might remain.
And art thou to claim exemption from the same discipline?
Art thou to think it strange concerning these same fiery
trials that may be trying thee? Rather exult in them as
thine adoption privilege. Envy not those who are atrangers
to the refining tlames—who are ‘‘ without chastisement” ;
rather aurely, the severest discipline with a Father’s love.
than the fullest earthly cup wiikont the% Fatler’s ~miie.
Oh ! for grace to say, when the furnace i= hottest, and the
rod sorest, ¢ Even 8o, Fatker.,” And what afterall, is the
severest of thy chastisements in comparisou with what thy
sins have deserved? Dost thou murmur under s Father's
correcting love? What would it have been to have stood
the wrath of an unpropitiated Judge, and that too for ever?
Surely, in the light of eternity, the heaviest pang of earth
is, indeed, ‘‘a light afiliction!”

A CONDITION IX CHASTISEMENT.—*‘ It nced le.” —1 Peter,
i, 6.—Tkres gracious words ! Not one of all my tears shed
for naught ! Not one stroke of the rod unneeded, or that
might have been spared ! Thy Heavenly Father loves thee
too much, and too tenderly, to bestow harsher correction
than thy case requires. Isis loss of health, or loss of wealth,
or loss of beloved friends? Be still I—there was a need be.
We are no judges of what that ‘“‘need be” is; often
through aching hearts we are forced io exclaim, * T%y judg-
ments are & great deep!” But God here pledges Himself,
that there will not be one redundant thorn in the believer's
chaplet of suffering. No burden too heavy will be laid on
him, and no sacrifice too great exacted from him, He will
¢ temper the wind to the shorn lamb.” Whenever the ¢ need
be " has accomplished its end, then the rod is removed—the
chastisement suspended—the furnace quenched. *‘If need
be!” Oh! what a pillow on which to rest thy aching head,
—that there isnot a drop in all thy bitter cap but whata
God of love saw to be absolutely necessary. Wilt thou not
trust Him, even though thou canst not trace the mystery of
His dealings? Not too curicusly prying into the * Why it
is ¥ ; but satisfied that *“So it is,” and, therefore, that all
must be welll ¢ Although thou sayest thou canst not see
Him, y’et judgment is before Him, therefore trust thou in
Him 17

StRENGTH TO THR WEAR,—A bruised reed shall he not
break, and swoking dax shall he not quench.”—Matt. xii. 20,
—Will Jesus accept such a heart as mine i—this erring,
ticacherous, traitor heart? The past ! how many forgotton
vows,—broken covenants,—prayerless days ! {]ow ofton
have I made new resolutions, and ay often has the reed suce
cumbed to the first blast of temptation, and the burning flax
been well-nigh quenched by guilty omissions and guiltier com-
missions!  Oh ! my soul! thou art low indeed,—-the t.hin%s
that remain seem *“ready to die.” But thy Saviovr God will
not give thee ‘“over unto death,” Tho reed is braised; but
He will not pluck it up by the roots. The flax is reduced to
a smoking ember ; but He will fan the decaying fliune.  Why
wound thy loving Saviour's heart by these reperited declen.
sions? He will not—cannot give thes up. Go, mourn thy
weakness and_unbelief. Cry unto the Strong for strength.
Weary and faint one ! thou hast an Omnipotent arm to lean
on. “Ho fainteth not, ncither is weary!” L isten to His
own gracious assurance, ** Fear not, for I am wit h thee. Be
not dismayed, for I am thy Gad. I will streo gthen thee;
yea, I will hielp thee ; yea, 1 will uphold thee w ith the right
hand of my rightcousness ! ” Leaviug all thy false props
and refuges, be this thy resolve :—*In the Lowd put I my
:n‘xsto, _}vhy 8ay yo to my soul, Flee as a bird t 0 your moun-

ain ?

ENCOURAGEMEST To THE DEsroNvING.—*‘H im that cometh
unto Me I will in no wise cast out.”—John- s, 37.—** Cast
out!” My soul! how oft might this have be an tby history ?
Thou hast cast off thy God,—might He not oft bave *cast
out” thee? Yeos! cast theo out as fuel for- the fire of His
wrath,—a sapless, fruitless cumberer. Arud yet, notwith-
standing all thine ungrateful requital for I 1is unmerited for-
bearance, He is still declaring, ‘* As I live , saith the Lord, 1
have no pleasurc in the death of him that dieth,” Thy sins
may be legion-like,—the sand of tho 1ea nay be their
befitting type,—the thought of their turpitude and aggrava.
tion may be ready to overwhelm thec; but be atilll thy
patient God waits to be gracious! ©Oh! be doeply humbled
and softened because of thy guilt, resolve to dedicate thyaclf
anew to His service, and so comin 3, *‘ He will by no means
cast thee out !” Despond not by reason of former short.
comings,—thy sins are great, but thy Saviour's merits are
greater. He is willing to forget ali the past, and sink it in
oblivion, if there be present love, and the promise of future
obedience. ** Simon, son of Jonat, lovest thou Me?” Ah!
how Jifferent is8 God's verdict from man's. After such sins
as thine, man's senteace would have been, I will in nowise
receive!” But ‘it is better to fall into the hands of God,
than into the hands of man;” for He says, *‘I will in
nowise casi cnt !” .

Peace 1Ny BELIEVING.—*Pcace I leave with you ; My peace I
give unto you ; not as the world gizeth.”—John xii. 27.—*Thou
wilt keep him in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on
Thee.” ~ * Perfect peace!”—what a blessed attainment !
My soul! is it thine? Sure I am it is not, if thou art
seeking it in a perishable world, or in the perishable
creature, or in thy perishable self. Although thou bast
all that the world would call enviable and happy,
unless thou hast peace in God, and with God, all else ix un-
worthy of the name : a spurious thing, which the first breath
of adversity will shatter, and the hour of death utterly
annihilate ! Perfect peace ! What isit? It is the peace of
forgiveness. It is the peace arising out of a sense of God
reconciled through the blood of tuc everlasting covenant,—
resting sweetly on the bosom and the work of Jesus,—to
Him committing thine eternal all. My soul! stay thyself
on God, that so this blessed peace may be thine. Thou hast
trieé the world. It has deceived thee. Prop after prop of
earthly scaffolding has yielded, and tottered, and fallen. Eas
thy God ever done 502 Ah ! this falze and counterfeit world-
peace may do well for the world’s work, and the world’s day
of prosperity. But test it in the hour of sorrow ; and what
can it do for thee when most it is néeded ? On the other hand,
what though thou hast no otber blessing on earth to call
thineown? Thou art rich indeed, if thou canss look upwards
to Heaven, and say with * unpresumptuous smile,” *‘I am
at peace with God.”

The ministry of Christ bas fewer trialy, larger spiritual
cmoluments and rewards, brighter inducements, higher deve.
]opn;:nt, grander joys, than any other occupation in all the
eart
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“PURPOSELESS LIVES)

BY E. CLIFFORD.

NE of the best incontives to a healthy use of all our facul-
ties, bodily, mental, and spiritual, is to set forth an
object, and, sceing it be a gocd ene, to strain every norve in
the accomplishment of it. Indolence, and the daily trifling of
a life that is dignified by no high resolve, no purpose beyond
that of earning daily sustenance, and sponding leisure time
pleasurably , must tend to suffocate and dwarf those aspirations
of which the human soul is capable, and which it should be
our highest aim to dovelop and encourage. If wo fail to set
ourselvea bu sily to work upon a good object, sure enough some
indifferent, frivolous, or bad one will only too quickly start
up to seducos our energies from the right path,  And it is not
necessary to  quote the pungent lines of Watts to prove that
the best way- to avoid temptation in the direction of mischief-
doing is to t ake care that employments, fit and proper, arc
engaging bot. 1 hand and heart in well-doing.

A great prooportion of the lives around us’aro only too mani-
festly purpose lees lives in so far as this, that they have no
single paramo unt object of an exalted nature to act as the
guiding atar of an carthly carcer, Of course it is easy to say
that overy life has scme purpose, and we might flippantly
ﬂencmliae in th is way, without laying blame in any dircction.

ut we mainta in that, in the noblest sense of the word—
‘‘purpose "—the re are too many lives passed by our brothers
and sisters aroun. < us which cannot admit such an idea at all.
We can only justs'y speak of them as vague and purposelcss.
Now, thisis asad and gricvous evil, and one that brings a
host of other evils to the social system in its train. Forif a
frivolous ideal of 1i fo wero to become current, inevitably the
standard of human character would become lower and lower.
Whero could we fir:d channels for the development of firm
endurance, energy, .‘rust in God, and heroic self-denial, if the
spectacle of lives witthout object or aim became geuneral? It
would then become ovident that, by debasing humar lifo to
the lovel of a butterfly oxistence, we had robbed it of its
most sacred and ennobling qualities, and made it mean and
despicable !

We cannot say of a life t hat has no higher desire or purpose
than to be got through in 1iranquillity and ease ; to have the
thorns extracted and only t he roses left, that it is a life with
a stern and noble object. This, on the contrary, is but a
drifting down lazily with the: tide, and a paltry equivalent for
the glorions gift of immort ality which God has given us,
Those whoare willing to go tlwrough the world with no earnest
thonghts about their fellow men, no anxious hopes for the
spread of religious purity, no :swakening interest in the march
and progress of the race as time goes on: surcly such are
living purposeless lives in thuo truest sense. Thuy are like
soldiers who, when the brunt of the battle is being borne,
creep aside to some shady now’k, and lay down to dream and
sleep the time away while ot'ners work. Or, were it a possible
contingency, like those whe), when lives aroc at stake, and
their fellow-creaturesare in «danger, occupy the precious flying
moments with their trivial pleasures, and will not pause to
ask how their perishing feltow-creatures are to be rescued !
Purposeless lives such as thos : of the worldling and ennui-worn
fashionables of society, unrn filed by any central firo of carnest-
ness in vegard to hopes, fears, or resolves for good, are too
evidently working mischief both to those around and the
unhappy deluded subjects themselves,

An aimless life, pure and simple, is a contemptible thing in
the face of the urgent calls for action clamouring on every side
of us! What! can man or woman consent to pass along life’s
path; around which, from every quarter, at every staye,
start forth opportunities for doing good for the Master’s cause,
and leave them idly unnoticed? ~Can fervent human spirits,
endowed with such powera for benefiting others, such faculties
and talents for blessing the world, however humbly, glide
softly down a stream of pleasurc, while vessels are wrecking
on quicksands closo within hail, and need is warning succour,
and comfort? This would appear impossible, but the stern
facts afforded by social life prove it true. In the midst of
fovered and earncst voices that summon every man and woman
to play a decided part in tho journoy through this world, yet
there are thousands so obtuse, so blinded by selfishness and
avarice, that they stitle overy inward remonstrance and out-
;Yard call of duty, living out 4o the bitter end purposeless
ives,

Now there may be many causes conducing to produce that
saddest of sights—a purposeless existence—wherc the actor
might have stood forth on the world's stago with marked
qualities and characteristics ; but the paramount one is, doubt-
less, sclfishness—tho desire besetting all of us to evade unplea.
sant demands for oxertion and self-denial. We are too fond
of choosing the flowery path beforo us without much regard
to its boing the right one. Yet this is not wise, oven without
regard to highor considerations. Purposeless lives are far
from being always happy, indeed mostly are they the reverse.
To have one absorbing theme koeping our best and most
generous facultics employed will yield more pleasure than
rusting away in idlcness. Lot us all, then, strive hard to
avoid that melancholy comment upon a finished life. ¢ This
onc had no purpose throughout his career, and died worthless
to his fellows and the world around.”

DREAMERS AND WORKERS.

The soul of the slugeand desireth, and hath nothing ; but the soul of

tho diligent shall bo made fat.—Puov. xiii. 4.
AMUEL ROGERS was a diligent and successful man. He
acquired considerable wealth as a banker in London,
and employed part of his Jeisure in writing poetry, which gave
pleasure to his friends, and was admired by many who had no
personal acquaintance with him. Mr. Rcgers had little
sympathy with loiterers. We read that he was sometimes
annoyed by the tardy pace of the Hammeramith coach, in
which he had occasionally to travel. Railways were as yct
unknown, One day, a3 he sat near the driver, he suddenly
put the question, ‘* By what name is this coach known?”
The coachman rveplied, * ¢ The Regulator,’ sir.” ¢ A very
proper name,” said the poet-banker. ‘A very suitable
desigu?,tion, indeed. All the other vehicles on the road yo
by it !

There are some people who pass through the world in such
a dreamy state, that most of their compeers go by them. The
dreamers are not without pleasant wishes, Indeed, they
abound in them. But they obtain not what they wish,
because they take no suitable pains. A lad, with the multi-
plication-table before him unlearned, dreams of himself as
escaping from the ;drudgery of the factory, mine, or shop,
because of his skill in accounts, but he bas not yet fixed in
his memory how much eight times seven are. A youth with
Euclid open, and near him, is musing on college honoeurs, and
how he will be applauded whendeclared *¢ Senior Wrangler ”* ;
but the problems assigned as that day’s task remain unsolved.
An artisan keeping Saint Monday arranges in his own mind
how much better-built his row of cottages shall be than those
he is gazing upon, which belong to an acquaintance. Then
he proceeds to borrow five shillings for present nceds, as he
did not get much work done the preceding week, the patron
saint of idleness having claimed mostof the time.

The Rev. Barnabas Shaw speaks of the Namacquas as a
mild and generous race. They werenot in the habit of stealing
the cattlo of other tribes unless specially in want or greatly
provoked, and would share their last morsel with needy
friends. But they were indolent. Their dwellings were
most wretched, because they took the least possible trouble.
They were content to creep ip at the hole which served for
Goor and window, and to herd together in the dark and un-
wholesome hovel. Mr, Shaw wished to teach them better,
and would have helped them. They admired his neat hut,
and had watched with wonder ae they saw him build it, But,
though they wished for huts like his, they would not work.
At length he persuaded them to sow some corn which he
provided. He gave thom so much seed, and the land was so
easily cultivated and fruitful, that the harvest proved
abundent. They were puzzled, for they had no place in
which to store it before the rains came. At length, Mr. Shaw
consented to take care of it for that once. He wrote home
for axes and other tools for them ; and by various bribes, at
length induced some of them to work instead of dream. So
they were soon better off.

But we must not think entirely of temporal comfort. It is
quite possible that, by sclfish diligence, men may secure much
of this world’s wealth, and still be very unhappy. The best
wealth is God’s favour. Many who have had few early ad-
vantages have, by diligence, becowe very rich towards God.
They have become so rich, that they had grace sufficient for
all the needs of their moral pilgrimage. .g[‘hey have been so0
rich, that they have imparted comfort and guidance to some
who were in need and danger, They have been so rich
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Mount Tabor.

TE rode westward on the shoulder of Gerizim, and
descended, amid groves sud babbling brooks, to the
back of Nablous. The central position of Nablous (the
ancient Shechem or Sychar, and the Roman Neapolis) bas
always made it a place of commercial importance. It stands
in the midst of one of the richest sections of Palestine, and on
the great thoroughfare frem Jerusalem to Samaria and
Damascus, and also from Gilead to the Mediterranean, and
consequently it has always had both internai resources and
forcign trade. The population, according to Dr. Porter, con-
sists of about eight thousand persons, of whom five bundred
are Cbristians, one hundred and fifty Samaritans, and abont
one hundred Jews, and the rest all Mahome-lans.

We were early on the road next morning, aud enjoyed the
ride through the charming Vale of Nablous with a keen
relish. Turning north-west, and crossing the western shoulder
of Mount Ebnl, and then threading our way through several
pleasant little wadies, we camo in about two hours to a sum-
mit, where we had a full view of the village of Sebustiyeb,
the ancient city of Samaria. A long tolsome climb under the
midday sun, and we came to the brow of the mountain over-
looking what Van de Velde calls Esh Shurkiyeh, or the Plain
of Ramah. We sat down by the road-side in a thrifty grove
of fig-trces, and lanched. This valley is one of exceeding
beauty and fertility. The hills all about it are crowned with
pretty white villages, prominent among which is Ramah.
Csn this be the ancient Ramah, or Ramathaim-zophim, where
Samuel was born? (1l Sam. i.1.) Gradually the Plain of
Ramah merged into that of Dothan, properly called Plain ol
Arrabeck, This vallay is longer and vroader, and of a richer
soil, than the one above. Its greatest length is north-east
and south-west, and from the hill of Dothan, looking south-
west, it presents an appearance as fertile and lovely as the
most Iuxuriant vales of England or America.

May 25. Jenin (En-Gannim, Fountain of Gardens)isat
the very head of the Plain of Esdraclon, and has a com-
manding and beautiful location. There are at present from
two thousand to three thousand inhabitants, of whom a few
are Christians. The houses are of stone, and for an Arabic
town of the class, it is well built.  As an Israelitish city it
was assigned to the Levites, and belonged to tho territory of
Issachar (Josh, xix. 21 ; xxi. 29). The ride across the Plain
of Esdraelon was very pleasant. Mount Gilboa loomed up on
our right all the way. From a knoll by the road side we had
an extended view looking westward, and could see the noted
battlefield of Megiddo, and also several little villages. We
reached Jezreel (Zer'in) soon after nine a.m. : a poor, squalid
village. It stands on a low hill, which is one of a series of
broken spurs running north-west from the foot of Jebel
Fukuah, the noted Mount Gilboa. The southern and
western sides of the hill are comparatively low and smooth,
but the northern asd eastern are steep and rocky. Baasha
and Omri, kings of Israel, had each selected u new capital,
aud ‘why should not Ahab? And so, while Ahab did not
abandon Samaria, he established a second capltal' on't}ns site,
Aund it was well worthy of his choice. The situation is superb,
My eye swept at ease from the foot of Carmel on the north-
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west, to the valloy of the Jordan on tho cast, thustakingin the
entire longth of the plain, and nearly the whole breadth of
Western Palestine,

From Jerrcel wo descended along the north-wost slopo of
Gilboa to ’Ain Jalud, known in tho Bible as tho Woil of Harod
(Judges vii. 1), and as tho ‘‘fountain which isin Jezreol
(1 Sam, xxix. 1). ’Ain Jalud is connected with at leant two of
the groatest known events in tho history of tho leraclites :
the battle botween Gideon and tho Midianites, 'snd that
botween Saul and the Philistines,

From ’Ain Jalud our course lay castward down the Valloy
of Jezreel. Roisan accupies the site of the ancient Beth.
shean, tho Scythopolis of Christ's day. It was always a
stroughold of the DPhilistines, and ono of the fow oities, as
Gaza, Askelon, and othors of the Mediterrancan coaat, which
was never captured from them by tho Israelites. Tho site of
Beth-shean is just whore the plain of Jezrcel dips towards tho
plain of the Jordan, Besides the river Jalud, thoro are two
or threo other streams flowing near it. The ruius of the
ancient city are very extensive, and some of them well-pro.
served, Over and through rich ficlds, some of which had not
yet been reaped, wo toiled, and about dusk reached our camp
at Sulem, the site of the Scriptural Shunem. From the
village of Sulom, well elovated on the rising ground directly
under Little Hermon, or the hill Moreh (Judges vii. 1), there
is a fino view looking south-west across the Plain of Es.
draelon to Mount Carmel. As wo rodo away under the clear
morning sun, by tho iittle flourishing village, the whole simple
story of the Shunammite’s domestic joy and sorrow rose like
a picture before me,

Continuing around the western shoulder of Littlo Hermon
(Jebel Duhy), and turning eastward, in about fifty minutes
we approached the modern village of Nein (ancient Nain),
perched up on & north-west projection of the mountain
(Luke vii, 12and 13). To the very tombs, which we could
sce in the mountain side, the funcral procession was protably
on its way when Jesus met it, and His * Weep not” fell upon
the stricken mother’s car. Tho rude village has nothing now
to attract but its location and its sacred associations. In our
approach to Nein we had our first view of Mount Tabor
(Jebel Tur), lying to the north-east. Smooth, round, and
apart, in form the segment of a circle, it rises with gentlo
swell from the plain. Its sides are well wooded to the very
top, but at a distance the projection of tha trees, as well as
every other projection, is lost in the mass of unbroken green.
A quick ride along the northern slopes of Little Hermon
brought us to the site of Endor (Endur), where the witch
lived with whom Saul had the remarkable interview the night
before the ill-fated battle of Giilboa. Above the village, at
the base of the cliffs which stand back of it, is a cave, in
which there iy a pocl of water, supplied by an unceasing
spring. In this cavern we sat and read the account con-
tained in 1 Sam. xxviii. 7—23. After coming out of the cave
I stood gaziug at Tabor, loath toleave the spot, and ere [ knew
it my companions were far ahead of me, spurring over the
plain. Through waving wheat, of a rankness and luxurisnce
surpassing any grain yet seen, and very free from tares and
weeds, we galloped till we came to the little village of Debu-
rieh, at the foot of Tabor on the west. The name of this
village contains its history, It marks the supposed site to
which Barak, under the dirction of Deborah, gathered the
hosts of Jsracl against Sisera, the captain of Jabin (Judges
iv. 6). We turned east and beg‘an the ascent of Tabor throngh
a narrow, stony, hot valley. 1In a little while we rode into a
thick growth of dwarf oaks and terebinths. The path all the
way up was winding and rough, but nowhere very steep or
difficult, We reached the summit in forty-tive minutes. The
summit is only one thousand feet above the plain, and yet
from it thereis a perfect survey of the whole region. Looking
north are tho mountains of Lebanon, tipped with snow ;
Mountain Hermon ; the town of Safed, shining like n whito
speck ; Kurn Hattin, the Mount of Beatitudes ; eastward the
Sea of Galilee (the first glimpse of it in going aorth), the
Mountains of Bashan, the Plain of Tabor, stretching to the
Sea of Tiberias, and the Valley of the Jordan just below the
sea ; south-east Beth-shean, and Mount Gilead ; and south.
ward, just bclow Endor, Fain, and Little Hermon ; south-
west the broad sweep of the Plain of Esdraelon, bounded by
the hills of Ephraim and Mount Carmel ; and westward, as
through a gatewsy at the foot of Carmel, the great sea, and
then the hills of Galilee, until the eye rests upon the heights
adjacent to Nazareta, Descending from Tabor, we took the



6 BEIHOLD TIHFE MAN.

road northward to Nazareth. After one hour the party
separated, some going dircctly to Nasareth, while othurs
lept due morth to visit tho site of Cana of Galilee. Wo
crossod 3 bigh mountain north-east of Nazareth, passing the
village of Mannah, and then descended through a deey gorge
upon the Plain el Buttauf, or Plain of Zrbulumn. Hero we
found, beantifully situated on the west side of the valley,
Kana ol Jelil, a amall village ocoupying, according to Robinson
and others, the site of Cana of Galilee. It lies on the great
highway of Central Galilee, abuut six miles north of Nazareth,
and has for its identification the remarkable circumstance of
its Arubic name. There is further south, only two miles
from Mazareth, a Kefr Konna, which Dr. Thomson thinks
was the true Caua. ‘Tredition is divided between the two,
and therefore the remarkable correspondence of the name of
the former, Kana el Jolil, with Cana of Galilee, should decide
the question, From Kana el Jolil we rode directly south.
wmd over hill and dale toward Nazareth, The village Er
Gath-hepher, the birthplace of Jonah, lay on our nght, and
also the village Er Reinch,

At about six p.m. we got our first view of the Vale and
town of Nazareth. The appearance of the town, as we saw
it from the hill south of it, was very pleasing. It lies upon
tthe eastern side of Mount Neby Ismoail, and by its large con-
ventual buildings, schools, and churches, and well-built flat
houses, make upon the mind of the stranger an impression of
comparative aolidity anu wealth, It was almost dark when
dinner was over, but one of my companions and 1 walked out
to get a peep at the streets. These we found to be narrow
and crooked, and scarcely cleaner than those of ordinary
towns. In a court we saw a woman grinding at the mill.
After breakfast next morning, we rode directly through the
town, winding about and up among the houses, in some of
our turns looking into their courts, bedreoms, and even upon
their tops, and seceing the women at work, until we came to
the summit of the great hill back of the town on the east.
So precipitously does this mountain rise above the town, that
I cannot doubt but it was tke hill to the brow of which
Christ's enraged townsmen led Him, ¢“‘that they might cast
Him down headlong” (Luke iv. 28, 29). It is explicitly
stated that it was “ the hill thereon their city was builded.”

We left Nazareth, Saturday, May 30, at 10 a.m., and rode
due south, descending from the ridge on the west of the
Mount of Precipitation, a hill with a steep rugged peak. to
the Plain of Esdraelon, Our first objective point was Taanach,
situated, in a line a little west of south, onthe southern side of
the plain. Tabor, Little Hermon, Gilboa, and the sites of
Shunem el Fulich, and Jezreel, were on our left. Zigzagging
aoross the valley, we reached Tell Taanach about 3 p.m, The
village stands on the south side of the hill, looking toward a
pretty little valley locked in by the jutting hills of Samaria,
Taapach was an ancient Canaamtish city (Josh. xii. 21), after-
ward belonged to Manasseh, and was assigned to the tribe of
Levi. The houses of the present village are mud huts, wita
ong or two store buildings. A ride of one hour more down
the plain brought us to Xl Lejjun, the Scriptural Megiddo.
I have aireudy spoken of battles which took place on the
eastern arm of the great Plain of Esdraelon, the Valley of
Jezreel. This immediate vicinity was also the scene of some
of the most marked conflicts in the history of Israel. In
view of the many bloody and decisive engagements which have
been fought around Taanach and Megiddo, it has been termed
the battle-field of Palestine. In marked contrast with the
tield of bloud was the peaceful Sunday which we passed here,
Inour customary worship we had a graphic sermon on Elijah’s
sacrifice on Carmel and tlight to Horeb.

The next moruing we rude down alony the southern edge of
the valley, aund m about an hour and three-quarters came to
the foot of Mount Curmel. Half-way up the mountain we
passed a large spring, and, turning sharp above it, came out

1\ quite a broad plateau, which is the traditional site of
Elijah’s sacritice. The course of the Kishon can be distinctly
seen ; aud_between it and the mountain immediately in the
foreground, are two hills, on the slopes of which, toward the
Kishon, Elijah slew the prophets of Baal. Stopping at the
Flace of Sacrifice only long enough to examine the spot, I fol-
lowed the party up through the thick oaks and terebinths
over the rough path to the summit. All at once the calm,
blue Mediterranesn broke on my sight. I was not expecting
to sce it so near. A steep descent around the northern brow
of the mountsin brovght us to the level plain, where Haifa
stands. This place (Sycaminum of the Greeks aud Romans)

possesses no antiquities. It is well located, and has some
commerce. A more pleasant ride than that from Haifa to
Acre cannot well be found,  All aloog the road is the smooth,
firm, sandy beach, Tho day wo took it there was a good
breezo from the sea, and the surf broke wildly upon the shore,
Our horses caught the infection of salt air, their stiffoned
joints limbered up, and they hurried us forward to Acre in
two and a-half hours, We forded the mouths of the Kishon
and of the ancient Belus. On the banks of the Belus the first
glass wag, according to Pliny, manufactured of its fine sand.
We rode in at the old gate of Acre (or Akka, or Accho), and
through its streets and bazaars, visiting some points of intereat,
such as the Hotel of the Knights Hospitalers, now a hoapital
for soldiers, and the Mozque of Jezzer Pasha, once the Church
of St. John, The buildings of the oity are larfge but dilapi.
dated, the bazaars in some inatances wholly forsaken ; the
walls, though still gnarded, bave long since lost their strength,
Acre (the Ptolemais of claseic times) is mentioned as a
stopping place of St. Paul in the voyage from Ephesus in his
last errand to the feast at Jerusalem (Aots xxi. 7). At even-
ing we found our tents pitched on the sea-shore just outside
the village of Er Zib (Achzib) (Josh, xix. 19), which was
originally given to Asher, but from which the Canaanites
were never expelled (Judges i. 31). After the Babylonish
captivity it was considered by the Jews as the northernmost
limit of tkeir land. For the first time we bathed in the
Mediterranean. The surf was very exhilarating,

We left Er Zib next morning about seven o'clock. The
soene after we got down on the Plain of Tyre was very beauti.
ful. The sea, of a dcep blue, lay quietly, with only the
siightest ripple, and the surf broke lazily and softly on the
shore. Mount Hermon, and the summits of Lebanon, crowned
with snow, were clearly seen rising far away on the eastern
and north-eastern hiorizon. We had reached Ras el’Ain, the
site of old Tyre (Pale-Tyrus), surrounded by groves of mul.
berries, The village is called Head of the Fountain, because
of a remarkable fountain which stands in its centre. Through
deep sand we foroed our way about two miles to Tyre proper
(Sur), crossing the peninsula built by Alexander the Great in
his capture of the city. On a narrow ledge of rock, wholly
separated from the main land, not more than a mile long, and
half.a-mile broad, stood the ancient queen of the seas. Our
camp was pitched at the back of the town, near the sea-
coast, Very lLittle of ancient Tyre now remains. The first
mention of Tyre in the Bible is by Joshua, xix. 29, where he
speaks of it, in reference to the borders of Israel, as tue
strong city. It comes into prominence in the history of
David and Solomon, between whom and Hiram, its king, a
close alliance existed. (2 Sam. v, 2;1 Kings vii, 13—45.) At
the time Christ visited its coasts (Matt. xv. 21, Mark vii, 24)
it is conjectured, on the nuthority of Strabo and Pliny, that
its population was aboc equal to that of Jerusalem, We
took our leave of Tyre, ard ridingacross the peninsula, which
the drifting sands hav made now a half mile wide, took as
straight a course as we could south-eastward over the Plain
of the Phwnicians.

BEHOLD THE MAN!

BY THE REV, E. PAXTON HOOD,

And Pilute saith unto thew, Behold the Man ! —Julin xix. §.

HERE was a moment which seems like a pause betwecn
the trial of Jesus, 1if trial it could be called, in the scenery
of the judgment hall and the progress to Calvary and the
crucitixion there. It was that moment when Pilate, as in the
text, led the Divine victim forth, holding over him the thin
shield of his culd and cowardly, contempiuous and contemptible
exculpation, and in answer to the wild cry of the mad and

furious multitude, said, Ecce ITomo/ ‘¢ Behold the Mun !”
Artists bave often erred in representing our Lord as a figure
full of abject woe—shivering, distorted, weeping ; ‘“incapable,”
as one writer well says, * of ideas of love, sacrifice, or glory.”
The narrative assures us that at no time was our Lord insen-
sible to either. There is not a moment in which He appears
crouching or servile; and, on the other hand, we are to remem-
ber He was **laying ” down His life, and He restrained all the
tokens of material majesty. In any case, however, you have
to bring before your mind the Matchless, the Gnly One. The
image of Jesus rises before us as the conscience of Jesus, clear
and stainless in its purity. All the sensual sensibilities of
Jesus were held in him as the undivergent colours are held in



a pure Tay. Mourners or sinuners, the erring or the helpless
asked Him for sympathy, and instantly forth from the character
started tho soothung and the guidiug light. Sin came to
tempt, error to ssscrt itself—and instautly started forth that
ray, which Jike & spaar transpiorcod thoe sin or the snner.
His purity judged the wowd. If there is a \.achstone of
truth of character, I have often thought it is the manner with
children. Whet sweet things He has said about chiidren—
said ae He said overythiog else, simply, occasionally, incidont-
ally, and without offort I And yet those simple things tax
us to comprehend how lovingly He received them. ¢ Suffor
them to come to Me.” There 1s x test of the intensity of pure
patures—itis the relation with women ; and women loved Him.
He was much with them. You will not sympathise fully with
the personality of Jesus unless you atiempt to realise a littlo
the probable exquisiteness of the vehicie in which His mys-
terious soul energised. Of Him it was ssid, ¢ He shall grow
up before the Lord like a tender plant.” By such fragile
natares has the lamp of intensity been always borne. A thin
frail woman will endure more than a man, will hold out longer.
A man will give up the watch in a few hours, » woman will
hold out for weeks. There are men like women in this. You
would say they would faint at a breath ; the thin muscle is
steeped in the all-cnduring soul. To this, in our Lord's
instance, was added the exquisite tenderness of a nature
through which every passion of the soul found an avenue for
expression—through which every intimation from naturas or
man found an avenue for instruction. I aay passions, for of
course He had passion. How can you concsive of purity with.
out passion? DPurity is passion in its highest movement.
You take that illustration from a circumstance in His life,
when a woman was found taken in adultery. It isa very
wonderful and orucial instance, and the suthor of **Egce
Homo " has found ia it ono of his most interesting and sug-
gestive paragraphs. A burniog sense of shame seized Jesus.
Shame at the pollutivn of the charge itself, shame for the
bitterness of the callous persecutors, e stooped down and
with His finger wrote on the ground. Was it not to hide His
shrinking embarrassment? He raised His head for 8 moment:
¢t He that is without sin among you let him cast the firat stone
at her.” It was but a word, but there was probably lightning
in the look. They stole away convicted in their consciences,
and He was left alone, and the worran standing there, Then
He rose and lifted up Himself. ¢ Woman, where are thoso
thine acousers? hath no man condemned thee ?” She said,
“No man, Lord.” He said, *“ Neither do I condemn. Go,
and sia no more.” Asthe writer I have just now quoted truly
says, ‘‘ He had refused to judge a woman, but He had con-
demned a orowd ; Hehad awakened the slumbering conscience
in many hardened hearts; and He had given to them a new
‘]lalic’z’wy, & new ideal, a new view and reading of the Mosaic
aw.

Who was He? Whatever does He in this aphere of
evil? ¢ Behold the Man!” That is what all Scripture
says, what God says, What does He look like, that
mute and satisfied Majesty? What but the sacrifice of
all the ages! ‘ Behold the Man!"” Is it not as if, amidst
the tribulations, on the air a voice was heard from the
yot speechless lips? “A body hast thou prepared me.
Then said I, Lo! I come. In tho volume of the Book
it is written of me, I delight to do Thy will, oh, my God !
yea, Thylaw is in my hesart,” Does He not laok like that?
Is pot the Word fultilled there? * Heo was led as a lamb to
the slaughter, as a sheep befors Mer sheavers is dumb, He
opened not His mouth.” As it is written of His interview
with Herod, ‘¢ He answered him nothing.” Awud to the per-
sonal questions of Pilate, ‘ He answered him not a word.”
The mob, as if inspired ia their demoniac rage with diverse
instincte which rush through their bad passions and turncd
even wicked words into mighty truths, in their very madoess
fulfilled prophecies. ¢“He saved others, Himself He cannot
save, Also the 22ad Psalm. Were ever such wicked words
so dreadiunlly true and beautiful ? You may hear those raging
voices on either hand, See that man up by Herod's court,
and that infuriated one on the steps leading down from the
Prmtorium. You may hear them giving the note to hundreds
more, who cry, ‘“ His blood be on us and on ourchildren!”
Oh, ingane madmen, ignorant and besotted ! it shall be even
80, but in a way you httle think. Yet a few years, and the
abowination of desolation spoken of by Daniel the prophet
will be se up. Yet a fow years, and not a stone of these
buildings but shall feel the shock. The veil and the aisles
and the air will thrill with mysterious voices, saying—while

MOTHER AND SON.

7

aone shall know who speaks—* Arise, lot us go hence ! Arise,
let us gohenco!™ Your streots will tlow with blood ; your
buildings bo clasped in flames. Your pure and beautiful shrito
will be given to the frenzy of the soldier and the fire of tho
incenliary, Cmsar, whom you seck now to prombiate, wiil
butcher you by thousands to make a Roman %mlulay. Titus
will givo thrae thousand of you atonce to the wild boasts, to
colebrate his father's birthday. Then will you remembor
this day, this hour. **His blond be on us and on oue
children,”

Lonk at that crowd ! That was tho ery—the heavens ruag
with it : ** His bloo1 be on us and on our children!” Why,
it was an amaziog imprecation ! Can murder and madness
pray ' ¢ Father, forgive them,” said the Sacrifico, ** thoy
know not what they do ” Why, it was blasphemy inspiriog
the holiest prayer! \Why, it was murder invoking the spint
of the victim to gprinkle it from its sins! Sae, then, tho
sacrifice complete.  Led on by the soldiers, tho spotless Lamb
of God. The brow bound with thorns; tho naked fect; the
hands wo would scarce dare lift to kiss, only to worship and
to weep over, aro read{ for the naile; tho heart is ready for
the spear. Ob, how cold, impersonal, and inexpiatory look all
tragedics, all expirations, by the side of this! ** His blood be
on us and cn our children.”” His blood is there. His locks
of hair are clotted with blood ; it is on his bosom and his
brow and his vestment ; and there is not a drop of wrath in it
all—only forgivencss and love, forgiveness and love! For
into this world of wrath He has come. In whom are all the
seven spirits which are before the throne! Ke has brought a
new nature to the worn.out wicked heart of the old world,
His blood, His Iife: a new eternal power in a temporal
principle. And so it shall be, oh you wicked people, but not
as you wickedly meant it. You have unconsciously accopted
the sacrifice, by your wild ary, *Hie blood be on us and on
our children,” Precious blood of Christ, 1t shall fall on you,
not like fire but like rain j not like & teapest but like a tear.
¢ Behold tho men | " * Look and besaved, all yo ends of the
earth !”

While Jesuy' blood, through earth and skies,
Meruy, {tee, toundless uisroy uries,
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MOSI‘ boys go through a period when they have great need
of pablent love at home, They are awkward and
clumsy, somstimes strangely wilful and perverse, and they
are desperately conscious of themselves, and very sensitive
to the least word of censurs or effort at restraint.  Authority
frets them. ‘Phey are leaving childhood, but they have not
yet reached the sober good sense of manhood. They are an
easy prey %o the tempter and the sophist. Perhaps they
adopt sceptioal views from sheer desire to prove that they are
independent, and can dr. their own thinking,

Now is the mother's hour, Her boy needs ber now more
than when he Iay in hiv oradle, er finer insight and
serener faith may hold him fast, and prevent his drifting inta
dangerous courses. At all events, there is very much that
only a mother can do for her son, and that a son can receive
only from his mother, in the critical period of which we are
thinking. It is well for hir, if she has kept tho freshness
and brighthess of her youth, so that she can now be his com-
panion and friend as well as mentor. It is 2 good thing for a
boy to be proud of his mother; to feel complacent when he
introduces her to his comrades, knowing that they caunot
help seeing what a pretty womaa she is, so graceful, winsome,
aud attractive! These is always hope for a boy when he
admires his mother, and mothers should care to be admirable
in the eyes of their sons. Nut merely to possesa characters
which are worthy of respect, but to be bsautiful and charm-
ing, so far as they can, in person and appearance. The neat
dress, the becoming ribbon, and smooth hair are all worth
thinking about, when regarded as means of retaining influence
oyder a soul, when the world is spreading lures for it on every
side,

Above all things, mothers need faith. (Genuine, h.eartg,
loving trust in God, a life of meek, gla}l acquicscence in His
will, hved daily through years in prescnce of sons, is an
immense power. They can never get away from the sweet
memory that Christ was their mother’s Friend. There is
reality in that, which no false reasouing can persuade them to

regard as a tigment of the imagination,
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« ” " had wrought upon his young life? And now whero was the
BEACON LIGHTS. | gold for %vhichp she had bar%cred her lifo’s happiness? She
BY RMILIF “FARCHFIELD, posscsaed but just sufhciont for hor dailg' wants—tbo bulk of
x(:lh:wingf ;wcnl loft, Kxhprtgcr%nco‘tp‘ ors&l)f, to nﬂdiatant
HE P : v rolative of her deceased husband. here, too, was the man
?I“‘ RO OF ALL EVI L', ! whom onco she had truly loved? Ab, that wero indeed a
* such a3 tho treo s, such Is tho frut * bittor question ! and raising her cyes to the blue heavens she
TEARS and years agn, a stately mothor led hor daughter | prayed —yos, prayed —that Esther might bo apared all this;
adown the old aaken staircase of her ancestral home. for “although she had sown the sceds of mammon m her
The maiden's cheek was pale, although her oye flashed . child's heart, Esthor was her idol, the one thing she loved
proudly ; euee, only oa-e, her step faltored, and thoen that  truly in tho world, It was ¢ven now more the beauty of the
mother whis‘porml awordin hercas, aud she went on, decked | calm evening than anything clse which liad roused tno
in her bridal finery, but with a heart cold and heavy, to give , accusing voice within her, and prompted so troe and puroa
her haad aud trath te the mammon of the world—wuib. A | wish for the daughter by her side; and yet sho loved the
lesson might bo learnt from her life, but wo “asten onward, girl . but can I lead you to understand—sho loved gold oven
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onward to the after result ; for surcly, surcly such marriages
aro as a drag upon
society, filling the
world, as it were,
with their bitter
fruits.

Again woe sce the
cold heartedbride,
middle-aged and
widowed, watch-
ing over the future
of an only daugh-
ter. Not in morry |
England has tho |
girl been trained,
and it seems to the
mother, that amid
the 'witching love-
liness of the scenes
around her, her
child has caught
the trick of their
graco and Dbeauty

and why not?
Watch a face, the
faco of one posses-
sing a soul deep,
true, and impres-
rionable ; set be-
fore it a something
to dolight theeyes,
and lo! that same
delight sinks down
into the soul,
causing the coun-
tenance, however
ordinary, to glow
and kindle with
the true beauty
which painters
strive to pourtray ;
a beauty which is
indeed felt, but
never  expressed.
So Esther West-
lake grew up besu-
tiful as a dream,
and with a soul
Leenly alive to the
surroundingsofher
daily life. Butwas
there no sort of
resemblance to her mother and grandmother? Alas, yes ; and
the time was fast approaching when the tiny gorm would
spring up and assert itself.

They, the mother and daughter, bal wandered far from
their home (5t. Goar on the hhine), and standing by the
Loreley, both gazed upon the fair waters and the grandly-
shaped rocks aud mountains.
these two it secemed that they were alone ; alone, to muse as
they liked upon the preseut, past, and future. Esther's
thoughts were mainly busy with this last —she was looking on
apd craviug for herself a future of wealth and power, And
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¢¢No, no!_T'm alliright, my boy !"

Others were present, but to |

She was the same, and yot not tho same as of old—
only there are mo-
monts in all our
lives when that
which ought to
have been ours of
purity and unsel.
nshness visits us,
perchance though,
only, to make us
feel when it 18
gone, how utterly
pollow and with.
ered oursouls have
bacome without it.
And HEsther, too—
the sweet, subtle
influence waa
drawing heras well
away from the
worship of the
yellow dross of
carth, to that
which shall alone
endure,whenearth
and its voices shall
have died away,
and heaven with
its true charity
have dawned upon
the soul. Yes, and
years and years
after, she remem-
bered the time, re-
membered it with
bitterness too
deep, too full of
epguish for human
tongue to tell. The
steamer came 1In
sight, and Esther
and her mother,
moving on down
to the pier, took
their places upon
it to return home
—and out there,
in tte still, purple
twilight, Esther
meot her fate.

A slight com-
motion arose on
| board, something being a little wrong with the boiler,
as they afterwards discovered; and our two ladies, with
tho rest, were very nervous and frightened, till a gentle-
man coming forward and explaining the matter as a some-
thir 1 very slight indeed, and of no consequence whatever,
sot their minds at rest. It seemed that Esther's face
struck him then; anyhow, he devoted himself to them
during the remainder of the way, and seemed loath to
part from them at their journey's end. He was but a
holiday-secker, and was to go further on the morrow ; bux it
came and passed with many another morrow, and still he

Jqore.
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the mother' Was she dreaming of her cwn youth as she | lingered, for the girl with her grace and charms had bound
gazed upon the young face she loved so well 2~ Did she now | him fast, so that when at last helbade farewell to St. Goar it
regret the step she had takhen upun her wedding morning ? | was but to hasten to England, in_order to prepare for the due
Did she now think kindly of the busband ber coldness had | reception of his promieed bride. ‘‘Come home and be
repulsed ? Was she sorry for the great and bitter wrong she - married,” svch was the plea of his parents; and when, six
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weeks later, Mra. Weatlako and Esther stepped upon British
soil, no bettor welcome could have awaited a Princess of
royal blood than was awarded to the dainty girl so soon to
reign suprems in the mansion to which sho was taken.

Again thoro is a lapse of years, and in anothe. English
home—not the samo—x» man lies dying, Not exactly on his
death-bed, mind you 3 but for all that his life is slowly ebbing
away, and he knows it. A doctor s.ands by his sidc, not one
who receives pay for his daily visits- oh no, this onc in the
man's own sun, who has left & good London practice on
urpase to watch ovor tho only parent ho has evor known,
}t 18 anguish to both tu ho together —theso two possess a bond
ol luvae between them, and tue coming separation Lut draws
this bond the tighter, causing paugs of heartiolt agony to
which the world as it goes on, with Father Time leading tho
way and countiag vut the heart-beats which tho son kuows tu
bo so vory fow, is wholly indiffoerent, This son was not
young, but then no other lovo had come between his father
and him, and he was casting over in his mind as he sat there,
watching the feeble countenance before him, how life would
be when this his one friend was gone.

¢“Harry!" The younger man started. * Harry, I feel
that my strength goes nuw fast —you see it too, my boy —and
1 have somothing to tell—to ask you, I mean. Harry, I think
1 should like to see her— your mother—once more before the
end.”

His mother! It was then that Harry Mortimer arose to
his feot, and held out his hand to feel if the invalid's pulse
wero not more than usually unsteady.

“No, no! I'm all right, my boy ! There was a peculiar
ring of affection in the two words, “my hoy.” “I'm all
right, Harry, only I have never told you of Ea—, of your
mother : perhaps I ought, and Harry, if you don't mind, 1
think I'll do it now.”

Plainly the task would be no easy one, but Harry Mortimer
know that therc ought to be no delay ; and besides, ho had
long thought that some trouble lay heavy at that father's
heart. Now, perhaps, the tclling would remove it, or at any
rate he, the son, would share it with him ; which wonld, at
all events, be better than nothing. But this mother: He
had always belicved her to be dead and lying in her grave :
his father had told him once that iv was so—what, oh what,
did it all mean?

“You aro mystified, Hurry, and well you may be; but
have patience yet a little, for I must begin at the beginning,
and then you will know ail. I met your mother as I was
idling away my youthful leisure on the banks of the Rhine.
She—we were both young, and as is the case sometimes, we
fancied ourselves in love—faucied ! Oh, Harry, before God,
I say that mine was'not fancy ; it was true at least, whatever
hers might have been—but there, naught {can undo it all
now !” He sighed wearily, and a strange look of mingled
tenderncss and pain swept over his pale face. The younger
man was all attention, but he spoke not, and the fierce
August sun which shone in upon them mocked, as it were,
the faded eyes of the dying man, and the solemn stillness
which reigned around.

1 need not tell you what she was, you have scen the
picture of her as I knew her then.” (Yes, and Harry won-
dered at the man, who with his wife yet living but as dead to
him as though the grave held her, could bear to gaze upon
her face in the early morning and late at night ; for her por-
trait hung even now in his chamber, just opposite his bed,
where his eyes could not fail but sce it &s soon as they
opened or daylight appeared. Yes, ho wondered very much
at the heart which could be so constantly riven, and with so
keen a pain).

+¢She cumeo to England to be married, fur so my father and
mother willed it ; and not till they stood beneath the old rvof
in Dorset did my father at all recognise who they were.
Then it came out that the mother aad jilted bim in early
youth, and married someonc with more money : but strange
to say, my father came soon after, all unexpuctedly, into a
wealthy heirship, while this woman wlhom he had once loved
80 dearly, lost her husband and the greater part of the wealth
she had 8o dearly bought at one and the same time, All this I
learnt, but then Esther was true, she loved me for myself alone,
and yet my heart misgave me sorely when I saw how gladly
she turned away from my love for the vanities of the world.
But she was so fair, 80 pec-less in my eyes, aud—God help
me, Harry, my boy ! it makes me well-nigh faint even now
to recail the time—JI loved her madly, madly, else I had not
turned her away in my fierce anger.”

‘* It. oamo—the quarrel, I mean—on the next Midsummer
Day but one after our marriage. Sho—your mother—was
fond of life and gaiety. Sho had spent the previous scason in
town, and now shn came to ino, saying that some ladics
whom she had grown to imitato during that time, were going
to Paris; and thence, later on, to Rome for the winter
months—could not she and I go as well? I told her, No!
plainly and at once; for I had had cnough of roving, and I
was as dear to my father, Harry, as you aro t) mo, 1 was
their all, and they wore trying to mais our homo ani lives
happy , and Luesmdes that, theio was you to be cared for ; and
I thought that home, with us to love and chorish her, onght
to hevo kept hor tuo from wishing to roam. Then sho grow
anyry —I had never seen her so before, saying that she might
just as well have married & poor man as mysclf for all the
pleasure which my wealth brought her. One word rose
another, and I, stung to madncss, asked her if she {00 had
then wedded for gold, even as hor mothor beforo her. Then
she quite forgot hersel{—yes, I bolieve they wero the words
of passion—and daclared that she had mado a worse mistako
than that, but she would undo it, so far as lay in her power,
by leaving me and going back once more to the mother I
despised. My father hero came upon tho scene—he was
aggrievod tor me, and his words, I neced scarcely ssy, added
yet fuel to the fire I had kindled—and so we parted. Of
course ber mother is long sinco dead—dead, yos; and she,
Esther, is old; but I have never scen her since. I would
have taken her back and forgiven her, had she made the least
alvanco ; she began ihe quarrel, thereforo 1 felt it was her

lace to be the first to make it up. Now az 1 lie here, and as
? look upon her fair face in the early morning, I grow ¢o
blame myself. Her lovo may have been a mistake ss she
said, but at least she could not help her mother's sin ; aud,
my son, I had no right to deny to you a mother's love, a
mother's holy care. She would—nay, she must—have lovad
you ; and Harry, my boy, I should like to see hor oaca more,
once moure on this side the grave.”

Harry Mortimer's face was very grave and firm, and as he
listened to all his father said, various emotions stirred his
inmost soul. Ho loved his {ather with a love surpassing that
of woman, and yet there was his mother, his unknown
mother, and he pictured to himself her mute eyes pleading
for the huabnn(f and child she had left so long :30. e
strugled hard to think aright upon the matter, for although
hi- neart yearned, had yearned all through his life, as a man’s
heart seldom does, for a mother's love, he yet thought soverely,
as was natural, of her who could prefer gsiety and amusement
to the lore of her husband and tho nurturing ~f her child,
He understood now at the last too why the old anceatral
home in Dorset had been shut up since his grandparents’
death, and this house, which was smaller and meaner in its
wvery appointment, should have been chosen in its stead.

¢ Fathor, what would you have me do—go and seek her,
or shall I merely write to her in your name 2"

“Go, my son. Nay, don't think of me” ; for he had seen
his son start at the words he spoke. * She i3 old, or at least
growing so, and her memory may not carry her back strongly
enough to the days I dwell upon to induce her to come if you
only write, Go to her—her heart must have cricd out for
hoer child  She will come with you, ny son, and perhaps—
perbapo sie may be sorry, and I can then bless you both,
you and her, before I die.”

He thought otherwise, that loving, far-aeeing son ; and yet,
because it was the wish of a dying soul, and becsuse he him-
self longed to behold the mother whose face had been so fair
in her girlhood, ho tore himself hence, feeling quito sure that
upon bis return—his and hers—that death would have stilled
for ever the craving soul he was now trying to satisfy. He
would bring her home ; 8o he promised the dying man, and
they parted, never more on carth to meet again.

1t was September, and the harvest moon rode high in the
heavens ; it poured its clear broad rays in through the yet
uncurtained windows of the sick room. Henry Mortimer was
sinking, sinking fast now, and to-night he was waiting, and
would not have the lamp lit or the curtains drawn, because
he would persuade himself that it was not yet so late, and
because he felt somehow sure that those he expected wounld
yet comae.

A little distance down the lano a carriage stopped, and then
a slight, shrunken figure moved slowly, hesitatingly up to the
house wherein the dying man waited. The door was wide
open, 8o like a poor criminal she crept in. A servant stood in
her way, and of him she inquired of tho whereabouts of his
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raster. He led her on to the upper chamber, and then she
atole in alone, draped in heavy black from head to foot. The
invalid scarce heard her step, but he felt her presence, and
stretched forth his hand as lbest he could to welcome her.
Oh, how she clung to it, shedding bitter, bitter tears the
whils, Neither spoke at the first, then the father and
Ausband asked feebly for his son, his well-beloved.

¢“Ob, Harry ! Harry! you will hate ma now more than
ever, | feel sure of it! 1f he had only let me be, and stayed
with you—

““ What { you have not injured him, or stayed him from
coming back to me?”

**Me !” and she raised her slim, shrunken figure to its full
height—as though she could have injured or stayel a man!
Then once more she fell on her kanees by that dying bed.

‘“Heis dead !” You might for the next few seconds have
heard a pin drop in that room, and then once again the weak
voice of the woman broke the stillness. ‘A man fell over-
board from the deck of the steamer—your boy (she could not
say ours) saved him, and in so doing lost his owr life. Oh,
my husband | you cannot tell how guilty I feel, how weak,
how much in need of forgiveness and pity ! *

““Forgiveness and pity! No, never!” and sinking back
upon the bed from which in his sudden anguish and passion
he had risen, he breathed his last,

Esther followed him to the grave, and inherited her portion
of tho worldly goods which were left. Poor sonl! she had
loved him down deep in her heart, she had grown shrunken
and old for his sake. It was her early trawing which had
wrought the evil in the first place, and lastly, that mother
who had been so false herself had nurtured the spirit of proud
resentment which had kept her from acknowledging her wrong
afterwards. Toen, when her mother grew old and needed a
daughter’s care, she gave it her; and when at last she stood
alone, aad knew to the full how lonely a life like hers could
be, she would not go back with her marred beauty to him
whom she had left 1n the bloom of her youth. A ray from
heaven orossed her path with her son's visit, but he perished
m bringing her home ; and the other lifs she lovel—ob, it
was terrible !

¢ The wreath of love—for her it bloomed,
For her it faded fast.
In vain! Her lone heart droops, consumed
By yearnings for the past.”—Foqus.

PASSING AWAY.

BY REV. J. U, M‘CARTY, M.A.

Yike leaves on trees, the race of man is fonnd ;
Now green in youth, now withering on the ground.
Another race the following Spring sug)plics ;

‘They fall successive, and successive rise.

So generations in their course decay ;

Sou fiourish these, when thoso havo passed away.

THE long, warm summer is past, and the solemn days—
days of the *‘sere and yellow leaf ’—have come. How
mw & sweet hour we have spent during these summer days !
e have watched the beautiful unfoldings of suammer., We
bave scen the grain grow tall and mature under the influence
of sunshine and shower. We have seen the blossows fall from
the apple-trees, and the fruit form and ripen. We have seen
the reaper and mower swiftly cutting the grass and grain for
the use of man and beast. Now the autumn fruits are being
gathered. Wagons go creaking along the dusty highway,
iaden with the golden fruits of the season. Now the forests
are shedding their coats, covering the earth with crimson and
gold ; and the ficlds a.e yielding their treasures as a reward
to the hard-handed farmer, to be an equivalent of gold in his
barn and gravary. Summer has blushed and bloomed ; now
autumn breezes sigh plaintively through the half-naked
branches of the trees. Oh, thereis a look of mournful beaunty
in the rich autumn landscape, as it stretches away before us'!
We love autumn ; the air is so bracing, the roads so smooth,
tho farmers’ boys so happy, and cverything is so mellow ! It
has been a summer well spent. We have been so near to
nature, met and conversed with so many peaple, scen so much
of all sides of life. We have been to weddings. picnics, and
funerals ; and sometimes to all in one day. We have seen
wealth and poverty : we have shaken hands with the stron
%nd healthy, and have held in ours the cold and feeble hang

of the sick. We have gone to one house to congratulate those
upon whom fortune has smiled, and then to others to offer our
words of condolence,
Speak gontly ; 'tis a little thing
Dropped in the heart’s deop well 3
The goud, the joy that it mny bring,
KEternity shall tell,

But the summer is over ; the blossoms are not; the birds
are turning southward ; the days are cooler and shorter. Soon
the earth will be mantled in her snowy shest; and we
shall be shut up within doors, to work and wait for ths
coming of summer ap.in.

If we had never seen an autumn; if our eyes had always
viewed thoe world as summer presents it to our sight, with
dense foliage, with deep rich verdure, with breezes ladea
with the sweetest aroma, with songs of birds, and this
universal life, and if there should havo crept over the beau-
tiful face of pature these signs of decay; if gradually the
songs of birds had died away into distant murmurs, and then
ceased ; if the grand oak, whose rugged boughs had held up
the deep foliage, as if to shield the sweltering kerd from the
intense rays of a summer sun, were seen turning into dark
russet ; if the vine, which clambers the sides of the oak, all
the loug summer flaunting her green leaves over the mossy
trunk, were suddenly changed into a festoon of deepest
crimson ; if the maple should suddenly lift its arms, all
draped in carnation and orange; if the hickory, tall and
graceful as our ideal queen, should be transformed into gold,
and if, at every step, we tramped beneath our foot the crisped
leaf, and everywhere should see the deadenod stalk, the gray
meadow, and tha dust.covered hill-slope; if, instead of the
playful breezes, there should come the sharp whistling winds
—instead of the calm summer sky, the cloudy heavens
threatening our very peace with their darkness ; if, thus for
the first time in our life, we had witnessed the change from
summer t¢ autumn as we witness it now,~—what would be the
cmotions which would rise in our hearts! What sad fore-
bodings of our world’s destiny would these changes mark !

But our eyes have become used to the scenes of an autumn
change, And when the summer bids us adieu, leaving her
cast-off garments to be driven by the winds at their will—to
rot on the ground, and bank themselves in each nook and
corner—we adjust ourselves to the new conditions of nature ;
our eyes turn and lnok for the coming snow, the naked forest,
the ice-covered creek, the white bank of frozen earth ; and
we draw ourselves within our dwellings, to sit by our cheerful
tires, and while away the fleeting hours in the sacred social
¢ndearments of life.

The fading leaf, the richly-coloured leaf, as it hangs oun the
branch of the tree where it grew and fluttered in the summer
winds ; the faded leaf, as it drops from the branch upon the
ground beneath, and lies pensively there in the autumn days,
—is indeed not only the beautiful * banuer of autumn,” but
it is an expressive symbol of every man’s life.

“ We all do fade as a leaf”'; but we shall live again. The
power which will enrobe these ficlds and forests in their gar-
ments of beauty in spring-time—the strange force whose
exercise will re-leaf and re-blossom all these trees and shrubs
b—can in some mysterious way re-clothe our spirits in 1mmortal

odies.

¢ We all do fade as a leaf "—*“all.” You can say to your-
self : 1 am fading; my race will soon be run; my work,
like that of the hireling, will soon be accomplished.” There
is your wife ; she is fading away like the leaf, and will soon
be gone. Your child, young and healthy and beauntiful, is
subject to the same decay. Your dearest friend, the most
chgrisbed, is fading. e are all passing away—fadiag,
fading !

’l‘al%s us from this one cherished hope of the life which is
to come, and what a sombre world this would be !

But immortal life is ours. OQur dear friends die to live in
a deathless land ; and we shall meet again, mingle again in
sweetest communion, in the sweet ‘‘by and by.”

Solemnly the words fall on our ears : ¢ Dast thou art, and
unto dust shalt thou return.,”” But swestly come the words,
from the sams Yips: “’Tis enough ; come up higher.” Go,
lsi(;e’ in the faded leaves of autump, the emblems of human

.

Leaves have their tiwo to fall,
And flowers to wither at the north wind's breath,

And stars to set ; but all
Thou hast all scasons for thine ewn; O Death !”
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THE ,TRUE GLORY OF A CHURCH.
BY REV. J. W. CRAKE.

WE are too apt to regard respectability as a synonym for

piety, and to conclude we are prosperous, when we
are only wealthy. Upon a Church, in which the rich man
stands upon his money bags, and imagines himseli thereby so
much nearer heaven, we may well write Ichabod—the glory
has departed. The true glory of a Church consists in

THE PURITY OF ITS MEMBERS.

No Church on earth can be absolutely pure. It
is mot a valid objection to a Church to say
it contains some hypocrites, In this world of mixed
motives, and imperfect men, it cannot well be avoided.
Indeed, the existence of hypocrites may be regarded as a
compliment to the Church in which they are found. Counter-
feit coin requires the existence of the real thing in order to
make it pass current ; and the existence of hypocrisy is the
homage which vice pays to virtue. But a true Church will
always seek to maintaia a godly discipline, and aim at a high
standard of holy living.

ITS S8PIRITUAL PROGRESS.

All healthy life is characterised by progress. No increase
in worldly influence, or material wealth, will serve as a
substitute for spiritual growth. The law of church life is
progress in purity, Christly zeal, and missionary enthusiasm.

THE UNITY OF IT3 MEMBERS.

The’ Divine blessing cannot be expected to descend amid
strife and discord. It is only when the winds are still that
the dews of heaven fall upon the thirsty earth. A Church
cannot be expeoted to grow in holiness and usefulness, unless
that *‘union which is strength ” obtains among its members.

THE SELF-SACRIFICE OF 1TS MEMBERS.

There is no more abject sight than that of a Christian, who,
himself saved from a sea of sin, is lyingidly just above the
tide-mark, making no effort to save those struggling among
the billows below. His duty is to get lus own feet firmly
oun arock, and then reach down a hand to the rescue of his
brother from the same stormy wave. A Church composed of
indolent members, without sympathy for tho lost, and without
self-sacrificing zeal to devise means for their resoue, can have
no true glory.

CONTINUED ACCESSION TO ITS MEMBERSHIP.

It is a mere commonplace to say, that, unless a Church is
recruited by continued accessions from tho world, it will
speedily die out. The losses from backsliding and Geath must
be made up. The sympathy and fervour which arise from
winping wen to Christ, exercise a glorious influence. The
hea:ts of the members are bound together in one common
bond, animated by one enthusiasm, inspired by ono faith,
cheered by one hope—distinct a8 the billows, yet one as the
sea.

THE PRAYERFULNESS OF ITS MEMBERS.
Where & Church is in a healthy condition, its members wiil

throng eagerly to the prayer-meeting. Private devotion will
be a pleasure, and family worship a joy. The prescher will
be nobly sustained in his work; ‘‘the word of the Lord
will have free course ;" the services of the sanctuary will
be attractive ; sinners will feel the holy influence ; love one
to another will increase ; Christian-fellowship will be estecnied
a sweet privilege ; the Sabbath will be a delight ; God will
bestow Hischoicest blessings, and all the affairs of the Church
will prosper.

We have not exhaustod our list of the qualities essential to
the true glory of a Church, the apace at our disposal being
limited ; but we are persuaded that any Church possessin,
the features enumerated, will possess an abiding g‘iory, an
exercise & holy influence upon the welfare of mankind,

POWER OF A SWEET VOICE.

BERE is no power of love so hard to get and keep as a kind
voice. A kind hand is deaf and dumb. It may be
rough in flesh and blood, yet do the work of a soft heart, and
do it with a soft touch. DBut thereis no one thing that love
so much needs as a sweet voice to tell what it meansand feels;
and it is hard to get and keep it in the right tone. One must
stari in youth, and be on the watch night and day, at work
and play, to get and keep a voice that shall speak at all times
the thoughts of a kind heart. But this is the time when a
sharp voice is most apt to be got. You often hear boys and
girls say words at play with a quick, sharp tone, as if it wero
the snap of a whip. When one of them gets vexed you will
hear a voice that sounds as if it were made up of a snarl, a
whine, and a bark. Such a voice often speaks worse than the
heart feels. It shows more ill-will in the tone than in the
words. It is often in mirth that one gotsa voice or atone that
is sharp, and sticks to him through life, and stirs up ill.will
and grief, and falls like a drop of gall on the sweet joys at
home, Such as these get a sharp home voice for use, and keep
their best voice for those they meet elsewhere, just aa they
would save their best cahes and pies for guests, and all their
sour food for their own board. 1 would say to all boys and
gitls, **Use your guest voice at howne. Watch it day by day,
as a pearl of great price, for it will be worth more to you in
days to como than the best pearl hid inthe ses. A kind voice
is a joy like a lark’s song to a hearth and home, It is to the
heart what light is to the eye. It isalight that sings as well
as shines. Train it to sweet tones now, and it will keep in
tune through life.”

CHARACTER PRESERVED.—In the report of thirty-five
schools of Massachusetts, U.S., it was definitely stated that
no individual from their number bad ever been arraigned
before a civil tribunal for immoral conduct, while only two
from all the schools in the State are mentioned who had been
arrested, and theseattended the Sunday-school irregularly for
a very short time.



ROSIE’S BIRTHDAY.

LY AUNT MAY.

« Little children, love one another.”

OHN PRITCHARD was leaning upon his bench, watching
the summer sunshine, witha face glad and serious at one
and the sawe time. Shall 1 tell you of what he was thinking ?
Well, he was just trying to lind out for himself what his little
girl Rose would best like,” a8 a sort of birthday treat. John
Pritchard beheved in birthdays you sec, and in presents,
sunshive, and glad smiles, it was his wish too that Rosie
should have them, and be as happy as a little girl can
well be.

¢ Mother ! He had left his shop and stood now by the
paling of the little ilower garden by the door. I wonder
what we cau give Rosie to-morrow ?”

Mrs. Pritchard fairly laughed, and then telling him to come
n, showed him a tiny tea-service which she had bought in
readiness, and said also that she should send Rosie over tothe
next village early in the morning, with invitations for her two
cousins, Auonic and Clara, to come back with her and spend
the day. You see mother knew what to do to inake a birth-
day happy, and a day to be remembered till another birthday
should come, and takeits place.

The next morning dawned brightly, and Rosie skipped
hither and thither in her birthday joy, pleased with her
present, pleased also at the thought of fetching her cousins
over to share in her grand tea-mmking ; for she was an ooly
child, and companions of her own age were doubly delightful
to her on that acconnt. Breakfast over, she prepared to set
ont upon her errand. She paused & moment at the gate, to
gather a red, red rose, when softly her mother drew uear, and
taking her little hand ia hers, spoke to her in the grave yet

entle tones but few people save mothers use.  *“ Rosie, I
gon’t like to say it on your birthday, but I hope you won’t be
naughty and show your temper to-day. I want you, my
darling, always to remember what I was talking to you about
only last night, about ¢ gentle Jesus,’ aud that I wish my little
Rosie to try to be like Him.

¢QOb, mother !” and Rosie brushed away a tear from her
bright cye, ‘‘therc’s no fear to-day,” and because she did not

__ROSIE. _

wish to have her glad day spoilt with more tears, she rap
lightly off on her way for Annie and Clara.

The sunlight was making long shadows across the neatly
sanded floor, and Rosie and her little guests were scated at
a low table ma%ing tea for themselves, a privilege they hagd
never before attained to during their short nives. Mrg,
Pritchard having settled them comfortably, was out walking
in the shady lane, so that the children might not fecl the
restraint of her presence, when suddenly angry voices fell
upon her car, and she saw Rosie dart out of the cottage and
round into the back garden, declaring she would stay there,
and never, no never, play with Annie and Clara again, The
mother went in, and found the two children sobbing over one
of Rosie’s new cups, which they had, it appeared, somechow
wanaged to break. Of course sho comforted them as best
she could, for well she knew that it was but an accident,
although, like them, she was sorry, very sorry, it should have
happened. She sent them out to play when their tears were
dried, telling them to leave Rosie to herself, for it hurt her
more than she could tell to know how spoilt and passionate
her little girl was, and she fancied to herself that to leave
her alone would, perhaps, be the best way of bringing her to
a better framo of mind., Well, tho sunlight was so golden
that the two sisters could but be glad in spite of Losie
and the broken cup. They wandered away to the downs,
too, and ran races till—till Annie, who knew but little of
the place, ran too far, and fell head-foremost down a steep
quarry, and was afterwards taken up for dead. Ob, how
Rosie wept and wrung her hands then! ¢ If only I had
been there ! ” she wailed, ¢“I could have told her, because I
knew where the quarry was!"” It was, however, too late to
sob and cry, for Annie, though not dead, was a cripple for
life. After that, I am happy to say, Rosie prayed earnestly
to God, and tried herself as wel! to grow loving and forgiviog
even as Christ.

THE UNEDUCATED SUNDAY-
SCHOOL.

BY REV. A. TAYLOR.

IT is_not polite to call people dunces, ecither when we

address them, or when we speak of them behind their
backs. Nor would the name of dunce be exactly the title
for the collection of teachers and scholars in the school which
we now peep.  They do not desire or intend to be dunces.
They do not, in some instances, even suspect that their short-
comings in learning are noticed. But, so far as any actual
gain in religiv.s knowledge is concerned, we might as well
put a company of professed grown-up dunces to the work of
teaching a lot of littlz dunces.

Here are teachers. Hero are scholars. The teachers have
come nominally to instruct the children in seriptural truth;
the children have come to receive the instruction. 1tisan
understood thing that the children are not very learned ; it
is also an understood thiog that the teachers are sufficiently
versed in scriptural knowledge to convey considerable
information to those whom they profess to teach.

These are pleasant theories. They do not work into prac-
tice. The scholars are verily unlearned, but the teachers are
almost as ignorant ag they. In the opening exercises of the
school all goes well; the singing is donc with enthusiasm,
and the prayer is decorously engaged in. The library books
are rightly attended to, and the attendanceis carefully marked
in the class-books. It is when the lesson commences that the
trouble begins. Teacher makes scholar read the verses
several times, and then begins to thrust great printed ques.
tions at him. The lesson is in the t venty-seventh chapter of
Acts ; subject Paul’s shipwreck, The question is asked, at
the thirty-ninth verse, *“ When day came what did they
discover?” The child at whom this question is poked, says
that they discovered a certaincreek. “¢Good child,” ssys the
teacher, and goes on %o the next. That child, certainly,
knows all about the lesson. The next printed question is
““Was this a welcome or an unwelcome sight?” Child
answers, *‘ Dunno.” Another child says, *“ Guess it was wel-
come.” Tho next says, “Why, no it wasn'’t; it was un-
welcome.” In the diversity of opinions teacher is somewhat
bothered, and concluding not to commit himself, pushes on to
the next question, namely, *“ What did they do?”" which, in
its turn, is followed by, ¢ What kind of ships did they have
in those days?” The illiterate teacher leaves his class as
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imorant as when tkay began. Tho dry asking of theso
uestions has accomplished nothing. Had the children read
&e story of the shipreck, without being interrupted by these
bony questions, they might have becn interested and in-
structed. A smart teacher, who will sake ths {roubls to study
his lesson and the things connected wiih it, and also to study
the art of comumunicating to others ‘what he knows, might
grend half-an-hour on these verses, and awaken such an
ictercst that on the next Sunday, when tho doings on the
island of Malta are before the class, thore will not be a
vacant scat or an unprepared lesson.

Tho world is a little wiser than the Sunday-school in this
rospect.  When teaching is to be done, it must be done by
those who know something about what they profess to teach,
1et & teacher of music put out his sign, and advertise to
teach pupils. Let the discovery be made that he knows
nothing about music, or that he has not the gift of imparting
what kuowledge he has, and few people can be found so
simple-minded as to gsend their children to take lossons of
him. Let a lady apply to a board of school divectors fora
situation to teach grammar, geography, or geometry. If her
acquaintance with those sciences is found to be as slendor as
theacauaintance of these uneducated teachers with the Bible,
she is informed that the place is not open to her. The good
house-keeper is not anxious to securc the services of the lady
from Ireland just landed off the emigrant ship, who honestly
declares that, though sho knows nothing about cookery,
she has no objection to taking the place and being
“taiched.”

The difficulty with the band of teachers before us is that
they have never been taught how to teach, or what to teach
«Will you take a class, madam?” ¢ With a great deal of
pleasure, sir.” That istoo often the only fitness, or examina.
tion as to fitness, The teachers mean well. They have
listened all their lives to able sermons. But these sermons
were all the religious instruction they had, and they did not
descend into the detail of kow fo teack.  They know some
of the leading doctrines of Christianity ; but they have not
thatintimate knowledge of the Bible, and the circumstances
connected with Bible history, which would make them good
teachers. Nor have they all the means of finding out what to
teach and how to teach 1t. Their houses do not abound with
commentavies, Bible dictionaries, concordances, or other
scriptural helps.  In many instances their only help, bayond
a reference Bible, is the question book. And itis a sad fact
that most of the question books now published hinder as much
as they help.

{Vhat, then, shall we do for our ¢“uncducated’ Sunday-
achool ?” We must educate it. We must show it how to
teach. We must bay it a good *‘ teachers' library,” with all
the books published for the help of people who want to study
the Word of God. The beginning of this library will cost
ten pounds. After that, spend twenty pounds a year on it.
The teachers must meet fogether to study. Not only to read
over the verses, and ask each other the,printed questions in
the question book, but to compare help with help, idea with
idea, Scripture with Scripture. The pastor, or the superin-
tendent, or anybody who knows how, must preside, and put
the enterpriso through. The study-meeting must be social
and pleasant.

The blind cannot lead the blind. Both will fall irto
the ditch. Uneducated teachers will make ignorant s-iolars.

CALM.

I sraxpupon the Mount of God
With suslight in my soul ;

I hear the storms in vales beneath,
I hear the thunders roll.

But I am calm with Thee, my God,
Beneath these glorious skics ;

And to the height on which 1 stand,
No storms, nor clouds, can rise.

O, tiis islife! Oh, this is joy !
My God, to tind Thee 80 ;

Thy face to see, Thy voice to hear,
And all Thy love to kuow.

—Dr. H. Bonar.

OUR NOTE BOOK.

’T"H 13 probability of an Afghanistan war is thegroat uestion

2. naw agitating the publio mind. It is much feared that
such a war would disturb our relations with Russia ; and that
Persia would also be involved. Howevor that may bo, war
preparations are being made on both sides, and altogether the
outlook is very grave.

Are we approaching another financial panic? So many ara
asking, for these things are periodical ; and the failure of tho
Glasgow City Bank, with liabilities amounting to £10,000,000
or £12,000,000—szome say £14,000,000—has shaken the com-
mercial world. The Tuncs says that rumour has been busy in
the City, aud that ‘“firms and institutions which should be
above suspicion have not been spared ”’; and further, that ““wo
have ample evidenco in tho Bank returns of the existenco of
the gravest anxiety to the busimess of the world.”

The mission of the Rev, W, H. M. H. Aitken to the young
men of London has so far been outwardly successful that large
crowds have been drawn to hear him ; Lutif the countenances
of his hearers are sufficient indication of theinward effects
produced, & deep 1mpression has been made, and many cases
are spoken of in which the preacher’s words havebeen powerful
in producing marvellous changes in the deportment and habits
of some who have attended. Evidently the Spirit of God has
been present at tho services.

The House of Commons will miss a familiar face when it
next assembles—that of Mr. Whalley, M.P., whoso persistent
advocacy of the claims of the distinguished Dartmoor convict,
nolessthan hissterling Protestantism, brought him prominently
before the House. While his efforts were not unfrequeatly
provucative of much morriment, his earnestness and sincerity
secured him the respect of many who differed from his views.
Mr. Whalley represented Peterborough for twenty years.

Dean Stanley bas been warmly welcomed in tho United
States. Only two days after his arrival he attended the 250th
anniversary of the landing of John Endicott, the first governor
of Massachusetts, which was celebrated at Salem on Seopt. 1S.
At a banquet the Dean responded to the toast of ¢ Our Old
Home,” and gave an address full of reciprocal expressions of
admiration and regard for the new home as well as the old.
His address contained many cloquent passages-which we have
not space to quote.

In the London School Board districts it is cstimated that
there are 614,557 children requiring education, and provision -
is made, or nearly completed, for 518,000 children. The Board
has 27§ schools under its control, accommodating nearly
200,000 children—being an increasc of thirty-six schools during
the year. During the last seven yeara accomwodation has
been provided for the education of 203,132 children. The
average attendance is about 75 per cent. of those on the school
registers. Up to Jast midsummer§, 508 homeless and destitute
orphan and lawless children were taken off the strects. The
cost of all this is defrayed by rates of, at present, 5}d. in the
pound, producing a sum of about £300,000 per annum.

The Presbyterians of Ireland are doing a praiseworthy
work in relation to orphan children. Thirteen years ago tho
Presbyterian Orphan Socicty was formed.  Twenty-five
orphans were taken charge of. Since then the number has
multiplied more than a hundredfold, there being now over
2,600 on the roll, 160 having been added during the past year,
The funds for their support are contributed to by 540 congre-

ations. Last year the income was £10,763. The invested
unds amount to £22,617.

The autumnal meetings of the Baptist Union at Leeds, the
Congregational Union at Livorpool, the Evangelical Union
at Glasgow, and the Church Congress at Sheffield, have largely
occupied the columns of the religious press. The number of
papers read and topics discussed ought to be productive of
much good. The list is too formidable to summarise in this
column. Perhaps the best deliverances have been those of the
presidents, the utterances of cach of whom have been highly
suggestive, and have to somo extent struck the keynoto of the
discuseions, but there have not been wanting those who have
spoken with vigour and have struck out new and independent
lines of thought.

The name of George Thompzon is not so familiar to the
present generativn as 1t was to the last. Thirty years ago he
was at the height of his popularity. It was considered by
many a rare treat to hear him speak. He had then for years
laboured hard for the Auati-Corn Law League, and previously
had been one of the most carnest advocates of the Anti-Slavery
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movement. Every good work of a social or
hilanthropic nature found in him a warm-
Eearted and zealous supporter. He did
much also to bring about greatly-needed
reforms in India, and took part ia tho for-
mation of the British Association. Of lato
years his voice has not been heard in public
—declining healch rendering his withdrawal
from public life imperative. On Monday
giglit, October 7, George Thompson breathed
is last. :

It is interesting to learn that Mrs. C. H.
Spurgeon offers as a gift to any minister in
Ireland, in actual charge of a congregation,
a copy of Spurgeon’s ¢ Treasury of David,”
on condition that he apply for it, and pay
cost of carriage. The work is in five large
volumes, and since July last Mra. Spurgeon
hag sent over tu Ireland, gratuitously, a
thousand volumes.

The total amount required for the endow-
ment of the new bishopric of Liverpool is
£85,000. Of this sum £75,000 has already
been promised. At a recent meeting of the
committee who have the fund under their
charge, four subscriptions of £10,000 each
were announced.

A homo for working girls has been opened
at 88, St. John.street, Clerkenwell, An
interesting meeting was beld on the pro-
mises on Tuesday evening, October 8. The
ladies of the committee of the society lately
started for groviding ¢ Homes for Working
Girls in London,” invited a numberof youny
women and girls employed in factories and
workrooms to spend an evening at the
¢ Howe,” which 18 the first opened by the
society. A goodly nurober responded. Tea
was provided, alter which there was a little
singing, a portion of Scripture, and prayer.
Mrs. S. G. Reaney then gave an appropriate
address. The ‘“ Home” was stated by the
secretary to be ready for any who might
choose to avail themselves of it— the design
being to help those who would help them-
selves.

A gentleman at Bristol writes:— *“For
six years a decayed tooth prevented mastica-
tion on the side it was situated, as well as
causing many sleepless nights; but having
used Bunter’s Nervine, I am not only
relieved of the most troublesome of all pains,
but can now use the tooth without the
slightest inconvenience,”

The tenth anniversary of the Agricultural
Hall Religious Services was celebrated on
Sunday, October 6. Dr. Thain Davidson,
who conducted the first service on the after-
noon of Sunday, October 4, 1868, and who
has been associated with the work ever since,
gave an address, and was supported by
mioisters of the varions congregations in the
neighbourhood. Since their commencement
the services have been thoroughly unsec-
tarian. During the past year the services
bhave been conducted by thirteen ministers
of the Church of England, thirteen Presby-
terian, thirteen Congregational, tive Baptist,
and three Wesleyan., Speaking of the
variety thus secured since the services were
started, Dr. Davidson said that the preachers
had ranged from a bishop to & butcher, and
from an earl to a costermonger.

Coucus, AstHMA, BroxcaiTis.—Medical
Testimony astates that no other medicine is
go effectual in the cure of these dangerous
maladies as KEATING’s CouGn LOZENGES.
One Lozenge alone gives ease, one or two at
bedtime ensures rest. For relieving difficulty
of breathing they aro invaluable. They
contain no opium nor any violent drug.
Sold by all chemists, in boxes, 1s, 1id. and
2s. 9d. each,

New Books and New Editions.

In a fow days will be published, 8 Second Serles of

DANIEL QUORM AND HIS RELIGIOUS
NOTIONS. By MARK GUY PRARSE., Crown
8vo, Cloth, gilt edges. price 23, 6d. Uniform
with the first Series, of which Forty-two Thou-
sand have been sold.

Preparing for publication.

A PLEDGE T.IAT BEDEEMED ITSELF. By
S8ARSUN, authoress of ‘‘ Blind Otive,” etc., ete.
Crown 8vo, numerous Illustrations, Cloth, gilt
cdges, price 2s. 6d.

Crown 8vo, numcrous Illustrations, price 2s. 6d.

THE STORY of a PENINSULAR VETERAN
(Sergeant in the 43rd Light Iufantry during the
Peninsular Campaigns).

GLIMPSES of INDIA and MISSION LIFE.
By Mrs. HUTCHEON, Crown 8vo, Illustrated.

LIGHT AMID THE SHADOWS, By Mis,
HutciEoN, Author of ¢ Leaves from a Mission
House in Indin.” Crown 8vo, price 13, 6d.

THE GREAT APOSTLE; or, Dictures from ¢,
Lifo of St. Paul. By the Rev. Jabkz iy
Feap 8vo, twenty-eight Illucirations and'h
Price 2s.

THE HISTORY of the TEA-CUP; withap,
scriptive Account of the Potter's Art. By g
Rav. G. R. WKDGWOOD, Frofusely stz
Royal 16mo, price 1s. 6d. i

THE CLIFTONS and THEIR PLAY-HOyRs
By Mrs, CossLErT. Seven Pago 1l
Koyal 16mo, price 1s. 6d. 80 Hustatiy

NED’8 MOTTO; or, Little by Little. By the Aup
of  Faithful and ‘True,” ** Tony §tarr's Loy
Six Page Illustrations  Royal 16mo, prics s gy

THE BEAR'S DEN. By E. I. MiLLER, 3Py
Illustrations. Royal 16ino, price 1s. 6d.

THE UNWELCOME BABY, and WHAT 33
CAME OF HIM., With other 8torles of Lin

Enrly Consesrated. 13y 8. ELLEN GREGORY, \p
Illustrativns, Ruyal 18wo, price 1s,

London : WESLEYAN CONFERENCE OFFICE, 2, Castle-street, City-road, and 66, Paternoster-row,

Life and Death ofT;;Ehe Wesley Family.

A Series of 24 carte-de-visite size Photo-Lithographs, Two Shillings, post free.

F. E. LONGLEY, 39, Warwick Lane, Llondon, E.C,

SIXPENCE EACH.

Lhe Cheapest and most attractive Series tssued.

LONGLEY'S ILLUSTRATED SERIES
Of SIXPENNY BOOKStfor, OLD and YOUNG.

By WELL-KNOWN AUTHORS.
ACH BOOK contains one ormore_complete Stories, with Illustrations, They sre well printed oy
E superfine white rolled paper. and each Eook has a very effective stiff enamelled wrapper, printe
in five colours, from original designs, by T. HHogantr CotLrys. Royal16mo, thin boards, flush.

Ten Shillings the Set.
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THE FOSTER BROTHER'S STORY. Rev.

JaMrs YRAMES.
RANDOM SKETCHES. Rev, Arrmur
MoRrsELL.
ROBERT VINCENT'S MISTAKE, Rev,
Jastes YEAMES. .
Cavonr 8y CuiLr. Mary Baskin,
WILL HBAYMAN’S CHRISTMAS, Fra¥x
Dousvas, (F. E. Longley.)
My Hiroixg, Mary Baskin.
WAIF WINIFRED, Rev.Janxs YEauzs.
How Toy was Won. Mary Baskin.
THE BDI':VERILL REVIVAL, Mazy
ASKIN,
Breixy¥ise to Live., Mary Baskin,
HUGH BIDSTON, Rev.Janxs Ysaurs,
A Tare of Seir.SacmiFice. Emilie
Searchield,
GRANDMAMMA'S STORY. Exiie
Charlotie

SEARCHYIELD,
To o Wave oF TUE 8ga.

Estya Ravaoxp
Rev. Juhu

. Grittiths.
1EACE ON EARTH.
J. W. PENNINGTON,
(F. E.longler.)

iTyas.
AracrLss o, Mary Baskin.

V.
VI

VIIL

VL.

IX.

Tur Farsenr’s DAUGHTER.
Thomas.
. CISSY AND I.

XI. THuSE VILLAGE BELLS. Emiz
SEARCUFIELD.
Mauzi, Rivees.  Fmilie Searchfileld.
Tie Lirtee CricrL:.  Rev. James
Yeames,
XI1I. THE BRORKEN TONGS, EuILIE SEanche.
FIELD,
Evmit. Mornev’s Missiox,  Emilie
Searchfield.
X111, SHAVINGS® THREE CHRIST-

SALLY
AAS DAYS, Furaxcrs L’Estraxcs.
¥, B. Longley)

Tax DeN1zexs oF BLACKBesRY Laxe
Moury Baskin,
Tne_Cunse axp 1rs VicTivs, My

Baskin.
XIV. CALEB DEANE'S CLOCK. Rev, Juxn
Yeases.
Erner. Charlotte M, Griffiths.
XV. TBE BROKEN VOW. EuiLix Seaxcz.
¥IELD.
Tneg Druskarp’s Cuirn. Mary Basklo,
Trorny ANp Tor Guosr. Rev. Joho
‘Thomas.
SAVED. EwsiLig SEARcurIELD.
Tur PepLan’s Wansive.
XVIL THE PEACE OF DEATH, EwivizSearce.
4 FILLD,
Tux OLp Wert. Emilie Senrchfield,
¥ouxn Dnowxgp. Mary Baskin,
Tug PEDLAK's WansiNG. Emilie Search

field.
XVII{, SYBLE'S SECRET. EyiLIx SxARCRYIZLD.

XVI.

Bous WiLTod’s CninisinasGagol. Emile
Scarchfleld

GRANNY'S HEMEMIRANCE, do.

A Nuw YEaw's Targ do.

Laura's Ren.L¥ten DAY, do.
XIX, JOHN XRAYMOND'S WISH, Ewun

SEARCHFIELD.
Davig’s Suxsrr. Emilie 3earchfield.
Nxrry’s Lesson, do,

Tate TRUANT'S PUNISRMENT, do:
UsxcLr Pusuie’s Stony. 0.
XX, AGQUILTY GONSCIENCE. EMiLteSeARcE
PIXLD.
)(orgais'a Last ReQuest. EmilieSearch.
o

How Susie MADE A Mexzy CHrrsTHAS
Eulie Searchfield,
Tas SiLvse Cur, Emilie Searchfeld,
Tm:ﬂclxgusm.\s Canon, XEmilie Scarch
i,

*e*® Nos. 1, 2,8.4,5,6, 7,8, 9, 10, are suitablo for GryeraL ReADING,
Nos. 11, 12, 13, 14, 15,16, 17, aro TENPERANCE STORIES,
Nos. 18, 19, 20, 216 TALES FOR THE YOUNG,
THTFSE * tories are wso issued in tour very handsome volumes, extra cloth, bevelled boards, full gilt
back and siae, Irem designa by 1. H. COLLINS., Y avr.a.crowys each.
Vol. 1. Beund in blue cloth, contains Nos. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5.
Yol 11, Bound in ved doth, containg Nos. 6,7, 8, 9, 10.
Yol 11 Jound 1n green clovh, containg Nos. 11, 12,13, 14, 18,
. Vol IV, Bound m brown cloth. Nos. 16, 17, 18, 19, 20,
THE TRADE AND SUNDAY S8CHOOLS SUPPLIED ON VERY LIBERAL TERMS:

F. E. LONGLEY, 39, Warwick Lane, London, E.C.
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Now Reavy, price 6d.,,

The Quiver for November,

Forming the FIRST PART of a
NEW VOLUME, in which the follow-
ing, amongst other valuable works, will

appear:—
lednrerll in the Vinsyard. By Evwaxp

cbri t' Words of Good Oheer. By the Rev,
Prebendaty CHADWICKR,

Christ's PhxlOsophy of Life.
HENRY ALLON,

The Mnnv-strmc:ed Lute:

By the Rew.

‘I'houghts an the

ing and Tcaclings of the Psals. By the Rev Rost RY
g{;\mnns. D.D.
Réligion m Unhkely Flaces. By the Rew
HENRY BON.

e Poems of the New Testament. By the
LORD BISHOP OV DERBY AND RAPHOI

ermons P'eaohco beforo the Queon, B

8 the Rev. £ 17G0Y, 3 Q il

Silent Pre:umers s lhe Amm\.a, Plants, and other
Objects mentioned by “Our Lord.

The Consocrated Life,
the Rev. W, M. JOUNSTONE, M.

The Whole Armour of God A Scries of

““Papers on the Christlan Warfare,

White Rose of White Lakn, A Seris/ Siory.
By tha Author of ** The Pennant Family,” Ke.

Stephen Ackroyd’s Guerdon, A New Serial
Stary. By the populaz Author of ** Nestlcton Magma,*

Hymns of tho Church of Christ. A Nuew
Shxtrs of Uagmal Scatings of the Fuvourite Kymus of
Standard Hynmewriters.

A New Series_of Scmpt.ure Lessons for
School and Hom

New Light from an Old Lamp ; or, Modern
Readinges of Arcient Fables,

“Ths Quiver’ Bible Class.
of Questns and Answers,

Good Dezds at Home and Abroad. A
\[cm Wy Record of Missionary and Phiathiropis Enteee

All nnd in All, A Secries of Papers on the
Reatorlup o((.hml to His Peopie. By the Rev. GorvON
CALTHROP, M.A

Theé Rev, Cnnon Rylo, M.A., will conuilute
a Scrics of Papzre,

Reg W M. Statham will continue his popular

keichis

The Bev Cnnon RBlliott, DA, will contribute
PeeRAONM S pc:

w Rev. W, . Will continue to
m‘:&u«: Papqagsggqulnm&ﬁ e

&- J'm-kso Wra Author of the
%\ﬂﬂ!lu» CK W, Kou Jagna,™ \?;l'l WIS Storics -mld

4\ Series of Papers by

A New Series

t,t_Order “YRR-QUIVER™ for NOVEMBRER, |

prise 6d., cowsmencing the NEW VOLUME.

Caesed I'ecter & Calsise, London s and all Booteller s

ECONOXY IN MOURNING.

ONE FOLD of .
KAY & RICHARDSON’S NEW PATENT
ALBERT CRAPE
is AS THICK as TWO FOLDS
of the old make, is muchcheaper
and WEARS BETTER 1

2 by Drapess eVeryw
“FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.”

WORLD FAMED

'BLOOD MIXTURE,

lswm to-cleanse tho vlood Lrom, all impuri-
ties, from whatever caus& a . ¥ox Scxntul'\,
Sc\uvy. Sores of alk kinda, Skin Blood Discases,
Qt!ec‘? u:! 1 m“t:.“?mb t':lhou;aaa of lTest:i-
m om 1 bottles, each, an
in cases of six tpu;;t the quantity, 11s. each, of all
Chemiate. Sent to avy address, for39 or 132 stamps,
b3 Whe Proprietor,

F. J. CLARKE, Chemist,
APOTHEOARIES* MALL, LINCOLN.

THE

Willcox & Gibbs
“AUTOMATIC”

Silent Sewing Machine.

AN IMMENSE ADVANCE in Sewing Me-
chanism, by which all Difficulty and Un-
certainty in the use of a Sewing Machine
are totally abviated, and the operation
rendered 8o simple that Perfect Work can
be produced at onco, by the most inex-
perienced.

Tur Evasticity oF THE SEwWING of the
‘¢ Automatic * ensures the utmost durability
under the severest strain; while as each
seam is self-fastening and is securely
locked, the greatest security is obtained.

A Month's Free Trial at Home, Carriage
Paid. Price Lirts Post Free.

MANCHESTER—16, Cross Street.

WILLCOX & GIBBS SEWING MACHINE COMPANY,

LONDON~—150. Cheapside; 135 Regent Street W.

GLASGOW.—113, Union Street.

BRIGHTON—-32, New Road (facing North Street.) CANTERBURY-16, Mercery Lane.
CERTIFIED AGENTS IN ALL TOWNS.

X
S0M by alt Chemists and Perfumers, and at AN

JOHN GOSNELL & CO.'S

=

Y £0 HIZLL AR

JOHN QGOSNELL & CO.9 Tom.{nanuxsnRY PowDxR, celebrated for its purity
e EL PASSAGE, 93, UPPER THAMES 8T., LONDON, E

The “LAY PREACHER” Volume,

A Miscellany of Helps for the Study, Pulpit, Plat-
form, and Desk. 32: pages, latge 8vo, thick toned
paper, cloth gils, 3s. 6d.
F. E. LONGLEY,
39, WARWICK LANE, LONDUN, EC.

DR. PUNSHON’S LECTURE
AND SERMONS.
Cloth gilt, with Steel Portrait,

F. E. Longley, 39, Warwick Lane,
T.ondon.,

PRINTING AND PUBLISHING HOUSE,

39, WARWICK LANE, LONDON, E.G.

F. E. LONGLEY wi # glad to open correspondence

with Authors and others tn emy part of the world with reference
to undertaking the endive production and publication of Books,

Pamplilets, Magazines, ete., and will be happy to furnish estimates,

with all necessary information.

London Depid, 150, Oxford-strect.

CATALOGUES ON APPLICATION.
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TOOTH-ACHE

INSTANTLY CURED BY

BUNTER’'S NERVINE

FORMS A STOPPING, AND
Does not Injure Teeth or Gums. SAVES THE TOOTH,

J. HOUNSELL, Esq., Surgeon, BRIDPORT, DORSETSHIRE, writes : ~ A GENTLEMAN AT BRISTOL writes :—

“T couslder BUNTER'S NERVINE & specific for Tuothache. Very severe; “Fur mix yents a decayed {ooth prevented mastication on the stde b~
cares uDder my cure have foand fnstauteueous aund permanent rellef. I situated, us well us causing many slecpless nights ; but having used Buxer
therefrre give my tostiwony of havicg used it with juvariable success, and | NERVINE, L aw not vnly relieved of the must treuvlesome of all pains, bate
recommend 1ts use to tho Lrufessiun and the Publlc as fuvaluable tu all whu uow use the tuuth without the slightest inconventonce, and therefors r
swler from Tooth-ache.” conflidently recommend it. .

Sold by all Chemists, 1s. 11d. per packet.

THE LIFE AND TIMES OF JOHN B. GOUGH.

BY REV. JOHN THOMAS.

With Portrait. Svo, stiff enamelled wrapper, in colours, One Shilling ; Cloth boards, thick paper, full gilt, Half-a-Crown,

Ask for Longley's Edition.

F, E. LONGLEY, 89, WARWICK LANE, LONDON, EC.

) ve very perfectionof preparec Corna . PATENTED

.COLLIER & SONS. ND APERIENT
POWDER TONIC A A .

CHOCOLATE ‘ To bo had of all Chemists and Medicine Venda

EQUALS ANY WITH WHICH WE HAVE MET-ho viropat .« Word

P;EPARED BrJ. ) LIER & SONS LONDON . In Boxes at 1s. 13d., 2s. 9., 4s. 6d., aud 1ls,
Man' fuctors A “Coror I~ Fal ~pmn =

Fracy Cleccc7ates Cliocolate C=e i DARLOW ond FAIRFAX, 443. West Strand

A PIECE OF

, STEVENS’ SILVERY WHITE ENAMEL
Wood Engravings and Electrotypes, gt e cnty o e Tooth ity

Tn good condition, mounted and ready for printing. all ?zos and styles, including an infinite varicty of gs?nt{‘)go“%egm‘xg Ia;{:gfﬁ‘:gt%gg;’?’:’daﬁ:ée;&h

subjects—viz. : 3 A
HISTORICAL, ARCHITECTUKAL, ANATOMICAL, COMIC, NATURAL HISTORY, PICTURESQUE fg‘;“ﬁ‘;‘n“"}gnﬁgﬁgﬁ“ ggﬁgﬁ‘;gg ‘;)1;’?“?&“,‘;‘,‘.

. IEWS AT HOME AND ABROAD, Etc., Ete. X s A o7 B
Suitable for BOOK, MAGAZINE, or NEWSPAPER ILLUSTRATIONS, and gencral| S ivans mms B D L e o™
Advertising purposes.

Specimens (with Jowest cash price) of any subject required sent post free on application. Any special
engraving that may not be in Stock suxfplicd to order at a very moderato charge. Portraits drawn and
engraved, enlarged or reduced from Photographs and Daguerrotypes (correct likcness guaranteed) from
£108. 6d. to £1. Half-page illustrations (London Journal size) from 12s 6d.

PUBLIC BUILDINGS, CUURCHES, SHOP FRUNTS, &c.,
¥From 7s. 6& A great reduction on ordinary charges for Catalogucs and Price Lists, ur where a large number
of Engravings aro ordered.

FACSIMILE OF SIGNATURE FOR Ss.

Useful for Letterpress Printing, Stamping, and Marking. Jade type-high, and cut in bold
relicf. An_exact reproduction of avy signature guarantecd.
Sent post frece for 38 stamps. Address,

M) 75, Fleet Street, \ ]
ﬁg%:% SIX PRIZE MEDALS. .

TO PUBLISHERS, PRINTERS, ADVERTISERS, AMATEURS, &c., &

MEDALS. '}

London, E.C. 1X_PRIZE MEDALS.

E. i-ONGLEY; Pxﬁiter, 389, ‘Wu-'wick-lmo. London, November, 1878,




