N

)

:".{:\ Ry
Gz
A=
e

M No. B. JULY.

Price postage free 10 Cents, or Yearly in advance $1.20.

GRAND ROUNDS.

EDITED BY MRS, HUNT-MORGAN,

CONTENTS.
Page.
“ Quis Sc{:urabu.”.... <120 { Thoughts by the Way.
Qur Sirial Story, “Th 2131 | A little moreabuut thie

Our Historicol Sketeh.

My First Cottage-Meeting......

Balakiorsieeses cecees eeee teeessssass145 | The Donkey and the Bell.

Scenes in the Secre:t So 3eneral’s Inspection........

The Stranger.c.iee... Our Bible Class.ccceiareaae

Light from the Word Questions for July......
Self-Accusedeseciesan ceesesee-131 | French Lessons. eece.eana.

The Prisoner of War. .-152 | Financial

One of the OMd 7ith..... 153 | To Qur Subscribers..ve.. ..

The New Year’s Blessinge..... ceeses2E3 1 A Loyal Complimenteeeeeucenencans «..160

May Le obtained of the Epitor, SoLpiErs’ Axp SatLors® Houe,
36, Bruxswick STReer, HaviFax, N. S, Me. Dercaer’s, CoRNER
CorxwarLis & Lockvaxy Streers, A. & W, MicriNpay, M. A.
Dreriey, or af the MesseNgeEr PriTINg OFFICE, GRANVILLE
STREET. »

For Foreign parts 12 cents per number ; or yearly in advance
£1.40.

',

D

MESSENGER PRINTING OFFICE,
Havrrax, N. S
1376.




A4
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“Quis Separabit.”

ADDRESS BY THE EDITOR.

Free on the clear breeze, float out
the loosened eolors, in acknowledge-
ment of the Royal Presence, as the
(Queen reviews regiment after regiment
of her gallant soldiers.  Cavalry, with
burnished helmets and flashing swords,
pace by, in grand display; and the
steady tramp of the infautry, and the
heavy roll of the artillery, pass the
saluting point, in firm succession.
And as the different regiments fling out
their bannered glory in the Toyal
salute, it may be observed that four
regiments bear the sumedevice.  They
ure <

The Fourth, Royal Irish Dragoons,

The Fifth, Royal Irish Lancers.

The Eighty-sixth, xtoyal County
Down

The Eighty-eighth, Connaught Ran-
gers.

On the colors of these four, we see
the Harp and Crovn, with twoe words
traced Leneath -—

“Quis soparahit I’

Who shall separate ?

In olden times, no Irish festival was
complete in its arrangements, without
the presence of some well skilled poet,
who could accompany his buraing im-
provisations, with the melting music of
tis harp.  In a gathering of chiefs, no
compliments were more delicately

given, or more proudly received, than
those which flowed in music from the
fervid lips and inspired fingers of the
minstrel; no slight was more deeply
felt, than the bitter one of being un-
noticed by the bard.

The person of the minstrel was as
sacred as that of the herald ; and in
the stormiest times of political fury,
the harp was an @gis of safety to him
who wisely bore it.

Minstrels were the historians of
their times, and the culminating curse
prenounced on an unworthy man was,
that in future days he might be not
enly “ unwept,” but “unsung.”

The harper’s voice and hand urged
men ints the rash of the hattle, or
calmed their wildest passions back to
peace. As the winrd-hand swept the
thrilling chords, hearts were charmed
to love, wr stirred to hate.

So could no deviee he more delicate
in its tenderness, or more Spartan-like
in its laconic devotion than the decp
lovalty of €lr¢ bright emblazoning on
the colors of vur Irish r giments =—

The arp and Crown.

“ Quis sepuiraliz £

Who shall separate our warm kearts
and ready hands from the service of
our Queen?

Who shall dare to hope that he can
part the minstrel from his Sovereign ¢

And es each piismatic color has its
complementary shade, as each major
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key is answered by its relative minon,
as the ancient shield of gold had its
silver side 5 so this luyal parable has
also its answering thought,

Who can separate the minstrel from
the crown of his reward ?

Anmd the two colurs flash into one
again ; the sweet wail of the minor
tones into the grand finish of the
major; the precious gold out, s,
and absorbs the fainter ray of the
silver, in the perfect whole of the un-
broken meaning,

Is not the dearest reward of the
faithful servant that unspoken joy
which fills his heart at the safety and
suecess of the royal ecrownl Is not
love, the deepest and the highest, its
own hest reward? No true love can
be without true loyalty ; when earth’s
passion was brought into the presence
of the Holiest, the saered fires of the
Unseen purilied it from the dross of
the below, and intensified it into that
divine superlative of Love, which
“Smote the chord of Self, that tremb-
ling passed in music ont of sighty?
and left that rich, pure heaven of har-
momy in the \nul which no language
of carth can fully express ; but which
some echo of celestial mm»trtl;}' lin-
gered round, until one word thrilled
down to men, and that word was—

Loyavty !

“ It is more blessed to give than to
to receive.”

So He has told us, Who hest know-
eth the mysteries of heaven and earth.
And, therefore, hecause it was meet
that the Som of God should feel and
“he touched with the feeling” of all
Jov as well as of all woe, therefore He
whose 1ight it was to wear the Eternal
Crown, chose alsoto do the servieeof His
own dizdem ; and now, in Christ Jesus,

(QUIS SEPARABIT }

Who shall separate the service from
the royalty 7 'Who shall part the Harp
of His humanity from the Crown of
His divinity, since the very infinitude
of His dominion is glorified by the
tender halo of the service which He
deigne 1 onee to gecomplish !

Who then shall separate us from
the love of God which is in Christ
Jesus our Lord ?

On eartn “ the whisperer separateth
chief friends.,” Here, onc breath of
eruel slander has often parfed hearts
which should have throbbed together
until death. Distance bars the inter-
course of earth’s dearest. The exile,
sick at heart fov the beloved land and
home so very far off, stretches forth
yearning hand vver the cold blue waves
that toss so impassively hetween him
and the spot Le evuld die to reach, if
but in dying he might sleep upon the
country his heart lreaks to look upon
once ore.

A cruel word from one to whom
love clings, will often separate life and
]nppmus in this warld of chill and
sorrow ; and even if joy and gentleness
fold us as sunshine through Ixfe vet at
last comes the great separater, Dc’xth,
snatching the cup ef lliss from the lips
trembling on the edge of the goblet, or
clutching away the lamrels from the
coll hand of the brave soldier who
sinks on the battlefield.

From all that mere carth e give,
of love, and joy, and loyalty, Deatls, if
nought clse, can separate.

But there is more lastin, T service; a
hrighter erown ; a harp of rxdlcr fuller
music; a deeper, truer love ; a more un-
arying Iriend ! When all else ruins
into mockery, “HE abideth faithful”
When other friendships fail, He still is
the unchanageable one ; and when the
flames of final judgment destroy the
world and all that is therein, then,
amidst the crash of nature, His vwn
shall still be safe, endowed with an
inheritance that fadeth not away,”
crowneld with the everlasting ove” of
the **Faithfuland True ;” blessed with
a joy which “no man taketh frome
them.” His own! Gh! fairest, dear-
est, title of the redeemed rebels whom
Jesus honors and ealls to faithfal ser-
vice for Him! Cu their banner is
written, with His atoning blood:

¢ QUIS SEPARABIT Y’
“Who shall separate us from the
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love of Christ? shall tribulation, or dis-
tress, or persecution, or famine, or
nakedness, or pexil, or sword?

“As is written, For Thy sake are
we killed all the day long ; we are ac-
counted as sheep for the slaughter.

“ Nay, in all these things, we are
more than conquerors through Him
that loved us. '

“For I am persuaded, that neither
death, nor life, nor angels, nor prin-
cipalities, nor powers, nor things pre-
sent, nor things to come.

“ Nor height nor depth, nor any
other creature, shall be ableto separate
us from the love of God, which is in
Christ Jesus our Lord.”

Oy Sovinl Siavy,

The Mocking-Bird.

By Mrs.
CHAPTER XHL

HuNT-MORGAN.

“ Erie go Bragh.”
% Thy gates open wide to the poor and the stranger,

There smiles hospitality hearty and free ;

Thy friandship is seen in the moments of danger,

And the wanderer i3 welcomed with Cushluma-

chree.”

Truring the weeks following the ad-
venture at the zestaurant, Margaret
continued her daily round of duties
unconscious of the eager watch kept
up for her appearance. Herlettersand
General Winton’s were always ad-
dressed to the care of Dr. Fores?, at
whose house Margaret called weekly
¢c  *shthem away. She wus enter-
ing .ue officc one morning, hoping to
tind Lnglish letters, when her attention
was fixed by a tall, military figure
standing in the hall. The man turned
round es she approached, and after a
few moment’s startled hesitation on
both sides, he made a very respectful
military salute, which was answered
by Meargaret’s holding out both her
hands, exclaiming betweenlaughing and
orying :

“Why, Connor, how did you get
here. O I'm so glad, soglad; Dear

1
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grandpapa will be delighted. When
did you get here? Is Nurse here too ¥

Connor reverently pressed the little
hands, which scemed lost in his giant
grasp, and looked down on his young
lady with a look of most admiring de-
votion.

“ We only landed last evening, Miss
Pearl” he remarked, in a voice slightly
marked by the accent of the “ Emerald
Isle.” Lizzie and I couldn't stop in
the old country by ourselves. I missed
master, and Lizzie didn't know what
to do with herself without Miss Pearl
to look after ; and so we thought we'd
better just come over. Here's Lizzie
in the office.”

Just then “Lizzie,” a comely, well-
dressed woman of about forty years of
age came out into the hall,

“Pat,” she said to her husband,
“Miss Pearl isn’t here now, but I've
got the address;” then, as Margaret
turned her happy face towards her, the
woman uttered a little seream, and
threw her arms round the young lady.

“ 0O my darling child I” she sobbed
ou, “I couldn’t stay away from you
any longer; I've heard such queer
things about the servant-girls over
hiere, and I wasn’s any-ways easy about
you! So here’s your old servant
come to take care of you. And how's
General Winton, my dear?”

“Grandpa is soill, and I've had
hard times Nurse,” replied Margaret.
“But I'm so glad you and Connor are
come, I've wanted you dreadfully, my
own, dear old Lizzie!”

Many enquiries were made and an-
swered, before Margaret thought of the
very public plac: in which they were
standing, until the curious glances uf
the boarders, as they passed in and out
of the office, recalled her te herself.

“But don’t stand here Nurse,” she
said, then, still holding fast Mrs. Con-
nor’s hand ; “ Come home with me, and
see grandpa. He will feel so much
betier, I know, when he sces you and
Conuor.”

They immediately left the house,
Margaret and her nurse engaged in
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carnest conversation, while Connor fol-
lowed a few steps behind.

“ Dut Nurse, dear,” said Miss Win-
ton, after the rirst excitement was over.
“You don’t know how poor we are.
You know we could not bring yon
over with us, because grandpa had lost
so much money; and since we came
here, we have lest all. I am working
now to keep us both.”

“ You work, my dear Miss Pearl?”
exclimed Nurse indignantly,  “Well,
I know you are good and clever enough
for anything ; but to think of a Win-
ton having to work for aliving! Why
what do you do?’

“T write fur papers and magazines,”
replied Margaret, and now Tam writing
a book.”

“Poor lamb!” ejacuated Mrs. Con-
nor, wiping away the tears which filled
her eyes.  “But I'm going to be your
servant, again, Me and Connor, and
our old folks before us, have taken
many a year's good wages from your
family, Miss Pearl: and we had good
masters and missises too ; and we can’t
live happy without our own work, we
buth have been feeling like fishes out of
water, as I may say, ever since we
parted ffom you. You know we've
buth of us, Connor and me, got a nice
bit of money saved ; so he’s going to
get into business; and I'm going to
take a good house and let a few rooms ;
and then T'm a capital hand, at dQoing
fine washing, andironing. O! I'vegot
it all planned, my dear! Youand mas-
ter will have the hest rocoms in the
house, and I'll do your washing and
I'll wait on you. Two servants, one of
a sort, uin’t much to he sure, not what
yow've Leen used to, but we'll do the
buest we can, you may be sure. I was
certain, you weren't just comiurtable,
by yourletters. Thongh yon didn’t < -
much, except that your grandpa was
ill, yet T knew it wasn™ all xight ; and
a0 we had a talk over matters with old
Sergeant Howe that was in New York
so many years; and he told me how
to manage. He made quite a little for-
tune over here ; and so we got all mfor-

mation and started as soon as we
could.”

“Dear old Nursie,” said Margaret,
you don’t think I would let you take
my hurdens upon yourself 7 You will
be such a comfort to e, for I want
some ore to tell my little cares o, in-
stead of letting grandpa be troubled
with everything, But we can’t afford
yet to pay for good rooms, and I -am
not going to occupy the best part of
your house and not pay.”

“There, don’t think about that anv
more now,” said Nurse, in a tone witn
which she might have soothed a child.
¢ It come all right by and bye, my
dear.”

¢ Here is my home for the present,”
said Margaret, pausing in rather a nar-
row street.

Nurse and her husband exehanged
horrified glances behind Margaret’s
back, as they followed her into the
house, and up to her grandfather'sroom.
He was sitting on the one straight-
hacked chair by the windew, leaning
his arm wearily on the small table
when they entered. His delight at
seeing his old servants was most touch-
ing. He seemed to feel something of
old times come back again. Nor had
he and Margaret two more upselfishly
devoted friends than they possessed in
Connor and his wife. Connor's father
had entered the service of old Lord
Winton, when very young, and as z
matter of course, Connor himself had
been brought np in the family as a
natural dependent on the house of Win-
ton. When the present General Win-
ton went to the wars, Connor begged
to be allowed to follow his young mas-
ter’s fortunes. By the interest of the
‘Wintons, he was ahways in the same
regiment as the master he so dearly
loved ; and, with the passionate sttach-
rient, so often manifested by old family
servants in England, he identified him-
self with all his master’s interests.
Pearl's father had been his special
favorité, and when she was born, the
faithful Connor, now advanced to the
rank of Sergoant, at once consecrated

e b
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himself to her particular service ; and
it was a pretty thing to see the fair
baby arms clinging round the neck of
the stalwart soldier, as he carried her
sometimes, asa ygreat treat to all parties
concerned, into the barrack-rooms of
his regiment to receive the loving alle-
giance of many a hrave fellow whose
own little ones were far away. Captain
Winton had never objected to his baby
daughter’s being allowel to go among
the soldiers. He knew his men too
well to fear her learning anything amiss
through association with them. Idough
and hard as their lives necessarily were,
not one of them ¢ 'd be other than a
truly noble Dritish soldier in the pres-
ence of little Pearl, who grew up
amongst them with her whole heart
interested in their welfare, and beeome
most truly, what they early called ner,
—<The Soldier’s Friend.” Her nurse,
Lizzie, was the daughter and grand-
daughter of valued servants of the
‘Winton family ; and when Pearl grew
too old to require the services of a
nurse-maid, Lizzie was advanced to the
post of “Miss Winton’s own woman,”
still, however, addressed as “ Nurse,”
by her affectionately attached lady.
Sergeant Connor's warm Irish heart
soon fell 2 prey to the fascinations of
the rosy Lizzie, while she still occupied
the position of nursery-maid, and he
was not long in making his wishes
known to the objeet of his affection.
She objected, on the score of some
twelve yeurs superiority in age on the
side of the Sergeant, and having a
spice of mischief in her composition
mimicked the broadest Irish brogue, as
she added :

“ An’ beyont that, Misther Connor,
faith an’ P'm doubting whether its me-
self, Lizzie Wilkins, that ye're wanting
at all at all; I'm thinking its Miss
Pearl’s nurse that ye're afther, sure V"

The ga'lant Sergeant took up the
challenge thus offered, and assuming
his native brogue, replied laughing.

“Faith an’ ye're partly right, me
darlint. All me heart is Miss Pearls
as in duty bound, but every bit av the
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rest is yer own, mavourncen ; and as
for the age av me, the oulder ITam the
bether able I'll be to pertect ye acwsh-
la-na-chiee !

“Well,” Lizzie had replied, “I'll
pass over the age, seeiny as we're
agreed about the other point ; for sure,
Sergeant Connor, my heart is in the
same conlition as yours. Its all Miss
Pearl’s, but the rest of it belongs to
you.”

And so the two were shortly after
madeovne. Generaland Captain Winton
were rich then, and they well endowed
the newly manded pair, whose parents ,
as well as themselves had so faithfully
served their house.

When the General and Margaret left
England, after the Danish war, Connor
and his wife had begged to be retained
witiiout wages; but, of course, this
generous petition was refused. Never-
theless the affectionate and noble-heart-
ed souls were determined to carry their
point in some way, and they followed
their old master across the ocean, as we
have seen.

CHAPTER XIV.
Grandfather's Gthost.

¢The ditty does remember my drowned father.
This is no mortal business, nor no sound
That the earth owes.”

Tus TEMPEST.

Sergeant and Mys. Connor, being
very energetic persons, Iecided on a
house the next day after their visit to
their old maste:r. No time was lost.
The house was soon furnished; and
Conner, having taken care to provide
himself with good recommendations
from officers in the regiment he had
left, found no difficulty in obtaining a
situation as foreman in a grocery store,
this being the first thing that offered;
and, as he very sensibly remarked to
his wife :

“T may as well be earning some-
thing while we are looking round.”

Mrs. Connor soon succeeded in lett-
ing her rooms, reserving the three best
for the General and Margaret, and also
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obtained in a very short time, abund-
ance of laundry-work to do.

But, her expectations were sadly
disappointed when on informing Mar-
caret that her rooms were ready for
her, that young lady very decidedly
refused to remove from her present
lodgings.

“It’s impossible, Nurse !” she said.
“How can you think I ever could be
Fe so seltish as to accept your geuerous
=acrifice ! Why, those rooms are worth
all the rest of your house, and would
Lring you good pay ; while I could not
afford more than 1 am giving now, for
a long time to come ”

“ But, Miss Pearl, my darting,” ex-
claimed Nurse, almost eryng, "« you
must come ! If you don’t, I shall be
the loser; for I'll never let the TOOIS,
there !” and Nurse’s handkerchiel now
fairly went up to her brimming cyes.
“If you won’t come without paying,
Lou can give me the same as you are
paying here. But I'll have nobody
else in those rooms, I woen', so there,
my darling! You'll kill yourself and
your grandpa, too, Miss Pear], if you
go on stopping in this stuffed-up place !
h\Y hy there isn't room to swing a cat ”
(Here Nurse gave an mdwmnt, sniff, as
she looked scomfully round the little
room.) “And how do you get your
meals in this hole, I should like to
know I”

“I get bread and milk generally,”
replied Margaret ; « sometimes we have
eoffee, but not mudl else ; so you sece,
Nurse, we don't reuire room for a
large dining-table.”

“ But what do you do for dinner,
my child?’ said Nurse, looking mysti-
fied.

Margsret had tried to keep the
worst ¢ © their discomforts a secret from
her faithful attendant, but she saw
that all would have to come out now,
so told a few particulars which she
had before passed over. .

“0O my blessed lamb! Only to
think of yeu starving like that, or else
having to go out all alone to one of
those public places, without any ser-

vant to take care of you! Now just
show me your pantry, my dear. I
know you haven't told me all?”

Margaret drew out her pantry-box,
remarking, gravely :

“This half of the puntry rountains
our china, ete; the ~ther half is in
grandpa’s room, and contains the eat-
ables.”

Nurse peeped into the box;

¢ One spoon, bason, that’s all!  No,
there’s a knife!” repeated the aston-
ished woman. Her face was expres-
sive of such perfeet horror, and dumb
surprise, that the ludierous side of
things struck Margaret as it never had
done before, and sitting down on her
bed, she laughed until Nurse became
alapmed, and left her inspection of the
pantry-box to try to quiet her young
lady. Dut it was in vain. Margaret
had not had a hearty laugh for months;
and now, the remembranee of her past
wearing, weary want combined with
the absurd, and yet pathetic poverty
of her domestic arrangements, com-
pletely threw her off her balance ; and
she continued to langh wildly, irre-
pressibly, until Nwse was fairly
frightened. Every entreaty that she
would be quiet, only made her wonrse;
then torrents of tears mingled with
her hysterieal gasps; and after the ap-
plication of cold water in plentiful
quantities, Nurse at length succeeded
in calming her. DBut the overtasked
nerves had given way, and Margaret
could only lie back on her pillow and
let herself be waited on as her attend-
ant chose.

“Now I'll just tell yom what it is,
Miss Pear],” said Mrs. Connor, after a
while, in a tone of stern decision ;
“ You've done about enough for other
people for one while, and I'm just
going to manage things my own way.
You'll make & grand fortune some day,
I know ; and then Il bring you in my
bill for wages, or rent, or anything
olse ; but just now you're every bit as
weak as a baby, and you'll just do as
you're told, my dear! Ill do your
packing, of course, and I'll go to the

be



GRAND ROUNDS,

General directly, and settle everything,
If you go to killing yourself as you
want to, Connor and me °ll have to
bury you, that's certain ;and sinee you
think so much about paying, who's
going to pay for your coffin, I should
like to know 1"

This very nearly set Margaret off
again, especially when the speaker
dashed out of the room, as if feeling
much injured at the prospect of having
to pay for a coffin.

Mrs. Connor went straight to the
General’s room, where she presented
herself with the old respectfully sub-
missive air of former days.

“If you please, Siv, Miss Pearl is
going to change lodgings, if you've no
objection. I have roums to let, and
she will l‘mdly take them; so, if it
won't disturh® you, Sir, T1l put your
things together at once, if you please.”

“ Yes, certainly Crmnor, thank you,”
replied the General, with his invariable
courtesy. ¢ He did not fully compre-
hend matters, but a gradual deadening
of all his faculties had been creeping
over him lately. TPearl, in her con-
stant association with him, had failed
to observe this, but Connor and his
wife had scen the change in their be-
loved old master; and Mrs. Connor
knew well that she could easily
manage the General in the affair of
removal, if Pemrl would only be
tractable. So she packed, and went
down stairs to settle with the landlady,
hefore saying any more ; then went to
the bedside, where Pearl was sleeping
heavily, after her exhausting hysterical
fit, and gently awakened her.

“Miss Pearl, my dear, I've arranged
everything with the l'mdhdy' and
your things and master’s are all
packed. I want to get you out of this
hole as soon as I can; so let me dlceq
you, just ws I used,”

Margaret looked round her, putting
ker hand over her forehead with an
air of bewilderment.

“How long have I been asleep,
Nurse? What have you been doing ¥’

“0! I've done everything, Miss
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Pearl; and you've been asleep a good
while ; so now let me put on your hat,
for the cab will be here direetly.”

“() Nurse, you have conquered me,
Just as if I were a naughty little child
again. But T am so tired. I ¥+ agif
all my strength were slipping away
from me.”

“Qf cour, Miss DPearl! Dut
you'll feel better when you've had your
old nurse to attend to you for a week
or two,”

“ But what did grandpa say 7’ asked
Margaret, submitting to Mrs, Connor’s
manipulations.

“ Q! master was quite willing if you
were satisfied, Miss Pear] ; and I took
good care to let him think you were;
so that’s all right ; and now here is the
cab ; T'll go to master, and settle him
and you in the cab, and then I sce to
the boxes. Don’t you trouble about
anything, my dear.”

Nurse bustled off; and General
Winton and Margaret were speedily
driven off %o their new lodgings.

They were seated by their cheerful
parlor fire later in the evening, when a
hurried tap at the doer prefaced the
entrance of Mrs. Connor, who stopped
short as she saw the General content-
edly leaning back on the comfortable
Tounge.

I beg your pardon, Sir !” she said,
as he looked up inquiringly ; “but I
wanted to speak to Miss PLall if you
please.”

Pearl rose, and followed Alrs, Con-
nor out of the room.

“0! Miss Pearl, are you sure
master hasn't left the house since you
came "

“Yes, certainly, Nurse; we have
been together in the drawing-room the
whols time, since you put us to rights
when we first came in.  Why, what is
ity

“0% I've had such a tum!” re-
plied Mrs. Connor, putting er hand
to her heart. “ T just ran out to get
some groceries that 1 was out of ; and
I saw a gentleman a little way hefore
me, walking just like your grandpe did
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buefore he was ill, and I tried to over-
take him, but he turned into a shop.
I saw him through the shop window
when I got to it, and I was afraid it
might be master gone out alune, amld
he so weakk ! I was frightened ; but
there was a crowd round the shop
dooor, wnd when I got inside he was
gone. He lovked more active than
master does now, but otherwise he was
as like as possible. But Tm glad its
all right.”

“Yeus, grandpa is all vight,” replied
Margaret, “lut how could you take
such # BLmey into your head, Nurse,
You will be secing ghosts next

“ Al you may laugh, Miss Pearl !
but thire's something strange P re-
Juined Mys, Connor pusitively.

Tle: next day, Margaret wus on her
ustid husiness ermnds, when in one
of the Elditor's offices, she heard just,
as she was entering, a voiee which
made her heart throly with surprize, so
mueh did it resemble her grandfuther's ;
and ax <l went into the room, a gen-
tleman passed her on his way out, s
exactly a likeness of what the General
was u year age, that she involuntarily
stopped und looked at him.

The gentleman paused, two, 2 mo-
ment, then, seeing Margaret turn away
in confusion at having loked so atten-
tively ata stranger, he passed on, think-
iy the Iady had for 2 moment mistaken
him for sume acpuaintance.

CHAPTER XV.
Haunted.

There the traveller meets aghast

Shected memorics of the Past, -

Stinwled forms that start and sigh

As they pass the wanderer by.—

Whit.-robad forms «f friends long glven,

Inag oy, to the carth,——and Heaven. P
0%,

Three days afier the events men-
tioned in the last chapter, Margaret
amin meb the gentleman whese remark-
alle resemblance to her grandfather had
startlel toth lier and M, Connors.
Anuther duy intervened, and onee more
the two aaet, seeming to feel on cach
oceasiom & strange mutual atiraction.
A week then passed, when nurse com-
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municated her discovery that the un-
Eknown lived in the street next that in
which her own house was situated.
She had that afternoon observed him
opening the door with a latch key, and
was sumewhat relieved to find out so
much, for the good woman was ever so
little inclined tu be superstitious, and
had been troubled with an uneasy idea
that this duplicate of her master wasa
supernatural  appearance,  betokening
some misfortune to the General.  Mar-
garet had not mentioned to him her
rencantres with the  subject of M
Comner’s curinsity, hut after encounter-
ing the stranger the next four or five
days suceessively, she related the oc-
ceurrence as they sat at dinmer one
evening. It may here be remarked
that Mrs. Connor Iad insisted on ar-
ranging every detail of her beloved
youny lady's daily life as nearly as
possible in accondance with the cus-
toms of the old English home.  Mar-
garet had  propesed dining in  the
middle of the day, as being less
troubleseme for her old muse, but the
latter had indigmantly refused to con-
sider any exertion a trouble, so that
she coull but conduce to the comfurt
of “master and Miss Pearl” 8o
seven oclock dinners were served up
in the daintiest fashion, and Sergeant
Connor wwok his stand behind General
Winton's chair, as he had done years
ao.  Had the Generl possessed his
furiner wealth, so faithhud a servant
would have been placed in seme posi-
tion better snited to his rank as o
quartermastersergeant : Connor knew
this well, and the post that he would
have thousthit it a little beneath him to
hold for a prosperous master, he was
proud & occupy with the ubmost devo-
tien for one whose fortunes were ruined.
Had he been paid a hundred a year for
his serviees, those services eould nat
have been more perfectly and respect-
fully rendered. Margaret deeply felt
her oblizmtion dhese true friends in her
sorrow and need ; but General Winton's
perceptions wene daily failing.  From
the time that Mrs Conuor had taken
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matters into her own energetic haunds,
he seemed wapidly to give way., Pearl
was well taken care of now, and it was
s0 natural to have Connor constantly
about him as in old times that he ap-
peared scareely conscivus of their still
strageling position.  His great stimulus
ty keeping np had heen withdrawn,
when he knew that his darling was no
longer soiely dependent on him for
advice and cvanfort; aud he just
wearily Lid limself down to the
repose for which illness and anxiety
had made him erave with feverish
longing.  Margaret had begun to awake
to a consciousness of his fast paralysing
state, il bitterly did she feel the loss
of that fullness of intereourse which
had always subsisted between them.
She was {oreed now to realize the fact
that her grandfather was to he shielded
from «ll eareful thought, Tather than
consulted in any difficulty, and the
noble zirl braced hierself to meet this
nevr trial.

The fire was burning brightly in the
open gate, easting a ruddy, happy
glow over the roum.  Sergeant Connor
had a=sisted the General $o the table,
and now stel ready for his next
duties as Tatler, when Margaret re-
ferred to her recent adventures by ex-
claiminy :

“ Grandpapa, I am haunted ! What
do you think «f that astounding an-
nouncement §°

General Wintm looked up from his
soup with 2 gentle smile of amuse-
ment.

“And pry what mamner of ghost
has taken into his head to haunt my
Pearl ¥ he said with slight manifesta-
tion of curiesity. -

“I think I might dub the appear-
ance, ¢ Grandfuther’s Glst,”” replied
Margaret, Iyhing.

“Why so!’ asked the General
rousing to semewhat inercased interest.

“ Breanse the vision bears a striking
resemblance to yourself, grandpapa.
Nurse andd I are both quite haunted by
an oIl gentleman whe might be what
vur German friends would call your
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doppilganger.  Nurse has diseovered
that tnhe ghostly visitant inhubits a
house in the next strect. Of course
the affair becomes interesting. T hope
our old spiritualistic acyuaintance Wil-
son, alins Mephistopheles, has nat
been conjuring up a spirit ¢ from the
vasty deep’ to represent you, in order
to convince cur unbelieving minds of
the truth of his pretentions. It would
be—why, grandpopa. what the
matter ¥’ she cried, breakiuge off sud-
denly in the midst of her playful re-
marks. .

General Winton laul  risen, and
sought trembling to steady himself hy
grasping at the back of his chair, but
the ever watchful Cunnor gave the
firmer support of his stalwiet arm to
his master, who lookerd about him with
an air ¢f troulded excitement, as he
tried to speuk.

“()1what is it, dear gramdpa,” re-
peated Margaret, leaving ler place,
and coming to his side in terrified
anxiety. “Connur, can't you think
what 1t is ¥ she asked, appealing to
her faithful attendant.

“1 don’t know, Miss Pearl,” replied
the perplexed Sergeant ; but the Gene-
ral began tn speak, in a faint, almnst
unintelligible mamner.  They eagerly
tried to understand him, and made out
the words :

“My boy Arthur! TFeteh him ©

¢« What does he mean, Conner? He
is talking about Uncle Arthur !” said
Margarcet lonking alarmed.

The Sergeant’s face cleared, as if a
light had breken suddenly in on his
mind.

« 1 think I know, now, Miss Pearl,”
he said, quickly,  tGieneral Winton has
got a fancy that the gentleman that
you've seen, is Master Arthur. I only
wonder we didn’t think of that br-fore.”

¢ Fetch him, Connor ! repeated the
General, grasping the strong arm
which supported him more firmly.

“Yes, Sir,”  answered  Cennor
promptly : “but try to take your din-
ner, Sir. TN go directly.”

< Nao,” replicd the General, “ I can’t

is
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eat. I wunt my son Arthuan
my darlmg.
onee ¥’
“Yes, Twill, Sin)” said the faithfal
Comnerr, ¢ Lot e put you in the!
easy chair, Sir, if you won't tr vt eat, |
then ;7 and he carefully "unlcd lus
master’= trembling steps to his dl.ur
by the five, amd left him with the as-!
surmer that he wouhd
¢ Master Artln”
buek with his cyes closed, and Manga-,
ret stool heside him with a bc'xtm"

i) - v
Cuannor, go; gu now,

nunt fearing to venture on \pcukmm

to lmn, .m«l waondering if indeed her
lost unele whon they ]ml thought to

Pour
littl, Pear], he will take care of \uu, the state of affuirs.

sum bring |
The General leanad |
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a hurried aceount of
Before liw had
said much, Arthur cnatclied lis hat,
anud excluimed :

“Tell me the rest, usx we go along
Comer! My poor father and dear
Hittle Pearl ! What o providenee it is
that you found me out! I should
have never thought of mkm« for any
Pof you lwre

& And you'll

Comnor gave

excuse mw, Master

Arthur,” said Connor, “Int yom look
yourself, Nir, as if yowd hal lard
times.”

“Well, yes,” replied Avthure; “a
missionary’s Bfe is apd to Jeave its
mark on the cubward man,  Heneralde

Le dead could really Le alive and so near. jsears, you know, my ol suldier”

Comer Jost 1o time in going to the
house which lis wife had seen entered |
Ly the petson whom he now believed
to Loe his masters son. Acting on this
convictiom, he raug the Iwldl, aud in-
quired < if Mr. Winton was staying
there”  Tlee servimt replied that a
gentleman of that name was in the
house, and poduted out his room to the
visitor who TZmmnediately knocked at
the deor. It was opened by the huli-
vidual whe had excited so much infer-
est in the minds of the Conners’ wnd
their imuates,

The Bght fron the hall shone full
on his noble conntenance, as he con-
fronted the agitated  Sergeant, whe
condd vnly stamaer vt the words

 Sare its Master Arthur himself 1

“Why it's dear old Comor? ex-
claimeld the gentleman, after 2 me-
ment’s astonished survey of his unex-
preted fuest. < Come inand tell me
all about the bl home”

“ Al ! Sin, evervibing is broeken up,
and ehangel, siuce you luft, said Cn-
nor, ws Anthar ; smasped his hand amd
drew him dnte the room. “ But 1
mustu't stop here, Master Arthur, 1
was smt fo feteh you. The General
and Miss Pearl are ]n.rc, that is to say,
in the next stoeet.”

“ My fatler anl Pearl I exclaimd
Arthm 3 what are thay doing in New
Yurk ¥

“lc.., Sin” njuim--l Cunnieon, proud-
I, “the Wintons never » p.m-d them-
\Ll\ s Whienn hoaer callesd then”

“ Sl the sane trusty follower of
our homse,” sadd Arthur, pressing the
worthy sergeant’s brouzerd haud 5+ but
T huve had more to seatter the snow
ameng my lucks than the regular
duties of my work. A lonyg captivity
amomy hostile Indians, is et ealen-
Tated to make & mun Joek younger, you
will easily believe.”

“ Indeed, not, Sin,” replisd Conner
as they reached the house ; “now Sir,
I beg your pardon, but you'll Ta eare-
ful in talking to master? T sudly
fu lrmq he lm-'ht aet a veeatnd strokey if
he is u\\utc-d D Tunked so Jike it this
evening.”

I will be careful Comnor,” an-
swered Arthur, earnestly 3l Connor
nshered him into the reom where Mar-
waret and ler grandfather were waiting
in nervens expectae=. The General
rose to s feet as the dvor opened, and
his son caughit the vacilkaing form in
his arms, as the father’s whole soul
went forth in the ery -

My s, my only son, Arthue?”

CHAPTER XVI,
Tl Di nth-Seary.

Ta “(',.‘gxn ten sivengre gid rEph nde

Vel ‘ntellctto tue Eetena fnre

Che vita sela sempre amele anwinle.
Dante.

Daranisy m
L4
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There were long explanations to be ! that we should follow his steps”  He
bie heard that evening on both sides ;| was a man whose best sermon was his
and as Margaret” listened to her newly | daily life ; and the Indiun hearts were
found unele’s aceount of his work | won by his works as much as his words.
among his Teloved Indians, her heart|  So things had gone on until those
throbbed with deep sympathy; fur|who at first were babes in Christ be-
Arthur Wintion was no hireling, but a | cane strong men in the gospel, and the
tue and devout cecker after the lost | worn missimary exulted in the fraits
sheep straying so far away in the wil- | of his Inbors, singing in his continual
derness, aand 1ome could heary, anmoved ' thought a rapt © Magniiicat ” of juv in
hizstory of impassioned toilon behalf of ; his Loxd.

those to whean his life had heen econse- Then came a change.  Clouds
crated, and for whose sake it had well | gathered thick and fast round  the In-
nigh een sacrificed. dizm villaygres. "At first come rumers of

He had entered on his missionary | distant revages committed by @ hostile
carcer before Magruret'sbirth, but many Htribe. 1t was loped fix some time
of his letters home had been studied § that the trouble might puss by, bat the
by her mutil she had felt that this hero | little church in the wilderness was to
of the eroxs, with his whelesouled ear- jexperienee a season of diseipline.  The
nestuesy, hiz  Boanerges-power  and istorm larst on the encanpment just
saimtly tenderness, was no stranger to! when hopes of  trampuility  seeraed
her, and she met him as a well known | brightest. Numbers lay dead, mur
well-lived relative. dered by the furious assailants. The

Till lomg after midnight, Artlur; attack was so sudden that 1o prepara-
held his futhoer and neice coell-bound Ly I tions had been made to mevt it, and
his eloquent narrative of sufferings en- | While many wero shin, a still Jrger
dured “wnd  work acermplished  for | Dumber were taken prisoners. Aung
Christ. e had labired for years|the latter was Artiar Wintm.  Years
amony two tribes of Indians friendly | of unsparing toil and constant thought
tor cach other, and had been successful in had already written the lines of pre-
furming a little Christian church in the | mature age upen his brow, for he was
midst of the surrounding heathenism. |Dvb 2 man to ceonomize life 5 he was
Proud hearts, uming with all savage ! one of these fiery impuetuons natures
passioms of their forest tmining, had | Which, phenix-like consume themsclves
vielded to the sweet praver of that :}’.}' t.]“' burning intensity of their vwn
strange, old story of how Gl came vitality.
dewn and touk upen Hibnself the form ;. His captors desigmed. hing for the
of sinful ‘man, that the way might Ia: | torture ; they bound him to the stake
aprned whenehy  He miht hecome | taunted him with the assertion that
“able tosave to the uttermost.”  _And ! the white man’s heart was pale like his
as thisstvmglvartelmissionary holdly | faee.  He answered not, lut wyited
veninred inte the homesof the eldmen, {hds time o speak, whily, o his soul,
living like them, sharing their hand- ' faith shvased him that OXE was with
ships, awl lightening their burdens by : hing who had Iangg ago for ldm < snffered
his wisdom, they acknewledged that ; the contradiction of sinners agminst him-
the wonderful fale of heavenly love | self;” the same whe walked the burning
whivh L tald them, wast be trae, for| fivry furnace of old heside the Helaew
he gidliar ol fodly the Saviow  whom e | confessors; and foreed from the hanghty
preacherd. They lelieved that the Sonf king thiat ery of acknowledgement that
of Goed Il given his Bo a2 rnsom forfor  the side of the persecutud and
many, berause the messenger who [faithiul, was One, whese funa was
brought the tidings, was a bright eopy | “like unto the Son of God.”
of Him who has “left us an exampde,'  And Arthur stoed thero bound, yeb
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free, surreunded by other captives,
some of them, his Chuistian Indians,
spiritual children who were his glory
and crown of rejoicing before God.
The torture was ready, and the fiends
in human form who were anticipating
the enjoyment of their savage delight
in the agony of their vietims, luoked on
their suptives, and saw on many a
face armong them an expression never
seen before, and which their untutored
mimds failed to read.  They looked on
the white man, and @ solenm awe sur-
prized themselves, for like Stephar's

his face was “as the face of an angel.””’

There was a pause, like that which
sucecerled the fire and the wind and
the earthouake, before the still, =mall
voice of the Almighty penetrated the
cave in Horeb.

Then the spirit of evil again axsumed
dominien over the hostile chief, and
he asked taantingly

“Xs thwe white-eman a chief ameng

his red Vrethren, that their eves turn
towards him? Let the pale-face sing
his deuth-song that my young men may
hear I

Arthur's time was come to spesk.
It was no deathsony that he uttered
in the cars of his thrilling, astonished
audiense; ug he gave them the life-
song of Him through whom “ death is
swallowed up in vietory ;7 of Him who
came to tell men, not of death, but of
“ life and immeortality through the Gos-
pel”  He told the wondering threng,
In tones of faithful warning, that they
were xohdl under sin, bound by their
willing agreceent to work wickadness ;
then, in the trmapet notes of exulting
triumph, he said, while the glorious
light wpeon his countenance deepened
and flasled in celestial splendor.

“But the Son of God, Jesus, the
Friend of sinuers, gave up His life for
you, o that through Him, your cuve-
nant with death is dismmulled, and
your ameement with hell shall not
stand s »vu were at enmity with God,
but Jesuz Il pity »n you and on e,
and He Imriel the tokens of war
deep in s own grave, Shall T tell
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you the death-song when e died,
that you might live? This was the
death-song of the Son of God:—
¢ Father forgive them fur they know
not what they do!”

The speaker forgat lis bonds, his
danger as he pleaded with men.”
Christ’s noble warrior was strugzgling
| fur the faith, striving to rescue souls;
and everything was unfelt by him,
save that one yearning desire to win
more hearts for Jesus.  They had bid-
den him give forth his death-song; but
‘he sounded the pean of victory ; and
gave thanks for their hrave leader until
"their hearts united in oze grand Hale-
-jah chorus, unheard Ly man, but which
“even angels paused to listen to.

. God’s Spirit was working ameng
.the heathen multitude.  The bhound
“caplive was the Lord’s free conquerer,

and the hitherto victorious heathen wenw
; *apprehended of Christ Jesus.”

Arthur Winton had fosgottenall but
Clurist and souis, until the chicf stepped
forward, and, cutting the thongs that
trammelled him, said in a wveice in
which stirred feeling struggled with
Indian stoicism:

“ The pale-face is a great medicine
let him tell us moxe of the Mighty
Spirit who loved the red men. Let
my father speak to his red sons ; they
listen 7

Then Arthur remembered his friends,
still in their painful lamdage, each
fastened to a stake ; helooked towands
them. The Indian chief understoad
the luok, and answered it by saying :

“Let my young men unbind  the
captives: they belmg to the white
medicine.  Let them Te frew, for they
are his”

So the torture-ground was changed
inte a sanctuary, and Ged fulfilled His
word I will give thee the valley of
Achor for a door of hope”

Far into the night, did the Imlians
listen tn the missionary’s teachings,
and many at once accepted the yood
news of salvation. By some, however,
the movement was regarded with sus-
picion, and although Arthur sent away

|
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very shortly the freed prisoners, yet he
did not think it prudent to attempt to
remove himself, but remained to en-
courage the newconverts and lead them
on in the right way. For months he
tarried with this distant tribe, while
the story of his supposed death tiav-
elled home to his English friends. Dut
he was carrying on a living work,
none the less so, that it was unheard
of amuny the assemblies of fashionable
worshippers in the far off cities.

At length he considered he might
safely leave the tribe fur awhile, in or-
der to visit bis first Indian church.
Then after a while, he thought the in-
terests of the rising Christian commu-
nities in these forest tribes would he
advanced by his telling their story to
to hrethren in the great citics, and so
Arthur Winton oncs more sought the
haunts of civilization, and had now
been sume weeks in New York., His
intention had been to reture 2s quickly
as possible to his beloved charge, but
the situation in which he found his
father and niece made him hesitate as
tn where the path of duty lay.

But Margavet rose up in all the en-
thusiasm of her glowing, heroic soul,
and exclaimed varnestly :

“Tucle Arthur, you shall not stay
for me.  God has helped me through
the worst, and 1 am not afraid for my
future. I can take care of grand-
father, and work for Jum quite well
If he is willing for you to return to
your holy work, you need not hesitate
a moment. IHe is my charge, and I
feel strong and glad for the privilege.”

“ Margaret, we need not arrange all
that to-night,” replied her uncle, lonk-

ing tenderly ot the eager young face!
“I can, at any rte, !ly recurring seasons for electing a new

raised to his
lighten your toil, even if I return to
my Indian hume. Dut we will Jeave

- 37

that until to-morrow.

 If thou would’st know thyself, note
what report others give of thee; if
thou wouldest understand others, lock
into thine own heart,”—Sehillcr.
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Our Historical Sketch.

STANISLAUS LESZCZYNSKI, OF POLAND.

BY MRS. HUNT-MORGAN.

At the beginning of the prosent cen-
tury, and during many previous years,
the affairs of Poland comm.anded much
interest in Europe.

The stroggles of this unhappy coun-
try for nationnl liberty, bave been
chronicled in crimson by the life-blood
of many a hero, who laid down bis life
in vain for *the land he loved the
bests” and England, ever the great
“ City of Refuge™ for the exiled and
the unfortunate, received into her bosom
numbers of homeless nobles, who, hav-
ing lo:t all for Poland, were compelled
to seck the stranger’s hospitality.—
Perhaps the reason why so much noble
and patriot blond was shed vainly, was
that the constitution of Poland bore
within itself the seeds of decay. An
eloctive monarchy gave no rallying
point to the nutional loyalty. ZZewr
couniry the Poles passionately ioved ;—
thetr Tulers were, each with his separate
family and clique, spread as a network
of suckers over a land from which the
parent root was missing. ‘The sove-
reign for the time-being, was rather the
servant of the people than their master,
and every one of the powerful nobles
hoped and schemed to secure the royal
dignity 10 himself’ or some near kins-
man, thus producing constant jealousies,
and consequently, a Tuinous division of
power and interest.  No country whose
head was elective by the people has
ever been free, for any lengih of time,
from the most disastrous internal con-
vul-iong, to suy nothing of the interfe-
rence of foreign courts. The constant-

ruler ever afforded abundant opportu-
nities for the mauifestation of all the
coarse ribaldry of the canaille, as well
as of the haughty bickering and sly
venality of the candidates for the scep-
tre. And so, while other lands rallied
round their long-descended kings, whose
birth bad of itself rooted them in the
very heart of the nation, poor Poland
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was driven hither and thither by every
politieal storm ; like a <hip, sometimes,
it is true, commanded by a worthy offi-
cer but which, without a rudder, could
derive little good from & circum-tance-
crippled eaptain.

One of these rulers, one of Poland's
best and most oppressed, was the hero
of our sketeh. Ilis people called him
“ Stanislaus the Benevolent”  His
father, General and Palatine, early de-
voted much attention to the education
of the young Stani-laus. who. at the
age of nincteen, spoke in the Polish
diets with great eloguence concerning
the well-being of he nation. At the
sge of twenty-two, (1699), he was en-
trusted with the post of Ambassador
Extraordinary at the court of the Grand
Seigneur; and in 1704 the Assembly
sent bim to represent them before
Charles X1I., the ambitious youngking
of Sweden, who had chosen to disturb
them by dethroning their king, Frede-
ric-Augu-tus.

The agreeable manners and astute
statesmanship of Stanislaus won the
stern regurd of the Swede, who, at the
conclusion of a long conference, re-
marked to a courtier, that he had never
seen any man so well qualified to con-
ciliate all parties ; and added:

*That i3 2 man who will always be
my friend.”

Charles shordy aflter signified it as
his pleasure that his ¢ friend” should
become king of Poland. The Primaie
of that country. who wished to have
elected one of the Lubomirzki 1amily,
ventured to expostulate with the Swe-
dish Sovereign.

* What is your objection to Stanis-
laus Leszezynski?” inquired Charles.

¢ Sire,” replied the Primate, “ he is
t00 young.”

*¢ He is about my own age,” dryly
acswered the congueror, turning his
royal back on the clerical politician.

Count de Hoorn was at once sent to
the Assembly at Warsaw, to inform
them that a king was to be chosen with-
in five days, and that he must be the
Palatine Stanislous.  The Primate
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hoped to frustrate this clection by a lit-
tle judicions intrigne on his own part,
but as Charles arrived at Warsaw un-
der a very slight incognito, all the car-
dinal’s shufliing came to 4 sudden con-
clusion ; and on July 2, 1704, was pro-
claimed :

« Stanislaus I., Xing of Polund, and
Duke of Lithuania

The new sovereign followed Charles
during his campaign in Saxony, 1706,
where Frederic-Augustus formally re-
nounced all claim to the crown of Po-
land ; but the treaty coutaining this
stipulation was unscrupulously broken
after the Russian arms had reversed
those of Sweden on the field of Pul-
tava, on Juae 28, 1709.

And now began a season of suffering
for Poland, and for her king, who,
seeing himself unable to cope with
Frederic, determined to put an end to
his country’s harassments by withdraw-~
ing from the throne, hoping thus to
restore peace to hia people, if not success
to himself. Disguised as a Swede, he
sought Chailes, then a prisoner in the
hands of the Turks, and with much
difficulty obtained his friend’s consent
to his abdication.

On the restoration of Charles to lib-
erty, he gave Stanislaus the duchy of
Deux-Ponts, but from this asylum the
unfortunate prince was driven on the
death of the Swedish monareh before
Frederikshall, in 1718, and e then ob-
then obtained a refuge at Weissemburg
in French Alsace.

Even from this resting-place the vir-
ulent enmity of his rival, Frederic-
Augustus, would have drviven him, but
to every remeasirance the Duoke of
Orleans, then Regent of France, replied
to the Polish ambassador :

“ Monsieur, tell the king, your mas-
ter, that France has always been the
usylum of unfortunate kings.”

Stanislaus had long since married
Charlotte Gpalinska ; several childrer
had died, and they now had only one
danghter, Marie, who beeame the wife
of Louis XV. of France, loved and
bonored by all Europe for the woman-
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ly virtues which enabled her to adorn
either adversity or prosperity, but
slighted br the licentious husband, who
could prefer the painted arts of low-
born adventuresses to the virtuoua
charms of his queen, whom he
obliged to receive into her court the dis-
honored women who had robbed Ler of
hLer husband’s affection.

On one oceasion of this kind, Marie
Leszczynska, gentle as she was, vindi-
cated her ontraged dignity with true
woman’s ~kill.

The infamous Madame de Pompa-
dour, having ventured into the royal
lady’s presence by command of the
king, Marie, assuming a cool hauteur
rarely manifested but which none conld
wear with more imperial grace, calmly
surveyed de Pompadonr, as though the
favorite had been some inanimate sta-
tue, and then, turning to one of the
Jadies-in-waiting remarked, in the tone
she might have used in speaking of a
scullion :

* That woman has pretty arms!”

Pompadour fumed with rage, . at
could obtain no satisfaction, for Louis,
degraded as he was, could not quite
forget that he was a king, or that Marie
of Poland, by her proud dignity, had
but maintained her positition as Queen
of France, and wife of the Sovercign.

Crueliy as Mavie's feelings were
Incerated by her hu-band’s infidelity,
yet it was probably owing to the influ-
ence of her spotless conduct, winning
his deep respect, that Louis remained
s0 fast a friend to his exiled father-in-
law. By a special treaty in the year
1736 between France and Auvstria, it
was decided that Stauislaus should fi-
nally resign every pretension to the
throne of Poland in favor of Frederic-
Augustus, but that the titles of king of
Polard and Duke of Lithuania should
be retained by the dethroned monarch,
who was then put in possession of the
duchy of Lorraine and Bar, where he
obtained the ardent love of the people
whose interests he studied continually.
He founded colleges, huilt haspitals,
and gave marringe portions to poor
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maidens of good repute. Nancy and
Luneville owe to him many of their
fountuins and public edifices. His per-
sonal expenses were very lmited, but
only that he might the more liberally
aid his subjects. He gave to the
magistrates of Bar ten thousand crowns
to be spent in purcha-ing wheat in
seasons of plenty, so thut when famine
came, and prices rose, the poor might
have the privilege of buying the city
wheat at & moderate rate.

Stanislavs died in January, 1766, at
the age of eighty-nine, beloved by his
Lorrainois subjects, and cherishing till
his latest hour an intense affection for
his native Poland, leaving as his legacy
to the country from which he had been
exiled, a valuable work written in
1659, eniitled, « Voix Libre du Citoy-
en ; ou, Observations sur le Gouverne-
ment du Pologne.”

My First Cottage-Mesting.

BY MRS. HUNT-MORGAN.

A short account of how the Lord
led me into this work may, perhaps,
have some special interest for those
Christians who are ju-t beginning to
realize their glorious privilege of being
** co-workers with Christ,” inasmuch
as it was through these cottage-meects
ings that God brought me out into a
more public sphere of action than« I
had before accupied.

It was about the year 1867, in the
city of Salisbury, in England, that, ina
small, scantily furnished upper room,
lived an aged Cluistian, who, for five
weary yvars had been so completely
crippled, as to be unable to move from
her chair, unassisted. In addition to
this infirmity, she was also quite bling,
and very deaf. Almost nexy door to
her, was another old disciple of Jesus,
trembling on the edge of the tomb, less
infirm, although much older than Mrs,
Dyer. A few more sick and aged
people resided in the crowded tene-
ments of the same court. One poor
blind man used to feel his way up the
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steep siairway to old Mrs. Dyer's
room, to join the meeting held there
on every Wednesday afternoon. A
veperable French missionary, Martin
Sames, who had spent his best years in
preaching the gospel at Singapore, had
returned to spend the evening of his
life near kis wile’s friends at Salisbury ;
and it was he who for some time had
carried on these meetings for the bene-
fit of this little tock of God’s afflicied
ones, who were unable to reach the
sanctuary on the Day of Rest.

Very precious were these little
gatherings, and often was my own soul
refreshed by the words of lioly wisdom
which fell from the lips of that saintly
minister of Jesus Christ. I fancy I
can see him now, with his snowy head
bent over the Bible evéry word and
gesture characterized by the exquigite
and graceful refinement so peculiar to
hig nation, and which in him was ethe-
rialized into still more touching beauty
by the deep thrill of soul-devotion per-
vading his whale being. :

More and more earncstly did he
tell out the sweet old story of Jesus’
love, as he drew nearer his lome ; we
saw that the shadows of death were
stealing gradually over his earthly
frame ; but for him was the promise
tulfilled:

“ At evening time it shall be light.”

One afternoon, I found the little
company gathered in 1rs. Dyer's
voorn as wsual, but our pastor was
missing. 1 azsked onr venerable host-
ess to pray, and I then read a suitable
tract, closing with prayer myself.

As I rose from my knees, the old
blind woman exclaimed ;

“ Why I didn’t know as you could
pray before anybody, my child ; T hope
you'll pray with us again next week, if
Mr. Sames donr’t come.”

Nest week came, and 2s we had
learned that the missionary was ill, we
did not expect him to be with us, and I
began the meeting with prayer, after
vainly requesting my blind friend to

do so, as she had done last Wednesday.
“No, no, child,” she replied, (I

MY FIRST COTTAGE-MEETING.

seemed very young then to her long
years), “ Not after you! I don't mind
sayin’ a word when there’s nobody else
to do it ; but I'd rather hear you.”

Thus was I, s it were, compelled to
engage in public ministrations in the
Lord’s name. I dared not refuse a
call so clear. While we were engaged
in prayer, a feeble step was heard as-
cending the stair, and Mr. Sames en-
tered, as we rose from our knees. I
stepped aside to let him take the
speaker’s chuir, close to Mis Dyer,
whose deatness mgde it necessary for
particular sttention to be given her.
As he passed me, the aged mun of God
paused a2 moment, and clasped my
hand in both of his, while he breathed
a solemn word of benediction. That
blessing lingers on me yet. T shall
never forget the awe, mixed with joy,
whieh filled my soul, as that Chiistian,
Jjust trembling homewards, looked back
from his almost finished race to bless
the young beginner at the far other
end of the course. I fult as a young
soldier might fecl, when he receives
the standard from the hand of some
honored veteran, whose last fight is
almost over.

Only a few more times did our
friend meet us again in the little upper
room ; and when he went to rest from
his labors, in the heaven which had
filled his heart so long, the meetings
fell entirely into my hands.

Very soon, I found that reading was
not so successful in fixing attention as
speaking, and with much trembling,
after earnest prayer, I vesolved to at-
tempt an extempore address; but for
several wecks, could not sufficienty
overcome my nervous timidity to feel
at case, unless I held in my hund some
suitable book, to which I could have
recourse should I feel in danger of
failure. This feeling, however, soon
wore off, and while ministering to these
aged christiaus, who had called me to
to their aid, I experienced the most
comfortable sense of the Lord’s pres-
ence among us.

It was long before the blind woman
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discovered that I had ceased to read,
and her remarks, the result of many
years close commuaion with God, were
frequently of great use to me ; so that
while these humble and uneducated
people looked to me as their instructor,
I felt that, in reality, the Lord had
placed me ir a most efficient colleze of
preparation for still more extensive
work for Him,

In = little while, I was connected
more or less with six cottage-meetings
in various parts of Salisbury, and the
Ragged School was one of my most
interesting occupations.  But in all
these engagements, my old crippled
friends, especially Birs. Dyer and her
next neighbor, were my constant sym-
pathizers; and often, when particularly
anxious about some meeting, have I
asked to be remembered in prayer at
the hour of the gathering, streets away
from that little court, by the experi-
enced Christisn whom God had seen
fit to bind there, lame, blind, and deaf;
in her chair by the tiny cottage fire.

One after another, the little company
whom I met Wednesday after Wed-
nesday, left their sins and sorrows, and
infirmities, and went home to their
Father’s house, rejoicing in the loving
mercy of the © Angel who redeemed
them from all evil,” that Angel of the
Covenant, Jesus the Saviour of sinners,

I have not mentioned two of that
tittle band who, when I first met with
them, were only “ hopeful ” characters ;
but these ere long had become decided
believers in Jesus, so that I have truly
* a sure and ceriain hope ” of meeting,
with him who begun those Wednesday
services, the whole of that little band
at God’s right hand in heaven.

How I missed them, their counsels
and encouragements, as each went
home, yet how I rejoiced to think of
these suffering ones safely resting in
the ** land where the inhabitant shall
no more say, I am sick.”

«To the babe, the cradle is a bound-
less space ; to the man, the wide world
seems naxrow. '—Sehiller,

Balaklava.

BY 8IR FRANCIS DOYLE,

INOTE BY Tile Eptrog. At one of my lectures at
Berwick, N. 8., I recited the following puem iran
Doylo’s Poetical Works, aud insert it in * Grand
Rounds," in complianco with the written request of
one of my audience.}

Thin, glancing threads of Euglish hors:
Why do your haughty trumpets wa . ¥
Through yon grey nyriads, ma ed 1. .orce,
None but the mad could hope to b.eak !

¢ Men may be mad or men be wise,

But not with us the question les ;

For though we guess rot their intent,
This one thiug well we know

Thatwhere the Light Brigade iy sent,
The Light Brigade will ga I

What need to tell
Of splintering-shell?
01 canon shot, and rifle-baill ?
“he deathi-hail smites them one and alt ?
Through smoke that wraps them like a pall,
As ratn-drops each on each they fall.
Corse hideth corse,
Horse rolls o'er horse
The gaps grow wide and wider,
Deep-wounded men
Craw] back again,
Steeds rush without s rider,

But still agaiust the wondering foe,

In stubborn silence onward go,
Unchecked tackening, undi

The living of the Light Brigade,

Till that wild enseot vverbears,

The guns in front,—one moment theirs !

Sudden aud sharp the halt §s made
They scem in mute reproach to say;
*Your orders have been now obeyed,
Asfarasinuslay!
Yaours are these guns, with life-blood red ¢
But~CAX YE HOLD THEN BY THE DEAD"Y

Mecanwhile, the canon from cach hill

Keep showering sisughter on them still,
AN paths with death are lined ;

Dense columus bar their onward course,

And loug bhue streaks of Itussian horse
Like nets, are spread behind.

That shattercd remiuant pauses there,
Blown chargers, wounded men !

Oh ! they will break, like yiciding air,
And who can blanie theat the~.

Not 50! Through that bewlidered throng,
Like fire, the leaders glance slong

From rank'to rank ! Too far to HEAR,

We seem to FEEL that English cheer?
While Favcy, from each blade waved high,
Each gesture flerce, and flashing eye,

Can proud wards, such as these, supply ;

¢ Gather ye, gather 50 1 Close up once more!

Swords red to the wristband, hearts stecl to the core !
Lance, sabre and carbing, dragoott, and cussack,

Are strong to the sight, but thoy dare not attack,

No cutting ! Give point, were they twenty to one ;
Men who wait to be charged, when we galop, will run i

They gather, they gather, they close up once mere,

Swords red to the wristband, hearts steel to the core.,

Though wide wounds may weaken, though horses
may blow,

They have pace enough left for 2 dash at the foe.

Ashawk’s‘;n!ghe swoop down through the toils of n

pider,

Right :1‘ the blue line goes cach horseand its rider!

1t 15 rent ike o oy, burst like bubbles asunder,

While %own fromn each height cearg redoubled the
thunder,
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Still unchecked and unfaltering they cut their way
through,

Past spears that outflank them, from swords that
pursue,

With vanon snd rifiemen hot on thelr track,

Destroyed, but quered, wo wel themn back.

Notaman in thatdeath-chargehis chief hath forsaken,

And t.hekgux)ls thot ye flung them at, were they not
taken

And though beneath yon fatal hill,
Their dead the valley strew, )
Grimly, with cold hands, cutching stilt
‘The broken swords they drew ;

We will not call their lives ill spent,
i 1o all time they shoyw,

That where the Light Briﬁgmle was sent,
The Light Brigade would ego.

Scenes in the Secret Societies of
Paris.

Published in the “Journal du Peuple,” March, 1849,
by M. Gub

ubole.
Translated from the French by an Artilleryman.

[The following account of by-gone
doings in France contains a deep moral
which all would do well to mark.—
While reading this description of the
eager and careful efforts made in the
interests of insurrectionary violence, 1
was strongly reminded of the passage
of Seripture contained in Micah vii. 2,
3. ¢ They all lie in wait for blood ; they
hunt every man his brother with 2 net.
That they may do evil with both hands
earnestly” And I thought, If the
devil’s work is done with such unremit-
ting ardor, such unhesitating obedience,
and at such a fearful cost of love, honor,
and life, what a solemn reproach is this
both-handed earnestuess to cold, half-
hearted professors of religion, who dare
to call themselves Christians, while
giving to Christ a service of such dis-
graceful feebleness as Satan’s servants
never offer their master. Christians
who read these pages, we may find it
not unprofitable to ask ourselves the
question: Am I as ready to forsake all
for my Holy Redeecmer, as these paor
deluded revolutionaries were to trample
down all at the bidding of their evil
leaders? If I am less earnest for
Jesus than they were for their mista-
ken pricciples, then, as far as I am per-
sonally concerned, I, though calling
myself a Christian, am disgraced and
put to shame by the devil's servants.—
Note by the Editor].

SCENES IN THE SECRET SOCIETIES OF PARIS.

RECEPTION OF A CANDIDATE FOR
INITIATION.

George Ricard demands of th: new
member :

« Citizen, what is your name” ?

# Valliere.”

“ Who conducted you here ?”

“ A member of this Society.”

“1,” said Jean advancing.

“ Are you sure of the man whom
you have presented to us?”’

# Yes.”

« Are you acquainted with his ante-
cedents ¥”

“Yes.”

« Are they without reproach ?"”

“ Yes.”

¢ Have you made the necessary en-
quiries concerning his morality ?”

«The morality of Citizen Valliere
bas been well proven.”

 You can answer for him to the So-
clety

“ As for myself.”

% ‘That is sufficient. You will listerr
attentively to the questions which I
will address to your friend, and to the
replies that he will make. You are
there to verify them. We confide in
your honor, We will first read to the
new member the ¢ Declaratien of the
Rights of Man,’ as presented to the
Convention by Citizen Maximilien Ro-
bespierre.”

One of the assistants read with a
solemn voice, in the midst of the most
profound silence. the thirty-eight arti-
cles of that celebrated Declaration.—
When he had finished, Ricard said to
Valliere :

“ Are you acquainted with the state-
ment of the principles which yoa have
just heard ?”

¢, Yes, for a long time.”

“Do you entirely approve of that
Statement ?”

“Ido.”

¢ Are you ready to siga it 2"

« With my blood.”

¢ We will now inform you of the
manperin which we are associated.”

The same grave and solemn voice
read the Statutes of the Society.
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“ Ag everything cannot be explained
in one act like our Statutes, I will give
you some further indispensable instruc-
tions.”

“When in the midst of a capital,
like Paris, a political society is desi-
rous of forming itself, it has everything
to fear from the spies of the police,
from babbling, from indiscretions, and
too often from the treachery of its own
members. For all these it is necessary
to provide a safeguard ; and this is how
we do. We have formed scctions of
ten men only. Each one of these sec-
tions has elected a chief by a majority
of votes. The chiefs of the sections
also meet in assembly of ten men, and
have named a president. Finally these
presidents. have elected from among
their number five members, who com-
pose the insurrectionary committee "—
“Thus a chief of a section can, after
these varions elections, become a mem-
ber of the commiittee, and also even a
simple member, as the chiefs of sec-
tions are named by their equals.”

“There is in this organization an
immense advantage,—that of not fear-
ing the police. It is almost impossible
for the police to lay their hands upon
the insurrectionary committee, which is
not known, so to speak, by anybody.
For not only the members of the So-
ciety, but even the greatest number of
the chiefs of sections, do not know the
men who compose it; and those who
do know their names dare not reveal
them under pain of death.”

“This recalls to my mind what I
have heard said of the ¢ Charbornerie,””
said Valliere.

“You are right; there is in this
more thano & mere report. I have told
you that we have nothing to fear from
informers, although such persons may
succeed in introducing themselves into
a section, which indeed has happened
beforz, and may perhaps be the casein
this section even now.”

The eyes of Jean, Brigou and Mig-
not were turned towards a young man,
asmed Martin, whom they had met on
the boulevard, and whose fidelity they
suspected. DMartin shewed no emotion.

“In admitting that then,” continued
Ricard, who did not know .the suspi-
cions which they had concerning Mar-
tin, * they could only arrest some mem-
bers of a section, and would obtain
none of the threads of the conspiracy,
since that, these members not only do
not know their own chiefs, but even
among themselves cannot tell one sec-
tion from another.” ¢ Do you under-
stand this plan well ?”

“Very well”

“ Do you perceive how important it
is for the success of our projects that
our chiefs should not be known ?”?

“1do”

“Do you promise to obey these
chiefs that you do not know, and whom
you will only know at the moment of
action ?”

“ 1 promise.”

“ At every time that you are assem-
bled do you swesr to perform anything
you may be called upon to do ?”

“ Yes.”

“Remark well, before engaging
yourself, all the importance of my
words. At an instant given, at a mo-
ment, perhaps, when you may least
expect it, an order to march will be
transmitted to you by the chief of your
section ; you will ceither know whence
comes that order, nor what is the object
of it ; in what struggle you may have
to join, nor how to engage in tt; nor on
how many friends and brethren you
can rely, since that you will only know
ten ; do you swear, in this case, to per-
form- all that may be allotted you, even
should you be sent to certain death ”

« 1 swear.”

“ It may happen, for in civil wars
such things da occur, that on the side
opposed to you may be found some one
of your relatives, some one of your
friends; do you swear, nevertheless, to
march

« Y swear.”

“Understand me well. If you are
upon a barricade, and among those who
attack you find your friend, your bro-
ther, or even your father; do you
swear to go forward and fire ?”

‘X swear.”

N e o s o o
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“ 1t is then well understood that, for
the sacred cause which we defend, you
will give up friends, wife, children,
family ?”

s Jt is.”

“ And that you will devote yourself
withouat any reserve to the triumph of
the Republic ?”

“T will”

“ Have you a musket at home ?”

# No, but I can easily procure one.”

¢« Jt is necessary that you undertake
to bave n musket constantly in readi-
ness at your house.”

¢ promise to do so.”

“Do you know how to use 2 mus-
ket ?”

«T do.”

“If yon do not understand it, do not
fear to say so, for that will be no reason
for your rejection, as it i3 only a want
of skill which we will endeavor to
remedy.”

«T do know it.”

¢ Sufficiently ?”

“ Yes, my friend Jean, who has given
me some lessons, is here to testify to
the truth of what I have stated.”

«That is true,” said the young sol-
dier.

# It suffices. Besides your gun,
which cannot be made use of without
ammunition, it is indispensable for you
to have fifty eartridges at your house.”

“ That is different,” said Valliere.
¢« I do not possess one cartridge.”

“ Do you know how to make them ?”

«J think so.”

“You are not sure. Very well, the
necessary number will first be given
you, then you will be shewn how to
make them yourself, for it is always the
waut of ammunition which causes the
failure of insurrections.”

Ricard now turned to Jean, and said,
“ All the replies which Citizen Valliere
has made to us, and which you can
verify, are they correct ?”

* They are.” _

“ He may be received among ug?”

T have already said that I will an-
swer for him as for myself.”

Then turning to the candidate, Ric-

SCENES IN THE SECRET SOCIETIES OF PARIS.

ard said, “One last word; you have
heard that our statutes punish with
death the treachery of any of the mem-
bers of this Society; does this punish-
ment seem to you to be too severe P

“ No, a traitor ought to die.!

“] have told you that there bave
been Judases amongst us, that there
may be some perhaps now. The duty
of each one of u+, as soon as he shall
be certain of the treachery of a bro-
ther, is to declare it at once ; will you
engage to do this?”

“ 1 will”

“ As soon as such a declaration shall
have been made, the section assem-
bles; the chief of the section, assisted
by two other chiefs, composes the tri-
bunal which has to judge the guilty
person ; two out of three votes are suf-
ficient to condemn the accused. The
execution immediately follows the sen-
tence ”

“Who performs the execution?”’
asked Valliere.

« That is precisely what I am going
to tell you. The kind of death is leit
to the choice of the condemned. If he
refuse to carry out the sentence him-
self, one of the members of the section
is required to remove the traitor from
off the earth. If such a case should
arise, do you swear to put the con-
demned to death with your own hand,
even if it should be your most intimate
friend ?°

Valliere did not answer.

“ He hesitates,” exclaimed Lagardy.

“ No. I do not hesitate,” sharply re-
plied the new member, “only this
cursed bandage renders me half deaf,
and 1 have not heard the question well.
I wait for you to repeat it.”

*¢ T asked if you will consent to put
to death with your own hand him who
may betray us, in any case where you
may be required to do so.”

 Yes, certainly I will.”

“ Now you may take the bandage off
your eyes.”

Valliere did not wait for Ricard to
repeat this order. He violently plucked
off the handkerchief with which his
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eyes were covered, and threw astonished
looks around him. e was in the cen-
tre of a circle of men, the- greater
number of whom were unknown to
him, in a cellar, the walls of which
were naked, blackened, and damp —
He saw only a rickety table, which
supported a lamp, and two seats on
which were Ricard and Lagardy. Here-
mained stupified for a moment, dazzled
by the glare of the lights. He rubbed
his eyes like one awakened from a
dream.

Rieard advanced towards him,
¢ henceforth,” said he, embracing him,
“ you will be our brother.”

“That is all?” asked Valliere of
Jean, unable to restrain his surprise.

“Yes,” replied the young soldier,
smiling, “Jdid you not think that we
were going to make you swear upon a
poniard, and drink blood out of a human
skull?

« I did think something of thatkind,”
said Valliere.

“These are old women’s tales, very
good to frighten children with, and
which they spread over the ity in order
to make us appear °croguemitaines.’”

« Here,” resumed Ricard, ¢ we in-
struct our brethren. On certain days
we have lessons in history, geography,
and politics. As a member of the so-
ciety, you will be able to assist at these,
when it shall seem good to you, unless
you may be wanted for any Convoca-
tioa.”

The meeting then broke up, and each
one set out for his own home.

(To le continued.)

Our friends who have gone from our
midst may rest assured that we shall
often remember the “Auld acquain-
tance,” and follow each one with
thoughts of earnest prayer for a better
mecting than any that earth can give,
in that day when Christ, the “ Cap-
tain of the Lord’s host” shall “order
home” His own loyal and purchased
soldiers.

The Stranger.

BY MRS. HUNT-MORGAN.
Rev. {if. 20. Heb. iii. 15.
Loud howls the tompes-,
Madly and shrill ;
Down sweeps the storm wind,
Over the hill:
The swollen brook Is dashing,
‘The hent trees are crashing,
The lightning is flashing,
Deadly and chill !
But thero is a stranger
Stands at the door,
Wounded and weary,
Lone and foot-sore ;
And "mid the wild mocking
Of tempest’s mad rocking,
‘That strangor is knocking,
Persistently o'er :—
—“Open!topen!’tisI!'tisI!
I come to warn of danger nigh.
Danger broods on the tempest’s wing,
I'hear the spirits of evil sing !
Open, or woe will be your lot I”
He waited—DBUT THEY OPENED XOT.

Rushed had the tempest
Out from the dell;
Softly the moontight
Glimmered and fell ;
The damp Jeaves were flittering,
The moonlit drops glitteriny,
The sleepy birds twittering,
“Rest now, all’s well I
But that lonely stranger
Stands at the door,
Restlessly knocking,
Still o’cr and o’er :—
¢ If 'mid the storm's rushing,
And water-spopt’s gushing,
And mountain-streams' flushing,
Ye heard not before,
—Surely, sure]{, ‘e hear me now !
I wait; the night-rain dews my brow ;

Storms are past ; but the moonlight’s glare

Isheavy with ruin! Beware ! beware !
Open ; and fly this fated spot I
He tarried—BuT THEY OPENED NOT.

Drear ig the dawning,
After the night ;
Cold breaks the morning
Into grey light ;
The torn water-lily
Lolls, drooping and chilly,
In crushed masses hilly,
Drear to the sight.
Butlo! the lone stranger
Knocking there still,
Bending with sorrow,
Constant in will!
And while he is stecping
The sod with his weeping,
They seem to be sleepinge
Loundly their fill,
—“Open, open, to me, to me
I've waited long and patiently
Danger comes with the moring gray
I'm weary ; open, without delay ;
Pity my woe, my weary lot 1
He pleaded.—Buf THEY OPENED NOT.

Full was the noontide,
Sultry with heat,
Pouring its fevers
Down through the street.
Then caxae an appearing,
An unspoken fearing,
That danger was earing,
With hurnrying feet.
But whero i3 that stranger
Stood at the door,
Wearily knocking,
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For hours before?
Ah!now they are flinging
Tlhe yrtad, and bringing
Thuir wail, loudly ringing ;
But He waity no more !
=* Upened ! opened ! but he's not there 1
Peals the shrivk of mad despair.
““The danger comies ;we thought he'd wait
Wehve apened the door too late, too late I
Ruin has burst upon the spot,
They vpnen—BoT 5E WAITETH NOT.

{Nore.~Through an oversight, the third verse of
this puen way emitted in cur June No.  Wenow give
the poemt entire.}

Light from the Word.

BY MRS, HUXNT-MORGAN.

The story I am about to tell is a
practical example of David's words:
¢ The entrance of Thy words giveth
light ; it giveth understanding unto the
simple;” and is one of muny similar
cases, in which, after the Lord’s ser-
vants have used every means in their
power to point a soul to the Saviour,
yet scemingly without effect; God
Himself has, as it were, taken the
matter out of their hands, as if to re-
mind them that His alvne is ever the
power, although ¥e so often honors
His children by wsing them as His in-
struments for good. He uses us, ant
for His need, for in Him all fullness
dwells; but for our happiness; and
when He pleases, He can do without
us, or cause us to serve as humbly as
the unconscious golden pipes, through
which flowed the sacred olive-oil from
the living branches.—(Zech. iv.)

One afternoon, about four years ago,
I was requested by a friend to visita
poor vioman, Mrs. Ratford, who was
ill and in distress. On my knocking
at the low door of a room in a small,
dingy-looking house, a faint, tremulous
voice bade me * Come in;” and 1
found the invalid sitting in 8 chair by
the tiny fire, propped vp by a hard
pillow. She appeared deeply grieved
by something that evidently gave her
great trouble; for the big tears were
raining down her withered cheeks; and
she feebly rocked herself to and fro, as
it in great agony. I explained that,
having just heard of her being ill, I
thought that, although a stranger, I
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might be able to give her some com-
fort ; and inquired from what she was
suffering.

She told me, interrupted by broken
sobs, that for some months she had
suffered great pain and weakness, but
could not discover the cause, until that
day, when the parish doctor having
visited her, he informed her that her
disease was caused by the ormation of
& tumor, which no medieal skill could
reach; and that although he could give
her medicine which might somewhat
relieve her from the intensity of her
agony, yet that before very long her
life must be sacrificed by the power of
the malady. While telling mwe this,
she evidently was occupied by some
other thought ; and ofter a few words
of sympathy from me, the poor old crea-
ture piteonsly burst ont :

“ Baut tisn’t the pain I'm troubling
over. That can’ last long anyhow.—
But the doctor says I must die: and
T’ve been such a terrible sinner all the
best years of my life; and now ’m old
and dying, I want HIM tosave methat
I never looked for till now. O, if the
Lord would only spare my life, and
give me time to repent !”

Then, as a spasm of pain caught her
breath, she exclaimed :

« I don’t mind bearing the pain, if it
was ever so bad, or if it was to last
ever so long, if the Lord would only
give me life till I can repent!”

I showed her that Jesus was ready
to forgive her sins at once, and give her
soul rest in him, adding:

« Jesus would not bring you to his
feet thus as a humble sinner, pleading
for His mercy, if there were no mercy
for you. He loves you; and His own
Holy Spirit has shown you your sin, that
you muy feel your need of His mercy.”

I read and prayed with her, and she
begeed me to ** come again soon.”

Day after day I visited ber, talked
to her, and prayed; she always wel-
comed me, and never omitted to say on
my leaving :

“Don't slay away from me long.
Come again quick,po I”
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Yet her burden never seemed to
fighten. At last I began to think that,
like Bunyan’s Pilgrim, Mr. Fearing,
she would pass through the dark val-
fey still uncomforted, and only find
peace in the full light ot her Saviour's
countenance at home. So deep was
her conscicusness of sin, and so entire
her conviction that Jesus only could
save her, that I felt it was His own
work ; and soon almost ceased to say
many words of my own, confining my-
self almost entirely to reading the
Bible to her. after praying that God
would use His word for her comfort.
Here was no hard heart, requiring the
terrors of God’s law, but a broken and
contrite spirit, needing the precious
balm of Gilead. One afternoon T
closed the reading, to which she eagerly
listened, with the parable of the Prodi-
gal Son,—that sweet, old story of love,
which has brought light and peace to
so many an aching heart. She said
little more than her usual sigh :

“«O! I hope the Lord will give me
time I”

On my next visit she appeared calm
and happy; and in reply to my first
question, whether she were in much
pain, answered :

“Yes, a good deal; I skall be so
thankful to go to my blessed Saviour;
I do hope, if “tis His blessed will, He'll
take me out of my suffering soon. I
shall be so glad.”

She seemed as if her mind was full
of joyous hope which thrilled through
every tone of her voice. I instantly
asked:

“Then you are not afraid to die,
ow #”

“Q0, no3y’ she said happily; “1I
couldn’t sleep last night for pain; and
all night long, I was thinking through
the prin of what you read about ¢I
will arise and go to my Fathery and
so X did. I said, ‘I bave sinned hefore
heaven and in Thy sight, and am a0
more worthy 1o be called Thy child’
But He saved me, though I am suech a
sinner. No, I'm not afraid now. I
can see now that my Saviour died for
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He pleases.”

Mrs. Ratford lived two months after
this; ¢t and the enemy was as still asa
stone until she was gone over the river.”
The weary soul was at rest, leaning
trustingly on Jesus; and He kept her
close in the light of His word that had
first comforted her. Patient in the
midst of severe agony, she longed to
be gone, yet ever added :

“If he pleases.”

So she, at length, passed away, still
fearless, because her Saviour was with
her, and had “ forgiven her iniquity.”

Self-Accused.

During the protectorship of Oliver
Cromwell, Sir John Hawkeswortl, of
Swrrey, had an action brought against
him by the parson of that parish on
account of tithes and other dues. The
suit still pending, Sir John imagined
that the minister pointed him out in
his sermons every Sunday. He com-
plained of this to the Protector, who
gave orders for the minister’s appearing
before him to answer the charme.  The
parson alleged in his defence that he
had only in general terms, and as his
sacred office bound him to do, preached
against extortioners, fornicators, drunk-
ards, Hars, thieves and robhers. Crom-
well dismissed him, and turning to the
paintiff, said :

“Sir John, go quictly home, and live
for the future on more amicable terms
with your parsen. The word of God,
like & two-edged sword, pierces the
very marrow of the bones, and prabes
about the inmost recesses of the heart s
it seeks after the sinner, and unveils
his iniquities; I am sorry, for your
sake, that it has found you out.”

“Dear to me is my friend; but I
can also make my enemy of use tome.
The friend shows me what I can do;
the enemy teaches me what I cuht to
do.—Schillcr.



The Prisoner of War.

———

LY MRS. HUNT MORGAN,

Ciosed in by four grey walls,
tirim, and grimy, and hard !

One only break in the slimy dark,
A window, iron-barred !

Quivering on tiptoe there,
I spy at the world without,
And wearily scan that bluc sea-bay,
Where the white sails glide about.
1 zaze, till my hiot eves ache
With the changeful, flashing light,—
That billowy blue.so terribly blue,
That white so intensely white.
Ansl I step from my trembling hold,
Diown on the loathsome floor;
Then Iruised, half-blinded and sick,
I climb, and gaze once more.

COut of this fearful dunlight,
Darkness made visible,

I gaze on the summer sunlight
Which never visits my cell—

ut on yon summer glory
Floading the golden sand,

Arnd I sigh for the distant freedom.—
I weep for my far-off’ land.

o T cling at the bars and wonder
If my lot will ever be

To float in that skifilet vonder,
Eome o'er that tem, ‘ng sea.

(1! Iloathe the foreign banner,
And its fluttering, flaunting Lrag,

Al my soul is sad and weary,—
Heartsick for the dear old flag?

(3! could I loose from her moorings,
t‘ould I reach yon tiny beat

What what glad, wild-heart boundings,
Away, away, I'd float!

Tint the suaheams lie still and burning
11 acean and on land,

While scarce by one breezy flutter,
1s my Lurning forchead fanned !

'Tis masldening '—this awful still
Rowand me in my hollow stone !
Thnugh yonder the glad notes thrill,

I hear not, I hear not.onel
But out of my terrible silence
1 exn see these voices yonder,
While aver my tugging heartstrings,
Crevyp eclroes dearer, fonder.

I ache for liberty,
siver the far blue seg,
r'ur the blue sea so wide!
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And I hear the angels singing,
“Keeping time,
In silver rhyme”

With that boat so slowly swinging,

On the restless, heaving tide.

Ripple, dipple,
Plashing, dashing,

The wavelets sleepily lap the shore ;
Lazily, hadly,
Drearily, wearily,

I cling there listening o’er and o'er.

To the sobbing, oozing gurgle

Slushing underneath the keel,
And the restless, dipping urmur
‘Whieh I eannot know bLy the outward ear,
The tide is too far for we to hear,

But deep in my soul I feel.

And I see yon heat so slowly swinging,
1 hear the far-oft home-bells ringing,
Ringing through my heart!
Sweet bells of home I must be free!
Yon skiff shall bear me o'er the sea,
If but these stanchions part!

Then will I dare the temnpest’s wrath,
While secking out the homeward path,
For liberty’s dear sake ;
And my frail bark shall boldly drift,
Where n}ightier ships bave passed, and
eft
Lines of snow-foam in their wake.

Ha! the iron bars are loosening!
No! gently on the floor!

1 am mad for yon shifting sea,

Frantic I'll spring to liberty !
Now! there govs one bar more!

Anotker! And now I'miree! I'm free!
‘Wide is oy path to liberty ;
For o -uilor's foot and hand
Make light of castle-wall,
In its rugged fall
To the golden strand.

Down! down ! down !
Deneath the castle’s frown !
Surely 111
Forblood isilawing.and wounds are wide;
1 know it, I know 1t, “tis life’s swift tide,
In crimson swell.
The boat is empty, 1 lie on the sand,
Farfrom those Lells of my own dear land?
1 am dying, alone, oz FREE!
Ot in God's glorious sun and light,
Loyal in heart, and true in hand,
To the royal fiag of my native lanid !
Dying, but Freg,
By the solemn seal
Mother, good nigha !



ONE OF THE oLD 47TH.

One of the Old 74th.

During the American revolutiomary
war, ot & moment when Lord Cornwal-
lis was «iving orders to charge, a High-
Tand solilier rushed forward, and phw
himself in front of his Officer, Licut-
ciant Simon MceDonald, afterwards
Major of the 92nd.  Licutenant Mec-
Donadd asked what hrought him there.
The nam replied :

*You know that when I engaged to
be a soldier, I promised to be fuithful
to the king, and to you; the French
are coningg, and while I stand here,
neitler hullet nor buyonet shall touch
vou except through my bedy.”

Licutenzut MeDonald had no par-
tienlar cluila to the generous devotion
of this trusty fo]lu\\u‘, further than
that which never failed to be Linding
on ilee tine Highlander.  He was b
on his Oificer’s estutes, where he and
hi= furefathers had bieen treatuld with
kimlness; he was descended of the
same fnpily ; and when he enlisted,
he prowized to be a faithful soldier.

The New Yesar’s Blessing.

3Y MRS. HUNT MORGAN.

DIy the swiftly ebbing moments, the
O] Year was ﬂutknnq away 1t~. Iast
duys in quick threbs, sighing its life
out in the wild pents of the wailing
Deeemlar blasts, and shivering itself
int.s the xoft, chill shroud of the fast
falling suowflakes.

Dut the death-shades of the Qld
were alrely tinged with the resurree-
tieagdory of the New Year,  Children,
logs whsent from the dear old homes,
were flocking to the annual rérrines
round the p'mm'll hearth ; the seat-
tered thrends of family existence were
being united in firm knots ot the
Christmas  ga'herings; and  young
hearts Leut lu-vh m eager antieipation of
the delis ENES mysteries to be unfelded
on New Yoear's morning.

Amid all these swect excitements of
carthly friendships and fund greetings,
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a little company of Christiuns sought
to ubtain their most precious meeting
with the One who has invited Iis own
to approach the merey-seat, sealing His
invitation with the prowmis: :

**There I will meet with thee.”

In a small and humble luilling
which could be reached ouly L]uuu"h a
dark, narrow alley, a series of ~pLuu)
prayer-mectings were Deiug held during
the last week of the year.  As yet no
answer had been received to the cries
sent up to the Father's throne for in-
creased blessing.  Dut one evening as
the leader of the meeting woMressed a
few wowls of exhortation to the un-
converted ones who were present, an
evident interest was mumifested ; end
when the venerable speaker moved
round the room, to give a wird of
warning or encouragement to cach, in-
dividually, one face lowked np with
the moved expression of a soul with
whom God’s spirit is stirrins.

He was a simple country lad, lie who
glanced up so eagerly for the expected
instruction ; his mental powers were
seareely equal to the common wverage
of boyit. intelleet, and those who
knew him never imagined Jsut Iiis dull
careless hieart woeuld be the first of the
little leaven of unbeliwvers there to
throb a respunse to God's eall of love.
Dut why not? Hath Gl not said
that he hath chosen the weak tlings of
the world to confound the mighty

The old maa paused when hi: came
te poor FRED, as if in doudd, then ten-
derly asked :

My young brother, de 3t feel de-
sirous to be fur-m ¢ your sins T’

The ligh!, dicd out of the la s Lyes,
and he replied almott dregge Ay

“Yes, I'd like 0 be suvqd, hat 1
den’t feel my sins much ; I seem tobe
geing down asleep.”

“He who is dead in the sleep of sin,
does not know his state,” answered the
servant of Christ; “ Gl 1w thunked
that you know something of your dan-
ger.  Leb us pray the Lurd to perfect
his work in your svul.”

Several then in successivn poured out
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their requests to God, and espeeially on
behalf of Frep.

A few days passed, but he gave no
sign of further interest in the things
concerning his eternal peace,  Many of
the Lord’s people remembered him in
their secret approaches tv the Prayer-
Hearer, but ax yol no answer came.

The last night of the year was to be
entirely devoted to prayver and praise
in the little cligpel.  Before agsembling
there that ¢veuing, *“they that feared
the Lord spake” not only “ one to ano-
ther,” about poor Fuep, but with
mighty wrestlings in the quiet of their
own homes, they spoke for him “ to the
KING;” then met to unite their plead-
ings at the appointed hour.  They had
entreated the Lord to grant them 2
New Year's Blessing in some soul saved
that night.

Singingz and prayer went on until a
few minutes bLefore miduight, when
every heald was Iwwed in silent waiting,
for the solemn toll of the cluek usher-
ing in the New Year

Suddenly, with the startling ery of 2
soul in hitter pain, Fuew's voice broke
the stillness :

“Q friends, I'm lost! O pray the
YLord to have merey on my poor soult”

And hefore the woerds were uttered,
the bell began to send forth on the
deep midnight air its slow strokes of
the New Year's coming ; sn that with
the first monents of anuther year there
went up the weury siner’s cry from
the cold world of fears and darkness to
where the Simner's Friend is enthroned
“ mighty tosave,” *in the summerland
of song.”

There was no more eoldness in the
fully awakened heart now ; sin's sleep
had fled with that eall of agony for
help ; wnd after the Christians present
had sent up their petitions, FREp's own
voiee was again heard ; =of, this thme,
asking others to pray for him, but ad-
dressing broken words of entreaty di-
rech to the Saviour.

The New Year's llessing was grant-
ed by the leving Father ;—2a soul was
saved ; and the Covenant-keeping God
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had added another broad seal to the
charter whici secures to His redecmed
ones the privilege of making their re-
quests known unto the Lord “by
prayer and supplication with thanks
giving.”

No sooner did Frep realize that he
who once was lost, had been found by
Him who camne purposely to seek and
save such, than the first wish of his
heart was to teil others of the Lord
Jesus he now loved su well.  Meekly
conscious of his own deficiencies of
intellect and eduration, e went to one
of his companions who had succeeded
in securing a vemsiderable amount of
earthly learning, and said, with quaint
humility :

«7'd like to Le a minister some
day, Caaruic; but Tl never be very
clever, I'm afraid.  Tut please just

zach me a little grammar; I know I
don’t speak right, and I'd like, when I
talk to people ubout Jesus, not o doit
s0 very bad.”

But in the fulness of his hears FRep
could not wait for the “<rammar”
which he revercutly thought possessed
so powerfal a charm for good, but be-
gen, in a quict, unobfrusive way, to
speak for Jesus, while the world could
yet say of him, as of the early apos-
tles, that he was “ unlearned and igno-
rant.”

He will never be one of earth’s hon-
ored idels. His homely, -mtutored
voice will never hold, spell”™ sund, satin
and broadcloth attired awliencesin the
lofty temples where the footfalls are
unheard on the soft velvet pile, and
the organ-swell lingers richly n loving
cadence amony “he frots of the sculp-
tured domes; ..ut who can telll It
may be that when the JMasTER comes
at the ©  wmning time, FrED's hands
shall T sull of garnered sheaves, gath-
ered with humble, faithful teil of pe-
tient love, while the veices of many a
splendid ecrat.r who “taught in His
name” shall sink into a willd wail over
werthless stubble njected by the King
of the harvest.  Then perchanee,
Frep's rough tones shall soften to ever-
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lasting music, while the echoes of the
organ swell shall be but as “ sounding
brass or tinkling cymbal.”

Thoughts by the Way.
BX MES. MUNT-MORGAN.

The Ricer Purified.

There is a river, called the Rhone,
which flows in dark and muddy waves
into the Leautiful lake of Geneva ; but
there it Jeaves all the pollutions of its
waters and emerges pure and lovely as
the lake which has been the means of
so refining it.  Disciple of Jesus, art
thou not like thut river? DBy nature
thou art decply stained with sin; no
cumeliness is thine ; hut thou hast been
called by the Spirit of God to mnew-
ness of life, Ied to put thy trust in the
crucified Jesus who has made an atone-
ment for thee. ‘hou hast sought the
fountain opened for sin and unclean-
ness, and hathing there thouart washed,
thou art sametiticd. “The discolored
waters have become pure ; thy life is
appointed to flow on, thou knowest not
how long ; b it thy olject to keep the
waves of thy existence pure and un-
stained. It is good to see our Father's
love and teaching in carthly things,
and surely, much may be learned from
this well-known river. On one side,
there is the unsanciiinl nature; then,
the Saviour, the Fountain of Holiness;
then, the new nature, made like unto
His, a faint likeness ton often, butstill
a likeness.  Strive, ay, let all who bear
His name, strive in constant prayer for
the perfecting of that likeness.  Forget
not what thiun wast, the remembrance
may keep thee Intmble.  Look on Him
wheo has redeemed thee, and is making
thee meet to be a pariaker with the
saints in light. The past, the old
nature s gone, never fully to return;
but when any rising of its evilness
threatens to sully thy new life, oh fly
to the Strong for strength, and seek in
the sacrel fountain new purifying
pewer for thy soul, His gracs will
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make thee like a fertilizing stream,
flowing through the world, to turn a
dry land into fruitfulness, and a thirsty
land into springs of water. Try to
carry with thee the beauty of holiness,
wherever God guides thee ; and espe-
cially be mindful of the source whence
alone is drawn the newness of life—
All of evil in thee is thine own; all
that is holy belongs to Him who has
hought thee with His precivus blood
laying down his life as a ransom for
thine. Trust him with thine all. In
all thy ways acknowledge him, and he
shall direct thy paths.  So Hlow purely
on, thon streamn of Christian life, re-
fined in the sacred fenatain of Em-
manuel’s blood; flow on, until the
wcean, the full ocean of God's eternity
of love, receives thee into its bosum,
when death for thee shall be swallowed
up in vietory, ar 2 thy life shall be for
ever ome with that of thy God.

A Tittle More sbout the Xnglish
Dialects.

BY MRS. HUNT-XIORGAN.

The inhabitants of Devonshire are
remarkable for the rich, full tones of
their brogne, speaking with a sort of
luscious roll which suggests to the list-
ener sundry pleasant memories of the
delicious clotted cream and syllabub
for which the county is noted. The
most marked peculiarity of their speech
is their pronunciation of the letter v,
which is precisely thet of ths French
u, or the German ii. It has been
wickedly s:id by & wag belonging to
another courty that the Devonshire
peeple have axquired this delicate Little
acernt by precticing on the senfence :

“ As I was laking up at the mune, 1
fell into a ol (pool).

Tha Gurnish dialeet is perfectly in-
deseribble: to understand it is aax
aceomplishment in possession of very
few but the natives of Cornwall them-
selves,  Allied to the DBreton paieds,
derived from the old Saxoen, and tine-
tured by a slight spicc of Welsh, it
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furms a rare combination of diffiend-
ties. The arms of the Cornishmen,
however, are more intelligible than
their vocables, as the county is cele-
brated for its skilled wrestlers; and
the fists of these mighty men of valor
are by no means equivocal in meaning
when their weight falls on an antago-
nist.  They are peenlinrly attached o
their own county, and roam less fye-
quently than the denizens of any.ther
part of England.

In Wiltshire the peo"e have fewer
sppefndités in their dietion ; one, how-
ever, Is quite unigque. A womaa apol-
ogizing to a visitor for the untidy state
of lier house, will express regret that
that she 1s “in such a main caddle”
wad & weary housewife, worn cut by
the dumestic toils of the day, declares
herself to bhe *“dreadful caddled.” It
would Le vain to attempt the enume-
ration of the various uses to which the
word “caddle” is put. A dirty, disa-
areeable task is described as ¢ a caddlin’
jobs” the children, leclured on ting-
ness by the maternal parent, are ad-
monished not to “ caddle up the house ;”
and a farmer, at his wit’s end where to
find laborers enough at the press of the
harves fscason, is spoken of by his
eigiloyés as being “awful caddled how
to get in the crops.”

Travelling, as authors usually do
(metapihorically), by express, we find
ourselves in Yorkshire, the county of
proud independence and stern deter-
mination. The xesclute character of
the pemple is expressed in their vwn
saying that a Yerkshireman can carry
in his pocket for seven years a stone
meant for an enemy, and if no oppor-
tunity then offers of throwing the same
can turn it over and patiently carry
it another seven years.

The “Queen’s English” here becomes
racier and broader than ever. the peo-
ple regarding any southern softness of
speech with the utmost contempt.—
Without any fineness of sentiment or
polish of utterance there isyet a hearty
breadth of expression which favorably
impresses the visitor. The round, so-
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norous burr of the letier r is as far re-
moved as possible from the London
Dundweawy style. The mother of the
family, who, in Dorsetshire, is “my
wold coman,” and in Wiltshire “my
missus,” is here addressed by her hus-
band as “my lass;” while the wife
who elsewhero speaks of he lord as
“my wold man,” or “my master,” here
calls him “my lad.” A thoronghly
broken-down article of any kind 1s a
“Jamiger,” and nobody Is altered into
“nubbut.”

Lancashire vesembles Yorkshire in
the character and language of its pop-
ulation, but with a few di-tinctive
marks.  The people, somewlat less
stubborn, are more explosively tiery ;
and ihe tones are shocter, the words
being dttered in a vibrating, clipping
sort of way. Sending things to the
pawnbroker, which, in Londen, is
known as “sending to my uncle,” is
here expressed as the arficles being *“up
soof.” The word one, pronounced by
a Luacastrian, has a peeuliarly wide
sounl, being enunciated as if spelt
waen. )

To conclude: altheugh English la-
dies bave not yet securcd, in their own
right, the clerwcal privilege of having
their visiting-cards printed for ¢ The
Rev. Mrs.” Smith, Jones, or Robinson,
vet in the county of Northumberland
it is custmary among the middle
classes to send invitation-cards to the
wives of ministerial dignitaries, on
which these ladies are, in right of their
husbands, honored with the title of
“The Rev. Mrs.” Brown, Tomkins, or
Buall.

F¥ivira,
Or the Power of the Guspel. A Story
of the New Awakening in the Land
of the Cid. By Mrs. Hunt-Morgan.
Price $§1.25.

This book, just published in England,
has arrived per last mail, and is now

on sale.



WHAT WILL BE USEFUL,
‘What will be Useful.

Well, kind inquirers, in an estab-
Lishment like owrs, almest anything
will be usefcl. Do not refrain from
sending us what perhaps you may
fear would be regarded only as “rub-
bish.”  Send us your rubbish and sce
what we will do with it. We want a
saw and a few other carpenter’s tools,
for there are strong hands and deft fin-
gers here, and we understand the art
of making use of the fragments. We
want tables, iittle or big. We want
pieces of planking which will make
many a nice shelf or bracket. Towel-
racks and jugs; basons, either of ware
or tin. Pieces of stuff, white or col-
ored, which we could make into iable-
cloths or otfoman-covers ; strips of car-
pet o matting, flower-vases and flow-
ers, old picture-frames, all these we
shall find of great use; we necd the
frames very much, as we have several
good pictures wanting a setting. Ded-
steads and bedding are urgently re-
quired at the present season ; material
for covering or stuffing mattrasses and
pillows will be thankfully eccepted.—
If you have not all these things for us,
perhaps you have one picce of stuff, or
one article ; kindly remember ug, and
do your test for us, and be assured
that for every smallest help we shall
say and feel heartily

THANK YOU.

The .Donkey and the Bell,

The men of our Flag-ship Lave just
told us that when they were at Anti-
gua, they determined to establish a
Temperance Socicty there. IHaving
obtained a place of meeting, theirnext
proceeding was fo call fogether an aun-
dience ; and in order to accomplish this
they employed a poor fellow to act as
their erier, gun fem. As this official,
however, had the misfortune to be un-
able to walk, by reason of natural in-
firmity, a donkey was procured, and
with bell in hand, the crier perambu-
lated the streots on doukeyback, As
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will be eusily believed. this novel spec-
tacle attracted admiring crowds ; wedo
not know if donkeys are as rave in
Antigua as we have heen told they are
in Nova Scotia, buf, at any ite, the
men, the donkey, and the bell, alfo-
yethor, drew a good house, and & Tem-
perance Society is the result. Truly
times are not what they used o be.—
Who would patronize strong drink now,
when even donkeys give their sympa-
thies fo the cause of sobriety and right.
Long life to our gallant boys of the
Flagsisip, may they institute many
more Temperance Societies ; and may
they never want a donkay to proclaim
their mectings.

General's Inspection.

The Ist 60th King’s Royal Ritles,
and the 87th Royal Inish Fusiliers,
were inspected during the past month.
The Rifles were puf through the man-
uzl and firing exercises by Major Dun-
das, and acquitted themselves exceed-
ngly well, the whole answering to
every word of command as one man.
The battalion then breke into column
to the right for the march past; this
was also adinirably accomplished, es-
pecially the march pust in column of
grand division. The skivmishing was
also excellent, with the exception, per-
haps, that, considering the nature of
the gronad, we thought the supports
were moved too close up to the skir-
mishers.  On the whele, the inspection
of both regiments resulted in great
credit to the officers and the men.

Our Bible Class.

. ANSWERS TO QUESTIONS IN JUNE NO.

1. PaGiEL, prince of the Tribe in
the wilderness; SETHUR, one of the
spies who gathered the famous cluster
of Eshcol grapes ; Axxa, the propbet-
ess, who rejoiced on seeing the infant
Saviour braught into the temple.

II. Moses prayed that God would
stay bis band in punishing His rebel-
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lious people. Num. xi. 2. Hannarm
prayed that Ged would give her a son.
1 Sam. i. 10, 12, 27. Erissa prayed
that God would restore to life the Shu-
namite’s son. 2 Kings iv. 33-356.—
. JaBEz prayed for a blessing. 1 Chron.
iv. 10. Jonam prayed for deliverance.
Jonah ii. The CHRISTIANS prayed for
the deliverance of Peter from prison.
Acts xii.

1il. The meeting of Saul with two
servants of his"father. 1 Sam. x. 2.

IV. In Joshua ix. 14, 15; Gen.
xxxi. 54 ; Deat. xxiii. 4.

V. The Rechabites. Jer. xxxv. 16,
18, 19,

V1. Bee. xi. 6; Prov. x. 4, xzii. 29;
2 Thess. iil. 10, 12.

VII. Matt. vii. 7 ; James i. 5, 6, iv.
2, 8 ; John xvi. 243 Psalm 1. 15, cxlv.
18; Matt. v. 44, vi, 6-10, ix. 38;
Luke xviii. 1; 1 Thess, v. 17.

VIIL. No. See Rom. ix. 11; Gal.
it.16; Eph. ii. 95 2 Tlim.i. € ; Titus iii.5.

IX. The Athenians. Acts xvii. 22.

X. No. Matt. x. 39 ; John zii. 25 ;
Matt. xvi. 24; 1 Cor. vi.; Rom. xiv. 7.

Questions for July.

1. What proportion of their proper-
ty were the children of Isvael tanght
to consider consecrated to the Lord ?

II. In what country was Balaam's
farher a resident?

IIL. What was the ancient name of
Kirjath-jearim ?

IV. Who followed the Lord fully?

V. Who was greatly injured, and
brought injury on a whole kiugdom,
through preferring the counsels of young
men to those of persons of uore mature
judgment ?

VI. Are our alms to be paraded as
good works before men ?

VIIL Mention two instances of a
man's country being betrayed by his
speech.

VIII. Did the Apostles claim the
power of working miracles by their own
strength ?

IX. Is the duty of fasting a public
or private one?
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X. What was Paul commissioned to
do, above all other employments?

French ILessons.

COMPILED BY THE EDITOR.

LESSON XIT.

We heve now to consider, in a few
simple rules, the formation of the
plural of nouns.

RuLe IL—The plural is generally
formed by adding s to the singular
Examples:

Le roi, the king les rois, the kings.
L'orange, the orange;les  oranges, the
oranges.

Rute II.—Words in the singular
ending in &, «, z, remain unchanged in
the plural, but, of course, are used
with the plural forms of articles and
adjectives. Examples:

Le fils, the son;  les 1ils, the sons.
La voix, the voice ; les voiz, the voices.

Roze II1.—Words, whose singular
onds in au, cu, ou, form the plural by
adding . Examples :

Le bateau, the boat; lus bateauz, the
boats.
{es feux, thefires,

Le feu, the fire;

Rures IV.—Words ending in al,
atl, in the singular, change these ter-
minations into aux fur the plural.
Examples :

Le cheval, the horse; les cluraux, the
horses.

Le travail, the work ; les travaux, tho
works.

EXERCISE 14.

1. How many horses has your fath-
er's brother? 2. He has two horses,
but my father has six dogs. 3. How
many boats has the captain? 4. Our
captain has not one boat, but his bro-
ther has five boats. 5. How many
sans has your mother? (your mother has
she). 6. She has four sons. 7., Has
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the little boy eaten my oranges? 8.
He has not eaten my cakes. 9. How
many kings have you seen? 10. The

three kings are in the castles. 1.
The fires are not in the house. 12. T

have seen six apples upon a tree.

LESSON XV.

According to modern usage, the only
words ending in o, that form their
plural by adding 2, as in Rule IIL, are
~hou, cabbage; caillon, pebble; bjou,
jewel ; yenow, knee; khibow, owl; jou-
Jou, plaything ; and poy, a kind of in-

sect. All others simply add s.
VOCABULARY.

An engineer, Un ingénieur.
Among, Parmi.
Quite, Tout-2-fait.
Enough, Assez,
The study, L'étude.
Heard, Entendu.
To hear, Entendre.

EXERCISE 15.

1. Have the engineers finished their
works? 2. They have not yet finished
their works. 3. Where are your fath-
er's potatoes? 4. They are among the
apples in the kitchen. 5. Have you
heard the voices of yoursisters? 6. I
heard their voices yesterday. 7. Has
my son enough (of) bread? 8. Hehas
enough. 9. Have the caplain’s horses
cnough? (enough of horses). 10.
Where are the owls? 11. They have
taken my jewels. 12. Are the cabba-
fes in your garden?

LESSOX XVI.
VOCABULARY,

A lodger,  Un locataire.
Heavy, Louxd.

The linen, Le linge.

To wash, ILaver

A dish, Un plat.

To dish up, Mettre dans un plat.
A dishcloth, Une lavette.

A duster, Un torchon.
. The servant, La servante, (fem).
Mary, Marie.
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EXERCISE 16.

1. Has your mother another lodger ¢
2. Our lodger has 2 heavy table in his
room. 3. Has my servang washed her
dishes? 4. Mary, where is your dish-
cloth? 5. Itis on the table with my
dusters. 6. Have you dished up the
meat? 7. Have you put some pebbles
into my box? 8. Thaveseen two owls
on your house. 9. How many cabba-
ges have wescen? 10. 'Will you wash
my table? 11. The chair is heavy.
12. 1 have two oranges.

Financial Report
of the Soldiers’ and Sailors’ Home, 36
Brunswick Street, Halifax, N. S., from
May 20th to June 15th, 1876.

By Toe Ebitor.

Donations in money.

A 8aIlor ¥ eereneeieenirnieneierenann. $200
¢« A Military Friend "eeeeceneevcennns 17T 25
Found in the Home BoX.ieeeereenas 047
Change Refused......... ceeeresanntes 053

Totaleveereenrcsenenenns coennieeare. 820 25

Otner GiFTS.

% 4 Sailor,” Portraits of Sailors.

A Friendin the 60tk Lioyal Rifles, A
quilt.

Mrs. Seddle, A Bundle of Toilet-covers,
Antimacassars, and Doyleys.

M. O. Brider, Salisbury, England, A
Box of Books and Tracts.

Mr. and Mrs. Edward Simper, Salis-
bury, England, A Box of Blankets,
Sheets, Pillow-cases, and Towels.

“ 4 Friend,"” Bundle of Papers.

“ A Christian Friend," A Packet of

Tes, Sugar, and Coffee.
FExpenses of the Home.
OUIIOURRROn S B ¢
125 00
3 80
eeees . 100
Sundries....eeeeeecanes teeereaeranes e 150

TOAL.s-rvsrsssesssnnes s srseress §135 05

It will be seen that the expenses
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have heen more than two hundred
dollars in excess of the receipts. I had
planned a Lecture-tour for this month
and most of the next, but ill health
has compelled me to postpone this
effort for o short time. My presence
in the Home, with far more strength
than I possess, is much needed, too, at
this our busiest season, and Iappeal to
the Christians of Halifax to come for-
ward and aid this important work
which is being carried on in their
midst.

Out ¢f the thirty thousand of our
citizens, but few comparatively have
shown any interest in the eftort I am
making o benefit our honorable friends
in uniform. Of the funds which
have supported my work since its com-
mencement & year and a half ago, more
than two thirds have been the result of
liberality shown by the navy and army
themselves, and of my own hard work
by lectwring and by the sale of my
pamphlets.

The work grows in interest and has
been established long enough to enable
me to make this appeal with more con-
fidence than my former ones, siuce the
public have now had abundant oppor-
tunities of understanding both the
need, and the character of the work,

For want of sufficient funds, I have
felt obliged myself to engage in much
of the menial work of the Mission,
which has necessarily occupied the
precious time which I would fain have
spent in more directly spiritual labor,
and the pressure of these toils, added
in the literary and other work which
have crowded on me, have resulted in
a state of weakened health, which hin-
ders the advancement of that success
for which I have striven.

Yet, hard toil, or sickness, will
both be gladly welcomed, if only it
may please God through my weakness
to arouse a deeper interest in the hearts
of His people in this most interesting
enterprizo.

In concluding the Report for this
month, I therefore most earnestly en-
treat the prayers of Ged’s own chil-
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dren for the prosperity of this mission,
and T ask their help, that they will
put their prayers into practice.

To those who have aided me already
with so mueh kindness, I tender my
hearty thanks, and have often prayed
that the Lord will graciously return
them a hundred fold.

I have to acknowledge with grati-
tude the ready comrtesy and help re-
ceived from the Custom House Anthori-
ties, also from the proprietors cf the
Allan Line, and from Messrs. Cunard
& Co., with respect to presents sent from
England to the Home. And a word
specially from the Editor of ¢ Grand
Rounds.”

TO OUR SUBSCRIBERS.

Owing to the failure of my health, I
find it advisable to postpone the
next No. of the Magazine until the
first of October. Our circulation at
present is about 460 ; but in order to
pay all expenses I need 660 subscri-
bers, just two hundred more. Will
our old subscribers kindly try to obtain
new friends for us, as we on our
part will try for ourselves. The first
five numbers of “Grand Rounds”
may be obtained of me; and I hope
our united efforts will resultin the full
complement of subseribers when we
appear again on October 1st.

A Toyal Compliment.

Francis Bassampierre, & General of
the Swiss Guards in the service of
Louis XIII, was confined in the Bas-
tile for his caustic speeches. When,
after ten year's imprisonment, he was
liberated, Louis asked him his age, and
he reported himself to be no more than
fifty.

The king sceming surprized, Bassam-
pierre added :

“Sire, I deduct from my age ten
years passed in the Bastile, because I
did not employ them in your service.”
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MRS. HUNT-MORGAN'S NEW STORY: .

ELVIRA, THE SPANISII NUN : a Tale of the New Awakemng m the
Land of the Cid. 2.4~

Published by Elliot Stock, Paternoster Row, London. Price $1:56x For
Nova Scotia and the Dommlon, orders received by the Editor of “Grend

Rounds,” or any of the booksellers whose names appear on the cover of our
Magazine.

« I]l\'na ” has alveady appeared in serial form in the London and New York

WANTED,

TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS! for the purchase of the very suitable
property now used for the Soldiers’ and Sailors' Home, and for the enlargement
of the bmldm« TFriends sending donations will please intimate whether they
wish their (rlft to be funded for this object, or to be used for the current ex-
penses of the establishment. Gifts of farniture, blankets, tablecloths, and
Tousehold utensils of all kinds ave much needell. Address Ms. Huxr-Moreax,
Sorpiers’ AND SaiLors’ 1Iomg, 36 Bruxswick St Harnirax, N. S.

Means are also wqinrcd for the establishment of a “Sailors’ Rest,” for
Merchant Seamen, andl for the purchase of a Bethel Ship. Donations to be
sent to Mrs, Hunt-Morgan.

“All communications for the Editor must be sent in by the 15th of the month,
to ensure their being acknowledged in the next No. of the Magazine. The
Editor specially begs that her conespondents WILL NOT Write ¢ poetw ” if their
thoughts can by any possibility be expressed in prose.

Each subscriber may very materially assist the circalation of ¢ Grand
Rounds,” and consequently aid our work, by commending the Magazine to
friends, and by directing general attention to the notices on the cover.

Mrs. Morgan is at home to visitors every Monday, between the hours of 2
and 6 P. M., when she will be happy to give information concerning the
Lord’s work in her hands, to any of Iis people whose love to the Master may
prompt their interest in the matter.

Mrs. Hunt-Morgan ;ylll be happy to address Drawing-room meetings in the
private residences of any friends to her work, who might be disposed thus to
afford their more intimate ciele of acquantances an opportunity of hearing the
details of the undertaeking in which she is engaged ; at such assemblies, Mrs. .
Morgan would be wﬂlmg, after giving a general account of her mission, to reply
to S{lch questions concerning it as the interest felt by the guests nnaht suggest
to them. .



