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SASTE Vs ! s
EASTER. i __ Within threo days’ travel from New , of those standing thero are coloured, hill is selected, graded, plastered, and
UY MRS MARGARET E. BANGSTER. | York it is hardly possible to find so with a sprinkling of men well to-do that, presenting & larger aurfuce, is
25CTT of the dust and the darkness |cowplete & change in government, and English in appearance, while the, used for tho purpose. The water in

climate, seencry, and vegetation as Ber-, prosence of the British soldier suggesta ¢’agularly pure, and pleasant to the
Bougeon the lilies of Easter, muda offers. The voyage may or may , tho fact that this is ono of Englund'y, taste.
- Lamps with a taper of gold : not be pleasant, but is sure to be short. | wilitary stations. . The houses are rarely moro than ono
Whater than snow in the sunhght , The Guif Stream, which one is obliged, Weare anchored just opposite Front story in height. They aro almost in-
Purer than altar-fed flans, 10 crous, has un many natures a subdu-, Street, which, we learn, is the principal’ variably built entirely of tho Bermuda
They Woom round the feet of the Master, | jng eftect, and the sight of land is not, business street of the town. A Jung stone - walls, roofs, and chimneys,
_And ghine to the praise of His nawe generally unwelcome. The delight is shed-like structure stietchies alung the The stone is of a creamy white colrur
-+ <. |intensifed by the beauties which are, wharf, affording a comfurtable shelter, and so porous that it seoms as if it
Weak were our hearts when they luid Him yspread out on every hand. The won-, for men, buys, and barrels. Asweland, would crumble ina day. Todeed, it
Auay in the tomb of the rock, derful transparency of the water, the,no hackman vociferates. No man of it is 80 soft that it is genorally sawed

ve,i-lﬁg :l‘;f:r[fh:;{ {tf:;sl;(:‘nzo}::x; 'm ¢ tlock. " numerous islands, making new pictures‘ any calling vociferates in this latitude. out with a common handsaw.
) There are in all about ono hun-

Low tent the sad sky o'er the prison s o
. That earth, without Jesus, became dred)islands, though it is. usually
Hallelnia ¢ The Lord hath arisen, atated, that there are throe timos as

Beglory aud thanks to Mis name many. Not moro than sixteon or
‘ twenty aro inhabited, and of those
tho five largest are St. David's, 8t
George's, Bermuda proper, Souwer-
set, and Ireland. Thoy are about
fifteen 1niles in longth, and the
greatest breadth is about fivo milea.
Thero aro no mountuins, no rivers,
and 80, whilo they are without mag-
nificence in scenery, in w quist sort
of beauty they aro uniquo.

Thero are about ono hundred and
fifty miles of good hard rouds, which
are generully free from dust. The
scenery is exceedingly picturesque,
and changes continunlly. Now you
drive through wide stretches of
country, and the landscape bears a
striking resomblance to that of Caxg;
ada, then thruugh a narrow read,
with high walls of rock on aither
hand, on the sides of which the
maiden-bair fern grosin profusion,
and the road is so winding thst
every new view which bumsts sud-
denly upon you is u surpriso ; and
then thero are delightful glimpsexs
of the sea, with its many islandas.
Walls of stone extend slong the
roedside, and over them clamnber tho
morning-glory. the prickly-pear, and
night-blooming cereus. Beds of ger-
GarpEN SCENE.—COUNTRY VILLA, BERMTDA. aniums, which mock our hothouses

1o their profusion, grow wild.

THE BERMUDA ISLANDS. at every turn. the shifting lights on, The town is smull, not having pro- ' Hedges of _olcander line the roads or
L the bills. the flowers which hide the |bably moro than two thousand inhabi ; vorder cultivated patches ot land, pro-

: houses that peep out hers and there |tanta. It is laid out quite regularly, | tecting them from tho high winds
%YING about seven hundred | from their bowers, make np a scene as and is neither ugly nor indeed vory ~which at timex sweep over tho islands,

Up from the gloomn and the cold,

Three days did the grave-silence hold

im,
Three days was He hidden fromsight,
While the searner was proud in his
scorning,
Aund the faithless was lost in the
night.
Threedeys ! butull heaven for joyance !
While the hosts of the runsoined pro-
claim
The ,'i]mce of the love that redeemed
em

1!
And gt;thercd them home in His
nane.

Sweet lilics of Easter, ye chide us,
That still for our chenshed ones gone,
We weep in the shadvw of midnight,
And pot in the break of the dawn.
Our passionate pleading and yearning,
The hope of the exile \voulzf shame ;
For we know notour Lord in thegarden,
. Norturn though He calleth by ngme.

In tbelight of the Lord’s résurrection
His people ghould conquerors be ;

In the battle with cvil tnumphant,

From the teszor of death ever free.

‘We shall sleep in the dust and the

arkness :

* We ghall waken and sing to His

" pame

Who will bring us to life everlasting

By the path that, a victor, He came.

———

miles south-east of New York | rare as it is beautiful. Aund so, mak- . protty, but is interesting for its loca- :Tho profusion of flowers is wonderful,
is a group of islands whose|ing our way slowly throuzh tho tion and novelty.  Glancing at the and one can always have a bouquet
climate, scil, and picturesque | Iabyrinth of islands, a sudden turn white roofs, one's fimt thought is that for t.ho.gathunng. Tho wiater x; the
scenery render them especially intercst- | brings us into the pretty harbour of ‘there has been = fall of snow, but the regal timo for them. About Christ-
ingto us,and yet they are strangely | Hamilton, which is the capital and themomater sets him right on that mas the roses, magntficent in fxza,lmd
unfamiliar eren to most well-informed | principal town of Bermuda. point, and he learns that, in tho ab- : of groat variety, aro in all lbmrhg ory.
‘vreaders.  Speaking our own language,| Tho arrival of tho stcamer has heen senco of wells, all tho roofs ave plas- One gentlemnn assured mo that he had
and having tho samo origin, and re-| homalded by the customary signal—a tersd and kept very clean, that water ‘upward of one hundred md.ﬁf_‘y var-
cently associated with us in religious|flag from the Government House. is conducted thonce into tanks, from ietiva. Tho beauty and *gwty ‘3’
fellowship a5 forming a branch of the | The nows has heen telegraphed all over which it is drawn for uss. This for ' fowers are fully equalled by tho excel-
Methodist Church of Canada, the|the island, and the crowd of people on ordinary dwellings. Whero a large lenco and diversity of fruita, Orangee
pedple are bound to us by many ties|the wharf indieates the interest which supply is required; as about some of of supurior qugluy ure raised, thol;::;‘b
'of sympethy and interest. sttaches to our advent. The majority the encampments, the rocky alpps of a ' their culturv is not generul. 4




PLEASANT HOURS.

lemon grows wild,  The mango, guuva,
pupuw, pomegranate, fiz, arocada pear,
the costard apple, the busans, all
these fruitn grow 1eadily, and with
due effort would grow ubundantly.
Apples and pears wre rised, but luck
the flivonr  they possess  with us,
b Strawberries 1ipen from  November
till July.  Grupes grow luxuziantly.

In travelling through Bermuda une's
thoughtn continually vevert to Spain.
The namo of old Juan Bermudez, its
discoverer, has been beatowed upon
the islands, and it would seem us if
his  wpirie still flouts over them, so
thoroughly Spanish are the outward
characteristics ; and in no place is this
more marked than in the quaint old
town ot St. George's. "The harbour is
benutiful, and much more uccessible
than thut of Hamilton. The streets
are narrow- -mero laney in fact—across
which you cun shake hands with your
neighbour if so disposed, and they are
morcover sandy and disagreeable for
pedestriuns.  Hounses are huddled to-
gethor in the most miscellaneous man-
ner, and from ono perfumed with the
onion, with its unkempt and uninter-
esting-looking occupants bursting out
at the doors and windows, you cowme
pat upon a beautiful garden, with its
pretty Bermudian cottage, only to find
repotitions of the oxperience through-
out the town.

——— e —— e~
THE EASTER CROSS.
- CHRIST, whose erasx began to bloom
N With peaceful lilies lony ago,
Each year above Thy empty tomnb

More thack than Easter garlands glow.
O'er all the wounds of that aud stnfe,
Bright wreathes the siew, immortal hife.

‘The hands that once the erss upruised
All powerin heaven and earth doth £ill;
Of men desired, of angels praised,
Why sits He silent, waitig still
Alas ! 1 many a heart of pam
The Chnat is cruatied agam.

Low lies the world e died to save,
And feeln not vet her Easter momn

Stll holds the vietary of the grave
O'er all His brethren vounger-born.

Hie soul yet travan)s at their side,

Its long desire unsatishied.

Bad symbol of the deathly strn—

In resurteets n-light ey ealed
The sign of hope that eonguers pain,

Of jovs that sharpest rorrows vield—
Haul, thou the first that bearest flowers '—
The burden, not the grace, is ours,

And yet the cross s droppang lalu
May we nat cone s near, at Juat,
That all the grief shall shine with calm.
And beauty hide the ashen past ?
Oh, that our stone were rolled awav!
Oh, that our cruss could bloom to-day.

-

SIGXNS,

Waey 1 see a boy m haste to spend
every penuy as soon as he gets it, I
think it « aign that he will be a spend-
thrift.

When I seo » boy hoarding up his
pennies, and unwilling to part with
them for any good purpose, I think it
a sien that he will be a nnser,

When I see a boy always looking
out tor himself, and dishikiug to share
good things with others, I think 1t a
sign that hie will grow up a very sel-
fish person.

e of @O .

“ The heart of cluldhood 18 all gurth ;
We folic 1o nn“] frooq(.l o :
As freé aud blithe, a5 if on varth

Were no‘ench Yhing as woe”
Keble.

CHRISTMAS SHOES,

MAN numed Clave,
whohad been brought
very low through his
drinking habits, told
howhie hud reformed,
andwhatinduced him
to leave off his cvil
ways, Anud what do

you suppose led hiwm in the right wuy?

Why, simply a little pair of ved slip-

pers thut bore theimpress of little feet.

[is story is an affecting one, but too

long to give here in full, Suid le:

“1 remember well one Christmas-
time. It was s very cold, snowy seagon,
and often our children lad to stay in-
doors becnuse their clothes were not
warm enough for them to brave the
wenther in.  Jane came to me one
ovening us I stood looking hopelessly
into the darkness, und, slipping her
arm into wmine, as she used to do in the
dear old time, she snid: *George, could
you manage to zet poor Tottie a little
pair of shoes this week T She got out
in the snow in her old ones yesterday,
and cxune home with them sonked with
wet; nnd T find she has a dreadful cold
to- tay. 1 cunnot let her go out again
till she hus some better ones.’

“Just then Tottie came into Jho
rooni. She scemed to have a severe
cold ; ber eyes were red, and after
coughing violently for a fow moments,

ber breath sounded so wheezing that 1
telt alarmed. I took her up and kissed
her und then went out. I had three
and sixpence in my pocket which cer-
tainly hind no right there ; it ought to
have been in Jane’s.  Well, as I went

{ along I came to tho wine and spirit
{ stores that I was in the habit of visit-
’| ing every morning, but I could not get

Tottie out of my mind, so I passed
the stores and turned into the nearest

fairy-like slippers, blue, cronm-colouzed,
black, pink, and red, As it was Christ-
mas-time I choso & pair of red ones,und
put the tiny parcel into my pocket, and
then went and disposed of my last
shilling for drink.  Late in the after-
noon I went home and found June
hushinyg Totitie to sleep. At almost
every breath tho Jittle one gave ashort
cough, and sometimes broke into quite
a fit of coughing. Jane looked very
anxious as she held her close to her
bosom. . .

4« L.ook here, Tot,’ I said, drawing
the parcel from my pocket and throw-
ing it on o her lap.  She sat up and
with her little hot hands tore off the
paper und held the guy shoes to her
wother,

“¢Qh! pretty,’ she suid, und kissed
thom. ‘Put sem on Tottie's foots.’
Sho kissed mo for them, pressing my
faco between her hot, dimpled hands,
and, turning away wearily, settled her-
self to sleep.  Sho grow rupidly worse
during the next day, but would not
give up her slippers, and lay in the crib
with them hugged to her bosom. She
died on Christmus Day.”

After Tottie's death he grew worse
and worss, and even took from the
house bits of furniture which he sold
and spent the money for drink. When
the house had mot nearly empty be
went searching around one day and
found something carefully tied up in »
little black silk bag. On opening it ke
found Tottie's little slippers. If he had
not been drinking that day they would
have been suered in his eyes, but us it
was he tbrust then® into his pocket and

wentofl tothosaloon. There were many

shoe-shop, and was shown an array of

peopls at the bar, and he waited his
turn and asked for w dram.  But let
hiun tell his own storv: *The Jand.
lady stared at mo and raid: *I can’t
trust you any more. You must pay
what you owo already.’ *1nd 1 ask
you to trust mel’ rmd I, * Look here,
L aw going to pay you wath theso; they
will just fit your little girl.’ AndI
drew Tottie’s shoes from my pockot.

¢ <1 don't liko this sort of payment,
Clare. Besides," she added, picking up
one of tho shoes between hor finger
und thumb and looking at it scornfully,
‘I couldn't allow wy Minnio to wear
such common things ns theso; they uro
hor1ibly common.’

“ )y Tottie didn't think so, normy
poor wifo either,’ I thought. My face
grew bot, and T stared at her.

“+Oh! you needn't look ant me like
that, Clure, said the landlady., ¢The
fact is, 1 don't want unytbing to do
with you. Until you can pay your
debts I don't want to see vour face
heve. 1 like to have respectable people
come to my house.’

“ «Mrs, Smith, I was respectable,
before I came to your house,’ I said,
feeling half-choked with mortification
as I spoke ; ‘but I'd defy unybody to
frequent your house and give up what
I have given to you and remain
respectablolong.’ I could say no more,
so I put the shoes carefully back in my

t and walked out.

"I crossed over the rond and stood
in & doorway just opposite the brilliant
saloon. *What haven't I deposited
there?’ said I. ¢ Peace of mind, peace
of home, respectability, health and
strength, my children’s daily bread, my
wife’s happiness, and my character,
clotbes, chairs—and how can I enume-
rate all the things? And what havel
got in return?  Anguish of “mind,
these fow rags that will not protect
me from cold, u blasted home,a broken-
hearted wife and half-starved children,
an nceusing conscience, that torments
mwo unceasingly, a ruined soul! Yet
June talks of hope for me? 1 will talk
onco woro to her about it.””

Then he looked once more at Tottie's
shoes through his tear-filled eyes, and
hastened home, where he found hisg
wife crying over the loss of the shoes,
but whom he gladdened by returning
to her, and made her still more glad
by telling her his resolve never to
enter the saloon again. Of course
she helped him, and pruyed with him,
and years after when their home was
as bright and as pretty as could be,
yet the most sacred thing in the
house were the littlo Christmas shoes,

Sixty Cexts.—Sixty cents invested
in whiskoey in 1879 cost Fannin county
in time and money moroe than the rev-
snue arising from the whiskey traffic
for five years amounted to. Wae speak
of theinvestment muade by young Dean,
He shot Dan Coulter, and poor Dan
passed into tLe opirit land. Then the
McDonalds shot and killed Dean. For
this offence they wdre arrested, and
ufter continuing the case several times,
were tried and convicted of maoslaugh-
ter, »nd sentenced to t+ 3 punitentiary.
While in jail they were rescued by
their friends breaking open the jail and
liberating them. Taking it sltogether,
this sixty cents worth of whiskey kitled
two m-n, made one widow, caused two
men to be incarverated and kept in
jail, the whole racket costing the county
over 10,100,

MOTHERING DAY.

B ERTAIN observances of stated 1
holy days which were practised
. by our ancestors two or three
hundred years ago might bo revived |

by this genetation with wholesome
effect. Amony thesois the celebration

‘of Mothering Day, the fourth Sunday

in Lent, at which time it was formerly
tho custom in England for all children
to bring to their mother a littlo gift as
expressive of their love to her and
gratitude for all thut she had dune for
them,

Tho children who were men and
womeon, and had long left her side to
become themselves heuds of house-
holds, and fathers und mothers, were
especially called upon to return on
this day with their offerings; the
mother, in her turn, giving each a
peculiar cake called Simuel, a boiled
compound of dough, sugar, and raisins.

The idea seemed to be that the adult
man or woman returned gladly for one
day to the condition of childhood, and
came back to pay reverence and love
to the mother who had nursed him on
her knee.

The custom scems to us very beau-
tiful und sigoificant, In those early
days there was comparatively little for
men to read or to know; other coun-
tries, even counties, wore fur and
mysterious in their distance. Family
relations filled & larger space in life,
and were more important, than now.
Now, when science, books, newspapers,
railways, and telegraphs bring all the
world to our doors, we have too many
outside matters to occupy us to keep
up these homely observances.

And yet the memory of those old
days wus the most precious of a
mother’s possessions, The heart is
never so hungry for love or the tokens
of it as when it grows old.

THE DRUNKARD.

AVE you seen the drunkard
H reeling along the street with a
slouchy look and rum-red eyes !
He has spent all his wages for that
which is destroying his body, and
which will at last dumn his soul. He
is going home to make his wretched
fumily still more wretched. He isthe
servunt of a hard master; aund his
wages are rags, ruination, and re-
morse. His ;reward tor good service
in the ranks oRKing .AJo@pol is bruises
and & broken h¥ad.

Yes, no doubd, yoy/'have seen him.

Every boy hus o Urunkard stag-
ger past for neark every town and
village in the lapil Yhas its drunkards.

that you have,
and all that
once, like yo
8 thought in'their pureisouls of grow-

ing up in? the most debasing of all
God's creatures, drunkards,

There was & time in the life of each
when he took the first dram 3 and this
was the very time when he crossed the
duogerline and went over into the
enemy’s country. How much better
it would have been if they each had
seen the danger right then and there,
and beat & husty tetrest over into the
runks of the cold-water army, where
they would have beun safe,

There is no safety for a boy wio
does not want to become a swaggenng
sot but in the total-abstinence plan.
This is the Bible plan: “ Touch not,
taste not, hundle not the unclexn

thing.”




PLEASANT HOURS.

AN EASTER EVENING THOUGHUT.
BY CHARLES WILLIAM BUTLEL,

VHERE is a thought to charm me,

2Tl the race of life bo run

"T7s the thought of a quict houschold,
Aund the battle of lite well won.

And the thought of a quiet eveming
At home, and the evening rong ,

And the thought of the gentle Spirit
That watches the household throny.

Better than distant Ophir,
Orits gifts from golden sands,
Is the blessing of the full heart
Aud the clasping of the hands.

Aud the free and the bountiful giviug
Of the gifts we shed abroad,

[s the joy of'the truest living
In the Leautiful life of God.

There is nothing like the serving
Of life to its golden ends ;
And po such pleasant musio
As that from the hearts of friends !

There i3 never a glorious Spirit,
But it crowns us all to see :

There is in it the gentlest whisper
Of a beautiful world to be.

'Tis in the earth’s pure houschold
That endless lives are born,

And out of our Lord’s own childhood,
Creation's Enster morn !

A YOUTHFUL DISCIPLE.
URING last summer a beauti-
Iﬂ ful little boy, the son of the

Rev. Francis Moon, Wesleyan

Missionary at the Babamas
Islands, West Indies, attended the
Metropolitan Church Sunday-school
in Toronto, and was 2 member of the
infant-cluss. His mamma was visiting
Canada for her health, and the mem-
bers of thie school will remember being
addressed one Sunday by the Rev,
F. W. Moon, an older brother of little
Willis, who was also a Missionary in
the West Indies. The dear little boy
bemme u great favourite, but he was
not destined to remain long in this
world, yet long enough to illustrate
the words ot Scripture, that * out of
the mouths of babes and sucklings
God bath perfected praise.” The
following is the touching account by
the sorrowing futher of the lust days
of little Willie :—

“ William James Werch Moon, was
born in Nassau, New Providence,
Bahamas, on July 26th, 1875. He
was & bright and active child—a gene-
ral favourite with old and young, and
intelligent beyond his years. \When
very young, he was taken by his sister
to the Sabbath-school, and throughout
life :vinced the greatest attachment to
it. His greatest pleusure during the
last year of his life, was to distribute
tracts amongst the families residin
in the neighbourhood of the Mission
House, and this he continued to do
until the last. During the year 1881
he spent & few months in Canada with
his mamma who had gone thither in
search of health. He returned home
in November, and at once resumed bis
attendance upon the Sabbath-school
and his loved work of distributing
tracts. His childish years gave pro-
mise of life-long devotion to the service
of the Master, and* we cherished the
hope that a career of much usefulness
lay before him.

“It is not for us to eulogize the dead
or to make unwarrantable statements
about the young and beautiful life of
which we bave been bereft. We
wauld not convey the idea that Willie

| V.

but there wero trnits in his character
somo Divine influence which beautiied
gpared—have adorned his riper yenrs,

and loving disposition. His conscivuce
was very tender. e abhorred nny-
thing like dishonesty. He cherished
great regard for the Sabbath, and his
custom was, on the Saturday to put
away his playthings with the rewark :
—tTo-morrow will be Sunday.’

* His love for the Subbath-school was
strong and ardent. Novor was he to
be absent when it was possible for him
to uttend. His delight was to hear of
the Saviour and His love. On Decew-
ber 25th he said to bis mamma:—
‘Mamma, I do wish | had a Christmas
present for Jesus.” She replied: * The
best present my little boy can give the
Saviour is himself, his whole heart.’
He said, ‘T try to do so, mamma. X
do want to be good like Jesus.” The
Holy Spirit had rendered his heart
very soft'and tender, and for the last
two or threo weeks of his life his spirit
was enminently devout and thoughtful.
We seemed to be justified in antici-
pating in his case a course of long
and loving service in the Master's
cause, hut the Lord decided otherwise
and early removed him to the better
world.

“On January 1st,the last Sabbatiehe
spent on earth, he attended school
twice, was present at the public service
in the morning, and the annual
Covenant service in the afternoon.
His youngheart was deeply interested
in and affected by these services, and
he joined heartily in the singing. All
day Monday he scewed to be in per-
fect health, and full of life and spirit,
but on going to bed at vight he com-
plained of feeling sick, und very early
next morning we called in the doctor.
The disease proved to be yellow fever
of the severest type, and bafiled ull the
means used to subdue it. On the
second day of his illness his mamma
asked him if she should sing for him.
He said, ¢Yes, mamma.! She then
asked him if it should be—

¢ Jesus loves mie, this T know.’

*No,’ said he, *let us sing’:—

¢To the work' to the work' we are servants of
3Od,

‘Let us follow the path our Master has trod ;

With the bahn of His counsel our strength to
renew,

Let us do with our might what our lauds
find to do.”

Of this hymn he was very fond, and
though the fever was draining away

g | his life, and his voice was wesk and

trembling he joined most heartily in
the chorug:

‘Toiling on, tothing on,
Let us hope and trust,
Let us watch and pray,
And labour till the Mastercomes.’

The dear c¢hild had not long to toil.
His working day was short. Tho
voyage of life was soon over, and he
was * Safe in the arms of Jesus." On
Thursday be became much worse,
gearcely recognizing his parents, but
on the Saviour's name being men-
tioned a smile of great sweetness passed
over his countenance. That name

ssessed a charm for him though sink-
ing beneath the power of disease. Not-
withstanding all the efforts made to

was altogether perfect.  He was, like lmwo him, he grew worse, and on'tho harvest , and after him Satunday
other children, full of life and fun, | Friday afternoon about threo o'clock, | is nawed.

expired. On Saturday morning his

and conduct which gave promise that | remuins were interred i the Wesley | can look up to the great coear of

Chapel Yard. Ho died January 6th,

his child-life would -had he been [ 1882, aged mix years and six months.” | the moon, the wind and the thunder,

The following verses on his death

Ho wus bleased with a most aminble y wero written by has littlo sister, Manne, Lord God Almighty.”  And, hest of

who 18 horself unly twelve yoara old.

One little bey was wanting
To swell the choir above,

Qg Jesus took our Willie,
Dear object of our love.

We can't tell hew we e Inn,
Our sorrow is sv great ;

Our darling littic angel
Awaits us at the gate.

Our home is very lonely,
\Without our precions boy,

The merry, laughing Willie,
Full of life, and love, and juy.

His little chair is vacant,
How empty seems his room,
Tho voice that used to clicer us,
Lies silent in thetomb.

THE DAYS OF THE WEEK.

Our forefathors
ever so far back,
? & beforo the mission-
qlesk aries brought the
i knowledge of God
= and his Son Jesus
Christ to England. England was onco
pagan, she worshipped severnl Gods
The days of the week are named after
the old English gods and goddesses;
for the people kept time by weeks, ns
the Jews did. Let us sce how the
names cawe about.

They saw the sun. What is more
beautiful tlan the sun?  The sun gives
light and heat. Al living things grow
and thrive under his brightness and
warmth. Tho sun must surely be a
god. So they worshipped the suv,and
called the first day of the week Sunday.
Next the moon. Nothing except
tho sun is so beautiful as tho moon ;
and so they worshipped the moon, and
Monday was named in honocur of her,
Tuesday was named after Tuisco,
their god of strife and war.

Then the wind , what mighty things
it did, and yet nobody saw it. It was
always moving and nobody knew how
They said it wag a spirit, and they
called him Woden, the Mover, the
Inspirer, and named Wednesday after
him.

Thore was thunder. Thunder must
be a god too, und they called him
Thor. The dark thundercloud was
Thor's frowning eyebrow, and the
lightning was Thor’s hammer splitting
the trees and rocks. They said, too,
that he drove away the winter cold
and melted the ice. They loved him
for doing so, and Thursday was named
after him.

Spring was a goddess ; for does she
not make everything beautiful after
the dreary winter? The flowers blos-
som and the birds bLuild their uvests,
and everybody is happy. She was
called Friggs, the Free One, the Cheer-
ful One, und Friday was named after

her.

Then came the harvest. How won
derful was it, and is it, that the corn,
and the wheat, which are put into the
ground and die, should rise again and
grow and ripen into golden corn and
waving harvests? This must surely
bo the work of some kind apirit who
loves people, they thought, and they
called bhim Scwcter, the Setter, the
Planter, the God of the seed-field and

How much more do e know?! Wa
them all, and exclanm, ** The sun and

spring and autumn, are thy works, ©

—— e d— ——— ——————

all, Josus tlin ua that he o " om
Father in henven,” loving us very
much, and caring for us every moment
s e s @ AP B B e =
‘00 HIGH.
AR HE Church and School, containg
alled lowing letter :—

“«Dear Mi. Prreacugr,—Wan you
aver a littlo bor1 Don’t you ‘member
how tired you were in churchl Won't
you plense say something little boys
can understand. Thon I cun keep
littlo boys' heads.— Yours truly,

“Jonssy.”

Whether “Johuny " wrote theletter
of boys, and girls too, that think about
tho preachers just what ** Johuny's
letter says. They talk too high. Their
too big for young folks. Wo wonder
how many of our young readers have
been wishing that the preacher would
and be kept awake. If any of you
have ever wished 80, won't you plense
write to us about it
school superintendent, or your teacher
tulks too high for you. They may be
looking away above your heads, and
you. Ask them to come down a litile
with their talk nod muke it 80 plun
that you ean understand thom.—X. &,

of our lives,
aa illustration with the fol.
how your feet didn’t touch the floor, snd
awake. The pulpit is too far nbove
or not, we believe thero are hundreds
words and their flowery sentences are
tulk 8o that they might understand him,
It may be, too, that your Sunday-
talking to peoplo that are taller than
Messenger.

A TOUCHING INCIDENT.
T/At BOY about eleven years of
TaX

age, acripple by paralysis from

infuncy, wns being carried by
his mother from the cars to tho ferry
atJersey City.  Justas they wereleas
ing the tmin, a quiet, unassuming
gentleman came to thow, saying, * That
boy seems too heavy u burden for you,
will you allow me to carry him 1°  The
mother assented, and the little fellow
put his arm about the steanger's neck,
and was carried to the boat and placed
carefully in a good seat, and there left
with his motber untii the boat had
crossed, when the gentleman returned
to his charge, and with a smile that
lingers still upon the memory, and
kind words that soothed and comforted,
carried the boyto tho waiting-rvom in
the New York depot, where,on being as-
sured hecould beof nofurther assistance,
he bade the boy good bye nnd left him,
speaking cordiully as he passed out to
an elderly gentleman, who was just
entering. The gratcful boy beckoned
to this elderly gentleman and asked,
“Can you give me tho name of the
gentleman to whom you just spokel”
« That, is Bishop Juncs, of tho Method-
ist Episcopal Church.” That boy had
never been taught to venerato Mcthod-
ists or Methodisin, but front that hour
was often heard to sxy he knew at
least one good man who was a Method-
ist. His limbs never received tho
coveted strength, Lut God cunverted
his soul, and gave him abundant grace
to bear bis afiliction.— From “ Life of |

—— ———————  a—

Bishop Jares,” by Dr, U. B. Ridyarvay.
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EASTER.
IY MR8, JULIA WARD NOWE,

gEAlR Enater is the crown of apring,
: When winter folda lus icy wing,
And hurries away bike o bnmshed king.

:l'hcy sather the flowers ae rich amd rare,
Nu v tring the altara, atnd o et spnte, |
And the women paton their garmontsta

To greet the glary of woul and sense,
When sature, striggehing from long defend,
Walka furth m a rich magailicence

And out of the old-tume doubt and fear,
lake n guide with a votee of holy cheer,
The dear Chnst tells us that God is near.

Better than lowery wreath and crown,

Than feathered bonnet and sitken gown,

Is the heart that lays ats own hardness
down,—

The heart that, grieving for sin and pride,

Feels the bright hope-angel near its side,

And thrills with the promise for which
Chlirist dicd,
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Pleasant Bours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLKS:
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, M.A., Editor.

TORONTO, APRIL 8, 1882,

EASTER DAY.

Y. N Easter morning, in primi-
tive times, Christians sal-
uted each other with an
impressiveformula. “Christ
is risen!” exclaimed one.
“Christ is risen, indeed,”
replied the brother suluted,
“and hath appeared unto

Simon.”

This beautiful custom is retained in
the Greek Church. In Russia one
may still hear these words, which reeall
the morning when the surprised dis-
ciples first listened to tho joyful
tidings.

There will also be joyfulness
throughout Christendom, next Sunday,
for it will be the anniversary of our
Lord’s resurrcction, Churches will
glow with flowers and vibrate with
carol and jubilate. Paschal eggs,
dyed in the sacred red, or violet, or
blue, will be exchanged by thousands
of youth. So Christians did centuries
ago, using the Pasch, as the egg was
called, to aymbolize life bursting the
bonds of the sepulchre,

Until the Council of Nice, A.D.
325, there was a diffurence of opinion,
as to when, not as to wAy, Easter
should be celebrated. The ocouncil
decided that the great feast should be

observed upon one and the same day.
It fixed the 2ay as the first Sunday

| -

after the full noon which happens
upon or next after tho 21st day
of March, tho vernal equinox.
If the full moon happens upon s
Sunday, the festival is to be ob-
served the Sunday after.

Enster iv, therefore, a movable
feast, hut the event which it com-
memorntes s & tixed fact of his
tory. It is also a fundamentul
fuct of Christianity., For ho who
denies the literal resurrection of
the human body of Jesus Christ
should, to bo logically consistent,
deny the verity of the Christian
roligion,

The Apostles bused their up-
peals to Jews and Gentiles to
becomo Christians upon this fact.
Tbey were plain men, accustomed
to observe facts, though slow to
apprehend doctrines. Thoy spesk
as sober-minded witnesscs testity-
ing to what they know,

“We affirm,” they say in sub-
stance,  that after Jesus of Naz-
areth had died and been buried,
He appeared to us on several
different occasions. Wo could not
have been deceived, for we saw Him,

with Him, and ate with Him.
obeyed His commands and saw Him
perform a miracle. We met Him by
sppointment, and heard Him bid us go
and make disciples of all nations. We,
with our own eyes, in broad daylight,
saw Him ascend into heaven,”

Their evidence cannot be rejected
on the ground that they were deceived,
by sceing only a vision. A vision is
not handled, nor does it eat or work a
miracle. The slternative is to believe
their testimony, or to reject it as the
falsehood of wilful impostors. That
supposition is demolished by the char-
acter of the Apostles, by their zeal,
their success, and their fate.

Thoy were lhonest men whom the
death of their leader had disheartened
and scattered. Thoy did not expect
to sece Him aguin on earth, Their
cause was lost, so they thought, when
they saw their dead Lord buried.

But their senses forced them, in
spito of their despair and their skepti-
cism, to confess that they saw Jesus in
His own body. The sight gathered
them again in one band, and filled
them with enthusiasm for the *lost
cause.”

They went everywhere testifying
that Christ had risen trom the dead,
and that they had seen Him. In all
places and at all times they witnessed
to this fuct. In prisors and in courts,
before the people who derided them as
fanatics, and before the rulers who
cursed them as fools, they asserted that
they knew their blessed Lord had
risen from the dead.

They sealed their testimony with
their blood, aund the fact they pro-
claimed revolutionized the world.
‘Wero they martyrs to alie? Did a
falsehood change the history of the
world?* Is the Clristian church, the
most practical and powerful benevolent

founded upon an imposture ?

In all the trustworthy facts of his-
tory, there is not one more certain
than the fact that Jesus of Nazareth
rose from tho dead with the same body
which was laid in the tomb of Joseph
of Arimathea.

On Easter morning, therefore, the
Christian church atands by an empty

StreET 1N HaMirToN, BERMODA.—(See First Page.)

-

the open tomb. * His body ¢s there,”
and it sweeps its right hand towards

touched Him, handled Him, spoke|heaven, as jubilant voices cbant,
We,

* Now is Christ risen from the dead,
and become the firstfruits of them
that slept.”—XYoutl's Companion.

g

“THE RESURRECTION.”

£ T has been remsarked that the
k* most eager opposers of the
Bible are those who know
. least about it. The story of
v two brilliant men who un-
dertook to cast scorn upon
the New Testament, and
ended by becoming its de-
fenders, is one of the best illustrations
of the effect of thoroughly studying
the Word of God.

Lord Lyttleton and Gilbert West,
both men of influence, but skeptical
with regard to Christianity, once made
an agreement that each should write &
criticism dn some New Testament
miracle, showing its ¢ absurdity,” and
holding it up to ridicule. Gilbert
West chose' the resurrection of Christ.
He obtained a Bible, and went care-
fully through the four accounts of the
death of Christ and His burial—and
of the wonderful sequel, which he was
to explain away.

How.should he shape his attack on
this story of the resurrection? was his
first thought. Should he insinuate
“ pious fraud,” * fictions of blind de-
votion,” ‘& superstitious mistake,”
¢ Mary Magdalen's imagination"—
what? The wore he thought about it,
the more the difficulties grew.

Again he studied the events of that
Friday's closing scens; the sealed
stone, and the Roman guard; the
mysterious opening of the watched
sepulchre ; the incidents and swift sur-
prises of that first-day’s dawn; the
meetings, the doubts, the recognitiuns
of that memorable Sunday—the whole
record, to the ascension from Mount

institution earth has ever possessed,{Olivet. Biographers end their books

with the death of their hero ; but here
he found the writers had all added a
chapter, telling what happened after-

wards, 'Was there a parallel case any-
whero?

He w=xs not satisfied. He turned
back to .the beginning, and read the
life of Jesus. When he reached the
resurrection story again, he began to

sepulchre and gazes into heaven. * His

body was there,” it says, pointing to

fear that he was attempting too much.
How could he destroy the story?

YWhat sort of man must he have been
of whom such a story could be told!
Did not a great life and character
deserve a great event? Could any
common reality explain 80 grand sn
idea, that grew with the centuries, and
made a living worship in the hearts of
millions?

Still unsatisfied, he reviewed the
Gospels. His references led him back

to the prophecies, and he put the Old |

and New Testaments together, reading
the Epistles, and discovering with
what strange power the resurrection
pervaded Christian precept and Chris
tian life,

He began to feel its fnfluence on
himself, When he finally commenced
his treatise, he was a different man,
Better acquaintance with his subject
had changed him from a hostile critic
to a loving advocate. He wrote with
increasing light breaking into his mind
and glowing under his pen. His work
was & triumph, but not at all of the
kind he had first intended. It is, in
fuct, one of the best commentaries we
have on the glorious event which
Easter Day commemorates.

Lord Lyttleton, who chose the “Con-
veraion of St. Paul ” for his subject of
ridicule, had an experience very similsr,
and the result of his first honest study
of the Scriptures was the same,

Lyttleton on Paul’s Conversion, and
‘West, on the Resurrection, are stan-
dard books that will al #avs be thought
of together—the monument of two
men who were skeptics when they
began their work, and believers when
they performed and-finished it

LETTER FROM Mz. CROSBY.

My pxar Mr. Witnrow,—Would
you be kind enough to put in your
paper an account of a subscriptiou to-
wards our Mission-boat at Simpson.
A little boy heard about the proposed
boat, 80 he said to his father, ¢ Papa,
I will send Mr. Crosby all thatisin
my bank, 20 it was sent on (30 cents),
thirty centa, I told about this at one
place and afterwards I found that six
little girls bad 4joined together and
were sewing. They told me they were
going to work as a little Missionary
Society for the Mission-boat, at Port
Simpson., Now, if all the children
would get to work like this we should
get a boat, 80 we might be saved from
mwuch of the hard work of paddling.

Ycars truly, T. Crossy.
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RELIGIOUS LITERATURE. A QUEEN'S GRATITUDE FOR
PYRT is very gatifying to find that A NATIOX S_ LOVE.
the efforts of the Mothodist Tt Queen has written to the Sec.
'l Church of Canada to provide retary of State for the Homo Depart-
sound religious literature for the people , ment, that she wishes, befove she leaves
aro 5o highly appreciated. We have  England, to express from her heart how
had many warm expressions of approval deeply she is touched by the outburst
of the improvement in our Sunday-,of enthusiastic loyalty, affection, und
school literature. The Methodist Maga-, devotion which the painful event of the
ste has alzo won very high commendu- , 2ad inst. called forth from all classes
tion, both at home and abroad. We and from all parts of her vast empire,
take tho liberty to quote part of one  us well as by the universal sympathy
such commendation from a gentleman |evinced by the sovereigns and people
who occupies a distinguished educa.;of other nations. The Queen cannot
tional position, but with whom we have ,sufliciently express how deeply she i
not the pleasure of being persouslly gratified hy these demonstrations. She

acquainted : —

“I can assure you,” he says, “ that |
| we fully appreciate ths efforts you are|
putting forth to supply the people of
this Dominion, and particularly the
Methodist portion of it, with a Magazine
possessed of real literary merit, and |
pervaded by a pure and high religious
tone. In these days when so wany of
our young people are having their
minds poisoned, and their religious
feelings deiidened, by reading publica-
tions of doubtful orthodoxy, and thinly |
disguised sceptical tendencies, itis very |
aratifying to find your Maguazine stand-
ing firmly by the grand old truths of
the Gospel. T have found this Magazine
an invaluable assistant in the education |
of wy family, by cultivating in the ’
younger members a love for veading, !
and at the same time indelibly impres. *
sing upon their minds the great funda- |
mental truths of our common Chris-.
tianity, I am strongly in sympathy
with the object you have in view. We ‘
are anticipating a pleasant time from |
the monthly visits of your Magazine,
and trust that it will surely work its
way into every Methodist, and, I may l
say, Christian, family in the land.” :

The April number is a special Ryer- !
son wemorial number. Tt contains Dr.
Ryerson’s own account of his early life, |
of his banishment from his father's’
bouse because he joined the Methodists, !
and his subsequent carcer till he becameo !
a Methodigt preachor. Also a sketch!
of his publie life, by Dr. Hodgins, his |
colleague in office for thirty years, with !
a good portrait, and other memorial
articles,

Will not our readers kindly give!
their patronage to thischeapand hand-!
some ilustrated Magazine, only $1 for'

%ix months, l

wishes to convey toall, from the highest
to the humblest, her warmest and most
heartfelt thanks. The Queen says it
has ever been her greatest object to do
all she can for her subjects, to uphold
the honour and glory of her dear coun-
try, as well as to promote the prosperity
and happiness of those over whom she
bas reigned 8o long. ‘T'hese efforts will
be coutinued unceasingly to the last
hour of her life. The Queen thanks
God that He apared her beloved child,
who is her constant and devoted con-
panion, and those who were with her
in the mowment of dunger as well as her-
self. She prays He will continue to'
protect her for her people’s sake as He
has hitherto so visibly protected her.

THE BOYS WE NEED.

VRERE'S to the boy who's not afmid
‘To do his share of work ;
Who never is by toil dismayed, »
And never tries to shirk,

The boy whose hieart is brave to meet
The lions in the way ;

Who's not discouraged by defeat,
But tries another day.

The boy who always means to do
The very best he can ;
o always keeps the right in view,
And aims to be a man.

Such boys as these will grow to be
The men whose hands will guide

The future of our land ; and we
Shall speak their names with pride.

All honour to the boy who is
A man at beart, I say ;

Whose legend on hisshield is this :
“ Right always wins the day.”

E. E. Rexford.

YT
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STORIES FROM CANADIAN HISTORY.
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QUKENSTUN NKIGHTS.

BOUT sevon
unlea from tho
motuth of the
Nugara River,
e hold ercarp-

LNy ment of rock,

an old lIake
wargin, runs

% ncrossthecoun-
' try fromn cust
to wegt, At a
height of about

red feet above

Through this, the river, in
the conrre of ages, has worn

O a deep and gloomy gorge.
At the foot of the cliff and on its
lower slopes, nestled on the western
sido the hamlet of Queenston and on
the eastern the American village of
Lewiston. On the Cunadian sido,
whero the ascent of the hill was more
abrupt, it was overcomo by a road that
by « series of sharp zigzags gained the
tableland at the top.  Halfway up the
height was a battery mounting an
18-pound gun, and munned by twelve
men, and on tho bank of the river,
some distance bLelow the village, was
another mounting a 24-pound carron-
ade. On either side of the rocky pass
from which the river flows, the spiry
spruces and cedars with twisted roots
grapple with tho rocks and cling to
the steep slopes.

The river emerges from the narrow
gorge, a dark and tortured stream,
For seven miles since its plunge over
the great cataract, it has been con-
vulaed by raging rapids and rugged
rocks and by a whirlpool, As it here
glides out into a wider channel, it
bears the evidonces of its tumultuous
course in the resistloss sweep of its
waters and tho dangerous eddies and
‘““boilers ” by which its dark surface
is disturbed. At this point is a
favourite fishing-ground. The schools
of herring attempting to asoend the
river are here unable to overcome the
swiftness of the current and are caught
in large quantities by the rude seines
and nets of the neighbouring fisher-
men. & waggon-load sometimes being
caught in a fow hours. As the schools
ot fish at the fall of the year were
running finely, the fishermen of the
villages on each side of tho river were
eagerly engsged in securing their finny
harvest, on which much of their winter
food supply depended. As this was &
mutual necessity, each party, by a
tacit consent, wus allowed to ply this
peaceful avocation, for the most part,
undisturbed.

For the defenco of the whole frontier
of thirty-four miles from Fort Erie to
Fort George, Brock had only some
fifteen hundred men, of whom at least
one-half were militiamen and Indians,
On the American side of the river, a
foroe of over six thousand regulars and
militia were assembled for the invasion
of Cunadr. These were distributed
along the river from Fort Niagara to
Buffalo, Brock was compelled, there-
fore, still further to wesken his already

¢ This aketch is taken from a volume by
the Editor, entitled, ** Neville Trueinah, the
l‘;t;gecr Preacher—a story of the War of
1812, pp. 244, price 75 cents. W, Briggs,
Tor;;:to, Publi.n 1et. '

scanty force by being on the alert at
all points, us ho kunw not at which
ono the nttack would bo made. Con.
scquently there wero only some threo
hundred wen, mostly militia, quarterod
at Queenaton at tho fume of which we
write,. ‘They were lilleted at the inn
and houses of the villagn and m tho
nerghhouring farmhouses and barna,

Tho worming of the thirtecnth of
October, 1812 ever mewomble in the
annnls of Canwmla, broke cold wnd
stormy.  Low-hung clouds manthd
the wky and mude tho lute dawn later
siill, and cast still durker uhudovu‘; on
the sombro clumps of spruce nnd pines
that clothed the sides of the gorge, aud
on the sullen water that flowed be-
tween. A couplo of fishermen of the
neighbourhood wha were serving in
the militia had been permitted by the
officer in commaud to attend to their
scines, with orders to keep # sharp
look-out at tho xamo time, and to bo
roady at an instant’s snmmouns to join
the ranks. A« tho schools of herring
wers in full Fap, they had remained
all night in the little bothie or hut,
made of spruce boughs, down at the
water-side, that they might at the
enrliest dawn draw the r seine and tet
it again unmplested by the struy shots
from the opposite side, which, notwith
standing the truce, had of late occa-
sionally being fired. At the same
season of the yeur, tho aume operation
can still bo witnessed at the wsame
place—tho narrow ledgs bencath the
chiff, along the river-bank, especially
near tho abutment of the broken Sus-
pension Bridge,

Tho elder of the two nien was a
sturdy Welshman—Jonas Evans by
name—a Methodist of tha Lady Hunt-
ingdon connexion. ‘The other, Jim
Larkins, was Cansdian born, the son
of “a neighbourirg furmer.  About
four o'clock in tho mworning they
ererged from their spruco booth und
began hauling with their 1ude windlnes
upon the seine, heawily luden with
fish.

« Hark 1" exclaimed Jonus to his
companion, * what noise is that 3' I
thought I heard the splash of oars.”

« Xt in only the wash of the waves
upon the shore or the sough of the
wind atnong the pines. You're likely
to hear nothing else this time o’ day,
or o’ night rather.”

“There it is again,” said tho old
man, peering into the darkneas. *“’And
I'm sure I heard the sound o' vaices
on the river. Seo there!” ho ex-
claimed ns a long durk object veny
descried amid the gloom. * There is
a boat, and there behind it is another;
and X douht no ro are_ still othem
behind. Run, ¥im, call out the guard,
The Lord hath placed us hare to con-
found the devices of tho enemy.”

Snatching from the booth his trusty
Brown Bess musket, without waiting
to challenge, for he well know that this
was the vanguard of the threatened
invasion, he fired at the boat, more for
the purpose of giving the alarm than
in the expectation of inflicting any
damage on the moving ohject in the
ancertain light.

The sound of the musket shot echoed
and re-echoed between the rocky cliffs,
and vepeated in loud reverberations
its thrilling sound of warning.

“ We arc discovered,” exzlaimed tko
steersman of the foremost bout, with &
brutal oath. ¢ 8pring to your oarw,
lads! Wo must gain a footing hefore
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the guard turns out or it's all up with
us, Pull for your lives}"

No longer rowing cautiously with
muflled oars, but with loud shouts and
fuirly churning the wmurfuce of the
water into foam, they made the boat—
& large {lat-hottomed barge—bound
throngh the waves, Another and an-
othor emorged rapidly from the dark-
neas, and their prows successively
grated upon tho shingle as they were
forced npon the beach, The invading
troops leaped lightly out with a clash
of arms, und at the quick, sharp word
of comwmand, formed upon the beach.

Meanwhile, on the cliff above, the
sharp challenge and reply of the guard,
tho shrill sounds of the bugle, rnd the
quick throbbing of the drums calling
to arms is heard, The men turn out
with alacrity, and are roon seen, in
the grey dawn, running from their
several billets to headquarters, buck-
ling thoir bolts and adjusting their
accoutrements as they run, Soon is
heard tho measured tramp of armed
men forming in gompanies 10 attack
the enemy. Sixty men of the 49th
Grenadiers advance with a light
3-pounder gun against the firat division
of tho enemy, under Colonel Van
Rensseluer, who has formed his men
on tho beach and is waiting the arrival
of the next boats. These are secen
rapidly approaching, but to get them
safely across the river is a work of
great difliculty and danger. The cur-
rent is swift, and the swirling eddies
are strong and constantly changing
their position. On leaving the Ameri-
can shoro they were obliged to pull up
stream as far as possible, But when
caught by the resistless sweep of the
current, they were borne rapidly
down, their track being an acute
diagonal across the stream, To reach
the only available landing-place, they
must again row up stream in tho slack
water on the Canadian side, their
whole course being thus like the out-
lino of the letter N.*

Of the thirteen bosts that left the
American ghore, three were driven
back by the British fire—the little
three-pounder and the two batteries
doing good service as their hissing
shots fell in disagreeably close prox-
imity to the boats, sometimes splash-
ing them with spray, and once ricochet-
ing right over one of them.

The first detachment of invaders
were driven with some loss behind a
steep bank close to tho water's edge,
but they were soon reinforced by fresh
arrivals, and, being now in overwhelm-
ing strength, steadily fought their way
up the bank.

Meanwhile, where was Brock? Such,
we venture to think, was the most

eager thought of every mind on either |

side. He was speeding as fast as his
good steed could carry him to his
glorious fate. The previous night, at
headquarters at Fort George, he had

® The preseut writer has a vivid remem.
brance ot a night-passage of the river under
circumstances of some perilk It was in a
small flat-bottomed scow.  Shortly after
leaving the American shore, a tremendous
storm of thunder, lightnicg, rain, and hail
burst over the river. The waves, crested
with snowy foam which gleamed chastly in
tho dim light of our lantern, threatened to
eugulf our frail bark. Tho man strained
erery nerve and muscle, but was bome n mile
down the river before he made the land.
That distance he had to retrace along the
rugged, boulder-strewn, and log-encumbered
thore. We reached the landing in a still
more demonlized condition than the Ameri-
can invadors, but met & warmly hospitalle,
not hostile, roception.

called his stafl together and, in antici.
pation of tho invasion, bad given to
cach oflicer hia instructions. In the
morning, agreeably to his custom, he
rose before day, Whilo dressing, the
sound of thedistant cannonude cnught
hin attentive ear,  He speedily roused
his aides-de-camp, Major Glegg and
Colonel Mucdonell, and called for his
favourite horse, His first mpression
was that tho distant firing was buta
feint to draw ilic garvison from Fort
George. The reni point of nttack he
anticipated would be Niagara, and ho
suspected an American force to be
concealed in bonts around the point on
which Fort Niagara stood, ready to
cross over as ggon as tho coast was
clear. Ile dotermined, therefore, to
ascertain personally the nature of the
attack beforo withdrawingthe garrison,

With his two wnides, he galloped
cagerly to the scenv of the action. As
he npproached Queenston Heighta, the
whole alope of the hill was swept by a
heavy artillery and musketry fire from
the American shore. Nevertheless,
with his aides, he rode at full speed
up to the 18-pounder battery, midway
to the summit. Dismounting, he sur-
veyed the disposition of the opposed
forces and personally directed tho fire
of the gun. At this moment firing
wag heard on the crest of the hill com-
manding the battery, A detachment
of American troops bad climbed like
catamounts the steep cliff by an un-
guarded fisherman's path. Sir Isaac
Brock and his aides had not even time
to romount, but were compelled to
rotire with the twelve gunners who
manned the battery, This was
promptly occupied by the Americans.
Brock, having first despatched a mes-
senger to ordes up reinforcements from
Fort George and to command the bom-
bardment of Fort Niagara* deter-
mined to recapture the battery,
Placing himself at the head of a com-
pany of the Forty-ninth he charged up
the hill under a heavy fire. The
enemy gave way, and Brock, by the
tones of his voice and the reckless
exposure of his person, inspirited the
pursuit of his followers, His tall
figure—he was six feet two inches in
height,—his conspicuous valour, and
his general’s epaulettes and cockade
attracted the fire of the American
sharpshooters, and he fell, pierced
through the breast by a mortal bullet.
Asg he fell upon his fucs, & devoted
follower rushed to his assistance.
“Don’t mind me,” he said, ¢ Push on
the York volunteers,” and with his
ebbing life sending a love-message to
bis sister in the far-off Isle of Guernsey,
the brave soul passed away.

o

AN INDIAN MISSIONARY
ADDRESS.

T a Missionary mesting at
/8 Hawilton, Ont., John Sunday,
% an Indian preacher, in closing
“” an address, spoke as follows:
“There is a gentleman who, I sup-
pose, is now in this house. He is a
very fine gentleman, but a wve
modest one. He does not like to show
himself. at these meetings. I do.not
know how long it is since I have seen
liro, he comes out so little. X am very
wuch afraid that he sleeps a good deal
of his time, when he ought to be out
doing good. His name is Gold. Mr.

* This was dono with such vigour that its
fire was silenced and ity gamrison compelled
for the timo to abandon it. .

Gold, aro you here to-night, or are you
sleeping in your iron cheat? Come
ont, Mr. Gold, com» out and help us
do this great work, to preach the Gos.
pel to every croature. Ah, Mr. Gold,
you ought to be ushamed of yourself
to sleep so much in your iron chest.
Look at your white brother, Mr. Silver;
ho does a great deal of gond while you
are sieeping. Come out, Mr. Gold.
Look, too, at your little brown brother,
Mr. Copper ; he is everywhere. Your
poor little brown brother is running
about, doing all that he can to help us,
Wiy don't you come out, Mr. Gold?}
Well, if you wont show yourself, send
ug your shirt—that is, & bank note,
That is 1)l I have to aay.”

.

EASTER HYMN.
BY PETER THE VENERADLE.

This is the translation of a famous
Latin hymn by an abbot of Clugny, who
dicd several hundred yearsago, We give
below the original hymn, that the Loys
and girls who are studying Latin may try
their hand at it.

The rich music of the old Latin hymn

may be enjoyed by any one,

ROKEN is death's portal ;
@2  Hail the victory,
For the King Immortal
Stronger is than he.
Now the tyrant cruel
From the throne is tor,
By the mighty duel
Round the cross forlorn

Down the darkness dreary
Streams the light of day,

Like a morning cheery,
Driving night away,

For our God and maker,
Pitying our pain,

Comes to be the breaker
Of our iron chain,

We in sin were lying,
Helpless under doom,
Given up to diing,
Captive to the tomb ;
Then in mercy tender
Came Immanuel down,
Laging by his splendour,
utting off his crown.

And our nature mortal
e  Did the King put on,
Standing in the portal,
Our true champion :
Dead the foe lies under
His triumphant feet.
O the joy and wonder !
Sing with praises sweet !

IN RESURRECTIONE DOMINT,

Mortis portis fractis, fortis
Fortior vim sustulit ;

Et per crucem regem trucem
Infernorum perculit,
Lumen clarum tenebrarum
Sedibus resplenduit ;

Dum salvare, recreare,
Quodcreavit, voluit.

Hinc Creator, ne peceator
Moreretar, moritur ;

Cujus morte, nova sorte
Vita nobis oritur.

Inde Sathan victus gemit,
Unde victor nos redemit ;
Illud illi fit letale,

Quod est homini vitale,
Qui, dum captat, capitur,
Et dum mactat, moritur,
Sic decenter, sic potenter
Rex devincens inferos,
Linquens ima die prima,
Rediit ad .uperos
Resurrexit, et revexit
Secum Deus hominem,
Reparando quam creando
DcSent originem_

Per Auctoris passionem
Ad amissam regionem
Primus redit nunc colonus !
Unde laetus fit hic sonus,

TENDER WORDS AND DEEDS,
{A uwiNT TO GInLS.|

ROT far from my home was the
\ plain cottage of an Irishwo.

man and heronly son, u brave
young fellow, dying of consumption
contracted in the war, One day, in
my visit to him, T carried him somo
lovely red roses. Thenext time I went
the mother said, ‘“ He nover let the
rotes go out of his hand, miss. He
held ’em when he died, and the last
he ever said was, ¢ Give my blessin’ to
the young lady forbringin’thoe flowers,’”
And the desolate mother buried them
with him as the most precious thing he
possessed. The blessing of that poor
Irish youth will always be a pleasant
memory.

The remembrance of a. tender word
will last long after you are in your
grave.. A little ragged boot-black fell
on the icy streets of Chicago one win.
ter's day. A cheery young lady pass-
ing said, as she helped him up, “ Did
you hurt yourself]” His whole face
beamed as, after her departure, he said
to his companions, “1'd like to full a
“azen times if I could have her pick me
up like that.”

A harsh voico in a womnan is like
discord in the sweetest music. One
can easily get into complaining and
dissatisfied tones, Have a sunny face,
and nothing will do this save genuine
kindness in the heart. Every girl
ought to try to make it possible to say
of her, “She brightens every life she
touches.” If you never do onght else
in life, bring sunshine into every heart
you meet.—Sarak XK. Bolton.

“NOT IF Il WAS MY BOY.”

OME years ago the late Horace
Mann, the eminent educator,
delivered an address at the

opening of some reformatory institution

for boys, during which he remarked
that if only one boy was saved from
ruin, it would pay for all the coet and
care and labour of establishing such an
institution as that. After the exercises

had closed, in private conversation, s

gentleman rallied Mr. Mann upon his

statement, and said to him :

“Did you not colour that a little,
when you said thatall that expense and
labour would be repaid if it only saved
one boy? ”

“Not if it was uy boy,” was the
solemn and convincing reply.

Ahb! there is a wonderful value about
“my boy.” Other boys my be rude
and rough ; other boys may be reckless
and wild ; other boys may seem to re-
quire more pains and labour than they
ever will repay ; other boys may be left
to drift uncared for to the ruin which
is no near at hand ; but “my boy,” it
were worth the toil of a lifetime and
the lavish wealth of a world to save
Aim from temporal and eternal ruin.
‘We would go the world around tosave
him from peril, and would bless every
hand that was stretched out to give
him help or welcome. And yet every
poor wandering, outcast, homeless man
is one whom some fond mother called
“my boy.” To-day somebody's son is
a bungry outcast, pressed to the ver”
verge of crime and sin. S8bali .
sbrink from labour? Shall we hesitate
at cost when the work before us is the
salvation vf @ soul? Not if it is “ my
boy ; "' not if we have the love of Hiw
who gave His life to save the lost.

We only live to teach us how to die.
erne.
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STILL THY SORROW, MAGDALENA.

S'l‘l LL thy sorrow, Magdalena !
o) Wipe the tear-drops from thine vyes;
Not at Simon’s board thou kneelest,
Pounng thy N{)e“m“t sighs :
All with thy glud heart rejoices ;
All things sing with hiappy voices,
Hallelujnh

Laugh with rapture, Magdalenal

Be thy drooping forehead bright ;
Banished now is every anguish,

Breaks anew thy morning light ;
Christ from death the world hath {reed,
He is risen, 18 risen indecd.

Hallelujah !

Joy! exult, Oh, Magdalena®
He hath burst the rocky prison ;
Ended are the day of darkneas,
Conqueror hath he arisen,
Mourn no more the Clirist departed ;
Run to welcome him glad-Learted,
Hullelujah !

Lift thine cyes, Oh, Magdalena !
Sce ! thy living Master stands ;
Sec his tace, as ever, smiling ;
Sce those wounds upon his hands,
On his feet, his sacred side ;
Gems that deck the Gloritied.
Hallelujuh !

Live, now live, Oh, Magdalena !
Shining is thy new-born day ;
Let thy bosom pant with pleasure,
Deathi’s poor terror flec away ;
Far from thee the tears of sadness,
Welcone love and welcome gladness.
Hallelujah'!

WINTER TRAVEL IN THE
NORTH-WEST.
BY THE REV. J. SEMMENS,

1
PREPARATIONS.
HE day before leav-
SN _® ing homefor a long
' trip is always a
busy one., There

are 80 many things
to be thought over.
Dangers, accidents,
and mil:sfort,unes
must be guarded, against the wants of
bealth ang;:ickness must be provided
for. Before all other things comes the
amount of provisions likely to be con-
sumed ere the nearest market be reach-
vd. The old guide will tell us the
cumber of days it will take to reach
the nearest post. Then a calculation
must be made: 80 many men to be
rationed a given number of days, ata
certain rate per day ; a little extru for
stormy days when we may be delayed,
or for the purpose of helping the starv-
ing whom we may meet; then the
whole is weighed, put up ir bags, and
pleced on the sled. .

Next to ourselves come thoughts of
our faithful dogs and their wants.
Two fish—multiplied by the number
of nights and the number of dogs—are
piled on the sled ; by all means the
most considerable item in point both of
weight and bulk that we shall havo to
consider.

Goods and appliances of various kinds
must not be overlooked. Wood to
warm our numbed limbs, and boil our
cups of tea, cannot be procured with-
cut axes. Food cannot be prepared
without utensils; awls for mending
the dog-harness, and gimlets for re-
pairing the sleds in case of mishap
must be taken. Warm wrappings for
hands and feet must be kept for oc-
casional changes. To walk over deep
soow at & rapid pace we must have
‘snowshoes. To sleep in the snow—
‘sometimes in sixty of frost—
we must have warm blankots or robes

of rabbit skin. Nothing must be for-
gotten,—mntches und medicines, books
and overcoats, knives, plates, cups, and
kettles,—all must be put on the sled
the evening previous to out departuro,
then there will bo no press and hurry
when we wish to start in the morning.

BETTING OUT,

There is something melaucholy about
leaving home in this land., 1t is like
putting out to sca,—one never knows
what storms are to overtake him. Yol
the gloom is dispelled by the hope that
all will be well. Tho voyager feels
wuch the same confidence in his dogs,
and in his own strength, that a sailor
feels in the seaworthiness of his craft,
and in his own seafaring skill ; but
deeper down in the Christian’s heart
is & confident trust in the care of an
overruling Providence.

DIFFICULTIES.

Asg soon a8 we are well away from
home our difficulties begin, We get
beyond the well-beaten trucks within a
mile or two of the mission, and then the
road must be opened up by onr party.
The guide goes on ahead, giving us the
direction, and pressing down the snow
with his snowshoes. The dogs follow,
struggling along us best they can with
their load. The drivers bring up the
rear,dodging the overhanging branches,
and steering the sleds clear of the
trees.

One of the impediments to our pro-
gress is the rolling nature of the coun-
try through which we pass. Toiling
up wearisome ascents is hard on both
dogs and drivers, but especially the
latter, It is the driver's duty to keep
things moving, it possible In the
event of failure he must lift and shout
and at times whip to restore suspended
motion. Failing in this he must divide
his loud, go on 1o the top ef the hill,
return-and carry the remainder up.on
his own back, Men are generslly too
lazy to resort to this expedient. They
will draw heavily on lung-power and
muscle-foree before they will submit to
dividing a load.

DOWN HILL.

Going down. hill is not so difficult
but fur more dangerovs. The velocity
which & heavily-laden sled, left to it-
self, acquires on a steep declivity is
something fearful. The driver must
be brukeman, and if Le falls or fails
woe betide both dogs and sled. A
good story is told of one noble mis-
sionary who, while on his way to a
distant post, came to what was known
fur and wide as Wolf lill. The as-
cent was effected nobly—the descent
began. The driver charged him to sit
still ; but the sight of racing dogs, and
the sound of jingling bells, were too
much for the enthusinstic occupant of
the cariole. He rose to his fest !—he
cheered the dogs!—he whistled the
whip in the air !—he hallooed with
all his might! The driver let go. The
.sled struck & tree, The excited mis-
sionary was thrown head first down a
precipice into a deep bank of snow,
while dogs aud their load went rolling
down in hopeless confusion, ‘[he
driver followed as fast as he could, and
balf way down the hill he found two
mocassined limbs pointing towards the
zenith, and struggling in vain for free-
dom. Tauking hold of them he quickly
extracted the unfortunate body of
divinity to which they belonged from
_his dive'in the snow, and iv is reported
that the victim wag ever after a cooler

and wiser man. ;

—— e ——— e i m . ———————— e s . U

CAMPING,

Our halting-places urv called “camps,”
and are all of sinnlar construction.
Nothing artistic or urchitectural can
bediscovered in them. Situated in the
beart of pine groves, lined and paved
with evergreen boughs, sapplied with
aroaring fire, and backed with blankets
and robes, they afford us not altogether
uncomfortable resting-places when thoe
duties of tho duy are past.

‘The daily routine brcomes somowhat
monotonous to expenenced trippers,
but there are novelties enough to in-
terest a stranger intensely.

THE MORNING S8TART.

The guide rises about two hours bo-
fore daylight, wakes a fire, boils tho
tea, and then wakes up tlie party. A
basty meal is despatched, prayers are
sung and said, dogs ave harnessed, and
we go forth into the darkness that sur-
rounds our camp-fire's ruddy glow. A
sharp run of six miles in tho keen
frosty air of the early morning and ull
are agreed as to the propriety of taking
aspell. A very few minutes are enough
to chill the most hardy of us, and on
wo go ugain, Six miles mord and we
halt for brenkfust, Twelvo miles further
on we take dinner. Another twelve
miles and we seek the shelter of the
pines, und beneath the stars we count
the coming of—

“Tired Nature's sweet restorer, balmy sleep.”

So the time passes until we reach the
object of our journey,—a pagan village
in the heart of s vast wilderness, and
we Jook auround and muke obeervations.

<

MYRRH-BEARERS.
,_S‘H REE women crept at bresk of day,

Agrope along the shadowy way
Where Joseph's tomb and garden lay ;
Each in her throbbing bosom Lore
A burden of such fragrant stor:

As never there had lain Lefore ;

Spices, the purest, richest, best,

T‘)mz ¢'cr the musky East Posscssed, .
From Ind to Araby the Blest.

Had they, with sorrow-riven hearts.
Secarched all Jerusalem's costliest marts
In quest of nards, whese pungent arts
Should the dead sepulchre imbue

With vital odors throuﬁh and through ,
"Twas all their love had leave to do !

Christ did no? need heir gifts ; and yet

Did either Mary once regret

Her offering? Did Salome fret

Over those unused aloes 7 Nay !

They did not count as waste that day

\What they had brought their Lord.  The
way

Home s{:emed the path to heaven. They

bear
Thenceforth about the-robes they wear
The clinging perfume everywhere.

So ministering, as erst did these,

Go women forth by twos and threes
(Unmindful of their moming case)
Through tragic darkness, murk, and dim,
Where’er they sec the faintest rim

Ot promisc—all for sake of Him

Who rose from Joseph's toinb.  They hold
Tt just such joy as these of old

To tell the tale the Marys told.

Myrrh-bearers still—at home, abroad,
What paths have holy women trod,
Burdened with votive gifts for God—
Rare gifts, whose chicfest worth was priced
By this one thought, that all sufficed ;
Their spices have been bruised for Christ.
Margaret J. Preston.

Do what conscience says s right ;
Do what reason says is best ;
Do with all your mind and might;
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PUZZLEDOM,

——

ANSIWERS FOR LAST NUMNLEK.
1. Dianoxp.
8
Al R
AVAST
SPARTAN
EETOD
TAYD
N
II. Exieua.—~ A soft wnawer turneth
aAway wrath,
I11. Cuntattsknts.—1. Buno, ban,
2 Cane,cun, 3. Curt,cur. 4. Carp,
cur. 9, Cone, con. 6. Dame, dam,

IV, Acrostic.
JacintH

D=3

E
NEW
L

1. A vowel,

2. A household convenience.

3. Foreigners.

4. Of fragile texture,

‘The centrals give the name of a fo
malo relutive.

I1I. Ripore.

Up and down, up and down,

Is the way I go, tho whole world
round ;

Up and down, up and down—

Nover touching sky or ground.

III. Binuical Exiaxa.

Composed of 67 letters.  °

My 7, 57, 45, 16, 12, 32, 23, wan a
city of Simeon’s inheritance.

My 43, 48, 27, 8, 58, 64 is the nsme
of 1 mountain in Puloestine.

My 35, 6, 19, 37, 58 in whaut a wise
king bringeth over the wickel.

My 67, 3, 28, 52, 36, 63, 49 iz a
book of the Bible.

My 21, 66,0, 47, 42, 4, 40,01, were
inhnbitants of a city of the Phlistives.

My 24, 30, 38 fif*y men do befure
Abualom.

My 60, 27, 17, 62, 44, 33, 46 shall
make the muids cheerful,

My 53, 10, 88, 13, 22, 29 wun a city
of Ephraim,

My 1, 50, 40, 13, 31, 43 werc
nonrished among young lions,

My 39, 30, 9, 65, 32, 25 was the
friend of 34, 59, 41, 14, 15.

My 54, 59, 20, 11, 38, 14, 51, 18
was a son of Zerubbabe),

My 41, 55, 26, 2, 52, 44 waz a
Perwian queen.

My whole is a verse in the Old
Testument

IV. Diaxoxp.

. Holds first place in heaven.
. Did have.
. '(I)‘gshout.
uences.
. To?:quel!ilb.
. An animal.
Always in want.

PUZZLES.
Pruaxin,

R N )

A BIT OF ADVICE.

BY EDWARD CARSWELL
ALWAYS do as you sy ;
Always vote as vou pray ;
Be gentle and kind,
Always kecping in mind
That, to win other’s love,
The sweet cou of the dove
‘Will do more than a grow},

Do your duty, and be blest, °

i

Or the hoot of an owl. a



- ghe heard the crash of the freight train,
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TO AN OLD COMRADE.

Tuk Toronto Evening Newe of Sept, 29,
1881, contuuned the fullowing . This mern-
ing nn old gray headed drunkand, who for
years his fmuutcd the cells, eprang up
suddenly as hie overheard the police talk-
g of the death of Gurfield. “1ls Jum
dead 1 hie asked, * Why, I knowed Jim,

o and me went to school together, and 4
ustd to fight sl learn to Sp\:“ al the satie |
The tears fluwed i

school, Puor Jam !l
down the chivehs of the nuserable witeh,
who started 1n life with the same chanee
s he whose denth last wight cast a gloom
overa whole planet  He seemed utterly
broken down, and asking for n pencil and
paper, e penned the following uncouth
tribute .

,,_gg’.‘.l the aume age ez Garfield wus,
) And I went to schoul with him,
And here 1 be in No, 1,
Whitle mllions 18 mwournmn Jam,
I hnew Lim better'n 1 hnow you,
He lived neal farm to us ;~
But he was as good as the wheat, and 1
Waz always a worthless cuss,

Why, I can remember Jim
When he deiv an Ene mule,
Aund I would stand on the banks and “ay,
* Wall, you'te a thundenin® foud”,
But on he'd go like n meadow-lark,
A whistlin® a Methodist hymu,
And here 1 be in No, 1,
While mnlthons is mournin’ Jim,

[ went down, and he went up ;
1t's queer when I come to think,
But he would never go on a whirl,
And lie never learned to drink.
I tell you what, there must have been
A lot of grit in Jim,
For here I am i No. 1,
While sutllions 18 mournin’ him.

Why, blame it ! I remember Jim
Inragsand suchy when I

Was dressed like any drygoods clerk
And yeckoned pretty 1y,

I had u chaace to chimb tixe hill
Gud never gave to Ju,

‘et here T am in No. 1.

While millious is mournin® him,

Why didn't they go to work and shoot
A worthless cuss like me?

But the poor chay was fit to die,
Which isn t my case, d'ye sce.

I'wish that I was dead and gone
Once more along of Jim, )

But here I be in No. 1,
While miltions is mournin’ him.

MORAL,
Decanse yvou're ragred don't be afraid.
But allus remember Jim.
Stick to the right and go uahead,
And you'll come to svmetlun’ ike lum.,
Keep up a brave heart, never leamn to
drink,
Allus be strong and true,
And yow'll never be locked in No. 1,
And millions may mourn for you,

A GIRL HEROINE.

.HERE was a very dark, stormy

; night lust month out West, and
the wind blew down part of a
railroad bridge.. A-freight train came
slong and it crushed into the ruin, and
the engineer and the cunductor per-
ished. There was a girl living in her
futher's cabin near the disastor, and

atd she knew that in a fow moments
an exprees train was due.  She lighted
a lantern and clambered up on the one
beam of the wrecked bridge on to the
main bridge, which was -trestle-work,
and started - croes amid the thunder
and the lightning of the tempest, and
the torvent beneath. -One misstep and
it would have been death. Amid all
that horror the: lautern went out.

Crawling sonietimeés and' sometimes
~ lking.‘over the slippery Tails and

other sido of the river. Sho wanted
to get to the telegraph station whero
the express train did not stop so that
the danger might be telegruphed to
the station whoro the tmin did stop.
The train was duo in five minutes.

Sho was onc mile off from tho tele-
geaph station, but fortunutely the
trun was late,  With cut and braised
feet sho flow like the wind. Coming
up to the telegraph station panting,
with almost deathly exbuustion, sho
had only strength to shout, *The
bridge is down,” when sho dvopped un-
conscious and could hardly be resusei-
tated. The message was sent, from
thut station to the next station and the
truin halted, and that night that brave
girl saved the lhives ot hundreds of
passengers and saved many bowmes
from desolation.

A cunious illustration of the doc-
trine of indulgences as held by the
Romish Church is reluted of Totzel,
whose sale of them so excited the in-
diguation of Luther, A mun cams to
Totzel and asked him if Le could get
an indulgence for a sin which he in-
tended to commit. * Yes,"” was the
answer, ‘“upon the payment of money.”
He complied with the condition, and
upon Tetzel’s depurture from the town
with his gains, he met him on the
highway, robbed hiw of his treasare,
beat him, and told him that was the
sin he intended to commit, and for
which he had purchascd an indulgonce,
It is needless to say that Tetzel did
not relish the application thus made
of bis doctrine,

WuEN an Austin schoolwmaster en-
tered his temple of learning a few
mornings ago, he reud on the black-
bourd the touching legend, “OQur
teacher is a donkey.”
expected there would be a combined

osophic pedagogue contented himseif

legend, and opened the school with
prayer as usual.

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.

A.D. 28} LESSON 1V [Apil23.
CHRIST WALKING UN TUE 5XaA,

Mark 6. 45-56. Commit to memory v, 47-50.

. GoLvrx TexT,

When thou passest through the waters 1

will be with thee; and through the iivery,,

they shall not overtlow thee, lsa. 43.2,
QurLINE

1. On the Mountain, v. 45-45.

2. Ou the Sea, v, 48.52.

3. Ou the Shore, v, 53.56. i
Tixe.—A. D. 28, on the evening after
the svents of the last lexson.

Pracx,—Ths Sea of Galilee,

PayarrrL Passaors.—Matt. 14, 22.36;
Johu 6. 15.24. '
ExrLaNATIONS.—Constrained—Compelled.,
The reason was that the people wished 'to
make him their king, avd he would not al.
low it. Thkeother side—DBethsaida was close
at baud, to the west of the 11:!&(:0 of the mir-
acle, e saw them—Though he was far dis-
tant, and the night was dark. Jfoxrth
Watch— After midnight, and beforedayhgat.
Walking upon the sca—Showing therehy bis
divine. power over all nature, 7Vould have
—A to be passing by, Cried
oxt—With fear, Good cheer—Christ com.--
forts his fearful followers. The account of
Peter's walking on the water ia given in

understaud the full power of the miracle.
his disciples. Touohed Aim~Showing theze-

tve. the trestle work, she came to the

by their faith in the healing power of Jesus.

The pupils;
cyclone and earthquake, but the phil-.

with adding the word ¢ driver” to the:

_eaten, nor thin )
:] but only evil which comes from the heart,

Matt. 14. 28.32. Cemsidered mol—Did not’
They Lnew lim—The people knew Jesus and-

TrACHINGS OF THE LXasoN.
Where do we find in this lesson~—
1 An example of sccret prayer ?
2. An instauco of needloas fears¥
8. A cheering grovting ?

Tunx LissoN CATECHISM.

1, Where did Josus send his disciples
after feeding the five thoussnd? Aross the
Yea of Galilee. 2, Where did Jesus himself
t0? To a mountain to pray. 3. How did
Jesus come to his disciples in the night?
By walking on tho ses. 4. What did he
say tq remove their fears? 1t s I be
not afraid.” 5. Whero did Jesus and his
discaples land? At the plain of Genneaaret.
6. What did the people of that regiou do
when Jesus camo? They brought their aick
for hiealing.

Docrmﬁ'n SvaaxsTioN—Prayer to God.

CATECHISM QUESTION,

35. Whither did the children of Israel
go then?

The children of Israel, baving passed over
the Red Sea, wont through the wilderness,
wheresoever God guided them, by a pillar
of a cloud in the day-time, and a pillar of
fire in tho mght,

A. D, 28.] LESSON V., [April 80,
TIE TRADITION OF MKX,

Mark 7. 1.28 Commat Lo 1emory v, 9-13.
GoLpxx TxxT.

In vain do they worship me, teaching for
doctrines the commandments of men v. 7,

OuUTLINE,

1. A Complaiut, v. 1-5.
2, A Rebuke, v, 613,
3. A YParable, v. 14-23.

Tiag.—A. D. 28, at the close of Christ’s
ministry in Galilee.

Prack.—Capernaula in Gali'ee.

PARALLEL MAssaux.~—Mutt. 15, 1-20.

IXPLANATIONS.—Lat bread—Tako thejr
meals. They yound fuult—Not because their
hands were mot cloan, *but bucause they

fafled to fulfil the .customns of the.people.

Wash their hands oft—These washings were
not to wako themselves clean, but a part of
their rehgion. Tradition of the eliers—A
custom wade by men, and not commanded
by God.  The market—~Tho street, or public
squarcis meant.  Washing of cups, ete.—Not
to wmake thew clcan, but sa a form of re.
ligion. They would not touch a vessel from
wl;nch a Gentile had eaten until it had Leen
washed.  Hyprocites—Xeople: who pretend
.to a bholiness which they do not possess,:
The Pharisees did- this when the showed
greater care to obey the elders’ customs than

| the 1aw of God. For Moses said—Moses'

said as God’s lawgiver But ye say—Christ

.| shows that in this respeot their custom was:

opposed to God's law. Cordan—A Hebrew.

‘| word, meaning * that which is given sacred.’
.| ly to God’'s house,” When any son choss,;
-] he could give to the temple, what otherwise;

he would have given ‘to support his aged:
parents ; thus breaking God's law ; Notking.
Srom without . . . defile—~That .is, no-food,
touched can -one.defiled ;

as Jesus in the veises which follow, naming

‘the sins which defile the character.

TEACHINGS OF THX LKS8SON.

.| Where docs this lesson teach—

1. That God expects us to obey his law?
2. That the source of evil is within our

‘| hearts ?

3. That we need to have our hearts
made new ?
THx LxssoN. CATECHISX.

1. FPor what did the Pharisees flnd fanlt

,with Christ's disciples? For eating wich
‘uniwashed hands. 2. Why did they rezard

ttant? “As a'tradition

this washing so im ]
Vhat did Jesus say that

of the elders. 3..

,the. Phanisees neglected for. their own trad-

itions ? The commands of God. 4. What
did Jesus say a one could defile, a man't
That which came from the heart. 5. What
does this fact require-of us? To keep our

‘hearts pure.

DoorriNaL Sucersitox.—The - authority

.of God's word..

Carxcamsu Quxsriox,

38, How long was it before they eams to
the land of Cunnan whish God had pro-
mired ? . i , ]

"The children of Israel wandered forty
‘years in the wilderness because of their sins,
before they came to. the land of ‘Casnan
which God bad promins‘.

LYCEUM LIBRARY.

Children’s and Wouths’ Serie.’

This is a series of valuahle Juvenile books,:
issued semi-monthly, at the remarkably low'
price of 12 cents each, bound in thic
nilla covers. DBy mail, 13 cents.

NOW READY. -
No. 1.—~YOUTHS' SERIES—containing
four Stories from English History : ** The’
Two Kinga,” a tale of the days of Richard L
4o'The White Rose of England,” a story uf the
timo of Henry V1L, ; “ Five Stages in the
Life of » Great Man,” being: sketches of tig!
striking carcer of Cardinel Wolseﬁ; and “u
Quecn Who was not & Quee..” the pathetfs
story of Lady Jaue Gruy. Tliaiscertainly ag
charmiug way to learn tho graud old story of:
English nistory.
No. 2.—Coutaining four Stories of D,
mestic and Religious Life in Germany during}
the Reforwation era:—* The Kaiscrbeng!
Doctor,” *¢Old St. Stephen’s Towerly
s« Crooked Beak,” and * Ministers of tha]]
Word." ‘_
No. 8.—The Fur Coat; Spitzi; Master,
Nicholas ; The Forest House, '
No. 4.—The Eye Doctor; The Talkingy
Fire.-Irons ; The Man who Kept Himself {a3
Repair ; The Two *¢Co-Ops.” By Rev. B, B3
Power, M.A. -L
No. 5.—Knights of Industry. vy
No. 6.—The Treasures of the Earth i ce
Mius, Minorals, and Metals. Part 1. ;
No. 7.—The Treasures of tho Earth ; o
Miues, Minerals, and Metals. Dart I1,. :_
No. §.—*Good Will,” a Collection Wi
Christinas Stories. { 41
No. 9.—The Usc of a Child ; T'be 111.used !
Postman; This Day Month ; Joseph Joky
Pounds, and His Good Name. DBy Rev. B4
P, Power, M. A, E:
No. 10.—* Getting Along," selections
from Thrift. By Samuel Snnies. .

CHILDREN'S SERIES.
No. l.—Little Henry and Mis Beare}i
Slieve Bloom. K|
No, 2.—Norah, the Flower Girl ; ¢ Boh ¥
Sowe Chapters of bis Early Life; May]
‘Ashton, A True Story of Eighty Yeurs Agey
No. 8.—Talks to the Children. By Ak
ander M'Leod, D.D. !
No. 4.—~Anna Ross.
No, 5.—Pearls for the Littls Ones, - t}
No. 6,—The White Rat, and some othery
stories, ‘3
No. 7.—Nurse Brome ; or 'How- a Cold}
Heart was Warmed by learning to feel fic)
others. . ) :
No. &§—The Blind Basket-Muker,
his Little Daughter. ‘
No. 9.—Charley and Edith ; o How Twe!E
Selfish Childrén were mads s blessing 5%
Lame ‘Boy. By Author of ‘¢ Ministering
Children,”’ e
No. 10.—Little Sue and Her Friendad
By the Author of ** Mininsterinyg Childres;

AT Sent by mail, postpaid, on recei
Price. Order by Series and Number..

These books, we hope, will drive out of th
hands of our young ];’le tho cheap siory]
popers and dime trash which are ruining s
many. Sunday-schools will find this se
much superior to certain *¢ cheap ™ lib
that are announced..

RO®ERT HALL, D, By E P
" Hood.
VOLUMES FREVIOUSLY ISSUKD :
AENRY MARTYN, By the Rev. Chas:D§
“Bell, M.A:, D.D t Y
WILLIAM WILBERFORCE! By theRev
. John Stoughton,.D.D, BN+
‘PHILIP DODDRIDGE. By theRev. Cha
sunfo’d, D‘Do a2
. WILLIAM BRIGGS,
78 & 80 Kibg Street Eiat, Toron

Or, Montreal Book Room,,3.-Bleury 8
Montr .
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