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BIBLE LESSONS.
Sunday, November 4th, 1866.

Aors ii. 14-26: Peter’s sermon. 1 Kings xxii,

37-54: Jehoshaphat's reign.

"0

Sunday, November 11th, 1866,

CoxcerT, or Review of the past month’s subjects

" and lessons.

Poor Betsy Bayner.

BY MRS. SEWELL,

*Twas twelve o’clock one stormy night,
. = The rain was falling fast,
» And wildly swayed the bending trees
Before the sweeping blast.

No-star relieved the midnight gloom,
The traveller strained his eyes,
To keep the beaten path aright,

So pitchy dark the ekies.

The turppike man gave short reply,
And quickly closed the gate,

And said, “ Good lack, this is a night,
For men to ride so late.”

The village lights had died away, '

The folks were all in bed,
Save here and there, a single ray
Its teeble lustre shed,

From some lone chamber where the sick
Heard every bour pass by :

Or woman plied her needle still,
To feed Ker family.

A tap is on the blacksmith’s door,
The man etarts from bis dream ;

¢ There was a noise, my dear,” he said,
« ] thought I beard a scream !”

“ *Twas notbing but the wind, my dear,
It shook our chamber door,

Ge, sleep again, don’t wake yourself,
I’'m sure 'twas nothing more.”

« The night is wild,” the good man said,
 For pailors on the sea ;

God keep them all from wreck and Larm,
There'’s none can save but He.”’

A second tap is on the door,
He started from his bed,

And beld the shaking casement wide,
As he put out his head.

« Who's there ?” he said—* who's there below? ”

% For God’s sake take me in !
Good Mr. Sparks, do o your door,
I'm wetted to the skin,’

“ Now shut the casement quick, my dear,
1 know what ’tis about ;

*Tis Rayner’s wife—she’s drunk again,
And he has turned her out.”

% He ceuld not do a thing like that,
To-night; 1'd house a foe,

In such & dreadful storm as this,
We cannot let her go.” |

« She can’t come in, I say, John Sparks ;”
The wife e with command,

The man bere, the tender heart,
And she, the master band.

% My pity will not reach so far,

he creature’s bad, and bold,
Now shut the window, come o bed,
You’'ll cateb your death of cold.”

Then slowly Sparks the window closed,
And slowly came to bed,

Bat rest bad left his weary limbs,
And eleep, bis troubled head.

His thoughts were up, and wide awake,
And would not be denied ;

So thus, to move his better balf,
His eloguence be tried—

¢ ¢To think of her—shut out of -doors,
In such a wreiched case—
The sweetest ?irl 1 ever saw,
The pride of all the place.

* 1've often thought, that she and Bell,
(A foolish thought you say) —

Were just like two sweet moss-rose buds,
That grow upos one spray.

“ Our Bell, you said, was more genteel,
And bad an easy grace
Bat this poor child bad certainly
By far the prettiest lage.”
4 Dou't talk about her pretty face,
"Tis pretty they, who do
What pretty is—I cannot bear
To hear men talk Jike you.”

o §b«-’p much to say, wife, much o sa
know Joe Blyner'wnll : 4

And what she has to bear from him,
1 guess 'twere bard to tell.

4 I've seen the tears upon her face,
Her Tirhl breught so low,

Nor do | wender much myself,
At what she’s ceme to now,

« Beside—her mother was to blame,
When she was first confined,
Bhe gave her beer, and spirits too—
It often pained my mind
#.To hear ber press the ebild to drink,
And say ‘twould mpke ber strong,
1 warned her then—says I-—you will
Repent of this ere long. -
1 know & heavy reckoning lies
- With doctor, and with nurse,
They cure one ill, may-be, and bring
Another, ten times worse.”

#onths’ gzpa%

I bave a story too ; ‘
There aré two sides to every case,
It you’ll kéep that in view.

“ When I went to the grocer’s shop
As day was clesing in ;

Is drunk again with gin,

“ She's reeling down the pathway now,
You bear the shouts and noise "—

And after ber the boys.

# She look’d a little bit ashamed,
And turped away ber face;

I thought about her husband, Sparks,
And of his wretched case.

% 80 when I'd paid my reckoning up,
I just came bome that way ;

The sight I saw, I'll ne’er forget,
Until my dying day.

“ The young ones cried about the door,
As if their beart would break ;

And such a bouse | good lack-a-day !

A heart of stone would ache.

« And there was Meg, that pretty child
You talk so much about,

And she screamed wildly, ¢ Father pray
Don’t shut poor mother out.!’

« He drove M
And banged; and locked the door—

» She’ll enter here no more.’

“ The clamour that arose within !
I trembled as I stood ; '

It fairly chilled my blood.

« Now she’s the cause of that, I say,
Whatever you may think,

No wonder if a man is cross,
Whose wite is fond of drink?

When wives bring such disgrace,
Why husbands should be surly too,
Despite a pretty face.

“1'd like to know, I’m sure 1 should,
What my good man would do,”

“ My dear, don’t say a word like that ;
There’s nobody like you.”

“ Then Jabn, I shink that folks like me
Their character should keep ;

Nor countenance such shameful ways.”
She settled then to sleep,

And Rayner’s wile is in the street,
The storm beats in her face,

And ¢ ber burried pace.

Again she’s at her husband’s door,
er strength is nearly gone ;

And as she leans against the wall
She hears the clock strike One.

¢ And they are sleeping now,” she said,
“ Whilst 1 am standing here,”

Bhe press'd ber ear against the door,
To hear what she could hear,

She listened, with her lips apart,
And wildly straining eye,

Her own poor infant ery.

“ 1 must get ip, 1 will get in "—

She beat upoo the door.

The wind blew loud—she only heard
Her husband’s heavy snore.

“ Oh, my babe | my pretty one !
My' d.rE:: do not fret ; d

Come to your mother's arms, my love—
You don't despise me yet.

“ Oh ! wretched creature that I am,
Whatever shall I do 7"

She wrung her hands in agony,
And fast ber tears did flow.

The infant's wailing died away,

And all was still within ;

And there the wretebed mother stood,

The victim of ber sin,

She could not stop, she could not rest ;
She did not feel the rain ;

And down the street she went again,

Urged on by shame and pain.

A dim light streamed across the road—
She baiied the welcome sight ;

# Oh ! will that good soul take me in,
And shelter me to-night 7"

She tapped—it was a gentle tap,

It need not sound afar,
For Mercy bad been watching there,
And left the door a-jar.

A basty view the matron took
Of that degraded form ;

I'll make you dry and warm,”

She took ber dripping clothes away,
And clad ber with her own ;

She drew a chair beside the fire,
And there sbe set ber down,

No words were ready at the time,
The neighbours knew the case ;
Aud with a tearful eye she look’

Thep, all lm.rg rose at once,
Like that is, who came

Te rescue rein'd, sinful souls,
From wisery and shame,

Seme food was on the table
periivh ok <Aool o gl

To driok some warm, refreshing tea
Before she went to rest.

“ Well, now, if you bave done, my dear,

in—the man was mad—

¢ Your mother, child !—she’s none to you—

The father's oaths, the children’s screams !

« There’s muchr to say, John, much to say,

.

Her dripﬁi:ca{ clothes cling round her limbs,

And then she heard, or thought she heard

|

“ The shopman said, * There’s Rayper’s wife

And there was your ¢ moss rose-bud,’ John,

% Come in,” she said, “ Come in, poor thing,

“ Obno! Ohno!" poor Betsy said,
“ You do"’uhnamo"y:": ;

I'm Rayner’s wretched drunken wife;
Your kindnegs you'll regret.”’

# I know it all, my dear,” -she said,
» And I do ot despair;

The way is open for you still

. To seek a Saviour’s care,”

# No, not for me, I've sunk too far
For Heaven's love to stoop.”

“ Ob ! say not so—'tis wide as sin ;
My child, there still is bope.”

% You do not know me—you are good;
‘L'bis sin bas bound me fast ; .

'Twill keep me from the way to bliss,
And ruin me at lost.

# Oh, I have tried, and.tried azain
The mastery to gain ;

But stropg temptations overcome,
And I fall back again,

“ And all good people look at me
With korror or negleet ;
It must be so, when g bave lost
My propér self-respect |
“ My neighbours point at me and laugh ;
The cbqnldren dg?he same ; g
And ¢ Drunken ’ is the word that goes
With Betsy Rayner’s name.”

« Have courage, chill, and try again,
There's strength for those who need ;

Our Saviour never quenched the flax,
Nor broke the bruised reed,'

The fervent pressure of ber hand
On Betsy’s arm she lay ;

Then kneeling down, she gently said,
% Dear sister, let us pray,”

That kindly word, that tender touch,
‘The Spirit’s melting power,

Brought back her own true woman’s heart,
In that sweet sulemn hour.

Then followed many cheering words,
Encouraging and wise ;

And morning light broke in the east,
Ere Betsy closed ber eyes.

Then long she slept—ber fevered frame
Cried earnestly tor rest ;

And that good triend bad not the heart
To rouse her weary guest,

At length she woke, and sudden came
The thought of all the past ;

And on that sympathising iriend
Her tearful eyes she cast,

“ God bless you, child,” sbe kindly said,
“ Look up and comfort find ;

Begin your life anew to-day,
And leave the past bebind,

“ And if temptation should assail, )
And you are nigh to fall,

Then come to me, and we will tell
Our Heavenly Father all,

“ Oh | Betsy Rayner, God is good,
Aud stronger than your sin ;

His arms are olpened wide with love,
And He will take you in.

% We all are sinners—none may say

¢ Behold me, I am pure {
By God’s free grace we oniy stand,
By that alone endure.

“ No man m.{ take the Judge’s place,
Nor thrust his brother by ;

For God abbors the proud of heart,
But bears the humble cry.

« Have courage, Betsy |—fearful beart !
Ne'er gaiu'd a victory vet :

Now yos must 50, and humbly ask
Your husband to forget.”

She reach’d her home; she saw her babe ;
The children round ber crept ;

She strained the infant to her heart,
And rais’d her voice and wept.

The words she would bave said, her tears
More eloguently spoke ;

And Rayner, iz s softened mood
His wife’s submission took,

The warfare with that cruel sin
She did begin that day ;

And often came ber faithful friend
To cheer her on the way,

And she o’ercame, as all will do
Who pray as well as gtrive,

And bave a cbristian friend to keep
Their faltering bope alive.

And often did she bless the night,
That night without a star,

When Mercy kept her lonely watch,
And left the door ajar, '

Ob ye, who mourn your sister’s sin,
Let not ber guilt appal,

For God is ever near to halr;
And love may conguer all.

Some of our readers may bave seen the above
touching stanzas, They will not, bowever|re.
gret another perusal of them, They convey
several important lessons ;—first, of caution and
avoidance of the steps which lead down to the
depths to which poor Betsy had fallen ;' and
secondly, of kind 'consideration Tor thoss Who
bave ‘been unfortunately ensnared by the de-
ceitfulness of that pasticular sin—drupkenness.
The following paragraph from the London
Weekly Record may form a very puitable moral
to the story i—

A WORD TO GIRLS, k.o

Never, never tocch, taste, or handle that.

llnif‘nl agent that can rob you of honour, use-

‘two green crops. It

folness, womanliness and virtwe. ~ All onr' greas
reformers unite in saying that they scarcely ever
celebrated Jobn-B; Gough, who has an unlimit-
ed experience in the re ion of drunkerds,
states that although he bas seen thousands of
i e o L Bty vl e
respectable positions in society, yet he bas neve

knm but two women "l’ic‘lllmc’d. It is g‘f .

thet woman falls 'so’ Jow' when degraded by
drink, that she rarely rises again. All the bet-
ter and finer feelings of her nature are blunted
and destroyed, vntil she becomes a blot and. a
libel on the very name of woman. Will any
of my fair young readers become like this?
We hope not, May God help them ever to
avoid the intoxicating cup, bowever brightly it
may gleam,.and use all the power of their influ,
ence against it. God speéd the day when every
gitl and every woman shall wage unyielding
warlare against the drinking customs of the age,

———
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Agrirniture,

AGRICULTURAL PRINCIPLES.—ROTATION OF
CROPS, '

Considerations ot profit or convenience alone
too often determine the question what crops are
to be put into a given piece of land. . Sometimes
mere impulse is acted on. But there is no sub-
jeet connected with ' practical farm-work that
more neéds to be settled accordinf to fixed and
well-known principles of agricultural science,
There need' be no difficulty in determining fo
what use a particular field ought to be devoted.
The ?uestion what product is it most fit for, will
readily settle the matter. ' '

If every field on a farm could be tieated each
year to a liberal dressing of barn-yard manure ;
i ; meeident, profit or convewmience might
decide the use to which it should be put, without
any very serious detriment. But only a small

rt of a farm at a time can be well manured.
ti‘.be crop that is first put in atter land is dunged,
takes up certain kinds of plant food. If the same
or a similar crop be put in next year, more of
the same kind of plant food is abstracted, and
this course cannot be Jong pursned without ren-
dering the land utterly incapable of yielding that
particular crop, But if after the first crop hat
succeeds a liberal manur :5. a crop of a totally
different kind be cul:ivated, other descriptions
of plant toed are drawn upon, and the drain
upon the soil is less severs, The fundamental
fact in regard to a rotation of is, that no
two plants of different kinds require the same
substances in equal proportion for their nourish-
ment. A field which will not yield a secend
ﬁ crop of wheat, may, without another

of wmanure, give a ood crop of clover,
turnips or other roots, "}lu it is usually re-
garded as an important rule in .good farming
that no two white or grain cmzo all follow in
immediate succession. This rule is not, however,
considered as absolute and literal in its applica-
tion, for while the Norfolk farmer takes bis crops
in this succession : 1. clover ; 2, wheat ; 8. turnips ;
4. barley: the Lancashire fermer with equal
success growe, 1. grass; 2. green crops ; 8 wheat ;
4, oals or barley, his two green crops following
one another, and his two white crops doing the
same. There is, bowever, in this case a balap-
cing as it were of 1wo grain crops by means of
ould be a settled rule
that the exhaustive crops are never to be grown
in succession, unless tle land bas hecome to pos-
sess a considerable degree of fertility, so as to
bear withoat injury, such a tax upon its prodac-
tive energies. The chiel principles on which a
rotation of crops is based are these ;—

1. A fertile soil contains all the food required
for the nourishment of every description of cul-
tivated plants, but while this is the case, the sup-
ply nugbd by a particular plant is but limited.

2. Some plants draw their nourishment from
near the ace, while others obtain their food
from a er depth. '

8 plants derive a large proportion of
nourishment from the atmosphere, while others
depend almost, if not -atintv. upon what they
extraet from the soil,

4. Certain erops furnish support to particular
insect tribes. ‘

Hence one crop should be followgd by anotber
that reguires for its nourishment substances dif-
by Bty ond ol g P S e

ast | awn upon. surface i
sbould be followed by one that goes down dm
er for pourishmens, A crop that derives its food
pﬂ_pcipblg, from the soil, should be followed bx
one that draws largely from the afmosphere.
crop should follow its ecessor such as is bess
calculated to exterminate the insects that prey-
ed the previous ene. Jt may be added
that by growing a variety of producis, the oeea-
sional failure of one is not so keenly felt, its
place being supplied vs. As an example
of the praet a ation  of the f g
principles, we quote a rotation instanced some
yeers l?p b{ r. William Boa, of Bt. Laurent,
and which bas been largely practiced with ex-
cellent resalts, |

PLAN OF ROTATION,

« Divide the arable portion of . the farm,
whatever may be its size, into six parts, as equal
“possible; with & direct communication from

v
the bara mhmp‘np field, and from ope field
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for even the poorest seitler, ;
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