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CHRISTMAS AT NAZARETH, awa. 1.

CHRISTMAS AT NAZARETH, AD. 1

Little Joshua JOSEPIISON was nearing' the first anni-
versary of his birth. He was a nourishing baby, as was to
be expected, considering the circumstances in which he was
ushered into the world. Ilis legs were beautifully mottled,
his cheeks were chubby, his infantile fists were prettily
dimpled over the kuucklos, his hair began to droop in
ringlets, and his nose exhibited a delicious Semitic curve
which thrilled the heart of his adoring mother.

Mary watched him one afternoon as he chipped pieces off
the legs of the kitchen table with one of Joseph’s chisels.
Her husband had often warned her against letting him play
with edge tools; but the gashes on his holy fingers healed
in five minutes, and he had a wonderful way of putting the
chips back again, so that the table legs were none the worse
for his juvenile experiments.

That very morning little Joshua had, for the first time,
articulated “ Mamma ” with perfect clearness, although he
could never be got to say the first syllable of “ Papa.”
Ilis mother was delighted, and when Joseph came in to
dinner she suggested that, as it only wanted a fortnight to

the twenty-fifth of December, they should begin making
arrangements for a birthday party. Joseph acquiesced.
He felt the matter did not concern himself, but ho promised
her a sovereign for the necessary expenses.

The invitations being left to Mary, she chattered away
on the subject to little Joshua, as though he understood it
all; indeed, she was quite convinced that he did, for he
nodded and shook his head with striking appropriateness to
her various questions. By tea-time it was settled that the
birthday party should be very exclusive. There were to
be only five guests: the nurse, the three Persian gentle-
men, and Mr. Gabriel.

“ But how shall we invite them ?” said Mary. Little
Joshua smiled, as who should say “ Leave it to me, Ma.”
And although Mary wondered how it would be done, she
felt confident the programme would be carried out.

The eventful day arrived. Alary dressed in her wedding
clothes, and Joseph made himself as elegant as possible ;
after which they sat down to await their company. The
first to arrive was the nurse. She was younger than most
of her profession, and buxom to boot. Soon afterwards the
three Persian gentlemen knocked at the front door. Little
Joshua toddled to see if they had any more presents,‘and he
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was not disappointed. Finally a high-class rat-tat announced
the arrival of Mr. Gabriel. This handsome “ masher” was
got-up most elegantly. His whole person exhaled a de-
licious perfume, and his dainty moustache was trimmed so
beautifully that the nurse’s lips watered as he gave Mary a
hearty salute. Joseph, however, frowned at the spectacle.
But little Joshua danced with glee, and for the first time
he uttered the word “ Papa.”

When the company were settled down, the three Persian
gentlemen did some splendid conjuring tricks, winding up
with a dark seance, which frightened Mary, and made the
nurse so ill that half a bottle of brandy was consumed in
restoring her spirits. Mr. Gabriel then obliged with a song,
lie warbled “ S’io t'amo” in a melodious tenor, all the
while casting the roundest sheep’s-eyes on Mary, who sat
blushing in an arm-chair.

Dinner being served up, little Joshua was placed in his
baby-chair at the head of the table. Mary sat on his left,
and Mr. Gabriel on his right. Joseph and the nurse faced
each other, and the three Persian gentlemen occupied the
fourth side. Joseph was at first a little glum, and his
appetite was far from robust, but ho cheered up undor the
influence of a pint of porter, and attacked the victuals with
excellent vigor. The three Persian gentlemen had as-
tonishing appetites. They excused themselves by saying
they had walked all night, and so rapidly that they had
covered four hundred miles in eight hours. Joseph and
the nurse stared at this, but Mr. Gabriel smiled facetiously,
and asked “ Did you see the star ?”  Whereupon little
Joshua laughed, and pulled Mr. Gabriel’s left wing.

When the wine and dessert were on the table, one of the
Persian gentlemen took advantage of his proximity to the
nurse to tread on her toes ; and she, having no boots on,
felt hurt, and told him to “ draw it mild.” Joseph’s tongue
was unlocked by several glasses of port, and ho told stories
aliout his courtship, until Mary looked uncomfortable, and
little Joshua was obliged to cause a diversion. To. the
astonishment of all he began to talk. The Persian gentle-
men threw up their hands in amazement, the nurse sniggered,
Joseph laughed a tipsy “ hear him,” and even Mary and
Mr. Gabriel, who knew he was a wonderful child, could
hardly conceal their surprise. Little Joshua chaffod the
nurse, pledged Joseph till ho rolled under the table, asked
the Persian gentlemen conundrums, and bet adozen walnuts
on the number of feathers in Mr. Gabriel's wings.

Wine and mirth produced their natural effect. Joseph
was under the table already, the Persian gentlemen joined
him one by one, and the nurse dropped her head upon her
arms and snored the snore of the just. Mr. Gabriel and
Mary drew closer to little Joshua. Their hands met behind
his chair, and presently their heads cams into dangerous
proximity. Mr. Gabriel was just snatching a kiss from
those tempting lips, when he was arrested by the voice of
little Joshua, who exclaimed in the most freezing tones
“ Stop it, Gabriel; ma's married now.”

Mr. Gabriel got up and went out, and did not return.
Mary crept off quietly to bed. Mr. Joseph, the nurse, and
the three Persian gentlemen slept where they were ; while
little Joshua sat on the hearthrug and smoked a church-
warden, Thus ended the first Christmas at Nazareth.

G W F

CHRISTIANITY, IN WORD AND DEED.

'Tia written, though we’ll never know by whom,
But wisdom’s wldo e’en to the crack of doom :

“ Foxes have holes,” Christ know the holey foxes,
For pleasant nooks have all the orthodoxes ;

“ The birds have nests ” and very well they’ro feathered,
With warmth and comfort close around them gathered,
And Bafety too, preserved from change and dread :
“ But the Lord knows not whore to lay his head.”
No consternation 'mongst the host were vaster
Were priests compelled to emulato their master :

“ Blessed the poor ” proclaim the sleek professing
But caro not overmuch to share the blessing,

Or else their opportunity is ample,

And force lies less in precept than examplo ;

Smite but a priest and he will show no hastening
To humbly court the further wanton chastening;
And as to eagerness for heavenly blisses,

They rather cling to such an earth as this is.
"Twero honester should text with act agree,

But that's no part of Christian sanctity,

But “ bo not righteous overmuch ” they read,

The only word they translate into deed,

JOHN THE BAPTIST, ESQ.

The father of this younggentleman was the Rev. Mr. Zacharias,
who was chief incense burner and candle lighter in the Tomplo
of the! Lord. As ayoung man ho was known as Zacli tho lady-
killor, and ho was extremely fortunato to marry tho Virgin'
Mary’s sistor, whoso namo was Elizaboth, but this young lady
was more frequently called Betsy by her female companions.
Zacharias and Betsy livod happily together for somo yoars, but
finding that they were not blessed witli children there were
occasional shindies and much jangling between them. But they
were a righteous couple amd they prayed earnestly to the Lord
to help them over their difficulty. For nearly fifty years they
knelt each night by tho bedside and prayed for two hours; in
tho cold weather they prayed till their teeth cliattored, and they
had to finish their prayers in bed. But at last their prayers
wero answered. Perhaps the Lord had only just heard them,
as it is a long way to heaven, or lie had been too busy thinking
of his own darling boy, who was to make his first appearance
on this earth very shortly. If so, Gabriel, tho young man who
is specially retained for this kind of work by tho Lord, had
quite enough to do to visit tho Virgin Mary, but nevertheless
ho managed to pay her sistor Betsy a visit, and then he hurried
off to her husband in tho Tomplo and told him his prayer was
answered, and that his wife would in tho courso of time havo
a boy and his namo was to bo John. Poor old Zacharias was
struck dumb with astonishment, and ho did not rocovor his
speech again till little Jack was born.

Six months after Gabriel’s visit, Betsy was very busy at
needlework, and who should pop in one day to have a cup of
tea but her sistor Mary, who happened to be in precisely the
same condition as herself. Betsy was greatly astonished at her
sistor, and began reproving her for being such aforward young
hussy, and spoke disrespectfully of her young man Joseph, and
said ho ought to marry hor at once.

“ 1t’s nothing to do with Joo, at all,” replied Mary, sobbing
violently.

“ What do you moan, Mary ; surely you havo not boon court-
ing another young man ? ”

“ No, Betsy, that | havo not. 1| am true as gold to my Joo,”
answored Mary as she wiped her eyes with hor clean white!
apron.

“ Thon just explain yoursolf. You say it's not .Too's fault
and that you have not boon courting anyone olso. How did it
happen ? ”

“ It’s rather a strange story,” whimpered Mary, “ and perhaps
you won't believe it; no one where wo live will boliovo mo, and
I havo come to you for sympathy and shelter,”

“ Tell mo all about it, Mary dear, 1 will
word.”

“ Well, ono night I had just got into bed when all of sudden a
nice-looking young man with wings came in at tho window and
so frightened mo that | swooned right off. When | came to ho
told mo not to bo afraid of him, and that ho was sont by tho
Lord to tell mo that | should havo a baby. 1 told him I wasn’t
married, but ho said that didn’t matter at all, for ho said with
God nothing was impossible. Thon ho tohl mo that ho had
already boon to seo you, and that you wore also going to havo
a baby. | hardly bolieved ho was speaking tho truth, but I seo
ho has not deceived mo.”

“ No indeed ho has not,” replied Botsy, “ what a doar nice
mung man howas, don’t you think so, Mary, and wasn't ho

landsomo ?”

“Yes, doar sistor, and wasn't it kind of tho Lord to send
him to both of us? But | wouldn’'t havo cared so much if 1
wore married like you are.”

“ Never mind, Mary, the Lord will
trouble; no doubt ho will
now.”

“ 1 wish ho would,” sobbod Mary.

“ Don’t cry, doar sister. You shall stop and livo with us
until wo can seo what can bo dono for you. Drink up your tea
and mako yoursolf at homo. Zach will bo hero soon; ho sooms
quito cut up over this affair of mine, and strange to say ho
does not speak a word to mo. | believe ho has beon struck
dumb with astonishment.”

Time passed on merrily for three months, during which
interval Betsy had written some heartrending letters to Joseph
on behalf of her sistor Mary. Joseph eventually boliovod his
sweetheart’s story and sent somo money for hor to rido homo
to Nazaroth as quickly as possible.

Two or throo days after Mary’s departure, Botsy gave birth
to a bouncing boy, and all hor cousins and neighbors had a
regular jollification to colobrato tho wonderful ovont. Old
Zach wont about seemingly quite pleased, but never aword did
ho utter; ho couldn’t oven offer up a prayer of thanksgiving.
It was not until eight days after his wife’s confinement that lie
opened his mouth. Whilo tho child was being circumcised
somo wanted to namo him after his dad Zacharias, but Botsy
said “ No, his name shall be Jack.” Then old Zacharias was
appealed to, and ho took a shoot of cream-laid notopaper
and a pon, and ho wroto “ Ilis namo is John.” Ifis friends
marvelled at this, for tlioy thought tho old fellow hadn’t beon to

not doubt your

help you over your
persuade Joo to have you oven
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soliool and could not write. Immediately after he had wiped
his pen his mouth opened and ho was able to speak. He at
once dropped down on his knees and praised the Lord for his
kindness for giving him a son.

Young Jack grew up to be a fine lad, and waxed strong in
spirit. It was noticed at tlio timo of his birth that ho had a
large head, and some-thought that ho had water on tho brain.
This proved to bo a fact, for ho was particularly fond of water.
When his mother washed him, he always cried if sho wanted
to take him out of the tub. Ilo fell in tho water-butt several
times through looking in while his mother was absent. On
other occasions ho would walk barefooted in the gutters on
rainy days, and when old enough ho used to bathe in all tho
ponds he could find, and throw in all the dogs and cats he could
got hold of and pretend ho was baptising them. Ho often
got into terrible scrapes with the noiglibors, but when ho began
baptising all tho little boys and girls the rage of tho people got
to such a climax that he had to escape into tho wilderness of
Judaea. Here he learnt the art of preaching. All he had for a
congregation at first was a few wild rabbits, squirrels and
monkeys, but after a few years ho appears to have made a
name for himself, and flocks of people came to listen to him
and confessed their sins. He took them all down to tho river
Jordan and gave them a good ducking. John did such a roar-
ing trade that ho had to fit up some bathing machines for tho
upper classes, as they didn’t care to be thrown in with somo of
tho dirty Jews and Jewesses. Even if John tho Baptist, Esq.,
had only charged a penny a dip he would have mado his for-
tune, for he did not spend his money in riotous living, but
subsisted on locusts and wild honey. He never even so much
as indulged in a pork sausage by way of a change, neither
would ho partake of a savory bloater. He was quite content
with honey all day long. What a sweet tooth John tho Baptist
must have had. Certainly, he had a little change, for ho
always ate locust for supper as it was not likely to lie heavy
on his chest. He would wash it down with a pint of warm
waterand never on any account would ho take anything stronger,
for it was prophesied that ho would drink neither wine or

strong drink.

Jack the Baptist, Esqg., was not such a masher as his father
as regards dress, for according to tho Biblo his costumo morely
consisted of a leathern girdle round about his loins and a cloak
mado of camel’s hair. Ho did not wear a tall hat, and to carry
an umbrella was quito against his grain, for ho wouldn’t miss
a drop of water to save his life.

Ilo was now at the height of his popularity, and ho had a
special announcement to make to tho multitude, so ho marched
about sandwiched between two boards, on which was inscribed :
“Lookout for Cousin Jesus; I am not worthy to unlatch his
shoes. | baptise thee with water, but he shall baptise you
with tho Holy Ghost.” Tho people all marvelled at John
tho Baptist's generosity in advertising his Cousin Jesus; but
ho had sold tho business to Jesus, as ho was getting tired of
too much water. They had arranged between them to givo a
special performance, and ho was to baptise his Cousin Jesus
and pretend ho was the son of God. John and Jesus had boon
rehearsing their parts in tho wilderness by tho help of a dovo.
They trained tho bird to fly high in tho air and suddenly
descend on the head of Cousin Jesus, who could do a little
ventriloquism.

The day arrived for the grand performance and thousands of
people gathered on tho banks of tho Jordan as though tliero
was going to be a great boat raco. Jesus tucked up his
trousers and marched boldly in tho water, and John gracefully
followed him. Tho bird had been previously sent up in tho
air, and when John tho Baptist, Esq., saw tho bird descending
ho ducked his cousin under tlio wator, and as soon as Jesus
camo up again tho bird dropped down and stood on his head,
and appeared to say, “ This is my bolovcd son in whom | am
woll pleased.” Tho trick passed off all right, and everybody
went away perfectly satisfied.

Although the baptising business was virtually handed over
to Jesus after tho above event, many pooplo still patronised
John tho Baptist, Esq., but ho sent most of his disciples to his
cousin. John might havo retired on his laurels, but unfortu-
nately ho uttered some disrespectful words about King llorod’s
gistor-in-law, Mrs. llorodias, and 1Im was put in prison. llo
would havo boon killed outright, only tho king was afraid of
the multitude, as they looked upon John as a kind of prophet.
But when Herod’s birthday arrived ho gave a grand party at
which Herodias’s daughter danced so nicely and pleased him so
much that ho promised on oath that he would givo her what-
ever she askod for. Mrs. llerodias instructed her daughter to
ask for tho head of John the Baptist, E-sq., and King Herod,
not wishing to break his oath, ordered poor old John’s head to
bo brought in on a dish and given to tho young lady, and sho
took it to her mother, who was no doubt curious to seo whether
John had really got water on tho brain. Somo of his followers
camo and askod for his body and they gavo him a very rospect-
ablo funeral, not forgetting to throw several buckets of water
over their old friend’s corpso. Thus ended tho career of one
of the greatest benefactors of mankind, for if ho did not cleanse
tho people of sin, ho certainly induced them to havo ono wash
during a lifetime.

ScOFFF.It.

ARREST OF JAHVEH THE*R!PPER.

An elderly party, evidently of the Jowish persuasion, has been
arrested near Petticoat Lane, Whitechapel. Ho gives tho narao
of Jahveh, but is also known by various aliases, such as Adonai,
Sabaoth, Eloliim, and othor Hebrew cognomens. Ho was dis-
covered outside an a la modo beef establishment, and was so
intent upon sniffing up tho perfumes therefrom, that ho failed
to notice tho detective who arrested him. On his person was
discovered a number of Hebrew documents, which provo him
to havo been a most sanguinary wretch and tho head of a hordo
of banditti, whom ho incited to tho most atrocious cruelties.
Tho documents in question appear to bo in tho nature of
instructions to the ripper's gang. Among those occur the
words, “ Kill every woman that hath known man by lying with
him,” and “ cursed bo ho that dooth tho work of Jahveh
deceitfully, and cursed bo ho that keepeth back his knife from
blood.” These documents appear to have been inspired by tho
direst forms of religious mania, and much of tho matter con-
tained in thorn is totally unfit for publication. They certainly
show the prisoner to bo a most callous and abandoned wretch,
if not a raving lunatic. lie seoms to havo authorised human
sacrifices, and much bloodshed by his followers, and it is even
said ho offered up his only bogotten son. Without prejudging tho
question whether he is the author or instigator of tho White-
chapel murders, there is eertainly a clear case for further
inquiry.

CONSULTING THE VIRGIN MARY.

Bridget Tlaogkuty was in lovo with Michael McGeoghan, but
her parents and tho priest wero sot against tho marriage.
Biddy with tears entreated tho priest to lot tho marriago
ceremony bo performed, but ho was inexorable. At last, wearied
out with her importunities, ho told her to go to the chapel on
Sunday night, and pray three times to the Virgin Mary, and if
sho said “ Yes,” tho marriage should take place. Sunday night
came, and devout Biddy went to tho chapel and plumped down
on her knees beforo tho statue of the Holy Virgin. There wero
in the chapel two statues, ono of tho Virgin Mary, and another
of Jesus Christ. The priest intended to bo at tho back of tho
Virgin, but coming late ho had only timo to onsconco himself
behind tho statue of Jesus. Biddy prayed fervently, and then
asked : “ Holy Mary, Motlior of God, is it thy holy will and
wish that 1 should bo married to Michael McGeoghan ?” A voice
from behind tho statuo of Jesus cried out “ No 1” Sho prayed
for tho second timo, but still tho auswor was unfavorable. For
the third and last timo she prayed, but still the voice said
“ No.” Rising from her knees, Biddy turned from tho statuo of
the Virgin to that of her Son and exclaimed, “ llowly Jasus,
shut up, and let your mother spake for hersilf.”

CURIOUS TRADITIONS OP THE ASIIANTEES.

The Ashanteos have this tradition, and on it their religious
opinions are built! In the beginning of tho world God created
three white men and three white women, three black men and
three black women. That these twelve human rouls might not
complain of divine partiality and of their separate conditions, God
elected that they should determine their own fates by their own
choice of good and evil. A large calabash, or gourd, was placed
by God on the ground, and close by the side of tho calabash also a
small folded piece of paper. God ruled that tho black man should
have tho first choice. He chose the calabash, because he expected
the calabash, being so large, could not. hut contain everything
needful for himself. Ho opened the calabash, and found a scrap
of gold, a scrap of iron, and several other metals of which he did
not understand the use. The white man had no option. Ilo took,
of course, the small folded piece of paper; and discovered that, on
being unfolded, it revealed a boundless stock of knowledge. God
then left the black men and women in the bush, and led tho white
men and women to the seashore. He did not forsake the white
men and women, but communicated with them every night; and
taught them how to construct a ship; and how to sail from Africa
to another counti-y—for tho circumstances of tho dispensation
happened in the heart of Africa. After a while they returned to
Africa with various kintls of merchandise, which they bartered to
the black men and women, who had the opportunity of being
greater and wiser than the white men and women, but who, out
of sheer avidity, had thrown away their chance.

“ Ah,” said tho superintendent, “ and hero is Tommy Goodboy’s
missionary olfering, 27 dols. 50 conts. That will mnko some little
hoathen hearts glad. Now tell us how you got this money, Tommy.”
“ Yes, sir,” said Tommy, speaking up loud and distinctly like a
good boy that he was, “ part of it pa won on 'change, some of it ma
won on a crazy quilt mflle, some of it sister Laura won at progressive
euchre, two dollars brother Bill won on tho horse race, twenty cents
I got for marbles I won playin’ keeps, and the rest | won in a grab
bag and a prize cake at a church fair.” After a brief consultation
the brethren decided that they would send the money to tho heathen,
but wouldn't tell them bow it was raked in. Thero are somo things
in modern Christianity it isn’t best even for tho heathen to know.
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THE UNFORTUNATE PRINCE.
A Talk.

[During the year of grace 1888, Dr. Voelkel, the able Free-
thought lecturer and editor of the Neues Freireligioses Sonntags-Blatt,
Magdeburg, was tried on a charge of “ indirect blasphemy, gross
insult of Christian doctrine, and abuse of the Bible,” contained
in a tale entitled “ Der Ungluckliche Erbprinz." The case was
heard with closed doors, but Dr. Yoelkel obtained a verdict of
“ Not Guilty.” We publish a translation of the indicted story.]

Once upon a time there was born an hereditary prince, and his
name was Man. lie was promised all the power and glory on
earth and was to bo invested in them the day on which ho
would marry Princess Liberty, who was of the same age. The
bringing up of Prince Man was entrusted by the Lord God to
Uncle State and Aunt Church, a husband and wife who had
been living in heaven from all eternity.

They were, however, a malicious
uncle and a wicked aunt. They hated
poor Princess Liberty, and, longing to
possess all the power and glory them-
selves, they would take care to prevent
the Prince ever getting out of leading
strings and becoming acquainted with
Princess Liberty.

And a very strange affair it was.
The Prince having grown up a tall,
strong lad, desired to eat roast meat and
drink wine, but ho was still nourished
with ewe’s milk. He desired to climb

1trees and swim through the river, but

'he was still swaddled like a baby;

and when he kicked and complained

he was threatened with the black man,
or else the sugar-stick of Patience was put in his mouth.

Now Aunt Church had engaged a maid
called Scienco, who behaved quite submis-
sively, but she was really also a princess and
was faithfully attached to her sister Liberty.
One day the Prince asked of her his age, and
the maid told him he was many thousand years
old. The malevolent aunt having heard this,
the poor servant was much scolded and beaten,
and shut in the dark chamber, whilst the lad,
although an hereditary prince, was evory day
culled a stupid little boy.

The good and faithful
maid got weary of her

sufferings. She ran from
the house, and thence-
forth living in the fresh

air, grew very tall and pretty. At night
she'went secretly to the Prince, taught
him to read, and told him about the won-
ders of the sky and many other beautiful
things.

Prince Man now became aware of his
strength. lie tore his swaddling clothes
to pieces, and although they punished him severely with the
rod of the law, they could no longer restrain him. They wore
compelled to give him his first brooches and allow him to
walk in the garden.

“lie foels his strength, we
must give him some occupa-
tion,” said the malicious uncle to
tlio wicked aunt. So they put a
stripe to his breeches, and gave
him a colored coat and a sabre,
lie could now run to his heart’s
content against trees and rocks.
And when lie hit himself with
his own sword and fell to the
ground badly hurt Uncle State
praised him, for ho thought ho
could in this way repress the lad.
But when the Prince tried to

climb the wall which sopiratod the garden from the realm of
Princess Liborty ho was again forcibly put into swaddling
clothes, which they wrapped so tightly that his flesh was cut,
and ho cried ho would never do it again.

In order that he should not become too wild, and having
lean t to raid, Aunt Church put in his hands a charm book
which m ikos everyone blind and lame who reads it three times.
But there was a loaf in the book that contained a counter
charm, and this loaf, which the bad aunt had forgotten to tear
out, w. s read by the Prince in preference to all the other leaves
in the charm book, for it treated of love.

“ 1 desire a sweetheart; | will marry,” said Prince Man one
day to "the evil-minded old couple. Tins terrified them ijn-
mensely, for they know very well that their dominion was in
danger. They sent to the chamber of the Prince, who had long
been a tall strong young man, at the saino time throo maids

named Faith, Hope, and Charity. But though they could look
devoutly towards heaven, they had neither flesh nor bones, and
our Prince turned sadly away from them.

At that time it happened that the two old people
often had shocking quarrels about the allowance
and the jewels which by right belongod to the
Prince. When they were engaged in one of these
bickerings, the Prince quickly climbed up a high
tree and looked over the garden wall. Ah,
what did ho see! The sun shining and glittering,
the birds singing joyous songs on all the trees,
huge blossoms exhaling wonderfully sweet per-
fume. And in all this glory the fair Princess
Liberty was walking, her golden hair flowing about
her. From her large proud eyes a dazzling flam»
darted to the heart of the Prince. Sister Science

touched with a magic wand the wall, making it fall with a
crash. The youth leaped boldly over the ruins, embraced the
Princess and’ kissed her, holding her closely pressed to his
heart, fondly fancying they had been united for ever.

But Uncle State’ and Aunt Church had hastened to the spot
in the greatest rage, surrounded by the colossal army of priests,
monks, knights, officers, jailors, and soldiers, in short by all the
detestable demons that were kept in the pay of the malicious
couple for the protection of their dishonest rule.

Alas, alas, what a dreadful fight! Of what avail Prince Man’s
strong fists, what use was Liberty’'s flaming sword? From
behind these legions seized the lovers, twined ropes around
their bodies, stupefiod their senses with vapors of inconso, and
with sceptres broke tlioir noble limbs.

The Prince was cast into the darkest prison chamber, and when
Uncle State did not boat him witha stick, Aunt Church preached

to him a sermon with much worse effect. Science having been
reduced to an abject state, entered into service again, and
Liberty, bleeding and soiled with the dirt of scorn, fled far, far
away, oxilod, broken-hearted, dying.

Dead ? No. Sometimes, in the quiet hours of tho night,
when Prince Man was in terrible pain and thought of his
distress and misery, tho nightingale would sing to him a song
of Princess Liberty betrayed and sold, and the loud, sweet
tones would cause his heart to molt in tears of love. And
oftentimes a joyful ray of light would struggle through the
prison bars and proclaim to him that Liberty was living still
and would get well again—ho should yet call her his own.

Then his heart rejoiced, and he, in fetters, sang a proud and
hopeful song of the time to come.

“ That was a sad tale,” said tho child to whom 1|
“ there is not even a wedding in it.”

“ Yes, my child, and much more so because tho tale is true,
and has happened more than once, and will happen again and
again.”

* Is there no end to it? ”

“ Oh yes, for you and me.
tale is at an end,”

told it,

asked the child.
When we are in the grave, tho
R. R.
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THE STORY OF MAN

I.— ACCORDING TO SCRIPTURE.

As lje VAill be

Once innocent and happy. Now hopelessly degenerate and The eternal future.
degraded.

I11.— ACCORDING TO SCIENCE.

v Tig

'ADMIT TAMI. E
Ircl pi_on
tonciSIME&Db

MOSES THE STONE-MASON.

And he hewed two tables o f stone like unto thefirst; and Moses rose up early in the morning, and went vp unto
mount Sinai, as the Lord had commanded him.— Exodus xxxiv., 4.
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GOD'S RELATIONS.

The Trinity, says Bishop Beveridge, is “ a soul-absorbing
mystery,” and one revealed only to the angels. There is
always a fascination about a mystery, however, and ever
since the Pope permitted the Duke of Aosta to marry his
own niece | have been meditating about the relationship of
Jesus, Jehovah, the Holy Ghost, and the Virgin Mary, to
the peril of my immortal soul, and at the imminent danger
of committing the mysterious sin against the third and most
nebulous portion of the ever-blessed and glorious Trinity.

Why the Church should be so vehement against marriage
with a deceased wife’s sister, | never could make out, for
not only is a brother distinctly commanded in Scripture to
take his deceased brother’s wife, under pain of her spitting
in his face (Deut. xxv., 5-9), but Jehovah himself is said,
like his favorite Jacob, to have been the husband of two
sisters at the same time (Ezekiel xxiii). Paul goes a good deal
further, and seems to permitaman to marry hisown daughter:
at least if this is not the moaning of the Revised Version of
1 Cor. vii,, JO, | should much like to know what it does
mean.

But the man whose father married the daughter of his
son’s wife, and thus became his own grandson, scarcely
complicated relationships more than Jehovah in that unfor-
tunate business with the carpenter’'s wife. The relation of
Joseph to Jehovah is comparatively a simple matter. Pat
Murphy being asked why he did not take proceedings
against Tim O’'Connor, who had done him many unneighborly
tricks and injuries, replied : “ Eaix, he's a kind of relation
of mine.” “ Why, what relation, Pat ?” *“ Shure, my wife
had a child to him before we were married.” This seems
to have been something like the relationship between Joseph
and the Father, or the Holy Ghost, whichever of them it
was who was concerned with Mary in the production of
Jesus. But the case of Jesus himself is a little more
intricate, lie seems to have been his own son and his own
grandson and likewise his own father and his own grand-
father. Being God, “ one with the Father,” as we are
told, he was also the “ son of God.” *“ the only begotten
of the Father,” as the New Testament repeatedly sets
forth, so the one God being his father and he being the one
God, he must have been his own son and likewise his own
father.— Q.E.D. For if God was his father and he was God,
he must have been father to himself; and if the son of
God, and likewise God, he must have been the offspring of
himself. Next, Jesus was his own grandson aud his own
grandfather. He taught his disciples to pray to “ Our
Father,” and if God be, as assorted the Father of all,
Mary must have been his daughter, and if so, her son was
in consequence God's grandson. But Jesus being God
himself, was, as the son of Mary, God’s grandson, and as
God, the father of all, he was necessarily his own grand
father.— Q.E.D.

The question then arises—What relation did the Virgin
Mary sustain to Jesus? Evidently she was at once his
mother, his daughter, and his sister. Jlis mother by
parental descent; his daughter, as being the daughter of
God, as previously demonstrated, she was necessarily the
daughter of Jesus; and, thirdly, his sister as being the sou
of God and she his daughter, the two must consequently
be brother and sister. But this is not the whole truth, to
ascertain which we must inquire into the relationship existing
between Mary and Jehovah, who, it must never bo for
gotten, is one with Jesus. We are here confronted with
the fact that Mary was at once the daughter, wife or
spouse, mother and sister of God. She was his daughter
as previously indicated; his wife, inasmuch as being the
mother of Jesus, she must have been God’'s wife or his
mistress; and although the particulars related in Matthew
and Luke, casting doubts upon the legitimacy of Jesus,
might induce one to give her a worse name, that of wife
to the father of her son seems the most charitable. She
was, in addition, God’'s sister, being, as before demon
strated, the sister of Jesus, who was very God of very God,

How far 1 am from having exhausted this momentous
inquiry is evident from the consideration that whereas pious
Catholics term the Virgin Mary the “ Mother of God,” yet
more devout Christians have not scrupled to call Saint
Ann, the Virgin’s mother, “ Grandmother of the eternal
God.” Every consideration which goes to show that Jesus
was his own mother’'s father, proves that he was in the
same relation to his grandmother aud his grandmother’;
grandmother, ad infinitum. There is also the position

of the Holy Ghost to be considered. The Christian world
is already divided upon the question whether he proceeds
from the Father alone or from the Father and the Son, and
there is' the further question as to whether the Son pro-
ceeded from him or from the Father.

J. M. WIIEELEK.

SOME BIBLE QUESTIONS.

Seeing that casting out devils and prophesying may bo
works of iniquity, or may be freely done by *“ workers of
iniquity ” (see Matt, vii., 22, 23), why does Jesus appeal
to such works as his evidence ?

Was Isaiah advocating vegetarianism when he said,
1llie that killeth an ox is as if he slew a man” (lsaiah
Ixvi., 3) ?

‘Where are “ the precious things put forth by the moon,”
spoken of in Deut. xxxiii., 14 ?

How did Aaron manage to die twice (Deut. x., G; Num.
xX., 25, 28)? Was it to make up for Enoch’s not dying
once ?

How did the giant Goliath manage to die twice by the
hands of different people (1 Sam. xvii., 4, 50 ; 2 Sam. xxi.,
19, Revised Version) ? Aaron was a sacred sort of individual
who was used to working miracles, but Goliath was a
profane outsider. If Aaron and Goliath had had a little
more practice, could they have managed to “ die daily,” as
St. Paul protests that he himself did (1 Cor. xv., 31) ?

Seeing how anxious the Devil was to tempt Jesus to do.
wrong, why was not Jesus at least as anxious to tempt the
Devil to do right ?  Why did he not take Satan up into an
exceedingly high mountain and show him all the glories of
heaven, and say to him, “ All these things will | give thee
if thou wilt turn from thy evil ways ?” Is not prevention
better than cure ? Is it not better to attack evil at the root
rather than to meddle only with the bad fruit ?

Why is there no offer of salvation for all the fallen angels,
but only for fallen men ?

How many heavens are there ? One, as usually described
by Jesus, or three, as referred to by Paul (2 Cor. xii.,, 2)?
What is the “ heaven of heavens ” (1 Kings viii., 27) ? How
many hells are there, and what is “ the lowesthell,” referred
to in Deut. xxxii., 22 ?

What are the “ foundations of heaven,” and the *“ pillars
of heaven,” which “ tremble aud are astonished” at God’s
reproof (Job xxvi., 1L)?

Are “ the bottles of heaven”
(Job xxxviii., 37) ?

Who takes the contract for glazing the “ windows of
heaven” which God opened to let the deluge pour through ?

Being a man of peace who turned the other cheek also,
why did Jesus scourge the money-changers and others
from the temple? Why did he also “ hide himself”
(John xii., 36) ?

According to the Protestant Bible the great message of
Jesus was “ Repent, for the kingdom of heaven is at hand.”
The Roman Catholic Biblo says the message was “ Du
penance, lor the kingdom of heaven is at hand.” Which
interpretation is right, and will people be damned because
they happened to get hold of the wrong interpretation ?

Was Christ praising teetotalism or alcoholism when he
said “ Blessed are the poor in spirit” ? The blessedness
of being in liquor is certainly a widely-received notion.

If Christ came to save the world how is it that the world
is not saved, and that the greater part of mankind have
never oven heard his name ? If God wills not that any
should perish, how is it that the majority are to perish
everlastingly ? Why does he make the road to salvation
narrow and difficult, so that few traverse it, while he makes
the road to destruction broad and easy and attractive, so
that the many are led away thereby ?

How did David manage to save up gold and silver to the
amount of over a thousand million pounds sterling ? (1 Chron.
xxii., 14.) Did any other king ever accumulate half as much ?
If the Bible statements are true, why don’'t historians
recognise that David and Solomon were by far the richest
kings that ever lived? How did David save a thousand
millions in forty years out of a national revenue which at
the highest only amounted to four or live millions? How
did Solomon manage to spend the thousand million pounds
in building a house to the Lord no bigger than a small-
sized chapel, 90 feet long and 30 wide and 45 high
(I Kings vi., 2) ? W. P. Ball.

pint bottles or quarts
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MAINLY ABOUT PEOPLE.

(With apologies to the “ Star.")

Mr. Adam and Mrs. Eve were the first lady and gentleman
to hold a garden party. Not many guests were invited, but
two of tho greatest characters on record were present. It is
rumored that a dreadful fracas ensued over some fruit, and the
host and hostess never gave a second garden party, especially
as they had to give up possession of their palatial residence on
account of this unforeseen and unfortunate occurrence.

This worthy couple had two stalwart sons, Cain and Abel ;
and wo have it on good authority that on account of jealousy
these two young gentlemen fought a duel, in which Abel was
killed ; some say that ho was murdered, but that is a mero
canard.

Nevertheless, Cain fled to tho Land of Nod, where ho found
a charming wife. She was a dark, handsome creature, with
hazel eyes, and had an abundance of hair that was tho envy of
all her companions. Her accomplishments wore many; she
had splendid teeth, and she could crack nuts to pcrfoctiop.
But what she most excelled in was climbing and jumping—in
fact, sho was just like a monkey.

Mrs. Eve was not particularly fond of her beautiful dauglitcr-
in-law, and wo are sorry to say she never introduced her to
society. Yet sho ought to have been proud of her, seeing that
she had no daughters of her own until she reached the ripe old
age of 900. Her husband died at the age of 930. Wo don't
know whether the old lady ever married again. Unfortunately
for her, there were not many marriageable young lords in
those days.

It is perhaps worth noting that tho largest vessel ever con-
structed was made by a certain Mr. Noah. It was capable of
holding two of every living creature on tho faco of the earth,
and enough food to last the whole lot for 200 days. The vessel
was made under tho superintendence of the greatest architect
of tho day, who particularly studied tho sanitary arrangements
— for tho vessel or ark not only had one door, but it also boasted
of a window two feet square which waB opened once in six
months. Wo omitted to state that Noah and his family lived
in the ark, and strange to relate they came out alivo and strong
in health. Tho animals also were pretty hearty.

It may interest our readors to know that Father Abraham
was, in his prime, a tall, well-built man, and ho moved in good
society. Ho had iron grey hair and a long flowing board, and
had tho typical faco of a Whitechapel Jew. lie was born at a
place callod Ur, but we cannot discover at what college ho was
educatod. He married a dark, handsome young lady, rejoicing
in the aristocratic name of Sarah . "When travelling in Egypt,
just after his marriage, ho gallantly passed his wife off as his
sister, so as to savo his own life, not caring much for his wife’s
honor; he even allowed her to bo taken into King Pharaoh’s
house while he waited outside.

Abraham was a very godly man, and it is believed that he
acted for somo time as scripture reader. He was a religious
fanatic, for we hoar on good authority that ho attempted to
offer up his son lIsaac as a living sacrifice. Luckily he was
interrupted in his murderous intention, or ho might figure
in tho Chamber of Horrors.

The young man Isaac was of medium height, with very dark
curly hair. He, according to a Society journal, fell in love
with a liaiulsomo little Jewess named Rebecca, who had boon
educated at a first-class boarding-school, and although sho
could not touch the piano, she was an accomplished Jew'’s-
harp player. On her marriage sho was presented with a
splendid trousseau and jowols in abundance, including a nose-

ring.

We might add that Rebecca was tho first lady who had twins
— two bouncing boys, Esau and Jacob. Esau grew up to bo a
fine manly fellow; ho was very shaggy, something like a
Shetland pony; but he was a clevor hunter and a crack shot.
Jacob was a plain, smooth, oily individual, and would have
made an excellent Uriah Hoop.

Perhaps it is not generally known that Jacob had to work
seven years for his undo to obtain his cousin for wife, and then
ho got tho wrong one, and had to serve another seven years to
obtain tho one ho really wanted. But he managed to swindle
his uncle out of somo money before ho took his departure.

Joseph was the pet son of the gentleman mentioned above.
Ho was a very noted character in his day—at least his
coat was. Wo have good reason for knowing that it was not
made at Poole’s, but are strongly of opinion that it came from
a sweater’s den; anyhow it was made by @GO Jews, and each
had to find his own material—hence the variety of colors.
Joseph was what is vulgarly termed a masher, and 1Im was
envied by all his brethren. He was a handsome young fellow,

except that his noge was rather hooked and his lips much too
thick. Joseph aspired to the stage, but his brethren thought
he was more adapted for the pit.

Moses the magician was a very majestic person in his way.
At tho height of his popularity, wo understand, he wore a fan-
tastic robo and a skull cap. He had long wavy hair and
mutton-chop whiskers. Ho was probably a great success at
private entertainments or children’s parties. Ho was tho
cleverest trickster of his day. Ho could get water out of a
rock, and we believe ho could, like somo Jows, get blood out
of a stone.

Tho man after God’s own heart was David. Ho was only
thirty years old when lie was made king of Israel. He was a
handsome man, a psalm writer, champion harpist and a good
dancer. Wo understand that ho waltzed almost naked round
the ark of the Lord, and a young lady witnessed this indecent
performance. King David fell in love with a young married
woman, and ho had her husband put in tho forefront of a
battle to bo killed. Ho was quite tho ladies’ man; oven at his
death he had a young damsel put in bed with him to make him
warm. _

One of tho strongest men on record was tho groat Samson.
He was a splondidly made fellow, with muscles liko iron. Ho
ran off with tho gates of tho city on his back. But it was as
a marksman ho made his reputation, for he slew a thousand
Philistines with tho jawbono of an ass. Samson had a splendid
head of hair, but soineono cut it all off while he was asleep,
and when he lost that his strength left him. Ho also lost his
eyes, for he had thorn cut out. But Samson had his revenge,
for his hair began to sprout out again, and he managed to pull
a large building down on liimsolf and his enemies and thus
finished his wonderful caroor.

King Solomon was the wisest man on earth. He built the
costliest temple ever known ; ho was also a literary man, for
wo understand that ho wrote many songs which are said to be
very indecent. Ho had 700 wives and 300 concubines. What
a pity he did not live to send an article to the Daily Telegraph
on “Is Marriago a Failure?” Ho would be a good authority
on the subject.

One of the most unfortunato individuals was poor Mr. Job.
He had to undergo all kinds of torments just for tho sake of
settling a dispute between God Almighty and the Devil. Ho
was smothorod with boils from head to foot. He tried all tho
patent modicines ho could get, but without avail, and all ho
could do was to grin and bear it. Against ho got well it was
nearly time for him to die. Such is luck.

The 25tli of December is supposed to be tho birthday of Mr.
J. Christ Ho was a very affable young man, and somewhat
feminine in his Btyle. Some evil disposed persons pretend
that he was not quite right in his mind. He worked no end of
miracles, and his company was much sought after for wedding
parties, because he was clever at turning wator into wine.
Thousands of people got drunk on this gontloman’s birthday to
show their lovo and respect for him.

THE ISRAELITES IN THE DESERT.

THE FIRST PERSONALLY CONDUCTED TOUR ON RECORD.
Thy raiment waxed not old upon thee, neither did thy foot swell, these
forty years.—Deut. viii., 4.

I bing of Moses and his mob who scored one on Pharaoh’s fob,
And wandered in the desort forty years.

But it really is provoking, I think Moey must bo joking,
When he tells us of that tramping and those tears.

For by ordinary walking, a man that had no baulking
Would have cleared that little desert in a week;

Hut tTgn the tale could not be told, of tho clothes that no’or grew

old,

And the boots that ne’er wore out upon tho feet.

For those that went in babies, came out great brawny ladies,
Their tiddy-iddy frocks stiff edged with fancy laco.
And the burly warrior of forty, who'd in childhood oft been
naughty,
Looked pitiful in drawers with marks of shame upon his face.
Others stiff wore suits so puffy, and those woollen shoes so stuffy,
With sundry other things too delicate to state.
Oh, Mo! there must be something wrong to write liko this so
strong,
A talo too thin and slender for any ordinary pate,

Wo know you in fuff song—perhaps you'd taken drinks callod

“long.”
If you'd even shown a sigh of woo, and returnod to your “ old
clo,”
AH might then have been more square, and you'd have ascended
thro’ the air,

Instead of perhaps being sent unto tho regions down below ;
And your body buried fair, instead of tho “ devil now knows
where,”
And your character for truth would bo a little on the rise,
Whereas now you've earnod the fame of boing grandfather of all
lies,
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THE STAR IN THE EAST.

AN OLD CHRISTMAS* STORY.

3. The Wise Men enter. 4. They find a King in a Manger.

5. They givo him Presente. 6. Homeward Bound.
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CATOIl ME WHO CAN.

Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live—Exodus Xxrr., 18.

J. CVS TEMPTATION.

Then was Jesus led up of the spirit into tlw wilderness to be tempted of the Deeil. And when he had fasted forty days ami
forty nights, he was afterward an hungred. . . . Jesus said unto him, It is written again, Thou shalt not tempt the Lord thy God.
—Matg, iv., 1, 2, 7.
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THE BABE OF BETHLEHEM.

Being the only TRUE account o f Noel Number One.
A1l others are FORGERIES.

Once in Rorty David’s city
Stood a dirty cattle-shed,
Where arrived a mystic baby

With a halo round its head.
Mary was Its artful ma,
She alone could name its pa.

Though the babe long expected had finally come,
This didn’t bring comfort to Mary ;

For he wouldn't drink milk undiluted with.rum,
Possessed all his teeth, and was hairy,

lie puzzled the doctor with questions abstruse,
Could jabber in Spanish and French,

Told badly-used Joseph to “ go to the deuce,”
And called Mrs. Jahveh “ Old Wench !”

The former was reading his “ paper ”
While Mary re-footed his socks ;
The baby lay watching the taper,
And sulkily chewing his locks—
For a long flannel wrap still invested the chap,
Though ho said he was “ ready for frocks.”
The flickering candle burned faintly ;
Joe’s peepers began to feel sore,
And he growled in a manner nnsaintly,
“1 can’'t read a paragraph more !”
He had put down his pipe, his glasses to wipe,
When there came a loud knock at the door.

The knocking continued, and raised such a din
That the strangers from Nazareth hollered “ Come in 1

Then in rushed a loud and uproarious crowd
Of bucolic, inelegant Jews ;

Who shouted in chorus, “ Behold him before us!
Thrice welcome to Bethlehem Mows !

Come, tip us your flipper, Omnipotent Nipper—
Our rudeness wc hope you'll excuse.”

Said the babe, as he skipped from his manger
And made a most affable bow,

“Your mode of addressing a stranger
Affects me | cannot say how.

But how did you know me ? or lighton me V Blow me !
I’'m bothered completely, I vow !”

Here, a swivel-eyed, bandy-lcgg’d Jew,
With a nose of ineffable glory,

As the spokesman-elect of the crew
Related this singular story :

“ W e respectable Boors were out on the moors,
All superintending our muttons,
When wide swung the portals forbidden to mortals,
And down came an angel in buttons!
lie said ‘ I'm a page of the Infinite Sage,
Who sends this polite invitation—
| 'lease visit my son at the Magpie and Gun,
I f you're goodfor ajollification.
(I must back to the Fold—it’s too devilish cold
To attempt a complete explanation).’
lie bowed and ascended, by cherubs attended,
Much shorter than he was, but fatter ;
All singing ‘ Hurrah for the Son and Papa,
Who beef and plum-puddiog will scatter------- ’
Here came a loud roar— ‘ Damn it! Shut the front door !’
Which they hurriedly did, with a clatter.
So here we all bolted, like blazes,
Not staying to ponder and think,
For we’'d thread the most intricate mazes,
To get but the chance of a drink!”
“Well! well!” said the babe, with a smile,
“ 1’'m quite unprepared, as you see—
But still, if you think it worth while-------
You do? Good! Then what shall it bo?”
Said the bandy-legged Jew, “ Sir, wc leave it to you.”
And the rest said (in Hebrew), “ Oui, oui!”

Then Jesus took from off a shelf a bottle old and black ;

lie filled it at the water-tap— the shepherds said “ Good lack !”

And while they wondered what the deuce the young 'un was
about,

They found each man was holding tight a tumbler large and stout.

The bottle held about a pint, and yet, in scarce a minute,

Each thumping tumbler held a pint-an’-half of something init;

And eyes and nose, the story goes, proclaimed to everybody

That what they held, and saw aad smelled, was screeching
whiskey-toddy.
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“Now hero’s a toast,” exclaimed the host: “My Brother Shep-
herd Men 1

You see I've come to find my flock, and take 'em home again.”

They drank the toast with three times three, and swore the brew
was “ fizzing.”

It “ made one’s fire-box feel red-hot” and “ set their clock-work
whizzing.”

“ We toast yourself,” the spokesman said,
his missis ;

And eke the tap from which you drew such stunning stuff as
this is.”

One shepherd sought the self-same tap, burglariously inclined,

But found it ran with water of a pestilential kind.

“your step-dad and

The Savior proved a genial boy; he tipped a comic stave,
Performed surprising conj'ring tricks and “ dark seances ” gave.
Ho drew cigars from pickle-jars, and helped his guests to
smoke 'em,

if the smoke got down their throats, would mercilessly
joke ’em.

And

The Blessed Maid had long succumbed, and snored within her
bunk ;

Old Joseph lay, with scarlet face, beneath the table, drunk ;

And even gods must havo their nap, so Jesus said, “ Gay cocks,

My dad's dead nuts on mutton chops. Be off! and guard your
jloeks/”

The bibulous suite were soon on their feet,
For the fact they'd entirely forgotten ;

And thoughts of “ the sack ” were aroused in a crack
By the words of the Only-Begotten.

“ Still, ere we decamp,” said the swivel-eyed scamp,
To our chilly and desolate shake-down,

W e’ll have a drop more, and perform on the floor
King David’s unparalleled breakdown.”

With a throat-splitting yell, like the demons in hell,
They danced round the gratified scion,

Who said, as he listened, “ May Satan be christened,
If this isn’t equal to Zion !”

They wished him a tearful good-bye,
And finished by trying to bellow,

In a key that was varied and high—
“ For he is a jolly good fellow !”

Then off like a shot went the bibulous lot,
The impetus helped to support 'em ;

Had they slackened or stopped, they had certainly dropped,
And the watch would havo probably caught 'em.

They told as they ran tho Glad Tidings to man,
Who didn’t seem happy to hear it:

But shouted “ Police ! Here’s a breach of tho peace !
These people are full of tho spirit!

And meanwhile from tho stable proceeds a fearsome snore,
From Mary on her mattress anil Joseph on the floor ;

From Jesus in his fodder-box, and, maybe, from the cows,
Who shared the slimy tenement with barn-yard fowls and sows.

All glory to the Prince of Peace,

Who came on earth that wars might cease,

And thought he might our woes decrease,
By bringing down “ a sword ” !

lie first appeared, attired in clay,

Upon a Pagan Festal Day,

And now his brazen servants say
"Twas founded by their Lord !!!

lie sits above the azure skies,
And grinds his teeth and rolls his eyes
To hear explosive laughter rise,
When Bible hoaxes tickle us.
One day he’ll come with book and bell
To send blasphemers down to hell.
I hope they'll join to kick him well—
And pass him on to Nicholas.
Ex-Ritualist.

THE THREE PICTURES.

“0O1d llawkik,” a well-known Glasgow character, was onoday
invited by a priest to come to his houso. Oil llawkie wont,
and the priest took him into a room where there woro three
pictures hanging up on tho wall. The priest, pointing to the
middle one, asked llawlcio if ho knew whom it represented.
“ Oh, yes,” replied Hawkie, “ that is a picture of our Savior
being crucified.” Pointing to one of the other pictures, tho
priest said, “ And what does this one represent?” *“ That,”
replied llawkie, “is a picture of your rovcrcnco yourself.”
“ Quito right,” said tho priest, “ and can you toll mo who this
is ? 7 pointing to tho other picture. “ Oh, yes,” replied HawKkie,
“ that is his Holiness tho Pope.” *“ Quite right. Now toll me,
what do you think of them?” “Well,” replied llawkie, “ 1
always heard that Christ was crucified between two tbiovos,
but 1 novor knew their names before.”
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A GROWL FROM GOD THE FATHER.

[We received the following extraordinary effusion, just before
goinfrto press, through the ceiling of our sanctum, in a terrific
clap of thunder, which rusted the scissors, turned the paste sour
and the ink green, and frightened the printer’s devil into fits.]

Sin,__As you are the editor of the only paper in the world that
does me common justice, and refuses to join in the sickening
and fulsome adulation of my prig of a son, I have determined to
write and ask you to allow me to ventilate my grievances through
the columns of your invaluable paper.

I’'ve no doubt that many people think that to be a God is an
awfully jolly thing, and to have nothing to do but listen to sing-
inn- all day is purely delightful; but they would alter their tone
if they had been at it all the years | have. True, it has given
me awonderful ear for music ; but even that is a nuisance. Only
yesterday they were singing an anthem consisting of the remark,
“1 could do with a penn’orth of ice-cream,” contorted into many
and various sentences after the manner of your English anthem-
writers, when one of the choir—1 think his name was Wagner
—sang a noteflat. Why, 'twas awful. After hearing ceaseless
streams of perfect music for millions and billions of years, to
hear a flat note— G-r-r-r-ch—1 can’'t bear to think of it. Never
mind, though ; I chucked my crown at his head and gave him
“Two lovely black eyes.”

Then there’s that son of mine, Jesus. He's a perfect nuisance.
You should see the airs he puts on. A fortnight ago he came
down to Earth to have a look round, and found his way to
London. He went round Piccadilly Circus and Leicester
Square, spent the evening at the Oxford, and arrived here the
next morning looking jaded and seedy, without a blessed
denarius in his pocket. Now he goes strolling down Mount
Olivet Street, togged out in the newest fashions, with a lot of
celestial mashers and masheresscs of more than doubtful reputa-
tion. Only last night he met Mrs. Hannah More taking her harp
to be mended, and actually had tlie impudence to say to her,
“ BaiJove! Tottie, will you come and have a drink?” It's
simply scandalous, you know. Then lie isn't at all respectful to
me. He calls me an “ old fossil,” pulls my beard without the
slightest provocation, and sends caricatures of me with three
hats on, and a villainous Semitic cast of countenance, to the
celestial comic paper, The Holy Ghost's Half-holiday. 1 can't
stand it much longer. Either he or | will have to resign.

But even Jesus is, | think, preferable to that palpable idiot of
a Ghost— the “ foggy member,” as you humorously design him.
Jesus you can see, so you know what you're about, and know
when you can safely snub him, and when it's advisable to get be-
hind the throne, but you never knew where this Ghost is or what
he is doing. | must tell you, as you appear to know very little
about him, that lie is able to become invisible just when he
pleases. Last Sunday, for instance, 1 was having a spiritual con-
versation with Catherine of Russia, and was imprinting a fatherly
kiss on her chaste lips when with a diabolic Ha! ha! who should
appear through a crack in the wall than that fiend of a Holy
Ghost— really I must have that plaster seen to. Then he goes
out on the loose just when he likes, and pops into our houses
through chinks and keyholes without a “ with your leave,” or “ by
your leave.” 1 can tell you it's no joke having a Ghost on the
premises.

Then there’s Mary. She’s always disgracing the family by
dressing as if she was nineteen instead of nineteen hundred, and
trotting out with all the young mashers, who are green enough
to be taken in by her paint and powder. Poor old Joe! | pity
him. He’s hardly got a hair loft on his head. She’s torn 'em
out to make her a dress-improver.

But I might keep on for ever. | might tell you about Noah,
how he’s always getting drunk, how David and Solomon arc
running a kind of Brigham Young show— only more so— how the
latter goes on at a low music-hall and sings suggestive songs;
how John the Baptist is employed by an illusionist as the “ bodi-
less man,” and so on ad libitum el infinitum. But | know that
editors are stern and unrelenting men, that shears are sharp, and
space is limited. Taking this into consideration, therefore, 1
must conclude, hoping you will aid me to air my grievances'—
I am, Sir, yours obediently, Jehovah Jireh,

+ His Mark.
Written at the Old’un's dictation, by yours truly,
Mahekshalalhashbaz Smith,
(The Old’un's Private Secretary.)

A MONUMENT TO ADAM.

Some Congressman has announced liis intention to introduce a
bill providing for the erection of a monument to Adam. It
will bo a sad day for Adam when this schomo is accomplished,
Itespect for tlio father of the human race has heretofore prevented
any very close scrutiny of the life and character of Adam, but an
effort to build a monument to his memory will bo likely to sot
investigations on foot that may result in placing that gentle-
man’s reputation in a very unfavorable light.

One might think that after a lapse of so many years the veil
of charity might well be thrown over one who, however much
he may have erred, might truthfully claim that ho had no
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human precedents to guide him, and that all would cheerfully
concur in a movement to perpetuate the memory, through
lasting marble or enduring bronze, of the first man of his time,
or any other time that we havo any record of. But such is
likely not to bo the fact. Adam must take his chances with all
other men to whom monuments aro erected.

How much this is due to cankering envy and how much to an
honest desire that men rendered monumentally conspicuous
slioukl stand upon their own merits as well as upon a podestal,
it is difficult to determine, but we are satisfied that the former
sentiment is largely responsible for it.

There aro plenty of men so blown up with self-pride, so
permeated with a sense of their own importance and superiority
that they think the race ought by good right to date from their
nativity, that they sneer at a monument to Adam or anyone
else but themselves. They demand to know what Adam did to
merit a monument, aside from, casting a unanimous vote for
himself for all the offices in Eden, and laying the foundations
for a race of beings who can never cease to regret that such a
man named Adam was ever born.

Mon who have always charged their own mistakes to their
wives, openly taunt Adam with his cowardico in laying that
little transaction in fall apples to Eve and trying to sneak out
of all responsibility himself. We aro far from attempting an
entire exculpation of Adam in this notorious affair, but perhaps
thoro were extenuating circumstances of which wo know
nothing.

Perhaps Adam was passionately fond of minco pies, yet felt
that one ingredient was wanting, and the apple supplied it.
Not to minco matters, Adam was taken on his weak side— the
one that was a rib short, probably— and was justified in claim-
ing that Eve tempted him, for what man who loved pies
wouldn’t welcome any improvement in them, particularly when
made by a young wife ?

But detractors of Adam do not stop with the apple. They
charge him with being a poor provider in his family, treating
his wife shamefully, particularly in the matter of clothes. Ho
scrimped her in fig leaves, only allowing her to buy the smallest
and most inexpensive patterns. He never bought her a new
bonnet in his life, and during tho whole course of their
connubial career, which lasted some nine hundred years, he
never took her to a lecture, a theatre, a circus, or oven a Sunday
night sacred concert.

There is this that may bo said of Adam, liowovor: Ho never
chased after other women, and as for Eve, it was never so much
as hinted that Adam'’s children didn’t look like him.

— Texas Siftings.

THE BISHOP AfiD THE GHESS-PLAYER.

A stoby has boon forwarded to us of a bishop who, in times
long gone by, stopped at a roadsido inn to bait his horse.” In
an arbor in the garden ho saw a man seated at a little round
table playing chess; but though the board was laid out with a
double set of men, he was all alone. Ho seemed so intent that
tho bishop went up to him and asked him about tho game.
“ 1™ playing with the Lord,” said the man; “and | havo
just lost fifty pounds to him.” “ But you can’'t pay tho Lord,”
said the bishop, who, thinking tho fellow was a lunatic,
humored him. * Qil, yes 1 can,” said tho othor. “ When I lose,
he always sends mo some Christian gentleman to take charge
of the money and distribute it among the poor; you are tho
person this time, and there are tho guineas.” And ho handed
the prelate a little bag full of gold. The sum was correct, the
coins wore good. “ By the time you come back this way |
shall have played soveral more games, and may havo more
alms for you,” said the man. The bishop bade him adieu, re-
mounted liih horse, and went on his way wonderingly. A f-w
days after ho returned with a largo sum of money he had
gathered from his estates, and stopped at the same inn. In tho
arbor was tho chess-player as before, but as he entered the
garden the man, seemingly not perceiving him, roso as though
a game wore just concluded, and walked into a shrubbery at
tho back. The bishop followed. “Well,” ho said, “ how
stands tho game now ?” “ Oh,” said tho other, “ I have just
won 500 guineas.” “ Indeed, and how will you get paid?”
“ Oh, tho Lord always Bends a rich man to pay me; he has
sent you.” “ Mo ?” cried tho bishop. *“ Yos ; you woro willing
enough to take my losings, and now you must hand over my
winnings.” And as the bishop was boating a hasty retreat he
folt a hand grasp the back of Lis nock and tho barrel of a pistol
put to his ear. The argument was conclusive, and, having
secured his booty, the robber disappeared. After .that tho
bishop never interfered with solo chess players.

A Sunday school teacher said to her class, “ Now, children, who
loves all men?” The question was hardly put, before a little girl,
not four years old, answered quickly « All women!”

A certain Sunday school superintendent goes to see little Clara’s
big sister quite often. “Children,” said he to the school last
Sunday, “ we are told in your leaflets to-day to love the Lord.
Do you know what ‘love’ isf” “It’'s when you hug my sister in
the parlor, sir,” spoke up Clara from the front rpw.
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ST. JOHN’'S MENAGERIE.

5. Tbo Lamb fighting the BeaBt
(Rev. xvii., 14).

9. Sevan-headed Leopard
(Rev, xiii., 1-2).

0, MOtIICI M II11 iITKI 1110 JyldgOil.
“ The earth opened her mouth, and swallowed.

up the flood which the dragon cast out of his
mouth" (Rev. xii., IB).

10. Womau'Olothcd with the Sun
(Rev. xii., 1).

Cit

8. Dragon with the Bobs Tail (Rev. xii., 4).

15*/\

11. Eldors Worshipping the IToly Triplet
(Rev. iv., 10).
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HIS TENDER MERCIES.

And the Lord sentfiery serpents among the people, anl they Lit the people;

died.— Numbers xxi., 6.

SWINBURNE OX GOD AXJ) TIHE ARMADA.

T he most striking poem in Mr. Swinburne’s new volume is his
ode on “ The Armada.” Some of his lines are full of blasphemy.
Thus of the Spanish he says :

“ But faith is theirs, and with faith are they girded and helmed and
Invincible are they, almighty, elect for a sword or a rod ; [shod:
Invincible even as their God is omnipotent, intinite, God.

In him is their strength, who have sworn that his glory shall wax
not dim:

In his name are their war-ships hallowed as mightiest of all that swim:
The men that shall cope with these, and contju r, shall cast out him.

In him is tho trust of their hearts ; the dosire of their eyes is ho ;

The light of their ways, made lightning for men that would be froe:

Karth’s hosts aro with them, and with them is heaven: but with us
is tho sea."

JEHOVAH'S ARMOURY.
Jlit Lord hulk opened his arihoun/, and hath brought forth the
weapon o f his indii/wition.— Jkrkmiau 25
Tu |"idisamin oj war; the Lord is his name.— Exod. xv ., 3.

and much people of Israel

lie also pictures Pope Sixtus and King Philip 11. praying to
their God, and tells them :

1l Lords of night, who would breathe your blighton April’'s morning
and August’s noon,

God your Lord, the condemned, the abhorred, sinks hollward smitton
with deathlike swoon ;

Death’s own dart in his hateful heart now thrills, and night shall
receive him soon.

God the Devil, thy reign of revel is hero for ever eclipsed and fled:
God the Liar, everlasting fire lays hold at last on thoo, hand and
head :

God the Accurst, the consuming thirst that burns theo never shall
hero be fed."

This is pretty warm, but it is not at all likely that tho Attorney-
General will authorise a prosecution for blasphemy.

A FLYING GOD.

Behold, he shall come up andJig as the eagle, and spread his wings
over Bozrah. —Jkkemiaii Xnix., 22.
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CAPTAIN COLLOP ON EARLY PIETY.

By Joseph Evison (New Zealand).

Ile was a large, sad, serious, sunburnt mariner, and he entered
our oflico in a manner suggestive of the leader of a boarding
party. As he opened the door he peceded himself with an avant
courier of tobacco juice, which stretched itself along the floor
like “ the trail of tho serpent.”

“ Are you the skipper of this hooker—leastways tho Editor,”
ho asked, mopping his battered visage with a big red handker-
chief. We felt for the longest and heaviest ollice ruler before
replying—

“We are the Editor.”

lie unfolded a copy of tho Rationalist, and read therefrom as
if ho were hailing a main-top in a gale of wind :—

“The whole tendency of Early Piety is to make its votaries
unnatural, therefore hypocritical, therefore dishonest; it fosters
vanity, kills robustness, mental and moral, and turns loose upon
the world a number of egregiously ignorant young asses.”

“ Did you write them words, shipmet ?”

We bowed.

“My name’s Collop— Captain Collop of tho 1Martha and
Emily ' schooner, a tradin’ down to the Islands for oranges.
You say early piety ain't no good ; I'm not what you might call
pious myself, but I know one of that there sort when 1 sees him,
and you’'re altogether out o’ your recknin’, mate. Piety is good,
and early pious training is good, as I'll show you. Did you ever
come across Captain Joful— John Joful ?”

W e intimated that this delight had not been vouchsafed us.

Then Captain Collop bit off a portion of our tobacco, wiped
his heated forehead, and slowly ground out, in weird monotono,
tho following :—

Twenty-five years ago me and Joful was in China, and
owned our own schooners. We ran from Shanghai to Ningpo.
Joful was a real pious sort, and no mistake ; but he'd take his
grog reg'lar, and his religion didn't show much, except about
once every four months, when he said he'd got a letter from
his poor old mother in England. I never seed the letters,
but | always know'd when he had one, for he'd go off on a reg’lar
religious rampage. Wo would bo a lyin’ in Ningpo mostly such
times— lie moored on one side of tho river and mo on t’other.
One of his China sailors would come aboard my craft, (we carried
mixed crews of Chinamen, Malays, and Manillamen), looking a
bright pea green, and his teeth chatterin’, and his pigtail sticking
straight out behind. And tho heathen pagan would say, in his
derned pigin’ English, “ Claptain, you klum makoe see Joful, he
catchee one pleece choppee Horn his muddee, he makee too
mucheo bobellce.”

Then 1 know'd as how poor Joful was took bad again with
religion ; and 1'd take the boat and half-a-dozen strong Manilla-
men, and a few fathoms of nine-thread, and pull across to Joful’s
schooner. And afore we reached her we'd hoar tho sound of
shots ; and when we’'d got within range, we pull straight down
ahead of him, so as he couldn’'t see the boat a-coming, for wo
knowed he’d be a posted on the companion ladder, half up and
half down, with a loaded gun a restin' on tho hatch, and with not
much dunnage on him, and his hair a flyin’ in the breeze, and ho
about six foot four in his bare feet, and a patiently waitin’ until
anything alive showed itself, so's ho could shoot at it. But, bless
you, nothing much never showed, for all the boat’s crew knew
that when Joful had a letter from his poor old mother he’d shoot
a Chinaman, or a white man, or a Lascar, or anything that
moved. That's how his love for his mother, and his early pious
trainin’ affected him. It was peculiar—that's a fact, but it
showed tho natural goodness that was into him—didn’t it now ?

Yes, ho would shoot at most anything at them times, when
he felt his piety surging about inside his head—at anything
except me. He wouldn’t shoot at me, not if I give him plenty
of warning— not a purpose, anyway. 1 used to make my boat
fast to his anchor-chain, and tell the Manillamen to stand by to
swarm up when | hailed. Then 1 used to shin up alone, and
sing out like mad, 1All right, Joful, don't fire! It’'s only me,
your old friend Collop—only Collop,” and then dodge forrud of
tho foremast till 1 drawed his lire. Then, if so be as he fired,
I'd up stick and bo aft alongside of him afore ho could load
again. lie was most always glad to seo me, and was, theso times,
chock full of religion. And he'd go on loading, so as to be ready
for another chance. 1say:

“llad a letter, Joful ?”

Then he’'d bus't out cryin’ and say :

“Yes, Collop, I've heard from my p-o-or old mother. My
mother as taught me tho L-o-ord’s prayer, Collop, when 1 was an
inrtercent nipper at her knee.”

Then he'd catch sight of somo Chinaman hidin' behind a cask
or a case, and bang ! would go his gun, and, as ho sponged her
out, he'd cry gently to hisself and say:

« Missed that infernal thief, Collop. Yes, Collop, my poor old
m-mother she taught me all as i knows of piousness.”

Then he’d slip a couplo of bullets in.

“When | was a little kid slic’d put my little hands together and
teach me my g-g-gentlo Jesus meek and mild—"”

Then—bang ! would go his old gun again, and he’'d say, as
mournful and sad as over :

“ Ohjthunder, | nearly hit that long-tailed pagan hidin’ there
behind that house.”
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And bye'n-by, bang ! he'd let rip again, and say:

“ Oh! Collop, you can never know the comfort as religion is
tome.” And he'dfill her a quarter up with powder. “ Religion’s
all 1 have left. 1 shall never see my old mother again.
See whether that 300 yard sight is up, Collop ; there something
up in that lorcha’s rigging, 'pears to me it's a white man. Yes,
she taught me to forgive my enemies, and 1'd kneel beside her
and say “ Lead us not into tempta------

And then he’d boohoo right out, and fire again. Then 1'd give
a whoop, and my Manillamen’d come over the bows, and some of
his crew’d come aft too, and we’d run round him with tho nine
thread till we'd tangled his legs and threw him, and an awful
time we’'d have, that’'s a fact. Then we’'d put him below, and
lash him to his bunk, and take away all the rifles and pistols and
razors and knives, and 1'd sit down by him and feed him with big
spoonfuls of brandy and water, and talk about his old mother,
and read all the best passages of Seripter to him about Jonah
and the whale, and the voyages of that thero lubber Paul, and
about the ark, and Lot and the promises. And in two or three
days all this religion, and a little opium as | gave him, made him
better, and he’d come round like a innercent infant, “ at peace,”
as he used to say— “ at peace, Collop, with God and man.”

But it showed—didn’t it?—tho all-fired influence which
real religious early training has, because, you see, ho always fired
on them occasions with ball, and if he’d not been pious, he'd
loaded up with shot, and that'd have scattered, and pretty certain
have hit something. It was just his religion.

And one time, in Ningpo, he was real bad, and they come for
me, and | thought he’d a killed the lot of us, tho religion was
tearing him about that bad. Well, on the third day he says to
me, ail of a suddint, and very low and sad-like, “ Collop, old
ship, 1'd like to seo a clergyman afore | die.”

“You ain’'t as bad as that, John Joful,” says I.

“ Collop,” says he, “ fetch me a sky-pilot afore | die.”

Well, he did look drefful weak, and he’d been sayin’ his
prayers and other early piety over and over again, and 1 felt
scared, as if the angel of the thingammybob was nigh on board
of us, you know. So | sends one of the boys down to the mission
station— Methodees, they were— to say as how a man was dying,
and to send a proper certificated sky-pilot, and, maybe, some
medicine. And, towards sun-down, Joful got worse and worserer,
and says | to myself, “ You'ro a going out with tho tide, John
Joful, a ebbin’ with tho tide ; that’'s what's tho matter with you.”

By’'n-bye a sampan sculls alongside, and in it a missionary
cove— a little chap with a big white 'elmet and a rumbrella, and
I know'd him for a huppish, impudent feller, as all the boys was
down on. And says he to me, very cocky and fierce :

“Is this tho schooner 1Wanderer ' ?”

Says | : “ You bet.”

“And why isn’t there a proper ladder rigged for my accom-
modation?” says he, as large as a Admiral of the lied.

Finally we jlisted him on deck, and he wanted to know whero
the (lyin’ manwas, and | points to the cabin ; but when 1 wants
to explain matters— to prepare Joful for him, and him for Joful
— he just pushes me a one side, sayin’, wery loud, wo was all tho
same—* a lot of drunken beasts.” And down the companion he
went, very still and grand.

1 looked down arter him, and you might a-knocked me down
with a feather, for there was Joful, as 1 thought a dyin’, up, out
of his bunk, and in the little cabin.

The little chap in black was very rough and ’aughty with
Joful, and no mistake, ordering him to show his tonguo, and
feelin’ his pulse, as if Joful was a sick Christian Chinaman, and
seemingly forgetful that ho was only four foot nothing, and Joful
six foot four in his stocking feet. And when Joful commences
talkin’ very pathetic about his poor old mother, and his early
pioty, and that, tho littlo man says, “1 don’'t want to hoar that
rubbish, you must pay me ten dollars, and then I'll give you somo
medicine.” {9

When ho talked about rubbish, | see Joful’s fftco turn kinder
queer, but ho said nothin’, but goes in his cabin and comc3 out
with tho dollars and planks them on the table.

“Then the missionary lugs out throe powders done up in white
papers, and says he very lofty and a curlin’ his littlo nose :
“You’'ll take one of these now, ono at eight o’clock, and tho
other if you can’t sleep,” and lie put 'em on the table.

“ Says Joful, as soft as a turtle-dove, and lookin’ at tho pow-
ders: ‘I'll take 'em for my poor m-mother’s sake. Which ono
will T take now f”

You stupid fellow, never mind your mother.
ono if you can’t sleep, ono at eight, and ono now.”

Jo, he smiled a innercent faded smile, and asks very low and
poetical liko, “ Which one will | take at eight ?"

“ Is this man an idiot V’ says that little God-forsaken Bantam,
and then, in a most aggriwating manner lie repeats his orders.

“ Which ono will 1 tako if 1 can’'t sleep ?" asks Joful, n3 soft
and sweet as East India sugar. “ Mister,” he goes on, « I'm a
pious man myself. 1'd like to own a sky-pilot of my own, all to
myself. What would you tako now to be my reg'lar chaplain V"

Tho littlo chap drew himself up, and said, “ Sir, you'ro a
drunken beast and a fool also.”

And 1 see his hand (Joful's hand) go softly, slowly behind
him, and before tho parson had well finished speakin’, or I could
move, Joful’s arm comes round with a flourish dragging a groat
blanket from off his bunk, and afore you could say knife, lie had
dumped tho little chap in tho centro of tho blanket, white hat,

You'll tako
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rumbrella, wliite choker and all, and then he catches hold of the
four corners and ties up the blanket and the parson inside, just
like a bundle of dirty clothes, and gives a swing and lusts the
man-0’-God on the cabin table, and as he see mo a comm lie
draws a five-shooter as he’d had stowed away somewhere and
pints it at my head, and says solemn and. tender : .

“ Collop, fOmMO unto me all ye that are weary and | will give

you rest.”
So | went @nd watched, for I knew he would shoot, and was

off again. ... ) .

''hen he turns to the bundlo of missionary, and opens the
mouth of the blanket an inch and calls :

“ Cluck! Cluck! Cluck!”

Just as if he had a chicken in there. Then he says:

“ Now you’'re my chaplain. Pray for me, chaplain.” And the
little chap commences to pray like mad, but whether for Joful or
hisself I couldn't make out. After a time Joful looks into the
blanket again and says:

“ Pray for my poor old mother, chaplain — and ho prayed.

« Now sing a hymn, chaplain ”—and ho sung.

“ Now preach a sermon, chaplain ”— he preacho d.

Then he made him take the three powders one after the other.
Oh, you believe me, Joful had a real.refreshing time. Bye'n’by
Joful would call him to prayers seldomer and seldomer, and then
his head fell back, and he went dead asleep. Down | dives,
chucks the revolver overboard, out knife and cuts the little man
adrift, and such a mix up you never did see. It took me fivo
minutes to sort him out, and then | gives him a stiff second
mate’s nip of rum, and passes the little critter down in his boat.
And next morning Joful woke up, and axes for summut to eat,
and said as 'ow he'd made his peace with God, and soon he was
all taut again. But it all showed the goodness of his heart, and
what good early religious trainin’ had done for him—didn't it
now? Because you know, if ho hadn't been religious he’'d have
killed that missionary—wouldn't ho now ? But not Joful— not
him. It was his early trainin’ that did it. He just makes that
missionary pray and preach for him, just like that there Levide
in the good Sammarian, in the book. But there is one thing
that puzzles me, and thatis, Joful didn't really have those letters
from his mother, because he didn't have no mother, because ho
was born in Stepney Workus, and his mother died when he was
a babby ; and when ho was a babby too, old Captain Slumloy’s
wife— Slumley as was in the collier trade—took him, and
“ Cussing Slumley,” as they called him, didn't have no religion,
nor yet she, except rum ; but Joful, ho was very pious, anyway
— real pious— and piousness is good, young man, talLe it from me.

And the office dust being now as effectually laid as if the city
water-cart had been over it, Captain Collop too.i a fresh quid,
and rolled out of the office singing—

“ Come to Jesus ; all intho Bay of Biscay oh!”

RIB TICLKLERS.

The clergyman who is violently opposed to men working on
Sunday looks through the papers on Monday, and feels sore and
grievously offended if his sermon is not reviewed.

“W ho is that lady dressed in black, mamma ?” asked Bobby, as
he sat with his mother on a ferry-boat. “ That is a Sister of
Charity, my boy,” replied his mother. Bobby pondered deeply for
a moment, and then lie said, « Which is she, mamma, Faith or
Hope ?”

A child who had just mastered her catechism confessed herself
disappointed because, she said, “ though | obey the fifth com.
mandment and honor my papa antLmamma, yet my days are not
a bit longer in the land, because-1 am still put to bed at seven
o’clock.”

Visiting Minister: “ That's a fine rocking-horse you have, my
little man. Papa buy it ?” Charley: “No; 1 won it at a lottery.”
Minister: “Ah, don’'t you know it's naughty to gamble or take
chances ?” Charley: “ Why, it was at your own church fair, Mr.
Broadbrim.”

A new story is told of W. It. Travel’s, the wit of Wall Street.
His wife was one day bringing a motto in their homo which read,
“ God Bless Our Home.” *“ Let me put one in the other corner,”
said Sir. Travers. “ What is the motto P “ | would like to have
it read, ‘And d------ n our Cook.””

A story is told by the late Sirs. Mary Somervillo of her own
mother. That good lady, being out in a boat, and alarmed by the
motion of the waves, inquired of the boatman whether there was
any danger. The man, whose religious orthodoxy was more con-
spicuous than his nautical skill, advised her to put her trust in
heaven. *“ Oh dear, oh dear!” exclaimed his anxious passenger,
“is it come to that already ?”

Colored views of Baptism__Jim Webster: “What preacher’s
gwinter baptise dat baby?” Sam Jolinsing: "Parson Whang-
doodle Baxter.” “ How much does he git?” «Two dollars.”
“You ougliter git Parson Bledsoe. He’'ll do hit for a dollar.”
“ Huh, what sorter baptism kin yer git for a dollar?” « Efyer has
got yer doubts about it's effercacy you can liab de chile baptised
twice for de money what yer pays Parson Whangdoodle Baxter.”

President Lincoln said that the best story he had ever read in
the papers of himself was this:—*“ Two Quakeresses were travelling
on a railroad, and were heard discussing the probable termination
of the war. ‘1 think, said the first, ‘ that Jefferson will succeed.’
jJWhy does thee think sop’ asked tho other. ' Because Jefferson
is a praying man.” ‘And so is Abraham a praying man, objected
the second. ‘Yes, but the Lord will think Abraham is ioking,
the first replied.”
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An Irishman once got a job from an undertaker to make a coffin,
the job to include painting the inscription on the lid. This he
was too ignorant to do, but did not like to confess it. By dint of
following the written copy given him, he managed to get as far as
“ Michael O'ltafferty, aged—,” but try as he would, he could not
imitate the “ 28”7 At last ho remembered that he could write
“7,” and that four 7s made 28. So he finished the inscription,
“aged, 7777.” When they came to bury Michael, the coffin stood
at the grave side and the priest spoke somewhat as follows: “ All,
he was a fine lad, and he’s lying there so still, taken away in the
very prime of loife. Young too, he was only—” and here the
priest looked down at the coffin plate to see how old Michael was.
“He was only,” said his reverence again, and put his glasses on
and went nearer to see how old he really was. “ lie was only—"
he continued, “ he was seven thousand seven hundred and seventy
seven. Goodness gracious! how did he escape the flood ?”

There is a story extant, of which I had to guarantee the truth,
that once when the New York correspondent of a London paper
wanted to get exclusive use of the cable for a Presidential Message
to Congress he dashed down to the telegraph office and handed in
a copy of the Bible. “ Here,” he said to the operators, pointing to
the first chapter of Genesis, « start off here and don’t stop for any
of those other fellows. I've engaged this cable remember, and |
meant to hold on to it at any cost till 1 get a copy of the Message
through.” That was smart,if rather expensive! but the foreman
printer in London was a trifle surprised when the sub-editor sent
up the first three chapters as telegraph “ tissue” to be got into
type as “ New York Gossip.” lie went on setting the copy till it
got to Deuteronomy, and then he weakened. He climbed down,
stairs to the sanctum and asked if the editor had read the “ Gossip”
through. " Certainly, | have,” said the sub. “ But do 3ou know
it is the Bible our man is sending us? | suppose to keep the
wire,” said the amazed printer. “ The Bible, isitf Dear me. |
thought it was another of those d------d American scandals with a
lot of family particulars.”

TOO PERSONAL.

A celebrated Dissenting minister went one winter evening to
preach in a small town. When the time arrived for commencing
service his audience consisted of only one person—a commercial
traveller. However, he decided to go on with the service, thinking
that others would come in shortly. He began by announcing a
hymn, which ran as follows:—
« Come, 0 thou traveller unknown!
Whom still I hold but cannot see.
My company before is gone,
And | am left alone with thee.
With thee all night I mean to stay,
And wrestle till the break of day.”
It is needless to remark that the commercial traveller at once
left the building.

SACRED CORRESPONDENCE.

Card-Sharper.— So you think Adam understood the game called
Napoleon, because he avent “Nap” in order that God might
take fixm him a Bony-part. We warn you of your probable
fate. Wo suspect that punning is the unpardonablo sin against
the Holy Ghost.

A nglo-lIsraelites—The Jews wore not the authors of trial by
jewry, asyou allege. The harps that the 144,000 virgin Jews
are to play in heaven, must of course be jews’-harps.

Peter.— S0 your surname was not Piper, and you didn’t pick a
peck of pepper. The legend is apparently apocryphal. Is that
about the cock-crowing equally so ? Or are you a mere petrified
myth, a personified nobody ? Was the Saul-Peter controversy
a gunpowdory affair? When they robbed you to pay Paul,
how much did they take, and which of your brother apostles
did the trick ?

J. C—You say you are the true vine and your Father is tho
husbandman. We hope he clips you well, How would you do
in a liot-house ? You might put yourself under the charge of
your favorite stoker, Old Nick.

Nazarite.—Your teelotalism was of God, you say, and it included
abstinence from vinegar, and from currants and raisins and
from grapes inevery form (Numbers vi., .1). Yes, but you won't
persuade modern Bible teetotallers to adopt the Bible pledge.
Modern Christians are so conceited that they think God was a hit
of a fool in the old days, and they will lead him right by help
of their own opinions, which they regard as the light that ho
has given to them.

T hug— Your complaint of the outrageous treatment of your reli.
gious feelings is wrongly addressed. You should Avrite to Mr.
Gladstone, not to us. Show him that strangling travellers is a
holy action, and that llowanee’s commands must only be spoken
of in a spirit of the deepest reverence, just as he speaks of
Jephthah’ssacrifice of his daughter and tho divinely-commanded
sacrifice of Isaac.

Barabuas— Wo are not surprised to see that you aro ordained.
We always thought you would do well in the Church, and prove
very useful to it.

Dairyman’s D aughter,—You are milking the heavenly moo-cows
in the Elysian fields, aro you ? Very well, go on milking. We
hope the heavenly grass is as green as tho believers in it, and that
the churning will be quite tho cheese. Docs Gabriel help you,
or does he continue courting the Virgin Mary, or flirting with
her grown-up daughters p

Pious Conscience— Quito right. Of course two years’ imprison-
ment is not enough for the wretch who said you wero in tho
wrong, and, worse still, proved it. Alter the law and mako it
a hanging matter. That is tho only way to teach obstinate
heretics to respect pious feelings.
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BIBLE

1. The Bible Gulliver.
The hand of the Lord waa heavy upon them of Ashaod.— 1 Saji, v., 6.

3. Running Eyes.
The eyes of the Lord, which run to and fro through the whole earth.
— Zecii. iv., 10.

REAT CENTRAL RAILWAY.—London to Pandemonium
in 30 minutes. EXxpress trains every quarter of an hour.
Crowds conveyed daily. No return tickets. London to the New
Jerusalem in 10| centuries. Pullman cars and all the modern
improvements. Ample accommodation. Train starts on the
first of each month. No fear of overcrowding, the few carriages
provided being almost empty. Particulars of fares, etc., furnished
by Jehovah and Co. on application.

I"ACTION TO THE PUBLIC.—Whereas many rival shops
VJ are selling Salvation Pills, intending purchasers are warned
that our patented article is the onity genuine one. All others
are wicked frauds.— Pope and Co., Rome.

ARNING.—AIl Salvation Pills except those issued with
our stamp as guarantee arc rank poisons.— Protestant
Association, Canterbury.

O TICE!— Our Salvation Pills are warranted to cure where
all others are sure to kill.— Bible Pill Factory, Swindleham.

ALVATION WASHING POWDER.—Beats Sapolio holhiw.

Washes the conscience. One drop leaves murderers’ souls

as white as snow. Thousands of delighted customers always

ready to guarantee their own whiteness, thanks to our inimitable
Powder.— Lamb’s Laundry, Gammon Street, Colney Hatch.

EW JERUSALEM DIAMOND MINES.— Shares issued

from Id. upwards. Security undoubted. Returns abillion

per cent.

these mines, so abundant is the material. See authorised Go-
vernment report by Cranky John. Cash to any clergyman.

T OST, the Supremacy by which Christian love gouged out the
I 1 eyes of brethren, poured melted lead down their throats,
and consigned their quivering bodies to the flames. Any person
able to restore the lost article will be handsomely rewarded by
Cardinal Manning and other friends of humanity.
MFTY POUNDS REWARD.—This sum will be paid by
lh Jehovah for the names and addresses of the 2G67 voters
o plumped for Mrs Besant in the Tower Hamlets.
privacy guaranteed.— Address, Jehovah, Heaven.
interview arranged by telegram.
IA1TH HEALING.— A gentleman, having lost a leg in a
i recent railway accident, is anxious to obtain the services of
a faith-healer to pray him on a new one.
Address,’J. "Winkle, Weller Villa, Pickwick Street, Whistleham.

Personal

Strictest Apraham is about to cut Isaac’s throat.

Freethinker ChristmaB Number.

JOKES.

2. A Varied Diet.
Every moving tiling that liveth shall be meat for you.—Okn, ix., 3.

4. A Clever Tongue.
My tongue is the pen of a ready writer. -P salm xi.v., 1.

ONDERFUL OFFER— 10,000 Thrones, 10,000 Harps,
W 10,000 Crowns, and other articles of virtue and glory, to

be Disposed of cheap.
stantially as good as ever.— Apply, with ready cash, to J. C.
Priest, who, in exchange for the ready money, will give th#
requisite orders for delivery of goods. N.B.— For actual delivery
of the articles, apply at No. 1 round the corner, Prospect Place,
Paradise Square, or at the Creche, New Jerusalem.

ANTED, a True Christian— one who resists not evil and
works the miracles promised in Mark xvi., 17, 18.

7IOR SALE.— A dozen bottles of Holy Water, by a Catholic
]D priest who wants to turn water into wine,— Apply, Father
'Guzzlc /Tippling House, Barrel Road, Drinktown.

X N' TED IMMEDIATELY.— A Bible free from blunders,
'/ v~tfdsehoods, crimes and obscenities.— Forward to Modern

..ban, Progress Villa, Forward Street, Faithtown.

110 BE LET OR SOLD.—A House containing many man-
sions.— Apply to J. C., auctioneer and agent for the
property, Bedlam Stables, Zion Row.
EST CHRISTMAS SHOW of the Season for Children—
Jehovah'’s Celebrated Menagerie, containing seven-headed

leopards, horses with heads like lions and tails like serpent,

beasts full of eyes within and without, and all
wonders.

the newest
Further specimens desiring to be added to the

The very gates of the town are made of gems frdmenagerie may obtain admission by applying to the nearest sky-

pilot.
DAME TUSSAUD’'S.—Recent additions, including a
winking waxwork Jesus in the manger, as good us life;

the holy Dove in a cage ; and Peter walking across the Channel.

The Chamber of Horrors has been enriched with figures of
celebrated murderers hitherto excluded. Joshua, with his foot
on a king’s neck, is stopping the sun with one hand, while he
cuts the king’s throat with the other. Moses is slaying the
Egyptian unawares. David is writing the order for Uriah'»
destruction. Jephthah is binding his daughter to the stake.
Jail the Ripper is in
his dark Cave of Mystery. All these and hundreds of other
highly attractive additions to this favorite Chamber are to be
seen without extra charge.

Money no object.— Printed and Published by G. W. Foote, at 28 Stonecutter Street,

Farringdon Street, London, E.O.

Slightly faded and out of date, but sub-



Freethinker Christinas Number.

CRIMES of CHRISTIANITY.

By G. W. FOOTE and J. M. WHEELER.

VOL. I. Chapters :— (1) Christ to Constantine; (2) Constantine
to Hypatia; (3) Monkery; (4) Pious Forgeries ; (5). Pious
Frauds ; (G) Rise of the Papacy ; (7) Crimes of the Popes ;
(8) Persecution of the Jews ; (9) The Crusades.

Hundreds of rofeiences are given to standard authorities. No pains
have been spared to make the work a complete, trustworthy, final, un-
answerable Indictment of Christianity. The Tree is judged by its Fruit.

224 pp., cloth boards, gilt lettered, 2s. 6d.

“The book is very carefully compile), the references are given with
exactitude, and the work is calculated to be of tho greatest use to the oppo-
nents of Christianity."—National Reformer.

“ The book is worth reading. It is fair, and on the whole correct.”—
Weekly Times,

“The book has a purpose, and is entitled to a fair hearing.”— Hudders-
field Examiner.

The work should be scattered like autumn leaves/'— Ironclad Age, U.S.A.

“ Two keen writers.”— 'lruthseeker (London).

“ Animated throughout by the bitterest hatred of Christianity.”—Literary
World. =

Presenled in a concise and impressive manner. . . so far as we have
been able to verify the quotations they are given accurately.”— Open Court
(Chicago).

« Elaborate, and we dare sav accurate.”— Weekly Dispatch.

“ Able, instructive. . . courteous and fair. . . . well got up, low priced,
and highly suggestive.”— Oldham Chronicle.

“ A work at once valuable and interesting.” — Truthseeker (New York).

4 Shows a wide research and a consummate knowleJge of authorities.”—
Western Figaro,

Vol. I1.

SATIRES ana PROFANITIES

By JAMES THOMSON (B.V.)
Author of “ The City of Dreadful Night.”

is in Preparation.

“ Cannot In neglected by any who are interested in one of the most
pathetic personages of our time.”—Academy.

“ As clever as they are often profane.”— Christian World.

“ Well worth preserving . . . flashes of genius.” — Weekly Dispatch.

“ lleminds one of the genius of Swift.”— OUlham Chronicle.

“ Keen, brilliant, nervous English. . . . strenuous utterances of a man
of genius.”— (Mr Corner.

Handsomely bound in cloth, 2s. 6d.

JEWISH LFFe'oF CHRIST.

An Extraordinary Work. Edited by
G. W. FOOTE J M. WHEELER.

Cheap Edition, 6d.
. Superior Edition, printed on fine paper and bound in cloth, Is.

and

“ Messrs. G. W. Foote and J. M. Wheeler have laid the Frcethought party
under great obligation Ty the careful manner in which they have collected
and stated <the information oh a very doubtful and difficult subject. . . .
We have no hesitation hr gEing junqualified praise-to the voluminous and
HomctimeK very erudite notes/’ -V atioiurl A<former.

The RaciestiPolomics of the A:e.

REPLY TO GLADSTONE

ALSO

ROME OR REASON ?

A REPLY TO
O"MjRjID 13ST IMI . A.3ST WT 1 TST G-

COLONEL R G INGERSOLL.

Fourpence each. Fourpence each.

WORKS BY THE SAME AUTHOR:
Household of Faith 0 2

Live Topics 7. 0 1

Myth and Miracle o 1 Defence of Freethought 0 6
Real Blasphemy o 1 Fi_ve hours’ speech at the

Ho_cial Salvation 0o 1 g;:épotfe%yl.a Reynolds for

Faith and Fact 0 2 Mistakes of Moses 10
God and Man ... 0 2 Cloth o 1 6
Art and Morality 0 2 Only complete edition.

DARWIN MADE EASY

By Dr. E. B. Aveling.
The best ; >pular exposition of Darwinism
ever published. ,144pp. Cloth.

Price One Shilling.

THE BIBLE HANDBOOK

FOR i
FREETHINKERS AND INQUIRING CHRISTIANS.
Part I.——Bible Contradictions - - - - 0 4
Printed iti Parallel Columns.

Part Il.— Bible Absurdities - - - - - U 4
All the chief Absurdities from Genesis to Revelation,
conveniently and strikingly arranged, with appro-
priate headlines, giving the point of each Absurdity
in a sentence;

Part”l;'—Bible A trocities S 0 4
Containing all the godly wickedness from Genesis to

Revelation. Each infamy has a separate headline
for,easy reference.
Part IV.—Bible Immoralities, Indecen'
cies, Obscenities, Broken Promises, and
Unfulfilled Prophecies......cooccoiieeeenns 0 4
THE COMPLETE WORK. Papercovers 1 4
Superior edition, in cloth - - - - - 2 0

Every Freethinker and Rationalist should hare this,
book always by him. It supercedes the Concordance.

NOW READY.
A NEW EDITION OF

INFIDEL DEATH-BEDS,

Being a Faithful History of the Deaths of the most eminent Free-
thinkers of all ages, and a triumphant answer to the lies and misrepre-
sentations of Christian apologists.

By Gr. W FOOTE.
REVISED AND GREATLY ENLARGED.
TWENTY-FOUR FRESH NAMES.

FULL LIST.

Those mryrked with a Star were not inchuled in the First Edition.

NOW READY.

<Delambre
Diderot, Denis ;

eDolet, Etienne
Eliot, George
Frederick the Great

Amberley, Lord
eBaskerville, John
*Itayle, Pierre
<Bentham, Jeremy
<Bert, Paul

I»Mill, James

Mill, John Stuart,

M.iraheau

I Owen, Robert k
Paine, Thoinas

Bolingbroke, Lord Gambetta 1“Palmer, Courtlandt
=Broussais, Francis «Garibaldi j=Rabelais

Bruno, Giordano Gen.lrc, Isaac i*lieade, A/in»'ey'd
Buckle, Henry Gibbon <Roland, Madame
Byron, Lord «Godwin =Sand, George
Carlile, Richard Goethe «Schiller
Clifford, William «Grote Shelley
=Clouta, Anacharsis eHelvetius I Spinoza

Collins, Anthony Hetherington, Henry ! Strauss
=Comte, Auguste | Hobbes j 'Poland, John
Condorcet Holyoake, Austin Vanita

Cboper, Robert Hugo, Victor I Yolney
<D’Alembert : Hume Voltaire

Danton I Littré Watson, James

eDarwin, Charles
eDarwin, Krasmus

Watts, John

i
Martineau, Harriet j
I WonUioti, Thomas

*Mealier, Jean

LETTERS FROM HEAVEN

AND

LETTERS FROM HELL.

By J M. Wheeler.
One Penny JSfcCh,

BIBLE HEROES

By G. W. FOOTE.
First Series— 1, Mr. Adam ; O«*p*
tain Noah; 3, Father Abraham: 4.
Juggling Jacob; 5, Master Joseph;
«, Joseph’» Brethrenj 7, Holy
Moses (1.); 8, Holy Mosoa (11.)! vi
Parson Aaron ; SO, General Joshua;
11, Jephthah A Oo,; Vj, I'niiiwot
Sajnson.
lii. each. FirstSeries, hmtod i»

One Penny Each.

Works by G W. Foote

Prisoner foe Blasi'Hkmy. Cloth 2/6
A Full History of th* Three Trials and
Twelve Months' Imprisonment. Copies
in paper covers soiled, 6d.

Christianity or Secularism, 1/-
Four Night»* Public Debate vritii the
Rev. Dr. Jaine» McCann; in paper
covers. Bommi in cloth, 1». 64,

Letters to Jrsu« Christ, 4<f.

Was Ji*Cck Insan* ? Id,

A aeirrbtiiir ing dry into the mental
condition of the Prophet of Nazareth*

The Fou.yor Prater. (»rd*<l) 2d.

W hat was Christ? 2d, A Reply
to J. N.Miir.

T ub Shadow 0r thc Sword. 2d.
The Cent. Folly anrEWkk«(bMMiof War.

Rotal Xaupkils. Showing what
Royalty does for the People, and what
the People do for Royalty. *4«

Is Socialism Sound? Four nights7
Public Debate with Annie Begant. Is.
Ditto Incloth, 9«

elegant vh'jj.er, One Shilling.
Second Scries— 13, Prophet Samuel;
U, King Saul; 15, Saint David
(1.); 1d, Saint David (I1.); tit
Sultan Solomon; is, Poor Job;
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