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Sommer witb glory softiy floode tho earth,
Orowned are the hilîtops wlth the gem» of heaven,

The glowing fowers that speak of sommerso birth,
And God, aud ail that Re ta us bas gironl.

They are mate wltneeses of Ie gresat love,
Brght hberald of a mirer world above.

The worf et in form and bloam they show
Thec wark a! Lie Great ArtIat naw whase baud
ls laid with benodiction on the land,

Soelaily traced In sun and sang and glow.
Thntue row ed bis are drapedn l eanti green,

Aud autined stand agaînet the, gaid-fleckectjky.
The trees, just touched wltb summor's amber sheen,

Reflected in the sun-klssed waters lie.
Earth'sliCo a mirrortbat retaects God'e love

Ta us who dwelt herc, and His glortous face
seems shining out, reflected from above,

And glertifloi or oarthly dwohting-plnce.
Whitewe witi swlling bearte bis gadness trace,

And Thou, O God I hast given un this fair earth-
We, who hava shamed Thy goodness from our birth
How fair le Nature in ber sommer guise;

The wild dog-dalsies growing near me seem
Like enowy stars with gleeming golden eyes,

As f'air as thase tuat nightiy an us beem.
Tho dog-rose soent, borne on the playful breeze,
The whispering voices of lhe waving trooa,

Tie flowIng river's rlppling silvery gleam
SUt l1ft my suail, on adaïietiafl wilgs
Ta Hlm ioo gave a il fair and loaely Ihings.
HIow swet tbe silver voices of the birds,

Olcar ns tha boit upori a inarriage dlay,
Swct as the lii 1o d breath of lover's w'ards,

Wben pouce an bnauty i ht their summer way.
And Naturels tlîaueard va ces soomn ta say,

" Bond down, vain mortal, praise the One who gave'
This wandreus cart, Its fruits, Its glowing flowers;
But tùore'n a glaonos wortd usai rivais ours.

Thine ifthoi wit, tihe world beyond the grave."

HARRY'S TEMPTATION.
[We are indebted to that most ex-

cellent Sunday-School. Poper, " The
Young Chu rchman," of Afilwaukee,

for the following story and eut for
our Family Department.]

The boys in tho senior cla, ait
Fairfiold Academy, were very much
interestod in competing for the
prizo whicb had been offored for
the best original esHay written by
one of their number. The prizo
was a far mo valuiable one than
had cver beon oferod hofore, and
Harry Duncan lad set his heart
upon winning it, if possible, and
ho spent ory spare moment, for
some timo bcforehand in proparing
bis essay.

The prize was one whiclh ail tho
boys wanted te -vin, peritaps all the
more bacause it was rathr an un-
usual one. A complote onudit for
an amateur photograpber wvats the
promium offcred, and it was just
the one- thing that Harry vantod to
possess cver since ho was a little
boy.

Ho knew that ee ether boy ln
'bis elas, far exeloed him in coin-
position, and this knowledge dis-
couraged him not a little, still ho resolved te
do his best. i

Ris essay was completed and neatly copied,
a 'week before the tinie appointed for the essays
to bebanded to the committee who wretoread'
them, and decide which one was deserving of
the prise, and ho know that ho had put forth
his best efforts even if ho should not b the suc-
cessful ceompetiter.

"fIE WAS ON HIS WAY TO SCHOOL."

lWhen ho had finished bis lassons, that after-
noon, ho took out Fred's essay and finlshed
reading it. Hie had not expected that it would
be a very original or well written production,
for Fred's weak point was composition, and ho
was very much surprised to find that this essay
was suporior to anything that ho had thought
his school-mate capable of.

The essay was original in thought and ex-
Ho was on his way to school, one morning, pression, and unusually Weil writton for a boy.

when ho heard his unmo called, and looking "Weil, mine wouldn't have had any chance
back ho saw that one of bis school fellows was boside this one," thought Harry, as ho folded

,trying te ovortalce him. the essay np. "I don't see how Fred ovor
Have ou heard the news?" asked Walter managed to write anything like this, for his

as ho renced Harry's side, broathlose with his compositions are miserably, generally. Why,
haste. Howard Ellison couldnt have done botter than

"No, what news?" asked Harry. this, and ho is the best writer in school."
Just thon a thought fiashed into Harry's

"Why, Fred Harris just got a telegram that mind which ho tried in vain te banish. It
his fatther is very sick, so ho had to start off in came' back te him again and again, with un-
the train, this morning, to go to hlm, aud b wearying persitency. "Why not y this
lisn't coming back any more this term. or wsayin passiat in1hy yot on?" the
course, I weuldn't vçant m'y fatber te bc sick, oasay, aud pase it in as .yeur cwn?"fi

o ebi my f hoo sck temper whisperedto him, and though, at first,
but I wouldn't mmd beg in his shoes, and larry shranr fronf the idea of doing such a
gotting out of school the ret of the term." dishonorable act, yet by degrees ho bgan to

II 'would, then," ans'wOred Harry1. "I entertain the suggestion.

woidnt niisschâel for'auything'jùst oIWJ es
neefally wher T mVu ULOUS togetthe »rizeP

Yeu baven't g t mucbèhani of it teough,
while Howard Elion fi ard, 'd aid"Walter,
with boyish frankmess that was net altogether
polite.

"I know I haove't," answered Harry, good-
naturedly," " but I am going to do my boit, sud
that is all that any one eau do." -

Just thon the boys reached the door of the
Acadomy, and thore was no time for farther
conversation. Fred's desk was nexi to Harry's,
and at recess the toacher asked him if ho would
gather up bis desk-mate's books, and put them
away, so that the dosk could be given to a new
scholar.

While Harry was engaged in this task he
discovered a neatly folded paper among the
books and papers that made an untidy litter in
the bottom of the desk, and unfolding it, ho
found that it was a prise essay, neatly copied ini
res best hand-writing.
" It won't do him any good, now," thought

Harry te himseolf, as ho opened it, and glanced
over the first few lines. " Of course he can't
compote for the prize if ho isn't coming back
again this term. I must look over this, and
see what chance he would have had if ho had
sent it in."

c c-

S' woad emeau. Itwould be acting a
faltse-hpodc whiperea narry's etter self.
"What harm wónld it do?" answered the
temper. Fred cannot use it. It is of no use
te any body, sud you might as well use it and
win the prize. You will not be injuring any
oe."

It was a severe temptation, and more than
once flarry almost yielded te it. le did want
te win the prize, and ho knew that his chances.
of being the successful competitor were very
slight, if ho should use bis own esay, yet ho
knew that ho could net b happy if ho won the
coveted honor by deceit and falsehood. By a
great effort te overcome the temptation, and
like a wise boy, put it out of his power to yiold
again, by handing the essay to bis teacher, tell-
ing him ho had found it in Fred's desk. Per-
haps you can imagine how glad ho was that he
had resisted temptation, when his teacher said,
as ho glanced at the title of the essay:

"Howard Ellsion will be quite relieved whon
I tell him that yon discovered this in Fred's
desk. Ho came te me, aft noon, t tell me that
ho had given his prize essay te Fred te copy
for him, because Fred writes such a legible
band, and as ho had no other copy of it hm-
self, and could not find this one among Fred's
books, ho was very much afraid that it had

been lost, and that ha would have
te write it all over again. Now
b will not have that trouble."

"Suppose I had stolen that
essay?" Harry bad asked him-
self, as ho turned away. " It would
bave beu discovered at once, and
instead of winning the prize, I
should have ben publicly disgrac-
ed. I an glad I did net do it, for
even if I had won the prize, I
couldn't have enjoyed it.

When the day for the decision
concerning the essaya arrived,
Howard Ellison was, as Harry had
anticipated, the succeeful competi-
tor, but Harry almost forgot how
he had set bis heart upon the
camera, as he thought of the dis-
grace the day would have brought
him if ho bad tried to win the prize
dishonorably.

Boys, always b honorable.
Even if you are net detected, you
will never enjoy any happines
purchased by dishonor.

MINNIE E. HENNEDY.

The sorene, silent beauty, of a
holy life is the most powerfal in-
fluence in the world, next the might
of the Spirit of God.

OUn NATIONAL FooDs.-" These Foods afford
net ouly nutritious and delicate diet but aiso
assists in laying the foundation of a strong
muscular development as well as brain and mer-
vous vitality. The coreals are treated in the
light of ail the scientific progress of the times.
They contain a full proportion of diastase and
the nitroenous constituents se essential te the
health ana vigorous growth of the body in the
carlier stages of life and for the reconstruction
of systems 'run down' with dyspepsia and
other affections of the disgestive organs. We
have tried several of these foods and have no
hesitation in recommending all the prepar-
ations of this house as worthy the confidence
and endorsement of our readers."-Canadian

edical Record.

A Clergyman of the Province of Quebec
writes: " The long feit want of a staunch and
unbiassed Chureh paper bas been amply pro.
vided for in the GUARIAN, and I consider it a
moral obligation devolving on every minister of
thatgood old Church, the " Church of England,"
te encourage and to lend all the aid possible to
further ad promote its circulation and succeas."


