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Bummer with glory softly floods tho earth,

Crowned are the hilltops with the gems of heayen,

The glowing flowers thal speak of summer’d birth,

: And God, 2nd all that He to us hasglven.
‘They are mute witneases of Hia greal love,
Bright heralds of a fairer world above.
ow porfectly In form and bloom they show
. The work of the Great Artist now whose hand

Ia lald witl bonediction on the land,

So plainly traced in sun and song and glow.

The lower-crowued hilis are draped in mantles green,
And ontlined stand against the gold-flecked §ky.
The trewvs, juat touched with summeor’s amber sheen,

Roflected in the saun-kissed waters lle.

Earth’s lke a mirror that reflects God’s love
T'o us who dwe!l hore, and His glorious face

Beems shining out, reflocted from above,

And glorifics our earthly dwelling-place.
‘While wo with swelling bearts his goodness trace,

And Thou, O God ! hast given us this fair sarth—

. We, who have shamed Thy goodness from our birth,

How fairis Nature $n her summer gulso;

Pho wild dog-daisies growing near mo seem

Liko spowy sturs with gleaming golden oyes,
As folr as thoso that nlghtly on us beam.

Tho dog-ross scent, borne on the playful breeze,

The whispering voices of he woving troes,
The flowlng river’s rippling silvery gleam

AlLift my spul; on adoration’s wings.

To HIlm who gavo all falr and lovely ghlugs.

How sweet the sliver volees of the birds,

QOlear as the hell upon a marriage day,

Bweot as the honlgd brenth of lover’s words,

When peace and beauty llight their summeor way.
And Nuture’s thousand voices seom to say,

# Bond down, vain mortal, pralse the One who gave
This wondraus eartl:, Its fruits, its glowlng flowers ;
But there’s n glorions world that rivals oars,

Thine if thou wilt, the world beyond tho grave.”

HARRY'S TEMPTATION.

[ We are indebted to that most ex-
cellent Sunday-School, Paper, * The
Young Churchman,” of Milwaukee,
for the following story and cut for
our Family Department.]

The boys in the senior class, at
Fairfield Academy, were very much
interested in competing for the
prize which had been offered for
the best original cssay written by
one of their number. The prize
wae o far more valuable one than
had over been offered bofore, and
Harry Duncan had set his heart
upon winning it, if possible, and
he spent ovory spare moment, for
gome timo boforehand in preparing
his essay.

The prize was one which all the
boys wanted to win, perhaps all the
more bacause it was rathor an un-
usual one. A complete outlit for
an amateur photographer was the
premium oftered, and it was just
tho ono-thing that Harry wanted to
gossess ovor since he was a little

0y.

Ho knew that one other boy in
his olass, far excolled him in com-
position, and this knowledge dis-
couraged him not a little, still he resolved to
do his best. 1 bGs

His essay was completed and neatly copied,
a weels before the time appointed for the essays
to be handed to the committee who werotoread
them, and decide which one was deserving of
the prize, and he knew that he had put forth
his best efforts even if he should not be the suc-
cessful competitor.

He was on his way to school, one morning,
when he heard his name called, and looking
“back he saw that one of his school fellows was
* ‘trying to ovortake him.
© ' v Have you heard the news ?’" asked Walter,
a8 ho renched Harry's side, breathless with his
haste,

“ No, what news ?"” asked Harry.

“Why, Fred Harris just got a telegram that
“his father is very sick, so ho had to start off in
the train, this morning, to go to him, and he
isn't coming back any more this torm, Of
-gourse, I wonldn't want my father to be sick,

but I wouldn’t mind being in his shoes, and
gotting out of school the rest of the term.”
{1 I

“1 would, then,” amswered Hawy.

wouldi’t iiss schidol for auything just now, e | . Tywould be o
Lpecially =hen Tam ov uuxious to get the prize,”

““You haven't got much chanca of it though,
while Howard Ellison is around,” said ‘Walter,
W.ilt.l; boyish frankness that was not altogether
polite. .

“I know I haven't,” answered Harry, good-
naturedly,” ¢ but I am going to do my best, and
that is all that any one can do.” - -

Just then the boys reached the door of the
Academy, and there was no time for farther
conversation. Fred's desk was next to Harry's,
and at recess the teacher asked him if he would
gather up his desk-mate’s books, and put them
away, so‘that the desk 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, he
found that it was a prise essay, neatly copied in
Fred’s best hand-writing.

““It won't do him any good, now,” thought
Harry to himself, as he opened if, and glanced
over the first few lines. “Of course he can't
compete for the prize if he isn't coming back
again this term. I must look over this, and:
see what chance he would have had if he had
sent it in.”

"

“ B WAS ON HIS WAY TO SCHOOL.”

When he had finished his lessons, that after-
noon, he took out Fred’s essny and finished
rending it. He had not expected that it would
be a vory orviginal or well written production,
for Fred’s weak point was composition, and he
was very much surprised to find that this e858Y
was superior to anything that he 'had thought
his school-mate capable of.

The essay was original in thought and ex-
pression, and unusually well written for a boy.

“Well, mine wouldn’t have had any chance
beside this-one,”’ thought Harry, as be folded
the essay up. “I don't see how Frod ever
managed to write enything like this, for his
compositions are miserably, generally. Why,
Howard Ellison eouldn't have done better than
this, and ho is the best writer in school.”

Just then a thought flashed into Harry’s
mind, which he tried in vain to banish. It
came back to him again and again, with an-
wearying persistency, “Why not copy this
essay, and pass it in a8 your ownt?” the
temper whispered to him, and though, at first,
Harry shrank front the idea of doing such a
dishonorable act, yet by degrees he began to

|

entertain tho suggestion,

ein, Tt would be dcting a

“false-hood,” * Whispered Harry's better self.

“What harm wonld it do?”  answered the
‘temper. Fred cennot use it. It is of no use
to any body, and you might as well use it and
win the prize. You will not be injuring any
one.” :

It was a severe temptation, and more than
ouce Harry almost yielded to it. He did want
to win the prize, and he knew that his chances
of being the smccessful competitor were very
slight, if he should use his own essay, yet he
knew that he could not be bappy if he woun the
coveted honor by deceit and falsehood. By =2
great effort to overcome the temptation, and
like a wise boy, put it out of his power to yield
again, by handing the essay to his teacher, tell-
ing him he had found il in Fred’s desk. Per-
haps you car imagine how glad he was that he
had resisted temptation, when his teacher said,
as he glanced at the title of the essay:

“Howard Ellsion will be quite relieved when
I tell him that you discovered this in Fred’s
desk, He came to me, at noon, to tell me that
he had given his prize essay to Fred to copy
for him, because Fred writes such a legible
hand, and as he had no other copy of it him-
self, and could not find this one among Fred's
books, he was very much afraid that it had

. been lost, and that he would have
to write it all over again. Now

~ he will not have that trouble,”

“Suppose I had stolen that
essay ?” Harry had asked him-
self, ashe turnedaway. *Itwould
have been discovercd at once, and
instead of winning the prize, I
should have been publicly disgrac-
ed. I am glad I did not do it, for
oven if I had won the prize, I
couldn't have enjoyed it.

When the day for the decision
concerning the essays arrived,
Howard Ellison was, as Harry had
anticipated, the successful competi-
tor, but Iarry almost forgot how
he had set his heart upon the
camera, 88 he. thought of the dia.
grace the day would have brought
him if be had tried to win the prize
dishonorably.

Boys, always be honorable.
Even it you are not detected, you
will never enjoy any happiness
purchased by dishonor,

Mixniz E. KENNEDY.

The serene, silent beauty, of a
holy lifeis the most powerful in-
fluence in the world, next the might
of the Spirit of God,

Ouor NarroNaL Foons.—* These Foods afford
not only nutritious and delicate diet but also
assists in laying the foundation of a strong
muscular development as well ag brain and ner-
vous vitality. The cereals are treated in the
light of all the scienfific progress of the times,
'.I‘Eey contain a full proportion of diastase and
the nitrogenous constituents so essemtial to the
health and vigorous growth of the body in the
earlier 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 sll the prepar-
ations of this house as worthy the confidence
and endorsement of our readers.”—~Canadian
Medical Record.

A Clergyman of the Province of Quebec

writes: * The long felt want of a staunch and
unbiassed Church paper has been amply pro-
vided for in the GuARDIAN, and I consider it &
moral obligation devolving on every minister of
that good old Church, the “ Church of England,”
to encourage and to lend all the aid possible to
farther and promote its circulation and success,”



