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gards both the attendarice and the Pro-
ceedings. Though pragress towards
International Arbitration is slow, we
may say of the blessed cause of Peace
in Galileo's words, "lIt does move after
ail !'-Britisk Friend of roili mo.

Dr. Smnith, of the "Peoples" Church,
St. Paul, who is looked upon as the

-passible successor of Prof. David
Swing, recently preacbed in Central
Music Hall, Chicago. His subject was :
agGod's Presence in this World.> He
said in part:

«'The whole human race is on the
march, and we do flot perceive it.
From the innocence of childhood to
the end of life this march goes on.
Soon we shall die and pass away, but
at present we live. The great question
which confronts us is what religion has
in store for us now. That it will pre-
pare us. for another world many preach,
but I corne to preach that God is here
with us now, and that His wisdom and
love are as truly ours in this as in any
world. lVhat would you think of a
father who left bis baby boy to the
cruel mercies of a heartless world, and
when, by struggle and slow attainiment,
he had reached the age of young mani-
hopd, should corne to him and tell
him that hie wu~ his fathei, and that he
intended to take him into his own manf-
sion to live for the rest of his life ?
Wbat would be the emnotions of the
child in coming into his new relations?
This is the picture of an impossible so-
ciety, and is also, the counterpart of an
impossible religion. This world could
flot exist for a moment by itself, and
the idea of a dependent world necessar-
ily carnies with it the idea of a Go.d on
whom.-to depend.

"The validity of religion can be test-
ed only by its effect on the rnorality of
the world. What it will. do for us in
the future is one question, but what it
is doing for us now is the great one.
We are flot inspired by the fact that al
hunianity clusters around God. buf
what an inspiration it is to feel that
.our sorrows are His sorrows, and, that

He is human in His sympathies! 1
believe that God is in the world to-day
andl that those who are pure in heart do
see Him.'l
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T'HE BACK LOG; OR, UNCLE
NED S LITTLE GAME.

BY INNES RAND0LPH.
It vas a mile at Thornton Hall,

Uabîoken frorn colonial days,
Thathboliday st Christmas tide

Was measured by the Christma blae;
For titi the back log buîned in twa,

The dsikeys on tht place wert free
To dance, mnd laugh, and eat, and duink,

And give thernielves ta jollity.
And rnighty vet tbe logs they brought,

0f weighlithat six stout men might bear,
Ail gnarled and knotted; slow ta burn ;

Foi Christmas cornes but once a year.

Old Ned bail cut the log that year,
Old Ned the fiddler, fiai renowned,

Who played at every country dance
That bsppentd tbirty miles &round,

Heceut tht log ; for days hi. face
Showed gitams cf meirirnent and crft;

Ht cites vent behind the bouse
And leantd against tht wali and laughtd,

And called the other darkeys round
And whispered ta theux in the tar,

And loud tht ringing laughter biche ;
For Christmas cornes but once a year.

At tviiight upon Chitrnas eve,
Tht log vas boise on shoulders strorg.

0f men who marked their cadence steps
With music, si they carne &long;

And Ned vith air af high commanrd,
Came marcbing at tht htad of ail,

Ai he Ladl dont foi "4hîtyt year,»
On Christmnas eve at Thoraton Hall.

Ht ledl the chorus as they mavched,
Tht voices risîng loud and clear

Froms lusty tbroats and happy heasts;
For Christmnas cornes but once a yesr.

Thnugh buiskly blazed at Chîisimas eve,
That fic with Il mes and embers bright,

Until tht antfque fire-place lit
Tht panneled valls with muddy light;

Although tht spacious cbirnuey roared
Like voodiands in autumnal gales,

And lion andirons of bromze
Were redhbot in their mines and t".iL

That back.log, incombustible,
Lay quite unkindltd in tht mear,

Or only ilightly scorcbed and cbarred;
For Christmnas cornes but-once a yearw
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