3 THE MESSENGER)

O Father, is it You?

" (Frank Bllis, in ‘Friendly Greetings.’)

I walked along the darkened street
Nor knew I one I loved was by.
I heard the sound of little feet
That every moment grew more nigh;
And as the little one came near,

She thought the form was one she knew.

Into my face I saw her peer
She said ‘O Father, is it you? .

It was my child—quick to my side
With childish confidence she came.

The street was dark, the world was wide,
And yet no tremor shook her frame.

She had no doubt, she had no fear,
Since to her father’s side she drew.

She knew that one she loved was near;
Could say, ‘O Father, is it you?

Oh, when the way is dark for me,
And when in doubt and gloom I tread,

Not knowing that I walk by Thee,
And darkness gathers round my head;

Oh, when thou drawest to me near,
Dear Lord, Thyself then may I view

And know Thy form, Thy face most dear,
And say, ‘O Father, is it you?

Ye Did it Not.

‘Master, 1 have this day broken no law
of the Ten—have hurt no ome. Is it enough?’

‘Child, there stood one by thy side
burdened with heavy tasks of lowly, earth-
ly labor. For a little help, a little easing of
the burden, he looked to thee. Thou hadst
time and strength.

‘Master, I did not see.’

‘Thine eyes were turned within. There
was an ignorant one crying from out his
darkness, “Will none teach me?” I have
given thee knowledge.’

‘Master, 1 did not hear.’

‘Thine ear was dull. There camo a guest
to seek thy conveérse, a human friend in
quest of fellowship. - I marked thy sign, thy
frown. Why was thy heart not glad?

‘I was reading.

talk.

‘The children would have had mthee some
few moments in their play. ‘Without thee
they went wrong—how far wrong thou wut
not know. It is tod late.’

‘Child’s play? But I was searching for a
hidden truth of spiritual import.’

“Thou didst not turn aside to lift that
lame one who had fallen by the way.’

‘I was in haste to what I had planned. I
meant to help him when I should return.’

‘Another lifted him. And shall I question
further?’—Selected.

The Springs of Thanksgiving.

TFor what ghall we be thankful? For ma-
terial blessing? Yes; but that cause is not
sufficient for the Chrietian. 1t puts grati-
tude on too low a level, We haye no per-
manent promise of prosperity in worldly
_goods, Suppose we moet adversity. That
would silence our hymn of prais2 unless
it were pitched on a higher key than that

of thankfulness for things. Other people -

have lost their property. Are they now
exempt from thanksgiving? Those who are
. most thankful for ‘things’ are likely to
| stick to the muck-rake all their lives.
Things are not always 4" blessing. Some-
times their-withholding is a mark of Gods
mercy.
. Let us be thankful for the gifts which
we may be sure come from God, and which
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I hate to be @lsturbed, to
be called from great thoughts for 'mﬂlng 5

make us every way rich  toward God and *

man.

Let us be thankful for the fact that we
are heirs of God and that no contestant can
nullify his will.

Let us be thankful if God has given us
work in hard places. It is a great thing
to ignore physical conditions; it is a greater
thing to conquer them.

Let us be thankful without reference to
granary or bank account. ‘Although the
fig tree shall not blossom, neither shall
fruit be in the vines; the labor of the olive
shall fail, and the fields shall yield no meat;
the flocks shal be cut off from the fold, and
there shaill be no herd in the stalls; yet I
will rejoice in the God of my salvation.”

Salvation and life are the two great per-
sonal blessings which should call forth our
truest thanksgiving. Whatever gifts God
withholds, he has given us these two. And
when these are given, and appreciated, how
easy it is to see that the withholding of the
rest may be God’s wisest and tenderest care
for our larger life!

Let us be thankful for usefulness. It is
batter than riches. What a gpur is pover-
ty! How many would work as they do, it
they could quit work next Saturday and
be sure of a life income? Some would stay
on, of course, but the majority of folks
would develop some ailment or desire that
would keep them away from the work they
are doing in the world.

How shall we be thankful? ‘I will take
the cup of salvation, and call upon the
name of the Lord. ‘1 will pay my vows.’
Obedience is the great thanksgiving. It is
better than sacrifice—more acceptable to
God than any other gift.

There i one special day appointed for
thanksgiving, but the obedient Christian
has,a festival of praise the year round. His
life ‘is 2 parable of gratitude. Amnd it wins
other lives unto loving allegiance to the
great teacher and Saviour, and Lord.—'Ep-
worth Herald.’

2 Agai‘n"st Obstacles.

The great men are the men who have had
some limitations or hindrances to overcome,
and whose strength and power have grown
through this very struggle, Demosthenes
and his vocal impediment is the clagsic il-
lustration. Mr. Gladstone was all the
greater man in the wealth of his judgments
and sympathies in his later years because
he struggled up to them from mnarrower
mind and spirit. And = Disraeli’s power,
though it was not always used for good,
was increased and solidified by the battle
he had to fight for supremacy. ‘Gentle-
men,” he said, when he sat down after the
failure of his first speech in the House of
Commons, amid the jeers of the Wouse, ‘I
have begun, several times, many things, and
I have often succeeded at last; aye, sirs,
and, though I sit down now, the time will

come ;when you will hear —'Sunday
School Times.”

——— e

Autumnal Tints.

Now there is something more In all this
autumnal exhibition of the Great Mas-
ter than the marvellous creation in “color.

A great picture is not simply paint. He

says it is fine because the colors are bright
and the objects in the painting look like
the things they represent. Such a man does
not truly see the painting at all. To gee

' that, he must apprehend its spiritual mean-

ing; he must catech the thought of the paint-
er. So it is with the masterpieces which
Nature’s Artist has painted for us this de-
liciows seasom. It is not enough for us to
say the display is beautiful. If we can say
no more than that, we apprehend but lit-

‘ tle of its real value and splendor. Wy,
‘every tree is a serman and efvery leat
' is a parable,

“and every color -

. is a
To him

metaphor. - whose eyes and

heart are open to th.e teaching office of
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‘The mountains and the hills shall break

forth into singing, and all the trees of the
field shall clap their hands. —-'I"he ‘Baltimore
Methodist.” 3

Oct. 19, 1908,

Glorying in God.

How pleasant a thing it is to be able to
say, ‘God, even my God, shall bless me! I
need no other.” How high matter of tri-
umph was this to the psalmist! ‘Let it be
told to the generations following—this God
is our God for ever and ever; He will be
our gulde even unto death’ (Psa. xlviii., 13,
14). As if he had said, “We are willing that
this should be known in the present and
succeeding ages. Let it be transmitted to~
posterity. Let there be a perpetual, ever=
lasting monument of this, that we have had
the Liord for our God. Thus a certain noble
person would have an inscription put upon
his tomb, without any further enlargement,
to this effect—that he had been a servant
to Queen Elizabeth, counsellor to King
James, and friend to Sir Philip Sydney. By
this it appears that he would haye al]
know whose servant, counsellor, and frieng
he had been. In like manner should every
good and pious soul declare to the present
and all future ages that the Lord is his Goa,
—John Howe.

Give up Now !

The late Dr. Andrew Bonar, said Dt
Moody, once told me how, in the Highlands
of Scotland, the sheep would often wandep
off amongst the rocks, and get into places
that they couldn’t get out of. The grass on
these mountains is very sweet, and the
sheep like it; and they will jump down ten
or twelve feet, and they can’t jump back
again, and the shepherd hears them bleat~
ing in distress. They may be there for
days until they have eaten all the grass.
The shepherd will wait until they are so
faint they cannot stand, and then he will
put a rope round them, and he will pull them
up out of the jaws of death.

‘Why don’t they go down there when the
sheep first get there?’ I asked.

sAh!’ he said, ‘they are so very foolish
they would dash right over the pre@pm.
and be killed if they did!”

And that is the way with men; they
won’'t go back to God till they have no
friends, and have lost everything. If you
are 4 wanderer, I tell you that the Good
Shepherd will bring you back the moment
you have given up trying to save yonmpu,,

Cénadians Abfoad: - %

ONLY A THREE WEEKS MARGIN.

Canadians residing abroad will one and
‘all heartily appreciate the ‘Oa.nadian Pie~
torial,’ with its monthly budget of ‘pictures
fromm home.” The first edition will be ex-
_hausted long before most of them realiz
that there is such a publication—and’ th‘ew
will be sorry to miss the first issue. ]
at home could not find a more accepta
gift to send them—only a dollar bill -
twelve months of pleasure. For the present
this rate covers postage to all parts of the
world. Orders of this sort will need to h;

sent in promptly, for after the next
weeks it will probably be impossible w
the October issue. H

On request, a neat gift card will be mf.
announcing to the far-away friend the name
of the donor. g

A Special Christmas Cl

To friends throughout Canada (ex
Montreal and suburbs) also through ut
Great Britain and Ireland, the United
and the many other countries mentioned
Page 15 as not requiring extra postage, th
‘Canadian Pictorial’ may be sent for on
fifty cents, provided four or more suc
scriptions are rémitted at one time.
~ten in the Christmas preparation for
at home, gifts for the distant friends
- mailed till too late. Now is the time to
range for what is really a series of
in one of the most delightful forms, a for
that makes it possible to share the Dl
with others. Send in your Christmes
scriptions mow. They will have tn
wareful attentlon .
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