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A Hatvest Song.
hind the Bcythes a trodden path
.Bind, bind the cieaved: , ..
1/ b,'hg ti%ei‘ gTows the Bwath,
ther, side the brlgiht.corn heaves,
1llows of gold?

Trees & giory of bronze and red ;
Bind, bind the sheaves,
My sunshine overhead,
Through the chequer ot thinning leaves
The =air is cold.

R ath of the coming frost {s there ;
Rind, bind the sheaves ;
V: eq that cling to the house groy: bare,
Swallows leave thelr nests in the eaves
Empty and old;

Aptle-globes, critison ahd white g
Bind, bihd the sheaves :
Winnowed grath, sgnnuy Yiright, ;
(Glittering gold that want relleves!)
ThHe wide Bins hold. .
—Oudng.

FRANCONIA RANGE.
BY THE EDITOR.

The Franconia Range is considered the
gem of the White- Mountains. Beneath
the sha low of these heights the weary
<oul fin33 composure. Selfishness and

THY. CREAT STONE FACE.

worldliness are rebuked. The most
thoughtless are hushed to reflection, and
# better understanding of life grows up
in the midst of Nature's grand instruc-
tions.

‘fhe whole White ifountain region s
readily reached by the Boston and Maine
raflway system On returning froin my
vicit to the Sunday-school Convention at
Bostom, I made a pilgrimage to some of
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CLIMRING MOUNT LAFAVETTE.

the old colonial towns of New England,
and to the famous White Mountains,

Some of the dreumy old towns like
Portsmouth, Newburyport and Salem, are
haunted with old colonial memorles ot
the time when George IIl. was king.

Newburyport has special ianterest to
Methodist tourists, from the fact that
here the great apostle of Methodism,
George Whitefleld, s burled. His tomb
fs beneath the pulpit of the Old South
(Presbyterian) church. The sexton takes
one into the vaalt, turns down the
hinged cover of the coffin and exposes
to view the bleached skeleton of tho
eloquent Dreacher. Curious tourists
1nay take his skull in their hands. I
refrained, however, from this sacrilege,
but laid my hand on the spacious, dome-
like brow anrd thought how the busy
brain within hagd seethed with the bura-
ing ideas with which he had fired the
minds of men.

On the coffin {s a small box containing
the bones of the forearm. The sexton's
little joke is that Whitefield crossed the
otean elevea times, while this arm
crossed thirteen times. It seems that
some relic-monger had carried off the
arm-bones to England, and,
belng smitten with remorse,
ordered them to te rcturned
in the ttls box where tkay
still remain,

Next door {s the house in
which Whitefleld died, and
next to it, that fn which Gar-
rison, the gailant crusader for
the slave, pubdblished his
 Libverater,” which first blew
the trumpet blast that herald-
ed the freedom of 2 race.

Longfellow and Whittier
have commemorated these old
cnlonlal towns, and Haw-
thorne has made Salem classic
ground by his welrd tales.
Here I visited the old Pyn-
cheon House and House of the
Seven Gables, and the réstored
old church. first built in 1634,
0! which Roger Williams was
pastor, and in <waich were
placed Hawthorne's desk and
ether memoriais, |
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near nefghbdotr, Plymouth, are full of
historic memorles, of taseinating hiterest.
Its magnificent new union station is one
of the finest in the world.

It has a score or more of rallway
tracks, on which, I belleve, slx hundred
trains a day move in and out.

WHITE MOUNTAINS.

It is a cbarming ride by the Boston
and Malne Rallway to the heart of the
White Mountain region. The road
offers several routes, but we think the
most interesting f{s that by +ay of
Lake Winnepesaukea, the loveliest of
New England lakes, to Mount Wash-
ington.

A pleasant headquarters for tourists {8
the charming vlllage of Bethlehem, N.H.,
which commands & noble panorama of
both the White Mountain and Franconia
Ranges. and from which & aumber of
delightful excursions may be made. The
present writer had scarce got scttled for
a few days’ rtest in this lovely sillage of
Bethlehem, N.H. <hen he receised a call
from the worthy pastor of the Methodist
church. A short con-
versation led to an
invitation from him to
preach the Sunday-
school annivereary
sermons on the ap-
proaching Sabbath.

“But,” sald the
writer, “you do not
know me; I may be
some clerical tramp.
or expelled preacher,
for all that you know
to the coxntrary.”

A LITTLE RBISKY

*“1t i3 a little risky,
isn't §t 7' he replied.
with a twinkle of
humour {n his eye;
but he professed to
have found In certain
review articles and
books, whick. he attri-
buted to the present
writer, a sufficlent
guarantce as to char-
acter.  And very plea-
daat wuo Uixd duwisd

bepeciaily o beailtitul  Guinday-ay
goncert Aanniversary o e oved!
Our American frignda. make i N, &
yery proierly, of, Sunday-gchool, 8}
give it a prominence which {t doss ¢
always recelve among us. To the
pleasing acquaintance thus formed wo
were {ndebted for sundry pleasant drives
over the hills anéd through the vallays
surrounding the village

Bothlehem itself is most ploturesquely
situated, and commends a view of wido
expanse. Acioss the Franconia Valley
rise the lofty summits of Lafayette, with
his seamed and scarred sides, and the
kindred mountains standing like zentinels
to gunrd the pags against profane .In-
ttudets. Thelr {itrcgularity s mest
ictiresqile, while, #t the game tim3,
ey ate. iost flilely grouped.
At Echo Lake, the soubds of a horg,
fowh with skill, il bb fetutmed {0 gxt'-
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tepeated notes ltke sweetest musit. Th
human volce will be m—ecﬁo'g with
wonderfu} effect, as though the {nvisibie

inhabitants of the hills were holding n»
colloquy with ‘‘the babddling gossip of
the air.” ‘The roport of a cannon fired
on the shore will reverberate ltke peals of
thunder among the fastnesses of the
mountains. In the stillness of morn
fng. or in the qulet of the evening at the
sunset hour, the lake is the resort o
those who can best know and appreciate
the wonders of the place. The wind i»
whist ; the waters sleep ; the mountatns
zre silent | the purple glow {a on all the
troes and rockd  Then s the time tn
wake the slumbering echoes, and hour
the many voices that reply.

THY GREAT sTONE 2ACH. -

The great marvel and pride of thie
region 18 the Proflle, or * Great .Stowe
Face' ‘The huge face, with all its fea-
tures thoroughly delineated, stands oul
{n bold outline before our sight. There
it 1s, a culessal, completoly symmetrical
profile. lcoking down upon the valley
from itz lofty height, perfectly distinet
and cloar. Naturc has carved out, with
the most accurate chiseling, this aston-
fshing sculpture. There is the stern.
projecting. massive brow, as though
stamped with the thonght azd wisdom
of centuries. Tho nose 18 straight, finely
cut, and sharply outlined. The thin,
senile lips are parted, as though anout
to echo the thuaders of majestic spoech.
The chin {3 well thrown forward, wih
«sact  proportionate length, betoxentnw
the hard, obstinate character of the " QOld
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