
HOME AND SCHOOL.

At the lower part of the gorge are
arrowy rapids, wlhere the waters are
lasied te fury and sem dotermilned to
swallow up the adventurous tourists
who dare to invade thoir ancient and
solitary deomain. But the barge, skil-
fully stered, bouuds over their orest
and glides swiftly down into the calm
water bolow. The tortttred stt-aîmm
seous glad to omnerge fron its gloomuy
prison into the glorious sunlight, and
glides on its way te blond its sandy
tribute, derived fron the disintegration
of the rocks, ta the waters of Lake
Ohamplain. This ie the feature which
bas unquestionihbly given it its namie,
At Sable-"lMiver of Sand.?

Having clinibed again the cliii, I lay
long uponthe bank) gàzing at the Inky
waters, flecked with stiowy foam bells,
gliding darkly in thb shadows of the
mighty cliffs, lndàamie Pfeiffer, the
famous S wedish traveller, describes the
Chasu as well worth a journey across
the ocean ta sêe. It ha been compared
to the wondeiùl goigoe of the Trient,
in Switzerand, but 1, I think, muuh
more beautiful.

The tourist tò the Au Sable Chansm
will find the 'omfots df la holie, and
that "warmest Welcome" of which Ban
Jonson vrites, at the lake View
House, a firat-class hotel uinder the
exporienced manageln^ontof Mr. Bard-
sall. Here I spont 'a quiet Sabbath,
attending the Methodist service in the
neighbouring village. From the p&
vilion is gained a superb view of the
Falls and Chasm near at hand; of the
broad swoep of Lake Champlain, where
the stately steamers and white-winged
vessels glide, swan-like, among -the
islands; and in the distance Old White-
face, JayPeak, and the hoary brother-
hood of.the Adirondacks and White
hlountains climb the skies and molt
softly' away in the ethoreal blue.

As I walked back ta the landing, the
snow-crowned -rest of Mount Mansfield,
boyond, Lake Champlain, gleamed like
pale, gold in the afternoon light, as i
hav escen the Alps from the tower of
St. Mark's, at Venice. Then it flushed
ta rosy red, and faded ta ashen gray
and spectral white as the dusk 'oftwi-'
light deepened. The railway along the
shore of the lake is -here a pieco-of'
grand engineering. It rune on a
narrow ledge hown 'ont of the rock,'
giving mont picturesque views-of the
many bays and capes below, and of 'the
towering cliffs above.

TICONDEROGA.

I had to forego a visit to Port Crown
Point, that I might more fully 'explore.
the more imtereatiùg ruim of Fort
Ticonderoga, or Old Ti, as the natives;
call it. Tbis fort was situated on a
tongue of land commandlng the pass
between Lakes ("corgo and Champlain,:
and was long the tern warder of :the
gateway of Canada. Nowhere on the,
continent have such desperate battles
been fought as hare, except duriug the
late American civil war.

The fort an'd field-works embraced a
vast area. The military linos, it is said,
extended for miles. The ruins'are still
very extensive, :lithôugh they have
bien used fdr a hundredyears as a
quarry for building material. -A star-
shaped redan irises -abruptly -from the
waves, its deep mont, broad glacis,
massive masonry, curtains, and demi.
lunes, lclearlytraceable. Theremaiit
of great stone barracks still "stand four
seqhae ta 3l the -winds that blow."
They rosemble in construction the
oldest buildings in Quebecand Montreal,

with steep gables, thiak walls and
onmpty windows, whioh look liko the
nyelesn sockets of a skull. The great
fireplace, around wh.ich gathorod the
gallant cavaliers of Franco, and roared
their marching songs and told their
tales of Ramillies and Malplaquet, was
empty and cold. While I explorod the
ruine, a timid sl.eep showed its face at
the door, and the bleat of lambs, instead
of the sound of war, was heard. It is
easy ta ro.peopl n l ancy this crum-
bling ruin with the ghoste of the dead
warriors who assailed or defonded its
watts, or dyed with their blood its gory
nlopes. Upon this very scone, througi
these crumblipg windows, gazed the
eyes ti' Mohtcalm and Bourlemaque,
and fron yohdor hoiglih the gallant
Howe, whose grave is in Westminster
Abbey, and Aberorombie and Amherst,
scanned with eageo interest the noeno.

Theni when the tilled flag of France
bas given place to the red cross of St.
George, other scenes cone up. The
blazing light of the barrack fire gloams
on the sombre uniform of the famons
"lBlack Watch," -oh the tartan plaid of
the Hlighland clahmat, on the frieze
coat elld Brown Boss of the colonial
miâitiaman, on this red skin and hideous
War-paint of the Indian scout. In the
corner ie hearà the crooning of the
Scottish pipes, as aù old piper plays the
sad sweet air of '"Annie Lauri," or
"Bonnie baon,"'orI"Auld Ling Syno."
And now a red-coated guardsman trolls
a morry marching song:-

"Some tale of Alexander and some of
Hearcules,,

Of Hector and Lysandor and such great
nanes as theso;

But of all the worid's greant heres
There are none that can compare

With a tow.row-row-row-row-row.row,
To the British Grenadiers."

In another corner an old veteran ise
reading his well-thumbed Bible, while
around him othors ara shuffling a pack
of greasy cards and filling the air with
reeking tobacco smoke and strange
soldiers' oathse

Again i hoard the quick challenge
and reply, the bugle-call, the roll of
drums, the sharp rîattlo 'of muskeotry,
the ,deep and deadlyt thunder of the
cannonade. From the 'tiroat of the
great :guns -leap forth the feil death-
bolts of war. The fiorce shells scream
'through Ilie air. The 'gunners stand
ta thoir pieces, though an iron hail is
crashing all rouncI them.

~"Is it, O man, with-such -discordant noises,
With suchaccursed instruments as these,

Thou drownest nature's'weet and kindly
Volces,

Ani jarrest the colestialiharnonis"

But all inow i :peaceful and silent.
The lamb orops the herbage on the once
,gory slope--the ;b1uobird makes her
-neet in tle canuao's mouth. GQreat
tres have-grown.up ineide the fort, and
'their ainewy rudts have overturned iLs
massy walls. The eternal bastions of
-nature mocik the -puny structures of
man, and on th 'surface of the primeval
-rock may'be traced ýthe grooves and
'strue made by theseenof'ice in the old
yeard before'the flood.

I clambered down into a crumbling
vault, and found it alarge arched, and
'once bomb proof, 2nagazine with latoral
*chabibers which Were too dark ta be
explored. On the walls of the old fort
some mercenary wretch had painted in
huge -letters the words, "Use Rising
Sun 'Stove fPolish." Such vanda%1arm
degrades thernational charactor.

I 'climbed .to the top of Mount
Defiaqice, nearly a thousand feet above

the lake, ta the spot where Burgoyno
siellod the fort, which lay bonottlh,
For sixty uiles Lako Champlain and
its winding shorei lay spread ont àike
a map, and on the oppositp slope of the
bill the lovely Lake Geirge-the
French Lac St. Sacrewu'nt, the Indian
Horicon. the scene of nany a bloody
fight-liko a sapphIro in its setting of
emerald, lay guarded by its ongirdling
hills Thore are fow suai historio ont-
looks on the continent or in the world,

Again taking the D. and H. Canal
Conmpany's train, i hastonod on through
charming landscapes and over historia
ground through ta Saratoga and Alb mny,
next ta Jamestown, the earliest settle.
ment in the original thirteon colonies,
Tho glory of Albany is the new Capitol,
one of the largeet and noblest buildings
in the world, It i even more noble
within athn without. The Sonate
Chamber is richer than that of Vonice
in its golden primo. Its walls are of
carved mahogany, of Mexican onyx,
and of stamped and gilb leather. Tho
grand staircase, for amajestia eflect, I
have never sean cquialled. But the
building lias cost enougi ta be splendid.
Bogun on an anpropriation of $1,000j-
000, $14,000,000 have alroady been
exponded, and it is said that $7,000,-
000 more will be required ta complote
it.

Life and Death.
"WHT is Life, father ?"

"A Battle, my child,
WVhere the strongest lance may fail,

Whiero the waricst eyes may bo bcuiled,
And the stautest heart may quail

Whore the focs are gathered on eory hand,
And rest not day or night,

And the feoble little onas must stand
In the thickoat of the fight."

""Vhat i Death, father ? "
" The rest, my child,

When the Btrife and toil are a'or;
The angai of God, wvo, calai and mild,

Says we -ncod figit ne more;
Vho, driving away the deinon band,

Bide the dm of the battie cease ;
Takes banner and spear fron our failing

hand,
And procaims an Oternai pouce."

"Lot me die, fathmer I I tremble, and four
To yied win that terrible strife! "

~Tme crowa muet bo wvon fer heavoa, liear,
In the battle.fiold of life;

My child, thougli thy focs are strong and
tried,

Ha loveti ite wak and smail;
The angols of iteaven are on thy aide,

And God is over ail l"
-Adelaide Anne Proctor.

The Duty of the Hour.
FELLOW- OITIZENS 1 'Electors of

Canada 1 Men, upon whom the nations
look to.day as the pioneers in the
march of social progress and moral
reform ; whose country's name, in the
dark days gone by, was the very
watchword of those who would fiee
the stinging scourge of slavery and
the galling fetters of despotism; whose
beardless boys with hearts of patriotic
fire leaped only yestorday ta the
battle front, and fearlessly offered
their lives in defence of their country's
homes at the firet cry of ielp from
those in peril and distressI Sons of the
heroisn that manfully howed itseli a
home in the forest wilds, and that
guards with sleepless love and pride
the national life that has come ta that

* hard-earned hotme i What have you ta
say as the awful beer.curse, that has
trampled under the strength and purity
of aLher nationalitios .now dares to
menaceour own young country's peace,
and seeks to faston upon us the cruel
tyranny of its'reentless'selfishness sud
avarice? Tho Beer-Power is fighting
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for the mastory of oanada to.day it
in rallying im its support evory agon.y
that can be flatterod or bribed Into,
giving it aid Loarning and Seial
Position have steppod down from thoir
pedestal to ally thOnselves with ignor.
ance and insoloncos tumpimg the country
in its ellort to stay the riesog tide e
moral sentiment and force the cursing
liquor traillo upon a suffering commun.
ity. Tho battlo is upon us, and it is a
battle ta the death. It is a struggle
botwen tho beer-barrol and the homo;
botwoen hust for money and moral
principle, and upon yeu lies the respon.
sibillity of deoiding whoro the victory
shall rest.-Canada Citien. ry

Through Darknos unto Light.
WH are toiling through the darkncs, but

our oyes behold the light,
That le mounting up the castern sky and

beatlng bacok theî it;
Soon wlth joy we'll hail the morning when

our Lord shall come in might,
His truth lis marching on I

Ho vlhl coino In glnonus majesty ta sweep
eNway ail wrong,

To heal the broken-hearted, and to nake
His peoplo strong;

I1e will toacl Our souls His righteousness,
our hoarta a glad nW sang.

Our Cod le marching an I
Wo long have had His promise that liis

peopleaboula. be frac,
And fis word haB ne'er boen broken yet, nor

will it ever be
If we but prove our loyalty, His glory we

shall see ;
For God is marching on 1

Ho is calling an lis people ta be faithful,
prompt, and bravo ;

To lift agai, the fallien, and ta help front sd
ta save;

To givo thives for others, as nliiuself
for thoa lie gave.

Hi voice 5 alling nowl
Thon let us figlit 'gainst evii with our faces

turnad towvard iight,
God seeth1 through the darkness and watch-

eth, o'er the fight,
His joy will bo our recompense, Iis triumupi

crown th r*..
Our God is narching on!
-N'ational Temperance AdVecate.

Death at a Welcome.
Mi. JAÂms F. LYoN, a deacon of the

Jarvis Street Baptist Churah, Toronto,
during an address of welcome ta Rev.
Dr. Thomas, who the other ovening
was boing greeted by his congregation
on his return from a visit to Europe,
spoke of the hearty reception whieh
little children extond to thoir parente
Ho pictured the demonstrations of joY
shown even by the prattler who cannot
speak, and perhaps is not able to walk.
He expressed iha hopo that all present
would meet in Heaven. Ho quoted the
text so full of meaning, "Whosoever
loveth father or mother more than Me
is not worthy of Me." He thon paued,
leaned against a table for an instant,
thon fell forward over tle platfôrn and
down ta the floor. Immediately nearly
every person in the room rushed towards
the prostrate man. Dr. Buchan, who
occupied the chair, and Dr. Robinson,
who also was present, could do nuthing
ta uave him, and on examination found
that ho had died from heart disease.
It is a good way ta die-in the service
of the Master.

MooDY AND SANKEY'S hymne have
been translated into Chinose, as also
the International Sunday-school Les'
sons.

A woRLD without a Sabbath would
be like a man without a snilo, liko a
summer without flowers, and liko a
homestead without a garden.
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