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‘ ntimacics which have c оше into them. Then in family
history, so eventful under the roof, ae sacredly sheltered like the Daughters of the King bearing their little silver 
from the outside intrusion, what sweets have there been cross; or the bands of Kndra^orer* with their badge of It is of no use for a person who is not habitually happy
of the birthday oud the bridal, and the glad personal C. B. bright, let us, every time we look upon the " token to count himeelf either verv good or very great ; for bis
anniversary ! What sfcreta of happioeee, as pronounced of our birth," resolve anew that by God’s loving help we 
and far more numerous than the secrets of care ! iLet ns 
remember the years of the right hand of the Moat High, 
and, remembering, let us thank God and taka courage.

But, on the other baud, if we glory in the uame, then, Happiness and Greatness.

gloom romicu him u lacking in faith «ml hope snd 
«Ш go BOwhtrr, му nothing, do no «et, th«t will urnrsli lo««. And той surely no one «тонни to much who 
in the least tbit dear name by which we are called. does not excel In all three of these things. They are fun- 

lat » remember thet «. Christiana we have one family dentenlel to l„Kh l ull, gondn.» without
Not one ol u* but hse « long record of direst end ie- Interest to peomote. In every true boueehoM there te much love, end he In whom love el.mnde will certainly

-dividual ceueee ol gratitude to God, Ie help received to more or leee e femily identity ol leteeeet. Thet* le one be glod, for to meting others h,n..t i.d t,, I*
cooquor innete in. linetion to eln, to reetot tempts lion feerUy neete to be honore,!, « united femtly prosperity to happy himeelf Utile go,. lw .mell lor
end to put Selin under our feet Then,too.il where be promoted, s femily dietreeg to be nltoved, or e cote- fell!, puu tmie touch with Itod, win. to the ode eourceof
had moments of bellowed communion, «omet glimpses of mon debt to be unburdened virtee, end e vigorous feith ecsttere the cloude melting
our Lord, e eeuee et timee of hie neemeee, en increesleg We ereacquainted with « feeilly of eie strong none, .«„.hinem the «.ul The men whoee Inm t. erwety, 
end most helpful reeltoetlon of hto presence with tie In where there to e common treasury end one common who looks on the derh ehteof things «ml t»k«e aad views
our various experiences, in our weakeeae ee ie our effort. No one «eye, "Will (his or thet gtve me en will of course he md. end must, to «оте degree he bed
etreegth, our grief ee in our joy, for ell the* we cee bet edveotege?" but " Will It ptomote ihe common ceuee (or h. dleregenl. the commendment of God who mye 
offer our "humble end hearty thenke." end prosperity > " They ere men in middle life, already ■ Rejoice " And ee to true greatoe* Chriet eettlee thet

Theekegiring Uey I» eo fully end mcredly the home rid), and' always loving end contented. No one can lod га1м out th, anh„ppy Ьу „„ь,- cmee ж (hcw
day in out country that we muet a ever Buffer, ita glory to doubt that much of their marked виссе* to due to their
wane, nor ellow U» celebration to fell into decadence, putting nlweye together their united strength.
The land over, trains are loaded with the children going

f

who serve. They who are occupied in genuine- ministra
tion to the needs of others have so little time or dieppai- 

Well we know thet thie may not be the wieeet way for tioB te think of (h,-t itimpwlhl, lh,nl ь. 
back to the homestead, fathers bringing their boys and us all to live, but this principle of identity of interest unhappy.—Zion’e Herald
girls to visit the dear old people who grow young with should most surely be seen in every family, and it should
their grandchildren about them, sons hastening to the also mark the members of the family of God.
mother’s side once more, city folk seeking the country,
country folks turning to the town. Homeward ply thé sympathy and mutual helpfulness which should Л>е found
•buttles, and foil the wheels ; the very winds grow among the children of God, as in the ideal family,
merrier as they blow on Thanksgiving eve, and the enow, Among the mountains of Switzerland, where the diffi-
if it happened to come, falls with an air of holiday.

* * * *
Near akin to this identity of interest is the love and How often we misjudge each other from a failure to 

look beyond thejiorizon of our own experience and en
vironment. "She’s a very proud woman," severely 
remarked one of these careleas censors, on seeing a 
somewhat elderly neighbor wearing a becoming dress 
and her hair crimped. Yet in tlyt particular locality it 
was a positive refreshment to others to see 
beyond middle age who was not sallow and wrinkled and 
regardless of her appearance. Harper’s (Bazar mentions 
the case of a hard-working literary woman who scorn- 

... 4. . . . „ , fully exclaimed concerning a certain author, " A society
of Christ, fellow-pilgrims up the broken, rugge J steeps of iromln writing , Wel, , 1цррме , ht to к lld thlt
life. Bound together should we be in one Christian 
association of mutual helpfulness and love. Every 
family should be a little church, and every church should 
be a large fami'y.

But the Scriptures speak of this family as being " in 
heaven and in earth." Let us understand. God’s peo
ple are one. Even death itself cannot separate or 
invade his great church. Only like a narrow sea does 
death divide this heavenly land from ours.

" Once, in a western town, they told us that the beauty 
of it lay in its suburbs and environs. And one of the 
enthusiastic residents remarked, as we admired the main 
street in particular, and especially commented ou the
fine «how it made it the upper end upon the hill : 1 Oh, Poeeibly no public men of recent time, in this country, 
yee! It І» much more beautifuUcroes the river I- Then has held a warmer place in the hearts of the reading pub
lie showed us how beneath steep banks a deep and rapid lic> ,„d of th, common p,„ple who knew him, than the
streem vas running athwart the path just ahead. But late PhilUpa Brooke. Hia genial good nature, kindliness 
he went on : ‘ These same streets are continued over on 
the other side ; but they have more room over there, eo 
the yards are finer and the fountains loftier?—wul the 
edifices are more substantial ; indeed, it is wonderfully 
beautiful over there on the other side.’ "

êultles and dangers of travelers are great, they have a 
And in out grateful thanks let us never leave out a = way of binding a group of adventurers together. Before 

memory of those for whom defeat and strife and struggle they commence the slippery and perilous ascent, a strong 
are over, for those, still ours, all still dearly beloved, who cord is bound around the waist of each, and all are then 
are safe in the city of the King, beyond the last river, be- tied together, so that every one helps the others, and if a
yond the touch of death, forever free*and forever living ! brother slips they pull him up again.

J ust so it will be with us fellow-members of the church

one woman

f
o
,8 Thanks be unto God for the great company of our 

kindred and friends who dwell where the song of praise 
is endless, in "Jerusalem the golden."

)f
Itlrt there is one of them who can do something not frivolous 

even if she does take the money away from ua." Another 
comment was, " I never realized before that any one who 
had been in society could have a single sincere or honest 
purpose." The same journal points out a common ten
dency to think of dirt as a necessary concomitant to 
poverty, as illustrated in the action of a charity visitor 
who refused to order coal and food sent to a poor woman 
because her stove was blacked and her windows washed ! 
Verily the old injunction,-^judge not, still has need of 
enforcement in modem society.—Set

ag If they had cause for thankfulness 
Who crossed the bitter sea,

To build within the wilderness 
The altar of the free,

Who paused amid their bread of tears,
In exile and in pain,

To praise the God who hushed their feara, 
And gave them sun and rain.

And seed that pierced the rocky soil,
And harvest ere the snow,

If they were glad, ’mid grief and toil,
Our fathers, long ago,

O ! what rich chord of nobler song 
Should we this hour uplift,

On whom so swift love’s fa^prs throng 
Who reap so large a gift.

Father, from out thine open hand, 
Through all our border’s wide,

Drop bounties on our smiling land,
No prayer or want denied.

Receive our thanks that seek thee, Lord, 
Our words are weak to say 

, Praise God from whom all blessings flow, 
Our heart-felt psalm this day.

te
ou
m
do
nit-
;ht.
ary

con
me,
laV-

¥ ¥ ¥ ¥

of spirit and tenderness of heart won him love from all 
with whom he came in contact. His eminent good sense 
is illustrated by the following lines, quoted by Dean 
Farrar, who knew and loved him. In an article in the 
Independent, telling of Mr. Brooks’ election to his bis- 

Do you think we can be wrong in taking this as a hopric an(1 the opposition this aroused on the part of
beautiful parable, telling us that all the streets of this life many, he says : 
are continued on the other side, and that the gardens
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Everything and everybody Jis glati on Thanksgiving,
for

God’s in hie heaven 
All’s right with his world. The virulence of the attacks made upou him pained 

—Congregations»»!. grow feirer, and the fountains finer, and the place more him, and the work which his new office entailed upon
beautioua as the immortal road runs on ? him was overwhelming, and destroyed the peaceful,

Oh, who would not be a Christian ? Who would not happy leiaure which has been his delight. His admir-
long to be adopted into the family of God ? And who ,hiy good-humored lines during the fury of the attacks
would not live in love and mutual sympathy as brethren,

* * * * <

The Family of God.
which assailed him are worth recording. On seeing a 

looking forward to that blessed family reunion, the home caricature of himeelf in the colurns of a certain journal 
There are few more beautiful sights in thie fallen world çoming of the redeemed in the kingdom of God?—The he wrote : ’

than that of a happy and harmonious family, where Presbyterian, 
there art no secret heart-burnings, no jealousies, no 
envyings, no covert mistrust ; but where the good of one 
ie regarded as the good of all, the happiness of one as the 
happiness of all; where the strife is not so much who shall 
be first, as who shall be last, not so much who shall be 
ministered unto as who shall minister. Few, indeed, 
are the scenes on earth so lovely as this.

It is this most lovely of earthly scenes God takes to 
suggest to us something of the joys of heaven, and to 
picture to us something of what his church should be on 
earth. Many beautiful titles are used to describe his 
people, but not one is more beautiful than this, when he 
calls them a family—a term so suggestive of sympathy 
and love and union, and so laden with memories of home.

Let us remember as Christians that we have one family 
name to cherish.

BY MV. G. В. V. HALLOCK, D. D,

“ And is this then the way he looks, 
This tiresome creature, Phillips Brooks ? 
No wonder, if ’tie thus he looks,
The church has doubts of Phillips 
Well, if'he knows himself, he’ll try 
To give these doubtful looks the lie.
He dares not promise, but will seek 
Even as a bishop to be meek ;
To walk the way he shall be shown,
To trust a strength that’s not his own, 
To fill the ^ears with honest work,
To serve his day and not to shirk ;
To quite forget what folks have said,
To keep his heart and keep his head, 
Until men, laying him to rest,
Shall, say, * At least he did his best.’

* * * *
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Saintly Faces.

Sometimes, in passing through a crowd, we see a face 
that attracts us by its sweetness of expression. Perhaps 
it is an old face, crowned with the glory of hoary hairs ; 
yet love, joy and peace shine out of every dot and wrinkle 
in it. Sometimes it is a young face that beams with 
health and purity and beauty. But whether old or young, 
when we see that unmistakable soul-light in a face, we 
know that the heart behind it is pure, the life is good, 
and that the body thus illuminated is the temple of the 
Holy Spirit. To keep the mind occupied with good, 
pure, useful, beautiful and divine thoughts precludes the 

. possibility of thinking about, and thus being tempted by 
things rinful, low or gross. It is because" Paul knew this 
that he says so earnestly : " Finally, brethren, whatao- ......... . .
ever thing, are just, whenever things are honeat, »■ ”U ,B,,h* Crnlurv » to • » lory of

How cartful we ought to be that we never disgrace the whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things the French Revolution, ita hero a foundling and a.lven
worthy name by which we are called. " Let every one «re of good report, think on the* things." In turrr The tale ta one of adventure throughout, but all
who nafaeth the name of Christ he careful to depart from the well-formed habit of thinking pure thought» lies °f it portrayed with Dr. MilchelVe keen characterisation
iniquity:" Alexander teid to hie coward soldier who the secret of being pare in heart ; and in the deily end *” W’
bore the same name : " Either you muet change your nightly meditation in the lew of the Lord, 1» ж safeguard
name or change your ways." If we are unwilling to an- against many of the sine which defile the carnal heart, appear in the Christmas numb* of til Nn belee. u wue
dura, to fight eln and hardships for Christ’» sake, then end debs* and blacken the countenance.—Scottish tested by Oliver Herfon*. It to the first аІ «міме ai
let ne change our name, end not call oatreelv* Chrietiane. Reformer, fantastic etoriee «bool animals

Amen."

Ц" The Adventures of François," the new novel by Dr. 
S. Weir Mitchell, author of " Hugh Wynne, Free Quak-" We bear the name of Christians, 

His name and rign we wear."

Rudyard Kipling’s first " Juat-So" story, which will
*
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