
'rhe Horse and the Hill

it was time to go home. Twelve o'clockc
sounded much mQre reasonable to them than
it did to the anlxious mnother who was waiting
for her son's return to the home.

So the evenings broke up, eaoh boy thank-
ing bis host and hostess for their great kind-
ness. And we can truly say that those who
so willingly offered to entertain the boys were
glad they had done so.

A digression fraim the usual forrn of enter-
taininent might be inentioned. It was a
skating party to which a Sunday Sehool
c.lass of girls was invited afier wliich ail had
rcfreshments at the mianse.-

Picton, Onît.

A Hymn of Dawn
By Rev. N. A. MkacEachern, M.A.

Professor McFadyen has a fine phrase in
one of bis devotionul books, "the tturning of
the morning." It is one of those phrases
wbich give wings to the imagination : we
are at once carried to the threshold of the
dawn where the stars are dimming, and the
light is cha ning swiftly froni gray ta pearl
and from pearl to opal, where the wind is
stirring in the tree-tops and the birds are
twittering a prelude ta their fulI-throated
morning chorus. Some bynins have a like
power of suggestion:. they carry the imagina-
tion out to, the wide spaces of human need
where God's angels of liglit are u*shering in
the inorning.

Hyxnn 797.in the Book of Praise is such a
hynin. It is set to, one of those airs which
haunt the mind. The day after you have
heard it Sung, and have joined in the sweep
of its recurring chorus, you find yourself
unconsc;iôusly, and perbaps inaudibly, hium-
ming it,-and there in the Street a boy is
whistiing it. Thea the words begin «tc
appear from the recesses of your memory and
link themselves to the rnusi,-

"'For tht darkness shall tura ta dawning,
And the dawning ta noonday biight. ..

If you do not know the hyrnn, make your
first acqunintance with it nccompanied by the
mnusic. It is not a hyrnn ta be read, but, like
rnany of our rnost effeçtive hymns, ta be fully
appreciated it.-nust be sung. It is when we
sing the verses and carry the thought of

ecd into the refrain, that the words become
inspired with the great thought and purpase
of the gospel, and awaken in aur hearts a
passion for the world-kingship of Christ.
No missionary hymn can do mnord than that.

As Xisdorn in the Book of Proverbs stood
at the gate of the city, her hands laden with
gifts for ail who would harken ta her voice,
sa the hymn represents the church as standing
a'. the gateway of the uneliristian world,
bearing in ber hands wanderful gifts of Gad t-
the'natians,-a story, a Sang, a message, a
Saviour,7-which shall f111 their hear 'ts with joy.

Note how the thougbt of the hymn ascends
as it deseribes these wondrous gifts which we
bring ta the nations. The story-teller shall
turn their hearts froni wrang, the sang we
sing shahl lift their hearts ta (lad, the message
we give shail proelaim his redeeming love,
the Saviaur we show shall bring them ta the
truth of God. And ever as we offer eseli gift,
with its promise of light and love and truth,
the refrain beats out its triumphant optinuism:
"For the darkness shahl turn ta dawning,

And the dawning ta noanday bright,
And Christ's great kingdam shail corne on

eaýrth,
The kingdoma of love and light."
Smith's Falls, Ont.
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The Horse and the Hfli
In ane of R. D. Blaekniore's fine open-air

stories, there is a character who talks at
length about horses. After comparing good
ones and bad oncs in their behavior the first
time they breast a hill with a load behind themn
be surns the matter up thus : "Flowsoever
good a horse be, he Iongeth ta sec over the top
of the hli before he be half-way up it." The
man who is listening ta him confesses that he
bas often feilt that way himself! 1 nd I do
nloL know that t.here are mnany of-us who can
dlaim ta be guiltless in this respect. Yet it, is
perfectly plain that the men and women who
are living thc bravest and most suecessful
lives around us, and are praving towers of
strength ta, others, are those -çbro have
learned the art of living iust a day at a
time, and of depeading upon God for strength
for that day in th-e simplest and most trustful
fashion.-Archibald Alexander, in A Day at a
Time.


