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PLEASANT HOURS,

Thanksgiving.
BY SUBAN CUOLIDOE.

The beautiful summer I8 cold and denad,
S8he hns passed away ko the rest
Tho other fajr summers long slnce fled

From the woods and the meadow-crest: !

The blossoms of spring were white and
gweet
put thoy paled and shrank f{rom the
touch of tho heat,
The ficlds are shining yellow and dun,
Where the autump gathers] its tale of
grain;
We thank thee, Lord, for tho blessed

sun,
We thank thee for the rain

Our beautiful summer is passcd and fled,

We aroe older grown and gray,

Tho spring I8 gono from tho youthtul
tread,

The lnugh from the lips once gay;
The childish hope in the chlld'sh cyes
Is darkencd by many a sad surprise;

But the promise stands sure as then

it stood.
Wo can smile in loss as we emiled in
galn,

And we thank thee, Lord of the year,

for the good,
And we bless thee far the pain.
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THE COMING OF THE MESSIAH.

PROMISED TO ADAM.

*“ And I will put enmity between thee
and the woman, and between thy seed
and her seed; it shall bruise thy head,
nndr thou shalt bruise his heel.”—Gen.
3. 15.

Like a bright star shining amid the
darkness, so through the long ages the
promise of the Messiah shone in the sky

il at last the Star of Bethlehem led |

where the Young Clifld lay. He was in-
deed the bright and morning star. No
sooner had Adam's sin * brought death
into the world, and all our woe, till one
grenter Man restore us.” than the pro-
mise was given that Satan’s head should

be bruised, that his kingdom should be !

destroyed. T'or four thousand years that
promise sustained the hearts of God's
people, thie patriarchs and the prophets,
who saw his day afar off, ané were glad.

To our first parents—driven from the
rinless bowers of Paradise, thelr joys of
Eden shattered. the tralling of the Ser-
pent around and over all, their first-born
son the murderer of his brother. and
all the hapless ruin of the fall around !
them—canme this blessed promise to
resCue their souls from utter despair. to
sustain their hearts as they fared forth
trom the gates of Eden, guarded ever-
more by the flaming swords of cherubim,
into. the wilderness world. And God was
siill with them. He did not forsake
them, but gave this blessed promise
whiich grew brighter and brighter-as the
ages-pagsod, till.at last it was fulfilled in
the cominyg of his Son. Jesus of Nazareth,
born of the Virgin Mary, to restore our °
-iost and: rufued raco to: highest Christian
manhood.

EVERGREEN 80HOOLS.

v We reprint this article from Onward,
, as we aro anxlous that it should rcnch
v all our schools .

¢ We hopo that our schools will try more
than ever to keep open all the winter.
i We know that, i some cnses, on account
,ol had roads and the great distance to
be travelled, this s diflicult; but where-
ever the week-day school is kept open
for five days in the week, we think ft
ought not to Le impossible to have the
Sunday-schoo! open on onc day of the
week.

A very considerable pumber of our
Sunday-schools, unfortunately, close in
the winter, thus the school hecomes scat-
tered, and it is often difficult to re-
organize In the spring and takes a long
time to get into runmning order. We
think it most d'sastrous to the best in-
terests of the schools that these inter-
ruptions should occur.

In many cases It has been found that
the introduction of the Sunday-school
papers has been sufficient to keep the
schools open in the winter, where, with-
out them, they would have been closed.
i But if ft be found ahsolutely imposstible

to keep the school open regularly, the
next best thing—and uot a bad thing
elthar—would be to still take the papers,
and, as {8 done in many places, distribute
them to the familles at tho regular
weckly or fortnightly service, as the case
{ may be. Theee papers will all have the
leseons: and fathers and mothers, at the
home fireside, can have a Sunday-schcol
of their own children, and thus keep up
the good and godly habit of the regular
study of the Word of God.

‘This Is done with great success in some
scattered noighbourhoods where it is not
found practicable to have a school at ali,
and certalnly can be accomplished, with
Lest results, in very many places where
the e~hools have to be suspended during
the winter. But by all means
make an effort to keep it open,
notwithstanding rain and snow storms;
and it the younger children and
those residing at a great distance
cannot come, send them their papers.
Let them feel that they are not forgotten,
and urge them to keep up the memorizing
of the golden texts and “the memory
verges; and also urge the parents to bear
them recite these verses, and answer the
questions given in the papers. The par-
ents will thus themselves becomec more
interested in the school and the welfare
cf their children, and may be induced to
take a greater interest in the school it-
self, and become themselves adult schol-
ars—as thoy ought to be.

A BROTHER OF GIRLS,
BY JULIA H. JOHNSTON,

The old-time significance of the edel-
wels 1s familiar to most, but it is worth
while at any time to recall it, and some
may not know it. The edelwels, that
pale flower found with the greatest difii-
culty among the snows of Alpine heights,
was only to be worn by youths and men
of pure, true hearts. and noble, stainless
lives. In the olden days, the highest
compliment one could have was to ve-
ceive a gift of this snowflower of the
heights, It meant so much. . Well
might any one covet the honour of wear-
ing the edelweis, and seek to do it
worthily. As one had to climb high to
get it, so one had to aim high, in his life,
to wear it

‘“He is fit to be a brother of girls,” is
ba description that has come down to us,
*which is as significant as that other,

“He is worthy to wear the edelwels.”
* Here Is an ambition worthy of any boy.

To attain that good comradeship which
{s a most beautiful and helpful thing be-
' tween boys and girls, a boy should be
indeed true-hearted, purc-hearted, gentle
and manly, and should show it by the
fine courtesy and consideration which is
so winsome, and so- entirely worthy of
a strong character.

! The energetice, growing boy sometimes
thinks girls tiresome, and even-—yes, he
occasionally says it, * too silly.” They
are easily scared, he remarks, and can't
take care of themaeclves, and need no
t end of petting and fussing generally. A
fellow has to keep himsel! in and hold
himself down, and §t is *“no fun,” says
this boy. to attend upon his sisters and
t their friends.

' But. my dear young sir. you are grow-
| ing up, remember, and there is some-
i thing to be thought of besides fuu, al-

though the right sort is excellent and
even indispensable in its place. Yhat
+ sort of & man do you wish and intend to
tbe? You will not manufastuve your
 mavhood out of whole cloth In a week
or two.after you attain your prond ma-
{ jority and cast vour first vote. You.are:
¢ making.it now, piece by plece. If you *
had-no higher nmbmon than to be well-
manpered; it would be worth while to :

of home and In the circle just outslde of
it, with its daily study and soclal Inter-
change Qranted, for a moment, that
girls are sometimes tiresome, or that
some of them are 18 not that all the
more reason for thelr having good
brothers. who will help them to be
braver. more self-reliant and strong ?

The boy who is fit to be a brother of
girls has a magnlficent scorn of every-
thing low and mean. Language that he
would not use in the presence of his sis-
ter and her companions, he wlill not use
at all.  Rough, careless, slouching, sel-
fish ways he will never cultivate, but
will curd and cure them, if betrayed into
them, and this. first of all, because they
are wrong in themselves.

Tho brother of girle will guard
agalnst the sarcastic, irritating. con-
temptuous (and contemptible) sort of
teas!ng which harrows up a girl's soul.
It it Is required of a good woman that
the “law of kindners should be in “.er
tongue,” why should ft not be demanded
also of the boy and of the man le is to
be ? There i3 plenty of room for sharp-
ening of wits In allowable raillery and
pleasantry that has no sting In it.

One of the tenderest titles glven our
Lord is that of *“ The Elder Brother,” and
to many a favoured girl this has a deep
and sweet significance.  Well may any
hoy seek a kind brotherliness like the
Master's, which will make him a tower
of strength to wenker ones, and the good
comrade and helper of all.—Interior.

A company of men were in the Arctic
regions at Christmas time, and they
could not help thinking of their famiiies
at home, and longing to be with them.
But they knew it would not do to be
homesick, for it would unfit them for
their work, so they chose the best pos-
sible cure for it—they made other peéo-
ple happy. The little Eskimo children

around them had neiver even heard of a-

Chiristmas tree, and the men of the ship’s
company went to work to make one.
“Make one'? Why, trees grow !” Cer-

.tainly, but they do not grow in the

Arctic’lands, for these explorers were far
north of the tree line. But they took
bones of the whale, walrus, and other
anfmals, and tied them together so a. to
make a trunk with branches. That was
the tree. A Christmas without cindy
would seem strange to you, bui instead
of candy they made Dballs of whale fat,
* or blubber, of which. the Eskimo children
arc as fond as you are of chocolate drops
or peanut brittle, They hung these on
the tree, and prepared some little pre-
sents of buttons and beads, and that was
all, PBut it was enough for a delightful
time for the little Eskimos, and their
pleasure made the men so happy that

thoy forgot their loneliness and home- |

. sickness—Christian Herald.

SLANG FROM THE DAYS OF OLD
ROME.

Miss E. F. Andrews writes an article
on ‘“Some Vagabond Words,” for St.
Nicholas. Miss Andrews says :

* Passing through a vacant lot the
other day, where some boys were hav-
ing a game of tall, I heard one of .them
who had got & rap on the knuckles-from

a ‘foul, exclaim, ‘Jiminy, that hurts!
and then, after rubbing his fingers- a
moment, he went back to his place on
the ficld, little dreaming that he had
Just uttered a solemn Invocation to. the

old Roman demigods Castor and Pollux. |
For our vulgar ‘jlmlny' fs but a cor-.

ruption. of the Latin ‘gemini,' twins, a

name applied to Castor and Pollux. the-

twin sons of Jupiter and Leda. These
hero gods were the patrons of games
and festivals. of all kinds, and the es-
pecial friends of travellerS' hence. when
an old Roman exclaimed, ‘O Gemini-¥ it
was a devout-appeal to the.gods for help |
or protection, very much the same as
when a knight of old called on his
patron saint.

Sir Walter Raleigh, 2 man of courage
and honour, was once.insulted by a hot-
headed youth, who challenged him, and,
on his refusal, spat upon him fn public.
The knight, taking out his hundkerchief,
made this reply : * Young man, if I could
as easily wipe your blood from my con-
sclence as I can this injury from my
face, I would this moment take away
your life.”” The youth was so struck
with a strong sense of his misbehaviour,

that he fell'upon his korees, .and begged.

forgiveness.

To be cheerful in the- face of misfor:
tune ‘is to show the highest :type of
courage. ‘The Christian. may rest as-
sured that-he will'be able.to ‘do this, for

the. promises..of heaven .are- pledged. to.

practice upon your sisters-in the school: i ‘him In hils-day ol need.

WHERE 18 MY BOY?

There are heart-songs so intensely and
universally human and true that they
will always have their occaslon and thelr
sympathetic minla\ry. Ono of these is
the well-known hynmn, ** Where Is my
wandering boy to-night *  The follow-
Ing 18 condensed from a chapter of
autoblography in The Unfon Gospel

eWSB :

A young clivil cngineer of \Westorn
Kentucky, who assisted his father in his
business of railroad prospecting and sur-
voying, had contracted intemperate
habits. His work from place. to place
threw him into the soclety of loose men,
much moro than his father seomed to be
aware of, and being a generous, convivial
fellow, he paid for his popularity by
copying thelr Indulgences.

His dangerous appetite and his oc-
casfonal flts of disslpation were so
shrewdly concealed that his parents were
kept o tgnorance of them for two yeurs
—until he was twenty years old. They
were worthy people and constant church-
goers, the father belng choir-leader and
the mother a flne soprano singer.

Once, while the young man was em-
ployed on a section of road forty mlles
from home, it became necessary to ‘“lle
over” from Thursday noon till Monday.
Hlg father would be detained till Satur-
day, reaching home in time for the
choir-rehearsal, but the son returned at
once and went to a liquor-saloon to com-
mence a three days’ * spree.”

The saloon-keeper understood his cage
too well and kept him hjdden in his own
apartments. ‘When his father returned,
expecting to find the boy at home, a sur-
prise awaited him. Trouble began when
the question, ‘‘Where's Harry 2 in-
formed the startled mother that he wus
missing.

For the Sunday evening service she was
to sing a solo, and by special request—
because she sang it so well—her selec-
tion twas.to be the hymn : “ Where is my
wandering boy ?”

It seemed to her impossible to perform
‘her promise under the circumstances;

"and when, on Sunday morning, a police-
‘man found Harry. the certainty was no
‘more comfcrting than the suspense had

been; but she was advised that he would
be * all right to-morrow morning,” and
that she hnd better not see him until. he
‘“ sobered up

She contrn‘ ed her griet as well as she
could, took her part that day in the
choir as usual, and made no.change for
‘the evening.

Toward night Harry began to come to
himself. His father bad hired a man
to stay with him and see to his recovery,
and when he learned that his mather had
been told of his plight the information
cut him to the heart and lielped to sober
him,

When the bells rang he announced his
determination to go to church.. He know
-nothing of the evening programme. He
was still in his working clothes, but no

" reasoning could diesuade him, and his
-attendant, after making him as- present-

-able as possible, went with him to the

s service.

Entering early by a side door, they

: found seats in a secluded corner, but not

.{ar from the puipit and the orgau. The
' house filled, and after the usual succer-
slon of prayer, anthem and sermon the:
‘time for the solo came. It was probably
the first time in that church that a .
mother had ever sung out of her own
soul's distress :

.+ Oh, where 8 my wand1ing boy to-night,
The <hild of my love and care 7"

! “What faith sustained her, when every
“word must have been a cruel stab ? The
.great audfence caught the feeling of the
.song, but there was one heart as near to

‘breaklng as her own. That he was
present she had no knowledge.” She had
.8ung the last stanza,

“Go for my wandering .boy to-night,
Go search for him where you will;
But bring him to me with'all his bl]ght,
And tell him I love him still.”
“ Oh, where is my wandering boy ?”*

when a young man in a woollen shirt and
corduroy trousers .and -jacket made his
way to the choir stairs with. ontstretched.
arms, ‘and, $obbing like a child, ex-
claimed :

“Here 1 am, mother !”

The mother hastened down the steps
and’ félded him'In her arms. The- as-
‘tonished organist, -quick to take in .the
meaning of the-scene,: -pulled out all his
stops -avd .played *Old Hundred—
“ Praige- God from whom .all blessings
flow.” The congregation, with their
-hundreds of voices. joined in -the great
doxology, while the fathor, the pastor
and the triénds of the: returned- prodigal
stobd by him with moiSt eyes and wel-
coming hands.

The wayward boy ended':his: wander-
dngs then:and:there. That moment. was'
:a consecration -and the: beginning. of &

Ife ot so‘\rlety and Chrls‘.la.n :anemlness.




