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Our Xethodist Tree. The Schoolmaster a Zetrospect.

BY Tan EDITon.

Liu one who stands beneath a giant oak,
That stretches forth Its branches far and

wide,
Extending ita dense shade on every side,

Unscathed k y tempest or fierce thunder-
atroke ;

So stand we hers to-day, bene,*,h a tree
Of God' sownplanting inthiafavoured land,
Which lie has guarded with His nighty

band,
Till now it rises strong and fair to sec.

A hundred years have shed their wintry
snows

And summer showers around its spreading

An stil, by grae. of God, it spreads and
growa,

And atill bringa forth its rich and golden
fruits;

God grant its blessed fruit mnay still in-
crease,-

Beneath its shadow may there stitn be peece.

As from au acorn %malt that foret tree
Peered fIltt, a feeble germ, above the

Whi e .îhltl raine fuit and skies inclement
f rovueil,

Vet flourished atill upon the emerald tee;
So. from a weak anid amall beuini grew

This tait and stately treu, that a a eth
nov

Like Lebanon, and wareth on its brow
Its leafy honours, fed by sua and dew.

Fierce atorne of wrathful hate asseled ils
yeuth,

Like surging tumult 3f the battle strife,
Yet 8til it rou, invincible as truth;

They could not nrueh Its heave-Iputed
tife'

Which flouashes inaturdy atren to-day-
God grant oar tree may neyer ncw decay.

I WILL nover aiiov .trong drink to
be my muater, ai am ralve nover
to taste it,

BY A. 8. WHITE, B A., L.L B.

TnRoUGBOUT the long, bright aum-
mer afternoon, through the open
windows of the old school-house on the
hillside, bad come the droning hum of
children at their lessons. And now,
burating from the dcorway with play-
ful mouifle and merry about, pour forth
the noisy throng, releamed for the day
and joyous of their freedom. Within
the deserted room the old schoolmaster
left alone, sita at hie desk. He is
evidently weary. His pale, thoughtful
face, old and worn, but kindly, ben
atamped upon it the gentle dignity c
patience. Heleansbackin hischairand
with tired, absent look, gazes through
the open window down upon the valley
below, vhere nestles the quiet hamle
with ita dusty high street takîrig it
way put the generai stores, the tw
amithies, the village inn, and, furthe
on, the #pire-crownedvillage churchu
thon goaig aide by aide with the brawl
ing brook until, in the distance, the
disappear together around a spur of th
mountain.

At this bond, as ho looks, ther
comes in sight a man trudging wearil
with a bundle slung to a stick over hi
ahoulder. With a momentary interes

he observes this mai, then audibl

sighing lapses into a yet deeper reveri
Hi thoughts go back over half
century. Ho mem a plumfat sittin
room. A lady, Pvoot ail geatle 0
face, se, st a table by the ahade
light of a lamp, e .wing. Ana-ceai fLe
blarng lu the open grate o1 tuo
beartbrug atretched aL length, upon hi

face, with his elbows on the floor and
his chin upon his hands, lien a child a
poring over a large illustrated volume. d
Presently the lady rests hor work upon
her lap and gazes at the boy with a
look half of yearning, half of pride and
all of love-such a look as ie never
seon save on a mother's face. The d
child growing conocious of her gaze t
rises, goe te ber, throws bis arme;
about her neck and himmelf backward
across her lap, so that ho may the botter

1 look up into her face and receive the
kies she stoops to give.

Thon he speaks: " Ma, when I grow
big and become a man I am going to
be a soldier and Wear a scarlet coat
and a sword, and be a great goneral, and
.fight and kill the enemy-won't you
like thatl"

" What I my child," answered she,
"will you fight and kill men who
were once little boys like you are now,
and who might have little boys and
girls at home to love him as you do
me t"

The child's countenance fell. " Thon,
wouldn't yon like me to be a brave
soldier and win battles, and be a great
hero, mai "

"Ye, my boy, very much. I want
you to be a very brave soldier and a
very great hero and to fight, and to
win many victorien, but in battles not
fought with swords. There la a nobler
warfare-a loftier heroism-than that;
when the struggle in with great and
wicked and powerful enemies. There
in that great enemy 'atrong drink,' who
every year captures no many priioners
and so often cruelly tortures and slays
thon. There are those other wicked
enemies of mankind, ain and hie great
ally ignorance, with want and sickneas
their camp followers. These are very
active and powerful enemies, and the
conflict with them calla for a harder
gght and nobler heroism than battles
fought out under the excitement of
martial music and the booming of
cannon. It is a fight to save men, not
to kill them. Paul was a hero in this
army, and Christ i its great General.
There are many brave men fighting in
its ranks. There in no military display,
no fiage flying, no swords glittering-
only lard, heroic war. But to every
soldier when the battle in over and the
victory achieved there wil come a day
when ho Wil march in triumphal en2try
thurough the gates unto that Oity bright
and beautiful beyond allmagnmg,
where ail is happiness and peace; and

E where radiant houta wil weloome him
with loud hosannahs and swelling
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music, compared with which the
weetest earthly strains seen but harsh
iscord. That is the army in which I
would have you a soldier, my boy."

The child was thoughtful a few
moments, thon he asked: " Mother,
vas father a sioldier in that army, and
did ho fight and win and go home to
bat City1"

"Yes, my boy."
"And will you go there to bo with

him 1 "
"Some day.'
" Thon," aaid the child resolutely,

'I will bo a soldier in that army, and
you and father will be there to help
welcome me when I have won the
battle and enter the City."

Two hours later the little form Slept
soundly in its cot. As the mother,
standing beaide it, stooped to kims the
flushed face there was moisture in her
eyes and she murmured, "God grant
he may vin the fight."

Thon, as in a panorama, this picture
passed, and the old achoolmaster saw
another. It was comumencement day.
The work of the college year was ended.
The great hall from floor ti galery and
in every aiile Was crowded with a
brilliant assemblage. Ladies were there
in elaborate toilettes, planned weeks
beforehand. The broad deep platform,
save an open apace i its centre, was
filled with dis'inguished and repreben-
tative men. There also vere the grave
profemors in their flowing robes. The
degrees had been conferred, and the
prisen awarded. As the uchoolmaster
looked, a young man in an under-
graduate's gown threaded his way over
the crowded platform to ita centre. At
his appearance there swept over the
vast audience a storm of applaube like
the burat of a whirlwind, which subsided
into perfect caim ai ho lifted hie hand
and commenoed to speak. He spoke
in Latin. It was the valedictory of his
clam. Though there were many i the
audience Who did not fully comprohend
the address, yet the old achoolm ter,
listening to their clear distinct aceents,
caught and understood every word and
the fhole beauty and pathos of the
farewell of the speaker and hli clams-
mates to their aima mater and with
almost breathiess interest h. hung upon
every accent of the orator until, with
outatretched hand and tremulous voie,
ho apoke the closing words of the
eloquert peroration, "Salot., sainU,"
and retired.

Thon the old manheard tfie tempeat
of applause again sweep over the
auemmbly, and thon even as he litened
the scene ahifted. It was the evening

THE KREMLIN AT MOSCOW.


