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will You Be Thore?
yrsox this 1ife of hopes and fears,
jroyend this world of grief and tears,
[hero bs & regson fair;
Jt kuows ne chango aud no dveay
No uivht, but vae unonding duy .
O, Bay, will you ba there 7

Jts plorious gates are closed to sin,
Naught that detilos ean enter in
o mar its boanty rare ;
['pon thet bright, oternal shore,
I'asth's bitter enrso is known no more ;
Oh, say, will you bo there

t drooping form, no tenrful oye,
o hoary hiad, no woery sigh,
No pain, ue grief, no care;
Rut yoya which moituls may not know,
Like o calm river ever flow ;
Uh, say, will you be thero?

b | Gur Saviour, onco a mortal child—
As mortal man, by man reviled,
Ihere many orowns doth wear;
W hile thousand thousands swell the strain,
Ui glory to the Lamb once slain ;
Ok, say, witl you be there?

Who shall bo there ! The lowly here,

All thoso who serve the Lord with fear,
The world’s proud mockery dare ;

Whe by tho Holy Spirit led,

Ticpoice the narrow way to tiead—
These, theae shall all boe there.

These who have learned at Jeosus' cross
All carthly gain to count but loss,
so that His love they share ;
Who, gazing on the crucified,
By faith can say, ** For me He died "~
These, these shaii all be there.

Will ycu Lo there | You shall, you muet,
11, hating stn, in Christ you trust;

Whe did that place propare ;
till doth His voice sound sweetly, ¢ Come,
1 am the way, 1'll lead you home;

With Mo you shall be there.”

Why he Came Home so Late that

» MaGGIE, rut the tea on and set the
tahle; he will he here soon,” said a glad-
lockirg woman as she put tho last
stite' es into & garment,

*Yen mother, and I'm going to make
him a buttered toast; he likes it so
wuch with his tea, and the girl looked
glsd too, for she was thinking how
good it seemed to have father come
home sober from h's work,

“ Jusgt think, mother, it is nearly six
weeks since he touched a dvop, It is
almost too good to be true.’

“Tre resuits prove it, my dear. How
| different our hfe is already,” repiied
her mt ther,

“The Lest of all is, mother, I shall
1ot need to woar my old diess to school
next term,” said Maggie, casting loving
glances at the dress her mother was
| making, ¢ No one will call me—her
0ice tiembled—a drunkard’s daughter.
The boys too will have new clothes,
Poor fellows! they suffered all last

winter terribly with the cold.”

| “DPoor children! kow much you all
havosvff red. I trust we leave behind
forevor thoss dark days. We will try
to help those who suffer, o know how
[ to ity them. ‘I'here is Mr, Fuster,
i h‘ﬁ spends nearly every day at Brown's
f To think & town will license the sale of
Intoxicating beverages where such men
are,”
" Mother, why do they? Bell told
| U0 the other day that thiugs grow
Woree ard worse, and unless her father
changed his course they should have to
f 2PpIv to the town for help.””

“1 suppose the town wou'd rather
Support just such wretched familios
than have & law of prohibition evforo-d
and curied out to save the fathers to
j ciro for their own familiee, Maggie
Gud grant, and I sy it reverently,
that wo shall never go back to these
%riiblo days! We will try and find
83me way to help Bell and her mother.”

The clock struck six, The methor
folded hor werk and the boys rashed in
from their pluy,

o Mother, we're s0 bungey, when
will rupper be ready 9

“Just a8 suon ng futher comes,”

4 Gocdy, gondy, ho don’t get diunk
now,” said little Charlie.

“Hual, Juriah for now overcoats
and boots thin winter! Wo shan't
fiecze, Oharlie,” cried Harry,

Such a tussle as they had for the
next fow moments, then they rushed
to the doer to sce if father was in sight,

“Guess our «lck is slow,” said
Maggie, **The tonst will got cold be-
fore ha comes.”

“ Never mind, ho won't scold, for I'll
tell him how hard you tried to keop it
hot, that will pleaso him,”

Thus the impatient family waited
and watched,

“Seema as though be'll never coms,”
said 1ittle Charlie,

“Of course ho will,” said Harry.
“ What's to keep him now, he doesn’t
drink 1"

The clock ticked on and still he came
not, The mother looked anxiously out
of the window, 8he thought of
B owns, She was very sure that be
wouldn t stop there, Only that morn-
ing he eaid, I never felt so strong."
She would have feith in him. The
clock struck seven, She started back,
Maggie’s face grew strangely white.
By and bye tte girl rushed ¢o the door
then down the pathway. ile was no-
wheie in sight. Sho lianed over the
gate, Did she believe that he would
break his pledget Who among all his
acquaintances would urgo him to driuk?
Oh it must not be!

Her mother met her at the door.
M ggie, ho has stopped at Brown’s!”

« Mother, I'd iather die than have
that happen.”

A silence frll over the little group;
that silence which is so helpless yet
expectant, It came at last, thal un-
steady step along the walk. Tee
mother thought of her buys. ¢ Go to
bed, you will be safer there; and
Maggie too. There is no telling what
he may do.”

« No mother, I'll stay with you.”

The gate opened and swung back on
its hingcs, the pathway gave bac]g. its
dull sound, the door opened and ciosed
and be czwe in. )

Meggie felt as though all the bright
hopes of her life had been snatched
away, it looked like oie deep sea of
despair, Last night her father was a
gentlemar, to-night  fiend. Why did
he not wish any supper? The rum kad
taken away his appetite, Why did he
throw toast, dish and all to the fl qr?
B-cause the demon that was in him
was & terrib'e one, Why did he speak
such cruel words and threaten to take
the life of his wifo and children? Be-
cause his life blcod was poisoned by the
enemy slcohol and his brain crazad.

Late that night mother and daughter
wept in each cther’s arme.

 Mother, this would ‘never have
happened if the voters of our town hafl
given us true probibition. Why dou't
they let the poor wrmen and girls vute!
We would save ourselves. Mother!
mother ! why should we suffer so much
when thers might be & law that wm.xld
free uet"—May L. Morcland, in Union
Signal,
et

al'Ly see you later,” said a per-
sistent and threatoning co}lector ta
delinquent debtor. ¢ Not it I see you
first,” was the reply.

Honfed Orders,

Orr gho swung from her moorings,
And over the harbour bar,
As the moon was slowly rising,
She faded from sight afar—
And we traced her gleaming canvas
By the twinkling evening star.

Nono knew the port shoe sailed for,
Nor whither her eruies would be;

Her future course wag shrouded
In silenca and myatery,

She was sailing bencath *¢ sealed orders "--
To be opened out at sea.

Some souls, cut off from moorings,
Go drifting into the night,

Darkness before and around them,
With tcarce a glimmer of light ;

They are acting beneath *‘ sealed ordera”—
And sailing by faith, not sight.

Keeping the lins of duty
Through good and evil report,

They shall ride the storms out safely
Be the pasenge long or short;

For the ship vhat carries (God's orders
Shall anchor at last in port.

&

Thuse Clever Greeks,

Ir you turn a book upride down and
look at the letters, every s will scem
much smeller at the bottom than at
the top, although, when the book is
properly held, both halves app ar the
same sizo to the oye.

The upper part of the type that
prints the letter s is made swaller than
the Jower half to correct the fuult of
the eye, which always slightly exugger-
atsg the former. When the letrer iy
turned over this same trick of the
sight makes the difference seem greater
than it really i+; and, of courae, were
it of the same width all the way, it
wonld still look uneven,

In greater matters, the fal:e report
of the eye is greater. If u tapering
menument, like that on B :nker Hill or
like the Obelisk in Central Park, were
made with perfeotly straight sides, it
would look to us—for, you see, we
really cannot irust our own eyes—as if
it were hollowel in a little; or, as we
should say in more scientific language,
its riues would appear corcase,

Those olever Greeks, who did so
many murvellous things in art, thought
all this out, and made their architecture
upon principles 8o subtle and so com-
prehensive that we have never been
able to improve on them since. They
found that their beauwtiful Dorie
columns, if made with straight sides,
had the concave effect of which I hav:
spoken ; and so_with the most delicate
art in the world, tl ey mude the pillar
swell & little at the middle, and then ic
appeared exactly right.

This swelling of the column at ita
middle was called enfasis. Of course
1t had to be calcutated with the greatest
nicety, and was sactuully so very slight
that it can only be detected by delicate
measurements ; but it added greatly to
the besuty of the columns and te their
effec.ivencss,

Then the lines which were to look
horizontal had to receive attention, If
you leck at  long, perfectly level line,
as the edge of a roof, for instance, it
has the ap:earance of sazging toward
the midd e. Tho G ek architech cor
rected this fault by mak ng his lines rise
alittle. ‘The front of the Parthenon, at
Athers,is onehundred aud onafeet three
and a haltincheslong and,inthis, therise
from the horizontal is about two and
one-eighth inches, In otler words,
there is a curvature upwarda that makes
it a little more than two inches higher
in the ¢ nure than &t the ends, and the
effvct of this swelling upward is to

make the lines appear perfectly level,

Inderd this ssine Parthenon—the most
besutiful building in the world--when
delicately and carefully measured was
found to be everywhere mads a little
iocorreet, so that it may appear 1izht,
which ig certainly what nmy be ¢ lled
an architectural paradox, The graceiul
co'lumns, which seem to sand s0
straight, are made to lean inward a
little, since, if they wero perfectly true
and plumb, they would have the cifect
of leaning outwsrd, 'The pillars st the
corners glant inward more than the
others, aud everywhera the cirners are
made to look 1quaro by being in truth
a little broader angled, and lines are
curved in erder that thev shall appear
straight t+ the 1ye.~—Adrlo Bates, in St
Nieholas for October.

Tue State of Maine has been greatly
enriched by prohibition. General Neal
D)w told us Iast August that a week
before he met a gentleman who, forty
years before, had left Maine for the
West, an:d who had returned for a time,
and he said he did not know Muine,
When b left many houses had byoken
windows .nd old clothes in them,
fences were broken down, and farmsy
and ocher places in a st-tn of neglect
and dilapidation, and th : people dressed
in rags, Puverty appesred everywhere!
Now the people were wall oft. They
had good hcuses, which they owned.
They were well clothed, and lived well,
and had money to lend to the west rn
people.  They now saved $24 000,000
vearly—which they before sptnt on he
liquor traffic, $12 000 000 directly as
the expenses biou.ht on the peaple as
the r sult of the traffic—and all that,
th: uzh Muine is naturally a poor State,

nd has but a small population. Now,
gin ilar saviog would repr.sent & much
larger sum to Ontario.

The Hyena's Prey.

A uYEXA found a trumpeter, who had
been urinking. lying upon the ground
near Cape Towmn, sleeping off the
effects of ILis excets, and mistook him
for a dead body.

This 8 not surprising, for such
creatures know nothing of intoxication ;
‘hey eat und drink only till they are
satisfi:d, not till they become senseless,

The hyena seized the unconscious
man, and begar t drag him off toward
Table Mountain,

Fortunately the motion quickly
brought the drunkard to a sense of his
position, and grasping his trumpet, he
blew such a horrible blare that the
terrified beast instantly 1t go, and
made oft’ at full spred.

-~
Profane Language.

It is related by Dr. Scudder, that on
his return from his missicn in I dis,
after a lorg absence, he was standing
on the deck of a steam r, with hig son,
a youth, when he heard a gentl-man
using joud and profane language.
¢ Se¢, fijend,” said the Doc'cr, accost-
irg the swearer, ‘“this Voy, my son,
was born and b o ght up in & heathen
country, and a land of pagan idolatry ;
tut in all his life he rerer heard a mwn
blaspheme his Makar un'il now.” The
man ¢ 1 ured, blarted out an apolrgy,
and looked not & little ashamed of
himself.

®
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A xeprHEW of the late King Cetewayo
has been swdying in Stockholm during
the Jast six years, ard is now returning

to his native country as a missionary.




