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phet,' Mary determined that the one talent ehe 
possessed, even if only the ability to dross dolU, 
should be given to the Master'» use, and since 
that day many a blue-eyed, Maxen-haired doll 
has gone on a mission to home» of squalor and 
wretchedness.

Doll Elizabeth's story is not a make up story, 
and it ought to tean-h the young people in Sab
bath school that they can all do something to
wards making the world happier and better.

Aa this dainty, beautiful doll made its small 
owner long to be .«eat and clean and sweet, 
•s It was, so we ought to carry in our heaitJ 
much love, purity and nobleness, and let them 
shine out in our faces and actions, so that those

We can simply note very briefly some salient 
points. It was a God given vision, however much 
the prophet's individuality may be seen in its
ferrn and color, the reality armes from God. .7? Sentlemanly. Recorded bad manners are 
The prophet felt himself overmastered by the "SS î° riiW up 8ome dav to rebuke you. 
powerful hand, and hi* eyes were opened his lhmk *er,ou»ly- Haeti’y written words are 
ears quickened to see and hear strange things. d*”*erou} ev!n 10 the writeT himself.
It is a sad sight, the open valley full of bones, . ht1nenV>er letter “Burn this letter”
rnd so they were very dry. Thus the vision !*, 8,1 injunctlon ,,ftcn disregarded; and letter 
opens in despondent tone before it sounds out 'are poHitlveJy <*onacienceless tale bearers, 
tlear and strong the triumph of faith. Then it °° H®* lorget tbat your handwriting is a 
is not so much the triumph of faith as the trt '7° tnMtwort'h>' witness against you. If,
vmph of promise. When the great question is u , PP’ *vou aro angTy’ better not write at
asked, “Can these bones live?" the answer is ?H;.for one day >1<>u wil* >'ou had been
rather that of trembling hope than triumphant Sït"* ?nd tbe CXv,amation "HI he a sad one, 

around us wi-U see the beauty of our lives and expectation. What we have here may be called "hat 1 have wr,tten I have written.” 
want to make their own fashion in with ouis.- the Gospel of the power of God. Not using the D° not. Prodaim your cowardice, for too many

went In any small sectarian sense, we may call T" j?1* 'n !ettflPe inBul,ta thc>" would be 
it a Calvinistic Gospel. The movement is from ” w l° “tter ,n faoe to face interviews. In- 
God to man. -Man's res,x>n»e is feebler than it ! *5* "7**" coward,y- but when designedly
ought to be. Only a great faith in God’s pow- g,xen ,n lettere or newspaper articles, they 

bring hope to a Church almost conquered Plt‘albl)' craven’ 
by superetition and crushed by tyranny. It is 
then Cod's power, but Cod’s power acting 
through lowly means. Even through prophecy 
will the power ol Cod act upon a dead people.
■Men at the present day are inclined to belittle . ... .
preaching, but the faith of the Suinta lias al- A anV *w”t<T than a fl weri
waya been that through it the tremendous power non . " ™“k, ? bri‘?*tor tluin the aun,
ui God may act upon the hearts of men This K if ll““ 'rai,dl> and mightier than Power,
is not a light-hearted preaching, which over- DeePer th*11 tear’' ret radia,rt with 
took, difficulties and think, to charm away sin A baby', mile takes naptiye ev'ry will ■

'-A^Æb'irtfc-
^ 'r“w™ ■— t rgreatest distress may be more than conquerors MaJ1 Gaeette-

through the power and love of God. The four 
winds of heaven are in the hand of God, as well 
as the breath of man. He can send the gentle, 
life-giving breeze as well as the destructive 
storm. He is just in the storm as well as in the 
sunshine. He proves His presence by reviving 
Hib people. “And ye shall know that I 
Lord, when I have opened

When You Write Letters.

Only a Bird.

By Mary Morrison.

Only a bind—end a vagrant boy 
Pita a pebble with boyidh skill 

Into tlie foils of a supple sling.
“VVaitoh .me hit him. I can, an' I will.” 

WhilT—<sad a silence chill and aad 
all» like a pdl on the vibrant air,

Fn»m a birchen tree, whence a shows* of song 
Has fallen in ripples everywhere.

Only a biixl—<und the tiny throat 
With quaver and trill and whistle of flute 

Bniisal and bleeding and silent lies 
There at his feet. Its cords are mute,

And the boy with a loud and boisterous laugh, 
Proud of his prowess and brutal skill, 

Throws it aside with a careless toes—
“Only a bind!—It was made to kill.”

Only a 'bird!—yet far away 
Little ones clamor and cry for food— 

Clamor and cry, and the chill of night 
Settles over the orphan brood,

Weaker and fainter the meanings call 
For a brooding breast that shall :

Morning breaks o'er a lonely neet,
Songless and lifeless, mute and dumb!

A Baby's Smile.

A Handsome Publication.

The test brochure that has emanated from 
the advertising department of the Grand Trunk 

am the «tel* all previous publications, and is certainly 
, . your «raves, ami one of the most creditable pieces of railway liter

"7 ,„u t„ come up out of your grave., 0, My «lure that ha, com, to hand. Th, title of ths
laoplc, and I will put My Spirit in you and ,ve work is "The Miuntain. of New Engin-.; and the
bliall live and I wiU place you In your own land; Sea “ The descriptive matter is well pat t0.
ind ye «hall know tint 1, the laird, have spoken gether, and Is in a renew, y,i ..t,.'.1 glvjni 
ii. and performed it, saith the Lord." In similar Uie tourist and pleasure seeker a curslc informa- 
ianguage, but with loftier tone, speaks on, Loid lion regarding th. magnificent resort. i„™ ,

Ub, and in Hun and in His Church this great White Mountains of Maine and New llanro
tinds t'SET* "•"g Td ^ *"V|K‘rod peopl<’ tl,e une,'lull“1 bathing beaches and
finds ita lilghcwt and Imal fulhlment. summer home, on the Atlantic

The illustrations

never «.tome ;

‘Ezekiel's Great Vision.

The prophet who speaks to us here was, as 
wc have seen both priest and prophet; he was 
als) a student in our modern sense of that term, 
a kver on books, especial y of the prophecy and 
pcilry of his own beloved Judah. He gives us
many visions, and aometimee it is dtfflcult to "Write deep In your hearts thi« M™ 

l’ure yMou- M<l how much the Year’s day tbe word of sublime confidence 
I tcrary ilres, of a great spiritual truth, Symbol Jehovahjlreh. It tells you that you can tresi
and reabty are freely mingled in a manner quite God always- that no ™ l t
Orienta'. This is ene th. best known'and falls; tba.He doeth ÏÏ, ZTwvl ■ "i'a,^ 
ceitamly one of the greatest of his visions. It is of all seeming loos and destruction ,"L * ‘
wmetimes treated a, a pambk of our dead con- hope. He b^ngTb.LelÎg " °f
and""; ,Tr nroJ °L heev‘,n'» vivifying breath passed this way heretofore 
and of the power of grace to accomplish the ap sorrow» and toy* failure* an* 
parinUy impossible. But like all oTher prop^- year, iunt Liter*
tie, it la best understood when we pay careful not see a step before your feef Yet toh “ï"
attention to .to historical totting. It, finit mean- Jtreh calls you to onto, the new iltoï no'
mg refer, to the great need of that hour, the fust. I, btd, you put away all an,,.
re.toret.o„ of God’s people to their own land and forebodlngs.-’The Imrd ^m n ”
aim the revival of their live. The prepk »m in Rev. J. R. MlZ, D.v "
Babylon, the natwnal life crushed
unbeti^f^anfl redemption- ^any guve Way 13 Stonee of etrinee and amusing an*wero giv-a 
cw ff dw,,a,r' vrymg that Jéhovah had to examination questions are frequeuMy told* but
ca*4. them off forever. One prophet, with purest wc do not so often see recorded the r auallv’sur-
5 .? 811,1 "“hh"1»81 theology; another in won- frising answers given by children In Sundir-
, T}mODn' dlwl<we<i that God would aocom- schools, and yet they are frequently orisinal mcr llomee in the m<>unt»ina or on the roast.
' , 6t_aTme<1 ^ b<> lm*>088rblc- and the enough. A teadher, lately wishing to turn the 38 10 it8 value and topographical accuracy.
> c en- carted captives would be delivered and voung Idea toward the mission field a-*rd Ii'our pagw ^ the Publication are devoted to a
wd.,raZ^T "'?Uld ,Vturn to Zion , Wbat are tJhe eood men «IM who leave thei- 1,el of hotal9 Uiat are located in the districts

gra son s. Tliis, then, is the meaning homes and go to foreign lands to teach th* dealt with’ deluding the number of people they 
thatia natl0n detid and driod up* il<1ith€n?’’ "Prodigel sons,” was the prompt and can aL'voromodate and the rates per day and

lacking resources, destitute of strength, *.11 he triumphant reply. A da* of bov, »h™ 1 j '"'ek'
restored to new life and tike up in purer torn "What were Hie ten plagues?’’ answered with 
,to voretlon a, the .errant of th. Lord. more fervor than gallant^,

•b. 8. lesson for August 13th—Ezekiel 37- 1 14 *r Westminster Gazette.
Golden Text. “I will put My Spirit within 
Ezekiel 36 : 27.

sea coast.
are exceptionally good and 

arc direct reproductions from photographs en
graved by the haf-tone process and, lieing print 

ed or. the best of paper, a tine result has been 
alt;, red. Among the illustrations is noticed a 
very good picture of the new Victoria Jubilee 
Bridge, over the tit. Lawrence River at Man-

The Lord Will Provide.

8cen« on the line of the Grand Trunk be- 
tweeen Montreal and Portland, arc profuse and 
interesting.

Another particularly noticeable feature of the 
publication is a topographical map, printed in 
foui colors, showing the mountains 'n relief, 
the lakes and rivers, the principal stage lines 
and carriage road» to the

You have not 
There will be

fishing and hunting 
districts; in fact, a bird's eye view ot this mag
nificent pleasure ground from Montreal to Port- 
h'Wi, with the addition of the favorite islands 
that lie In Casco Bay, and to which 
Montrealers hie each season.

This map is probably the only one of its kind 
in existence and many words of approval have 
been elicited from tourists, who make their

apparently so manv

Prospective tourist» and those wishing to 
spend a pleasant vacation should procure one 
of these very artistic and interesting booki, 

«T, . . .. , „ , which may be had for the asking. Add ess
What do we live for, if it 1. not to make life XV. E. Davis, General Passenger and Ticket 

less difficult to each other’-George Eliot. Agent, Montreal.


