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For the breczes sadly stealing

O'er the heaci of inany a fitir,
Kiss with loving touch, and tender,

Misplaced birdlings ne.sîling there,

Sighing stir the graceful plumage,
Once the egret niotlîer's pride,

Ere to pieuse the eye of fashion,
Heîpless 1babes and p)arenlts died.

WVonder you, %vlien music peals forth,
And I iist to songs of praise

Or sit dovni in siuent worbhip,
On these brighit Thanksgiving Days

WVhile the sunîisght glanchig daovnward
Throughi the windows, arched and high,

Flashes back froin broitst of' oreole,
Touches hues that miatch the sky,

Liglhts the throat of somne s%%eet wvaîbler,
Onc.e the mlin.strel of the n~ood

Playb inid slenlder ngpinio'r,,
Egret's badge of iniaherhood;

That froi niusic grand and swelling,
Notes for %whicl 1 long are gone;

And those tone%, so sveet ascending,
Cani't replace the absent song ?

Tîxat tlirough ýsil._îice deep~ and tender,
Stari'ing nestling's cries 1 hear;

Natuire's glad 'fhanksgiving music
Turned to anguished notes of fear?

Kneeling there, dear thoughtlesoi inaiden,
Thanking God for blessings known;

%ViII thy MNaker rneasuýc har.shness
That unto his gifts is shown ?

Can lie trust thy love finir mai;tr,,
WVhen upîun thy queeniy hecad,

Voice and lieart forever silenced,
Rests tlu-t birdling maother dead ?

WVhy this needless crue] slitu,,,lîter?
Why this sorrow, pain, an fè'tr ?

XVhN these voices huslied for -ver,
Which aur Father lov'es ta hecar ?

Nathing can their %vork accoinplish,
Naughit to us their place supplv;

As the birds sing matins a*er us,
Soaring twvix tlie earth and sKy,

They are lending nl;LO truc service,
Seeking that which would destray

Golden harvests, that their miurderers,
Thankless, .viev with pride and jay.

Seeds they sov% on rock), ledges.
And the new barn coral isle

Thraugh their care becornes a garden,
Flashing back fai nature's smile.

Lend yaur aid dear mnercy's children;
Te-ach the tbaugbtless ta be kind ;

Help ta save sweet nature's warblers;
Help canvince aur sisters blind,

That tîte bird has lost its beauty,
WVhen, transplanted frani the wood,

Lifeless, stiff, and aIl distarted,
It thus shamnes their wovanuhood,

Speed the day wvhcn mani, God's affspring,
To aIl living creatures kind,

Secs the links, wvhîch bînd creation
Inoane chain of love divine:

Then shaîl risc glad strains trîumiphant,
And ais .eplîyrs past us float,

They will softly sing the tidings,
Nature's hyni Iaeks nat one note.

CH-ARACTER-%R.

While so much is being satd and
written about Christiarity as a force ini
society, the worth of Christianity as a
force in the life of the individual is flot
obscured. A new niysticism has arisen.
The intimate relation of the regener-
ated soul to God, with the effects
which it produces upori characttr, is
the dominant thought of several recent
writers who have been wide'y read and
studted. Andrew Murray, F. B. Mýey.
er, A. J. Gordon, J. R. Miller, and
others who might be named, are types
of a large class of religious leaders who
insist that the Christian may, if he ivili,
be delivered in large ineasure from the
power of sin, and thus be free to culti-
vate close relations with the risen
Christ. They ruake prominent the
teaching of the Holy Spirit as set forth
in the Bible, which is so little under-
stood by the average Christian. They
hold that if the Spirit be witliin the
heart, reproducing there the character
of Christ as Paul declares, there should
be constant progress in the Christian
Hife; Iess susceptibility to 1-erptanion es
the years go by; greater knuwledge of
the Divine will, and more ready obedi-
ence to it ; so that the words "dead to
sin but alive unto God through Jesus f
Christ our Lord" may have a real
meaning, not a rnere theoretical inter
pretation. The doctrine of sanctifica-
tion has indeed had somne absurd con.
structions put upon it by people whO
pronounced theniselves wholly fret
froi Sin, while their neighbors, ont
and ail, were obliged to differ fraIE


